
 

Cleansing
A Novel

Roy A. Teel Jr.





Cleansing

A Novel

Roy A. Teel Jr.

The Iron Eagle Series: Book Eight

An Imprint of Narroway Publishing LLC.



Copyright © 2016 by Roy A. Teel Jr.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage 
and retrieval system, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews, 
without prior written permission of the publisher. ®The Iron Eagle Logo is the copyright and 
registered trademark of Roy A. Teel Jr. and used by permission. 

Narroway Publishing LLC.
Imprint: Narroway Press
P.O. Box 1431
Lake Arrowhead, California 92352

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s 
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business 
establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.

First Edition

ISBN: 978-0-9904748-0-7

Teel, Roy A., 1965-
Cleansing: A Novel, The Iron Eagle Series: Book Eight/
Roy A. Teel Jr. — 1st ed. — Lake Arrowhead, Calif. Narroway Press
c2016. p. ; cm. ISBN: 978-0-9904748-0-7 (Hardcover)

1. Hard-Boiled – Fiction. 2. Police, FBI – Fiction. 3. Murder – Fiction. 
4. Serial Killers – Fiction. 5. Mystery – Fiction. 6. Suspense  – Fiction. 
7. Graphic Violence – Fiction. 8. Graphic Sex – Fiction.
I. Title.

Book Editing: Finesse Writing and Editing LLC.
Cover and Book Design: Adan M. Garcia, FSi studio
Author Photo: Z



For those fortunate enough to have escaped



Also by Roy A. Teel Jr.

Nonfiction:

The Way, The Truth, and The Lies: How the Gospels  
Mislead Christians about Jesus’ True Message

Against the Grain: The American Mega-church  
and its Culture of Control

Fiction:

The Light of Darkness: Dialogues in Death: Collected Short Stories

And God Laughed, A Novel

Fiction Novel Series:

Rise of the Iron Eagle: Book One

Evil and the Details: Book Two

Rome Is Burning: Book Three

Operation Red Alert: Book Four

A Model for Murder: Book Five

Devil’s Chair: Book Six

Death’s Valley: Book Seven



“From fanaticism to barbarism is only one step.”

— Denis Diderot

“Fanaticism comes from any form of chosen blindness 
accompanying the pursuit of a single dogma.”

— John Berger

Seal of The Iron EagleTM





. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

.  

. 

. 

. 

. 

. 

. 

. 

. 

.

.

.

.

.

.
 .

Table of Contents

Chapter One  1
Chapter Two  5
Chapter Three  12
Chapter Four  20
Chapter Five 26
Chapter Six 33
Chapter Seven 40
Chapter Eight 45
Chapter Nine 51
Chapter Ten 59
Chapter Eleven 70
Chapter Twelve 78
Chapter Thirteen 85
Chapter Fourteen 93
Chapter Fifteen 102
Chapter Sixteen 111
Chapter Seventeen 123
Chapter Eighteen 131
Chapter Nineteen 142
Chapter Twenty 150
Chapter Twenty-One 159
Chapter Twenty-Two 173
Rampage 175
About the Author 184 





Cleansing • 1

Chapter One 
“A three-month-old abducted from  
her bedroom. No other information  

other than what the kid was wearing,  
which in this case was a diaper.”

T
he mid-July air was still, and nothing was moving in the predawn 
hours on Sharp Avenue in Arleta, California. The street backed up 
to Interstate 5, and the large sound wall that had been constructed by 

Caltrans didn’t work as well as had been promised to those families living 
in the lower income blue collar neighborhood. Emily Swan lay asleep on 
her stomach in her crib. She had just turned three months old. The small 
three-bedroom, one-bath home had no air conditioning, the windows were 
open, and a small box fan in the far window circulated the air.

The streetlights over the freeway sent a partial light onto the street 
and houses. There was a light glint of steel as the blade of a knife 
cut through the screen leading into Emily’s bedroom opposite the 
window with the fan. A slender figure slid its fingers in, unlatched 
the screen, and removed it. There was the occasional sound of a semi 
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on the freeway, outside of that, just the fan. The figure stood over 
the crib looking down at the sleeping child’s partially lit face. “You 
are too perfect. You will serve our master well,” a voice whispered 
into the child’s ear as two arms scooped Emily up and slipped out the 
window and into the darkness.

The sun was just beginning to rise when Annette Swan went to the 
nursery to check on her baby girl. George awoke to his wife’s screams.

The sun had risen and was casting its glow on the floor of the bedroom 
where John and Sara Swenson slept. It was a quarter to six when their cell 
phones rang out with a loud burst of alarms. John reached over and grabbed 
the phone. It was a statewide AMBER Alert issued for a missing child. Sara 
asked, “What’s going on, honey?” “It’s another AMBER Alert.” John slid 
out of bed. Sara sat up on her elbows and said, “Another one? God, that’s 
three in the last week.” John nodded, walking nude from the bed to the wet 
bar and pulling a Coke Zero out of the refrigerator. He sat down on one of 
the chaise lounges, and Sara grabbed a bottle of water and joined him. 

“Jesus, John. What’s going on?” He took a drink of the soda and 
said, “Hell if I know. We get the alerts, but none of the children have 
been recovered alive.” “Is your office involved with the alerts?” John 
shook his head and said, “Not our area. Everyone in the state gets the 
alerts on their cell phones. It’s part of the emergency broadcast system.” 
Sara sat looking out at the sea and asked, “What about the child killings 
your office is working? Are they connected?” John took another swig of 
the drink and said, “Yes. Someone is killing babies and doing it for some 
sick religious purpose, but hell if I know who it is or why.”  

John stood up, jumped into the pool off the deck, and swam 
several laps as Sara looked on. He pulled himself up from the ledge, 
his massive forearms and biceps rippling as he pushed up onto the 
pool decking, and Sara smiled at his magnificent body. She offered 
him a towel, but he shook his head and laid back down on the chair. 
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He picked up the Coke and said, “I will get to the bottom of it, Sara. 
I just need a break.” Sara slid over onto the lounge next to him and 
said, “I know you will, honey. I know you will.” She slid her hand 
down his chest and abdomen until her hand was firmly grasping his 
penis. “Want to play?” She was smiling up at him. He looked at her 
with a look of surrender and excitement and said, “You bet!” They 
ran back into the bedroom, and he picked Sara up and laid her on the 
bed to ravish her.

Jade Morgan had gotten to her office at the Los Angeles County 
Coroner’s office at half past six a.m. She had the remains of three 
young children that she needed to autopsy for her reports for Sheriff 
Jim O’Brian. She pulled open the cooler drawer, pulled out the steel 
body tray, and looked down at the remains. The air in the autopsy 
room was warmer than the air from the refrigerated unit, and a light 
fog rose above the charred remains of the child. “I can handle a lot,” 
Jade said to herself as she moved the body onto a gurney and over to 
the autopsy table, “but kids are the hardest.” She wiped a tear from 
her eyes as she washed and dressed for the autopsy.

Jim and Barbara were sitting in their sunroom off the kitchen, 
looking out over their swimming pool and the Pacific Ocean off 
their deck. Jim had a cup of coffee in one hand and a cigarette in the 
other. He took a sip of coffee and then a hit of the smoke. Barbara 
was dressed in her U.S. Marshal’s uniform, sipping her coffee and 
smoking as well. “Did the AMBER Alert wake you?” she asked Jim 
as he took a sip of his coffee. “No…I was already up. It went off while 
I was in the shower. I’m sure that I will hear about it when I get to the 
office. Did it wake you?” Barbara took a hit of the cigarette and said, 
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“No…I was reading the paper when the phone went off. I checked it 
out. Another alert. Same as the others in the past few weeks. A three-
month-old abducted from her bedroom. No other information other 
than what the kid was wearing, which in this case was a diaper.” 

Jim nodded, stubbing out the cigarette in the ashtray on the table and 
finishing off his coffee. Barbara looked at him in his Sheriff’s uniform 
and said, “It’s July, Jimmy. Four months until the election. When do 
you officially hand over the keys to the new Sheriff for Los Angeles 
County?” He got up and poured another cup of coffee and said, “January, 
sometime, I think. Have you put in your retirement notice?” Barbara 
nodded and said, “As of January 1, I will be a retired U.S. Marshal.” 
He sat down with his coffee, and Barbara looked at him and asked, 
“They know you’re not running again. Have you given the department 
notice that you’re retiring?” Jim laughed and said, “Yep…I told them 
I’m hanging up my guns and badge after the new sheriff is sworn in.” 
Barbara laughed and said, “I can’t imagine you without police work.” 
Jim nodded and said, “Neither can I, Barb. Neither can I.”
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Chapter Two
“I know how these  

religious nutjobs work.”

T
he praise and worship was hopping at Agape Trinity Blood 
of the Savior Church, ATBSC Ministries as it was known and 
incorporated in California, but the members just called it Trinity 

Blood. The congregation of followers was small but growing. They 
lived a communal life. Everyone who joined the church pledged their 
allegiance and sold everything they owned and gave the money to 
the church to support all of the members. Pastor Erick Walton was a 
young twenty-something evangelist and a handsome and charismatic 
preacher. He came from a long line of ministers and splintered his 
church off his father’s very successful mega-church in the San 
Fernando Valley.

Erick started the new movement only a year earlier, and while it 
was small with only twenty members, it was growing more powerful. 
The ministry of the church was focused on outreach and spreading 
the good news of Jesus and his imminent return.  
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Lisa Farmer was on nursery duty. As one of the newest members 
of the church, she was also one of the youngest at sixteen. Walton had 
picked her up six months earlier on the streets of Van Nuys where she 
was a prostitute and drug addict. Lisa told everyone how God sent 
Pastor Erick to save her from her sinful life. As she was caring for the 
young ones, Pastor Erick walked in.

“Good morning, Lisa. Praise the Lord. You look lovely today, my 
child.” Lisa grinned and blushed at the same time. At five foot three 
and a hundred pounds, the bulk of her weight was in her breasts. She 
had a voracious appetite for all things God and the bible, and her 
natural red hair and blue eyes could be disarming. She said, “Thank 
you, Pastor. How are you this blessed day?” “Well, child, well, and 
how are our tiny parishioners?” Lisa laughed and said, “Filling up 
with milk and honey, Pastor, and drinking up the salvation of our 
Lord.” “Amen, sister Lisa, amen to that.” 

Erick started to walk out the door when Lisa asked, “Pastor?” 
“Yes, child.” She motioned for him to come closer. “Is it a sin that 
I lay with you in your bed every night, and we fornicate?” “We 
don’t fornicate, child. In the eyes of God, we are married. I have 
taken you as my wife.” Lisa looked on at the children playing in 
the nursery and asked, “Will I bring forth a child for you, Pastor?” 
Erick got a somber and serious look on his face. “In these times 
of unrest and Godlessness? Bring forth a child? No, Lisa. We will 
have no children. I shall not waste my seed on the final generation 
of adulterers, heathen, and those who will face the wrath of our 
Lord in his second coming.” “Isn’t it our duty to propagate the next 
generation of Christians?” “We are living in the last days of this 
world, Lisa. This is not a time to bring forth a child. It is a time to 
work to save the living children and those who gave them life.” 

Lisa frowned, and Erick grabbed her face and said, “We must be 
obedient unto the Lord, Lisa, and you, obedient unto me. Remember, 
Ephesians five, verse twenty-four. As I submit myself unto you. 
Ephesians five, verse twenty-five.” Lisa knew not to argue with Erick 
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especially in public. It would bring a sound thrashing when they 
went home at night. “Yes, Pastor,” she said quietly, and he kissed her 
cheek and walked out of the room.

John was surprised to see Jade Morgan in his office when he arrived. 
She was sitting in a guest chair across from his desk when he walked in. 
“Jade, if you wanted to see me you could come up to the house.” She 
smiled and said, “I don’t want to bring work into our private lives. We have 
so much on our plates. I like to try the best I can to keep work at work.” 
“So, what can I do for you?” John said while hanging up his suit coat. 

“I have been doing some comparisons of the autopsies on the child 
victims that we have in the burning sacrifice cases, and I have to be honest, 
John, they have been hell.” “I know. I’ve read the reports, and from what 
you have found, the bodies are too badly burned and brutalized to get a 
cause of death.”  Jade nodded and said, “That’s why I’m here. I finished 
an autopsy this morning on the latest victim, and I found something.” 
John sat down in his chair and said, “Oh?” “Yes…the victims’ hearts 
are missing.” John looked on at Jade as she pulled three folders from 
her briefcase and handed them to him. “These are the last three cases. 
I went back over the autopsy reports as well as my notes, crime scene 
and autopsy photographs, as well as my recordings, and one thing fits 
with all three of these killings…the cause of death was not burning. The 
cause of death was the removal of the children’s hearts.” John read over 
the reports and her summation in support of her findings and said, “Pre 
or post mortem?” Jade shrugged and said, “That’s the million dollar 
question, John. I can’t answer that because I just don’t know!” 

John stood up from his desk, took the files in his hands, and said, 
“Follow me.” Jade followed him into the crime lab. He took out three 
separate photographs of the victim’s chest cavity and placed them 
under a magnifier. He snapped a USB cable into his tablet, hooked up a 
photo-reading program, and began to scan the pictures. The photos were 
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displayed on a big screen in front of Jade, and John moved slowly over 
the photographs until he stopped at the lower sternum. He said, “Look 
at the breast bone above the stomach.” Jade looked on and said, “What 
am I looking for?” John said softly, “Something that you would never 
see because you have never done it to another human being.” Jade got 
goosebumps on her arms and shivered. John continued, “You see these 
very, very minute flakes of bone?” “Yea!” “This kid had his chest opened 
up with a hand saw and then his ribs spread and his heart removed.”  Jade 
looked at John and said, “You got all of that from a photograph?” 

“He gets a shitload of information from photographs, doesn’t he?” 
Jade turned to see Jim standing in the doorway to the lab.  “Jesus, John. 
You could have shut the fuckin’ door. You’ve got people puking out 
there, and some of the women are crying. I figure they’re thinking of 
their own children being grilled to death!” John looked on and said, “As 
always, it’s good to see you, Jim, and thanks for the graphic blow-by-
blow.” Jim let out a laugh, taking a cigarette from his top left pocket and 
said, “Blow-by-blow? Ain’t that what you get from Jade and Sara?” John 
looked up at Jim and said, “Don’t start!” Jim laughed and put the cigarette 
behind his ear and said, “Hey, I’m jealous, and so is Barbara.” “You’re 
starting, Jim!” Jade said. “You don’t want to go there because you will 
catch the wrath of hell from all of us.” Jim sighed and said, “Yeah, yeah, 
so what do we have here?” John explained what he and Jade had found, 
and Jim said, “So…human sacrifice? We have been right about that from 
day one. As for the hearts being removed, if it’s for a deity, then it is pre-
mortem. If it’s just a sick twisted fuck, then post-mortem.” 

John looked at Jim and asked, “How the hell could you know 
that?” “I went to college. I studied world religions and other sick ass 
shit later when I became a sheriff’s detective. Plus, I have been doing 
this shit for a lot of years, and this is not my first human sacrifice case 
in LA.” John and Jade stood staring at Jim’s smiling face. 

“What? I know a lot of shit. I’ve seen a lot of shit…and I know how 
these religious nutjobs work. You forget that I’ve been around a lot longer 
than you two. I was involved in protecting Bruno Richards when he was in 
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custody. I also talked to the dude.” John and Jade looked on mesmerized. 
John asked, “Why didn’t you ever tell me about this?” Jim laughed and 
put the cigarette between his teeth and said, “It never came up, and who 
wants to talk about a nutcase from forty years ago?” Jade asked, “So…
who is Bruno Richards?” That got a laugh from both men. John looked at 
Jim and asked, “Do you want to do the honors?” Jim nodded.

“Bruno Richards was a cult leader in Southern California in the 
early to late sixties. He had what he called a ‘family’ of parishioners, 
mostly young men and women, who he guided in his ministry. At the 
time, he was one of the more outspoken voices against the war in 
Vietnam, civil rights, and the list goes on. 

“Richards was an extremely good proselytizer, setting himself up 
first as a minister and, as his pathology got deeper and darker, claimed 
to be the second coming of Christ.” Jade said, “And people believed 
that?” “Not only did they believe it, but they began to worship him and 
some folks still do. He has quite the following to this day. 

“By the late sixties, he had a group of about four hundred members, 
all a part of the Richards’ family church. He preached and sold his B.S. on 
every street corner and in every church that would have him. Then, in sixty-
eight, he dropped off the scene completely. There was a war going on and 
all kinds of other shit, so his absence wasn’t immediately noticed. But what 
was noticed was a rash of child kidnappings and sacrificial killings.” 

“And this was Richards?” Jade asked. “You’re getting ahead of 
things. The killings went on for nearly seven years, brutal and sadistic. 
They became more and more brutal and included adult men and women 
as well as children. The killer started to leave cryptic messages on 
stone walls around the southland where he killed the victims.” 

“So how does Richards play into all of this?” Jade asked, hanging on 
Jim’s every word. John was smiling as he watched her. “The ‘Family,’ as 
he called his followers, would probably have never been caught had it 
not been for a very, very small fuck up on a crime scene in seventy-five. 
While state and federal investigators were working a sacrificial killing 
in the Simi Valley Hills, they came across a young girl about ten years 
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old who said she had been separated from her parents and family. Law 
enforcement took her in and started a search for the family, and while 
she was with police, she told them the story of two recent killings that 
her ‘family’ had performed. She had such detailed information that law 
enforcement knew she was an eyewitness to the killings. One thing led 
to another, and they nailed Richards and his followers. The guy was a 
complete nutjob; he really believed he was ushering in the end of the 
earth, the return of Jesus, and the beginning of Armageddon.” 

Jade asked, “Where is he now?” “Well, he was found guilty of some 
thirty murders and sentenced to death, but the state became a pussy 
state and ended the death penalty in seventy-two. But then the U.S. 
Supreme Court had a say in it, and the death penalty was reinstated in 
seventy-eight. Richards, along with several dozens of his followers, 
had their sentences commuted to life in prison, so the fucker is living 
the good life at Corcoran State Prison.” 

Jade sat back and asked, “If this guy was such a sicko, what the hell 
did you talk about?”    “Mostly the weather. He tried some of his mind 
crap on me, and I told him, ‘I’m not your typical cop. I will kick your 
ass…slick…there are a lot of steps between here and the van to take you 
back to prison. Your ass could trip, slip, or just fuckin’ fall.’” 

John let out a laugh. “You get angry at the Eagle, yet you threatened 
Bruno Richards?” Jim bit down on the smoke between his teeth and 
said, “Well, I was young, and it was a different time. There was no 
Iron fuckin’ Eagle to take care of things.” 

Jade asked, “So you think these killings are ritualistic? Some kind of 
sick religion?” Jim let out a deep belly laugh and said, “If there’s one thing 
I can tell you about religion, it’s that they are all sick and twisted. You don’t 
have to do literal human sacrifice to be inhumane in the world of religion.” 

Jade looked confused, and John said, “Jim was an altar boy and a 
choir boy in the Catholic church when he was a kid.” Jade looked at Jim 
and said, “I’m sorry.” Jim laughed again and said, “Not to worry, angel. 
It was a long fuckin’ time ago, and that priest might have fucked me, but 
in the end, no pun intended, I know that he got his, and I will say no more 
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on the subject.” John asked, “Where do we begin with this case, Jim? 
I’ve had no exposure to religion. It’s another of the vices I have been 
able to resist through my life.” Jade laughed and said, “That’s not hard to 
believe.” Jim laughed, and John frowned. 

Jim said, “These killings are ritualistic, and they are, in the minds 
of these religious zealots, justified. They are old school. I mean real 
Old Testament wrath of God shit.”  John asked, “Judaism?” Jim said, 
“I thought you didn’t know anything about religion?” “I studied it 
in college, and I have friends who believe in some of that stuff. Old 
Testament Levitical law kind of shit.” “It’s not Jewish. It’s all wrong, 
and it’s not mainstream Christian. They did away with human sacrifice 
over a thousand years ago.” 

Jade looked horrified and asked, “Christians used to sacrifice 
humans?” Jim laughed again. “All religions and superstitions sacrificed 
humans at one time or another. I mean, if we learned anything in the 
last few years and mostly from the Devil’s Chair fiasco, meat is meat!” 

Jade leaned over and threw up in a trashcan, and John slapped Jim on 
the shoulder so hard he knocked him to the floor. “Jesus, I’m sorry. Are 
you okay, Jim?” Jim was laughing and getting back on his feet. “Yeah. 
Damn, you’re a strong fuck. You don’t know your own strength. What we 
have here is human sacrifice, and it is down to a very, very specific age 
group and manner in which these kids are killed and offered as a burnt 
offering to whatever deity this group worships.”  

“Satanism?” Jade asked, wiping her mouth, sweat running down 
her face. Jim shook his head with the cigarette in his mouth. “No…I 
don’t think so. They would be leaving pentagrams and ram’s heads 
not biblical sayings. God and Satan are mutually exclusive.” John 
laughed and said, “Like God and religion.” Jim shot John a look and 
asked, “So you believe in God not religion?” John nodded and said he 
was not now or ever going to get into a religious argument. Jim said, 
“Well, don’t look now, but I think that we are all about to be thrown 
into the middle of one. Find the kids, and we find the cult! We find 
the cult, and we find the killers.”
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Chapter Three
“No one can outgrow God,  

Erick, but one can outgrow the  
illogical aspects of religion.”

A
nnette and George Swan were beside themselves. Their daughter 
was kidnapped while sleeping in her crib right out from her 
parents’ arms. There was a candlelight vigil for the safe return 

of Emily Swan at the First Baptist Church of Arleta on Van Nuys 
Boulevard and a lot of media coverage. The AMBER Alert had set a 
city in motion to locate Emily. The problem was no one saw anything. 
No vehicle, no person, not a thing. Jim had gotten a call to speak at the 
vigil, and as Sheriff of Los Angeles County, it was part of his job. He 
called John and told him he had to give a brief speech, so the two men 
agreed to meet at the church at six p.m. for the vigil. 

Jim arrived on scene at a quarter to, and John’s truck was already 
parked in front of the church. Jim looked around, but there was no 
sign of him. He walked around the outside but nothing. He walked 
into the foyer of the church, and there was John, towering over 
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a man and woman, with his tablet in his hand. He was wearing an 
FBI windbreaker and had an intense look on his face. Jim looked on 
and was grabbed by the pastor of the church, Arnold Espanza. Pastor 
Espanza was the founding pastor of the church some fifty years earlier. 
The man, now in his mid-seventies, was slower in his walk but bright 
eyed in his conviction and care for his parishioners. He spoke with a 
slight Mexican accent and said, “Thank you for coming out to support 
the family, Sheriff O’Brian. It means the world to the community.” 
Jim nodded as he looked over at John who was still engrossed in a 
conversation and taking notes and looking at photographs.

Arnold took notice of Jim’s stare and said, “I was not aware that the 
FBI was involved in this case?” Jim shook his head and said, “Neither 
was I. Who is the agent talking to?” Arnold tried to look but had to put 
on his glasses. “That’s George and Annette Swan. Their daughter was 
abducted this morning.” Jim nodded his head as he tried to make small 
talk with the pastor while watching John. “So, how long have the Swans 
been members of your church, Pastor?” Jim asked. “Well, their family 
has been a part of this congregation since I founded it nearly four decades 
ago. However, Annette and George recently left our church for a new 
seed church that has been renting space from our congregation.” 

Jim suddenly lost interest in John and asked, “You rent out your 
church?” Arnold let out a little laugh. “Of course. We don’t use the facilities 
twenty-four seven, so we have several different churches that we rent out 
the facilities to. Why?” “Is there a way I could get a list of those churches, 
Pastor?” “But of course, Sheriff. You don’t think there is anything wrong 
with our tenants, do you?” Jim shook his head and said, “No, Pastor, not 
at all. But in the case of a missing child, no stone should remain unturned, 
and if the Swans have gotten involved with another church that operates 
out of your building, we should know about that. What’s the name of the 
church that they joined?” “Agape Trinity Blood of the Savior Church.” 
Jim asked, “Has the church been around long?” “No…it’s a seed church.” 
Jim interrupted him and asked, “Seed church?” Arnold laughed and said, 
“Well, it’s really not the right name for what that church is. It’s what we 
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call a splinter church that breaks away from a larger one. The pastor is 
Erick Walton Jr. He started the church about a year ago.” 

Jim looked at Arnold and asked, “Erick Walton Jr.? The son of the 
mega-church founder, Erick Walton, of Agape Trinity Blood Church in 
Van Nuys?” “That’s correct. He is Erick Walton’s son.” Jim looked on 
and said, “I know that Erick Sr. has a huge televangelist church and has 
tens of thousands of members the world over. Was there a falling out 
between him and his son? I seem to recall about two years ago senior 
was talking about retiring and his son taking over the church.” “Your 
memory does not deceive you, Sheriff. Erick Jr. was in line to succeed 
his father, and there was a falling out early last year, and they went their 
separate ways. I have known Erick Sr. from the time that he started his 
church, and I have known Erick Jr. since the day he was born. When 
the split happened, he came to me and asked if he could start his church 
here. He didn’t have a lot of resources, but I agreed. He has been slowly 
building a following. He’s quite the charismatic speaker.” “Like his 
father, no doubt,” Jim said. “The apple didn’t fall far from the tree in 
that family,” Arnold said. “So, are you officiating tonight?” “Oh no, 
Sheriff. This is Erick ’s church, and it was one of his member families 
whose child was abducted. He will run the vigil.” 

Jim looked around for someone in robes or a collar, but there was 
no one. “Is Pastor Walton here?” “Yes sir. He is right…over….there.” 
Arnold was pointing at a bright eyed, dark haired, handsome young man. 
He was talking with some people just out of earshot of John and the 
Swan family. Jim walked over and interrupted and said, “I’m sorry to 
interrupt. Can I have a word with you, Pastor Walton?” Erick looked at 
Jim with a strange look on his face and said, “Of course, Sheriff.” 

“So nice to see you here tonight, Sheriff. Thank you for coming.” 
“It’s a part of my job, Pastor. I was speaking to Pastor Espanza, and 
he tells me that you rent space from him here at his church.” “Yes sir. 
My church is quite small at this moment, but the Lord is adding to our 
congregation daily.” Jim looked at him and said, “I see, so tell me how 
you know the Swans.” “They are new members. They have only been 
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coming for a few weeks and then this tragedy befell them.” Jim stared 
him straight in the eye and asked, “You’re the son of Erick Walton Sr., 
the founder of the church that bares a strikingly similar name to your 
own?” “Yes, Sheriff. I don’t recall ever meeting you at my father’s 
church in the years I was with him.” Jim laughed for a second and said, 
“It’s unlikely that you would. It was many, many years ago, and you 
were just a little boy. I don’t think you were four. I was investigating the 
death of one of your father’s church members. I got to know your father 
pretty well. I’m surprised to hear that there was a falling out between 
you. As I recall, you two were very close.” 

“We were and still are, Sheriff. We just came to a fork in our spiritual 
roads, and we could not reconcile the differences, so I left the church and 
started this one.” “I hear you have been at it now about a year?” “That’s 
correct. I started this splinter church about a year ago this month. Do 
you speak to my father?” “No, no…I outgrew religion.” Erick got a 
surprised look on his face and asked, “How does one ‘outgrow God?’” 
Jim laughed and said, “No one can outgrow God, Erick, but one can 
outgrow the illogical aspects of religion.” “I’m afraid I’m not prepared 
to discuss that this evening. I do need to get to the business of our 
missing church family member, Emily. However, I would very much 
like to visit with you and your idea. The concept fascinates me.” “Well, 
any time, Erick. How about after the service tonight?” 

“Oh…I’m sorry, but I have a prayer meeting with my men’s leadership 
group tonight. Why don’t you call my office and speak to my assistant, 
Lisa. I’m sure that she can set up a time when the two of us can meet 
and talk about the fascinating ideas that you have in your head.” Erick 
handed Jim a business card, and he handed him one of his own. “Wow…
so professional, like a real business expert.” Erick didn’t respond. Instead, 
he asked to be excused, and he called for everyone to enter the sanctuary 
of the church. Jim looked over to see John still engaged in an intense 
conversation with the Swans, and he walked up and said, “Special Agent 
Swenson, the pastor has just called for a gathering in the sanctuary.” John 
stepped back and said, “Thank you for taking the time to speak with me. 
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I’m going to put this information into the federal database to beef up 
our search. We will do everything in our power to find Emily, Mr. and 
Mrs. Swan.” Annette was in tears as was George as they walked into the 
service. Jim and John sat in the front row of the church as Erick delivered 
an impassioned call for Emily’s safe return to her family. 

Erick said, “I beg the person or persons who took our little Emily to 
please return her safe to her father and mother. You can drop her at any 
police station or fire station or hospital, and they will reunite this grieving 
family.” When the service was over, a small group of people joined hands 
outside the church and lit candles for Emily and prayed and sang songs. 

Jim delivered a quick plea for the girl’s return and a stern warning 
to the kidnapper. “While we want Emily home safe with her family, 
those who have undertaken this cowardly deed are being sought by 
state and federal law enforcement. It’s not an if only a when that we 
catch you. You would do yourself and us a favor by turning yourselves 
in and returning Emily safely. The City of Los Angeles pays me to 
lead the hunt for you. It is also a fact that while law enforcement is 
looking for you, I would say chances are very good that the Iron Eagle 
is looking for you, too. Better we find you than him.” 

Jim looked for any reaction in the crowd. Much to his surprise, there 
was none. John stepped up and said a few words for the FBI then stepped 
back and sat down. Jim walked over to him when the vigil was over and 
asked, “What were you talking to the Swans about for so long?” “The 
disappearance of their child!” “Okay…I’ll bite. What did you learn?” 
Jim asked, taking a cigarette out of his left top pocket.  “They recently 
joined this church. They have been members of the First Baptist Church 
for many, many years. They recently were introduced to the Trinity 
Blood Church and fell in love with the concept.” Jim folded his arms 
and stepped off the curb and said, “This is not a news flash, John. I have 
known the founding pastor of this church pretty much from day one, and 
Arnold told me that the Swans had left his church for this new one.” Jim 
lit the cigarette and took a hit off of it and asked, “So, what do you make 
of this Walton character?” John looked on as the vigil was breaking up 
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and said, “He’s a charismatic speaker. He knows how to whip a crowd 
into a frenzy, and that can be good, bad, or dangerous.” “Yeah. I was 
thinking the same thing. I think I’m going to pay his father a visit.” John 
looked over at Jim standing with the smoke between his fingers and 
asked, “Why? Do you think that senior knows what the kid does?” 

Jim dropped the finished cigarette on the ground and said while 
pressing it out with his foot, “I’ve known him for a lot of years. If his 
kid was performing blood sacrifices or human sacrifices, he would have 
called us right away. The answer to what’s going on might be in the reason 
the two men had a falling out and why junior moved out on his own.” 
John nodded and said, “I’m going to follow up on the sacrifice issue. I 
understand what they would want and do with the heart prior to sacrifice, 
but for consumption in the ritual it’s not going to feed very many.” 

Jim laughed and said, “Loaves and fishes.” John tilted his head and 
asked, “Loaves and fishes? You mean Jesus feeding the multitude?” 
“I thought you weren’t religious?” Jim yelped. “You don’t have to be 
religious to understand the concepts and twisted metaphors.” Jim nodded 
and said, “Well, we don’t have much time. I have a feeling Emily is in the 
hands of these psychos, and we will have another shish kebab baby on our 
hands.” John nodded as the two men went their separate ways.

Four dark cloaked figures walked slowly around a pyramid shaped fire 
that rose high into the night air. They were chanting unintelligibly. It was 
melodic and rhythmic. Quiet coos and gurgles could be heard resonating 
from within the group. A figure rose before the fire and stood on a makeshift 
stone podium. The face was set alight by the fire, and the eyes burned wild 
and evil in the light. The chanting continued as Emily Swan lie nude in a 
silver bowl with royal purple bedding. Her little eyes glistened, and she 
moved and smiled off and on as the robed figures grew in number walking 
around her bed. The chanting became louder and louder until finally the 
figure on the stone podium called out in a loud and androgynous voice. 
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“We come before you, oh Lord, king of kings, creator of all things, and 
present this burnt offering to you as atonement for the sins of man. Hear us, 
oh Yahweh. We have waited patiently for your return, Jehovah. May this 
burnt offering be pleasing to you, oh Yahweh.” 

The crowd of cloaked and robed figures parted, and a small robed 
figure walked into the light of the fire with a shining steel rod. The point 
on the end of it shimmered in the light, and from the podium the voice 
called out, “Prepare the sacrifice!” Emily was picked up by two of the 
robed people and gently stretched out. One held her arms while the other 
held her legs and pulled her straight. She let out a whimper, and a second 
robed and hooded figure stepped forward and pulled a small serrated 
knife from a sheath and drove the blade under Emily’s rib cage. The child 
let out a gasp, and the blade was gently turned under her sternum, and the 
serrated side slowly cut open her chest. The only sounds outside of the 
crackling of the fire were gurgling noises as the child died. 

Once the blade had passed through her throat, the two that had held 
her straight laid her down in the silver bowl, which was now empty. 
The knife wielding robed person took both hands and pulled the chest 
cavity open, and with a few quick swipes of the knife removed the 
child’s still beating heart and held it up for all to see. The steel rod was 
run through Emily’s body, and she was placed on a spit that was hand 
turned. The smell of the burning flesh and the crackle of both the fire 
and the burning body sent a plume of smoke high into the air as blood 
and other bodily fluids dripped into the flames and coals. 

The heart was placed in the bowl and was filleted into thin sections and 
given to each robed figure. The speaker came down from the podium and 
took a piece of the flesh and said, “This is my body and blood. Consume 
this in remembrance of me.” After the words had been spoken, the meat 
was consumed, and Emily’s blood from the silver bowl was passed from 
person to person and each drank of it.  The speaker took the podium again 
and said, “The blessed bloody day of the Lord is nearly upon us. We must 
move with great haste to gain more souls to sacrifice as a pleasant offering 
to Yahweh, so that his second coming can be ushered in, and the new 
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Jerusalem can come down from the heavens. So, Yahweh, as is written in 
second Timothy, chapter four, verse one, ‘I charge thee therefore before 
God, and the Lord Jesus Christ, who shall judge the quick and the dead 
at his appearing and his kingdom.’ We must move quickly for the sake 
of all mankind. I have charged you with a great commission as our Lord 
charged Peter when he said, ‘Upon this rock I shall build my church.’ I 
have been ordained by Yahweh to usher in his second coming, and those 
who follow me know that they follow the apostle of Christ.”

There was a rousing round of yeahs through the group, which had 
grown from a few dozen to a sea of robed faces. The group broke up. It was 
twelve thirty, and they took down their podium and other items and left the 
Psalm on the wall and Emily’s remains burning over the white hot fire
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Chapter Four
“You have to use that pretty mouth for 
something more than talking, Chris.”

t 
he silence of the bedroom was broken by the ringing of John’s cell 
phone. He sat up in bed and said, “Swenson.” Jim’s voice came 
across the other end of the line. He was groggy and asked, “Do 

you ever fuckin’ sleep?” “I was asleep. What’s up?” “A forest ranger 
found the burnt remains of a child in the hills above Monte Nido.” John 
stood up and said, “Right in our back yard? They are killing these kids 
right in our back yard?” Jim was quiet for a moment then gave John the 
coordinates for his GPS and asked him to come.

Sara was sitting up in the bed and asked, “Another one?” John 
nodded. “Do you think it’s the Swan girl?” John nodded again. 
“Where?” Sara asked, putting on her robe. “Monte Nido…the hills 
above it.” Sara walked over and grabbed a bottle of water from the 
fridge in the wet bar. She sat down on the bed and said, “This is far 
beyond what law enforcement can deal with, isn’t it?” John was 
dressed. He looked at her and said, “Way beyond.” “So, how is the 
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Eagle going to catch this psycho?” John walked out the bedroom door, 
and as he did he answered, “Psychos, Sara, psychos, and I don’t know.”

John walked down to Jade’s house and pounded on the front door. 
She called out that she was coming, and John called out to her that he 
was waiting. He heard the dead bolt unlock, and Jade opened the door 
and walked back into the foyer of the house. She was nude, and her 
hair was going everywhere. “Rough night?” John asked. Jade didn’t 
get a word out when he heard Chris call out to her, “Is everything okay, 
Jade?” Chris came walking out of the bedroom nude and saw John 
standing in the foyer. The look on Chris’s face was enough for John. 
Chris stood frozen, and Jade had her hands on her hips and said, “Yes, 
John…I had a rough night getting laid. I have needs you know. What’s 
got you up at this hour?” “Dead kid.” Jade walked back to her bedroom 
as she spoke. “I’ll ride with you to the scene. I assume that it’s the same 
type of crime scene we have had in the other cases?” John just stood 
there staring at Chris before breaking the awkward silence. 

“Have you received the results from your bar exam?” “Um…
yeah…I mean, yes sir…I passed. I received the letter yesterday.” 
“When are you supposed to head for Quantico?” “I haven’t received 
my orders yet, but I would assume soon.” John looked on at Chris 
standing nude. As a lifelong bodybuilder, Chris had a magnificent 
build, which is why John hired him to be his trainer. Now, the kid 
was done with school and ready to start his career in the FBI. “How 
long have you and Jade been seeing each other?” Chris was visibly 
uncomfortable with the question. “Um…what time is it?” 

John laughed as Jade reappeared from the back master bedroom. 
She saw John and Chris in what she thought was a standoff and said, “I 
was horny. Chris didn’t have to work, so I got him over here, got him 
hammered, then fucked the shit out of him.” She patted Chris on his 
bare ass and said, “I had a good time, kid, but you don’t measure up 



22 • Chapter Four

to Mr. Swenson… if you know what I mean.” She was staring at his 
non-erect penis. John shot her a dirty look, and Jade said, “What? It’s 
the truth. He’s still a kid. He hasn’t learned to fuck yet. But he has good 
equipment, so he just has to learn how to use something other than his 
cock.” She was putting on her medical examiner’s coat and picking 
up a case on the floor in the foyer. “You have to use that pretty mouth 
for something more than talking, Chris. If you’re going to please a 
woman, you need to use that tongue on the right spots on a woman…or 
a man…I never asked you. Do you go both ways?” 

John let out a laugh, and Chris looked horrified. “I’m straight, 
Jade.” She headed for the front door, talking all the while, “Huh…
you might try having sex with a man. You’ll learn a lot, and if not, 
then the only way you’re going to get good at oral sex is practice, 
practice, practice.” Jade’s voice was fading as she walked up the 
walk and out to the driveway and John’s truck.

John looked at Chris and said, “I’m in charge of your orders to 
Quantico. Meet me in my office at nine a.m. I need a second set of eyes 
on a case. I will give you a temporary shield and ID, and we can go 
over some case work.” “I don’t think I’m ready for this yet, John.” “It’s 
sir…and there is only one way to get ready in this line of work, and it’s 
in the line of fire. I will see you at my office at nine.” John walked out, 
and Chris gave a weak okay as John closed the door.

Jim was standing near the edge of the hilltop when John and Jade 
pulled up. He put the cigarette he was smoking out with his fingers as 
he was in a dry, brushy area and said, “What the fuck? You bed Jade. 
Now you’re her chauffeur?” Jade shot him a dirty look and walked 
on over to where the yellow tarp was spread. John walked up to him 
and said, “Why can’t you let it die?” Jim let out a loud laugh and said, 
“Oh, yeah, that’s what I’m going to do. Let the fact that you got laid 
by Steve’s widow, Jade, and Sara die. Are you out of your fuckin’ 
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mind? Steve got it. You got it, and I ain’t got it. There’s no way I’m 
ever letting it go until I get some of that.” John started for Jade and 
the yellow tarp and said, “There’s only one thing I can promise you, 
Jim, and that is you aren’t ever getting any of that.” He pointed to 
Jade, who was bent over looking at the crime scene. 

“Talk to Barbara. I’m sure she has a friend or two that you have 
the hots for. Maybe she would get one of them to throw you some 
action.” Jim followed behind John complaining, “I want some young 
pussy, not old pussy. Jesus! Don’t you know anything?” There was a 
rock outcropping behind where the remains of the child laid. There, 
on a sheared off rockface, was Psalm twenty-six, carved into the 
sandstone. John read it out loud, and for a fraction of a second, the 
scene fell silent.

“Psalm twenty-six

Vindicate me, O LORD,

for I have walked in my integrity.

I have also trusted in the LORD;

I shall not slip.

Examine me, O LORD, and prove me;

try my mind and my heart.

For Your loving kindness is before my eyes,

and I have walked in Your truth.

I have not sat with idolatrous mortals,

nor will I go in with hypocrites.

I have hated the assembly of evildoers

and will not sit with the wicked.

I will wash my hands in innocence,

so I will go about Your altar, O LORD,

that I may proclaim with the voice of thanksgiving,

and tell of all Your wondrous works.” NKJV
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John looked around when he had finished reading and saw teary 
eyes as everyone went about their work. John called to Jade and said, 
“I’m certain that the body is that of the Swan girl. You’re going to 
have to get DNA from the family to confirm.” Jim whirled around and 
said, “John, you can’t just tell those parents that we think we found 
their kid burned alive.” John was looking at the wall and said, “She 
wasn’t burned alive. They cut out her heart while she was alive and 
then consumed it.” “They? Fuckin’ they? Who the fuck is they?” Jim 
asked. “The group that’s doing these ritual killings.” Jim was pissed 
and asked, “Did you become a fuckin’ clairvoyant overnight? Did the 
almighty come down and visit you in your bedroom in Malibu? How 
do you know that this is a ritualistic killing all of a sudden?” 

John walked over to the badly burned body and had Jade turn the 
spit handle until the shell was upright. “The killers were pretty slick with 
the first couple of killings. They didn’t leave enough evidence for us 
to see what they were doing. They have gotten more sloppy, and from 
the looks of this one, they no longer want to hide the fact that they are 
removing the heart and then consuming it.” John was pointing to the ribs 
of the child spread wide open and nothing but a hole where her heart 
should be. “The lungs, or what’s left of them, are there. If the heart had 
not been removed, it would look like a prune, but it’s not there. This is a 
ritual killing, and there were a lot of people here for it.” John pointed to 
the ground around the pit and off in the distance. Jim could see that there 
were footprints all over the place, and they were both male and female. 
There were holes where high heels had been, and he looked at John and 
asked, “So how the fuck are we going to catch these fuckers?” 

John walked back to the rock outcropping that looked out over the 
sea and Malibu below. Jim followed, taking out a cigarette and lighting it. 
“You told me last night at the vigil that you are going to speak to the father 
of Walton, the mega-church guy in Van Nuys.” Jim nodded, exhaling a 
large amount of smoke. “Yea, I’m going to see him at ten. I sent him an 
email, and he has made time for me. Why?” John looked out over the sea 
and said, “I’m coming with you, and I’m bringing a rookie federal agent 



Cleansing • 2524 • Chapter Four

with me.” Jim took another hit off the smoke and asked, “Who the fuck 
are you bringing?” “Chris Mantel.” “What the fuck? He hasn’t even been 
to Quantico yet.” Jim looked hard at John and asked, “Okay…what’s your 
game? This isn’t about police business anymore, is it?” 

John never took his eyes off the sea as he answered. “The police, the 
feds. They will never uncover this mess. There’s only one person who 
can.” Jim took a deep drag off the cigarette and then put it out. “You’re 
walking a slippery slope here. The Eagle’s walking a slippery slope. You 
don’t have any idea what you’re dealing with or who you’re dealing 
with.” “The group is large, but there is one leader who is controlling the 
masses. The problem is I don’t know if the leader is male or female.” 
Jim lit another cigarette, snapping his Zippo shut. “Well, whoever the 
fuck it is has some great mind control shit going on, John, because 
there’s a large group of people who know this is happening and no one 
is talking.” Jim stared out at the sea with a thoughtful look on his face, 
and neither man spoke. John broke the silence and said, “After we meet 
with the pastor, I want you to fly up to Corcoran State Prison.” 

Jim didn’t look at John. He took a hit off the cigarette and said, 
“You think this is some spinoff of Richards’ family idea of the 
sixties?” “Yes…I’m starting to think so. I think someone out here is 
trying to emulate an age old cult classic.” Jim laughed and said, “And 
just what the fuck do you think you’re going to get out of that crazy 
ass bastard?” John turned to Jim and said, “You said you don’t think 
he’s crazy…you met him, right?” Jim nodded. “Well, the Iron Eagle 
hasn’t.” Jim’s face changed to one of alarm. “The Eagle is going to 
kill Richards?” “No…the Eagle is going to interrogate Richards and 
find out what he knows about what’s going on outside.”  Jim put out 
the smoke and put it in his pocket. He turned to head back to the 
crime scene and said, “Well, the one thing I will say about hanging 
out with you, John…it’s never fuckin’ boring.” The two men walked 
back to the crime scene. They cleared their men to work it, and John 
asked Jim to join him at his office and meet Chris. He agreed, and the 
two men left the scene for the federal building on Wilshire.
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 Chapter Five
“… strap on a pair of balls that 
match those muscles and tell us 

everything you can...”

A
nnette and George Swan collapsed in screams and sobs when 
Jade informed them that there was a DNA match between the 
body found and their daughter, Emily. This was not Jade’s job. 

She usually wasn’t delivering this news. This was supposed to be 
done by a detective and a chaplain. She was used to having people 
come in to identify unknown persons, and that was hard enough. The 
reaction of the parents was almost the same as those who came in to 
identify a body, she commented to one of her coworkers when she 
walked back to her office.

Chris had been escorted through the federal building and taken to the 
seventeenth floor where he was roughed up then handed his temporary 
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ID and badge and escorted to John’s office. He was ordered to sit and 
wait for Special Agent Swenson. John had been watching the goings 
on from one-way glass the whole time. He tapped one of his human 
resources people on the shoulder and smiled as he made his way to his 
office. Chris was sitting still when John walked in. John said nothing, 
and Chris sat silent until the silence was broken by Jim walking through 
the door. “So…what’s up, numb nuts?” Jim was looking at Chris who 
sat in stunned silence. Jim let out a laugh and put a cigarette behind his 
ear. He patted Chris on the shoulder and said to John, “This kid reminds 
me of someone I used to know.” John walked around to the back of his 
desk with several gray folders and his tablet. 

John said to Chris, never looking up, “So, you have been through 
HR?” “Um…yes sir...they weren’t very friendly.” “They’re not paid 
to be friendly; they’re paid to make sure that everyone in this damn 
building does their job.” Jim sat in the chair next to Chris with a huge 
smile on his face. John looked up and saw it but said nothing. Jim asked, 
“Is this your new prodigy, or are you busting my balls? I just drove all 
the fuckin’ way over here at your goddamn request, Swenson.” The look 
on Chris’s face said it all. He was terrified. 

John stared laughing and said, “Christopher Mantel, please meet 
Los Angeles County Sheriff Jim O’Brian.” They shook hands, and 
Chris said, “It’s an honor to meet you, sir.” Jim sat down and said, 
“Yeah, yeah. I don’t need your lip prints on my ass. Save them for 
that asshole.” He pointed at John, who was handing the two men 
four gray files. John said, “Chris, your credentials expire in one 
week. You are to report to Quantico for training next Monday, so 
I only have you for a brief period.”  Chris looked down at the files 
and asked, “What do you want from me, sir. I’m not trained as an 
agent. I’m a lawyer.” Jim roared with laughter. “Jesus Christ. You 
turned the guy into a goddamn lawyer? You are a fuckin’ asshole, 
Swenson.” Jim looked at Chris and said, “You know you don’t have 
to be a goddamned lawyer to join the FBI, right?” Chris nodded and 
told Jim he was already going to law school when he met John. 
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“Where the fuck did you go to school?” “Pepperdine University.” 
Jim looked over at John and said, “Dia-fuckin-bolical…you son of 
a bitch. This is a kid of faith?” John nodded. Chris had a confused 
look on his face. “A kid of faith?” he asked. Jim nodded, putting the 
cigarette between his teeth and chomping like it was a piece of gum. 
“Oh yeah…Special Agent Swenson and I are not men of faith…we 
both know a lot about it, but we don’t…let’s say… practice it.  So 
what’s your faith, kid?” “Christian…” Jim nodded. “Yea, okay. Well, 
that cleared that right up. What kind of fuckin’ Christian are you?”  
Chris looked at John and said, “I don’t understand the question.” John 
looked up and asked, “What denomination?” “Oh…well, my mother 
was a Methodist, and my father is Catholic.” Jim laughed. “Was your 
father a choir boy?” “I don’t know. I don’t recall him ever going to 
church.” Jim let out a sigh and said, “Then he was a choir boy.” John 
said, “Chris, the reason I brought you in before your formal training 
is to get your view on a killing spree that we have going on in LA.” 
Chris looked at the markings on the gray files and asked, “Are these 
case files?” “Yes, they are. Open the top one.” 

Jim opened his as did John. There was a moment of hesitation, and 
Chris opened his. He looked down at first in horror and then with a 
look of curiosity. He looked over the file and then began to read the 
case report and look at the photographs. Jim had been watching him, 
waiting for him to wretch on the floor, but the kid was engrossed in the 
file. John asked, “What do you see, Chris?” “An altar and burnt offering 
to Yahweh. A Psalm of David…well, part of Psalm twenty-six.” John 
asked, “What do you know about that Psalm?” “It’s a Psalm of Prayer 
and Divine Scrutiny and Redemption.” “Redemption from what?” “Sin. 
Sinners. It’s what we would call a ‘cleansing’ Psalm.” 

John sat back in his chair as did Jim and asked, “So this is a Psalm 
asking for God to scrutinize the behavior of the writer and then cleanse 
and redeem him?” “Yes. You see the line that says, ‘I will wash my 
hands in innocence?’” Jim and John nodded. “Well, in essence, the 
writer was cleansing himself, so that he would be worthy of being in 
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the presence of God.” John sat back and said, “So, what you see in 
the pictures is a ‘cleansing’ process?” “Yeah…I mean I would have to 
go on scene to see the whole set up, but it appears to me that this is a 
cleansing ritual.” “They are killing infants and taking out their hearts 
then burning them on a spit,” John said. 

“Okay, so they are cleansing themselves in the blood of the innocent, 
which is the blood of the children, then making a blood or meat sacrifice 
unto the Lord.” Jim slowly closed his folder and asked, “Are you telling 
me that Christians do this shit?” Chris shook his head firmly. “No, not 
at all. Whatever this ritual is, it’s some demented form of God worship. 
I have never seen anything like this. I know of the blood offering in the 
Old Testament according to the Mosaic law and the book of Leviticus, 
but Jews stopped this type of sacrifice hundreds, maybe a thousand, 
years ago. Christians believe that Jesus was their blood sacrifice to 
God. There were some strange sects through the ages in Christianity but 
nothing in recent memory.” John slammed the folders on his desk and 
said, “Well, there is now. We have us a group of psycho religious zealots 
who think that the blood of babies is going to do something.”  “Wash 
away sin, or perhaps it’s an offering to God in return for the rapture of 
the church or the second coming of Christ.” 

Jim and John sat silent for a few seconds, and Jim said, “Whoa…
are you telling me that this could be a group of nut jobs who think that 
by killing and burning kids they will bring about the end of the world?” 
Chris nodded, and John said, “And they remove the heart and consume 
it as well as drink the blood of the innocent child?” Chris nodded and 
said, “Um…I’m sorry, sirs, but I am way out of my league here.” John 
sat looking at Chris and said, “Well, you better get into this league and 
fast because this is happening, and we have to stop it.” 

Chris looked at the photos in each file and said, “I don’t know where 
to begin.” John stood up and called out into the bullpen, and one of the 
field agents walked in. “Give Agent Mantel the corner cubical out there 
and bring him all of the case files on the baby killings.” The agent left, 
and John said, “Chris, Jim and I have to take a little trip, so we will be 
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gone the rest of the day. I want you to go over every file. Read every 
report, and then I want you to write up a profile of the killers. I want it 
when I see you at my house later tonight.” Chris stood up and walked 
to the door. He stopped and said, “I don’t think I’m ready for this.” Jim 
said, “Well, get fuckin’ ready. You’re about to be a special agent with 
the FBI. You’re going to Quantico to the Steve Hoffman Behavioral 
Science Academy, right?” Jim asked. Chris nodded. Jim said, “Steve 
Hoffman was my close friend, and he died saving me and John from 
an ambush by a cop killing mother fucker. Now, you strap on a pair of 
balls that match those muscles and tell us everything you can about 
those files.” Chris walked out of the office, and Jim said, “Jesus Christ, 
John. The kid is bigger than you.” John laughed. “In some areas…
come on. We have a flight to catch.”

Jim called Pastor Erick Walton from the truck while heading for the 
airport and apologized that he would not be able to meet with him. He 
explained the situation and set another appointment for the next day and 
asked, “Erick …one of my main reasons for the meeting was to ask why 
you and your son broke apart.” Erick Walton was sitting behind his large 
mahogany desk in his oxblood leather chair with a wireless earpiece on as 
he spoke to Jim. “Oh, Jim, that’s a long story.” Jim asked, “Well, give me 
the abridged version.” “We just didn’t see eye to eye on the direction of 
the church. Erick wanted to take the church in a direction that I felt was 
unstable. I believe in the tried and true, Jim. That’s how the Lord built His 
church from tens to thousands over forty years ago. Erick and I just could 
not agree on so many things that the church board voted him out, and he 
walked out the doors and started his new church.” 

They were pulling up to Santa Monica Airport where an FBI jet was 
waiting, and Jim asked, “What’s the difference between your church and 
your son’s?” “Erick is setting up his church to follow the church that 
is mentioned in the Book of Acts in the New Testament. That model 
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has never worked and never will, but that’s what he wanted to do with 
this church.” John had parked and got out, and Jim was getting out 
and following him to the plane. “So, what’s the difference in the two 
churches, Erick?” “His idea is to make a communal society. Everyone 
sells everything, and the money is put into one treasury and distributed to 
the membership based on need. They all live together as one family unit. 
In essence, a socialist or even communist ideology as we would look at 
it today.” “That would give him total control over his parishioners,” Jim 
said. “Yes, Jim. It would, and in my opinion, that would make him and 
his followers dangerous.” The flight attendant told Jim to hang up, and 
Jim told Erick he would speak to him tomorrow. 

The plane was taxiing down the runway for takeoff, and John 
asked, “What did the father have to say about the son?” “If I got the 
conversation right, we aren’t going to have to look very far for the 
source of the killings. I don’t want to say any more until I meet with 
him tomorrow. For now, let’s focus on this bizarre ass meeting you 
have set up between the Iron Eagle and Bruno Richards.”

It was half past ten a.m., and Lisa Farmer was cleaning up the 
nursery before heading over to the sanctuary for morning prayer 
service. She had just finished her clean up and gotten the last child off 
with an attendant when a tall, thin man appeared outside the window 
of the church daycare. She looked over and saw him. There were no 
words exchanged, just a look. The man was about six foot eight and 
might have been a hundred and fifty pounds. He was wearing a derby 
hat and a black suit and looked like something out of the nineteenth 
century. His facial features were gaunt, and his eyes were dark and 
deep set. He placed his long, bony fingers and hand on the window and 
slowly nodded to her. She nodded back, and then he was gone. 

She turned to go to the service when one of her assistants in the 
nursery asked, “Who was that man?” Lisa looked around and said, 
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“What man?” “The tall thin man at the window. He put his hand on the 
glass and then left.” Lisa laughed and said, “Oh, him? You just forget 
about him. He’s a bible salesman who has been after Pastor Erick.” The 
young girl looked at Lisa and said, “He was scary, Lisa, really, really 
scary.” Lisa let out a laugh and said, “Oh, now, don’t you fret about 
him. He’s no threat and don’t go talking to Pastor Erick about it or 
anyone else for that matter. It will only make him angry.” 

The girl turned to leave, and Lisa asked, “Maria? When are you 
due?” Maria’s pregnant belly barely fit through the door. “Any day 
now.” “Do you know if it’s a boy or a girl?” Maria smiled and said, “Yes. 
It’s a boy, and I have named him Jesus…Jesus Emmanuel Estonia.” 
Lisa smiled and said, “Well, you take care of our little savior there and 
let me know when it is time for him to come to us. I will be with you in 
the birthing room.” “Oh, thank you, Lisa, but I’m having Jesus in the 
hospital. My doctor is worried about the baby’s health. You know how 
protective my husband, Roberto, is. He insists that we have the baby 
in the hospital.” “I see…what hospital?” “Arleta Medical Center.” Lisa 
smiled and said, “A fine hospital. You get off to the prayer service. I’ll 
be right along.” Maria waddled down the hallway as Lisa wrote some 
notes on a piece of paper.
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Chapter Six
“Don’t you fuckin’ leave me  
in here with this monster!” 

T
he FBI jet was in flight to Corcoran State Prison. John had pulled 
out several small belts and was putting medications and syringes 
into them as the plane flew to its destination. Jim was watching 

him carefully. “You know that my guards are going to search you 
before you get anywhere near Richards?” John never looked at Jim 
as he answered, “No they won’t. You’re the LA County Sheriff, and 
I’m FBI. We will check our weapons as usual for a high level custody 
visit but that’s all.” Jim laughed and said, “You really think that 
you’re going to get something useful out of Richards?” “I’m going 
to try.” “And what about the guards? They will be watching from 
anywhere you interview the guy.” John took off his suit pants and 
shirt and wrapped the packaging around his upper arms and thighs. 
“You will take care of that, Sheriff. I don’t want you in the room 
when I interrogate him.” “You mean torture him…when the Iron 
Eagle tortures him.” “Whatever. I guarantee he will talk.” 
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The pilot announced they were on their final approach to Salyer 
Farms Airport in Corcoran. John had put his pants and shirt on and was 
tying his tie when the wheels of the jet touched down.

Jade was working with the Swan family to help them get Emily’s body 
moved to a funeral home to take care of her remains when she was buzzed 
that she had a visitor. She excused herself and walked out into the waiting 
room where a tall, thin man in a black suit sat. He had a hat on his lap, and 
he rose when Jade entered the room. “How can I help you?” Jade asked. 

“Good morning, Dr. Morgan. My name is F.E. Arnest. I’m with 
Arnest Funeral Home. I was watching television this morning and heard 
the devastating news of the Swan family’s loss, and I wanted to offer our 
home’s services free of charge.” Jade shook his hand and asked for some 
ID, which Arnest provided along with his business card. She made a few 
calls and everything checked out, so she invited him to an office adjacent 
to her own and asked him to be seated. She walked back to her own office 
and handed the card to George Swan and said, “This gentlemen is the 
owner of a funeral home and heard your story on the news and wants to 
offer his services free of charge.” George read the card while his shocked 
wife just sat with tears running down her face. “Arnest Funeral Home? I 
know it. It’s on Van Nuys Boulevard on the edge of Arleta. I’ve done work 
for them in the past, handyman work.” Jade asked if they wanted to meet 
with him, and they said yes. She took them into a conference room and 
introduced the couple to Mr. Arnest, who explained his home would take 
care of anything that the family wanted for their child’s final goodbye. Jade 
was both impressed and creeped out by Arnest. She excused herself while 
the three spoke and called Jessica Holmes to her office. 

Jessica was interning with Jade while she finished college, and Jade 
asked, “Look in there and tell me if that tall, thin man looks familiar to 
you?” Jessica looked at him and said, “Yeah…I’ve seen him before…I 
can’t remember where.” Jade looked on and asked Jessica, “Was it from 
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your time on the street when you were hooking?” Jessica stared at the man 
with a thoughtful look on her face, and then she moved out of the doorway 
and pressed her body flat against the wall. A trickle of sweat was running 
down her face, and she was sheet white. “Jess? Are you okay?” She was 
breathing heavy, and Jade was about to yell for help when Jessica put her 
arm on Jade’s and said, “I have seen him on Hollywood Boulevard.” Jade 
stopped and asked, “Was he a john?” She nodded slowly and said, “Sort 
of…he would walk the streets in the middle of the night and ask if those 
of us on the street had heard the good news.” “What good news?” “That 
the savior was coming, and that we needed to repent of our sinful ways 
and be redeemed and cleansed in the blood of Christ.” “Proselytizing? 
The guy in there was proselytizing on the streets of Hollywood?” Jessica 
nodded slowly and said, “He didn’t do as he said though…he partook of 
the fruits of the flesh on the streets. I knew a few girls that had been with 
him, and their stories were freaky.” 

Jade looked into the room, and Arnest had his huge arms spread 
across the table with his hands on George and Annette’s hands, and they 
were praying. Jade asked, “Do you recall any of the stories?” Jessica 
pulled her body away from the wall and looked back in the room where 
the three had their eyes closed. “Um…god…it’s been a few years 
since Sheriff O’Brian and Agent Swenson saved me from that life. I do 
remember one girl. She was older, in her early twenties, and she talked 
about this tall, skinny freak that she fucked a few times. She said that he 
would make her strip nude, and then he would bathe her while quoting 
bible stuff. Um…OH YEAH! She said that he would tell her that he was 
cleansing her with water, so that she would be worthy of his seed. He 
wouldn’t let her dry off. I remember she said he refused to use a condom 
and would only have anal sex. He would bend her over the bed, and the 
whole time he was fucking her he would quote bible passages and pray. I 
remember she said that after he came in her, he made her take a container 
that he had with him and squat next to the bed and shoot his spooge out 
of her ass, and then he would make her drink it. She said he told her it 
was holy serum and that through it she would be saved.”  
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Jade stepped back and said, “Okay, now you have my freak-o-meter 
off the charts.” Jessica looked in, and Arnest was rising from the table. She 
pulled back, but it was too late. She saw him look at her from the corner 
of his eye. Jade walked back into the room, and George and Annette were 
eerily calm. “Is everything okay?” George said, “Much more than okay. 
Mr. Arnest is going to take care of Emily for us. Please make her ready for 
release. He has brought a car to take her to the home.” Jade looked at Arnest 
who smiled a grim smile, and she said, “Of course, of course. I will have an 
orderly prepare Emily for departure. Mr. Arnest, if you will come with me.” 
He followed Jade out of the office and into the morgue. 

When they were in the room with the door shut, Jade asked, 
“What news station were you watching when you heard about the 
plight of the Swans?” “It was an early morning news program. I think 
it was either KCAL 9 or CBS morning news. It was probably KCAL 
since they start their morning news at four a.m., which is when I 
rise in the morning.” Jade told him to bring the station wagon to the 
pickup entrance. He walked out, and she called Jessica and told her to 
open the back door. Jessica called out and asked, “Is it for that freak, 
Arnest?” “Just open the damn door, Jess. It’s not like he’s going to 
steal your soul. The fuckin’ guy’s not death.” 

Jessica walked to the pickup entrance and pushed the button to the 
garage, and the door opened, and the car was backed in and idling. 
When the door was up, she walked back to the loading dock and 
motioned the car to back up, and she directed it until it was in place to 
receive the small cardboard box with Emily’s body in it. Arnest stepped 
out of the car and walked back to Jessica and asked, “Is this Emily?” 
Jessica nodded. He opened the back of the car and picked the small 
box up off the gurney and gently placed it in the hearse and clamped it 
down, so it would not slide. He closed the door, and his towering stick 
figure sent a shiver up Jessica’s spine. He walked to the front of the 
car and opened the driver’s side door. Jessica was walking back up the 
loading ramp when Arnest called out to her. “I’m glad to see that you’re 
off the streets, Jessica. The Lord is going to work miracles through 
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your hands.” He got into the car and drove off. Jessica hit the remote 
and ran down the long hallway to her office and slammed the door shut.

John and Jim stepped off the jet into the hot July sun. It was just 
noon, and there was an agent from the FBI waiting for them with a 
sedan. Jim looked over at John and said, “You fuckin’ Feebies are 
spooks, man. Do you have an office in every town in the state?” John 
laughed as they got into the back seat and said, “The world!” The sedan 
took off from the airport and headed for Corcoran Prison. Jim was 
unsettled as they drove up the road and the prison came into view. “It’s 
been a lot of years since I’ve seen Richards.” John nodded. Jim took 
a cigarette from his top left pocket and rolled down the window and 
gestured to John for an okay, and he nodded. 

He flipped open the Zippo and took a few fast hits off the cigarette 
and held it out the window as he spoke, “They say that Richards is the 
embodiment of all that is evil.” John laughed and said, “After all of 
the shit we have seen over the past several years, the cases of brutality, 
murder, and cannibalism, you’re going to define this one druggy from 
the sixties as the epitome of evil?” Jim took a hit off his smoke and said, 
“He still has fans and followers. The guy might be an old man, but he still 
has influence.” John nodded and said, “That’s precisely why we are here, 
to see if that influence has anything to do with these killings.” 

The car pulled up to the main gate, and they were passed through 
and drove down a long street until they pulled up to 4001 King Avenue. 
The car stopped at the main entrance where  Warden Alan Spaulding 
was waiting for them. John and Jim walked up the steps to meet him. 
“So what the fuck does the FBI want with Bruno fuckin’ Richards, 
Jim?” Spaulding was ignoring John altogether. Jim and Alan went 
back a lot of years. They served together in the military and then in the 
sheriff’s department until Spaulding joined the California Department of 
Corrections. Alan had been with the department for over twenty years, 
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but he cut his teeth in the LA County jail and prison system and was 
promoted rapidly. He had been the warden at Corcoran for five years. 

Jim said, “The fuck if I know, Alan. Alan Spaulding, this is Special 
Agent John Swenson.” The two men shook hands, and Spaulding 
opened the door into the main lobby and said, “I have heard of Agent 
Swenson and his bullshit heroics. What do you want with Richards?” 
John and Jim were following Alan through a maze of hallways, and 
John said, “He’s a person of interest in a murder spree in Los Angeles.” 
Alan started laughing as they came to an outer room where both men 
handed over there service weapons and were to be searched. 

John stepped back as a deputy approached and said, “I’m a federal 
agent, and I’m here on federal business. There will be no touching me. 
Are we clear?” The deputy backed up and waited for Alan to make the 
next move. John’s imposing figure towered over all of the men in the 
room, and Alan said, “We have rules, Agent Swenson, and you are not 
above those rules.” John looked Alan straight in the eye and said, “I’m 
a federal agent here on federal business. All of this is my jurisdiction. 
If you want to keep being a smartass, I can make a call to the governor 
or better yet Washington, and we will see how fast you end up with 
your ass in a sling.” Spaulding backed away from John and said to 
Jim, “Who the fuck is this guy? He’s got dead fuckin’ eyes.” 

Jim said, “Don’t press him, Alan. Agent Swenson has a 
tremendous amount of pull in state and federal government. He 
could literally make you a jailer again in LA if you bust his balls.” 
Spaulding waived off his men and said, “Captain Rains will escort 
you from here.” Spaulding shook Jim’s hand and told him it was 
good to see him. He tried to stare down John but could not hold eye 
contact. Rains said, “I will escort you to the PHU, the Protective 
Housing Unit. This part of the prison is top secret and under heavy, 
heavy security.” John replied as he and Jim followed, “I know all 
about this unit, Captain. I know more about who’s in the unit and 
why than you ever will.” Rains looked at John and said, “I have no 
doubt, Agent Swenson. On that, I have no doubt.” 
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They walked to Rains’ car and drove the whole of the prison until 
they reached PHU. Rains parked, and they were waved through. “This is a 
prison within a prison,” he said. They walked through several more security 
checkpoints until they were in front of unit 4A. There was a giant mural, 
some thirty feet wide, with an eagle with its talons out and an American flag 
for wings flying over the ocean with the words ‘Remember 9/11’ written 
under it. Jim looked at John and whispered, “This is way too fuckin’ creepy, 
man. Did they know the Eagle was coming?” John made no movement. 
He waited to be let into the unit. They passed through the final entrance to 
the PHU and stenciled above the entrance were the words, ‘Warning – No 
Warning Shots.’ Jim looked at Rains and asked, “If they run, you kill?” 
Rains nodded as the door opened, and the men entered. 

They followed Rains through a labyrinth of cells, all steel, all sealed 
off, and very quiet. Rains walked up to a door at the end of the hall and 
said, “Richards is in there. You will be watched by cameras as well as 
three duty officers.” The door opened, and there were two deputies inside 
on each side of the door. There was a small steel table with two chairs. 

John looked at Jim and said, “Take care of the guards.” Jim walked 
out of the room with Rains, and a few minutes later the two guards were 
ordered to stand outside the room. John pulled a small black box from his 
pocket, and with a few quick adjustments the cameras in the room were 
set to loop as soon as Richards was brought in. Jim walked back in and 
asked, “Do you want me in here?” John shook his head. 

Jim turned to leave when a rear door opened and Richards was brought 
in in full restraints. Richards saw him and said, “Officer Jim O’Brian. 
What the hell are you doing here?” Richards let out a laugh, and Jim 
looked at him and said, “Long time no see, Bruno. How they treating 
you?” The men shared a laugh, and Jim walked out. 

Richards sat across from John and looked long and hard into his eyes 
as the deputies were leaving. “Don’t you fuckin’ leave me in here…
for God’s sake, don’t you fuckin’ leave me in here with this monster!” 
The steel door slammed as the Iron Eagle stared into the eyes of Bruno 
Richards, only Richards refused to stare back.
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Chapter Seven
“Lisa is a good soldier for God.  

She will get us our next soul.”

J
ade called to Jessica several times, but there had been no response. 
She walked the corridors of the coroner’s building because 
Jessica wasn’t in her office. She had given up and stopped to 

use the bathroom before putting out a building wide APB when she 
heard crying coming from the end stall. Jade walked slowly back to 
the stall and knocked on the door. “Jess, are you in there?”  “Um…
yeah…I’m sorry. Did you need me for something?” Jade called her 
out, and Jessica came out with her face streaked by mascara and 
tears. “What the hell is going on?” Jessica walked over to one of 
the sinks and began to wash her face. “Nothing, Jade, nothing. Just 
a wash of really, really bad memories.” “Is this connected to that 
Arnest guy?” Jessica finished washing her face and dried it with 
some towels and then put her hands on the sink and looked hard into 
the mirror. Jade knew the signs all too well, and she said, “You were 
the girl in the story.”
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Jessica looked into the mirror as if there were answers in the 
reflection. She nodded slowly as a tear ran down her face. “Why lie to 
me, Jessica? I know your life. I know your past. Why didn’t you tell me 
that it was you?” Jade waited for a response. “There are some memories 
that are better left buried, Jade. You don’t know what it’s like. You have 
no fuckin’ idea what it’s like to allow strange men and women to use 
your body for their satisfaction. To be a human toilet, a receptacle for 
their semen, piss, shit, spit, or anything else they decide they want to put 
in you. I lived five years on those streets. I survived by being the hooker 
that any person could do anything with and to. If there is a way to have 
sex, I have done it. Threesome, four, five, six, eight, ten men and up all 
at the same time. I have been the favor at more bizarre sex parties than 
I care to remember. I did it because others wouldn’t. I did it because it 
made me a valuable commodity on the street and kept me in demand. 
I was paid handsomely to allow my body to be used by people with no 
questions asked. But seeing that guy again…seeing that FREAK…took 
me back to a dark place that I thought I had escaped.” 

Jade walked over and put her hands on Jessica’s shoulders, 
“You’re right. I have no idea what you went through or the things that 
you have endured. But they’re in the past. You’re safe and with me. 
And John, Jim, Sara, and Barbara truly love and care for you.” Jessica 
dried her eyes and said, “I know that, but there are moments like this 
one that remind me that I’m only one slip, error, or disagreement 
from being back in that life again. A life that I swore when I first met 
Jim that I loved. A life that in its own way, at that time, I did love. 
Because in those moments, I was the center of attention no matter 
how cruel, and I was also in control a lot of the time.” 

Jade walked into a stall and said, “Did I tell you that I had sex 
with John, Sara, and Gail Hoffman after Steve died?” There was a 
moment of silence, and Jessica said, “NO! You never mentioned it. 
Was it good? I bet John’s HUGE!” Jade laughed and said, “Yes…it 
was great, and John is HUGE! But it wasn’t about that. It was about 
an intimacy that I had never experienced. It was a lovely intimate 
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night that will never happen again. I do have the memories, though, 
and they will be with me for the rest of my life.” 

Jade walked out and started to wash her hands. “So, how does you 
getting off on a sexual fantasy help me?” Jade was drying her hands and 
said, “It doesn’t directly. It’s just a reminder to you that life moves pretty 
fast, and good and bad things happen. Did I tell you that my husband and 
his children from another marriage died in the LA fires several years ago?” 
Jessica shook her head slowly. “Well, they were. I didn’t know for several 
weeks, and when I found out, I found out by doing the autopsy on my 
husband.” Jessica froze. “Bad shit happens to us in life, Jessica. We have to 
learn from it and move on. We are women. We will always be subordinate 
to men. It’s just a fact of life. We can only hope that we get lucky enough 
to find men like John Swenson and Jim O’Brian who will love us for who 
we are and listen to and respect us. Outside of that, there is nothing we can 
do to change the past. All we can do is learn from it.” 

Jessica stood up straight and said, “I had no idea you had been through 
so much. I guess we are kindred spirits.” Jade nodded and asked, “There 
is more about Arnest, isn’t there?” Jessica nodded. “What is it?” “He’s 
a really, really good speaker. Very, very convincing. He confessed to me 
one night after he had finished with me that he used to be a follower of 
Bruno Richards. He told me that he lived with the family in the Simi Valley 
Mountains near Box Canyon in the sixties and early seventies.” Jade looked 
at her with a confused look on her face. “Was he involved in any of the 
killings?” Jessica got a strange look on her face. “I didn’t even know who 
Richards was. I had to ask around. When I did learn, it scared the hell out 
of me. One night when we were finished, he was talking about the family 
and told me that he was working with a new movement, a movement of 
peace and cleansing. He said that they were working to usher in the second 
coming of Jesus, and that I needed to get right with God.” 

Jade looked at Jessica and said, “We need to share this with John 
and Jim.” She nodded, and Jade pulled her cell phone from her smock 
and called John’s cell. She got voicemail and left a message that he 
needed to call her as soon as he got her message, and that she might 



Cleansing • 4342 • Chapter Seven

have a lead in the baby killings. Jade hugged Jessica and said, “All we 
can do is wait for John’s call. Now, we have to get back to the grim job 
that I have and you assist me in.” Jessica nodded as they walked out 
and headed for the autopsy room.

Lisa Farmer was lying on her stomach while Erick grunted and 
sweated over her in the early afternoon sun. She was nude from the 
waist down, and Erick had ordered her to remove her underwear and 
to lube her ass. She did as ordered. He was talking as he pounded 
away, “This is pleasing unto the Lord, Lisa. There is no possibility of 
children. That’s why this is the only way I will make love to you.” He 
was grunting and sweating as Lisa bit the sheet on the bed and gripped 
it in her fists, tears running down her face, not making a sound.

Arnest had driven Emily Swan’s remains to his mortuary in Arleta. 
He backed the car into the stall entrance to the home and ordered the 
men to take the body to the morgue and put her in cold storage. “Be 
gentle with that child. She was a pleasing offering to the Lord our 
God.” The two men nodded as they gently took the small casket-
shaped box inside. Arnest sat down in his office and picked up the 
phone and dialed a number. “Voice mail. Shit.” He waited for the tone 
and said, “I have done as you have asked and retrieved the remains of 
Emily Swan. She is here with me in my home. Let me know how you 
want me to handle her final resting place as her parents are to arrive 
soon, and I will need direction from you.” He hung up the phone and 
poured a glass of water with some lemon from a pitcher on the desk. 
He took a drink and said, “Now, that’s refreshment. Thank you, Lord, 
for these gifts that I am receiving.” Arnest reclined back in his chair, 
waiting for the phone call that would give him further instruction. He 
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had shared the message with Lisa earlier in the day through his body 
language. She had her orders. He said, “Lisa is a good soldier for 
God. She will get us our next soul.” He reclined and relaxed, sipping 
the lemon water and waiting.

The Eagle sat silent, staring at Richards who refused to make eye 
contact. He hung his jacket on the back of the chair then removed 
two packets of instruments from his arms and rolled them out onto 
the table. Richards looked over and saw what the Eagle had unfurled 
and screamed in terror.
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 Chapter Eight
“Not enough to stop the killing, 

Jim, not enough to stop it.”

J
im was standing outside the interrogation room. A couple of the other 
guards were going for a smoke break and invited him to join them. They 
stepped out a side door off the interrogation room where they could still 

hear Richards screaming. Jim asked, “Doesn’t that bother you?” One of the 
guards let out a laugh. “Are you kidding? That crazy fuck spends half his 
day yelling at the air, calling out to invisible people, all kinds of nutty ass 
shit. He’s just pissed off because we left him with an FBI agent. He hates 
the feds.” Jim laughed and lit a cigarette and said, “Well…I remember him 
from when he was tried and convicted. I was with the Marshal’s service in 
those days. I remember the one or two times I ran into him he was talking 
weird as shit.” The two guards laughed and were enthralled by the fact that 
Jim had been there from the start. They smoked and asked him all kinds of 
things about the now senile and psycho old man.
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Devonwood Park was bustling with mothers and children. Every 
piece of playground equipment was in use, and the toddlers and little ones 
were basking in the sun and playing in the sand boxes. It was a little 
oasis in Panorama City that the LAPD had beefed up patrols in to run out 
the gangs and drug dealers to allow the area kids a place to play. Estelle 
Martinez had gotten off work early and had taken her two children to the 
park for some play time. She had just let her older son, Brandon, take 
off for the little kid swings and was taking Tina, her six-month-old, out 
of the stroller when she heard a familiar voice call out to her. “Estelle, is 
that you?” She looked around for the familiar voice and saw Lisa Farmer 
walking across Woodman Avenue and into the park. As Lisa approached, 
Estelle waved wildly and ran with Tina in her arms to hug her. 

“Lisa Farmer, how are you? My God, girl, I haven’t seen you in 
years.” The two women walked back to where Estelle had been sitting, 
and she called out to Brandon to come and see Lisa. He ran over and gave 
Lisa a huge hug and said, “I thought I would not ever see you again.” She 
laughed at his slight lisp and said, “I have been away with some friends, 
but I could never stay away from you.” He got a big smile on his face just 
as an ice cream truck pulled up in front of the park. Lisa could wait. Ice 
cream couldn’t. And with the dollar bill that Estelle gave him, he took off 
for the truck, yelling what he wanted. 

Lisa sat down next to Tina and said, “My goodness. Brandon has 
grown so much since the last time I saw him.” Estelle nodded and said, 
“It’s been two years, Lisa. You haven’t babysat for him for nearly two 
years. You look radiant. What are you doing now?” Lisa told her about 
the church she was involved in and the pastor that she had married. “I’m 
a pastor’s wife. Can you believe it?” Estelle had a disapproving look on 
her face. “Aren’t you a bit young to be a pastor’s wife? And does he know 
about the issues you have had in your life?” “He saved me from that life. 
He took me off the streets and gave me food and clothing. He helped me 
through the blood of Christ to receive salvation, and now I work with 
him and the rest of his church to spread the good news.” Estelle shook 
her head. “Honey, you have always been an easy mark for men. You are 



Cleansing • 4746 • Chapter Eight

very beautiful, and, for your age, you know how to sell it. But you are 
not that bright when it comes to people taking advantage of you. Are you 
sure about this guy and his church?” Lisa nodded and started to ramble 
on and on about Erick and the whole movement. 

After a few minutes, she turned her attention to Tina. “And who is 
this little bundle of joy.” Estelle looked on and said, “This little bundle 
is the result of too much vodka and unprotected sex.” “Oh, Estelle, what 
happened?” “Let’s just say that I went to a party with a few friends and 
had a few too many, and Tina, here, is the result.” Lisa frowned and asked, 
“Is the father in her life?” Estelle shook her head. “I don’t even know who 
the father is. It was a crazy night with a lot of men. I have no idea who 
the father is. Hell, girl, I didn’t even know half the men who were fucking 
me. I was just having a good time…and then this.” Estelle pointed to Tina. 

“If you’re unhappy with the situation, why not put her up for 
adoption?” Estelle got tears in her eyes and said, “Why should Tina be 
punished because I did something foolish? I’m her mother, and I have 
done a lot of growing up since that night.” Tina was chomping on a cookie 
that she had all over her face and hands. She was smiling, and her jet black 
hair and brown eyes were set off by her pale skin. 

Lisa looked around the park at all of the children playing and said, 
“I want to have a baby some day, but Erick says that he doesn’t want to 
bring a child into the world. He claims the end is near, and Jesus is going 
to return.” Estelle laughed and said, “I’m a Catholic, sweetheart. We’ve 
been waiting for that for a long, long time. All the fear mongering to keep 
us under control. There’s no second coming coming any time soon.” Lisa 
had a dejected look on her face, and she squirmed a little. Estelle looked 
at her and asked if she was okay. “Oh, I’m okay. Just a little sore. Erick 
doesn’t want children, and he doesn’t believe in birth control, so I take it 
up the ass two to three times a day.” Estelle laughed and said, “Honey, 
given the things you did when you hooked, I’m surprised that your ass 
even shuts anymore. He is right, though. It’s a one hundred percent way 
not to have a baby. But if it’s hurting you, why don’t you tell him?” Lisa 
got a serious look on her face, and Estelle ended the questions. 
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Lisa stood up and asked, “So, do you still live down the street with 
your dad?” “Yeah. My father passed away last year and left me his house 
and a nice life insurance policy to take care of Brandon. We have a great 
life. I’m really thankful for my father. He made it so I work if I want to, 
and we have enough through his trust to pay the bills and have some 
extra.” Lisa smiled and told her that was nice. “Well, it was really good 
seeing you again, Estelle. I have to get back to the church. We have an 
evening meal to prepare for our church family.” “Where is your church?” 
“Well, it’s not our church. It’s the First Baptist Church of Arleta. Erick 
rents space there, and we have a kitchen and feeding hall a few buildings 
down. You should come by some time and meet Erick and the family. 
The congregation is small but growing, and you are always welcome. 
I will even take care of Tina and Brandon for you if you want to take 
some classes or go to a service.” Lisa handed Estelle a brochure about the 
church, then they hugged, and she headed back to the church.

The Eagle had removed a small vial from the black belt that he had 
around his arms. He took out a twenty-three gauge needle and slowly 
twisted it onto the end of a syringe. Richards watched as the Eagle 
filled the syringe with a bluish-colored liquid. He stood up and grabbed 
Richards by the head and drove the needle directly into his carotid artery. 
“There. That will go directly into your brain and save us a lot of time.” 
Richards shouted obscenities and then calmed down. The Eagle stared 
into his eyes, and suddenly Bruno sat up and said, “What did you give 
me?” “Something to clear the cobwebs. What’s your name?” “Bruno 
Richards.” “What year is it?” Richards looked at the Eagle and said, “I 
have no idea. What year is it?” 

“Let’s just say that you’ve lost four decades of your life in this 
prison.” Richards was calm and collected. He spouted out a few things 
in a logical and sensible way, and the Eagle said, “I told them you’re not 
crazy. You’re twisted with a sick ideology, but you’re not insane. What’s 
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the last thing you remember?” Richards got a thoughtful look on his 
face and said, “I had taken the family out to Box Canyon for a camping 
trip, and we got busted by the fuzz. They accused us of murder.” 

The Eagle had a small midi recorder in his hand and asked, “That’s 
it? That’s all you remember?” “Well…we dropped a lot of acid on that 
trip. I remember ordering some of the sisters to take care of the Lord’s 
work before our arrest.” The Eagle said, “Tell me about the family, Mr. 
Richards. Where are those that followed you after you went to prison?” 
Richards moved in his seat, and the Eagle grabbed his shoulder and 
said, “Stay still. You don’t want to make me angry.” “I know you. 
You’re the Iron Eagle…I’ve heard talk about you on the yard from 
inmates and guards. So…what? Did you come here to kill me?” The 
Eagle looked into his eyes and said, “You tell me.” 

Richards nodded, and the Eagle said, “Now tell me about the family, 
and I will make sure you die fast. If you don’t, I will make it take a year, 
and no doctor will be able to figure out what the hell is wrong with you. 
You will just scream in agony from an unknown illness. I don’t figure 
you’ll get much sympathy from this place. There are a few of these 
guys that would like to watch you die badly.” 

Bruno’s face dropped, and he said, “After the trial, the family 
splintered. They moved to different parts of the country. Most just 
left the life altogether, and they are damned to hell for forsaking me.” 
The Eagle laughed and said, “Yeah…you’re an angel. Who do you 
still keep in contact with?” “My wife, who I will marry in this life 
or the next. That’s about it.” “Charlotte Watson?” Richards looked 
surprised. “You know her?” “I know of her. So…you pass messages 
to her to give to your followers?” He nodded and began to slump 
in his seat. Sweat was dripping down his face, and he was having 
trouble breathing. “What did you do to me?” “I told you I came here 
to kill you. I’m starting the first phase of the death process. Who 
does Ms. Watson talk to on the outside for you? Who runs the family 
with you…in here and out there? You need to answer me quickly, or 
I’m going to make it really start to hurt.” 
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Richards lifted his head and said, “Charlotte. Charlotte deals with 
Arnest.” He was blacking out, and the Eagle asked, “Is that a first or 
last name?” Richards was out. There was a drop of drool running down 
the side of his face, and his eyes were glazed over. The Eagle took out a 
second syringe and a bottle of clear liquid and injected Richards again 
in the carotid artery. He used a finer needle and put it through a fold in 
his neck, so it would be undetectable. A few more seconds passed, and 
Richards was wide awake and screaming obscenities. 

The Eagle packed up his kit and wrapped it around his arm, put his 
shirt and coat back on and said, “Have a nice death, Mr. Richards. It’s 
going to take a while, but it will come.” The Eagle knocked on the door, 
and a guard opened it. Jim was standing with two other officers and saw 
John emerge from the room. “Excuse me, gentlemen. I believe the FBI 
is finished talking to Mr. Richards.” Captain Rains met the men at the 
exit to the unit and drove them back to their waiting car. John thanked 
them for their time and got in the sedan, and they headed back to the 
airport. It was three p.m. sharp when the wheels of the jet lifted off the 
runway. Jim asked, “What did the Eagle get out of Richards?” “Not 
enough to stop the killing, Jim, not enough to stop it.”
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Chapter Nine
“He’s started his own church, and it 

seems to have some strange beliefs.”

C
harlotte Watson was typing an inventory report at the food pantry 
where she had been employed for nearly two decades. The food 
bank was operated in cooperation with four local churches, and 

she was typing the quarterly report for the board of directors on the 
state of the pantries. Pastor Hess Stevens walked in and asked, “How 
are the reports coming along, Charlotte?” “Well, Pastor, our food 
inventory is at the lowest I have seen in my twenty years with the 
pantry. Donations have atrophied to the point that we are going to face 
some serious questions about which units we keep open.” Hess walked 
around behind her and looked at the report on her screen. “That can’t 
be right…Charlotte, that just can’t be right.” He was looking over her 
shoulder, and the smell of her perfume caught his attention.

Not one for vanity, at forty-nine, Charlotte refused to color her salt and 
pepper hair. Hess had mentioned it once, and her response set him back 
on his heels. Her ample braless cleavage and knee-length skirt caught 
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his eye, and Charlotte noticed. “Pastor…the report is on my screen.” He 
walked quickly around the front of her desk and cleared his throat. “I’m 
sorry, Charlotte, that was inappropriate.” She laughed and said, “No it 
wasn’t, Hess. I just caught you getting a peek, that’s all.” He sat down on 
a steel chair across from her desk and said, “We have known each other 
for ten years. I love you very much. Why won’t you marry me?” Charlotte 
stopped typing and said, “I’m already married.” Hess looked on. He had 
to be careful. He’d had these conversations with her before. 

“I understand, Charlotte, and I admire your commitment to Bruno. I 
don’t understand it, but I do respect it. But, sweetheart, he’s never getting 
out of prison, and you can’t expect me to have you on the side for the rest 
of our lives.” Charlotte started typing again as she answered. “My heart 
belongs to another, Hess. My body belongs to me and the men I choose 
to share it with. I enjoy physical intimacy, but Bruno and I cannot have 
that until he is released. We have spoken of my carnal desires, and he has 
blessed my being with other men, but I have sworn my love to him, and he 
has told me himself that we are married in the eyes of God.” 

Hess stood up with a dejected look on his face and asked when 
the report would be finished. “I’m almost done. What time does the 
board meet tonight?” “Eight p.m.” She looked into his sad eyes and 
said softly, “Close my office door.” A light smile grew across his face. 
Charlotte stood up from her desk, walked over to him, and lifted her 
skirt and pulled down her underwear. She bent over her desk and said, 
“Do as you please to this body. It is all I can offer you, Pastor, and I 
hate to see you so sad.” Hess locked the door as he removed his pants. 
Charlotte gasped slightly as Hess penetrated her.

It was half past ten, and Tina Martinez was asleep in her crib. Estelle 
had laid her down a little after nine and was watching television in the 
living room. She had the volume on the television raised to drown out 
the sound of her son’s video game in the room next door.
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It was high tide, and the surf was crashing on the rocks below the 
sundeck off the living room. John was sitting in a lounge chair staring at 
the sea with a bottle of water in his hand. Sara returned home and saw him 
staring off into space. She took a shower, put on a robe, and walked out 
to join him. She thought he might be asleep, and there was no way to tell 
until he lifted the bottle to his lips. She went to the wet bar and poured a 
glass of wine and walked out onto the deck. 

“Room for one more?” John looked over at Sara and smiled. He got 
up and gave her a hug and a huge kiss. He dipped her as he kissed her, 
and when he brought her back up, she was weak in the knees and plopped 
down on a lounge chair. “WOW! What’s gotten into you, Mr. Swenson? 
Did you see an old girlfriend or were you fantasizing out here?” John 
laughed softly and said, “I wish…it’s been a long day, and you are a sight 
for sore eyes.” Sara laughed and said, “Tell me about it.” She sipped her 
wine and asked, “Any leads on the child killings?” 

“Jim and I flew up to Corcoran State Prison this afternoon to speak 
with Bruno Richards.” Sara’s face dropped, and she said, “What could 
you or even the Eagle get out of that nut case?” “Not much. I got two 
names. One I knew. Charlotte Watson.” 

Sara interrupted, “You mean that crazy woman who wants to 
marry that killer?” John nodded and said, “And Arnest. But I don’t 
know if that’s a first or last name.” Sara took another sip of her wine 
and said, “Arnest…hmm…I remember a man that I went to church 
with about ten years ago with that last name.” John choked a little on 
his water and asked, “You went to church?” 

She nodded and took a sip of her wine. “Yes, John. I used to go to 
church. I was a member of Trinity Blood Church in Van Nuys for about 
three years.” “Why didn’t you ever tell me about that?” “I don’t know. It 
was shortly after Amber’s murder. You were gone. My best friend was 
dead. I could no more comfort you over losing your wife than I could 
grasp the fact that my lifelong friend had died so horribly. A friend of 
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mine at the hospital was really, really into the church, and I started going. 
I liked the family atmosphere and the fact that I could share my feelings 
with others in a faith-based environment, so I stayed.” 

“What made you leave the church?” She giggled. “Logic, number 
one. I realized after a few years that if there really was a God he would 
not make one religion for a whole planet and send non-believers to 
hell. Also, they were using my medical training to get free services. 
It’s a huge church with thousands of members. I mean, the church has 
three campuses that are larger than some universities. Anyway, they 
had a free clinic, and I donated my time, first, once a month, then 
every two weeks, and then weekly. The more I gave, the more they 
took. I wasn’t able to be a good doctor to the patients at the hospital or 
the church because I wasn’t getting any sleep. 

“But the thing that pushed it over the edge was a young woman 
who came into the clinic. She had been beaten up by her boyfriend, 
and she had serious injuries. I patched her up and called for an 
ambulance to take her over to Northridge Hospital’s ER, and I called 
a friend to follow up on her. In the process of helping her, I had two 
other patients, and I made a mistake in my distraction and mixed 
up their prescriptions. I was so tired and emotionally drained that I 
screwed up and gave the wrong medication to a patient.” 

John sat up on the edge of the chair and asked, “And what 
happened?” Sara got teary eyed, “One of the patients was fine. He 
came back the next day, and another doctor on duty fixed the error. 
The other man didn’t come back. He had a severe allergy to penicillin. 
I learned a few days later from his wife that he went into anaphylactic 
shock and died before she could get help. It almost ended my medical 
career, and I stopped volunteering at the church.” 

“And how was that received?” “With bitterness and anger. The 
founding pastor of the church hounded me night and day for almost a 
month, telling me that it was not my fault. That it was God’s will. That 
they needed me, and that I was turning my back on the people I took an 
oath to help.” John leaned back on his chair and asked, “Was the pastor, 
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by chance, Erick Walton, Sr.?” Sara’s eyes got wide, and she said, “Yes…
do you know him?” “I don’t. Jim does. His son, Erick Jr., has started his 
own church, and it seems to have some strange beliefs.”  

“Little Erick left the church?” “You called him Little Erick?” “Well, it 
was like a family, and since they were junior and senior the members called 
them Big Erick and Little Erick, so we knew who we were talking about. 
He left the church? Oh, that must have gone over like a lead balloon.” 

“Do you know Little Erick?” “Very well, actually. I dated him for a 
short time while I was in the church. His father wanted to marry him off, 
and he really, really wanted the two of us to hit it off and marry.” “Why 
didn’t it work out?” “Little Erick had some WAY OUT THERE ideas 
about men and women and the woman’s role in marriage and life. He is 
an end time preacher.” “You mean he believes that the second coming is 
coming any time?” Sara nodded and said, “Not just any time. He believes 
it’s going to happen now, and that we all need to prepare. He was trying to 
talk his father into changing the church’s structure to follow the way the 
early church functioned in the Book of Acts.” “A communal family where 
members sell all of their belongings and live together like the apostles 
set up?” She nodded and said, “Since when do you know so much about 
Christianity?” “I’m getting a crash course…and I’m starting to think that 
Little Erick might be behind these killings.” 

Sara stood up and said angrily, “You listen to me, John. I know Erick 
Jr. very, very well, and I can tell you while he is a bit eccentric, there is 
no way on this earth that he would hurt a child or anyone else. That is 
totally against everything he believes and what his religion stands for.” 
She walked back to the wet bar and poured another glass of wine and 
walked back out onto the deck and sat down. 

She took a few deep breaths and said, “I’m sorry, John…I’m sorry 
I snapped at you. I just can’t imagine Erick in the hands of the Iron 
Eagle. I know him too well. I know that he could never do the barbaric 
things that are being done to these children.” 

John took a drink of his water and asked, “You said you know this 
Arnest person.” Sara got a thoughtful look on her face. John had flustered 
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her, and she had forgotten about him. “Yes. F. E. Arnest. He was a deacon 
and on the board of the church when I was there. He’s a creepy looking 
guy who made my skin crawl whenever I saw him.”  “Do you remember 
what he did for a living?” Sara took a sip of her wine and froze, “Oh no….” 
“What?” “He owned a funeral home in Arleta, I think. Oh please, John. Not 
again. Not another fucking Barstow.” He took a sip of his water and said, 
“I don’t know, Sara. Jim is meeting with Big Erick tomorrow. He’s known 
him from some years back. Maybe he can shed some light onto this.” Sara 
sat back on the lounge and said, “Big Erick is a proud and very, very popular 
preacher. If anyone can shed light onto this and its religious implications, he 
can.” They finished off their drinks and went to bed.

It was half past one, and Woodman Avenue, usually a busy 
thoroughfare, was quiet and well lit. A few cars turned onto a curved 
section of road as it passed Devonwood Park and moved into the rows of 
homes that lined the avenue. A small compact car pulled up near the first 
house on the street, and a small, hooded figure dressed in black began to 
move until it stood near the side entrance to Estelle Martinez’s home. The 
figure moved in the darkness to the back of the house where there was no 
light. It felt its way along the walls and windows, looking for an opening, 
but the windows were shut and locked, and the hum of a window air 
conditioner could be heard. The figure tried the sliding glass patio doors, 
but they resisted any attempt to open them. 

The unknown person pulled a thin pen knife from a pocket and stuck 
it into the locking mechanism on the slider. With a few twists, the lock 
released, and the door slid open. As it did, a house alarm sent a wailing 
siren into the night air. The figure jumped and began to run away from the 
house and back to the street. No sooner had it made its way onto the street 
than two LAPD black and whites headed in its direction. 

The figure stripped off the black hooded sweatshirt and pants and 
threw them in some brush next to the park. One LAPD cruiser had its 
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search light on while the other pulled up to Estelle’s residence. The street 
was suddenly lit by porch lights, and the figure tried to jump into some 
bushes but was spotted. One officer got out with her weapon drawn while 
her partner called out for the suspect to come out, hands up. There was a 
tense moment as the female officer leaned down on the hood of the car 
with her weapon pointed at the bushes, then the slender figure rose and 
followed the instructions of the officers. 

Estelle was talking to another officer, showing him where the burglar 
had tried to enter her home.  He was taking notes and getting ready to call 
in a crime scene unit to fingerprint the scene when the arresting officer 
from the park radioed and said, “We have a suspect in custody who claims 
to be friends with the homeowner. She says she was trying to get in to have 
a place to sleep.” Estelle looked baffled until a handcuffed Lisa Farmer 
came walking through the door with an LAPD officer. 

“Lisa?” She had her head down in disgrace, and the officer asked if 
Estelle knew her. “Yes, Officer. Her name is Lisa Farmer, and she used to 
be my nanny. Lisa, what the hell are you doing?” Lisa lifted her head, her 
face stained with tears, and said, “I had a fight with Erick, and I needed 
a place to stay.” “So you tried to break in? Why didn’t you knock on the 
front door?” Lisa started to cry and said, “I know how angry you are with 
me, and I thought I could sleep on the floor in Brandon’s room and slip 
out in the morning without you knowing I was here. I’m sorry. I don’t 
have anywhere else to go.” Estelle looked on, and the officer asked if she 
wanted to press charges. She told him no, and they uncuffed Lisa, and she 
ran and hugged Estelle, who was not returning the gesture. 

The cops cleared the scene, and Estelle yelled at Lisa, “What the 
fuck were you thinking, girl? You could have been killed. If not by the 
cops by me. I keep a shotgun in my bedroom, and that bitch is loaded. 
If I had seen you in my house and didn’t recognize you, you would be 
dead right now. And I shoot first and ask questions later. You know what 
I mean?” Lisa nodded and pulled away. “I’m so, so sorry. I didn’t mean 
to cause this fuss. I was just going to be in and out. You would never 
know I had been here.” “Breaking into a person’s home is only going 
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to get you killed or land you in jail. Now you told me that you were 
married to this pastor guy, right?” Lisa nodded. “Then you get your 
ass home and work it out with him. Is he hitting you or abusing you?” 
Lisa shook her head. “Then that man has to be worried sick. What’s his 
number? I want to call him and let him know you’re alright.” 

Lisa stepped back and said, “NO, NO…that will just make things 
worse. I will go home right now.” Lisa started for the door when a 
police officer walked up with a pair of black sweatpants, a black hooded 
sweatshirt, and a knife. Estelle was standing at the front door where Lisa 
had just walked out, and one of the officers told Lisa to stay right where she 
was. She was dressed in a sheer nightgown that came up very, very high 
above her knees. Through the bright lights, Estelle could see that Lisa was 
nude under the nightgown. She looked at Lisa and said, “You’re telling 
me that your ‘husband’ let a fine piece of ass like you out with basically 
nothing on?” Lisa didn’t respond as one of the officers approached her 
with the sweats and the pen knife in her gloved hand. 

The officer asked, “Do you recognize these, Ms. Farmer?” There was 
a moment of hesitation, and she said, “Yes. Those are mine. Where did 
you find them?” “In the bushes where you were hiding. Can you explain 
why they are in the bushes and not on you?” Lisa tried to explain, but she 
couldn’t tell a good story. The officer looked at Estelle and said, “We’ve 
had a rash of break-ins in the area. I’m afraid Ms. Farmer is going to have 
to come with us.” She handcuffed Lisa again and read her her rights as 
she put her into the back of the cruiser. Lisa called out to Estelle, who just 
glared at her from her front porch with her arms crossed.
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Chapter Ten
“That son of a bitch did it to me again.”

A
rnest was asleep when his cell phone started ringing. He sat up 
on the edge of his bed and answered in a deep sleepy voice, 
“Hello?” Lisa Farmer was on the other end of the line, and he 

listened to her story. She finally said, “You are my one phone call.” 
“I understand. Let me speak to one of the officers.” She handed the 
phone to the booking officer.

“Sergeant Phillips.” “Good morning, Sergeant. I see that my niece 
is giving you a bit of trouble this evening.” “She is in lock up here at 
West Valley Police Station.” “Can I post bond for her?” “We don’t know 
what we have yet, sir, so there will be no bond tonight. You will have to 
wait until she is arraigned tomorrow in Van Nuys at the court house.” 
“I understand. Do you know what time that might be?” “The sheriff’s 
department will pick her up at six a.m. with the rest of the folks we 
are holding, then it’s first come first serve from there. If you want to 
know more, you should arrive at the court house at eight a.m. Go to the 
criminal court building, and they will know where she is and what judge 
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is going to hear her case.” “Thank you, Officer. Good night.” Arnest 
could hear Lisa screaming in the background as the phone went dead. 

He hung up then hit speed dial. A sleepy voice answered, “Yes.” 
“We have a problem.” “What kind of problem?” “Lisa Farmer has 
been arrested and is in jail.” The voice on the other end of the line rose 
two octaves, “WHAT? HOW DID THIS HAPPEN?” “I don’t know. 
She will have a hearing in the morning. I will be there, and if we can 
get her bond I will bond her out.” “Call Howard Cohen. He is our 
attorney. Tell him what the situation is with Lisa. He will defend her 
and get her out of jail in the morning.” “Okay. Good night.” 

Arnest hung up the phone, laid back down in bed, and whispered 
to himself, “Keep your mouth shut, child. Keep your mouth shut.”

Judge Larry Robinson had no sooner arrived in his chambers than 
he had a message from Howard Cohen requesting a meeting. Not one 
of the most compassionate judges, Robinson believed in the old saying, 
“spare the rod, spoil the child,” and if he had it his way, it would be 
used in the literal sense. His bailiff brought him a cup of coffee and a 
newspaper. “Let me know when Howard Cohen calls.” “He’s already 
here, sir. He’s sitting in the gallery and asked me to let him know when 
you came in.” Robinson laughed and said, “Well, who the hell is he hot 
to trot to get out of jail?” He told the bailiff to see him in as he sipped 
his coffee and read the front page. 

There was a knock on Robinson’s door, and he bellowed, “Enter, 
Howard.” The door opened, and in walked Howard Cohen. “Howard, there 
are only two reasons you come to see me before I take the bench. Either you 
want a favor, or you want a favor. So who do you represent, and what do 
you want?” Howard pointed at the leather chair in front of Larry’s desk, and 
he nodded for Howard to sit. “Larry, I have a young girl who was arrested 
last night in a case of mistaken identity.” “Oh?” Larry said, sitting back and 
sipping his coffee. “Yes, your honor, and I wanted to make sure that she 
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makes bond.” Larry put his cup down on his desk and said, “Howard, you 
and I have known each other all of our adult lives. You also know damn 
well that it is incredibly inappropriate for you to enter my chambers and ask 
me for bond before I have even heard the charges in a matter.” 

“I know, I know, but I’m telling you this young lady is engaged 
to Erick Walton.” Larry took his cup back into his hands and asked, 
“Junior or senior?” Howard frowned. “She’s seventeen, almost 
eighteen, Larry. It’s junior for crying out loud.” 

“What’s her name?” “Lisa Farmer.” Larry called out for his bailiff 
and asked for the Farmer file. He and Howard made small talk until 
the bailiff returned. He read the file and asked, “Howard, do you 
know what’s in this police report?” Howard nodded, and Larry read 
out loud, “Suspect was found in a nightgown with no undergarments. 
She admitted to also owning a discarded black hooded sweatshirt 
and black sweatpants as well as a pen knife, which she had thrown 
into the bushes prior to her arrest.” 

“What the hell was this kid doing at two a.m. dressed in black and 
then undressing and claiming she was going to her friend’s house?” “It’s 
a complicated situation. She said that she and Erick had a fight, and she 
needed a place to stay, and this was the only friend she had.” 

Larry looked up the rest of Lisa’s rap sheet and said, “This girl has 
been in and out of jail over the past several years for prostitution, drugs, 
and petty theft. Come on. Who the hell is paying you to defend this girl?” 
“I’m not at liberty to release that information, your honor. Attorney client 
privilege.” Larry put down the file and asked, “So she’s been saved by 
Erick, and daddy is stepping in to help him out because his kid is broke and 
trying to get his new church up and running?” Howard looked on and said, 
“You know I can’t answer that question, Larry. I’m asking you to cut the 
girl a break. She’s been clean and off the streets for over six months. It was 
a love spat, and I’m afraid if you deny her bond or set a high bond and make 
this more traumatic than it already has been, she could end up back on the 
streets or worse.” “Don’t try to bullshit a bullshitter, Howard. Someone 
wants this girl out, and I don’t think that junior knows she’s here.” 
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Howard stood up and said, “I’m leaving it in your hands, Larry. You 
have the power to help a kid who made a mistake go back to her life with a 
good Christian man, or you can undermine her entire life.” Larry yelled at 
Howard as he walked out the chamber’s door, “Oh no, you son of a bitch. 
You’re not laying the guilt trip on me here. Your client got herself into this 
mess, not me. I have to uphold the rule of law, you asshole!” 

The door to the judge’s chamber shut, and Larry looked at the case file 
and said, “Well, fuck me…that son of a bitch did it to me again.”

Jim O’Brian was at his Van Nuys station for an early morning 
meeting. He wanted his men to be extra diligent when on the streets 
in the wake of the LAPD killings that cost Special Agent Steve 
Hoffman his life. He had wrapped up the meeting in roll call and 
walked over to talk to Larry Robinson. 

He walked into the court room, and Larry was already on the bench, so 
he walked up to the front of the gallery, so he was in Larry’s line of sight 
and sat down. In the past, Larry had used him and others as a weapon to 
scare the crap out of kids and young adults who broke the law. He watched 
as the defendants were brought in and recognized Lisa Farmer from the 
memorial service right away. He waved over the bailiff and asked, “Isn’t 
that Lisa Farmer?” The bailiff nodded, and Jim asked, “What the fuck?” He 
was about to respond when Larry slammed down his gavel, looking straight 
at Jim and said, “This court will come to order, bailiff. Call the first case.” 

“People versus Lisa Farmer. Breaking and entering, possession of a 
concealed weapon, and evading police.” Larry called out, “How does the 
defendant plead?” “Not guilty!” Jim recognized the voice right away. He 
looked over to see Howard Cohen sitting in the defense chair. Jim looked 
on at Lisa with confusion as Larry read her the riot act and then set bond 
at $500, and Howard walked out to pay the clerk and bond her out. Larry 
finished the docket by nine thirty, and he called for a half hour recess, 
and Jim was right on his heels as he headed into his chambers. 
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Larry turned around to see Jim standing in the doorway and asked, 
“Have I thrown you in jail for contempt recently?” “Naw…shit…it’s 
been at least…fuck…three years?” “Two years, six months. What do 
you want, Jim?” “What’s up with the Farmer case?” Larry had taken 
off his robe and hung it on the coat tree next to his desk and sat down 
asking, “Why do you care? Do you know her?” “No…not exactly, 
but she’s a part of a new church that Little Erick started after he 
broke away from his father about a year ago.” “So I’ve heard. Have 
you talked to Big Erick?” “No…I was supposed to meet with him 
yesterday, but I ended up in Corcoran all day.” 

“What the fuck were you doing up there?” “The FBI was 
interviewing Bruno Richards.” Larry got a serious look on his face. 
“Really? Who was doing the interview and why?” “John Swenson 
from the LA office. He was trying to see if he could get a beat on the 
child killings. Richards still has so many nutty ass followers he thought 
he might get something out of him.” “And…did he?” “No…” “Have 
you read the paper today, Jim?” He shook his head, and Larry handed 
it to him. The headline read, ‘Bruno Richards, Critical Condition in 
Corcoran Hospital, Ailment Unknown.’

Jim pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket along with his Zippo 
and lit up, saying, “Hmm…that’s strange. He was fine when we left him.” 
Larry bummed a smoke off Jim and said, “Yeah, sure he was.” Jim asked, 
“So what’s the deal with Farmer? You going to press this with the DA?” 
“I don’t think there’s anything to press. The kid got in a fight with junior, 
who she’s supposedly engaged to, and ended up at the wrong old friend’s 
house.” Jim had the smoke hanging out of his mouth and asked, “Can I see 
the jacket on her?” Larry handed it to him, and he read it over. Jim had one 
eye closed, and the smoke from the cigarette wafted up his face. “Hey…can 
I take this with me?” Larry nodded, exhaling the smoke from his lungs just 
as his phone buzzed, letting him know his recess was almost up. 

“So, is it the Farmer thing that brought you to my courtroom?” “No…I 
was giving a safety lecture to my men at the station here and just wanted 
to stop by and say hi.” Larry let out a laugh as he stubbed out the smoke. 
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“Well, that’s a line of bullshit if I ever heard one.” Jim stubbed out his 
smoke and said, “Yeah, I hate your ass. We’re having an interdepartmental 
fundraiser and cookout in memory of Charlie. All of the donations are 
going to his favorite charity.” Larry laughed as he was putting on his robe 
and said, “I thought Charlie was his favorite charity.” “So did I, but it 
turns out that he was deeply involved with a homeless shelter and food 
pantry for underprivileged and starving children and families out in Arleta. 
I guess that’s where he grew up.” 

Jim handed Larry a flyer, and he said he would be there. The two men 
shook hands, and as Jim went to walk out Larry said, “You know…for all 
the grief that racist son of a bitch gave me over the years I actually miss 
him.” Jim nodded without saying a word and walked out the door. 

Sara and Karen were in a meeting when Sara’s phone buzzed, 
and she was told that Pastor Erick Walton was there to see her. Karen 
looked at her and said, “What’s a pastor doing here?” “He’s an old 
friend, that’s all. I won’t be but a moment.” Sara got up and walked out 
into the outer office where Erick was sitting. Erick Walton Sr. was an 
imposing figure. At six feet six inches, he was taller than John but not 
nearly as handsome. Seeing him brought back a flood of good and bad 
memories for her, and he could see it on her face. 

His face was gaunt, and he was much thinner than the last time 
she had seen him. He stood up, Sara walked over, and he grabbed her 
and gave her a hug. She hugged him back and asked, “Pastor, what 
brings you to my office?” “I need to talk to you. It has nothing to do 
with religion or the church. It’s personal and medical.” “Sure. I have 
one of my closest residents in my office with me. Do you mind if she 
sits in while we talk? I mean, if it’s medically related, it might be 
good to have a second set of ears. She’s young, but she is hands down 
the best ER doctor in this hospital…next to me, of course.” “Sure, 
sure. I can use all the eyes and ears I can get.” Sara walked into her 
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office, and Karen stood up as if to leave, but Sara asked her to stay. 
After some introductions, Erick explained his situation.

“I really want to thank you for seeing me without an appointment, 
Dr. Swenson.” “Please, Erick, you were almost my father-in-law. Call 
me Sara. So what’s up? The only time you go to a doctor, as I recall, 
is when you’re dying.” There was a moment of silence, and he said, 
“Well, in fact, that is why I’m here. I was just diagnosed with stage 
four pancreatic cancer, and I wanted you to refer me to an oncologist 
for a second opinion.”  Sara said, “Um…yes, yes…Charles Ritter is 
one of the most prominent oncologists in the country, and I happen to 
be fortunate enough to have him on staff. Pancreatic cancer is one of 
his subspecialties. When did you get the diagnosis?” 

Erick was composed, sitting next to Karen, and said, “Yesterday…I 
have been having some health issues over the past few months, and I 
was diagnosed at UCLA.” Karen asked, “Did the oncologist at UCLA 
give you treatment options?” “No…he said it was far too advanced for 
any treatment. He gave me three to six months and advised me to get 
my affairs in order.” Sara called down to Oncology and was able to get 
Erick in to see Dr. Ritter right away. 

Karen walked him to the elevator and escorted him to Ritter’s 
office. As the two walked, Erick asked, “I don’t mean to be rude, 
but how old are you, Dr. Faber?” She laughed. “It’s quite all right. I 
get asked that question a hundred times a day. I’m on the downhill 
side of seventeen.” Erick’s eyes got huge. “How long have you been 
practicing medicine?” “Three years now. I graduated young. Both 
my parents are physicians.”  “Young? I would say it’s remarkable. 
Where did you go to medical school?” “USC,” Karen said as they 
exited the elevator, and she pointed to a sign on the wall with an 
arrow pointing to Oncology. 

“I have to tell you, Karen, I’m impressed. And you work for Dr. 
Swenson?” “Yes…I am finishing up my residency here at Northridge 
Hospital, and then I’m not sure what I’m going to do as far as practice 
is concerned.” They turned the corner that led to a long hallway, and 
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Erick said, “This place is like a maze.” “You will get used to it if 
you come to us for treatment. Many sections of the hospital are still 
under construction since the fires. When it’s finished, it will be a 
remarkable facility. Not that it’s not already.” 

“So, you are an ER physician?” Erick asked as they walked the hall. 
“Yes…I’m cross training. I’m both an ER physician and a psychiatrist.” 
Erick stopped and looked down at her young face and said, “You’re 
a psychiatrist as well?” She nodded enthusiastically with a big smile 
on her face and pointed to a door with Dr. Ritter’s name on it. They 
entered, and Karen announced that they were there. Ritter’s nurse took 
the two back to his office. Charles wasn’t there, so they had a seat and 
waited. They chatted politely and quietly until Charles walked in, and 
Karen made the introductions and excused herself. She went to leave 
the office when Erick called out and said, “Dr. Faber? Can I see you as 
a patient about this diagnosis and work through my feelings?” 

Charles looked on. He didn’t care for Karen, and she knew it. “Of 
course, Pastor.” She handed him her business card and said, “Feel free 
to call me any time, twenty-four hours a day.” And she walked off.

There was a bottle of Island drinking water on the edge of John’s 
desk but no sign of him. Chris Mantel stared into the office but didn’t 
dare walk in. He was about to leave when John walked up behind him 
and asked, “So…what have you learned from the files?” He pressed 
past Chris, grabbed the bottle of water, and sat down. “Well, John, 
what I can tell you is these are sick ass ritualistic serial killings.” John 
sighed and said, “Thanks, Chris, that’s just great. You’re not telling me 
anything that we all don’t already know.” 

Chris had a tablet under his arm and said, “Well, there are a few 
things that jumped out at me when I looked over the case files and 
crime scene photographs. We have a situation where this group is 
building an altar for the purpose of a blood sacrifice.” John sat up 
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in his chair and said, “Group?” “Oh yea…this is not some one-off 
serial killer. This is a full blown religious movement. These sacrifices 
were well planned, from the choice of the child to the way that it 
was murdered. This is way more than a one man job. This is a very, 
very well organized group of people, and they are going to be hard to 
find.” John sat back in his chair and said, “Go on.” 

“I was going over the crime scene photos, and the Psalm that the 
killers are using. I did a little research and found two similar murder 
sprees, both here in California. In the first case, it was a group calling 
itself the ‘Trinity Family of Cleansing.’ In that case, the children who 
were killed were not strangers. The group was actually impregnating 
their members through ritualistic brainwashing over the course of months 
to years. Then, the women in the family, or church, would agree to be 
surrogate mothers and host the sacrifice in their womb, which the church 
taught was an honor. In that case, ten children were murdered before the 
group was caught by the sheriff in Hampon, California.” 

John pulled out his tablet and started recording the interview. Chris 
laughed and said, “I already have it all documented for you, John.” John 
laughed and said, “But, of course, you do. Go on.” “The second case 
was a year ago in Hopland, California. In that case, a small group of 
teenagers and early twenty-somethings splintered off a small Pentecostal 
church in the town and started their own religion. Five children were 
murdered, and it was a kidnapping and murder ring that they started in 
order to get their human sacrifices. That group was actually ratted out 
by one of the members who came to his senses and called the sheriff. 
They only lasted about a year; however, those two murder rings tie in to 
our case. The manner of execution of the children was exactly the same 
as the manner we have here. Psalm 26 was used and left behind at the 
scenes and altars for sacrifice. The altars were constructed in the exact 
same manner as what we have here.” 

Chris handed John a file with his report in it. He flipped through 
it and asked, “Okay Mr. Wizard…how are we going to catch these 
freaks?” “I have no idea. This is a much more organized group, and they 
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are going to great pains to do their killings. What I can tell you is that 
the two groups up north believed that human sacrifice and cleansing 
themselves in the blood of their innocent victims and consuming their 
hearts would help usher in the second coming of Christ and cleanse 
them of their sins before his arrival.” 

John stood up and walked over to the office window and looked out 
over the veteran’s cemetery and the cars rushing up and down Wilshire 
Boulevard. He put one hand under his chin and said with his back to Chris, 
“This case is only going to be broken by dumbass luck.” Chris sat silent. 
John’s cell phone rang, and he answered it and put it on speakerphone. 

“Swenson.” “What the fuck? You have my ass on speaker on your 
cell? Who the fuck is listening to me?” “I have Chris in here with me. 
He was giving me his research into the baby killings.” “So…what the 
fuck did he learn?” John was holding the phone out in front of him and 
told Chris to tell Jim what he found. When Chris was finished, Jim said, 
“Well, that’s some fucked up and really shitty news. However, John, we 
may have a break in the case.” John and Chris got confused looks on 
their faces. “Okay…we’re listening,” said John. 

Jim coughed a couple of times and then said, “I was down in Van 
Nuys this morning and stopped to see my old friend Judge Robinson. 
While I was in his courtroom, I happened to see Lisa Farmer on the 
defense side of the table. She was arrested early this morning over in 
Panorama City for breaking into the home of a woman who she claimed 
was a friend.” John had a thoughtful look on his face. “Farmer, Farmer. 
She’s involved with Erick Walton.” “You got it, and get this, when she 
was arrested, she was wearing a nightgown with nothing on underneath 
it. But the cops found a black hooded sweatshirt and black sweatpants 
that she acknowledged were hers in some bushes at a park only a few 
houses from the break in.” “Interesting,” said John. 

“It gets better. She also had a small pen knife on her, which she also 
claimed was hers, and she had used it to pick the lock on her friend’s 
house.” John said, “While all of this is interesting, Jim, it doesn’t prove 
that she has any connection to the killings.” Jim laughed. “Yea. I thought 
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the same thing until I read the report and learned that the victim, a Ms. 
Estelle Martinez, has two children. A son, Brandon Martinez, who is 
four years old, and a newborn daughter named Tina, who she gave the 
last name Martinez but claimed in an interview with police that she 
didn’t know who the father was. Ms Martinez also told police that she 
knew Farmer, that she was her nanny several years ago, and that she 
only recently saw Lisa again a few days ago in a park. That park is three 
doors down from the Martinez home.” 

There was silence on the other end of the line, and Jim said, 
“Are you two motherfuckers still there?” “Yes…what happened with 
Farmer?” “Well, the plot thickens. Howard Cohen was in court as her 
attorney, and he managed to get her released on a $500 bond. Most 
likely, the matter will be dismissed.”  

John sat down and put the phone on his desk. Chris had a blank 
look on his face, and John said, “Why is it that every time I turn around 
Howard Cohen is in the middle of my cases?” “Because someone 
with a lot of money is paying him.” “It’s not the girl or her boyfriend. 
We know they don’t have a pot to piss in or a window to throw it out 
of. Someone else is behind this. Does the name F. E Arnest ring any 
bells with you?” Jim was silent on the other end of the line for a few 
seconds, and John and Chris heard the sound of his Zippo snapping 
shut and a deep breath being taken. 

“Yeah…the guy owns a funeral home somewhere on the east side, I 
think. Why?” “We need to meet.” Jim looked down at his watch. It was 
one p.m. “Well, there’s only one place that I can think of where we can 
meet, eat, and drink. Santiago’s. We can have lunch and a beer and try 
and sort this thing out.” John asked what time and heard Jim start his 
car. “Last one there buys lunch.” Jim hung up, and Chris and John left 
the office for Santiago’s.
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Chapter Eleven
“Fuck. What the fuck  

is he doing here?”

i
t was half past one p.m. when Lisa pulled into the church parking lot. 
She looked around but didn’t see any other cars or activity. The fenced 
playground on the backside of the church daycare was empty, and she 

didn’t hear any voices. She got out of the car and walked into the foyer and 
down to where Erick had been given a small office. She knocked on the 
door and then tried the knob, but it was locked. She turned to walk out when 
she heard Arnold call out to her. “Lisa, Lisa, where have you been child? 
Erick is worried sick.” “I have a friend who is ill, and I stayed with her last 
night. I forgot to tell Pastor Erick. I know he is going to be so angry with 
me.” Arnold looked at her haggard face and could see she was exhausted. 

“Lisa, you look exhausted. Have you slept?” She shook her head. 
Arnold took her hand and walked her down the hall to his office. His 
secretary was typing on her computer when the two walked in, and she 
said nothing, only looking up to see them go into Arnold’s office where 
he shut the door behind him. Nancy Harris had been working for Arnold 
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since he founded the church. She knew all of his dirty little secrets. 
She also knew what Lisa didn’t – that Arnold was a pedophile and a 
misogynist, and that he was going to use his influence and power of 
suggestion to get her out of her clothes and onto his cock.

 

Erick Walton was on a field trip with the kids from the daycare 
since Lisa had not come home. His cell phone rang, and it was Arnold 
telling him that Lisa was safe, and that she was at the church. Erick 
listened as he explained Lisa’s absence, where she had been, and the 
name of the friend. “Do you know Ms. Martinez, Erick?” Arnold 
asked. Lisa was sitting on a couch in the corner of his office. “Yes, 
Arnold, I do. I was not aware that she was ill, but if Lisa says that’s 
where she was then that’s where she was. I will talk to her tonight 
about calling me if she is going to be away for an extended period, but 
thank you for the call. I’m glad that she is alright.” “The poor child is 
exhausted. I’m going to let her nap on the couch in my office until you 
return with the children. It’s just one fifteen by my watch. What time 
do you think you will be back with the kids?” “Oh, we just got to the 
beach, so I would say six. The parents signed permission slips for that 
time, so we will be back between five thirty and six.” 

“In that case, I will take Lisa over to your parsonage, so she can 
take a nap, if that’s okay with you?” “Oh, yes, Pastor. That would be 
wonderful. Thank you for the help, and I’m sorry that we are being a 
bother.” “Nonsense, you’re not being a bother at all. I will take care of 
Lisa. You take care of those little ones.”  

They said goodbye, and Arnold asked Lisa if she had the keys to the 
parsonage. She nodded. He took a decanter off his desk and poured a glass 
of red wine for her. “Here. Drink this. It will help you relax, and it’s good 
for your health.” She took the crystal glass from Arnold and drank the 
liquid. “Well, let’s get you home. You can leave your car here. I will drive 
you.” She thanked him and got up and followed him to his car. When she 
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got in, she said, “Phew…it’s hot today, Pastor. It’s really taking a toll on 
me.” Arnold was driving down the road with the windows open and said, 
“It is, Lisa, but you will be fine.” He pulled the car up to the house where 
Erick and Lisa lived and opened the car door. She tripped getting out of 
the car and fell on the grass near the curb. 

“Are you all right?” he asked, reaching to help her up. “I think so…
I’m feeling really light-headed.” Arnold followed her to the front door 
and helped her to get in. Lisa had no sooner shut the door when she 
fell to her knees. Arnold picked her up and carried her to the bedroom. 
“What’s going on, Pastor? Why do I feel like this?” He didn’t say a 
word. He just laid her on the bed and then stripped off his clothes. Lisa 
looked over at him and said, “I can’t move. You drugged me!” 

He slowly took off her clothes, and when she was fully nude he 
said, “Yes, Lisa, I did drug you. The good news is that you will not 
remember the things I’m going to do to you by the time you see Erick. 
But you are going to feel them in the here and now.” He spread her 
thighs and sank his face between them. After five minutes, he lifted 
his sweat-covered face, dripping with sweat, saliva, and Lisa’s vaginal 
juices. “You might think that was for your pleasure, but I assure you it 
was for mine.” Lisa closed her eyes as Arnold mounted her and began 
grunting on top of her.

Arnest Funeral Home had been in the family for six generations. F. 
E. had inherited it after the passing of his mother ten years earlier. As an 
ardent adherent to his Christian faith and a strict follower of the religious 
tenants set forth by his spiritual leader, he ran a very tight ship in the 
funeral business. Every ‘I’ was dotted and every ‘T’ crossed. He had his 
price lists on display in the home and online and had a long-term team 
of sales professionals as well as undertakers and funeral directors. One 
of his employees came walking out of the embalming room, and Arnest 
asked if there had been any calls. 
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“Yes, sir,” said Carol Holt, the head manager of his home. “Pastor Erick 
Walton called for you. He sounded quite upset and asked you to call him as 
soon as possible.” “Little or Big Erick?” “Big Erick, sir. He was very upset 
and wouldn’t leave a message.” “Thank you, Carol. I will give him a call 
right now. Everything has been taken care of for the Swan child?” “Yes, sir. 
The family was in this morning, and they have chosen to have her cremated, 
which is being done as we speak.” “Do we have everything in stock that 
they chose for their child?” “Yes, sir. The urn is at the crematorium. They 
picked a beautiful wood carved urn with an angel on the front on her knees 
with her hands folded in prayer. They gave us the inscription that they 
wanted for her, and I had it rushed. It should be here this afternoon. We will 
have the poor thing back with her family by morning.” “And the memorial 
service for her?” “Eleven a.m. tomorrow. We have set up the large chapel. 
Everything has been done according to your orders and their specifications, 
sir. We have handled the little one with extra special care.” 

Arnest turned to walk back to his office when Carol said, “F.E., is 
everything okay? You haven’t been here for a few days.” He nodded 
and put a bony finger on Carol’s shoulder. “I have been doing the work 
of the Lord, Carol, and that never stops. Now, let me go, so I can call 
the pastor back and make sure he’s all right.”  She smiled sadly and 
nodded as he walked into his office.

John and Chris arrived at Santiago’s, but, as always, Jim was sitting 
at a corner table with a bucket of beers, cursing Javier because he 
wouldn’t let him smoke in the bar. They came over and sat down. Jim 
looked at Chris and asked, “Are you fuckin’ legal to drink?” “Well, I 
am of legal age, but I don’t think you want to drink…do you?” John 
laughed, and Jim shot Chris a look and said, “Fuck you, smartass. Let 
me guess. You’re a fuckin’ faggot?” “No, sir. I’m straight, but I thought 
maybe you were!” That got a roar out of John and Jim as Chris took the 
beer that Jim was handing him across the table. 
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“Okay…so…John talked to Bruno Richards…” Jim looked at 
John and winked, “who I learned today has fallen deathly ill.” “He 
was fine when I left him yesterday.” Chris looked at the two men and 
said, “I’m missing something here, aren’t I?” Jim nodded, saying “Oh 
yeah you are, but that’s not your business. So what did Richards tell 
you?” Jim asked, finishing off his beer and cracking open another as 
Javier walked over with their lunch. 

“He told me that his supposed wife, Charlotte Watson, and 
someone named Arnest are running his family on the outside.” Chris 
had just taken a bite of his sandwich and with a mouth full of food 
said, “Charlotte Watson? The executive secretary for ‘Our Keepers?’” 
John was eating his sandwich and asked, “Our Keepers?” “Yea. It’s a 
large not-for-profit outreach of several different churches in LA and 
the San Fernando Valley. It’s been around for years. I think that she’s 
been there for a long time.” 

“How do you know of them and her?” John asked, finishing his 
sandwich. Jim had only taken two bites of his lunch, and John and Chris 
were finished. He looked at the empty sandwich baskets and asked, 
“How the fuck can you two eat so goddamn fast?” Both men responded 
simultaneously, “The Corps.” Jim looked at Chris and asked, “You 
were in the Marine Corps?” He nodded as did John. “Jesus Christ. Do 
you know anyone that wasn’t in the Corps?” Jim asked, taking a bite 
of his sandwich and washing the ham and Swiss down with the beer. 
“Sure, but my close relationships are those forged in the Corps. I hired 
Chris because he was going to law school in Malibu, and he’s a certified 
trainer. It’s worked out well for the two of us.” 

Jim shook his head and asked, “So what about the Watson chick? You 
think that she’s behind these killings?” John and Chris took drinks of their 
beers, and John said, “I think that if Richards got his hands on her, there’s 
a good chance that she’s directly involved or knows who is.” “What about 
this Arnest guy? How does he fit into the picture?” John said, “He doesn’t, 
and that’s what’s troubling me. Richards brought up his name but gave 
no details on either of these people.” Jim swallowed the last bite of his 
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sandwich and said, “And because Richards will be dead soon we will 
never know?” “No. I think the three of us need to split up and each of us 
take a person. Chris, since you seem to know Watson I want you to go 
down to her office and speak to her. Jim, I want you to try and follow up 
with Erick Sr. and find out about the break up between him and his son. 
I’m going to speak to Lisa Farmer. She is the most interesting link in the 
chain, and I think I will be able to get more out of her.” 

Jim was wiping his hands with a napkin and asked, “And what about 
Arnest?” Chris said, “I did a little research on him before we got together, 
and he’s an interesting guy. He was one of Richards’ followers in the 
early seventies and was arrested in the killing spree that Richards and his 
followers did but was later released for lack of evidence. If he is in this, he 
is WAY OUT on the periphery. He took over the family business when his 
mother died nearly a decade ago and has been as clean as a whistle.” John 
and Jim looked at each other, and John said, “If there is one thing you 
are going to learn and learn fast, it’s that no one is as clean as a whistle. 
Everyone has secrets, and sometimes those secrets are terrifying.” 

Jim laughed under his breath and said, “You can fuckin’ say that 
again.” Chris looked on with a quizzical look on his face. The three 
men finished their beers, and John and Chris headed back to the federal 
building where John assigned him a car and a service weapon. It was three 
p.m. when the two split up to head for the destinations and interviews.

John pulled up and parked a few doors down from the home 
that Lisa Farmer shared with Erick Walton and several other church 
members. He noticed a black compact car parked in front of the house 
and flipped open his laptop and typed in the plate number. He was 
very surprised at the name on the registration – Arnold Espanza – 
and the car was registered in his name to his church. He checked for 
wants and warrants and found that he had a long history of sexual 
deviance and allegations of sexual assault and abuse, but he had never 
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been convicted. John highlighted the complaints on his screen, took a 
small black bag from the back of his truck, and put it over his shoulder 
and walked up to the house. 

He was about to knock when he heard a female groan and the sound of 
leather on bare skin. He walked around to the side of the house, and there 
was a side window open, and the blinds were up. He looked through the 
window to see Espanza standing over Farmer’s nude body, which was tied 
to a chair. Arnold was standing nude in front of her, and he was beating her 
breasts with a small leather whip. John watched for a few more seconds 
as Arnold moved around the young girl, cursing her. “You’re nothing but 
a common street whore. I bet your pussy and asshole hurt now, you little 
bitch. God has no mercy for street walking trash like you. You brought all 
of this on yourself.” 

Espanza put the whip on a dresser next to the chair, which John 
could see was in the middle of a small bedroom. He watched to see 
if this was some kind of S&M or bondage role-play game, but when 
Arnold moved away from Lisa, he could see that she was bound and 
had a ball gag in her moth. Her head was flopping from side to side, 
and John knew immediately that she had been drugged. 

He walked back to the front door and knocked, but there was no reply. 
He could hear rustling around near the front door, but no one answered. 
He knocked on the door again, this time with more force.

Arnold heard the knock and peeked out the curtains in the bedroom 
to see John Swenson standing at the door. “Fuck. What the fuck is he 
doing here?” he whispered under his breath as he moved to untie Lisa 
and lay her on the bed. He covered her up and then dressed, all the while, 
John’s knocking got more and more aggressive until Arnold heard him 
call out, “Ms. Farmer, this is Special Agent John Swenson with the FBI. 
I know you’re in there.” Arnold grabbed his things and ran for the back 
door in a panic, and in the moment forgot that his car was parked out 
in front. He shot out the back door and to a side gate that led to a rear 
entrance to the home through an alleyway. He was dripping with sweat 
but walked around the corner and headed back to the house. He walked 
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past a black Silverado extended cab pickup in front of Lisa and Erick’s 
home. He looked over at the front door, and Swenson was gone. 

He moved fast up the street and to his car. He popped the trunk and 
threw a few things into it and then got in the car to take off. He had 
just started the car when he felt a sharp sting in the back of his neck. 
He passed out long before he knew what happened.

The Eagle grabbed Arnold from the front seat of his car and took 
him back to his truck. He had an alarm and wireless sensor on his belt, 
and it was not picking up any wireless alarms or cameras. There was a 
long driveway on the side of the house, and the Eagle pulled Arnold’s 
car around to the side and went inside. Lisa Farmer was laying on her 
stomach taking long deep breaths. The Eagle pulled back the cover to 
reveal Lisa’s nude body and beautiful silken skin with whip marks on her 
legs and back. He picked her up, covered her with a blanket, and sat her 
in a chair in a corner of the room. He walked out and pulled his truck up 
to the front door and, with great speed, took Lisa from the house to his 
truck in seconds. In under a minute, the Eagle had both Lisa and Arnold 
in the back of his truck, and he was headed for Malibu.
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Chapter Twelve
“In my medical opinion, the prognosis 

given to you was way too forgiving.”

E
rick Walton’s cell phone rang for the third time in five minutes as 
he was leaving Doctor Ritter’s office at Northridge Hospital. All of 
his records had been sent over to Ritter, who spent the better part of 

the afternoon looking over test results and performing some of his own. 
When he was finished, he told Erick, “I’m sorry, Pastor, but all of the tests 
are conclusive. You have stage four pancreatic cancer. It’s not operable, 
and it is very, very advanced. In my medical opinion, the prognosis given 
to you was way too forgiving. I would say that you are in the last week or 
two of your life. I’m sorry I don’t have better news.”

Erick Walton walked the corridors of the hospital in a daze as he 
made his way back to the parking structure and his car. The brand new 
Mercedes S65 AMG sedan unlocked and started as Erick approached.  He 
was still out of sorts when he heard a voice behind him say, “Founding a 
church looks like a profitable business.” Erick turned to see Hess Stevens 
walking out of the shadows. “What are you doing here? How did you 
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know I was here?” “Does it really matter, Erick? How long did Dr. Ritter 
give you?” Hess walked over to the passenger side of the two hundred 
and fifty thousand dollar car and opened the door and sat down. Erick sat 
staring at the concrete level riser leading up. There was the squeal of tires 
on the concrete as cars moved up and down in the structure. 

“Did you hear me, Erick? How much time?” “Weeks…maybe.” Hess 
looked down at his watch and noted it was a quarter after three. He looked 
straight ahead and said, “Howard Cohen got Lisa out of jail this morning.” 
Erick nodded. “I have it on good authority that the charges are going to be 
dismissed.” Erick nodded again. “Weeks…Erick…weeks…if the prophecy 
is fulfilled in the next week, you will never have to taste the sting of death. 
I hear that pancreatic cancer is a very bad way to die.” 

“Hess, did you come to torment me in my hour of need? Did God send 
you to torment me? I’m dying, and there isn’t a damn thing that you, I, or 
even GOD…is going to do about it.” Hess was quiet for a few minutes then 
said, “Charlotte’s ready. I’m ready. The people of the inner sanctum are 
ready…it’s time for the cleansing, Erick. It’s time to make those things that 
are filth in the eyes of God clean. You have time. You can finish this, and we 
can finish this.” There was a long pause after Hess spoke before Erick said, 
“You want to get a drink?” Hess nodded, and Erick backed the car out and 
drove out of the parking structure onto Roscoe Boulevard.

Chris pulled up in front of ‘Our Keepers’ headquarters and parked. 
He walked into the building and was greeted by several friendly young 
girls. “How can we help you, brother?” said one of three girls who 
greeted him. He pulled out his FBI credentials and asked for Charlotte 
Watson. One of the girls ran over to a phone on a desk and spoke quietly 
into the receiver with her hand over the mouthpiece. Chris waited, 
looking around at the artwork on the walls. Most were covered with 
Christian coloring book pages colored by children of all ages. There 
was a large corkboard in the back of the lobby between two circular 
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staircases that led to the second floor and the executive offices. It had 
drawings with little placards under them that were created by children 
who had lost their lives to illness and battery. 

There was also a special board dedicated to all the aborted 
children. The placard read, ‘One is murdered every second. It is in 
the power and blood of Jesus Christ that we must fight to save them.’ 
He looked on until he heard a familiar voice call his name. 

“Little Chris Mantel, is that really you?” He looked over to see 
Charlotte Watson walking down the stairs in his direction. She was 
as beautiful as he remembered. Age had only enhanced her appeal to 
him, and he smiled in spite of himself as she walked down the stairs 
and across the foyer to greet him. Her dress was very short, and her 
cleavage was on display, so he knew that she must be working it for 
some fundraising event. She reached out to hug him, and he hugged 
her back. She pressed her large breasts against him, and the smell of 
her perfume brought back a flood of emotions. 

“You’re an FBI agent?” “Well, I’m an agent in training. I’m on 
special assignment for a week before flying to Quantico to start my 
training.” She took his hand and led him up the stairs, all the while 
reminiscing. “Oh my goodness, Chris. I remember the first time I met 
you when you came out of foster care. You were ten, if I remember 
correctly.” Chris nodded. “You were just a frightened little boy who 
needed some love and affection. Oh, and you were so smart. Obviously 
that hasn’t changed.” She led him into her office and shut the door. 

He looked around and asked, “Where’s Hess?” “I have no idea. I 
saw him this morning, and then he was off. You know Hess. He’s like a 
butterfly.” “More like a rabid jackal.” Chris had let his emotions show, 
and Charlotte caught it. “Now, Christopher, you have to let the past 
be in the past. Hess was a young minister in those days, and he didn’t 
understand the spare the rod concept.” “Yea, well, I still have the scars 
and healed bones to show for it.” “Oh now hush. Sit, sit.” Charlotte 
pulled over a folding chair, and he sat down. She walked past him, and 
as she was circling the edge of her desk she bent over in front of him 
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as if to pick something up, and he got a full ass shot. No underwear, 
just smooth calves, legs, thighs, and a perfectly round ass. 

He looked too long, and she said with a giggle, “I see you’re still 
a peeper.” “You are a beautiful woman, Charlotte, and you know it. I 
take it you have a fundraising event tonight?” She smiled and put her 
head in her hands and rested her braless breasts on her desk, allowing 
the tops of her nipples to show. “Now is that any way to speak to 
the first woman you had sex with?” “Yes, Charlotte, it is. You only 
dress this provocatively when you want something.” She sat back in 
her chair and laughed and said, “I wanted you.” “And you got me at 
fifteen and for the next five years.” 

Chris asked in a cooler tone, “Does the FBI know about your past? 
Of course. It’s what they do. Do they know about my relationship 
with you? No…if they did, you would be in jail.” Charlotte looked 
grave and said, “Now, don’t speak like that. You were the best pupil I 
ever had, and you still hold the record for the largest…” She stopped 
midsentence. Chris didn’t crack a smile, just stared into her seductive 
eyes and said, “Tell me about your marriage to Bruno Richards.” The 
playfulness left her face, and her demeanor became stern. 

“What about it, Chris? What business is it of yours?” “It is the 
business of the Federal Bureau of Investigation at the moment, 
Charlotte, not mine.” “I fell in love with him. What can I tell you? 
We’re soul mates.” Chris leaned in toward Charlotte and said, “He’s a 
cult leader and a mass murderer, and I have a feeling he is still killing 
from prison.” Charlotte’s face lost all color, and she asked in an 
exasperated voice, “Are you accusing me of wrongdoing on behalf of 
my husband?” Chris was recording the conversation on his tablet and 
said, “I just want to make sure that you understand that this conversation 
is on the record, and that I am recording the same for police purposes. 
Do I have your permission to record our conversation?” Charlotte’s 
face went from friendly to angry in an instant. “You know goddamn 
well I’m not going to allow you to record any conversations with me 
about my husband or anything else…NO!”  
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Chris pressed the stop key on the side of his tablet and whispered, 
“What do you have to hide, Charlotte? If you are a born again Christian 
and honest and faithful servant of the Lord, why wouldn’t you speak on 
the record?” Chris could see that he had her between a rock and a hard 
place. She got her composure and said, “Christopher, Christopher, I love 
you like a son…well, not a literal son…a figurative son. However, I will 
not speak ill of my husband or his teachings. He’s not the monster that 
the media and the police have made him out to be. He had nothing to do 
with those murders so many years ago, and I am working hard on his 
next pardon hearing to get him released. Though he is in ill health at the 
moment, I’m sure that the Lord will see him through it.” 

“You didn’t answer my question. What are you hiding? I know you very 
well, and I know when you’re lying…like you are right now.” Charlotte stood 
up and pointed to her office door. “Get out of here right now, Christopher.” 
Chris put the tablet back into his satchel and said, “As you wish, Charlotte. 
If you don’t want to speak to me here, then I am going to have to insist that 
you come with me downtown to my office.” She laughed and said, “I hardly 
think so.” “Oh, but it’s true, Charlotte. I’m here on official FBI business, 
and you are a person of interest that my bosses want interviewed. Since you 
don’t want to talk here, we can talk downtown.”  

“A person of interest in what?” “In the recent child sacrifice murders.” 
Chris could see her face getting flushed, and she said, “You’re here to 
talk to me about the murder of babies? I have dedicated my career to 
preserving life not ending it.” “Yes…I know that, but I have questions 
that need to be answered, and you need to come downtown with me and 
answer them.” Chris reached out for her arm, and she jerked back. “I don’t 
think so, young man. I’m not going to end up a victim of the system the 
way Bruno did. If you want to talk to me, you will have to get a subpoena 
or warrant, and then you can talk to my attorney.” 

Chris stepped back, and a strange grim smile grew across his lips. 
“What have you done, Charlotte? What do you know, and what role are you 
playing in this case?” All emotion left her eyes, and she ordered Chris out 
of her office, screaming expletives at him all the way out of the building. 
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Everyone from every floor, office, and side room came out as Charlotte 
screamed and Chris walked quickly out to his car. She was standing on the 
steps, waving her arms and still yelling as he drove away. 

He called John and told him he needed a warrant or subpoena for 
Charlotte Watson, and that he needed it damn fast. John asked where 
he was and told him to stay put, and that he’d have the subpoena in five 
minutes.”  Chris pulled over to the side of the road and waited. The 
entrance to ‘Our Keepers’ was in his rearview mirror, and he could see 
Charlotte standing on the sidewalk in front of the building.

Jim called Erick Sr.’s office at the church, but he wasn’t in. He asked 
when his secretary thought he would be back, and she told him she had no 
idea. He sat in his car for a few minutes then pulled a cigarette from his 
top left pocket, lit it, and took a few hits off it. He was just about to drive 
away when he saw Erick drive by in a new car with another man in the 
passenger seat. Jim started the car, the cigarette hanging out of his mouth, 
and followed them down Van Nuys Boulevard until the car pulled into a 
strip club that Jim knew all too well. He looked on as the two men got 
out of the Mercedes and said, “Well, the church business must be treating 
Erick well. That fuckin’ car is over a quarter million bucks.” He pulled 
into the parking lot and parked his unmarked car and went inside.

“Titties on parade!” one of the bouncers yelled to Jim as he 
approached. “Well, if it isn’t Carmine Delgato. When the fuck did they 
let your ass out of jail?” Jim said with a snort. “Oh Jimmy, you’ve been 
trying to bust me and my boys for years. Are you here to roust us?” 
“Nope. Believe it or not, I’m not here about you or your brothers.” 
Carmine let out a laugh and said, “I heard you remarried Barbara. If she 
finds out you’re here, she will kick your ass.” “I’m not here for the tits, 
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brother. I’m here on business. Get me a booth near the two guys that just 
walked in.” “You mean Pastor Erick and Pastor Hess?” Jim looked hard 
at Carmine and said, “You know those two?” 

“Oh, fuck yea. Pastor Erick is a regular. He comes here nearly 
every night for a few hours to unwind after a long day of God stuff.” 
Carmine let out a laugh and pointed to Erick’s car. “Did you check out 
the pastor’s new ride? That fucker is nearly three hundred grand, and 
it’s brand fuckin’ new.” “Have you ever seen him in that car before?” 
Carmine shook his head. “Nope…that’s a new one. He gets a new one 
about every three months. When he was here last night, he had a Bentley. 
It was a hell of a nice car. I need to get into the preacher business.” Jim 
walked behind Carmine into the bar, and as they entered he said, “Keep 
your day, night, whatever the hell, job because you ain’t no preacher, 
man.” Carmine laughed and said, “Like they say on the street, true dat!”
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 Chapter Thirteen
“He’s your Lord not mine, and not 
even God can save you from me.”

T
he Eagle was standing over Arnold’s nude body tied to a gurney in 
the lair. He was just coming to, and the sight of the Eagle’s dead black 
eyes brought a scream out of him. “Where am I? Who are you?” The 

Eagle stared into his eyes and said, “You can call me, Mr. Justice. I saw 
what you did to that young girl, and I know your history.” Arnold looked 
around the white room and at the operating room light above his head. 
“Oh God. In the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, I beg you not to hurt me.” 
“He’s your Lord not mine, and not even God can save you from me.”

The room was cold and poorly lit as Lisa began to get her bearings. 
She was lying on a couch in the dimly lit room, and she had a robe on. 
She had no idea where she was or how she got there. She went to stand 
up but fell back onto the couch. “Wow…I feel like I’m drunk or high, but 
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I didn’t take or drink anything other than the wine that Pastor Espanza 
gave me.” She said it low and under her breath as she looked around the 
room. She saw a small wet bar and could hear the hum of a refrigerator. 
She moved her legs and pushed herself up on the couch and winced in 
pain. “Ouch…Erick hasn’t been in me. What the hell?” She tried to stand 
again and was able to walk over to a full-length mirror in the room and 
dropped the robe. She could see her nude body through the faint light and 
whip marks on her breasts and stomach. She turned around and saw the 
same marks on her back and ass. She picked up the robe and put it back 
on and slowly walked back to the couch and sat down gently. “I don’t 
know what happened, but someone fucked the hell out of every one of 
my holes,” she whispered to herself.

Charlotte ran back into the building where the whole staff was 
staring at her. She bolted up the stairs and got her purse then ran out the 
back door to the parking lot, jumped in her car, and exited onto a back 
alley behind the building.

The music in the strip club was loud. Jim sat in a booth behind 
Erick and Hess, trying to listen in on their conversation. Several of 
the girls working the floor and on the dance floor recognized him, and 
they were waving and blowing him kisses. Jim saw Anthony Delgato, 
the real brains behind not only this strip club but a chain of them all 
over California, walking out from behind a curtain where the girls 
gave lap dances and other things. He waved to Anthony, who walked 
over and sat down in the booth. 

“What’s going on, Sheriff? I thought you were a married man?” 
“Fuck you, Tony. I already caught a wrath of shit from your little 
brother.” “So what’s up, Jim?” Jim pointed to the curtain that Tony had 
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just walked out from and said quietly, “Let’s talk over there.” Tony 
didn’t question him. He just stood up and walked over to the curtain, 
and Jim followed. Hess and Erick were still in view, and Erick had 
his back to him in the booth. Jim pulled Tony behind the curtain and 
asked, “Who the hell is that talking to Erick Walton?” Tony looked out 
the curtain at Hess and said, “I have no fuckin’ idea. He looks familiar. 
I know I’ve seen him in here before, but I have never seen him with 
Pastor Erick.” “How often does Erick come here?” Tony laughed and 
said, “Nightly…he doesn’t think his church people know, but they do. 
He’s been coming here since the first day I opened the doors on this 
place. Why do you give a shit? Have you become the morality police, 
too?” Tony laughed and interrupted Jim before he could respond. “No, 
let me guess. You’re a fuckin’ born again motherfucker. Shit, man. Did 
you get caught up in their religious shit?” 

Jim shook his head, taking a cigarette out of his top left pocket. 
“Do I look that fuckin’ stupid? Scratch that. I do look that stupid…
no, I didn’t get fuckin’ religion. I’m trying to find out what the deal 
is with Walton and that guy.” One of Tony’s strippers was taking 
a customer back for a lap dance and saw Jim and stopped and laid 
a huge kiss on him. Her manmade breasts were poking him in the 
chest, and he pulled her back and said, “Tonya, what the fuck?” She 
laughed and said, “Oh yeah, baby. You know how to fuck…I have 
missed you. I heard you got married.” Jim nodded while looking out 
the curtain at the two men. Tonya looked on and asked, “You looking 
at Pastor Erick and Pastor Hess?” 

Jim turned around and asked, “You know them both?” She 
laughed and said, “Oh yeah…real personal like. I know them very 
well. Why?” Tony stood silent as Jim glared at him and said, “Really, 
Tony? Really? Your girl is flaunting your illegal activity in my fuckin’ 
face. Jesus Christ, man. I’m the goddamn Sheriff of LA County.” 
Tony just smiled and said, “And you have dipped your wick in a few 
of my girls over the years, Jim, so don’t play holier than thou with 
me. Tonya, what do you know about Pastor Hess?” 
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“From what Hess has told me, he runs a nonprofit food pantry in 
connection with two or three churches. I think it’s called ‘Our Keepers.’ 
I know that Hess and Erick are close. I did a threesome with them a 
couple of times. They are freaks in bed…if you want to know.” Jim 
shook his head and said, “I don’t want to know. Where is his charity 
located?” “Arleta, I think…that’s why he comes all the way to the 
valley for sex. He doesn’t want anyone to know about it…I guess even 
men of God need to get off.” Tonya’s client was glaring at the three 
of them from the curtain opening. He finally said, “Hey…I paid for a 
dance, bitch, so why don’t you gab with your friends another time and 
get your ass in here and start dry humping me.” 

Jim was in street clothes with his back to the guy. He had his gun 
belt on with his shield clipped to it, but the guy couldn’t see any of it. 
The guy stepped out of the booth, and one of Tony’s bouncers stepped 
out from behind a wall that lined the private rooms. “So, what? You’re 
going to take my money, rip me off, and then bounce me? I’m calling 
the cops.” Jim turned around, and the guy’s eyes got huge. 

“I’m here. What’s your complaint?” “I didn’t mean anything 
by it. I just want my dance.” Jim walked over to the guy. He was 
unkempt with a large pot belly and smelled of liquor and pot. Jim 
leaned in close and asked, “Are you packing?” The guy froze. “No, 
Officer. No. Not at all.” “Where’s the pot?” The guy played stupid 
for a minute, and Jim pulled the radio off his hip to call for backup. 
“Okay, okay.” The guy reached into his jeans and pulled out a baggie 
of weed and handed it to him. Jim looked it over and said, “There’s 
less than an ounce here,” and he put it in his top pocket. “Now 
apologize to the lady and get your fat ass out of here. Tonya give 
this pig back his cash.” She took the money from her g-string and 
handed it to the guy. He took it and walked quietly toward the exit. 
Jim was just about to ask Tonya another question when he saw Hess 
and Erick wave the guy down. 

Jim looked at Tony and asked, “That guy a regular?” Tony shook 
his head and so did Tonya. He watched the three men talking and put 
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his hand under his chin and said, “Interesting.” Tonya and Tony looked 
at each other as Jim said, “No time like the present to meet everyone.” 

Jim walked out from behind the curtain and up to the table where 
Erick and Hess were seated as the guy from the back walked out the 
door. “Good afternoon, Erick.” Hess and Erick looked up at the same 
time, and the look on both men’s faces said it all.

It took a half hour, but sure enough, John called Chris and said, “You 
have a subpoena for Charlotte Watson at the sheriff’s station two blocks 
over. Call me when you have her.” John hung up, and Chris took off for 
the LA County Sheriff’s office. He showed his ID, and they printed off 
the document and handed it to him. Chris got back in his car and took off 
for Charlotte’s office. When he arrived, he walked in and asked for her, 
only to be told that she was gone for the day. He walked up the stairs to 
her office, and one of the other staff members asked if he needed help. 

“Yea…I need to speak to Charlotte Watson. Do you know where she 
is?” The young man just shook his head and told Chris that she had left 
about a half hour earlier, upset. Chris walked back out of the building 
past the large number of people seeking help. He plugged Charlotte’s 
name into his dash computer, and it came back with an address and her 
rap sheet. He took off for her residence in Boyle Heights.

Arnold was staring into the operating room lights that were now on, 
and the Eagle was sitting next to him. The Eagle had put a white coat 
on over his clothes and asked, “So, Pastor Espanza, what do you know 
of Trinity Blood and the sacrifices of babies?” Arnold looked on with a 
shocked look on his face and said, “I know nothing about any of that.” 
The Eagle began to prepare his dental tools and drill bits, all the while 
reciting Psalm 26. The Eagle calmly restrained Arnold’s head with a 
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leather strap and stepped on the pedal of the dental drill to make sure he 
had power. Arnold was trying to resist the restraints and was pleading to 
be released. “Oh now, Pastor, even if you are telling me the truth about 
not knowing anything about the child murders, you are guilty of child 
abduction, rape, and torture, and we both know that.” 

Arnold was breathing heavily and gasped the words, “I have been 
washed clean of those sins by the blood of Jesus Christ…I am a changed 
man.” The Eagle pressed the pedal on the drill and started drilling on 
Arnold’s teeth one at a time and talking over his screams. “So, how 
exactly does that whole cleansing thing work? Do you just pray for 
forgiveness every time you rape a child or adult, and then you’re washed 
clean after each session?” Arnold was screaming and blood and saliva 
were running down his face. The Eagle stopped and took a cold water 
sprayer and said, “Time to rinse and spit.” The Eagle lifted Arnold’s lips 
to expose the gums and teeth and shot the cold water into the holes that 
he had drilled. 

“You know that you’re not going to come out of this alive, right?” 
Arnold was screaming in pain and fear as the Eagle stood up and put the 
drill down. Arnold could see steel instruments on a dental tray in front of 
him, and the Eagle was repeating Psalm 26 over and over.  “Okay…okay…
please,” Arnold said through the blood and the pain and the swelling. 
“Okay to what?” asked the Eagle. “The cult, the cult. The Blood of Trinity 
Family. A cult’s responsible for these killings.” 

The Eagle left the tray of instruments in front of Arnold and turned 
on the cameras in the operating room. He sat on his stool and said, “Well 
then, you better tell me all about it while you can still talk.” Arnold started 
crying and thrashing as the Eagle sat and watched. “I can’t, I can’t. It will 
be a betrayal to the Lord.” The Eagle stood up and punched Arnold in the 
face, sending three teeth across the room. “I told you…not even God can 
save you now…start talking. You can discuss your so-called betrayal with 
God when I send you to meet him.” 

The Eagle grabbed a long twisted steel object off the table 
and drove it into one of Arnold’s drilled out teeth. He moved the 
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instrument in and out with great force as Arnold tried to scream 
beneath the pressure and pain of the Eagle’s powerful hands. When 
the Eagle pulled the instrument from Arnold’s tooth, it had pulp and 
never fibers on it. He showed it to him and said as he shot cold water 
into the tooth, “It’s only going to get more and more painful, Pastor. 
You better start talking!”

Jim sat down with Erick and Hess, and the two men sat silent for a 
few minutes. Jim broke the silence by saying, “Jesus Christ, Erick, this 
fuckin’ place is only blocks from your church. Aren’t you afraid that 
you’re going to get caught?” “These are my children, too, Jim. I come 
here to proselytize and spread the good news of the Lord. I come to save 
the souls of the lost.” Jim looked over at Hess and said, “I understand 
you’re a pastor as well. Are you two doing some tag team soul saving 
today?” Hess didn’t answer. Jim looked at Erick and said, “I have heard 
about you two and your soul saving efforts. If fucking these girls into a 
coma is soul saving, shit, where do I sign up?” Erick looked on, blushing. 
Hess just stared at Jim with a seething anger in his eyes. 

Jim laughed and said, “I don’t know you Pastor Hess, but given 
the look on your face you’re damned pissed off at me right now. Look, 
guys, I would love to talk about Jesus and the bible and salvation, but 
that’s not my job.  Erick, I’ve been trying to get ahold of you to talk 
about your son, his church, and a rash of baby killings that are some 
kind of twisted sacrificial process from the best I can tell. What can you 
tell me about it?” Hess went to stand up, and Jim said, “Pastor, with all 
due respect, sit your ass back down, or I will slap a pair of handcuffs 
on you and have a group of deputies down here to raid the place and 
make sure your face and my friend Erick’s here are plastered all over the 
nightly news. You and I both know there is something illegal going on 
in here.” Hess sat back down, and Erick asked, “Can we go somewhere 
less public to have this conversation?” 
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Jim laughed and said, “Abso-fuckin-lutely…follow me, gentlemen.” 
Jim got up and escorted the two men out of the club and to his car. 
“Please take a seat. We are going to my office to have a chat.”
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Chapter Fourteen
“Think of the cash you can raise from 

‘save our pastor’ promotions.”

e 
rick got back to the church with the children at four thirty p.m. He 
got them out of the vans and watched as the excitement continued 
with the little ones as he walked over to the main office to speak with 

Arnold. The office door was open, but both his office and his secretary’s 
office were dark. He turned on the light to find a sticky note on Arnold’s 
door in his secretary’s handwriting, telling him that Arnold had taken 
Lisa home. He walked back to his own office down the hall and called 
Lisa’s cell phone, but there was no answer. “What the hell is going on 
here? She has been gone all night. Arnold took her home, and I still can’t 
reach her.” Erick slammed the phone down, and as he did, it rang.

“Hello?” “Erick, it’s Charlotte Watson. I hope I’m not interrupting 
anything.” Erick was looking around his desk and Lisa’s, which was 
right next to his, for anything to tell him what was going on. “Oh, 
hello Charlotte. To what do I owe this unwelcome call?” There was 
a moment of silence, and she said, “I’m trying to reach your father. 
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No one knows where he is, and he’s not answering his cell phone. 
I thought perhaps you had spoken to him.” Erick was impatient as 
he answered her. “No, Charlotte, I have not spoken to my father. He 
left a message on my cell phone earlier today, but I have not had 
the chance to call him back. What do you want with him?” “Church 
business.” There was a half cough half laugh on the other end of the 
line after she said it, and Erick said, “Really? You don’t have a damn 
thing to do with my father’s church as I recall. In fact, I’m pretty 
certain that he threw you out of the church before I left because of 
crazy ass Bruno’s shit.” 

“You don’t have to be foul mouthed about it, Erick. The Lord is 
always listening to us. You of all people as a leader of a flock of your 
own should be more careful about the language you use.” “You are the 
last person to give anyone a lecture on language or morality. Did my old 
man not pay you for his hump this month?” “You will never understand 
the inner workings of the Lord, Erick, that’s why you are where you are in 
life. Your pride and ego are overwhelming your sense of duty to our Lord 
and savior Jesus Christ.” “Goodbye, Charlotte.” 

Erick went to hang up when he heard her yelling loudly in the 
background, “Cleansing, Erick. You need a cleansing in the blood of 
our savior for the end is near, and you know that it’s true.” He put 
the phone back up to his ear and said, “The only person who needs a 
cleansing in the blood of Christ is you. Now, don’t call me again. I’m 
sure my old man will contact you when he’s ready for another one of 
your freaky mountain midnight bonfires.” “Don’t condemn what you 
don’t understand, Erick. God is listening.” 

Erick hung up and headed for his car. He whispered to himself as he 
walked down the corridor of the church past the nursery to the parking 
lot, “God is always listening, Charlotte, and he knows your deeds, and 
you will burn for them.”
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Maria Estonia was bent over in pain in the church nursery. She 
had ten children to look after and could barely move. Her pregnant 
belly was heaving as she tried to stand up, but instead she threw up 
on the floor, and several children slipped in it. She cried out as loudly 
as she could for help, but no one was around.  She looked at the clock 
on the wall. It was ten to five. 

“The parents will start coming in ten minutes. Lord, give me the 
strength to make it and keep Jesus alive, Lord.” She was half bent over, 
half crouching, when there was a sudden rush of water down her legs. 

Erick was passing the nursery when he heard Maria’s light 
whimpers, and he stopped in the hallway and turned back to see her 
pressed against a corner wall and a countertop, trying to hold herself 
up. He ran into the room without looking and hit the vomit and 
embryonic fluid on the floor and went sliding across the room until 
he hit the wall with his feet and fell violently back onto the concrete. 
He shook his head while calling out for someone to call 911.

Chris called John to let him know that Charlotte was gone. Chris was 
talking but could tell that John was distracted. “John, are you there? Did you 
hear what I said?” “Yes, Chris, I heard you.” Chris heard a gurgling noise in 
the background and what sounded like weeping. “Hey, John, is everything 
okay?” “Absolutely. Better than okay.” Chris heard the sound of a steel 
door closing and asked, “Where are you?” “I just finished up some business 
related to the child murders. I’m on my way back to the office.” 

“Why do you think that Ms. Watson has flown the coop?” Chris 
looked out the windshield of his car and said, “I don’t know, but I have a 
bad feeling.” “Really?” “Yeah. I think she knows a lot more about what’s 
going on in these murders than she would let on.” There was a moment of 
silence, and Chris heard another door click. 

“Did you press her about the murders?” John asked. “I wanted to 
get into it, but she freaked, and I called you. Now I have a worthless 



96 • Chapter Fourteen

subpoena and no witness.” John laughed. “You pulled her rap sheet. 
You know where she lives. You’re a damn federal agent, Chris. Start 
using your head. Get out there and do your job. Find her. I have to be 
honest, based on your skills so far I don’t think you will make it a day 
at Quantico.” Chris got angry and said, “I will make an excellent agent, 
Agent Swenson. I have had no training. I’m doing the best that I can.” 
John laughed on the other end of the line and said, “This is trial by fire, 
Chris. What you are doing now is not taught at the academy. You either 
have the instincts or you don’t. Now, put your logic hat on and go over 
the conversation. Go to the most obvious place that you think you will 
find her. For crying out loud, you do know this woman, right?” 

“Better than you can imagine.” “Then get to it. I have some things to 
finish up. Call me when you have her or some idea where she is.” John 
hung up the line, and Chris continued on to Boyle Heights.

One of the children’s parents found Maria and Erick and called 
911. Within minutes, the two were being treated. One of the EMTs was 
working on Erick and asked if he wanted to go to the hospital. He said 
no and told them to focus on Maria and her unborn child.

It was nearing seven, and the lake at Reseda Park was calm. There 
were a few older kids playing on gym equipment and some adults 
playing baseball. Iris Rosenberg was sitting and pushing a stroller in 
front of her while trying to calm down her crying four-month-old son, 
Ezra. Her husband, Ken, was playing softball with his company’s team. 
Iris was enjoying the evening air when a fight broke out not ten feet 
from her. Shots rang out, and everyone ran for cover. She pushed Ezra’s 
stroller under the bleachers and fell flat on her stomach where she’d 
been sitting as the fighting and gun fire continued. 
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She stayed on the ground until she heard the sound of police cars 
and ambulances driving into the park. She looked up to see three 
kids lying on the ground. There were several black and Mexican kids 
running in different directions. The police pulled in and formed a 
blockade around the area and called for hands in the air. Iris looked 
on as one of the Mexican kids raised a weapon in the direction of 
officers and gun fire erupted. She watched in horror as the kid’s 
chest was blown open, blood splattering everywhere as his body was 
riddled with bullets. The whole group of witnesses were off to the 
side, and Iris was frazzled by the goings on. She turned to see Ezra’s 
stroller under the bleachers and ran over to get him. She pulled the 
stroller back and reached in for the child, but the stroller was empty. 
Ezra was gone.

Erick and Hess sat silent in Jim’s office while he was out giving 
orders to some of his commanders. He walked back in and sat down 
at his desk and said, “So…how the fuck are you, Erick? I haven’t 
seen or spoken to you in a very long time.” Erick was sober faced, 
and a tear ran down the side of his cheek. Jim walked over to the 
window, lit a cigarette, sat down on a stool, and said, “Jesus, Erick. 
This is nothing to cry over. I just want to talk.” Jim blew the smoke 
out the window as the two men sat silent. He took a few more deep 
drags then stubbed it out and asked, “Do either one of you know 
anything about the ritualistic killings of young children that have 
been going on?”

Arnest was sitting as his desk when his phone rang. He had a small 
group of customers in his office that he was assisting with funeral 
plans and took the call, speaking in cryptic terms. “I see. Good. Very 
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good. Why don’t you drop the package off here at my office later this 
evening, and I will make sure that it gets to the proper party?” He hung 
up the phone and went back to his work with the grieving family.

An AMBER Alert was issued within ten minutes of Ezra’s 
disappearance. The West Valley office of the LAPD had officers on 
scene with search and rescue checking the lake along with K9 units 
that were searching for any scent of the child. Iris and her husband 
were beside themselves as the questions flew at them. Iris didn’t 
answer. She just screamed Ezra’s name over and over, but her cries 
and pleas fell on deaf ears.

The foyer of the Eagle’s lair was lit brightly by the early evening 
sun. The Eagle had stepped into the foyer to take a breath after his long 
conversation with Pastor Arnold Espanza. He grabbed a bottle of water 
from the wet bar and sat down on the open patio, looking out over the 
sea. He had just taken a sip of his water when his phone buzzed and 
beeped with the AMBER Alert. He pressed the message button and 
read the report. He took a few more sips of the water then stood up and 
put on the mask of the Iron Eagle and walked back in to talk to Arnold 
about this latest alert and what, if anything, he knew of it.

Jim was talking with Hess and Erick when the AMBER Alert came 
in. The men’s cell phones also went off, and Jim looked at his phone 
and said, “Another missing child, just abducted from Reseda Park. Do 
either one of you have any ideas about this?” Both men sat stoic, and 
Jim asked Erick, “What’s the deal? In all of the years that I have known 
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you, when I come to speak to you I can never shut you up. Now, you 
sit there with this dumbass solemn look on your face. You need to help 
me out here because I have never seen you this way. Your pal over here, 
Mr. Stevens, is about as much help as you. What happened to telling me 
to get right with God and to repent my sinful ways?” 

Erick looked on and said, “I just learned that I’m dying, Jim. I’ve 
been diagnosed with pancreatic cancer, advanced pancreatic cancer. I 
have weeks, maybe a few months, before I will be called home by the 
Lord.” Jim sat back in his chair with a look of bewilderment on his 
face. “So…you’re dying?” Erick nodded. “And you called your buddy, 
Hess, here to comfort you?” Erick nodded again as did Hess. 

Jim sat for a second and then broke into laughter. “Well congratu-
fuckin-lations. You’re going home, man. You get to get out of this shithole 
and go to heaven or hell or wherever it is you believe you go to after this 
life. Shit, man. I’d think you’d be shouting it from the rooftops. Think of 
all the cash you can raise from your congregation on bullshit fundraisers 
and ‘save our pastor’ promotions. Jesus! You have a built in audience of 
nearly a million people the world over who watch your damn Sunday 
sermons live. You have all of those bullshit self-help religious books 
out there, and your local congregation is nothing to sneeze at. Fuck, 
man, you’re going to be the richest motherfucker of all of us, and on top 
of that, you’ll be dead, so all that cash will go to your church and your 
personal family. Fuck. What the hell are you crying over?” 

Erick stood up and said, “I don’t appreciate your tone, Sheriff. It’s 
insulting and degrading to me and my ministry. I have told no one yet. 
I just got the second opinion from Dr. Charles Ritter at Northridge 
Hospital, so if you will excuse me I need to speak to my family 
and call an emergency board meeting of my church.” Jim laughed 
as Hess stood up as well. Jim said, “Whoa there, partner. You two 
aren’t going anywhere until you answer some questions for me. You 
both just received the AMBER Alert. You know that a child has been 
abducted. A four-month-old child. The same age as the victims in 
these ritualistic killings. I came to you to seek your guidance here. 
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The killers leave Psalm 26 carved in stone on the hills around Malibu 
after they shove a steel rod up some kid’s ass and through the top of 
its skull. They eat the kid’s heart, and we think they bathe in or drink 
the kid’s blood. Now, what kind of sick fucks do that?”  

Hess and Erick were still standing but not responding. Jim got pissed 
and said, “Look, Erick, I understand that you’re in shock over the fact 
that you’re dying, but guess what? I don’t give a flying fuck. We’re all 
going to die, and now the race is on to try and find and save this new 
abduction victim before he ends up on the spit and feeding a group of 
sick ass bastards.” Erick said, “Jim, I have no idea who would do such 
a barbaric thing. It’s not a Christian group. I can tell you that. Let me 
talk to my family and board, and I will set aside time first thing in the 
morning to sit with you and go over the case file.” 

Jim looked at Hess and asked, “What about you? Do you have any 
idea what might be going on here?” Hess just shook his head. Jim said, 
“You have a follower of the serial killer and cult leader, Bruno Richards, 
in your employ. Is that correct?” Hess looked shocked and said, “I most 
certainly do not!” Jim put a cigarette in his mouth while pulling up 
Charlotte Watson’s rap sheet on his computer. He talked with the unlit 
cigarette hanging out of his mouth. “Charlotte Watson. She is your 
personal secretary according to a probation record. Is that still true?” 
Hess looked agitated, and Jim was loving it. 

“Yes. Ms. Watson is my secretary.” “You do know that she was 
part of the Richards’ Family, right?” Hess didn’t react. Jim said, “Mr. 
Stevens, the Richards Family, the cult that killed multiple men, women, 
and children in sacrificial manners to appease the lord. Your god!” Hess 
yelled out, “He’s my Lord. He’s your Lord. He’s the world’s Lord and 
savior. Ms. Watson had nothing to do with any of the killings. She was 
cleared in those matters. She was a young and impressionable kid when 
those things happened. She is a wonderful and righteous woman of faith 
now.” Jim bit down on the smoke and asked, “Well, all the same, I would 
like to talk to her about this case. Can you make that happen?” Hess 
didn’t get a chance to answer before Jim’s cell phone rang. 
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“WHAT?” “Sheriff, I’m sorry to bother you. It’s Chris Mantel. 
I need some advice.” Jim looked at Hess and Erick and told them 
to hang tight and then asked, “What’s up, kid? I have an interview 
going on.” “John sent me out to interview Charlotte Watson.” “Yeah, 
I know. Her boss is standing right in front of me.” “You have Hess 
Stevens in your office?” “I just said that, Chris. What do you want?” 
“Well, Ms. Watson and I have a personal history…I came out to talk 
to her, but before I could get anything out of her she bolted. John got 
a subpoena for her, but when I went to serve it, she was gone. Now 
I have John pissed off at me. I’m on my way to her home in Boyle 
Heights, but I know she won’ t be there.” 

Jim said impatiently, “What…the fuck…does any of this…have to 
do with me?” “I think she knows about the killings. I think it’s more 
than knows. I think she might be the ring leader.”  Jim was staring 
hard at Hess who was staring back at him. “Really?” he said. “Listen, 
Chris, I have two gentlemen that I am holding up from some important 
business. Let me finish up with them, and I will call you back.” 

Jim hung up the phone and said, “Ms. Watson is on the run from 
the law.” Hess’s face dropped, and he said, “I don’t understand. On 
the run for what reason?” “That’s a hell of a question, Mr. Stevens. 
The FBI just issued a subpoena for her, and she ran before they could 
serve it. Do you have any idea why Ms. Watson would be on the run?” 
Hess shook his head slowly. “Why don’t I believe you, Mr. Stevens? 
Why do I think that you both know exactly why Ms. Watson is on 
the run?” Erick got a bolder tone in his voice and said, “Can we go, 
Sheriff? You have no reason to detain us. If it is Ms. Watson that the 
FBI wants to talk to then that is their business not ours. I don’t have 
any clue as to what you’re talking about. Do you, Hess?” Hess shook 
his head. “May we go?” Jim nodded his head and yelled at Erick as 
he walked out, “You and me, tomorrow morning, first thing. We are 
going to have a conversation about this mess.” Jim slammed his fist 
down on his desk and called Chris back.
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Chapter Fifteen
“You sick, merciless, son of a bitch.  

You are going to hell!”

l
isa Farmer had fallen asleep in the holding room of the Eagle’s 
lair. She was snoring lightly on the sofa, and the Eagle could see 
her on the monitor in his security center. He walked back in to see 

Arnold Espanza’s unrecognizable face. He’d removed his lips, and he 
could see down into his mouth and throat.

“How do you know Lisa Farmer?” the Eagle asked. Espanza was 
difficult to understand as he said, “She’s the girlfriend…wife…of one 
of the pastors who rents space from me and my church.” “Did you know 
about her arrest last night?” Espanza tried to nod, but his head was 
restrained. “So, do you know why she was out in the middle of the night 
in just a nightgown, no undergarments, and a black sweatsuit hidden in 
the bushes near a park?” “She was going to see a friend.” 

The Eagle leaned in close to his face and said, “That’s a very, 
very strange way to dress when going to visit a friend. A friend who, 
coincidentally, just had a baby a few months ago.” “I didn’t know 
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about the child. Lisa is a good kid. She has had some bad breaks. Erick 
has really helped her clean up her act.” The Eagle pulled an orange 
hospital tray over to him with several plastic bags of instruments used 
for manicures and pedicures. There were also needle-nosed pliers and 
razor blades. The Eagle reached up and increased the drip on the IV he 
had set on Arnold and injected some stimulant into it before asking if he 
knew Estelle Martinez, the woman that Lisa was going to visit. Arnold 
shook his head, staring at the contents of the orange tray. 

The Eagle pulled out a set of leather straps and bound Arnold 
from his feet up to his throat. Then he pulled out the pliers and said, 
“This is going to hurt. Is Erick Walton involved in these killings?” 
Arnold looked on with pleading eyes as the Eagle took a long razor 
sharp tool and incised the nail bed on his big toe. He screamed out in 
agony, and the Eagle ripped the nail straight out. 

“You sick, merciless, son of a bitch. I know you, Iron Eagle. 
You are going to hell!” The Eagle showed him the toenail and said, 
“You first. Answer my question.” Arnold said nothing, and the Eagle 
began ripping out nail after nail. The screaming was unbearable, so 
he put a pair of ear plugs in as he worked. 

“Mercy, mercy. Oh, Goddamn you. Mercy!” Arnold cried. “Watson. 
Charlotte Watson. She is the leader of the group. She ministers to her 
flock along with a man named F. E. Arnest.” The Eagle put down the 
tools and asked, “The funeral home owner?” “Yes. He was part of the 
Richards Family along with Watson in the early seventies.” The Eagle 
asked, “Watson and Arnest are not working alone. Who is helping 
them?” “I don’t know. I swear I don’t know any more than that.” 
The Eagle looked him in the eye and said, “Why is it that I still don’t 
believe you’re telling me everything that you know?” “I am. I swear 
to the God I praise and worship in the name of Jesus Christ our Lord 
and all that is holy. I know no more.” The Eagle never flinched and 
continued ripping out the rest of Arnold’s toenails.
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Arnest was sitting at his desk when he heard the bell ring at the 
delivery entrance to the funeral home. He looked at his watch, and it 
was half past eight p.m. He was alone in the home and walked slowly to 
the entrance and looked through the peephole then opened the door. His 
senses were first assaulted by the screaming of a young child and then 
the smell of a soiled diaper. “You couldn’t change the diaper so the thing 
would be quiet?” Charlotte Watson walked through the door and into the 
funeral parlor with Ezra in her arms. “It’s a bit hard to do when you’re 
dodging police and the FBI. You should try it some time.” 

She placed the screaming child on one of the embalming tables and took 
off the diaper. She picked up Ezra and carried him over to a stainless steel 
industrial sink with a long hose attached to it and asked F.E. to warm the 
water, so she could wash the child. He did as asked, and after a few minutes, 
she was able to clean the child to get rid of the smell and then wrapped 
him in a cloth used for embalming. “That’s not going to last very long,” 
said Arnest. “It makes no difference, F. E. We are going to sacrifice him 
tonight. Have you notified the others?” Arnest looked down the hall toward 
his office and said, “Follow me.” Charlotte bent over to pick up Ezra, and 
he said, “No…leave that thing on the embalming table. Put some towels 
or something around it or…” He handed Charlotte a roll of duct tape and 
continued, “Tape it to the table, so it doesn’t roll off and die prematurely. 
Put some gauze on its skin. The tape will tear that young flesh apart, and we 
need it perfect. Come to my office when you’re done” 

Charlotte taped Ezra to the table and put a small amount of gauze 
over his mouth to hush the screaming while allowing him to breathe. She 
walked down the hall and into Arnest’s office and sat down. “My word, 
F. E., I have had a hell of a day. The FBI has a subpoena out for me. Chris 
Mantel showed up at my office while Hess was out.” Arnest looked at her 
and asked, “What did Christopher Mantel want? Why would he even be 
talking to you?” “Because he’s an FBI agent, temporary from the ID he 
showed me. He’s leaving to train in Virginia in a few weeks. He started 
giving me the third degree, and I threw him out of my office.” “And then 
what?” She looked at Arnest like he had three heads. 



Cleansing • 105104 • Chapter Fifteen

“AND THEN WHAT? I got the hell out of there. I don’t want to 
answer questions about this. He was asking about the killings.” He got a 
thoughtful look on his thin, gaunt face and hit speed dial. 

“Hello?” “Pastor Erick, it’s F.E. and Charlotte. We have a 
problem.” “I have problems, too, Arnest. What is it?” “The FBI has 
subpoenaed Charlotte for questioning. It will most likely turn into 
a warrant by tonight. She has brought us a sacrifice. I believe we 
should get it done tonight to send a pleasing odor before the Lord. It’s 
only a matter of time before they figure out what we are doing, and 
the infidels, sinners, blasphemers, and Godless whores will wipe us 
out before we can usher in the glory of the Lord.”  

There were a few moments of silence, and Erick said, “Tonight is not 
a good night for the sacrifice. You will need to feed the child and treat it 
well. We won’t be able to get things ready until tomorrow night.” Arnest 
was angry, and Charlotte could see it in his face and hear it in his voice. 
While he spoke calmly, he also spoke firmly, “That is unacceptable, 
Pastor. The great day of our Lord is near, and we must be in obedience 
to Him. He demands a blood sacrifice, and he demands it tonight.” “The 
Lord will wait a day, F. E. I have prayed, and he will allow a day. Care for 
the child, Ezra.” Charlotte and Arnest looked at each other with shocked 
looks on their faces. “How do you know the child’s name, Pastor? We 
have not spoken of it. Did the Lord tell you?”  

There was a faint laugh on the other end of the line. “No. The AMBER 
Alert that was sent out when the child was grabbed had his name and age 
on it. Do you have that technology, Arnest?” Arnest was blushing, and 
Charlotte let out a little laugh, which got her a dirty look. “I’m sorry, Pastor. 
I wasn’t thinking.” “Look, I’m calling a special meeting of the board at 
nine p.m. tonight, and then the secondary family board after. I want you 
there. Charlotte, stay off the streets. If the FBI gets ahold of you, the great 
day of the Lord will be compromised. We have no others to get us children. 
You are the link between the second coming and its failure.” 

Arnest spoke up and said, “There is another that I have who can 
do the work of the Lord. She tried last night and failed, but I can have 
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someone speak to her, and she will not slip up again.” There was a 
moment of silence, and Erick said, “Jesus Emmanuel Estonia was born 
this evening, and he will be delivered to us. We will need to sacrifice 
Ezra, and after that Jesus will be the ultimate sacrifice to the Lord, and 
the terrible Day of Judgment shall thunder down upon mankind, and 
we shall be caught up in the sky with the Lord in the rapture, and the 
heavenly host shall sing hallelujah.” 

The line went dead, and Arnest could hear Ezra screaming from the 
morgue and said to Charlotte, “Go do something with that thing. Find 
some food and feed it. Buy it diapers, a bassinet, anything, just shut it 
up.” Charlotte laughed and said, “You will have to do that F. E. I am 
underground for now. I will make you a list of the things we need, and you 
will have to go get them.” Arnest slammed his bony arm down on the desk 
but didn’t say another word.

Erick’s cell phone rang, and he answered it and listened for a 
moment then asked, “What do you want, Father?” Little Erick sat on 
a kitchen chair in the home he shared with Lisa and a few others in his 
congregation, listening to his father. “I’m sick, son. Sick unto death. I 
have but weeks to live. I just learned the news today.” Erick had a cold 
expression on his face but mustered up a little sympathy. “I’m sorry, 
Father. The church will be lost without you.” “Erick, I need you back 
here with your church family. Let us end this feud here and now. I want 
you to take over the church. I have been praying a lot about our falling 
out, and the Lord has shown me a way that we can make your ideas and 
my own work together in this congregation.” 

Little Erick sat staring out the window of his small home as 
darkness fell. “And how is it that we are to accomplish this, Father? 
I have prayed hard on this as well, and the Lord has told me the 
opposite.” “The great day of the Lord is coming any day, and you 
know that, son. We need to set aside our arguments and do what is 



Cleansing • 107106 • Chapter Fifteen

best for the flock. We are the leaders of men, and as their shepherds, 
we are responsible if even one is lost. I need you to come to the 
church tonight at nine for an emergency board meeting.”

The Eagle had gotten all the information that he could out of Arnold, 
so he emasculated him without stopping the bleeding. He knew enough 
about the main players in the cult that this was a mass manipulation, so 
he turned his attention to Lisa Farmer sleeping in the holding room.

When he opened the door, she roused when he walked in and 
asked, “Where am I? Who are you?” The Eagle said nothing. He 
took her hand and raised her off the couch. Lisa looked on with fear 
and dread in her eyes as she followed the silent giant out into the 
operating room where Arnold’s body laid. 

Lisa recognized him right away and began screaming 
uncontrollably. She was pulling and tearing at the Eagle’s iron grip 
on her arm, but he was unmoved. He pulled a pair of zip ties from 
a shelf and tied her hands and feet. Lisa was now sitting in a chair 
across from Arnold’s body, heaving deep breaths. She cried out, 
“Who are you, and what have you done to Pastor Espanza?” The 
Eagle was releasing the leather straps and removing the body from 
the table when Lisa tried to stand and fell face first onto the white 
concrete floor. 

“You would be better off staying still, Ms. Farmer. You are only 
going to hurt yourself. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to take 
care of Mr. Espanza.” 

The Eagle threw the body over his shoulder and carried it out to 
the incinerator. He threw it into the oven, closed the steel doors, and 
started it. Lisa was rolling on the ground in the operating room when 
she heard the sound of the incinerator start.  The Eagle appeared in 
the doorway and picked her up off the floor and put her back on the 
chair. He pulled off the bloody sheets on the gurney and put new 
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ones on as Lisa watched. When he was finished, he lifted Lisa off 
the chair and placed her on the gurney. He removed the zip ties and 
restrained her with the same bloody leather straps. 

When he had finished, he sat down on the stool and said, “Tell me 
about F. E. Arnest, Charlotte Watson, and Erick Walton.”  Lisa lay silent 
for a moment, and the Eagle said, “I know that you were going to Estelle 
Martinez’s home to abduct her infant daughter. I know that you are a part 
of the Trinity Blood cult, and that you are a devout follower of Arnest 
and Watson. Now, unless you want to end up like the pastor, you better 
start talking.” Lisa was crying on the table and looking around wild-eyed. 

“I have never hurt anyone, mister. I swear. I have never taken any 
children.” The Eagle pressed in close to her face, his dead black eyes 
staring into hers. He said, “Not for lack of trying. Start talking.” 

Lisa began to rattle off the instructions that she received from 
Arnest about abducting Tina Martinez. She told the Eagle that she 
had been saved from the streets by Erick Walton and had met Arnest 
at a prayer meeting three months earlier. She told him that he was 
a soft spoken man with a charismatic personality, that at first he 
creeped her out, but as she got to know him the things he was telling 
her about salvation and God’s sacrifice for all mankind made sense. 
The Eagle listened as well as recorded the conversation. When Lisa 
was finished talking, he asked her, “Have you been to one of the 
sacrifices that this movement is doing?” 

“Um…sacrifice. You mean the goat ceremony?” The Eagle looked 
at her and asked ‘Goat ceremony?’” “Yeah. I have been to an outdoor 
gathering, but I didn’t see the sacrifice. I was with a large group of 
people in the mountains near Malibu. There were small pieces of meat 
and a small silver bowl of blood passed around. I was told that it was 
a burnt offering to the Lord…a sacrifice of a goat to keep with the 
commandments of God from the Book of Leviticus.” 

“So you didn’t see the goat that was sacrificed?” the Eagle asked. 
“No...but I was told it was a goat or a lamb…that’s what was offered to 
God under the law of Moses.” 
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“Did you see the sacrifice at all?” “No…the group was passing 
around the silver bowl I mentioned, as was part of the sacrament, and 
everyone drank of the cup.” “Did you?” “Of course, it’s the blood of 
Christ. I partook of his blood and his body.” “So you ate a piece of raw 
meat?” Lisa nodded and said, “We do it all the time at church. Pastor 
Erick says that literal blood and meat are a more real reminder of the 
savior’s sacrifice rather than the juice and crackers in other churches.” 

The Eagle stood up and asked, “Where does the meat and blood 
come from?” “We buy beef in bulk from one of the large discount 
stores. I mean the meat is not literally raw. It’s cooked to a pleasant 
consistency. Pastor Erick doesn’t want anyone to fall ill.” “And the 
blood?” “It’s from a cow. Pastor has a friend who owns a ranch in 
Riverside, and he gets the blood from them. It, too, is boiled to make 
it safe for consumption.” “Have you seen this blood for the church 
being delivered and prepared?” She nodded. 

“Have you seen the cattle that the blood is drawn from?” She nodded 
again. “Have you bought and prepared the meat and blood for Pastor 
Erick’s services?” “Yes. I buy the meat with him every week at the store, 
and I have gone with him out to the ranch to get the blood. I don’t 
understand. What have I done wrong?” 

The Eagle walked over to the door of the operating room and 
stood looking out with his back to Lisa. His huge frame blocked the 
whole doorway, and she could see the rippling muscles in his arms 
and legs through the black tight gear he was wearing. He said to Lisa 
while looking out the door, “You have no idea what’s going on here, 
do you?” Lisa looked on and said, “Well, I thought I did, but you’re 
scaring me. Why did you kill Pastor Arnold? Why have you taken 
me? You’re right. I don’t know what’s going on.” 

He turned to Lisa and asked, “You have another order from Mr. Arnest, 
don’t you?” She looked on thoughtfully and said, “I’m supposed to tell Mr. 
Arnest or Ms. Watson when Jesus Estonia is born.” “Why?” “I don’t know. 
I’m just supposed to let the two of them know when he is born.” The Eagle 
walked back into the room and removed her restraints and helped her off 
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the gurney. “You are going to stay with me for a few days until we sort 
out the Estonia situation. There was a four-month-old child abducted this 
evening named Ezra Rosenberg. Does that name ring a bell?” 

Lisa was rubbing her wrists and shaking her head. “No. I’ve never 
heard that name outside of the Book of Ezra in the Old Testament.” The 
Eagle took her back to the holding room, and Lisa said, “I’m hungry, 
and I need to use the bathroom.” The Eagle walked her over to a door 
in the room that opened into a bathroom with a shower. He said, “I will 
have food prepared for you. You will be of use to me. I just don’t know 
how yet.” He walked out of the room. Lisa looked on at the heavy steel 
door as it latched behind him, trapping her.
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Chapter Sixteen
“There are some things better left 

unknown…until I feel it’s appropriate.”

T
he air was warm on the Malibu coast, warmer than it should be 
even for July. Jim had no sooner pulled into his driveway when 
his cell phone rang. He saw that it was John and said, “WHAT?” 

“I need you at my house ASAP.” Jim sighed and said, “Please tell me 
that you have some rock solid leads in this fuckin’ case.” “I do. Please 
come over.” Jim hung up the phone and walked into the house.

Barbara was sitting out by the pool with a drink in her hand 
looking at the glassy sea and said, “Hi Jimmy, bye Jimmy!” He 
plopped down on one of the chairs on the patio and said, “You heard 
me on the phone?” She nodded, and he looked over at her and said, 
“I have to go. I have to get to the bottom of this case.” Barbara 
nodded and said, “I know that, honey. Call me if you or the Eagle 
needs me.” Jim stood up and said as he walked away, “I got a feeling 
that the Eagle is going to need everyone on this.” Barbara just sat 
sipping her drink and looking out at the sea.
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It was half past six, and Chris had been to Watson’s home with no 
luck. He was sitting in his car thinking of his next move when his phone 
rang. “Mantel.” “Chris, I need you here at my house right away.” “Do 
you have something?” “Yes…and time is not on our side.” Chris started 
his car and headed back to the house in Malibu all the while talking to 
himself about Watson and where she might be hiding.

Sara invited Karen to the house for a swim and some down time. She 
accepted the offer gladly and followed Sara’s new BMW down PCH. She 
was tired and had two days off before she had to jump back into the grind 
and finalize her agreement with Sara and the hospital about staying on as 
a doctor. Sara pulled off into her driveway, and Karen followed. The two 
women walked into the house and all was quiet. 

Sara called out over the intercom for John, and much to her surprise 
he responded. “Honey, where’s your truck? I brought Karen home with 
me. She’s going to stay for a few days. Her parents are out of town, and 
I thought she could stay in the main guest house.” John responded with 
a cryptic tone, and Karen looked on with a strange look on her face. Sara 
asked Karen to make herself at home. “You know where the guest house 
is. I believe you still have a bikini and some clothes at the house. Why 
don’t you go change while I go speak to John?” Karen nodded slowly 
and headed for the guest house. 

Sara walked over to the secret entrance to the Eagle’s lair, put her 
hand on the wall, and it opened. She walked into the foyer, but there was 
no one there. She walked back to the main conference room to find John, 
Jim, and Chris all sitting at the conference table. “What’s up, guys? You 
all look so serious.” Jim asked, “Did you have a visit today from Pastor 
Erick Walton Sr.” “Yes…he came in for a second opinion on an illness, 
and I referred him to one of my specialists. Why?” 
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John asked, “What did he come in for?” Sara plopped down in one 
of the leather chairs and said, “You know I can’t tell you that.” John 
leaned across the table and said, “It’s a matter of life and death, Sara. 
What did he see you about?” Sara knew John’s looks all too well and 
the look that she was getting wasn’t a look from John or a question 
from him. The question was coming from the Eagle.

“He came in for a second opinion with regard to a cancer diagnosis.” 
“And?” “He has stage four pancreatic cancer. There is nothing we can 
do for him. Dr. Charles Ritter gave him the second opinion and the 
final news this afternoon. Why are you asking about him?” 

Chris interrupted and said, “Because we think that the pastor is 
one of the people behind the recent child abductions and killings.” 
Sara looked at the three men and said, “No way…I have known 
Erick Sr. and Jr. for a lot of years. There’s no way senior would be 
involved in something so twisted.” “Junior then?” John asked. “Oh 
hell no…I mean Little Erick has some crazy ideas when it comes to 
his religion, but there is no way that I could ever see him involved 
in something like this. If he knew about it, he would be calling the 
police immediately.” 

John sat back and said, “Well, I have it on good authority that 
the Richards’ family cult is alive and well, and that they are doing 
human sacrifice here in our mountains in the hopes of bringing on 
the second coming of Christ.” “And what does that have to do with 
either man?” Sara asked. 

“That’s a hell of a good mother fuckin’ question, Sara,” Jim said 
with a cigarette between his teeth, chomping on it like a piece of 
gum. Chris looked on at all of them and asked, “How did you get the 
information that you have, John?” Jim let out a laugh, and Sara just 
looked away. “I have my sources, and my source has told me that this 
whole cult is being run by two of Richards’ last original members.” 

Chris said, “Charlotte Watson?” John nodded. “Who’s the other?” 
Chris asked. “F. E. Arnest.” “The funeral home owner?” Chris asked. 
John nodded. 
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“Then who’s got the fuckin’ kid taken today?” Jim asked, leaning 
back in his chair. “I have to guess that it is Watson, and little Ezra 
is going to be the next sacrifice,” said John. “How soon?” Jim 
asked. “Tonight or tomorrow, but there is another child that has been 
handpicked by the group to be the final sacrifice to usher in the end 
times…or so these freaks think,” John said. 

Chris looked at the three people sitting at the table and a visible 
shiver went up his spine. “Who is the final sacrifice?” “A newborn 
named Jesus Emmanuel Estonia.” “And where the fuck is the kid 
now?” Jim asked, stretching his arms into the air. “The hospital at 
Arleta Medical Center.” 

Sara looked on and said, “I know several doctors over there in pediatrics 
and gynecology. I can make some calls and get you the room information. 
Are you going to send a protection detail?” John looked at Jim who knew 
what the look meant. “No, Sara. John’s not going to put protection on the 
little snot rag. He’s going to want me and my people to do it. Isn’t that 
right, Special fuckin’ Agent Swenson?” John nodded, and Chris asked, 
“Then what the hell are we going to do, John?” 

“You are going to swear out a warrant for Watson’s arrest. I will 
have Judge Olsen approve it along with a search warrant for Arnest’s 
funeral home. Then you and I are going to see Arnest with the warrant 
that Judge Olsen gives us, and we’re going to look for Ezra Rosenberg 
because I have a feeling that’s where he’s being held until it is sacrifice 
time.” Jim asked, “Outside of a protective order for the kid, what do 
you want from me?” John looked at him and said, “You are the most 
important piece in this puzzle, Jim. You’re going to go to Walton’s 
church in Van Nuys, and you’re going to do some intel.” 

Jim stood up, shaking his head as he walked out the door and 
saying, “Why is it that I have a bad fuckin’ feeling that I’m not going 
to live to retire? Fuck! I keep saying I’m not going to hang out with 
you anymore, and then here I am hanging out with you. Son of a 
bitch! Jesus Christ…” The three could hear Jim’s ranting and cursing 
trailing off as he walked out of the room and down the hall out of the 
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house. Chris looked at John and said, “You’re about to bring down a 
world of trouble on these people, aren’t you?” Sara nodded as John 
stared off into space.

John asked Chris to wait in the foyer and then to go home and 
change into a FBI T-shirt that he could pull over his builtproof vest. 
After he left the conference room, John looked at Sara and said, “The 
Eagle has a guest.” Sara looked on and asked, “Where and who?” “Her 
name is Lisa Farmer. She’s seventeen and a former streetwalker turned 
religious zealot by Erick Walton Jr. She says she’s his wife and has 
been living with him for six months.” 

Sara stood up and said, “That I do believe about Erick. He has 
always liked his girls young. I used to tell him that he was going to 
get in trouble some day. Where is she and what do you want me to 
do with her?” “She’s in holding room one. I just need you to feed 
her and keep her calm until the Eagle either has a use for her or can 
verify her story.” Sara looked at John hard and asked, “Is this kid 
going to end up a victim of the Eagle?” John stood up and looked 
Sara straight in the eye. “If she has delivered even one of these 
children that has been killed to their deaths…absolutely.” 

“Jesus, she’s just a kid,” Sara said, knowing it was falling on 
deaf ears. “Justice does not recognize age, and the Eagle does not 
discriminate. If she knowingly kidnapped and handed those children 
over to be slaughtered, she will meet the same fate.” 

Sara nodded and said, “It’s going to be a long night. You should come 
and eat something with me and Karen before you go. I suppose you have 
already packed the Eagle’s gear?” John nodded. “Then at least call Chris 
and have him come up to the house. We can all have a meal together before 
you go. It will give Chris and Karen a chance to meet. She has seen him 
around the house, but she doesn’t know him very well.” “Chris has been 
seeing, Jade, and he’s eight years older than Karen.” Sara stood up and 
said, “I know about Jade. She and I have spoken about it. He’s just a boy 
toy to her. I like Christopher. I think that he’s a good kid. He reminds me a 
lot of you when you were his age.” 
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They walked out into the foyer where Chris was seated looking out 
at the darkening sea. “Where are we, John? I have never been in this 
part of your home.” It’s my own domain.” Chris stood up and said, “A 
man cave?” Sara and John smiled, and John said, “Yes…a man cave 
of sorts. Come on. Let’s get some dinner. We have a long night ahead 
of us.”  The three walked out onto the patio off the lair and into some 
shrubbery. John was watching Chris as he looked around. He could 
tell that Chris was counting steps and marking landmarks, so he could 
find his way back, which would’ve worked if they hadn’t come to an 
elevator with no windows and no floor numbers. 

The three stepped in, and John placed his hand over a fingerprint 
and palm scanner. The doors closed, but Chris felt no movement. 
He looked at Sara and whispered, “We’re not moving.” Sara smiled 
and said, “Oh, but we are.” The doors opened into the foyer of the 
main house, and they stepped out. Chris went to turn to see where 
the elevator had opened, but John grabbed his shoulder. “There are 
some things better left unknown…until I feel it’s appropriate.” John 
released Chris’s shoulder, and he turned back from where they came 
to see nothing but a bank of windows overlooking the sea and the 
foyer of the main house leading to the formal living room.

The parking lot at the main campus of Trinity Blood Church was 
full of cars. There were a few people walking into the main sanctuary 
when Jim pulled up and parked across the street. He recognized many 
of the faces. Some were celebrities, others were well known business 
people and even a few cops and sheriff’s deputies. He got out of the car 
and followed a small pack of people into the main sanctuary and walked 
off and up the stairs to the second floor balcony and sat in the very back 
where he was hidden by total darkness.
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Hess Stevens stood up to greet the board members who had 
dropped everything to come. “I want to thank all of you for taking 
time out of your busy schedules to come to this meeting. As you 
all know, I am Hess Stevens, the head of Our Keepers charity and 
president of Trinity Blood’s board of directors. We are here tonight 
for a very, very sad and serious situation. The future of our church is 
about to be altered in a way that none of us could have ever expected. 
Will you all please bow your heads for a moment of prayer before we 
formally open this meeting?”

Jim sat and watched and listened until the prayer was done and 
everyone had sat after singing a few songs. He looked on the stage for 
Big Erick or Little Erick but neither was there.

Erick Walton pulled up to the small twenty-four hour coffee shop a 
block from his father’s church and parked. His father’s car was parked 
in his permanent spot at the restaurant. The place was built the same 
year his father started the church, and the owners were close friends 
and parishioners. Erick received a warm greeting from Fred and Alice 
Boulders, and he smiled and shook Fred’s hand and kissed Alice on the 
cheek and told her how lovely she looked. The two led Erick to a back 
dining room that was reserved for private parties. There, seated in a 
large corner booth, sat his father, who was sipping a gin and tonic and 
waiting for him to sit down. 

Big Erick went to stand, and Little Erick told him not to bother. 
Erick sat down, and Alice asked if he would like anything. He ordered a 
vodka tonic and asked, “Okay, Father, you have me here, now what the 
hell is going on?” Alice brought his drink and left the two men alone in 
the room to talk. His father took a hard hit off the drink and said, “I have 
been diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. It’s stage four and untreatable. 
I have weeks, maybe a month, according to my doctors.” Whatever 
attitude that Little Erick brought into the room with him when he arrived 
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went out of him as his father spoke the words. A teardrop fell out of the 
corner of his eye, and he said, “I’m sorry, Father. I’m truly sorry, but the 
good news is you get to go home. You will be with the Lord.” 

His father took another drink of his gin and said, “Yes, son, that is 
true, but there are things of this world that must be completed before 
I join that one.” “The church?” His father nodded. “What do you want 
me to do, Father? I have been out of the church for nearly a year. I 
have my own sheep to tend. My flock is small, but they are just as 
important as yours.” “I agree, son, and I want you to bring them into 
the fold with the congregation here. I want you to lead the church. 
The people know you, they respect you, and they would welcome you 
back and accept you as their pastor and spiritual leader.” 

Erick sat for a long time, sipping his own drink after hearing his 
father’s words and asked, “When is the board going to meet?” “They 
are meeting now. Hess is running the meeting and explaining my 
situation. He will call me when he is ready for me to meet with them. 
I want to present you as my successor, Erick. I want you to join me 
on that stage and tell the board that you are ready, willing, and able 
to tend the flock.”  

Erick looked at his father and said, “The church board? The 
official church board?” His father nodded. He took a drink of his 
beverage and asked, “What about the ‘other’ board, Father? When 
are you meeting with them?” He could see him squirm in his seat 
a bit, and his father took another big drink of his gin and called to 
Alice for another. She brought the drink as the two men sat silent. 
“I’m waiting for an answer, Father.” 

“Arnest and Watson will meet with us after the main church board 
meeting to talk about the underchurch.” Jr. swigged the last of his drink 
and started to chew on the ice. “You promised me that you were ending 
that mythological society of yours. You promised that you were going to 
get rid of Watson and Arnest and the whole Richards cult! Jesus, Father, 
can’t you see that cult is worse than the cancer that is taking your life? 
How much further into depravity have you fallen?”
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“You can’t speak of the family like that. It’s a movement with 
momentous power. We are moving to bring forth the second coming 
of our Lord and savior Jesus Christ, and we now have all the pieces to 
make it so. Son…I might not have to taste the sting of death…we are 
there. The Lord has told me that we have met His every commandment 
and sacrificed unto Him a pleasant offering.” 

Erick stood up but sat right back down. He was lightheaded from 
the fall earlier at the church. “Are you all right, son?” “Am I all 
right? Am I all right? Fuck, no, I’m not all right. Jesus Christ, Dad. 
It’s been you and those sickos who have been killing and sacrificing 
all those children. This is what you’re talking about when you say 
the Lord is pleased, isn’t it?” 

His father looked down into his drink and then at him, and there 
was a sudden look of horror in his face. “I’m going to hell, Erick …God 
has seen my deeds, and I’m going to hell. This is the punishment he has 
lashed me with. He is taking me fast to save lives.” 

Erick asked, “How many more children do those sick bastards have 
to sacrifice?” “Two…they kidnapped one this afternoon and one will be 
taken from the mother when she leaves the hospital. She has promised him 
to us.” “Who is the one in the hospital?” “Jesus Emmanuel Estonia.” 

Erick got a confused look on his face and asked, “Roberto and 
Maria Estonia’s newborn?” His father nodded, weeping into his glass. 
Erick stood up and said, “Let’s go!” “Where?” “To the church. I will 
take over the church, and I will end this Richards family business once 
and for all.” His father stood up and laid his head on Erick’s shoulder, 
weeping. “It’s too late, son. It’s far too late. There is no way to stop 
what is happening. They will kill you if they know I have told you 
about this.” Erick helped his father walk out of the restaurant, and as 
he did, he put his father into his car and left his new Mercedes behind. 
He pulled out his cell phone and called Jim’s number.
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John and Chris arrived at Arnest Funeral Home at quarter to ten, 
but there were no cars in the lot. John looked at Chris and said, “You 
have your vest on?” He nodded. John had the search warrant in hand 
and two other unmarked vehicles from the FBI were waiting a block 
away. John called the code as he and Chris walked up to the entrance 
of the funeral home, and three black FBI vans pulled into the parking 
lot as John rang the bell. There was no answer, and John looked around 
at the old building and could see a light on in a second floor window. 
“That must be the apartment,” John said. Chris looked on and asked, 
“Someone lives here?” John nodded and pounded on the door to no 
response. He called out to his men and said, “Break it down!” 

A battering ram struck the door three times until it blew open, 
sending wood and glass in every direction. John and Chris entered, 
guns drawn, into the dark lower level of the home. “Lights!” John 
yelled, and lights started coming on all through the lower level. His 
men moved from room to room yelling clear. They made their way 
to the morgue where there was nothing out of the ordinary. There 
were a few caskets that looked like they were being prepared for a 
viewing. John ordered the cold storage lockers to be searched as he 
called Chris to follow him up the stairs to what he could only assume 
was the keeper’s home. 

He knocked on the door and announced, “FBI. We have a search 
warrant. Come out with your hands in the air.” There was no response, 
and John and Chris used their combined size and strength to send the 
door to the apartment to the floor. 

When they looked around, the lights were on as was a television 
and a window air conditioner. They moved through the small apartment 
until they came to a closed door with a streak of light underneath. They 
could hear water running, and John smashed into the door and heard 
the scream of a woman as he entered. The bathroom was steamed 
over, and the shower doors were as well. John called out again, “FBI. 
Step out of the shower with your hands up.” The fogged over doors 
opened slowly, and a slender Hispanic woman stood nude with her 
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hands in the air.  John ordered her out, but she didn’t understand 
English. He ordered her out in Spanish, and she complied. He looked 
into the shower but no one was there. 

John’s team leader called out that they had cleared the house, and there 
was no sign of Arnest. He called for one of his agents who spoke Spanish 
to come up to the apartment. John placed a towel over the woman’s 
shoulders and walked out into the master bedroom. The apartment was 
too small for everyone, so John and Chris went back down to the funeral 
home and started searching for Arnest’s office. One of his men called out 
from the morgue and said, “Sir, we have something.” 

John and Chris ran into the room and saw the agent holding up a 
dirty diaper and some soiled embalming rags. John said, “Son of a bitch. 
It’s Arnest. He’s got the Rosenberg kid. I’ll call Jade Morgan and get her 
out here. I need DNA on that ASAP.” 

When Jade answered, she was groggy. “Hello?” “Jade, it’s John. I 
need you and your team at the Arnest Funeral Home in Arleta, pronto. 
I need a DNA test done.” Jade was sitting up in her bed and said, “No 
problem, John. I will send out my team.” “No, Jade, I need you out here, 
too. Please hurry.” He hung up the phone and walked back into the main 
lobby and then through a few small viewing rooms until he came into an 
office area where some of his men were working. 

John walked over to a cluttered desk in the middle of the office and 
looked closely at the documents on top of the desk. He was scanning 
the desk when Chris lifted a piece of paper with his gloved hand and 
showed it to him. John took it and read it over. “It’s a receipt from three 
hours ago from Montgomery Drug Store. He read the contents of the list 
out loud, and Chris said, “This guy deals with the dead. Not to be cruel, 
but dead babies don’t wear diapers or drink formula.” John laughed and 
said, “You’re getting it, kid, now you’re starting to get it. Please, please 
just don’t become a smartass like Jim.” Chris laughed and said, “I don’t 
know, John. Jim is kind of rubbing off on me.” 

John talked as he walked and barked orders to his team to secure the 
scene and execute the search warrant. “Yeah, Jim kind of grows on you…



122 • Chapter Sixteen

like a fungus.” That got a laugh out of Chris as they emerged from the 
home. They were just getting ready to walk across the lawn and back 
to John’s truck when Jade pulled up with her team. “So, do we have a 
homicide in there?” John shook his head. “Then why am I here?” “Baby 
shit!” Jade looked at John and said, “Excuse me?” “Baby shit, Jade. I need 
you to do a DNA match on baby shit. It’s in a diaper in the morgue. I need 
to know if it is the Rosenberg kid’s shit.” Chris was trying not to laugh 
while John kept a completely straight and serious face. 

“You called me out in the middle of the fuckin’ night over a diaper full 
of shit?” “Yep…I need it done ASAP. The police have the parents’ DNA 
on the missing kid from this afternoon. I need you to tell me if that shit is 
from that kid.” Jade started to walk into the house when John yelled out, 
“Thank you, Jade!” “Go fuck yourself, John…you, too, Chris!” Chris 
was laughing as they got into John’s truck headed for the drug store. 
“Man is she pissed at you,” Chris said as John drove to the twenty-four 
hour drug store. “She’ll get over it. She always does.”
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Chapter Seventeen
“This night is starting to  
get very, very, strange.”

j
im’s phone started ringing in the darkness of the upper level of the 
church balcony. All heads down below turned, trying to see who the 
unwelcome visitor was. Hess was standing at the podium where he had 

been speaking when he saw Jim O’Brian step out of the darkness with an 
unlit cigarette hanging out of his mouth and his cell phone in his hand.

“O’Brian,” he said as he walked toward the front of the balcony. 
He stood in silence with the phone to his ear listening to the caller 
then asked, “And where are you now, sir?” A few more movements of 
silence passed, and he said, “I’m on my way.” He hung up the phone 
and looked down at the faces looking up at him. “Sorry about that, 
folks. Police business. Go on about your church business. Sorry about 
Erick. He’s a good man and a great businessman. Shit, if I knew how 
profitable this religion game was I would never have gotten into police 
work. It’s so much easier to fuck with people’s minds with a book and 
some pagan symbols. Jesus Christ…well… good night.”
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John’s phone rang as he and Chris were leaving the drug store. 
“You’re never going to believe this. I got a beat on the kid killers.” Jim’s 
voice echoed on the phone. “Yeah…so do we.” “We?” Jim asked. “Yeah. 
I have Chris with me. We know who has the Rosenberg kid. We just 
don’t know where they are.” “They? They?” Jim called into the phone. 

Jim said, “I am standing out in front of Alice’s Place on Van Nuys 
Boulevard. Do you know the place?”  “You bet. A greasy spoon, and 
I bet you’re there for some pie!” “Nope. I have been invited here by 
Erick Walton Jr. to talk about the killings. It seems Erick senior is 
part of the Richards Family, and he has been killing kids to please 
God, only now he feels bad and has had a change of heart since he 
learned about six or seven hours ago he’s dying. He’s pretty fucked 
up. He’s afraid he’s going to hell for his part in this.” 

John was silent then said, “He is. You know where to take him. 
What about the kid? Is he involved?” “Nope…he called me after his 
father confessed it to him. He’s willing to help us in any way he 
can.” Chris was listening intently as well as watching John’s body 
language. “Okay…I have someone that Erick knows very well who 
I think can help in this situation. We are on our way to meet with 
you. Make sure that the other takes a nap. I just want the kid.” John 
hung up, and Chris looked at John and said, “This night is starting to 
get very, very, strange.” John pulled onto the street and said, “You 
haven’t seen anything yet, kid.” 

Jade Morgan had taken the contents of the diaper back to her lab, 
and she and her staff were running DNA testing on the feces left in the 
unwelcome package. She got a page that Ezra’s parents were in the lobby 
and that she needed to speak to them. Jade was waiting for a printout of 
the DNA from a specimen that she was analyzing while her staff was 
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pleading with her to talk to the parents. She sat silent, waiting until a slip 
of paper the size of a grocery receipt popped out of a small printer. She 
looked down, hung her head, and walked out to meet the parents. 

Ken and Iris were sitting on two hard plastic chairs in the lobby 
when Jade emerged. Ken recognized her right away and said, “Oh 
God, please. Please don’t tell me that our son is here.” Jade shook 
her head and said, “No…your son is not here; however, at the request 
of the FBI and the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department I ran 
some tests on elements that are believed to have come from your 
son.” “Elements? What kind of elements?” Iris asked. “Fecal samples 
from a diaper, and I am telling you before I tell the authorities. The 
sample is a positive match for your son’s DNA.” Iris collapsed into 
Ken’s arms in tears, and Jade tried to keep as stiff an upper lip as 
she could. “Does this mean that our son is dead?” Ken asked. “No, 
Mr. Rosenberg. It simply means that agents and officers have found 
evidence that supports that your son has been in a location.” 

“Location? Where?” “I’m not at liberty to discuss it, sir. I promise 
you that the men and women working on your child’s case are the best 
agents in the country, possibly the world. If there is anyone who can 
find your son and return him safely to you, it’s them.” Ken and Iris just 
stared at Jade, whose eyes were getting misty. “You don’t know what it’s 
like, Ms. Morgan. You have no idea what it’s like. Our son is out there 
in the hands of some stranger.” Jade let a tear run down her right cheek, 
and she said fighting back the rest of them, “I do know, Mr. Rosenberg. 
I truly do know from my own personal experience. You two should go 
home. There is nothing you can do here. I don’t want to ever have to see 
you in my office again.” She turned and walked away and out of sight of 
the couple who were walking out of the building’s main entrance. 

When she made the turn toward her office, she dropped to her knees 
and let out a low cry, and tears ran down her face as she got back to her 
feet and called John and Jim to let them know the news.
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F. E. was driving down Van Nuys Boulevard to Trinity Blood 
Church for a midnight meeting called by Hess Stevens and Erick 
Walton. He had left Charlotte with Ezra in a home that he owned 
in Reseda that he used as an investment property. He had the good 
fortune of having the house vacant and furnished. He drove toward 
the church all the while humming a hymn that he loved.

John and Chris arrived at Alice’s Place a little before midnight and 
found Jim and Erick Sr. and son sitting in a booth in a private room. Jim 
slid out of the booth, and John pulled him aside and said, “I thought you 
were going to give senior a nap?” “No can do, Mr. Eagle. If he’s not at the 
second church meeting for the Richards Family Trinity Blood meeting, 
it’s going to spook Arnest and Watson and that kid is as good as dead.” 
John looked on at the haggard face of Erick senior and his tear streaks and 
said, “Don’t tell me that you’re feeling sorry for that guy?” 

“Not a fuckin’ chance, fly boy…he deserves what he gets, but I’m 
not the Eagle, and I’m not his errand boy. I will not be an accessory to 
murder.” John shook his head slowly and asked, “You already are…
so what do you propose we do?” Jim took a cigarette out of his top 
left pocket and slid it behind his ear. “Recon. Chris and I follow the 
Ericks back to the church, then the Iron Eagle stakes out the place, 
and when he sees Arnest and Watson, he grabs them. If one or the 
other is there, the Eagle can’t grab the one because the other has the 
kid, so the Eagle will have to work his magic.” John nodded, and the 
two men walked over to the table. John looked at senior and asked, 
“Is there a plan for a sacrifice tonight?” He shook his head. 

“Arnest and Watson are the ring leaders of this deadly cult, aren’t 
they?” Senior nodded. John looked over at junior and asked, “And what 
do you know of this plot?” Erick sat up and said, “Only what I know 
from my father. I had no idea they were engaging in human sacrifice. 
When I found out, I called Sheriff O’Brian. I had his card from the 
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memorial service for Emily Swan at our church a few days ago.” John 
sat down next to the two men and said, “You can understand if I don’t 
actually believe you, Mr. Walton. I find it very, very hard to believe that 
you had no idea that your father and this cult were engaging in human 
sacrifice.” “You can believe what you like, Agent Swenson, but that is 
the truth. And while I know my father’s word means nothing to you, he 
can attest to the fact that I knew nothing of these goings on.” 

“Do you read the papers? Watch the news? I mean these killings have 
been going on for nearly a year.” “Yes, sir, I do, but I had no idea that 
my father or his church could have played any role in the deaths of those 
children.” John sat back and asked, “So what did you think was happening?” 
John was staring at and through him. “I thought that it was some sick small 
group.” “Satan worshippers?” John asked. “Oh no, sir. Even they don’t 
engage in such monstrous acts. I figured it was a serial killer who was 
randomly choosing children or some sick twisted cult, but I would have 
never seen my father involved in that.” John looked at his watch and said, 
“It’s a quarter to twelve. Don’t you gentlemen have a meeting?” 

They nodded, and Jim said, “Chris and I will take it from here, John. 
Don’t you have some work to do on the Ezra matter?” “Yes…Jade left me 
a message. I’m sure you both have one, too. The feces we found at Arnest’s 
is in fact from Ezra Rosenberg. I’m going to talk to the family. They were 
down at Jade’s office the last I knew. Take these two to the church, and 
whatever you do, do not let either of these guys disappear.”

Sara and Karen were getting settled for the night when Sara 
excused herself to take care of something in the house. Karen stopped 
swimming and called out, “Where are you going, Sara?” She turned 
around while pulling her robe on and said, “I have to take care of 
some business. Nothing lengthy. Relax and enjoy the water. I will 
be right back.” She walked off into the house, and Karen swam over 
to the side of the pool and pulled her nude body out of the water. 
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She grabbed a robe and walked into the living room, but Sara was 
nowhere to be found. She heard female voices in the distance and 
walked slowly and quietly in the direction of the sound until she 
recognized both voices. It was Sara and Barbara. 

Karen contorted her face and whispered to herself under her breath, 
“What the hell? Is Barbara here for the sleepover?” She moved quietly 
through the large formal dining room until she was near the service 
entrance to the kitchen. She could hear Barbara and Sara very clearly. Her 
face turned sheet white, not about the women but the conversation. 

“Thanks for coming over, Barb. I’ve got company, and I could use 
some help with a guest of the Eagle’s.” “No problem, Sara. Jim told me 
that it might be a long night. So what are you dealing with?” “I have no 
idea. The Eagle has a girl in one of the holding rooms. She’s somehow 
connected to the child killings, and he wants me to feed her. I wanted 
you to go out and chat with Karen because I have no idea what I’m 
going to be dealing with.” Barbara had taken a roll from a toaster oven 
that Sara had been using to heat Lisa Farmer’s meal. 

“So what’s the deal? Does the Eagle have a beat on the killers?” Sara 
was plating some pasta and sauce as Barb put the roll on the plate and 
covered it with a steel cover to keep the food hot. “I don’t know. He told 
me that this girl is involved, but to what extent I don’t know.” “How old?” 
“Seventeen.” “Jesus, Sara. The Eagle abducted a seventeen-year-old girl? 
Is he going to kill her?” Sara shrugged her shoulders and said, “I don’t 
know…he told me that if she did have something to do with the killings 
directly she deserved the same penalty as an adult.” Barbara looked on 
and said, “I would like to tell you that I feel sorry for her, but if the girl 
was in anyway involved with the baby killings she deserves whatever 
justice the Eagle metes out.”  Sara didn’t gesture one way or the other in 
response to Barbara’s comment. They walked back into the formal dining 
room headed for the living room when they saw a flash of white.

Sara moved carefully with the tray of food in her hands into the 
formal living room. They heard a splash, and Barbara asked, “Is Karen 
in the pool?” Sara looked on and said, “It appears so now. I don’t think 
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she’s been there the whole time though.” Barbara looked at Sara with a 
scared look on her face and asked, “Jesus Christ. Do you think she heard 
us?” Sara sat the tray of food down and walked out onto the deck. 

“What’cha doing?” Sara asked. “Swimming. What does it look like 
I’m doing?” Karen responded. “Barbara is here to hang out with us. Is 
that okay with you?” “It’s your house, Sara. The more the merrier. Hi 
Barbara!” Barbara walked into Karen’s line of sight and waved then 
took off her robe and jumped into the pool. “You two behave yourselves. 
I will be right back.” Sara walked off into the living room, and Barbara 
swam over to Karen and looked at her face. 

“How you doing, kid?” “Well, I have been working like a dog. 
Sara is a slave driver, but outside of that, I’m doing really well. How 
are you, Barbara? You look tired.” The two made small talk as they 
swam in Sara’s absence.

Lisa Farmer was sitting Indian style on the couch in the holding 
room when she heard the lock on the door release and saw Sara walk in 
with a tray. “So, I’m finally getting to eat…is this going to be my last 
meal?” Sara put the food down on a coffee table in front of Lisa and sat 
down in a chair across from her. “That all depends on you, young lady. 
What do you know about the baby killings?” Lisa had just taken the lid 
off the food and steam from the fresh pasta was rising into the air and 
caught her in the face when Sara asked the question. 

“The baby killings? What baby killings?” Sara looked at Lisa hard 
then stood up and walked over to a white cabinet in the corner of the 
room. She placed her palm on the door, and it opened. Sara drew out a 
pair of latex gloves, a syringe, and a vial of clear liquid. She said nothing 
as she put on the gloves with her back to Lisa who was watching her 
every move. “What baby killings, ma’am? I don’t know what you’re 
talking about.” Sara pulled the cap off the needle on the end of the 
syringe and stuck it into the vial. “You weigh…ninety eight pounds?” 
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Lisa looked on with a confused look on her face, “Yeah…why?” Sara 
put the cap back on the needle and turned around and said, “Stand up 
and raise your dress.” Lisa looked at Sara and said, “Not until you tell 
me what’s going on. What is that?” She was pointing to the syringe. “It 
will be the difference between life and death for you.” 

Lisa tried to run but tripped on the table and fell on her stomach. Sara 
pinned her down then injected the solution into her hip. Lisa let out a yelp, 
and Sara got up and walked back over to the cabinet and put the things 
away. She pulled out a small black device and put the needle into it, and 
there was a popping sound. She threw the syringe into a hazmat container 
and closed the cabinet. Lisa had gotten to her feet but was wobbly. 

“What did you inject me with?” Sara walked over and took a much 
more complacent Lisa by the shoulders and led her back to the couch and 
sat her down. “I gave you a truth serum, and in about ten minutes I’m going 
to ask you some questions.” Lisa’s eyelids were heavy, and she reached for 
her fork and missed. “You’re hungry?” Sara asked. Lisa nodded. Sara took 
the fork and began to feed her while the drug took effect.
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Chapter Eighteen
“If they start mounting each  

other, I’m gonna lose it.”

T
he house on Osborn Street in Northridge was snugged into the end 
of a small cul-de-sac. All the lights were out in the homes in this 
middle class suburb of Los Angeles. Charlotte Watson sat near the 

front window of a home she had inherited after the murder of her parents 
and three siblings some thirty years earlier. The house was left in trust 
under her stepfather’s name, and she was the sole living heir. She never 
took the house out of the trust or transferred it to her name.

She got up and walked the rooms. She hadn’t been in the house 
since the night of the murders. She walked into a nursery where Ezra 
was asleep in a crib that had a blood-stained mattress. “I have worked 
hard to make sure this house has stayed exactly as it was the night 
my family went to be with the Lord,” she whispered into the crib 
to the sleeping child. “I remember it all like it was yesterday. They 
didn’t understand, Ezra…how strange that they didn’t understand. I 
was releasing them from their mortal coil, releasing them back to the 



132 • Chapter Eighteen

Father. I tried to explain it to them, one by one, but they wouldn’t 
listen. They just begged and pleaded for their lives. What fools they 
were to hold on. I told them, ‘You are not of this world. I am freeing 
you.’ But Mother just cried and pleaded even after the second and third 
time I stabbed her. She finally fell silent with the thrust of my knife into 
her neck, and her blood pooled right over there in the corner.” 

Charlotte was staring off into a corner of the nursery where a huge stain 
remained, a remnant of the brutality that had been unleashed in the house. 
Her stare was cold and unflinching, and she thrust her hands forward as if 
reenacting the scene. “She was so foolish, Ezra, as was Stepfather. He had 
to be cleansed. He took me and ravished me. He had sinned against me, 
Mother, and the Lord. He had to die for his sins. I remember…” 

She smiled as she walked out of the room and into another bedroom 
next to the nursery. It was a master bedroom. All of the furniture was 
in place. The bed was unmade with blood spray on the walls and the 
mattress in an outline as if chalked off by investigators. There were no 
markings from police. She walked the room, touching the dresser and 
then the bed post. She was walking and talking as if in a trance. 

“Here is where you took me, Stepfather. Here is where you raped my 
body…and Mother allowed it, even encouraged it, night after night until the 
last. You lay on top of me thrusting your cock in and out of me, sweating 
and swearing. I can still smell the whiskey on your breath. I hid my blade 
under Mother’s pillow. You didn’t know she was dead in the room next 
door. No. You were too excited by the sex. ‘I’m fucking you, sin-free child,’ 
you said to me. You released my hands to flip me over, and I took my blade 
from under Mother’s pillow and slashed you across the throat.” 

Charlotte walked over to the head of the bed and placed her hands on 
the brown and white wall where arterial spray had flown from the violence 
of the slashing. “Your face…oh the look of horror on your face was worth 
its weight in gold. I forgave you in that moment. I forgave you, and I 
released you from the sin that bound you and sent you back to the Father. I 
bathed in your blood and was cleansed of the treachery you had unleashed 
on me. Oh, Stepfather, I remember standing here holding your hair and 
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pulling your head back. The gaping, gushing, in your neck, spraying your 
blood upon me. Feeling your blood striking my naked flesh. I forgave you 
and released you, and I was cleansed but only for a moment. The other 
three were asleep in their beds, and they had to be released as well.” 

She walked out of the bedroom to another. There were twin beds in 
the room. There were posters of rock bands and girls on the walls and 
ceilings. The two beds were stripped of linen, only bare mattresses were 
on their metal frames and both were stained with blood. Charlotte walked 
between them and stared down at the giant stain in the middle of the floor. 
Something had flowed down the sides of both mattresses and had pooled 
in the middle of the floor. Charlotte touched each and said, “Mother and 
Stepfather always told me, ‘Boys will be boys,’ when you two were raping 
me. You weren’t like Stepfather. You were my BROTHERS!” 

She screamed into the room, lifting her hands high in the air and 
falling to her knees where the blood had once pooled. She started to cry 
as she felt the dry stain on the carpet and the tears running down her 
face. She watched as one shining crystal drop after another fell from her 
eyes to the floor then stood up and said, “I should shed no tears over you 
two…I sent you to hell where you belong…I can see you writhing in 
hellfire, the demons tormenting your sorry ass souls.” She let out a loud 
laugh and walked back to the nursery where Ezra was still sleeping. 

She put her hand on the side of his face and stroked it ever so 
gently and said, “The youngest of them had to die, too. She didn’t 
make a sound as I drove my blade into her back. She lay as you do 
now, Ezra, in this very spot. The blood pooled around her, and I 
drank it, for it was the only innocent blood. I drank her blood and 
from it I received the final cleansing.” 

Her purse was on the changing table in the nursery, and she walked 
over and opened it and pulled out a ten-inch butcher knife. She walked 
over to the crib and stood over the sleeping child and said, “The police 
are still looking for this, Ezra.” Charlotte held the blade over the 
sleeping child, moving it back and forth, the glint of the light off the 
steel making light patterns on the walls and ceiling.  
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“This knife killed the people in this house and sent them to the 
Lord for judgment. The police never found it. I have kept it and hidden 
it for these thirty plus years. I have not used it since that night, but 
that is about to change, isn’t it Ezra? Your blood will be poured on the 
altar as a burnt offering that will be pleasing to the Lord and to help 
make way for the final sacrifice to usher in the final days. Bruno told 
me so. He told me that what I did here was right, and that now I am 
fulfilling his prophecy that the blood of the innocent will bring forth 
the great and awful day of the Lord, where He will judge the quick 
and the dead. Oh, what a blessed day that will be.” 

Charlotte laid the knife on Ezra’s back and walked over to the 
bedroom window and looked out into the darkness of the back yard. 
“Yes, Ezra, you will be the second to last sacrifice to usher in the 
return of our Lord, and I will be raptured with the others to be with 
Him as He returns to cast judgment on this wicked, wicked world.” 
Charlotte let out a loud laugh and was lost in thought when she heard 
her cell phone jerking her back to reality.

The parking lot of the church was empty but for two cars, Erick 
Sr.’s Mercedes and Jim’s unmarked car. The Eagle moved through the 
darkness until he was at the rear entrance to the sanctuary. He moved 
in silence into a dark hallway and stayed near the ground as he headed 
toward a faint light at the end of the long concrete hallway. 

Jim and Chris had taken a position in a small gallery that 
overlooked what must have been a classroom. Both Ericks sat at a 
table below them. Hess Stevens sat at the middle of the table, and 
there were about thirty people present in the room. Chris had pulled 
his weapon when the room began to fill, and Jim put his hand on his 
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arm and put a finger to his lips and moved Chris’s arm and weapon 
to the floor. He whispered, “This is not our job right now.” Chris 
looked at Jim with bewilderment and whispered back as the room 
was filling, “Well, hell, then whose job is it?” Jim never answered 
him, and the two men watched and recorded the meeting.

Arnest was sitting in his parked car a block from the church. He 
had just pulled up but was hesitant about entering. He had his cell 
phone on speaker when Charlotte answered. “Yes.” Charlotte’s voice 
was calm and cold. “Where are you? I have tried calling the house for 
an hour!” “I’m in a safe place with Ezra. I needed to come back to the 
source of my cleansing.” Arnest was furious. “Are you out of your 
damned mind? Jesus Christ, Charlotte. You’re wanted, and there’s a 
warrant for your arrest. How dare you move Ezra without consulting 
with me. Is the child okay?” “He’s fine, F. E. How has the meeting 
gone?” “I am at the church, but I haven’t been in yet.” “Why not…
how will we get this sacrifice done and the great day of the Lord 
brought on to man without you in there?” “I’m going, I’m going. I’m 
just making sure that there’s no police. I got a call from my security 
company that the FBI raided my home, and if they raided my home 
then they know I have Ezra.” 

“Ah…but you don’t have Ezra. I have him. Now find out why 
the sacrifice for tonight has been canceled. Maria and Roberto have 
sent me a text that they will be leaving the hospital in the morning. 
They are also under police protection, but they are going to deliver 
Jesus to us for the final sacrifice when she is released. We must do 
things in order. If Bruno learns that we betrayed his orders and his 
prophecies, we shall surely die…and die badly.” Arnest heaved and 
said, “I will call you after the meeting. Don’t leave the house in 
Northridge. That’s where you are, right?” “Yes…and it has been a 
cathartic experience for me.” 
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“Have you been back there since the killings?” There was a moment 
of silence, and Charlotte said, “Liberations, F. E., liberations. I freed the 
sinners from their captive bodies to be judged by the Lord. And no. This is 
my first time back here since that night. I even have the knife with me that 
I used for the liberations and my cleansing.” Arnest got an alarmed look 
on his face. “Charlotte, DO NOT HURT EZRA! It will be an abomination 
before the Lord if he is not sacrificed properly.” “I have no intention of 
harming one hair on his little head until I am instructed to do so. But his 
blood is going to wash away the last remnants of sin from all of us and make 
us pure, so that we may stand in the presence of the Lord.” 

“All of that is true, but if you break the cleansing covenant with 
the church and the Lord, you will taste death.” Charlotte was quiet for 
a while then said, “You have a meeting to get to, sir.” She hung up the 
phone, and Arnest opened the car door and stepped out into the hot 
summer air. He walked toward the sanctuary, the streetlights casting a 
long, bony shadow on the concrete.  He placed his black derby hat on 
his head and walked silently inside.

The Eagle had found his way into a small janitorial closet on the 
other side of the meeting room. The room had two doors, and he drew an 
amplifier from the pocket and pointed the device in the direction of the 
room. He plugged a small jumper wire from the amplifier into a small 
midi recorder and then plugged a pair of earbuds in. He could hear the 
conversation on the other side of the door perfectly.

Hess was speaking when he saw Arnest enter at the far end of the room. 
He stopped and waited as he walked down the aisle to the front of the room, 
and as he did everyone in the room rose. He said nothing but walked up 
onto the small stage where he hugged Hess and kissed him on each cheek. 
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Chris leaned over to Jim and asked, “Is this a cult meeting or a gay 
club?” Jim had to stifle a laugh and whispered back to Chris, “What you 
just witnessed was a holy kiss. It’s an ancient Christian greeting as was 
ordered by the apostle Paul in many of his epistles.” Chris shrugged and 
whispered, “Looks gay to me. If they start mounting each other, I’m 
gonna lose it.” Jim smiled and looked back down as Hess moved out of 
the way and allowed Arnest to take the floor. 

“We have called you here tonight to deliver some devastatingly sad 
news but also to show a bright side.” Arnest turned to Erick Sr., who 
stood up and explained his situation to the gasping audience. Arnest 
looked at junior sitting next to his father and asked, “What is that traitor 
of a man doing in this room?” Erick said, “He is my son, and he will be 
taking over my church.” “It’s God’s church, and if the second coming 
of the Lord were not upon us I would cut him down here and now.” Jim 
and Chris looked at each other, and Jim whispered, “Well, I guess that 
confirms that junior had no idea what they were doing.” Chris nodded 
his head, and they continued to listen.

Arnest’s bitterness towards junior was short lived, but he had to get 
at least one more jab in before speaking and said, “The sacrifices are 
almost complete. We have one child, and the second will be delivered 
soon. We shall build our altar in the Malibu hills and sacrifice the child 
tomorrow at midnight.” Jim and Chris looked on at junior who was 
seething. He stood up and said, “You have murdered innocent children, 
and you think that it’s acceptable to God? Have you all lost your minds? 
The only thing that awaits you is hell and the torments of Satan and his 
legions of demons.”  Jim leaned toward Chris and said, “If they only 
knew how right junior down there is!” Chris was hanging on Erick’s 
words and shrugged at Jim’s comment. 

“You animals! Have you no understanding of the evil you have 
brought upon this house, this congregation? Hell is what you have 
brought on this house of worship. You have taken this church from a 
house of love and worship to the Lord to a house of HELL!” Erick sat 
down, and two men in the gallery in front of the table of twelve men 
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stood up and walked behind the table and struck him several times with 
the palms of their hands then tied his hands to the chair he was sitting in 
and pulled a long steel blade out and held it to his throat.  

Chris went to rise, and Jim pulled him down. “This is not our area. 
I told you to be still.” Chris was furious. “We are going to watch while 
they kill an innocent man?” Jim shook his head and said, “Just wait.” Jim 
looked over at a door off the main platform that had a small brass plate 
that said, ‘Maintenance.’ He pointed to the door and said, “You see that 
door?” Chris nodded. “Hell is behind it. Junior will not die. Someone 
is waiting to hear what he wants to hear before there is movement.” 
Chris looked at Jim and asked, “Who the hell is on the other side of that 
door?” Jim hushed Chris as Arnest spoke. 

“We are the chosen ones, Little Erick. We are the ones that the 
Lord has chosen to usher in his second coming. I would have your 
throat slit now if you weren’t so damn contaminated with the world. 
Yes, yes. You, Erick, will take the helm of your father’s church. 
You’re the perfect scapegoat for us. When the smoke is clear, and we 
have been raptured, the filth left behind will take you and blame you 
for the murders of the children. It’s perfect. Your father has thought 
this through well.”  Arnest made a gesture to all in the room, and they 
responded in unison with the same gesture.  

“We are the keepers of the holy light. We are the shepherds of the 
flock. It is our duty to see to it that the flock is led well and not astray. We 
have done all that the Lord and our prophet Bruno Richards has instructed. 
Now his prophecy shall be fulfilled, and the great and terrible day of the 
Lord is upon us. Each man and woman in this room has sworn a blood oath 
to Trinity Blood, and now it is time that you hold that oath and prepare for 
the end. It is time that you deliver those you love unto the Lord before the 
final sacrifice. When we depart this room tonight, it is your duty to your 
family and those friends that you love to send them to be with the Lord 
ahead of his coming. You don’t want any of them to have to go through the 
tribulation. Bruno has taught that we who have been cleansed in innocent 
blood can save those that we choose and if delivered to the Lord by our 
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hand they will be welcomed into the Lord’s house with open arms. You 
will see them again after the rapture. As it is written, so must it be done.” 

The room erupted in unison, “As it is written, so must it be done.” 
“So let it be that tonight we begin the final cleansing of those we wish 
saved, and tomorrow night we will fulfill the prophecy and usher in 
the judgment day of our Lord.”

There was a resounding applause from the group. Jim looked over to 
see that the door near the stage was pushed open a crack, and he grabbed 
Chris and pulled him to the back of the upper gallery and out the door. 
When they were out of the room Chris screamed, “What the fuck, Jim? 
We have to get back in there. We have to stop those nut jobs. They’re 
talking about killing their families and friends tonight.” 

Jim put his arm across Chris’s chest and put a cigarette in his mouth. 
He let loose of Chris, who could hear singing coming from the room 
behind them. Jim pulled out his Zippo, lit the cigarette, and snapped the 
lighter shut. He took two deep hits and said, “Relax, kid, only a few of 
the people in that room are going to get out of there alive, and even the 
ones that do won’t be going to the public.” 

Chris just sat silent, listening to what amounted to a chant, as 
Jim smoked his cigarette, calm and relaxed. “You’re waiting for 
something?” Chris asked. Jim looked over at Chris, exhaling smoke 
into the hallway. “Something? More like somebody!” Chris looked 
on with a confused look on his face.

The Eagle had heard enough. He was able to see junior and senior 
as well as Hess and Arnest clearly. He pulled a tranquilizer gun from 
his black suit and two small grenades. The group in the room was so 
immersed in their singing and chanting that they did not notice the door 
open wider. The Eagle aimed the gun, and in a matter of seconds shot 
Hess, the two Ericks, and Arnest. The four men fell to the floor. The 
room full of people kept up their chant as if nothing had happened. 
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The Eagle stepped out of the darkened closet and moved onto the 
stage, grabbing man after man and pulling them into the closet and 
through to the other door until all four were outside and laying on 
the concrete floor of the hallway. No one in the room was paying any 
attention to the Eagle. They were entranced in their chant, and the Eagle 
moved back to the doorway leading from the closet into the room and 
pulled the pins on the grenades and threw them inside. 

Through dead black eyes, he looked down at the worshippers as the 
grenades detonated, first with the stun of a flash grenade and then with 
two bursts of gas. Several women screamed at the sight of him, and 
he said in a cold and loud voice, “May God NOT have mercy on your 
souls.” And with that, he disappeared into the closet and out into the 
hallway where he threw two men over his shoulders and carried them to 
his truck. When he came back for the last two, he heard nothing from the 
room at all. He took the other men to his truck, zip tied them, removed 
his body armor and mask, and walked back to the church.

It was one thirty a.m. when Sara had finished interrogating Lisa, and 
she was satisfied that she had no idea that the group she had been calling 
family for six months was killing children. Sara sat silent looking at Lisa’s 
face now stained with tears of anger and rage. She was no longer under the 
influence of the drug Sara gave her, and she was screaming and crying. 

“I ate the hearts of young children and drank their blood?” Sara 
simply nodded. “This can’t be true. This just can’t be true.” Sara sat 
back and said, “Oh, but it is, Lisa. You are in the nest of the Iron Eagle, 
and he is taking revenge on those who did harm to others.” 

Lisa was breathing hard, and she went to the bathroom and threw 
up. She walked back and asked, “Is the Eagle going to kill me?” Sara sat 
silent for a few minutes and then said, “I hope not. I recorded this whole 
session. I will give it to him to review. He will most likely have more 
questions for you, but I doubt that he will kill you.” 
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“The Eagle already asked me a lot of questions, and I answered 
them.” Sara was silent but perplexed. “You didn’t know he already 
spoke to me, did you?” Sara shook her head, and Lisa asked, “Is he 
going to kill Erick?” “Which one?” Lisa got an angry look on her face 
and said, “My husband!” Sara said, “I don’t know. If he’s innocent of 
these crimes, then no, if he had knowledge of them, yes.” 

Lisa cried out and fell to the floor, “Erick knew nothing. I was going 
to the meetings of the underchurch with Arnest and Watson. They were 
the ones that introduced me to the Richards Family and Trinity Blood. 
They said we were doing the bidding of the Lord. That we were fulfilling 
a prophecy passed down over fifty years. That the great and terrible day 
of the Lord is at hand, and that we are all going to be raptured.” 

Sara stood up and said, “I don’t know much about Christianity and 
the end of the world or the second coming stuff you speak of, but I can 
promise you that there is a day of judgment coming for some of these 
people, and they will be wishing it was God who was dealing with them.” 
Sara said it as she left the holding room and Lisa to her thoughts.
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Chapter Nineteen
“Fuck…son of a bitch…Jim is  

going to lose his fuckin’ mind.”

J
im and Chris sat in silence for a few moments when they heard two 
small pops and then a muffled voice coming from the room they had 
just left. Jim looked down at his watch and said, “Five minutes, and 

we can go back in.” Chris was about to ask Jim what he meant when he 
saw John appear in the upper doorway looking in at them.

Jim stood up and asked, “So?” “So what?” “Did you find anything 
on Watson?” “I might have a lead on her. I’m not sure. What’s been 
going on here?” Chris was talking a mile a minute as Jim took out 
another cigarette, lit it, and took a drag as he walked out into the dark 
hallway and then out the double glass doors to the parking lot where 
there was nothing but silence. When Chris had stopped talking, John 
said, “Did you get this conversation on tape?” Both men nodded, and 
John said, “Well, shall we go see what’s going on in there? No one has 
come out, have they?” Jim shook his head, took a couple of deep hits, 
then dropped his cigarette and crushed it out with the heel of his shoe.  
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The men drew their weapons and walked slowly down the corridor 
to the room where the group was gathered. John pointed at Chris and 
said, “On three, you open the door and enter.” Chris nodded. He was 
so wrapped up in the moment that he didn’t notice that Jim was just 
standing behind them with his hands in his pockets. Chris burst through 
the door and into the foul smelling room. 

“Jesus, it smells like rotten eggs,” Chris said, looking through a haze 
of smoke. The smell was still very strong, and he began to wretch on 
the floor. John pulled him out of the room and said, “Let’s give it a few 
more minutes to air out. I don’t need a dead agent who hasn’t even been 
through training.” Jim let out a laugh, and Chris asked, “Is this fuckin’ 
funny to you, Jim?” Jim shook his head and said, “No, Chris. There’s 
nothing funny about what’s in that room. There’s nothing funny when 
justice gets meted out outside of a court room. No, Chris. I don’t think 
it’s fuckin’ funny, but I have learned that it is sometimes necessary that 
a few should die so that the many may live.” 

John looked at Jim with a look of admiration, and Jim saw it and 
said, “Yeah…I finally get it.” He was looking at John as he said it, 
and Chris asked, “Get what?” Jim said, “The room is clear, Chris, go 
in and you will understand.” John and Jim stayed a few feet behind 
Chris as he walked into the room. 

Chris cried out and pressed his back against the wall of the room as 
he looked over a sea of bodies. “What the fuck?” Chris said. Jim walked 
in followed by John. Jim sniffed the air and said, “Cyanogen chloride.” 
Chris looked at Jim and said, “Cyanide gas?” Jim nodded. “How the fuck 
could cyanide gas get into this room?” The air was clearing, and Jim said, 
“I will give you three guesses, but I think you’ll only need one.” 

He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and lifted a letter-sized 
piece of paper and showed it to Chris. It had the seal of the Iron Eagle 
on it. Chris jumped back as John stepped forward, taking a pair of latex 
gloves from his pocket and taking the document from Jim. There were 
two large canisters in the middle of the room, and Chris looked at them 
and said, “Jesus Christ! The Eagle just gassed all of these people?” 
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Jim nodded as well as John. Chris said, “He has to be here or in the 
vicinity. We have to call in officers. We need to seal a perimeter around 
the church and start a manhunt.” Jim laughed and said, “You don’t know 
the Eagle very well, kid. He’s long gone, and he probably saved dozens 
and dozens of lives.” Jim took out his cell phone as did John, and before 
they knew it the church was an official Eagle crime scene. Jim and Chris 
turned over their recordings to John and the FBI, and Jade Morgan and 
her team arrived on scene to deal with the bodies. 

It was half past three when she arrived. John greeted her and said, 
“You’re going to need a flatbed or something a hell of a lot bigger than 
your van, Jade. There are thirty-three bodies in there.” 

She walked in and looked over the scene then walked back out 
to John and asked, “What the hell was the Eagle thinking?” “About 
saving lives, Jade, about saving lives. It’s not over by a long shot. Ezra 
Rosenberg is in the hands of one of this cult’s leaders somewhere in LA, 
and this situation needs to remain under wraps until the Eagle can get 
to him and save him.” Jade looked on and said, “Those people in there 
must have done something really fuckin’ bad to deserve to die like that.” 
John nodded as the two went their separate ways. 

John asked Jim to take Chris home, and John gave orders to his crime 
scene unit then walked off to his truck. As they watched John’s taillights 
disappear in the predawn hours, Chris asked, “Where’s he going?” Jim 
walked over to his car and said, “To learn more about this group and 
what the hell they’re doing.” “And he’s going to do that alone?” Jim had 
a cigarette between his teeth as he spoke and said, “If there is one thing I 
know about John, it’s that he does his best work when he is alone.” The 
two men drove off into the early morning headed for Malibu and what 
they both agreed was going to be a long, long day.

Karen had been asleep and woke up hungry. She walked through the 
main house to the kitchen in search of a snack. She got a glass of milk 
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and some string cheese and sat down to eat it in the breakfast nook off the 
kitchen. It was ten to five, and the sun was starting to rise. She could see 
the white caps of the surf as it rolled in from the sea and crashed on the 
rocks below the dining area. As she headed back to the guest wing of the 
house, she saw a small slit of light coming from a wall near the foyer of 
the main entrance. At first, she thought it was a reflection off one of the 
windows as the sun was rising. She put her hand into the light and instead 
of being on top of her hand it was underneath it. She pressed on the wall, 
and it moved. She pressed a little harder, and the wall opened to reveal 
another room, a room she had never seen before. 

She walked hesitatingly into the foyer of the room where there was 
low lighting but no movement. She looked around and saw a long, 
darkened hallway just beginning to receive light from the morning 
sun. She walked quietly past several doors until she reached the end. 
There were multiple doors on each side of the hallway, and she tried 
the handles but all of them were locked. She walked out of the hallway 
and back into the foyer when she heard voices coming from near the 
entrance. She hid behind a couch and listened. 

She could hear Sara and Barbara talking to John. Sara asked, “How 
many?” “Four not including the Farmer girl.” Karen recognized the 
disguised voice. It was a voice she had not heard in many, many years. 
She peeked out from behind the couch to see John with two bodies 
over his shoulders walking down the hallway with Sara and Barbara 
behind him. She watched as they disappeared into one of the rooms, 
then John reappeared with Barbara behind him and only one body on 
his shoulder, and she watched him walk into another room. 

She stood up and walked quickly back to where she came from when 
she heard Sara’s voice behind her. “What the hell are you doing in here?” 
Karen froze, afraid to turn around. She heard another voice, and it scared 
her even more. “Karen…Karen…what are you doing in here?” It was 
John. She turned slowly to see John’s towering figure casting a long 
shadow in the hallway. He was pulling a small disc off his throat, and she 
realized now why the Eagle sounded different from John. 
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No one moved or spoke for several seconds, then Karen said, “I have 
always suspected…no…I have always known it was you who saved me 
so many years ago, John. You are the Iron Eagle. I have always known. 
I just didn’t want to admit it to myself or you.” 

Sara and John were standing still looking at Karen’s tiny frame 
silhouetted in the morning light when Barbara came walking into 
the room. Barbara took one look at Karen and said, “Fuck…son of a 
bitch…Jim is going to lose his fuckin’ mind. Jesus Christ, Sara. What 
were you thinking having that child here?” 

John walked across the room and sat down on a sofa in the living 
room of his lair. Sara followed him as did Barbara. He patted the 
sofa next to him and called Karen to sit, which she did. She showed 
absolutely no fear. She was calm and cool and looked at him as she 
had always looked at him. 

John said, “You once called me your black angel.” Karen 
nodded emphatically and said, “You still are…you saved me from 
Simon Barstow and the sick people he had working for him.” “You 
remember that?” Karen laughed and said, “It’s not something that I 
will ever forget. I was a human semen receptacle for those animals 
for years, then you found me. You saved me. You kissed my forehead 
and told me it was going to be all right. And guess what? It is. I was 
having sex when I was three. I was raped and treated cruelly, daily, 
for years, and you ended that…or the Iron Eagle did. I am trained in 
matters of the mind.” 

John sat for a moment looking at her pretty little face and seeing 
how mature and educated she was. He reached out his hand, and Karen 
took it. With a tear in her eye, she said, “You are a good person, John. 
You try to help people, and you take back, when you can, what evil 
these animals have done. If you can’t take it back, then the Iron Eagle 
puts an end to it. Your secret is safe with me. It always has been and 
always will be.”

Sara had tears running down her face as did Barbara. John leaned 
down and kissed Karen on the forehead and said, “I have no doubt.” 
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The four sat on the furniture in the outer room when another 
familiar voice broke the silence. “Oh no, mother fucker, what the hell 
is the kid doing in this fuckin’ place?” Barbara turned to Jim and said, 
“Jimmy…shut the hell up…we are having a moment.”  “A moment…a 
moment of what? Jesus Christ, John. Why don’t you just take out a 
full fuckin’ page ad in the Times? You can do a whole photo layout 
and everything for the Iron fuckin’ Eagle.” Sara stood up and dried her 
eyes and said, “Well, it’s going to be a long day, so why don’t we have 
some breakfast and get up to speed on what’s going on?” 

Karen looked at Sara and said, “I will eat a little later. I think that 
it’s best that I know as little about the actions of the Eagle as possible.” 
John nodded as did Barbara. Jim just stood looking at all of them with a 
dazed look in his sleepless eyes and said, “Why do I think that somehow 
this is going to come back and bite me in the ass?” There was some quiet 
laughter, and Barbara put her hand on Jim’s shoulder and said, “Come on 
Mister ‘I got shot.’ Let’s go have some food with our friends.”  

They headed back to the main house and started for the kitchen. Karen 
called out to Sara and asked, “Is it okay if I take a swim?” Sara told her 
it was fine. Karen had been wearing a terrycloth robe, and she took it off 
and dropped it next to the couch in the living room. Her nude flesh had a 
slight sheen in the morning light, and John said, “Karen, need I remind 
you, you are still underage.” Karen looked at the four standing staring, 
especially Jim, and said, “Underage to swim?” “No. You should wear a 
swimsuit.” Karen laughed and said, “You don’t, Sara doesn’t, Barbara 
doesn’t, and neither does Jade when she swims here. I don’t think there’s 
an age requirement for swimming in my birthday suit.”  

Sara and Barbara nodded, and John looked on and said, “I can’t 
argue with that logic.” Jim just stood there with his mouth open, 
looking at Karen who had a beautiful full pair of breasts and a curvy 
figure that he would never guess was under eighteen. The words ran 
out of his brain and onto his tongue without a thought filter, “Jesus…
that’s seventeen? That’s fuckin’ jail bait!” Barbara just shook her head 
as she drug him into the kitchen followed by John and Sara. They 
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heard the splash of the water as Karen jumped into the pool, and they 
sat down to discuss the events of the previous night. 

Charlotte had fallen asleep on the living room sofa only to be 
awakened by Ezra’s cries. She sat up and looked at her cell phone 
and saw that it was six thirty a.m. She looked, but she had no text 
messages or calls from Arnest. She called his cell phone but got 
voicemail. She left a short, curt message and then yelled into the 
nursery, “I hear you. I hear you, you pain in the ass. I hear you. Jesus, 
I’m going to warm a bottle, so shut the fuck up.” 

She walked into the kitchen and warmed some formula. She 
staggered back into the nursery where her senses were assaulted by the 
smell of a dirty diaper. She changed the diaper and then took the child 
in her arms and put the bottle to his lips. She listened to the sucking 
sounds that he made on the nipple and said, “I always wondered what 
it would be like to nurse a child.” Charlotte put Ezra down in the 
crib, and he cried while she removed her shirt and her bra. She took 
him back in her arms and squirted a little of the formula onto her 
right nipple then placed the child near her chest. Ezra moved his head 
quickly in a searching movement looking for the milk. She pulled him 
a little closer to her, and he latched on to her breast. He pulled her 
nipple into his mouth, and the suction was so hard she winced. She sat 
for a moment and then started to squirm in the chair she was sitting on. 
She whispered to Ezra, “Wow…now I understand why women want to 
have kids. You gave me three orgasms back to back.” 

She sat with the child nursing on her non-lactating breast. She 
moved him from breast to breast for over a half hour, and all the 
while Ezra was quiet, and Charlotte sat with her eyes half open with 
a faint smile on her face.
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Roberto, Maria, and Jesus Estonia were released from the hospital 
at eight. The protection detail had been released on them, and they 
headed for home. When they got there, Maria told Roberto, “Don’t get 
too attached to Jesus. He’s to be sacrificed tonight in order to fulfill the 
prophecy.” Roberto nodded and put the child in his car seat down on the 
kitchen table of their small apartment while Maria called Lisa to let her 
know that he was ready.
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 Chapter Twenty
“What’s in a name? I am justice…”

“I
t’s all black!” Arnest said, blindfolded. He tried to move but was 
unable to. He tried to lift his head, but it, too, was restrained. He 
heard breathing coming through the darkness and called out, “Who’s 

there?” There was no response. He listened to the breathing and realized 
that it was the sound of someone sleeping. He heard his cell phone ring in 
his pocket, but he had no way to get to it. He lay in the blackness of the 
cool room listening to the breathing of his roommate and nothing else.

Erick Sr. was wide awake and staring up at the operating room light 
over his head. He was restrained and unable to move, but he offered no 
resistance. He said quietly to himself, “Lord, I have done wrong. I ask that 
you save me.” “It won’t help,” came the response to the question. Erick 
didn’t recognize the voice, and he was unable to move his head. His eyes 
probed side to side to see who had spoken to him. He saw a figure in white 



Cleansing • 151150 • Chapter Twenty

move just out of his line of sight. He heard steel on steel and the clatter of 
metal objects but saw no one. “Who are you, where am I?” 

The Eagle pushed a steel tray over to the gurney and said, “Hell…
Walton. You are in hell.” “I’m dead?” The Eagle let out a light laugh 
and said, “Not yet, but I promise you’re going to pray to be.” The Eagle 
pulled an IV stand over next to the table and tied off Erick’s upper arm 
and slapped the swollen arm hard several times. “I have to raise a vein,” 
the Eagle said as he took the cap off an IV set and jammed the line into 
Erick ’s left arm. Erick squirmed a little but made no sound. The Eagle 
pulled a vial of liquid from the table and put a syringe into it, drawing 
out the drug and then injecting it into Erick’s IV. 

“You are going to feel a burning sensation. It will start in your left 
arm and spread throughout your body.” “I don’t feel anything.” “Give it 
a few seconds.” Two seconds later, Erick was screaming uncontrollably 
and working to resist the restraints as his white skin began to turn ashen 
in color, and the Eagle sat and watched the drug change his color and 
character. Profanity began flowing from senior’s mouth with the color 
and etiquette of a sailor back from leave. 

The Eagle sat, watched, and listened as he drew the remote from 
the tray and turned on the recording equipment in the room. After five 
minutes, he gave senior a second injection, and the pain stopped. Erick was 
lucid and asked, “What have you done? The pain is gone.” “No it’s not. 
It’s masked by a painkiller. The drug in your system is still eating away 
at your organs and soon your brain, so let’s get right to it. Where’s Ezra 
Rosenberg?” Erick’s eyes got wild, and he said, “Given that I’m here, and 
I don’t know where the others are, if he’s not dead he will be soon.” “That 
does not answer my question, Mr. Walton. Who has him and where?” 

Erick started to cry, and the Eagle backhanded him across the 
face. The force of the strike sent blood and spit across the room. 
Erick was cross eyed as he tried to respond. “Charlotte. Charlotte 
Watson has him.” “Where?” “I do not have that answer, sir. She is 
not a part of my church. She is under the control of F. E. Arnest, or 
perhaps Arnest is under her control.” 
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The Eagle stood up and injected Erick’s IV with another dose of 
drug, and he began to scream and curse again. Erick cried out, “Who 
the fuck are you?” The Eagle got close to Erick’s face and said, “At the 
moment, your torturer and eventual executioner, but you can call me 
Mr. Justice or by the nickname I am best known…The Iron Eagle!” 
Walton let out a scream of fear and agony as the Eagle walked across 
the room to his other guest. 

Arnest was on a gurney next to him. The Eagle removed 
the blindfold, and Arnest stared back. Erick’s screaming was 
overwhelming, and the Eagle walked back over to the table and 
struck Walton on the side of his neck, and he fell silent. “Did you 
kill him?” Arnest asked. “No…simply made it a little quieter, so that 
you and I can have a conversation. He will come to soon.” 

The Eagle set up the IV for Arnest, who was strapped down just 
like Walton. He could see the Eagle preparing to inject something and 
said, “If you do that, you will never be able to save the Rosenberg 
child or the final sacrifice.” “Really? Do tell,” the Eagle said, laying 
the syringe down on the steel tray. 

“Charlotte Watson has the Rosenberg child. What time is it?” “Eight 
fifteen a.m.” “Watson is less than stable, Mr. Eagle. When last we spoke, 
she had disobeyed my orders and left the safe house where I had stashed 
her and gone to another location. She’s still safe, but it angered me.” 
“What location might that be, Mr. Arnest?” “27855 Osborn Street in 
Northridge; however, if she does not hear from me by nine a.m. she will 
move and where she will move to will be hard to say.” 

The Eagle stood up and stared down at Arnest and said, “You know 
that you are going to die badly?” Arnest spoke softly and with stress in his 
voice, “Yes.” “You know that no one can save you from me?” “Yes.” A tear 
rolled down Arnest’s face, and the Eagle looked on and said, “All of this for 
Richards?” “Yes.” Arnest heard a female voice calling over an intercom. 

“You should turn on the news, sir.” 
The Eagle stared down into Arnest’s dead eyes and said, “Do you know 

what’s on the news, Mr. Arnest?” Arnest gulped hard as his eyes filled with 
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tears, and he said, “I have a pretty good idea.” “Want to share your idea with 
me?” “Bruno Richards is dead!” The Eagle nodded and walked over and 
pressed the intercom and said, “Mr. Arnest and I are of the belief that the 
news is reporting that Bruno Richards is dead.” 

There was a pause, and Sara’s voice came back on the speaker and 
said, “Yes.” “Thank you for letting us know.” The Eagle walked back 
over to Arnest and asked, “So…we have fifteen minutes to keep Ezra 
alive, Mr. Arnest. What do you propose?” “I will need to call Charlotte 
to tell her that all is well and that we are on track for the sacrifice tonight. 
She will then move to a remote location in the Los Angeles mountains 
where she will build the altar and prepare the area for the sacrifice. She 
will not harm the child so long as she hears from me. But if she does not, 
she will do the sacrifice herself, and I can be of no assistance to you as 
to when and or where it will take place.” 

“And when the rapture and the second coming doesn’t happen?” “She 
will disappear and move to a new location and keep killing,” Arnest said 
calmly and coolly. “Tell me about Lisa Farmer,” the Eagle said. 

“You found Lisa? I’m impressed. She was, I thought, the untraceable 
link to the final sacrifice.” “You thought wrong. What does she know of 
all of this?” Arnest looked up at the ceiling and said, “Nothing. She knows 
nothing.” “You will forgive me if I doubt you.” “Doubt me all you like. 
Lisa thinks that the baby she will receive today is going to be adopted, 
and she will deliver that child to the Trinity Blood Church if I speak to 
Ms. Watson. If not, it’s hard to say what the parents will do with the child. 
They didn’t want it, so…a pillow perhaps?” 

The Eagle stood up and grabbed Arnest’s cell phone. Erick was starting 
to murmur as he began to come to. The Eagle injected him again, and he 
fell silent. “Did you kill him this time?” Arnest asked, unable to move 
his head. “No…I gave him the antidote to the poison that I was using to 
torture and kill him. I have a more appropriate way for him to die.” 

The Eagle walked over and unsnapped the restraints from Arnest’s head 
and body and helped him sit up on the gurney. “Make the call, Mr. Arnest. 
Know that I will be listening to your conversation.” The Eagle picked up a 
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phone that was on the steel table. “You tapped my phone?” Arnest asked. 
“Isn’t that illegal?” The Eagle tilted his head a bit and asked, “Really, Mr. 
Arnest? That’s your biggest concern? You know who I am and what I do, 
and you’re going to ask me if I did something illegal? Make the call, please.” 
Arnest took his cell phone and hit speed dial, calling Charlotte’s cell phone.

The ringing jolted Charlotte back to reality as Ezra slept with his lips 
locked onto the nipple of her left breast. She moved quickly to get the phone 
off a tabletop near her, ripping her nipple out of his mouth and causing him 
to begin screaming. She grabbed the phone and pressed the answer key 
while at the same time trying to get her nipple back into the kid’s mouth. 
“Where the hell are you, F. E.?” Ezra’s screaming could be heard on the 
line, and he went silent suddenly before Arnest could reply. 

Arnest looked over at the Eagle, who was staring at him with 
deadly intensity. “I’m with my brothers preparing for tonight. Is Ezra 
okay?” “Yeah, yeah. I gave him a bottle earlier and after he ate he 
wouldn’t shut up, and I don’t have a pacifier or any baby things, so 
the kid is sucking on my breast, and he’s happy. What’s going on? 
Why am I just hearing from you?” “The meeting ran most of the night. 
There was a lot of arguing over junior and the church, then we got the 
sad word this morning that Bruno has died.” 

There was a long silence on the other end of the line, and the 
Eagle and Arnest could hear weeping. “I’m sorry, Charlotte. I wanted 
you to hear it from me and not on the news.” “Oh my GOD! WHAT 
HAPPENED?” Arnest shrugged, looking at the Eagle, who shrugged 
back. “I don’t know, Charlotte. He wasn’t young, so it could have 
been any number of things. What’s important now is that we fulfill 
his prophecy and usher in the terrible day of the Lord.” 

“Have you heard from Lisa with regard to Jesus?” “No…but I have 
been busy. I haven’t been able to check my voicemail or text messages. 
I just wanted to call you first and make sure you knew that everything is 
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moving forward as planned.” “How can you say that? Nothing can move 
forward…my husband is dead…he had to taste of death instead of being 
raptured with all of us. All is lost now. How can the movement go on?” 
She was weeping and crying, and Ezra could be heard sucking on her 
breast. “All is not lost, Charlotte. The master would want us to conclude 
his wishes as we did from the start. His death is but a doorway that he has 
crossed on to the Father. It is up to us to complete his work.” 

Charlotte stopped crying and said, “You’re right. The torch has 
now been passed to me as his wife to complete the instructions he put 
in place so many years ago. I will move to a place of refuge and leave 
this den of death. I will have cell service there. Call me when Jesus 
is to be delivered to me. I feel that we must move with great speed to 
conclude the sacrifices and to please the Lord to usher in the end.” 
The line went dead as Arnest and the Eagle were listening.

“I don’t want this damn thing,” Maria cried as baby Jesus yelped and 
mouthed for feeding. Roberto took the child from the mattress on the floor 
of the apartment and held him under his arm as he walked to the kitchen 
and opened a can of baby formula and poured it into the baby’s mouth. 

Jesus choked and spat but was unable to cry. “There. I shut him 
the hell up. Are you happy?” “For Christ sake, Roberto, he’s not 
breathing. You drowned him.” Maria grabbed the baby and put him 
over her knee and began to spank his back and bottom until there 
was a glob of formula on the floor, and the baby started to cry. “How 
long was he without oxygen?” she asked. Roberto looked over at the 
clock on the wall and said, “I have no idea. A few minutes.” “Shit. 
You probably brain damaged him.” 

Roberto rolled his eyes and said, “It’s not like he has a life ahead 
of him. I wish Lisa would call back, so we can get rid of him. The 
sacrifice is to be tonight.” Maria lifted Jesus to her face and looked 
into his little brown eyes and said, “You are the key to us getting out 
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of this shithole called earth and going to the promised land and home 
to be with the Lord.” Maria put the baby on his back on the mattress 
and called Lisa’s cell phone again. Roberto said, “If the bitch doesn’t 
call back in an hour, I’m just going to kill the kid, and they can start 
over with someone else. Shit. He’s only five pounds. I can carve him 
up and put him down the garbage disposal.”

Lisa Farmer was eating some breakfast that Sara had brought her, 
and the two were sitting alone in the holding room in silence. Lisa was 
dressed in nothing but a medical gown that Sara had placed her in the 
night before. Sara had put Lisa’s clothing and belongings in a closet that 
was locked. She heard the cell phone going off in the closet and asked 
Lisa if she knew who it might be. 

Lisa had stuffed some French toast into her mouth and talked with her 
mouth full of food, “It’s probably my husband. He must be frantic over the 
fact that he has not seen me in nearly two whole days.” Sara asked, “Would 
anyone else be calling?” “Any number of people, Sara. I’m a pastor’s wife. 
I do a lot at the church. It’s after nine, so it could also be Maria trying 
to see where I am or others in the congregation in need of something.” 
She paused and swallowed her food and looked at Sara and asked, “Can 
I confess something to you?” Sara nodded slowly. “While I know Erick 
wants to get back to the basics of Christianity and live like the early church 
did in Jerusalem after the death of Christ, it’s not working. Those who have 
joined the church and turned over their property and money to the church 
are constantly in need and complaining. Everyone seems most unhappy. I 
mean, I have only been with Erick for six months, but even I could see just 
a week in to my time with him that his idea wasn’t working.”  

Sara was about to respond when the door opened and the Eagle 
walked in. He had heard Lisa’s last comment and said, “The idea is 
called communism or socialism, and you are right. It doesn’t work. 
Many a war has been fought over these types of ideals.” The Eagle was 
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in his full body armor and mask, and Lisa dropped the plate of food 
from her hands to the floor upon seeing the giant man enter the room. 

“Where is your phone?” the Eagle asked. Sara stood up and said, “It’s 
here.” She walked over to the closet and unlocked the doors and pulled 
out Lisa’s clothing and personal belongings and handed them to him. Lisa 
said nothing. He took the things from Sara and sat down and pressed the 
screen to see several missed calls as well as text and voicemail icons on the 
screen. The Eagle put the phone on speaker and handed it to Lisa and said, 
“Check your voicemail.” She took the phone and pressed the speed dial, 
and her voicemail came up. She put in her password, and it said she had ten 
messages. She began to listen to one after the other. Several were from Erick 
Jr. looking for her. There were a few from people in the church, and then 
there were two from Maria Estonia. The first was a pleasant message letting 
Lisa know she was out of the hospital and to call her about picking up Jesus. 
The second was a blunter message: “Lisa, it’s Roberto and Maria…listen, 
we have been calling you for hours and no call back. We have this kid, and 
you are supposed to pick him up for the church to adopt out. Now, get your 
shit together because I have work and so does Maria. If you don’t call us 
back by ten a.m., I will make other arrangements for this kid.” 

Lisa had a confused look on her face and looked at the clock. 
It was just nine a.m. She looked at the Eagle and said, “What other 
arrangements would they make? I didn’t even know that she had the 
baby. I would be happy to pick up little Jesus, but I’m here with you.” 

The Eagle took the phone from Lisa’s hand and began to do some 
programming on it. He handed it back to her and said, “Call them back.” 
“And tell them what?” The Eagle stared with his dead black eyes and 
said, “Set up a time to pick up the child.” Lisa made the call, and when 
she was finished, the Eagle took the phone from her, and she gave him 
the address. The Eagle said, “There is someone here who would like to 
see you.” She turned to see Erick Jr. standing in the doorway, and she 
jumped up and ran to him and started kissing his face. 

“I’m so sorry, Erick. I would have called you, but I have been here 
for a long time.” Erick put her hands at her sides and said, “There is no 
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time. You need to do whatever this man tells you to do. Do NOT ignore 
him or try to run away. He will KILL YOU.” Lisa’s face sank as she 
looked at the Eagle and Sara who were both nodding their heads. 

The Eagle handed Lisa her clothes and instructed her to dress. He 
turned and took Erick back to his holding room and told him to sit. 
Erick sat down on the couch in the room, and the Eagle sat down in a 
chair across from him. “Your father and his friends have been killing 
children.” Erick looked down at the floor with a look of shame and 
said, “Yeah…I got that from last night.” “There are two babies that are 
in the hands of some very, very sick people. I want you to take your 
father’s place at the sacrifice tonight.” Erick looked at the Eagle with a 
look of confusion and asked, “Are you telling me that you want me to 
kill babies?” “No…of course not. You will have to lead whatever is left 
of the congregation that is going to be at the sacrifice tonight. I don’t 
have details on all of it yet.” “You have my father and Hess Stevens. Let 
them run the show. They are the evil doers here.” “Not possible. These 
children’s lives depend on you. You have a choice to make.” 

The Eagle sat back in the chair across from Erick and waited for a 
response. It was slow coming, but he agreed to assist. “You will stay 
here until I come for you. You might get lucky, and I won’t need you 
at all. Be prepared all the same just in case.” The Eagle rose, and Erick 
asked, “Who are you?” “What’s in a name, Erick? I am justice to those 
who have done the unthinkable. You would know me by my nickname…
I’m the Iron Eagle.” Erick sat stone-faced and sheet white as the Eagle 
walked out of the room. He heard the steel door lock behind the Eagle 
and made no attempt to stand, move, or follow.



Cleansing • 159158 • Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One
“In the goddamn kitchen…  
on a fuckin’ cutting board.”

T
he cabin was set back in the deep woods of Goat’s Butte East in the 
Santa Monica and Los Angeles Mountains.  It had been a sanctuary 
many, many years ago, and it was one of the Richards’ Family’s secret 

hideouts back in the day. The old cabin had a small propane tank outside 
of it and views from the upper deck that looked out to the Pacific Ocean 
and Malibu. Charlotte had laid Ezra on a bed of pillows while she put a 
few things away and pulled others out. She pulled out the silver sacrifice 
bowl and the purple linen that would line it while talking to him.

“This is a magnificent piece, Ezra. So many have been sacrificed 
before you, but now, you will be the final cleansing before the sacrifice 
of Jesus to the Lord as a final pleasing burnt offering to heaven to usher 
in the end.” She looked down at Ezra lying on the pillows, and she 
took the knife that she had used in her earlier killings and made a small 
incision on Ezra’s backside. He cried out, and she put the wound to her 
lips and sucked the blood from the child then placed a small piece of 
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gauze on the cut and said, “I needed the taste of purity after so much 
anguish and filth. You will be the perfect gift unto the Lord.” 

She heard rustling outside the cabin and walked to the window to 
see several wild goats feeding near the front door.  She looked over at 
Ezra and said, “You have eaten, but I have not.” She took the knife out 
the door with her and grabbed one of the goats by the throat and slashed 
it repeatedly until it had bled out. Charlotte butchered the animal and 
brought it into the house where she cooked some of the meat and ate 
a filling meal. When she was finished, she said, “You must stay here, 
Ezra, and behave. I must go to the top of the mountain and build the 
altar to the Lord for tonight.” She stripped off her clothes and walked 
nude out of the cabin and up a rock road, barefoot, humming a hymn 
and saying, “My feet shall be bare for the ground on which I tread 
is holy.” She got to the summit about a quarter mile from the cabin 
and looked out over the sea in the late morning sunlight. She began 
working immediately, placing rock upon rock, constructing the altar 
where a large fire pit already existed. She moved brush and wood into 
the large pit where the fire would be set, and she worked, sweating and 
heaving as she went about preparing for the coming night.

Lisa Farmer was sitting in the holding room when Jim O’Brian 
walked in. He didn’t say anything. He just motioned for her to stand 
and waved for her to follow him. He led her out to his car and put her 
in the front seat and buckled her seat belt. Jim got in the driver’s side 
and said, “Address?” “For where?” “Don’t play stupid with me, kid. 
I’m in no fuckin’ mood for it.” She rattled off the Estonia’s address, 
and they drove out of the underground parking of the Eagle’s lair en 
route to the Estonia’s apartment. What she didn’t know was that the 
Eagle was following behind Jim in his truck.
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It was a quarter to twelve, and Maria and Roberto were at their 
wit’s end with Jesus. He had been crying for over an hour straight, 
and Roberto looked at Maria and said, “I’ve had enough. Let them 
find another child.” He grabbed Jesus by the ankles and hurled him 
up onto the kitchen counter. He pulled out a large butcher knife and 
laid it next to the child, who was still crying uncontrollably. “I’m 
going to get rid of this thing once and for all. Nine fuckin’ months, 
Maria. You carried this piece of shit for nine fuckin’ months. And 
now we are left holding the bag with this piece of garbage? No. I will 
end this once and for all.” 

Roberto raised the knife and lowered it onto Jesus’ right shoulder 
and was preparing to cut when the doorbell rang. Maria called out 
to him, and he put the knife down and walked over to look out the 
peephole to see Lisa Farmer. He flung the door open and said, “It’s 
about goddamn time. Where the fuck have you been?” She walked 
into the apartment and heard Jesus crying out of her line of sight. 
“Where’s the child?” “In the goddamn kitchen on a fuckin’ cutting 
board. I was about to carve his ass up and throw him in the garbage 
disposal when you rang.” Lisa had a look of shock on her face at 
Roberto’s revelation. 

Jim was sitting in his car when he saw the black Silverado pull into 
an alley behind the apartment complex. He could only see the tail end 
of the truck as it was parked on the far side. He never saw the Eagle 
move, but he knew he was there.

Roberto was yelling at Lisa with the knife in his hand and the baby on 
the butcher block cutting board next to the kitchen sink. He was speaking 
loud enough for the room but not the whole building. 

The apartment was a lower level end unit with a lot of privacy. It 
was surrounded by shrubbery and trees that kept the small backyard 
and deck area shaded and cool. The sliding glass door was wide open 
with just the screen exposed, allowing the heat to escape. The Eagle 
had slipped over the side gate and was standing near the glass door. 
There was a mirror over the TV, and he could see Roberto waving 
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his arms with a knife in his hands, yelling at both Lisa and Maria. He 
moved to the edge of the slider, opened it, and slid in behind a leather 
chair that was next to the kitchen, the chair that Maria was sitting in. 

“Give me one good reason I shouldn’t just kill the kid, Lisa. You’re 
fuckin’ late. We have been through hell for the past forty-eight hours with 
police and FBI protecting us from who knows what. The kid is named as 
we were instructed.” He handed Lisa the birth certificate with the child’s 
full name on it, ‘Jesus Emmanuel Estonia.’ “You have done well, both 
of you.” Lisa was pleading, “I’m sorry that I’m so late, but I’m here. The 
family for this child is waiting. I am prepared to take him.” 

Maria said, “What about us, Lisa? I have changed my mind. I don’t 
know that I want the adopted parents to have the child…perhaps I 
want some money. I carried the thing for nine months. Besides, you 
have no idea where this kid is going or what purpose he might have 
been conceived to fulfill.”  “Of course, I do. You brought a beautiful 
baby boy into the world so that a family that can’t have children can 
love and raise him as their own.” “What’s the name of the family?” 
Roberto asked in an arrogant and knowledgeable voice.  

Lisa stammered a bit and said, “It’s not for me to know who is getting 
the child. It is but my duty to deliver the child to the person who will 
place him with the new parents.”  Maria let out a laugh as did Roberto, 
and Lisa stood frozen in place. Roberto said, “Oh, if you only knew the 
truth about all of this you would vomit on the floor right here right now. 
But you are a weak and feeble-minded child. You go back to Arnest and 
tell him that we want a hundred thousand dollars, and we want it by three 
p.m. today, or the kid ends up in the garbage disposal and becomes the 
City of Los Angeles’s sewer system’s problem.” 

Lisa begged him not to hurt the baby, and he told her he would 
not lay a hand on him until three. She pulled out her phone and saw 
it was one p.m. She walked out of the apartment and back to Jim’s 
car in tears. “What’s wrong, kid?” “They are going to kill that baby…
you’re the police. Arrest them.” Jim started up the car, putting the 
lit cigarette in his mouth and said, “This whole situation is out of 
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my realm of authority.” “Murder? Murder is out of your realm of 
authority…what kind of sheriff are you?” Jim laughed and said, “The 
kind that doesn’t get between the Iron Eagle and his prey. The kid will 
be fine. It’s the Estonias you should be worried about.” Jim drove on 
down the street and back toward Malibu. 

The Eagle hunched between the glass door and the chair. There were 
a few moments of silence after Lisa left, and the baby started to cry 
again. Maria said, “Okay, so we want a hundred grand, and they can 
have their sacrifice. How about shutting that kid up.” 

Maria got up from the chair and walked into the kitchen. Roberto 
took the knife in his hand and said, “You don’t have to have a voicebox 
in order to be a sacrifice.” He raised the knife above his head and moved 
to come down with it over the child when his arm froze in mid air. There 
was a muted scream from Maria, who had been shot with a tranquilizer 
dart by the Eagle. Roberto felt himself being lifted off the floor. His eyes 
came face to face with those of the Eagle. 

He took the knife out of Roberto’s hand and said, “You’re a 
very, very bad parent. You don’t need vocal cords to be a sacrifice 
either.” The Eagle took the knife and drove it into Roberto’s throat 
and twisted it slightly to the right then pulled the blade straight out. A 
mere trickle of blood ran down Roberto’s throat as the Eagle dropped 
him to the floor. Roberto was trying to speak and breathe but couldn’t. 
The Eagle stood over him and said, “Now you are silent, at least for 
a little while.” He shot Roberto with a tranquilizer dart, and as he 
slipped into unconsciousness, the Eagle said, “You could be a sweet 
offering unto your lord.” With that, the Eagle pulled his truck up next 
to the apartment and threw the two bodies inside and put the child in a 
cradle he had strapped into the front seat. He removed his mask, sweat 
running down his face, and as he drove he said, “This has to be the 
freakiest group of people I have ever had to deal with.”
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Sara and Barbara were waiting for the Eagle when he got back to the 
lair. He brought in the child, and the two women took him and began to 
treat and care for him. He then went out and grabbed Maria and Roberto 
and brought them in and hog tied them in a holding room. 

The Eagle walked back into the room where Arnest and Erick 
were being held and said, “I have the child, Jesus. Now where is 
Ms. Watson held up with the Rosenberg child?” Arnest looked on 
with a blank stare, and the Eagle grabbed him by the throat and drug 
him out of the room and over to the operating room where Hess 
was being held. He threw Arnest on the floor while Hess was sitting 
upright restrained to the gurney with the operating lights on over his 
face. His mouth had a steel scaffolding around it with blue plastic 
covering his teeth. Arnest could make out each of the teeth in Hess’s 
mouth through the blue covering, and the Eagle asked him, “Do you 
know where Charlotte Watson is?” Hess tried to move his head, but 
it was restrained. Since his mouth was forced open, all he could do 
was gurgle, “No.” “Now, you see, that’s the wrong answer. I know 
you both know where she is and so does Erick Sr. So I’m going to 
see if I can ‘drill’ my point home with you two.” 

The Eagle picked up the drill and pushed the pedal, getting the 
unit moving, and for ten minutes, he drilled out tooth after tooth 
on Hess as Arnest watched in horror. The smell of burnt teeth and 
blood filled the room. Smoke was rising from Hess’s mouth as the 
Eagle mercilessly worked on him. The man screamed against the 
drill, against the restraints, against the agony of the drill bit coring 
through his teeth. Blood and sweat were running down Hess’s chin 
onto his bare chest, and the Eagle looked over at Arnest and said, 
“If you don’t tell me what I want to know, you’re next.” While Hess 
screamed, the Eagle changed out the bit for a much larger one and 
cored away tooth after tooth until the blue was gone, and there was 
nothing but sharp white shards in Hess’s mouth. 
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The Eagle pulled back, so that Arnest could see what looked like 
the mouth of some decaying animal. The Eagle removed the steel 
apparatus from Hess’s mouth and said, “Where’s Watson?” Hess was 
trying to speak, but, between the pieces of teeth in his throat and mouth 
as well as blood and bone, he could not get the words out. The Eagle 
turned to Arnest and asked, “Do I have to do the same to you?” 

“Cora Canyon Road in Goat’s Bluff near Malibu…there’s a cabin there 
that Richards used when he started the family, and there is an altar and fire 
pit for sacrifices.” The Eagle looked over at Hess who was trying to nod 
his head. The Eagle hauled off and punched Hess in the face, collapsing 
his lower jaw in on itself, and blood and bone came out through the skin. 

He grabbed hold of Arnest and said, “Welcome to the gates of hell!” 
The Eagle struck him hard on the side of his face then pinned him 
beneath his huge legs. He pulled a leather strap and a lead-laced board 
out from under one of the cabinets and slammed it down on Arnest’s 
skull, and his eyes rolled back in his head. There were two heavy leather 
belts on each side of the board weighing fifty pounds each, and when 
the Eagle released them with the board on Arnest’s head, his head was 
pinned flat to the concrete floor, and he was unable to move. The Eagle 
grabbed the foot pedal for the drill and pressed it with one hand while 
drilling through Arnest’s face with the other. 

He screamed and spit blood, bone, and teeth as the Eagle pressed 
harder and harder into his skinny sunken face. The Eagle pulled back 
the drill and with his full force brought his fist down on Arnest’s upper 
and lower jaw, smashing them into pulp. As Arnest was passing out, he 
heard the Eagle say, “I’ve only just begun.” Arnest passed out, the left 
side of his face now on the right. The Eagle restrained him then went 
back to the foyer and called for Jim and the girls.

The room was silent as the Eagle stood in full body armor less his 
mask. He was barking out instructions to those in the room. Barbara 
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looked on and nodded with each order he gave her. Jim did the same 
as did Sara. “We know where the Rosenberg child is, and we know 
where Charlotte Watson is. Jim, check out the cabin. Sara and Barbara, 
you two are going to have Jesus with you, and since Watson doesn’t 
know you, she will most likely invite you into the fold based on your 
knowledge of her movement. 

“Watson is delusional and extremely dangerous. No one gets 
near her and don’t dare find yourself alone with her. This woman 
can cut you down before any of us could stop her. She will want 
prayer and praise to her idea of God. Humor her but do not let her 
near Jesus other than to see him. “Jim, once you feed me back the 
reconnaissance on the cabin I will make my move.” “What about 
your houseful of guests and captives?” “I will handle them. You 
three handle your part. I will take care of the rest.” 

Jim looked at his watch and said, “It’s eight fifteen p.m. What time 
do you want to do this?” “It’s a midnight ritual, so you head up the hill. 
I’ll follow in a few minutes. Sara and Barbara, you take Jesus. Once 
Watson moves to climb the hill for the sacrifice, LEAVE! Come back 
to the house and wait for me.” Jim sat back and said, “What about the 
two Ericks and the kid, Lisa?” “Lisa and Erick Jr. will be safe here. I 
will take care of senior.” Jim laughed and said, “And the Eagle is just 
going to allow Lisa and Erick to walk out of here after being with the 
Iron Eagle?” “They have no idea where they are or how they got here. 
They will be returned to their homes the same way they got here. They 
can tell all the stories that they like, but in the end the Eagle will be the 
big story along with the lesson he leaves behind.” 

Jim shrugged and said, “This is your deal. I will do as you ask, but 
if Barbara or I get hurt I will kick your ass!” That drew a smile from 
everyone except the Eagle, who said, “If anyone gets hurt tonight, it will 
be because they didn’t follow my rules to the letter. You are responsible 
for yourselves. The Eagle may or may not be able to save you.” Jim got 
up and walked out onto the deck, and Barbara followed. Sara didn’t say 
a word. She got up to check on Jesus and to prepare for the night.
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The Eagle parked just outside the long road that led to the cabin 
as described by Hess and Arnest. He pulled two small bags from his 
truck and moved up the hill with night vision goggles on until he saw 
the altar and the inscription of Psalm 26 on a rock wall behind a large 
hole in front of the altar. A small fire burned alongside it with a lot of 
fuel stored nearby. The Eagle pulled one of several large logs that were 
around the fire pit and looked around to see what type of clearance there 
was. There were no trees for several hundred yards in any direction, 
and the altar and rock were on the edge of a cliff overlooking the sea. 
He worked with multiple bindings and then went back down to his 
truck. He flung several large bags over his shoulders and walked up 
and down the hill far out of sight of the cabin. After his fifth trip, he 
made a few adjustments and moved down to the cabin.

It was half past eleven when Charlotte’s phone rang. She looked 
at the caller ID, and it was Lisa. She answered the phone and asked, 
“Where are you, child? The hour of delivery is almost upon us.” “F. 
E. has taken the child, Charlotte. He said that you have found him a 
wonderful home.” “Oh yes, Lisa, yes, Jesus is going to a wonderful 
home. He is going to be a blessing to many.” “Okay, well F. E. said that 
he has two women coming up to deliver Jesus to you. I asked if I could 
come, but he said no.” Charlotte’s voice was soft as she spoke to Lisa, 
“It’s better that you cut ties with Jesus. I know you’re not a mother, but I 
also know that you love children and how attached you get. I’m sure the 
women that F.E. has chosen understand the importance of this situation. 
You rest well, child, and thank you for calling me.” 

Lisa hung up and looked at Sara and Barbara and said, “Okay…
you’re on.” The two women left the house with the baby in one of John’s 
four-wheel drive vehicles. Barbara asked as they started up Cora Canyon 
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Road, “How the hell are we supposed to find the goddamn cabin?” Sara 
said, “All I was told is we can’t miss it.” They drove up the bumpy dirt 
road until off in the distance they saw a light coming from high on the 
hillside. Sara pointed and kept driving until they came to a small turnout 
right in front of the light, which turned out to be a fire. 

The two women drove up the road until they could see the lights of 
a cabin. They parked fifty feet from the cabin just as Jim had told them 
to do. Jim was up there somewhere, but there was no sign of him or the 
Eagle. Barbara told Sara to wait in the truck, and she got out and walked 
in front of the headlights of the vehicle and to the front door of the cabin. 
She went to knock, but the door opened on its own. 

Standing in front of her was a robed figure with candles burning on 
every surface in the cabin. The female voice asked, “How do you come?” 
“In peace to the master and in the cleansing blood of our Lord and savior,” 
Barbara responded. “Your obedience to His majesty is noted. Where is 
the child?” “Jesus is in the vehicle, and we are prepared to bring him up 
to the altar.” “Bring me the child. I must inspect him for perfection.” “F. 
E. has already inspected the child, and he awaits your arrival at the altar 
where the child will be presented unto the Lord.” 

Charlotte raised her hooded head. Her eyes were like two burning 
flames from the reflection of the candlelight, and it startled Barbara, 
and Charlotte saw it. “Bring the child to me!” Barbara saw a glint of 
silver flash in the candlelight, and she moved back but not before the 
blade caught her and she fell backward.

Jim was on the far side of the house when he saw Barbara and Sara 
pull up in the four-wheel drive. He was standing on the edge of the 
porch and watched as Barbara interacted with Charlotte. He could not 
hear what was being said, but he could tell by Barbara’s body language 
that she was scared. He saw the flash of silver light and Barbara fall 
backward, and he pulled his weapon and moved in to protect her. As 



Cleansing • 169168 • Chapter Twenty-One

he ran across the porch, he felt a sharp pain in the back of his left leg 
and fell to the ground as the barbs of a trip wire struck him across the 
back of his legs. He called out to Barbara, who was crawling across the 
ground trying to get back to the truck. Sara saw the whole thing unfold 
and opened the driver’s side door and ran to Barbara’s aid.

The Eagle had made his way down to the cabin, and he saw 
Barbara crawling toward the truck. He saw Jim on the ground near 
the entrance and Sara moving in their direction. He also saw the flash 
of steel and knew immediately that Charlotte was wielding a knife 
and that she knew how to use one. 

She had stepped out of the front door in a long, golden, hooded robe 
and was walking slowly toward Barbara. The Eagle made a quick break for 
her as she raised the knife in her hand and prepared to drive it down into 
Sara, who had thrown her body over Barbara as a shield. Jim was crying 
out from the front porch, trying to pull the barbed wire out of his legs. 
Charlotte moved to strike when her hand stopped in mid-swing. 

She turned to see the face of the Eagle staring back at her, and she 
made an offensive move with her other hand and struck the Eagle in 
the breast plate with a second knife. The steel plate in the Eagle’s body 
armor sent the blade back into Charlotte’s shoulder. He lifted her off 
the ground and threw her across the lot where she landed on the second 
blade and laid motionless. Jim had managed to free himself from the 
wire and ran as best he could to Barbara. The Eagle towered over all of 
them as he pulled Barbara into the gleam of the headlights.

Sara looked down at the wound. Blood was all over Barbara’s 
clothing. She slumped down against the truck, and Sara ripped 
Barbara’s top open and saw that she had been struck in the chest. 
Small amounts of blood were pouring from the wound along with a 
clear substance. Sara called the men to take her into the cabin, and 
they laid her on a sofa inside. The Eagle pulled a flashlight off his belt 
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and shined it into Barbara’s wound. She had been slashed across her 
left breast. For a fraction of an instant, all things were in slow motion. 

Sara reached down and put her finger into the wound and drew back 
to check the liquid. She called out to Barbara, who had her eyes closed, 
and then Barbara looked up at their faces and said, “She got me in my 
boob job!” Jim was silent then looked down at Barbara and asked, “She 
hit your implants?” Barbara nodded, sitting up on the couch. “Yeah…
ten thousand dollars down the drain. I’m okay. It’s just a flesh wound.” 
There was a moment of levity but only a moment. 

The Eagle saw Charlotte dragging her right leg with the knife in her 
right hand as she walked up the hill toward the altar with Jesus in her 
left hand. The cry from Ezra broke the moment, and the Eagle and Jim 
bolted out the front door in pursuit. Jim cried out to the Eagle, “She’s got 
the fuckin’ kid.” Jim pulled his service weapon and aimed it at Charlotte, 
who turned in her bloody robe and put the knife to Jesus’ throat. 

“One move…Officer…and the kid dies here and now.” Her tone 
was cold but weak. The Eagle was nowhere to be seen, and she kept 
climbing the hill, slowly walking sideways with Jim limping behind 
her. She held the knife firmly against the baby’s neck, and Jim could 
see the slightest trickle of blood. Jim called to her and said, “I will 
put away my weapon if you will take the knife away from the child’s 
throat.” He raised his hand and set the weapon on the ground. 

Charlotte pulled the knife away from Jesus’ neck and said, “You 
mortal fool. Do you think that you can stop the second coming of 
our Lord? I am not of this world, and in a few moments the final 
sacrifice will be accomplished, and it will usher in the terrible day 
of the Lord who will judge the quick and the dead.” Jim followed, 
talking to her in a calm voice, “I don’t think that God would want 
you to destroy one of his children.” She turned and looked at Jim and 
said, “This is Jesus Emmanuel. His middle name means ‘God with 
us.’ You foolish, foolish man. In a moment, I will be caught up in the 
sky with my Lord and savior to judge you and all of mankind as it 
has been foretold in the scripture.” 
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Jim was about to say something else when the light of the fire was 
eclipsed, and Charlotte turned to see what had stolen the light only to be 
grabbed by the throat by the Eagle. He pulled her in close and took the 
child from her hands. She was gagging and struggling as she dangled in 
the air. The Eagle handed the child to Jim and said, “Leave us!” 

Jim limped down the hill toward the cabin as the Eagle climbed the 
rest of the way up with Charlotte by the throat. She swung and struggled 
against the Eagle’s grip, and the more she struggled the less air she got. She 
was nearly unconscious when the Eagle crested the hill overlooking the sea 
and threw her onto the ground. He lifted a large log, and Charlotte stared in 
horror as the log dropped into a hole between two huge boulders, and there 
on the log, tied by their hands, feet, and throats, were Hess, Arnest, Walton, 
and both of the Estonias, all stripped nude and bloody. 

The Eagle grabbed her by the arm, and her robe swung open. She 
was nude underneath it, and he ripped the robe off her body and threw 
her on the ground in front of the post. She landed in a patch of cactus 
and screamed. He grabbed her and said, “Room for one more!” He 
tied her arms and legs to the pole with the others then ran a strip of 
wire across her throat. She was unable to move, and the Eagle walked 
back in front of the small altar fire and began to pile dead trees and 
dry brush all around the post. 

When he finished, he rose up and stood at the altar with a bottle 
in his hand with a piece of cloth coming out of the end of it and 
said, “May you be a welcome offering to your God and MAY HE 
NOT HAVE MERCY ON YOUR SOULS!” And with those words, 
the Eagle lit the cloth and hurled the bottle with all of his might. It 
smashed against the wood, and everything exploded in flames. 

The Eagle watched as the fire lapped at the feet and thighs of the 
victims. Their screams were clear as the flames rose higher and higher up 
their bodies. He stood and watched as the flames consumed their offering 
and drowned out their screams and cries until the heat of the fire was so 
strong that he had to step away. He allowed it to burn until embers were 
starting to rise, and the six people were unrecognizable. 
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The fire burned through the ropes and the wire, and the bodies crumpled 
into the cinders of white hot wood at their feet. He looked at Charlotte as 
the flames were dying down. Her face and body were burned black, but to 
his surprise she opened one eye as the last rope broke after being burned 
off of her, and she lifted what remained of her left arm in salute to some 
unseen entity, then it fell into the hot coals underneath her. 

The Eagle walked by the fire pit until the coals were nothing but 
smoldering embers. The night had passed, and the sun was beginning to 
rise as he stood on the top of the mountain and looked out over the sea. 
He turned to see the sun break the horizon and said as he walked back 
to his truck, “Welcome to hell, if such exists.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
“Just when I think I have seen it all, 

something new comes along.”

T
he sun was up over the Malibu hills, and Sara was sitting on 
a lounge chair off the master bedroom by the pool. She heard 
John walk in and take a shower. She waited with a cup of coffee 

between her fingers and was sipping it when John walked out with a 
Coke Zero in his hand and sat down, nude, next to her. “Is it over?” 
she asked “Are Barbara and Jim going to be okay?” “Yes…Jim got 
it worse than Barb. I patched them both up, and she will see one of 
my plastic surgeons this afternoon. Jim, on the other hand, is pissed. 
Not that he got barbed wire in his legs from a booby trap at the cabin, 
but because Barbara’s breasts are his second favorite attribute.” John 
laughed. “Yeah, well, she will get a better set, and he will be even 
happier for it.” Sara laughed and looked out over the sea.

“Is it over, John?” “Is this situation over? Yes. They are all dead. 
The children are safe, and the Richards Family is dead and burned up. 
Is the violence that engulfs a city, the savageness of man against man, 
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over? No. I have watched the rise and fall of some sick people in my 
career, but this one has to take the cake.” Sara sipped her coffee and 
said, “As you always say, ‘Just when I think I have seen it all, something 
new comes along.’ Isn’t that right, honey?” She didn’t need a response. 
The question was rhetorical. “I know that there are worse people out 
there, and that the Iron Eagle will continue with his one man campaign 
and rage against the violence. I also know that John and the Eagle are 
getting tired and sooner rather than later something has to give.” 

John sat silent behind her. When Sara had finished, John said, “There is 
a breaking point for everyone, but I don’t know if there’s one for the Eagle.”
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Rampage
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Nine

Prologue

“K
ick the mother fucker’s again. Come on, Johnny, kick the 
mother fuckers again.” Rocky Marks was yelling to Johnny 
Belk, who was kicking three boys who were huddled on the 

ground covering their heads and sides for protection. “They’re freaks, 
man. A bunch of faggots. Beat their asses.” Billy Stone was yelling as 
he ran and joined the beating. Rocky had his phone in his hand and was 
shooting video and laughing loudly as the three motionless boys lie on 
the ground, receiving blow after blow. Rocky called out, “Fuck, man, 
I wish Brian was here to see this. He is going to be so pissed that we 
kicked their asses without him.”

Debbie Atwater sat off on a school bench watching the fight 
unfold and looking around for her own attackers, who she knew were 
looking for her after she ran from their aggressive behavior. Debbie 
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was paying attention to her friends, so she didn’t see Greta Harold 
and Beth Sanchez come around the back of the bungalow at Reseda 
High School. The two girls were standing out of Debbie’s line of 
sight as she sat with tears in her eyes. 

Billy finally stopped kicking at the three on the ground as did Johnny, 
and the two joined their friends back at a school table in a far back corner. 
Johnny Belk, Rocky Marick, and Billy Stone all sat down, sweaty and 
out of breath, yelling obscenities at the three boys they had just soundly 
beaten. Rocky was pressing buttons on his phone, and Johnny asked, 
“What the fuck…what are you doing?” Rocky was laughing and said, 
“Oh, man, this is going on Internet video right now. Man, this is great! 
I’m uploading it now. It’s so fuckin’ cool!” 

Tim Elliott got to his feet and walked over to help his friend, Alan 
Marks, up off the ground. The third boy, Mark Rubio, was getting to his 
feet, seemingly unfazed by the beating. Of the three boys, Mark was 
much more mature in his appearance. He was six two and two hundred 
and fifty pounds. He was an intimidating looking kid, but he was not a 
fighter. The three skulked back to the “nerd” table as it was known on 
campus where what was left of their destroyed and eaten lunches were 
scattered on the table and the ground. 

Debbie got up to go over and join them when she was hit in the 
back of the head with something. She turned to see Greta and Beth 
running in her direction, and she headed for the boys’ table. The two 
pursuers never bothered her if she was with the boys. Debbie got to 
the table and sat down. Greta and Beth walked up to the table and 
looked at them. Beth said, “It figures you would hide with your nerd 
friends, you little bitch. Why don’t you stand up and fight?” Debbie 
just looked down at the ground, and the boys looked at her. Greta 
made another derogatory comment, and the two girls walked off. She 
could be overheard saying, “We will kick her ass after school. I know 
where the little bitch lives, and she walks home, so we can catch her 
and then fuck her up.” Just as the two went out of earshot, the lunch 
bell rang. It was time to head back to class.
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Sheriff Jim O’Brian had finished up with some last minute duties 
and was getting ready to head for a Los Angeles County board of 
supervisors meeting when his phone rang. “O’Brian.” “Good afternoon, 
Sheriff!” The cheerful voice of Special Agent John Swenson was not 
a welcome sound to O’Brian’s ears. “Oh, mother fucker, what do you 
want?” “Why do I have to want something to call one of my best 
friends?” Jim held the phone away from his face and yelled into it, 
“I’M NOT YOUR BEST FUCKIN’ FRIEND, JOHN, AND IF I AM 
YOU NEED TO GET A DAMN LIFE! What…do…you…want?” 
John laughed and said, “I need your help.” “No…no…absolutely not, 
no fuckin’ way…you can die for all I care. No more help.” 

“Relax…it’s a public service campaign that the FBI is putting on 
with local law enforcement, and I’ve been asked by the higher ups in 
Washington to get support from city and county leaders. You are still 
the Sheriff of LA County, right?” Jim let out a sigh of relief and said, 
“It’s fucking September. Only for four more fuckin’ months, and 
then I’m retired. So what do you want with me?” “We’re working on 
an anti-bullying campaign, and I thought who better to work with me 
on it than you?” 

Jim looked at his phone again and said, “John Swenson is going to 
work on an anti-bullying campaign?” “Yeah…what’s wrong with that?” 
Jim just shook his head, taking a cigarette out of his left top pocket and 
putting it into his mouth. He was walking down the stairs of his office 
building to the smoker’s bench and said snapping his Zippo shut and 
taking a hit off the lit cigarette, “Yeah, whatever. What do you need from 
me?” “Sara has invited you and Barbara over for dinner tonight. We can 
talk about it more then.” The line went dead, and Jim sat smoking his 
cigarette and looking up at the buildings of downtown Los Angeles. He 
looked down at his watch. It was four thirty p.m. His phone buzzed with 
a text message from Barbara telling him to be home by six for dinner. He 
replied with, ‘I know,’ and sat down on the bench to finish his smoke.
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Reseda High School had just let out for the day, and Brian Donaldson 
was picking on several students with Johnny, Rocky and Billy. The four 
walked out the entrance onto the street, and Brian said, “Fuck, man, if I 
hadn’t had a doctor’s appointment I would have so liked to have been there 
to kick the shit out of those pussies.” Rocky said, “Don’t worry. There’s 
always tomorrow. It’s not like we’re gonna run out of faggots to beat up.” 
Brian laughed and said, “Yeah…but that’s in the future. I want to kick their 
asses now.” Brian slugged Rocky in the arm hard. “Make sure I know what 
you’re going to do before you do it.” Rocky nodded his head, holding his 
arm, and Brian said, “We have football practice. You guys go on ahead. I 
have to meet someone about some weed.” The three ran on headed for the 
varsity football locker room as Brian walked out to the bleachers at the far 
end of the football field to collect his pot.

Tim and Alan were walking down Sherman Way headed home when 
they heard Mark and Debbie call out to them from a bus stop. They ran 
over to the other two and asked where they were headed. Tim said, “Alan 
is coming over to my house, so my mom can take a look at his nose. I 
think those fuckers broke it when they were kicking him.” Alan had two 
pieces of bloody toilet paper sticking out of his nose, which was purple 
and black as were both of his eyes. 

“Hey, can we come with you?” Mark asked. They nodded, and the 
four headed to Tim’s house. “Your mother’s a nurse, isn’t she Tim?” Mark 
asked. “Yeah…she works the night shift at Northridge Hospital, so if we 
get to my house fast enough she can take a look at Alan.” “Hey, has anyone 
seen Jerry?” The two boys shook their heads, and Mark said, “I didn’t see 
him at school today. I think his group was being called for class pictures 
today, too. I mean, this is it, our senior year. We will get out of this hellhole 
soon and go to college where we won’t get beaten up anymore.” 
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The other two boys laughed, and Alan said in a nasally voice, “As 
long as there are schools, there will be bullies, Mark. We will only 
be trading one type of bullying for another. I just want to survive 
the rest of this year, so I can get out of school altogether.” The four 
turned onto Capps Avenue and walked up to Tim’s home. When they 
walked through the door, Linda Elliott was putting some food in the 
oven and yelled out when she saw Alan’s face. 

“What the fuck happened to you?” “I got beat up.” “Jesus Christ. I 
would say so…” She looked at Tim, who had a cut on his chin and a black 
eye. “You, too?” “All of us, Mom. Just another day in paradise.” “This has 
to stop. This is getting more and more violent. Someone is going to get 
seriously hurt or even killed. I’m calling that goddamned school. This shit 
has to stop.” Linda was taking out her cell phone, and Tim put his hand 
on her arm and said in a soft voice, “Please don’t do it, Mom. It will only 
make it worse. We can take care of ourselves.” She put the phone down 
on the table and walked over to Alan to look at his nose. 

“It’s broken, that’s for sure. There’s nothing you can do for 
a broken nose.” She pulled out the toilet paper, and there was no 
bleeding. “Well, it looks like the worst of the bleeding is over. Don’t 
blow your nose, Alan. Okay?” He nodded. Linda looked at the three 
boys, and Debbie and asked, “Where’s Jerry?” They all shrugged and 
told her he had not been in school. Linda was buttoning her uniform 
and said, “I hope he’s not running around out there alone. Those thugs 
will hurt him bad if they get to him.” There were nods of agreement 
as the four walked back down a dark hallway of the small three-
bedroom home to Tim’s room to play video games. 

“Timmy, dinner is in the oven. There is enough for all of you. Is 
anyone staying over? I have to go to work. I don’t want you out tonight. 
Okay?” “Mom, I’m eighteen. I have a car, and I can drive myself around. 
For crying out loud, it’s my senior year, and, yeah, I think Deb and Alan 
might stay over. I know Deb will.” “Well, I don’t want you out there 
tonight. I have a bad feeling after the fight you three were in today. 
Promise me!” Tim promised as he disappeared into his bedroom. 
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Linda called out to Debbie and asked, “Deb, are your folks still 
out of town?” Debbie walked down the hallway and into the living 
room where Linda was putting on her coat for work. Debbie said, “My 
stepfather is back. My mom is out of town for a few more days. If it’s 
all the same with you, I would like to stay here for a day or two. If it’s 
okay.” Linda looked at the sad expression on Debbie’s face and said, 
“Of course, honey. You can stay here. You’re eighteen. You can stay 
here as long as you like. Is everything okay at home?” 

Debbie was a little skittish. She was dressed in a black short skirt 
and low cut top. She was wearing black Goth makeup, which made her 
look sinister with her jet black hair and white skin. “Oh, yeah, Ms. E. 
It’s just my stepfather and I don’t get along so good, if you know what 
I mean, and I don’t want trouble while my mom’s away.” “Stay in the 
guest room. You know you’re always welcome here.” Linda turned to 
leave but stopped near the front door and asked Debbie with her back to 
her, “Are you on birth control?” Debbie’s eyes grew wide, and she said, 
“Um…yeah…why do you ask?” Linda just let out a little laugh as she 
walked out the door and said, “Just checking, that’s all.” 

Debbie walked back down the hall to Tim’s room and sat down 
on the floor where the three boys were playing a video game on their 
tablets. She looked at Tim, who had a headset on and was banging 
away at the keyboard, and said, “Your mother just asked me if I’m 
on birth control.” All three froze and stared at Debbie, and then Alan 
and Mark looked at Tim and asked, “Are you two fooling around?” 
Tim got red-faced and said, “No!” Debbie was red-faced, too, and 
the two boys looked at Debbie and said, “Well, fuck, you’re fucking 
Tim?” Debbie let out a sigh and stood up. “I’m not going to dignify 
that with an answer. I’m going to my room.”

Tim shrugged, and the other two asked, “So…are you tapping that?” 
Tim put his headset back on, but Alan and Mark persisted. “Can we 
play?” Tim asked. “When you answer the question,” Mark said. 

“I have known Deb since kindergarten…” Mark said, “So?” Tim 
slumped his shoulders and said, “We’ve made out a few times, and 
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she gave me head.” Mark and Alan high fived Tim, and Mark asked, 
“Do you think she would give me and Alan head?” Tim started typing 
on his keyboard and said, “Ask her...I don’t know.”

Brian Donaldson walked under the bleachers of the school and stood 
in the spot where he always got his pot. He looked around, but his dealer 
wasn’t anywhere to be seen. He leaned against a support post with his 
hands in his letterman’s jacket and a cigarette in his mouth.

Jerry Pinskey was laying on the top bleacher looking down at 
Brian smoking his cigarette. Jerry pulled a rolled piece of white 
nylon rope from his pocket and tied a five-pound razor sharp, barbed, 
leveling plumb from his other pocket and tied it to the end of the 
rope. He stood up and held the steel projectile in his hand then threw 
it down at Brian with his full force and weight. 

Brian was just finishing his smoke when he felt a sharp pain. He 
looked over to see a white rope and blood spurting out of his shoulder. 
He felt pressure as his feet began to leave the ground. As he was 
hanging with his feet a foot off the ground calling for help, he saw 
Jerry walking toward him under the bleachers. “Jerry, Jerry, help me, 
man. Something fell on me, and I’m hurt.” Jerry walked over next to 
Brian and said, “Nothing fell on you, man. I threw that at you. I made 
it just for you, Brian. It’s my own special gift to you.” 

Jerry was a small kid, and Brian lashed out at him, but the pain of the 
barbs cutting into his shoulder limited his ability to move. “I’m going 
to get down, Jerry, and when I do I’m going to kill you.” “I believe 
that, Brian. I really do. That’s why I’m not going to allow you to get 
down…alive.” Jerry pulled a ten-inch hunting knife from its sheath, and 
the shine of the steel glinted in the broken sunlight coming through the 
bleachers. Brian’s face went from one of bullying anger to one of horror, 
and he said, “I’m only kidding, man. Jesus, I’m only kidding. You hurt 
me, Jerry. Just get me down and all will be forgiven.” 
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“Now, you know that’s not true, Brian. You’re just scared. Scared 
of the pain, scared of dying.” Brian started crying and begging, “Oh 
please, man, please. I was only trying to kid around with you. Don’t 
kill me, man. Don’t fuckin’ kill me. Jesus, Jerry, come on.” Jerry slid 
the blade under Brian’s jacket and popped off one button at a time as he 
spoke, “You pushed me too far, Brian. You and your guy pals have…
pushed…” a button popped off the jacket, “and pushed...” Another 
button popped off the jacket. “And PUSHED!”

All the buttons popped off the jacket, leaving only Brian’s T-shirt 
with a marijuana leaf on it between the knife and his skin. Jerry said, 
“You’re the first, Brian. This is personal…me and my friends are 
going to take out the rest of your posse along with a few thousand 
other assholes in this shithole school, but I wanted to kill you real 
personal. You know what I mean?” Brian went to say something, but 
Jerry drove the blade into Brian’s abdomen. His eyes got huge, and 
Jerry jerked the knife up until it hit the bottom of Brian’s thorax. He 
pulled the knife out and gravity took over, and Brian’s entrails poured 
out onto the dirt and concrete below his dangling feet. 

Jerry stepped back and looked into Brian’s dead eyes. He had never 
seen a real dead person. Jerry started to shake violently as he put the 
knife, blood and all, back in the sheath. He put it back into his pants and 
stared for a few seconds into Brian’s eyes. He stepped back and said, 
“Oh God, what have I done? Jesus…fuck…what have I done?” Jerry 
heard the sound of voices approaching and ran as fast as he could out 
from under the bleachers, and as he ran, he heard a girl scream.

Tim, Alan, and Mark had their headsets on and were playing an online 
game on their tablets when Tim’s phone rang. He said, “Timomonster, 
A. F. K.,” and answered his phone while the other two kept playing. 

“Tim, it’s Jerry. It’s done…phase one is complete. Brian is dead.” 
There was silence on the line, and Tim put his cell phone on speaker 
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and said, “Say again. The guys are here.” Debbie walked into the 
bedroom as Jerry repeated what he had said, and Alan said, “There’s 
no turning back now…we have to see this through…we have to kill 
them all.” Tim opened his bedroom closet, pulled back the clothes, 
and removed a false wall. Behind it was a stockpile of automatic 
weapons, hand grenades, pipe bombs, shoulder mounted rockets, 
and magazines of ammunition. He looked at the other two with Jerry 
on the line and said, “We’re ready!”
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