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CHAPTER 1

This is going to be a great day, I thought as I pulled the car in my parking spot. Up before
the sun, a run—since the guy I brought home didn’t want to spend the night, a hearty
breakfast, no delays on the drive, and the bakery had my order ready when I got there.
Yep, this is going to be a good day.

I took my phone out of its slot in the dash, causing the engine shut down, and put it in
my jacket’s pocket. I grabbed the box off the passenger seat and closed the door. I
stopped as I caught sight of my reflection in the glass. Damn it, how had I missed that
when I groomed this morning? My whiskers were getting long. They’d started drooping,
and I hated that.

I wrinkled my muzzle for a few seconds and made faces, trying to get them to
straighten, but of course, nothing worked. They were just too long. I’d have to take care of
them when I went home tonight.

Box in hand, I entered the precinct, stopping by the desk sergeant.
“Good morning, Mike,” I greeted the older Doberman.
“Hey, if it isn’t the donut cheetah,” he replied jovially. “You know, cause you’re a

cheetah, and you bring donuts?”
Why did he do that every morning? “You know Mike, that wasn’t funny the first time

you said it, what, two years ago? And it still isn’t funny.”
“Come on, of course, it is. One of these days you’ll find your funny bone.”
I smiled. “How about I tell you a joke?”
“Oh sure, you know I love jokes.”
I looked him in the eyes. “I didn’t bring you any donuts.”
He frowned. “That isn’t a joke.”
I grinned. “It is, and it’s hilarious.” I turned to leave.
“Wait,” he called after me. “You’re joking, right? You did bring me one, right?”
I thought about making him suffer, but except for this bad joke, he was a good guy. I

turned and opened the box for him.
He reached in, took out the raspberry-filled powdered donut, and bit into it, smearing

powdered sugar and filling over his dark brown fur.
“Just stop it with the donut cheetah, okay Mike?”
“Sure thing, Dent.”
Right, I could always hope. He buzzed me through the door, and I had to step out of

the way of a uniformed officer.
“Morning, Detective,” she said, not waiting for me to reply. She was a nice woman, witty

and hard-working. She’d make detective in a couple of years at the most.



I put a muffin each on Flint and Reilly’s desks; they’d be here in a few minutes. I was
curious to see how it was going to go this morning. I entered Captain Sherman’s office
and put an eclair on his desk.

“Damn it Brislow, can’t you ever knock?” The lion glared at me.
“Sure I can.” I knocked on his door as I left the office.
My next stop was down the stairs, where three chipmunks were waiting for me.
“Good morning, Detective,” Claire sighed. Her sisters, Britney and Johann, made eyes at

me. The three of them were from a family of scientists. Johann was the first to join the
crime lab, Claire a year later, and the next year Britney. They had been trying to charm
me from the moment the three of them were together.

“Good morning. How is the science lab today?” The sisters were in charge of the
daytime shift.

“It’s much better now that we get to see you,” Johann said. I handed her the maple-
glazed donut. The chocolate one went to Claire and the old-fashioned to Britney.

“I’m happy I could brighten your morning.”
Claire held my hand. “You know detective, tonight is our family dinner, and the three of

us are going to cook a killer lasagna. You should come over, we would make it a
memorable evening.”

I knew why guys liked me—I was magnificent in bed—but the three of them would
never experience that. All I could think was that they hoped to convert me. I smiled
silently, then made my escape.

I made a left atop the stairs, went to the end of that hall, and knocked on the door
marked surveillance. A moment later, Ryan said to come in.

Ryan was our surveillance expert. He was a white ermine and autistic. Because of that,
he was able to follow all the screens on the twelve-foot-wide wall before him. He joined
three years ago, after going through the full training course, and since then, overall
response time had been cut by twenty-five percent.

I put the pumpkin spice with caramel icing on the designated plate.
“Thank you, Denton.” Ryan didn’t look in my direction; his eyes never left the screens.
“Anything I should know about?”
“If there were, I would have already told you.”
Ryan was direct and rather tactless. “Have a good day,” I said on my way out.
“If I do, you won’t.”
Back in the squad room, I put a velvet donut on the desk facing mine, and the last one,

a blueberry cruller, was mine. As I sat, Reilly and Flint got to their desks.
Reilly took the muffin and dropped it in the garbage can next to his desk. It had been

cranberry maple walnut, his favorite. He didn’t look in my direction, but he knew I’d put
it there. Each morning it was the same thing.

Flint, his partner, looked at the strawberry bran muffin on his desk, at me, then at
Reilly. Him I never knew one morning to the next what he’d do. I did know his reaction
depended a little on Reilly’s mood.

I could never read the German shepherd’s mood; he spoke to me as little as possible. I
had no idea why he didn’t like me, and while Flint also didn’t like me, the fox’s animosity
wasn’t quite as high.

Reilly had to be in a good mood today; Flint ate the muffin.



I took out my phone and inserted it into the slot on the edge of my desk. The display
surface lit up and indicated it was waiting for the RF code. I unclipped my badge and
placed that on the top. The area under it lit up red, then turned green. The desk clicked as
the drawers unlocked. I put my weapon in the top one. I didn’t like wearing it while I was
in the precinct.

I ate my cruller while I waited for the desk to negotiate with my phone, update the
information in it with anything that had happened since I’d taken it out last night, then
launch the display. Now, my phone’s drive contained all the information I’d need when
outside the precinct.

It was my responsibility to make sure no one got their hands on it. But, as an added
security layer, the precinct information needed my personal code, as well as the RF chip
from my badge to be accessed.

The desk asked for my code as I saw my partner enter the bullpen. The holographic
display then came up, giving her gray fur a green tint. She made a straight line for our
desks, holding a large coffee in her hand.

“Morning, Alice.”
“Dent,” the rabbit replied, clearing a spot to put down her coffee. She put her badge

next to it, then sat and slotted her phone in the desk. If she wasn’t past the one-word
answers, it wasn’t safe to talk to her yet. I focused on my display, setting the opacity at
eighty percent. I still had to finish the report for the domestic dispute we broke up
yesterday. I wasn’t a fan of filing reports.

I’d forced myself through it for ten minutes when Alice spoke.
“Thanks for the donut.”
“You’re welcome.”
For the next hour, we both filed reports.
“Come on.” Her voice came behind me. “We have a 10-71.”
I hadn’t noticed she’d left. I put my gun to my belt and grabbed my badge and phone,

shutting down the desk. “Really?” I grumbled. “Can’t they at least give us time to wake up
before they start shooting each other? And how did you manage to beat the system
notice?” I put my jacket on.

“I was in dispatch, so they told me. Come on, hurry up. I thought you cheetahs were
supposed to be fast.”

“So by that logic, you should be hopping to it?”
The rabbit smirked and flipped me the bird. We headed to the car pool.
Yes, I ran for exercise, but I didn’t like to rush otherwise. I had a bad history of making

stupid decisions when I rushed into things.



CHAPTER 2

“How’s your hand?” I asked. Alice had been opening and closing it while she drove.
“It’s a bit sore. That rhino had one hard jaw.”
Taking care of the shootout—two small-time drug dealers settling an argument with

lead instead of words—required us to get physical with them, once the shooting stopped.
Fortunately, no bystanders were hurt, and once they are out of the hospital, those two
might be convinced to provide the name of the person who supplied them with the illegal
guns.

We were on our way to the precinct, to fill the reports when my side of the windscreen
lit up with an address and the code for a break in.

Alice put the lights on and made a hard U-turn.
I tapped the message, and Alice’s phone called dispatch. “This is Brislow,” I replied. “Me

and Cooper are on our way. What information do you have?”
“At least one intruder. A maid is on the phone with 911. Three residents are in the house

that she knows of. She’s hiding in a closet.”
“Who is the owner?”
“Alistair Lewiston.”
“Shit.”
Alice also had a surprised expression.
The Lewistons were part of the city’s high society. They donated a lot of money to the

poor and other organizations that promoted revitalizing impoverished communities.
“This just got worse,” she said, glancing at the address.
“What do you mean?”
“Monteray, that’s the Golden Road. Everyone who lives there’s rich, so the media’s

going to be all over it. The Lewistons are the darlings of the city. We are going to be
under a microscope.” She weaved around the cars who didn’t get out of her way.

I swallowed, fighting the urge to tell her to slow down. “How do you know that?”
“I keep up with the gossip.”
I couldn’t stop the grin that spread across my lips.
She rolled her eyes. “Yeah, yeah. I’m the lowly cop who follows the lives of the

socialites.”
“Hey, I didn’t say anything.”
She flashed me a grin that put mine to shame. “Just go fuck yourself.”
“I’m not flexible enough,” I smirked.
“Please be advised,” dispatch came on, “911 has lost contact with the maid. They

reported the sound of a door being broken down, then her screams, before the call was



terminated.”
“Fuck,” Alice said, speeding up. We were both silent for the rest of the drive.

* * * * *

I let out a whistle of admiration as Alice brought the car to a stop. “That’s a big place.”
“You didn’t think the Lewistons would live in a duplex, did you?”
Even at five hundred yards away, I could make out the gray brick, white columns, and

the three floors it went up.
“No, but this is a bit much. I think everyone in the precinct could move in there and

there’d still be room.”
She shrugged and got out.
Ten squad cars were on each side of the road, leading to the gate. Uniformed officers

milled about, peering through the bars. We were the only unmarked car here, so we were
the first detectives to arrive, which meant…

“Detective Cooper!” One of the officers detached herself from the group, a llama. “The
gate’s locked, and the security company won’t unlock it.”

“Who fucking cares what they won’t do. This is an active crime with at least one person
hurt.” She looked at the crowd who was now looking in our direction. She found the
giraffe. “Carpenter! Do you have your tools?”

“Yes, Detective.”
“Then I want you to slice your way in that security system and unlock the gate. Time is

of the essence!”
“Yes, ma’am.” The young officer ran to his car.
“Johanson, take as many people as you need to cover the wall around the property. As

far as we know, the perpetrators are still here. We cannot let them escape.”
“Yes, Detective.” The squirrel gathered at least half the other officers, and they made

quick plans.
An unmarked car pulled up to ours as Carpenter connected a board to the gate’s

control.
“Hey, Reilly! How’s it going?” I asked jovially. I got a glare in return. “Flint.”
“Brislow,” the fox replied coolly.
“Play nice you three,” Alice said, her fur fluffed out in irritation. “I really don’t feel like

playing referee today.”
“Don’t worry, Cooper,” the shepherd said in his deep voice. “I got no intention of saying

anything to the cat.”
“Am I supposed to wince at that comment?” I asked. “I should, shouldn’t I?”
“Dent,” she said. “Don’t.” She glared at Reilly. “And you need some sensitivity training.”
There was a loud grinding noise. “Detective! Gate’s open.”
“Finally!” She slicked her gray head-fur down with her hands, pushing her long ears

back. The motion calmed her, and the rest of her fur settled down.
“You need to learn not to let stuff bother you, Alice.”



That earned me a glare, and I raised my hands in surrender.
“Alright!” she yelled. “Carpenter, you’re on the house security the moment you get

there, but no one goes in until I give the go ahead. Jeffries and Leopold, you stay here. I
don’t want anyone getting on the property.”

I got in our car, on the passenger side. I like to drive, but Alice never lets me. I tried it
on the first day we worked together; she decked me. Not once in the six years since we’ve
been partners have I gotten to drive.

Alice likes to be in charge. Sometimes I wonder how Jack, her husband, deals with it.
We followed the cars ahead of us, and I saw another squad car join us, behind Reilly’s.

The driveway to the house was white stone, and it crunched under the tires. Square
hedges lined it, intermittently blocking the view to the rest of the property.

The mansion became more impressive as we got closer. Even Alice whistled in wonder.
As soon as she was out of the car, Alice was giving orders. “Matilda, Opis, Dresden, and

Narn, secure the house.”
“Security’s disabled, Detective,” Carpenter called.
“Okay, you and Holland stay at the door.” She looked at the building again. “Reilly,

Flint, you have the top floor. Edwardo and Xavier, the second. Thompson, you and
Marcos the ground.” She looked at me. “That leaves the basement for us.”

“Oh joy,” I replied.
“Damn it, Reilly,” Alice exclaimed. “Leave the cannon in your car.”
I turned, and the German shepherd was holding a large revolver. It was from sometime

in the early century. I didn’t know where he’d bought it, but he always brought it.
“The perp might still be in there, Cooper.”
“Yes, and with that thing, you’re going to blow him to pieces. Anyway, it isn’t

regulation.”
“Damn it, Cooper, I just want to bring it as a backup.”
“Reilly, we don’t have time for this. I have seniority, stow the cannon. You stun first, if

he has an interference vest, then you switch to bullet and you shoot to wound.”
I did my best not to smirk, and I took out my firearm. I confirmed it had a charge then

switched it on. I made sure it was on stun, even if it was the default on our models.
I followed Alice in and whistled at the grandeur of the place. The foyer, because this

wasn’t just an entryway, was the size of the precinct. The floor was a black marble with
gold veins. A crystal chandelier glittered above us, the roof above it being glass and letting
the sunlight in. Paintings of nature and the sea hung all over the walls, and nude statues
of guys of various species lined them.

We swept the space as I followed Alice. She had the blueprint on her phone; she’d
found it on the net. We walked by the double stairs going up. Edwardo, Flint, Reilly, and
Xavier went up them, gun at the ready. Thompson and Marcos disappeared in a door.

Alice found the door leading to the basement. She stood next to it, signaled me to open
it, and then crouched, pointing her gun at the dark space.

Flashlight in hand, we went down the stairs. The air was musty, the walls bare concrete,
and the stairs’ wood covered with peeling paint.

“Is it my imagination,” I said, shining my light further down, “or does the basement
look like it doesn’t belong here?”

“What do you mean?”



“You saw the entrance. Gold trim, black marble floor, paintings, mirrors. Everything
clean. And then this. The basement in my folk’s house looks better than this.”

Alice shrugged. “Maybe they just take care of the public spaces. Or maybe they don’t
use the basement.”

We reached the bottom of the stairs. She flicked the switch on the wall and lights came
on from the ceiling. We were at the start of a long hall. I opened the first door on my
right, she opened the one facing it.

“So much for the basement not being used.” The room was twelve by twelve, and it was
filled with plastic bins. I pried the top off the closest one. Clothing. Alice’s room had
much the same, as did the next two.

“Someone’s a bit of a pack rat, it looks like,” she commented.
“Well, they are rats, and they pack a lot of stuff.”
We opened the next doors. They were pantries.
“Are they worried about the end of the world or something?” I shone my light into the

room; cases of canned goods all the way to the back.
“Maybe they’re scouts.”
“This is taking ‘be prepared’ to a whole new level.”
I opened the next doors. It was full of cleaning products.
“Dent.”
I turned.
The door she opened was to something else.
We entered a room that had to be forty feet on all sides. I checked the wall and no light

switch. The air was thick with a tangy yet sweet scent. I wrinkled my nose. That was a lot
stronger than I’d ever smelled before.

“What is this smell?” Alice asked.
“Really? You’ve never smelled it before?” I shone my light about.
“Should I?”
The walls were bare concrete here too, although in places I thought I saw markings, but

I couldn’t figure out what they might be.
“You do have a husband, right?”
She eyed me, and when I looked in her direction, she tapped the ring in her long ear.

“What does he have to do with this smell?”
“Are you telling me you never smelled this on some of his underwear?”
“Of course not.”
My light shone on a large block of stone in the middle of the room. “Wow, either you’re

really keeping him satisfied, or he washes his cum rags himself.”
She stopped moving. “You’re telling me that’s…”
“The smell of dried cum.”
“Ewww.”
“And as strong as this is, there’s been a lot of it in here.”
I was standing next to the block. The surface was perfectly flat and polished, like a

table. I ran a hand on it, then shone my light up to the wood ceiling. An eerie sense of
familiarity hit me, and I spun. I’d never been here before, I knew that, and yet I felt like
I’d looked around this room before.

“Is this an altar?” Alice asked.



I looked at it again. Vertigo assaulted me, and I grabbed on to it. I could swear I’d laid
on it before.

“You okay?”
The sensation passed. “I think the smell’s too much for me. And don’t,” I added as she

opened her mouth, “make any jokes about how I should be used to it. I’m not in the
mood. I just want to get out of here, this is giving me the creeps.”

I went back to the hallway and breathed easier.
“Guys,” Flint called over our phone. “We found three bodies.”
We quickly finished checking the basement. Every other door opened to storage,

although most of them were empty, except for the last one which was the utility room.
Now I knew why Alice had taken the basement. It was much smaller than the rest of the

house, letting us go up and help out. Once we were back on the main floor, she closed the
door and put a lock block on the handle. If we’d missed someone hiding down there, they
were stuck there.
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