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Reasons Why
By: Princilla P. Ursery
Maybe it’s just me
somehow I just can’t seem to see
every morning turns to night
and many days swiftly pass me by.
My heart is torn and broken
my lips are swollen
keeping my words locked inside
yet, I long to scream for comfort
an irrational decision on my part.
I’m searching for something unaware to me
maybe he could love me
wrap his arms around me
a moment of pleasure
to drift me away.
Yet, I keep feeling completely empty
have the opportunity to make fast money
but temptation keeps on knocking
causing me to think about running away.
This man keeps smiling at me
should I fear or trust him
I’ll see where he takes me
maybe he’s the one to make me okay.
He seems so attentive
so we start kissing
no question were asked
it’s just what I think I needed
I give in willingly
begging him not to stop
if new problems is created
it’s sad to say
it’s my own damn fault.
Chapter One
“To succeed in life, you need two things: ignorance and confidence.”
- Mark Twain
“Oh yeah, Ruby…You go girl!” Marianne cheered. She was standing at the backstage entry-way watching Ruby, who had just finished her third performance for the day.
It was mid-February and the crowd was large even for a Friday evening. There were more than eighty men out, not including a hand-full of women. Ruby had collected over $800 in tips, and by far it was her best night that year. It was income tax time and the men had extra money to blow. However, she still had three and a half hours to go before her shift ended.
“Man… my feet are killing me! I wish I could invent some comfortable stilettos for people in my line of work.” Ruby mentioned to Sandy, who was preparing to take the stage next.
“I hear you girl.” Sandy stood up to check her make-up and tried to fix her silver g-string, which she barely was wearing.
I don’t know why she’s always trying to fix that, she don’t have a big butt. Just look at her. Ruby thought.
Robin ran over to Ruby while she was sitting at her make-up station, massaging her left foot and watching Sandy.
“Um… I don’t want to be the bearer of bad news, but if you think your feet are hurting, you might want to take a pain pill because you’re about to have a huge headache honey.”
“What?”
“Girl, get up and go see who just walked through the door.” Robin told Ruby with her hands on her hips and shaking her head.
As Ruby approached the door to see, her boss George walked through it, and he was very upset.
“What the hell do you think I’m running here? I told you the last time that I don’t care about your personal problems. Your son cannot stay here during business hours!” George shouted at Ruby as he pointed his fingers in her face. He looked as if he wanted to slap her.
George wanted to curse at her, but he had enforced a no cursing policy amongst the staff and anyone that cursed had to pay a $5 penalty fee. George would pay the penalty fee whenever it was obvious that he was about to say a curse word. However, a few words were an exception to the rule like hell and damn. If one of the girls cussed, they had to pay a higher fee of $10. If they thought George didn’t hear them, he would take the $10 out of their tips at the end of the night. George thought fowl language was mental abuse, and to hear a woman speak such language was a disgrace to herself. He told everyone, “that’s the only moral value I have, so don’t expect anything else from me.” They believed him, because he was right. George had tendencies that would go beyond most people’s imaginations.
Sandy started crying. She never could take confrontation well.
“Damn you are a punk! Shut up! And go into another room if you’re going to cry while I’m talking to someone else!” George demanded.
“Okay, I’ll stop. Don’t be too hard on her George, please.” Sandy begged him.
“George, what are you talking about? I didn’t bring Henry with me tonight.” Ruby said.
“Momma!” Henry ran up to Ruby and gave her a big hug.
Henry was five years old. His father, Harry, was walking behind him with three large duffel bags in his hands.
“What are you doing, Harry? I’m at work damn it! You can get me fired over this!”
“I’m done Ruby! Done! From now on he’s all yours.”
“You can’t do this to me Harry!”
“I’m tired of the bullshit, Ruby.”
“Hey, hey, hey watch your mouth!” George told Harry.
“Whatever man!” Harry said to George as he continued to talk to Ruby. “Look Ruby, I can’t save you and you’re not going to change me. Besides that damn boy (Harry said pointing to Henry) is Satan himself.”
“No, Harry. Please. I need you! You can’t do this to me!”
Harry continued to walk away, paying no attention to Ruby, who was standing with Henry at her left leg, calling for Harry to come back.
“Momma!” Henry called out to her as he motioned for her to pick him up. “I’m happy I get to stay with you. Daddy is so boring and he never plays with me.” Henry said as he laughed his little heart out in her arms.
“Please George I have to leave him here with me. I don’t have anyone else I can call to keep him.”
“This is bull, Ruby! I can loose my license. Don’t you understand they can shut me down for heavens sake? Damn you woman!” George covered his forehead as he paced around in circles. “Damn, Ruby! This is a strip club, not a daycare!”
“He’ll be good. I can keep him back here with me at my station.”
“Yup mommy. I can stay back here. Ooh look at her.” Henry said pointing to Marianne’s booty and looking around.
“Be quiet and go sit at my desk.”
“Ruby, you know this is no environment for a child. Look around. This can’t be healthy for him.” George told her.
“What else do you want me to do?” Ruby asked him in tears.
Oh God I need my job.
“Stop crying, you’re going to mess up your make-up. Shit! I mean damn! Look what you made me say.”
I have a kid here, and I have to pay $5 for cussing. I can loose my license. I should fire all their asses. George thought.
“Ruby, I swear you’re causing me to loose clients, money, and you gave me a headache tonight. I would tell you to take the rest of the night off, but you’re my star tonight. Damn!”
“George, please. He’ll be good! I promise.”
“I know one thing, nobody better not see him or you’re finished!” George said as he exited the dressing room.
“Listen Henry, you need to stay back here, okay? This is very important, you hear me!” Ruby stressed to him.
As she turned to walk out into the crowd, a single tear fell down her face.
Ruby must have forgotten that her feet were hurting because she continued working the crowd.
* * *
“You’re so cute!” Sandy said as she pinched Henry‘s cheek.
“You’re hot, too.” Henry smiled at her and hit her butt cheeks.
Sandy was a little stunned, but then again nothing Henry did surprised her. He was a fast learner for a five year old. Henry watched other people and copied their behavior, like any other child, but he did have an evil side. There were certain things a person would say or do without thinking, and it would trigger an unexpected response they would later regret.
“Why do you strip?” He asked her while starring at her breast as she bent over him.
“I love the attention and the money isn’t bad either.”
“Momma said, "Life is always about money and nothing else.”
“Honey, listen to her because she’s not lying. Money is king.”
Henry leaned forward in his chair and tried to kiss Sandy on her lips, but she pushed him away.
“Look Hon… I can’t get my make-up smeared, I just re-touched it. Besides, these lips just made one guy a happy customer if you get my drift? What am I talking about? Of course you don’t.”
“Why? What’s so special about your lips?” Henry asked her, swinging his legs back and forth in his chair.
“One day when you’re older, you will know exactly what I meant by that.”
He frowned and folded his arms as he stopped swinging his legs. Henry hated to hear that he wasn’t old enough to know or see certain things. Making that statement to him always trigged that evil side of him.
“What’s wrong, Henry? I didn’t upset you, did I?”
“Yes, you did!”
Henry jumped out of the chair, and snatched her weave out of her head and ran out of the dressing room.
Sandy fell forward on her knees, and hit the floor. Her scalp was bleeding due to patches of her hair being rapidly pulled out.
“Aw…! My hair!” Sandy screamed very loudly.
Although, music was being played on the main floor, many people heard her scream.
“You little bitch!” Sandy got up off the floor and chased after him.
Ruby, still working the crowd, noticed Henry running under the tables and she started to chase him, too.
“What happened, Sandy?” Ruby asked her.
“What do you mean, what happened? Are you fucking blind or something? You’re damn son (Waving her finger in Ruby’s face). His father was right. He is the devil!”
“I’m so sorry, Sandy. I’ll get him. Go back into the dressing room.”
Sandy was crying and losing her voice. They were out on the main floor making a huge scene.
“Why don’t you kill that demon?” Sandy yelled at Ruby as she walked toward the dressing room.
George pulled the two of them back into the dressing room, with Henry, who was laughing out loud as he dangled her weave in the air with his right hand.
“Sandy, gather your shit and go home for the rest of the night! And you Ruby! I thought you were going to keep him back here! What the hell happened out there?”
“I’m sorry George. He was supposed to stay back here. I’m not sure what happened.”
Sandy, crying and packing her belongings turned to them and said, “Look what he did to me? This is what happened.” Sandy showed them her bloody patched head. “He should be killed for this shit!”
“This is unacceptable, Ruby! I have a crowd of people out there who just saw two sluts arguing, a child running around with bloody weave in his hands, and a whore with blood running down her face. What am I supposed to do now?”
George went through his “normal” routine he did whenever he became angry and needed to think.
“I hate that damn boy! He's ruining me! Oh shit, I hate him!” Sandy said as she put the last of her shoes into her sparkling pink duffel bag.
“Just go Sandy!” George tells her.
“I’ll leave, but I need my money, NOW George! Oh, and I for damn sure want to make a police report. So call them.”
“Police report?” Ruby responded to her.
“That’s right! A fucking police report! You’re paying for my hair plus my lost wages and tips. I don’t care what your ass got to do to fix this, but you’re gonna do it.” Sandy told Ruby.
“George where is my damn money?”
“Woman! Don’t forget who the hell you’re talking to!”
“I just want my money and the cops here so that I can go to the emergency room.”
“Here’s your hair.” Henry tried to hand it back to her. He had a smile on his face, looking as though he was trying to hold in his laugh.
“Get your demon ass away from me!”
“Why? I thought you like to be the center of attention? Henry replied, now laughing, as he skipped away.
“Henry, get over here now!” Ruby called to him.
“You should be happy I didn’t cut his throat.”
George walked back in and handed Sandy her cut for the night.
“Now get the hell out of my club!” He told her.
Sandy stood there counting her money and taping her right foot on the carpeted floor as if they could hear it.
“And as for you two,” George pointed, “go lock him in my office for the rest of the night. I’ll be in there later to whip his little butt.”
“Hold up! Why am I short?” Sandy said waving the $650 that George just gave her. “I made more money than this.”
“Maybe you did, but I kept quite a bit for the cussing jar. You are not going to talk to me or anyone else any kind of way. That’s your penalty for cussing and for the show you two put on out on the floor.”
“That’s not fair George. I have a right to be upset. LOOK AT ME!” Sandy begged him as she pointed to her hair. “Fuck it. It doesn’t matter because I’m not leaving until the cops get here. I’m not letting that demon get away with this shit.” Sandy screeched with blood and tears running down her face. Unbelievable, he acts as if all of this is entirely my fault.
“He’s just a child, Sandy. I’m sorry!” Ruby told her.
“I DON‘T CARE!”
“Get your butt out of here. Nobody’s calling any cops to my club. Go on! Get out while you still have a job.” George told her as he pointed toward the exit.
Sandy cried as she picked up her bag, storing her money inside her left breast. She reached over on Crystal’s desk and grabbed some tissue to wipe some of the blood off her face. Her lips moved but she was barely able to muster up any words. She didn’t want to lose her job but she was also hurting inside. Approaching the back exit door she looked over her shoulder at Ruby, who was carrying Henry toward George’s office. Henry noticed her staring at him and smiled as he laid his head on his mother’s shoulder. Sandy slammed the exit door behind her.
“Ruby come right back in here once you’re done with Henry. You need to prove to me how much you need this damn job, so come prepared to show me.”
Ruby continued to walk toward his office. She was hurt and disappointed in her husband and son. George looked around the room, and sat down at Sandy’s empty station. This is fucked up.
* * *
“Why are you so damn hard headed?” Ruby asked Henry. She was pissed off.
“What did I do mom?” Henry asked with a very innocent look on his face, as he tried to make himself cry.
“Boy, don’t play that shit with me! You know exactly what you did. I’m beating your ass when we get home.”
Ruby threw him into George’s office chair and slapped him as she walked out the door after locking it.
Damn it! Ruby thought as she walked slowly back to the dressing room. Why me God?
Ruby didn’t want to go back into the dressing room to see George, but it wasn’t like this was the first time she had to demonstrate or prove just how much she needed her job.
* * *
George was a small man, 5’8” in height. He talked big weighing 138 pounds, but he produced small results. He wasn’t just a black man; he was a very “black” man. His skin color was so dark that if you turned the light off you couldn’t make his face out. His eyes stayed yellow because he was always high. As far as his penis goes, it was nothing special, five inches. No woman was ever truly impressed by George.
George loved pleasuring women, but only because his sexual performance wasn’t worth anything. However, for his pleasure and their punishment he would make a woman perform on him for a long period of time. It was hard for most women to make him cum because he was on the down low. Having a penis inserted into his buttocks was the only way he was able to get off.
Ruby figured that she was going to have to get one of the girls’ sex toys to use while she performed on him. Ruby didn’t understand him, and the thought of doing this made her sick.
Ruby had had sex multiple times with women at varies entertainment parties for money in order to please certain men, but she still enjoyed the pleasure of a penis inside of her.
Ruby grabbed Crystal’s 12 inch vibrator from out of her drawer and lightly closed the dresser drawer.
“Oh yeah. I see you came prepared. I like that.” George told her.
It was not that Ruby came prepared, just that most of the girls working there always kept some kind of sex toy around for extra entertainment purposes. They knew nothing else would bring George to complete satisfaction.
“Why don’t you lie down on the ottoman to get a little bit comfortable?” Ruby asked George.
George got undressed and assumed the position. He was ready to go. Ruby got down between his legs and started to perform. Oral sex was never simple with him. He would hold their head and thrust hard into their mouths, barely allowing them to come up for air.
“George please, you’re choking me.” Ruby gasped.
“Sorry. Just keep going.”
After Ruby had finish proving to George that she needed her job, she got up without saying a word. George laid there in a semi-passed out state while Ruby prepared herself mentally to go back to work.
George thought to himself, damn I know this will be a bad idea! He chuckled for a few minutes and in a low tone he said, “That’s going to be one fucked up kid.”
Ruby asked George, “Did you say something?”
George stood up and started putting his pants back on. He glanced at her and said, “Naw, dear. I didn’t say anything.”
“Oh. Okay then.” Ruby said as she prepared to walk out the door. She didn’t notice Marianne standing by watching her as she finished George off.
* * *
Marianne loved to watch Ruby work. For some strange reason she had an infatuation for her. After Ruby married Harry, she met Marianne while working as a shift supervisor at Office King. Marianne needed some papers copied to hand into her professor. Marianne was enrolled in college working on completing her Health and Human Service degree during the day, but at night she worked as a stripper. The two of them hit it off right away. That day they both stood at the counter talking for hours. Ruby told her that she would love to go away to college to complete her degree but she didn't have the time or the money. It was mostly about the money. After all, she was recently married and had a baby a year ago. Her husband Harry had a temper and was on the shady side, but he also held a full-time job as an auto mechanic. Ruby really didn't want to get him anger.
Marianne complimented her on her beauty and informed her that guys would pay a lot of money to see her dance. She told her that in one month she could make over $3200, and she convinced Ruby that she should try it.
It took Ruby a month to think about stripping. Of course, Marianne kept in contact with her. After a few weeks, Ruby decided to talk to Harry about it. Harry sat back in his La-Z-Boy chair and listened to what Ruby had to say before saying, “Hell no! What you want to be, a whore now? No wife of mines is going on some stage and turning tricks for other men!”
However, Ruby disobeyed Harry’s wishes and started working part-time at the strip club on the weekends. That eventually grew to four nights a week because Ruby was the highlight of the party. She attracted many regular customers, and on the days she was not there, many of them didn’t show. They even asked for her by name. Eventually, the money and tips doubled her salary from Office King, so she quit and started working full-time at the club.
Harry had been pissed ever since she quit her job and disobeyed him to work at the gentleman’s club. Marianne, on the other hand, was fascinated with Ruby from the first time she met her. Eventually, fascination turned into infatuation.
Ruby walked out of the dressing room and ran right into Marianne.
“Is everything okay between the three of you?” She asked her.
“Yeah, everything is okay with George and me, but I’m a little worried about Sandy. You know how psychotic she can get. Not to mention the fact that I don’t have a place for Henry and I to live now.
“Are you kidding me? Girl, you know you always have a home with me. After our shift ends I’ll go with you to your place and help gather the rest of your things.”
“Thanks Marianne, but I don't want to impose. Speaking of psychotic; you know Henry can be very bad at times.”
“Impose! Trust me. It's not a problem. I can use the company, and besides I have extra bedrooms.” She responded back to Ruby as she gave her a hug. “Look, don't worry about it. We can talk more after we finish making some money.” Marianne told her as the two of them walked onto the floor and parted into the crowd.
Chapter Two
"Remember when safe sex meant not getting caught?"
-Author Unknown
BANG!
“You fucking Bitch! I trusted you. Hell, I even loved you and you go and betray me!” Henry yelled at his wife, Sonia.
BANG! BANG!
Henry had shot his wife and her lover inside their garage. He was supposed to be away on a business trip that day, but once he arrived at the airport, his flight was cancelled. His next flight was schedule to leave at 5 a.m. the next morning.
Henry sat on the ground in a warm pool of blood that was dripping from his wife’s face and onto the concrete floor. The gun was still in his hand. Tears slowly ran down his face and he was shaking his head in utter disbelief. The garage door was still open and it was broad daylight, 10 a.m. to be exact. Many of his neighbors heard the gunshots and came running. However, as they approached his garage, they quickly ran away. One neighbor even yelled for his wife, inside their house, to call the police.
Henry realized that he was now going away to prison for life, and decided that he might as well confess everything.
I knew this day was coming.
He could hear the police sirens coming for him from miles away. He pulled himself together and waited for them to arrive at his place.
“Sir, drop the gun and stand up with your hands in the air!” One officer told him.
Three SWAT cars showed up, and the officers had their guns drawn and pointed at him.
Henry placed his gun onto the ground and stood up. “I’m unarmed!” He yelled to them with his hands in the air.
“Good, now walk towards us with your hands remaining in the air!” Another officer yelled.
As he approached, the two officers stood on each side of him. One of the officers commanded him to get on his knees and to lie down on the ground as they handcuffed him.
Blood was everywhere. His wife was hanging out of the car with her head dangling towards the ground. Her eyes were still open and her face read nothing but complete shock. He shot Sonia twice. Once in her stomach, then after he had told her she betrayed his love and trust, he shot her in the face. Her male companion was dead in the passenger seat with one bullet to his chest. He never saw Henry or the gun in his hand, but he did see Sonia’s facial expression right before he was killed. They both were half naked. His pants were down to his ankles and he was found with his dress shirt open, and his socks and shoes still on. Sonia’s bathrobe was off and she was naked with only a pair of light blue slippers on.
Henry was placed in the back of a patrol car. He held his head down as the news crew arrived on the scene. The police were trying to get everything under control as the neighbors started asking questions. They taped off the crime scene and waited for the head detective to arrive.
I knew it was all too good to be true. I should’ve killed her when I had the chance. But nooo! I had to fall for her. This one is different I convinced myself. Shit! I deserved this shit.
“Shit! Twelve years of marriage down the toilet.” Henry said as he sat in the patrol car.
Moments later two officers entered the patrol car and drove him to the police station. At this point, no one had questioned him. This was the first time in two years that Rockville, Montana had to process a murder scene.
* * *
“What do we know about him so far?” The Police Commissioner, Joel, asked lead Detective Sharman, as they both watched him inside of the interrogation room through the observation room two-way mirror.
Detective Sharman had been working for the Rockville Police Department for over twenty years. Previously, he worked ten years in Las Vegas, Nevada as an investigator.
“Don’t worry boss. This is an open and shut case.” He responded feeling very confident.
Detective Sharman slowly flipped through the file pages they had received on Henry.
“Look here, Commissioner. It seems that he has an honorable discharge from the United States Military Marine Corps and he was a Master Sergeant. He retired twelve years ago at the age of 34, and his wife Sonia was 30 years old then.”
“What else does it mention?” Commissioner Joel asked.
“Let’s see here. We know that Sonia was his wife for the last twelve years. Sonia worked as a respected preschool teacher at Real Academic Academy for the last ten years, two years before coming to Rockville, Montana. The two of them lived in Chile for a while. Sonia was born and raised in New York. She is mixed with Latin American and African American. I assume they must’ve met each other in Chile while he was away in the military.”
“Do you think he’s going to try pulling the insanity card?” The Commissioner asked.
“I doubt it. We did a trough search of his car. We found a briefcase with a two-way plane ticket to San Diego, California inside. He's currently working as a Program Communication System Manager at the factory. His flight was scheduled to leave at five this morning, but it was canceled and rescheduled for tomorrow morning. So we're thinking that maybe he was going on a business trip. Also, the gun is registered in his name”
“What do we know about the other guy that was in the car?”
“The man in the passenger side of the car was Philip Day. It was his rental car that was parked in their garage. Sonia probably didn't want the neighbors to see him. He arrived in town from Boston, today. His cell phone records show that he made one call to Sonia at 7:30a.m. The call only lasted for a minute. He probably was letting her know that he had arrived in town, but we're still trying to find out more information on him. We think the two of them where engaging in some type of sexual act right before they were killed, because they both were found half naked.”
“Not a bad way to go out, if you’re going to die.” Commissioner Joel chuckled.
“Yep.”
“All right, go in there and get his side of the story, and if he confesses, have him write it down.” The Commissioner commanded.
Detective Sharman walked into the interrogation room with the files in his hands. He stood at the table and starred at Henry, who was sitting with his arms stretched across the table. Detective Sharman slammed his case files on the table and pulled a chair out. Henry barely looked at him. The sound of the files hitting the table didn’t bother him at all. His eyes were blood shot red and his mouth was moving, but no words were coming out.
“Well, well, well. What do you have to say for yourself?” Detective Sharman asked him.
Forty seconds went past without Henry answering him.
“What is the reason for the silence? Are you refusing to talk? Either way, the evidence against you is pretty clear. Hum, I bet we could get a grand jury to convict you in less than thirty minutes.”
Detective Sharman leaned back in his chair and folded his arms. “Look. It's obvious that your wife was cheating on you, but you didn’t have to kill her for it. That's why we have divorce courts and marriage counselors.”
Henry looked up at him and responded, “I don't have anything to say to you. I will only talk to one man, an F.B.I. agent named Robert Vista.” After he had finished his sentence he sat up in his chair and looked Detective Sharman in his eyes.
“The F.B.I. has no jurisdiction over this case, so I suggest you talk to us.”
Henry repeated himself.
Detective Sharman still trying to stay in control stuck his chest out and said, “All right I’ll speak with the Commissioner.” Then he stood up and walked out.
Like you told him, they have no jurisdiction here.”
“I don't know, maybe it's some type of delay tactic. I could see him asking for his lawyer, but not an F.B.I. agent.”
“Do you think maybe this agent is some type of friend of his?”
“I'm not sure. Why don't we first find out if there is an F.B.I. agent by that name?”
You find out, and I’ll speak with Henry.”
Commissioner Joel walked in to the interrogation room and took a seat.
“What's this I hear that you want the F.B.I. to get involved in this case?”
Henry repeated that he would only talk to Agent Robert Vista.
“Detective Sharman is checking into that, but in the meantime why don't you tell me what happened with your wife? And why, for that matter, did you have to kill her and her lover?”
“I have nothing to say to you, but only Agent Robert Vista.” Henry said as he placed his head onto the table.
Police Commissioner Joel got up and left out the room.
“Well, were you able to get a hold of the Agent?” He asked Detective Sharman.
“Yes I contacted the F.B.I. agency in Washington, D.C and apparently they have an Agent by that name, but get this, he is the lead investigator of their Serial Killer Crime Division.”
“So is he trying to tell us that he is a serial killer now?”
“I don't know, but he doesn’t want to talk to us.”
“Were you able to talk to the Agent?”
“No. He was out of his office, so I left a message for him to call me.”
“All right, lock him up in the last cell by himself. The media is all over this case, so we must keep quiet about the possibility of the F.B.I. becoming involved. If he's not a serial killer it’s odd that he asked for that particular Agent.”
“What should I say to the press? Should I tell them we have arrested the prime suspect and further investigations are still pending?”
“Sounds good to me. I'll be damn if we had a serial killer living amongst us all these years. Shit, we just put our small town on the map, and the Mayor is going to love the publicity.”
A few hours later Detective Sharman’s telephone rang and it was F.B.I. Agent Robert Vista returning his phone call. Detective Sharman thanked him for returning his call and filled him in with what little information he was able to gather. Agent Vista informed him that he would try to arrive there within 24 hours. That was all Detective Sharman needed to hear. He informed his boss.
* * *
Agent Vista, one of the leading profilers, had just finished wrapping up a major case in Florida when he returned Detective Sharman’s call.
He found it odd that Henry would request him personally. Before heading to Rockville, Montana, he pulled Henry’s criminal, military, school records, and any other data he could find on him. After reviewing Henry’s files, military physiologic exams, and discharge records, he determined that Henry didn’t fit the typical profile of a serial killer.
Although Henry had murdered two people, there was nothing special or unique about his crime. He decided to look deeper into Henry’s background. Agent Vista was deeply concerned why a murderer would request him.
Henry had never been arrested before, and there were no records showing that his mother was a stripper, or that he was raised in the nightclub lifestyle. In fact, there was no trace of evidence that his mother had ever received any kind of government assistance. However, there were a few questionable events within Henry’s file, such as; changing high schools three times. Also, his medical records showed he was diagnosed with ADHD at eight years old. It seemed clear to Agent Vista that Henry’s ADHD was managed well, because he only saw treatment once. Agent Vista assumed that his mother must had paid for his medical care expenses out of pocket.
Agent Vista walked into Rockville Jailhouse dressed in an all black suit with a grey hat on. He was a very skinny man in his late fifties. His height was 6'2" and he weighted about 170 pounds. You could tell he was a very proud man. Most certainly, he was one who took pride in his work and accomplishments.
“I am Agent Robert Vista and I'm here to see Detective Sharman at his request. He should be expecting me.” He told the officer at the front desk.
“No problem, Agent. Right this way. Have a seat at his desk, and I'll have him paged.”
Detective Sharman approached him and they shook hands as they greeted each other.
“Well to be honest Detective, I’m kind of wondering why I’m here? He stated with a puzzled look on his face.
“Trust me when I say that I would love to handle this case myself and lock this maniac away for life. I would, but he refuses to talk, and besides he requested you personally. Honestly, I was wondering what type of relationship the two of you have.”
“I have no clue who he is or why he would ask for me. I pulled his file and he doesn’t seem to fit the profile of a serial killer, so far. I won’t know more until I interview him, but how or where he got my name is what I’m not sure of.”
Commissioner Joel walked over to Detective Sharman’s desk and introduced himself. “I know the F.B.I. doesn’t give a damn about this little old town, so I’m going to make this quick as possible. All I want to know is why he requested you?”
“As I was telling your detective before you walked up, I have no idea who this man is, or what he could possibly want with me. I have no interest in staying in this dump any longer than I have to, so if you can point me to him, I will interview him and release him back into your custody. Well, depending on what information he tells to me.”
“What does that mean, depending on what information he tells you?” This is our case, and we have full jurisdiction over it. Therefore, whatever information he tells you, we are to be kept in the loop. This is a high profile case here and we want this investigation closed as soon as possible. Is that clear Agent?”
“Look Commissioner, I’m willing to walk out this door right now. I didn’t fly out here to assume jurisdiction over this case. I have no idea what he’s going to tell me. Hell! For all I know he could tell me he has killed this girl’s entire family, or that he has placed live explosive devises all around the world during his military deployment term. I can promise you that I will brief you accordingly, and if it’s nothing, I will quickly turn him over to you without a problem. Is that fair enough?”
“Alright. I can agree to that. Detective, escort him to the third interrogation room and bring Henry in.”
Agent Vista observed Henry through the two-way mirror as Henry waited for him to come in. He wanted to see Henry’s demeanor as he was brought into the interrogation room. Henry appears to be relaxed and very anxious to get the interview going. He fidgets with his fingers as he leans back into the chair and watches the door.
“He certainly has something to get off his chest. I can tell you that much.” Agent Vista informs Commissioner Joel and Detective Sharman. “His eyes give him away. Has he requested a lawyer?”
“You would've thought he would have by now seeing as how we have him on two counts of murder, but ironically he hasn't. Strange thing is he wants to talk to you and only you.” Detective Sharman responded.
“I guess I shouldn't keep him waiting then.” He responded as he walked out the door.
The Commissioner and Detective Sharman stayed to watch as Agent Vista interrogates Henry.
Agent Vista walks in and introduces himself to Henry as he takes a seat.
“Do I know you?” He asked him.
“If you’re asking have we met before, then no.”
“Sounds about right. So, if we never met why am I here?”
“You're here because I requested you, and secondly I heard you've been looking for me, but you just don't know it yet.”
“I'm looking for you?” Agent Vista was a little confused when Henry stated that. He had three unsolved cases and he had reviewed Henry’s background before he came to Montana. As far as he was concerned, Henry didn’t fit the profile of his three open cases.
“Who exactly are you?” He asked.
Henry grins slightly as he leans forward and takes a deep breath. “How about you tell me?” His face glowed with excitement as the next few words flowed out of his mouth. “I thought I was going to have to take this to my grave. I’m only confessing to you because I truly believed that my wife would never betray me. Once I married her I gave up my old life, and believe me that life was a pleasurable one. At first it was extremely difficult to give it all up because it’s kind of hard for me to climax without my, well should I say ‘normal’ routine. My wife didn’t mind because I could pleasure her sexually all night before I finally climaxed.”
“I don’t understand? What exactly are you confessing to?”
Henry laughed. “You really don't get it. I hope you have time, because I have a story to tell you, and I guarantee you're going to love it.”
Chapter Three
"They say love is around every corner. I must be walking in circles."
-Author Unknown
Vildana was a lonely shy woman from Bosnian, north of Croatia. She spoke just enough English to communicate to a few tourists and the American soldiers. Her first language was Croatian. She lived with her mother, a widow, who had been ill for the last three years. Vildana was responsible for the family income after her father died in the war six years prior. She worked in the iron mines 12 hours a day for six days a week. Her biggest dream was to get married and move away from Bosnian, and she often found herself dreaming about being swept off her feet by a man in the military. Vildana was an Orthodox Christian but practiced her faith seldom. She was 26 with no children, and most of the women that she knew her age were already married.
U.S military personnel were stationed there to help keep the peace between Serbia and Croatia every since their president divided parts of Bosnia. Henry happened to be stationed in Bosnian for two months on a peacekeeping mission.
“Okay, mom. It's time for your sponge bath.” Vildana told her mother as she entered her mother’s dark cold room and opened the curtains.
Vildana gave her mother a sponge bath three days a week. Her mother didn’t speak English. Vildana’s mother barely had the strength to stand alone without help.
“Vildana go to the market this morning and buy some okra. I want to have that for lunch.” Her mother told her as Vildana placed her into the tub.
“Okay, momma.”
While she was at the local market, she noticed a flyer hanging on the board which read, “Zaradite dodatni novac a zabavni US Military Troops. Primanje gotovine dan i svu boozes možete sabrati dolje.” It had the English translation written very small on the bottom. “Earn extra cash while entertaining US Military Troops. Receive cash daily and drink all the booze you can muster down.”
Vildana stared at the flyer and decided that she would apply. After she left the market, she dropped by the nightclub and spoke with the manager. The manager looked her up and down and asked if she could dance. She responded, “Only a little bit, but I would rather serve food and drinks.”
“Alright.” The manager told her, “But you’re only paid in tips, so if you wish to make a lot of money you need to dress a little bit more provocative.”
Vildana was okay with this and went home to prepare for that evening. She informed her mother that she would be out for the night before putting her to bed.
Wow there's a lot of people here tonight. Vildana thought to herself.
When she entered, she immediately started coughing from all of the cigar and cigarette smoke that was in the air. Every booth and table was filled with guys drinking and laughing. Several guys had money in their hands. On center stage there were three women dancing. One was dancing on the pole, and the other two were dancing off to the side. Vildana looked around the room and noticed the servers were dressed provocatively.
Her heart was pounding fast as she slowly walked to the back and entered the manager’s office.
He looked at her and laughed. “You're going to have to dress sexier than that if you want to make some real money.”
Vildana had altered her favorite red dress before coming to the club. She had shortened it to knee length and cut the top so that her breasts were partly showing. However, the other girls in the club were dressed extremely sexy. Their outfits barely covered their butts, their backs were showing, their breasts were almost exposed, and they were wearing stilettos. Vildana was only wearing black dress shoes with a 2’ inch heel.
“Why don’t you go into the dressing room and see if one of the girls has an extra outfit you can borrow.”
As she entered the dressing room, she felt very intimidated and unsure of herself. Inside of the dressing room were sexy outfits hanging everywhere and ten makeup stations. Two ladies laughed at her as she entered.
“You must be new?” One of the ladies asked her.
“New? Hell naw! I bet she's still a virgin.” The other lady responded.
The two of them laughed, but Vildana didn’t know how to respond. She wasn’t a virgin, but she was new to the whole club lifestyle.
“Well are you going to say anything?” One lady asked her.
“Ya, I'm new to this whole thing and apparently I’m over dressed. Do any of you have any clothes I can borrow?
The two ladies laughed.
“Come over here and sit down in this chair. We’re going to fix you up so that you can make some money.”
They gave her a sexier outfit, 6’ inched heels and they reapplied her makeup.
“Okay now you’re all set. You do know how to dance right?”
“No, I’m only serving drinks for now, but I might dance later.”
“Oh really? One girl asked her.
“Well, in that case, there are a few rules to remember. Never try to interfere with a client of another girl unless they personally request you. If you want to make big money always look sexy and allow a little touching. It helps to get more tips. Always walk slowly as you approach and leave the tables, and when you place their drinks down lean forward to show off your breast. Most importantly, no matter how comfortable you are with a person, never leave with a stranger, and if you’re driving don’t drink a lot.” The other girl told her.
Vildana barely could walk, but she mustered up her courage and strength and went to work. By the end of the night, Vildana made $450 in American dollars, and she was happy.
Six weeks passed and Vildana finally caught on to the whole entertainment lifestyle. She worked four nights out the week, but didn’t tell her mother about her second job. Many of the guys from her day job, within the iron mines, frequently visited the nightclub. It was hard for her to get used to the harassment, name calling, and offensive suggestions from some of the men, but she was starting to learn how to block them out. After all, she didn’t want to complain or defend herself too much, because they were also tipping her.
“Hey cutie, come over here so I can order.” Henry told her.
“My, my, my, soldier boy what ya having?” Vildana asked him.
“I’ll take a Bud Light on ice.” He responded while he sized her up.
“I’ll be right back.” His head followed her for a few seconds as she walked away.
“It was my first time in that bar since my assignment in Bosnian six weeks earlier.” Henry tells Agent Vista.
Henry had been working as a Peace Keeper 12 hours a day since the troop count station there was low.
After she brought him his drink, the two of them talked for a minute. Henry asked her for a lap dance. She had never done anything like that, but she remembered hearing one of the girls talking about how much money they made from lap dancing. She had dismissed the thought several times before because she was nervous about the whole thing, up until she was slapped on the butt by another man.
Maybe he’s my escape and I can go live in the U.S. After all, he sounds interesting and I think he’s really into me.
Vildana approached the bar and asked for a shot of gin and juice. The bartender handed it to her and watched as she asked for two more and put all three shots down. Vildana approached Henry and informed him to follow her as she led him into a dark room guarded by a bouncer.
“Sit here” she motioned to him.
She kissed his lips and turned some music on. Very nervously she walked towards him swirling her hips and licking her lips. She had never danced in stilettos before, so she was trembling slightly. She smiled as she reached in the back to undo her strap as she repeated in her mind I can do this.
“Is this your first time?” Henry asked her noticing that she was shaking and very nervous.
“Yes, it is. You're my first lap dance client.”
“Wow, lucky me!”
She danced for him and he enjoyed it. The two of them talked a little bit more and they returned to the main floor. Henry grew up inside the strip club lifestyle, and worked as a bouncer when he was 14. This gave him the ability to sniff out the desperation in women, or so he thought. I want her, he thought to himself seeing how desperate she was.
Over the next couple of weeks he continued to stop in and talk to her. Vildana loved the attention he was giving her, and in her mind she had never felt more connected to a man. He seemed to be able to relate to her. He always asked how she was doing and how her mother was, as if he really cared. Every time he stopped in his tips increased and she was very impressed by him.
One night after her shift ended, he waited for her at the back door. He scared her for a moment until she realized it was him.
“Hi Henry. I’m happy it’s you and not a mugger.”
He laughed and wrapped his arms around her. He had never met her outside of the club before, but she was slightly wasted and didn’t care. Vildana failed to follow the most important rule that she was told the very first day on the job.
“You mind if I walk you to your car? I couldn’t get you off my mind. That’s why I waited for you.
“Really?” she asked him excitedly. “I have been thinking about you for quite sometime, and I would love it if we could hook-up one day.
“Wow!” Henry smiled at her and kissed her lips. “You took the words right out my mouth, but I’m thinking maybe we could get together now, if you don’t mind.”
“No, no. I don’t mind at all. In fact, I would like that very much.”
Henry grabbed her by her hips and french kissed her as the two of them leaned on her car.
“Here get in. I’ll drive because I know a place we could go and really get acquainted.”
It was 3:05 a.m. when Henry took her to a closed junk yard. Vildana didn’t seem to notice where she was as the two of them started to fondle each other.
Henry pulled his pants down and revealed his penis for her. As they were entering the junk yard, he asked her to remove her shirt. She was already wearing a red mini skirt with red flat shoes, which she changed into after her shift ended. Henry reached up under her skirt and felt how wet she was.
“How far are you willing to go?” He asked her.
“All the way. I’ll do whatever it takes to get you off.”
“I want to fuck your ass raw and I have a big surprise for you at the end.”
“Like I said, whatever you want, I’ll do it.” She smiled and lifted her skirt and touched herself.
“Good. That’s what I wanted to hear.” He responded as he reclined his seat removing his shirt and tossing it onto the floor of the backseat. “Suck me off, now!” He said forcefully.
He was a military man so Vildana didn’t think much about it as she went to work on his penis. After a few minutes, he pulled her off of him and positioned her body on top of his. As she rode him, she mouthed that she wanted to go back to the States with him.
Is that why you’re willing to do anything for me?” He asked her as he thrust deep inside her.”
“I feel so connected to you, and I want to be with you all the time. Please, Henry. Take me back with you.” She begged.
“I’ll take you back with me.” He responded but added an “alright” to the end of his sentence in a very low tone. She was so into riding him that she didn’t catch that part.
Before she started to climax he stopped her and they changed positions. Henry had her legs up in the air as he thrust in and out of her. Vildana screamed with pleasure and Henry placed his hand around her neck, slightly choking her, but not so much that she found it uncomfortable enough to fight him off. She continued to moan with pleasure. As he started to come, he pulled his pocket knife out of his pants pocket. She continued to moan with pleasure as his thrusting became harder and harder. She too started to reach her climax point at which time he stabbed her over and over again. He drove the knife deeper and deeper into her with each stab.
He then pulled the knife out of her and wiped his forehead. He looked as if he was completely exhausted. “Oh shit! That was fucking great. Damn, that was good!”
As he took his penis out of her, her body felt light as a feather. He looked around to ensure that the junkyard was still empty as he moved her body over to the passenger side of the car. Blood was everywhere; on his chest, penis, on the roof of the car, the seats, doors, driver side windows, and especially all on her lifeless body.
I can’t believe she was more worried about a mugger than she was about a murderer. “Shit!” He looked over at her. “Yup, I’ll take your memory back with me to the States.”
The look on her face was priceless to him. It was just the rush he was looking for. Her eyes stayed open the whole time. It was as if she were watching her death and the joy on his face. When he pulled the knife out of her chest, her head fell back revealing her neck, but her eyes remained open. Henry searched and found the junk yard’s sewer pipeline he dumped her body there. The yard smelled horrible, and he hoped that the feces, rats, and bacteria that the sewer housed would finish her off beyond recognition.
Henry had been plotting her murder ever since the night he met her. The stench of desperation was all over her, and it was obvious to him that her intentions weren’t about making money, but more about a free ride back to the United States with him. She would even leave her sickly mother behind just to get away. Henry hated women that tried to pull men into their fantasy world for their own lusty desirer. He normally took pity on strippers because he understood the struggle and the type of business they were in. After all, he grew up in a strip club. He watched his mother entertain and sleep around with several men, but her goal was all about the money and nothing else. After she divorced his father Harry, Marianne and Ruby soon became a couple and Ruby vowed never to marry again, even if she did enjoy the companionship of a man.
* * *
“So Agent Vista, allow me to tell you about the first woman I thought I loved. It only lasted for a few months.” Henry leaned back in his chair, rubbed his hands together, and smiled.
“I started working as a bouncer for the club when I turned 14. I lost my virginity to one of the strippers named Jodi. It was my 12th birthday present and she was 26 years old.
Jodi had been a stripper since she was 14 years of age, and she ran away from home. George knew that her I.D. was not real, but he allowed her to work anyway. She was great for business and besides, word on the street was that she had been tricking ever scene she was 11 years old.
Jodi had a way with men and she loved to play on their emotions. She had the ability to fulfill any man’s fantasy, and she didn’t care how she did it. Her lap dance was never a real lap dance. It was anything goes, and George allowed it all. They paid her for it all, too. She had more free range over the club rules than any other girl because of the money, and it kept business good.
She didn’t care whether the guy wanted to receive a simple lap dance, a rub section, or intercourse, either protected or unprotected, it made no difference to her. As long as they had the money, she supplied the pleasure.
Jodi and I flirted a little, but I never thought in my wildest dreams that she would fuck me. If it wasn’t for me saving her life or I should say saving her money, I probably would’ve had to pay for it.
Basically, all I did was stop her from being robbed one night, as she left the club, by a stupid man that had given her his entire paycheck while in the moment. After that, we started spending a lot of time together. The more time we spent together, the more she lured me into my fantasy. I don’t think she could help herself. But the fantasy took breaks from time to time, because the more I watched her screw and dance for other guys, the angrier I got. I demanded that she stop, but I forgot the only thing she cared about was money. She didn’t even care enough about herself. She would fuck those guys and come kiss me, and entice me into thinking that she loved me and that those other guys meant nothing to her.
I had about enough of her bullshit and I plotted to kill her. Sure enough, three months after my birthday, I did. We had gone back to her place one night after she had finished her shift. She was in the shower “freshening up,” as if she could remove the stench of nasty ass and tons of guys off of her by taking a shower.
I remember it like yesterday. I was sitting on her bed waiting for her to come out when it hit me. I might not be paying for it, but I’m still another tool she’s using. I thought, now is the perfect time for me to end this. I removed all my clothes, and went into the kitchen and picked out a knife. I got into the shower with the knife in my right hand, but she didn’t see it.
She smile and asked, “So you want to fuck me in the shower do you?”
I grinned back at her and kissed her. The kiss was extremely passionate and we fucked like crazy, but I stopped and withdrew my lips as I stabbed her fourteen times. She never had a chance to scream. I’m guessing the first blow took her out immediately. I don’t know why, but I couldn’t stop myself from stabbing her. Once I did stop, I automatically ejaculated all over her body, without realizing it, as she sunk onto the shower floor. I stepped out of the shower and watched as the water ran from bloody red to clear, rinsing the blood from her body.
I couldn’t believe what had happened. At that very moment I felt alive and I wanted more. I understood, at that moment, that I could get more sexual pleasure from humans if I killed them. I wiped down the shower doors and cleaned up all the blood off the floor before leaving. I even cleaned the floor with bleach so that my foot prints wouldn’t be left behind.
The local cops questioned everyone except me. Her murder puzzled them. I guess it was a high priority case, after all, some of the cops were some of her best clients.” Henry laughed.
“When my mother found out Jodi was dead, fear was in her eyes every time she looked at me. I knew she was aware that I had killed Jodi. I guess when my mother took the time to warn her that starting a relationship with me could only end badly, she should have listened.
You know, it’s funny because my mother thought I was sexually active all along. When she found out that Jodi took my virginity as a gift for my birthday, which by the way I didn’t ask her to do, she was shocked. She told me that she had thought I started having sex early because I had been in the club since I was five. Seeing all the shit I had seen in the industry, she was under the impression that I had gotten my feel earlier.
I thought my relationship with my mother was distant before Jodi died, but after that night we grew even more apart.”
“Wow!” Agent Vista responded as he stood up from his chair.
“Wow, indeed. So now you know about my first domestic kill and that Vildana was my last international kill, do you now know who I am, or should I tell you more?”
Agent Vista was still in utter disbelief from Henry’s story. He asked him, “How many victims are there?”
“Victims? None. The body count is as many as I would like to recall for you. Anyway, I don’t think it really makes much difference how many there are. So I’ll ask you again, would you like to hear more?
“You know that this means you would loose your honorable discharge and that you could face military court as well as spend the rest of you life in a federal penitentiary?”
“Make as many phone calls as you like to all the people that you think should know, but I have a story to tell you, and if you want to find all the bodies and profile me correctly, you might want to hear them first. So should I continue? Or, I could stand trial for my wife and her fucking lover’s death and be out by the time I’m an old man.”
The Police Commissioner and Detective Sharman were in shock. They listened intensely as Henry told his story.
“Yes, of course, I need to hear the rest of the story.” Agent Vista replied.
Chapter Four
“The truth is always a trick to those who live among lies."
-Author Unknown
“I know your wondering numbers Agent, but I’m only going to tell you a story about five of my favorite women. They represent the sexual personalities of most females. The other victims in between don’t matter because their stories and motives are all the same.” Henry tells Agent Vista.
“An accurate count of your victims will help us. You can start by telling me approximately how many murders took place here in the U.S. and how many over seas.”
“Oh, no! I will not make it that easy for you. You’re going to have to put in some detective work of your own. Besides, numbers are not that important to me. You’re a man. How many women have you had the opportunity to fuck; whether you wanted to or not?”
Agent Vista gave him a slight grin as if to say, “Yeah man. I have had many opportunities to do that.” Instead he replied, “There’s no excuse for being a murderer unless it’s in self-defense.”
“I could agree with that, but… well I don’t know what else to say about that, but back to my original thought. Women make it so easy for us to sleep with them. I never had to put much work into it. Although, I must admit there were times that I had to do a little work. Real small things such as, sweet talking, paying for another drink, or pretending to be interested in what’s going on with them, but they gave it up without any problems. Hell! Women are truly whores, and many of them don’t have an ounce of self-worth for their bodies.”
“I don’t agree with your observation.” Agent Vista responded to Henry.
“Then answer this. How many of the women that you had the pleasure of having a one night stand with, bothered to ask you what your last name was before they agreed to sleep with you? I bet very few, if any.
However, they would give me their address, phone number, and any other personal information I asked within the short time we conversed. Even when I’m just sitting around talking to a woman trying to decide whether or not I’m going to hook-up with her. I can ask her a simple question like, do you live around here? She will damn near give me directions to her house. I mean what’s a two mile radius of the area she stays in. A two mile radius is more than enough for me to find her ass. Hey, I just keep on asking simple questions, such as; do you workout often? They would tell me what gym they attend and on which days too. Or better yet, how many of them will kiss you on the first date so passionately that it’s nothing more than an open invitation to fuck'em? Or, when you show up at their house they are ready to fuck you before the date officially starts. Man, I can go on and on about women and their ethics if you like. So don’t tell me women are not whores because they most certainly are.”
“I understand the logic that you’re trying to give to justify your actions, but it’s still not a reason to kill them.”
“Picture this.
It’s hot! I’m talking damn near 92 degrees. I’m vacationing a week in Hurley, New Mexico. It’s a small town not too far from Silver City, NM. I entered this bar sometime before 11p.m. and I saw this blond about 5’8” in height, who apparently had a lot of energy, because I swear she was bouncing all over the place. She was dressed extremely provocatively. She wore a yellow top with these blue jean shorts that were so short and tight, half of her ass was sticking out. It was obvious that she was looking for action. Her nipples were perked up and she wasn’t wearing a bra either. Oh, did I forget to mention that she was Latino. She hopped from one guy to the next, leaning on their shoulder, rubbing on them, and giggling as she sipped her drink and danced around. I swear to God she didn’t have one solid thought in her head. I would bet you anything that when she left home that day she had two thoughts in mind. The first thought was to get wasted, and the second one was to pick up any guy and not care about what went down.
Ha! Henry laughed as he hit the table. “Well, Agent Vista, I was that guy!” He told him as he laughed again.
Agent Vista couldn’t believe the laughter Henry was displaying. He was actually tickled to tell Agent Vista about his account in New Mexico.
“So does she have a name?” He asked Henry.
“Possibly, but I no longer can recall many of the girls names that I killed. Instead I’ll call this particular girl “fun girl.”
“A name would be most helpful in our investigation. It will help us to determine whether or not you are telling the truth or just trying to stall the court proceedings for the murdering of your wife and her friend.” Agent Vista told him.
“My wife’s friend was actually her lover. She was fucking him when I caught them. But if you think that I’m bullshitting, turn me back over to the Rockville Police Department to face those minor charges. I don’t want to waste your time by having you tack on more charges than you think I deserve.” Henry responded in an angered tone.
“I apologize. I only want to ensure we can verify the information you are telling us. Please continue.” Agent Vista motioned to Henry.
“I called her fun girl, because her personality falls under that description. Thrust me, Agent. She really was fun, which explains why she’s one of my favorite women, I guess.”
Like I was saying. I watched her for two hours. She danced with most of the guys there and we danced several times together. I never had to spend any money on her because she was getting drinks from many of the other guys in the club that was looking to score with her. I eventually pulled her to the side and took her to a quite corner in the bar.
“Do you live around here?” Henry asked fun girl.
She smiled and leaned closer to him, “Sure do. How about you?”
“Naw, I’m here on vacation. I’m with the U.S. Marines.”
“Wow, that’s really attractive. But, why did you pick this hell hole to vacation at?”
“Look at it like this sweetheart. If I didn’t, I never would’ve met you. So, it’s not that bad after all.”
Fun girl leaned even closer and placed her right hand on his chest as she giggled.
“Look, I’m looking to have some fun tonight.” Henry told her just before she interrupted him and said, “Really! Me too!”
“Good. Why don’t we go back to your place and we can really get acquainted?” Henry suggested.
“So, Agent Vista. It was just like taking candy from a baby. We immediately took her car and headed back to her apartment which wasn’t too far from the bar. I swear she couldn’t wait for us to get inside. She was all over me. I didn’t have to do much, because like I already told you, she was already in the mood. We sat on her couch and in less then five minutes she had pulled my dick out and started jerking me off while we kissed. She then got up and put some music on and poured us a glass of wine. As the music played she danced for me, slowly stripping her clothes off piece by piece. She eventually ended up giving me a naked lap dance as she wiggled away my jeans with the motions of her hips and pelvic thrusts. We started kissing again, and she ripped my shirt off. I lowered her hips down onto my penis and entered her raw. We fucked in so many different positions.”
Henry visualized that moment.
“Damn, that bitch was wild and could really handle a dick. Like I told you, she was one of the best fucks I ever had. Her juices were flowing like water. Fun girl, was loose and juicy. I pulled out of her and had her suck my dick while I reached for my pocket knife. I then re-entered her and continued to stroke her. I made her cum twice, but that last time I thrust I grabbed her by her neck, choked, and stabbed her as I came deeper inside her. It felt so good.
To tell the truth, fun girl was truly fun and the bitch didn’t have any self-respect. Her clitoris had a spike piercing through it and her navel had a Play Boy Bunny piercing. She had two tattoos picturing a couple fucking in different positions, one on each arm.
I guess she got what was coming to her. If I didn’t kill her some other guy would’ve done it. She was wild. I was choking the shit out of her before I stabbed her and she never even put up a fight. She just kept on thrusting her hips up and down my dick. I guess, just like me, she was only looking for her next thrill, so I delivered.”
“You know what I think. I think you murder women because you hate them. Am I right?” Agent Vista said leaning forward in his chair as he asked Henry.
“No! You’re dead wrong!” Henry yelled angrily.
“Oh yes it is! Your mother gave you everything you asked for except she neglected your cries for help. I’ll bet she was so damn scared of you that she failed to give you valuable structure. You blame her for your father leaving you, don’t you?” Agent Vista responded back.
Henry’s eyes were turning red as he folded his arms across his chess.
“Yeah, I know I’m right. She accepted the job that he forbade her to take, and she started hoeing her body out. That’s why he left ya’ll, right? I also know why you don’t have any children. I bet it’s because you’re sterile?” Agent Vista continued to address Henry.
Henry was pissed! He started stumbling over his words as he tried to respond to Agent Vista’s allegations.
BOOM! Henry hit the table.
“I bring you in on one of my greatest kept secrets and you try to diagnose me. Look here, AGENT! You haven’t begun to know who the fuck I am and why I did what I did!”
Henry stood up. “Let me the fuck out of here. You can’t prove anything I have told you so far. So I will take the murder charges against my slutty wife and her lover.” Henry hit the door to signal that he was ready to leave.
“No wait a minute!” Agent Vista begged. “You’re right. Maybe I did jump the gun a little bit. But if you don’t mind, I’d like to hear the rest of your story.” He stated as he pulled Henrys’ chair back out, motioning for him to sit back down.
Henry turned to look at Agent Vista and like any good story teller he really wanted his story to be heard. Agent Vista figured that much about him. Besides, that wasn’t hard to notice because Henry really tried to bring his stories to life as he spoke about them passionately.
“I’ll think about it.” He responded “Maybe tomorrow.”
The guards opened the interrogation room door and escorted Henry back to his private cell.
Commissioner Joel, Detective Sharman, and Agent Vista all were shocked.
“Wow! I’ll try to validate his story. Although from what I have heard so far, it seems to me that this is an F.B.I. case.”
“You can’t just walk in here and take our case!” Commissioner Joel yelled.
“Listen, Commissioner. I didn’t take your case. In fact, your case chose me. Now if you’ll excuse me, I must contact the agency regarding this matter.”
Agent Vista walked out and used his cell phone to call his headquarters.
Detective Sharman and Commissioner Joel continued to talk to each other at the detective’s desk.
“That’s one sick son-of-a-bitch, if he really did what he’s claiming he’s done.” Detective Sharman told The Commissioner.
“Who are you telling, dude? Did you see his facial expressions as he spoke?”
“Man, his eyes were saying that he’s the real thing.”
“Just think. If he never caught his wife cheating, he probably would have taken all of this to his grave.”
“And that’s where he made his first mistake. I mean, think about it. If you’re going to be a killer then be a killer, but never fall in love with a potential victim.” Detective Sharman responded to Commissioner Joel as he shook his head.
Agent Vista approached them as they continued to talk.
“First thing in the morning Henry will be transferred to our headquarters in Washington, D.C.” He informed them.
“What about the two murders he committed here?” Detective Sharman asked.
“We’re going to see to it that he pays for all of his victim’s murders. Are you satisfied with that Detective?”
Detective Sharman nodded his head in agreement.
“Good. Here is the number to the motel I’ll be staying at just in case you need me.”
“I guess we can hold a press conference now.” Commissioner Joel told them both.
“I’ll be at the motel. I don’t do press conferences anymore.” Agent Vista grabbed his belongings and walked out.
The press gathered around eagerly waiting for the announcement of charges to be brought against Henry. For the past two days, many people had started to speculate about what he might be charged with. Holding a press conference about a high profile case like this was new for Commissioner Joel. The last press conference he held was a few summers ago when he extended an invitation for the community to join the Police Department in their annual family and friend’s picnic.
The press stood outside the front doors of the department anticipating Commissioner Joel’s words. Joel walked out with a serious posture and made his announcement.
“Two days ago we apprehended Henry Crawford after officers responded to a possible homicide 911 call at his residence. Officers arrived on the scene and found Mr. Crawford with a gun in his hand, and his wife and her visiting friend murdered. At this time he’s our only suspect. However, we have since learned that he is wanted for further questioning by the F.B.I. He is a prime suspect in an ongoing investigation for the death of several other women. If that is the case, in order to ensure that he is fully charged for all of his crimes, we have turned this case over to the F.B.I. for a more intense and thorough investigation. We are happy knowing that we have removed this murderer from the streets of Rockville, and we will see to it that he is brought to justice for the death of his wife and her friend. A long with any of his other alleged victims.” Without answering any press questions he turned and walked back into the station.
Henry watched the press conference on television and laughed.
I’ll see to my own justice! He thought to himself.
Chapter Five
“I have often wonder how long does love at first sight last. Personally, I think it ends the moment you start looking away.”
-Princilla Ursery
“Ha, ha, ha!” Three correctional officers laughed together as they talked in the prison hallway.
“Henry is to be moved to the death watch section tonight.” The Warden told one of the prison guards.
“Oh, that’s right. He is scheduled for lethal injection at the end of this month.” One officer stated.
“I can’t believe that son-of-a-bitch killed over 26 women.”
“What I can’t believe is the fact that he’s dying a millionaire, and there are idiots out there who bought his book.” Another officer stated.
“You know he never did give up the location of the other women’s bodies. I guess he’s about to take it to his grave.”
“It’s going to feel good executing that shit-head. The strange thing about him is he didn’t abuse the system by appealing his sentence like everyone else on death row. He simply accepted it and cashed in on it.”
“That’s because he knows he’s guilty. After all, he confessed to everything.”
Henry jerked out of his sleep and sat up on his cot. He wasn’t sweating, but his hands trembled for a few seconds. He put them together to try to steady them.
I think I should write a book. Henry stood up and stretched his muscles. Yeah, I will. It’s going to be about the promiscuous behaviors of women. Henry continued to think to himself as he took a piss in the urinal inside his cell. Agent Vista thinks he’s going to determine my fate, but he’s wrong.
I can’t believe I waited until marriage to sleep with my wife. That whore! I just knew she was different. She lied to me. She pretended to have all these morals about her that all those other women lacked. Damn! I was a fool.
* * *
There I was waiting on a cab when the most beautiful woman came and stood next to me. I glanced down to see if she was carrying any luggage. The cool breeze slightly blew her dress, and then she smiled at me.
“Are you waiting for a taxi too?” Sonia asked Henry.
“Yes I am. Are you here on business or pleasure?” Henry asked her.
“Neither, I suppose. My parents moved here a few months ago. I just came to help them get situated.”
“Are you from the States?”
“Yes. I was born and raised in New York, NY.” She answered him.
“Really? I was born and raised in New Iberia, Louisiana.”
“Wow! It truly is a small world I guess. I wouldn’t have guessed the very first person I’d meet would be someone from the States.” The two of them stood at the curve talking and laughing together.
“I have an idea.” Henry stated. “Why don’t we share a taxi? That way we can continue to get to know each other.”
“Sounds great.” Sonia replied.
They continued to talk until the taxi arrived at Sonia’s parent’s condo.
“Is there a number where I can reach you? I’m hoping maybe we could go get a drink tomorrow night.” Henry suggested.
“I’m not into the bar scene, but I would love it if we can talk some more. Maybe over dinner?” Sonia handed Henry her parent’s phone number as she exited the taxi.
Over the next couple of weeks Henry and Sonia became more acquainted with each other. Soon after, he met her parents, an elderly couple who moved back to Chile after retiring early. Henry was becoming quite fond of Sonia and the two of them kept in touch while he was away on duty. Henry figured when he told Sonia he had to leave she would sleep with him. Surprisingly, Sonia had been hurt a few times in the pasts, and was determined to wait until she felt the relationship was going to last. Henry liked the fact that she had those morals about her, and she wasn’t too desperate for a relationship. The way she respected herself by sticking to her principles is what kept him from killing her. After all, Henry was a serial killer, but he was not a rapist. He only slept with and killed desperate women that had no self value about themselves when it came to sex.
Six months later Henry returned to duty, but he and Sonia kept in constant touch with each other. When his tour had ended, he reunited with her and courted her for a few weeks before proposing. After their wedding, they retreated to the Imperial Hotel in Tokyo, Japan for a one week honeymoon. Sonia wasn’t quite as shy as Henry thought. She made their wedding night very exciting for him. Their first night in Tokyo was somewhat upsetting and complicated for Henry because he was unable to come like a normal man. Henry was used to ejaculating from the thrill of choking and stabbing his victims. Sex between them that night was great for Sonia. Although Henry was a little rough, but not so rough that she couldn’t handle it. After one hour had passed, Henry had yet to come. They took a break and laid on the bed next to each other.
“Are you okay?” Sonia asked Henry.
“Yes, I’m not ready to end this just yet.” He replied, but he was trying to pull himself together.
Henry started kissing her as he positioned her into doggy style. He then pictured himself choking and stabbing one of his favorite victims, thrusting deeper inside Sonia as he tried to bring himself to an orgasm without actually choking and killing her. His moans and groans were getting louder and harder as he grew closer to his orgasm. Sonia was in a little pain, but the sensation of pleasure was slightly stronger. Looking back at him, she called his name but Henry didn’t hear her. He continued to thrust deeper and deeper. The last thrust Henry gave her caused her to hit her head on the headboard. Tears started to flow from Sonia’s eyes. That last thrust sent him over the top as he came inside of her. Henry pulled out of her and laid next to her on the bed and rubbed her back.
“That was great!” Henry stated as he wiped the sweat off his forehead.
Sonia could tell that he was completely satisfied but she was in pain. It appeared to her that he didn’t even notice that she hit her head or called his name.
“What happened to you?” Sonia asked him in a low tone.
Henry looked puzzled.
“It felt like you were somewhere else at the end there. You didn’t hear me calling you?”
“No. What do you mean by somewhere else? I’m here…? It seemed like you were in tune to me.”
Sonia looked at his face as he snuggled up beside her, and decided to let it go. Henry was so relaxed he fell fast asleep.
Their sex life ended with him visualizing one of his previous victim’s deaths, or he would fake his orgasm. Sonia did enjoy their sex life, but she was left with bruises every time Henry came. When Henry faked his orgasms, he would get up as if he finished, go to the bathroom, and finish himself off. He didn’t want to hurt Sonia in any way. During their 12 year marriage Sonia caught him twice. The first time she questioned him. The second time she was fine with it. It became painful for her when he kept going and going.
I don’t believe that bitch cheated on me. I spared her life! Henry hit his leg as he waited for Agent Vista to come interrogate him further.
Inside the interrogation room it was obvious that Agent Vista had been working hard to investigate Henry’s claims. The more murders Henry confessed to the deeper and more complicated their investigation became. However, Agent Vista knew that Henry had four more victims to tell him about because he promised the agent a total of five stories.
“How are you feeling today, Agent?” Henry asked him.
“Fine! I hope you’re ready to give more details about your victims. That way, we can continue to try validating your claims.”
“I think I’ve given you way too much information already, Agent. Are you not good at your job? After all, how many of your cases just call you up and confess? I have no plans to make your job too easy!”
“Okay then. What information are you planning to share today?”
“I thought I would talk to you about “career girl.” Now she was a busy one.”
Henry laughed and sat back in his chair. Agent Vista turned his recorder on and grabbed his pen and pad to take notes.
“I was in Lebanon, Missouri when I met “career girl.” She was a RN. As a matter of fact, she was still in uniform when I picked her up at the bar. She told me that she rarely got to enjoy herself because of her career. I told her I thought that was odd, because I was a marine and I always got to enjoy myself, even in the line of duty. “Hint… hint!” Henry stated as he winked his eye at Agent Vista. “That’s right I love military women, too. Now they are whores. It’s difficult for me to come, but every now and then I would accept a blow job from one, but I never killed one. If I did, I would’ve been caught a long time ago. After all, the MP’s don’t play when one of their own dies. I guess the F.B.I. and Interpol are really slow.” Henry gave a slight smile, and then continued on with his story.
The only reason why Agent Vista allowed Henry to slander his profession and ability was to extract as much information from Henry as possible.
“Career girl and I talked for less than an hour before she agreed to go back to my motel room. On the way to my room, she asked if I had any condoms, a question that I rarely ever got asked. So it kind of took me by surprise when she asked, but then again she was in the medical field. She then told me that she had some if I didn’t have any. I pulled up to a motel that was about ten minutes away from the bar and the two of us started making out. She was all over me. She asked what time it was and I told her it was 11:15 p.m. I hate time conscience women, especially those that don’t have any where else to be and want to give the impression that they do. I always think to myself, bitch, I drove you here. If you walk out of this alive then you can leave.” Henry paused and laughed again.
As I was saying, the two of us were going at it when she suggested we go inside. I told her, as I kissed her big juicy lips and looked her right in the eyes, you know, I haven’t had sex in a car since I was a teenager. What about you?” Henry asked her as he rubbed the inside of her thighs.
She smiled, “What? We’re too grown for this. Let’s go inside, and I can show you how far I can bend.”
Henry caressed her thigh as he kissed her. His hand made its way up to her vagina, and he started playing with her. Her pants were still on, but she was able to feel everything he was doing to her. “Okay. But let’s do it out here, and then we can go inside and do it again.” He convincingly told her.
“We continued to make out when I moved between her legs and pulled her nursing pants down. I let her seat back as she removed my pants. Then I started rubbing my penis up against her vagina.
“Hey man! Put the condom on.” Career girl told him.
“Okay! I’m not going to forget. I just want a little feel that’s all.”
“She didn’t say anything else after I said that, so I slowly slid the head of my penis in her and watched to see if she was going to stop me. She didn’t. The more we kissed the deeper I entered. It felt good. I wondered if she was going to ask me to stop, but she never did. I’m not sure how much of a feel she thought I needed, but I prefer it raw anyway. Since she didn’t stop me, I thrust and pumped away as she continued to moan with pleasure. It didn’t take long before her focus was more on her pleasure as she started cumming while we fucked. That girl had me working overtime. Soon, just like fun girl, I stabbed her as I climaxed.”
“You want to know the funniest part of the whole deal, Agent?”
Agent Vista was getting a little irritated. “What?”
“First, for her to be so dedicated to her career she was a complete idiot. Not only did she lack love and respect for herself, but she wanted to get laid so bad that she didn’t stick to her morals on having safe sex. Secondly, and this is the really funny part. I didn’t even have a room at that motel. My motel was all the way on the other side of town.”
“Was the car yours?” Agent Vista asked Henry.
“Nope, I stole it from my motel parking lot earlier that day.”
“Are you a thief, as well?”
“No! I only stole that car because I knew one way or another I was picking up a woman and I don’t like to leave a trail of evidence behind me. I never do traceable things such as taking a cab or renting a car with my real I.D.
“How smart of you not to do so.” Agent Vista sarcastically responded as he poured himself a glass of water from the pitcher on the desk.
“I know! I dumped her body in the Lebanon sewer system and dumped the car in the Ft. Niangua River. I often wondered if they ever found her remains or if her flesh rotted away from all the bacteria, mold, germs, and diseases that exist in the Missouri sewer system. Not to mention the rats, mice, and snakes. Poor girl. I really would have loved to know what happened. Unfortunately, I was shipped out two days later to Japan for three months.”
Henry smiled and leaned in closer to Agent Vista. “You know I must admit. I truly do love those Japanese’s women. Talk about tight and easy.” Standing up he stretched his arms and yawned. “I’m hungry.” He said as he knocked on the door signaling to let him out.
“That’s fine for now, but after you finish eating dinner, we have a lot more to talk about.” Agent Vista said standing up.
The Section Chief, Agent Vista’s boss, approached him outside of the interrogation room and said, “Why are you giving him this much freedom? Get all the information you can out of him so that we can try him in court. Everyone in Montana is awaiting his trial. We have to put a rush on things.”
“I understand, but I don’t want to jump the gun with him because he’s confessing on his own. The more he thinks he’s in control, the more he hangs himself. For example, Lebanon, Missouri only has about twelve thousand residents. If someone is missing from there, it shouldn’t be hard for us to track this victim down. We know he dumped her body in a sewer, and it’s not everyday that a body gets discovered in a sewer. So, that’s something we can follow up on. He wants me to do some detective work, and with some of the clues he has given, so far it’s helping me.”
“Okay, but we have got to come up with a body soon in order to justify his claims. We need to use additional man power for faster results or we’re going to deem him as a crazy lunatic that’s avoiding his arraignment for murdering his wife and her friend. Have our therapists look at him yet? I don’t want to start finding dead bodies, and then he pulls the ‘I’m clinically insane’ card, especially since he still hasn’t asked for an attorney.” The Section Chief stated as Agent Vista and his team went to work.
Chapter Six
“Digging up buried memories will only lead to new hurts.”
-Princilla Ursery
“Look at here! We have caught ourselves a break.” Agent Vista hung up the phone and spoke to his team.
“I hope this is not another dead end.” Another agent responded.
“No it’s not.” Agent Vista walked over to them looking over the notes on his pad that he had just written down. “You there!” Agent Vista pointed to one of the other agents. “I should have some faxes coming in; go retrieve the documents from the machine. Listen up team; I just got off the phone with Detective Flemington from Henry’s home town. He did a little digging and ran across a stripper name Jodi that had died in the shower of her apartment. We believe she was Henry’s first victim from his confessions. They are faxing over her files now. I have asked him to go through their other unsolved cases from thirty-eight years ago. That would make Henry about eight years old, even though I know he killed her when he was thirteen. I still want every unsolved sexual case looked at up until he was eighteen, because we know after that he left and became a Marine.”
“Here you go boss. They faxed over twelve cases, all unsolved special victim cases.”
“Good. Go through and weed out all stabbed and/or strangled victims.”
“There are six cases that fit that description.”
“Good bring them here so I can review them.”
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