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Chapter two

Dog’s day Afternoon: Part two

Stirring the sugar into his coffee mug, Sam lifted it close to his mouth to prevent any warm liquid to drip on the side. He took a big sip after removing the spoon and made a good “Ah” sound. 
“Just right.” He then look up and saw a tiger stripped fox walked up towards him. “Detective Re-Nard”

“How it’s going Sam?” Richard then grabbed his mug and the coffee pot and started to pour a little bit out of its kettle. “I hope you saved some for everybody?”

Sam started to laugh out loud. “Please, I’m not addicted to coffee.” Sam continued talking while taking another sip. “So, where’s your partner?”
“You mean Nickyeyes? He’s in the interrogation room with the suspect.” Right before he took a sip, Richard heard the Hyena start to choke on the coffee after he tried to take a sip.
Sam tries to catch his breath and looked up at the fox. “You… left him… alone with Joey?”

The fox was more confused. He didn’t know what was going on. They know something but no one told him about Nicky and Joey. “Ok, tell me! What is the relationship between those two?
Sam eyes were widen and kinda shocked. “You mean he never told you?”

“Told me what? All I know is that he was pissed off when he heard Joey’s name. Why is that?” The curious fox asked.

“Well, the reason is why Nicky is all bent outa shape; it’s because…” The hyena tries his best to say it perfectly. “It’s because…”
“Joey is Nicky’s older brother.”
The fox and a hyena looked behind them and saw a six foot tall bald eagle; standing next to Richard. “Those two are siblings.”

“Chief?!” For no reason, Richard automatically stood straight and saluted his high ranking boss.

The eagle laughs lightly and suggested the fox to stop saluting. “Saluting is for military, Runt.”

Richard blushed from embarrassment. “Sorry Bill, I grew up in a military family. But anyway, what you mean those two are brothers? You mean like one of them was adopted?”
Bill shocks his head. “No. Believe it or not but they both came from the same mother. I have known those two since they were pups.”

“Wait, I’m confused here.” The fox started to think. “If those two are blood brothers, how come they don’t look like it? Nicky look like a beagle and a golden retriever and Joey just look like a big huge bear or a chow.”
“That’s what happened if you have a different type of canine race in the family.” Bill explained. “Nicky looks more like his mother and Joey must look like his great-grandfather from his mother’s side of the family. At least, that’s what their dad told me back in the Great War.”
“Are you part of the family?” the fox asked.

“Kinda, but not really. Me and their dad were war buddies and we became great friends. I was introduced to the family and saw Joey when he was just a little pup. Couple years later, Nicky was born but those two always fight each other. It’s been like that for years now.”
“Sound like me and my brother but now we just got used to each other. But why they keep at it all through the years till this day?” Richard wondered.

“Don’t know, either it’s natural for sibs to fight… Or… the father likes Nicky the best.” Said the eagle. “Now excuse me, I need to take care of something”

“Ok, ummm… Bill?” Richard notices something in Bill’s wings. “What’s with the bucket? And why is it full of water?”

The eagle lifted up the pale bucket and lowered it down. “I’m going cool things down a bit.”

“Cool… what down?”

The hyena started to chuckle to himself after the eagle walked away. Sam places his paw on the fox’s shoulder and still laughing lightly. “Oh, you’ll see.”

### 

Making a smoke rings, Joey continued to sit back and enjoy taking a few drags of what was left of his cigar while leaning back on the chair with one foot on the table. He then was about to put out his cigar in the ashtray till his ear flicked after the door closed behind him. He then turned around and looked to see who came in. He smiles with a grin on his face when he saw a beagle like golden retriever. “Hello…. little brother.” 
Nicky wasn’t a bit happy to see Joey there. He just wished that things could be good for once. He tries to maintain his cool and be a professional cop and he also pretended that he was someone else. He proceeded to walk towards the other end of the table from Joey; pulls out a folder, and sitting down started to read it what it said about his brother.
“Joey Giovanni; age: thirty. Previous arrests: gun smuggling, money laundering, a few assaults, injured a few police officers, arson on private property, conning, stealing, burglary and…” 
“Nicky. Cut the crap, ok? You know it and I know it. How long you keep on doing the same thing over and over again?”

Nicky then look up at the bear like dog and closes the folder. “Until you stop getting into trouble and getting arrested every single time.”

“Don’t tell me you are still on that?”
“Joey, you and your friends stole fifty thousand dollars from the Third National Bank.”

“We were holding it for a friend. How should I know it was stolen?”

“It had the label ‘Property Of Third Nation Bank’ on the sack. Not to mention, you also went on a spending spree on buying few Thompson edition machine guns and fifty pounds of ammo.”
“We need to protect ourselves.” 
“And brought twenty prostitutes for the night; even though there are only eight members in your gang, including you.”

“We were lonely.”

“Also beat up an Irish wolf in the basement with baseball bats.”
“He hit one of the girls. He had it coming.”

The sound disturbed Joey’s ear when two paws hit the table as soon as Nicky rose up. “Enough! Right now my only concern is what in the hell you were doing at the manor today.”

Joey then calmly pulled out a metal-cigar case from inside his jacket. He then puts it back after removing the cigar and lights it. After he took a good drag and he then looks at Nicky. “I had a meeting today with him at high noon. Tell me… was he killed?”
“You know I can not talk about the case to a suspect but yeah he was. Now tell me, WHAT WAS YOUR BUSSINESS OVER THERE?!?!?”  Nicky slam his fist on the wooden table as if he was trying to break it.
Joey remains calmly and still puffing his cigar. “If you must know I ordered some stuff and I was hoping to pick it up soon. As usual, the shipment is being a little delayed because of the war over seas.”

“And what did you order? A gun perhaps?!”

“Cuban Cigars.” The moment Joey was about to take one more drag, in an instant the cigar hit the ground after Nicky slapped it outha his hand. Joey was about to rise up until Nicky pushed him down on his chair and grabbed his collar. The two canines stared at each other angry and showed their teeth.

Nicky started barking at his brother. He knows that Joey is lying. “DON’T EVEN LIE, YOU UNGLY MUTT! I CHECKED YOUR NAME IN THAT BOOK OF HIS AND I DIDN’T SEE YOUR NAME OR THOSE DAMN CIGARS! NOW YOU BETTER TELL ME RIGHT NOW OR I’LL START PUTTING THOSE CIGARS FAR UP WHERE THE SUN DON’T SHINE!” 

For some reason, Nicky felt a sharp pain on his forehead and realized his brother had head butted him. He almost lost his balance after he let go of Joey’s jacket. He looked at his brother and saw him getting up and took off his jacket. “Ok, Brother. You want this? Come and get some.” While rolling up his sleeves. “Now let’s see, who the ugliest mutt; after I get through with you.”
The golden retriever took off his trench coat and tosses it on the floor and set his gun and badge on the table. “Gladly!”

In an instant, Nicky pounced on his brother and tried his best to throw his fist at him. Sadly, Joey dodged it by moving to his left side and kneed him in the stomach. Thus, it gave Nicky an opportunity to collide his elbow to his brother’s jaw. This got Joey more pissed then Nicky almost ruining his jacket.

The fight continues for awhile, but don’t know for how long. All I could remember us kicking, throwing each blow to the face, biting each other’s arm as chew toys when I was little. Next thing I know I was pinned down on my back to the floor with my brother on top of me breathing down through his teeth. For awhile there, I thought he might try and bite my throat out. Not until, we both felt a sharp pain of cold water. We stopped and looked at the door and saw the Chief holding an empty bucket.
The eagle stared at the two canines with a mean look in his eyes. The two brothers know that he wasn’t too happy about it either. “Up, you two!” He demanded.
The two brothers got up while pushing each other away. The moment they stand on their feet, the eagle walks up to them. “Look at you two!” He said, “Just look at you! Still fighting! You’re no adults, your still pups! Joey, go home!”
Joey looked back at Nicky and started to head out of the room after he grabs his jacket. “This is a three hundred dollar suit,” he mumbles to the eagle when he passes him.
“Then get it dry cleaned.” Bill stopped Nicky from talking after Joey closed the door behind him. “I know what you about to say and I don’t care. How old are you? The way you are acting right now, you are acting like seven years old.”

“But…”

“No! As long you are in my building, you act like a cop. And on the same subject I don’t want you to remove your gun and place it on the table. That is dangerous! I don’t care that’s your brother or not, you should never place your gun in front of the suspect. Be professional about this, Nick! I hate to act like your second father.”

“I’m not asking you to…”


“Nickyeyes! Let me finish. You know, we both hate to bring this up, but I promised your father before what had happened to him; I would watch over you, your brother, and your mother and make sure you two won’t fight over stupid things. ”
Nicky lower his head with grief. “Bill, I know what dad said before he died; but don’t bring mom in this. Because what happened to dad; it leaded her to become sick and then ended up follow him to the other side.”

Bill placed his wings on nick shoulder. “I’m sorry Nick. I didn’t mean to talk about your mom; but you see where I’m going at?”

“Sigh, yes, I know. It’s just every time I..”
“Nicky! I don’t want to hear it. You’re already in enough trouble as it is. Coming in here, by yourself, picking a fight, and what this I heard about you yelling in the bat’s ears?”

“I caught the bat smoking at the crime scene, you see…”

I explain to Chief what happened at the Otter’s house. The moment I walked into that door, I already knew it was staged. A polished gun that had little blood, a cigarette that been placed between his fingers. He figured out it was some sort of a hit; but what reason? I told him it might have something to do with the black book and his job as a trade marketer. As soon as I told the chief and let him absorb all the information, he tried to figure it out for himself.
The eagle scratched his beak and tried to fit the patterns. “Have you questioned the witness yet?”
“Not yet, I was called here by you know who.”

“I see. What do you know so far from his little black book?”

“Not much so far, Richard read it to me while I was driving; he’d been smuggling both legal and illegal items; including the slave trade. Joey claims he has business with him but on my way over here, I asked Richard to look for his name. So far, his name wasn’t in it, not even his nick name.”
“Do you think it could be more than one book?”

“It has some dates in it. There were ten pages left and it dated back five years ago till a day before yesterday.”
“I hate to say this, but do you think maybe Joey could have done this?”

Nicky made a low growl after he turned his head sideways. “As much as I despise him; no, I doubt he did it. He may have killed before, but it was really self defense. Even his friends won’t sink that low.”
“So what are you planning on doing?”

“I’m planning on questioning the witness, and I found some names in his book of somefur that I know. San Diego is a small town; but I know I might know some names in there.”

“I suggest you go to lunch. That way, you could think a little better and give you time to cool off.” Bill opened the door and right before he walked out, he turns his head toward Nicky. “Speaking of which; if I were you, I take a shower. You smell like a wet dog.”
###

Nicky head towards the front of the admission desk where Trixy has always been since she started working.  He stops in his track when he notices Joey still in the station, flirting with the ferret. He leans on the wall; hid himself from the front lobby so his brother won’t notice him. He then begins to eavesdropping to hear what they are saying.

 Joey leans back on the desk next to Trixy while she is trying to finish up a report. He tries to smooth talk her to give him attention. “Come on Tracy, how about me treating you out in a fancy dinner tonight? I’m paying.”
Tracy continues typing and don’t even bother looking at him. “I prefer a home cooked meal, thank you.”

“Well how about a show? I heard this Disney guy made another movie and it just so happen it came out today. What you say?”

Again Tracy continues typing. “mmmm… Tempting but no. I prefer watching movies that involved Clark Gable instead of watching those cartoons. 
Joey calmly shakes his head and smiled down at her. “I swear. Every time I come visit you, you always turn me down. Why is that? It just so happens; most femme thinks that I’m a very very handsome fur.”

She then looks at him at the corner of her eyes. “I think they do. After all you pay them to think like that every night.” She went back looking at the report while typing.
“Ouch!” Joey placed his paws on his chest. “You hurt me, right here where my heart is. You’re so cruel sometimes. You were not normally like this. Now tell me, why would you don’t want to go out?”
Tracy sighed out loud and rotates her chair to face him. She counted down on her fingers by what reasons. “Let see. One: you’re not my type. Two: you’re ten years older than me, that’s gross. Three: I’m a cop and you are a criminal. And finally: You smell like a wet dog. Beside, it will never work out between us.”
“Come now.” Joey lean down, resting both paws on her bare fur leg, almost touching the end of her skirt. “If you promise to go out with me, I could act like Clark Gable all night. Who knows, we might have a little fun out of it. What do you say, Scarlet?”
Tracy acts like she is all bashful and talks in the southern accent. “Why, I can’t possibly have a little fun like that with you. Ya see; I am still innocent under god’s eyes. If I want to be with a man, he has to be nice and very kind toward others.”
Joey to try to talk in southern. “I can try to do that, ma’dam.”

“Would ya be there to protect meh and say I’m always right?”

“I would do that.”

“And if I let you be my first, would you let me hurt you while you take my innocence away, hmmm?” Tracy leaned forward and kindly smiled at him while staring in his eyes.
Joey leans forward as if he wants to kiss her. He slowly moves his paws almost under her skirt. “Frankly my dear…..I don’t give a YIPES!!!” Joey’s eyes started to tear up and notices Tracy insert her metal fork into his right paw.

Tracy slightly smirks at him while still having a fork in his paw. She could tell Joey tries not to move around for a bit because of the pain. “Just be grateful it’s your hand this time. I’ve could have aimed where it counts and make sure it won’t Rise again.” She twisted the fork so he could get the message and then pull it out very fast out of his paw.
Joey brings his paw close to him and started to rub it. He then begin to chuckle. “I forgot why they call you Trixy. You always have a trick up your sleeve.” He rubs his wounded paw again. “Literally.”
“I am tricky.” She spins her fork around between her fingers.

Joey kept on rubbing his sore paw. “Well, I hate to cut out fun sort but I need to take care of something. If you like I could come back tomorrow to visit you again.”
“I rather date your brother than you hang around here.” She then put the fork away and carries on finishing up the report.

Joey proceeds to the front door with a good smirk on his face. “You’ve always were a good tease sometimes.”

Nicky came around they corner and before he do anything Tracy called out to him. “Did you enjoy the show?”

Nicky smiled and almost chuckled. “How you know I was there?”
Tracy rotated her chair so she could have Nicky’s full attention. “Your brother isn’t the only one that has the same wet smell.” She leaned towards the file cabinet that stands next to the right side of her desk. Then pulled out a clean suit for him from the bottom drawer and hands it to him. “I know you came here to get this; since after the last time Bill hosed you two off.

“Thanks Trixy, so how many times did you stab his paw so far? Three-sixty?

Trixy rethinks from the past when she started working there, added up the times he got arrested, most of the times on her way to work and off work. “Hmmmm….Three sixty-four actually.”

“Hey, one more and you got a whole year worth.”

Trixy couldn’t help herself but to laugh at what Nicky had said. “No kidding.” Until she tries to control herself from his comment; she tries to continue the conversation. “How’s the whole thing with the investigation? Any results?”
Nicky continues talking to her while he pulls up a chair and sits down. “Well, like I said to Bill; the whole thing looked like it was staged to look like a suicide. Tell me, if you have plenty of money and live in a manor with a lot of expensive items from around the globe, would you kill yourself?”
“Nope, if I had plenty of money I would like to rent one of the handsome fur of Hollywood for one night.”

“Then you see where I’m getting at? Any calls for the autopsy to confirm it?”

“Not yet? If they did, you be the first to know.”

“Thanks Trix.” Nicky then roused out of his chair and before he went anywhere Trixy made him stop when she called out to him.

“Hey Nick, I know this sounds weird but what are your plans for tonight?”

Nicky cocked his eyebrow and don’t understand what she was getting at. “What do you mean?” Then it hit him. The last comment that she said to Joey that she prefers dating with him than having Joey hanging around there. He tries to calmly to let her down gently. “Look Tracy, I am flattered that you like me in that way but I’m not the type you should go out with.”

Trixy a looks a bit confused. She doesn’t know what is he is saying. “What are you talking about… oh? OH! Oh heaven no.” She then started to giggle. “I meant to say what you are doing tonight because I for once would you like a home cooked meal for dinner before you head home. I make some mean stuffed chicken breast. After all, when was the last time you ate a girl’s home cooked meal?”  

“Mmmm… I guess it been awhile, I was used to eat some of mom’s cooking before she got sick. All I’ve been eating nothing but Zel’s cooking for three years now.”

“I’m Shocked! How could you survive eating at a diner for so long? That’s it!” She got up and poke Nicky’s nose with her finger. “From now on, till the day you have a girl in your life, I’m going to bring you some decent cooking from your’s truly either you like it or not!” She sat down on her chair and pouts a little and crosses her arms. “I swear you men can’t do anything without us girls.”
“I d-didn’t mean to upset you.” He then almost bashful he heard her laughing at him.

She then looks at him with a straight face. “Oh Nickyeyes, you need to learn when a girl kids around. But I am serious that you need some good food in your stomach. To me you look like a straggling old wolf. Just don’t forget to take a shower before you go anywhere ok?”
“Ok, whatever you say your highness.”

### 

The moment Joey walked out of the station; he started to put on his jacket and fixes his collar. After removing and lighting up his cigar, he notices a new black 1946 Ford Sedan that pulled up. A blue husky stepped out of the back seat and let Joey to get in. “Good to see you again boss”, said the husky.
Joey made himself comfortable as soon he hoped in the back seat. The husky then got in and sat down next to him. Joey looks up at the beagle, who is driving the car. “Spike, continue driving.”
“Yes sir boss.” Spike shift the stick on to first gear and went on a cruised down the street away from the station.

Joey looks back at the station from the back window and look back at his gang. “Boys, we got a problem.”

“What is it boss?” said Spike.

“I believe our contact got himself killed last night at his own home.” Joey stared down at his half smoked cigar.
“How?” said the husky.

“What I over hear is that they set it up as if they tried to make it look like it was a suicide. Thanks to Nick, he knew right away it was staged.”

The black lab, who was sitting next to Joey; started to look all scared. “You think we could be next?”

Joey lightly smirked at the lab. He knows that they will be ok. “No, we’ll be ok. The otter may have a short term memory but he knows better to put my name in his book.” Before he took a drag, he then made a low growl. “What is worst is that I was so close to finding that bastard. And now Nicky is taking over this investigation.”
Spike look at the rear view mirror to see Joey. “Well, you could ask him to join us?” He flinched when Joey hit his head with his back paw.

All the canines got scared when Joey made a big growl. “I told you this before! I don’t want that damn mutt in on it! I want to kill that rat bastard, not that damn cop that called himself my brother! Do you understand?”

The canines nodded their heads.

“Good.” Joey began to calm down for a bit, and took another drag. “Spike.”

“Yes, Boss.”

“I have a job for you to do,” He looks at his cigar and continues to examine it. “I want you to keep an eye out for Nicky. I want to know how much does he knows so far. If he gets any closer to the source, let me know ASAP. Got it? Try to do any means necessary to throw him off track.”
“Yes sure. Where would you like to go right now?”

The car continues driving down the street and stopped at the traffic light.

“To the dry cleaners, I need to clean this suit on me thanks to that eagle.”





END OF CHAPTER TWO
