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Chapter One
“How the hell do you ﬁgure?
You think that he buried
these men twice?”

D

eputy Sam Pritchard had walked out of the station to the
smoker’s bench. She told Jim she needed a cigarette, but she
wasn’t smoking. Instead, she was pacing. She walked back and
forth until one of her fellow deputies called out and said, “Great
interview last night, Sam. You really killed that one. You’re a shooin for Sheriff.” Sam waved weakly and sat down, took a cigarette
out of the pocket of her jacket, and lit up. It was mid-October and
colder than usual. There had been early autumn rain over the past
few weeks, and she had spent her fair share of time out in it, wading
through different earth environments as a result of the latest serial
killer to strike Los Angeles.
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Jim O’Brian was sitting at his desk staring at the calendar; it was
October 18th. Only eighteen days to the elections. He had the date
marked in bright red ink. Homicide Detective Heath Marx tapped on
his door and said, “Jim … I think you need to talk to Sam.” Jim looked
up at him and asked, “What the fuck for?” Heath said, “I think she’s
starting to freak out. The interview she did last night with the local
NBC affiliate could have gone better.” Jim stood up and pulled his
jacket off a coat rack and said, “Ya fuckin’ think so, Heath? Do you
really fuckin’ think so?” Heath walked on as Jim walked out of his
office headed down to talk to Sam.

John Swenson was sitting at his desk at the federal building with a
copy of the Times and notes left at five separate crime scenes on his desk.
The banner ad on the front page of the paper said it all. “The Undertaker of
Kagel Canyon Strikes Again!” The killer had gotten his nickname because
of the proximity to the recreation area between the cities of Pacoima and
San Fernando, cities within the city of Los Angeles. The killer’s unusual
methods had headlines telling hair-raising and terrifying stories.
The Kagel Canyon Killer buried his victims alive. John sat reading
the killer’s taunting notes and pondering the souvenirs taken from the
victims and sent to him and Chris while challenging the FBI to catch
him. John had the crime scene photos pulled up on his tablet, and
all were exactly the same. Young men and women lying in caskets.
Each buried alive. There was a system of oxygen tanks and tubing that
ran to each of the victims. On top of each tank, there was a remote
controlled shutoff valve, and each casket was equipped with lights,
cameras, and microphones, so the killer could communicate with his
victims after he had taken them.
John read over the notes. They weren’t cryptic like other killers’,
but they were blunt, “You can’t catch me, and you can’t kill me. I
am invincible.” As he worked, Chris tapped on his office door. John
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didn’t look up; he just invited him in. He took a seat in front of
John’s desk and asked, “So … what did you think of Sam’s interview
last night?” John was staring at the notes and crime scene photos on
his tablet as he responded.
“Performance anxiety. She had a lot of questions to answer, but
she’ll be fine.” Chris laughed and said, “Um … when the reporter
asked her on live TV about the Iron Eagle, she shut down, and when he
pressed her harder, she told him to get fucked. Now, I don’t know about
you, but if her anxiety levels get that high in a simple interview, how
the hell is she going to hold it together as the Sheriff of LA County?”
John smiled and said, “Sam will be fine. Jim will work with her. You
and I need to get our heads around this Kagel Canyon Killer.”
Chris nodded and said, “I haven’t been able to put much together on
him as far as a profile goes. White male in his early to mid-fifties, between
five six and six foot, muscular build.” John looked up and asked, “Muscular
build?” Chris nodded. “Yeah … the guy is in good shape. You can’t control
a victim like he does and then move them around if you’re a ninety-pound
weakling. This guy is physically strong; he also has a real mean streak.”
John laughed and said, “Ya think? The guy is burying his victims alive.
He’s putting them in high grade caskets, giving them oxygen, and then
burying them all over the northern half of the San Fernando Valley. Then,
to add insult to injury, the damn guy talks to his victims in their caskets
when they come to from the drugs he uses to put them out.”
John handed Chris a gray folder and said, “Here are the autopsy
reports as well as toxicology on all of the victims.” Chris read the reports,
and the blood levels of drug were all the same. He looked at John and
asked, “He’s using benzodiazepine hybrids? I’ve never seen this type of
formulation for administration before. He has to be hunting his victims
very carefully. These drugs have to be administered properly based on
height and weight, or he can under or overdose them, which means either
they don’t go out, or they die.” John nodded and said, “Yeah … this guy
knows his victims. It’s the damn drug that has me confused. He’s using a
drug cocktail no one has seen before. He knows what the hell he’s doing.”
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Chris sat back and said, “That’s a bold statement, John. You really
think that this guy knows the people that he’s doing this to?” John
nodded and said, “Yes. I think this guy knows his victims, and they
knew him … and I would say rather well.” Chris was looking over the
reports and asked, “Okay, then how do you explain the LAPD officer
who was his second victim? We have the LAPD dispatch call when
he pulled over Harry Baldwin on the 118 Freeway. We have the video
from the dash camera, and we have the audio from the officer’s body
radio. The last thing that the officer said was, ‘Sir, please get back
into your vehicle.’ And he wasn’t talking to Baldwin because he was
already in the back of the cruiser while …” Chris looked at the reports
for the officer’s name and said, “Hanks … Officer Brady Hanks …
Now, we know from that scene that Hanks had no idea who the killer
was. All that was found was an empty LAPD cruiser, Harry Baldwin’s
car, and no witnesses as to who grabbed the men.”
John looked at the reports and the notes by the killer left at the scene
in the police car and said, “The killer was most likely tailing him when
Baldwin got pulled over. Hanks just happened to be in the wrong place
at the wrong time.” Chris was reading over the reports and had pulled up
the crime scene photographs of the open caskets of Hanks and Baldwin.
Both men were fully dressed with terror in their dead faces. Chris said,
“Yeah, but even if Baldwin was the killer’s target, why did he take the
cop, and why did he bury the two men side by side off the 118 Freeway
not a thousand yards from where Hanks had pulled Baldwin over?”
John looked down at the photos and said, “The burial of these two
at the scene off the freeway was long after the abduction. This killer
took them somewhere else where he had them buried for at least a
week before he unearthed the caskets and moved them and buried them
alongside the freeway.” Chris looked confused and asked, “How the
hell do you figure? You think that he buried these men twice?” John
nodded. Chris looked at John and said, “That’s a lot of work for two
victims. What the hell would he do that for?” John shook his head and
said, “If I knew the answer to that question, we would have our killer.”
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Dr. Karen Faber was sitting in her office at Northridge Hospital.
She had just finished a session with one of her patients and was typing
her notes. She was just getting ready for her next patient when her
pager went off with a code. She dialed the hospital’s main line and
asked for Dr. Swenson.
A few seconds went by, and Sara came on the line, and Karen
asked, “What do you have, Sara? I have a patient in my waiting
room.” Sara was out of breath and asked, “Is there any way you could
reschedule the patient? We have a rush of people down here in the
ER who all think that they have Ebola.” Karen stared out her office
window and asked, “Are any of them showing signs of the disease?”
“No … well, one has stomach pain, fever, and diarrhea, but I think it’s
just the flu.” “Then send the people home.” Sara sighed and said, “No
can do, kid. New state regulations. If they come in with symptoms,
we have to do a history and work them up.” “Jesus Christ, Sara. Don’t
we ask the damn questions that we are supposed to ask? ‘Have you
been out of the country in the past twenty one days?’” Sara said yes,
but she still had to follow the law.
Karen sighed on her end of the line and said, “Okay, okay … let
me speak to my patient. He has been coming to counseling sessions for
a couple of months and is really, really needy. If he freaks, I will have
to speak to him. If he’s okay with coming in later today, then I will
be down.” Karen looked at the clock on her desk; it was eleven a.m.
“You will either see me, or I will call down after I talk to the patient.”
She hung up the phone and pulled up the chart for Ralph Follsom. She
walked out into the outer office, and Ralph was reading a magazine. He
stood up as soon as he saw her and said, “Good morning, Doctor Faber.”
“Good morning, Ralph. I am so sorry, but we have a medical
emergency in the hospital, and I have been paged. I know this is very
much out of the ordinary, and I do apologize, but is there any way we
could reschedule your session?”
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Ralph looked dejected and rubbed his hands nervously together.
At five feet eight inches and a hundred and fifty pounds, he was a
timid man for his build. He was wearing a tight short-sleeved shirt that
showed off well defined muscle in his arms and chest. Ralph had on a
pair of blue jeans that showed off the muscle in his legs, and his dark
eyes had a sad, scared look in them. Ralph said to Karen while looking
down at the floor, “I suppose it would be okay. Can I still see you
today? I really need to talk.” Karen nodded and pulled out her tablet
and calendar and said, “I have an opening at three this afternoon, Ralph.
Will that work?” He nodded, and she apologized again for the situation.
She walked back to her office and grabbed her keys and other medical
equipment and walked back into the lobby. Ralph was standing there
staring off into space, and Karen asked if he was all right. He nodded
and said he was just a little out of sorts. She said, “Would you like to
ride down to the ER with me in the elevator?” He nodded with a big
smile on his face, and the two walked out of her office.
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Chapter Two
Jim could be heard long
before he could be seen.

I

t was just after noon, and Gabby Fisher had finished her split shift at
Alton Laboratories in Panorama City. She walked out of the biology
lab where she worked as a lab technician and had for nearly ten
years. She was a popular young lady at the firm and known for doing
whatever was needed to get the job done, meaning working crazy hours
to keep the machine of Alton Labs running smoothly. Her relief was
supposed to be coming in but had not arrived yet, and her supervisor
was asking if she would stay just a little longer. She looked at Doctor
Nathan Long, the head of Alton’s facilities, and said, “Nathan, I’m
exhausted. I pulled a double for you, and I didn’t complain, but I have
to have some sleep. Jesus … you know the state laws about laboratory
workers’ hours. Shit. I’m already six hours over what I was supposed
to work. You certainly can handle things until the next shift arrives.”
Nathan had a look of exhaustion on his own face and said, “I know, I
know, but we are short three people and with all of this damn Ebola shit,
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and the new state regulations, we are chasing our tails running negative
test after negative test. It’s like the whole goddamn city has gone insane.”
Gabby put her hand on Nathan’s shoulder and said, “I know. And for
the two thousand samples we have tested in the past month we have not had
one positive result.” Nathan nodded as Gabby pulled her jacket on and said,
“I’m going home, Nathan. I will see you at midnight for my next shift.”
She walked out into the cool, early afternoon. The sound of traffic
assaulted her senses, and she walked to her car in the employee parking
lot to head for home. She had no sooner gotten to the driver’s side door
when she heard a familiar male voice call out to her from off in the
distance. She turned and waved as the man approached. Gabby asked,
“Did you just get off shift, Doc?”
“No. Just going on … I was going to grab a cup of coffee before
going in. Would you care to join me?” Gabby looked at her watch and
said, “Yeah … okay, Doc. Where do you want to go?”
“There’s a Denny’s around the corner. We can grab a cup there and
some breakfast if you like. It’s on me.” Gabby opened her car door and
said, “I will follow you.” She followed him down Van Nuys Boulevard
a couple of blocks and then pulled into the parking lot at Denny’s. She
followed him in, and they sat off in a corner out of the sight of other
customers. He sat with his back to the door, and Gabby sat down and said,
“I have never asked you this in all the years I have worked at the lab. Why
does everyone call you Doc? That’s not your real name … is it?”
He shook his head and said, “No … it’s a nickname I picked up
years ago when I first started at the lab in the eighties. They call you
Gabby. Is that short for something?”
Gabby laughed and said, “Nope. That’s my real name. My folks
decided to just make it short because I was a yeller and crier from the
time I was born.” There was light laughter, and the waitress brought
them two cups and a thermos of coffee. Gabby looked at Doc and said,
“Excuse me, but if I’m going to eat anything, I need to wash my hands
again.” He nodded as the waitress walked away. “Would you pour me a
cup of coffee, so it can cool while I wash up?”
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“Absolutely, Gabby. It will be waiting for you when you come out.”
She disappeared into the bathroom, and Doc looked around, but there
was no one nearby. He placed his hand into the pocket of his jacket and
pulled out a small vial of clear liquid and poured it into Gabby’s cup
then poured in the coffee and sipped his own as he waited for her return.
When she came back to the table and grabbed the steaming cup, she
said, “You can never be too careful when it comes to germs, Doc … it
only takes one wrong move in this vocation to knock you on your ass.”
He raised his coffee cup to toast her comment and said, “How true …
the slightest thing could take any one of us out. We must always be on
guard.” They sipped their coffee and had some eggs and bacon. After
about ten minutes, Gabby let out a huge yawn and said, “Excuse me,
Doc. I’m more wiped out than I thought.” She finished off a third cup
of coffee then said, “Well, I have to get home to bed.” She went to stand
and fell back into the booth. “Oh my. I’m really, really out of it, Doc.”
“Don’t worry, Gabby. I will make sure you get to a nice comfortable
bed.” Gabby giggled a bit and said, “You’re not going to try to take
advantage of me, are you Doc?” There was a laugh as he replied,
“Hardly, Gabby. You’ve known me long enough to know better.” She
semi-smiled, looking drunk.
“I wouldn’t mind, you know. You’re a very handsome man.” He
helped Gabby get up, and she seemed to catch a second wind and said,
“Wow! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hit on you.” “It’s quite all right,
Gabby. I like you, too … but I think you need some rest before we dive
into bed together.” She nodded, and Doc threw a twenty on the table and
walked out of the diner with Gabby on his arm.

Jessica Holmes was dictating an autopsy report on an auto crash
victim when she heard the door chime at the entrance to the LA
County Coroner’s Office. The building at 1101 Mission Road had been
completely rebuilt after the great LA fires. While the facilities were
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state of the art, the entrance to the building was still pretty archaic.
Jess continued transcribing the report using voice recognition software
that she and Jade Morgan had fought for nearly two years to get. Her
job was straightforward. Listen to the tapes and make sure the words
are right on the screen. Even high technology makes mistakes, and it
was her job to manually correct errors. There was a call over the office
intercom for Jade, and Jess stopped what she was doing and buzzed the
front desk. One of the orderlies who was an intern answered the line,
and Jess asked, “Can you fuckin’ read?”
The orderly was taken aback by her and said, “I’m sorry, Doctor
Holmes. I don’t have a schedule up here.” Jess looked around the
office and then said, “Jade isn’t in yet. What do you need?” “There
is a woman here. She has questions about her husband.” Jessica was
getting impatient and said, “If she has questions about her husband,
I doubt very much that we can answer them.” There was some
hesitation, and the orderly came back and said, “The woman is the
wife of a Mr. Baldwin … a friend of yours, perhaps?” Jessica hung
up and grabbed a lab coat and walked to the front office. She stopped
before entering the main lobby and caught her breath and walked out
to see a middle-aged woman standing at the counter with bags under
her eyes and disheveled hair.
She walked up and said, “I’m Doctor Jessica Holmes. Mrs. Baldwin, is
it?” Ellen Baldwin nodded with tears in her eyes and asked, “I understand
that the autopsy has been completed on my late husband, and I wanted to
find out when his body will be released, so I can lay him to rest.”
Jessica walked around to the front of the counter, took Ellen by
the arm, and walked her back to her office. She helped her to a seat,
sat down behind her desk, and said, “Let me take a look, ma’am. I
don’t know if there are any administrative holds on your husband.”
Jessica typed Harry Baldwin’s information into the computer, and it
came back to contact Agent Swenson with the FBI before releasing the
body. She looked at the large clock over her office door. It was half
past noon. She picked up the phone and called John.

Deliverance • 11

“Swenson.” “John, it’s Jessica Holmes at the coroner’s office.
I’m calling because I have a relative of a victim in my office asking
for his body’s release for burial.” John was looking out his office
window down onto Wilshire Boulevard and asked, “Who is asking
you to release his body?” Jessica looked at Ellen’s tear-stained face
and said, “Mrs. Baldwin, Agent Swenson. She would like to be able
to pay her final respects to her husband.” John was both listening and
looking down on the parking lot far below his window ledge. He saw
an LA County Sheriff’s car pull into the lot and park. The sky was
overcast, but there was a hint of sunlight glinting off the brass stars on
the uniform of Jim O’Brian as he stepped out of the car.
John pulled up Baldwin’s file. He told Jessica it was okay to release
his remains to his wife, and he typed a few words in an email that he
sent directly to Jessica, copying Jade as well. He said, “Okay. I just
sent you an email approval to release Mr. Baldwin to his wife. Check
her ID and make sure she is the right party, and then let her take him.”
Jessica thanked him, hung up the phone, and asked Ellen, “Do you
have a funeral provider that you wish to have your husband’s remains
released to?” Ellen handed her a card and told Jessica that she would
have them stop by as soon as possible. Jessica stood up, as did Ellen,
and said, “I’m sorry for your loss.”
Ellen Baldwin looked at her with a halfhearted smile and said, “It’s
not as great a loss as you might think. Harry was a cheating bastard and
got what he deserved. I just want to be able to push the button at the
crematorium while I wait for my check from his life insurance.”
Jessica froze, not knowing what to say as she took the card from
Ellen’s hands and then showed her out. Jade had just walked into the
building, and they crossed paths as they were heading for the exit.
Jade looked at Jessica and asked, “Who the hell was that?” Jessica let
out a laugh and said, “A grievingly happy widow.” Jade looked at her
and said, “Let me guess. Cheating husband, life insurance, and a wife
who’s glad to be done with him?” Jessica nodded and said, “How the
hell could you know that?”
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“It happens every day here, kid. I would say one out of ten people who
comes through that door isn’t sorry that the person they are coming to deal
with is dead. Many come to gloat or taunt. I especially like the men and
women who come in for a spouse or ex-spouse, not to claim their remains,
but to tell me to bury them in the potter’s field, and that they aren’t claiming
the body. I try to explain that we just cremate the unclaimed bodies, but
for those really full of hate and anger, they don’t care. They just want me,
someone, anyone, to know how terrible that person was to them.”
Jade walked to her office with Jessica on her heels. “Well, I have
never seen anything like that before.” Jade laughed, pulling a paper
coffee cup from a holder and filling it from the pot in her office and
said, “Well, you just had your first one, Jess, and I promise it won’t be
your last. So who was the corpse?”
“Harry Baldwin.”
Jade took a drink of her coffee as she sat down behind her desk and
asked, “Did you call John? He had a hold on that body.” Jessica nodded
and told her that John released him. Jade asked while thumbing through
files on her desk, “So, is the wife sending a funeral home, or is he our
problem? Because we need refrigeration space.” Jess handed her the
business card, and Jade said, “Cool … their problem. Please call the
home and see when they can pick up the body.” Jessica walked out of the
office, shaking her head with the card between her fingers.

Jim could be heard long before he could be seen on the upper floor
of the federal building. “Stop looking at me, you pains in my ass. You’re
wasting my goddamn tax dollars. I pay your fuckin’ salary!” The heads
were popping up around the agents’ bullpen, and John stepped out into
the hall and said in a clear, loud voice, “Don’t waste our tax dollars either,
Sheriff O’Brian. We pay your damn salary, too.” Jim stopped dead in
his tracks then looked at the bullpen and John and said, “Well, I’ll be
goddamned. You’re right, Agent Swenson. Hey, did you assholes hear
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that? We are all on the taxpayers’ dime … poor idiots. If they only knew!”
John grabbed Jim’s coat, pulled him into his office, and shut the door.
Jim pulled clear of John’s grip and said, “Jesus. I was kidding around.”
John walked over to his desk, sat down, and said, “I know you were, but
we have bigger fish to fry. We don’t need jokes right now.” Jim laughed
and said, “Humor is the only way you’re going to survive this job, John. I
would have thought by now you …” Jim leaned in close to John’s face and
whispered, “and the Iron Eagle would have figured that out.” He sat back
in one of John’s chairs, took a cigarette out of his top left pocket, put it in
his mouth, and said, “Well … my prodigy really fucked up that interview
last night. Sam is beside herself. The media was beating down her door at
home and is haunting my office building to get a clear statement from her
as to whether she knows the identity of the Iron Eagle or not.”
John nodded and asked, “Where is she?” Jim got up, walked to the
window behind John’s desk, and said, “Waiting in my car for you to
invite her up.” John shook his head slowly and ordered one of his men
to bring Sam up. He looked at him and said, “Why do you always have
to be such an asshole? The damn woman made a mistake, and she didn’t
give anything up. It’s an easy fix. A hell of a lot better than the situation
we have with this damn Kagel Canyon Killer. Do you have any leads on
who he might be since we last spoke?”
Jim shook his head and said, “Nope. Not a fuckin’ clue. He’s a gutsy
son of a bitch though, challenging you and me to catch him before I
retire.” John nodded as Sam Pritchard was escorted into his office, and
he asked her to have a seat.
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Chapter Three

I

t was dark, and Gabby could feel the cold all over her body. She
was groggy and tried to move her head but couldn’t. She tried to
move her arms and legs, but they were restrained. She felt pressure
in her vagina. At first, she was too out of it to understand, but in a
matter of minutes she realized that she was restrained, and her eyes
were covered as someone was raping her.
“Doc … Doc … is that you? You don’t have to tie me up. I want
to have sex with you. You can’t rape the willing.” There was no
response as the man on top of her pounded away, and she felt him
orgasm and roll off her nude body. Gabby called out and asked,
“Was I good, Doc? I was really, really out. I woke up in the middle.
Was I good?” Silence met her question, and she thrashed against the
restraints for a few seconds and then said, “Doc … I like role playing
and bondage as much as the next person, but you’re scaring me. I
can’t see, and it’s really, really cold in here. Can I have a blanket, and
will you please untie me?”
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Gabby felt movement next to her on the mattress. A pair of hands
began to fondle her breasts. She was tied spread eagle to a steel bed
frame. Her face was covered with a black bag tied around her throat
with a gold cord. She moved with the touch of the male hands and asked
for a blanket and to have her vision restored but to no response. There
were a few more moments of silence, and then Gabby yelled out.
“This isn’t a game anymore, Doc. I don’t like this. I didn’t give
consent. You’re hurting me. Please release my arms and legs.” Her white
skin glistened from the sweat of her attacker. Gabby’s pubic hair was
cleanly sculpted into a thin red tuft starting as a thick line and narrowing
as if an arrow pointing to her vagina. She felt a pair of powerful hands
pull her arms and legs from their restraints, only to be flipped onto her
stomach where the violation and violence of what was being done to her
left her out of breath from the weight of her attacker and the hard violent
movements in and out of her anus. When her breath did come back, all
she could do was howl in agony as her attacker had his way with her.

Sam Pritchard was sitting in the chair across from John in silence.
Jim was droning on and on about the elections and wanting her to
win the thing. John watched her face as she stared at him. He finally
raised his hand to Jim and asked, “How are you going to deal with
this, Ms. Pritchard?” Sam sat silent staring at him as Jim chomped on
his cigarette, waiting for an answer to fall from the sky. Sam finally
answered, “I fucked up … I know I fucked up. Maybe I’m not cut out
for public life. Jim, you were wrong. I’m not the right person for the
job.” Jim didn’t respond. He just sat chewing on his cigarette.
John said, “So you want to drop out of the race with only weeks
to go? You really think that you can’t fix your silence error?” Sam
looked on and said, “It’s not that I don’t think I can fix it. It’s whether
I really want to fix it or not.” He sat back in his chair and said, “After
all you have seen in the past year. After all that you have experienced
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with and without the help of the Eagle. You’re still going to sit on the
fence here? You’re still going to play holier than thou?” Sam didn’t
respond, but Jim spoke up and said, “Well, Deputy Pritchard? You
better get it figured out and really fast. If you’re pulling out of the
race then get it fuckin’ done. Get back in your goddamn car and drive
a beat and leave crime fighting to those of us who can handle it.”
Sam still didn’t respond, and John stood up and walked to his
office window and said, “You’re working on the Kagel Canyon
killings?” Sam nodded. John said, “Not anymore … Jim, I want
Deputy Pritchard off the case. This is the FBI’s case with the LA
County Sheriff’s Office. Deputy Pritchard would be better on desk
duty or driving the streets until she figures out just what the hell
she’s going to do and where her loyalties lie.” Sam said nothing, and
Jim said, “You heard him, Sam. Get out. I will have a cruiser pick
you up and take you back to the station. Get back on patrol. I want
an answer on your candidacy by tomorrow night at five p.m. There
is no time to fuck around here.”
He pulled out his cell phone as Sam stood up and walked out. Jim
called the station and ordered a cruiser to pick Sam up in front of the
federal building. He stood up and asked, “What now?” John said, “We
have a killer out there, and we need to find him.” Jim nodded and
walked out of the office.

It was ten to three, and Karen had just gotten back upstairs to her
office to see Ralph Follsom sitting in one of the waiting room chairs.
She walked up to him and said, “I’m sorry about this morning, Ralph.
Please come in, and we can talk.” Ralph followed Karen into her office
and through the waiting room to her session room and took a seat on a
long, tan leather couch facing the room’s entrance. Karen pulled out her
tablet as well as a yellow legal pad and sat down in an armchair across
from the sofa.
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“So, Ralph, how are you today? How have you been since our last
session?” Ralph squirmed a bit on the couch and said, “Um … pretty
good. I have been working and trying to keep my focus on the positive
things in my life.” Karen nodded and asked, “So, tell me how things
are at work. The last time we spoke you were having some issues with
fellow employees, and you also had a crush on a fellow coworker.” Ralph
blushed and said, “Things are better. I have been keeping to myself and
that has helped me.” Karen asked, “And what about the young lady you
have a crush on?” “Oh … you mean Gabby Fisher?” Karen nodded, and
Ralph said, “Well … I think that she likes me. I haven’t really had the
nerve to speak with her too much, but I have a feeling things might work
out.” “And how exactly are things going to work out if you haven’t
really spoken to her?” Karen asked.
“Well, I did speak to her yesterday and then for a few minutes this
morning before she left the office at Alton Labs. I’m going to ask her
out the next time I see her.” Karen was making notes as the conversation
dragged. The hour was nearly up, and they had talked about Ralph’s
anxiety disorder and some of his phobias. The session was growing to a
close when Ralph asked, “Do you think that it’s okay to ask Gabby out
when I know that there is someone else in my office who likes her as
well?” “Are they seeing each other? Like a couple?” Ralph shook his
head. “Has this person told you that they are involved in an exclusive
relationship?” Ralph shook his head, and Karen said, “Then, no. I don’t
see there being a problem. You know if there is someone else who likes
your coworker, and she is not in a relationship, then you might want to
ask her out before someone else does.”
Ralph nodded and said, “I plan to do that this evening when I see
her on the graveyard shift.” Karen nodded, and after a few more details
and another appointment was made they said their goodbyes, and Ralph
walked out of the office.
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Teresa Rousch knocked on Gabby Fisher’s front door in Sylmar,
but there was no answer. She looked in several windows and called
out, but there was no response and no movement. It was half past four
p.m., and she called Gabby’s cell phone and got voicemail for the third
time. This time she left a message. “Gabby, it’s me. Where the hell
are you? I thought we were going to meet for dinner and talk about
the promotion you are up for at work. I’m standing at your front door,
but you’re not here. Call me, okay? It’s not like you to stand me up.”
Teresa hung up the phone line and was about to head back to her car
when she saw that Gabby’s car was parked behind her house.
Teresa walked the long driveway back to the detached two-car
garage and looked in the window of Gabby’s car. Her purse and other
belongings were on the front passenger seat, and her cell phone was
out. She could see the screen on the phone flashing with a message
signal. She pulled on the driver’s side door handle, but her hand
slipped off, and when she pulled her hand back, it was wet. Teresa
looked down to see blood on her hand. She screamed and pulled out
her cell phone and dialed 911.

The daylight was starting to fade as Sam pulled up on scene at the
Fisher home. She was the first deputy there and saw Teresa Rousch in
front of the house with her hands in front of her. Sam walked up and
asked, “Are you the person who made the 911?” Teresa looked at her,
waving her hands in the air in front of Sam and said, “This is blood …
Oh my God. This is blood.” Sam took out her flashlight and shined it at
Teresa’s hands, and she could see the crimson color now drying on them.
Sam asked, “How did you get blood on your hands.” Teresa
pointed to the car parked in the back of the house and said, “I just
came to have dinner with my friend. When she didn’t answer the
door or my calls, I went to leave and saw her car. I grabbed the door
handle because all of her stuff was on the passenger seat, and when I
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pulled the door handle, my hand slipped off. It’s covered in blood.”
Sam walked back to the car with Teresa by her side and looked over
the car as two other sheriff units pulled up in front.
Two deputies walked up the drive, and one asked, “What do we
have, Sam?” She had her flashlight in the air, looking at the inside
of the car and said, “I don’t know for sure. This lady made a 911 call
because her hands are covered in blood from the door handle of this
car that she says is her friend’s.” The deputy looked at Teresa and
asked, “What’s your friend’s name?” Teresa was shaking and said,
“Gabby … Gabby Fisher. We work together at Alton Labs.”
“When was the last time you saw Ms. Fisher?” “Um … this
morning about ten a.m. We made arrangements to meet for an early
dinner to discuss a promotion she is up for.” Sam looked closer at the
driver’s side door and could see that more blood had dripped down
onto the side of the door panel. The white two-door Mercedes had
blood running down the side of the door and pooled on the ground.
She called the two other deputies and said, “We have an issue here,
guys.” The two deputies radioed for backup as well as a CSI team as
Sam walked to the front door of the house and pounded on the door.
“Ms. Fisher, this is Deputy Sam Pritchard with the Los Angeles
County Sheriff’s Department. Please open the door.” There was no
response, and one of the other deputies walked back from the driveway
and said, “There’s more blood. We need to enter the house.” Sam
called the other deputy, and the three of them began breaking in the
front door, calling out for Gabby the whole time.
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Chapter Four
“I hate it when people write my
name in someone else’s blood.”

I

t was five forty-five p.m. when Ralph Follsom placed his hand on
the remote time clock at Alton, which both logged his arrival at work
and his entrance to the laboratory. The five-story modern construction
made it look more like an art museum than a laboratory for handling
specimens from all over LA and the state. Ralph walked in and put on
his white lab coat. He sat down near a centrifuge and started going over
paperwork from labs that had done blood draws during the day and
began to separate the orders based on a color-coded system of priority.
Henry Chum, the lead lab tech, walked up to Ralph and asked, “So, why
the hell are you so early? Trying to kiss up to the boss for that promotion?
Is that what you’re doing, Doc?” Ralph didn’t make eye contact. He just
typed into the computer on the lab desk for the lab tests that he was to
set up and run. Henry wouldn’t stop talking until Ralph finally stopped
and said, “Go away, Henry. I’m not in the mood to talk.” Henry looked
at Ralph and slapped him on the back and said, “You never want to talk,

Deliverance • 21

dumb ass … that’s why you not only won’t get the promotion, you won’t
get the girl either, dickhead. Gabby is mine, asshole, so stay away from
her.” Ralph’s hands were shaking, and he said, “She’s not yours. She’s not
mine. She’s her own person. Now, get away from me, Henry.”
Henry laughed and said, “I saw you talking to Gabby in the office
before she left this morning. Are you trying to make a move on my
girl, man?” Ralph refused to answer, and Henry walked away, taunting
him as he went. Three other techs in the lab heard the altercation, but
it was nothing new for Henry. He was always getting into someone’s
business and taunting the staff.
Ralph took the first set of test tubes and set them in the centrifuge
and started testing the samples. While the machine did its job, he set up
his microscope, took a urine sample, and created a slide and put it under
the microscope and typed what he saw as he went back to his work.

John’s cell phone rang at half past six as he was getting ready to
leave the office for the night. He looked down at the caller ID and
frowned. “Swenson.” “We have one hell of a strange situation here
in Sylmar.” Jim’s voice resonated through the phone, and John asked,
“Okay … and what does that have to do with me or the Bureau?” Jim
laughed on the other end of the line and said, “It seems our boy has
done a one-eighty on his M.O. I’m at a crime scene with his calling
card, a lot of blood, and …” There was a moment of silence, and Jim
said, “Oh fuck, I’m not going to tell you. Just get your ass to the corner
of Herrick Avenue and Lakeside in Sylmar.”
“You want to give me an address?” “Don’t need to. You can’t miss this
scene. Now hurry your damn ass up. I want to have dinner with Barbara
tonight, not be caught on a crime scene with you.” Jim hung up the phone,
and John shrugged his shoulders and walked down the hall to Chris’s
office. He was typing a report, and John said, “Come on, Chris. Jim’s got
some new crime scene that he claims is tied to the Kagel Canyon Killer.”
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Chris stopped typing and asked, “Did he tell you that?” John shook his
head and said, “No, he inferred it. It’s all the way out in Sylmar, so let’s
get going.” Chris logged off his computer and grabbed his coat and tablet
and asked, “Should I follow you? I have dinner with Karen tonight.” John
nodded, and the two men left the federal building for Sylmar.

There were several news crews and a couple of news choppers
hovering overhead as Jim walked into Gabby Fisher’s house to talk to
Sam. He looked up at the sky and the choppers and said, “Who the fuck
calls these assholes? There’s no way that this crime scene could have
made the news in less than an hour.” Sam was walking into the living room
after hearing Jim speak and said, “It was one of our people. I don’t know
who, but half of the people on the force get cash and other incentives for
giving the media tips, so one news crew can scoop another.” Jim nodded
and followed her into the master bedroom. It was covered in blood. The
bed was ripped apart with what appeared to be a knife. The walls were
littered with writing, writing in the blood of the victim.
Jim looked at the walls and said, “Well, he is one hell of a killer. He
is certainly convinced that we can’t fuckin’ catch him. I hate it when
people write my name in someone else’s blood on the walls of a crime
scene.” Sam looked at Jim and asked, “This has happened before?” Jim
nodded as he took a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put it in his
mouth. He was about to walk out of the room when Jade came out of the
master bathroom and said, “Um, Jim … we have a shitload of blood and
taunting in writing on the walls, so where the hell is the corpse?”
He shrugged his shoulders and said, “Hey, look around you. The
fuckin’ writing’s on the walls.” He let out a laugh, and even Sam
smiled, but Jade wasn’t amused and started yelling at him as he
walked out. He had made it to the living room when John and Chris
walked in. Sam was behind him, and John could hear Jade and Jessica
cussing Jim a blue streak from farther back in the house.
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John looked at Jim and asked, “What did you do to piss off Jade?”
Jim shrugged, pulled out his Zippo, and lit his cigarette near the front
door and said, “She wanted to know what I thought of the crime scene,
and I told her the writing’s on the wall.” He walked out as Sam said,
“Follow me, gentlemen. We have a very, very strange case.”
John and Chris followed her into the bedroom, and it was a blood
bath. The writing on the wall was the same as the notes that the Kagel
Canyon Killer had been leaving for Jim and John at other scenes,
but this was the first time that there had been blood. John looked at
Jade and asked, “Where’s the body?” She and Jessica were standing
between the bathroom and the bedroom, and she said, “That’s the
million dollar question, John. There isn’t one.”
John looked confused, and Chris said, “With the amount of blood
in this room, there is no way the victim got up and walked away.” Jade
shrugged her shoulders and said, “You two are the FBI profilers. You
tell me where the body is then. Because you are right, Chris. With this
type of blood loss, there is no way anyone walked out of this. But there
are only two areas with blood … a small pool near the victim’s driver’s
side door and the mess here in the bedroom. No blood trails, no body,
and no signs of foul play outside of the writing on the wall and the
mattress that someone was very, very angry with and took a knife to.”
John called for his CSI team. Chris already had a pair of gloves
on and was filming the scene with his tablet and looking at the bloody
room. John asked Jade, “Can you cross this blood with the victim? I
mean, did she live here alone, married, kids? Any ideas on who might
have done this?” Jade looked at him with her hands on her hips and said,
“Isn’t that your job to figure out who the victim is? I had my lab run
a sample, and we accessed the homeowner’s medical records, and the
blood is a match for her blood type, but that doesn’t mean that it’s hers.”
John looked at Chris and asked, “So, what’s your take?”
Chris looked at the walls and the message written in blood and
said, “I don’t think this is the victim’s blood. I don’t think the victim is
dead. I think this is a red herring. The victim is still alive and probably
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buried or going to be buried somewhere nearby.” John nodded and
asked Jade to do her best with the crime scene. She said a few things,
and then she and Jessica went back to work.
Sam was standing outside the house with Jim, both were smoking
but neither was talking. John said, “What do you know about the
homeowner?” Sam pointed to Teresa who was sitting in the passenger
seat of Sam’s car and said, “That gal claims she is the victim’s friend.
She’s the one who called in the case.” John and Chris walked over to
Sam’s cruiser while she followed. John introduced himself and Chris and
listened as Teresa told them everything that she knew about Gabby and
the scene. When Teresa was done talking, he asked, “You said you were
to have an early dinner before work at Alton Labs. What time were you
two supposed to start work?” “Eleven thirty tonight. Um…” She asked
him what time it was, and he told her half past eight then asked, “Do you
know of anyone who would want to hurt Ms. Fisher?” Teresa shook her
head and said, “No, no … everyone loves her. I mean, yeah, she can be
a bit abrasive at times, but I can’t think of anyone who would hurt her.”
Sam stepped away from her car as the men interviewed Teresa. She
stepped off the curb and looked out at the intersection of homes that
were lit with a few people wandering around looking on at the crime
scene tape. Sam didn’t know it, but while she was looking around the
neighborhood, someone was looking at her.

Gabby called out into the darkness, but there was no response.
She was still nude on the bed where she had been raped. The black
cover had been removed from her head, but she could see nothing
but shadows around her. She was able to move her hands and feet
and get up off the bed. As she stepped onto the cold, concrete floor,
she winced in pain as the cold rose up through her feet into her legs.
She felt her way through the darkness and found a wall and began to
follow it, feeling her way around until she came to a door. She tried
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the handle, but it was locked, and she said out loud, “If there’s a door
then there must be a light.” She groped through the darkness until she
felt a flip switch and then pushed up on it and two small spotlights
came on across the room from where she was standing.
The lights beamed down onto an open casket, and she let out a scream
when she saw it. The room was empty but for the casket on a steel gurney
and the bed. She started banging on the door and screaming for help,
weeping and crying, “Help me … oh God, please, will somebody please
help me? LET ME OUT!” Her voice only echoed off the walls, but she
walked slowly in the casket’s direction. She was afraid and trembling
from the cold and the terror of what might be inside the gray steel box.
As she approached it hesitantly, she found that it was empty. There were
two lights inside the casket’s viewing panel. She looked around, but
there was no sound other than her own weeping, so she got back onto
the bed to get as much warmth as she could as she awaited her captor.

The parking lot at Alton Labs was well lit when John and Chris
arrived. They walked up to the main entrance and pressed the visitor
button near the front doors. A male voice came over a speaker and said,
“Security.” John said, “This Special Agent John Swenson with the FBI. I
need to speak to the person in charge.” “There is no HR staff or ownership
on duty. Come back tomorrow after seven a.m.” John pounded his fist
on the glass door and called into the speaker, “I don’t give a damn if HR
isn’t in. I am a federal officer. Now, you open these doors and let me and
my partner in immediately, or I will break the damn doors down and put
your rent-a-cop ass in jail for obstruction of justice.”
The doors buzzed, and they walked in and were greeted by two
heavily armed security guards. One of the guards asked for their ID,
and after checking them out, the man who had been on the speaker
apologized and said, “I’m sorry, Special Agent Swenson. There is no
staff here outside of lab staff.” “There’s a night manager, right?” Chris
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asked. The guard nodded, and John said, “Well, what are you waiting
for? Get the manager now.” John looked at Chris as the guard walked
away and said, “They are pretty heavily armed for a light duty security
detail like a damn laboratory, don’t you think?” Chris nodded and pulled
out his tablet and typed in a few commands. The two guards were off in
the distance speaking out of earshot, and Chris turned the tablet to John
and said, “I think you can see why the heavy handed security.”
John took the tablet and read the security clearance file on
Alton Laboratories and what the company did. He read the lists of
pharmaceutical giants that Alton worked for as clients including the
State of California. The mega-building that the two men were in
ran more than just a testing laboratory for medical centers, doctor’s
offices, and hospitals. Alton Laboratories ran multiple major drug
companies’ blinded experimental drug studies as well as other human
genetics experiments. He handed the tablet back to Chris and said,
“Well, we know that the people that work in this building have to be
very, very good at one thing.” Chris looked at him and said, “Keeping
secrets?” John nodded and said, “In many ways, they have more
secrets than we have in the FBI.” The men were silent, and a tall, thin
man appeared from an elevator at the far end of the building and was
greeted by the guards who pointed to John and Chris.
The white-coated man had an ID tag hanging from the front of his
lab coat and walked up to them slowly and deliberately. “I’m Doctor
Henry Chum, the Vice President of Laboratory Operations. How can
I help you, gentlemen?” Chum stood six two and a hundred and fifty
pounds. His face was gaunt, and his sunken features revealed more of
a skull than a face. His eyes were jet black in the darkened room, and
for a fraction of an instant as he reached out his long, right arm with
its bony fingers, he resembled Max Schreck, the vampire character
from the film, Nosferatu, the earliest known attempt at knocking off
Bram Stoker’s Dracula, John would tell Chris later.
John shook his hand as did Chris, and Henry asked, “What is it that
brings the FBI to our facility at this time of the night?” John said, “Is
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there a place where we can speak privately?” Henry nodded and pointed
to a door near the lobby entrance. The three men walked over to a small
conference room and sat down. Henry said, “Okay … so we have privacy.
What can I do for you?” John asked, “Do you have an employee here
by the name of Gabby Fisher?” Henry didn’t flinch when he answered,
“Yes. Gabby Fisher works for our company. Why do you ask? Is she in
trouble?” John said, “She might be. We have just come from her home,
which is currently a crime scene.” Henry sat up and asked, “Crime scene?
What type of crime scene?” John said, “It appears that Ms. Fisher has
been injured, and based on the amount of blood found at the scene, we
fear she has been the victim of a violent homicide.”
Chum was quiet for a moment and then said, “I just saw her this
morning. We were shorthanded, and she pulled a double shift here at
the lab. She was tired when I ran into her in the parking lot, and we
had coffee and some breakfast before she went home.” John sat back
and asked, “So you saw Ms. Fisher today?” Henry nodded, and John
asked, “Did you see her with anyone else?” Henry got a thoughtful
look on his face and said, “I saw her talking to Dr. Ralph Follsom
before she left the office this morning as well as Dr. Nathan Long,
the CEO of Alton, here in the hallway before we had breakfast.” John
asked, “Given that we believe we may have a homicide situation with
your employee, would it be possible to make contact with Mr. Follsom
and Mr. Long, so we can speak to them?” Henry pulled out his cell
phone and dialed a number and after a few seconds hung up and said,
“Doctor Long is on his way into the lab. Dr. Follsom is onsite. I will
have him paged.” John thanked Henry and asked, “When you were
with Ms. Fisher today, where did you have breakfast?”
“There’s a Denny’s two doors up from the lab. We went there to
have a bite and then went our separate ways.” “Did Ms. Fisher seem
distracted or upset when you had breakfast with her?” “Not at all,
Agent Swenson. She was her usual bubbly self. A little tired but her
usual self.” Chris asked, “Are you and Ms. Fisher in a relationship,
Mr. Chum?” Chum got an angry look on his face and said, “I don’t
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see how that is your business.” Chris said, “At the moment, it is very
much our business, so if you would answer the question, please.”
Chum looked down at the floor and said, “We are just friends and
colleagues, nothing more.” “Do you know if she is in a relationship with
anyone?” Chum told them he didn’t know her private life and that they were
coworkers and that was it. There was a light knock on the conference room
door, and Ralph Follsom was standing in the doorway. Chum told him to
come in and told him they were FBI agents, asking about Gabby. Ralph’s
face dropped, and John asked, “Dr. Chum tells us you were speaking to
Ms. Fisher this morning.” Ralph’s hands were shaking, and Chum had him
sit down, and Ralph said, “Um, yes, yes. I was speaking to Ms. Fisher this
morning before she left the building. What is this all about?”
John had pulled out his tablet, as had Chris, and was typing information
into it. He said, “Ms. Fisher may have been the victim of a violent crime,
Dr. Follsom.” Ralph’s face was sheet white, and he said, “Gabby? A
victim? Violent? I don’t understand.” Chris was typing and said, “Ms.
Fisher’s home is currently being treated as a possible homicide scene, Dr.
Follsom. I can’t tell you much more than that. Are you and Ms. Fisher
in a relationship?” Chum let out a laugh that drew both John and Chris’s
attention. “What’s so funny, Dr. Chum?” He stopped laughing and said,
“Dr. Follsom is a rather shy and reserved man. He has no relationship
with Ms. Fisher.” John said, “I would like to hear that from him.”
Ralph looked at them and said, “What Dr. Chum says is true. There
is no personal relationship with Ms. Fisher. We are just friends. What
has happened?” John asked, “What was the topic of your conversation
with Ms. Fisher when you spoke to her?” Ralph shrugged and said,
“Nothing really, just some chit chat before she left the building. I
watched her walk out the front entrance and haven’t spoken to her
since.” John thanked and dismissed him.
As John was typing, Chris started to address Chum, but before he
could get a word out, Chum stood up and said, “You have no right to record
this conversation. I have done nothing wrong. What do you think you are
doing?” John looked up at the man and said, “We are not recording our
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conversation, Mr. Chum. Agent Mantel and I are making notes.” “Well, I
forbid it!” Chris looked at John who was looking up at Chum. John said,
“Well, if you want to get formal, I can make it formal, Dr. Chum, and then
I can record this conversation, and we can get into a lot of detail about
your relationship with Ms. Fisher. If you would like, I can read you your
rights.” Chris watched Chum’s every move as he settled down and sat
back just as the door opened, and Dr. Long walked in.
Dr. Nathan Long was five six with a medium build. His balding
head was well kept, and his remaining black hair on the sides of his
head was salt and pepper. Long was dressed in a muscle shirt and a
pair of workout shorts, and he walked into the conference room and
asked, “What’s going on … what’s happened to Gabby?” John and
Chris brought Long up to speed and questioned him. After about a half
hour of questions, John and Chris had Gabby Fisher’s employment
file and the full cooperation of Alton Laboratories. John thanked the
two men then walked out of the building to his truck.
While he stood next to the driver’s side door, he asked Chris, “Is
it me, or does there seem to be more to those men in there than meets
the eye?” Chris opened the door and said, “It ain’t you, man. That
Chum guy is a freak … and Dr. Long … well, he was in very casual
clothing like he had just come from a workout.” John got in the truck
and said, “Yeah … something more is going on here. A lot more, and
we don’t have much time to figure it out.” Chris looked at him and
asked, “You think that Fisher is still alive?” John nodded and said
while pulling out of the parking lot, “Yeah, I do, and we might have
bought her a little more time, but we better figure this thing out fast,
or she will become another body in a seemingly endless body count.”
Chris nodded and asked, “So, how are we going to do it?” John turned
onto the 5 Freeway South and said, “We are going back to the crime
scene and see what, if anything, Jade has that’s new.”
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Chapter Five
“How would that
include me or you?”

K

aren arrived for an early dinner at Sara’s house. She had been
staying in their guest room since Chris proposed. She’d just come
off shift, and Sara sat down at the table and asked as she poured
herself a glass of wine, “So, there is no wedding date for you and Chris?”
Karen took a sip of water and said, “No … neither of us have had more
than five minutes together to even talk about it. Chris was so sweet.”
She reached her hand across the table to show Sara the engagement ring
that Chris had given her. Sara smiled and said, “I can tell you one thing,
Karen, that’s a hell of a ring on a federal cop’s salary.” Karen nodded
and said, “That’s what I thought. Did you guys loan him any money?”
Sara shook her head, putting her fork into her mouth. Karen looked at
the two-carat diamond on her finger and said, “Jesus! I hope he didn’t
blow his life savings on this thing. I really don’t need it.”
Sara was still chewing her food and said, “He’s young. He can get
back the savings. You … you are one of a kind.” Karen blushed while
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twirling her fork in her pasta and saying, “Well, that might be, and it is
beautiful, but Chris and I aren’t like you and Jim and Jade. We don’t have
money. We have to think about our future and that means saving money.”
Sara shook her head, taking another sip of her wine and said, “Don’t say
a word to him, just let it be. When you’re married, you can talk budgets
and the like, but right now he is wooing you and doting on you. Enjoy it.
He won’t go crazy.” Karen smiled then asked, “So, what’s the deal with
these people being buried alive? Has John talked to you about it?”
She shook her head and said, “This is another rule that you will
need to learn if you’re going to be married to a cop … they can’t and
won’t typically talk about a case they are working on.” Karen was
finishing a bite of her meal and asked, “Why the hell not? We are their
spouses, their support system. How are we supposed to help them if
we don’t know what’s going on?” Sara let out a laugh and said, “Oh
sweetheart, you have so much to learn. If they tell us about the details
of a case, we can be called as witnesses, especially if some asshole
defense lawyer wants to show bias or discrimination.”
Karen shook her head and said, “How would that include me or
you?” Sara swallowed and took a sip of her wine and said, “The Brady
Decision. It’s a law that goes back to the early sixties. John explained it to
me a few times. In essence, the law requires total transparency between
the police and a defendant. If officers have information on the criminal
relevant to his or her guilt or innocence, they have to turn it over, and that
would mean telling the other side if they talked to their spouse, friends,
kids, or anyone about a case or defendant. John says that it is the ‘no lies’
rule, but he can never say the nationally adopted policy state and federal
rule with a straight face.” Karen started laughing hysterically as she sat at
the table, and Sara laughed, too, and said, “It wasn’t that funny!” Karen
nodded, laughing, “Oh, hell yes, it is because everyone lies. Truth is the
hardest thing in the world to get to. Believe me, that’s what I do for a
living, getting people to tell and deal with the truth. There’s no way to
keep such a policy.” Sara laughed and said, “Well, it might be mythical,
but it’s the rule in this house, and it will be in yours.”
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She stopped laughing and looked at Sara with a serious look
and asked, “And the things that the Eagle does and you know about
and your involvement? How does that law and rule work in those
situations?” Sara was straight-faced as she stared at Karen taking a
large gulp of her wine and said, “Those cases never see the light of
day. The rule doesn’t apply!” Sara sat staring at Karen with a serious
and dangerous look on her face as the wine glass dangled in her hand.
Karen took a bite of her food and nodded then changed the subject.

John and Chris pulled up to the Fisher home, and most of the teams
were gone. Only Sam and Jade stood in the front yard, both smoking
cigarettes and chatting when the men arrived. There was crime scene
tape across the closed door of the home. John asked, “Where is the
friend, Teresa?” Jade said, “Jim took her with him back to the station.
Why?” John shrugged his huge shoulders and asked, “So, what’s the
verdict? Did you find a body?” Jade laughed, and Sam said, “Oh yeah,
John. We found a hell of a lot of them. The problem was they were all
walking and talking shit in that house. Did we find a dead body? No,
sir. We didn’t find anything but a shitload of blood.” He and Chris
walked into the house, and John called for the women to follow him.
They went back into the bedroom, and John started working the
blood staining and analyzing the scene and said, “The blood was
splashed from a container. The victim wasn’t killed here.” Jade was
looking at John and said, “Okay … tell me something that I haven’t
already figured out, John. You have been gone with Chris over there
for more than an hour. You’re right. This is not blood spatter from
arterial spray. There are no victim hand or foot prints. The blood was
planted here. The victim was killed somewhere else, and her blood
drained and dropped here.” John was looking at the writing on the
wall in blood and asked without looking at her, “So, you have a DNA
match to the victim and this blood?”
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Jade got quiet and said, “No. We did run a quick DNA field sample,
but it was not a match … however … that doesn’t mean shit, and you
know it. I won’t know until I do a full analysis of the samples at my
lab.” John was taking photos with his tablet and said, “You haven’t
already had your lab do a work up?” Jade pulled the phone from her
coveralls and called her office and asked for the lab.
“Scott, it’s Jade. Do you have the results on the blood at the Fisher
scene?” There was a moment of silence then Jade said thanks and hung
up. She let out a deep sigh and said, “The blood in this house is not from
Ms. Fisher. There is not a DNA match.” John said to Chris, “Ms. Fisher
is indeed, as I suspected, still alive. This is a setup for me and Jim. A
distraction while the killer looks for something or someone else.” The two
of them walked out of the house, and he told Chris to take his car back
to the office, and he would be right behind him. Chris left the scene, and
John looked at Jade and said, “You’re getting sloppy, Jade. This victim
might very well be alive, and if it had not been for me pressing you, I
might not know that for a day or more. If you’re bored with your work,
then get out of it. Don’t you ever fuck up a crime scene like this again.”
He walked off as Jade yelled, “Jesus Christ, John. You’re starting
to sound like fuckin’ Jim. I did my job, and I am still doing it, so fuck
you and your partner.” John never looked back, and Jade stormed off
to her car and headed back to the office. Sam was left alone, sealing
off the scene while everyone drove away.

Nathan Long sat alone in the conference room with Chum after
John and Chris had left. “Well, this is quite a mess.” Chum didn’t
respond right away. He looked at Nathan and asked, “Where the hell
were you? You’re dressed like you were working out?” Long got up
and said, “I was doing some sightseeing before I did my workout.
I need to go. I have business to attend to. You make sure to follow
up on the Fisher issue. I’ll call you later. I need to get back to what
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I was doing.” Chum didn’t say anything. He just looked on at Long
knowingly. He walked to the exit of the building with Long and
watched him run down to his car and then drive quickly out of sight.

Sam had locked the house and walked back to Gabby Fisher’s car
to make sure the scene was secure. She leaned down to pick up a small
bit of paper when she heard a car door close on the street behind her.
She turned around, but there was no car and no person. She walked
to the back of the house and checked the back door and then turned
around in the darkness to see a man standing right in front of her.
“You’re Deputy Samantha Pritchard?” The voice was not familiar, and
Sam could not see his face. He was so close to her. She could not reach
for her weapon but said, “Sir, please step back.” The man’s voice was
calm, and he said, “Of course, Deputy. I’m sorry.” He took a step back
but not far enough so that Sam could draw her weapon.
She said, “Look, asshole, I asked you to step back. Don’t make me
have to use force.” The man laughed lightly and said, “Force? Why on
earth would you want to use force on me? I asked a simple question. Are
you Deputy Samantha Pritchard who is running for LA County Sheriff
or not?” Sam was breathing heavy and said, “Yeah, yeah. I’m running
for Sheriff. How can I help you?” The man reached out his hand and
grabbed Sam by her throat with his right hand and placed a cloth over
her face with the other. She was starting to go out as she tried to take
small breaths. The man held her tight in his grip and said, “Oh, you can
help me in so many ways, Deputy. In so, so many ways.”
Sam went out, and the man allowed her lifeless body to slide
slowly down the door frame. The car he was driving was right near
the corner. The street light was out, and the whole side of the house
was bathed in blackness. He picked Sam up and placed her in the
trunk of his car, then walked over to her cruiser and with a gloved
hand took the handset and said, “Um … excuse me, but I’m not sure
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what the police language is for it, but you have an officer down.” The
dispatcher came over the radio and said, “Say again!”
“I’m sorry. Did I not pronounce it correctly? You have a fuckin’
deputy sheriff down.” The man threw down the handset, got in his car,
and drove off. It was only a matter of seconds and deputies swarmed
the area along with LAPD, but all they found was the empty cruiser.
Sam Pritchard was gone.

Karen was in her guest room, reading a medical journal, when her
cell phone rang. It was just after midnight. When she answered, the calm
voice of Ralph Follsom was on the other end of the line. “Dr. Faber,
I’m sorry to bother you at this hour, but I’m having a bit of a crisis.”
Karen put down the magazine and stepped out onto her balcony near the
swimming pool and said, “What’s the crisis, Ralph? What’s going on?”
“I’m having a panic attack, Doctor Faber. I have to go to work,
and I’m having a panic attack.” “What’s the crisis, Ralph?” There was
a moment of hesitation, and Ralph said, “Oh … it’s okay now, Doctor
Faber. I’m feeling better now. Just hearing your voice made it better.
I will see you next session.”
The line went dead, and Karen looked at the phone and then out
to the beach beyond the pool and said, “Why did I get into treating
these nut jobs?” She undressed and dove into the water, giving the
call no more thought.

It was half past eight a.m., and the conference room at Alton Labs
was full of special invited guests. Some of them were milling around
over morning coffee and pastries as they waited for Nathan Long to
start the meeting. Henry Chum and Ralph Follsom were chatting with
some of the attendees when Nathan walked up to a small podium
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and asked that everyone be seated. The chatter in the room began
to cease, and he said, “Good morning, and thank you all for coming
to this month’s laboratory conference. I know that most of you
know each other, but for those who do not know my senior staff,
I would like to introduce Dr. Ralph Follsom, head of research and
development in our biopharmaceuticals research lab, and his boss,
and my business partner, Doctor Henry Chum, the vice president of
laboratory operations and the lead investigator for several clinical
trials that our laboratory has been hired to oversee.” There was a soft
round of applause from the seated executives and guests. Nathan
continued as Ralph and Henry sat down.
“As many of you know, we have been working in clinical trials
with several new very, very, promising medications for the treatment of
depression as well as anxiety disorders. Well, we are here to announce that
the phase one trial of Daffodine and Alpinopin have been approved by the
Food and Drug Administration to advance to phase two clinical trials.”
The news brought the group of men and women in the room to their
feet with a thunder of applause. Nathan stood smiling at the room full of
executives as Ralph and Henry looked on, applauding softly.
“Our laboratory,” Nathan continued, “in conjunction with the
universities that have been conducting the phase one trials, will begin
enrolling patients into the phase two trial starting tomorrow, and this
trial will have nearly three thousand people in it. The safety and efficacy
of these two drugs will now be tested in a large model. The trial is
scheduled to go for two years, and we here at Alton Labs feel confident,
as should our shareholders, that these trials will be the second step in
FDA approval of the first new behavior modifying therapies for those
with mental illnesses that will open a whole new class of drugs that
have the effectiveness of their predecessors without the complications.”
There was another round of applause, and then the room fell silent.
Nathan was about to step away from the small podium when one of
the invited guests, Stanton Zansky, asked, “What of the phase one trial
of Deteravent? What has happened to this antipsychotic medication that
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your laboratory has been touting for over two years and is what got all
of the investors involved? Where is it in the FDA pipeline?”
Nathan returned to the microphone and said, “Stanton, thank you,
as always, for your eye for detail. Deteravent, as you know, had some
problems, and we have had to go back to the laboratory and mouse
experiments. The drug shows great promise, and we hope to have
it back in a phase one human trial as soon as we can gather more
information for the FDA. We want a safe drug, Mr. Zansky, before we
start using it in humans again.”
Zansky jumped on Nathan’s words, “I am most certain that you
do want a safe drug. The torture that those first human beings went
through as a result of the medication in the phase one study stopped
last year was devastating. I have to admit that I and my partners came
very close to pulling our funding of your company after the botched
experiment.” Nathan had a less than happy look on his face.
“Well, Mr. Zansky, as our biggest investor, we are most thankful
that you have hung in there with us through that terrible time and will
hopefully reap the rewards in the next year or so.” Zansky was standing,
and everyone in the room knew that he and Zansky Investment Partners
were the difference between these trials continuing as well as others,
and that even the future of Alton Laboratories hung in the balance
of the billion dollar investment group headed up by the billionaire
venture capitalist. They also knew of the fights between him, Nathan,
and his team over the botched drug that ended in disappointment for
Zansky and ultimately caused the untimely death of his son, who was
on death row and used as a human research subject to see if the drug
could suppress the human desire to murder.
Able’s story made the front page of every newspaper in the country
but for all the wrong reasons. Zansky said, “While I am pleased with your
news today, I am not convinced that my investment in your laboratory and
drugs is advised. Your methods have been more than questionable, Mr.
Long. I will be calling a meeting of my board of directors to go over this
new information and to vote on continued funding by the end of the week.”
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Stanton took his coat from the back of his chair and walked out of
the boardroom, leaving all in attendance in stunned silence.

Sam woke up in a well-lit, warm, windowless room. She was
still in her uniform, less her weapons and other gear. She was a little
dazed and looked around the room, which was, much to her surprise,
a bedroom. The walls and carpet were white. She moved to the edge
of the bed to stand and fell backward.
“It would be advisable that you rest, Deputy Pritchard. The side
effects of the medication I used to subdue you take a little while
to wear off, and you have only been under the influence for a few
hours.” Sam looked around the room and saw that there were three
small cameras in the corners. She called out and asked, “Who the
fuck are you, and where am I?”
“Those are both great questions, Ms. Pritchard. As to who I am,
I can’t reveal that to you just yet. As to where you are, you are in my
home. You are in one of my guest rooms in my home. I plan to make
your stay as comfortable as possible. Is there anything I can bring you?”
“You can open the goddamn door and let me out of here. You have
kidnapped a Sheriff’s Deputy, pal. Do you have any idea the trouble that
you are in?” There was a pause, and the male voice responded, “Yes
… well, I am sorry about that, but believe me when I tell you that my
abduction of you is for your own protection.” Sam yelled at a camera in
a corner of the room, “My protection? My protection? Who the fuck do
you think you are? My protection, my ass. You have committed multiple
felonies and are going to fry for this. Now release me!”
“I’m afraid that’s not possible right now. I hope to hold you for only
a few days, but again, I assure you it is for your own protection. Now,
I have to get back to work. Is there anything, outside of your freedom,
that I can have brought to you? Are you hungry? If you’re thirsty, there’s
a wet bar on the other side of the room that is stocked with beverages,
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and there is a bathroom to your right. The door is open.” Sam yelled out
more profanity, but there was no response from her captor.
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Chapter Six
Chris was about to be struck by
a fast moving Jim O’Brian train.

G

abby Fisher was huddled against a corner of the bed and staring
at the casket on the other side of the room. She had called out for
nearly an hour with no response and was sleepy and cold. As she
felt herself slipping off, she heard the sound of a door unlocking. She
shook her head hard and looked into the darkness. The door allowed
a small amount of red light into the room, and when she saw it, her
face contorted as the door opened wide, and she cried out, “No … oh
God no. Not here. You haven’t brought me here?”
A tall, slender figure approached her, and she recognized him
right away. “Doctor Chum? What the hell is going on? Why am I in
one of the experimental lab rooms?” Henry walked into the half-lit
room and pointed at the casket and said, “We need more data, Gabby.
We need more information on the new formulation of Deteravent.”
Gabby pushed herself hard against the wall and asked, “It was you.
You were the one who raped and fucked me up the ass?” “You know
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me better than that, Gabby. Hardly. I’m sorry about that. One of the
animals in this study got free and attacked you. He is being put down
as I speak to you. I’m truly sorry about the attack.” She looked through
the darkness at Henry and asked, “So, it was another trial subject on the
Deteravent protocol who raped and beat me?” She saw him nod in the
dim light and continued, “I don’t understand, Henry. I’m not a violent
person. The drug isn’t going to work on me. Why am I here?”
“We are trying a new protocol using the drug as a relaxant for anxiety
and stress, and you are a perfect candidate.” Gabby looked at the casket
and then at him and asked, “It’s you who has been burying people alive?”
“It’s part of the protocol, but don’t worry. You’re not going to be
in the control group. We are going to use the new mixture on you.
It’s good stuff. You just inhale it in a mixture of oxygen, and it works
wonders. I need a few more tests with the drug before I can unveil it to
the public and start it back in human subjects research again.”
Gabby started crying and said, “Henry, you can’t do this to me. Do
Ralph and Nathan know what you’re doing? Do they know that you’re
the Kagel Canyon Killer?” He walked over near the casket and said,
“They know, and I’m not the Kagel Canyon Killer. Come now, Gabby.
You need to get in.” He pointed a long, thin finger at the casket, and
Gabby began to scream as the room entrance closed.

Chris had left the house early and was sitting in his office working
on his computer when John walked in. He looked at the time, and
it was eight forty-five. “You’re running late.” John sat down and
replied, “No. I have been up all night running all the background
information I could on Alton Labs and Henry Chum.” Chris put his
hands on his desk and said, “Hmm … great minds think alike. I’ve
been doing the same thing. What have you found?” John let out a
light laugh and said, “Oh no, you’re still the rookie, Chris. What
have you learned?”
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He plugged a flash drive into his computer and with a few clicks
of the keyboard pulled the drive and handed it to John and said, “Look
for yourself. The file name is Alton.” John plugged it into his tablet and
opened it. He made a few tweaks and said, “Pull out your tablet, and I
will send you my file, then do an overlay of my research to yours, and
I’ll do the same with yours.” The two men allowed technology to do the
work, and as they read over the information Chris’s face dropped.
“Alton doesn’t just do routine lab work for doctors!” John smiled
and said, “Go on!” “They are in the human research game. They are
running several experimental protocols and have been for years.”
John asked Chris, “And do you see any type of trend or pattern to
the type of research they do?” It took him a few seconds but then
his eyes went wide, and he said, “Jesus Christ … they are dealing in
mood and behavior modifying treatments.”
John nodded and said, “Yeah. This company has been around for
only five years, and in that time they have gotten three medications
for the treatment of anxiety and depression FDA approved. However,
they don’t own the patents on the drugs. They just did the research
from the pharmacological side of things. They did all of the animal
testing and then passed the research on to the facilities when the
drugs were to be used on human subjects.”
Chris looked at the reports and the financials on the publicly traded
company and said, “I don’t get it. Alton did an IPO two years ago that
raised only five million dollars. It’s a pink sheet stock that you can get
OTC. They’re a nobody in this area.” John shook his head and said, “You
need to look beyond the numbers. Look at the people behind the company.
Look at the filing that they made with the SEC when they filed for their
IPO as well as their reporting since … where is their money coming
from?” Chris read over his screen and said, “Zansky Investments?” John
nodded, and Chris asked, “Don’t you know Stanton Zansky?”
John nodded and said, “Yeah. I met him about six months ago. He
was trying in vain to get his son a reprieve on a death conviction. His
son was found guilty of a triple homicide long before I was a cop and
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had been on death row for many, many years. Stanton and his son were
fighting for a new trial. Able claimed he was innocent, but after all of the
appeals had been heard he was put to death by lethal injection last year.”
Chris said, “Zansky got involved with Alton about a year earlier.
Why would he care about Alton’s work?” John looked at his tablet and
pulled the story in the Times on both the fight to save Able’s life and
his death by lethal injection. “I don’t know. It isn’t the type of thing
that Zansky invests in. His venture capital company usually sticks to
the safe games: insurance, major corporations, and his venture capital
group is mostly tech.” Chris read some more and asked if John had read
the article in the Daily News about Zansky and Long’s falling out.
John read the article on his screen and said, “We need to go and
see Mr. Zansky.” Chris looked at him and asked, “Given his son’s
death, how likely is he to want to see or talk to you?” John stood up
and said, “I had nothing to do with Able’s death. I was called in to
look at the evidence for the appellate court.”
“And what were your thoughts on Able Zansky’s guilt or innocence?”
Chris asked. John put his tablet in his lap and looked up at the ceiling and
then down to the floor and said, “In all honesty, Chris, we were in the
middle of the gangland situation when this thing came down. I remember
giving the evidence a quick look and then recused myself as I felt I was
unable to give the situation my full attention.” Chris said, “Well then, I
guess we go see Mr. Zansky and find out what he has to say.”
John and Chris stood up when one of their agents walked over to
the door and asked, “Have you two seen the news? Are your phones
on?” Both men looked baffled and realized their phones were off. John
looked at the agent in the doorway, but he didn’t need to see the news to
know that something horrible had happened.

The sheriff’s tactical units as well as SWAT teams had been mobilized
after arriving officers found no sign of Samantha Pritchard. Jim had been
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pacing the scene all night near her cruiser and had left John and Chris
multiple messages. He was looking at Gabby Fisher’s house, the crime
scene tape, and then Sam’s car. As he took a cigarette out of his top left
pocket, he heard the familiar sound of John’s Chevy Silverado coming
down the street. He pulled out his Zippo, lit the cigarette, took two quick
hits off it, then turned to see John and Chris walking in his direction.
In a calm voice, he asked, “Did you two have your phones off?”
They both nodded, and Jim asked, “May I ask why?” John said, “I’m
sorry, Jim. Chris and I pulled an all-nighter on some leads we may have
in the Kagel Canyon Killer case.” Jim was shaking, trying to hold back
the anger. He put the cigarette in his mouth and took a deep hit off it and
said, “The future Sheriff of Los Angeles County has been abducted.”
Chris asked in an off the cuff way, “How the hell can you say that she
was abducted, Jim? She might have cracked under the pressure of the
race and walked off.” John hung his head and slowly shook it, knowing
that Chris was about to be struck by a fast moving Jim O’Brian train.
Jim pulled his shoulders back and said, “You smart ass little punk,
tight ass piece of shit, no good mother fucker. See that sheriff’s cruiser
parked at the curb in front of this crime scene?” Chris didn’t get a
chance to respond as Jim continued, “That’s fuckin’ Deputy Samantha
Pritchard’s unit. Do you know how I know that she’s been abducted, you
dumb ass son of a bitch?” Chris stood very still, and Jim said, “I know
because we have police recordings from dispatch of a male voice over
her radio calling in an officer mother fuckin’ down … we have some
fuckin’ psycho who called in an officer down. A real smart ass who
called it in on Sam’s goddamn radio, you worthless piece of dog shit.”
Jim looked at John and asked, “Really … really John? This fuckin’
guy is the best and brightest of today’s FBI? Jesus. I weep for the future
of this city, this country, the goddamn world.” John said, “I’m sorry, Jim.
I know how close you are to Sam. Can you get me the wave files of the
distress call from dispatch, so I can run them through the FBI’s voice
recognition software and see if we can pick anything up on the perp?” Jim
handed John his tablet and said, “Beam the file to your tablet. You should
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be able to run the voice through your fuckin’ software right fuckin’ here.”
John made the transfer and then plugged the wave file into the federal
database, and the three men stood listening to the call to dispatch.
John looked at Chris and asked, “Does that voice sound familiar
to you?” Chris shook his head as the wave file ran over and over with
no hits in the federal database. Jim looked at John and asked, “Why
the fuck are you asking this dumbass if the voice sounds familiar?”
He looked at Jim and said, “We had a most unusual meeting last night
in regards to this crime scene at the victim’s work. We talked to a few
people, and I wondered if the voice jogged Chris’s memory.”
Jim looked on and asked, “Well, Special Fuckin’ Agent Christopher
Mantel? Does the goddamned voice sound familiar to you?” Chris
slowly shook his head. John looked at the time stamp on the wave
files and both came in just after midnight, long after he and Chris
had left Alton. Jim asked, “What have you two brain wonders been
working on that you think is related to the Kagel case?”
John brought him up to speed on everything they knew. Jim looked
at him and asked, “Fuckin’ Stanton Zansky is somehow involved with
this company?” John nodded, and Chris looked perplexed as Jim asked,
“Zansky has his hands in this situation?” John and Chris nodded, and
Chris asked, “Do you know him?” Jim asked John, “Has the kid read the
jacket on Able Zansky?” John shook his head and said, “We were on our
way to Stanton’s office to talk to him when we found out about Sam.”
Jim said, “So you think that this Alton company and Zansky are dirty?”
John shrugged and said, “I have no idea at this point, but there are too
many things that point in that direction not to turn that stone over.”

It was half past eleven a.m., and Karen was sitting in her office at the
hospital making notes. Her office phone rang, and she heard the voice of
Ralph Follsom on the other end of the line. “Ralph, are you okay? Your
call last night was quiet disturbing.” “I’m sorry about that. I am under a
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bit of stress, Doctor Faber. Things at work have been very stressful. We
are working on so many different projects. It has been overwhelming.
On top of that, our company’s largest financier is threatening to pull its
support, which could collapse Alton Laboratories.”
Karen asked, “Do you need more anxiety medication, Ralph? It’s
been a while since I gave you a refill.” “No, no, Doctor. I’m fine. I
have plenty of extra if I need it. I try not to use the medications. I
try to talk things out with you and resolve issues without it.” Karen
asked, “Why are you calling me this morning?” There were a few
moments of silence, and Karen could hear Ralph taking a few deep
breaths. “I need to talk to you, Doctor Faber, about some things that
have been going on, but I have to know that our conversations will
be kept in the strictest of confidence.” Karen said, “Ralph, you know
that everything that you tell me stays between you and me. Nothing
leaves my office, and I can’t discuss your counseling with anyone.
What do you want to talk about?”
“Not on the phone, Doctor Faber … it’s not safe. Can I come to your
office later this afternoon for a session?” Karen pulled up her calendar
on her computer and said, “Ralph, I have a really, really tight schedule
today. I have my time split between the hospital and my psychiatry
practice. I really have no openings today.” Ralph sounded more desperate
and asked, “Is there any way we could meet this evening? I have a full
day at the lab like you do at the hospital. I really need to get something
off my chest, and you’re the only person I can trust.” Karen said, “Um
… okay, Ralph. Six p.m. at my office. I will give you one hour and that’s
really pressing me.” Ralph thanked her and said he really appreciated
her accommodating him and would see her later that evening.
Karen hung up and was no sooner paged to the ER. She made her
way to the elevator and down into exam room one where Sara was
treating a patient. The two worked on the elderly man for about twenty
minutes, and Sara told the staff that the patient needed to be admitted.
He had pneumonia. She signed a few pieces of paper and then looked at
Karen and asked, “What took you so long? I paged you a half hour ago.”
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“I had a patient with a crisis who needs a late afternoon
appointment, so I’m going to be stuck here until seven.” Sara nodded
and said, “No problem. If you can work here in the ER with me until
three when you have your next patient, I will hang around, and we
can grab a bite to eat when you’re done with your session.” Karen
smiled and nodded and said that would be great. “I don’t know why,”
she said, “but I would feel better knowing that you’re here tonight.”
Sara looked at her with concern and asked, “What’s wrong, Karen?”
She shrugged and said, “Just a feeling … you know I can’t tell you
about my patients.” Sara nodded and said, “Well, I will be around
and will be up at your office at seven so relax and deal with your
patient.” The two walked on to separate ER exam rooms and patients.
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Chapter Seven
“Jim, you really don’t
think that my company had
anything to do with any of that?”

J

im had grabbed a ride to Stanton Zansky’s office with John and
Chris. They didn’t make an appointment, and it was a quarter past
one. Jim asked, “What if the fucker isn’t there?” “One issue at a
time, Jim. Let’s stop in and see if we can catch him before lunch,”
John said in a soothing tone. Jim looked back at Chris sitting quietly
in the back of the truck and said, “I’m sorry for jumping down your
throat back at the Fisher house, kid. The fact that someone got to one
of my deputies really rattled the whole department.” Chris nodded
and said, “I understand, Jim. Don’t worry about it.”
John pulled the Silverado into the Zansky Tower parking lot at 18321
Ventura Boulevard. The building was ten stories tall and built by Stanton
Zansky in the early nineteen seventies. His investment company occupied
all the floors with Stanton having the entire tenth floor as his personal
office. He’d also built a luxury condominium complex right next door
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to the office building for all of his high-level executives. His top earners
shared a luxurious complex with every amenity they could desire within
walking distance of the Tarzana, Encino, and Sherman Oaks nightlife.
The three men walked into the building and up to the reception
desk. John flashed his badge and asked for Stanton. The operator made
a call, and in a matter of seconds, the three men were whisked off to
the tenth floor. When the elevator doors opened, Stanton Zansky was
standing at the entrance waiting for them.
“Gentlemen, please come in. To what do I owe this visit?” The
three men followed him to a large conference room as John replied,
“We are here to speak with you about recent developments with Alton
Laboratories.” Stanton sat down and invited the others to do the same
and said, “Let me guess. Nathan Long is trying to start trouble for me?”
John shook his head, and Jim said, “No, Stan. These two are here from
the FBI to talk to you about your work with Alton and Nathan. I’m here
because one of my deputies and a candidate for Sheriff of LA County
was abducted this morning at a crime scene.”
Stanton sat back and asked, “Jim, you really don’t think that my
company had anything to do with any of that?” John and Chris looked
at Jim and the casual way he was talking to Stanton. John asked, “Um
… Jim … do you know each other outside of these issues we discussed
earlier?” Stanton replied, “Oh, Sheriff O’Brian and I go back a lot of
years, don’t we Jim?” Jim nodded, taking a cigarette out of his top
left pocket and putting it into his mouth. Stanton asked him, “Have
you told them about our sorted love hate relationship?” Jim shook
his head and said, “No, Stan. If you want to rehash that, do it another
time. Your boy is dead. He was found guilty by a jury of his peers
and all appeals failed. There’s nothing to talk about on that subject.
What we’re interested in is your investment in Alton Labs and the
disagreement that you had with Nathan Long, the founder.”
Stanton sat back in his chair and said, “The disagreement between
my company and Mr. Long is nothing but investment business. I still
don’t understand why I’m being visited by the FBI and the Sheriff’s
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Department.” John spoke and said, “I was doing some research into
your son’s case.” Zansky cut him off and said, “Why the hell would
you be looking into my son’s case? You were supposed to help, Agent
Swenson. You were brought in to consult on the case before my son was
put to death, and you recused yourself, leaving my son and our family in
a lurch that resulted in my son being murdered by the state.”
John didn’t answer the latter question but stayed on point, “What
is the falling out about between your company and Alton?” Stanton
asked John, “Doesn’t it bother you even remotely that I told you my
son was murdered by the state? My son was innocent. He did not
commit the crimes he died for. He was framed.” Jim said, “Yeah,
yeah. We have heard this story for years, Stan. You forget I was there
when your son was arrested. I worked the crime scene, and you know
the evidence against Able was overwhelming.”
Stanton said, “Doesn’t that give you pause, Sheriff? That the
evidence was overwhelming? That my son was asleep in a back
bedroom in that house when those murders were committed? The
evidence was all neatly packaged for you and your people, so that they
could wrap up a high profile case. The damn case was handed to you
with a bow on it, and you never once looked at any of the information
that I and my private investigators provided you. And, if you recall, one
of those investigators was your late friend Barry Mullin, whom you
once told me you trusted with your life. Barry looked over the evidence
and investigated the case and was convinced that Able was innocent.
But Barry didn’t live long enough to testify at the first appeals hearing
because he was murdered by the Iron Eagle. Remember that, Jim?”
Jim nodded as John looked on coldly. Stanton caught John’s icy stare
and said, “You didn’t know about Barry Mullin, did you Agent Swenson?
You didn’t know that he had evidence that proved my son was innocent
of the crimes he was accused of. No … of course not. You were working
a beat in West LA in those days.” John looked at Stanton and asked,
“How do you know so much about me?” Stanton laughed. “I get to know
everything about the people who screw me and my family over, Agent
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Swenson. Your lovely wife, Dr. Sara Swenson, her windfall inheritance
from Walter Cruthers after his unfortunate run in with the Iron Eagle. All
you had to do was look at the evidence, and my son might still be alive
today. Well, what evidence we had. All of Barry’s files disappeared after
the Eagle murdered him. Isn’t that right, Jim? All of Barry’s evidence
proving my son’s innocence disappeared out of Barry’s office when it
was cleaned out by you and Steve Hoffman after Barry’s murder.”
Jim had heard enough and said, “Stan, Barry’s dead at the hands of
the Eagle. I did not clean out Barry’s office. Steve Hoffman did, and I
know that if he had found information on Able, he would have turned
it over.” Stanton laughed and said, “Not if he was covering up a secret,
Jim. Not if Hoffman was covering up a secret.” Chris finally had enough
of the bickering and said, “Mr. Zansky, enough. What is your company’s
business with Alton Labs, and why are you in a battle with Nathan Long?”
Stanton stood up and walked over to a wall of windows looking
south across Ventura Boulevard. He put his hands behind his back and
said, “When my son was in prison, he was having severe panic attacks.
He wasn’t sleeping and wasn’t able to think clearly. I was introduced
to Nathan Long when Alton Labs was nothing more than a startup
doing bloodwork for some local doctors’ offices. I was able to help
Nathan and Alton land contracts with several big drug manufacturers
to do the lab work for blinded placebo controlled studies.”
Chris asked, “What kind of studies? What type of medications?”
“Anxiety medications as well as anti-psychotic medications. Alton
was doing the bloodwork for several universities within a year of our
investment, then they started their own research.”
John interrupted and asked, “Alton Laboratories is doing their
own clinical trials? They have FDA clearance to do this?” Stanton
nodded and said, “About five years ago, Nathan and two of his
chief researchers approached me about funding their own research
regarding several anxiety medications. The trials were only in lab
animals, but if successful, they could be presented to the FDA for
approval for use in humans, and they could get the drugs into human
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subjects research and clinical trials. It also would make the company
worth billions if they could create and patent a drug on their own.”
John said, “And you invested because you were looking for
something to help your son?” Stanton nodded and said, “Able wasn’t
responding to traditional treatment. The closer it got to his execution
date, the more angry and panicked he became.”
Jim looked at John and Chris and said, “Stan’s ‘innocent son’
killed three guards and two fellow prisoners while awaiting execution
on death row. But he was innocent!” Stanton got pissed off and turned
from the window and said, “Able was fighting for his life. He was out
of control. I acknowledge that, and I was trying to find a treatment
for him.” John asked, “So what came of your partnership with Alton
Labs on the new drugs?” Stanton sat back down in his office chair and
said, “There was a very, very promising drug that they had developed
which had the code name, Deteravent. It showed great promise in
animal models.” John said, “But?”
“But when we got FDA approval for a phase one trial, the drug
caused deadly side effects in people, causing them to go from anxious
to psychotic with fits of uncontrolled rage.” John said, “So, the drug
went from calming the anxious to making them out of control angry
killers?” Stanton shrugged and said, “The group was so small that
there was never enough data. The study was stopped after several
violent altercations in clinic and out.”
Jim asked John and Chris, “Do you guys remember the Holden
model murders a few years back?” John nodded. “Well, it turns out
that Holden and his lover, Clive Montgomery, were on the drug in
a clinical trial at UCLA while they were on their murder spree. Jade
Morgan brought it to my attention long after the fact, but I never really
gave it any thought. The drug got pulled by the FDA right about the
time the Eagle and our offices solved the case.”
John sat with a thoughtful look on his face and asked, “So, Alton
Labs and Nathan Long inadvertently created a drug that turned people
with anxiety problems into killers?” Stanton nodded slightly and said,

Deliverance • 53

“That has nothing to do with Able. My son was set up. Barry Mullin
would have proved that he didn’t kill anyone.” John asked, “So, why
do you continue to be at odds with Nathan after your son has already
been put to death?” Stanton looked at all three men and said, “I don’t
feel that Alton is a good investment any more, that’s all. They have
nothing of their own in the pipeline. They are slaves to others who are
patenting new drugs, and my investment and venture capital group is in
the business of making money for us and our clients. Alton Laboratories
is a losing proposition. I heard the same old same old from Nathan this
morning at an investor’s meeting, and I’m tired of it.”
John leaned in toward Stanton and said, “I’m sorry about your son. I
wish I could have worked on his case, and I will do some research on the
files that are in my office when I have a chance. As for Alton, we have gone
a long way on a simple question. One of Alton’s employees disappeared
last night, and we feel there is foul play. To top that off, a sheriff’s deputy
was abducted last night at the home of the missing Alton employee.”
Stanton looked at John and said, “You’re talking about Gabby Fisher
and Deputy Samantha Pritchard.” Jim nodded and asked, “How do you
know about them?” Stanton said, “I watch the news, Jim. I saw the story.
You’re here because you think I had something to do with this?” John
shook his head and said, “No, Mr. Zansky. We were hoping you could
shed some light on the situation, which you have done.”
He stood up, as did Jim and Chris, and Stanton asked, “How did I
shed light on these two women and their disappearances?” John said,
“It’s not important how, Mr. Zansky. Just know that you did.” He started
for the office door, and Stanton got more animated and said, “I don’t
understand. I have helped you, so you will look at my son’s file?” John
nodded as he walked out of the office and into the large foyer to the
elevator. Stanton was hot on their heels and asked, “So, what now?” The
elevator door opened, and John said, “We have all the information we
need, Mr. Zansky. We will be in touch if we need more.” Jim followed
them into the elevator, and as the doors closed, John put his fingers to his
lips for Jim and Chris to be quiet.
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It was a quarter after four, and Karen had finished up with her first
patient of the afternoon. She was dictating her notes when there was a
knock on her office door. She got up and walked to the lobby where a
tall, thin man stood staring down at her. His look was alarming to her,
and she jumped back into her office. The man stepped in and asked,
“Would you be Doctor Karen Faber?” Karen moved back to a desk
near the entrance with a panic button under it and put her hands on the
desk with her fingers on the button and said in a nervous voice, “Yes.
I am Doctor Faber. How can I help you?”
“Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Doctor Henry Chum. I
am the employer of one of your patients.” Karen kept her hands firmly
on the desk and her fingers over the panic button. “Oh … and who would
that patient be?” Chum smiled in an eerie way and said, “Mr. Follsom
… Mr. Ralph Follsom.” Karen nodded and asked, “Yes. He is a patient
of mine, but I’m afraid I can’t give you information on him.” Chum
reached into his suit coat pocket as if reaching for a gun, and Karen
jerked and pressed the panic button. Chum pulled out a business card
just as security was arriving at her office. She pointed at the two armed
guards and said, “I’m sorry. I must have pushed the button in error.”
Chum handed her his card and said, “I’m sorry if I startled you, Doctor.
I simply came by because I was told that Mr. Follsom was seeing you.
I’m not looking for information, Doctor. I’m here to warn you.”
Karen looked at him and asked, “Warn me of what?” “Be careful
working with Doctor Follsom. He can be a bit unstable, if you know what
I mean. If you notice any really, really irrational or unusual behavior, I
would hope that you would call me before you called the authorities.”
Karen looked at Chum’s card and asked, “Dr. Henry Chum, Biochemist?
You are not a medical doctor, Doctor Chum. Why would I call you rather
than the authorities if I felt there was an issue with Mr. Follsom?”
Henry buttoned his suit coat and said, “He is under my care of sorts.
It is nothing that I can explain as I, too, am bound by confidentiality.”
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Chum turned and walked out of Karen’s office after the cryptic meeting,
and security asked if she was okay. She nodded and sent them off. She
looked at Chum’s business card, and his job title at Alton Laboratories in
Pacoima. ‘Dr. Henry Chum, PhD, head of biopharmaceuticals research.’
Karen looked over the card very carefully as her office cleared out.
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Chapter Eight
“You’re a drama queen.”

T

he struggle that had ensued between Gabby Fisher and Doctor Chum
was very apparent on her face. Both of her eyes were black, and she
lay in the casket taking shallow breaths with an oxygen mask strapped
over her face. The viewing door above her head was open, and she could
see the two spotlights shining down onto the gunmetal steel casket she
was now entombed in. Her vision was hazy, but she looked around with
just her eyes as her head and the rest of her body was restrained. She
called out thorough the plastic mask for help but silence met her calls.
Gabby’s eyes were starting to get heavy when she heard footsteps walking
across the cold, concrete floor in her direction. The footsteps stopped for
a moment and then restarted. Her eyes probed every line of sight until
Henry appeared over the casket looking down at her face.
“I’m sorry for your injuries, Gabby … if you had just cooperated
with me, this would have been much less painful.” Gabby’s eyes were
teary, and she asked, “Why, Henry? I still don’t understand why you are
doing this to me.” Chum looked down at her and took a small flashlight
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from his lab coat and flashed the light into both of her eyes. He smiled
and said, “You are starting to feel the effects of the medication. You
don’t even know that yet, Gabby, but you are already feeling the
results.” Chum walked out of sight, and Gabby went to scream when
she smelled a low, sweet smell – a warm, sweet smell in her mask.
“Henry? What did you do? The air in my mask has taken on the nose
of flowers.” Henry reappeared and asked, “Can you tell me what type
of flower you are smelling?” Henry had a tablet in his hands that was
both recording audio and video of the conversation. Gabby said, “Roses.
It smells like fresh cut roses. God, they are so aromatic. Are they in the
room?” Henry shook his head and said, “No, my dear. They are only in
your mind. Your olfactory senses are being tricked by the medication;
everyone is different as I have seen in several of my studies. In your case,
so far so good. This is a good sign. How do you feel right now, Gabby?”
She looked up at Henry with dreamy eyes and said, “I’m horny, Henry …
this is so erotic. How about you and me take this over to the bed?”
Henry smiled a most sinister smile and said, “This is good, oh
so very, very good. I will accommodate your sexual desires in a bit,
Gabby. Right now we need to take the testing to another level.” She
looked on and said, “Anything you say, Henry. Anything you say.”
He grabbed the casket lid and then checked Gabby’s ears to make
sure that her earphones and microphone both in and out of the mask
were in place, then he slowly closed the viewing lid. He pulled a small
remote from his pocket and pressed the ‘lights’ button and then put
an earpiece into his ears and asked, “How are you feeling, Gabby?”
There was a moment of silence, and she said, “I’m fine, Henry, just
fine. Sex, Henry. I want to have sex.”
“All good things to those who wait. I’m going to turn off the lights
in your coffin now. I will have my hearing device with me the rest of
the day into the night. The system is going to cycle for the next twelve
hours. Let’s see. It’s six fifteen p.m., so you are going to be with and
without drug off and on for the next twelve hours or so. When I’m
finished with the experiment, I will draw some blood from you then
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have you buried in the vacant lot three blocks from your home for the
final experiment. How does that sound?” “Anything you say, Henry.”

John pulled into the parking lot at the federal building. There
hadn’t been a word spoken since the men left Zansky’s office. As they
got out of the truck, Jim looked at John and said, “You and me need to
have a fuckin’ talk right now!” John nodded, and Chris asked, “Who
is Barry Mullin, and why did the Eagle kill him?” John looked at
Chris and said, “Jim and I need to discuss some things. I need you to
pull Able Zansky’s appeal file. I also need you to research Deteravent
to find out everything you can about the drug, especially its chemical
formula.” John looked at his watch. It was five p.m. He told Chris to
get going and to have his findings by seven. John looked at Jim as
Chris walked into the building and said, “Follow me, Jim.”
They walked across the street into Veteran’s Cemetery. Jim walked
behind him, smoking a cigarette he had lit on the walk across Wilshire.
John walked amongst the same tombstones that he had walked with
Steve Hoffman only a year earlier and said, “Barry Mullin was a bad
man, Jim. He knew about Roskowski and what he was doing to all
those little girls. Mullin had been present when Roskowski assaulted
some of those children.” Jim took a deep hit off his cigarette and
asked, “Are you trying to tell me that Barry Mullin was a fuckin’
pedophile?” John shook his head. “No. He knew Roskowski’s secret,
but he did not participate in the sexual abuse or murder of the girls.”
Jim let out a burst of smoke from his lungs into the darkening sky
and asked, “Then what the fuck is Zansky talking about when he says
that Mullin had evidence to clear his son in the triple homicide?” John
shook his head and said, “I don’t know, Jim. I have no idea what he’s
talking about. I knew nothing of Able Zansky when the Eagle dealt
with Mullin. Hell, Jim, the Eagle didn’t even know the depths of
Roskowski’s pathology until after he saved the Pruitt girl and the three
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others in the house. He learned the rest of Roskowski’s depravity from
the news and your investigation.” Jim looked at him and said, “Oh,
bull fuckin’ shit … the Eagle had to have known a hell of a lot more to
take Roskowski and put him through that torture. While appropriate,
in my opinion, it got the rest of the information on those dead children
… or has the Eagle forgotten the very, very detailed and to the letter
confession that identified every single child in Roskowski’s tombs?”
John nodded and said, “Jim, that was a hell of a long time ago.
You and Steve were handling that case. The Eagle was dealing with
that case and the Basin River case, as well as getting into the FBI. The
Eagle knew nothing about Mullin’s investigative services. He wanted
one thing and one thing only … to kill the Eagle.” Jim laughed, taking
a hit off the last of his cigarette and said, “Well, we know how that
turned out … the Eagle left Mullin’s fuckin’ heart on the steering
wheel of his car. Jesus, John. The Eagle fuckin’ tore Barry open and
removed his heart while he was alive.”
John nodded and said, “We need to focus on the living, Jim, not
the dead. I would love to walk down memory lane with you, but we
have a problem. Your next Sheriff of Los Angeles County is missing,
and I have a feeling that Ms. Fisher along with Sam might very well
be the final experiments before Nathan Long and Alton Laboratories
can file an application with the FDA to start clinical research in
humans with this new drug.” Jim walked over to a concrete ashtray
and stubbed out his cigarette. He looked at John and asked, “Okay
… so what now?” John said, “You need to pay a visit to Stanton
Zansky’s home.” “What the fuck for?” John talked as they walked
back in the direction of his office, “Because I have a feeling that Mr.
Zansky grabbed Sam this morning. I don’t know why he did it, but
I’m pretty damn sure he did. I need you to stake out his residence.”
Jim asked John as they crossed a busy Wilshire Boulevard, “And what
are you going to do?” John was yelling a little as they crossed in traffic,
“I’m not going to do anything. The Eagle is going to check out Alton
Laboratories and try to figure out what they are doing there.” The two
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men got across the street, and Jim asked, “Why is the hair on the back of
my neck starting to stand on end?” John shrugged as they walked into the
federal building and said, “Because you’re a drama queen and are certain
that something is going to happen to you before you get to retire!” Jim
nodded and walked back out the main entrance to his own car.

Sam Pritchard was standing next to the entrance of the room she
was being held in with a heavy clock that she pulled off the night
stand, waiting for anyone to enter. She had disabled all of the cameras
in the room by throwing anything she could against them. She thought
she had her captor blind to the goings on in the room, now it was just
a matter of time before he came for her.

It was nearly six p.m., and Karen was finishing up some last minute
dictation when she heard a knock on her office door. She opened it to see
Sara’s smiling face staring back at her. Karen let out a relieved breath, and
Sara asked, “Jesus, Karen, what the hell have you been doing since the
last time I saw you?” She turned back into the foyer of her office and said,
“Oh, Sara, you don’t want to know.” Sara laughed and said, “Oh, come on.
Share. My life gets boring sometimes. Do you have some juicy tidbit you
can share with me?” Karen walked over to the copier, put several sheets
of paper on the glass, and pushed the copy button. She handed a sheet of
paper to Sara and said, “If anything happens to me, show this to John. I
don’t know why, but I think that John will understand what it all means.”
Sara looked at the copy of a patient information form and a
business card and asked, “Who the hell are Doctors Henry Chum and
Ralph Follsom?” Karen said, “To tell you the truth, I don’t know. The
patient, Ralph Follsom, is due here any second. It turns out he is some
kind of doctor who works for Alton Laboratories in Pacoima.” Sara
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looked at the business card and asked, “Then who the hell is Dr. Henry
Chum?” Karen shook as if a chill had gone up her spine and said, “The
creepiest son of a bitch I have ever seen. He looked like the vampire
character from that old black and white movie.” Sara got a thoughtful
look on her face and asked, “The old silent film … Nosferatu?” Karen
nodded, and Sara said, “Shit! If someone looked like that vampire
dude, it would scare the hell out of me as well.”
Karen nodded. There was a knock on her office door, and Ralph
Follsom entered. Sara and Karen stopped talking, and Sara said, “I will
be next door, Karen. As soon as you are finished up, just yell out and
let me know.” Sara excused herself, looking Ralph up and down and
whispered to herself, “He’s a good looking young man. What would
Karen have to fear from him?” She walked to the office opposite Karen’s
and called to her secretary to bring her tablet that she left in her office.

It was ten after six when Jim showed up at Stanton’s home. He
pulled up to the gated entrance and pressed the buzzer. A pleasant
female voice came on over the speaker and asked who was calling.
Jim told her the LA County Sheriff, and in a matter of seconds, the
gates to the house began to open, and he drove in.

Chris was poring over documents related to Able Zansky as well
as looking up information on the drug that Alton Laboratories had
been working on that was shot down by the FDA. He sat reading
the file on Zansky when he started to notice several trends in the
evidence that were inconsistent with the story as told by investigators
and witnesses to what took place at Able’s apartment on the night of
the triple murders. Chris read file after file, making audible and video
notes of his findings while he waited to hear back from John.
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The black Chevy Silverado pulled into a parking lot three buildings
down from Alton Laboratory at six thirty. The Eagle pulled out a single
duffle bag of equipment, donned his mask, and worked his way in the
darkness to a rear entrance. The Eagle spotted a service entrance for
deliveries and headed to the door. His remote sensors were picking up a
ton of security on the exterior of the building, and he put a small sensor
onto the door handle, and it picked up an electric lock. The Eagle saw a
fingerprint scanner on the wall next to the door and pulled a small black
card reader from his pocket and placed the tiny sensor into one of the
small slits in the lock. The display powered up on his scanner, and there
were several dozen fingerprints loaded into the database. He cleared a
slot then encrypted the print, and when the scanner was ready to accept
a new fingerprint, he placed a gloved hand with an alias fingerprint
against the scanner, and the door lock released.
He saved the new information then pushed the door open. The
Eagle pressed the night vision on the side of his mask, and the room
came to life. There were multiple storage containers and refrigerators
in the large room along with biohazard signs at every turn. The Eagle
crawled through the darkness until he got to the next door, which also
had a fingerprint lock, but when he placed his gloved thumb to the
lock, it released. The door opened into a large corridor that the Eagle
could see was well lit. He turned off the night vision and walked slowly
down the hallway. His frequency jammer was getting overloaded, and
he moved quickly to find the building’s security room.
Once he located it, he slid the card reader into a tablet he pulled from
his body armor and plugged in the scanner he had used on the locks. He
pushed himself against a dimly lit wall while the information uploaded,
giving him blueprints as well as security information. He deleted the files
on his scanner, and the system slowed but was still being bombarded by
security information. He looked down at the tablet and was able to do
a split screen. One showed the layout of the building, but he also saw
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several different security rooms on the prints and no way to differentiate
between the main security room and the monitoring rooms.
The Eagle picked the room closest to him, moved to the door, and
put his thumb on the scanner. The door released, and he crawled into the
empty room. There were banks of security monitors, which he looked
at carefully. He could see that his jammer was working on all but two
cameras that appeared to be in a loop. He made some modifications to the
security system, as well as downloaded a virus, then looked at the monitors
more closely. There was nothing unusual on any of them. Some showed
different levels of the building; others showed hallways and offices. There
were cameras in laboratories where clusters of people were working.
The Eagle looked at all of the security and said to himself, “Okay
… so this is the official security room. Where’s the unofficial one?”
He leaned back in darkness and looked up at the ceiling to see that
there was a camera above him. He pulled out the tablet and looked
at the floor plan and then the camera and said, “Well, one thing is
certain. Someone in the building now knows I’m here.” He slid out
the door to no resistance and no people.
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Chapter Nine
“Get Gabby out of here.”

N

athan Long was standing in the master security room after being
paged by his remote system about an intruder. He looked at the
screens in the master center and watched the Iron Eagle sitting
mostly bathed in darkness in one of the upper security rooms. He
looked on with quiet reservation and then called Henry.
Henry’s cell phone rang, and Nathan’s calm voice was on the other
end of the line. “Henry, where is Gabby Fisher?” “In the casket. Why?”
Nathan watched as the Eagle moved out of the security room and said,
“We have a visitor.” Chum was quiet for a moment and then said, “I
could make two guesses, but I probably only need one. The Iron Eagle
is here?” “Yes … the Iron Eagle is in our building.” Chum asked, “Do
you want me to gas him?” Nathan looked at the screen and said, “No …
if we gas him now, it could draw more attention than we might want.
I don’t know who this guy is.” Henry said, “He’s a killer, Nathan. A
coldblooded serial killer, and if we don’t stop him, he is going to get to
the deep lab in the basement, and we are going to be screwed.”
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Nathan laughed and said, “No, he won’t get that far. I will send him
on a wild goose chase. How is Gabby doing?” Henry had his earpiece out
and said, “Right now, she has no drug, and she is screaming bloody murder
in her casket. I am about to dose her for the second time. Why?” Nathan
lost sight of the Eagle on his monitors and said, “Get Gabby out of here.”
Henry asked, “Do you want me to have her buried right now?” Nathan
said, “No. Drug her heavily and then dump her in the backyard of her
home.” Henry looked on at the phone in his hand and then put it to his ear
and asked, “You want me to release Gabby after all that has happened?”
“Yes. Sedate her good with Deteravent. She won’t remember anything.”
Henry asked, “Do you think that’s a good idea, Nathan? I mean,
my research is going very, very well. I think I might have the right mix
to finally get a blood sample that will get this drug past the FDA and
into a phase one human trial.” Long was looking at the monitors in
desperation. He saw no sign of the Eagle anywhere in the building or
outside. He said, “Sedate her, draw some blood, and get her the fuck
out of here. If the Eagle finds out that we do human subjects research
here, and he finds the other subjects, this whole situation will end up
in our lap, and we will end up dead. We don’t have enough drug to
take the Eagle down, and right now I have no idea where he is. Now,
do as I instruct. It’s just as much your ass as it is mine.”
Henry shrugged his shoulders as he remotely turned up the gas on
Gabby and heard her screams die down. “You’re the boss, Nathan. Gabby
is out. Who do you want to take her back to her home?” “Use the courier.
Even if that service gets nabbed, they won’t lead back to Alton or us.” Henry
said okay and hung up. Nathan looked at the screens and spoke to himself,
“Where the hell did you go, Mr. Iron Eagle. Where the hell did you go?”

Jim was greeted at the door by one of Stanton Zansky’s young
live-in maids. He walked in, and the girls asked if they could get him
anything. Jim shook his head and asked, “How old are you?” The
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girls laughed and said, “Old enough to know better and young enough
not to care.” Jim didn’t laugh. He said in a firm voice, “How the fuck
old are you?” The young woman opened her mouth to answer when
Jim heard Stanton behind him say, “She is over eighteen, Jim. I have
the USC Title 18 paperwork on her if you want to see it.” Jim turned
around and saw Stanton in a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt. “I bet
you do,” Jim said, “I bet you mother fuckin’ do.”

The Eagle had cross-hacked Alton Laboratories’ security system and
was able to see Nathan in the central control room on his tablet. He had
created remote access and saw everything the lab had but one final sector
that he was unable to break. The Eagle had gotten out of the building and
was sitting in his pickup watching a very animated Nathan Long talking
on his cell phone. He saw Nathan hang up the line, and a few seconds
later he heard the outside alarms at Alton Laboratories. As security ran
from position to position, he watched the action and pulled out onto the
street as police arrived on scene. He headed for Malibu all the while
asking himself, “What are you doing in that deep lab, Mr. Long? Why do
I think there is a much darker secret under the floors of your facility?” He
threw his mask into the back seat and was driving down the 405 Freeway
headed for Malibu with way more questions than answers.

Karen was sitting across from Ralph Follsom who had been
talking in circles for a half hour. It was six thirty, and she interrupted
him and said, “Ralph, when you called me earlier today you were
upset and told me that you wanted to talk to me about something very
important. I don’t think that the things you’ve been talking about are
those things. I made a special time for you. I’m tired, and I’m hungry.
Can you get to the point of this late session, please?”
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Ralph sat back on the sofa and asked, “Have you ever been involved
in clinical trials?” Karen looked at him oddly and said, “Um … no.
That’s not my area of medicine. Why do you ask?” Ralph said, “Well,
it is my area of study. I mean that’s what I do. I know I have never
really talked about my work before, Doctor Faber. I’m a biochemist.
In my work, I manipulate the organic elements in living things.”
Karen had her tablet on her lap and said, “I have a general
understanding of your line of work, Ralph. Please go on.” Ralph was
calm as he spoke. “I have been with Alton Laboratories from the
beginning. Nathan Long recruited me right out of school, and I have
been with him ever since. Our lab does a lot of clinical trial work.”
Karen interrupted and asked, “Human research?” “No. I mean yes and
no. We handle human blood samples as a laboratory for universities
and drug companies in human subjects research, but our testing is only
permitted for animal research … at least that is how it is for now. We did
have a research approval from the Food and Drug Administration that
we had applied for and had granted to do our own trial on three drugs.”
“And what were the drugs and the outcomes?” Karen asked.
Ralph said, “The drugs are irrelevant. The outcome was failure, and
the FDA pulled our human research rights. So, we are back to mice
and rats and the like.” Karen asked, “So what is the crisis, Ralph?
What’s going on that brought you to my office tonight?”
He looked around the room at the walls and ceiling and asked, “Do
you have cameras or recording devices in this office, Doctor Faber?”
She lifted her tablet and said, “Only this, Ralph. As you know, I record
all of my sessions on my tablet, so that I have accurate notes. Outside
of that, there are no cameras or recording devices in my office. Why?”
“I just needed to know. They can hack security systems and listen
to conversations.” Karen asked, “Who can do that?” “My employer,
Alton Labs.” Karen sat silent for a moment and then asked, “Ralph,
do you think that Alton Labs is following you or eavesdropping on
you?” Ralph sat back and said, “No. Not at all. I don’t think they are.
I know they are.”
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Karen said, “You realize what you’re saying sounds paranoid,
don’t you?”
“Yes. Yes I do, Doctor Faber. But just because I think that someone
is eavesdropping on me doesn’t mean that it’s not happening.” He
looked at her and saw her concern and said, “Doctor Faber, I don’t
hear voices. I don’t wear tin foil hats. I don’t believe that any type of
electronic chip has been imbedded in my body or brain. I do, however,
know my employer, and Alton will go to great lengths to keep tabs on
me and all of the research I do.”
She settled a little and asked, “Why do you think they would go
to such lengths?” Ralph said, “Secrets, Doctor. Very, very important
secrets. Secret drug trials that are being performed at the lab illegally.”
Karen stopped him mid-sentence and said, “Ralph, in the course of
full disclosure, there are a few areas where I am not allowed to keep
things you tell me in confidence.” He laughed and said, “I’m well
aware of that, Doctor. When I speak of illegal activity, I’m not talking
about murder or hurting people. I’m talking about the lab skirting the
system, so they can try to get breakthroughs with some of their own
drugs and get them through the FDA and back into human subjects
research and drug trials.”
“And how can they do that without humans?” Ralph laughed and
said, “I didn’t say there aren’t humans. I said that they were skirting
the system. Everyone who is hired by our laboratory agrees in the
hiring paperwork to participate voluntarily in human subjects research
for the lab.” Karen put the tablet on her lap and asked, “Are you telling
me that Alton’s employees agree to be experimented upon?”
Ralph nodded, “It’s not illegal. It is informed consent, and every
employee at one time or another has been in one or more studies
over the years.” Karen looked at the clock on the wall. It was ten to
seven, and she asked, “Has anyone ever been hurt or killed by the
trials?” Ralph looked down at the floor and said, “I’m afraid that
is confidential information that I can’t discuss.” She asked, “Then
why the urgency to speak to me tonight? You have mentioned some
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gray areas in my practice, Ralph. I don’t know if I can release the
information or not. Why did you come here and tell me all of this?”
He stood up and said, “I came here to tell you, so that if for any
reason I should vanish and you can’t find me, you can then go to the
police, and they can investigate Alton, Doctor Long, Doctor Chum,
as well as others.” As the clock was approaching seven, she asked,
“Do you feel that your life is in danger? Do you think that someone at
Alton wants to hurt you?” Ralph shook his head. “No, no … I’m too
important to the research. They need me, at least until they can get the
FDA approval for some of the drugs they are working on.”
“Can you give me the name of the most important drug that your
company is working on?” she asked. Ralph walked up and whispered
into her tablet. His voice was unintelligible to her. He stood up and
said, “You have it on your tablet. Now, I must be getting home. Thank
you for taking the time, Doctor. It means the world to me to have
this weight off my chest. I will see you next week at the usual time.”
Karen nodded, and Ralph walked out to the elevator.
Sara saw him leave, and as soon as he was in the elevator and the
doors were closed, she walked over to Karen’s office to see her plugging
a USB device into her tablet and asked, “How did it go?” Karen was
downloading the session onto a midi recorder and said, “Strange … the
strangest fuckin’ session I have ever had.” Sara asked, “Do you need me
to call John or Chris?” Karen shook her head and said, “He didn’t give me
enough information to give me cause to report him to the authorities.” Sara
looked at her and asked, “So, what now?” Karen played back the end of the
session with Ralph on the recorder. She was hoping to hear the name of the
drug that he spoke into her system, but it was unintelligible. The women
listened over and over again until both could hear nothing but babbling.
“Let’s give this to John,” Sara said, “and let him see if the FBI
software can decipher what he’s saying.” Karen grabbed her coat off
the rack and said, “I can do that. I can let John and Chris listen to the
recording and see if they can get some idea of what he said.” Sara told
her to follow, and she would call John.
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Gabby Fisher was asleep in the casket when the lid opened and
light flooded into the dark box. She didn’t move, and Chum put a
stethoscope against her chest and her neck to find a pulse. It was
strong. Nathan was standing off to the side, and Henry said, “She’s
fine; she’s just out. I don’t think taking her home is such a great idea.”
Nathan looked down at her and asked, “Then what should we do with
her? We don’t dare kill her.” Henry looked at Gabby and said, “Let’s
put her in her office. We can put a bunch of files around her desk and
position her hands like when she falls asleep here. I think if she wakes
up here at her desk in the morning with the rest of the staff going
about its business, she will think she had some kind of nightmare.”
Nathan looked down and said, “And what about her house and
car? The whole thing is a crime scene. How the hell do we undo that?”
Henry had a thoughtful look on his face and said, “We don’t. We leave
everything as is. She will get a ride home with one of her friends and
learn of the scene and just let the chips fall where they may.” Nathan
had a cold look on his face and said, “And if the damn chips fall and
she remembers what has happened to her here and starts talking?”
Henry walked over to a small table where there were several
instruments and containers. He grabbed a container and syringe then
walked back over to the casket and pulled out a small pill-shaped
object. He put it into the syringe and stuck the twelve-gauge needle
into Gabby’s neck, pushing it under her skin near the back of her
skull. Nathan asked, “What’s that?” “Insurance. It’s a cyanide capsule
encapsulated in thick glass. It has a small receiver in it. Should Ms.
Fisher start to remember and start talking, the pill will sense her
anxiety and start to vibrate. It will feel like a bug climbing up the
back of her neck, and she will slap the back of her neck, breaking the
capsule, killing her instantly.”
Nathan shook his head and said, “What if the damn woman gets
freaked out at a movie or something?” Henry smiled and said, “This
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measures her biorhythms. It has the ability to learn her system and what
stress is normal for her. She will be just fine unless she starts to remember
the horror of what she went through, which will send her into a whole
other set of emotions that will trigger the device and end her life.”
Nathan looked at Chum and said, “Jesus, man. What other
instruments of death do you have down here?” Chum laughed. “I
have more things for killing people than I do for keeping them
alive.” Nathan helped him lift Gabby out of the casket. They laid
her nude body on the bed in the corner of the room, and Henry said,
“She wanted to have sex with me after I had put her into the casket.”
Nathan looked at her face and bruised nose and eyes.
“How are you going to explain that to her, assuming that she doesn’t
remember?” “I will take care of it. Don’t worry. Now, if you will excuse
me, Gabby is going to be out for several hours. I’m going to have sex
with her.” Nathan shrugged his shoulders and said, “You’re a freak,
Chum. At least if she freaks out here, we have control. Do what you
want to her, just make sure you have her in position by morning.” Chum
spread her legs and said, “I have her in position right now. Good night,
Nathan.” Henry was taking off his clothes as Nathan walked out of the
room and said, “Good night to you, Henry. At least we have the Iron
Eagle in our system now. He’s the ultimate trophy to test Deteravent on.
If we can stop his killer instinct, we can stop it in anyone.”
He heard Henry grunting and saw him pounding away on Gabby’s
unconscious body. He closed the door behind him and looked at his
watch. It was eight p.m. He walked down the hall to the clinical
research lab and met with his techs to see how the human subjects
were doing in their captivity.

Chris was reading the Zansky files when John walked in at seven
forty-five. “So, what did the Eagle find at Alton Labs?” John sat
down and said, “Trouble. All of their security systems have been

72 • Chapter Nine

hacked. Were you able to get the molecular formula for their drug,
Deteravent?” Chris nodded and printed the ten-page document.
John sat reading the drug information while Chris was going over
the Zansky file. He said, “I need to get this over to Sara’s lab and have
them work on this drug formula.” Chris was looking at his tablet and said,
“Able Zansky was innocent.” John looked at him and asked, “Say again?”
“Able Zansky was innocent. His father was right. Able didn’t
kill the three people at his home.” John took the tablet away from
him and looked over the spreadsheet data that Chris had created. He
studied it very, very closely, and there was silence in the office for a
good ten minutes. When he handed the tablet back, he had a somber
look on his face and said, “Based on that information, it would seem
that you’re right. Stanton said his son had been framed, but why?”
Chris shrugged his shoulders and asked, “Given the state of Mr. Able
Zansky right now, does it matter? We can’t save him.”
John stood up and said, “No … but we can find the person or
persons who committed the crimes because they are still out there
and are a threat to public safety.” Chris was about to respond when
John’s cell phone rang. He answered it, and Sara was on the other
end of the line, quiet and controlled.
“John, Karen has had a most unusual meeting with one of her
patients, and he whispered some information into her tablet that she
can’t discern. I want to see if you can run the recording through your
systems.” John looked at Chris typing notes and asked, “What does
this patient have to do with the Bureau?”
“Nothing. But he told her that he thought he was in danger and whispered
information into her tablet that could be used to identify anyone who might
hurt him.” John was a little short with her and said, “The resources of the
FBI are for FBI business. I can’t start doing personal favors for Karen or
even you that aren’t related to the Bureau. Do you understand?”
Sara snapped back and said, “I was just hoping my husband might
help us out. I don’t know if this is FBI business or not. I just wanted to
see if you would do it. So, if the Bureau won’t, would the Iron fuckin’
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Eagle help us?” John got more contrite and said, “Yeah … of course.
That I can do for you. I’m sorry to snap at you. It’s just been a long
day.” Sara asked when he would be home, and John said that he and
Chris were finishing up, and he’d be home in the next half hour. Sara
said, “Great. Karen and I are on our way out the door. We’ll see you
both at the house in an hour or so.” John agreed and hung up.
Chris looked at him and said, “So, we’re meeting the girls? What
about Jim? He’s meeting with Zansky right now, isn’t he?” John
nodded and said, “Jim’s a big boy. He can handle himself. Sara and
Karen need the Eagle’s help, so let’s get out of here and head for the
house.” Chris was putting his suit coat on and asked John as they
walked out the office door into the dimly lit bullpen, “Are you going
to tell Stanton Zansky that his son was innocent?” The two men were
entering the elevator headed for the main level, and John said, “Why
bother? He knows. All that telling him will do is make him even
more angry at the system. Besides, Able Zansky killed people while
awaiting execution, so in the end he was guilty.” Chris nodded and
asked if he was going to look for the killers that framed Able.
The doors opened on the main level of the federal building, and John
said, “I already have a pretty good idea who framed him, and once I
can prove it…” Chris cut him off and said, “The Iron Eagle will extract
justice for him?” John nodded as the two men walked to their vehicles.
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Chapter Ten
“I’m in the kitchen of
some asshole’s house.”

J

im was sitting at a small table with Stanton who was ordering several
young women about. He looked around and said, “Jesus Christ,
Stan. It’s like being at the Playboy mansion.” Stanton laughed and
said, “Oh no, it’s better. You see, the clock is about to strike seven
p.m.” Jim shrugged, and Stan said, “You’re in for a real treat in just
a few more minutes.” Jim looked at him and asked, “You know my
deputy, and the woman I consider the next Sheriff of LA County, went
missing this morning?” Stan nodded and asked, “What does that have
to do with me?” Jim sat back and pulled out a cigarette from his top
left pocket and asked if it was okay to smoke. Stanton nodded saying,
“I only have one girl who is a smoker, and she must smoke outside.
So, mind your manners because when she sees you smoking in the
house I’m going to catch a wrath of shit from her.”
He lit the cigarette and asked, “You didn’t answer me, Stan. Where’s
me deputy?” Stan sat back as the grandfather clock in a corner of the
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room chimed seven. “I have no idea, Jim. What the hell makes you
think that I had anything to do with her?” Jim blew smoke out into the
room and said, “Because you have a hard on for cops. Because your
idea of getting even is making sure that you suppress people, especially
women.” Jim had no sooner gotten the words out then ten young girls
walked into the room single file, fully nude, and formed a straight line
in front of the two men. The young blond who had let Jim in was front
and center and asked, “What are your desires tonight, sir?”
Stan looked at each of the women and assigned them duties for
the evening. Four were ordered to the kitchen to prepare his meal,
three were ordered to sit and pleasure him by massaging his feet. The
other three were told to prepare the table and to go to his bedroom and
await his arrival for sex. The blond who had been ordered to his room
asked, “Will the Sheriff be joining us tonight?” Jim shook his head,
and Stan asked, “Are you sure, Jim? You don’t have to stay all night.
Pick one or two you want to fuck, have some fun, and then go home.
I’m sure Barbara isn’t going to mind.”
Jim shook his head again, taking a hit off his cigarette. The young
blond walked over, took the cigarette out of his hand, and took a drag
off of it and asked, “Why is it that I have to smoke outside, nude, at
this hour, and the Sheriff gets to smoke in the house?” Stanton said,
“Because Sheriff O’Brian will be leaving soon, and you live here
full-time.” The girl leaned over Jim so that her large, white breasts
were in his face. She waved them across his face and lips, moving
slowly back and forth until she pulled away and took the cigarette
from between her lips and put it into his mouth. She said, “Too bad
you don’t want to stay, Sheriff. I just can’t get enough when it comes
to a man in and out of uniform.” She waved her ass in his face and
walked out of the room. Jim looked at Stanton and said, “I have to
admit I envy your lifestyle. How is it that you ever had a kid?”
Stanton looked off at the blond leaving the room and said, “That’s
my daughter who just tried to seduce you. She keeps this house running
perfectly at all times.” Jim got a disturbed look on his face and asked,
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“You fuck your own daughter?” Stanton changed the subject and asked,
“Why are you here, Jim? I told you I know nothing of your deputy’s
disappearance. Now, if you will excuse me I have dinner and a nice
evening planned with my girls. Is there anything else?” Jim shook his
head and stood up and walked to the front door. Stanton was behind him
as he put his hand on the doorknob. He turned it then stopped and said,
“If so much as a hair on Samantha Pritchard’s head is hurt, I will come
back here for you, Stan, and I will kill you myself.” Stanton stood silent
in the doorway watching Jim walk to his car.

Sam was sitting on the floor next to the door to the room she was
being held in. She heard a male voice over the intercom say, “Really,
Deputy Pritchard? Really? You had to go and destroy the cameras in
the room?” Sam didn’t respond. Instead, she stood next to the hinges
on the door and waited with the heavy clock radio in her hands. The
male voice pleaded with her to speak.
“Ms. Pritchard, I promise that no harm is to come to you. I have
you here for your protection. There are those out in the world who wish
you harm. I know you don’t understand this now, but you will soon
enough.” Sam said nothing and just stood near the door not knowing
which way the hinges moved. Her captor fell silent, and Sam waited,
knowing that the only way he was going to know she was in the room
was to enter it. She watched the door handle and, finally, after about
ten minutes, she heard a click, and the door opened into the room.
Sam looked at the door opening slowly and knew that her captor could
swing the door back with great power and trap her or even knock her
out again. She stepped a few silent steps on the carpet to the edge of the
opening door when suddenly the door came smashing back against her.
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John beat Chris to the house by a few minutes. He walked in, and
Sara and Karen were sitting in the living room talking over a drink. Sara
had a glass of wine as did Karen. John looked at the two women and
said, “Sara … Karen is nearing her nineteenth birthday, but she is still
years away from being of legal drinking age.” Sara shrugged and said,
“She’s a goddamn adult, John, and a highly trained doctor who has had
a HELL OF A DAY … so don’t give me or Karen any shit.” He grabbed
a bottle of water from the wet bar and asked Karen, “Have you had
alcohol before?” Karen laughed and said, “Yes, John. I have had alcohol
before. It’s not my first drink, and it’s been quite a day. Sara said that
the Eagle is willing to run voice recognition from one of my patients.”
John nodded and took the tablet from her hands. “What are you
looking for?” he asked, taking a drink of his water and sitting down
next to Sara and handing her the print out that Chris had made for him
of the formula for the drug, Deteravent. Sara looked over the papers
and asked, “Deteravent? What the hell is Deteravent?” John swigged
his water and said, “In all honesty, I don’t know. I need you to have
the lab boys work this up and see if they can, first, create the drug
and, second, help me dose it to build a tolerance to it.” Sara looked at
him and asked, “Why on earth, John?”
“Because it’s going to be used on the Eagle, and he needs to be
ready.” Sara called her lab and spoke to the chief tech and faxed him
the formula for the drug. It took a few minutes, and Sara was holding
her cell phone to her ear and asked, “Arty, did you get the fax?” He
told her yes and asked, “What is this?” Sara looked at John and said,
“It’s some kind of non-FDA approved medication. The formula looked
simple to me. How does it look to you?” Arty was holding the pages
in his fingers and looking them over. As he reviewed the chemical
formula for the drug, he said, “Yeah. It’s really a simple formulation.
It’s a tweak on a couple of anti-anxiety medications and a secondary
sedative. So, what do you want me to do with it?”
“I want you to make it. Can you do it, and how long will it
take?” Arty punched a few numbers and formulas from the fax into a
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computer and said, “Can I make it? You bet. I already set up a run to
mix the medications. How do you want the drug to be delivered to the
user? Pill, liquid, powder?” Sara asked John which one he wanted,
and he said, “Powder. Can the lab dose it?” Sara asked Arty, “What’s
the dosing on this med?” Arty looked at the fax and said, “There
really aren’t any guidelines, Sara. This looks like it is something
that was in animal research. This shit could be very, very potent. I
wouldn’t know where to start on dosing this drug.”
Sara asked, “What’s the main active ingredient?” Arty looked at
the sheet and said, “There are three that work in tandem … but these
drugs should actually offset each other.” “What do you mean?” Arty
said, “The three together are a push. If you ingested, inhaled, or had
it in an IV, you might get sleepy and feel really, really good for a few
minutes, but after that, the drugs would counteract each other. They
cancel each other out, and you would be wide awake.” Sara said,
“Are you saying that this drug isn’t really a drug?”
Arty laughed and said, “No, it’s a drug, Sara, just not a very potent
one. Whoever came up with this cocktail didn’t know what they were
doing.” Sara asked Arty to make up a large dose of the medication and
then asked, “Is there any way that the drug could be harmful?” Arty
looked at the paperwork and was reading some fine print on the final
page and said, “Oh, okay, I see how this is to be used. The drug is to
be used as a gas. That’s a different ball game because the body will
metabolize the medications separately, so you wouldn’t get the offset
I talked about. As long as the subjects are exposed to the gas, they
would be rendered incapacitated. It’s a pretty strange brew.”
He looked at the clock, and it was half past nine. He told Sara
he could have a courier deliver the medication to her by eleven p.m.
Sara smiled and said, “That would be great, Arty. Thank you.” Sara
was going to hang up when she asked, “Art?” “Yeah!” “Is there an
antidote for this cocktail?” He looked at his formulas and said, “I’m a
chemist, Sara, and all of these drugs have been around for years. Each
one has an antidote unto itself for overdose.” Sara asked, “Do you
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think you could make an antidote for the mixture?” Arty looked at the
labeling and said, “Yeah … I guess. I would make it as an injection. I
can create the mixture and either dilute it myself for you or send you
the powder, and you can use your own diluent.”
“Both, Arty. Would you create both, please?” “Sure. Where did
you get this medication?” “A friend who works in a lab brought it to
me and asked me to see if it can be recreated.” Arty said, “Okay, well,
I’m already mixing the substances and will have everything to you by
eleven.” Sara thanked him and hung up. She looked at John and said,
“You will have the drug and the antidote by eleven.” He thanked her
as Chris walked through the front door. He saw them with cold looks
on their faces and Karen sipping a glass of red wine.
He looked at John and Sara and asked, “What the hell happened
here? You two look like you’re ready to kill each other.” Sara smiled
and said, “Hardly. Who’s hungry? I’m sure none of us has eaten
much today.” John nodded as did Karen and Chris, and the four
walked into the kitchen and began cooking together.

Jim had turned onto PCH, heading for home when his cell phone
rang. “O’Brian.” “Jim. Thank god. Jim.” His face went white, and
he said, “Sam? Is that you?” “Yeah … yeah. I need help.” Jim asked,
“Where the fuck are you?” Sam said, “I don’t fuckin’ know. I’m in the
kitchen of some asshole’s house.” Jim asked, “Where’s the asshole?”
Sam laughed and said, “I kicked the shit out of him. He’s out and tied
to the bed in the room where he had locked me up.” Sam was working
her way through the house to the front door while keeping Jim on the
line. She turned the doorknob, but the door was locked. She looked at
the lock, and it was a keyed double-sided deadbolt lock.
“Oh, mother fucker!” Sam said. Jim asked, “What? What’s going
on?” “I’m in this asshole’s house, and the fucker has double-sided
keyed deadbolts on the fuckin’ door.” Jim sighed and said, “Are there
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any fuckin’ windows?” There were two large picture windows that
looked out onto a dimly lit street. “Yeah.”
Jim said, “Well … what the hell are you waiting for? Grab something
to cover yourself with and jump through the goddamn window.” Sam
grabbed a blanket off a couch near the corner of the room and put it
over her head and body and ran right through the window. Jim heard
the sound of breaking glass and after a few seconds he called out,
“Sam … Sam? Are you there?” She was rolling on the ground and
had lost the phone. She threw the blanket across the yard and waded
through the broken glass and grabbed the phone.
She got back on the line and said, “Jim, are you still there?” “Yeah,
I’m here. Where are you?” She looked around and saw a street sign.
“Amboy Avenue in Sylmar.” Jim asked what the block number was and
she said, “Twelve hundred block at the corner of Amboy and El Cajon
Street.” Jim whipped a U-turn and called out a mayday over his radio
with Sam’s position. He said, “Sam, is there somewhere you can hide
until units arrive?” She was looking back at the house and saw her captor
walking through the house and the broken glass out onto the street.
“Yeah, but get some units here fuckin’ fast because the fuckin bastard
is awake, and he’s hunting for me.” She hid behind a travel trailer that was
parked near the corner and watched her captor as he moved as quickly as
possible in search of her. She could hear sirens in the distance and so did
her captor. She watched as he ran to the side of the house and took off
in a red Ford pickup truck. She stepped out from behind the trailer and
asked, “Jim, you still with me?” “Yeah. I’m about five minutes from your
location. I haven’t been under a hundred and twenty since you called.”
Two sheriff’s units came screeching around the corner as she said,
“There are two units on scene, Jim. I’m safe. I will see you when you
get here.” Sam hung up the line as two deputies got out of their cars with
guns drawn. She put her hands in the air and said, “I’m Deputy Samantha
Pritchard. Don’t fuckin’ shoot me.” One of the deputies approached and
recognized her right away. He pulled her over to his car and asked,
“Sam, are you okay?” She recognized the face and voice right away and
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said, “Tim Altman, am I ever glad to see you. I’m fine. Have you got a
cigarette on you?” He pulled a pack from his sheriff’s jacket and handed
it to her. She pulled out a cigarette and put it in her mouth, and Tim lit it.
He looked at her and asked, “What the hell happened to you?” Sam
took a deep drag off the cigarette and said, “That, my brother, is the
million dollar question.” She heard the squeal of tires coming to a stop
at the corner and saw Jim get out of his car and start walking in her
direction. Sam excused herself and walked over to him, threw her arms
around his neck, and said, “What a fuckin’ day, Jim. What a fuckin’ day.”
The other deputies cleared the house, and Jim and Sam walked back
inside to try and figure out where she had been, who took her, and why.
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Chapter Eleven
“What do you mean we’re
going to get the Iron Eagle?”

I

t was just before eleven when the drug was delivered to John and
Sara’s house. Jim had already been on the phone with John and told
him that Sam was safe. He told John that the house had been rented
to John Smith about five months earlier. No one in the neighborhood
knew the man who kept strange hours. No one had ever spoken to
him. They only saw him from a distance as he came and went.
John sent Chris out to investigate while Karen and Sara followed
him into the Eagle’s lair to figure out how he could use the drug on
himself. In all the confusion, Karen and Sara both forgot about the
recording that Ralph Follsom had put on Karen’s tablet.
They walked into operating room one, and John said, “We don’t
have a lot of time, so let’s use the paperwork that Chris got and the
drug that your lab made, and let’s experiment on me to see how it
works and then how we can counteract it.”
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Jim and Sam were sitting in his car after she had been cleared
by paramedics. Her weapons were located in the house on a card
table. While the house itself had little in the way of furniture, it had
incredible technology, cameras, and sophisticated eavesdropping and
monitoring equipment. Neighbors had been interviewed, but no one
knew the man in the house, and no one had a good description of him.
Jim had given Sam his jacket, and the two sat smoking and talking.
“So, you didn’t get a look at the guy?” Jim asked. Sam shook her head
and said, “No … um, dark hair, muscular build … maybe five ten, white.”
Jim took a hit off his cigarette and asked, “So, he claimed that he was
protecting you?” She nodded. Jim went on, “Protecting you from what?”
Sam took a hit off the cigarette and said, “I don’t know.” Jim
cocked his head sideways and said, “Do you think it has anything to
do with the elections?” She shook her head and said, “No, I don’t think
so. And to be honest, I wasn’t with him long enough to really learn
what his true motives were, and I don’t want to know. What I want is
to catch the son of a bitch before he grabs some other woman.” Jim
nodded and saw Chris walking towards his cruiser. He and Sam got
out, and the three started working the crime scene.

“What do you mean we’re going to get the Iron Eagle?” Henry
asked Nathan as they walked the underground lab where the research
animals were kept. Nathan said, “I saw someone in black on several TV
monitors, moving around the entrance to the laboratory, and it wasn’t
any of our people.” Henry walked beside him through the red lighted
corridors of the holding cells and asked, “So, how are we going to catch
the Eagle?” Nathan put his hands against a cage, and a screaming, angry
subject came crashing into the steel fencing. “We are not going to catch
him, per se. We are going to give him a hole big enough to sneak into
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the lab.” Henry looked on at the captive research subject and asked, “Is
this the one who got loose on Gabby?” Nathan nodded and called for
one of the two orderlies on the floor to come to the cage.
Nathan said, “Yes … this one has become a completely out of
control animal. The dosing on the Deteravent was all wrong for him,
and there is no way to reverse the damage.” Nathan asked the orderly
for his weapon, and the man took a Ruger .380 automatic handgun
from a holster on his hip and handed it to Nathan. He took the weapon
and said, “You see, Henry, our experiments have all been trial and
error. Like what happened with Able. I mean, we were trying to help
our largest investor control his son while on death row. Instead of
calming the damn kid, the drug made him even more aggressive, and
he ended up killing three people while waiting to be executed.”
He shook his head and continued, “Spilt milk. We learned a lot
from Able Zansky.” He pointed the gun at the man in the cage and
fired two shots into his head. Henry looked on and said, “Well, you
can’t make an omelet without breaking a few eggs.” Nathan handed
the weapon back to his orderly and said, “Bury the remains out in our
little potter’s field behind the laboratory.” The orderly nodded and
walked away as Nathan and Henry walked out of the lab.

“How do you want to do this?” Sara asked as she put the mixture
of drug into diluent and then blended it with oxygen on a small tank
attached to the oxygen tank in the operating room. John looked at
Karen and said, “I don’t know if I want you here for this, Karen.”
She smiled slightly and said, “If you’re going to risk your life with an
experimental drug to catch some bad guys, I’m going to be here.” He
looked at Sara and asked, “Do you have enough equipment to test my
blood as we do this?” She nodded. He looked at the clock, and it was
half past twelve. He walked over to the gurney, on which so many
of the Eagle’s victims had been murdered and tortured, and stripped
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nude. His massive physique even turned Karen’s head. Not that she
hadn’t seen him nude before.
She looked at Sara and said, “Why is it that John is so sexy when
he is risking his life?” Sara just shook her head at the comment. John
laid down on the gurney and said, “Restrain me just the way the Eagle
would restrain his victims.” Karen and Sara took the steel and blood
stained leather restraints and strapped John to the table. Sara was teary
eyed as she strapped the last one to John’s head and then stepped back.
He strained against them to ensure they were tight and then said, “Okay
… put the oxygen mask on me and start feeding me the drug.”
Sara walked over to the unit and turned the gas on and said, “This
will work like a humidifier. The drug will mix with the oxygen as you
breathe.” Karen was attaching electrodes to monitor John’s vitals, and
in a matter of seconds his pulse and blood pressure were on a monitor
above his head. He said through the mask, “Turn on the recording
equipment.” Sara pushed a remote, and John’s nude body restrained to
his own torture table lit up the screens.
After ten minutes, his vitals were stable, and he was fully alert.
He asked Sara, “What’s the dose?” “Low, John, very low. Do you feel
anything?” “A little lightheaded but outside of that nothing.” Karen
said, “Dosing is going to be as much about body mass as it is about
drug.” Sara sat down and did some calculations then looked at Karen
and said, “Get the crash cart ready just in case.” John was unable
to move his head but said, “Let’s up the dose.” Sara pushed more
medication into the air mixture, and when she did, John’s respiration
and blood pressure began to drop. She looked on nervously, and Karen
said, “Don’t worry. He is feeling the sedating effects of the drug. Arty
said this is an anti-anxiety medication, right?”
Sara said, “Yeah, amongst other things.” Karen said, “He’s fine.
Talk to him, so you can get how he’s feeling on tape.” Sara walked up
to the table and looked down into John’s eyes and asked, “What do you
feel, honey?” John was staring straight up into the ceiling not making
eye contact. His pupils were slightly dilated, and he said, “I feel good.
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Really, really good. I’m horny!” Karen giggled as did Sara, and she said,
“I can take care of that in a little bit.” John looked at her. His eyes were
dilating further even in the bright light of the operating room, and he
said, “No. I want to fuck you now. You and Karen. Both of you strip!”
Sara stepped back from the table and asked Karen what was going
on. “That’s not my John.” Karen walked over to the table and looked
at him and said, “No. We are not going to strip, and you’re not horny
… you’re angry.” John’s pulse began to rise as did his blood pressure,
and his entire body pressed against the restraints, and he said, “I will
kill you both if you don’t fuckin’ give me what I want and now!” Sara
watched as Karen kept tormenting John, and the more she pressed
him, the angrier he became. She looked at Sara and said, “Increase the
dose.” Sara shook her head, and Karen said, “There is a psychotropic
medication in this mixture, isn’t there?” Sara nodded, and Karen said,
“Up the dose. I can program John’s subconscious mind against the
effects of the drug, but the dose has to be double what he has now.”
John was calling in both a playful and angry way. Sara said, “Karen,
I don’t like this. This isn’t a game.” Karen nodded and said, “You’re
damn right it’s not a game. John might be able to survive this drug in
high doses physically … but mentally and emotionally … if this gets
used on him outside of a controlled environment, you will never see
him again. He will weaken, and he will die.”
Sara started crying, and Karen said, “Up the damn dose. I know
what the fuck I’m doing!” Sara pushed the rest of the liquid in the bag
hanging from the oxygen into the humidifier, and John jolted a few
times against the table and screamed out, “I’m going to fuckin’ kill
you both. I’m going to kill everyone I see!” Karen looked at Sara and
said, “Leave us alone.” Sara shook her head, and Karen said, “Get
out of the room, Sara. I can’t do what I need to with you here.” Sara
backed into the doorway and said, “I will be on the other side of this
door. If you hit trouble, you call out.” Karen nodded as Sara closed
the operating room door, leaving only a crack, so she could hear some
of what was going on.
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Chapter Twelve
“Jesus … that’s not coke,
but whatever the hell it is,
it’s some powerful shit.”

I

t was after five a.m. when Gabby started to come to. She opened her
eyes then blinked a few times and sat up. She looked around at her
work area and the mess of papers she had been working on the day
before and sat silent for several minutes. Ralph Follsom was standing
in the doorway to her office and said, “Rough night?” Gabby looked
over at Ralph and said, “Um … it would seem so. I don’t recall how
I got here.” Ralph laughed and said, “Did you tie one on before you
came to work last night?” She looked around and said, “Jesus, I didn’t
think I did, but it sure as hell feels like I did.”
Ralph walked in and got her a bottle of water from a small refrigerator
in the lab next to her office. He said, “Here. Open it and drink it fast.
You’re dehydrated. The water will help to clear your head.” Gabby
opened the bottle and took a couple of sips and said, “It has a tinny taste.”
Ralph said, “Yeah, well, given the fact that you drank a shitload last night,
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I’m surprised that you can keep it down. Drink.” Gabby drank the whole
bottle and within a few minutes was feeling much better and more alert.
She stood up from her desk and walked a few steps then looked
at him and asked, “Were you with me last night?” He shook his head.
“Do you know if I had sex with anyone last night?” He shook his
head again, and Gabby said, “Jesus Christ! I feel like I was fucked by
the whole Trojan army.” Ralph laughed and said, “Not to be critical
of you, Gabby, or insulting, but you are not a woman of high morals
when it comes to sex.” She walked bowlegged to a sink across from
her desk and said, “Yeah. I’m easy. I admit it, and with the right
amount of drinks in me, shit, I would probably fuck Henry.”
That sent a visible shiver up Ralph’s spine as it did Gabby’s, and
she washed her hands and said, “I don’t think it’s possible, however,
to drink that much … or God I hope not!” Ralph laughed and said,
“I think you’re safe on the Henry and sex stuff. I don’t see that
happening.” Gabby made her way back to her desk, and as she did,
she heard Nathan and Henry talking together and walking down the
hall. She looked at Ralph and said, “Help me out here, Ralph. I don’t
want them to know that I came to work hammered.” Ralph nodded as
Henry came walking through the door.
Henry asked, “Gabby, did you get the bloodwork done on the
Deteravent sample I had sent up to the lab last night?” Gabby had
a blank look on her face, and Ralph said, “Yes, sir. Gabby and I
finished it last night. The results are in an email copied to Nathan.”
Henry looked hard at Gabby and asked, “Are you okay, Ms. Fisher?”
She nodded, and Nathan asked, “I called the lab around three this
morning.” Gabby was nervous and said, “Really?”
“Oh, yes, really. You want to tell me what you did before you came
to the lab last night?” Gabby just smiled and said, “Um … some dinner
and then to the lab?” “Did you get any sleep yesterday?” Gabby looked
at Ralph and then at Henry and said, “Yes. Yes, I did. Not as much as I
needed, but I did get some sleep.” Henry laughed and pointed a boney
finger at Gabby and said, “I know you like to party, Ms. Fisher. You had
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quite the conversation with Nathan at three a.m. The contents of which I
will keep between you, me, and Nathan. He told me all about it.”
Gabby was blushing and said, “I’m so sorry, Nathan … if I said
anything wrong or inappropriate.” Nathan said, “All I can say is that
when I talked to you at three, you seemed to be having a great time in
my lab with someone of the opposite sex.” Gabby put her hands to her
face, and Ralph spoke up and said, “I was in the office when she took
the call, sir. She was a bit tipsy, but there was no one here other than
myself and Ms. Fisher.” Nathan looked at Ralph and asked, “Were you
fraternizing with a fellow employee, Doctor Follsom?”
“No, sir. I just overheard the conversation and wanted you to know
that Ms. Fisher was alone in the lab.” Henry and Nathan looked at each
other, and Nathan said, “Well, all right then.” Henry and Nathan walked
out of the lab, and Gabby grabbed Ralph’s hand and said, “Thank you,
thank you. I have no idea what I did last night.” Ralph laughed and
said, “Don’t worry. You didn’t do anything crazy. It’s time to go home.
Do you need a ride?” Gabby shook her head and said, “No. I will be
fine. Thank you for all of your help.” Ralph went to walk out of the
office when Gabby noticed a cut on the right side of his head.
“What happened to you, Ralph? That looks like a nasty cut.” He
shrugged and said, “I was a bit clumsy last night myself, but we are both
okay.” Gabby nodded as he left her office.

Stanton Zansky was sitting at his desk on the tenth floor of his
building in Tarzana. It was half past six a.m., and he was typing away
on a prospectus update for his investors when the cell phone he had
laying on his desk buzzed. He reached over to answer it. “Yeah.” The
look on Stanton’s face gave away the fact that the call was a surprise
to him. “Why are you calling me at this hour of the morning?”
“To tell you that modifying your position on Alton Laboratories
will lead to the end of your life.” Stanton looked out the windows of
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his office as the sun was rising and said, “This is business. No one is
going to kill me over an investment.”
“Ah, Mr. Zansky, that is where you are so, so wrong. If your
investment group decides to remove its funding and backing of the
lab, a lot of people will lose their jobs, and the people who have
invested their lives into the work of the lab will lose everything.”
Zansky got bold and said, “Look … that’s the cost of doing
business. If I had to stop and worry about every person who would be
affected by one of my business decisions, I would not be able to stay
in this business for very long.”
“That’s true, Stanton, however, you have a secret. A deep, dark,
gripping, and terrifying secret, and I know what that secret is. You
know the old saying, a secret is only safe between two people if one
of them is dead?”
Zansky looked off out the window and asked, “Is that a threat
against my life? Are you daring to threaten my life?”
“I’m just speaking the truth, Mr. Zansky. I am merely speaking
the truth. You must make your own decisions. I just want to make
sure you are willing to pay the price if you choose wrong.”
Stanton slammed the phone down on his desk and said, “I’ll be
goddamned if I’m going to be threatened,” and went back to working
on his revised report as the caller hung up his cell phone while sitting
in his car outside of Zansky’s building.

Karen walked out of operating room one in the Eagle’s lair at six
forty-five a.m. Sara was sitting on the floor in the corridor with tears
running down her face. She had heard her husband in agony, heard a
man she did not know speaking and screaming from operating room
one. Karen walked over to her and put out her small hand and said,
“John wants to see you.” Sara got up with Karen’s help, and the two
walked into the operating room.
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John was sitting on the gurney, nude. He had a towel over his
shoulders and was wiping sweat from his face and head. Sara walked
in hesitantly. The oxygen mask was lying next to him, and she asked,
“How are you feeling?” John stood up, and his towering frame was
ripped by both dehydration and the severe strain his body had been
through over the hours of use with the medication. He said, “Well, in
some ways, I understand how the victims of the Eagle feel.” He was
drying his face, and Sara asked, “Are you okay?”
He smiled and said, “Yes, Sara. I’m fine. Karen had the toughest
part of all of this. She had to help in some ways reprogram me.”
Karen was sitting on a small medical stool across from John and
asked, “How much do you remember?” John looked at the woman/
child and said, “All of it, Karen. Every single second of it.” Karen
smiled and said, “Good. There will be a test in a few hours.” Sara
started laughing as did John. Karen’s face remained expressionless.
John walked over and put his hands on Karen’s shoulders and gently
pulled her to her feet. He looked into her blue eyes and said, “You saved
my life today!” She nodded and said, “At great cost to both of us. What
about Chris? What happens if they expose him to this drug?” John held
up several syringes and said, “Because of you, we have both an antidote
and a vaccine for this drug. If Chris can stab himself in the heart with
an atropine needle, he will certainly give himself an IM injection of one
or the other.” Karen looked at him and said, “Give him the vaccine. I
don’t want anyone to go through what I watched you go through.” John
nodded, and Sara said, “Is this what has been used on all of the victims
who were buried alive?” John nodded and said, “We need to talk to
Jade. She needs to give us the bloodwork on the victims.”
Sara handed John several reports from blood draws that Karen
had done through the night. He looked at the reports and asked,
“Would these results trigger any reaction in you for a sudden death
in a patient on autopsy?” Sara looked at the results and said, “Not
really. The high creatine would lead me to a conclusion of sudden
renal failure. The levels are high enough that that would be my guess,

92 • Chapter Twelve

but I’m not a medical examiner.” The three walked out of the lair and
into the kitchen in the main house.
John grabbed his cell phone and called Jade. The phone rang
several times before a groggy voice answered. “Morgan.” “Jade,
it’s John. I need you up here at the main house now.” There was no
response, just dead air, and as John, Sara, and Karen sat down at the
table in the breakfast nook, Jade came walking through the back door
in an open robe and said, “Oh, John, this better be good. Getting me
out of bed at the crack of dawn.”
He handed her his bloodwork and asked, “If you could not find
a definitive cause of death on autopsy and saw bloodwork like this
when the blood and toxicology screens came back, would you see a
cause of death?” Jade looked at several of the sheets and the rising
creatine levels in the blood and said, “Yeah. I would chalk the death up
to sudden onset renal failure. Why? Whose bloodwork is this?”
Karen and Sara looked at Jade and said, “John’s.” John nodded, and Jade
looked at him and said, “There’s no way. Based on these levels, you should
be dead.” John nodded and said, “Karen kept me alive while working with
me. This is from a drug that we have discovered that I believe was used in
all of the Kagel Canyon murders. I need you to run all of the bloodwork
again ASAP and tell me if my bloodwork is consistent with the victims.”
Jade pulled her cell phone from the pocket of her robe and called the lab.
Jessica answered the phone at the office, and Jade told her to pull all of the
victims’ bloodwork and tox screens and email the results to her as well as
John, Karen, and Sara. Jessica told Jade she would do it right away, and
as the four waited for the results, Sara made a pot of coffee and gave John
a bottle of Coke Zero. It took only minutes, and the victims’ bloodwork
was on everyone’s device. The creatine levels were all elevated as high or
higher than John’s, yet Jade listed the cause of death as asphyxiation.
John looked at her and asked, “With these types of blood results,
why the hell would you have put asphyxiation as the cause of death?”
Jade took a sip of her coffee and said, “Five victims, all buried alive
with oxygen feeds to their noses. To me, there was enough based on
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that to make a call on the cause of death, and, in reality, it was the cause
of death. They didn’t get time to die of renal failure. They all died
because the oxygen to their brains had been cut off.”
Sara looked at John and said, “The Eagle might be immune to
the drug now, but he still has to have oxygen to stay alive. What if
this killer hits you on the back of the head and puts you in a casket?”
John looked at Sara and said, “If the Eagle is that reckless, then he
deserves to die.” There was nervous laughter at the table. Karen
looked at him and said, “To be on the safe side, we really should do
a round of dialysis to make sure we get all of the drug out of your
system. Allowing your body to be cleansed naturally by your kidneys
could take days.” John nodded, and Sara called the dialysis center at
Northridge and asked that they set up a suite for a special patient.
John took a shower and dressed, and Sara was with him the whole
time. They met up with Karen at the front entrance to the house, and
Karen followed them to the hospital. It was eight a.m., and John started
the treatment right away. Karen said, “You will be done around noon.
When you are finished, please come to my office. We have some
unfinished business from last night.”

Chris had spent nearly three hours going over the house where
Sam had been held captive. It was half past eight when he walked out
of the doors as other investigators were sealing off the house. Jim and
Sam had long left the scene, and Chris put several bags of evidence
into his car and called John.
“Swenson.” “John, it’s Chris. I’ve finished up out here in Sylmar at
Deputy Pritchard’s scene.” John was sipping some water as the dialysis
machine spun his blood through the artificial kidney, removing the last
of the drug from his body. “So, what did you find?”
Chris looked over at the paper bags and said, “Not much. For the
most part, it appears the house was intended to be used as a holding
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area. There was nothing to eat or drink or anything else in it. The
technology for monitoring two bedrooms in the house is impressive
as is the security system.” John asked, “Did you find any medications
on scene?” Chris said, “I don’t know if they are medications or not,
but I did find several bags that contained a white substance with the
consistency of thin flour.” John asked if he touched any of the powder
with his bare hands, and Chris told him no. He used gloves.
John told him to make sure to bag the gloves and to treat them as a
biohazard item. Chris asked, “So, what have you been up to?”
“Testing!” John said. “I have some things to finish up, and then
I have to meet Karen at the hospital. Why don’t you meet me there
at noon, and then we can go over what you picked up and have it
run in the lab.” Chris agreed and hung up the line. He opened one
of the brown bags with the powder in it and pulled one of the plastic
bags out and looked at it hard in the morning light. He opened the
bag, dipped his finger in it, and wiped a small amount across his
upper gums. “It’s not coke. Hmm … tastes sweet with a little bit of a
flowery odor.” He closed the bag and put it back into the paper bag.
He looked at the dash clock in his car, and it was nine fifteen.
He started to sway a bit in his seat and said, “Jesus … that’s not
coke, but whatever the hell it is, it’s some powerful shit. I better get to
the hospital and find out what the hell I just ingested.”
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Chapter Thirteen
“The son of a bitch will die
a hero, and no one in the
world will know about it.”

J

im and Sam arrived at the sheriff’s office to resounding applause.
The media had picked up Sam’s rescue over the police scanner and
were running with either unverified stories or quoting, “sources
close to the investigation who wished to remain anonymous.” Jim
didn’t acknowledge the applause, and Sam skulked behind him to his
office. Only she knew the truth, and the truth was she freed herself.
Jim sat down behind his desk and called John.
“Who the fuck has been leaking information to the media … or
should I say misinformation?”
John asked, “How should I know, Jim. I’m not running around.
I’m at Northridge Hospital getting dialysis.” Jim looked at Sam who
had gotten up and walked over to his smoker’s window. He asked,
“What happened? Did you hurt your kidneys?” John laughed and told
him no, so Jim asked, “Then why the fuck are you getting dialysis?”
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“I experimented with one of Alton’s drugs.” Jim sat back and
asked, “What in heaven or earth would possess you to do something
like that?” “They are after the Iron Eagle, and they are going to catch
him by using this drug.” Jim stared at Sam who was blowing smoke
out the window of his office and asked, “Okay. You got my attention.
What the fuck is the Eagle planning?” John said, “Chris is meeting
me here at noon. Why don’t you and Sam join us?”
Jim agreed and hung up the phone. He walked over to the small table
by his window and said, “Well, the good news is you’re alive and well.
Also, this new media blitz will most likely put you over the top for the
election. Now, it’s time to get back to police work. We have a meeting
with John and Chris at Northridge Hospital at noon.”
Sam took a deep hit off the cigarette and said, “How the fuck do
you see the media doing me favors in this? They are saying that I was
rescued after being abducted. No one fuckin’ rescued me. I rescued
myself.” Jim laughed and said, “Have you ever heard that sometimes it
is better to be lucky than smart?” She nodded.
Jim said, “This is a windfall for you. When the election is over and you
have that first sit down interview one-on-one about being the first female
sheriff of the second largest county in the country, you can tell them the
truth about the abduction. Right now, let the media spin. We have a killer
to catch, and that is in the public’s best interest.” Sam nodded reluctantly
and asked, “Why were you so angry with John on the phone?” Jim put a
cigarette in his mouth and gestured up and down with a closed left fist. Sam
laughed and said, “So, he’s beating you off. Or are you beating him off?”
“When it comes to John Swenson,” he said, “he breaks all of the
rules and stays alive.” Sam stubbed out the cigarette and said, “Yeah,
well, those rules are there for a reason. Sooner or later he’s going to
break the rules, and he’s not going to come out of it alive.” Jim nodded
and said, “That is most likely true, but the son of a bitch will die a hero,
and no one in the world will know about it.”
Sam had a strange look on her face and said, “You really care about
him, don’t you?” Jim nodded firmly, taking a final hit off his cigarette
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and answering as he stubbed it out in the ashtray, “Yeah, Sam. For all
the grief I give him and he has given me, I do care about John a great
deal. I bust his balls, and he manages to get me into situations where I
have nearly been killed. But when all is said and done, John Swenson
is what true heroes are made of. He doesn’t give a rat’s ass what the
world thinks of him. He cares about the people he was sworn to protect,
and he has gone to and continues to go to great lengths to do that. I was
pissed at him on the phone because he did something incredibly stupid,
in my opinion, to try and catch the Kagel Canyon Killer.”
Sam asked, “So, what now?” Jim looked at his watch and said,
“It’s eleven thirty. We need to head over to Northridge Hospital for a
meeting with John and Chris and who knows who else.” He grabbed
his jacket off the back of his chair and said, “Come on. Let’s see what
new hell Swenson has for us.” Sam laughed, grabbing her jacket as
well and said, “You’re such a drama queen.” Jim laughed under his
breath as she followed him out of the building to his car. He looked
at her as the two buckled their seat belts and said, “Keep that thought
and hope you never have to put those words to the test.” Sam gave
him a look of dismay as they headed for Northridge.

Stanton Zansky had called a teleconference at one p.m. as well
as a meeting of his board of directors to discuss future investment in
Alton Laboratories as well as moving to have Nathan Long removed
from the board. He also wanted to make a hostile bid to take over
Alton and end the bloodletting that Zansky Investments and its
venture capital group had been enduring for so many years. But he
didn’t call Nathan. He wanted the move to be a surprise and sat at his
desk eating a sandwich from a local shop, waiting for his chance to
end Alton and Long once and for all.
He looked at the crystal Tiffany clock on his desk. It was twelve fifteen,
and he smiled as he took a bite of his sandwich and waited for the meeting.
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Karen and Sara were sitting in Karen’s office when John walked
in. They both asked how he felt, and he said he was fine. Karen
pulled out her tablet and said, “Before we got caught up in not killing
you last night, I had a message whispered into my tablet by one of
my patients that I wanted to see if you could run through your voice
software.” John sat down across from her and asked, “Are you trying
to figure out who the patient is or what the patient said?” “What he
said. I know who the patient is. Sara and I were together when he
whispered into my tablet.”
John shrugged and took the tablet. She handed him a pair of inner
earphones, and he put them into his ears and pressed play. The voice
of Ralph Follsom came over the wave file, and the hushed tone of his
message was hard to decipher. John listened several more times and
said, “Give me a second. I need my laptop from my truck.” John got
up and walked out of the office as Chris, Jim, and Sam were walking
the halls looking for him. He told them to go to Karen’s office and
that he would be right back. Chris turned and followed John as Jim
and Sam walked into Karen’s office.
As they stepped into the elevator, Chris asked, “What happened
to you last night?” John looked at him and said, “I had to do a little
experimental drug work.” John pulled a syringe out of his coat pocket
and handed it to Chris with an alcohol and cotton swab. The two
walked out of the building to John’s truck, and John said, “Inject
yourself.” Chris looked at John and asked why.
“Because I know you. You sampled the powder you found in the
baggy at Sam’s scene. Am I correct?” Chris nodded, and John asked,
“How long ago?” “Twenty minutes, give or take. Why?” Chris looked
both confused and scared. John said, “Inject the antidote into your
blood stream now!” Chris took off his coat and rolled up his sleeve.
John pulled out a tourniquet, and Chris laughed and said, “You’re a
moving hospital!” John said, “Yeah, well, I have to be.”
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John tied off Chris’s right arm tight, and several large veins
appeared on top of the muscle. He took the syringe from Chris, and
after wiping his arm with the alcohol swab said, “This is going to sting
a bit.” John injected the drug into Chris, and he said, “That wasn’t
bad.” John laughed and said, “I wasn’t talking about the injection.”
It took only seconds, and Chris fell to his knees near the passenger’s
side of John’s truck. John lifted him up and put him on the edge of the
seat, and Chris asked, “What the hell is happening to me?”
“The antidote is adhering to the drug you inhaled and rubbed on your
gums.” Chris asked through pain, “How the hell could you know that’s
what I did with the stuff?” John laughed and said, “It’s what we all do when
we think we have coke or some other controlled substance. But that wasn’t
coke, and I bet you knew that within seconds of it hitting your upper gums.”
Chris nodded and said, “My vision is getting blurry, and I’m starting
to see colors. What the hell’s going on, John?” John pulled the silver
laptop case from the back seat of his truck and said, “Give it another
minute or so, and it will pass. Chris was starting to hyperventilate,
and John put his hand on his shoulder to calm him down. The feeling
passed before Chris could lose it, and once he had his composure back,
although dripping with sweat, he asked, “What just happened?”
John closed the driver’s side door of his truck and walked over
and closed the passenger’s door and locked the truck. “You were on a
psychotropic drug mixture.” “Like acid?” Chris asked. John shook his
head and said, “Way more powerful.” Chris was now walking behind
him back to the building and asked, “Is this some new street drug?”
John shook his head, and Chris asked, “Then what the fuck was that?”
John was quiet as he pressed the elevator button to head for
Karen’s office, and when the two men were alone in the elevator
he said, “What you just experienced was a huge mistake by a drug
company that thought this mixture would calm people down and keep
them from hurting themselves or someone else.” Chris shook his head
and said, “Well, I don’t know what it was, but whoever invented it
missed the mark on what they were trying to do with the drug.” John
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nodded as they stepped off the elevator and said, “Don’t tell anyone
about what just happened. It would be bad for both of us.” Chris
nodded as they walked into Karen’s office.

It was ten to one when Stanton’s phone buzzed, and his secretary
told him that there was a delivery at loading for him in the basement.
Stanton asked, “A delivery of what? I didn’t order anything. Just have
one of the guys sign for it.” She said she was sorry but the man in
receiving said it was a restricted delivery. “If you don’t go down and
sign,” she said, “the item will be returned to sender.” Stanton was pissed
and walked out of his office. He looked at his assistant and said in a
menacing voice, “This better be worth my time. I have a meeting in ten
minutes. If I’m not back, then stack the calls and put all of our investors
and managers into the large conference room. I shouldn’t be long.” His
secretary nodded as he walked out to the elevator. She picked up the
phone and started dialing numbers as the elevator doors closed.

John and Chris walked into Karen’s office, and Jim looked at
Chris and asked, “Are you okay, kid? You look like you’ve seen a
fuckin’ ghost.” Chris nodded as John opened the stainless steel case
and placed his thumb on the password screen and grabbed a USB
cable and plugged it into his laptop and then into Karen’s tablet. There
were a few moments of fussing when John took out the earphones
and allowed the sounds to play on the speakers on his computer. The
voice was hushed, and John played with the sound until the voice
became more intelligible. After a few minutes, he pressed play, and
the voice of Ralph Follsom could be heard loud and clear.
“Deteravent … Deteravent.” Follsom’s voice trailed off, and Sam
looked at the room full of people and said, “That’s the voice of the man
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who had me at the house in Sylmar.” John looked at Karen whose face
was now sheet white and asked, “What’s this man’s name?” Karen said
flatly, “Follsom … Dr. Ralph Follsom. He is a patient of mine.” Chris
and Sam looked confused, and Karen and Sara looked terrified. John
downloaded the wave file to his computer and said, “Chris, you are
coming with me. Jim, you and Sam need to get to Zansky’s office.” Jim
looked up at him and asked, “What the fuck do we need to go there for?”
Karen answered the question. “Zansky Investments is the largest
shareholder in Alton Laboratories.” Jim shrugged his shoulders and said,
“And!” “And,” Sara said, holding her PDA in the air, “I just received an
email from Stanton Zansky that there is an emergency board meeting at
his office, and the subject is the continued investment in Alton Labs.”
Jim took one look at Sara and said, “Let me guess? You’re on
the goddamn board of Zansky?” “I consult to their medical research
units, but as far as I know there haven’t been any formal drug trials
done by Alton Labs in many years. Actually the last drug that Alton
was working on was Deteravent, which the FDA stopped mid-trial
due to really, really bad results.”
Sam said, “I don’t get it. Why the hell did this Follsom guy grab me?”
John said, “That’s a hell of a question. I don’t know for sure, but you fit
in somewhere in the mix of all of this.” Jim looked befuddled and said,
“None of this makes a damn bit of sense. John, are you thinking that this
Follsom guy is the Kagel Canyon Killer?” John shook his head and said
no. Jim asked, “Then who do you think it is?” John said, “I don’t think
this is a single person. I think this is a larger conspiracy.” Jim looked from
face to face and asked John, “Are you saying that there is a conspiracy at
Alton or Zansky’s?” John was standing near the office exit and said yes.
Jim shook his head and looked at his watch. It was ten after one. He asked
Sara what time the meeting started. “It started ten minutes ago.” Jim and
Sam got up and ran out of Karen’s office headed for Zansky’s.
John and Chris were leaving, and Karen asked, “You’re going to
Alton, aren’t you?” John nodded. She looked at Chris and said, “You
took the antidote for Deteravent, didn’t you?” He nodded and said,
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“Until this second, I had no idea what the drug was or that it had a
name.” Karen asked, “How much did you take?”
“I rubbed a little on my upper gums because the fine powder looked
like cocaine.” Sara chimed in and told John, “Even though you gave
Chris the antidote and he has no symptoms of the drug now, we don’t
know how long it takes for either the drug or the antidote to truly take
effect.” John nodded, and Chris asked, “What’s the big deal? The stuff’s a
psychotropic. It’s not that big of a deal. I know I seem clean and straight,
but I did a few rounds of LSD when I was in high school and college.”
Karen had a serious look on her face and said, “Now, I’m even
more concerned, John. Chris altered his brain chemistry years ago.
It doesn’t mean that the combination of the real drug, the antidote,
and the drugs from years ago won’t end in a flashback. The antidote
might not even work.” Sara looked at John and said, “You can’t take
Chris with you. It’s too dangerous.” Chris was starting to get agitated
and said, “Look, I did a few drugs over a decade ago. You guys are
making it sound like I’m going to turn into a monster.”
John looked at him and said, “It’s a distinct possibility … the
question is, what monster lies under that sullen exterior? Will it be
friend or foe?” Chris laughed and said, “Come on, guys. You’re starting
to freak me out. Just what the hell do you think we are going to get
into?” John looked at him and said, “Exactly, Chris. What hell indeed.”
He told him to get moving, and as they left the building, Karen looked
at Sara and said, “I don’t know that Chris will be the same man when
he comes out the other side of this.” Sara looked at her and then said,
“You’ll know.” “How?” Sara stood up slowly and let out a sigh. “You
will know if the Iron Eagle comes back … and if he’s alone or not.”
Karen’s face sank as the two women stared into each other’s eyes.
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Chapter Fourteen
“It won’t be any of us.”

S

tanton got off the elevator in the basement and walked into
the mailroom, but no one was around. He looked down at his
platinum Rolex; it was five to one. He called out, but there was
no response. He began walking around the back counter, looking for
the three women and two men who ran his mailroom. He threw a box
across the back of the room and screamed, “I’VE GOT A GODDAMN
MEETING. I DON’T HAVE TIME FOR THIS SHIT!” Then he saw
that the back loading dock doors were open, and he walked out to the
loading area where a man stood in the shadows. Stanton called out
and asked, “Is there something I can help you with?”
The male voice asked, “I’m waiting for a signature.” “From
whom?” “Mr. Stanton Zansky.” “I’m Stanton Zansky. What’s so
goddamned important that I had to come all the way down to sign for
a package?” “Oh, trust me, Mr. Zansky. My employer wanted to make
sure that you received this package.” Stanton moved into the light,
and as he did, he saw the bodies of his employees stacked neatly in a
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corner of the loading area. He froze in fear, staring, and never felt the
blow to the side of his head.

It was half past one, and the few employees that were still entering
and exiting Alton Labs during the shift change walked huddled
together, going in and coming out. They were speaking in clipped and
hushed tones as all were on edge. Gabby Fisher was walking out of
the building headed for her car when she saw a black Chevy Silverado
pull up in front of the lab. She didn’t give it much thought, and she
watched as the male driver and his passenger got out of the car. She
recognized Chris right away and began calling and waving to him.
“Chris Mantel. Jesus! Is that you?” Chris looked at Gabby,
momentarily confused, and then recognized her.
“Ms. Fisher? Ms. Gabby Fisher?” Gabby looked over at John who
had just called her name and nodded slowly. John and Chris rushed
over to her, and John asked, “Ms. Fisher, my name is FBI Special
Agent John Swenson. You know my partner here. Can you please tell
us where you have been?” Gabby contorted her face and pointed to
the lab entrance and said, “Um … working. I’m just coming off shift.”
Chris asked, “Gabby, have you been here all night?” She nodded and
said, “Yeah, Chris, remember? While you were partying when we were
in college together, I was studying. I have a degree in microbiology,
and I work here at Alton Labs. Jesus Chris! You look great. So, you
work for the FBI?” Chris nodded and took Gabby’s hand and walked
her over to John’s truck where she asked what was going on.
Chris said, “You disappeared last night along with Deputy Sam
Pritchard.” “Disappeared from where?” John said, “Your home, Ms.
Fisher. We were called out to investigate a possible homicide at your
residence last night.” John looked at Chris and asked, “You know Ms.
Fisher from college?” Chris nodded, and John asked, “Was there some
point in this investigation that you were going to tell the rest of us?” He
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shrugged and said, “I didn’t put two and two together. I never looked at
her profile or pulled her data. You and Jim were handling that with Sam.”
Gabby interrupted and said, “I don’t get it. You guys and the police
have been to my house, and you thought it was a homicide?” John nodded,
and she asked, “Was my body there?” Chris said, “No, Gabby … but there
was a lot of blood and blood spatter in your bedroom. It looked like a
brutal killing.” John coughed to interrupt the two and said, “The blood did
not match your DNA, Ms. Fisher. So, you’ve been here at Alton working
all night?” Gabby nodded and said, “Actually, I’m not sure about the past
twenty-four hours, Agent Swenson. I remember leaving work yesterday
after my double shift and then nothing until waking up at my desk this
morning here at the lab. One of my coworkers told me I tied one on before
coming to work last night and ended up passing out in my office.” John
called for backup and Jim to let him and Sam know what was happening.

Jim and Sam arrived at Nathan Zansky’s office at a quarter to two.
They were greeted by several black and white LAPD units and several
officers huddled around talking. As they walked up to the building
entrance, Jim saw officers that he knew and walked up and asked,
“What’s going on?” One of the officers said, “Nathan Zansky went
missing about an hour ago, and we were called in by his office staff.”
Jim looked around and asked, “Who’s in charge?” The officer pointed
to the building entrance where Detective Riggs McEllen stood talking
to several very well dressed men and women.
Jim called out and asked, “What do we have here, Riggs?” Riggs
turned to see Jim and Sam walking toward him and said, “Well, from
the best that I can make of it, someone killed five employees then
grabbed Nathan Zansky in the basement about an hour ago.” Jim
looked around and said, “Show us.”
Riggs excused himself and walked into the building and then to a
service elevator. The three stepped in, and Riggs pressed the button for
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the basement. As the doors closed, he said, “I’m really glad to hear about
your rescue, Deputy Pritchard. How are you doing?” Sam shrugged her
shoulders and said, “I’m fine, Detective.” The elevator doors opened, and
several detectives from LAPD were walking around the area. Jim looked
around and saw that there were two officers near a glass-enclosed office
where it appeared several bodies were stacked. He looked at Riggs and
asked, “Is this an active homicide investigation?” Riggs nodded and told
them that he had notified the coroner, and that he had a CSI team en route.
Jim asked, “Did you call my office?” Riggs shook his head and said,
“This is LAPD jurisdiction. Why would I call your office?” Jim shook
his head and asked, “Is one of those bodies Nathan Zansky?” Riggs
shook his head, and Jim asked, “Does anyone know where Mr. Zansky
currently is?” The detective shook his head. Jim threw his hands in the
air and said while grabbing his cell phone off his hip, “Jesus fuckin’
Christ … you have a multiple homicide crime scene, one of the richest
men in LA if not the world missing, and you haven’t notified my office
or the FBI? Fuck, Riggs. This is sloppy fuckin’ police work.”
Jim’s phone started ringing before he could call out. He answered
to hear John’s voice on the other end of the line. “Jim, you are never
going to guess who Chris and I are talking to right now.” Jim said,
“You’re fuckin’ right. I won’t because I’m standing at Zansky’s
office building where five of his employees have been murdered, and
Zansky’s been grabbed.” John asked, “Was there a ransom demand or
note left behind at the scene?” Jim explained that he just got on scene
with Sam and that he was ordering in his CSI team.
“Riggs has this case, and he didn’t call us,” Jim said while glaring
at Riggs. “Jade is en route with her team, so is mine. Are you going
to send in a crew?” John said, “Yes…” He stopped talking and told
Chris to get a homicide CSI team over to Zansky’s office. While both
men were on the phone, Gabby looked on, trying to make heads or
tails of all of what she had heard.
John was still on with Jim and said, “Now, to make things even
more bizarre, Chris and I are standing in front of Alton Laboratories
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talking to Ms. Gabby Fisher.” Jim’s face lost all expression, and Sam
looked on at him confused.
“You have the Fisher girl there with you? She’s fuckin’ alive?”
John said yes, and Jim asked, “Well … Jesus. What the fuck? What
the hell is going on?” John walked far away from Chris and Gabby
and said, “I think the mission here at Alton has changed. I don’t think
that they have their eye or desire on the Eagle. They are in deep, and
someone from this lab grabbed Zansky before he could call a vote.”
Jade and her team pulled up outside of the open delivery doors,
and Jim said, “Jesus Christ, John. Every time we think we have some
idea of what’s going on we get a new monkey wrench in the mix. So,
what now? Where the hell is Zansky?”
John looked at the building behind him and said, “I don’t know
where Nathan Zansky is right now, but I’m one hundred percent
certain he will be at this lab before nightfall.” Jim paced for a few
seconds and then asked, “So, how do you want to play this?”
“Get all the information you can at Zansky’s office. It’s…” John
looked down at his PDA, “two thirty p.m. Chris and I are not going
to enter Alton. We are, however, going to make a very public take
of Ms. Fisher.” Jim took a cigarette out of his top left pocket, lit it,
and asked while snapping his Zippo shut, “You want the security
cameras and microphones to see and hear you take Fisher?”
“Yes … Chris and I are going to make a public scene with Ms.
Fisher and then take her back to her home.” Jim took a deep drag off
his cigarette as Sam talked with Jade while she was examining the
bodies. He exhaled the smoke into the air and asked, “So … you think
that you’re going to flush the perp to the surface by grabbing Fisher?”
John looked around and said, “No … taking her won’t get the perp
to come out into the open. It’s going to take a hell of a lot more than
that. No, I’m going to grab Ms. Fisher and take her back to her home
and try to learn all I can from her. I want you to work the scene at
Zansky’s, and then I want you and Sam to meet me and Chris at Alton
Labs tonight at nine p.m.”
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Jim walked out of the building and away from all ears, holding the
phone to his ear as he walked. He was unusually quiet and asked, “You
think that the Kagel Canyon murders are related to Alton?” John said
yes. “The Eagle wants to use me and Chris as bate to lure the killer out?”
John breathed deep, and Jim heard it, then John said, “And Sam.”
Jim stepped off the curb near the building and stood near the edge
of Ventura Boulevard and said, “Someone is going to die tonight, John.”
There was silence on the other end of the line, and Jim waited. John finally
said, “It won’t be any of us.” Jim took the last hit off his cigarette and said,
“You can’t promise that … the Eagle can’t promise that. We are going to
walk into the bowels of hell tonight … our own and someone else’s!”
John took a deep breath and said, “Oh, yes. We are going into the
bowels of hell, Jim. There are people in this building that need to be
saved. Zansky is only one of what I fear are many.” Jim said okay and
hung up the line. Sam had been watching him off in the distance and
saw the look on his face when he turned back. She could see it in his
walk, his whole demeanor. All hell was about to break loose, and she
was going to be right in the middle of it.
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Chapter Fifteen
“I WILL BE COMING
HOME TONIGHT.”

S

tanton Zansky woke up to a throbbing headache and a brightly lit
conference room. As his eyes adjusted, he could see several men
and women all seated at a long table. It was growing dark. He
could see out several large windows all around the room, and he looked
around at the faces; some he knew, but most he didn’t. There was a
conversation taking place amongst the group at the table, and as Stanton
got more and more of his faculties, he started to recognize voices. He
lifted his head off the desk and pushed himself back against the soft
leather chair he was seated in and asked, “Who the fuck knocked me
out at my office?” The conversation stopped, and there were several
seconds of silence, broken by the voice of Ralph Follsom.
“Mr. Zansky, I’m sorry for the dramatics in taking you from
your office, but I could not allow you to start trouble for Alton
Laboratories.” Stanton looked at Ralph and said, “You’re Follsom.
Ralph Follsom, right?” Ralph nodded, and Stanton asked, “What the
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hell are you doing here? Where is here? Are you people out of your
minds? Jesus Christ. Five of my employees appeared to be dead at my
office. You assaulted and kidnapped me, and now I’m sitting with a
group of people I don’t know?”
Ralph stood up and said, “Mr Zansky, as you know, Alton Labs
has been working on perfecting its new drug Deteravent for the FDA.
Dr. Henry Chum and Dr. Nathan Long have been doing extensive
research and testing in clinical trials, and the drug is about to be
reintroduced to the FDA with a new purpose.” Stanton sat back and
put his hand on the back of his neck and asked, “And just what is the
new purpose for the drug?”
Ralph had moved over near one of the conference room windows
and was looking out with his back to Zansky. “A death cocktail for
prisons around the United States and the world.” Stanton shook his
head hard and said, “I know I took a good thump on my head, but did
you say a death cocktail?”
Ralph nodded, still looking out the window. “Yes, sir. We have been
able to produce a gas that when inhaled in large doses kills the victim
in a matter of seconds. We have the capability to use this new drug in
place of lethal injection.” Stanton sat back in his chair and said, “How
the fuck do you do human subjects research on a killer drug?”
Ralph turned around and looked at him and said, “Secretly … very,
very secretly. You have to plan a great deal, and then you have to get
your subjects, and then use a cover so no one can trace the research
back to you and your lab.” Stanton was more alert and asked, “You are
going to have to be more direct and less cryptic, Dr. Follsom.” Ralph
laughed slightly under his breath as did those at the table and said,
“Of course, Mr. Zansky. We have created a serial killer, a very, very
disturbing killer. You might have read about the Kagel Canyon Killer.”
Zansky contorted his face and said, “You created a serial killer
in order to cover up what you are doing with your research?” Ralph
sat back down in his chair across the table from Zansky and said,
“Exactly. And it has worked very, very well. I even threw in my own
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flair by challenging the Iron Eagle to catch the killer.” Zansky sat up
and said, “You have been using your research subjects and this serial
killer to draw out the Iron Eagle?” Ralph nodded.
Stanton said, “Talk about inviting the devil to dinner. Given the
facts I know about the Eagle and his killings, I would think he is the
last person on the planet you want to goad and attract to this research.”
One of the women sitting a few seats over from Stanton said, “No,
actually, getting the Iron Eagle into our clutches would be perfect. If
we kill him with the new drug, and we film it, much like he does his
victims, we all feel it will add even more fodder for the FDA.”
Stanton looked around the table and said, “Let me see if I have
this right. You have created a serial killer to hide human research
that you have been doing with a new drug that you want to pitch to
the FDA as an alternative to lethal injection. You have been burying
people alive for the purposes of research and challenging the Iron
Eagle to catch this made up serial killer?”
Ralph smiled and said, “You see, Mr. Stanton, I knew you would
understand. Your son died as a result of botched research. We know he
was innocent of the crimes he was accused of. It was Dr. Chum and Dr.
Long who actually committed the murders, and they had to make them
brutal in order to get the media’s attention. The hope in framing your
son, Able, for the crimes was to have him be the first person that our
drug Deteravent would be used on in the death chamber. Unfortunately,
Doctors Long and Chum got the dosing wrong when they were working
with you to help your son with his anxiety problems, and instead of a
drug that would calm a killer into death, it enraged the inner animal
in Able and drove him to kill. When that research was going on with
Able, we were still hoping that we were on the road to creating a drug
to stop killers in their tracks and end the killer instinct in the most
violent of people. Unfortunately what we ended up with was a drug
that brought out the rage in the human mind.”
Stanton stood up a little wobbly and said, “So, the bottom line is,
you sick bastards used my son and in the end murdered him?” Ralph
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remained seated and said, “Yes … well, about that … we’re sorry.”
Zansky was breathing heavy and said, “You’re sorry? You’re fuckin’
sorry? You killed five of my employees this afternoon. I didn’t see
how they died. Was it your gas?” Ralph shook his head and said, “No.
They were all shot in the head. We have too much of our drug out
in the hands of law enforcement. We couldn’t have five dead bodies
with no sign of injury … that would be a dead giveaway, no pun
intended, that there was an agent used on them. We are going to do
our final test tonight here at Alton Laboratories on fifteen subjects
that we have been dealing with for several years.”
“What the fuck does this have to do with me?” Stanton asked.
“You’re the money behind our laboratory, Mr. Zansky,” Ralph
replied. “You and your investment group stand to earn an enormous
amount of money once we get this drug FDA approved and approved
for use in carrying out death sentences. We wanted you here to see
the test and watch how peacefully the subjects die, so you can see that
your son’s death, while tragic, made it possible for us to realize this
medication. To help to change the way the prison system puts people
to death. We are going to rebrand Deteravent. Its new trade name is
going to be Deliverance because it delivers the condemned to the
other world quickly and painlessly.”
Zansky looked at him and asked, “And you think that I’m going
to watch this mass killing that might include the Iron Eagle, and that
I’m going to support what you have done and are doing?” Ralph said,
“It’s about money, Mr. Zansky. Isn’t that your motto? ‘It’s not the
product, it’s the profit’ that moves you in your business? Well, we
have been doctoring up paperwork for the FDA, taking the results of
human research subjects and putting them into animal models. I mean
… we certainly can’t tell the FDA that we have been experimenting
on humans, can we? That’s murder, so we have extrapolated the
human data and then used the drug in mice to get conclusive results.
Once we have concluded this final killing of human subjects, we can
apply for an experimental permit to use it in a death chamber on the
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condemned. Every state and county in the country is looking for a
less traumatic death for its convicts. We will no doubt get takers. I
think that we can make it so Deliverance is the only drug used for
executions in the U.S. by next year with FDA approval.”
Stanton sat silent, staring at Follsom at the other end of the table.
He was speechless, and Ralph even told him so.

It was half past seven, and John and Chris had gone back to the
house in Malibu to pick up their equipment. Sara had just gotten home
from the hospital along with Karen. The two women saw the light
on in the lair and walked in as John and Chris were packing duffle
bags. Sara asked John if Chris had any problems since giving him the
injection. He shook his head as he threw Chris his black body armor.
He had pulled his own out, and Sara asked, “John, before you put on
the armor of the Iron Eagle, I need to ask you a question.” He was
focused on calibrating his countersurveillance equipment as well as
making sure he had plenty of prefilled syringes of antidote.
He didn’t look at Sara, he just asked, “What’s the question?”
Sara knelt down next to him and said, “Are Jim and Sam going to be
involved in whatever it is you are going to do tonight?” He nodded,
and Sara asked, “Have they been given the vaccine?” John shook his
head as he put the capped syringes in the bag.
Karen leaned down next to Sara and asked, “John, are you prepared
to handle this?” Chris spoke up as he was pulling on his body armor and
said, “The only person in this room who is prepared for what lies ahead
of us is the Iron Eagle.” Sara asked John, “Will you be bringing anyone
back to the lair?” He said, “I don’t know … I won’t know until I get into
this and sort out those responsible for this situation.”
John had tranquilized Gabby Fisher, and she was asleep in one of the
holding rooms. Sara had seen her on the couch of the first room when
she entered and asked, “What about the girl? Is she a guest or a victim?”
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“She’s a victim, but not of the Eagle. She has been the victim of
Alton Laboratories and her employer. I want her to be kept here until
I have my arms around this situation.”
Karen asked, “That’s the woman who went missing last night
before Sam, correct?” John nodded. “Where did you find her?” John
was still packing a bag, and Chris said, “It turns out that Ms. Fisher
is an old college friend of mine. I didn’t know it at the time. She said
she came to work but didn’t remember anything about last night.”
Karen put her hand under her chin in thought and asked John, “Has
she told you anything about last night? Does she remember anything
about last night before meeting up with you and Chris?”
John shook his head and said, “I think they used a low dose of the
drug on her yesterday. She most likely has repressed anything that
happened to her.” Karen said, “I can put her under hypnosis along with
an injection of SP-117 and try to extract the memories.”
John said, “Perhaps it would be better to leave those memories where
they are. I know what I’m looking for and who is looking for me. The
five people killed at Zansky’s office weren’t drugged. They were each
killed execution style with a bullet to the back of their skulls, according
to Jade. I know enough to move on this, and Chris is prepared to assist.”
Karen stood up and walked over to Chris and asked, “Is what John
says about you true? Are you prepared to walk into whatever new hell
is out there?” Chris stood up and grabbed her by the arm with a tight,
aggressive grip. “I’m prepared to do whatever it takes to take out this
killer or killers. I have learned a lot about myself over the past couple of
years and what I’m capable of.” She remained calm and said, “You’re
hurting me, Chris.” He gently released her arm and told her he was sorry.
John looked at Chris and then at Karen and said, “You know what’s
happening to Chris, Karen. You can’t stop it. He has to ride this through.”
“Through to what? Torture, murder, even his own death?” John
looked at her and said, “It has begun in him, Karen. You can’t stop it.
I can’t stop it. He has to follow his own feelings until he figures out
where he belongs in all of this.” She was very, very agitated, and Sara
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grabbed her before she could swing at John. She started to pull Karen
out of the lair as she screamed, “You can’t turn him into you, John.
You can’t turn Chris into the Eagle. It won’t work. It will destroy him,
and in the end, you will end up destroying each other.”
As Karen’s voice trailed off, Chris looked at John and said, “I’m not like
you. I’m not like the Eagle. I don’t have the taste for killing like you do.”
John put several syringes of antidote into the side pockets of his body
armor and said while pulling on his upper body armor, “I don’t expect
you to be like me or the Eagle. The Eagle is my alter ego. You have to
find your own identity. The death of your sister changed you, but you
couldn’t finish the job of avenging her death, remember?” Chris nodded
as John continued, “What the Eagle does he does for the good of the
people. He looks to take the worst of the worst off the streets. However,
we are embarking into territory that is new for me and the Eagle. For the
first time in a decade and a half, neither I nor the Eagle know what he’s
walking into. I only know that someone out there wants to kill the Eagle,
and for the first time, I’m bringing people close to me that I care about and
putting them into harm’s way to catch a killer. This is all new territory.”

Jim and Sam arrived at Jim’s home at a little after seven. Barbara
was sitting on the deck overlooking the pool and the ocean when
they walked into the house and didn’t get up. She just took a sip of
her drink and asked, “So, you and Sam are going out tonight?” Jim
walked out onto the deck and sat down in a chair next to her while
Sam hung back in the living room until Barbara called for her to join
them. Sam walked out, and Barbara said, “Sit down, Sam. I don’t
bite. I want to talk to you two.” Jim was in full uniform as was Sam.
Barbara was wearing nothing but a robe, and it was half open as she
sat looking out into the darkness.
“Sara called me a few hours ago and told me that you will be
joining the Iron Eagle and Chris in an adventure tonight.” They nodded.
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Barbara said, “The elections are in a few short weeks, Samantha. Have
you been getting a taste of what you are going to be in for?”
Sam answered in a soft voice, “I don’t know that I’m ready to be
Sheriff, Barbara. I have had a taste of what the underbelly of police
work is like over the last several months but am I prepared to take
Jim’s job? To protect the people of Los Angeles County? I have no
idea. What I do know is that John, the Eagle, whoever he is, is going
into a hellish place tonight, and I don’t know what role I will play, but
I’m prepared to play it if it means capturing a killer.” Barbara laughed
as Jim flipped open his Zippo, pulled out a cigarette, and lit it. Sam
asked Barbara, “Did I say something funny?”
Jim interrupted and said, “Yeah, Sam, you did. You said something
really fuckin’ funny. Barb is baiting you. She wants to see how far you
will go, and she wants to see if you’re afraid.” Jim looked at Barbara
and asked, “Am I right?” Barbara took a drink of her beverage and
then got up and walked over to the wet bar and said, “I’m drinking
scotch. Do either one of you want one?” Jim said yes as did Sam, and
Barbara brought them their drinks and sat back on her lounge. She
took a sip and said, “Yes, Jim. That’s exactly what I’m trying to do. I
want to know if Samantha Pritchard has what it takes to help the bad
guy when it comes to getting the even worse guy.”
Sam had taken a cigarette out of her pocket, and Jim leaned over
and lit the smoke with his lighter. She took a hit off the cigarette
and then a drink of the scotch. They all sat quietly for a moment,
then Barbara broke the silence. “I know there is no way that you can
answer any of the questions that I just asked, Sam. You’re going to
have to go through trial by fire, and tonight is going to be it. Sara
tells me that she doesn’t think that all of you are going to survive,
that one of you will die tonight.”
Jim drank his scotch down in one swig and poured himself
another. Sam just watched Barbara, who didn’t make eye contact with
either of them. She just sat drinking her scotch and staring out into the
blackness of the sea crashing in the darkness below their feet.
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Jim finally said, “Sam, you will need some street clothes.” She
nodded and said, “My apartment is on the way to Alton Laboratories.
That’s where we’re going, right?” He nodded, stood up, and said, “I
need to change, Barb. I will be right back. You two play nice.” Jim
walked back into the house headed for the bedroom.
Sam sat smoking her cigarette and nursing her scotch as Barbara
stared out into the darkness. “Are you scared, Barb?”
Barbara took another sip of her drink and said, “Yes, Sam. For the
first time in nearly four decades of being a police officer’s wife, I’m
scared. Jim’s only a few months from walking away from police work
alive. You don’t know the shit he has endured as a Marine fighting for his
country, or as a U.S. Marshal, and then as a LA County Sheriff’s Deputy,
and now Sheriff. Jim has seen things that would make you lose your
cookies. He has known the identity of the Iron Eagle from the beginning,
and he has guarded that secret with his life. I want my husband to come
home to me when this night is over. I’m not saying that I have not been
afraid for him before because I have. But tonight there is an extra heavy
weight on me, my mind. I don’t know where he’s going or who the Eagle
is going after, but I know that you and Jim are going to be bait.” Sam
dropped the glass to the concrete deck upon hearing those words.
Jim must have heard the glass break because he walked out onto
the deck and saw Sam sitting silent and sheet white. He walked over
and tapped her on the shoulder and said, “Why don’t you go out and
wait in my car? I will be right out.” Sam got up and apologized for
dropping the glass, but Barbara just waved her hand and said, “It’s
fine. You gave me the reaction I was hoping for.”
As she disappeared, Jim looked at Barbara and said, “It’s tough
enough, Barb … it’s fuckin’ tough enough to do this goddamn job.
You have something to say to me then say it, but don’t get Sam stirred
up. She has to be a cop tonight.”
Barbara sipped her scotch and said, “I just want you to come home
to me after tonight.” He sat down next to her on the lounge and said,
“Look at me.” Barbara looked away, and Jim took a hold of her face
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and gently turned it toward him. She had tears in her eyes, and he said,
“Look into my eyes … I WILL BE COMING HOME TONIGHT. I
don’t know what I’m walking into, but I promise you I will be coming
home. I’m not going to get killed in the last months of my career.”
Barbara looked at him and said, “Sara thinks the Eagle is going to
use you and Sam as bait.” Jim nodded and said, “I already know that,
but he has used me for bait in the past, and I always come out of it
alive.” She put her glass down on the table and said, “Yeah, but every
time you’ve gotten hurt. You’ve been shot, beaten, drugged, and who
knows what else. I don’t know how much more you can take.”
Jim let out a little laugh and said, “As much as is necessary to
put the bad guys down. There is a really bad group of bad guys here.
The Kagel Canyon Killer isn’t a serial killer at all. It’s a hell of a
lot bigger than that.” Barbara nodded and asked, “Do you think that
John and the Eagle know that?” He nodded and kissed her gently on
the lips. She looked at him and said, “You better come home tonight
because I need a good fucking!” She let out a light laugh, and Jim
said, “Put the lube on the night stand. I will be home later to pound
your sexy ass!” She got up as Jim did and put her arms around him
and held on for several minutes then kissed him long and deep and
said, “Go get the bad guys, Jimmy. I love you.” Jim looked at her
and said, “I love you, too. I will be home late, but I will be home.”
As Jim walked out, Barbara watched him as he closed the door. A
tear ran down her cheek as she toasted him and said, “I hope so, Jimmy
… for God’s sake, I hope so.”
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Chapter Sixteen
“Why are we taking so
many precautions?”

S

tanton Zansky was sitting in an observation room with six other
people. He had not seen Henry or Nathan since he had been
abducted, but he knew they were around somewhere. He looked
at the large window at the front of the room. There was a solitary steel
chair on the other side of the glass in a dimly lit room. Stanton sat
waiting for what he knew was to come, which was a mass execution,
one at a time.

The Eagle pulled off the street about two blocks from Alton Labs.
Chris got out of the truck with a duffle bag in his hand and put on
his mask. The Eagle made some last minute tweaks to his mask and
handed Chris a small black piece of cloth and said, “Take off your
mask and put this in your nose and mouth ports.” Chris pulled off his
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mask and asked, “What the hell is this piece of fabric supposed to
do?” The Eagle said, “It’s a special filament made from Graphene.”
“Graphene … isn’t that the new shit that has been in development to
replace Kevlar?” The Eagle nodded and said, “This will act as a secondary
barrier to the inhalers on our masks.” Chris finished putting the Graphene
sheet in his mask and pulled it on over his head and asked, “Why are we
taking so many precautions? Aren’t we protected from the drug?” The
Eagle nodded and said, “While we have very good levels of protection
from the drug, it never hurts to have extra.” He had no sooner finished
his words when Jim pulled up behind the truck, and he and Sam got out.
He was dressed in blue jeans and a light blue polo shirt. Sam
was dressed in a low cut red blouse and a short skirt with a pair of
shiny flats. Jim pointed a flashlight at Sam and said “Well, what do
you think?” Chris just nodded his head as the Eagle looked at Sam
and said, “I knew you were beautiful, Deputy. I had no idea just how
beautiful.” Sam smiled and said, “Well, Jim told me that you want to
use us as bait. I figured I best be as trampy as I can be. That way I can
get both the men and women’s attention, if you know what I mean.”
John nodded, and Jim asked, “So, just how the fuck are you going
to use us as bait?” The Eagle opened his laptop and pulled up the
blueprints for Alton Laboratories. He pointed to a large open section
on the lowest level of the building and said, “This is where they
are holding the victims that they’ve been experimenting on. Sam is
probably not going to be recognized by anyone at the facility, but you
will. They’ll know you from a mile away.”
The Eagle took out two small transmitters and pinned one to Jim’s
collar. He looked at the Eagle and said, “You don’t think they’re
going to pick that up when I pass through a metal detector?” The
Eagle nodded and said, “Give me your right arm.” Jim held out his
arm, and the Eagle took a small syringe and injected him in the bicep.
Jim yelped, and the Eagle said, “That’s the real transmitter. I will be
able to track you anywhere in the building.” The Eagle looked at Sam
and said, “Your arms are too thin for the tracking device.”
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Sam pulled open her blouse and pulled out her right breast and said,
“This baby ain’t too thin, is it Mr. Eagle?” The Eagle shook his head
and injected the transmitter into Sam’s breast just above the nipple.
She put her breast back in her bra and asked, “Does this ever come
out?” The Eagle nodded and said, “As soon as the mission is over, I
will remove it.” “And how do you do that?” Sam asked. The Eagle
said, “With a little gentle fondling and pressure, it will pop right out.”
Sam looked at Jim and said, “I tell you what, Sheriff. If we
survive this, I want you or Barbara to suck the thing out of my tit.”
Jim laughed as did Chris. Jim said, “I’m certain that Barb or myself
will be more than happy to do that for you.” Sam buttoned up her
blouse, and the Eagle put a chip on the shoulder strap of her bra and
said, “Okay … there’s one other thing.” Jim looked at the Eagle and
Chris and said, “Here it fuckin’ comes.” Sam looked at the Eagle
who pulled two syringes from a pocket on the side of his body armor.
Jim looked at them in the pale light off in the distance and asked,
“What the fuck is that?”
The Eagle said, “Well, it is supposed to be a vaccine against a drug
that they have been testing in that lab, but I didn’t pull the vaccine as
there is no way to know if it will work. So, this is the antidote.” Jim
looked at the Eagle and said, “Um … you don’t need an antidote until
you have been exposed to the drug, Mr. Wizard.” The Eagle nodded
and pointed at Chris who pulled out the plastic bag of drug he had
picked up at the crime scene. He handed it to the Eagle, and the Eagle
said, “You’re right. Here’s the drug. Rub some of it on your gums.”
Jim looked at him and said, “You want us to use a drug that could
possibly kill us?” The Eagle nodded and said, “Once you ingest the
drug, your body will process it very, very quickly. I will then give
you the antidote, which should help you create antibodies, which
means that when they use it on you in the lab you will be immune.”
Jim started arguing with the Eagle as Sam put her finger into the
baggy and put a large amount on the inside of her gums and rubbed
it back and forth. Jim saw her and said, “Are you out of your mind?”
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Sam started to talk when her knees buckled, and she started to fall to
the ground. Chris caught her, and the Eagle said, “Give her the injection
straight into her neck. She took too much for a woman her size. She’ll
die.” Chris pulled the cap off the syringe and tipped Sam’s head and stuck
the needle into her jugular and injected the solution. He picked her up
in his arms and held her body as it jerked and convulsed. Her breathing
became very, very shallow, and Chris said, “She’s fading fast, man. What
the fuck?” The Eagle stood silent as Sam seized in Chris’s arms.
Jim looked at him and asked, “So, you’re just going to let her fuckin’
die?” The Eagle shook his head and said, “Just wait.” Jim opened his
mouth in a manner that both the Eagle and Chris knew would be yelling
when Sam stopped seizing, and her body went limp. Chris pulled her close
to his head and pressed his ear against her chest and put his fingers on her
jugular. He looked at the Eagle and said, “She has a strong pulse.” The
Eagle took Sam from Chris’s arms and put her in the front seat of his truck.
“Great … this is just fuckin’ great,” Jim said. “How the fuck do
you know that the woman doesn’t have some permanent physical or
mental damage from what you just did?” Sam answered, “I’m fine,
Jim … a little weak, but I’m fine.” He stepped over to the door and
looked into her eyes, and Sam lifted her head and smiled and said,
“That was one hell of a rush. What was that shit?” The Eagle told
Jim to put his finger into the baggy. He did as instructed while saying,
“Jesus Christ, woman! You’ve made me look like a total pussy!” Jim
hit the ground as the last words came out of his mouth.
The Eagle took the syringe and injected Jim, who was lying on the
ground with a big smile on his face. Chris leaned over Jim and asked,
“Are you okay?” The smile never left his face as he answered, “Oh
man … that’s some good shit. When I die, this is how I want it to go.
The colors, the colors.” Chris asked, “Why didn’t Jim lose it like me
and Sam?” The Eagle let out a laugh and said, “Jim has sampled more
than his fair share of contraband over the years.” He looked at Jim’s
face as the smile began to leave it and asked, “Isn’t that right, Jim?”
Jim nodded, pushing himself up on his hands and cursing, “Jesus
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Christ, man! That was a hell of a rush, and you had to go and fuck it
up. Yeah … yeah … I have dipped my finger once, twice. Oh fuck!
Who knows how many times. But never anything like that shit.”
The Eagle helped him up, and Jim asked, “The antidote won’t let
me have that experience with that drug again will it?” The Eagle shook
his head, and Jim lowered his as Sam spoke up, “Okay … so what
the fuck are we supposed to do?” The Eagle looked at her and said,
“I want you to go to the front entrance of the building and ask for
Ms. Gabby Fisher.” Sam was brushing herself off and said, “Um …
Fisher is dead.” The Eagle shook his head and said, “Nope. She’s alive;
however, when you go up asking for her looking like you do … there
are some people in that building who will want to talk to you.” Sam
shrugged her shoulders and started walking up the street to the lab.
Jim looked at the Eagle and asked, “What about me?” The Eagle
handed him a tranquilizer gun as well as a Ruger 380 pistol with a
silencer on it. Jim took the weapons and said, “Let me guess. You
want me to stand guard near the building while you and Chris enter
to find the victims and the bad guys?” The Eagle looked at Jim and
said, “Yes, but be conspicuous. I want them to grab you, too. I just
don’t want Follsom, Long, or Chum to connect you with Sam.”
As Jim put the Ruger in the back of his waistband, he said, “So, you
don’t want me to kill anyone?” The Eagle took his hand and dropped
a small ear transmitter in it. Jim looked at it and asked, “Is this twoway?” The Eagle nodded. Jim tilted his head to one side and dropped
the unit into his left ear. It fell deep into the ear canal where it could
not be seen. He said a few words to test the unit, and the Eagle gave the
thumbs up that it was working. Jim started to walk in shadow toward
Alton Labs, and as he did the Eagle and Chris could hear him in their
own earpieces. He was talking quietly but curtly… “Dumb ass Iron
fuckin’ Eagle. I just know the mother fucker is going to get me killed.”
The two men watched until Jim disappeared on the other side of
Alton Labs, and Chris looked at the Eagle and asked, “What now?”
He pointed into the darkness and said, “Put on your night vision.
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We are going hunting.” Chris followed him and said, “You are the
hunted, now the hunted is going to become the hunter … Jesus, I feel
sorry for whoever is behind this fucked up mess.”
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Chapter Seventeen
“We don’t have a permit
to kill people.”

H

enry Chum was sitting with several other lab techs when he was
paged that there was a woman at the main entrance looking for
Gabby. Chum responded back to security to check the woman out
and then allow her in. He would be right up.

Sam was flirting with the two security guards who had frisked her
after putting her through the metal detector at the lab entrance. One
of them was running his hands up her thighs, and she said, “If you go
any higher up my skirt, you’re going to end up with a stink finger.”
The guard looked up at Sam, and she said, “That’s right, stud. I’m not
wearing any panties, so unless you’re going to do an illegal cavity
search, slow down.” The guard stood up and looked at the other who
asked, “What’s with the pin on your bra?”
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“It’s holding my two boulders in place.” Sam laughed, and the guard
said, “Well, it doesn’t appear to be serving its purpose, so you won’t
mind if I remove it?” Sam shrugged and unpinned the unit and handed
it to the guard. He took it and said, “She’s clear. Take her to the visitor’s
room. Doctor Chum is coming up to talk to her.” The guard pointed in the
direction of a well lit room off the entrance and said, “Please follow me,
Ms. Smith.” Sam looked around at the equipment and security and asked
the guard, “Jesus. Gabby told me you guys were high tech, but are you
trying to keep something in or someone out?” The guard didn’t answer
the question. He just led her into the room and asked her to have a seat.

Jim had come around one corner of the building where there was a
large loading zone for big rig trucks. He counted with his finger and said,
“Three large box trailers. What the fuck would a lab need with this many
rigs?” He walked down a sidewalk on the outside of the building to a gate
and looked around but didn’t see anyone, so he pushed on it, but it was
locked. He saw a big rig sitting just across the driveway from him outside
the gates and walked over to it and knocked on the driver’s side window.
The door opened, and a female truck driver leaned out and asked,
“Yeah? What do you want?” Jim looked up at her. It was hard to
make out facial features through the pale light, but from the heavy
smell of pot, Pink Floyd playing in the cab, and the wrinkled face, he
got a pretty good picture. “I’m sorry to bother you, ma’am. My rig
is parked in the lot behind you at Alton, and I need to get to it.” She
looked down at Jim and then flipped on the inside lights of the rig and
the full picture struck Jim in one shot.
The driver was heavyset with bleached blond hair. She was wearing
a T-shirt and jeans and asked, “Are you looking for a good time, man?
Because I’ve got a sleeper in the back, and I will rock your world.”
Jim shook his head and said, “No, thank you. I have to make a run to
Tulsa, and if I don’t get my ass on the road, I’m going to be in deep
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shit.” The woman looked at him and asked, “Who do you drive for?”
Jim looked around quickly and saw writing on a big rig inside the
gates and said, “Barson Pharmaceuticals.” She looked down at him
and asked, “Did you ring the buzzer for security? They’ll let you in.”
Jim laughed and said, “Those ball busters? Fuck no. I buzz them,
and they end up dragging me around for an hour clearing me again,
wasting my time. I was hoping you had a gate transponder since you
drive for Alton.” She looked at him and asked, “How do you know I
drive for Alton?” He pointed to the side of her truck and said, “It says
so on the side of your truck. Unless you stole the rig, in which case, I
will go press the button and get security out here.” The woman threw
her hands in the air and leaned over to the passenger seat. She took a
hit off a bong she had next to her and said, trying to hold her breath,
“Fuck. Don’t do that. I’m high as a kite. The only reason I’m toking
here right now is because there are no more deliveries for the night.
Shit, man, if they catch me high, I’m out of a job.”
She pressed a button at the top of her rig, and the gates behind her
started to open into Alton. She started the rig and said, “You got about
a minute before the gates close and then all of Alton Laboratories’
security comes back on line, so you better get moving.” Jim thanked
her as she pulled the truck out onto the road and headed off in the
direction of the 5 Freeway.
He ran down the driveway in the darkness on the far side of the
building and into the lot. He looked around and saw a side door next
to several closed loading bay doors, and he ran across the lot trying to
avoid the parking lot lights and made it to the door as the gates were
closing. He pulled down on the door handle, and to his surprise, it
opened. There were several bays loaded with different types of crates
and barrels. He walked to the back of the warehouse and opened
another door that led into a small room with a large freight elevator.
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The Eagle and Chris had made their way to the back of the building
where the Eagle had disrupted the security systems and unlocked the
outer door. He motioned to Chris to follow him, and the two black
figures entered the dark room, and the Eagle said, “There is a stairwell
about fifty feet ahead of us. Follow me.” They crossed the dark room
and then walked quietly down the stairs to the bottom. The Eagle
pulled a small unit out of his duffle bag and pressed it to the door.
Within seconds, Chris heard the lock click and asked, “Jesus! Where
do you get this equipment?” The Eagle put his fingers to the lips of the
mask and said, “I make most of it … now on three we go in.”

Henry Chum entered the visitor’s waiting room and walked up to
Sam and introduced himself. She let out a little laugh and said, “So,
you’re the infamous, Dr. Chum?” Henry looked at her cautiously and
asked, “What makes me so infamous?” Sam giggled and said, “Gabby
told me about you. You look like one of those old movie vampires.”
Chum wasn’t amused and asked, “Why are you here, Ms….” “Smith.
Samantha Smith. I’m here to pick up Gabby. She and I have a dinner date,
and I promised to pick her up in exchange for a tour of her office.” Henry
looked her up and down curiously and said, “If you and Ms. Fisher are
so close, why don’t you know that she has been off for several hours?”
Sam looked at Henry and said, “Um … I don’t know. Maybe because
we were supposed to have dinner two nights ago, and she ended up
working a second shift. Or perhaps it’s because last night when I was
supposed to meet her at her house there were a bunch of damn cops at
her place, and I was not getting into the middle of that shit.”
Henry looked at her and asked, “So, if there were cops at her
house, do you know why they were there?” Sam smiled and said,
“Nope. Gabby called me this afternoon and said she would be off
around seven, but to be safe I should come around nine.” Chum asked,
“Safe?” Sam nodded and said, “Yeah. She didn’t know if she would
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get grabbed for another shift, plus if she didn’t she said the lab would
be less occupied, and she could get me a pass and show me around.”
“Well, Ms. Fisher is off this evening, Ms. Smith; however, I would
be honored if you would allow me to give you a tour of our facility here
at Alton.” Sam smiled and said, “You would do that for me?” Henry
nodded and said, “Follow me. You need to put on some protective
clothing before you can walk the lab.” She followed him out of the
waiting room to an elevator on the other side of the building foyer.
She asked, “Where are we going?” “A clean room. Our lab has
to follow very, very strict federal rules and regulations, and in order
for me to show you the facility, I must take you to decontamination
before we can move on.” Sam shrugged her shoulders as the elevator
doors opened and followed Henry inside. He pressed the button for the
basement, and Sam stood silent next to him as the doors closed.

Jim opened the door from the loading dock and entered a long,
white corridor that was brightly lit. He walked down the hall keeping
his back against the wall. He made his way to the end of the corridor
where a set of double doors stopped his progress. There was a long
handle that had an, ‘Enter’ sign on it, and he pressed the handle, and to
his surprise, it worked. The doors opened into another long hall, only
this one was dimly lit by low red lights. Jim made his way through the
hallway, having no idea where he was or where he was going.

Nathan Long pulled a black burlap bag over a young man’s face
who was zip tied at the wrists and the ankles. The sack was moving in
and out as he breathed, and Nathan looked on and said, “Well, Adam,
all these years of investigation with you come down to this.” There
was a muffled voice from the bag, but Nathan couldn’t make it out
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and said, “Don’t get amped up, Adam. Adam … the first man on earth,
and the first man to die with our new drug. Ironic, huh? Don’t worry.
Deliverance is going to deliver you to the hands of your maker in a
matter of minutes, so relax.” Nathan looked at the large man restrained
to a small black chair outside the execution chamber and called out to an
orderly and said, “Give him ten milligrams of Valium. I don’t want him
to be stressed out over his impending death.”
A tall, dark figure stepped out of the darkness into the twilight of the
red light and said, “Yes, sir.” Nathan walked out of the room and onto the
viewing room where Stanton Zansky and a half dozen other people sat
looking at the empty chair on the other side of the glass. Nathan looked
over at him and said, “It is so nice to see you, Mr. Zansky. I really think
that you of all people are going to enjoy the events of the evening.”
Stanton looked on and said, “Fuck you, you murdering son of a bitch.
You killed my son. You used him for experiments, and now you think that
I’m going to root for a drug you were working on to perfect death on my
only son?” Nathan said, “Oh, yeah … that is a bit awkward, isn’t it? Well,
spilt milk. It’s about dollars, right Stan? Everything can be broken down
to its most elemental form. Dollars and cents. Isn’t that your mantra?”
Zansky went to reply when Nathan interrupted him and said, “Dear
esteemed guests, I know that there have been so many promises for this
drug for the past several years, but I’m here to tell you that Deliverance
is now ready for the market, and it’s only use is lethal. The drug is
painless, with a pleasant odor, and has multiple applications in both
military and private sector use.” Stanton had been so caught up in his
son’s saga that he had not noticed the several military uniforms in the
room. He also recognized several of the men and women. They were
wardens from some of the highest kill prisons around the country, and
he watched as each of the guests was handed a brochure about the drug
and the lethal gas combination that made it so effective.
Nathan said, “Alton Labs, along with its largest lender, Zansky
Investments,” he said while pointing to Stanton, “are pleased to give
you the first public application of our new death drug, Deliverance.
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Gabby woke with a start in the holding room of the Eagle’s lair. She
was dripping with sweat and crying. The monitor in the room was on,
and Sara and Karen heard her wake, at first with light moans and groans
and then louder and deeper screams. Karen was up and running from the
formal living room in the direction of the lair before Sara could move.
Karen hit the wall in the living room with her hand, but the lair door
didn’t open. Sara walked up and pressed her hand against the wall, and
the hidden door opened, and the two women entered heading for Gabby.

Chris and the Eagle had made their way to a dimly lit red corridor,
and Chris whispered, “What now?” The Eagle looked around and said,
“There are cameras on the walls in all four corners. My transmitter
isn’t picking up any signal, so move down further.” Chris kept low
and against the wall until he came to a set of double doors with a small
round window in each. He stood up and looked through the glass
to see yet another hallway, and the doors marked, “Danger. Proceed
with Caution.” The Eagle moved to the other side of the doors and
pushed the bar for entrance, and the doors released.
They made their way passed numbered doors on each side of the
hall, and the doors all had small glass windows. The Eagle moved
in a few steps then moved up to look into the window of the first
door. He saw a young man sitting on a chair in a corner of the room,
rocking back and forth. He put an amplifier to the glass and could
hear nonsensical murmuring. The Eagle motioned to Chris to come
near, and he said, “Stay here while I canvas the rest of the rooms.”
Chris nodded and watched him move from room to room. When he
reached the end of the hall, Chris saw the Eagle look through another
set of double doors and then disappear through them, leaving him
alone in the hall.
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Karen and Sara made their way to Gabby, who was in hysterics and
pounding on the holding room door. Karen went to open the door, and
Sara said, “Wait!” Karen looked at her and asked, “Why? What now?”
“Just hold your horses. Let me get a sedative in case we need it.” Karen
asked, “Do you have any SP-117?” Sara nodded, and Karen asked her to
get a vial. She came back a few seconds later with two syringes. Karen
asked, “What do you have.” “Diazepam and SP-117.” Karen shook her
head and said, “The SP-117 will be sedating on its own.” Sara said,
“You open the door. I will be behind you in the event that the girl is
violent.” Karen opened the door, and Gabby fell into her arms, sobbing.
Sara walked in and helped get Gabby back to the couch, and Karen
asked, “What’s going on, Ms. Fisher? What are you feeling?” Gabby
looked at the two women through tears and said, “I was raped and
brutalized last night. I was raped twice by two different men.” Sara sat
down on the sofa next to her and asked, “Can you tell me what you
remember? Do you know who raped you?” Gabby was shaking violently,
and Sara took the syringe of SP-117 and injected it into Gabby’s left arm.
She cried out and pulled away and said, “Oh God, you’re going to
hurt me, aren’t you? You’re going to put me in the coffin.” Karen put
her hand on Gabby’s shoulder and said, “All that Doctor Swenson gave
you was a mild sedative to relax you. There are no coffins here. Do you
see a coffin?” Gabby began to calm down and shook her head. Karen
asked, “Can you tell me who raped you?” Gabby was a little dopey
from the injection and said, “I don’t know who the first man was. It was
dark, and I was drugged and blind folded. Henry told me that one of the
research animals had gotten loose and in the room with me.”
Sara and Karen looked at each other, and Karen asked, “Research
animal. A human research animal?” Gabby was well under the
influence of the SP-117 and said, “No, a dog, you dumb ass bitch.
Yes, a human being. Jesus.” Karen asked, “Who told you that it was a
research animal that attacked you?” Gabby smiled and said, “Henry.
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Henry told me after I had been put into the casket.” Sara asked, “You
are not dead, Gabby. You are quite alive. There is no casket.”
Gabby said, “There was … I was laying in it. Henry gave me some
sweet smelling gas, and I got really horny and wanted to do him. He told
me no and to take deep breaths from the mask that was over my face.”
Karen asked, “Do you remember Henry’s last name?” Gabby nodded
and said, “Chum. Dr. Henry Chum. He told me that they needed to do
some final experiments on their new drug, and I had been chosen.”
Sara asked, “What drug is that?” Gabby giggled a little and said, “It
was called Deteravent … but it was being rebranded and renamed.”
Karen asked, “What’s the new name of the drug?” “Deliverance.
I have been working on it in the lab with several others. I knew about
the research. I just didn’t know I was going to become a victim.”
Karen said, “You are not in a casket, Gabby. You are safe here with
me and Doctor Swenson.”
Gabby looked around the room and said, “Yeah. What a trip. I don’t
know how I got here. Where am I?” “In a safe place. What happened with
the drug and the casket? How did you get out?” Gabby got more agitated
and said, “Nathan came in while Henry was preparing me to be buried.
They talked, and then I remember being out of the casket, and Henry was
on top of me, fucking me.” Karen asked, “Then what happened?” Gabby
said, “I woke up at my desk in the lab. Ralph was standing in the lab with
me and told me that I had really tied one on the night before.”
Karen and Sara looked at each other and then at Gabby, and Karen
asked, “Ralph. Ralph who?” Gabby said, “My friend, Ralph Follsom.
He was there and told me that I tied one on, and I was scared that I
was going to get fired.” Karen motioned to Sara, and the two women
walked to the holding room entrance. Karen said, “Follsom is in this
mess, Sara. My patient is in the middle of this whole thing!”
Sara nodded, and Gabby called out and said, “Hey, my ass is sore,
my cunt is sore, and I’m starving. Can I get some food?” Sara asked
what Gabby would like and put in an order with the kitchen. Karen sat
back down and asked, “Did you see Doctor Chum after the attack?” She
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nodded and said, “He and Nathan came into the lab and made fun of me
for getting hammered. I didn’t remember until the last few minutes that
Henry did the hammering, and he did it on me.” Sara asked, “What’s
the rebranding of Deteravent to Deliverance supposed to accomplish?”
Gabby said, “Death. It’s supposed to deliver a quick and painless
death.” Karen asked, “A death for whom?” “The condemned. The
prisoners condemned to death. Alton Laboratories is rebranding the
drug, so that it can be used in a gas chamber to end lethal injection.”
Karen and Sara sat looking at her, and Karen asked, “You said that
there is human subjects research. Is that being done at Alton?” Gabby
nodded and put her fingers to her lips and said, “Shush … no one
knows about the research. We don’t have a permit to kill people.”
Karen looked at her and asked, “So, Alton is killing people with
the new drug?” Gabby nodded and said, “Yes … but they wanted to
use it on a petite woman, and now they don’t have me, so who will
they kill with the drug now?” Sara and Karen looked at each other,
and they said it at the same time, “Oh God! Samantha!”
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Chapter Eighteen
“It’s me; it’s me. Jesus Christ!
Don’t fuckin’ shoot me again.”

T

here was silence in the holding room when the Eagle made his
way in. He saw a tall man with a muscular build in black clothing
and a mask covering his face, taking deep breaths while tied to a
chair. He looked around, but there was no one else in the room. There
was a panel of computers and a grouping of three large canisters.
Several pipes led up to the ceiling and then down until they formed a
single five-inch pipe that ended at a wall where there was a solid door.
The Eagle pulled his tablet from his chest protector and connected a
small USB cable into the main computer and began typing.
He looked down at his tablet as a diagram of the room on the other
side of the five-inch pipe came up along with a full set of blueprints to the
entire lower level. The information on the computers was pouring into
the Eagle’s own tablet, and he was able to see that the canisters contained
oxygen, carbon monoxide, and something labeled ‘D.’ He scanned the
computer system for the lab and found the controls for the mixture. As he
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started to upload a new program to the system, he heard voices coming
from the other side of the room, away from the holding rooms.
The Eagle looked to see that his upload had ten seconds to go and
looked over at the restrained man in the chair with the zip tied hands and
feet. When the upload was complete, he moved to the hallway while putting
the tablet back under his chest armor.

Henry was walking with Sam down a dimly lit hallway. She looked
around and then down at the covering she was asked to wear and
asked, “Why are these scrubs black? All of the clean room garb I have
ever seen is white.” Henry laughed and said, “We use black because
of the low red light down here in the research lab. The black doesn’t
cast off bright color like white does. We have research subjects down
here, and if they were to see too bright a person it might frighten
them.” As they walked the hall together, Chum pointed to pipes and
gauges as they approached the control room, and he said, “This is
a very, very tightly kept unit of our laboratory, Ms. Smith. Here is
where we make discoveries that will change the world.”
Sam looked around as Henry opened the door into the main
room, and she saw the man sitting in the chair with his head down
and a bag over it. “What the hell is going on here, Doctor Chum?”
She turned to see him holding a black burlap head covering, and he
said, “Far too much to explain now, Ms. Smith. You, however, are
perfect for tonight’s executions.”
Chum’s white teeth glinted in the low red light, and he reached out
his boney fingers and grabbed her by the throat. He pulled her over
near the chair and gave her a quick dose of gas from a small canister.
Sam fell to the floor seizing as Adam sat slowly nodding his head.
Chum looked at Adam and said, “I know you can’t see me, Adam, but
you can hear me. You got a short stay of execution as I have a special
guest who I want to use the gas on first.”
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Adam didn’t respond as Chum zip tied Sam’s hands and feet and
then drug her across the room and sat her against the door that led
into the execution chamber.

Jim had heard voices coming down the long dark hall and found
a storage closet that he was able to slip into. He waited and watched
as Chum and Sam walked by, both dressed in black and Chum
pointing and talking as the two walked the hall. Jim waited until the
two disappeared behind the closed door. Once he knew they were
clear, he was about to walk back out into the hall when he bumped
into something. He groped in the darkness for a light and found two
switches with his hand. He pressed the buttons, and the room lit up
bright, and he muttered, “Jesus Christ. It’s the hallelujah fuckin’ choir.”
He looked on into a large open storage room stacked with caskets of
every shape, size, and color. “Well, I guess I’ve found the home of the
Kagel fuckin’ Canyon Killer.” He flipped off the lights and walked
back into the hall, this time armed with his weapon and ready to use it.

Chris saw the Eagle reappear after several minutes on the other
side of the door at the end of the hallway. He made his way to him
with his back against the wall and asked, “What’s on the other side of
that door?” The Eagle looked at him with dead eyes and said, “Death
is on the other side of that door, and he has Sam.”

Karen and Sara had spent the better part of a half hour talking to
a drugged and complacent Gabby Fisher. She explained the human
research going on at the lab and that all employees as part of their
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employment agreement participated. Sara and Karen had both asked
why anyone would agree, and Gabby explained the financial incentive
was a huge draw to all employees. When she grew quiet, Karen looked
down at her tablet where she had been recording the whole conversation
and asked, “Just one more question, Gabby. Why were you in a casket?”
Gabby got a confused look that quickly turned to fear.
“I don’t know. I think I was hallucinating. How could I be in
a casket when I’m not dead?” There was silence between the three
women, and then Gabby’s eyes opened wide, and her skin turned
white, and she screamed, “Unless this is all a part of one giant
hallucination, and I’m really dead and in the casket!”
Karen told Sara the SP-117 was wearing off, and Sara gave Gabby
the second injection of Diazepam, and both women tried to calm her
down from what was an obvious side effect of the Deteravent. Gabby
slipped off into a deep sleep, and as she did, Karen and Sara laid her
down on the couch and covered her with a blanket.
The two walked out of the room, and Sara pointed to the conference
room. Karen followed her in and sat down. Sara had a thoughtful look
on her face, and Karen asked what she was thinking. Sara sat down
underneath the large sculpture of the Iron Eagle at the end of the table
and said, “I think that the Eagle may have taken on more than he can
handle. I think he, Chris, Jim, and Sam have walked right into the
hands of the Kagel Canyon Killer.”
Karen sat back in her chair and said, “You think that Alton
Laboratories, or one of its people, has been using the lab as a front
for the killings?” Sara nodded and said, “I saw something similar
several years ago in Santa Monica.” Karen leaned forward with her
hands on the table and said, “You mean my adoptive father, Simon
Barstow, and the Barstow killings?”
Sara nodded, and Karen leaned on her elbows and said, “Then
this is not one killer … my father didn’t kill alone. He had help. His
pathology, while savage, didn’t give him the courage to kill on his
own.” Sara asked, “So, you think that there’s more than one killer?”
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Karen sat back and said, “No … there is only one killer; however,
in the case of this situation, that killer is bolstered by others. The
question is, how many and who’s doing the final kills?”
“Do you believe in God, Karen?” She shook her head and asked,
“Why do you ask?” Sara began to tear up and said, “Well, I do, and at
a time like this, the only thing that I can do is pray.” Karen got up and
walked over to Sara and sat down next to her. She put her hands over
Sara’s and said, “You know the Eagle better than anyone. I watched
what he went through with that drug, and he is alive. I’m not saying
that the Eagle is invincible; however, if these killers are going to kill
the Iron Eagle, they will have to do it the old fashioned way, hand
to hand, and I don’t see anyone surviving that type of battle with the
Eagle.” Sara nodded slowly as the two women sat together, waiting.

“What now? If someone has Sam on the other side of that door,
what now?” Chris was speaking quietly, and the Eagle pulled out
his tablet and pulled up the blueprints to the lab. He pulled up the
security cameras in the area and was able to split the screen on his
tablet six ways, so that all of the underground was on the screen. The
Eagle pointed to his tablet while allowing Chris to see the screen and
said, “We are in a holding area for the test subjects. The man who is
in the other room is Doctor Henry Chum. That’s who has Sam.”
The Eagle pulled out his GPS tracker, which picked up the signals
from Jim and Sam’s chips, and said, “Jim is across the hall from the
room next door.” Chris looked down at the two blinking lights and
said, “Okay, that’s just great. So Jim is going to walk in on a trap?”
The Eagle shook his head and said, “No … the holding room behind
you is empty. I checked it when I walked the hall. I’m going to open
it, and you are going to slip in there and wait.”
Chris looked at him and asked, “Wait for what?” The Eagle crossed
the hall on his belly and used his transponder to unlock the door, then
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the two men cleared the room. The Eagle said, “You wait here. You will
know when to move … no matter what you do, try not to kill anyone.
I need to separate the innocent from the guilty.” Chris shook his head
hard and asked, “Just how the fuck are you going to do that?” The Eagle
moved out of the room into the hall and said, “You let me worry about
that. Be ready to tranquilize anyone who runs out of that room.”
The Eagle released the door, and Chris could make out the low
red light in the hall through the darkness of the holding room but
couldn’t see the Eagle.

Chum walked out of the computer room where Adam and Sam were
now held and into the gas chamber. He looked at the small audience looking
on at him. Nathan was standing at the back of the room, and Henry spoke
over a P.A. system to the audience. “Ladies and gentlemen, I want to thank
you for coming to this demonstration of our new drug, Deliverance. This
new lethal neurotoxin is going to revolutionize the way that executions are
carried out worldwide. It is also going to revolutionize chemical warfare
by allowing the U.S. military to use the gas with our troops on the ground
while the gas is released. Our troops won’t need cumbersome gasmasks or
any of the archaic breathing methods or body cover needed in the past.”
He held up a syringe in his hand and said, “In this syringe is not
only the antidote to Deliverance, it is also an agent that acts exactly
as a vaccine to the agent. Our men and women of the armed forces
will be able to be inoculated once every two years, and they will have
antibodies that will counteract the drug and allow them to fight while
using the agent to kill our enemies in battle.”
One of the military officers in the audience asked, “This all sounds
a little too good to be true, Dr. Chum. If we release this agent, and it
kills our enemies while our men and women fight on, who’s to say that
our enemies won’t develop the same antidote and inoculate their own
fighting force, rendering your drug irrelevant for war applications?”
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Nathan answered from behind the speaker and said, “This toxin
has taken nearly ten years to perfect and is a closely held secret that
only three people in this company have access to and understand.
Once we have FDA approval for use in the public for execution of
inmates, the patented formula will be provided to the military upon
its acceptance. Only employees of Alton Labs will be allowed to
administer the antidote/vaccine to the troops, which will be done in
much the same way that the Nazis killed millions in World War II.”
The man asking the question stood and turned to look at Nathan and
asked, “Are you talking about mass inoculations like the gassings by
the Nazis in the death camps?” Nathan nodded and said, “This drug has
the practical application of being used as a gas to inoculate or to kill,
sir.” There was a glint of light off of the stars on the uniform of the man
asking the question, and Chum said, “General Marshal, I assure you
that it will be nearly impossible for the enemy to get ahold of this gas in
either form. Alton also has the capability of mutating the neurotoxicity
of the drug, meaning we can manipulate the formulation as needed to
make the drug as a weapon untraceable and consistently deadly.”
General Vincent Marshal stood motionless, staring at Nathan
through the dim red light. He crossed his arms and asked, “And
Doctors Chum and Long, who is going to pay for these gassing
facilities?” Chum responded as Long and the others looked on.

Jim leaned against the door at the end of the hall, not knowing
what was happening on the other side of it. He reached for the long,
door handle and whispered to himself, “Oh, what the fuck. No one
lives forever.” He pulled down on the handle, the door opened, and
he crawled in.
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The P.A. system was on in the halls of the holding rooms, and
the Eagle listened to Chum start speaking to an audience. He pulled
the door handle and re-entered the computer room where Sam was
leaning against Adam whose head was down as if he were asleep.
Chum wasn’t in the room, and he could still hear him talking on the
other side of the door that lead to the gas chamber.
The Eagle moved over to check Sam. He put his hand on her neck
and was about to pull off his glove to check for a pulse when Sam said,
“I’m fuckin’ faking it, Mr. Eagle. I am, however, tied up pretty well, and
you can’t release me. If you do, then they will know you are here.” He
was about to answer when he heard the sound of feet behind him, and he
rose with a weapon in his hand to see Jim drop to the floor whispering,
“It’s me, it’s me. Jesus Christ! Don’t fuckin’ shoot me again.”
The Eagle lowered the tranquilizer gun, and Jim walked over to
him and asked, “What now, Mr. Wizard? He didn’t see Sam on the
floor at the Eagle’s feet, and Sam said, “Well, Jim … it looks like
we’re going to be testing that antidote any time now.” Jim looked
down and saw her leaning against a large man restrained to a chair
and asked, “Jesus, Sam. Do they know who you are?”
Sam shook her head in the dim light, and the Eagle said, “Jim, I want
you to take up a position on the outside of the viewing gallery.” Jim
looked up at him and said, “Okay. And where the fuck is the viewing
gallery?” The Eagle pulled out his tablet and pulled up the blueprint and
pointed to a passageway in the hall Jim had entered from. Chum and
Long were still talking, and Jim asked, “Okay. Then what?”
The Eagle looked at Adam and said, “Get a head count and relay it to
me.” Jim was about to ask how when he remembered he had the earpiece
in. “You have heard me this whole time, haven’t you?” Jim asked. The
Eagle nodded, and Jim asked, “So … who’s the fuckin’ Kagel Canyon
Killer?” The Eagle shrugged and said, “It’s not just one person. It’s a
group. The killings were a distraction from a bigger conspiracy.”
Jim shrugged and asked, “Would you please give me just a wee bit
more information?” “There’s no time. Take your position. I will have Chris
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take his on the other side of that door.” Jim asked, “What’s on the other
side of that door?” The Eagle looked at the door and then Jim and said,
“Hell. People in holding, awaiting death. Their conditions unknown.” Jim
moved to the door and asked, “And what are you going to do?”
The Eagle pointed at Adam and said, “Take this gentleman’s place.”
Jim moved out of the room, and Sam asked, “What about me?” “Just
stay put,” the Eagle said, “we don’t have much time.” He moved back
to the door, opened it, and waved a black arm in the darkness. Chris
had been watching and moved over to the Eagle. He told Chris to hold
a position at the door, that he would be bringing one victim out, and to
shoot anyone else with a tranquilizer dart.
Chris pulled his gun and moved back, so he could see both ends
of the hall. The door closed, and the Eagle walked back into the room,
lifted Adam into his huge arms, and carried him out into the holding
room Chris had been in. He removed the burlap bag from his head
and went back to the main control room.
Sam was sitting on the floor as the conversation on the P.A. began
to come to a close, and she saw the Eagle come in and put the sack
over his head and sit down in the chair where Adam had been. She
asked, “What the fuck are you doing?” The Eagle told her to be silent,
and the two waited for Chum to return.
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Chapter Nineteen
“Because I liked it ... because
in those moments I WAS GOD!”

G

eneral Marshal had taken his seat, and Long and Chum summed up their
talk with Chum announcing that they would be starting with a double
execution. Chum said, “To give the audience an idea of the power of
Deliverance, we will be executing two research subjects, a male and female.
The male is a large subject, well over six feet tall, and well built. The female
is smaller and petite in her build. I want you to see the quickness this drug
has on any body size. We need not worry about dosing, which in practical
applications makes this drug perfect for civilian and military applications.”
Chum pulled a chair that was in a corner of the gas chamber and placed it in
front of the empty chair and walked back into the control room.

Jim made his way to the door of the observation room. It had a
large window in the middle of it, and he stood up in the darkness and
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was able to count six or seven people. He was about to slide down
the door to the floor when he recognized the silhouette of Stanton
Zansky. Jim dropped to the floor and said to the Eagle, “I got seven,
and one of them is Zansky.” Jim could hear Chum talking through the
Eagle’s earpiece and knew that he would not respond.

Chum walked back into the dark room and looked at Sam, paying
little attention to what he thought was Adam and said, “Ms. Smith,
I am going to take you and Adam here into the gas chamber.” Sam
didn’t respond, and Chum grabbed her under her arms and drug her
inside. The audience was silent as he put Sam on the chair across
from the empty one and then walked back into the control room. He
looked at Adam and said, “It’s time, Adam. Rise and follow me.”
As the Eagle stood up from the chair, Chum could see a long, black
shadow being cast down upon him from behind. Chum turned quickly
to see the Eagle towering over him and said in a calm voice, “Well, it’s
so nice to have your presence with us this evening, Mr. Eagle.” Chum
had his left hand in his lab coat and pulled the small canister of gas and
sprayed it into the Eagle’s face just as the Eagle’s right hand grabbed
him by the throat and lifted him off the floor. The Eagle took the canister
out of his hand and turned it on Chum, who said, “That’s impossible …
you … you should be on the floor.” The Eagle pressed the button on the
canister and sprayed Chum with it and said, “You first!”
Chum went limp in the Eagle’s hands. He removed the sack from
his head and put it over Chum’s and zip tied his hands and feet before
making entrance into the gas chamber.

The audience sat silent as the Eagle entered the viewing area. He
pulled a remote from his pocket, and all in the viewing room could hear
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the door lock. He pulled out his tablet and said, “Allow me to introduce
myself. I am the Iron Eagle, and you are all my prisoners.” There was
yelling in the viewing room, and people rushed for the door, screaming
and pounding on it. The Eagle looked on and saw that only one person
remained seated. With another click of the remote, he brought the lights
up, dimming the red light and shining a light on the audience.
The Eagle saw Marshal near the front of the group and said,
“General Vincent Marshal. Imagine my surprise to see you here. So,
the military has been up to its usual tricks, funding secret chemical
weapons testing.” Marshal turned around and said, “I know your voice.
I know you from somewhere.” The Eagle said, “Indeed you do, General,
and you will have plenty of time to remember me as will all those with
you. Mr. Long, I’m going to give you and your friends a low dose of
the gas you call Deliverance now.” Long started to speak, but the Eagle
pressed a button on the remote, and the gas began to fill the viewing
room. All were out in a matter of seconds, and the Eagle released the
lock on the door, and Jim opened it to find a pile of bodies.
He looked at the Eagle standing in the gas chamber and asked,
“So? What the fuck? What do we do with them?” The Eagle was
helping Sam to her feet after removing the zip ties and said, “I will
be with you in just a few minutes, Jim. I need Sam and Chris to go
through the holding rooms and see what we are dealing with.”
Jim threw his hands in the air and asked, “How long will these
assholes be out?” “Several hours.” “Did you gas them with that damn
drug?” The Eagle nodded, and Jim asked, “Then we need a hearse,
not a truck, to haul them away.” The Eagle shook his head and said,
“They got a very, very low dose of the medication. I heard you in one
of the rooms talking about caskets.” Jim nodded, taking a cigarette
out of his top left pocket and putting it in his mouth. He pulled out his
Zippo and asked, “Is it safe to smoke?” The Eagle nodded, and Jim
said, “Yeah, shit, a lot of caskets in one of the rooms off the entrance
hall from the cargo elevator. What are you thinking?” Jim asked as he
lit the cigarette and snapped his Zippo shut.
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“Well, we’re going to need a few of those. I will send Chris over to help
you, and I’ll call Jade and ask her to bring down one of the unmarked vans
from her office. You and Chris can load the caskets into the van.” Jim took
a deep hit off the cigarette and asked, “And what about these assholes?”
“I will look them over and see who needs to go to my lair and who we
will leave behind for law enforcement.” Jim nodded, waved, and walked
out of the room. The Eagle pulled Sam to her feet and said, “Come
with me. We have to see what horror these animals have inflicted.” She
followed him back into the hall where Chris was waiting, and when she
saw him, she ran and wrapped her arms around him. Chris just patted
her on the back as he looked at the Eagle, who shrugged.

It took over an hour, as the Eagle with the help of Sam and Chris
got the full scope of what Chum and Long had done. In all, they
found fifteen men and women; ten in good condition and capable of
speaking and communicating the horror they had endured. The others
were in different stages of uncontrolled rage, and Chris and the Eagle
restrained the three men and two women, and Sam asked, “Will they
recover?” The Eagle shook his head and said, “No … they have had
long term exposure to too many chemicals and forms of torture.”
“So what happens to them?” asked Sam, “We will leave a warning
with the Eagle’s calling card, and it will be up to law enforcement, but
most likely they will be committed to insane asylums for the rest of
their lives.” Chris shook his head and said, “They would have been
better off if they had just been executed tonight by their captors. It
would have been more humane.” Sam looked at the Eagle and asked,
“What do you think about what Chris just said?”
The Eagle looked on at the five writhing in mental and physical
agony and nodded. He had Chris sedate them, and they took them
to the gas chamber and laid them on the floor. The Eagle punched
some commands into the master computer in the main control room
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and told Chris to seal the door. He pressed the enter button on the
keyboard and said, “Let’s finish up here. We have a lot to sort out, and
we need to get those from the viewing room to my lair.”
Chris and Sam followed the Eagle over to the viewing room, and
he ordered Chris to take a body as did he, and they walked out of the
building with all the unconscious occupants. Chris asked, “Stanton
Zansky was in there?” The Eagle nodded and said, “He was in there,
but he didn’t have anything to do with the horror in there.” Sam asked,
“How do you know?” The Eagle just shook his head and said, “I just
know, Sam. That’s all you need to know.” There was a moment of
silence, and Chris looked at the Eagle and asked, “Did we do the right
thing? Did we just kill innocents without allowing them to be seen by
someone who understands the mind, like Karen?”
The Eagle shook his head and said, “We did not kill innocents.
We put suffering people who had been treated inhumanely out of their
misery.” Sam said, “There is a fine line between what we did here and
murder.” Chris nodded and said, “I tell you what, Sam. When you find
that line, would you be so kind as to share it with me and the Eagle?”
Sam hung her head and said no more. The Eagle told Chris to find Jim
and start hauling out caskets to take back to his lair.

Jade pulled up to the loading zone at Alton Laboratories with two
vans just before midnight. She got out of one, and Sara and Karen got
out of the other. The Eagle unzipped the back of his mask and pulled
it off. Chris did the same, and Sara ran over to John and hugged him.
Jade asked, “So, no one knows what’s going on here?”
John said, “No … not yet. There are seven people going back to the
lair. I need you to haul six caskets out of here and take them back there as
well.” Chris and Jim came walking through the large bay doors with two
caskets in their hands, and Jade asked, “The Kagel Canyon Killer?” John
nodded, and she opened the back door to her van. When the caskets were
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loaded, John sent the women back to the lair, but Karen and Sam stayed
behind as Jim finished up inside, leaving the calling card of the Eagle.

Ralph Follsom had heard all that was going on with Nathan and
Chum. He had ordered the five security guards on duty into one of the
main level conference rooms and then to their knees. One of the men
stood in defiance and said, “I didn’t hire on to be held at gun point by
my employer.” Ralph waved the gun and said, “I don’t have time for
any bravado here, man.” Ralph raised the automatic weapon and shot
the guard in the head then turned the weapon on the other four, killing
each, then closed the conference room door.
He headed to the elevator and the loading area. As the doors closed,
Ralph spoke quietly to himself, “I wanted the Eagle, and now I damn
well have him. I’m going to do what no one said can be done.”

John was getting ready to clear the scene and call it in when a
voice called out through the darkness. “So, the Iron Eagle thinks he
saved the day?” Karen’s head whipped around. She knew that voice,
and John and Chris stood frozen, both looking for the source.
“You really thought you were going to walk out of here alive? I have
been trying to get your attention for weeks, and now I have you right
where I want you. Who are your friends?” A few seconds passed, and
Ralph Follsom stepped out of the darkness into the light, and Karen called
out to him and asked, “Ralph, what are you doing here?” He looked
down at Karen from the loading dock where he was holding an automatic
weapon and said, “I could ask you the same thing, Doctor Faber.” He
moved toward Chris and John and asked, “So, which one of you is the
invincible Iron Eagle?” Neither Chris nor John moved, so Ralph yelled
again, “God damn you, Eagle. Show yourself, or I will kill all of you.”
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John stepped forward and said, “I’m the Iron Eagle, Mr. Follsom.
Do I have the horror of addressing the Kagel Canyon Killer?” Ralph
let out a laugh and said, “Yes you do, Mr. Eagle. Yes you fuckin’ do.”
John asked, “Then what about Long and Chum?”
Ralph laughed again and said, “Oh, they did the experiments, and
when they were finished with their subjects, they asked me to get rid
of the remains.”
John stepped further into the light and said, “But they weren’t
remains, were they Mr. Follsom? They were living human beings that
you tortured in the caskets, burying them alive and then talking to
them as you slowly suffocated them. Isn’t that right?”
Ralph moved into the light of the loading dock above the people
below him and cried out, “It was the best thing for them. The drugs had
eaten away at their minds, their souls … I was doing them a favor. They
thanked me in the end when I finally let them die. They were grateful. You
see, I’m just like you, Mr. Eagle. I kill those who can’t help themselves.”
Karen spoke up and said, “Ralph, what are you doing? What have
you done? The Eagle kills killers, the worst of the worst. You killed
innocent people, Ralph. Why would you do that?” He just laughed and
pointed the gun at the Eagle and said, “Because I liked it ... because in
those moments I WAS GOD! And now I’m going to kill the legendary
Iron Eagle and leave his body displayed for all to see.” Chris threw
his body over Karen, and Sam fell flat on the ground as John stepped
forward and a shot rang out.
John fell backward onto the pavement, and Ralph laughed out
loud and said, “The invincible Iron Eagle … shot down like a dog in
the street.” Ralph was walking across the loading dock heading in the
direction of John’s body on the ground when there was a second, yet
quieter, gun shot. Ralph paused for just a second then fell to his knees
and then onto his face. Chris looked up to see Jim standing behind
Ralph with a tranquilizer gun in his hand.
Jim and the others ran to where John had fallen. Chris looked at
his face. His eyes were closed, and his face was calm. Jim got to him
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and placed his hand on John’s neck. There were a few moments of
quiet, and Jim looked at all of them and shook his head.
Karen burst into tears and began beating on John’s chest, “You
can’t die … Jesus Christ. Not like this. Not at the hands of such a
weak and worthless killer.” Jim pulled a cigarette out of his top left
pocket, lit it with his Zippo, then put his right hand on John’s cheek
and hauled off and slapped him hard. Chris reached out for Jim in
anger, but his arm was caught halfway by John. Karen looked down
to see John’s eyes open and his arm extended to Chris.
“Don’t hit the man who saved my life.” Jim helped John sit up and
then stand. Chris and Karen looked at him, and Karen ran over and
pounded on his chest with her hands open, crying and screaming, “Jesus,
John, that wasn’t funny. We thought you were dead.” John let out a little
laugh and said, “Nope, but that shot did sting a bit. He caught the steel
plate in a gap near my heart.” Jim pulled his mag light out and saw that
John had a small trickle of blood coming out of his body armor.
Jim took another hit off the smoke and asked, “How bad are you shot?”
John stood up and walked over to Ralph Follsom on the ground and said,
“I’m not sure. I think it’s just a flesh wound.” Jim howled and said, “Hey,
for once I didn’t get hurt on one of the Eagle’s adventures.” John picked up
Ralph, and Sam walked over next to Jim and asked, “Is it always like this?”
Jim laughed and said, “Oh, fuck no … usually I’m the one on the ground, and
I don’t have a goddamn flesh wound; I have a real life threatening wound.”
John had Follsom over his shoulder and said, “Jim, you call it in.
I’m going to take Mr. Follsom to the lair. Sam, you stay with Jim and
ride back to the lair with him. Karen, you and Chris can ride with me.
We have a long night ahead of us, and we need to get all of these people
restrained in my lair before we all end up back out here on scene.” They
nodded in agreement, and Jim and Sam watched as John walked off into
the darkness with Chris behind him.
Sam looked at Jim and said, “I was wrong about the Iron Eagle,
Jim.” Jim took a hit off his cigarette while offering one to her then
asking, “In what way?”
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She took a hit off the cigarette and said, “That is the bravest man I
have ever met. He’s never hurt anyone who didn’t deserve it, has he?”
Jim shook his head, getting into the car.
When they were both seated and their seatbelts were on, Jim said,
“No, Sam. The Eagle has never killed anyone who didn’t deserve it
… but that doesn’t mean that his means of execution are in any way,
shape, or form humane. The Eagle draws out death. He controls it. His
victims pray to die long before the Eagle allows it. If there is a hell after
the Eagle is done with a victim, it’s probably a welcome relief.” Sam
nodded as Jim pulled out onto the road while making a 9-1-1 call from a
throwaway cell phone to report shots fired at Alton Laboratories.
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Chapter Twenty
“I was the real victim. I had
never killed before.”

T

he lair was quiet but for the sound of Gabby’s breathing in the
first holding room. The door had been left open by Sara and
Karen after they got the call from Jade. The vans pulled in with
the caskets with John and Jim right behind them. John got out of the
truck and asked Karen to get Sara. A few seconds later, she and Karen
were working to set up the operating rooms for their new occupants.
Stanton Zansky was carried in and left in a holding room while Nathan
and Henry were placed on gurneys in separate rooms and restrained. Ralph
Follsom was brought in and put in the farthest operating room, and Chris
restrained him in a wooden chair that the Eagle had constructed for what
he described as, “Extra Special Torture.” General Marshal and the others
were separated until the Eagle could get to the bottom of their involvement
and how they would be punished. It was just after two a.m. when John,
Jim, and Jade received calls to a crime scene at Alton Laboratories. The
three gathered in the foyer along with Sam and Chris.
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Sam asked, “How am I supposed to keep all of this shit straight on a
crime scene that I was part of?” Jim looked at her and said, “Just follow
my lead. I’m the Sheriff of LA County. You are but a lowly deputy
tonight.” John nodded as did Chris and Jade as the four walked out to
their vehicles and headed for Alton.

The night sky was lit up by several police helicopters with nightsun
shining down on Alton Laboratories when Jim pulled up on scene.
He got out of his cruiser with Sam in tow and walked up to one of
the officers and asked, “Who’s in charge?” The officer pointed in the
direction of the front door where John and Chris stood talking to several
officers, state and federal. Jim noticed ATF agents as well as DEA,
and Chris said, “Sheriff Jim O’Brian, I’d like you to meet agents Evan
Stamper and Von Stiverson. Von and Evan, this is LA County Sheriff
Jim O’Brian and Deputy Samantha Pritchard.”
There shook hands, and Jim asked, “What the fuck is ATF here for?”
Evan Stamper looked over at him and said, “We were called in to make
sure there are no explosives. This is an Iron Eagle crime scene.” Jim
looked at the two agents and then at John and Chris and asked, “Okay
… so do we have dead bodies, or are you folks just standing around out
here in the wee hours of the morning jerking each other off?”
Von said, “We have the scene under control, Sheriff. There are dead
bodies, but there could be a public health threat, so the scene is under
quarantine until the CDC clears it.” Jim looked at John and asked, “The
Centers for Disease Control are in this, too?” John nodded his head,
and Jim asked, “Just what the fuck do you people think is in there?”
Von said, “We don’t know, Sheriff. If we knew, we would not have this
whole building on lockdown.” Jim shook his head and walked back over
to his cruiser. Sam stayed with John and Chris and the others, listening.
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It was six thirty a.m. when the CDC cleared the lab and investigators
were allowed in. John and Chris walked through the facility, now well
known to them, as others were trying to get their bearings. Von called
out to John and asked, “Have you been in the basement yet?” John
shook his head, and Von said, “You are going to want to see this.” John
followed Von to an elevator with Chris right behind them. As the elevator
descended, Von looked over at Chris and asked, “How long you been
with the Bureau?” “A couple of years. Why?” Von looked at John with a
serious look on his pitted, pale face and said, “Because you are about to
come into a crime scene like nothing I’ve ever seen.” Chris laughed as
the elevator doors opened, and Von asked if he’d said something funny.
Chris nodded and said, “Yes, yes you did … I’ve been on multiple
Eagle crime scenes, Agent Stiverson. You would be amazed at just
how thick skinned I am.” John followed the others into the viewing
room and then into the gas chamber. He and Chris were both wearing
suits with FBI windbreakers over them and FBI hats. While the
others looked around at the scene of horrific death, Chris looked at
John standing near the entrance to the research rooms. He could see
that John was leaning against the wall, and he walked over and asked
if he was okay. John nodded, and Chris saw that he had his right
hand in his jacket over his heart as if he were pledging allegiance.
But a closer look caught Chris’s attention as a small blood stain was
visible under John’s hand.
Chris stood in front of him and said, “Jesus, John, you’re
bleeding.” John nodded, and Chris said, “I need to get you to a
hospital.” He shook his head and said, “No. Sara can take care of it
when I get home. Right now, there is something that I need to find.”
Chris looked around the main room and asked what he was looking
for. John walked over to the computers and monitors and looked at
the different screens. He had not had an opportunity to clear the scene
the way he would have in other cases. As John looked intently at the
monitors, Chris was about to say something when John put his hand
on one of the upper screens and said, “Follow me.”
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The two men walked to the end of the room, and John put his hand
on the concrete wall and said, “This is a false wall … there’s a room
on the other side. We need to get in there before anyone else.” Chris
put his hands on the cold cement and said, “This is a solid wall, John.
I think you might be delirious.” He looked at Chris and said, “Stay
right here, and don’t let anyone else in here.” He walked out of the
room, leaving Chris near the wall.
John walked back to the control room and examined the system
and monitors. He looked around, but everyone was so caught up with
the bodies and the Eagle’s calling cards that they weren’t paying
attention to him. He pulled out his tablet and plugged it into a USB
port on the side of the main computer and downloaded all of the files.
He looked hard at the room on the other side of the holding room,
and after a few seconds of scanning, he found the release for the wall.
John pressed a few keys and then disabled the monitor and walked
back to the holding room where Chris was waiting.
Chris heard a snapping sound and then watched as the wall released
and a slit of light appeared from the other side. He was about to push the
wall open when John walked into the room and said in a low voice, “Don’t
make a move, Chris. I don’t know if the damn room is booby-trapped.”
Chris looked at his stone cold expression and asked, “Explosives?”
“At the least. Move out of the way.” Chris moved back, and John
pulled a small black box the size of a deck of cards and pressed a few
buttons on it, and then there was a long, high pitched tone. John pushed
the wall open, and he motioned for Chris to follow him, and the two
men entered the secret room.

Karen and Sara had re-sedated several of the people from the lab.
When they were finished, Karen said, “I need to go talk to Ralph.” Sara
looked at her and said, “I don’t know, kid. The guy is a head case. I
know he is your patient, and you have a bond, but the man is a cold-
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blooded killer.” Karen looked at Sara and said, “Yes. Yes, he is, and
that’s why I need to talk to him. How the hell could I miss something
like that?” Sara put her hand on Karen’s shoulder and said, “We are
doctors. We make mistakes. We miss things. That’s why it is called the
practice of medicine.” Karen shook her head and said, “No … it’s more
than that. I should have caught this. I should have seen this coming or at
least known that he was doing something so heinous.”
Sara said, “Fine … he’s your patient, but HIPAA is out the window.
I’m going with you.” Karen walked on to the end of the hall and to the
room holding Ralph Follsom.

Jim had walked back into the building after it had been cleared and
saw John and Chris talking and then going down through the experimental
holding rooms and into one near the end of the hall. He walked down to
find the door shut and pressed on the door, and it opened. He walked in,
but there was no sign of John or Chris. The room was a little bigger than
a jail cell, and he looked around and said to himself, “What the fuck?
Where the hell did they go?” He walked to the end of the room and
heard voices on the other side of the wall. For a fraction of a second he
looked around thinking it was an echo from others speaking outside but
soon pressed his hand against the wall and felt it move. He pressed his
way in to find John and Chris and one hell of a bloody mess.

Ralph Follsom was sitting, restrained on the chair that the Eagle
and Chris had placed him on and was staring at Karen and Sara. Before
Karen could say a word, Ralph spoke in a calm, soothing voice, “You
want to know how you missed the fact that I am a killer?” Karen sat
down on a stool across from him and nodded. Follsom took a deep
breath and said, “I wasn’t always like this, you know. I was just like
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everyone else. Come to think of it, that is one of the things that pushed
me to become a killer. It all started as clean up.” Sara reached over
and pressed a button on the recording equipment in the room, and
the monitors around Follsom came on. His conversation was being
recorded, but he either didn’t care or was too self absorbed to notice.
Ralph continued, “It was really the experiments. First with
Deteravent and then later with Deliverance that really got me excited
about clean up.” Karen said softly, “You mean murder?” Ralph
shrugged and said, “Whatever. Killing, murder, sure, if that’s what you
want to hear. I was one of the very first people to have Deteravent
used on them. I volunteered long before fuckin’ Zansky’s kid. Nathan
and Henry had things worked out with the drug. They were sure that it
would work and would stifle the desire to kill. Boy, were they wrong.
“My first kill was the three at Adam Zansky’s apartment years ago.
Jesus, did I do a great job on those things! I remember the begging and the
screaming. I had drugged Adam that night, so he was out. I started with
one of the young guys and his girlfriend. It was a rush. I remember the
first time I put the blade into his skin and heard him scream. I got sexually
aroused and grabbed his girl and fucked her ten ways from Sunday.”
Karen said, “You mean raped her?” “Again, Dr. Faber, semantics.
Raped, fucked, it’s all the same to me. She was pleading for her life as I
held the knife to her throat. She begged me, ‘I’ll do anything you want.
I will let you do anything you want to my body. God, please don’t kill
me.’ I had never been called God before, but there I was. I was God.
She lived or died at my command. And did I torture her. Jesus! I started
on her at a little after one a.m. and finished up at four. I remember she
was in the fetal position on the bed. Her boyfriend screamed so much
at her screams that I finally cut his tongue out around two. I remember
taking a pair of pliers that the guy had in his room. He worked on
motorcycles or something, and he had a really nice set of tools. I forced
his mouth open and grabbed his tongue with the pliers. While pulling
it out, he tried to scream. He nearly bit through the damn thing. I cut it
out and threw it on the floor and told her to EAT IT!”
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Karen drew back as Ralph’s eyes went wild and insane. She was in
shock. Sara was looking at her as Ralph spoke.
“You see, Doctor Faber, what you don’t know about me is that I
have been on Deteravent for nearly a decade. The drug didn’t do what it
was supposed to do, however. When I was off it, I had nightmares about
what I did to those three that night and felt really, really bad about Able.
I almost confessed, but Nathan and Henry were there for me, and they
made sure that I had plenty of medication. When I was on Deteravent, I
was a machine ... killing was my business, and with Henry and Nathan
fucking with research subjects over the years, business was good!”
Sara asked, “Are you on Deteravent now, Mr. Follsom?” Ralph
looked over at her as if he had not seen her in the room and said, “Oh no
… I stopped several years ago. Henry and Nathan were trying to create
a lethal drug for executions, which I ironically carried out. I didn’t need
the drug. I had the taste for killing and practice made me better and
better at it. I came up with the idea for the coffins … I worked for
nearly a year to perfect my execution method. It was a beautiful thing.
I had cameras and lights in the caskets. I also had it set up so that those
I executed could speak to me from inside. It depended on my mood
how long it took for a victim to die. Sometimes I would get bored and
kill them straight away, and other times I would keep the caskets of the
women above ground but closed and when they begged me hard enough
I would take them out, fuck them, and then put them back. It could take
weeks, but in the end they all got Deliverance, and I got to be God!”
Sara pulled on Karen’s arm, and she stood up. Sara said, “Well,
Ralph, you are now in the lair of the Iron Eagle. In here, he is God.
Believe me, you will get to feel and endure everything that your
victims did, tenfold.” Karen looked into Ralph’s eyes, and for the
first time since they walked into the room she could see that Ralph
was beginning to understand his situation.
“I was the real victim. I had never killed before Nathan and Henry gave
me that drug. I didn’t actually do anything wrong. All I was doing was the
bidding of my employers. I have no argument with the Iron Eagle.” Karen
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walked over and slapped him hard on both sides of the face and said, “Oh,
but you do. You shot the Eagle. You dared him to catch you, and now he
has.” Ralph’s voice was nervous, and he said, “That was the drug talking,
the training. I would never mean the Eagle any harm.”
Sara laughed as the two women left the room and said, “I think
that you will find the Eagle’s company and accommodations to be a
thousand times more cruel or vicious than anything you could have
ever dished out.” Ralph was yelling and making excuses as Sara and
Karen closed the operating room door.

Deliverance • 161

Chapter Twenty-One
“Forget about a woman
scorned. Hell hath no fury
like the Iron fuckin’ Eagle.”

J

im stood in a corner of the secret room as John and Chris
downloaded and played video after video of horrific torture and
rape scenes. Both sexes were drugged, raped, and beaten after
being handed off to Ralph Follsom. Nathan Long and Henry Chum
were involved in a few of the cases, but of the thirty plus men and
women murdered by Ralph Follsom, only a handful were abused at
the hands of both Chum or Long along with him.
John put the tablet back in his coat and said, “Well, I don’t know
about you two, but I have seen enough.” Jim and Chris nodded, and
Jim escorted the two men out of the building. When they were clear
of prying eyes and ears, Jim asked, “So, what the fuck, John? Are the
only bad guys these three?” John shook his head.
“No. Everyone in that room was aware of what was going on at
Alton Laboratories. To what degree, I don’t know, but every one of them
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knew that what was happening to those people was illegal.” Jim let out a
laugh and asked, “So, the Eagle is going to kill all of these people?” John
shrugged and said, “Some will deserve killing, but most will deserve
prison. Your office will take in the ones who deserve prosecution.”
Jim threw his hands in the air as Sam walked up behind them. Jim
looked at John and asked, “And just how the fuck are you going to learn
the degree of guilt of the others? Are you going to beat confessions out
of them? Torture them to death? There’s a line here, John, and I have to
tell you if you start torturing possibly innocent people, I can’t support
the Eagle in that. You have three guilty people who deserve to die and
die badly. The rest the Eagle should release to law enforcement, and
let us deal with them through the judicial system.”
Sam cleared her throat and said, “I have to agree with Jim here.
If the Eagle knows who the key people are in this murder spree, then
he should deal with them and leave the others to the system.” Chris
didn’t say anything, just looked out over the parking lot and the sea
of flashing lights. After a few minutes, John asked, “What’s your take
on all of this, Chris? What are your feelings?” Chris looked at him
and said, “If it were up to me, I would kill them all and let God sort
it out!” The looks on both Jim and Sam’s faces were that of horror.
Jim said, “That’s not the Chris Mantel that I have known for the past
couple of years. What the fuck, Chris? There are lines.”
Sam nodded, and Chris said, “Rape, murder, torture of innocent men
and women … that’s a line. Knowingly experimenting on human beings
without good cause and proper regulatory oversight … that’s inhumane.
Taking human beings and putting them into cells, feeding them drugs
like candy to see what it will do to them … that’s unthinkable. Using an
animal like Follsom to do the dirty work and at the same time keeping
the ‘experiments’ alive unto death ... burying people alive and watching
them scream, beg, plead unto the profanity of their assailant. Those are
all lines, Jim. Lines that should never ever be crossed. But they were. We
know that Doctors Chum, Long, and Follsom were the key instigators,
torturers, and killers of those souls. However, the men and women in that
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viewing room knew what was happening. They knew what those doctors
were doing, and they let it happen. And that, Jim, makes them just as
responsible for the deaths as the people who committed these crimes, and
in my opinion deserving of death. A death like all of those other victims.”
John looked at Chris with a sad smile on his face. Sam and Jim
stood silent, and John could see by the look on his face that Chris had
just bitch slapped him, and that Jim had no response. Sam had her
head down, and Jim pulled out a cigarette from his top left pocket, lit
it, and snapped his Zippo shut.
He didn’t say anything for several minutes, and just as he was about
to, Jade called out to the four of them that there was something she
wanted them to see. Sam looked at John and asked, “What the fuck more
could there be in there to see?” John led the small group toward Jade,
who was standing at the entrance to the lab. It was now five forty-five
a.m., and they had been on scene for hours. John asked what she had,
and Jade told them to follow her. She didn’t go back into the building.
Instead, she walked past the loading docks and trucks parked on the side
of the lab to a gated area that led to a large field behind the laboratory.
Jim and Sam both looked at each other, and Jim handed Sam a
cigarette, which she took and lit off Jim’s as they walked. There was a
thick grouping of well-manicured trees and bushes at the edge of the
gate and several concrete walking paths. John followed Jade through
an arch that led to an open field. The group stopped just inside the
arch, and everyone gasped.
Two ornately built outbuildings had been constructed on each side of
the field. Jade pointed to the center where three caskets had been unearthed
and were resting, viewing panel side up on the edge of each shallow grave.
The panels were open, and John walked up to the caskets and saw the
remains of two men and one woman. They were badly decomposed, but
they all had their oxygen masks on, and their eyes were wide open with
their arms pinned at their sides. There was an elaborate system of pipes
and lines that ran from the outbuildings underground to the caskets, and
the closer the group looked at the field, the greater the horror.
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Small silver boxes covered control panels that fed long green
belts with irrigation and flowers growing on them. John took photos
of the buildings and their contents and then the caskets with his
tablet and looked at Jim and said, “There are dozens of other people
buried out here, Jim. Brutalized and buried alive. As I recall, you are
claustrophobic, aren’t you?” Jim nodded with the cigarette hanging
out of his mouth.
Jade said, “Believe it or not, there’s more.” Chris just shook his head
and followed her along with the others down another path that led to an
area that was covered with a camouflage tarp. John looked under it and
said, “Jesus … this has to cover two hundred yards.” Chris looked on and
said, “And it’s not visible from the air.” Jim radioed for one of his sheriff’s
helicopters to fly over his coordinates. The five were all under the tarp
as the chopper flew over, and Jim radioed to the pilot, “This is Sheriff
O’Brian. Tell me when you can see me and the four others I am with.”
“Roger that, Sheriff. We are flying along the back of the laboratory,
but all we see are large sections of green grass, sir. There are no people
in sight.” The chopper hovered around and flew back and forth several
more times, shooting video, but never saw Jim or the others. Jim ordered
the chopper to go back to base, and he saw the others walking among
dead bodies in different degrees of decomposition.
Jim walked up to Jade as she spoke, “This, folks, is what’s known
as a body farm.” Jim commented on the lack of odor, and Jade said,
“Oh, the smell is here. We are on the edges of the farm. They do have
great ventilation, but the smell of death is out there if you care to go
walk the fields.” Jim shook his head and said, “I don’t need to see
any more. I get the picture.”
Jade said, “No, Jim, you don’t. This is no ordinary body farm.
The men and women that we have looked at so far all are wearing
dog tags.” Jim froze. John’s face grew grave and angry as did Sam’s.
John asked, “Are you telling me that these are soldiers?” Jade looked
out into the field and said, “It appears that way. I’m not sure how
they got here or what their purpose was in life. In death, they were
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being studied by Alton and its operators to understand death and the
decomposition process from what I can gather from notes and charts
in the other out building.”
John threw his hands in the air and said, “I have seen enough. I
have a pretty good idea who supplied the soldiers for this field.” Jim
and Sam walked out with Chris bringing up the rear with Jade. John
looked at Jim and asked, “So … do you think there are any innocents
in the Eagle’s lair?” Jim shook his head as did Sam.
Chris and Jade joined them, and Jade asked, “So … you have
everyone responsible for these killings, Mr. Eagle. I would venture that
there are also prisoners from the California Department of Corrections
out there as well.” John nodded and asked, “Any idea of the cause
of death?” Jade got a half smile on her face and said, “Jessica and I
will work the scene, and I will see how many of these corpses can be
autopsied, but I think we all know what happened here.”
Jim nodded and said, “Vince Marshal happened here. The general was
looking for a few good men … people he could use for the experiments
here at Alton. Enlisted personnel who had no family or friends that would
miss them. Then he either turned them over to Alton and the doctors, or
worse; he was carrying out human experiments on base.”
John said, “It wouldn’t be the first time that the military used humans
for research.” Jim nodded and said, “That’s right, but by God if we can
make this public, perhaps we can make it the last!” The four walked
back to the entrance, and Jade asked John, “Is there anything else you
need from me?” John shook his head and said, “No. This is now in the
realm of the Eagle.” Jade shook her head as she turned to walk back into
the laboratory and said, “Oh, Shakespeare was wrong. Forget about a
woman scorned. Hell hath no fury like the Iron fuckin’ Eagle.”
John looked at Jim and said, “You and Sam need to stay here with
Jade and the others. Chris will be coming with me.” Jim looked out over
the parking lot and asked, “What time does the Eagle want me at the lair?”
“He will call you when it’s time.” Jim walked back into the building
with Sam as Chris and John got into John’s truck. Chris buckled his
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seatbelt and said, “It’s going to be a long and bloody day, isn’t it?” John
nodded his head slowly as they drove away.

It was ten after three, and the sea was like glass as John and Chris
sat on the deck overlooking the Pacific dressed in light blue jumpsuits,
eating lunch. Sara and Karen came out, and Sara asked, “How many
has the Eagle dealt with?” John finished chewing his sandwich and
said, “Only Chum, Long, and Follsom are left.” Karen asked, “And
the others?” Chris took a drink of his Coke and said, “Dispatched in
a most efficient and painful fashion.”
Sara asked, “Did the Eagle get a confession from General Marshal?”
John nodded and said, “A very, very detailed one, with records and access
codes. I have already called Cosmo and C4 to deliver the information to
Camp Pendleton.” Karen looked at Chris and asked how he was doing.
Chris was finishing the last of his sandwich and said, “How am I doing?
I’m doing fuckin’ great … I mean really, really fuckin’ great. Did you
know that the nerves in the human teeth are some of the most sensitive
in the whole body?” Karen nodded as did Sara.
Chris finished off his Coke and said, “Well, back to work. I have
a few more bodies to incinerate, and then the Eagle is going to allow
me to help with Long, Chum, and Follsom.”
Karen looked at John and said, “When the Eagle gets to Follsom, I
want to be there.” John shook his head, and Karen said, “I was that son of
a bitch’s psychiatrist for almost two years. He was sizing me up, Sara up,
and who knows who else for a killing. Follsom has no sense of remorse. I
want to watch him die.” John nodded and said standing up, “You will be
called when it is Follsom’s time. He will be last.” Karen nodded as John
and Chris walked back into the living room and into the Eagle’s lair.
As the two men disappeared, Sara asked, “Are you worried about
or afraid of Chris?” Karen shook her head and said, “Nope. Not one
bit. He is in good hands with the Eagle. I think he is going to find
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his center in all of this.” Sara was picking up the dishes the two men
left behind and said, “I dug a bullet out of John’s chest when he came
back from the laboratory this morning. Did you see what happened?”
Karen nodded and asked why Sara didn’t call her for help.
“When John/the Eagle gets injured, no one sees his pain. His body
armor protected him, but the bullet hit a large blood vessel in his
chest, which made him bleed a lot.” Karen was picking up the last of
the dishes and asked, “Did John need blood?” Sara nodded and said,
“Two units. He keeps a stock of his own blood here in the event that
he needs it. Besides he’s O negative.”
Karen smiled and said, “That explains a lot.” Sara cocked her head
and asked, “How so?” “After John was shot, I thought he was dead.
When I saw that he was alive I was happy, but when I saw that he was
injured I was angry beyond belief. John never flinched, complained, or
anything all morning. It also explains how it is that the Eagle can keep
his victims alive. He has a ‘one size fits all’ blood bank here, and he uses
it to extended agony.” Sara said, “An astute observation, and not one
that I’m going to argue. As for John’s wound, the shot hit an old scar.
He looked at me when I was stitching him up and said, “Another shot
for the good of a nation.” Karen asked what she meant. Sara walked off
with the dishes and said, “It’s a story for another day and should come
from John himself. It’s not my place to explain.”

Henry Chum was strapped to a gurney with his body and head restrained.
He’d been hearing screams for mercy and the sound of power tools and
other things all morning. The operating room was cold, and he laid nude,
waiting for his captor. Sara had been in several times and changed out his
IV. She had also put a catheter into his penis and not exactly gently. He felt
no urge to urinate as the catheter was doing its job. He heard the door to the
operating room open and footsteps coming toward him. His eyes darted
around, but he could not see who was in the room.
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“Who’s there? I demand to know who’s in this room with me?”
The Eagle walked within Henry’s line of sight, and he saw that the man
towering over him was wearing a plastic face shield and blood-soaked
coveralls. Henry screamed at the sight of the Eagle.
“Why are you screaming, Doctor Chum? You’ve been wanting to
meet me for some time.” Chum looked into the piercing blue eyes of the
Eagle and said, “You … you are the Iron Eagle?”
“At your service.” Chum started shaking, and the Eagle asked,
“Are you afraid?” Chum tried to nod against the head restraints, and
the Eagle said, “I see that you are. That’s really good, Doctor Chum,
really, really good. You should be afraid because I’m about to put
you into pain a thousand times worse than you ever did to any of
your victims.” Chum started screaming as the Eagle stood up and
closed the operating room door. The sounds of smacks against bare
skin and the cracking of bones could be heard down the hall as Henry
screamed into the late afternoon.
Chris had finished with Doctor Long and met the Eagle in the
hallway of the lair and said, “Long is ready to die now.” The Eagle
laughed and said, “I’m sure he is, but there is someone who I’m pretty
sure would like to see him off.” The Eagle walked into the holding room
where Stanton Zansky was being held and introduced himself.
Stanton stood up and asked, “So, you’re here to kill me?” The
Eagle shook his head and said, “I’m preparing to kill Nathan Long,
Mr. Zansky. The man who was the mastermind behind framing your
son and was responsible for his ultimate death. I thought that you
would like to be there for his send off.”
Zansky stood up and said, “Absolutely!” The Eagle turned and
started to walk out of the room. He and Chris were heavily masked,
and Stanton asked, “How did you know that I wasn’t involved in
what they were doing?”
The Eagle said, “Research, Mr. Zansky, some simple research.” The
Eagle opened the door to where Long was being held, and his bloody,
battered body was laying on the gurney, his face almost unidentifiable.
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Stanton walked up to Nathan and said, “Payback is a bitch, isn’t it
Nathan? All of these years, and you’ve been reduced to this.”
The Eagle asked Stanton to stand back, and Chris pulled him back as
the Eagle took a seat with the dental drill in his hands. “Well, Mr. Long,
you have confessed your sins. I have a few more things I need to do to
you, and then I will dispatch you to whatever world lies beyond this
one.” The Eagle pressed the foot pedal, and the dental drill began to spin
with its high pitched whine. Stanton could see bits of tooth and blood
flying into the air over Long’s body as the man’s hands and arms strained
against the gurney, and he made unintelligible screams and howls as the
Eagle drilled through his face. The smell of burnt teeth began to fill the
room. The blood curdling screams and the blood and the sweat rolling
down Nathan’s face and cheeks were more than Stanton could stand, and
he fell across a sink in the operating room, vomiting violently.
Chris held Stanton’s back as he hurled. The Eagle was unfazed by the
reaction and continued his torture until Nathan Long’s face looked like
something out of a horror movie. His lower jaw had been drilled through
on both sides, separating the lower jaw bone from the upper, and when
the Eagle moved away from him, his lower jaw hung down on to his
chest, held in place by very few ligaments and tendons. The Eagle pulled
a water sprayer and began to spray ice water into the freshly drilled teeth
and jaw. Stanton looked on in horror as the man he had known for so
many years was being reduced to an unrecognizable pile of meat.
The Eagle pulled the video monitor over to Nathan, so he could
see what had been done to his face, and Nathan screamed at the sight.
The Eagle asked Chris for a syringe of stimulant and injected it into
Nathan’s IV, sending him even further into agony.
Stanton looked on and asked Chris, “Is this really necessary?”
Chris handed the Eagle a second syringe and said, “You tell me, Mr.
Zansky? That second syringe contains Deliverance, the drug he and
his colleagues have been using in people like your son for years now.”
Stanton looked at the terrified eyes of Long, probing the room, waiting
for the next act of torture as the Eagle held up the syringe and said,
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“Behold, Mr. Long. I hold in my hands your deliverance.” Neither
Chris nor Stanton needed to hear Nathan to know what he was going
through. Chris knew something that Stanton didn’t.
The Eagle looked into Nathan’s eyes as he put the needle into the
IV and injected the drug and said, “I made a few modifications to
your formula, Doctor Long. It will have a most unpleasant effect once
it hits your heart and will be even more agonizing when I give you the
gas.” Nathan was unable to speak as the drug began coursing through
his veins, and he became very calm and quiet.
Stanton looked at Chris and the Eagle and asked, “That’s it? You
drill his face out and then you put him into a restful peace?” The
Eagle shook his head with his back to the two men and said, “Oh
no, Mr. Zansky. Doctor Long is already in unbelievable agony. His
pain is elevating with each beat of his heart. While he can hear you,
he can’t speak or articulate. The pain is too much. However, when I
add the gas solution that Doctor Long and his associates developed,
the drug in his veins will have a chemical reaction that will turn his
blood into something very close to sulfuric acid.”
“Won’t he bleed out on your table? Won’t that eat through his
body?” Stanton was nervously watching as the Eagle placed the
mask on Long’s face. “It will eat his insides but will leave no mess
for me to clean up, other than his corpse.”
The Eagle put his hand on the gas valve and said, “Unlike the
victims you tested on and that Mr. Follsom buried alive, you will
not die quickly, Doctor Long. It will be a long process, taking at
least a couple of hours. I wish I could stay and watch, but alas, I
have finished with Doctor Chum and now you. It is time that I pay
a visit to Doctor Follsom. I have a very, very special end for him.
Have a great death, Doctor Long, and may God, if such exists, NOT
HAVE MERCY ON YOUR SOUL!” With those words, he opened
the ball valve on the gas wide and watched as Long tried to hold his
breath but couldn’t and began to writhe on the gurney against the
burning of the drug in his body.
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The Eagle pointed to the room’s exit. Chris led Stanton back to
the holding room where the Eagle joined them. He asked Stanton to
have a seat, which he did, and the Eagle and Chris sat across from
him. The Eagle said, “While what you have witnessed here today is
barbaric and cruel, it is necessary to dissuade others from pursuing
the same ends. However, the drug that ended up being developed by
Chum, Long, and Follsom is, in fact, a perfect execution medication,
and your investment company should take over Alton Laboratories
and move to patent and market the drug for capital punishment.”
Stanton sat staring at the two masked men and said, “You’re telling
me that Deliverance is a good death penalty drug, and that my investment
group should work to take it to market?” The Eagle nodded and said,
“Your son died badly, Mr. Zansky. I know all about it. He was framed by
Long, Chum, and Follsom, and the drugs they were giving him to help
him calm down were in fact doing the opposite. While the drug trial that
you were active in with your son was a failure, through that failure this
drug was developed. The evidence, while too late to save your son’s life,
is waiting for you at your office. It was delivered by courier this morning.
I am going to have you released; unfortunately, you are not going to
remember anything of your encounter with me or my colleague over here.
Stanton asked, “What are you going to do to me?” The Eagle said in
a soothing tone, “Nothing that is going to hurt you long term. You are
going to receive an injection of a medication that … makes things foggy
and dream-like. And then, just like a dream, the memories will go away.”
“So, I won’t remember how Long died?” The Eagle shook his
head. “I won’t remember you two or what you did to Long?”
“No sir.” Stanton sat up straight and said, “Can I have that
medication now, please?” John nodded and gave him the injection.
As he slipped off into unconsciousness, Stanton said, “Thank you …
thank you for everything.” Once he was out, the Eagle called Jim and
told him that Stanton was ready to be moved. Chris carried him out
into the foyer and laid him on a couch. Sara was sitting in the room
with Karen, and Chris said, “Jim will be along to pick up Mr. Zansky.”
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It was ten after six, and Sara asked, “Is the Eagle finished?” Chris shook
his head and said, “We are going to deal with Doctor Follsom. Karen, do
you want to follow me?” Karen stood up and looked at Sara and said, “I
know this goes against every oath I have taken, but I have to see this man
die.” Sara stood up and put her hand on Karen’s shoulders and said, “Are
you really sure you want to go through with this?” Karen nodded strongly.
Sara said, “You won’t be the same after it, and the way you feel about
the Iron Eagle will be changed forever.” Karen looked at Chris, who was
nodding. She said, “You two don’t know what I saw at Barstow’s Funeral
Home so many years ago. I saw firsthand what the Eagle does, and I have
no problem with it.” Chris told Karen to follow him, and she looked back
at Sara as Chris opened the door to the operating rooms. She could see
the sadness on Sara’s face and said, “It’s okay, Sara. Really, it’s okay.”
Sara watched as they disappeared into the dark hallway leading to the
operating rooms. She turned to leave the lair and whispered to herself, “I
hope you’re right, Karen. I really hope you’re right.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
“It’s been a damn good day so far.
I worked with the Eagle, and
I didn’t get shot, beaten, stabbed,
drugged, or anything so far.”

J

ade was reading over a report on her tablet at Alton Laboratories.
She and Jessica had been there all day as body after body was
unearthed and more and more remains were found in and around
the lab and its grounds. The media was jumping all over the scene and
begging for a statement from law enforcement, but she and Jessica
remained silent as they did the work of dealing with the dead.
Jade walked around a corner of the lab’s offices and found Jessica
sitting at a conference table eating some pasta in a small aluminum
tin with a can of soda and some bread. She walked in and asked,
“How the hell can you eat that shit given the day we have had?”
Jessica started laughing and said, “We deal in blood and guts all day
every day, Jade. This is spaghetti and meatballs that I ordered from
a little Italian place I used to eat at when I lived out here.” Jade sat
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down and said, “Jesus Christ! Would it have killed you to order me
some ravioli?” Jessica laughed and pulled out another tin from a bag
in front of her and said with a mouth full of food, “Meat and cheese
with red sauce. I got us some garlic balls, and I got you a 7UP since I
knew your stomach might be a little iffy.”
Jade laughed loudly as she pulled up a chair and opened the
container. She reached over and took a roll and her drink and started
eating. Jessica was making small talk when Jade stopped eating and
said, “I love you, Jess. You’re a thoughtful person, and you always look
out for me.” Jessica swallowed her food and smiled with spaghetti sauce
on her face and said, “I know you love me. I love you, too. Shit. I was
wondering when you were finally going to say it. You have been pining
away for John for so many years, I figured you were going to wait for
him to come running to you or just give up and become celibate.”
Jade took a bite of her food and said, “I have been holding back my
feelings for you for several years. I didn’t want to admit that I could love
someone again, and I was afraid to bring up my desire for you because
of the life you came out of.” Jessica laughed and said, “I was a hooker,
Jade. It’s okay to say that. I have always swung both ways, but between
you and me, I prefer the taco to the sausage – if you know what I mean.”
Jade started laughing and snorted soda up her nose while she was eating.
After regaining her composure, she sat back and said, “Well, I
guess you can move out of that dive apartment you live in and move
in with me.” Jessica was eating and nodding at the same time. Jade
went back to eating, and Jessica asked, “How do you think everyone
is going to take it?” Jade said, “I doubt that there will be anyone that
is surprised, but what about our age difference? Fifteen years is a lot.
Jessica laughed again and said, “You are perfect for me, and I am
perfect for you. Age is a number, and I don’t look at numbers, Jade.
I go with my heart, and my heart tells me that I belong with you.”
Jade got up and walked over to her and laid a huge French kiss on
her. Jessica was in the middle of reciprocating when they both heard a
male voice cough in the doorway. They looked up to see Jim standing
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in the entrance of the conference room. They both stood still as Jim
walked in with Sam right behind him.
“What are you doing here, Jim? I thought you and Sam were
doing some work for the Eagle?” Jim sat down in one of the leather
chairs as did Sam.
Sam had a huge smile on her face, and Jim pulled out a cigarette
from his top left pocket, lit it, and said, “Sam and I are fuckin’ doing
what the Eagle told us to do. We have Zansky in the trunk of my cruiser.
We are going to find him here in a few minutes, if you know what I
mean.” Jade nodded as did Jessica. Sam was still smiling from ear to
ear, and Jade looked at Sam’s beaming face and said, “Have I ever told
you how beautiful you are, Deputy Pritchard?” Jessica let out a laugh,
and Jim said, “I know where this is going … and I’ll be dammed if it’s
going that way while I’m standing with my cock in my hands.”
Jessica looked at Jim and said, “If you get Barbara’s permission,
you are more than welcome to join us!” Jade nodded as did Sam, and
Jim pulled his cell phone off his hip and called Barbara.
“Hey, Jimmy, when are you going to be home?” Jim was silent for
a moment then said, “Well, I have one more thing to do, and I’ll be on
my way. I have a question to ask you.” Barbara was sitting on a chaise
lounge, nude, on the deck of their home and said, “Okay. What is it?”
“Well, Jade and Jessica just announced they are a couple, and
Sam wants to have a foursome with them. They have invited me to
join in with your permission.” He took a deep hit off his cigarette
waiting for the yelling to start when Barbara said, “Interesting … do
you think that it’s a good idea for the Sheriff of LA County to have
sex with the future Sheriff of LA County and its coroner and her
assistant?” The girls were watching Jim’s face while they ate, and
Sam just looked on as if she already knew the answer.
Jim said, “Well, I hadn’t thought of that, but hey … we’re all
adults, and what we do in the privacy of our bedrooms is our business.”
Barbara laughed on the other end of the line and said, “That would
be true if you weren’t such a public figure, but the election is in two
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weeks, and Sam has the thing tied up in a neat, little bow if you ask
me. You have had quite a day today, haven’t you Sheriff?”
“It’s been a damn good day so far. I worked with the Eagle, and I
didn’t get shot, beaten, stabbed, drugged, or anything so far.”
Barbara asked, “Are the girls there?”
“You bet!”
“Put me on speakerphone, Jimmy.” Jim pushed the speakerphone
icon, and all of the women greeted Barbara. “So,” Barbara said, “you
three want to have a foursome with Jimmy?”
Sam said, “Well, now that Jade and Jessica are out … not that they
were ever in. They just weren’t a couple. And I have had my eye on
Jade and Jessica since I met them. And Sheriff O’Brian overheard them
profess their love for each other, not to mention walking in on them
while they had their tongues down each other’s throats … yeah. Why
not? Shit! I would like to see what Jim O’Brian has in his pants.”
Jade laughed and said, “I know what Jim has in his pants, so what
do you say, Barb?” Jim took the last hit off his cigarette as Barbara
responded, “Fine … but we do it here at my house in my bed. That
way I get a little taco and sausage action, too!” There was laughter
around the table, only Jim sat silent staring at the three beautiful
women. The realization that he was going to have sex with all of them
swept over his face like a wave. A smile broke across his grouchy face,
and Jade yelled out to Barbara, “I don’t think Jim can speak, but he
looks damned excited. We will be at your place around one a.m. Is that
okay?” Barbara told them yes, and Jim hung up the line. Sam socked
him in the arm and said, “You really are having a good day.”
Jim looked at Sam’s beautiful face, smiled, and said, “Hell yeah
I am, and it just keeps getting better and better. Come on. Let’s get
Zansky in here, so we can ‘find’ him, do a press conference, and
head for my house.” Jade and Jessica told Jim they would be at his
place at one. He looked at his watch, and it was half past eleven. Sam
went out to the cruiser, so they could deal with Zansky and then the
rest of the night.
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Ralph Follsom was hanging, nude, from his leather tied wrists
on a hook on the cherry picker the Eagle used for the industrial meat
grinder in his arsenal of torture tools. As the Eagle walked into the
operating room with Chris behind him, he said nothing. He grabbed
the remote for the machine and moved it to a far corner of the room,
jerking it as he moved it, making Ralph scream with every movement.
Chris pulled a hose that the Eagle had hooked up to the sink and
turned on the hot water and waited for instructions. The Eagle pulled
two large surgical sponges from a bag and clipped them into a car
battery charger near the end of the room. He had two wooden sticks
attached to the cables on the unit, and he had Chris water the sponges
down and then hit Ralph with the scalding hot water.
Ralph screamed as the water hit his bare skin, and the Eagle
pressed the sponges into his skin, sending electricity through his
body. Ralph jerked against the current, but the Eagle remained silent.
Chris pressed the high pressure nozzle on the hose again, and the
hot water shot across the room and onto Ralph’s body, setting off
more screams. The Eagle put the electricity against Ralph’s groin and
held it tight, sending electricity through his testicles and up through
his chest. Ralph yelled out some profanity, and the Eagle pulled the
sponges away and said, “Mr. Follsom, I am a very, very sensitive
person. Please don’t use that type of language with me.”
“Fuck you, asshole. You’re supposed to be dead. I shot you. I saw
you drop to the ground.”
The Eagle turned off the charging station and said, “Indeed, Mr.
Follsom. You did shoot me. It hurt quite a bit, but it did not kill me,
obviously. Now enough about me. I want to talk about your misdeeds
and brutal killings.” The Eagle pressed a button on the cherry picker’s
remote, and the unit moved across the operating room.
Ralph was screaming as his shoulders were being stretched to their
limits. He cried out, “Jesus! You’re going to dislocate my shoulders.”
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Chris was looking up at him and said, “Well, it wouldn’t be hard. All
the Eagle has to do is press the center button on the remote, and the
picker’s arm will jerk up and down violently, which would separate your
shoulders from their sockets.” Ralph looked down at him and asked,
“And what are you to the Eagle? I thought the Eagle worked alone?”
The Eagle lowered Follsom onto a gurney, and Chris moved over
and released Ralph’s wrists then restrained him. As the Eagle pressed
a remote on the side of the gurney, it began to collapse into a chair,
and Chris brought a four-by-four and a small bucket with a hammer in
it to him. Ralph’s feet touched the cold, concrete floor, and he let out
a yelp. Soon, the video and audio recording equipment came to life.
Ralph could see his whole nude body on a monitor above his head and
said, “I hate the way my body looks nude. Look at me. I have a gut in this
position.” The Eagle placed the four-by-four under Ralph’s feet and drove
two large spikes through the tops of them. The man screamed in agony,
and the Eagle said, “Mr. Mantel is my assistant. He has seen what you did
to so many, and he will be assisting me in your interrogation and torture.”
Follsom looked at them and said, “How do you know that you are not
just forcing a confession out of me? How will you know that I’m truly
guilty if you gain my confession through torture?” The Eagle pulled a small
tray of instruments over next to him. A white towel covered the contents of
the table, and he said, “We already know that you’re guilty, Mr. Follsom.
What I want to know is not so much the depths of your depravity … I have
that covered. I want to know the identities of all of your victims.”
The Eagle stopped speaking for a moment and looked at Chris and
said, “Mr. Follsom here has not just killed at Alton Laboratories for
his colleagues. He’s been killing people for years and years all over
the country. Isn’t that true, Ralph? May I call you Ralph?” Follsom
looked at them and said, “Fuck you both! I’m not telling you shit. I
must assume based on your comments that you have found the bodies
in the potter’s field behind the lab.” The Eagle nodded, and Ralph
said, “And you found the test subjects in the holding rooms at the lab
as well?” The Eagle nodded again.
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Ralph said, “Then you found that a majority of those subjects are too
far gone to ever be saved from the mental anguish that Long and Chum
put them through.” The Eagle nodded. “Well, then you have everyone
that I killed and or tortured.” The Eagle shook his head slowly and said,
“No, Ralph, I don’t think so. I think there are many, many more, so let’s
get right to the torture, shall we? You know what I want to know.”
He pulled the towel off the tray, and Ralph could see all kinds of
sharp objects and different types of pliers. He looked at the Eagle and
said, “Really? You’re going to pull out my toe and finger nails? I mean,
yes, it’s extremely painful, and I will curse a blue streak. You, however,
will not get any more information from me than you already know. And
this seems so barbaric for the Iron Eagle. Do you really lack imagination
when it comes to torture and killing? I am very disappointed.”
Not saying a word, the Eagle just began pulling nail after nail out of
Follsom’s feet, and with each act of torture, he cursed the two men but said
nothing more. When Ralph had no finger or toe nails left, Chris looked at
the Eagle and said, “We must know everything that Follsom did. No one
could go through that kind of torture and not talk.” The Eagle shook his
head and said loud enough for Ralph to hear, “No, Chris. Ralph here is a
masochist. He gets off on pain. While he is screaming and yelling, what
he really wants to do is laugh and beg for more. Isn’t that right, Doctor?”
Follsom was dripping with sweat, and his head was hanging down. He
took a few deep breaths and said, “Yes. I want more. More pain. Give me
more pain.” Chris’s face went cold and white, and he looked at the Eagle
and asked, “How do you extract information from an animal like this?”
“Watch and learn,” said the Eagle as he stepped out of the operating room.
Ralph looked at Chris and asked in a weak voice, “So, what’s your
deal? You’re not like the Eagle. You’re not a killing machine like him.
He’s done worse to people than I have ever done. What’s your story?
Are you an aspiring killer? Are you being groomed to take over for
the Eagle at some point in the future?” Chris stared at him but didn’t
answer. Ralph laughed and said, “You don’t know the story of the
Eagle like I do. I’m a fan. I really like the fact that he does the things
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that he does. I learned a lot from reading up on his crime scenes and
following his killings through the years. You could even say that I tried
to follow in the Eagle’s footsteps when I began my killing career.”
Chris asked, “Really? The Eagle inspired your killing career? Well,
yours isn’t much of a career. The Eagle caught you after only three or
four public crime scenes. You’re not much of a killer, Dr. Follsom.”
Ralph’s face filled with rage, and he strained against the restraints on
the gurney and said, “I have had one hell of a murder career, Mr. Mantel.
Don’t let the short lived findings of casket bodies fool you. That was a
public display to get the Eagle’s attention. I have killed hundreds of men,
women, and children over the past decade all over this country. Even the
Eagle knows that. Why do you think he is paying me so much attention?”
Chris shrugged and said, “I don’t believe you, Dr. Follsom. I think you’re
just a hack who wanted a serial killer title, so you buried a few bodies in
caskets, by order of your partners, and garnered the attention of the Eagle
and got what all serial killers want – a cool nickname.”
Follsom was getting more and more agitated as he responded to
Chris, and before Chris knew it, he was confessing all of his crimes.

Sara walked into the Eagle’s lair in a robe with a drink in her
hand. She could hear an unfamiliar voice ranting down the darkened
corridor and saw the light on in the main conference room. She walked
down to the half open door and saw John sitting at the head of the
table under the Eagle carving he had created so many years earlier.
He was watching the video monitors with his back to her.
She cleared her throat, and he raised a hand and waved her
in without saying a word. As she sat down next to him, she asked,
“Whatcha doin’?” John laughed and said, “Listening to Chris get a
confession out of the Kagel Canyon Killer.” Sara took a sip of her
drink and looked at the monitor and then at him and asked, “Isn’t
that the Eagle’s job?” He nodded and said, “Yes … and the Eagle
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has done his part. Chris unwittingly, or perhaps I have underestimated
him, or wittingly angered the Eagle’s victim into a conversation that
has turned into a confession. Sara was about to say something when
Karen spoke up in the doorway in a sleepy voice.
“You’re home. Where’s Chris?” John pointed to a monitor, and Karen
walked around near Sara and looked on as Chris kept goading Follsom,
and Follsom kept coming back with more and more information about
his killings. She smiled and said, “That’s my fiancé … he’s smarter than
you give him credit for. He’s engaging Follsom in conversation and
intentionally agitating him to get the information that he wants.”
John and Sara looked at her, and John asked, “So you think Chris
knows what he’s doing?” She nodded a sleepy nod and said, “Well, yeah …
look at him. His posture, his attention to facing and speaking to…” Karen
looked at the monitor and saw the blood on Follsom’s hands and feet and
said, “Chris is working off the groundwork I laid with Dr. Follsom.”
Sara asked, “Have you told Chris about your patient?” Karen shook
her head and said, “No … but I have spent enough time in Chris’s head to
know he has his own demons and his own way of dealing with killers. So,
what’s Follsom’s role in all of this?” John smiled and said, “He’s the Kagel
Canyon Killer.” Karen shrugged, taking the drink from Sara’s hand and
taking a few sips of it. She coughed after the first sip and asked, “Scotch?”
Sara nodded. Karen said, “Wow! That’s strong and tastes like shit.”
Sara said, “It’s an acquired taste, and one you can’t acquire legally
for another two and a quarter years.” Karen handed the glass back to
Sara and said, “Really? You’re going to dictate laws and morality in the
Eagle’s lair?” John frowned at her, and she apologized and asked why the
Eagle wasn’t in the room with Chris.
John looked at the monitor and said, “I knew that as long as the Eagle
was paying attention to this killer he wouldn’t talk. He’s a masochist,
and the more pain I delivered, the more joy he took in it. However,
Dr. Follsom sees Chris as unworthy of his stature as a killer, so he’s
confessing everything the Eagle needs before he puts Mr. Follsom into
his final death throes.”
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Karen looked at Sara and asked, “Are you staying here?” Sara
looked at John, and he nodded. She said, “Yeah. It looks like my
medical assistance will be needed.” Karen asked if John needed her.
“I will always need you, Karen, but not tonight. We’re about finished
here. Why don’t you go back to bed, and I will send Chris to you as
soon as we finish with Dr. Follsom.” She nodded and kissed them
both on the cheek and walked out of the lair.
John stood up and asked Sara to pull an IV bag and set a line in
Dr. Follsom. She nodded and asked what he wanted in it. “D5 normal
with LR.” Sara stood up and asked, “Why are you adding the Ringers
Lactate?” John smiled and said, “It will assist when we give him the
first IV dose of Deliverance before we give him the gas.” She looked at
the screen and said, “That’s going to make the solution feel like fucking
battery acid in his veins.” John nodded, and Sara walked out of the room.

It was nearly one a.m. when Alton Laboratories was cleared and sealed
for the night. Jim had called a news conference earlier to announce that
Deputy Pritchard, working undercover in cooperation with other state
and federal authorities, had uncovered an insidious plot, which nearly
cost her her life but saved dozens, and also located Stanton Zansky, who
Jim told reporters had been abducted the day before from his office in
Tarzana. He said there would be another news conference at three p.m.
the following day and walked away from the bank of microphones.
He and Sam were smoking when Jade and Jessica walked out to
greet them. Jade said, “Hasn’t anyone told you two that smoking is
not only bad for your health but a nasty and disgusting habit?” Jade
said the words as she took the cigarette from Jim’s lips and put it
between hers and took a deep drag off the smoke. Jess did the same
with Sam’s, and the four stood looking back at the laboratory as Jim
said, “There will be a shitload of questions to answer in the morning.”
Jade and Jessica nodded, handing the cigarettes back to them.
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Jessica said, “I don’t mean to be dismissive, but I’m tired and
horny, so why don’t we table this until tomorrow afternoon and head
for Jim’s for some sex and sleep?” All heads nodded, and Jade said
she and Jess would follow Jim and Sam. As they headed for Malibu,
Jim told Sam, “This is going to be one unforgettable night.” She
smiled, putting her hand on his crotch as he drove and said, “Oh Jim
… you have no idea how true a statement that is.” As Sam looked out
the window, her face suddenly changed.
“What’s wrong?” Jim asked. “You’re no spring chicken, Jim. Are
you going to be able to handle this?” Jim laughed and said, “Oh, fuck
yeah! I have my little blue friends to help me out when needed. And
if my heart can’t keep up … who gives a fuck? What a way to die!”
Sam laughed as they headed down the 405 Freeway to the 10 and
on to Malibu. “You got me there, Jim,” she said, “you got me there.
When I go that’s the way I want it to happen.” Jim let out a loud laugh
as they drove to his house.
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Chapter Twenty-Three
“MAY GOD, IF SUCH
EXISTS, NOT HAVE
MERCY ON YOUR SOUL!”

T

he sun was starting to rise over the Santa Monica Mountains.
The Eagle had dismissed Chris hours earlier after he was able to
extract a full confession from Ralph Follsom. Sara was asleep on
one of the couches in a holding room while the Eagle was finishing
up his last bit of torture.
Ralph was dripping with blood and sweat. The IV bag had been
replaced three times in four hours, and his bladder was so distended he
was crying out in agony. The Eagle had cored out the end of Ralph’s
penis and driven a two-inch piece of wood into the end of it, which
blocked his ability to urinate. He explained that he got the idea from one
of his other serial killer victims, the Basin River Killer.
After he had completed the procedure on Ralph, he said, “I learn
a little something new about torture and fear every time I catch an
animal like you. While I hated the fact that that killer did this to his
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victims, it has been a very, very effective measure of torture. But I
don’t use it very often … it’s a bit messy.” The Eagle retied Ralph’s
wrists and lifted his body off the gurney with the cherry picker.
Ralph’s face was bloody and swollen, and the sulfuric acid that the
Eagle had used on his hands had left them bony skeletons.
The Eagle looked at Ralph and said, “Well, I guess you want to
know how I’m going to kill you?” Ralph was slipping in and out of
consciousness, and the Eagle hit him several times with stimulant through
his IV to drive him back to awareness. He pointed to the industrial meat
grinder and said, “That is a somewhat slow way to die, but it just seems
too good for the likes of you, Ralph. So many people killed all over the
country. You confessed your killings to Mr. Mantel, and I have it all on
tape and video, so the authorities can start searching for your victims –
all two hundred and fifty of them. You have a great memory to recall all
you did – names, places, killings, manner of killing, and where you left
the bodies. I’m sure it is going to solve a lot of cold case files.”
Ralph mumbled through broken teeth and said, “What do you care?
You’re no better than me, you sadistic bastard. What do you care about
solving cold cases?” The Eagle looked at him and said, “That’s a great
question. Why do I? You know, not a one of my victims ever asked me that
question in all of my years of dispensing justice. You really want to know
why I care?” Ralph nodded weakly. “Because this is my night job, Dr.
Follsom. Ridding the world of animals like you, dispensing belated justice
for those poor people who ended up victims of you and others. I do this
work to both rid the world of the likes of you and to try and unburden an
overloaded judicial system that can’t deal with animals like you. However,
by day, I’m the head of the Los Angeles field office of the F … B …I.”
Follsom looked into the Eagle’s eyes and said, “Special Agent
John Swenson?” “That’s correct. I am Special Agent John Swenson,
and I am the Iron Eagle. Ironic, huh? You’re being killed by a
government agent.” Ralph shook his head and said, “It actually seems
most appropriate. What you’re doing as the Iron Eagle isn’t that much
different from what you do as an FBI agent. May I call you John?”
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The Eagle looked at him and said, “You can call me justice.”
Ralph laughed and said, “Oh, if only that were true. You’re not
dispensing justice, John. You’re simply elevating your murderous
status in your own mind, justifying it by killing people you think are
worse than you. I want you to think about that the next time you look
in the mirror, Agent Swenson.”
John walked out of the room and came back pushing a gurney
with a stainless steel casket on top of it. Ralph began to scream, and
John looked up at him and said, “Why the drama and water works?
This is your preferred method of execution.”
There were several tubes and wires running out of the casket, and
Follsom called from the cherry picker and said, “Don’t do this to me. I
don’t deserve to die like that. Haven’t I suffered enough?” The answer
was a direct and emphatic NO.
John used the remote to move the picker over as Ralph kicked his
legs wildly in the air, his feet still nailed to the four-by-four, as he begged
and pleaded, “This is what the Iron Eagle, John Swenson, considers
justice?” John looked up at Ralph and said, “You think you are better
than your victims, Dr. Follsom? You think that you don’t deserve to die
as they did?” He had both sides of the casket open and lowered Ralph in
and restrained him with the wrist straps that came sewn inside.
He looked at Ralph’s nude and beaten body and said, “There are
just two things I haven’t completed.” Ralph’s eyes went wide, and he
howled, “No. No. Oh God, please, no!” John laughed as he pulled a
small surgical table over to the casket and said, “While I’m flattered,
I’m not God, Mr. Follsom. Unlike you, I know my limitations.
However, it’s just not an Eagle crime if a rapist and murderer hasn’t
been emasculated.” John said the words as he grabbed Ralph’s cock
and balls in his hands and pulled and twisted all at the same time.
Ralph stopped breathing for a few seconds as the blade of the scalpel
removed his manhood. John laid it over Ralph’s face and mouth as he
drew his Iron Eagle branding iron from the table and slammed it into
the blood gushing hole in Follsom’s groin.
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As he looked at the seeping wound, he said, “There. Now you
look like an Iron Eagle victim.” Ralph was drawing deeper and deeper
breaths, when John asked if he would like to know what his own cock
tasted like. Ralph shook his head, and John said, “Too bad!”
He pressed a steel cage over his mouth and cranked it open, so he
couldn’t resist then cut up the penis and balls and forced them into
Ralph’s mouth and then down his throat. Then he looked at Ralph
and said, “It’s time for you to join your coworkers in death.” He
put the oxygen mask over Ralph’s face and hooked it up to the tank
of Deliverance gas as he spoke. “I’m going to give you one more
injection, Ralph. It’s pure Deliverance with a bit of a twist. I made a
few modifications on your drug and added some compounds that will
make it very close to sulfuric acid. I know what you’re thinking. ‘Oh,
what a mess! The acid will eat through my body and spill all over
this beautiful casket.’ Well, that was probably me thinking that … but
don’t worry about it. It won’t happen. It’s only going to feel that way.”
John wheeled the casket out the back doors of the operating and
holding rooms, past the incinerator, to a small mound of earth where
a little backhoe sat and a hole had been dug. He lowered the lid on the
casket as Ralph screamed. Once the casket was deep underground, John
opened the viewing side and placed an earpiece in Ralph’s ear. He said,
“It’s a two-way transmitter, so we can talk like you did with your victims,
right?” Ralph had tears in his eyes and said, “I’m claustrophobic. Please
don’t kill me this way … it’s hell!” John laughed as he turned the dial on
the gas tank and said while closing the viewing lid, “It’s damned ironic
that you will die as your victims died. But have no fear, Dr. Follsom. I
have set your air and drug mixture to keep you alive for a week or more.
You will suffer the pains of the hell that you speak of and then at some
point, if such a place exists after this life, I suppose you will go there.”
The whole time he was speaking, he was filling the hole with dirt.
Before leaving, John asked, “How are you doing, Ralph?” Screams
and pleading were the response, and John said, “I forgot to turn on
the lights in there.” When the lights came on in the casket, Follsom
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screamed at what he saw. On the casket liner above him, there were
photographs of open caskets and the dead faces of his victims.
“MAY GOD, IF SUCH EXISTS, NOT HAVE MERCY ON YOUR
SOUL!” With that, John took out the earpiece and walked away.

It was just after eight a.m., and Karen and Chris were sitting in
the breakfast nook having some food and talking about the events of
the past few days. Sara and John walked into the kitchen. Sara was
in a robe as was John, who looked like he had just emerged from a
shower. Chris looked at him and asked, “Did you get any sleep?”
John shook his head, taking a drink of a Coke Zero that Sara handed
him after pouring herself a cup of coffee.
John said, “I finished up with Follsom, took a shower, and laid
down with Sara for about ten minutes.” Karen said, “Why don’t you
call in sick? You need some rest. You both do.” She was looking at
Chris when she said it as he had only gotten about three hours of sleep.
John took another sip and said, “No. We have a news conference at
three. Jim sent me an email this morning before clearing the Alton
scene. It’s Friday. When the news conference is over, Chris and I are
taking the weekend off!” That drew smiles from all around the room,
and Sara asked, “Does that mean that I get a weekend of peace with
my husband?” John laughed and said, “Yes, ma’am. We have a full
weekend, and I’m not taking any calls unless it’s Jim, Barbara, or
Jade. And it better not be business.”
Sara started laughing, and everyone in the room turned to look at her.
John asked what was so funny, and Sara said, “Barbara called me last night
and told me that Jade and Jessica are now a couple.” John shrugged his
shoulders and said, “Who didn’t see that coming?” Chris raised his hand.
Karen laughed and said, “How could you, Mr. Pollyanna? You might be
getting better at crime and vengeance working with the Eagle, but when
it comes to love and life, you really need to start paying more attention.”
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Chris had a mouthful of food and quickly choked it down and said,
“I’m not a Pollyanna. I just miss things sometimes.” John looked at
him and said, “Well, you better stop missing things, Chris, and let
Karen widen your whole world view. Crime will always be there.
Love can always be there, too, but the person that you love might not
be. Learn to pay attention, kid. Life stops for no man. Look around
once in a while. You don’t want to miss it.”
He nodded, and Sara asked Karen if they had set a wedding date yet.
Karen took a sip of her coffee and said, “Yes.” Chris looked at her with
fear in his eyes and asked, We did? Are you going to share it with me or
have John or the Eagle kidnap me for a shotgun wedding?” She sipped
her coffee again and said, “January first is going to be our wedding day.
Any objections from the peanut gallery?”
There were no disagreements, so Karen stood up, dropped her robe,
and called to Chris while running nude toward the beach, “Well, Chris,
are you going to sit there or swim with me?” He dropped his robe, and his
nude frame was lit by the early morning sun, and he looked like a god.
Sara put her fingers to her lips as Chris ran out the back door to the beach.
John looked at her and asked, “Is my luster dying off, Mrs.
Swenson?” Sara told him no and to drop the robe. He did as asked, and
his tall, sculpted figure in the morning light drew a look of passion from
her. She dropped her robe, too, and said while running for the swimming
pool, “You have been so wrapped up with police work that we haven’t
had time for anything.” John jumped into the pool after her, pulled her
close, and said, “Well, we will just have to do something about that.”
Sara smiled as John carried her out of the pool and to the bedroom.

Jim woke to silence. He looked at the clock in the bedroom, and it was
eight a.m. The bed was empty but for him and his memories. He got up
and wandered through the house until he heard the girls. He arrived in the
kitchen, bare assed and smiling. The women all laughed, and Sam said,

190 • Chapter Twenty-Three

“I know we had a party last night, Jim, but don’t you think you should
put on some clothes?” Jim poured himself a cup of coffee and sat down
at the table where the four nude women were conversing. He listened to
their chit chat for several minutes as he drank his coffee and lit a cigarette.
As he snapped his Zippo shut, he said, “What’s next?” Sam
looked at him and said, “News conference at three about Alton Labs,
the Kagel Canyon Killer, and the safe return of Stanton Zansky.”
Jim nodded as he blew smoke in the air and downed his coffee. He
poured himself a second cup and brought the pot over to the table and
freshened everyone else’s and said, “I know about that. I mean, what
do we do now?” There was light laughter, and Jade told him that she
needed to work and help Jessica move in.
Barbara said she needed to shower and get to work, and Sam said,
“I have a job to do and an election to win in two weeks, Jim. Don’t you
think you should shower and get ready for the day?” Jim stubbed out his
cigarette and downed the last of his coffee without saying a word.
Sam looked at Barbara and asked, “Is Jim all right?” Barbara
nodded and said, “He’s fine. His little head is doing the thinking
right now. I’m going to jump in the shower with him and get a little
morning action.” Sam laughed and said, “I had no idea that a man
of his age could do the things he did to us last night.” There was a
round of laughter at the table, and Barbara said, “It’s amazing just
how effective Jimmy can be with the right motivation. You ladies can
see yourselves out. Thanks for a great night!” There were head nods
at the table, only Sam had to stay behind as Jim was her ride.

It was half past nine when Jim and Sam were heading to the station.
He had the window down with his arm on the door and a cigarette
between his fingers. Sam was silent, and Jim asked, “So … do you have
your head on straight? Are you ready to be the Sheriff of LA County?”
Sam looked over at him and said, “I’m as ready as I can be. When the
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elections are over, and, assuming that I win, I won’t be sworn in until the
middle of January, correct?” Jim nodded, exhaling smoke from his lungs.
Sam said, “I need to ask a favor of you.” Jim turned into the
parking lot at the sheriff’s department headquarters and parked the
car. He took a final hit off the smoke and asked, “What?” Sam said,
“I’m going to need guidance for the first five or six months after I
take office, and I would be honored if you would stay on with the
department and help me.” Jim sat with his hands on the steering
wheel, staring out the windshield at the new building.
“Did you hear what I asked?”
Jim popped the door open and stepped out, grabbing his jacket as he
closed the door. Sam stood on the passenger’s side, and Jim took a deep
breath of the morning air and said, “Barbara is retiring on January first,
Sam. I promised her I would retire as soon as my term as sheriff was
over.” She leaned against the car, not saying a word, but with a pleading
look in her eyes. He looked at her and said, “Fuck. I knew there was no
way I was going to get out of this damn business that easy. Yeah, Sam,
I’ll stay on. I’m gonna catch the wrath of hell from my wife, but I’ll do
it. You’re going to need a go between between you and the department,
the other law enforcement departments in LA, and the FBI.”
Sam smiled and walked over to the driver’s side door and kissed
Jim on the cheek and whispered, “And don’t forget guidance in
working with the Iron Eagle.”
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Phoenix
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Twelve

Prologue

“D

o you smell that?” Andy Howard looked around, lifting his
nose in the early evening air, which carried on it the smell of
smoke and a sweet odor. Andy was standing on scaffolding
where he was working with his partner, replacing some signage on
the Staples Center in downtown Los Angeles.
Ben Holston lifted his head and looked around at the same time,
taking a deep breath of the cool November air and saying, “Yeah.
What the fuck is that? There aren’t any games or concerts tonight.
Shit, man, it smells like someone’s barbecue.”
Both men looked around but saw nothing, and Andy said, “Well,
I don’t know what it is, but someone is cooking something nearby,
and it smells damn good.” Ben nodded and the two men went back
to their work.
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Howard Cohen was just packing up his briefcase and getting ready to
head up to his condo on the top floor of Cohen, Miller & Hyde Law Offices
when his office phone rang. He put the briefcase down and answered. The
male voice on the other end of the line was squeaky with a bit of a warble.
“Good evening, Mr. Cohen. I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”
Howard looked around and said, “Um, no, no. You’re not interrupting
anything. I’m preparing to leave my office for the evening.” There was
a pause, and Howard asked, “I’m sorry, but do I know you?” There was
light laughter on the other end of the line.
“Well, we have not yet been formally introduced, but we have
met.” Howard sat down in his office chair and asked, “Okay … who
are you, and how can I help you?”
“Oh … I would rather not give my name, Mr. Cohen, at this early stage
in our relationship. Cohen, Miller & Hyde has a hundred and fifty attorneys.
Is that correct?” Howard sat back with an intense look on his face and said,
“I don’t really have a count, whoever you are. If we have met but not been
introduced, may ask the purpose of this call?” The caller laughed excitedly
and said, “Oh, my, by all means you can ask for the purpose of this call. It’s
a message, Mr. Cohen. This call will have a great deal of significance for
you and all of your colleagues in Los Angeles very, very shortly.”
Howard was getting frustrated and asked, “Look, whoever you
are, I’m a busy man, so either get to the point of this call, or I’m
hanging up.” He could hear some fumbling on the other end of the
line and then a familiar male voice was on the line with him and the
caller, a voice with terror and pain in it.
“Howard, it’s Benton Harris.” His voice was strained, and he
sounded like he had been crying. “Benton? Where are you? I just saw
you in your office an hour ago.”
“I finished up early and was heading home when I was …”
“You know that Mr. Harris doesn’t drive. He called for a cab, and
… well … I happened along and have taken him for a ride.” Howard
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asked, “Benton, are you okay? You don’t sound right.” Benton began
to sob on the other end of the line, and the caller told him to explain
why he was crying.
Benton’s voice was weak, and he said, “I’m not okay, Howard.
I have been grabbed by this … this person, and he’s burning me,
Howard. He has me in this parking lot, and he set my legs on fire
and then put them out. He’s done it three or four times. I’m burnt and
hurting, Howard. Please help me.” Benton went silent, and it was
just Howard and the caller.
“I’m sorry for that, Mr. Cohen. Benton is a little emotional right
now and in a little bit of pain.” Howard stood up and yelled into the
phone, “Who the hell are you, and what are you doing to one of my
partners?” The voice on the other end of the line became more dark
and sinister in response, “Mr. Harris blew a big case, Mr. Cohen,
and someone very close to me lost everything … you hear what I’m
saying to you, Mr. Cohen?”
Howard sat back down, his hands trembling, and asked, “What
case? Can you give me more information? We handle a lot of cases
here at the firm. Perhaps I can take a look at the situation. Perhaps I
can get involved and see what can be done.”
“NO! MR. COHEN, I TRIED THAT ON BEHALF OF MY
FRIEND WITH YOUR FIRM … AND YOU AND YOUR PARTNERS
IGNORED ALL PLEAS. There must be justice, Mr. Cohen. Mr.
Harris must pay for what he has done. He left my dear friend’s life in
ashes with his recklessness and unwillingness to listen.” There was a
pause, and the man continued, “I, however, can guarantee to you that
Mr. Harris is listening very, very closely now.”
Howard started to speak when he heard Benton’s voice on the
other end of the line, “Oh God … oh God, please. I’m begging you.
Please don’t. Don’t.” Howard heard liquid splashing and Benton
screaming and then a most terrifying and blood curdling scream as
Benton called out, “I’m burning. I’m burning. God help me! Mommy
… Mommy, help me, help me.”
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As Howard looked at the clock, Benton was regressing from a
well-polished civil litigation attorney to an infant calling out for any
assistance in the span of two minutes. Then, there was silence.
The caller spoke clearly and concisely, “You can retrieve the burnt
remains of Mr. Harris Esquire from the parking lot between the Staples
Center and the convention center right off the 110 Freeway, Mr. Cohen.”
There was a moment of silence, and the caller said, “And Mr. Cohen?”
Howard was holding the phone so tight with his left hand that he was
cutting off his own circulation. He forced out the word, “WHAT?” The man
laughed and said, “The great Howard Cohen, losing his temper. Say it isn’t
so? The great Howard Cohen, the great litigator, losing his always cool,
calm exterior. Wow! I didn’t think that the first one would hit you so hard.”
“The first one?” Howard asked. “Oh yes, Mr. Cohen. The first of
many, many lawyers to be … human fire starters. You humbled me once,
and I learned from that humiliation and the loss of all I had. I have risen
like the phoenix from the ashes of you and your firm’s incompetence. Yes,
Mr. Cohen, the first in a long line of attorneys in the city of Los Angeles
who are going to burn for their crimes. Good evening, Mr. Cohen. You can
collect Mr. Harris’s remains directly. Farewell for now, Howard. For now.”

Sam Pritchard pulled into the parking structure between Staples
and the LA convention center. She saw Jim standing next to Jade,
smoking a cigarette and waving his arms. She walked up to them
and asked, “So, what do we have?” Jim took a hit off his cigarette
and asked, “Did you vote today?” Sam nodded. He looked at Jade,
who nodded as well. “Good. I want this to be the last goddamn crime
scene I have to be on with this fuckin’ crazy ass shit going on.”
Sam asked, “Jade, it seems Jim is a wee bit upset. What do we
have here?” Jade pointed to a yellow crime scene tarp and said, “As
close to cremated remains as you can get without a crematorium.”
Sam walked over to the tarp, took a pair of latex gloves from Jade,
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and looked at the nearly disintegrated remains of Benton Harris. She
stood up and asked, “Do we have any ID on the victim?” Jade was
about to answer when she heard the voice of John Swenson coming
from behind a parking structure pillar.
“These are the remains of Mr. Benton Harris the third, attorney at
law.” Jade looked on as John walked around the yellow tarp toward them,
and Jim walked off to the edge of the parking structure with his cigarette
in his hand, staring out at the traffic going by on the 110 Freeway. Sam
asked John, “What is the FBI doing on scene? Is this your case?” He
shook his head and said, “No. This is not an FBI case, at least not yet.
The victim was a partner in the law offices of Cohen, Miller & Hyde on
Santa Monica Boulevard. Howard Cohen called me because he received
a call from Mr. Benton’s killer while he was killing the victim.”
Sam looked shocked as did Jade. Sam asked, “We have a witness to this
murder?” John laughed as he lifted the yellow tarp with his gloved hand.
“We have an ear witness to this murder … and based on what the killer
told Mr. Cohen, there are going to be more attorneys targeted around LA
for killing.” Jim walked back over to the three as John finished speaking.
“So,” Sam asked, “what the hell do we do to stop this?” Jim laughed
and said, “Well, based on exit polls and the vote count in LA County,
so far you are going to be the Sheriff Elect in a few more hours, Deputy
Pritchard. That means that it is going to be your responsibility to answer
those questions. So ... what’s the first fuckin’ step in finding this killer?”
He and John looked at Sam’s blank face, and John said, “You need to
cut Sam some slack, Jim. First, all the votes haven’t been counted, and,
second, even YOU needed help when you were first elected Sheriff. Or
have you forgotten that?” Jim reached up and pulled another cigarette
out of his top left pocket, put it in his mouth, lit it, and said while
snapping his Zippo shut, “Yeah John. When you’re right, you’re right …
and you’re right, so let’s go over what we have. One deep fried lawyer.
That’s a good start. An ear witness to the murder who is also a fuckin’
lawyer, and a killer who is promising more lawyer murders. Shit! If you
ask me, Sam’s administration is off to a good start. I have no sympathy
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for lawyers. They are blood sucking pieces of shit. But … we do have a
duty to protect and serve the public, and the mother fuckin’ lawyers are
part of that public. I would say that a visit needs to be paid to Howard
Cohen. We need to interview him about everything that was said.”
Sam looked at Jade and John and asked, “What the hell does Jim have
against lawyers?” The men laughed, and John said, “Once upon a time,
Jim O’Brian got divorced. Need I say more?” Sam shook her head as she
pulled her radio off her hip to call in the sheriff’s department’s CSI team.
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