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    He was an ordinary guy, who had unusual desires, ones that would dub him a serial killer. Unlike most, he decided to act on his whims. The media dubbed him the Professor, it fit. He was determined to learn new things; stuff others would balk at. The Cops and FBI upped the bets when they caught his trail. 
 
    Detective Remington Conahan was a little jaded and a lot dedicated. When the first body is found, he is called because everyone knows he will give her the justice she deserves. No one's life is worthless to him. 
 
    Grayson Knox is the newest member to join the Federal Paranormal Unit. When he gets a call from an old friend that a witch was killed and there is a threat of a new serial killer, he agrees to help with the investigation. What he didn't expect to find was a man who made him lose sight of why he was here. 
 
    When evil masquerades as a regular man and travels the country, can anyone protect them? 
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 One 
 
    It started like any other random thought; he wasn’t sure what made this one different though. What made him decide to act on it. Lying in bed, next to the woman he picked up on the street last night, he thought how chilled his hands were. It always made him think of that Sci-Fi movie where the guy cut the animal's stomach open and crawled inside to survive the snow storm. What would it feel like to bury his hands in a body? Not like a mouth or another cavity, but slide them into a stomach. How much pressure would he need to exert to rip the skin, would he break a finger before the skin gave away? Would the fat be hard to push through? Would the blood trickle out or gush out? How long would it take for the person to bleed out? 
 
    He watched enough crime shows to know prostitutes were often overlooked and most didn’t care if one went missing. He or she wouldn’t be easily noticed unless too many in one area disappeared. Why not find out the answers to these questions? He didn’t see any reason not to. It wasn’t that he wanted to kill her, or that he was compelled by some unknown reason. It was scientific; he wanted answers. Not that he really needed to rationalize his reasoning, no one would know it was him, and he just didn’t care. 
 
    He looked around his hotel room, one of those pay by the hour, low budget rooms, faded wallpaper, cheap sheets and the odor that never really went away. He could kill her here, but what if the clerk remembered him? He’d looked at her a lot so he might remember her at the very least. See, he could think and plan ahead; he wasn’t one of those random thrill killers. He laughed at himself, already imagining a conversation with the cops when he got caught. He wasn’t stupid; one day he would be arrested. But, why not experiment and try new things in the meantime? 
 
    So the hooker got to live for another day. He had to plan to hide his tracks as best as possible for as long as possible. Starting with going to the bank to withdraw cash here and filling his gas tank before leaving town. He would drive a couple of states away, find a woman and kill her. He would pay cash for anything he bought on his drive, and his car was older, so no GPS to track.  Then he would go a few more states, get more cash and go somewhere else completely random.  
 
    That was his key. Random. Nothing predictable, not his victims, not his route and not his method of killing and disposing of the bodies. The more he planned, the more his dick swelled. He was a bit excited about the thought of killing.  
 
    He had an extra hundred on him, so might as well fuck the slut one more time. It could be his second gift to her, the first being her life. 
 
    **************** 
 
    After roughly an eight hour drive, he was in Alabama trolling for his first victim, having been in the Florida panhandle area earlier he figured it wouldn’t take long to get there and he was right. He was eager to find the answer to his questions and couldn’t wait any longer. He turned down a side street in one of the bigger cities. If you drove around long enough, you could find the slums in any town. The lower the income, the lower class people and the more crime you could find. It was a sad truth, but it helped him hunt tonight. 
 
    Out of the corner of his eye, he saw her. Something about her literally glowed, and he wasn’t talking about a sign from God or an angel. Her skin actually let out a small glow, he had no idea what she was but she was unique, and now she was going to die. He turned down another street and parked his car; he didn’t want to take a chance anyone remembered it. It was nondescript, but you couldn’t be too careful. He got out and walked down the block to where she stood, and froze in his tracks for a minute, excitement flooding his system. He took a calming breath and moved toward her, trying to not draw attention to himself.  
 
    “Hey baby, how much for a couple of hours?” 
 
    The tramp turned and looked him up and down. He wasn’t against a woman using what she had to get by, but the look of contempt on her face pissed him off. Was she better than him because he wanted to pay for sex? She was selling it and therefore just as bad in his mind.  
 
    “Hey, sugar, two hundred for an hour. No kinky shit though, that costs extra.”               
 
    He didn’t care how much it cost; he wasn’t going to pay her anyways. “Perfect, my car is down the block.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes and started walking toward the area he gestured to. 
 
    “I just arrived in town; I don’t have a room yet. Is there somewhere you can suggest we can go?” He wanted seclusion, but he had some duct tape in his trunk so she wouldn’t be screaming loud enough for anyone to hear anyways. 
 
    “Yeah, actually we aren’t too far from an empty lot, lots of trees and no one drives to the back. No lights either so completely private.” 
 
    He smiled at her “Point the way love.” 
 
    It only took a few minutes for them to arrive and he drove his car as far in as he could get. “I have a blanket in the trunk; I figured it would be more comfortable than these bucket seats.”  Really he had duct tape and a knife, in case his hands didn’t work as he wanted. He also had the forethought to line his trunk with a tarp to catch anything he didn’t want embedded in the carpet. But she didn’t need to know that. He chuckled to himself. Thank God she wasn’t a mind reader; she would be sobbing right now. 
 
    “Sure, whatever. Just pay me up front mister.” He swore her words had the edge of a sneer in it. He was going to enjoy hurting her, hell he might rip out her vocal cords just to see if he could. Well if he knew what they looked like, he would have to Google that shit later. 
 
    He got out of the car and pulled his wallet from his back pocket. He counted out two hundred and handed it to her. “Don’t spend it all in one place.” He shut the car door and walked toward the trunk; he thought he heard her whisper “asshole.” 
 
    Shaking his head, he popped the trunk and grabbed his knife, sliding it in his back pocket. It wasn’t anything big, just a normal switchblade he had since he was a kid. Then he grabbed the tape and a blanket, shut the lid and peered at her over the back of the car. 
 
    “I am going to stretch the blanket out in front, just an added layer of privacy.” He walked around to the front of the car and started spreading it out, “Hey, darling, can you come grab the other side please.” When she walked by, he grabbed a rock on the ground, stood up and hit her hard enough to daze her but not knock her out. She landed on top of the blanket, and he smirked. Well if that ain’t perfect. 
 
    He squatted down next to her and flipped her over. He grabbed the tape he had hidden under the blanket, wrapped it around her hands and then tore a piece off, to place across her mouth. She shook her head and started whimpering. 
 
    “A bit slow on the uptake, aren’t you? Don’t worry this will hurt, a lot.” 
 
    He scooted back and sat on his heels staring at her body. She was on the thin side, so he was worried it would be harder to pierce her flesh, but it was an experiment, so he was willing to try once.  
 
    With a grin, he pulled her shirt up and her skirt down just a little. He really didn’t care to see her lady bits, just her fleshy stomach. He rubbed his hand across it and dug his fingers in just a bit. She whimpered and tried to squirm away from him. “Don’t make me tie your legs up.” He figured the best way to hold her was to straddle her thighs. That would limit her movements even more. 
 
    He moved and put his hand back on her stomach. “Thanks for being my first experiment. I won’t ever forget you.” He curled his fingers into a claw and started pushing with all his weight. She screamed but it came out muffled, and he smiled. The tape worked well. 
 
    ************** 
 
    He sat back and looked at his handiwork, yes this was much better than he expected. It didn’t go quite the way he thought it would, the skin was much tougher than he expected, but he got the answers he’d been searching for. He stood up and wiped his hands off on the blanket, and tossed the sides over her body. He wanted her to be found, and this was not the place for it. He picked her up, wrapped the blanket around her a bit more and walked back to his trunk. With her slung over his shoulder, he pulled his keys out, opened the trunk and dropped her inside. 
 
    He looked around to make sure he got everything and spotted the tape; he couldn’t leave that behind. One day they will piece the ragged ends together and see his handiwork at its fullest. With any luck, it would be the only piece of evidence that ties them all together.  
 
    “Thank you again, ma’am, I regret to inform you… your sacrifice was in vain. I didn’t yield the answers I expected so I have to try again. Maybe a heftier body frame, more fatty tissue would be easier. Anyways, thanks.” He shut the trunk and walked around to grab the tape and climb in the car. He pulled out and started driving, he wasn’t sure where to drop her body nor did he want to do it too early in the night. This couldn’t be just a random drop; he had to think it through. He knew the first kill, body and crime scene yielded the most clues to the cops. 
 
    Ah, the cops, he really wanted to talk to them. Explain why he was doing this. He didn’t want to wait until he was discovered. He wanted to watch them flounder, search, and eventually one would be smart enough to catch him. That person would be his equal and deserve the recognition. 
 
    He decided to find a place to clean up first, a rundown gas station with an outside bathroom would work. They typically didn’t clean them or lock them so it wouldn’t make any difference. After a few minutes of driving, he found the perfect place.  
 
    He emerged from the bathroom twenty minutes later wearing fresh clothes with no obvious signs of blood on him. Now he was on the hunt for a cheap motel; he wanted to write a letter to leave with the body. Maybe he would hang around for a bit and watch the action, very discreetly of course. 
 
    He drove around a bit more, looking for the slummiest motel he could find. He got lucky when the clerk didn’t even look up as he paid cash. Just stared at the porn on his laptop, the moaning was quite loud.  
 
    He drove around back and reversed into a spot with the trunk farthest from the building he could get. She wouldn’t be in there long enough to smell but better safe than sorry. He grabbed his bags and walked inside, straight to the table to write his love letter to the cops. 
 
    Whoever gets this, my sincere apologies, I made quite a mess, and while it wasn’t my intention, I did learn quite a few things. Did you know the human body is quite amazing? I wanted to see if I could submerge my hand in the stomach of another person using just the force of my body weight. Would my fingers break before I got through the skin? The answer is no, but I thought they would. It hurt quite badly.  
 
    Could my fingers pierce the skin? Possibly but it didn’t work on this body, maybe someone with more fat. That lead to my next question. How hard is it to push through fat, muscle, and tissue? Well, that I can answer. I finally cut her open but the least amount of layers I could. I then used my fingers to push through the fat; it was quite gross, much like chicken fat. The muscle I had to cut again and the tissue, well that was easy. I had always wondered if blood was hot when it first hits the skin, would it gush out or trickle? Well, the blood that welled up wasn’t but when I submerged my hand...yes that was warm. So toasty! Overall, I wouldn’t call this a flop. 
 
    To answer your unspoken question… Why? I didn’t do this because something called me to it.  I am not a psychopath, a sociopath maybe… I was never fully able to understand the difference or remember what they were. I didn’t kill her because she offended me (though she was rude before I killed her), and I don’t hate women. I was merely curious and wanted to experiment to find the answers.  
 
    Consider me a man of science, not someone who theorizes but actually attempts things. 
 
    This was my first kill, and I know you gather the most information from it. I am very curious to find out what you surmise about me.  I won’t kill again here; this may be my only kill. I don’t know; I guess I have to see if I have more questions to figure out. 
 
    Yours
  
 
    Yes, he thought, this will do nicely. He folded up the plain piece of paper and walked out to his car. It had grown quite late, and it was probably safe to dispose of her now. He popped the trunk and examined the sheet covered body. Where could he put the note to ensure it was found? Her underwear? No, they would say he had a fetish with woman’s genitals, so maybe just in the cup of her bra. Women always kept stuff tucked in there, and he imagined she did since she carried no purse and had no pockets. He gingerly unwrapped her and pulled her shirt up, he tucked it in her bra, wincing when the note scraped her skin. “I’m sorry, ma’am, didn’t mean any disrespect.” He pulled her shirt down, rewrapped her and closed the trunk. Now to find an alley with a dumpster close to full to drop her and watch.



 
   
 
  

 Two 
 
    Remi 
 
      
 
    “Detective Conahan,” A gruff voice called out from behind Remi startling him out of his thoughts. 
 
    Remi turned and glared at the aging pot-bellied cop standing a few feet behind him with a smirk on his smug face. “What?” he snapped when the man continued to stand there without saying anything.  
 
    “You got a body.” 
 
    “Asshole,” Remi grumbled as he watched the sorry excuse of an officer waddle away cackling at the perceived slight he'd just given him. He turned back to his desk, mumbling under his breath as he began searching for his phone. Stupid thing was never within easy reach when he wanted it. He finally found it under a pile of case folders, how it got there since he hadn’t touched them in weeks, was beyond him. 
 
    “Five missed calls, what in the hell!” He muttered to himself as he quickly scanned the call log and incoming text messages for information. Five calls in two minutes was a bit excessive he thought as he cleared the screen of the stupid icons that littered the top of the phone. Those things drove him insane; he hated clutter.   
 
    “Conahan, I told you to get this shit cleaned up. Why does it still look like this?” Chief Walker bellowed from behind him. 
 
    “It’s not a mess; I know exactly where everything is. It’s my filing system, and if anyone even touches one thing, I’ll know it.” 
 
    Chief Walker cocked one eyebrow, “And that’s why I just watched you spend two minutes searching for your cell?” 
 
    “That’s different; it’s a pain in the ass piece of technology that lives to make my life more complicated.” 
 
    “That pain in the ass technology has been trying to notify you there is a body, and you’ve been assigned. Get off your ass and get to the scene. 
 
    “I’m not up next on the rotation, Chief.” 
 
    Chief Walker sighed and stepped closer, “I know, Pritchard is but, between you and me this isn't one he needs to take. He’ll ….  just, please. Don’t fight me on this. Take the case, and I’ll pull you off the rotation for the next one, okay?” 
 
    Remi nodded slowly in thought. Pritchard wasn’t a bad detective; he was just lazy and unfocused. “Where?” 
 
    “Address is on your phone. Not the greatest of areas, not expecting anyone’s gonna be willing to talk down there either.” 
 
    Remi cursed, turned and grabbed his phone, gun, and badge out of the drawer and headed out. He hated calls like this, not because it meant someone died suspiciously, that was life. But because he was being put on the case specifically, meant that it was an “undesirable” and therefore only had a slim chance of being solved. Most detectives were overworked, underpaid and burnt out. 
 
    Not that Remi wasn’t any of those things, he was. But the job gave him a purpose, helped him hold onto his sanity. He’d come home from his time in the service a shell of the man. Nothing could penetrate the numbness that had devoured him. His only goal was to give peace to those whose life would be upended by the untimely death of a loved one. Even if they were what society deemed less than important, the drug addicts, homeless, prostitutes and anyone else they felt was beneath them. They were people first and foremost, something he’d never allow himself to forget. 
 
    Within a few minutes, he saw the multitude of police cars, news vans, and busybody onlookers. The damn beat cops hadn’t even taken the time to push them back from the mouth of the alley. He sighed as he climbed out of his department-issued sedan, scowled at the reporter trying to talk to him and stormed over to the first patrol officer he saw. 
 
    “Who’s in charge?” 
 
     The cop threw his hands up in a defensive gesture as Remi walked up, “They’re waiting for you, sir. I was the first on the scene, but I didn’t touch anything and was careful. I learned my lesson; I swear.” 
 
    Conahan cocked his head and studied the young cop for a second, “Right, I remember you now. Good, you do what I told you last time?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Called it in right away, didn’t touch anything and didn’t let anyone in the alley. The other end curves around as a dead end behind the building.” 
 
    Remi cocked an eyebrow and waited. 
 
    “I didn’t go back, I swear. I had both businesses on either side of the alley and the ones across the street facing the alley questioned. They didn’t see anything suspicious of course. I’ve got a log of their names, contact information and the other pertinent information I thought you might want.” 
 
    Remi clapped the young cop on the shoulder, “You might just make a fine detective one day, kid. Get some of your buddies and push this crowd back and keep the reporters off to the side. Tell them; we’ll talk as soon as I know something. Has anyone given them anything?” 
 
    The cop glanced over to the reporters and shook his head, “No, sir. They know it’s a body but nothing else so far. There’s been talk it’s a streetwalker though. But that hasn’t been confirmed or denied. Half the reporters have already left stating it wasn’t worth their time.” 
 
    “Good, where’s the body and are you keeping the log?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Everyone’s been documented so far. The medical examiner is on the way also. He had another case, so it’s taking longer than expected.” 
 
    “And the body?” 
 
    “By the dumpster. EMTs removed the body to verify there was nothing they could do. Forensics is already here processing as well. They’ve taken initial photographs and collected anything in the path. They’re waiting for you to walk them through.” 
 
    “I’m Lead on this, refer anyone to me with questions, got it?” 
 
    Remi waited for the cop to nod his head in understanding before moving under the crime scene tape and into the mouth of the alley. He gave the kid credit; he’d done a good job. The path was clear and didn’t seem to be jeopardizing anything of importance. Though with it being an alley with dumpsters, who knew what would be useful. There was garbage everywhere. 
 
    He nodded to the crime scene tech and began the slow and methodical sweep of the area, marking anything and everything that might be evidence. Without knowing more about what he was facing it was collect everything and sort through it later. 
 
    “You’re not touching my body, are you?” 
 
    Remi stood from where he was examining some debris and turned back to the entrance of the alley with a smirk. “Not anymore now that you’ve finally arrived, Skaggs.” 
 
    The M.E. rolled his eyes and strolled forward with a cocky swagger that never failed to catch the attention of everyone in the vicinity, gay or straight. “Your mouth is writing checks; your ass can’t cash, detective.” 
 
    “You sure about that? From what I heard last week, you weren’t complaining about my….” 
 
    Skaggs scowled, “Shut it before someone hears you. What’s gotten into you tonight?” 
 
    Remi shrugged and turned around to face the body. “I haven’t even been over there yet; I was collecting shit on the way.” 
 
    “Come on then, let’s have a look. We both know you’re not going to find much useful in this alley. Any evidence will be on her or in the dumpster.” 
 
    Skaggs cocked his head and frowned as he knelt beside the body. “This is quite gruesome, isn’t it?” 
 
    “What in the hell happened to her?” Remi squatted next to his friend and studied the woman’s stomach. 
 
    “I’m not sure, but I can tell you that determining the time of death is going to be tricky. Her stomach is open to the elements. There isn’t much I’m going to be able to do here. I’d say she hasn’t been dead more than a few hours though. Rough guess, two maybe three hours. Rigor mortis is just setting into her limbs.” 
 
    “Shit, okay. Just let me know when you’ll do the autopsy, and I’ll be by.” Remi stood and surveyed the area with a frown.  
 
    “What makes you think I’m going to process her?” 
 
    “Because I know you, you’re too curious as to what happened to her. You’re not letting this one go.”  
 
    Skaggs grunted his agreement and turned his attention back to the body in front of him. “No identification, but there is a piece of paper in her bra.” 
 
    Remi pulled a pair of rubber gloves out of his pocket and put them on, before grabbing the paper. He quickly scowled as he opened the folded page and cursed. “Looks like she just got moved up on your rotation, Skaggs.”  
 
    The M.E. frowned and stood up to read the note. “Fucking A, let’s hope this doesn’t get out.” 
 
    “Something tells me that’s going to be impossible,” Remi said as he put the note in an evidence bag and sealed it shut. “Get her out of here and try to keep this as quiet as you can.” 
 
    “You bet. I’ll let you know as soon as I can get her scheduled. Tomorrow afternoon most likely.” 
 
    He nodded and watched as they bagged up the body and rolled it away. Shit had just got interesting. “Make sure you get this dumpster processed and if you have to, bring it back to the lab. This just became a high priority; we’ve gotta do this one right.” Remi barked out, making everyone jump. 
 
    **** 
 
    He’d just dropped into his desk chair when he heard his name bellowed from the Captain. It had been a long few hours overseeing the evidence gathering, going over the eyewitness reports, and even doing some second interviews. Of course, no one saw anything, and there weren’t any cameras. Probably why she’d been dumped there in the first place.  
 
    “Stop daydreaming and get your ass in here when I call you, Conahan.” Chief Walker hollered across the room. 
 
    “I’m coming, hold your horses,” he grumbled as he climbed to his feet and slowly headed toward the other man. He knew it would irritate the hell out of him and it would make Remi a bit happier about having to get up in the first place. 
 
    “You’re such an asshole sometimes,” Walker said as he rolled his eyes and moved out of the doorway. 
 
    Remi smirked as he moved to sit in the only open chair in front of the desk. He glanced at the man in the other chair out of the corner of his eye but didn’t give him the satisfaction of acknowledging him. The man was a suit, hands down. The only question was which branch and why was he here now? 
 
    The Chief closed the door, walked to his seat and eyed the two men with a frown. “Great, this is going to be a fucking clusterfuck, isn’t it? You two won’t even look at each other.” 
 
    “What is?” Remi asked with trepidation. 
 
    “Detective Remington Conahan, meet Agent Knox Grayson of the Federal Paranormal Unit or FPU.” 
 
    Remi nodded his head in acknowledgment but didn’t dare look at him directly. From the little bit, he’d seen from his peripheral, Knox was sex on a stick. The last thing he needed was to be caught checking him out in front of his Chief. 
 
    “Pleasure to meet you, Detective.” Knox’s smooth baritone of a voice was like a fine whiskey; it sent chills down Remi’s spine. 
 
    “Sir, what’s going on?” Remi questioned instead of replying to the greeting. 
 
    “I called Agent Grayson in.” Walker held up his hand to stop Remi from speaking, “Shut up and listen. Word’s already spread around here about the note, and you may not be aware yet, but she’s a low-level witch.” 
 
    Remi scowled, “How the fuck do you know that? We don’t even have her identified yet!” 
 
    “Don’t take that tone with me, detective!” Walker scolded, “one of the officers on the scene sensed her magic.” 
 
    “What the hell? How come I wasn’t informed of that fact, and how in the hell did he get here so quickly?” 
 
    “Maybe it was fate.” Agent Grayson taunted as he crossed his legs and leaned back with a smirk.  
 
    “I called in a favor; he happened to be close by returning from another case. We got lucky. Now quit your bitching and shut up, the both of you.” 
 
    Remi grunted and chanced a quick glance to the other man, only to be trapped as their eyes met for the first time. Crystal blue eyes met his and held them in a trance. Time stood still as he felt his whole world tilt on its side. 
 
    “As I was saying, you two are going to be working side by side on this one. Where one goes, the other goes. I want you two inseparable. In fact, share a hotel or let him use your spare room. But you two are joined at the hip until this is resolved. Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    Remi straightened as his brain finally processed what he’d just heard, he turned a wide-eyed stare at the smiling Captain. “You’ve lost your bloody mind.” 
 
    “Makes sense to me,” Grayson said at the same time. 
 
    “You don’t have a choice, you do it my way, or you’re suspended. I’m not playing games. Word is going to get out quick, and I need you two to solve this and catch this fucker before that body count rises. Consider this, if I know all these details and I haven’t even left my office today, how long before the media picks up on it?” 
 
    “Shit,” Remi bit off as he stood and slammed out of the office. The captain was right, but that didn’t mean he had to like it. The last thing he needed was a complication like Knox Grayson and his overwhelming sex appeal to cloud his mind and judgment. 
 
    “So, Remington or should I call you Remi?” Grayson asked as he leaned his hip on the edge of Remi’s desk and smirked.  
 
    “Just come on, I don’t want to have this talk here,” Remi ground out as he grabbed his keys and phone and stormed away muttering. 
 
    As soon as they were outside the precinct doors, Knox grabbed Remi’s arm and pulled him to a stop. “Where are we going? I’m not going to follow you around like some lovesick puppy dying for your attention.” 
 
    “You can stay in my spare room. It’ll give us more room to avoid each other than a small ass hotel room.” 
 
    “Works for me. Now, what do I call you? Remington or Remi? Remi is my choice; it’s sexy as shit.” Knox bit his lip and grinned. 
 
    “Stop,” Remi closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “I’m out, always have been, but that doesn’t mean people here are happy about it. Can you just cool it with the flirting?” 
 
    “I can do that, but when we’re in private, all bets are off,” Knox winked. 
 
    “No, they aren’t. I’m not going there with you. We’ll work this case, catch this psycho and then you’re gone. No sex, no love, no flirting. Understand?” 
 
    “You can call me Knox, and I hear you, but I’m calling bullshit. I can smell your desire. I feel your need, and it’s enhancing my own. Before this is done, you will be calling my name as you come.” 
 
    Remi groaned as he watched Knox walk away, he couldn’t lie to himself. The man had an ass as fine as any he’d ever seen. If it was on anyone else, he’d not waste a second in getting him in bed and making him scream in pleasure. But, he didn’t fuck coworkers unless he knew it was with no strings. What he had with Skaggs was just that, a place to get off. Knox Grayson was all complication, one that Remi wasn’t sure he’d be able to walk away from if he had a taste. He had a thing for self-assured men it would seem, but never would he have thought he’d add a man in a suit to it. But there was just something in the way Knox’s broad shoulders filled out his black jacket. And fuck, the man was wearing jeans instead of the usual dress pants if that didn’t tick all his boxes to extreme overload. 
 
  
 
  


 
    Three 
 
    Professor 
 
      
 
    He should probably have left town already, but there was something about the detective who arrived and took charge that drew his attention. There wasn’t anything special about him. He wasn’t treated with deference by the cops who arrived first. It actually looked like fear in the patrol man's eyes as he questioned him about the scene, or that’s what he assumed they discussed. That intrigued him. He walked right by them, and they didn’t even pay attention to him. He listened to their conversation and then he watched as the M.E. showed up.  
 
    He walked down the street and climbed in his car. He hoped he was far enough away, that he wouldn’t draw suspicion but close enough to watch. In his mind, he could imagine the shock and disgust on their faces as they examined the body. He wished he could see what they see now, would the blood be congealed on the body now that the heart stopped pumping? Did her skin change color based on the environment she was in or would it take longer? Did the bugs descend already? 
 
    He tapped his fingers on the steering wheel, and let his mind wander. He had so many things he wanted to try, but how did he narrow down the choices? Body type maybe? A bigger girl would allow him to recreate his attempts with the first body. Or a more athletic build could be fun to play with. The muscles could be stronger and harder to work on. Or one with long hair. He always wondered about scalping someone like the natives were said to have done. Or the white settlers he supposed, history was not his specialty. 
 
    Movement down the street drew his focus, and he watched as the whore was wheeled out. Was the body bag to collect any fluids or trace evidence that fell off the body as it was moved? Or just standard procedure if the victim was dead? Was the blood still wet? Would it soak into the sheet they laid over her body or did it dry in the short time it took her to be found? Part of him wished to be there for the autopsy; he could really see the body dissected and learn a lot. 
 
    Or maybe he would perform one himself…he could imagine making the first cut while the whore writhed on the ground trying to get away. How long would she live after he started removing organs? Could he make her hold her own beating heart, even if for just a moment? 
 
    His attention was drawn to the alley again when the detective emerged. Even from this distance, a weariness was clearly seen on his face. The detective enjoyed his handiwork; it seemed.  
 
    He started his car and headed toward the local police station, he didn’t want to follow the detective too closely, but he wasn’t ready to leave town.  
 
    He parked in a visitor lot and watched the doors; it shouldn’t be long before the detective arrived. In the meantime, he had to find his next game and his next conquest. He logged into his favorite gambling site on the dark web and scanned for dates and times of the next round of games. His funds were getting low, so he needed to find one with a decent pot and not far away. Every few minutes he glanced up at the station to see what was going on, not that he was sure what he was watching for. Something compelled him to be here; maybe it was because it was his first he wanted to see any reaction he could get. 
 
    Much like anyone he wanted validation, praise for his work and the detective was the perfect person to give it to him. Speaking of the very devil, he watched as the detective parked and headed inside. He stalked inside more aptly put, he didn’t look around, didn’t make small talk with those who walked behind or in front of him. Was he a loner or just gruff? So many questions…  
 
    He dragged his eyes back down to his phone and smiled when a new game was added to the site. It appeared he was headed to Georgia, which was good; he didn’t want to go too far yet. Though he didn’t want to be too close either. He entered his name and password into the site, reserving himself a spot at the table.  
 
    He smiled to himself and put his phone on the seat next to him. He had just enough time to make a pit stop in the Florida Panhandle, fill up on gas and relax before heading to his game tomorrow morning. Getting gas in a location close to his first fill up and cash withdrawal would hopefully make the police think he hadn’t left the area. He would have to hit up an ATM too. Those cameras are a good way to mark a location. See, he was smarter than the average sociopath, he was thinking of how the cops would track him later when he’s caught. Hopefully, this thinking kept him on the run longer and not as easily captured.  
 
    He leaned his seat back and relaxed against the headrest; he thought back to his time with the whore. His cock thickened when he thought about the power he held; he literally decided if she lived or died. He chuckled to himself and rubbed his palm firmly over his dick, yeah, power got him off. Hell, women may never do it for him again. He would have to try and see if it worked, he could also imagine a bit of torture if that’s all it took. 
 
    A raised voice caught his attention, and he sat up in his seat to see what was happening. His favorite detective had emerged from the building, this time with a suit next to him. Things weren’t kosher it seemed. He really wished he was closer to hear what they were saying. Body language alone gave him some insight though, the suit was smiling and happy while his detective seemed angry. They stood close together... Was there something there? 
 
    He watched them walk to their cars, and the detective pulled out with a grimace on his face, the suit followed close behind him with a large smile. Something was definitely up there. 
 
    It was time for him to head to Florida anyway. He had gas to fill up on, money to grab, and maybe there was time to see if women could still get him off. 
 
    *** 
 
    Hours later, he crossed into Florida and started driving aimlessly. Anywhere in the area would be an ideal place to stop, so the first city he came to he started driving around.  It didn’t take long to find a gas station that proclaimed to have an ATM too. He pulled in and checked out the area, it was the type of place most women would avoid, and men would come armed.  It was exactly the place he needed.  
 
    He parked at the pump and went inside. He spied camera’s, but by the condition of the store, he doubted they actually worked. Probably mostly for show, the ATM would still have him on camera, but that was what he wanted anyway. 
 
    The employee behind the counter never took his eyes off the TV in front of him. He took the cash and ripped off a receipt. The clerk only looked up when the click of a door sounded out in the store. He stared at the woman who walked down the aisle, and when she drew close, he sneered at her. “How many times do you have to be told Scarlet, no johns in the bathroom. Take them down the street to the hourly motel.”  The woman blew the clerk a kiss and turned her gaze on him when she got close. She smiled and ran her hand across his back as she walked by and when she walked out the door she glanced over her shoulder at him. 
 
    He grabbed the receipt off the counter and followed her outside. He looked around checking to see where the woman went and walked to his car to fill it up. A moment later he heard footsteps across the gravel by the front of his car. He glanced up and watched her approach, “Hey sugar, were you looking for a good time?” He finished pumping and glanced around once more.  
 
    “I could be, how much for a couple of hours?” He opened his car door and reached across to unlock the passenger door. His eyes followed as she walked around the car to the door and pulled it open. She leaned down, her breasts barely staying in her top “I’m having a good night, so I’m feeling a bit generous. Two hours for three hundred.”  He whistled between his teeth. “That’s a bit steep; you better be worth it.” She laughed and climbed in the car, “Don’t you worry sug, you will be screaming shortly.” 
 
    His hands tightened on the steering wheel as he pulled out of the gas station, “You better hope so, or you will be screaming.” He mumbled so low she’d didn’t respond, probably hadn’t heard what he said or she would be scrambling to get out of his car. Down the street, he spotted the motel the clerk mentioned, and he pulled in. He reached into his wallet and pulled out a couple of twenties, “Get us a room for three hours.” She greedily took the cash and got out of the car, swinging her hips as she walked inside. 
 
    His head swam with the things he wanted to do to her but she was seen by the clerk with him, she would tie back to him too easily. This was going to be about sex only and nothing else. A few moments later she walked out shaking a key in her hand, he climbed out and followed her to a room right behind the office.  She unlocked the door and pushed it open, he walked in behind her and shut the door firmly. “Why don’t you get cleaned up and then we can get started.” There was no way he was touching her with another man’s semen anywhere near her body. 
 
    He sat down at the small table and pulled over the pad of paper that was sitting on the table and started writing. 
 
      
 
    Dear Detective,  
 
    I apologize I don’t know your name. I watched you today at the scene. I was impressed with you; you command respect and fear from your subordinates. So, tell me what did you think of my first experiment? It wasn’t easy, and even now my fingers are starting to bruise, but it was totally worth it. I have found my interest piqued; I can’t wait to try something new and see if my hypotheses are correct!  
 
    The fun has yet to come, my friend! 
 
    Back to you, who was the suit, I saw you outside the station with? You seemed upset, and he was quite happy, is there something going on? If my intuition is correct, maybe a little advice, try smiling. He may go for your gruff exterior, after all; he wasn’t upset with you, just laughing. You obviously amuse him. I say go for it! Raise the Ante! 
 
    Hopefully, by the time we talk again, I will have found out your name. I hate this letter is so impersonal, in due time I’m sure that will change.  
 
    Yours, 
 
    (Well that will come later) 
 
      
 
    He heard the shower shut off and turned the notepad over so she wouldn’t see it. He had to remember to tear off the hotel letterhead before dropping this in the mail. But where would he drop it off? If he did it here, they would trace it back. He might have to make a brief backtrack to Mississippi, mail the letter and rush to his game by tomorrow morning.  
 
    He was pulled from his thoughts when the bathroom door opened and the woman walked out naked. He felt his cock stirring and not because of violence. Well, that was a positive, he could have normal sex still. He wasn’t sure if he was happy or upset he wasn’t going to be able to play out his fantasies that much sooner. 
 
    *** 
 
    Three hours later he walked out of the motel with a satisfied smirk. That was worth blowing a few hundred bucks, that one knew what she was doing on her knees, and he was satisfied. He always played poker better after a couple of releases. Now it was time to drop a letter off and wait to see where fate took him next.


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    Remi 
 
      
 
    Remi laid in bed and listened to the comforting sounds of his house settling, as he contemplated the last few hours. He’d half hoped Knox would change his mind and veer off to a hotel. But true to his word he stayed on Remi’s bumper the whole way to the house. The sexy asshole hadn’t said a word as he grabbed his bag and followed him into the house.  
 
    He tossed his car keys on the counter, “Kitchen’s over there, help yourself to whatever you find. This is the living room. The bedrooms are down that hall. Mines on the right, guest room is the second door on the left, and the guest bathroom is the first door. Make yourself comfortable. I’m going to bed.” 
 
    “What if making myself comfortable involves you in a bed?” 
 
    “Don’t get any ideas, Casanova. I’ve had a long ass day. I just want a hot shower and a good night's sleep. Something tells me we’re not going to get many of them soon.” 
 
    “Sadly, I’d agree. Thanks for letting me stay and I promise for tonight I’ll behave. Sleep well, I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 
    If it had only been that easy to ignore, every little sound had kept him hyper-vigilant of the other man's movements until finally he’d settled in and the only sound from him was the occasional squeak of a spring as he turned in bed. 
 
    The ringing of the phone woke him hours later as he stumbled out of bed and searched for the landline that should have been by his bedside, but wasn’t. 
 
    “Hello?” Remi heard the sexy baritone of his house guest say before shuffling steps came towards his door. “Remi, the phone’s for you.” 
 
    “No, shit. It’s my house after all. Of course, it’s for me.” He grumbled as he pulled open the door and scowled at the sexy ass smirking at him. “Why do you look so put together this early in the goddamn morning. What are you? A fucking fairy or something?” 
 
    Knox winked, “Nope, not even close. By the way, you’re even more adorable when you’ve just woken up and have bed head. And damn, do you have to wear a shirt to work, cause I like what I’m seeing.” 
 
    “Quit your fucking flirting and get on the phone, Detective.”  
 
    Remi flinched as he heard Chief Walker’s voice screaming at them through the phone. He scowled at Knox, snatched the offered phone and turned his back trying to ignore the lust that was raging through his blood. “Hello?” 
 
    “Get your shit together and get down here. Someone told the press about the letter, and they are having a field day. I’ve already gotten calls from the Mayor’s office and the Police Commissioner. We need answers, and we need them now. So, if you two could keep it in your pants long enough to solve this case, I’d greatly appreciate it.” 
 
    “It’s….” Remi started, but Walker cut him off. 
 
    “Save it, just get down here and help me put out these goddamn fires. I’ve already called Skaggs; he’s doing the autopsy first thing. Be there.” 
 
    Remi clicked the end button and tossed the phone on his bed. They had a fucking leak, one that was causing all sorts of problems and the case had barely begun. 
 
    “Babe, get dressed. We’ll figure out who’s talking, but in the meantime, we need to give that woman our full attention. She deserves justice.” 
 
    Remi stiffened and turned to face Knox, “Babe? Are we really at the cutesy coupley name stage already?” 
 
    “What can I say, I know what I want, and I go after it. Face it, babe. You’re what I want. Give in and let’s make the nights ours so that we have something good to hold onto when we face the evil shit this psycho is dealing.” 
 
    Before Remi could reply, Knox spun on his heel and headed back to his room to get ready. Part of Remi was glad he’d left. He wasn’t sure what he’d have said. He was so torn between the overwhelming lust he felt for the other man and his common sense that said this was all going way too fast. And that they were partners and that never worked out well in the long run. 
 
    The tension didn’t lessen as they drove to the morgue half an hour later. Knox read the article from the paper aloud as Remi drove. It went into detail about the body being found in the alley, the note the killer left behind, that Remi had been assigned the case and that the FBI had been called in, which wasn’t exactly the truth. The public didn’t know of the FPU’s existence for the most part though. The only things that hadn’t been revealed so far were Knox’s name and what the cause of death was. 
 
    “We need to plug this damn leak before they spill everything,” Remi growled in frustration as he slammed the car in park outside the city morgue. 
 
    Knox nodded, “He’s revealed everything we know up to this point except exactly what the letter said. It had to be someone at the crime scene or someone that sees the reports that are filed.” 
 
    “I didn’t file mine yet, but I didn’t have much to add either. No one saw shit; no one heard shit and no cameras. It’s like this guy is a ghost.” 
 
    Knox shrugged and climbed out of the car, “If it wasn’t an impossibility for a ghost to move a body like that I’d agree.” 
 
    Remi froze as he rounded the front of the car, “Wait, are you saying ghosts are real? That they can interact and shit?” 
 
    “You have no problem working with the FPU, didn’t even question me or anything. But I mention ghosts, and you lose your shit? What the hell?” 
 
    “Dude, ghosts are a whole different ball game.” Remi rolled his eyes and pulled the door to the morgue open. He glanced at the plaque on the wall by the entrance as was his custom. ‘Hic locus est ubi mors gaudet succurrere vitae.’ 
 
    “This is the place where death delights in helping the living.” Knox recited as he too read the plaque. “Almost makes coming here bearable some days. We’re the voice of those who no longer have one.” 
 
    “Detective Conahan, Agent Grayson. Dr. Skaggs is waiting for you in autopsy one.” 
 
    Remi nodded to the young receptionist and led the way. No matter how many times he made this trek, it never really got any easier. He stopped and took a deep breath, mentally preparing himself. Death was never pretty, and the day he stopped struggling with facing it, was the day he was ready to hang up his badge. 
 
    “Just in time ” Skaggs called out as he pulled on a set of gloves. “I was just….” he trailed off as he took in the two men. “Well, now I see. You must be Agent Grayson. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    Remi cocked one eyebrow and waited. He wasn’t sure what that had been about, and he sure wasn’t going to ask if the look the other two men were sharing was any indication. They seemed to be having a silent conversation that eluded Remi.  
 
    “Right, so. We did the preliminaries already. X-rays, dental impressions, photos and the such. Clothes are bagged for you. I’m assuming you’ll want fingernail scrapings and any debris.  Not that there was or is much.  As you saw yesterday, her hands were taped together preventing her from scratching her attacker. She was wrapped in a blanket, which your crime scene tech already has.” Skaggs recounted mechanically as he looked the body over doing a thorough examination. “She has track marks an inch proximal to the left inner elbow.”  
 
    Remi pulled out his notebook and made note of the marks and their location absently as he continued to listen to Skaggs catalog the body. 
 
    “She has a tattoo on the posterior left shoulder approximately three inches proximal from the left arm and four inches from the medial.” 
 
    “What’s the tattoo of?” Knox interrupted, jarring the doctor from his musing.  
 
    “What was that?” 
 
    “The tattoo. What is it?” Knox repeated. 
 
    “Let me take a picture, and you can see. I’m not quite sure, honestly.” Skaggs trailed off as he picked up the camera. 
 
    [image: https://lh6.googleusercontent.com/1qYl4NILEU-OILiul2KMgM5nLr914eXWx2xX_LOLeUFwNlJXkVX7sAcFR9vJuiLiO3iSU-FBivXfro3vOk0cRMdeHbHCk9nw0zF3g4rXaR7nT5GdQFGZ-eYxYI-o8pRiGQQjleD5]Remi sighed and moved to the other side of the table so he could keep his distance and still see the body. From his vantage point, he could see the tattoo. He’d seen it before, on witches he’d interviewed. He didn’t know what it stood for though. 
 
    “That’s Hecate’s symbol. She is the goddess of magic, witchcraft, the night, moon, ghosts, and necromancy.” Knox supplied as he studied the camera’s screen. 
 
    “We already knew she was a witch, so that makes sense, right?”  
 
    “Yes and no. Not all witches worship her. It’s a starting point though. We can check with local coven’s and see if anyone recognizes her. Even with the low-level powers she has, she could still belong to one. Also, it would explain why her skin glows faintly, as well.” 
 
    “Her skin does what?” Remi and Skaggs asked at the same time. 
 
    “It glows. Can’t you see it?” 
 
    The two men shared a look of disbelief before turning to study the body once more. No matter how hard Remi squinted and concentrated, he only saw a normal body laying on the table. 
 
    “Are you pulling my leg?” Remi questioned. 
 
    “Nope, it’s faint as hell. When she was alive, she could probably hide it for the most part. It would only be visible to other paranormals or when she was using it for some purpose. Like a beacon so to speak. If I’m sensing it right, she was able to use it to lure people to her.” 
 
    “Was she dangerous?”  
 
    “Dangerous, Remi?” Knox scoffed. “Not in the least. It was more like a pheromone enhancer. Her magic was of the sexual nature, hence her occupation.” 
 
    Skaggs frowned, “You said she’s a witch though.” 
 
    “She is, but she has almost no power from it alone. I’d bet money that somewhere down the line she has an ancestor that was a succubus. Those powers enhanced her magic enough to give her a low-level rating.” 
 
    “So, how does this help us?” Remi asked as he moved to stand beside Knox. “Was she killed because she was a witch or was she just in the wrong place at the wrong time?” 
 
    Knox shrugged, “No idea. But if you don’t mind, I’d rather not be here for the next part of this autopsy. Can we take the clothes and trace evidence and go?” 
 
    Skaggs chuckled, “Are you squeamish?” 
 
    “Not at all, doc. Just prefer to do something that might help this lady find justice and sitting here watching her get cut up isn’t going to do that.” 
 
    “One thing, before you go,” Skaggs said softly. “My preliminary exam of the wound and of her…. You should know…. she was alive for most of it.” 
 
    *** 
 
    “He’ll finish the autopsy and get us preliminaries. It’ll be some time before the final report is done of course, even if the Captain puts a rush on everything.” Remi sighed dejectedly as they sat in his car and debated their next move. 
 
    “Coffee, I think we need some caffeine, and then we can tackle this objectively,” Knox said with a wink. “It’s the nectar of the gods after all.” 
 
    Remi scoffed, turned the car on and headed down the street to his favorite coffee place. “I was thinking if she’s a hooker, Vice may have picked her up a time or two. We can check with them.  Do you have anyone at the FPU familiar with covens in the area that can help us get in touch with them?” 
 
    “We don’t have a resident witch, per se. But I can call and see if anyone has any contacts in the area who can help.” 
 
    “What type of paranormals do you have on staff?” 
 
    Knox pursed his lips and studied Remi for a moment before responding, “FPU agents don’t tend to advertise their abilities. Brock knows, and he sends us on cases that we’re best suited for.” 
 
    Remi nodded, “Brock is your boss, then? 
 
    “Technically speaking, yes.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means, I work for him yes. But, I’m kind of on loan to him I guess you could say.” 
 
    “That’s about as clear as mud,” Remi mumbled. “So, does that mean you won’t tell me what your abilities are or what you are. Hell, what’s politically correct to say anyway?” 
 
    “I can tell you, but I’m not sure you’ll believe me. And I have to swear you to secrecy. This knowledge isn’t something that can be shared.” 
 
    “What or you’ll kill me.” Remi rolled his eyes and pulled the car to a stop at the curb. “They have the best coffee in town here, I can’t leave the car. Want to run in and grab a cup for me?” 
 
    “Sure, how do you take it?” Know smirked, “No, wait let me guess. Like your men, tall and sweet.” 
 
    It was Remi’s turn to smirk as he said, “Fuck no. Strong, with cream and sugar, but not too much sugar. I still want to taste the damn coffee.” 
 
    A few minutes later Knox was back with their drinks. The silence threatened to become too much when Knox finally gave in, “I wasn’t kidding. I’ll tell you about me, but you probably won’t believe me, and you really have to keep it a secret. Only a select few know and there under a compulsion to never speak of it to anyone.” 
 
    “Are you going to do that to me? I mean why make me promise if you’re gonna just compel me anyway.” 
 
    “Because I don’t want to do that to you. You’re… I trust you. If you say you won’t, then I believe you.” 
 
    “I’m honestly not sure how to respond to that.” Remi scowled as he drove through downtown traffic and contemplated the other man's’ words. He wasn’t a trusting person by nature, not after all he’d seen and done. Yet, this man he’d known for a handful of days says he trusts him and is proving it. 
 
    “What if I told you, that I am a being older than you can fathom. I’ve gone by the name Knox Grayson for many years now, but I once was called Tyr.” 
 
    Remi bit his lip and nodded slowly, “So, am I supposed to recognize it?” 
 
    Knox let out a burst of laughter, “You are so perfect. You’ve heard of Odin, Thor and Loki I presume?” At Remi’s nod, Knox continued, “I too am a Norse God. I was or am the God of Law and Justice.” 
 
    Remi didn’t know what to say; he was wracking his brain trying to remember anything he’d ever heard about Tyr and process everything Knox was saying. Honestly, in a way he got it. After all, who but the gods would look like a walking wet dream, sound like the sexiest of men alive and for lack of a better term, be everything he’d ever dreamed of having in his bed. 
 
    He was saved from having to reply by the wringing of his phone. He pulled it out of his pocket with a scowl and hit the speaker. “Detective Conahan here.” 
 
    “It’s Walker; what do you know?” 
 
    “We just left the Morgue. Skaggs didn’t have much yet. The body has a tattoo; Agent Grayson is going to check with his people to see if they know anything about the tattoo. We’re headed to the station now; I want to check with vice and see if they’ve picked up our Jane Doe and know who she is or who she ran with.” 
 
    “Jesus, that’s all we have?” 
 
    “As Remi said, we have a couple of leads,” Knox interjected into the strained silence. “We think she might have some connection to local covens. We’re going to put out some feelers and see what pops.” 
 
    “Fine, just keep me in the loop.” Walker hung up, and both men sighed in frustration. Time was not on their side. It’d only been just over twenty-four hours. What did he want, a miracle? 
 
    “You have any powers that can help solve this?” Remi tossed out with forced humor. 
 
    “Don’t I wish, it would make my job so much easier. When we get back, you go check with your guys; I’ll give mine a call. I’ll meet you back at your desk, and we can go from there.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Remi finally headed back to his desk an hour later and scowled as he saw Knox laughing with a young cop. The kid was blushing and stammering like a teenager. Remi slammed a file on his desk and cocked an eyebrow at the two men. “Don’t you have somewhere to be, rookie?” 
 
    Knox bit back a chuckle as the kid scurried away, “Jealous, baby?” 
 
    “Don’t start that shit again. I just don’t appreciate watching you leading some gullible kid on while we’ve got work to do.” 
 
    “Sure, if you say so, babe.” Knox winked, “I’ve got some calls out to my people. They’re gonna see what they can find out and get back to me. How did it go with Vice?” 
 
    “I left a picture of her with them. They’re gonna ask around. One guy vaguely recognized her, but couldn’t recall where or why.” 
 
    “What’s in the file you slammed on your desk when you caught me flirting?” 
 
    Remi growled and snatched the file back up, “It’s a list of the witnesses and their testimonies. I thought we could go back and ask around and you could see where we found her. Honestly, I’m searching for a needle in a haystack here. Hoping something pops soon before the captain busts my ass back down to patrol.” 
 
    **** 
 
    Five hours later they called it quits. No one saw anything; no one knew who she was. The scene was still a nasty alley, with no clues. It was a futile endeavor, and both men were frustrated. 
 
    “It’s after six, let’s go home, order something to be delivered, and I’ll give you a massage to help you relax.” 
 
    “I’ll go for most of that.” Remi said before shaking his head and laughing, “you don’t give up do you?” 
 
    “Nope, face it, babe. You and I will be a thing. Just give in and let's have some fun, work off some of the stress, and let me make you feel good.” 
 
    “Dinner, Casanova. That’s all I’m agreeing too.” 
 
    Knox grunted, “Fine, but if you take a shower can I at least watch and fantasize. I mean even if I don’t get to watch, I’ll be fantasizing.” 
 
    “Oh, for fuck’s sake.” Remi ground his teeth and tightened his hands on the wheel as he tried to get the lust that was coursing through him under control. What was it about this man that could inspire him to such heights so easily.” 
 
    As soon as they pulled into his driveway, Remi bolted from the car with a hollered “order something,” menus in the drawer by the fridge. He raced into his bedroom, slammed the door then headed straight to the bathroom. Never in his life had he been so turned on. He turned the knob full blast cold, stripped out of his clothes, jumped in with a yelp. 
 
    He had to get himself under control, or he’d embarrass himself the minute Knox even brushed against him in passing.  
 
    An agonizing five minutes later he turned the water off and was stepping out of the shower when the bathroom door opened. 
 
    “Hey, what do you...” Knox faltered and licked his lips as he took a step closer. “Holy fuck, you are even more beautiful than I imagined. The Gods created a masterpiece with you.” 
 
    Remi cursed as he felt himself harden all over again, and this time he had no barrier of clothes to hide behind. The look in Knox’s eyes made it worth it though, never had he seen such lust and wanting reflected in another's eyes as he did now. 
 
    “You better speak up now. Otherwise I’m going to kiss the shit out of you, babe. I can’t wait. I need to taste your lips.” Knox whispered as he took a step closer so barely an inch separated them. 
 
    He opened his mouth, but he wasn’t sure if he was going to reject him or if he was just preparing himself for the kiss he wanted more then his next breath. 
 
    “Fuck it,” Knox breathed as he wrapped the still dripping Remi into his arms and pressed their lips together. 
 
    Remi felt the earth shift under his feet; nothing mattered anymore. Everything disappeared but the man standing before him, his taste overwhelmed him. It was everything and nothing all at the same time. It was his future, his love, his past, and his heartache wrapped in a kiss so potent he was left shaking and ready to come apart at the seams. 
 
    Knox pulled back slowly and licked his lips, “Better than I ever dreamed. Get dressed before we end up doing more then you’re ready for.”


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    Professor 
 
      
 
    Tonight was a good night, he got off and got paid. Nothing beat those types of wins. Now, he was craving a different kind of release… one that meant he got to try new things and someone was going to die. Tennessee wasn’t too far, maybe he could find himself a little bit of country to play with.  
 
    His drive gave him plenty of time to plan what he wanted to do next and he couldn’t help but wonder what was going on with his favorite detective in Alabama.  
 
    His mind wandered to supplies he would need and he realized the tarp that covered his trunk might be dirty. Did he need to clean it? The dead don’t care if there’s blood, dried or wet on there so why should he?  
 
    Screw it, cross-contamination, it will just confirm and connect his kills.  Part of him was excited to be caught, he wanted to talk to the cops, see what evidence they used to find him, what clues were his downfall. He wasn’t naive enough to think he would get too many kills in but he had plans either way. 
 
    A few hours into his drive his stomach rumbled, he pulled into the first 24-hour diner he could find and took a table in the corner with his back to the wall. An older woman walked over popping gum and her pencil poised over a notepad. “Welcome to Eat It Diner, what can I get for ya?”  He looked her up and down and envisioned shoving the gum down her throat and seeing how malleable her rather plump belly would be under his fingers. He sighed when he remembered his bruised fingers, he needed some time before he attempted that again. She was in luck for today at least. “Coffee, black. Eggs, over easy, pancakes and white toast. Thank you.”  She popped her gum again and walked away. He watched her go and shook his head. On the table in front of him was the local newspaper, even better it was todays. Would there be anything about him yet? Was the paper notified of the whore’s death or did they just not care? Soon for sure, he would be a household name; the media loved a serial killer. 
 
    He pulled the paper close and unfolded it. Nothing on the main page, he guessed that made sense, the whore was from another state, so why would they mention it here? He flipped through a few pages until a headline caught his eye. “The Professor? One time killer or Serial Killer in the making?” 
 
    The Professor, he liked that name, it was kind of fitting, but who gave him the name? Surely the newspaper people wouldn’t have had enough information to give him that title. Would his detective have dubbed him Professor? No, he didn’t seem the type, but someone who read the letter he left behind must have. The article didn’t say much; just it was a gruesome death. Detective Remington Conahan and an agent from the FBI were investigating. Well at least he had the detectives name, and he could assume the suit he saw was the FBI agent. 
 
    Detective Remington Conahan… isn’t that interesting, makes you wonder if he is going to show the FBI agent his gun. Oh, the jokes that filled his head, his next letter would be fun to write. “Here you go love, let me know if you need anything else.” The waitress didn’t even wait for him to reply before dropping his food and walking away. The ruder they were, the more he was tempted to play. Sadly, he was too smart though; he wouldn’t make her pay where it was possible his face may be remembered.  He would shovel the food in, and leave. He had an itch to scratch and time to kill. 
 
    But first a letter to Detective Conahan, he didn’t want to wait, so he wrote on the backside of the paper placemat in front of him. 
 
      
 
    Dear Detective Conahan, 
 
    I’m glad I finally got your name. I hope this letter finds you well. I hope my advice about smiling helped you bag that lovely man in the suit who I assume is the FBI agent I just read about in the paper. How would that work between you two? You live in Alabama, and he has to travel all over for work. Are you ready for a long-distance relationship? 
 
    Anyways, I’m on my way to my next stop. I admit I am excited to see if my next experiment works... Well, works isn’t the right word to use. This time I am curious how long the heart can beat outside the body. If I placed it in her hand, would she realize what she held before she died?  What part would be the most painful or would she pass out from the pain long before I reached her heart? 
 
    Hmm, I might have to figure a way to keep her awake to get those answers.  
 
    That’s all for now, btw, I love my new name. Please thank whoever came up with it. It’s quite catchy really. Fitting too. Right now, I have a pair, but I'm hoping for three of a kind or better, a full house.  
 
    Yours in Science 
 
    The Professor 
 
    A few minutes later he stood up and tossed a twenty onto the table. That tip was more than she deserved, but he didn’t want to wait for her to bring the bill, he was antsy and wanted to move.  
 
    Giddy with excitement he sped down the road and reached Tennessee a few hours later. He was lucky he didn’t get pulled over for speeding; it always amused him how many serial killers were caught because of a ticket. Something so simple brought down so many greats over the years. He didn’t want to go too far into the state, because he had an urge to head back to Alabama and see his favorite detective. Maybe he could even watch them for a bit to see how the romance progressed. 
 
    He hit the Tennessee border and drove around, about two hours into his journey he came into a little town that was a bit ramshackle. People walked around with an air of dejection and poverty seemed to be a commonplace here. It shouldn’t be too hard to find someone to pick up. He wasn’t too particular, but he wanted something to catch his eye. The last one literally glowed, maybe he would find a similar sign here. Just as the thought passed, he spotted her. First glance there was nothing special about her, hell even second glance, but something drew his attention, and that was all it took. He circled around and pulled up next to her; he waited for her to walk over to the car and tapped his thumbs on the steering wheel. 
 
    She gazed at his car for a moment before approaching, she leaned down into the car, and her breasts barely stayed in her silver top. “Hey good looking, are you wanting a date?” He licked his lips and dragged his eyes up to her face; I am.” How much?” She smiled coyly at him and puckered her lips pretending to think about it. “A hundred for an hour.” He glanced out the front window of his car and thought about it for a moment. “I’ll give you an extra fifty to walk down the block and around the corner. I’ll pick you up there.” She raised an eyebrow at him and gave in rather quickly. He was sure the thought of the extra free money made her do something she wouldn’t normally, not because he was a stranger but because she had to walk that far in those heels. Whores went down on strangers every day, so she wouldn’t think twice about it he was sure. Let her think he didn't want anyone who knew him to see her get in his car. It was the truth, sorta. 
 
    He pulled away from the curb, drove down the street then turned right and parked the car waiting for her to catch up. She moved pretty quickly, considering she was wearing four-inch heels. She laughed as she opened the door and dropped into the seat. “Alright lover, where are we headed?” He put the car into gear and smiled over at her. “Well, I’m new to the area, is there somewhere private we could go for a bit?”  
 
    She leaned back in the seat and spread her legs a bit; the movement drew his eyes down. Well, she wasn’t wearing anything under her animal print skirt, not that there was much of a skirt. Easy access in her profession was probably a good thing. “Sure, I’ll give you directions to a nice park. It’s one of few things left in this town that hasn’t been taken over by weeds. Still, it’s private, especially at night. The kiddies are all gone anyways, and the druggies are afraid of the area past sundown. Perfect for us to...” She licked her lips and leaned closer to him “Fuck.” 
 
    He smiled at her, and if it held a tinge of madness, she didn’t pay attention. A few moments later he pulled up at the park, and she directed him to drive down a dirt path, then behind some trees. He got out of the car and looked around, “this is perfect, private and away from anyone. I have a sheet in my trunk we can lay down beside the car, it will give us another bit of privacy. Honey, I’m going to make you scream tonight.”  She glanced at the ground, and he saw her roll her eyes. What she didn’t realize was unlike most of her johns, he meant it literally. 
 
    He walked to the back of the trunk and popped it open. “Here sweets, you grab the sheet, I have a couple of waters in here we can have afterward.” He waited for her to sashay over and grab the sheet. With a wink, she turned around and bent down. He used the opportunity to grab the crowbar from his trunk and hit her on the back of the head. 
 
    She fell to the ground stunned; he didn't want her passed out yet, just easily detained. He tossed the crowbar to the ground beside her and then reached in the trunk for the duct tape. He flipped her over onto her back and wrapped the tape around her legs. She started moaning, and he grabbed her hands, holding them together then taping them. “Be a good girl and cup your hands for me. I’m going to need them in a few minutes.” He laughed and leaned down close to her face, “I said I was going to make you scream, but no one can hear you, so forgive me for taping your mouth shut.” He placed the tape over her mouth and gave her a gentle kiss on top of the tape. 
 
    “Ma’am, your sacrifice isn’t in vain. It’s in the name of science; I promise I won’t violate you, I just need to prove a few theories I have.” He straddled her legs and picked up the crowbar, “Tell me when the pain gets unbearable please.” 
 
    *** 
 
    He sat back on his heels and stared down at his handiwork. The crowbar was quite messy but finding just the right spot between the ribs, and cracking her open… well, that was quite fascinating. He guessed he could have cut her open and gone layer by layer, through muscle, tissue, bone, etc but this was just fascinating! Bloody but so worth it. He may never get all the blood off his body; he was coated from head to foot. 
 
    He couldn’t wait to share with Detective Conahan that her heartbeat for three and a half minutes after leaving her chest. Of course, she was gone before that, blood loss, pain, who knew which it was but either way he learned something new. 
 
    He stood up and looked at her body, with her heart in her hands literally she was posed to perfectly to be moved. He would just leave her there, and if she wasn’t found soon, he would help them locate her. He walked back to his trunk and tossed the crowbar on top of the tarp he kept there. Then he took off his clothes, grabbed a jug of water he brought for this purpose and started washing off his body.  He tossed everything in a bag and then in his trunk, from another bag he pulled out clean clothes. After dressing, he walked up to the driver side of the car and retrieved the note he had written in the diner. He chuckled to himself as he got close to her again, no bra this time to stuff it in, so how about just her mouth?  That would work perfectly. 
 
    He turned and climbed in the car whistling a tune; he had a detective to watch and a romance to encourage. Life was good.


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Remi 
 
      
 
    They’d just entered the squad room the next morning when Chief Walker bellowed their names and gestured for them to come into his office. As soon as they shut the door, Walker began. 
 
    “We got another letter, or you did I should say.” 
 
    Remi took the evidence bag and read the note through it before passing it to Knox. “So he was there and was watching me. He was obviously outside the precinct when we left the other day as well.” 
 
    “He’s giving you fucking advice. This is unreal.” Knox chuckled, “Just an FYI, but he’s right. I do go for your gruff exterior.” 
 
    “Oh for fuck's sake, you two. Knock it off and be serious.” Walker demanded in a half yell. “We don’t have time for games.” 
 
    “No offense, Sir, but what do you want us to do? We’re waiting on the lab to process the clothes, blanket, and all the stuff from the dumpster, the letter is being tested for fingerprints. We’re kicking over every rock we can find.” 
 
    Walker sighed, “I know Remington, I’m sorry. I’ve been on the phone all morning getting my ass chewed out. I’m frustrated as hell; the reporters are hounding us too. They’ve already dubbed him the Professor. The fucking Professor for god's sake. This is already wracking up to be one hell of a shit storm.” 
 
    “This letter is postmarked yesterday from Mississippi; we’ll track it down. He mailed it in a sealed envelope with a stamp. That means there could be DNA and fingerprints.” Remi grinned, they may have just found their first break. 
 
    “Fine, get someone on it and find me some goddamn answers, and be prepared we have a press conference in an hour. Make sure you’re presentable and ready for this. And for the love of all that is holy, behave. That goes for both of you.” 
 
    As soon as they exited the Chief’s office, Knox grabbed Remi’s arm to stop him and nodded off to the side where Skaggs was standing staring at the ground absently. “Go talk to your friend. I’ll check in about the covens at your desk.” 
 
    Remi scowled and headed off to his friend. In all the years they’d known each other he’d never seen his friend look like this. The cocky, self-confident doctor was nowhere to be seen.  
 
    “Skaggs?” 
 
    “Hey Remi,” He paused and glanced around and nodded, “I... ah…. Shit, why is this so hard?” 
 
    “Not sure, honestly. Since I have no idea what’s happening right now.” 
 
    The doctor huffed out a small laugh, “yeah, look I know you two are a thing. I just wanted to ask…” 
 
    “We’re not a thing,” Remi interjected quickly. 
 
    Skaggs rolled his eyes, “Maybe not yet, but you will be, and that’s cool. I like him; I think he’ll be good for you. Smooth out some of those rough edges of yours.” He hesitated and smiled sadly, “I just wanted to make sure we were good. I know what we had was just physical, but I still consider you one of my closest friends. I don’t want to lose that.” 
 
    “Why the fuck would that change?” Remi growled and glanced over his shoulder to find Knox. “Hey, get over here.” He called roughly. 
 
    Knox cocked one eyebrow, set his phone down and moved to stand beside him. “You bellowed.” 
 
    “This idiot is afraid something has changed, and we’re not friends. Would you know anything about why he’d think something so asinine?” 
 
    Skaggs grunted in annoyance, “Asshole.” 
 
    “What’s your first name, doc? I don’t want to call our friends by their last name all the time. It gets weird, you know.” Knox winked at Remi and extended his hand to the other man. “No matter what, I’m not coming in between you two. I’d like to be your friend as well. You two care about each other, I get that. I love that actually. It’s nice to know someone was watching over my boy here until I arrived.” 
 
    “Oh, for fuck's sake. This isn’t happening.” Remi stormed off leaving an amused Skaggs to deal with Knox. 
 
    “I like him,” Skaggs called out to his retreating back. 
 
    “Detective Conahan, we got a hit on your fingerprints from IAFIS, they belong to a Caroline Mathers. No charges, but she was picked up as a teenager and fingerprinted. That was in Nebraska; it doesn’t say what she was picked up for though.” 
 
    Remi turned and thanked the officer before grabbing the paper and scanning it for himself. She was twenty-seven years old. Where had she been from when she was picked up as a teen and now? Was she new to the trade or had she just never been picked up by vice? That seemed odd; something wasn’t adding up. 
 
    He turned and headed to vice to check in again. With luck, he’d get some answers to who she was before the press conference. He walked into vice lost in his head as he tried to piece together the little bit of information he had. 
 
    “Hey Conahan, what brings you to our hell hole?” 
 
    Remi glanced up and smiled, “Hey Bas, how’s shit treating you and where the hell have you been. I haven't seen you around in awhile.” 
 
    “Undercover just got back. What can I do for you?” 
 
    “I left a pic here yesterday; a prostitute was dumped in an alley. I was hoping one of you guys might know who she is or where she patrolled.” 
 
    Bas grunted and began shuffling papers around on the desk he was sitting at, “I saw a picture here, but I didn’t really pay it any attention. Hold on.” A couple of seconds later Bas held the picture up with a grin, “Oh, yeah this is Chastity. She’s special. She somehow always escapes our stings, but we know she works the streets. It’s actually quite impressive. 
 
    “What can you tell me about her?” 
 
    “Not much to be honest, she’s been working around here for the better part of the last ten years. She had a run-in with drugs but cleaned herself up quick. She doesn’t have a pimp; she works for herself. Everyone likes her. Somebody killed her, you said?” 
 
    Remi scowled, “Brutally. We’ve got a press conference shortly about it as a matter of fact. 
 
    Bas frowned, “No offense but she was a hooker, why the dog and pony show?” 
 
    “You must have been under a rock. Killer left a note; he’s going to strike again. It got leaked to the media.” 
 
    “Well, fuck. Let me check with some of my contacts on the street, and I’ll get back to you. Maybe I can find out something for you. They may not talk to cops, but they’ll talk to us most of the time.” 
 
    “Appreciate that.” 
 
    Remi headed back to his desk and ran the name Caroline Mathers through every search he could. Twenty minutes later all he knew that he hadn’t before, was that she was not married and she had no living relatives on file. 
 
    “Babe,” Knox whispered by Remi’s ear making him jump. “It’s time for the conference. You ready?” 
 
    “Fuck no, I hate these things. They’re like scavengers, fighting to pick off the last bits of my humanity until I want to throw something at them.” 
 
    Knox bit back a laugh, “Why don’t you let me do the talking today. I got this; you just stand there and look sexy.” 
 
    They walked out to the front doors and stopped beside Walker. “What’s the plan?” Remi questioned as he glanced out to the sea of reporters.  
 
    “You keep your damn cool out there. Don’t let them rile you up for once. We’ll give them as little as we can. Without knowing how much of the letter was leaked, we have to be careful.” 
 
    “We just identified the victim.” Remi held out a sheet of paper with the pertinent facts on it. 
 
    “I’ll announce that if you want.” Knox offered with a wink. “Let’s keep Remi from talking to them if possible.” 
 
    Walker smirked, “I like him; he’s good for you, Conahan.” 
 
    “Not you too,” Remi grumbled with an eye roll. “Let’s just get this over with. So the nutjobs can start their calls and ruin my day.” 
 
    The press conference started out successfully. Chief Walker introduced them all and told the basics of the case. A body had been discovered, she was a known prostitute and she had been identified. They were searching for the killer and if anyone had seen anything around the time of the incident to please report it. Knox went next, he introduced himself only as Agent Knox Grayson and explained the few facts they knew about the woman, her name, street name and that she had no living relatives they could find. He also urged anyone with any information to call. 
 
    That’s when all hell broke loose. The reporters started calling out questions and shouting things. Remi could feel his temper fraying as he heard some of them. How in the hell where they getting their information? 
 
    Knox held up one hand, “Ladies and Gentleman, I’ll answer questions if I can, but please one at a time. We're civilized adults; let’s act like it if you please.” 
 
    Remi smirked at the dig and watched as he pointed to a reporter.  
 
    “Suzanna from the Herald, can you confirm that you’ve not only received a note with her body but that a second one has been delivered from the same guy.” 
 
    “You’ve all already written about a letter; that’s why you’re here.” Knox reminded the reporter. “But I won’t confirm or deny the existence of any additional letters.” He pointed to a man and gestured for him to ask his question. 
 
    “James from Channel Eight. Can you confirm that the Professor claims to be planning more murders and what are you doing to stop him before he does kill again?” 
 
    Remi ground his teeth at that stupid question. What in the hell did they think they’d been doing. Sitting around with their thumbs up their asses? 
 
    “I really can’t even begin to think I know what his plans are. I can tell you we are doing everything we can to catch him as quickly as possible. Hence, the reason we’re asking for the public's help with any information they have about our victim, her whereabouts prior to the murder and anything they saw around her or the alley where she was found.” 
 
    Remi tuned out the reporter's questions and Knox’s answers as he surveyed the crowd and tried to keep his patience. They just kept asking the same questions over and over in different ways. His attention was caught again when one young woman in the back of the room asked her question. 
 
    “There are rumors that The Professor has become fixated with Detective Conahan and you by association, is that true?” 
 
    Knox cocked his head and glanced to Remi, “Ma’am what’s your name and who are you with?” 
 
    “Jasmine, I write a crime blog.” 
 
    “I’m not sure where you got your information, but at no time has anyone said anything of that nature. Detective Conahan was randomly assigned the case, as was I. We’re doing everything in our power to catch him and put a stop to him though.” 
 
    Knox stepped back and moved to stand beside Remi, “Fucking hell, they are brutal as shit. How did they get so much information?” 
 
    “We need to put a tighter seal on all information from now on. This is ridiculous; no way should they know about the second letter.” 
 
    They turned to head back inside as soon as the Captain finished speaking and giving out the hotline they’d set up.  
 
    “This part sucks. We’re getting ready to be inundated with calls from well-meaning citizens that tell us jack shit.” 
 
    “Make it through this, and I’ll make it worthwhile for you when we get home tonite.” 
 
    “Oh come on,” Walker announced from behind them. “I’d tell you two to get a room, but since that’s what you want, I’ll just say get your asses to work and stop flirting on my time.” 
 
    Remi groaned, threw his hands up and stormed off muttering.


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
    The Professor 
 
      
 
    He had never been one to require a lot of sleep, and it worked to his advantage now. After his last research project ended, he found a cheap motel and crashed for a few hours. He slept better than he ever had before, who knew killing would be such a stress reliever?  He woke up early and headed back to Alabama to check in on his favorite cop and see how the romance was going. Maybe with any luck, he could get close enough to look him in the eye. He smiled at the thought, yeah it would be cool to walk right by him, make eye contact and Remington Conahan would have no idea.  
 
    He parked in the visitor parking lot outside the police station again and leaned back to watch for the sweet couple. He couldn’t help smirk at the thought, who knew taunting the police would be so much fun.  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a car pull in the parking lot, and moments later Detective Conahan and the suit got out. He was too far away to hear what they were saying, but he imagined it was a bit of flirting, and a bit of discussion about his murder.  
 
    If only they knew about the second body, he sighed, tomorrow he decided he would let them know about her. He could imagine what they would say when they got the report on her. She was intriguing, well not her exactly but what he could do with her body…. It made his head swirl with the possibilities he had yet to explore.  
 
    While he waited for something to happen, or the detective to leave he searched for his next game. He had enough funds to last a couple of weeks, but he wanted something to occupy his time. A few minutes later he found the perfect game — high stakes, big rewards and not too far away. Wouldn’t take long to get to Louisiana and the game wasn’t until tomorrow morning anyways. Plenty of time to hang around here and maybe pick up a friend for the night. The sound of car doors slamming around him had him looking up. Reporters filed out of their cars and vans heading for the steps leading into the station. He didn’t even notice they put a podium outside, must be time for a press conference. He would wait and join the back of the crowd; he wanted to hear what they had to say but stay hidden at the same time. 
 
    About thirty minutes later, he watched as Detective Conahan and the suit walked out and took their place. He tried to avoid staring at them, but he couldn’t seem to take his eyes away. They stood next to each other, but not inappropriately. When it was the suit’s turn to talk, he finally learned his name. Knox and Remi… yes, he liked that. But Remington didn’t like the questions at all. Why won’t they say yes they got another letter, yes he was helping their courtship along, yes he was going to kill again.  
 
    He tried not to get bored, but the crime blogger caught his interest. Somehow she had information no one else did; he may have to use her later. Would be faster than mailing letters to the station or waiting on a body to be found.  Yes, that was an intriguing idea, she could get the scoop of a lifetime, and he could get instant gratification. 
 
    When Knox was finished speaking, he watched him walk over to Remington and whisper quietly. This time they stood a bit closer than before, Remington seemed to be fighting the pull. This was going to be as much fun as the killing was, how long would they hold out? 
 
    The press conference ended and he slowly walked back to his car listening to the reporters as they chatted to themselves. The more they spoke, the higher his anger became. He was not a psychopath; why must they keep using those terms. He was shaking by the time he got to his car and had to take some deep breaths before he could even attempt to drive his car. His knuckles were white from gripping the steering wheel, in his head, he pictured himself starting the car and running them all over a few times. Fucking vultures. 
 
     He calmly pulled out of the parking lot, glared at anyone who glanced into the car at him. The last thing he wanted was to get pulled over outside the police station. He drove down the road and pulled into a strip mall parking lot. First, he ran into the gas station on the end and picked up a burner phone, one of those pay as you go things. He nonchalantly walked out to his car and drove to the other end of the lot.  
 
    The more he thought about the press conference, the more he wanted to TALK to Detective Remington. They had given out the number, he could call. Keep it short, and they can’t trace it right? He hesitated a few more minutes, tapping his thumbs on the steering wheel, staring off into space.  
 
    With a sneer on his face, he picked up his phone and dialed the number he committed to memory. It was fate, he normally couldn’t recall shit, but that number was burned into his mind. Yes, fate was what it was. 
 
    He waited until a voice came on, the voice prattled off random shit, and he tuned them out. As soon as the words stopped flowing, he started his conversation. “My name is Professor; I would like to speak with Detective Remington Conahan and his love interest Agent Knox Grayson. To prove who I am, my fingers are still bruised from attempting to shove them into the whore's belly. Now pass the phone like a good little boy.” He leaned back in the seat and smiled; the rookie was probably shitting his pants. Rushing across the room to get Detective Conahan's attention and make him believe this was the call he had to take. He started to get impatient, shaking his leg and tapping his other hand on his thigh. How long does it take to grab the man and get on the phone? With an impatient sigh, he hung up. He would give them a minute and call back. He wasn’t taking the chance they could track him down. 
 
    He pulled out of the parking space and looked around, no sirens heading his way, so they hadn’t tracked him yet. To be safe, he drove a bit farther away and pulled into a motel parking lot, into a space facing the road so he could see if anyone headed his direction.  He shut the car off and leaned back in his seat. Okay, Detective, this is your second chance, you better pick up the phone when I call, he thought to himself. 
 
    He dialed the number again and interrupted the voice this time. “I’m not a patient man, put Detective Conahan on right now, or the consequences will be on your head.”  
 
     “This is Detective Conahan, who am I speaking with?” 
 
    “Come now Detective; you know who this is.” 
 
    “I know you claim to be The Professor, but how do I know it’s really you and not so quack job looking for his fifteen minutes of fame?” 
 
    “I appreciate you not calling me the quack job. Would it help to remind you how bruised my fingers are? Or I could tell you how hard it was pushing my fingers into her belly. Her red top slightly pushed above her belly, my note tucked into her bra.” 
 
    Remi sighed, “You’re not a quack job; you’re so much worse. Why are you calling me? What do you want?” 
 
    He laughed into the phone “Be nice Detective; I might think you don’t like me. Can’t we be friends, I really only want to help you bag the suit you are waltzing around with.” 
 
     “I’m sorry I’m not friends with psychopaths, and I don’t need your interference in my life. If you want to help, turn yourself in and stop killing an innocent woman.” 
 
    “Tsk tsk Detective, it’s not your life I’m interested in but your romance. Why would I turn myself in? I’m not done yet. And these women are far from innocent.” He shook his head in annoyance, why must everyone call him that name. Don’t they know he hated the word with a passion? 
 
    “So, do you hate women in general or just the prostitutes who you have to pay to be with you?” 
 
    “Really, that was unbecoming of you. You assume I have to pay, not that it’s just easier. Fewer attachments and complications. Anyways, back to you and the agent. Is that why you are angry with me? Is he asking you to give him more than you are willing?” 
 
    “Why are you so invested in my relationship with Agent Grayson?” 
 
    “Sadly that will have to be a tale for another day. We are running out of time, but one last thing. Don’t you love a woman who holds her heart in her hands? Goodbye Detective.”  
 
    He hung up the phone and tossed it onto the seat next to him. That shouldn’t have been long enough for them to track, but it was fun. He couldn’t wait to call him back another time. A news van drove down the road in front of him; it reminded him what they called him. Psychopath and Detective Conahan had called him one too. Didn’t they understand how wrong that term was? He told them he didn’t like it and they still used it. The longer he thought about it, the angrier he became, they wanted a psychopath, then that’s what they would get. He calmly got out of the car and walked back to his trunk, popped the lid and grabbed the crowbar he had stashed in there the night before. He shut the trunk and climbed back into his car, placing the crowbar between his seat and the door. Then shut the door gently. 
 
    He pulled out of the parking lot and started driving, in his head, the word psychopath chanted over and over. He couldn’t stand it; he had to get away, out of town before he did something stupid and impulsive. Well, he was fine with impulsive, but he didn’t want so many eyes on him. He drove for about an hour until he was on a deserted highway, it was one of those lesser known roads, and here he hoped to find what he was looking for. 
 
    Up ahead he saw someone walking with his thumb out. Yes, this would do nicely. They wanted a psychopath; now they would get one. He pulled up next to the young man and rolled down the passenger window with a friendly smile on his face. “Hey, you need a lift?”   
 
    The guy turned and leaned into the window “Where are you headed?”   
 
    He put the car into park and opened his car door, discreetly grabbing the crowbar before climbing out. “I have to take a leak first, but I’m headed towards Louisiana, I can drop you anywhere along the route.”  
 
    The kid nodded his head and smiled. 
 
    “Great give me just a minute, and we can get on the road. Oh, the door sticks, let me open it for you.” He walked around the car to the passenger door and pretended to yank on the handle, the door opened, and he told the kid to toss his bag into the back seat. When the kid angled his body to reach, he raised the crowbar above his head and slammed it into the kids head. 
 
    He dropped to the ground, leaning against the car and looked up at him with a dazed look. “Sorry kid, you are just in the wrong place at the wrong time.” He raised the crowbar and hit him over and over until his face and neck resembled hamburger meat. His arm ached, and he was splattered with blood again.  This wasn’t carefully planned out, but thankfully he had clothes with him, and some water left over from last night. 
 
    He leaned into his car and grabbed a marker that he spotted on the floorboard on the passenger side. With a smile, he leaned down to the kid and pulled his shirt up and started writing on his skin. I’m not a psychopath; this is your fault. Professor 
 
    He stood up and glanced around to make sure there were no cars on the road and kicked the body over with his foot. He slammed the car door and walked to the trunk, popping it open and tossing the crowbar back into it. Then he stripped his clothes off and tossed them into the trunk on top of the tarp. He laughed ruefully as he grabbed the second of the two water jugs he had bought and cleaned up. I’m going to run out of clothes soon; I need to find a laundromat…. A deserted one for sure. 
 
    He finished rinsing off and grabbed clean clothes from his bag in the back seat, he spotted the kids backpack and reached in for it. He pulled it out and unzipped it; maybe he would find something useful in there. He emptied it out on the ground and pocketed the cash he had and left the rest next to the body. “See you later kid.” 
 
    He whistled as he walked around the car and climbed in, he had some driving to do before he stopped for the night. Louisiana wasn’t too far away. Hopefully, he could find an internet cafe still open so he could find some information on that crime blogger. She would be useful to him. He arrived a bit after six and started his search, not to much later he found an internet cafe that also served food. He claimed a computer and paid for an hour, and then requested food for when his time was over. With a look of concentration, he Googled Crime Blog Jasmine. Hopefully, he could narrow down the choices by that, if not… whoever had a post about his kill and the letters was the one he searched for.


 
   
  
 

 Eight 
 
    Remi 
 
    Remi slammed the phone down in frustration and started pacing. “He calls and taunts us like it’s nothing. And what was with that cryptic remark at the end?” 
 
    Knox frowned and rewound the tape of the call. The Professor's voice filled the line, “Don’t you love a woman who holds her heart in her hands?” Knox tapped his fingers on the table as he stared off into the distance lost in thought. 
 
    “Shit, I’ve got a bad feeling, he’s already claimed another woman. But where and why haven’t we found her yet if that’s the case?” 
 
    “Have we checked Vicap to see if anything pops related to this one?” Knox asked as he moved to the computer to do a search. 
 
    “Yeah, nothing came up. I did it when I entered our information. Nothing similar, no notes, not a damn thing came up.” 
 
    “Agent Grayson, Detective Conahan, can either of you explain to me how a crime blogger knew of the second letter?” Walker demanded as he stormed up to them. “I just hung up with the mayor, and you don’t even want to know how pissed he is right now.” 
 
    “We found out an hour before the damn conference, I went right to vice, and he called his people about the covens. How did the letter get here? Who brought into you? Maybe you should be checking on that, and getting off our backs, sir.” 
 
    Walker fumed silently for a moment before taking a deep breath, “I don’t appreciate that tone of voice detective, but you’re right. I’ll check into that. But for future reference, if you ever talk to me like that in front of other people I will reprimand your ass so hard, you’ll think you just got dry fucked by Godzilla.” 
 
    “Well on that lovely little note, I’ve got to return a call about the covens and see what they turned up.” Knox stood and shuddered, “the imagery with that is just frightening as hell. I may never get it up again and what a waste that would be. Don’t you agree, babe?” 
 
    Remi closed his eyes and shook his head in dejection, “I give up, you all are insane. I’m in a psych ward on meds, and this is all in my head, it has to be.” 
 
    Walker couldn’t contain his laugh, “Sorry, but this is real, and that man has it bad for you. Why are you fighting it so hard? You know I wouldn’t allow anyone to say shit about your lifestyle. It has no bearing on you as a detective. You’re one of the best; you have the highest clearance rate of anyone in this department. Your job is safe.” 
 
    Remi shrugged and looked away from his captains to knowing eyes. The truth was he was scared of what Knox made him feel. They were from two different worlds, hell even the Professor knew that. The man claimed to be a fucking God after all. 
 
    “I see, it’s your heart you’re trying to protect. Maybe you should listen to me for once and let him in. He’s good for you. You’re a bit softer when he’s around, not so on edgy and grumpy. I like this side of you.” 
 
    “No offense, Captain. But fuck off.” Remi scowled as he stomped off to Walkers booming laughter. 
 
    Remi went around the corner and yelped as he was pulled into an office and pushed against the wall. “What the hell Knox?” 
 
    “I saw an opportunity and took it.” He winked as he reached over and locked the now closed door. “I’ve been dreaming of kissing you again; you’re intoxicating to me. No mortal has intrigued, fascinated and made me burn like you do.” 
 
    “You sure that’s a good thing?” 
 
    Knox nodded as he bit his lip and leaned in closer, so they were pressed tight front to front. “I’d give up my godhood if it meant keeping you forever.” 
 
    “What the hell, don’t say shit like that to me. I’ve only known you a few days; you can’t put that kind of pressure on me. Are you insane?” 
 
    “No, just that sure we belong together. Now, before I kiss the shit out of you, were you looking for me, perchance?” 
 
    “I wanted to know what they said about the coven?” 
 
    “Oh, dead end. She wasn’t a member. Some of them carry the same mark, but they all claim not to recognize her. The FPU agent was positive; they weren’t lying.” 
 
    “Well, shit. It was a long shot, but I was hoping for a break.” 
 
    “Me too. Was there something else, by any chance?” 
 
    “Yes, there was actually.” 
 
    “Oh, do tell,” Knox said as he licked his lips in anticipation. 
 
    “It’s late, and I’m starving. Thought we could grab a bite to eat and you could fill me in on what your people said about the covens.” 
 
    Knox smiled, “Sounds perfect.” Before Remi could move, Knox leaned forward and placed a soft kiss against his lips. “To hold me until later.” 
 
    *** 
 
    They’d just finished eating and making small talk when Remi’s phone rang. “This is Detective Conahan.” 
 
    “This is Detective Deacon; I’m with the Culvertson police department.” 
 
    “Yes, Detective, what can I do for you.” 
 
    “As you can imagine, pretty much all law enforcement in Alabama is aware of the Professor. I think I have a body he left for you, with a message. I can give you the address of where we’re at. The M.E. is here, and has agreed to leave everything as is until you arrive.” 
 
    “Text me an address; we’ll be there as quickly as we can,” Remi replied as he fished some money out of his pocket and threw it on the table. 
 
    He hung up and looked to Knox, “you hear all that.” 
 
    “I did, benefit of my …. Well you know. Want me to drive; I can get us there quicker and safer. I do have some abilities that will help. Fast reflexes and super hearing among them.” 
 
    Remi tossed him the keys, and they raced out the door. Thirty-eight minutes later they were pulling up to the crime scene and flashing their badges. 
 
    “Conahan? I’m Deacon. Thanks for coming so quick. We’ve already bagged any evidence, and taken pictures. We waited to move the body until you got here though.” 
 
    “I appreciate that. You said there’s a message?” 
 
    “Yes….. well, come see for yourself. The body and the message go hand in hand on this one.” 
 
    Remi scowled but followed the detective over to the body. The M.E. nodded and pulled the sheet back they had used to cover the body from onlookers and bugs, so they could see what remained of the man's face. 
 
    “As you can see, it was quite brutal. He was furious when he did this.” The M.E. reached down and pulled the man’s shirt up exposing the handwritten message.  
 
    Remi read it aloud, “I’m not a psychopath, this is your fault. Professor”. 
 
    “Well, shit.” Knox cursed softly. “Babe, this isn’t your fault, I don’t care what he said. He did this; he made a choice to take this man's life.” 
 
    “I know, I’m not stupid. It just pisses me off.” Remi turned and began to pace a few feet away. “But he’s getting reckless, maybe he’ll screw up, and we can catch him before he strikes again.” 
 
    “If you don’t mind, we’ll bag the body and clear the scene. I’ll make sure you get the full report one it’s finished. I can tell you with pretty accurate certainly that he died from blunt force trauma, and that he hasn’t been dead more than maybe half an hour when we got the call. His body was still warm.” The M.E. explained as he called his tech over. “I’ll send you a preliminary report as soon as I can.” 
 
    Remi thanked him and turned to the Deacon. “Can you get me copies of your reports and the pictures and anything else you have?” 
 
    “Of course, I’ll have them emailed to you by the end of the day. Good luck. I hope you catch this guy.” 
 
    Remi and Knox said their goodbyes and headed out. It was a day of frustration, of highs and lows.  
 
    “Come on babe, let’s head home. I’ll help you relax.” Knox called as he climbed behind the wheel of the car. 
 
    Remi for his part was intrigued and scared shitless. He was torn between climbing in the car and running as far away from the tantalizing man as he could get. He felt the pull that was getting stronger every hour they spent together and he wasn’t sure how much longer he could fight it. 
 
    They didn’t talk on the way home, Remi let Knox drive, and he stared out the window lost in thought. There was a lot of things he needed to process, not the least of was the Professor killing because of him. Logically he knew it wasn’t his fault, but he still felt for the kid whose life ended so brutally because he had a hand in setting the man off. Then there was Knox and that situation. Was situation the right word for it he wondered. Either way, he needed to come to terms with what was in front of his face. The attraction between the two of them was only getting stronger, and it was obvious to anyone who looked. 
 
    “I think as much as I hate to say this, based on his reaction with that kid, but we need to keep using the word psychopath. It obviously sets him off and makes him erratic. If he devolves enough, he’ll make a mistake, and we can nail the bastard.” 
 
    “Makes sense. You going to be okay with the possible consequences of that action?” 
 
    Remi didn’t reply; he wasn’t sure what to say that wouldn’t make him come across as an uncaring asshole. He knew what could and probably would happen, but he also knew it was the best chance they had of him screwing up and getting caught sooner rather than later. The longer he was free, the higher the body count would be. 
 
    He didn’t speak again until they pulled into the driveway and Knox turned off the car. “I’m not hungry, but there's food in the kitchen and a drawer of takeout menus that deliver if you are.” 
 
    “I was thinking we grab a bottle of beer or two, and we pop in a movie, and you let me sit close to you on the couch for a while. I think we could both use a break and some time to lose ourselves in something else. 
 
    Remi nodded and climbed out of the car. A movie sounded perfect. Maybe a comedy or hell even a romcom. Just something with no death for a while. He could get used to having someone around who understood him so well; he thought as he entered the house and sat on the couch with a sigh. 
 
    Remi came awake hours later covered in sweat and panting as the nightmare slowly receded from his mind. 
 
    “There you are; I was worried for a few there,” Knox said gently from where he sat on the edge of the bed beside Remi. “That was a bad one, want to talk about it?” 
 
    Remi groaned and fell back on the bed, “It must be the stress of the last few days. I haven’t had nightmares like that in a long time.” 
 
    “Hold on, love,” Knox called as he raced out of the room only to return moments later with a cold glass of water and a wet washrag. “Here this will help.” 
 
    Remi took them with a grateful smile. In a weird way, it was a relief not to be alone for once. When the nightmares came, they usually took him forever to wake from. With Knox’s help, it hadn’t been so long. 
 
    “Can I stay, I promise to behave. Just let me be here in case you have another one. Your screams woke me down the hall; it was one of the most terrifying sounds I’ve ever heard. I just need the reassurance of your warmth close.” 
 
    Remi could understand that, so he nodded, tossed the rag on the floor and rolled to his side to face Knox. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Anytime…. Want to talk about it?” 
 
    “Usually it’s a memory from the war. I lost a lot of good people over there, and it haunts me. When I get stressed, the memories come out to play. But tonight, it was from what's to come. Everyone was blaming me for the high body count; the victim's families wanted my blood for enraging the Professor.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, love. I hate that for you. I know you know this, but I’m going to say it anyway. What he does is not your fault. You’re doing your best to stop him. No one can ask for more than that. Would you mind if I held you for a bit I just need to know you’re okay?” 
 
    Remi hesitated before nodding and moving closer. “Gods help me, but I’d like that. I’m so tired of fighting all the time.” 
 
    “You don’t have to fight me, babe. It won’t work anyway. Go to sleep; I’ll watch over you.”


 
   
  
 

 Nine 
 
    Professor 
 
      
 
    He opened his eyes with a groan, the events of the day before come back to him slowly. He let Detective Conahan get to him, and he was sloppy. He could have left behind all kinds of evidence; he was stupid. He climbed out of bed and slammed around the cheap motel room. The scratchy sheets and bedspread, the faded wallpaper, everything about this cheap room upset him and raised his anger to new heights. 
 
    He couldn’t stand the room any longer; he grabbed his bag and walked outside. With a few deep breaths, he pushed his anger down and checked the time. He had just enough time to grab some cheap food on the way to his poker game. A win was what he needed today. Maybe his mood would improve then. 
 
    He walked into the warehouse and spoke with the host of the establishment. It only took a minute to confirm his identity; of course, his real name wasn’t used in the game. He was a bit early, so he wandered over to where the other players stood around chatting. He wasn’t in the mood to socialize, but eavesdropping was another matter. It only took a moment for his attention to become engaged. They were talking about the Professor; the word psychopath was mentioned. They just didn’t understand what he was doing, why he was doing it. Besides they are nothing, no one cares about them. They are easily disposable and just take up space. He used them to learn new things, which meant their deaths weren’t in vain. 
 
    No one understood, they just called him names. He walked away from the strangers and paced the room. Their words slammed into his head and just further upset him. Why does everyone use that word? He shook his head, clenching his hands and releasing them. He had to get his head straight if he was going to play the game today. 
 
    *** 
 
    Two and a half hours later he slammed his way out of the abandoned warehouse where today’s game was held. He had never lost so bad; it was all Detective Conahan’s fault. He couldn’t get the word psychopath out of his head. It haunted him all night long, made his dreams into nightmares and pushed his anger to new heights. He stalked out to his car and started it up. He tapped his fingers on the steering wheel and debated what to do next. The longer he sat there, the angrier he became. He leaned back in his seat and pulled his phone out of his pocket.  
 
    With a growl, he dialed the hotline and waited for someone to answer. As soon as a voice was heard he growled. “Put Detective Conahan on the phone right now.” The voice replied something but he didn’t even bother responding, he waited impatiently for the voice he needed to hear.  
 
    “Detective Conahan here.” 
 
    “It’s about time you answered the phone. How was your evening, did you find my present?” 
 
    “Sorry I don’t sit around waiting for psychopaths to call randomly. I have real work to do.” 
 
    “It’s your fault he had to die. Why do you persist in calling me names?” 
 
    “My mama always taught me I can only control my actions, not yours. You killed him, that’s on you. And I’m only calling you the names that fit. Normal people don’t go around killing people for any reason, not even so-called science.” 
 
    “So-called science? Now you mock my reasoning. Well, what would you say if he wasn’t the second? The police aren’t as good as they think.” 
 
    “If he wasn’t the second, who was? Where’s the body? Don’t psychopaths like you like to brag about your superiority?” 
 
    “See, I’m not bragging. Just stating a simple fact, you didn’t find the second: Tennessee, a small town just over the Georgia border. Really run down, ramshackle actually, she's in a wooded lot. Good luck Detective.”  He slammed his thumb onto the end button. That was not how he wanted the call to go, but he used that name twice.  
 
    He tossed the phone on the seat next to him and slammed his hand into the steering wheel a few times. He pulled out onto the road and tried not to speed, or call attention to himself as he headed north. The word psychopath kept running on repeat in his head. He wasn’t sure how long he drove or where he was at, but it felt like he suddenly woke up. 
 
    He was on another deserted road, and his luck was turning. Up ahead he saw a lone figure walking, he smiled and for the first time that day.  He pulled up beside the man and rolled down the window. “Hey, you need a ride man?”  The hitchhiker turned and peered at him, he was older than he expected, but he still fits the bill. “Nah, I’m just taking a stroll. I’m not in a hurry, and no one is waiting on me.” He smiled and tapped his hand on the window and started walking away. 
 
    The Professor watched him for a minute and contemplated the best way to get his man. He shut the car off and climbed out, “Do you know anything about cars? Mine started making a ticking noise a couple of miles back. I have some oil in my trunk; I thought I could add it to the engine until I can find a service station. But, I honestly don’t know where it goes.”  
 
    The hitchhiker laughed and turned back, “yeah, I can help with that. Pop the hood and grab the oil.”   
 
    He leaned down into the car to pull the latch and then walked back to the trunk. Instead of the oil, he grabbed the crowbar and walked up to the figure leaned over the hood.  
 
    “It’s too hot to open with my bare hand, do you have a rag I can use?”  
 
     The Professor stepped behind him and raised his arm “No, but I don’t really need your help, but thank you for being here anyway.” The hitchhiker started to turn, and the Professor slammed the crowbar into the side of his head. He fell onto the hot engine, and the professor smiled. Well, a little burn was a bonus, he waited a moment longer for the heat to soak into his exposed skin and then pushed him to the ground.  
 
    The hitchhiker flopped down and didn’t move; he leaned over him. “Are you really dead already? That wasn’t even worth my time.” He stood up and walked over to the passenger side of his car to grab the marker again. This time he wrote across both his arms. Stop calling me a psychopath. This was not even a fun kill. You took that away from me too. Professor 
 
    Thankfully there was a lot less blood this time, he hardly even had to clean up. He shook his head at his fanciful thoughts and walked to the trunk, tossing in the crowbar and slamming the lid closed.  He climbed in the car and backed up; he didn’t want to add insult to injury by running the guy over. It might smear his message. 
 
    He continued driving for a bit, this time paying attention to where he was. Couldn’t really plan his next move if he didn’t know his location. His mind wandered over everything that had happened that day. The hitchhiker didn’t make him feel better, it was a message, and that was it. He needed to stick to his pattern and see what worked and what didn’t. Just random killing was pointless and served no purpose. 
 
    As he drove he started to see more houses and buildings; it appeared he was getting close to civilization again. Within a few minutes, he saw a sign that said Louisiana state line. Well now this was interesting, should be lots of fun to be had here. He stopped at the first town he came to and searched Google for a local library. It was time to reach out to the crime blogger and have her reach out to Detective Conahan. He was no longer calling him; the detective didn’t deserve his respect or his communication. 
 
    He used GPS on his cell phone and drove the ten minutes to a local internet cafe. He entered and walked to the back, paid for an hour on the computer.  He picked one on in the back away from anyone else. He pulled out the piece of paper he had written what he hoped was the correct blog site and clicked the contact button that appeared on the bottom.  
 
      
 
    Hello Ms. Jasmine, 
 
      
 
    I heard you at the press conference, and I thought you and I could chat. My name is the Professor, of course, it’s not my real name, but you know that. I guess you want me to prove it’s me right. Well contact Detective Conahan, and he can confirm we spoke on the phone twice. I also told him that I had killed three people. Two hookers and one hitchhiker, now that number is now four. Two and two, I'm thinking I need to make it an even three/two. You know a full house. Would you like to guess if I go after another hooker or a hitchhiker? 
 
    Detective Conahan is no longer worthy of my time and respect. I was hoping you, and I could have a better relationship. So, I ask you to pass my messages along to the Detective, and in return, I will give you an exclusive interview. Of course, not in person. I don’t want to be caught just yet, and I don’t want you too scared of me.  
 
    P.S. Please find out how their relationship is progressing. I find myself quite curious and pass on one message. Boone, Tennessee. 
 
    Chat soon 
 
    The Professor 
 
      
 
     He sat back in his chair and smiled. He was starting to feel better; his anger was melting away. It was much nicer when you weren’t being called a psychopath. Communication was easier at the very least. He checked the time and decided to leave early and grab a bite to eat. He scooted his chair back, nodded to the clerk on duty and walked out whistling a tune. The air was slightly cool outside, so he decided to stroll around a bit and see what the town had to offer. 
 
    People ambled by him and smiled, they said hello, and he nodded back. This town was a novelty, but he was enjoying it so far. Up ahead he could hear music and a sign that said ‘Great tunes, better food here.’ He didn’t care what it was called, but with a sign like that, he was going to give it a shot. As he approached the doors, the music got louder, and he winced at it. It might be too loud, but it could also help drown out the worst of his thoughts. He pushed open the door and realized the music was a lot quieter inside. A hostess stood at a podium and smiled at him. “Could I just sit at the bar please?” She nodded and waved him by. He heard the door open behind him, so he stepped past her and took in the room. It was a typical bar, but the smells were amazing. He took a stool at the bar and leaned to the side so he was against the wall and no one could walk up behind him. 
 
    “Welcome to the bar. What can I get you tonight?” 
 
    He turned his head to see a tall, striking redhead standing next to him. “Hello, ma’am, can I have the house specialty and whatever’s on draft?” She knocked on the bar in front of him and smiled. He watched her walk away for a minute then the TV above the bar caught his eye. “Ma’am can you turn the TV up please.”  
 
    She turned around and glanced up at the TV, “oh yeah I wanted to see the latest on that whack job they call the Professor.” She turned the TV up never looking over her shoulder at him.  
 
    His hands were fisted so tightly they appeared completely albino white. “Yes, it’s an interesting case isn’t it.”   
 
    She laughed and walked away, calling over her shoulder. “That’s one way to put it.”  
 
    He tried to ignore her words because he wanted to know what the news had to say. Did they have any leads on him yet? After a few minutes, they went to commercial, having teased about a segment on him. The bartender dropped his food and drink off then walked away. He tuned out the noise around him and ate his food in peace. Halfway through his delicious meal the news came back on and started the segment with “Update on the psychopath known as the Professor.” He tossed his burger onto his plate, pulled out a twenty and tossed it on the bar and walked out. Who the fuck did they think they were calling him a psychopath. He would show them; they were going to pay. Each and every one of them.


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    Remi 
 
      
 
    Remi slammed the phone down in annoyance. This day had started out with such promise. He’d woken wrapped around Knox for the first time, and it felt like coming home. It was surreal how natural it felt. It was a feeling he never wanted to let go of. For a moment he flashed back there to that bed and the magic they’d created. 
 
    “Morning sexy, not that I’m complaining or anything but what has you smiling like that? I figured you’d be freaking out about this by now.” 
 
    Remi shrugged, “Maybe, I’ve decided to stop fighting this. The feel of you wrapped around me is doing things to my mind I think. All I can think about is tasting you again.” 
 
    Knox grabbed Remi and pulled him in for a deep, soul-searing kiss. Long seconds passed as they fought for possession of each other’s mouths. Remi wasn’t willing to stay passive this time. He wasn’t in shock, he knew what he wanted, and he was going to fight for it. 
 
    He pushed Knox onto his back and laid his body over his. The feel of his erection pressed against his, sent his lust skyrocketing. “I think we need to remove some clothes to make this work properly.” 
 
    Knox laughed, “I’m a god, remember. Consider it done.” 
 
    In the next second, Remi hissed as he felt every inch of their skin touching for the first time. “God, that feels amazing.” 
 
    “Well I am one, but not the one people usually call out to in bed.” 
 
    Remi burst out into laughter at the words, “you know I don’t usually laugh when I’m in bed with someone. This has to be a first.” 
 
    “As long as you’re not laughing when we’re having sex, then I’m all good with it. Now crying on the other hand as long as it's from the amount of ecstasy you’re in is all good anytime.” 
 
    “You’re cocky as shit for someone who claims to be a god, but hasn’t done anything to make me worship you.” 
 
    “Babe, in this instance I plan on worshiping you, especially that fine as hell cock I got to see the other night. I’ve been dreaming of it.” 
 
    Remi opened his mouth to reply, but before he could he was flipped over, and Knox began to kiss his way down his body. 
 
    “Can I mark you, so when we go into the station everyone will see you belong to me.”  
 
    “Fuck.” Remi cursed as he felt Knox suck on his collar bone. He’d never realized that could be such a turn on, or maybe it was combined with his words that made it so. 
 
    “Yes, I think it's sexy too. God, you taste so good, I’ll never be able to get enough of you.” 
 
    “Knox, please.” Remi pleaded as he felt the other man kiss lower until he stopped at his nipple. 
 
    “Ever thought of getting a piercing? I could come just thinking of playing with it and watching you writhe beneath me in need.” 
 
    Remi bit his lip as he felt the liquid heat of Knox’s mouth on his nipple, he’d never gotten so turned on by such a simple thing. But as Knox lightly nipped his bud, he felt his body arch off the bed. It was involuntary almost like his body was being pulled by unseen strings to get closer to the feeling. 
 
    “Yes, baby. That’s it. You’re so hot when you moan for me like that. I can’t wait to take your cock into my mouth and worship it. How does it feel to have a god want to pay homage to you?” 
 
    Remi growled in frustrated need, “Stop talking and start doing.” 
 
    Knox laughed and then lowered his mouth just over Remi’s straining cock. He glanced up and locked eyes with Remi’s lust-filled gaze before licking the tip. “I was right; you taste delicious.” 
 
    “Fucking hell, that’s sexy. Knox please.” He begged. 
 
    Knox grinned, winked and then ran his tongue from root to tip and circled the head, before taking him into his mouth finally. 
 
    Remi couldn't speak as he felt the wet heat engulf his cock, he lost all sense of anything but that sensation. In all the years he’d been sexually active, nothing had felt like this. He felt the head of the cock bump against Knox’s throat, and he groaned at the tightness that enveloped him. 
 
    The next thing he knew he was shaking in bliss as he felt the vibrations of Knox humming as it massaged his cock in ways he’d never dreamed possible. He was so close to cumming. “Stop, oh god. I can’t believe I’m saying stop.” 
 
    Knox pulled off and crawled up, so they were face to face, “You don’t have to call me a god, you know. I answer to Knox, baby, my love or any other term of endearment you want to use for me.” 
 
    Remi licked his lips, “Baby, fuck me please.” 
 
    Knox groaned, “I never thought I’d hear those words coming out of your mouth. You have supplies? I don’t have anything you can get, my kind doesn’t get mortal illnesses, but I’ll use a condom if you want me too.” 
 
    That was one major positive of being with a Norse God Remi thought, “In that case, I want to feel you, all of you. In the nightstand drawer, hurry, damn you. We don’t have all morning.” 
 
    “Patience,” Knox laughed as he leaned over to reach the drawer, “I’m not rushing this now that I finally got you where I want you. Everything else can wait the extra hour, I promise.” 
 
    “Wow, you must be confident in your stamina. I think that’s pretty fucking hot. Now hurry the fuck up before I do this myself and stop waiting on you.” Remi reached between their bodies and gripped his aching cock in his hand. “I’m so close, baby.” 
 
    Knox swore as he scrambled back and shoved Remi’s hand out of the way, “Only way you’re coming is if I’m inside you, love. Back away from the cock, that belongs to me.” 
 
    Remi smirked and drew his legs up and apart so Knox could settle better. “Give me the lube, and move or get to work. My ass isn’t going to fuck itself.” 
 
    “You like to top from the bottom or is this a special occasion? Do you like to give and take?” Knox asked as he popped the lid and let the cold liquid drip down causing Remi to gasp at the cold sensation hit his overheated skin. 
 
    “Top usually, but I don’t mind both sides.” Remi squirmed as he felt himself being stretched slowly, “Shit, that feels so good, babe.” 
 
    Knox bit his lip and smiled, “Damn, if you're not the hottest thing I’ve ever had in my bed. I never want this to end.” 
 
    “Stop talking damn it. I want to feel you; I’m ready. I like a little bit of burn, show me you can take charge and make me feel it.” 
 
    Knox growled as he pulled his hand away and lined his cock up, “Careful what you ask for, love. I’ll make it so you’ll wince every time you sit for a week if that’s what you want. Everyone will know this sexy piece of ass is mine and only mine from now on.” 
 
    Remi sucked in a sharp breath as he felt for the first time just how thick Knox’s cock was. He had just a moment to think he’d made a mistake, but then the pleasure began, and no other thought was left. The feel of his man pressing inside was the sweetest torture. 
 
    “Fucking Hell,” Knox cried out, “You’re so hot and tight. Stop squeezing like that. Holy shit on a shingle, are you trying to kill me?” 
 
    Remi couldn’t talk as sensation filled him; there was only the two of them in the world; everything else has disappeared. He could feel Knox’s hot breath as he panted over him, eyes ablaze with need and love. 
 
    “I hope you’re ready Remi because I have to move.” 
 
    “Yes, please.” Remi croaked out between parched lips. He never wanted anything as much as wanted this. He could feel Knox pull out slowly before he surged forward again filling him. His whole body shook as tremors surged down his arms and legs. “Yes, baby right there.” He pleaded. 
 
    Knox grunted and picked up speed with his strokes. Remi babbled and moaned, but that’s all he was capable of at this point. He felt his orgasm building quickly, he clenched his muscles, hoping Knox would be close.  
 
    “Almost there; wait for me.” Knox pleaded. 
 
    Seconds later Remi felt his whole body began to spasm. He saw stars and moons, rainbows and shooting stars. He must have blacked out because the next thing he knew Knox was beside him, pulling Remi into his arms. 
 
    “By the Gods, babe. I’m never letting you go. That right there was proof we belong together. The worlds collided when we came as one. You are my everything.” 
 
    “Detective Conahan, are you with us or daydreaming about your boy toy again?”  
 
    Remi scowled at the asshole cop who stood there glaring at him. “What?” 
 
    The cop rolled his eyes, “I asked if you needed me or could I go back to manning the phones now?” 
 
    “Didn’t need you before.” Remi sneered as he turned his back on him and faced Chief Walker and Knox. “You heard the call I assume?” 
 
    Know smirked, “We did, but I’m more curious where you just were in your head.” 
 
    “I’m not,” Walker growled. “You two haven’t stopped smiling or sharing those cutesy looks since you walked in. It’s obvious where his head went.” 
 
    Remi rolled his eyes, “I think we have bigger issues to deal with right now. Mainly the fact he killed over state lines. The FPU is going to have to take over if we’re going to get any information on that body. Knox, can you get approval to be lead on this and set up a task force here to let us continue to run it? It’s not like he’s going to suddenly switch his focus to someone else after all.” 
 
    Chief Walker sighed, “This guy is pissing me off. All right, Agent Grayson can we make that work? Our hands are tied. In the meantime, we need to figure out how we’re gonna find that body. He gave us crap to go on.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Three hours later and they were well on their way to having a full task force set up at the station. Knox had gotten permission without issue to head it. Remi sighed as he dropped into one of the desk chairs in the large conference room. “Okay, so Walker who’s coming in on this task force? We’ve got to be careful to keep information locked down, no more leaks if we can help it.” 
 
    Walker nodded lost in thought, “I think we need someone from Vice. If there are any more local prostitutes as victims, they might know them or be able to assist us in getting information quickly.” 
 
    Remi pulled out his phone and sent a quick text, “Already on it. Bas is back from an assignment; he’s the one who recognized our first victim. He’ll be an asset.” 
 
    “I’ve got Theo Granger coming in from the FPU. He’s got some very unique talents that we could use if the need arises. I won’t and can’t tell you what they are right now, but if and when the time comes….” 
 
    Walker nodded, “Understood. Who else?” 
 
    Remi frowned, “I know we need more, but I’m hesitant to bring anyone else in. I have no idea who has been leaking information. Can we play it by ear and just pull people in for things on an as needed basis? Tell them just what they need to know to do that assignment?” 
 
    “It’s unusual, but I can probably make it happen. I’ll put on paper that some of the patrol guys working the tip line are part of it if questioned. I’ll also have them run down any tips we get and let you know. That will take one thing off, you guys.” 
 
    “Chief Walker.” A young rookie stood at the door hesitantly. “Sir, we just got a call from this crime blogger. She says she was contacted by the Professor and he said to give Detective Conahan a message.” 
 
    Knox jumped to his feet, “Was her name, Jasmine?” He glanced to Remi, “She was the one at the press conference that knew too much, remember?” 
 
    “Ah, yeah. That’s her name. She said to tell you he said Boone, Tennessee.” 
 
    Remi cursed, “Is she still on the line? Send someone to track her down if not and bring her in here. We need to talk to her.” 
 
    The rookie jumped and scurried away to do his bidding. Walker cocked one eyebrow and chuckled, “Kid didn’t even wait to see if those were my orders or not. Remi, you’ve got these guys scared of you.” 
 
    “I’ve never even talked to him before.” Remi protested. 
 
    Know smiled, “you’ve got a reputation babe. Embrace it.” 
 
    Walker cleared his throat, “before you two start getting lovey-dovey again, I’m going to place a call to Boone, Tennessee police department and see if they can do a little search for us.” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, another patrol officer knocked on the conference room door, “Conahan, you’ve got a call from a Detective up in Mississippi. He says it’s urgent and can’t wait.” 
 
    “Patch it here, if you can,” Remi replied as he moved to the closest phone. He’d barely sat down again when the phone began ringing. “This is Conahan.” 
 
    “Detective, this is Detective Youston over in Baxter County, Mississippi. We’ve got a message for you from the Professor.” 
 
    Remi cursed, “Shit, another body?” 
 
    “Well, not exactly.” Detective Youston hedged, “The gentleman is currently in the hospital in a coma, but he is alive.” 
 
    Remi perked up at the news; For the first time, they might have a legitimate break in the case. “What’s his prognosis? When will he wake up? Did you get anything that would help us identify the Professor?” 
 
    “Slow down, Conahan. We found him on the side of a rural road — no eyewitnesses. The victim was hit of the head and has burn marks on his hands and chest. Unsure of what caused them at this time. We’ve taken pictures and will forward a copy to you as to his prognosis; it's guarded. The doctors can’t tell us more than that at this time. If you want, we can let you know when he’s awake, or we can question him for you and let you know what he says.” 
 
    “Contact me when he wakes, and we can go from there. Send me the pics and any reports you have about what happened.” 
 
    “Conahan, did you want to know what the message said?” 
 
    Remi scowled, he was getting scattered, “Sorry, yes. I got so excited about the victim being alive I forgot. What’s the message?” 
 
    “He wrote on the man’s arms with what seems to be a marker. It says ‘Stop calling me a psychopath. This was not even a fun kill. You took that away from me too. Professor’, that make sense to you?” 
 
    “Yes, it does,” Remi said softly. “Keep me in the loop and thank you for contacting me so quickly.” 
 
    Remi watched absently as Knox pried the handset out of his hands and placed it back on the phone stand. He stood and went over and pulled all the blinds closed, shut the door and moved back to Remi’s side. “Babe, look at me.” 
 
    “I know what you’re going to say.” He whispered, “Deep down I know it’s my fault, but what’s worse. I’d do it again if it meant catching him.” 
 
    “You’re amazing, just in case you’ve forgotten that,” Knox whispered as he leaned their foreheads together. “We’ll catch him, I promise.” 
 
    “I just feel like we’re spinning our wheels. We’ve got so many balls in the air and were juggling blind. We need some of the forensics to come back; we need to find a suspect so when it does we can match it to him.” 
 
    Knox nodded, “Skaggs said he had hair fibers that didn’t belong to the victim. The M.E. up in Culvertson might find something too. He’s getting careless, that will be his downfall. This latest guy is alive, as soon as he wakes up, he can do a sketch, and we will blast that thing all over the world. We will catch him, and we will make sure he pays for everything he’s done.” 
 
    Remi blew out a breath and nodded, “You’re right, time to stop with my pity party. Let’s see if they’ve gotten anywhere with that blogger and what Walker has to say about Tennessee.  When’s your guy getting here by the way?” 
 
    “Any time now actually. I got lucky in that regard. He has access to a private plane and should have arrived by now.” 
 
    *** 
 
    “Grayson, Conahan.” Walker hollered from across the room. “Come here a second. 
 
    The two men shared a look and headed over. Over the last few days they’d quickly realized when he bellowed, it wasn’t good news. 
 
    “Took a bit of convincing but I got the cops in Boone to do a search of some of the areas that a body could be. I tried to stress think hitchhikers or prostitutes. We’ll see what they find. In the meantime, I want you to keep me in the loop on everything.” 
 
    Knox nodded, “Already plan too. We’re heading over to interrogation room one now if you want to watch. We’ve got the blogger in there that he contacted.” 
 
    “I’ll be along in a moment. You kids have fun but don’t break any laws that will get this thrown back in our faces. Understood?” 
 
    Remi smirked and moved off without replying. He’d do what it took to get the information they needed. If the Professor was contacting her, she needed to cooperate, and she needed to do it fast. They didn’t have time for games. 
 
    “Jasmine,” Conahan announced as he threw open the heavy door startling the scared girl sitting at the table. “I’m sure you remember us. I’m Detective Conahan and this Agent Knox Grayson. What’s your full name?” 
 
    “Jasmine Raimer. I’m a crime blogger as you know.” 
 
    “Yes, you said that.” Remi began slowly. “So, care to tell us how you knew about the second letter and why the Professor is contacting you?” 
 
    “Someone told me about it, but I won’t reveal my source as to why he’s contacting me I have no idea. I didn’t even think it was real honestly. But I figured I should contact you just in case.” 
 
    “What exactly did he say to you?” Knox asked gently. 
 
    “He said his fingers were bruised and that would prove to you it was really him. Also, he wanted me to ask you about your relationship and to tell you Boone, Tennessee.” 
 
    Remi cursed and shot Knox a look of frustration.  
 
    “I brought you a copy of the email. He didn’t leave a return email address though.” She pulled it out of her purse with shaking hands and passed it over. “It’s really him isn’t it?” 
 
    Knox took the note and scanned it before passing it to Remi who scowled as he read it. Four bodies and at least one more to go. This was not good, but at least they knew there were four. No more surprise bodies turning up again… at least he hoped that hadn’t changed yet. 
 
    “Will you give us permission to have our people look at your computer to see if we can track where he sent the message from?” 
 
    Jasmine bit her lip and nodded slowly, “Should I be scared? I mean why is he contacting me?” 
 
    “I’d suspect it’s because you knew something no one else knew, and he’s curious about that. I don’t think you have anything to fear though.” Knox explained patiently, “but we’ll put a patrol car outside your place if that would make you feel better.” 
 
    They finished up a few minutes later, Remi had a patrol officer take Jasmine home and stay outside. As soon as she was out of sight, Walker came up to them and asked for the note. He scanned and frowned, “A full house? So five bodies in total, and we have accounted for four of them.  Shit, we need to stop him before he finds victim number five.” 
 
    Knox’s phone rang, and he excused himself to take it. Remi watched him lost in thought for a moment. When he returned his attention back to his Captain, he rolled his eyes at the other man’s expression. “Don’t say a word.” 
 
    “What?” Walker feigned innocence. “Don’t comment on how bad you have it for him or how mutual it is?” 
 
    “Does your wife know how big of a matchmaker you are? This is insane, man. Stay out of my love life.” 
 
    Walker smiled, “But you finally admit you have one. That’s enough for me for now.” 
 
    Knox glanced between Remi’s scowling face and Walkers smiling one and cocked one eyebrow. “What did I miss?” 
 
    “Nothing.” They both said in unison. 
 
    “Well,” Knox drawled out, “That was Theo. He’s here; I told him we were heading out for the night and that he could have your spare room. That’s okay, right?” 
 
    Walker’s smile got bigger, “Oh, where will you be staying Knox?” 
 
    Remi growled and stormed off muttering about matchmaking old shrews. 
 
    Knox laughed and called out after him to wait up. Remi flipped him off over his shoulder and kept walking. Assholes wanted to tease him; they could do it behind his back. 
 
    “Remi, babe. Stop, I want to introduce you to my friend and your house guest.” Knox said within between laughing fits.  
 
    Remi turned, glared at Knox and then faced the stranger who’d just walked up. “I’m going to assume you’re Theo, this pain in the ass’s friend.” 
 
    “That would depend.” The stranger said with a curious smile, “What did the ass do first?” 
 
    Remi smiled, “I like you.” He extended his hand in greeting. “Welcome and I’d be delighted to share my home with you. This jackass just got regulated to the couch, so the spare room is all yours.” 
 
    Theo glanced between the two warily, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Detective. I’d say something complimentary, but since he called you babe. I rather think it would be wise of me to keep it to myself, but then again if you decide you’d like an upgrade call me.” 
 
    Knox scowled, and elbowed Remi in the side, “Don’t smile at him, it’ll only encourage him.” 
 
    “He’s not my type, Knox. But doesn’t mean I can’t appreciate a fine specimen of a man when I see it. And tall, dark, and funny. That’s worth a second look.” 
 
    “You forgot sexy as shit and smart as a whip,” Theo added. 
 
    “Shit, this was a bad idea.” Knox groaned. “Let’s just get some food and go home. Maybe, stop for some alcohol as well. You two are going to drive me to drink.”


 
   
  
 

 Eleven 
 
    Professor 
 
    Outside the bar, he stopped and stared at the people who walked by him. He had to control his anger; he didn’t want to attract attention right now. After a few deep breaths, he thought he had it under control. A tap on the shoulder had him turning around.  
 
    “Excuse me, son, you looked like you were struggling with something. I just wanted to say nothing is as bad as it seems at first and don’t let others dictate your actions. Words and actions are different; one hurts more. You have to decide who you give the power to hurt you.”  
 
    He stared at the older man who had spoken, with a tilt of his head, he took in the words he said. “Thank you; I appreciate that.”  
 
    The lady standing next to him smiled at him “Come on Walter, let’s let the young man continue on his way.” 
 
    If they knew who they had just spoken with, they would run away in terror, but his words did help. He wasn’t going to go off angry and kill someone just to punish Detective Conahan. He would stick with his plan and complete his full house in the grand fashion he wanted. 
 
    With renewed determination and set plans, he headed to his car and back to the internet cafe. He hadn’t gone far from, so it only took a few minutes to drive back. He paid for another hour and sat down to send another message to Jasmine and do a little research. His next experiment would require some information.  
 
      
 
    Hello Jasmine, 
 
    I trust you passed my letter onto Detective Conahan or at least told him what I said. Thank you for doing that for me. I appreciate it. I realize there is no way to let me know how their relationship is progressing, so when you speak with them just watch their body language. You can tell me later when we do your exclusive interview. 
 
    The news recapped what they knew and again called me a Psychopath. I really wish they would stop using that word in conjunction with me. I prefer the term sociopath. It just sounds nicer. I know you are rolling your eyes, wondering why I really care what others think of me. I know it doesn't make sense, but that word just upsets me.  
 
    I checked your blog, and I didn’t see any mention of my contacting you or the letter. I admit I am impressed; you must be one of the few who didn’t take advantage of people’s depravity and capitalize on it. You could have posted the letter and gotten your follower count to jump by huge leaps. You could show proof we are chatting and later use it for a book deal or even a movie. Does that make me sound vain?  I mean to assume I am or will be famous enough that others will want to read about me.  
 
    I think I am just unique enough of a serial killer to capture attention. As I told that Detective in my first letter, I do this not because I had a desire to kill but because I had the desire to learn new things. Things that most would consider wrong but secretly wonder about. Things you only think about when you are laying in bed, in the dark and no one around you is awake — the time when you are free to let your mind wander to the darkest places possible.  
 
    Those are the thoughts I decided to act on. The two hitchhikers notwithstanding, though the second… was kinda cool. I mean I knew an engine was hot but never thought about the damage it could do to a body when it landed on it. 
 
    Anyways I digress, tonight I am researching my next experiment. By this time two days from now the deed will be done, and you will hear about it. I won’t give you all the details, but this one will be my biggest success or failure. I guess you could say I’m all in now. 
 
    Thank you for your time, and I will talk to you soon. 
 
    The Professor 
 
      
 
    He shifted in his chair and glanced about the room, no one was paying attention to him, and he still had forty minutes left on the clock — just enough time to research what he needed. Thankfully the cafe had scrap paper and pens out for those who needed to take notes and forgot to bring some. On the top of one page, he wrote: Supplies.  He flipped it over and wrote Instructions on the top of the second page. 
 
    He flipped the paper back to supplies and started to write: 
 
      
 
    
    	 A very sharp knife will probably need a couple, or the ability to sharpen when needed. 
 
    	 Rope  
 
    	 Tent stakes 
 
   
 
      
 
    He then flipped the page over again and started writing down the instructions. 
 
      
 
    Part 1. Cut around the ear, across forehead and circle around to the ear again. 
 
    Part 2. Tie up body outside in the sun for as long as possible. Need skin red and sunburned. For maximum effect and ease of removal. 
 
    2a. The first skin to be peeled off is that of the face; after that, your body has to be scored in various places to allow the skin to remove easily in one piece (or at least, in as few pieces as possible). This involves relief cutting around the arms and wrists, the chest and neck, and sometimes the feet. 
 
    3b. Just pull the skin, and it rips away, breaking away from the nerves/muscles causing maximum damage. 
 
      
 
    He exited out of the page and sat back in his chair. That was easier to find than he expected. Now to find the perfect target and location. It had to be somewhere remote that no one would find her tied up in the sun, or hear her screams while he worked. From what he read, it was the most painful thing anyone could experience, and while she might pass out, she wouldn’t die from blood loss before he finished. Very intriguing! 
 
    He needed to find the perfect place; an empty or abandoned house would be perfect. He pulled up a new tab on his computer and did a search on homes for sale on four acres in the county. A few realtor websites popped up, and he scrolled through. He found three that would suit his purposes, all a few miles or more outside of town. Remote access and no close neighbors, even better two were available for tours by the same agent. Fate was smiling down on him; he put in a request to view them both the next day. He added a note he was only in town for one day and was in a rush. He pulled up the contact for the third house and sent the same information. Hopefully, they both called early enough he could see them during the day. That would be the perfect start to his plan! With those tasks out of the way, he logged off the computer and left the store. 
 
    It was too early to go to bed but too late to do much in the town he was in. He decided to find a playmate for the evening, and this one would get to live. He didn’t want to show his face in the area back to back nights, so he drove to the next city and looked for his love of the night. 


 
   
  
 

 Twelve 
 
    Remi 
 
    Remi groaned as the morning light hit his eyes, he’d forgotten to close the damn blinds again. He blamed it on Theo, of course. Well, that and teaming on with him against Knox. His boyfriend was cute as hell when he got disgruntled. Remi froze as he realized what he’d just said. Boyfriend, why did that one word scare him so much he wasn’t sure, but it did. 
 
    “Babe, it’s too early. Go back to sleep.” Knox grumbled as he rolled closer, placed half his body over Remi’s, and went back to sleep. 
 
    It felt too good to complain, so Remi let him be as he began to run his fingers through Knox’s soft hair. As much as he wanted the Professor dead and gone, he’d forever be grateful at the same time for bringing this man into his life. 
 
    A soft knock on the bedroom door alerted Remi just as the door opened and Theo stuck his head in. “Hey, you’re awake good.” He sauntered in the room wearing only a pair of low-slung sweatpants that looked way too good on the man.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Knox growled as he opened one eye and stared at the other man. 
 
    Theo sat on the edge of the bed and pushed with his hip to make more room, “I couldn’t sleep, I was looking through your file on the Professor.” 
 
    “And that involved coming in here why?” Remi asked in confusion. 
 
    “These notes he’s left, and the email to the blogger. Have you looked at them all together?” Theo asked as he held up photocopies of them. 
 
    “No, why? What did we miss?” Knox question as he sat up wide awake now. 
 
    Theo shook his head, “No, I don’t think you missed it. Until the email came in you wouldn’t have picked up on it most likely.” 
 
    Remi waved his hand as if to say give us more, “Elaborate, please.” 
 
    “The first letter he says, ‘I wouldn’t call this a flop.’  The second letter he says, ‘Raise the Ante! And in the email, he says, ‘full house.’ I didn’t think anything of it until I got to the email and then I went back looking for clues. No one uses those words in regular everyday life unless you’re a serious player. Right?” 
 
    Knox and Remi shrugged, “I’m not sure. I guess, but doesn’t it seem a little far-fetched? And how does that help us exactly?” Remi asked. “It really doesn’t get us any closer to finding the guy by knowing he likes to play cards.” 
 
    Theo shrugged, “Maybe not, but it's another piece of who he is. If we get enough of them, we’ll figure this guy out and catch him. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    Remi yawned and pushed at Knox’s shoulder, “Since we’re up might as well get breakfast and head in. We’ve got a lot to do, starting with tracking down that body in Tennessee and checking on the victim in the coma.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Theo huffed out a laugh, “And I still say it’s fru-fru coffee and unbecoming of a Go…. you to drink it.” 
 
    “You only think that because you haven’t ever tried it. If you did, it’d change your religion; I promise you that.” 
 
    Remi scoffed, “Are we talking about coffee here or something else? Because I’ve never had coffee that good, but sex on the other hand….” 
 
    “Seriously, do you guys ever stop?” Walker demanded as he stopped behind them. “And now you’re dragging others into it as well?” 
 
    “Chief Walker, let me introduce you to FPU Agent Theo Granger.” 
 
    Walker held out his hand and greeted the newcomer, “Please tell me you’re not as big a pain in the ass as these two have turned out to be.” 
 
    Theo grinned, “No promises, but if it helps I promise results.” 
 
    “Great, another one.” Walker laughed, “Bas is in the conference room waiting on you guys. And I have news; they found the body late last night. In a spot known to be used by local prostitutes. It’s bad, one of the worst I've ever seen. I pulled in some favors and got the autopsy done early this morning. The preliminary is already here along with photos of the scene. There’s a note as well. A copy is there for you guys.” 
 
    Remi jerked in surprise, “What type of favors did you have to trade for that? It’s only just past seven am.” 
 
    “Too many I’d been saving, but this case was worth it to me,” Walker replied before walking away to talk to another detective who was waving him down. 
 
    They headed into the conference room and began the introductions again. “Bas, this is Agent Knox Grayson and Agent Theo Granger of the FPU, guys this is Sebastian Taylor, but he prefers Bas.” 
 
    They exchanged greetings, and Bas held out the file he’d been reading, “Chief gave me a copy of the file. I was getting caught up. That one there is the autopsy, and the other is the crime scene.” 
 
    Knox grabbed the first folder he came too and sat down to begin reading. His sharp intake of breath caught everyone’s attention.  
 
    “Babe?” Remi asked hesitantly. “What is it?” 
 
    “Walker wasn’t lying, this is bad. I don’t think I’ll be able to get this out of my head anytime soon.” 
 
    “Lay them out, let’s see them together. Get the shock out at once.” Remi decided quickly.  
 
    Knox quickly laid the picture out, in a single file row. There was no rhyme or reason to it. Just placed them down and move on. Remi could see why quickly. The Professor had upped his game with this second victim. She looked to be in her late thirties, with brown hair and green eyes frozen in shock and pain. She might have been pretty once, but time and her lifestyle had taken their toll. She wore a short skirt with some sort of animal print on it, but with all the blood and dirt it was hard to tell. The worst by far was the woman’s top and chest.  
 
    “Fucking A, what did he do to her?” Bas asked in outrage.  
 
    “Best guess, he pried her heart out through her chest,” Knox replied in an even tone. “You can see bits of the shirt tucked into the wound there.” 
 
    Remi pointed, “Seems like he was literal on that first call. Didn’t he mention something about loving a woman who held her heart in her hands or something along those lines?” 
 
    “She’s really holding her heart, isn’t she?” Knox asked. “I was hoping I was seeing that wrong.” 
 
    “He’s one sick son of a bitch, and I don’t care if he doesn’t like the name, he is without a doubt a psychopath.” Remi seethed out as he grabbed the other folder and glanced at it. He didn’t need to see any more pictures to understand that the woman had died horribly and in excruciating pain. 
 
    “Here’s the note, it says… 
 
      
 
    Dear Detective Conahan, 
 
      
 
    I’m glad I finally got your name. I hope this letter finds you well and I hope my advice about smiling helped you bag that lovely man in the suit. Who I assume is the FBI agent I just read about in the paper. How would that work between you two? You live in Alabama, and he has to travel all over for work. Are you ready for a long distance relationship? 
 
    Anyways, I’m on my way to my next stop. I admit I am excited to see if my next experiment works. Well, works isn’t the right word to use. This time I am curious how long the heart can beat outside the body. If I placed it in her hand, would she realize what she held before she died?  What part would be the most painful or would she pass out from the pain long before I reached her heart? 
 
    Hmm, I might have to figure a way to keep her awake to get those answers.  
 
    That’s all for now, btw, I love my new name. Please thank whoever came up with it. It’s quite catchy really. Fitting too. Right now I have a pair, but I'm hoping for three of a kind or better a full house.  
 
    Yours in Science 
 
    The Professor 
 
      
 
    “Hot damn,” Theo exclaimed. “I was right. He is a player. He said ‘a pair, three of a kind and a full house.’  No doubt in my mind he’s into cards and gambling.” 
 
    Bas smiled, “There are a bunch of underground illegal games all over the country. We’ve even shut a few down before. If you’re willing I can go undercover as a dealer, I’ve done it before and can get references no problem. I can even get a game setup if we want.” 
 
    “That could be great; we can at least get some names of people to check out. But how do we decide where to host the game? We have no idea where he is. He’s killed in Alabama, Tennessee and attacked that guy in Mississippi.” Remi questioned in frustration. 
 
    Before anyone could reply there was knock on the conference room door, and it was cracked open by one of the volunteers that manned the information desk, “Detective Conahan, there’s a Jasmine Raimer here to see you. She says it’s urgent.”  
 
    Knox grinned and turned to Remi, “Sounds like we just got a new letter. Maybe the Gods are looking out for you after all.” 
 
    Theo and Remi groaned at his words, “Can you have one of the patrol guys show her into interrogation room one if it’s not in use. We’ll be right there.” 
 
    “Of course, Detective.” The volunteer closed the door with a soft click. 
 
    Remi turned to face Bas and Theo, “You want in or do you two want to stay behind the glass?” 
 
    “Glass is fine; we don’t need to spook her by coming in force,” Bas replied without hesitation. “If we think of something we’ll come knock and let you know, right Theo?” 
 
    The other man nodded, and they all headed out. They met Jasmine as she was coming down the hall. She looked shaken and pale and held a piece of paper clutched tightly in her hands. 
 
    Knox opened the door and ushered her inside, “Are you okay Ms. Raimer?” 
 
    She bit her lip and glanced around nervously before shaking her head no, “He...um… he contacted me again, sent it last night, but I didn’t see it till this morning. He’s going to kill again... tomorrow. He said it’d be done by tomorrow night and it’d be his greatest experiment to date.” She handed them the printed out an email.” 
 
    They quickly scanned the email and asked her to have a seat while they discussed things. Remi slammed out of the room and punched the wall, opening his knuckles on the unforgiving concrete. 
 
    “Did that help?” Knox asked dryly. 
 
    “We’re running out of time. I’m pissed; I’m sorry.” Remi seethed as he began to pace up and down the hallway. 
 
    “That’s not going to help,” Theo replied from his spot leaning against the doorway a few feet away. “Didn’t the report say she’d given permission for us to check her computer? Has that happened yet? Maybe we can trace his IP and find out where he's sending the letters from. It may lead nowhere, but it’s better than punching walls.” 
 
    Remi rolled his eyes, “I put in a request for cyber, but if she just got an email, they obviously haven’t looked. I’ll get Walker on that, either way. It should have been handled right away.” 
 
    Knox pulled out his phone and dialed a number, “Give me a minute. I’m calling in a favor. You’re gonna owe me tonight for this one big time though. Just fair warning.” 
 
    Remi cocked one eyebrow and listened to Knox’s side of the phone conversation.  
 
    “Hey Tony, I need to speak to your other half. You know the good half.” 
 
    There was a pause as Knox winked at Remi and waggled his eyebrows, “Hey Jane, my love.” Pause, “Well, that’s because you’re the only woman I love.” Longer pause that left Remi even more confused as to the relationship between Knox and the people on the other line. “Yeah, yeah. I hear you. Look I need to call in my favor. Yes, that one.” Pause and Knox sighed sadly, “I know, but I’ll explain it later, and you’ll understand why it’s a necessity. No more questions, time is of essence. I’ll explain I promise, love. Just do this for me this first. I need you to talk to your boy and have him access a computer for me. I need to know where two emails have come from. I’ll send you all the information in text as soon as we hang up.” Pause. “I need it yesterday, of course. Why else would I call in my favor for it, after all.” Pause. “Love you too; give my best to Tony.” 
 
    Knox hung up and began typing frantically on his phone, before sticking his head back in the room and talking to Jasmine. He shut the door and turned back to Remi. “Fifteen minutes give or take and we’ll have a location.” 
 
    Remi raised his eyebrows in surprise, “Seriously? You guys have someone who can do that?” 
 
    “While you two are getting that taken care of, I’m going to help Bas get a game ready, as soon as have a location let us know. Fifteen minutes after that and we’ll have the game up on the dark web, and gamblers will be lining up. Let’s just hope our boy is one of them.” Theo clapped Bas on the shoulder, and the two of them walked off. 
 
    “I’m going to fill the Chief in while you wait on your call. Unless you think we need her, you can send Jasmine home as well. Thanks to you we got the information without bothering her or needing a warrant. You’re kind of nice to have around.” 
 
    When Remi got back to the conference room, Knox was on the phone with Jane again, but this time he was scowling. He thanked her and hung up. “Everything okay?” 
 
    “He sent both emails from the same internet cafe in Maport, Louisiana. I’ve got times they were sent, so we can see who was in the cafe at those times.  Jane can’t get us access though; her boy is tapped out from another case. He was able to get that, but we were lucky it didn’t knock him down.” 
 
    Remi frowned, “All right road trip in the morning. With luck, we’ll convince them to give us the footage without having to get a warrant. Just in case though, I’ll have the Chief see what we have to do to get one if needed in Louisiana. Should help that you’re running the task force and as FPU, you aren’t confined to one state.” 
 
    Theo nodded, “Okay, then we set the game up in close to Maport or in the town if we can find a place that will work for tomorrow late morning. You guys get to the cafe, find this guy’s picture and send it to us. He’s there we’ll take him down. If you don’t get us a picture, we’ll do what we do best. Interrogate, listen and find him anyway.” 
 
    “Gamblers do love to gossip. We’ll find out who’s been at which games around the local states. We’ll catch him.” Bas added.


 
   
  
 

 Thirteen 
 
    Professor 
 
      
 
     Typical to any city, he found what he was looking for pretty fast. Everyone wants to hide their darker underbelly, but for those who know, it’s easily found. He stopped next to the first redhead he found; he hadn’t gotten to experience a red yet, so he figured why not. “I’m in town for a few hours. Think you can handle that?”  
 
    The hooker rolled her eyes and walked over to his car. “Four hundred dollars gets you three hours, no kinky shit either.”  She stood up and backed up a few steps and waited.  
 
    Damn, that was steep, but he had nothing better to do, and he always wanted to try a new flavor. “Okay, tell me where to go.”  
 
    She smirked and walked back to the car and climbed in. “I’m going to take you for a ride alright.” 
 
    *** 
 
    The next morning he woke up in his motel room back in Maport, he didn’t recall how he got there. His head was pounding, and he was thankfully alone. He gingerly sat up and spotted a bottle of whiskey on the ground next to him. That explained the headache, but he didn’t usually drink, so it was out of context. He dragged himself off the bed and glanced at the time. Ten a.m.? Another thing he never did. Who was that hooker and what did she do? 
 
    Before he could think about it more, his cell phone rang. He didn’t recognize the number so almost didn’t answer, but he remembered the realtors.  “Hello?” 
 
    “Hello sir, My name is Rebecca Zane. You contacted me about the two houses for sale. I understand you are on a time crunch. I was wondering if we could meet this afternoon at three and then head to the second house right afterward?”  
 
    He glanced at the clock again to plan his day in his head. “Yeah, I can do that. Thank you for meeting me on short notice.” He hung up his phone, got up, showered and dressed within moments. He had things to do today, and no headache was standing in his way.  
 
    He left the motel and searched for the closest drive-thru; he needed food and coffee fast. He pulled up to a local restaurant, placed his order and drove around the building to the window. The window was open, and inside he could hear the teenagers chatting. A couple stared at a TV on a counter, one turned it up, and he heard what they were listening to. A newscast was updating the area about his whereabouts. Recapping his killings and they fucking said it again. Psychopath.  
 
    A young girl walked up with his food and coffee, he snatched it from her and tossed a twenty in the window and pulled away. He would ignore what they said; one day they would all see he was a genius. They just didn’t understand yet. One day his experiments could be the norm, was he really doing anything different than doctors did in medical trials? They experimented on people, and some died every day. That thought put him in a better mood. His next stop he realized needed to be a home improvement store before it got too late and they closed. 
 
     He did a search and found a small local store three miles away. He pulled out of the parking lot with a wide smile; everything was falling into place perfectly. This was fate at its finest.  Wasn’t that how it worked, for one person to have good fortune someone else had to suffer? 
 
    It only took him ten minutes to drive the three miles, small towns and their stop lights were annoying to him. He entered the store and looked around to see how many people were around. He wasn’t sure if more would mean he was less likely to be remembered or less people meant the clerk would be bored and pay less attention. Either way, there were two other people in the store, and they were too busy. 
 
    He found the aisle with knife sharpening tools and grabbed one. His knife would be fine if he took some time to make it sharp as possible. Then he headed to find rope and tent stakes. The stakes hopefully made it appear he was going camping and needed supplies, maybe he should buy a tarp to be safe. It could add to the idea of camping. 
 
    With a nod of his head at his brilliant thinking, he grabbed the last of his supplies and headed up to the checkout counter. The clerk glanced up at him and started ringing up his purchases. The young kid spent more time watching his cell phone than he did at him. He shouldn’t be easily remembered here. He paid the kid in cash and walked out whistling again. This plan was coming together better than he expected. 
 
    He glanced at the time on his phone after leaving the store, he’d spent longer than he thought shopping. He had to head to the first house, especially if he wanted to get there before the realtor to get a good look around. It took him about twenty minutes to get there, which gave him about fifteen minutes before he was supposed to arrive. He quickly jumped out of the car and walked around back.  The house was big, so it would easily hide a body baking in the back. Just in case someone came by randomly. There were no houses as far as he could see, which meant privacy — no trees which meant great sun. The only negative so far was the distance from the house to the main road. It was fifty feet, or so, he really didn’t want to take a chance someone would come by, and here the hooker screaming.  He walked around front again, just as the realtor arrived. He smiled and hoped it was a warm smile and not a serial killer evil look. He shook the thought off and walked towards her with his hand outstretched. “Hello Ms. Zane, I’m John Gacy. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”  
 
    She smiled and shook his hand and then gestured to the house. “Since you walked around outside, should we start with the interior?”  
 
    He nodded and turned back toward the house. He saw all he wanted, but he couldn’t be rude and still see the second house.  
 
    *** 
 
    Forty-five minutes later and the tour was finally over, the house wasn’t that big, but she made it seem huge. They were finally outside and getting ready to head to the second house; she mentioned while they were inside the next house was farther back from the road. This could be exactly what he needed. They pulled out, and he followed behind her, they only went about ten miles down the road before she turned right into a driveway. He couldn’t see a house yet, and that was very pleasing to him. It took about a minute and a half to see it; the driveway was huge.  
 
    When they parked, he stared at the house for a moment. He climbed out and cocked an eyebrow at Ms. Zane. He had to keep up the buyer charade, and this house was not the one they showed on their website. It was exactly what he wanted though. 
 
    “I know, the image we used was an older one, the house has been abandoned for five years, and it’s gotten run down. I thought if I could just get someone to see the potential we could sell it.”   
 
    He shook his head and started walking toward the house. “I’m here now, so show it to me. I will reserve judgment for now.”  
 
    She walked him through every room of the house, and it was in good shape overall, but he really didn’t care about any of that. She finally opened the door that led to the back of the house, and he laughed out loud. This was the house! It had been empty for at least five years, it was rundown, far from the road and the backyard had an eight-foot privacy fence. Plus, no neighbors for miles. Yes, he found what he wanted. 
 
    He said all the right things and finally was able to leave with a promise to think it over and get back to the realtor. Good luck contacting him again, he didn’t give his real name, and it was easy to change his number if it came to it. He drove back to town and treated himself to the best dinner he could find. Then he had a few hours to kill, so he went back to the motel and slept for a few hours. 
 
    *** 
 
    He woke up at eleven o’clock that night and laid in bed just fantasizing about what was coming. He was more excited now than for his first kill. This would be the best one yet. He got out of bed and left the hotel room, he was on a hunt, and he had plenty of time.  
 
    He drove down the street and started looking around for the perfect hooker to pick up. It took about thirty minutes to find a location where they could be found; the small town wasn’t as prevalent in the decadent sins of the flesh as its bigger counterparts. But he did finally find one, or at least she could pass for a hooker.  
 
    He pulled up next to her as she walked down the road, “Excuse me, Ma’am, Are you free for a couple of hours?” She stopped walking and turned around to look at him, then at his car. She took a step closer and looked up, and down the road, they were on. Once he assumed she was reassured they were alone, she responded  
 
    “Depends on how much money you got.” 
 
     He just shook his head with a smile and held up three hundred bills. “Does this work for you?”  
 
    She licked her lips and scratched her arm absently while starting at the money. “Yeah, that will work.” She walked around and climbed in the car; once she was seated, she fidgeted and leaned forward and back several time.  
 
    “I have a motel room not far away, is okay if we go there for a couple of hours?”  He could tell she was looking for her next fix and needed the money to pay for it. Probably the only reason she got in his car, she didn’t act like any hooker he had ever met, but she was willing to sell her body, so she fit his full house. 
 
    She never replied to his question, so he shrugged, and watched her fidget out of the corner of his eye. A few minutes later he pulled up to his room and climbed out of the car. She walked up behind him, scratching her arm and swaying from foot to foot. He just sighed and pushed the door open. “After you ma’am.” He gestured for her to enter ahead of him and then shut the door behind him. “The bathroom is back there if you want to clean up or use it. I need to grab my bag from the car.”  
 
    He waited until she walked in and shut the door before he walked back to his car to grab the rope, duct tape, and crowbar. He wanted to sleep a few hours, and he didn't want her running away. 
 
    *** 
 
    His phone alarm went off at five in the morning; he groaned for a moment until she remembered why he was getting up so early. Today was the day! He looked over to the girl he knocked out the night before; she was still out cold. Probably withdrawal more than his hit. Either way, it was easier to transport her to the site and get her set up. Plus it was dark outside so no one who cared would see him carrying her out.  He climbed out of bed and brought his supplies to the car. He needed the rope for today, and the tape was just to be safe. 
 
    He went back into the room and picked her up, tossed her over his shoulder and out to his trunk. He dropped her inside, slammed the lid and made the drive out to the property he had selected earlier in the day. While driving his mind wandered to what he could do while she was baking. He decided to check for a local game, he had time to kill, and a little extra money never hurt.


 
   
  
 

 Fourteen 
 
    Remi 
 
    Remi yawned as he glanced out the window to the internet cafes door and its closed sign. Three more hours before they’d open. He was exhausted, frustrated and anxious. A bad combination to be sure. They’d left in the middle of the night because he was too keyed up to sleep. Six hours later they were parked and waiting. The worst part of any job was the waiting. 
 
    “Why don’t you try to get some sleep. I’ll let you know as soon as they open the door. Not much we can do till then. And you’ll be no good to anyone if you’re groggy, grouchy or just plain an asshole.” Knox winked as he said it, so Remi didn’t take to much offense at his words. 
 
    “You don’t need sleep? Let me guess you don’t get grumpy from lack of sleep? Don’t tell me you’re that fucking perfect. I don’t think I can handle that.” 
 
    Knox laughed, “On that note, sleep babe. You’re already grumpy as shit. Adorable, but grumpy.  And I don’t require as much sleep as you mortals do. I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Ass,” Remi grumbled as he scooted down in his seat and closed his eyes. “Good thing you’re cute.” 
 
    The next thing Remi knew Knox was shaking him gently. “Babe, wake up. He’s finally opening up. Two hours late, but he’s here.” 
 
    Remi jumped and glanced around in a blind panic for a minute until he remembered where he was. “What do you mean late? What time is it?” 
 
    “Eleven.” Knox held up his hand to forestall any comments. “I know the poker game is starting now. I already let them both know about the delay.” 
 
    Remi yawned and sat back again, “Is anything going to go right, today?” 
 
    “If it helps, I kind of forgot to mention Theo’s ability to you guys. Bas had a bit of a surprise. We’re just lucky Theo has quick reflexes.” 
 
    “What happened?” Remi asked in surprise. 
 
    Knox grinned evilly, “Well you see. Theo can change how he looks, sort of a shapeshifter. Everything gets altered down to his voice. It’s quite freaky, honestly. The only constant is a birthmark behind his right ear. It never goes away.” 
 
    Remi opened his mouth to reply, shook his head and closed it again. He licked his lips, paused and then tried again. “That’s freaky as shit. I’m so damn glad he’s on our side. Could you imagine him as a bad guy.” 
 
    “He does a lot of undercover work as you can guess. Bas is in as a dealer as planned. Theo went in as muscle. From what they said it’s normal, and it helps to put someone that can move around easily on our side.” 
 
    “Okay then. This should be interesting. You ready to go schmooze the local clerk into giving us the footage. Something tells me you’ll have much better success then I will. He didn’t look my type.” 
 
    “And he was mine?” Knox asked disgruntled. 
 
    “Yup, he’s breathing isn’t he.” Remi jumped out of the car with a laugh as he delivered his parting line. He quickly crossed the empty street and glanced in the windows of the building next to the cafe. As soon as Knox joined him, they moved to the cafe and pulled the door open. 
 
    “Hey guys, good timing. I just opened for the day. What can I get for you?” The clerk asked with a lazy smile. 
 
    Knox pulled out his badge and flashed it at the clerk, Remi quickly pulled his out and held it out as well.  
 
    “What’s going on?” The clerk asked slowly. “Wait, that’s an Alabama badge.” 
 
    “It is, but I’m with the Bureau, and I have jurisdiction. He’s my partner on this.” Knox replied smoothly. “Have you been watching the news? Seen the reports about the guy they call the Professor?” 
 
    The clerk gulped and nodded, “Yeah, what about him.” 
 
    “Well, we traced to emails he sent from this location. You have camera’s, right? Maybe a log of who rents computer time, that sort of thing?” Knox smiled encouragingly and leaned forward. “You want to be a hero and help us catch him?” 
 
    “What? Me? How? I don’t… um…. Yes, what do you need.” 
 
    Remi bit his lips to hold back a smile at the kid's obvious hero worship of Knox. The man was secreting some sort of pheromone or something; the kid was practically drooling in his eagerness to help. 
 
    Knox smiled, “We need to see the camera footage for two days ago. I can even narrow the times down to make it quicker. Do you think we can do that?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s easy. It’s been slow this week so it shouldn’t be hard at all. That’s why I was late; there wasn’t much reason to open on time. My boss doesn’t give a shit most of the time anyway.” The clerk gestured for them to follow him into the office behind the counter. “We save them on a hard drive, so we don’t have to recycle anymore. Gotta love technology.” 
 
    Remi tuned the kid out as he rambled on and on as he loaded the footage of the requested date and began to scroll through. There were a total of three customers all that day. One emo teenager, and two men of similar ages, late thirties or early forties if he had to make a guess. 
 
    “Any chance you can pause on their faces and print a picture for me. Or even better send me their faces?” Knox winked as he asked, making the clerk blush and race to start typing on the computer. 
 
    “Sure, no problem. Anything to help you.” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later they were back in the car, and Knox was forwarding the two photographs to their undercover crew. “So, we have suspect number one. His driver's license was scanned because he paid by credit card, it has him listed as Brent Matthews, age thirty-six and five feet eight inches tall. He lives here in Maport.” 
 
    Remi nodded and began typing the information into his computer. Within seconds all the information they had on him was listed. “No priors, no outstanding warrants or tickets. He’s clean as a whistle.” 
 
    Knox nodded, “Suspect number two, paid cash but did fill out the paperwork. He’s listed as a John Gacy.” 
 
    Remi snorted, “Are you fucking kidding me? That’s really the name listed?” 
 
    “What?” Knox asked in confusion. What did I miss?” 
 
    “You don’t know who John Wayne Gacy is? The Killer Clown? He murdered something like thirty teenage boys back in the seventies.” 
 
    “So, you think this is an alias and no chance of being his name?” Knox nodded, “Stupid question I know, but I just wanted to throw it out there.” 
 
    Remi snorted, “Look at him. Everything about him screams average. Brown hair, brown eyes, maybe six-two, a bit overweight. He’s just the type that blends in and gets forgotten. Nothing stands out about him at all.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make him a serial killer,” Knox argued. “But between the two, yeah I lean towards him too. Did you run him?” 
 
    Remi rolled his eyes, but did as requested, “Nothing comes up at all. It’s a fake. That’s our guy. That’s the professor.” 
 
    “What now?”  
 
    “Well, we need to know if he’s at the game or not. If he is we arrest him, if not we can keep looking. We’ve got him on the ropes now; his days are numbered either way.” 
 
    “Alright. Let’s head that way. You see if you can get confirmation from one of them in the meantime.” 
 
    Thirty-five minutes later and they were sitting outside a warehouse staring at the front door, debating what to do. Were Bas and Theo not answering because they couldn’t or because they were busy gathering information. Did they run the risk of blowing up the chance of doing another poker game someplace else if he wasn’t there? 
 
    “Fuck it. Let’s go in. I’d rather make sure they’re safe, and figure something out to catch him next time.” Remi growled as he threw open his door and climbed out of the car. 
 
    “Babe,” Knox called out as he raced to catch up, “Just give me a second to come with you. Don’t go halfcocked. Let’s do this smart.” 
 
    Remi stopped and took a deep breath before nodding, “Yeah, sorry. I’m calm…. Now, let’s go in.” 
 
    Knox huffed out a laugh and moved to his side, “Just another reason I love your cranky ass.” 
 
    Before Remi could process or reply, Knox threw open the door and raced inside. Remi wasn’t sure what he expected but what he saw sure as hell wasn’t it. A guy he could only assume was Bas was standing at the edge of a poker table with a group of five guys sitting there. They were laughing and chatting away. Theo or the muscle at least stood a few feet to the side with a clear sight on all the players. 
 
    As soon as Knox entered Theo and Bas moved into position with weapons drawn on the gamblers. Remi moved up behind the sitting guys and nodded to his fellow officers. 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    “Yup, he’s right here,” Bas called as he trained his gun on the guy on the end. “He’s not been taking to kindly to the talk around the table about the psychopath killer they call the Professor.” 
 
    “I've asked you repeatedly not to call me a psychopath. I am happy you arrived together though. Does that mean you have accepted the suit?” 
 
    “Seriously, we catch your sorry ass, and that’s what you want to say? What in the hell is wrong with you?” Remi demanded. 
 
    “I'm not sure what you mean honestly. I found myself invested in your courtship. I merely want to know how it is proceeding.” 
 
    “And you’re not a psychopath. We’re here to arrest you for the murder of three people, and you want to know if I’ve fucked Knox yet.” 
 
    “I don't recall using those exact terms, but only three Detective?” 
 
    Remi smiled as he pulled out his handcuffs and moved behind the Professor, “Yes, only three. The old man is alive and in the hospital.” 
 
    “Pity I won't be able to complete my full house… The stage was all set. Can you find her before I win?” 
 
    Knox scowled and turned to the other gamblers. “This is your lucky day. Get out before we arrest you all.” 
 
    Remi waited until the room was cleared out and he moved to stand in front of the handcuffed man. “I know your name isn’t John Gacy, so why don’t you tell me what it really is?” 
 
    “You can call me Cupid. But my mother called me Randall, Randall Elliott."  
 
    “Randall,” Remi repeated slowly, “let me tell you what’s going to happen next. We’re gonna have the local police hold you for us until we’re ready to head back to Alabama. I’m going to take that picture of you and have the news broadcast it all over the noon news. We’ll find her, and when we do, we’ll make sure not one news source will ever publish your name or your picture again. You will not be remembered, you will be a footnote in annals of cop life, but that’s it. You’ll be forgotten once again. And if by some chance they do bring it up, they’ll say ‘hey do you remember that psychopath that killed those people.’ 
 
    “Come now detective you are just trying to push my buttons. We both know you will never forget me. Every kiss with your beau 
 
    will remind you of me. As for her…. She's baking in expectation of your arrival.” 
 
    Knox cursed and pulled out his phone as he walked away talking into it. Remi glanced over his shoulder at the other two men and nodded. “You guys good?” 
 
    “Yup, no problems here. I’ve already texted a friend back home; she’s a reporter. She’s got his pic and is broadcasting on her channel and sending to every contact she has as well.” Bas replied with a smirk. “We’ll find her in no time.” 
 
    “Five minutes, a cruiser will be here to pick him up,” Knox called as he strolled back over to them. “Already getting calls from all over with sightings of this piece of shit.” 
 
    “Already?” Remi asked in confusion. 
 
    Knox grinned, “Welcome to the age of technology, social media took his pic and blasted it everywhere within seconds.” 
 
    “Holy shit.” Theo gasped as he pulled his phone out. “They’re forwarding us any tips that come from around here already.” 
 
    “I’ve got a realtor, who says she took John Gacy to see two houses that were up for sale. Both secluded and empty. They’re forwarding the addresses to us now.” Bas said as he began typing a reply. 
 
    Within another minute two police officers entered the building and flashed their badges. Remi handed Randall off with a smile and blew him a kiss in farewell. 
 
    Randall glanced over his shoulder with a smirk and walked out between the two cops. 
 
    “Do we split up or hit one and then the other?” Theo asked. 
 
    “No need,” Bas called. “I just looked at the two houses. The second one is it. I’d bet everything on it.” 
 
    Remi stared at the other man for a second, “Are you sure, because you could be betting her life.” 
 
    “She’s there. I know it with every fiber of my being. I don’t know why I know that, but I do. She’s there, and she needs help. We need to get an ambulance out there now.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Remi was bone tired and cranky as hell. In the hours since they’d busted the poker game so much had happened. They’d found the girl at the house just as Bas said they would. She’d been staked to the ground and was being slowly cooked by the day’s sun. He could only guess as to what he’d had planned for her. 
 
    “You ready to see him again?” Knox nudges Remi aside so he could see Randall in the interrogation room. 
 
    “No, luckily I don’t think I have too. His lawyer is on the way, but he’s already confessed. We have his car, and did you see the physical evidence there. All his bloody clothes, the crowbar that still had blood, hair, and skin stuck to it. Plus, he consented to DNA testing. It’ll match what we found on the bodies. He’s going away for life.” 
 
    Knox nodded, “but I do have one message for him.” 
 
    Remi cocked his head and watched as Knox smiled and pointed to a young cop walking in the room with a piece of paper. Randall's howl of indignation filled the small room and echoed down the hall. 
 
    “What did it say?” 
 
    “That you may think of him every time I kiss you, but only because I had to give thanks for you being in my life to a psychopath.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Remi 
 
    “Are we going to talk about what you said right before we went into that warehouse?” Remi asked as he dropped his keys onto the kitchen counter. “Want a beer?” 
 
    “That sounds perfect,” Knox replied as he moved into the room and wrapped his arms around Remi’s waist. “And what’s there to talk about?” 
 
    Remi took a sip of his beer and shrugged nonchalantly, “Oh, I don’t know how about announcing you love me, just as we’re going inside to possibly confront a serial killer. Great timing there, buddy.” 
 
    Knox peaked over Remi’s shoulders and sighed, “I thought you were getting me a beer too?” 
 
    “I was,” Remi smirked, “but then I realized we could share this one, and then I owe you some sexy time. I mean unless you’re tired or worn out. You are a lot older than me, really.” 
 
    “Keep that shit up, and I’ll have to punish you, you wouldn’t believe the things I’ve learned in that oh so long life of mine.” 
 
    Remi chuckled and took another sip of beer then passed the bottle to Knox, “Don’t spill any.” 
 
    Knox cocked his head in confusion, “Why would….” 
 
    Before he could finish, Remi dropped to his knees and unzipped Knox’s jeans. “You can punish me now if you think you’re up for it.” 
 
    A loud groan was the only reply as Remi unbuttoned and then pulled the offending pants out of his way. He looked up at Knox from his kneeling position and licked his lips. 
 
    “Fuck me,” Knox whispered as he slammed the bottle back finishing it off quickly, before placing it on the counter.  
 
    Remi nuzzled his nose against the soft cotton of the boxers hiding his prize from him, “I felt it, but I haven’t gotten to see it. Now I’m going to worship my god the only proper way.” 
 
    He ran his hands up the outside of Knox’s thighs until he reached the waistband and then he slowly pulled them down exposing the hard cock he was dying to get a taste of. Remi blinked as he took in the size of the monster in front of him. Not only was he thick, but he was long. No wonder he’d felt so full. Suddenly he was unsure of his ability to take him all in his mouth like he’d been planning. 
 
    “Don’t stare at it, suck it, fuck it or move so I can take things in hand.” 
 
    Remi cocked an eyebrow, stuck out his tongue and licked the pre-cum off the head inches from his mouth. “Like that?” 
 
    “Never would have taken you as a cock tease,” Knox growled low in his throat. “You want me to beg?” 
 
    “Not right now, but maybe later. Since you’re into kink and all.” Remi leaned forward and licked from the base to the tip before leaning in and taking it into his mouth as far as he could. 
 
    “Holy fuck, shit on a shingle,” Knox yelled out. 
 
    Remi pulled back slightly hollowing his cheeks as he went, before plunging down again even farther. He knew it would only take him a second to adjust to Knox’s size and then he’d be able to take him all the way to the hilt. There was nothing like the feeling of knowing you could make your lover’s knee shake and their balance falter. Yes, sometimes kneeling was more powerful than standing. 
 
    “Babe, shit. That’s so….by the gods; your mouth is so hot.” 
 
    Remi pulled off with a pop, “Fuck my mouth, baby. Don’t worry I can handle it. I’ll let you know if it’s too much.” 
 
    Knox audibly gulped as he looked down at Remi in surprise, “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Do it. Punish me; love.” 
 
    Remi didn’t wait for a reply; he just leaned forward and took him all the way to the back of his throat and waited. He knew it was going to be messy, but it was fucking hot as hell too. Within seconds he felt Knox fist his hands in his hair and began to thrust, slowly at first as if he was testing the ground and then building in speed and movement. 
 
    The taste of his man filled his tongue, the smell that was unique to Knox filled his nose. He could hear the moans, groans and whispered ‘oh fucks’ and best of all he could see the rapture on his face as he took what he wanted. Remi was in nirvana; it was a feast or the senses.  
 
    “I can’t hold out much longer, your mouth it’s… I’m coming.” Knox called out as his whole body began to shake and his rhythm began to falter. 
 
    Remi swallowed, leaned back and smiled up at his lover. “Damn, that was fucking hot.” 
 
    Knox grinned and began pulling his pants all the way off, “Now you fuck me and make me yours.” 
 
    “I’d be lying if I said I haven’t had quite a few fantasies of you bent over the kitchen table while I fucked you.” 
 
    “Sounds like I get to make the first of many of your fantasies come true then.” Knox leaned down and placed a soft kiss on Remi’s mouth. “I want to please you as much as you please me.” 
 
    Remi climbed to his feet and ran out of the kitchen hollering he’d be right back. There was no way he was going to do this without some sort of lubrication. Not the way he wanted to own that man’s ass. He pulled open his nightstand and frowned; the bottle wasn’t in there. He searched the floor and the bed and was getting panicked when he glanced to the other nightstand and saw it laying there.  He quickly pulled off his clothes, grabbed the bottle and raced back down the hallway. He skidded to a stop as he saw the sexiest ass he’d ever had the pleasure of looking at, waiting for him. 
 
    “What took you so long. I feel like an idiot laying here for anyone to walk up and see me in the window.” 
 
    Remi burst into laughter, “Indecent exposure inside my own home. What would the FPU think of you then?” 
 
    Knox growled but didn’t reply. Instead, he spread his legs and glanced over his shoulder, “You going to make me yours baby, or do I have to do everything myself?” 
 
    It was Remi’s turn to growl as he stalked forward, he popped the lid on the lube and poured some onto his fingers and over Knox’s waiting ass. “Holy mother of the gods, you’re so tight. You’re squeezing the hell out of my finger. Relax, or this is never going to work.” 
 
    “It feels so fucking good, give me more. Fuck me, like you mean it.” Knox pleaded as he pushed back against Remi’s hand. “More. Damn you.” 
 
    Remi grunted and pushed a second finger in, before scissoring his fingers and adding a third. “Are you ready, babe?” 
 
    “I was ready the day I met you.” 
 
    “You’ve got me; I’m not running anymore.” Remi lined his cock up with Knox and slowly pushed in through the tight ring of muscle. “Fucking hell, you’re so tight. I’m going to die, so hot. This is heaven and hell isn’t it.” 
 
    “Fuck.” Knox cried out as he pushed back against Remi. “I need you; don’t stop.” 
 
    “Not going to, I’d sooner die then stop, babe.” Remi gritted out as he finally bottomed out. “Just a second, give me one second to absorb this feeling. It’s unreal; it’s like coming home.” 
 
    “That’s because we belong together, now fuck me. We can do this again later, but I need you now damn it.” 
 
    Remi grinned and pulled out just long enough to thrust again. He knew he wouldn’t last long this round, but he’d make up for it later. Right now his only goal was to make sure Knox came when he did. With that thought in mind, he began varying his thrusts, shallow, long, shift slightly and began again until Knox began whimpering that he’d found the spot. The one that made his eyes roll into the back of his head. 
 
    “I love you, Remi. For now and forever.” 
 
    Remi bit back the words and started thrusting faster. No way was he going to say those words in the throes of passion the first time. He’d just have to wait and show through his actions he felt the same. 
 
    “Shit, I’m going to come again. Come with me, love. Please, together.” 
 
    “Almost there,” Remi cried out as he felt the first signs of his approaching orgasm. Shivers ran up his spine, and his balls tightened, he wrapped his arm around Knox’s waist and pulled him close. They orgasmed within seconds of each other. 
 
    Remi collapsed onto Knox’s back and laughed, “I don’t think I can move. Is it okay if we stay like this forever?” 
 
    “That would depend on if you want Theo to see us like this. He should be back soon since he’s not leaving for a few days after all.” 
 
    No sooner had he said the words that they heard a soft knock on the front door, followed by it opening and Theo’s voice calling out. “You guys, get in the fucking bedroom. That was hot as hell, but I’m not coming inside until you’re decent.” 
 
    Knox blushed, Remi cursed, and they both ran for their bedroom laughing like idiots. They collapsed onto the bed, wrapped in each other's arms. 
 
    “So, what happens now?” Remi asked hesitantly. “The case is closed….” 
 
    Knox nodded, “Well, I’m moving in, and I’ll continue working with the FPU. Maybe I’ll get them to recruit you one day. But either way, I’m staying close to you.” 
 
    Remi laughed, “We’ll see. But I like the rest of that.” He paused, sat up and rolled so he could stare into Knox’s eyes. “You know I love you, right. It’s weird, it’s quick and insane, but it’s true.” 
 
    “I know, baby. But when it’s meant to be, it’s meant to be.”
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