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    I was sitting at my desk finishing a Sudoku
puzzle when the body crashed through the window behind me. It
slammed into my back, driving my stomach into the desk before
falling down behind me.

    It took me a second to recover. The desk hit my
sweet spot and knocked the wind out of me. I stood up and looked at
the body that had just been delivered to me. It was Dr. Henry
Greene, the pediatrician from the fourth floor. There was a noose
around his neck and the rope led back out of my window and was
attached to a chair that was right outside. His lab coat had
several cuts that looked like they came from a knife. His lips were
blue, his face was completely white. I felt his neck for a pulse.
None, not to mention he was ice cold.

    If this was someone trying to make his death
look like a suicide then they failed miserably. This was meant to
be a message. The good doctor crossed someone.

    I pulled out my cell phone and made a
call.

    “Lieutenant Harper speaking.”

    “Hey Frank. It’s Bruce.”

    “Hey, what can I do for you?” He asked
pleasantly.

    “There’s a dead body in my office. I just felt
like you should know.”










*****


    I found myself standing in Dr. Greene’s
office looking out of his shattered window. Several police officers
were processing the room, in search of evidence.

    I had a bit of an understanding with the police.
Most people wouldn’t be allowed on a crime scene if they weren’t a
cop but I had helped solve so many cases with the police that they
gave me a pass in most instances.

    The office was demolished. His desk had been
pushed against the wall, almost like it was thrown. File cabinets
were turned over. Clearly the attacker didn’t want this to look
like suicide.

    Lieutenant Harper approached me, “So what do you
think?”

    “Well, it’s not suicide.” I joked, Harper nodded
with a smile in agreement. “I would like to say it was a murder
that was supposed to send a message. We find out the message then
we find the killer.”

    “What about a crime of passion?” He suggested.
“You won’t get any more passion than a parent with a sick
child.”

    “Good point. We definitely can’t rule that out.”
I noticed that on the desk that  there were two files:



    Jill Bridges



    Bryen Russillo



    I assumed they were the children’s names so I
flipped the files open. The top page was a form. On the form was
the name of each of the children’s parents. Only the mother was
filled out for Jill, Vanessa Bridges. Bryen’s parents were Scott
and Amanda.

    “Can I take these files?” I asked.

    “You know I can’t even let you touch them.” He
looked down at my hand and I moved it. “And don’t worry, we’ll
contact those people.” He raised his eyebrow. Although the police
were friendly with me and appreciative of my help they definitely
weren’t 100% welcoming of my help. I guess they felt like sometimes
I was telling them how to do their job.

    “Okay, well, I’m glad you have things in
order.”

    “You know if you really want to help you could
get a badge.” Lieutenant Harper commented as I walked out of the
door.

    “Nah, I’m not the cop type.” I adjusted my
fedora. “I don’t have a beer belly.” I saw Lieutenant Harper look
at his gut as I closed the door.

    Our town wasn’t small but the community was
close. So often enough I would recognize the names involved in my
cases. Granted, the pediatrician was not my case but the dead body
in my office made me curious. Vanessa Bridges I knew relatively
well. She was a waitress at Annie’s diner. I walked the five
minutes from my place to the Diner.

    I didn’t know Dr. Greene well but, truth be
told; the guy was a bit of a jerk. I had only met and spoken with
him in very brief instances but I heard plenty of stories.
Mishandling children, for one thing. A lot of people thought that
he didn’t like children which made his choice of profession pretty
odd.

    “Hi Bruce.”

    “Hi Annie.”

    “What’s all the commotion at your office?” She
could see the police cars through the diner windows from behind her
counter.

    “Ah, dead pediatrician crashed through my window
this morning.”

    “Oh, so no big deal.” She replied sarcastically
to my nonchalant tone. “Henry Greene?”

    “Yeah.”

    “I was wondering when someone would kill him.”
She commented while continuing to clean her counter.

    “Oh really?”

    “Yeah,” she said as if I should have known. “Do
you know how many people, parents, he has as enemies?” She counted
off people. “Kramer caught Dr. Greene in bed with his wife. Kevin,
the cop, found out that he had taken tons of his money for
medication for his son that his son didn’t even need. Phil, the
mailman, his niece is dead because Dr. Greene sent his family
running around looking for a doctor or something like that and it
turns out that Dr. Greene just misdiagnosed her. Scott Russillo,
the construction worker, do you know him?” I nodded. I do now. “Dr.
Greene prescribed their son the wrong medication. Put the boy in
the emergency room a week later. If it hadn’t been for the fact
that the ER doctor, Kenny Dawson, studied pediatrics their son
would be dead right now. Kenny said that the medication is
dangerous for adults; a child should never have had it. Hell even
Vanessa. She left her husband for him and he said, ‘You’re dumber
than I thought. You’re just a good blow job to me.’”

    “Wow.” I knew this guy was a jerk I didn’t know
he was Satan.

    “What’s worse, a lot of the doctors at the
hospital think he’s doing it on purpose. Sick, huh? They said there
are too many mistakes, especially recently. Dr. Dawson thinks he’s
either a drunk, drug addict or a serial killer.”

    “Whoa.” Nothing would motivate a person to kill
like their child. “Where is Vanessa by the way?”

    “She called and said she would be a little late.
She was supposed to be in at 11 to help with the lunch rush.” I
looked at my watch. 11:10. “Forget it.” Annie said.

    “What?”

    “I refuse to believe that Vanessa had anything
to do with that.” The diner bell run and I turned around to see a
rather exhausted man stagger in. He looked completely defeated,
hair disheveled, a scruffy beard. If it were not for the fact that
he was wearing hospital scrubs under his coat I would have thought
he just got done with an all night bender.

    “Hi, Annie.”

    “Hi, Kenny.” She was already pouring him a cup
of coffee. “You look like hell. Long night at the hospital.”

    “Long 30 hours that started with a little girl
from a car accident dying on my table.”

    “Jesus, Kenny,” Annie shook her head, “I’ll
never understand how you do this.”

    “Neither will I.” He replied.

    “We were just talking about you actually.” He
gave a curious look and then looked at me “You know Bruce,
right?”

    “Your face is familiar but forgive me if I don’t
remember you.” He extended his hand and I shook it.

    “Don’t worry; I don’t think we’ve met formally.”
I replied.

    “Well, Bruce just brought me some news about one
of your favorite people.”

    “Oh really?” he perked up as he looked toward
me.

    “Dr. Henry Greene was murdered this morning.”
Annie broke the news as she pointed to the cop cars at my office
building.

    “Finally some good news, Children everywhere
rejoice.” His gruff exterior gave way to a broad smile as he looked
through the diner window.

    “You seem very broken up.” I observed.

    “Look, if I could take credit for his murder I
would and I would be seen as a hero to half the parents in this
city. I wish I had the balls to kill him. That fuck caused more
problems in our hospital in the last month than I care to
remember.”

    “Just in the last month?” I asked.

    “No. Every once in a while we would get one of
his kids. Allergic reaction, side-effects, nothing suspicious.
Stuff that proved he wasn’t the greatest doctor in the world but
nothing that would suggest anything. Any doctor could have that
stuff happen. But in the last 6 weeks or so it’s like he kicked it
into overdrive. Just everywhere. It felt like every other child we
received had Dr. Greene.”

    “Why didn’t the other doctors do anything about
it?”   

    “Oh, we were! We were working on launching an
investigation. Submitted the paperwork to the Bar, got a lawyer. We
were going after this guy. We even asked for his practice to be
suspended during the investigation but he had some sort of clout
somewhere and it was rejected. All his malpractice suits were
ignored. Some of us even thought it went deeper."

    "So then the investigation didn't go well?"
Annie jumped in.

    "It hadn't even begun yet. Maybe he's lucky; if
this wasn't deliberate actions on his part then it had to be at
least criminal negligence. I'm sure he would have lost his license
and gone to prison." Kenny let out a deep sigh. "That bastard
deserved to be stuffed like a thanksgiving turkey by some 300 pound
guy named Tiny." Annie let out a little shocked laughter. I cringed
at the thought but I had to say that I was feeling less and less
sorry for the "good doctor." Whoever did this might have done a
service. I wasn't sure that I wanted to find his killer. And if I
did, maybe I should buy him a beer.

    Vanessa walked in, "Sorry I'm late, Annie." She
was out of breath.

    "No worries hun. The rush hasn't even come in
yet."

    "Speaking of which, do you mind if I get a roast
beef sandwich and some chips?" Kenny asked.

    "Sounds good. I'll have the same." I
ordered.

    "No problem." Annie said cheerfully.

    "What's that all about?" Vanessa nodded out of
the window toward my office as she tied on her apron.

    "Our favorite child care specialist just found
himself without a pulse." Kenny spoke gleefully. His attitude had
brightened significantly with the news.

    "Hm. I guess some prayers do get answered."
Vanessa replied calmly.

    "So you weren't a fan of Dr. Greene either?" I
asked.

    Vanessa smiled. "I set his bed on fire."

    "I heard about that." Kenny laughed. "I thought
it was just a rumor. Do you wanna go on a date?"

    Vanessa smiled at Kenny then continued, "Nine
months ago I left my husband for that asshole and he just laughed
at me. He would sweet talk me, stare at me with those big brown
eyes, say that he loves me and that we belong together and I should
leave my husband. And so I did. He just laughed at me 'I can't
believe you actually did it'."

    "But your husband was a jerk too right?" I
said.

    "Yeah, and for that much, I guess I should be
thankful. He gave me a reason to leave him but still you don't play
with a woman's heart like that. Do they know who did it?"

    "Not to my knowledge." I replied.

    "I know Kenny here will tell you that every
parent in the city wants his head on a train track but listen to
me. Don't be surprised to find out that it's a jaded lover in the
end. Hell have no fury like a woman scorned." Vanessa spoke staring
into my eyes intently.

    Annie placed out meals in front of us.

    "So how is little Jill doing? How old is she
now? Four?" I asked before tearing into my sandwich.

    "Five." She said with a smile.

    "God, where does the time go?" Annie said.

    "I know." Vanessa thought aloud.

    "Still the most beautiful girl I've ever seen."
Annie placed her hand on Vanessa's shoulder. "And is smarter than
all get out."

    "Wasn't Dr. Greene her pediatrician too?" Kenny
asked before I got the chance.

    "Yeah up until about nine months ago."

    "Good." He sighed. "You probably saved her
life."

    I felt my phone vibrate. I pulled it out and
read the text message. I replied.

    30 minutes - Bruce










*****


    When I rolled over I saw her naked back. Her
fire red hair spread across the pillow and blanket.  This had
been going on for a few weeks, ever since I met Courtney at the
veterinarian office. She gave me her number, I called and asked her
to dinner and before I knew it we were watching the sunrise from
her bed. Since then we indulged ourselves from time to time. A
midnight snack here, an afternoon delight there. She seemed to be
too young for me and I expressed that to her. Courtney's reply was
simply, 'Okay, let's have a little fun for a little while then we
can break it off and be friends.' So we were still having our
little bit of fun.

    Rebecca was not at all a fan of this. I was
honest with her; and Courtney for that matter. They knew about each
other. Rebecca's reaction was 'Dating someone else is fine, but I
can't sleep with you again until you are committed to only me.'
Completely understandable.

    Courtney rolled over and smiled at me. She
kissed and then traced her finger along the faint scar on my
cheek.

    "You'll have to tell me how you got that scar
one day," She frowned.

    "Some things will have to remain a
mystery."

    "If only you knew." She gave a playful
smirk.

    "Ah-ha. And what mysteries are you keeping from
me?" I asked as I rolled on top of her, between her legs.

    "If I told you it wouldn't be a mystery." We
kissed and suddenly she felt my intention. "Baby, I can't. I have
to get back to work. Things have been crazy since Dr. Adler's
gone."

    I kissed her neck, "10 minutes."

    "Baby, I can't." I could hear the resistance in
her voice dwindle.

    "10 minutes." I kissed her breasts.

    "But I have so much to do." She was trying to
convince herself now more than me. I kissed her stomach.

    "10 minutes." I kissed a little lower.

    "Okay." she let out a sigh of pleasure. "10
minutes."










*****


    "Am I supposed to be sad?" Scott Russillo
aggressively replied as we sat down in his office. His office was a
mobile home; Scott was the foreman of the construction site for a
new grocery store. "If I had my way I would have planted a hammer
in his forehead." Scott seemed eager to talk to anyone after he
spoke with the police which was unusual. Most people wanted to give
their statement and be left alone. This guy couldn't wait to tell
anyone that would listen about how much Dr. Greene deserved to be
dead. "If you do find the guy that did it, and I hope you don't,
let me know who he is so I can give him a hug." A hug from this guy
could kill you. His arms were massive. He looked like he spent his
spare time flying over Metropolis and fighting Lex Luthor.

    "So you two weren't friends?" I asked
sarcastically.

    "This guy put my son in the emergency room and
almost killed him." I saw him choke up a bit. That was the most
horrible moment in his life. You could see it in his eyes. He'd
never been that scared before. "If it hadn't been for Dr. Swanson I
don't know what we would have done. I was ready to kill the man
that night after Kenny told me about the medication. If my wife
hadn't taken my car keys I would have gone to his office and
cracked his skull open. Maybe shove a bottle full of those pills he
gave my son down his throat. God bless Kenny Swanson. He saved my
little boy's life." Scott's voice cracked and he used his massive
paw to wipe away the couple of tears that rolled down his
cheek.

    "So when was the last time you saw Dr.
Greene?"

    He hesitated, "Last night. At Nelson's"

    "The Irish pub?"

    "Yeah. A few of the boys and I went to
celebrate. One of our guys, Brad, just had a baby girl about a
month ago. You know how it is with a new baby; we didn't get a
chance to take him out until last night. Anyway, I was already a
couple of beers in when Mr. Greene - calling him a doctor is an
insult to other doctors - walked in with a couple of friends. I saw
red. My boys knew the story and grabbed me before I had a chance to
get up.

    "This guy was unbelievable," Scott continued.
"I'm a construction worker, it was Wednesday, and I stopped myself
at three beers so I could be fit for work. This guy walked into the
place wasted and started taking shots. He could barely sit up
straight at the bar. This drove me crazy. I'm building a grocery
store, he's dealing with children's lives and he's getting
shit-faced on a Wednesday night. I couldn't take it. When I saw him
stand up and head for the bathroom I launched myself from my table
and gave him a gut shot. The guy crumbled to the ground, puked and
peed all over himself. That had to be the most satisfying moment in
my life." His smile was ear to ear.

    "And that's all that
happened?"   

    "Yeah, my boys grabbed me before I could land
another shot. I know Mickey, the bar owner, so he did me a solid
and didn't call the cops. We just had to leave. I left with my
friends and he left with his."










*****


    "You know, there are better things the police
could be doing with their time than looking for this guy's killer."
I'd bumped into Phil, the mailman, on the way into my apartment. We
stood outside on the steps talking.

    "I wish I could say you were wrong but after
talking to so many people I'm starting to agree." Phil nodded his
acceptance to my reply.

    "That guy was filth and the man that killed him
is a hero. How many children would Dr. Greene have put in danger?
Did you hear about what happened to my niece?"

    "Bits and pieces."

    "This little fuck had my sister and her husband
running all over the state. He misdiagnosed her. Said she had some
kind of cancer. The oncologist he sent them too didn't catch it
either. Surprise, he was a shitty doctor just like Dr. Greene.
Maybe somebody should kill him too." I raised my eyebrow but he
ignored it and continued. "So they hit her with a shot of chemo.
Five years old? And a shot of fucking chemo! Turns out it wasn't
cancer, it was an infection.  The chemo wiped out her immune
system and the infection spread like wild fire." I saw Phil's eyes
well up. "She didn't stand a chance after that." I put my arm
around his shoulder and sat him down on the steps. I reached into
my inner jacket pocket, pulled a packet of tissues and gave him
one.

    "Thanks." He replied. "I never thought I would
have kids. I mean, look at me. I'm not the fatherly type. I spend
most of my days playing video games. I don't even like children.
But Kayla was something special. She wasn't like other children. I
know everyone says that about their niece or nephew or son or
daughter, but she really was special. She was so happy and
cheerful. Kayla was pretty much the only thing that could get me
out of the house." He chuckled through his tears. "'Uncle Phil push
me on the swing, go down the slide with me' I adored that little
girl. She would have been 6 next week." Now he was laughing out
loud. "Can you believe she actually made me want to have kids of my
own? Can you imagine? I was worried they wouldn't come out like
Kayla. That I would have some screaming, crying brat."

    "Guess you won't know until you try?" I
replied.

    "Try?" He stood up. He was angry but not at me.
"I can't have children. I can't have that heartbreak again. Hell,
if I feel this way think about how my sister and her husband must
feel. I can't even imagine that kind of pain."

    "I'm sorry, Phil. But you can't let something
like this scare… "

    "Don't," He interrupted. “And don't be sorry.
Just, when you find this guy - and I know you will, you're too good
- just let him go. He's not a bad guy. He's a hero."










*****


    I made it to my apartment door and saw Nancy
and Rebecca laughing outside of Nancy's apartment. They hadn't
spoken since the eruption in the hall a few weeks back. It was good
to see them making up.

    Although I was seeing two other women, Rebecca
and Courtney, my affections for Nancy had not faded. Maybe they
were the kind of feelings that didn't fade. Of course I would
always love Timmy, Nancy's son. He was a great kid. I really missed
the Sunday nights that I spent with them.

    I turned the knob to my apartment.

    "And where do you think you're going?" Rebecca
shouted.

    "And without even saying hello?" Nancy
added.

    "Sorry I was trying to get out of the hall
before the next girl fight." Nancy took a step forward and punched
me in the shoulder, followed by Rebecca punching the other. They
hit hard than I thought.

    "Do you mind if I talk to you for a minute?"
Rebecca’s tone was serious.

    "Sure." I replied. Nancy silently stepped into
her apartment. Once the door closed Rebecca began.

    "I can't do this anymore. I care about you and I
enjoy being with you but I can't be with you like this." Her voice
was soft, almost pleading. "I need more commitment than being one
of the two women you're dating. This has gone on for a couple of
weeks and I feel like you should at least be ready to make a choice
about me. Just let me know now and don't lead me on anymore. I've
been in my house cleaning over and over again because I can't stop
thinking. I've scrubbed the pattern off my dishes. I’ve almost
rubbed through my windows. You could eat off my toilet."

    I kissed Rebecca and opened my apartment
door.

    "Wait for me. I have to run."

    "What? We need to talk."

    "I know. And we will when I get back." I had to
run. I needed to get to Dr. Greene's killer before it was too
late.










*****


    I knocked on his front door 20 minutes later.
He opened the door and let me in without any resistance. He knew I
was coming. I followed him to his living room and he offered a
seat. I declined but he collapsed into an armchair. His expression
wasn't one of regret it was one of acceptance.

    "Do you mind?" He leaned forward and picked up a
glass of brown translucent liquid, whiskey or something like
it.

    "No, go for it?" He took a deep swallow and made
the face that followed any strong drink.

    "How did you know it was me? I knew you would be
the one to figure it out but how?" Dr Swanson asked as he raised
the glass to his lips.

    "Well, you hated Dr. Green which doesn't mean
anything. Everyone did." He chuckled in agreement. "And after 30
hours of work in the emergency room you went to Annie's instead of
home. Strange, but not out of the ordinary. Maybe you couldn't
sleep; you were starving so you grabbed a bite before you went
home. But the problem was the fact that you were wearing the
scrubs." He dropped his head. "Forget the fact that they were
clean, which I think would be impossible for an ER doctor, but most
hospitals have a cleanliness protocol. Including ours. Scrubs don't
leave the hospital. You change in your dressing room and leave them
so they can be washed properly. And I'm sure as an ER doctor you
are hit with fluids and blood from every direction. But there you
were, in the diner, in scrubs, in clean scrubs. You wanted to be
seen, you wanted people to know that you just left the
hospital."

    "She was seven," Kenny stared into empty space,
remembering. "She was seven. The accident was pretty bad. Some frat
guy in a truck ran their car off the road. The parents actually had
a good chance of survival, they weren't out of the woods but they
had a chance. And so did their girl." He didn't bother wiping his
tears. "But she was bleeding so much, too much. I tried to work as
fast as I could but I wasn't fast enough. Her eyes … “ He took
a deep breath.” She bled out. I'm not saying I could have
definitely saved her but something wasn't right. I found her file
on our database. Dr. Greene was her pediatrician. I lost it. I told
everyone. I needed a moment, I left and I broke into his office. I
pulled her file and Dr Greene had prescribed a medicine that wasn't
even necessary but this medicine had the side-effect of thinning
the blood. I trashed his entire office in a rage. I was just so
mad. I finally decided to go to his home and confront him.

    "When I got to his house he was passed out on
the kitchen floor. Sloppy drunk. He'd even urinated on himself. I
just started kicking his stomach. It woke him up but he was so
wasted he couldn't even do anything about it. I took a sofa cushion
and held it over his face until he stopped moving. It was so
liberating … satisfying."

    "If you killed him at home then how did he end
up in my office?"

    "I put him in the trunk and went back to work. I
was so anxious. You know in the movies that's when someone slams
into you from behind and your trunk pops open. I thought for sure
that would happen." Kenny took another long sip and then refilled
the glass. "Anyway, I took another break early that morning so that
I could be in that building before anyone else. Used the elevator
from the garage to get him to the third floor. I dragged him into
his office and saw his lab coat on his coat rack. I took his letter
opener and sliced it up and then put it on him.  He was a
disgrace to the profession and I wanted him to hang outside the
window so that everyone could see. I placed the body against the
window, tied a rope around his neck and tied the rope to the chair.
I tried to pin the chair to the wall with the desk so that when I
shot out the window his body would fall out. Showcasing him, the
menace is finally gone.  I guess it didn't quite work that
way."

    "I didn't hear any gun fire."

    "A rifle, from a couple of blocks away. I used
to shoot as a hobby. I shot the window from another building, then
I got in my car and drove back to work." He took a more measured
sip. "I don't care if I go to jail. I would do it again. A hundred
times out of a hundred. He had to be stopped." Kenny sat his glass
down. "Okay, I'm ready."

    "Our building is old. It doesn't have security
cameras." I replied. "Your DNA would be in his house but they can't
prove when it got there. Plus they aren't suspecting you. The only
thing linking you to the crime is your car." Kenny's expression
betrayed his confusion. "Drive to the next state and buy a few
gallons of ammonia. Cash only, no card. Drive a couple of states
over, to a tourist destination, and take the car out to an empty
field. Pour the ammonia in the trunk and over the steering
wheel."

    "Destroying any DNA evidence." His eyes narrowed
as he began to comprehend.

    "Set the car on fire and report it stolen." I
finished. I took off my hat, ran my fingers through my hair before
replacing my fedora. I let out a deep sigh.

    "Wait! You're helping me?" He sprung to his feet
in disbelief.

    "I'm trying to. The cops may still find
something connecting you but I don't think so. There’s nothing
really connecting you and half the cops hated him too. Hopefully
that will discourage them from looking too hard." I made my way to
his front door, he followed.   

    "But why? Why are you helping me?"

    "Because I'm not the cop type."
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If he can’t talk you out of your panties then you probably don’t
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danger.
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(Versus for Men coming soon)

So you have a date lined up with Superman for Saturday night and
you get a phone call from Batman. He wants to know if you are free
Saturday night. Do you ditch Superman for the Dark Knight or do you
stick with the Man of Steel? Finally there is an answer . . . .
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It all comes down to Xena vs. Barbie. Who would you take
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