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For Chester,

May you rest in peace
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 Chapter One
“Please. There is no 

reason to tell Jim.”

S
am Prichard stood in Jim’s office at the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s 
headquarters as she was being briefed on the current status of the 
murder of Hal Styles of the U.S. Marshals Service. Jim was seated 

in one of the guest chairs next to John as Jade Morgan read her findings.
“The victim died as a result of blood loss and severe damage to 

his internal organs. The blood that we were able to draw from the 
victim had high levels of alcohol and a high dose of flunitrazepam. 
The victim, however, died as a result of wounds sustained from an 
animal attack, most likely coyotes, as well as other scavengers, based 
on bite marks left on the corpse. These findings are supported by 
Doctor Jeremy Oaks, forensic anthropologist from the FBI crime 
laboratory, whose report is included with my own.”

Jim laughed and said, “Are you telling me that Hal got slipped 
a roofie with his booze and ended up out in the middle of fuckin’ 
nowhere and eaten alive by dogs?”
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Jade nodded and read on, “Remnants of the victim’s arms and legs that 
were recovered showed ligature marks on the wrists and ankles. The victim 
appears to have been restrained during the killing, and there is no defensive 
trauma to make this office believe that the victim resisted the attack.”

Jim stood up and said, “So, you’re telling me that Hal got fuckin’ 
wasted, did some drugs, and then someone took him out to that goddamn 
trail and tied him to the ground to be eaten alive? If that’s the case, 
where are the restraints that held him down? There was no evidence of 
restraints at the crime scene.”

Jade pointed to John, who pulled out his tablet and handed it to 
Jim. “If you look closely at the shots I took when I arrived on scene 
with my team, you can see that there are four holes in the ground 
where the remains were found. You can also see chain markings in 
the sand and dirt. Also, in looking at how the remains were dragged 
in different directions, it would appear the killer drugged our victim 
with the intent to take him out to this location and feed him to nature.”

Jim handed the tablet back to John and said, “This is way out of the 
ballpark for me. I’ve seen a lot of sick shit in my career. I mean, the 
bodies at Devil’s Chair last year when we uncovered the organic farming 
operation that was the source of those humans dying of exposure. That 
was some twisted shit. Those fuckers, Joling and the others, farming 
humans and butchering them. And the feeding pens and dairy operations 
were insane. But this? This takes cruelty to a whole new level.”

Sam let out a laugh and said, “You really think that this one case 
is worse than the thousands lost at Devil’s Chair, Jim? For Christ 
sake, those fuckers were farming human beings. They were treating 
them like livestock and then selling them off to the world markets 
as fine grade A meats and other products. So, we have one guy dead 
and a killer with a penchant for feeding his victim to nature. There’s 
no comparison to Devil’s Chair here. I’m sorry.”

John stood up and said, “This is a federal investigation. Hal Styles 
is dead. He’s been murdered. How he was murdered, while brutal, 
is not the main factor here. The main questions here are why he was 
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killed and who the hell did it. Is this just a random case? Did the killer 
know what Hal did for a living, or is this a deliberate attack on a 
federal employee? That is the more pressing question to me.”

Jim stood up and said, “Look, guys, I know this is a mess, and 
I didn’t know Hal very well, but Barbara did. She worked for him 
for over twenty years. Have you all read the interview that Chris did 
with her after the discovery of Hal’s body?”

Everyone in the room nodded, and John said, “It’s that interview that 
leads me to believe that this was a random act. Hal’s lifestyle was … exotic.”

“Exotic? He was a fuckin’ crossdresser. He lived what he thought was 
an undercover life. You might be right, John. Hal went out on a date, got 
with a dude who didn’t know he was a transvestite, the dude copped a feel 
and got cock instead of pussy and blew a fuse and killed the poor fuck.”

John nodded and said, “All of that makes sense, Jim, except the 
manner of execution. If this was some guy who ended up with a 
transvestite, or whatever Barb said he was in her statement, and he was 
killed as a result of that, this would be a crime of passion or anger, and 
Hal might have ended up shot or stabbed. This was more than that. This 
killer hunted Hal. How? I don’t know, but I think this killer somehow 
came in contact with Hal or vice versa, and this killing was planned.”

Jade put her tablet back into a small case she had carried the unit 
in and said, “Well, guys, I have done my job here. It’s up to you to 
figure out the who and the why. I just told the how. I am ruling this a 
homicide.” John nodded as did Jim, and Sam and Jade walked out.

Connie Beltran was reading over the coroner’s report on Hal Styles’s 
death when Barbara O’Brian knocked on her door. Connie never looked 
up from the report and said, “Come in, Barb. I’m almost finished 
reading.” Barbara was dressed in full uniform as was Connie. Connie 
Beltran had been promoted to head of the Los Angeles U.S. Marshals’ 
office nearly two years earlier. The relationship between Barbara and 
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Connie was legendary because they were oil and water, and just the fact 
that Connie had summoned Barbara to her office had sent chills down 
the spines of those in the executive offices of the service.

Connie put the file she was reading down and looked at Barbara 
and asked, “How are you doing Barb? How are you holding up?”

Barbara sat back in the chair across from Connie’s desk and said, 
“As best I can, Connie. As best I can. I worked for Hal for a lot of 
years. While he was my superior, he was also my friend. I’m trying 
to wrap my head around this whole thing.”

Connie nodded and said, “I know that this is hard on you. It’s hard on 
all of us, but life goes on, and the office must operate at peak levels. I have 
put in a recommendation that you be promoted to fill Hal’s vacancy.”

Barbara looked on, shaking her head and said, “Connie, you 
know that isn’t going to work. It’s the fifth of December, and on 
January first, I am retired.”

“I know. I know … but there is no one who understands the whole 
operation like you do. You and Hal worked closely together, and you 
and I know that way more than half of the changes that went on in his 
division came about through your suggestions and or insistence.”

Barbara was staring through her as she replied, “It makes no 
difference now, Connie. Hal is dead, and he died brutally. I received 
a call from Jim about a half hour ago that the coroner has ruled Hal’s 
death a homicide … like you need a PhD to figure that out. I have less 
than a month, and I’m out of here. You need to promote someone else.”

Connie walked around to the end of her desk and sat on the corner. 
Her hefty body had rolls of fat that Barbara could see under her 
uniform. Connie’s bright red hair and pale skin were set off by the grey 
uniform she wore. She said, “Barbara, I know that you and I have had 
our differences, and I acknowledge that I am a big part of that. You and 
I bump heads at every corner whereas Hal was always trying to play 
peacekeeper. You are the perfect person for this job, Barbara. You have 
the experience, and let’s be real. You were really doing Hal’s job for 
the past five years.” Barbara didn’t respond. Connie looked at her and 
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said softly, “I know you’re hurting. I know you put in for retirement. 
I heard through the grapevine that Jim has agreed to stay on with the 
Sheriff’s Department as a consultant to Samantha Pritchard after she 
is inaugurated next month. I am only asking you to take the job for six 
months. If Jim is going to consult, then you know that you are not going 
to want to sit at home waiting for him when there is important work 
here. Your government needs you, and I need your assistance, Barbara. 
You know the job. I promise you if you will give me the time I will find 
the right candidate for the job within six months unless you feel there 
is a candidate that is more experienced than you and can step into Hal’s 
shoes now. Tell me, and I will start vetting that person today.”

Barbara shook her head and said, “There is no one off the top of my 
head that can do Hal’s job other than me. At least not right out of the gate. 
I think that Grace McNeil or Bob Woods can do the job, but they will need 
several months of training. They’re not ready now.” She stood up and said, 
“I need to talk this over with Jim. Can I give you an answer tomorrow?”

Connie nodded and said, “Of course. Talk it over with Jim. If 
you’ll do it, just drop me a line. If not … well, shit, I don’t know what 
the fuck I’m going to do.”

Barbara walked to the doorway and turned to Connie and said, “If I 
agree to this, we do things my way in that department. No more cat fights 
between you and me. We work together, or I won’t even consider it.”

Connie nodded and said, “Death has a way of putting things into 
perspective. Losing Hal has really made me reevaluate not only my 
job but my life. There is no reason for petty bickering. I’ll work with 
you as long as you will accept the direction of my office and my 
authority.” Barbara nodded and walked out of the office.

Quincy Bills was reading over the personal ads in one of the local 
papers when one ad caught his attention. “Androgynous person seeks 
partner for long-term relationship. Bisexual okay. Seeking male to 
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make me beg. If you are ‘big’ enough to ‘fill me,’ then let’s take a 
chance.” Quincy circled the ad as well as the email address and phone 
number and whispered to himself, “I got a trouser monkey for you, 
whatever you are, that will rock your world.” He was folding the paper 
when Barbara walked into the lounge in the Marshals’ office.

“So what’s going on, Quincy? You surfing the ads for a date?”
He looked at her and said, “Well, I wouldn’t have to if you were 

doing me like you used to so many years ago.”
Barbara turned around with a cup of coffee in her hands and said, “Do 

you want to get a dousing of fuckin’ hot water on your little thing, Quin?”
He held his hands in the air and said, “No … fuck no … Jesus. I’m 

still red and sore from the last time you poured a pot of hot coffee on me.”
Barbara blew on the cup and took a sip and said, “I would hope 

that you learned your lesson from that experience. No one grabs my 
ass but my husband. You ever pull another stunt like that again, and 
I won’t pour hot coffee on you. I’ll tell Jim and let him deal with it.”

Quincy stood up. His five foot eight, one hundred and forty 
pound body looked more like a skeleton in his uniform that was two 
sizes too large. His bald head was shining in the artificial light of 
the lounge, and he had a bead of perspiration rolling down his dark 
black face as he responded to Barbara. “Oh, Jesus, Barb. You didn’t 
tell Jim about that, did you?” Barbara shrugged her shoulders as she 
drank the coffee, and he continued, “Oh, please, Barb. I have been 
duly chastised. My junk ain’t been right for nearly a month. Shit, 
woman. It was an accident.”

Barbara leaned against the yellowing green counter and said, 
“Really? My ass just slipped into your goddamn hands? Did your 
brain have a damn disconnect with your hands, and they just grabbed 
my ass against your will?”

He folded the paper and put it under his arm and said, “I’m sorry. 
Okay. I said that I was sorry. It was poor judgment on my part. Now, 
please, there is no reason to tell Jim. If you tell Jim, he will come 
unglued on my ass, and you know I’m a lover not a fighter, Barb.”
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Barbara swigged the rest of her coffee and said, “No, Quin. You’re 
not a lover or a fighter. You’re a coward. I can’t remember the last 
time we were in a situation with any suspect when your ass didn’t 
disappear then reappear when the shooting or fighting was over. I 
don’t handle cowards well, Quin. You know that, and you know that 
if I told Jimmy what you did, he’d be picking pieces of your ass out 
of his boots for months. No. I never told him, and I plan to keep it that 
way. We had a then and a now, and then was years and years ago, and 
now is the here and now. Jimmy knows that we dated for a little while 
before Jill and I got together. He also knows that you hurt me, you 
little fuck, with your bondage shit. You’re lucky you’re still walking. 
Now, get out of my sight before I decide to burn your balls again.”

Quincy walked out of the room, and Barbara washed out her cup 
and said to herself, “I should take the damn promotion if for no 
other reason than to bust his ass out of the Marshals service. He’s a 
disgrace to the uniform.”
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 Chapter Two
‘Get the fuck out of here.’

I
t was a cold December night, and Jessica and Jade walked along 
the beach in Malibu in quiet conversation. There was a light fog 
blowing across the beach as the surf crashed onto the sand, and 

Jessica kicked the water with her bare feet as she and Jade walked 
wrapped together in a comforter. Jessica kicked the receding surf too 
hard, and the cold water splashed up on the two of them, making them 
run up higher on the beach with Jade cursing, “Jesus Christ, Jess. 
Sometimes, I feel like I’m babysitting a three-year-old instead of the 
woman I love and am going to marry.”

Jessica just laughed and said, “Hey, you really need to lighten up. I 
love you, but you can be a bitch. How many times have we walked this 
beach since we have been together being playful? For crying out loud, 
I was having some fun. What the fuck has gotten up your ass? Jesus! 
Did I leave one of my strap-ons up there last night or this morning?”

Jade frowned as the two walked together and said, “I’m sorry. I’m 
not a kid, Jessica. You need to take life more seriously.”
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Jessica kicked some sand and asked, “Really? You’re going to 
lecture me on being serious? Hey, Jade, I know way more about the 
world than you do. Yeah, you lost your family in the fires, which 
you admitted you weren’t all that broken up over. You have had a 
thing for John as long as I have known you, and I still think that you 
do. I’ve been through more shit in my life than you could begin to 
imagine. You forget if it wasn’t for Jim and Barbara, I would most 
likely be dead. I was hookin’ on the streets to make my living, and 
I was doing a damn good job of it. Yeah, I was basically a human 
toilet for those years, and I got pissed and shit on literally, but I 
made it work. I survived, and now I am a goddamned doctor. A damn 
coroner’s assistant.” She paused for a moment then continued.

“When you and I get a crime scene in the Hollywood area, do you 
think that I’m fine with it? When I have to assist you with an autopsy 
on a teenage prostitute who was used and then murdered for some 
animal’s sick pleasure, you don’t think that it affects me? I relive 
those nightmare years every time we go to a crime scene, Jade. I can 
taste the semen and smell the feces. I can see the horror and agony in 
the faces of those girls and boys who died at the hands of some sick 
fuckin’ pervert, and all I can do is hold it together and realize that I am 
one of the lucky ones. I’m damn lucky … lucky I was found by Jim, 
lucky that he took such good care of me and guided me. Lucky that I 
found you and fell in love. If you had told me ten years ago while my 
own father was fucking me up the ass, grunting and sweating on me, 
that I would still be alive today let alone where I am now … I would 
have looked at you and said, ‘Get the fuck out of here.’ When I got 
away from home and my father and brothers and their friends, I was 
still getting fucked, but at least it was by strangers. I figured I would 
end up dying on the streets, but it was a damn better way to go than 
what was happening to me at home. I don’t want to grow up and be 
serious, Jade. I had to do that for years and years. I want to let the kid 
in me out once in a while and breathe the air and kick the sand and 
play in the water because I’m so goddamned thankful for this life and 
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for you. I want to sing for joy and be free. If that is going to cause 
you grief, and you’re going to pass that grief on to me, that’s trouble 
I don’t need. I love you, but I can just as easily go into practicing 
medicine on live people and leave this shit behind.”

Jade had stopped walking as Jessica talked and was staring into her 
eyes. When she had finished talking, she looked at Jade, who was staring 
at her with tears running down her face. Jade took Jessica’s face into her 
hands and kissed her softly on the lips and said, “I forget sometimes, 
sweetheart. I forget the hell you came out of. I’m sorry, Jess. I will really 
work on this because I love you, and I want to be with you always.”

Jessica had tears in her eyes as she leaned in and put her head 
on Jade’s shoulder and said, “Thank you. I love you, too. It’s just 
hard sometimes.” The two dried their eyes, and Jessica pulled off the 
blanket and said, “I’ll race you back to the house. The first one there 
has to please the other without reciprocity.”

She took off running down the beach as Jade slowly folded the 
blanket with a weak smile on her face then took off running and calling 
out to her. “I gave you a head start, girl, but I’m going to be lying back 
with my legs spread, not you.” Jessica was out of ear shot and rounding 
the corner wall into John and Sara’s guest house and laughed when she 
reached the sliding glass doors that lead into the bedroom. By the time 
Jade arrived, she was nude and spread eagle on the bed with a huge smile 
on her face. Jade walked in and removed her clothing and slid down on 
the bed and gently licked Jessica’s clit as she moaned in the darkness.

“Hello ‘Quinmaster55.’ I’m so glad to hear from you. So, you’re 
a stud with a big beef stick for me, huh? Well, if you’re half the man 
you describe, and based on the pictures of your junk you sent me, you 
are more than half, you can fill me, baby. Email me back with a time 
to meet or call my cell, and we can make a date, and you can show me 
what a real man can do to my tight … hot … hungry… ass!”
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As Quincy read the response on his smart phone, a smile crossed his 
face. He was starting to type a reply on his government issued phone when 
Connie walked into the jailer’s area looking for Barbara. She frowned as 
she caught Quincy with his feet up on his desk and his phone in his hands. 
He hadn’t seen her come into the room and was smiling and typing.

“That had better be a goddamn response to federal business, Mr. Bills.”
Quincy put the phone down, pressing a button on the side of the 

unit that darkened the screen. “Well, of course it is, ma’am. I would 
never use my phone for personal things.”

She rolled her eyes and said, “Yeah, right. I’m not Hal, and I know 
damn well that Barbara knows you use the phone for things other than 
work … a lot of other things.” Quincy put his feet on the floor and went 
to stand, but Connie told him to remain seated.

“I swear, Director Beltran, it was a business email I was responding to.”
Connie just shook her head and asked, “Have you seen Barbara?”
“Um, yes ma’am. I saw her in the lounge in the executive offices 

about a half hour ago.” 
She leaned down and got close to his face and said, “I know you’re 

a twisted freak, Mr. Bills. I know you’re into some sick ass shit outside 
of work.” Quincy went to interrupt her, but she put her fingers on his 
lips and said, “Don’t speak, just listen. What you do on your time is your 
business. I don’t give a shit as long as it’s legal. What you do here in this 
office and building is my business, and I have looked at your phone logs, 
Mr. Bills. You do way more personal twisted shit on your phone than you 
do business. Now, I want you to get down to holding. There is a group 
of prisoners that needs to be moved over to federal holding downtown.” 
Quincy nodded his head slowly with Connie’s fingers still over his lips 
then left the office with haste as Connie paged Barbara over the intercom.

It was nine-thirty p.m., and Quincy had finished his shower and 
was drying off when he heard his doorbell. He called out that he 
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would be just a minute, grabbed a pair of shorts and a T-shirt that 
was lying on the bed, and raced for the door. He looked through the 
peephole and smiled.

“Well, it’s about goddamn time you got here, bitch. I was getting 
ready to write you off.”

Sofia Lagano stood in the doorway in a short skirt and bad 
platinum wig on her Italian head. She smiled and said, “I’m sorry, 
baby. You called at the very last second. I had to break another out 
call in order to be here for you, but here I am.”

Quincy smiled and said, “Indeed, you are. Get that fine piece 
of ass in this house. I have plans for that.” Sofia walked in and 
dropped a small overnight bag on the floor near the front door and 
looked around. Quincy walked over to a wet bar and poured two very 
generous glasses of bourbon and handed one to her. She sat down on 
the couch, and he got a most unhappy look on his face, “Bitch, how 
long you been coming to my crib? Five years? I don’t pay to see your 
clothes. Strip that shit off.”

She stood up and pulled the short black dress off her five-foot three-
inch frame. Her breasts barely filled a B cup, and some toilet paper fell out 
of the top of the dress that was helping to create the illusion of cleavage. 
She threw her nude body down on the couch, swigged the drink down, 
and said, “Okay, baby. You got what you want, now give Momma what 
she wants.” Quincy pulled an envelope from between two liquor bottles 
on the bar and threw it at her. She laughed, throwing the glass back at 
him and said as he caught and refilled it, “I know your rules, baby, and 
I ALWAYS comply. Why is it after five years I have to ask you for my 
damn money? You’re not stupid. You know that you have to pay. Why the 
fuck do you think that I drop all of my johns when you call?”

He smiled and said, “Because I pay you very, very well to get what 
I want.” She nodded, taking the full glass from him and sipping from it.

She rolled off the couch and stood up looking around and asked, 
“So … are you ever going to leave that bitch of a wife and get rid of 
this roach infested house?”
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Quincy sat in a large chair across from her and said, “Now, why the 
fuck would I do that? I have been married to that bitch for twenty years. I’ve 
got a house, cars, rental property, two vacation homes, and a lot of fuckin’ 
money in the bank. If I divorce that bitch, she gets half. You think I have 
worked my whole life so that bitch can take half of my shit and more?”

Sofia laughed and said, “Well, you know she knows about me. 
She knows about your little love shack here, so why the games? Shit, 
honey. Marion is a fine piece of ass on her own. Why can’t you talk 
her into a three-way?”

Quincy drank his drink and shook his head, “Even if the bitch 
wanted to do it, there is no way I would allow it.”

“Why on earth not, baby? Every man I have ever bedded’s wet dream is 
to do two or three women at the same time. Hell, I’ve had a lot of husbands 
and wives. I mean, I still have several couples I do a few nights a month.”

Quincy shook his head, putting the glass on a small coffee table 
while shaking his head, “I hate the bitch. I don’t want to bed her. The 
few times a month that I do bed my wife, I certainly don’t want to 
pay you what I pay you to have sex with me and her.”

Sofia shrugged her shoulders and said, “It’s your money and your 
life, so what do you want from me tonight?”

Quincy sat back in the chair and pulled down his shorts and said, 
“You come over here and suck on Daddy’s dick. I have met a new 
friend from the personal ads. It’s going to be making a house call.”

Sofia was crawling across the floor when she stopped and asked, 
“It? What the hell is it?”

Quincy patted his thigh and said, “You suck. I’ll explain.”
She grabbed his cock and started playing with it, licking and 

stroking, as he said, “It’s a he/she or she/he. I don’t know. I talk to it on 
the phone. Yeah, baby, suck it like that.” Quincy put his head back and 
continued, “Anyway, it’s coming over, and it likes to play and scene, 
so I thought we could tie it down to the table and beat and fuck it.”

Sofia had him all the way down her throat and gagged as he pushed 
her head down hard and held it there while she struggled to breathe.
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When he released her head, she drew back and slapped him in the 
balls and said, “Fuck you, Quincy. I will do your kinky shit. I told you 
no more choking me on your damn cock.”

Quincy had tears in his eyes from the ball slap and said, “Sorry, 
baby. I just get carried away.”

“Yeah … well … you remember that bitch you picked up in the 
park a couple years back?” He nodded slowly, and she said, “You got 
carried away with her, and you fuckin’ killed the poor girl. Have you 
forgotten that mess? Jesus Christ! You just about got the two of us 
arrested. You’re damn lucky all that fuckin’ shit went down with the 
fires. We were able to dump her ass in that dumpster in Chatsworth, 
and her ass burned up, or you and I would be doing hard time.” He 
nodded as there was a knock on his apartment door. 
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 Chapter Three
“That’s a hell of a 

question, Sam. One hell 
of a good question.”

I
t was eight-ten a.m., and John and Sara were finishing breakfast 
and talking about the few days off that he finally had. Sara asked, 
“So, you are going to take off until the weekend?”

John nodded with a mouth full of egg, and once he swallowed 
said, “Yeah. Chris has the ball at the Bureau, so I thought you and I 
could take a drive up the coast.”

Sara was sipping a cup of coffee and said, “That would be 
wonderful, honey. My God. We haven’t gotten away … Jesus … ever. 
Not since we got back together. Not even a honeymoon.”

John smiled and said, “Well, let’s pack a couple of bags and head 
up the coast. I know some quiet little places where we can stay and 
leave this world behind for a few days.”

Sara jumped with excitement and grabbed him around the neck 
and hugged and kissed him and said, “I am packing right now. 
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Come. Let’s pack together. The sooner we pack and hit the road, the 
less likely it is that you are going to get called.”

He followed her half nude body into the bedroom, and they began 
to pack. He called Chris on his cellphone and told him that he and 
Sara were going to be away for a few days and not to call him unless 
it was a major emergency. As they were finishing up, Sara heard 
Karen calling out her name.

“Sara? Sara, are you here?”
“I’m in the bedroom with John, Karen. We’re packing for a short 

trip. What’s up?”
Karen walked into the bedroom dressed in a mid-length blue 

dress with her medical coat and purse over her left arm and asked, 
“You two are leaving?”

Sara nodded emphatically as John walked out of the bathroom 
nude and asked, “What’s up, Karen? Sara and I are going away for 
a few days. You and Chris are welcome to use the main house if you 
like.” Karen nodded with a confused look on her face.

Sara looked up at her and saw it and asked, “WHAT?”
Karen got a sheepish look on her face and said, “You forgot, didn’t you?”
Sara sat down on the bed as John kept putting things into his bag. 

Karen got a sad look on her face and said, “We have surveyor staff from 
LA County Department of Health inspecting the hospital and our long 
and short-term care facilities as well as the ER starting today and lasting 
the rest of the week. Don’t tell me that you forgot about this?”

Sara’s shoulders slumped, and she threw herself in John’s arms 
and started crying. Karen looked on, and John held Sara and asked 
Karen, “Is this something that you and your teams can deal with?”

She shook her head slowly and said, “While I can handle the bulk 
of the inspection, the hospital director has to be there to sign off on 
the inspection report.

“Can’t Marty take care of that?”
Sara pulled her head off of John’s shoulder and said, “Fuckin’ 

Marty is out on leave. He had hip replacement surgery last month.”
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John looked at Sara and asked, “Martin Powers had hip replacement 
surgery a month ago, and you never told me?”

Sara dried her eyes and said, “When have I had time, John?  Jesus, 
we seem to go from one disaster to another these days. FUCK!” She 
threw her bag on the floor and said, “I can’t go now, honey. I’m so 
sorry, but I have to be there and deal with this inspection. It’s a big deal, 
and with Marty out, that leaves only me as the owner of the hospital 
and the CEO of the corporation to deal with the state. And believe me, 
those fuckers have been really, really riding my ass and the hospital’s 
over the past couple of years because as one of the inspectors has said, 
“Things are just a little too perfect at Northridge Hospital.”

John shrugged his shoulders and said, “It’s okay, Sara, it’s okay … 
I have a ton of time. You deal with this inspection. I will work on my 
case load, and we will shoot for next week.” Sara sat down on the bed 
as Karen leaned on the door frame with a sad look in her eyes.

“I’m so sorry, Sara. Thank God I caught you before you left, or 
you would have had to get a plane back here.”

She looked at Karen and said, “Yeah that’s the really troubling 
part about all of this. It’s John who fucks up trips, not me. I’m the one 
always begging him to get away, and today he comes to me and asks 
to go away, and I’m the one fucking it up.”

Karen laughed and said, “Well, that makes you even.”
John smiled, and Sara said, “Oh, no you don’t, Mr. Swenson. You 

get that smug look off your damn face. It has never been my work that 
has pulled us away from our lives.”

The smile never left John’s face as he said, “Until now!”

It was ten-ten a.m. when Barbara walked into holding at the federal 
courthouse looking for Quincy. He was nowhere to be found, so she asked 
around, but no one knew where he was nor had they heard from him. She 
called up to HR and asked if he had called in sick and was told no. She 



18 • Chapter Three

looked at one of the other Marshals and said, “Well, isn’t this a bitch? 
Fuckin’ Quincy’s out again. No call, no word. Just drops off the scene.”

Cheryl Oscar just laughed and said, “You and I know that he got 
drunk and laid last night and is sleeping it off either at home or in his 
‘secret’ crib that Marion knows all about.”

Barbara looked around and asked, “On that note, have you seen 
Marion today?”

“Yeah. She was just here. I think she may be down at receiving. 
We have a small group of inmates for hearings this morning.”

Barbara nodded and walked down to receiving where Marion 
Bills was processing inmate tags with a scanner. As she heard the 
scanner beep on the second to last inmate coming in off the bus, she 
said, “Good morning, Marion.”

Marion looked up from her kneeling position and said, “Good 
morning to you, Barb. Where’s dumbass?”

Barbara looked at her and said, “That was exactly what I was 
going to ask you.”

Quincy woke up groggy, laying on the bed in his master bedroom with 
Sofia next to him. Both were nude, and he tried to move, but his hands and 
feet were restrained. He looked over at Sofia, who was breathing deeply, 
and called her name several times with no response. He tried to lift his 
head, but it was too heavy and hurt. He said, “Great. Just fuckin’ great. 
She must have tied me up before she passed out. What the fuck?”

A voice spoke out of eye shot and said, “Did you forget about 
me, Quincy?”

He looked around the room but could not see the source of the voice. 
He shook his head hard and asked, “Um … I don’t think so. You’re the 
woman from the ad. You showed up last night for the threesome.”

There was a moment of silence, and the voice said, “You are some 
man, Mr. Bills. That was one hell of a beating and fucking you gave 
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to me and poor Sofia over there. You really like to hurt women. My 
damn throat is going to be raw for a week. You sure as hell throttled 
your cock down it while you had me in restraints and a mouth bit.” 

Quincy shook his head again and said, “I didn’t mean to hurt you. I was 
just doing the S&M thing. You said you were into the scene and lifestyle.”

“Oh, I am, Quincy. I am, and I really, really enjoyed it. Don’t get me 
wrong. I swing both ways as a top and a bottom. Last night, I was the 
bottom to your top as was poor Sofia. My God, you beat that woman’s 
pussy. I don’t think she’ll be right for a week. She has her period, though. 
It started during the night. She’s been bleeding all over the bed.”

Sofia took a deep breath and let out a snort and a light snore, and 
Quincy asked, “What’s wrong with Sofia?”

“Nothing. She was hurting pretty bad after you got done with us, 
so after I tied you off, I gave her a drink and slipped her a rufie.”

Quincy laughed and said, “She’s a fuckin’ hooker. You know that, 
right? You didn’t need to give the bitch the drugs I use on the less 
receptive women who come to my place.” A large shadow passed 
near him, and suddenly he was struck three times across his abdomen 
with a bull whip. “What the fuck? That’s not one of my whips.”

“No … no, it’s not. It’s one of mine.”
There was a light laugh, and Quincy asked, “One of yours? What the 

fuck? Are you a damn dominatrix or dominator? Who are you? What are 
you? You’ve been wearing that full leather head mask and stilettos the 
whole night. I never saw your face, and I don’t recognize your voice.”

“I’m both, Quincy. I am a dominator, and I am a submissive. I 
was the submissive for you last night, and you left some pretty deep 
scars on me. Now, it’s your turn to be the submissive.”

“That’s not how this works, bitch, asshole, whatever the fuck you 
are. I’m a dom. You’re a sub. If you want to play dom, then do it with 
someone else. Now, untie me right this minute.”

“Um … no.” The whip came down on Quincy multiple times, 
and he began screaming from the pain. He opened his mouth wide to 
scream and a rag was shoved into it as the beating continued.
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Chris was sitting at his desk going over the reports on Hal Styles’ 
murder when John walked past the office door.

“John?”
John stopped and said, “Yep… I’m back! It turns out that Sara has a big 

inspection by the state at the hospital today, so she had to call off our trip.”
Chris laughed and said, “Now, there’s a strange turn of events. 

Usually, it’s you or me that has to call off anything personal.”
John nodded and walked on to his office. There was a cold bottle of 

water on his desk when he walked in, and he looked around to see who 
might have been in there, but there was no one around. He sat down at his 
desk and checked the seal on the water when a familiar voice spoke out.

“It’s safe. It hasn’t been tampered with.”
John looked up to see Violet Harper standing in the doorway to 

his office and asked, “How did you know I was coming in?”
Violet sat down across from his desk and said, “Sara called into the 

main switchboard. I was on the desk, and she gave me the message.”
“What were you doing working the switchboard?”
“It’s what they wanted me to do.”
John looked at her for a few seconds then called HR. There was some 

back and forth, and John hung up and said, “Follow me. HR had you 
confused with another person starting today.”

Violet was walking behind him through the bullpen to the elevator 
and asked, “Well, if they mistook me for a clerk, where’s the clerk?”

John shook his head as the two stepped into the elevator, and he pressed 
the button to head to administration and said, “Probably scared out of her 
damn mind with one of the intake team members screaming at her because 
she doesn’t know the first thing about using a holster let alone a weapon.”

Violet laughed as the elevator doors opened, and she could 
hear yelling off in the distance. John pointed to a seat near the 
administration desk and said, “Sit.”

“I’m not a goddamn dog, John.”
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John walked off in the direction of the yelling. A few minutes went by, 
and he reappeared with a shaking young woman on his arm. She had tears 
running down her face and another officer behind him was saying, “Agent 
Swenson, I had no idea. I thought she was a graduate. I thought she was 
the new field agent.” He was walking quickly behind John and the young 
woman with a stack of papers in his hands and still speaking. “Look, Agent 
Swenson, here is her HR paperwork. I mean she came up; we processed her 
through admin, and I was just getting ready to do some range work with her.”

John stopped in front of the elevator, pressed the button, and looked 
at the young agent and asked, “Did she tell you she was a graduate?” 
The agent shook his head. “Did she represent herself as a new field 
agent?” Another head shake. The elevator opened, and John took the 
young woman into the elevator with him. He looked at the agent and 
Violet and said, “Special Agent Hanson, meet Agent Harper.”

Hanson looked over at Violet and said, “You’re the new recruit?”
Violet laughed and said, “I’m not new, Agent Hanson. I’m just 

now starting my career with the FBI. I need a refresher. It’s been 
nearly two decades since I was at the academy. I do go to the shooting 
range twice a week, and I’m pretty sure I can outshoot your whiny 
ass. Do you know Special Agent Swenson well, Agent Hanson?” 
Hanson just stared off into space. Violet laughed and said, “I do, and 
he has no time for bullshit and even less for excuses. Now, I know 
I’m the new agent on the block, but I would suggest rather than try 
and make excuses for your fuck up, you and me go over to that little 
old booth over there and get me signed in and get me my ID and 
weapon, and we can go shoot some targets.”

John didn’t make a face as Hanson waved for Violet to follow him. 
The doors were shutting on the elevator when John saw Violet turn to 
him and stick out her tongue then walk on with Hanson. John kept one 
arm on the traumatized intern as he took her down to the reception area.
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Jim was sitting with Sam, who was mulling over the Styles file. 
She had several pictures from the scene up on her tablet, and Jim was 
standing behind her looking at them. He walked over to the smoker’s 
window and lit up, taking a deep hit and blowing the smoke out the 
window. He asked, “What do you see, kid?”

She walked over, and Jim lit a cigarette for her and handed it to 
her as she took a deep drag and said, “I don’t know, Jim. I don’t think 
that Styles was singled out because he was a U.S. Marshal.”

Jim nodded and asked, “And why not?”
Sam put the cigarette between her fingers and started to pass her 

hand over the screen of the tablet showing him photo after crime 
scene photo. Then she pulled up Styles’ sheet and said, “Your guy 
was a bit of a freak, Jim.”

Jim laughed and said, “To say the least. Go on.”
Sam took a few long hits off her cigarette and then stubbed it out 

in the ashtray and said, “I think that Styles wanted some kinky sex. I 
don’t think that this was random. I don’t think the killer knew where 
he worked. That wasn’t the motive.”

Jim stubbed out his cigarette and walked back to his desk asking, 
“So what? You think we have a killer who just likes to serve people 
to the animals?”

Sam stood with her tablet and said, “That’s what has me confused. 
Was this a first killing or one in a hundred? Has this person been 
killing for years, and we have never come across it before? There are 
still so many remains being found all over SoCal that could be fire 
related or could be from this perp.”

Jim said, “Yeah … yeah. Get to the point.”
Sam took a deep breath and said, “I think this person has been killing 

like this for a long, long time. I also think that we weren’t supposed to 
find the remains. I think the killer fucked up and set up the kill closer to 
civilization than in the past. I don’t think we will see another crime scene 
like this one again.”

Jim sat back and clapped his hands softly together and said, 
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“Very, very good Sam. I think you are a hundred percent right. I 
think this killer is a spook, a ghost who has been killing for years, 
and no one knows he/she is there.”

Sam put her tablet down and said, “If this indeed is a new killer or an 
old killer now on our radar, how the fuck are we going to catch him or her?”

Jim leaned back in his chair and said, “That’s a hell of a question, 
Sam. That’s one hell of a good question.”
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 Chapter Four
“Call out to God. Pray. Hell, 

you never know. It might help.”

T
he headlights on the blue SUV cut their way around the twisting road 
of Valley Circle Drive through the Chatsworth hills at just after four 
thirty a.m. There was murmuring coming from the back of the vehicle, 

but it was weak and unintelligible. The SUV stopped in front of a padlocked 
gate at the entrance to the Chatsworth reservoir, which was, for the most 
part, dry due to the lingering drought that California had been suffering for 
several years. The driver got out, unlocked the gates, and pulled the SUV 
through them and then re-locked them and drove out into the tall grass and 
up to a small watering hole and then stopped with the lights glistening off 
the little bit of water and the eyes of wildlife across the small lake. The 
driver pulled open the back of the vehicle where Quincy and Sofia lie nude 
and tied at the wrists and ankles. Quincy tried to say something through the 
duct tape and rag in his mouth, but it was unintelligible.

“Mr. Bills, you and Ms. Lagano just need to relax. I am taking care of 
everything for the two of you. You’ll get a chance to speak, I promise.”
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Quincy made a noise as he felt his body being lifted out of the 
SUV and then thrown on the cold, hard ground. Sofia was thrown 
down on the ground next to him, and he could see her wild eyes 
through the full moonlight. Her mouth was taped, too, and tears were 
streaming down her face. Quincy tried to move to her, but he felt 
his feet being lifted and his body being dragged across the ground. 
He was being pulled over rocks and small tree branches until he 
came to rest near the edge of the water. He saw a flashlight off in 
the distance and soon Sofia was next to him on the ground. The two 
were trying to communicate as the sound of chains and hammering 
could be heard only feet away. Quincy looked around and could see 
the faint light of houses off in the distance up on a hill top.

The assailant walked back to the two and shined a flashlight on 
them and asked, “So, who wants to get hammered first?” Quincy’s eyes 
were wide as their assailant said, “Well, we will keep with proper form 
and do ladies first.” Quincy was looking at Sofia as she was jerked out 
of sight and heard her muffled screams and the sound of chains and 
hammer strikes. A few minutes passed, and the flashlight reappeared, 
and he was dragged over in view of Sofia who was spread eagle on the 
ground. Her head was laying on a board with her arms outstretched. 
The flashlight and full moon revealed a more horrific sight.

As Quincy looked closer, he could see two large pieces of steel 
protruding from Sofia’s arms, and he realized that she had been nailed to a 
fallen log. She was screaming and crying through the duct tape and gag, and 
the driver asked, “Mr. Bills … I think that it would be most appropriate if 
you were on top of Ms. Lagano over there. What do you think?” There was 
a second of hesitation then a light laugh, and the voice said, “I’m sorry. You 
can’t answer, so I will answer for you. ‘Yes … yes. I want to be on top of 
Sofia.’” He felt his body being lifted into the air and then thrown down. He 
opened his eyes and was staring into Sofia’s. They were face to face.

“Now, you’re a top, and I’m sure you want to hurt your ‘Toy’ as you 
called me and Sofia last night, but you don’t have an erection. I will have 
to remedy that.” Quincy was flipped onto his back, and his assailant said, 
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“You know … I bet since you’re the top, you’re going to want to see 
what you’re going to do to Sofia.” The assailant held a piece of quarter 
inch copper tubing that was six inches long and said, “I know it is a little 
unconventional, but I’m going to give you an erection since I doubt that 
anything that is going to happen here is going to get you aroused.”

The assailant held the light in his mouth, and Quincy could only watch 
and scream as the piece of tubing was rammed through his urethra and up 
into his penis until it disappeared, and blood and urine started to run out 
of the end of his cock. The assailant laughed and said, “Jesus, you have a 
short pecker. You already pissed yourself. Well, now, you need to jump on 
Sofia.” Quincy felt his body being flipped again, and he was face to face 
with Sofia as he felt a hand pushing his cock into Sofia’s vagina.

“There we go, now I just need to affix you to Sofia, and we will be 
all set.” Quincy cried out from each blow of the hammer and the steel 
spikes being driven through the back of his wrists. Once his arms 
were nailed down, he felt cold steel on his ankles and tried to scream 
but couldn’t. The assailant stepped back, shining the flashlight on the 
pair, and said, “Well, aren’t you two a sexy couple?”

The tape was ripped off Sofia’s mouth and then the rag was 
removed. She let out a loud wail as the tape was ripped off Quincy’s 
mouth, and he let out a scream of agony as well.

“You two are like a couple of babies. You do this shit to each other all 
the time in your bondage sessions and S&M. What’s the big ass deal?”

Quincy started shouting profanities as Sofia pleaded to be released. 
Quincy asked, “Why the fuck are you doing this to me?”

“That’s a hell of a question, Mr. Bills, and the answer lies with you 
and Ms. Lagano here. You see, I know that you have been drugging, 
raping, and hurting men and women for years. I put the ad in the paper 
hoping to grab your attention as I know that you stalk the papers 
for your victims. But you don’t kill your victims, do you Mr. Bills 
and Ms. Lagano? Of course not. You’re in law enforcement, so you 
heavily drug your victims, use them, then dump them at a bar or in 
their homes, where they wake up sore and beaten with no recollection 
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of what happened. I must admit I think it is ingenious. You get all of 
the pleasure and none of the risk. People either don’t remember what 
you did, or they are too embarrassed to call the police.”

Quincy cried, “So, this is your twisted way of punishing me and 
Sofia for those actions?”

“Oh, heavens, no. I was merely commenting on what you do. I’m 
a predator, Mr. Bills. I run ads to lure in my victims, and then I usually 
let them have their way with me, and then I have my way with them. 
As you can see, you won’t be getting up, and you’re losing the feeling 
in your arms and hands, so you don’t feel the spikes anymore.” 

Quincy tried to turn his head as he spoke and said, “So, you’re a 
goddamn killer?”

“I’m an exceptional killer, Mr. Bills, as you and Ms. Lagano are 
about to find out. I believe in … giving back to nature. I’m a green 
person, if you know what I mean. I recycle. I conserve, and I make 
sure that I allow nature to take back any remnants of food and other 
products that I consume or use.”

Sofia was crying and calling out to God in Italian as Quincy spoke. 
He yelled at Sofia twice to be quiet, but she kept repeating the same 
thing over and over, and Quincy finally struck her with his forehead and 
told her to shut up. She was no sooner silent then he heard the howl of 
several coyotes and said, “Please, I’m begging you. Let us go.”

“No can do. I have already drawn nature’s attention.”
Quincy felt something cold on his backside and thighs and 

screamed, “What the fuck are you doing?”
“Let’s call it chumming … a little concoction of blood and other 

animal parts I use to get the attention of the predators, those animals 
who like live kills and are scavengers.”

Quincy started crying and said, “You know I’m in law enforcement. 
You know that killing me will only bring more attention your way.”

“No more than I have already garnered, Mr. Bills. I know that 
the FBI and the Sheriff’s Department are hunting for me. That was 
my plan all along. You see, I have been off the grid, so to speak. I 
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have been killing people for years and years, only I feel it is time to 
kick things up a bit. I’ve been getting bored. This will up the ante 
and make things more exciting.” There was a laugh, and the person 
moved several feet away from Quincy and Sofia and sat down on a 
small rock near the water’s edge.

Sofia was in a state of sheer panic and calling out again in Italian. 
Quincy asked, “Sofia, Sofia? What the hell are you saying?”

“Our Father who art in heaven.”
Quincy looked into her blank eyes and said, “You pray now?”
The assailant laughed and said, “Prayer confuses me. All of 

my victims pray to this God person, but I have yet to ever see God 
intervene to save them.”

Quincy took a deep breath and was about to speak when he 
noticed the sun was rising. He was about to call out when the first 
coyote came into view. It was a large, snarling beast, and it circled 
the two of them as Sofia prayed and Quincy begged to be released.

Within seconds, there were five more circling and then the attack began. 
The dogs ripped into Sofia and Quincy’s sides nearly simultaneously. 
The two let out screams of pain in unison, and their assailant laughed and 
said, “Simultaneous screams just like orgasms.” Quincy was struggling 
against the chains on his feet and his arm restraints as he and Sofia both 
called out to God. There was more laughter from their assailant who said, 
“I really don’t know what God has to do with anything, but by all means 
call out. Pray. Hell, you never know. It might help.”

Sofia gasped as two of the animals ripped into her left side, grabbing 
her liver and lung, and shook their heads violently. Quincy stared into 
Sofia’s near-lifeless eyes when three dogs ripped his right side open, 
and as he begged and pleaded and prayed, the life began to leave him.

The assailant stood up, and two of the coyotes lunged and were 
met with a quick shot of pepper spray. It was silent for a moment, 
then the killer said, “Well, I know you two are not quite dead yet, 
but the dogs are doing a great job on you. I must leave as the sun is 
going to be up soon, and I don’t want to be spotted in the area. I hope 
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you both have a great rest of the morning, and remember … you are 
giving back to the animal kingdom. You both should be proud of your 
contribution to making the world a greener and better place.”

There was a light chuckle as the killer headed toward the SUV, 
and the ripping and tearing of flesh could be heard twenty yards 
away. Quincy looked up at one of the animals who had a jaw full of 
his entrails and muttered something before his head collapsed onto 
Sofia’s bare chest. Her half eaten breasts were being gnawed into by 
other dogs as the sun crested the hills and glistened off the water.

It was six ten a.m., and John was lying in bed with Sara on his 
chest. The two had both pulled late night shifts, John on the Styles 
murder and Sara with the state inspectors. Sara was snoring lightly as 
John stared up at the ceiling. The surf crashing outside had become 
white noise over the years, which allowed John to hear other things. 
His arms were behind his head, and Sara opened her eyes and kissed 
him, and asked, “How long have you been awake?”

“Only a few minutes. I thought you were sleeping.”
Sara smiled and said, “I was, but I could sense you were awake, 

and it woke me.” She pulled herself over to her side of the bed and 
fluffed her pillows and asked, “Something special on your mind?” 
John shook his head, his huge arms bulging. She looked at him and 
said, “When was the last time you had a physical?”

John laughed and said, “You’re my doctor. You tell me.”
“You know I can’t be your doctor. I want you to talk to Karen 

about having her do your bloodwork and a physical.”
He looked over at her and asked, “Is there something I should 

know? Why do you want me to do this now?”
Sara said simply, “An ounce of prevention.”
He stretched his arms out in front of him and said, “I won’t use a 

pound of cure, Sara. We all have an expiration date. You know that.”
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She got out of bed and put on a robe and said with a little bit of 
a shiver, “You are a middle-aged man, John, as I am a middle-aged 
woman. We need to take care of ourselves. What if there is a bad 
health train coming? Wouldn’t you want to stop it if possible?”

John got up out of bed and lumbered to the bathroom. Sara 
followed, and he said, “It didn’t save Steve, did it? It hasn’t saved 
anyone that I know, but if it is what you want, I will do it for you.”

When he turned around he saw the seriousness in her eyes, and she said, 
“Thank you. I want you to take your own health as seriously as I take mine.”

John shrugged and started the shower. He turned to Sara and 
asked, “Am I showering alone?” She dropped her robe and walked 
into the hot water as the steam began to cover the glass enclosure. She 
pressed her buttocks against his erect penis until he slid inside her. As 
his eyes closed, John leaned back against the marble and allowed her 
to grind against him. The water beat down on the two of them, and 
Sara ground out several long, deep shrieks as they orgasmed together.
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 Chapter Five
“Okay. I’m off to see if 

I can catch a killer.”

V
iolet Harper arrived at the FBI offices at just after six forty-five. 
She hit the gym on the lower level and then showered. She was 
just finishing up when Gloria Stone walked into the shower 

room with a towel around her waist. Violet smiled and said, “Good 
morning, Gloria. What brings you down here this early?”

Gloria was a tall woman at six one and an open transsexual. She smiled 
at Violet and said in a deep voice, “I wanted to get in early and work out, but 
there just isn’t time. I didn’t get to shower last night, so I brought in my gym 
bag and a change of clothes and thought I would get a jump on the day.”

Violet put her head back under the water and allowed it to run down 
her back and said, “You can take off the towel, Gloria. We’re friends. 
No one is going to be down here this early, and, besides, we all know.”

Gloria put her gym bag down and removed the towel and turned 
on the shower next to Violet. As she stepped into the hot water, Violet 
saw dirt running out of her hair into the drain and off her body.
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“Jesus! Where the hell have you been, woman? Mud wrestling?”
Gloria laughed and said, “No … I had a pipe break at my house, 

and I spent the better part of the night shutting off the water and 
trying to see if it was something I could fix.”

Violet laughed and said, “Well, from the dirt coming off you, I would 
say you were either successful or the pipe sprayed you with mud all night.”

“It was a bit messy, but I got it fixed. It won’t be causing me any 
more problems.”

Violet turned off the water and handed Gloria the shampoo and 
conditioner and then pointed at her uncircumcised penis and asked, “So, 
when are you going to get off the fence and have that thing removed?”

Gloria shrugged and said, “I don’t know that I’m going to, Vi. 
I’m thinking of keeping it. Do you think it’s a long term relationship 
deal breaker?”

Violet laughed as she pulled a thick white robe over her nude 
body. She pulled it open to show Gloria her nude front and said, 
“Pubic hair has gone by way of the dodo. Look at these breasts. I get 
more attention with these than I want. Yours are really nice, by the 
way. As for the penis … I don’t know, Gary. You’ve been out as a 
transsexual for what … ten years?”

She nodded and said, “Please don’t call me by my birth name. 
Gary Stone is dead. I’m Gloria.”

Violet nodded and apologized and said, “Gloria … do I think 
that you can find a man who will accept the penis and you as a 
woman? Absolutely. Will it be easy? Hell, I don’t know. You’re one 
fine looking woman, but that is one of the biggest cocks I have ever 
seen. Forgive me, but you see how I am down there? I have a smooth 
surface and a clit. Men want three holes to fuck. That’s your biggest 
issue. Do you like anal sex?”

Gloria nodded as she was washing her face and spitting out water. “I 
love it. Absolutely love it. And it’s the hottest way to take a man, I think.”

Violet laughed and said, “It’s the prostate thing, huh?” Gloria 
nodded, and Violet said, “I have no experience with that feeling because 
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I don’t have the same equipment. I love anal sex, too. It’s my favorite 
and has been for years. I used to do it to keep from getting pregnant … 
a problem you don’t have. So in my early years, I didn’t like it as much. 
It was a way of letting my lovers cum inside me without a condom. As 
I got older, though, I really started to love it. And now … now, if I have 
my choice, I take it in the ass every time.  As for you, it’s your body and 
your decision, but I do think that you are going to find the right man 
who will see you as a woman no matter what you decide.”

Gloria nodded and said, “My lifestyle has brought several bisexual 
men into my life, and since my penis still gets erect, they want me to fuck 
them after they fuck me.” She rolled her eyes and continued, “That’s fine 
… but I realized those guys are just confused about their own sexuality.”

She shut off the water and grabbed a robe and followed Violet 
into the locker room to dress and fix her hair and makeup. They were 
both standing over a sink, and Violet asked, “How do you know that 
those guys are gay and not just looking for a woman like you?”

Gloria laughed hard and said, “Because … of the four men that 
I have met in the past two years, they all fucked me, and we would 
meet each other in different environments, and the next thing I know 
the two guys are a couple, and I’m alone.”

“Well,” Violet said while laughing, “you were performing a service.”
Gloria was putting on her mascara and asked, “How the hell do 

you figure?”
Violet blotted her lipstick and said, “You were playing matchmaker.”
Gloria didn’t laugh. “That’s not funny. You want me to fuck you?”
Violet looked her up and down in her tight pantsuit, low cut top, and 

black wig and said, “If you were straight? Absolutely! As a woman? Oh, 
hell no. I want a man not a girlfriend who can give it to me when I need it.”

The two laughed as Violet walked out. Gloria rechecked her face 
and then picked up her purse and said, “I will find the right man. I just 
have to be patient.”
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Marion Bills had put out a missing persons report for her husband 
Quincy but had only done so at Barbara’s insistence. Barbara was 
sitting at her desk reading when she walked in and said, “Okay, I did 
it, but it’s a waste of time.”

Barbara responded without looking up, “I know you don’t love 
him and vice versa. You stayed together over money. But aren’t you 
the least bit concerned about him?”

Marion shook her head and said, “Nope … not a damn bit. If Quin 
got himself in trouble or killed, it would serve him right. He’s a sadistic 
bastard, and he and that girlfriend of his did some sick ass twisted shit, 
Barbara. I mean real sadistic, cruel shit. They like to hurt people. Quin 
loves to hurt people, men and women. Sofia is his high priced ‘escort,’ if 
you know what I mean. But she’s also a dominatrix who likes to reverse 
roles now and then. When she’s with Quin, he beats the hell out of her.”

Barbara put the report down and asked, “If that’s the way it is with 
him, why the hell do you still stay in the same house?”

Marion smiled and said, “I let him fuck me a few times a week. 
I won’t let him play his sex games on me, but I do like to torment 
him. I hate the son of a bitch, and in my own way, it’s payback. Plus 
… living under the same roof and not being in a marriage anymore, 
I have men over all the time, and I make sure they do me in public 
places where Quin can’t avoid seeing another man ride me. It pisses 
him off to no end. Even though we don’t love each other, I take great 
pleasure in him seeing me and another man doing the nasty.”

“Jesus Christ! Sorry I asked. That is way more information than I need.” 
Marion went to walk out, but Barbara stopped her and said, “Marion, you’re 
a beautiful woman, and you have a lot to offer a man. You really should try 
to get this divorce with Quincy over and done with and move on.”

Marion smiled and said, “In time, Barbara, in time. I’m still young. 
I want to torment him for a few more years before I move on down the 
road.” Barbara just shrugged as Marion walked away.
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John was standing in his office talking to Chris when Violet stuck 
her head in and asked, “Is this a private party?”

John waved her in and continued talking. “So, we have a one-off 
deal on the killing of Styles. You don’t think that there is anything 
else to this? This killer isn’t after U.S. Marshals?”

Chris nodded and said, “We have had no other killings like this, 
and there are no notes or other information left behind to even give 
us a hint at a motive.” Chris looked over at Violet who was leaning 
against the glass window in the office that looked out over the bullpen 
of agents and asked, “Is there a reason you crashed our conversation?”

Violet smiled and said cheerfully, “Nope ... just walking the halls 
in search of something to do.”

“I thought you were assigned to the Cohen case.”
Violet rolled her eyes and said, “Boring ... snore. What’s to adjudicate? 

I mean, Jesus, justice is handling the lists that Cohen left behind. I’ve been 
pushing paper ever since I came on board. I want some action.”

John looked at Chris and said, “Did you hear that? Violet wants 
some action. What do you think? You want to let her have a stab at 
the Styles case?”

Chris slid his hand across his tablet screen and said, “Vi, do you 
have your tablet?” She nodded and pulled it out of a holder on her 
hip. Chris directed his tablet at hers and beamed her the file. She 
smiled when it popped onto her screen.

John said, “Look, I’ve had a vacation killed because Sara has 
a bunch of inspections going on at the hospital. Chris and I are up 
to our ears in the Cohen and Phoenix killings. You might think that 
it’s boring, but we lost twenty agents to indictment in the corruption 
probe that’s going on. Not to mention that I will be testifying at all 
of the trials, so why don’t you see if you can turn a profile on this 
killing of a U.S. Marshal.”

Violet scanned her hand over her tablet, moving from scene to 
scene on the Styles case and said, “Yeah. Why not? I’m not a profiler, 
John. You know that.”
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John nodded and said, “No, but we need another set of eyes on 
this, and I think that you have the eyes I need.”

She shrugged and said, “Okay, well, I’m off to see if I can catch a killer.”
She left the office, and John looked at Chris and said, “The whole 

office will know she’s got this file in ten minutes.”
Chris nodded and asked, “Why the hell do you want her involved? 

She’s a litigator, and she’s been on the job less than a week.”
John laughed and said, “I know Violet very, very well, and if 

there is one thing she can do it’s get dander up in departments. Let’s 
let her poke around and see if she happens to poke a bear.”

Chris looked at him and asked, “And if she does?”
“Then we will move on it.”
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 Chapter Six
“You’re not going to believe 

what just happened.”

I
t was three thirty p.m., and Santiago’s was quiet before the happy 
hour rush that Javier had made so popular. Jim and Sam were sitting 
in what had become their private corner having a beer as Javier lay 

on his back on a small scissor lift that he used as a scaffolding. He was 
putting newspaper clippings on the ceiling, and Sam asked Jim, “Isn’t 
Javier a little old to be doing that ... and what exactly is he doing?”

Jim was about to respond when Javier, who was only one table over 
and above them, said, “This country has been good to me and my family. 
I post police news to make sure the world not forget what they do.”

Sam looked at Jim who said, “It’s a long story, but the long 
and short of it is this bar has been in Javier’s family since the late 
eighteen hundreds. Even though the original bar was destroyed in the 
great fires a few years ago, most of the decorations and papers that 
dotted the ceiling and walls somehow survived. Javier and his family 
have kept a log of crimes as well as fallen officers before there were 
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records. In fact, Javier’s archive is a source that even the state and 
federal departments consult for history on fallen officers.”

Jim looked over at the wall behind the bar where the list of 
officers who had died in the line of duty lined the great shrine and 
said, “I have friends on that wall, Sam. Men I knew, men who were 
good cops who were cut down in the prime of their lives.”

Sam could see the emotion in his eyes and asked, “Is Steve 
Hoffman over there?”

Jim nodded, taking a swig of his beer, “Yeah ... as well as Charlie 
Wilson and many, many others.”

Sam sipped her beer and asked, “Is it true that there has been no 
violence in this bar in over a hundred years?”

Javier responded to the question, “This is a place of peace and 
friendship. People want to kill each other, they do it outside my 
doors. They bring it into my bar...” There was a pause as the old man 
pressed his palm against the ceiling as he finished affixing the papers 
he was working with. He heaved a sigh and said, “They die.”

Sam looked at Jim and smiled a nonsense smile, and Jim said, 
“Javier is dead serious. I have never seen anyone killed in his bar, but 
I know that he keeps some very, very serious weaponry behind that 
counter, and he’ll shoot first and ask questions later.”

The lift was lowering, and Javier sat up on the unit, and Sam 
helped him onto his feet. Once he was upright, he thanked Sam and 
said, “You have much to learn, Ms. Pritchard, so you might as well 
learn what Jim tells you. I no ask or warn. I shoot if trouble start.” 
Javier limped off back to the bar while two of his employees moved 
the lift back to a small room.

Sam’s face was pale, and she said, “He’s not kidding.” Jim shook 
his head, taking the last swallow of beer from the bottle and calling 
out to Javier for another bucket. Sam sat silent for a few minutes then 
asked Jim as Javier sat a bucket of iced beers next to the two, “So, tell 
me more about this Styles guy.”

Jim cracked open a beer and said, “There’s nothing much to tell. 
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He was the head of Barbara’s department at the Marshals service, 
and he was a kinky guy.”

Sam opened her own beer and asked, “What type of kinky?”
Jim laughed and pulled a cigarette from his top left pocket and 

put it in his mouth and lit it. “Hal Styles was one of those guys who 
liked to live on the sexual edge. He was a well-traveled sex tourist.”

Sam looked confused and angry and asked, “Are you telling me that he 
was into human trafficking and the exploitation of women and children?”

Jim laughed, taking a hit off his cigarette and said, “Hal had a taste 
for the exotic. Do I know from firsthand knowledge that he fucked 
kids and others on his travels? No. Do I think that he did? Oh hell 
yeah. He was into bestiality, bondage, S&M, call girls and guys, and 
anything else that he could get his cock into. The fact that he lived as 
long as he did without dying from a disease or someone killing him 
sooner is amazing to me.”

Sam took a drink of her beer and said, “You make it sound like 
Styles was murdered as a vendetta.”

Jim blew smoke into the air and said, “Do I think that the person 
who killed Hal had it in for him personally? That it was premeditated? 
No. I think that Hal either got too rough with one of his girls or guys 
or answered the wrong personal ad in one of the many, many papers 
or online accounts, and he found himself on the receiving end of some 
of the cruel shit he did to other people.”

Sam pulled out a cigarette; Jim snapped his Zippo shut after lighting 
it for her, and she asked, “Have you told this to John or Chris?” Jim 
shook his head, stubbing out his smoke. “Why the hell not?”

Jim yawned and raised his hands into the air and said, “Hey, John 
and Chris are the federal government’s police force. I’m going to 
be the retired Sheriff of LA County, and, yes, a consultant to your 
administration for six months after I leave office. Barbara just got a 
request from her boss to take over the job that Hal Styles had, and we 
talked it over, and she is going to give them six months of her time 
since she doesn’t want to sit on her ass waiting for me. If John and 
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Chris can’t sort this out, then that’s their problem. Until I feel that this 
is a real serial killer, or that the killer is going after law enforcement, 
I am going to stay out of it.”

Sam put out her cigarette and asked, “So are we out of the Styles case?”
Jim shook his head and said, “Not out. We’re just going to stand 

on the periphery and let the feebies do some work.” Sam laughed as 
they finished off the beers, and Jim told her he was calling it a day.

“While the governor has stated he will veto the bill should it 
make it to his desk, the state legislator seems committed to not only 
passing it but to bolstering votes to make the bill veto-proof should 
the governor veto the new California Information Security Act. From 
the state house in Sacramento, this is Kelly Frost reporting.”

Kelly was standing off camera in the news room waiting for 
her turn on the anchor desk for the five o’clock news. Her producer 
walked up to her and said, “Great report, Kelly. You do know that 
we have been getting inundated with calls, emails, and social media 
responses to this report, right?”

Kelly put her hands up and said, “Sean, you gave me the 
assignment, and I flew up to Sacramento and covered it. You and I 
both know that dramatizing the news is what keeps our ratings up.”

Sean Seagate had been the producer of the Channel Three News 
in Los Angeles for four decades. He oversaw three other channels 
for the network, and he didn’t mind a little over the top reporting, 
but Kelly had a penchant for going way over the top. “All I’m 
saying, Kelly, is the story is great, and your coverage is great, but 
we’re getting slammed by the public as well as the legislators in 
Sacramento over your reporting.”

Kelly sat down in a studio chair as two makeup artists worked on 
getting her ready for the hot lights of the set. She kept her head still as they 
worked and said, “Everything in my report is fact and can be verified.”
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Sean stepped into her line of sight and said, “‘Unnamed’ sources or 
‘sources with knowledge of the facts who wish to remain anonymous’ 
are not sources, Kelly. This damn bill is in response to the uncovered 
corruption in the judiciary revealed by Howard Cohen.”

Kelly tilted her head as powder was being applied and said, “This 
is a knee jerk reaction to what Cohen released and the Iron Eagle 
exposed. It might have been Howard Cohen who had the information, 
but it’s the Iron Eagle who has been and is disseminating it.” 

Sean looked at her and nodded, “I can’t argue with you on that. 
If you really want a story, why don’t you try to get an interview with 
the Iron Eagle?” He laughed, and Kelly got a huge smile on her face, 
and he said, “No, Kelly. I was just fuckin’ kidding. Don’t even think 
about calling out or investigating the Eagle.”

She got out of the chair as the news was breaking to commercial and 
asked, “Why not? What possible harm could there be in asking the Iron 
Eagle to break his long held silence and come out of the shadows and 
speak to the people of Los Angeles? The people he protects.”

Sean heard the stage manager calling Kelly to the desk and said, 
“Not on live TV, Kelly. If you want to get a message to the Eagle, do 
it in private. Do it in an article or on your blog on the network’s site 
… not on local news.”

Kelly was walking into the studio with Sean behind her and 
asked, “Why not ask on our local station live at five p.m.?”

Sean grabbed her shoulder, and she turned to face him. “Why? 
You ask why not do it on live TV? Because your innocent request for 
an interview with the Iron Eagle will become national news by ten 
o’clock tonight, and then everyone will by trying to scoop you, us … 
oh, just don’t do it on live TV.”

Kelly walked up to her anchor chair as the broadcaster introduced her. 
She went right into the local breaking news as well as current events of 
the day. All was normal, and Sean sat down as they broke for the second 
commercial break of the first hour broadcast. When they came back, it 
was twenty after five, and Kelly greeted the camera with a huge smile on 
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her plump-for-TV face. Her brown eyes glistened in the studio lights, and 
she pulled down on her clipped on microphone on her blouse then flipped 
her medium length black hair back to expose her earpiece and said, “I 
would like to take a moment to send out a request to the Iron Eagle.” Sean 
jumped to his feet and ran to the control room as Kelly spoke. “I would 
like to request an interview with the Iron Eagle. You present yourself as 
the protector of our fine city and have proven your commitment not just to 
the people of Los Angeles but the nation. I would be honored if you would 
give me an interview, so the people can hear from you in your own words 
why you do the things that you do. Please contact me at my email here at 
the station or on my direct line.” She had gotten the last words out before 
she heard the instructions to break away to commercial.

Sean pressed the speaker button in the control room and said, “I 
told you not to do it, and you did it anyway. I can’t pull your ass off the 
air right now. You said your piece, now finish the news and meet me 
in my office at six.” He slammed his fist down on the control panel.

There was silence until Marge Stewart, the director, asked, “She 
didn’t really just do that, did she?”

Sean stormed out of the booth and said, “Play it back for yourself. 
She sure as hell did.”

Sara and Karen were sitting in the doctor’s lounge after a long 
day when one of the staff came in and said, “You’re not going to 
believe what just happened.”

As they sipped their coffee, Karen said, “Try us … there is 
nothing we haven’t seen.”

The young doctor looked at them both and said, “You have never 
seen this. Kelly Frost of Channel Three News just asked the Iron Eagle 
for an interview.” Sara had just taken a sip of her coffee as the words 
came out of her intern’s mouth, and she spit it all over Karen, who let 
out a half laugh half scream.
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“She did what?”
“Turn on the TV, Sara. It’s all over the news.” Sara looked at the 

clock on the wall. It was six fifteen p.m. Karen grabbed a remote and 
turned to channel three, but there was nothing. She began to channel 
surf, and it was on every other network. Sara pulled out her phone and 
called John as she settled back down with her coffee.
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 Chapter Seven
“Now, there’s a chick with balls. 

She’s inviting the devil to dinner.”

J
ohn was holding his phone to his ear as Chris flipped through the 
network channels one after another, all of them showing Kelly 
Frost asking the Iron Eagle for an interview. John told Sara that 

he loved her and would see her at home later and hung up. He sat 
staring at the screen when Chris said, “To be honest with you, John, 
I’m surprised it took this long for someone to call out the Eagle.”

John nodded and said, “Calling him out and getting an interview 
are two different things.”

Chris shut off the TV and said, “No interview, huh?”
John shook his head. “The Eagle doesn’t do interviews. He takes 

action when action is necessary.” 
Chris was standing behind him, looking out the office window 

and said, “Well, the Eagle is leaking Cohen’s documents on the 
corruption. He might want to just dump the information into the 
system and let the chips fall where they may.”
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John sat back in his chair and said, “No. The system can’t handle 
one giant information dump. The Eagle will release the information 
as he has been doing until it’s all out.” Chris didn’t say a word. He 
just kept staring out the window.

It was seven ten p.m. when five Caltrans dump trucks pulled up to the 
locked gates of the Chatsworth reservoir. Rick Folsom jumped out of the 
lead truck and unlocked the gates and swung them wide open. The trucks 
pulled into an open plot of land and parked side by side, and two semis 
pulled up to the gates with several pieces of heavy equipment on their 
trailers. Rick and his men guided the trucks in, and once they were inside 
the gates, he called all of the men together and said, “This is our project 
for the rest of the week, men. We need to clear the catch basins and 
make sure that the area is ready to receive rain. We will start tomorrow 
morning.” The group walked out of the gates and to several waiting vans. 
Rick locked the gates, and the vans took off into the darkness of the cool 
December night as the equipment sat idle, awaiting the next day.

Jill McAlister walked into her small home in Granada Hills, 
dropped her purse on the kitchen table, and then walked into the 
bathroom and splashed some cool water on her face. She was sweating, 
and she walked back through the small kitchen to the dining room and 
pulled out her cellphone. She ran her hand across the screen until she 
hit what she wanted. She looked down at the screen and said, “There 
it is. Damn! I knew I heard it ringing while I was driving. Shit. No 
message.” She grabbed a beer out of the refrigerator, sat down on 
the couch, and turned on the TV. She flipped to the news and saw 
Kelly Frost asking the Iron Eagle for an interview. She watched the 
broadcast and then said to herself, “Now, there’s a chick with balls. 
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She’s inviting the devil to dinner.” She finished off her beer and was 
about to get up when her cellphone rang.

The voice on the other end of the line was androgynous and 
asked, “Switch2Taste?”

“And who wants to know?”
“I’m ‘Studess55.’ We spoke on the phone earlier this week.”
Jill put the empty beer bottle down and said, “Yes. I remember. 

You never called back when you said you would, so I had all but 
given up on you.”

There was a pause, and the voice said, “I had some unexpected 
visitors this week and couldn’t get away to call.”

Jill smiled and said, “Well, you’re calling now, so what do you 
want, stud?”

“I want to see you.”
Jill had gotten another beer and said, “Out call only, stud. Where are 

you?”
“Let’s meet.”
“Where?”
“A public location.”
Jill took a sip of her beer and said, “Look, stud, are you a cop?” 

There was a moment of hesitation, and she continued, “You’re taking 
too long to answer, stud, so I take it you are a cop. I bet you’re a cop who 
wants to either make a collar, or you’re scared. Which is it?”

“Look, I’m a vice cop, but this is not a sting or a bust. I’m looking 
for some fun, but the woman has to be perfect.” 

Jill smiled and said, “I am the best you will ever have, and since you 
have told me you’re a cop, if you want me to do what I do best for you, 
we meet at your home, or we don’t meet at all.”

The voice on the other end of the line was soft spoken and said, “I’m 
married. We don’t have a dungeon or the equipment to allow you to do 
the things you want to do to me or that I want to do to you.”

Jill laughed. “Is that the only problem, pookie? Jesus! You guys are all 
the same. No imagination. Okay … here’s the deal … I will give you what 
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you want. Meet me at midnight at the McAlister’s bar on Lankershim and 
Victory Boulevard in North Hollywood. Do you know the place?”

“Yea. It’s a cop hangout. You want to meet at a cop bar? I don’t get it.”
Jill laughed and said, “Just be there at midnight, and you will, stud.”
“How will I know you?”
Jill said, “Just go up to the bartender and tell her you’re there to see 

me. She’ll take care of the rest.” Jill went to hang up but stopped and 
said, “On second thought, come in the back door. There’s a stairwell 
there. I’ll have the door unlocked. You can come down to the dungeon, 
and you won’t be seen. You might have some cop friends who will 
recognize you, and you don’t want the stigma.” She hung up the phone 
and walked back to the bathroom and started the shower. She stood 
under the water washing her large manmade breasts and looking into a 
full length mirror on the far end of the shower wall. She danced a little 
and smiled at her voluptuous reflection and pale skin glistening in the 
light of the shower. She felt up her breasts and pinched her nipples.

She stepped out of the shower and grabbed a rolling case from the 
closet in her bedroom and opened it on her bed. The bag was full of 
leather gear, whips, toys, and a leather mask. She had a towel wrapped 
around her long blond hair and dropped it and shook her head from side 
to side then wrapped it in a tight bun and dressed in a pair of short shorts 
and a tank top, grabbed the bag, and left the house. The clock on the dash 
said eleven fifteen. She smiled and said to herself, “I’m going to get me 
some cop meat tonight,” as she put her car into gear and headed for the 
170 Freeway and the bar her family had owned for three generations.

It was ten after eleven when Kelly was finally freed from her 
captors at work. She had taken a verbal beating for what the station 
manager called a, ‘Stupid and dangerous move on live television.’ 
She had apologized up and down and had finally gotten out of the 
building and to her car when her cellphone rang.
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The voice on the other end of the line was almost at a whisper. 
“So, you want an interview with the Eagle?”

Kelly looked around her car and the well-lit parking lot, but there 
was no one around.

“Yes. That’s what I asked for on my newscast tonight. Who is this?”
“Someone who knows the Eagle very, very well.”
Kelly rolled her eyes and said, “Really? Then you should be able 

to make introductions to the Eagle with no problem then.”
The voice was deep but definitely female and said, “He doesn’t 

give interviews, Ms. Frost. That’s not how the Eagle operates. 
However … if you put yourself in danger and he knows about it in 
advance, you might get your interview.”

Kelly shook her head and said, “Put myself in danger? How?”
“Well, for the moment, you are just going to have to wait on that one; 

however, in the next three days, I will make it so you can get an interview 
with the Eagle, assuming you are willing to be the bait to draw him out.”

Kelly looked at her cellphone then put it back to her ear and said, 
“Yeah. Whatever. I don’t have time for crank calls, whoever you are.”

“I assure you I am not a crank caller, Ms. Frost. I am very much 
for real as you will see.” The phone line went dead, and Kelly checked 
the caller ID, but it was private. She put the phone on the seat next to 
her and pulled out of the lot. She just shook her head as she drove out 
past security and got on the 101 Freeway North headed to her home 
in Thousand Oaks.

It was six-thirty a.m., and Jim’s cellphone was ringing on the night 
stand next to the bed. Barbara was already up and in the bathroom as 
Jim groped through the darkness. He hit the speaker button and said, 
“WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT?”

There was a laugh on the other end of the line, and Jade’s voice 
came over loud and clear. “Good morning, Jim. How did you sleep?”



Pray • 4948 • Chapter Seven

He sat up in bed and grabbed a half smoked cigarette from the ashtray, 
lit it, and said snapping his Zippo shut, “With a goddamn woman, Jade. 
That’s how I slept. With a sexy fuckin’ woman.” Barbara poked her 
head around the corner of the bathroom with a smile on her face and 
then scolded him for smoking in bed.

He got up, tugging on his groin, as Jade responded, “Hey! What 
do you know? So did I.”

Jim wasn’t laughing. He walked out to the pool area and asked, 
“Jade? What the fuck do you want at this ungodly hour?”

“I’m at the Chatsworth reservoir. Caltrans workers found human 
remains out here.”

Jim took a deep hit off the cigarette and then threw it into some 
bushes off the deck and said, “And it’s in un-fuckin-incorporated LA 
County, so it’s my baby.”

Jade laughed and said, “Well, in all honesty, it’s really John’s 
baby. I already called him and Chris, but I thought you would at least 
want to know that we have the dead body of a hooker and her john.”

Jim was short and pissed, “And why the fuck do I care?”
Jade said, “Because the john is a U.S. Marshal named Quincy 

Bills, and he and his hooker friend got hammered out here and then 
eaten, it looks like, alive.”

Jim looked out at the sea and the first morning light and said, 
“Fuck me. There’s a damn killer stalking the Marshals service.”

Jade said, “The killings are pretty much the same, but the scenes 
are quite different.” Jim asked how, and she told him he would need 
to come out and see it for himself. Jim called Sam who answered 
the phone groggy.

“Pritchard.”
“You alone or sleeping on top of or under someone?”
“Jesus, Jim! What the shit? What time is it?”
“Time to get dressed and meet me at the Chatsworth reservoir off 

Valley Circle.”
She stood up and asked, “And why would I meet you out there?”
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“Because two bodies have been found in our jurisdiction, and one of 
them is a U.S. Marshal.”

“Oh shit! Where are you?”
“I’m at home but will be on the road shortly. Jade just called me. 

She already called John, and I would guess he and Chris are already 
on their way or there’re already on scene. So, get some clothes on 
and get your little ass out there. I’m en route.”

He hung up the phone and turned to see Barbara in the doorway. 
She had a sick look on her face and asked, “Did they find Quincy?” 
Jim nodded. “Well, since they called you, they didn’t find him alive.”

He nodded again and said, “His body is in the Chatsworth reservoir.”
Barbara nodded and asked, “Is he alone?” Jim shook his head, and 

Barbara said, “So, you think we have a serial killer hunting Marshals?”
“It sure as hell looks that way.”
Barbara walked back into the house, and Jim followed and started 

dressing. He looked at her and asked, “Do you want to tell Marion, 
or do you want me to do it?”

She looked at him and asked, “Was he eaten alive like Hal?”
Jim nodded and said, “He had a female with him. I don’t know 

much other than she was a hooker, according to Jade.”
Barbara nodded and said, “I will call Marion right now. I can tell 

you who the hooker is. Her name is Sofia Lagano, and she’s not just 
any hooker. She is a very, very expensive call girl.”

As he was putting on his tie, he looked curiously at her and asked, 
“How the hell do you know who the other victim is?”

“Trust me, Jim. Marion and I were just discussing this when 
Quin went missing … and she talked about this woman. It’s her.” 
Jim put his gun belt on and asked if Marion would be surprised that 
Quincy was dead. Barbara shook her head and said, “Not at all. How 
he died will surprise her, if it was like Hal, but the fact that he’s 
dead won’t surprise her.”

Jim kissed her on the cheek and said, “I will let you know more 
when I know more.” She nodded as he walked out the bedroom door.
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John and Chris were standing near Jade when Sam arrived on 
scene. It was just before seven a.m., and John asked where Jim was. 
She told him en route and then looked down at the chained and nailed 
remains of Quincy and Sofia.

“Well, we don’t have to use our imagination to know how these 
two died.” She looked at John with a half smirk on her face and said, 
“Funny. It seems I’ve seen this method of execution before, only at sea.”

John shrugged and said, “Two U.S. Marshals murdered in similar 
manners. The killer had a real hard-on for Mr. Bills and his lover.”

Jim called out as he approached and said, “Indeed! Someone did 
have a hard-on for Mr. Bills. Barbara knows this corpse and his still-
living wife. Mr. Bills, here, had sexual tastes that ran to the deviant.”

Chris was looking down at the two mutilated, rotting corpses and 
said, “Well, we know that he didn’t do this to himself, now, don’t we?”

Sam was standing off at a distance taking pictures with her tablet 
when John called out to her and asked, “What do you have, Sam?”

“Tire tracks in the mud. Deep tracks made by a heavy vehicle.” 
The men walked over to where she was standing, and all of them 
were able to follow the tracks to and from the scene, with the parting 
tracks ending at the open gate.

John leaned down and said, “Strange. No footprints.”
Chris nodded, and Jim looked around and pointed at the ground 

near the water’s edge and said, “It gets stranger. You can see the 
impressions where the two bodies were thrown down on the ground.”

John walked over to the spot and said, “The woman looks to have 
been thrown down here first and then Bills.”

Jade was fingerprinting the woman and was about to speak from 
her spot near the bodies when Jim said, “The woman is Sofia Lagano. 
She is a very, very high priced call girl escort that Bills had been 
involved with for years.”

Chris said, “Barbara told you?”
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Jim laughed and said, “No. A fuckin’ bird landed on my deck after 
Jade called and whispered it in my ear. Yes, Chris. Barbara told me. 
She and Bills’s wife are close.”

“Is there any reason we shouldn’t suspect the wife in this killing?” 
John asked.

Jim laughed and said, “Marion and Quincy have been in a divorce for 
years. They had assets that made finalizing the deal too costly. If Marion 
was going to kill Quincy, she would have done it a long time ago. She 
and Quin lived separate lives with the occasional sex break because one 
or the other was horny. She didn’t have anything to do with this.”

John looked around the whole area and said, “Well, at least you’re 
objective, Jim.”

Jim walked back over to the bodies and said, “Fuck you, John. At 
least I know who the fuck we’re dealing with and have enough back 
story that we won’t spin our wheels chasing the wife.”

John looked at Chris and said, “You interview the wife and have 
Violet interview Ms. Frost. I want to know what possessed her to call 
out the Eagle.” Jim shot him a look, and John said, “It’s just procedure, 
Jim. You and I know if we don’t talk to the wife we haven’t done our 
job. As for the reporter, everyone is a suspect until cleared, and I want 
to know more about her motives.”

Jim looked down at the bodies and said, “Yeah. I think whoever 
killed old Quin and his … lover … also wants to hear the Eagle do an 
interview with the local media.”

John looked on and asked, “How do you tie this scene to a reporter 
asking to interview the Eagle?”

“I can’t yet, but the key word is yet. Let me talk to Marion. I’m sure 
you and Chris have more pressing things to do, like find a damn murderer.”
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 Chapter Eight
“Shit! I’m gonna 

get my ass chewed 
out even more.”

V
iolet pulled up in front of Kelly Frost’s home just before eight 
a.m. She parked and walked up to the condominium complex 
and pressed the call button for Kelly’s unit.

“Hello?”
“Ms. Frost?”
“Yes.”
“My name is Agent Violet Harper with the FBI. I would like to 

speak with you.”
There were a few moments of silence, and Kelly came back on the 

intercom and asked, “Who put you up to this? Did my producer send 
you out? You know it’s a felony to impersonate a federal agent?”

Violet pulled out her ID and pressed it up close to the camera at 
the condo’s entrance and said, “Well then, it’s a good thing I’m not 
impersonating a federal agent, isn’t it?” She heard the front entrance 
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buzz, and she walked in and took the elevator to the fifteenth floor 
of the building where Kelly lived.

“Sean. It’s Kelly. The fuckin’ FBI is here at my condo.”
Sean was sitting in the kitchen of his home drinking a power drink 

after returning from his morning run. “The FBI is at your building? 
What do you want me to do about it, Kelly? You opened Pandora’s 
box last night with your damn Iron Eagle shit.”

The doorbell rang, and Kelly said, “Shit, Sean! Under federal 
law, they could lock me up and throw away the key without due 
process with the new federal laws passed after the September 2001 
terror attacks.”

“Yes, they could, Kelly. I’ll call you back in a half hour. If you 
don’t answer, then I’ll report you abducted by the FBI.” She could 
hear Sean laughing as she slammed the phone down and walked over 
to answer the door.

Violet was dressed in a pair of grey slacks and a low cut white 
top. She showed Kelly her ID again, and Kelly asked, “What is the 
FBI doing at my front door at eight a.m.?”

“Routine, Ms. Frost. You requested an interview with a suspect 
we have been hunting for nearly two decades. We want to know what 
your motives are and why you’re asking for this interview with a 
blood thirsty killer.” Kelly invited her in, and the two sat down in the 
kitchen. She asked if Violet would like anything, and Violet nodded 
and said, “I would like an answer to that question.”

Kelly pulled a bottle of juice from the refrigerator and sat down at the 
table. She was dressed in a pair of shorts and a belly shirt. Violet looked at 
the twenty-something reporter, smiled, and said, “Nice piercing.”

“Thank you. I asked the Eagle for an interview for ratings, Agent 
Harper. Nothing more than that.”

Violet sat back and pulled her tablet out of a small case on her 
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hip and put it on the table and asked, “I would like to make this as 
informal of a meeting as I can; however, I would like to record this 
conversation. Is that okay with you?”

Kelly was drinking her juice with a guarded look on her face and 
said, “Are you going to read me my rights?”

Violet shook her head and said, “This is not an interrogation, 
Ms. Frost. Just a few questions and I will be on my way.” Kelly 
nodded, and Violet turned on the recording device in her tablet and 
said, “This is Agent Violet Harper interviewing Ms. Kelly Frost with 
regard to her on-air request for an interview with the Iron Eagle.”

Kelly took a drink and said, “You want to make it clear for the 
record that you have not read me my rights?”

Violet rolled her eyes and said, “I have not given Ms. Frost her 
Miranda rights at this time.” She smiled and asked, “Are you happy?”

Kelly shook her head and said, “No … but we have that out of 
the way. Now, if you will excuse me, I want to get my recorder, so 
that we both have the same conversation on tape.” She walked out of 
the room and came back a few seconds later with her own mini midi 
recorder and put it on the table between herself and Violet and said, 
“Would you please repeat your Miranda statement for my recording?”

Violet repeated her statement and then asked, “You said that you 
were looking for ratings and that’s why you asked for an interview 
with the Iron Eagle. Is that correct?”

Kelly slumped in her chair and said, “Look, Agent Harper, I 
fucked up. I spent most of last night getting my ass chewed out by 
my station manager as well as the producers of my news program. I 
was looking for ratings, that’s all.”

“Well, Ms. Frost, you got those ratings, and you’re on the front 
page of every newspaper in the city and across the state.”

Kelly took a drink of her juice and said, “Shit! I’m gonna get 
more ass chewing.”

Violet smiled and asked, “Do you really want an interview with 
the Eagle?”
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Kelly looked at her strangely and asked, “Did you call me last 
night when I was leaving the station?”

Violet shook her head and asked, “You received a call after your 
on-air request?”

Kelly nodded and said, “Yeah. From someone. I don’t know if it 
was a man or a woman. Whoever it was said he/she could get me an 
interview if I was willing to be bait for the Eagle.”

“Bait?” Kelly nodded, and Violet asked, “Did this person tell you 
exactly how you were to be used as bait?”

Kelly shook her head and said, “The person said that if the Eagle 
knew I was in trouble, he would try to save me. It was a crank call, 
Ms. Harper. I get these types of nut jobs calling me on my station 
cellphone every day.”

Violet was slowly shaking her head and said, “I don’t think you 
got a crank call, Ms. Frost. I think it was the real deal, and we need to 
get you into protective custody ASAP.”

Kelly started to shake violently, and Violet walked over and put 
her hands on her shoulders. Kelly spoke with a strong quiver in her 
voice, “I don’t understand. There haven’t been any news stories about 
a new killer in LA. There have been no press releases from any law 
enforcement office about killings or a killer. What the fuck is going on?”

Violet stood silently and pulled her phone off her hip and dialed a 
number. There were a few more moments of silence, and Violet said, “This 
is Agent Harper. Security code 7655A58. I need to secure a witness.”

Kelly looked at Violet’s serious expression and said, “Are you 
taking me away?”

Violet spoke to the person on the other end of the line and said, “I will 
clear it with administration and my office later. Right now, I need to bring 
in a person I feel is in danger.” She hung up the line and said, “Ms. Frost, 
please pack a small overnight bag. I need you to accompany me.”

Kelly stood up and said, “I’m not going anywhere, Agent Harper. I 
don’t know what kind of game you’re playing here, but this is my life and 
my home. If the call was real, then let the chips fall where they may.”
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Violet sat back down and said, “Ms. Frost, I can’t take you against 
your will at this time, but I can tell you that you don’t want the 
chips to fall against you. I am not at liberty to speak about ongoing 
investigations in our office, but I can tell you that there is a very good 
chance that the call you received was not a crank call, and that you 
might have just been contacted by someone very, very dangerous.”

Kelly stepped back and leaned against the counter in the kitchen 
and said, “That’s a chance I am willing to take, Agent Harper. I’m a 
reporter. This is a story now.”

Violet stood and asked, “Did the caller give you a time frame for 
your introduction to the Eagle?”

“Two or three days.”
Violet nodded and said, “So, you are rejecting our protection?” 

Kelly nodded, and Violet picked up her tablet and said, “It’s your 
funeral, Ms. Frost. What I can tell you is that if this is the person 
I think it is, you are going to die badly.” Kelly was shaking as she 
pointed a finger to the front door and asked Violet to leave.

Jill McAlister was dressed in her dominatrix gear and whipping 
her date across her nude back as she hung by her wrists from a steel 
bar bolted to the ceiling. There was a trickle of blood running down 
her toy’s back and between her cheeks, and Jill stopped and asked, 
“Do you want to call your safe word, ‘I’m bleeding?’”

Gloria Stone was allowing her body to hang limp in the restraints, her 
back and legs covered in welts. “I feel the blood, bitch. I want more.”

Jill wheeled back and hit her with the whip again and said, “You 
will address me as mistress or master, are we clear?”

The whip cracked across Gloria’s ass, and she cried out, “Yes, 
mistress. Oh God, yes mistress.”

Jill’s body and masked face were wet with sweat. She wheeled 
the whip three more times, landing it across Gloria’s back, and then 
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walked up to the half alert woman and said, “It’s seven thirty in the 
morning. I must be finished. I have to get to work.”

Gloria felt Jill removing the leather restraints from her ankles 
and then her wrists. Jill put a bondage board in front of Gloria 
before releasing her right arm, and Gloria fell and then slid down 
the leather covered board until she was face first on the ground. 
Jill checked her for a pulse, and it was strong. She took off her 
mask and sat down next to Gloria and said, “Jesus Christ, woman! 
I haven’t had a workout like this in years. Do you even feel pain?”

Gloria rolled onto her back, smiled, and said, “I feel pain, but it feels 
so good.” Gloria’s penis was erect, and she grabbed Jill and threw her 
on the ground and climbed on top of her and said, “We are both going 
to be late for work. It’s my turn to be the top, so spread your thighs.” Jill 
complied and gasped as Gloria entered her. Her breasts rocked in Jill’s 
face, and she thrust her pelvis in and out. Gloria had her by the wrists as 
she penetrated her. She thrust a few more times then collapsed onto Jill.

Jill’s eyes were glazed over, and she said, “Okay, I’ll call in sick. 
You know this is going to cost you extra, right?”

Gloria pulled her head up over Jill’s and said, “Yes … but the fun 
has just begun. We’re going to take this party back to my place.” She 
released Jill, who stood up and grabbed her phone off a small table 
in the dungeon under her family’s bar. The place had been closed 
since two a.m., and no one had seen Gloria come in the back door 
where Jill was already waiting. Gloria sat up on the edge of another 
bondage board while Jill spoke on the phone.

“This is Officer McAlister. I’m not feeling well this morning. 
I’m not going to make it in for my shift.”

Gloria smiled at Jill as she hung up the line. “You’re a fuckin’ cop?”
“Well, in present company, yes. You just fucked a cop. Is that a 

problem?”
Gloria laughed and said, “Not at all.”
Jill handed her the cellphone and asked, “Do you need to call in 

for your work?”
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Gloria shook her head and said, “No. It’s my day off, so we can 
spend the whole day fucking, and I have some very, very painful plans 
for you, Jill. You will now address me as mistress and master as I direct.”

Jill nodded as she put her clothes on and asked, “We can start the role 
play when we get to your house. So, what do you do for a living?”

Gloria had just pulled on her sundress but wore nothing 
underneath, and said, “Me? I work for the FBI.”

Jill smiled and asked, “Are you an agent?”
Gloria picked up her bag and said, “I assist the field and special 

agents. I’m not a sworn agent yet, but I have been through Quantico, 
and I’m currently in administration.”

Jill looked at her and asked, “How does your being a transsexual 
affect your work?”

Gloria was dressed and ready to leave the bar and said, “It doesn’t. 
I bathe in the women’s shower. I use the women’s restroom. I live my 
life as a woman.”

Jill looked at her and said, “You still have a working cock. You’re 
not going to go all the way with the transformation?”

Gloria shook her head and said, “I am transformed. I have no 
desire to lose my penis. It’s a part of me, and I have yet to meet a 
man who has a problem with it.”

Jill laughed and asked, “If that’s the case, then why the hell are 
you paying five thousand dollars for a night and day of sex and 
bondage with me?”

Gloria shook her head and said, “You are paid to inflict pain and 
to do my bidding whether I choose to be a top or bottom. That’s been 
the one thing I haven’t been able to find in a male partner.”

“I bet you get a lot of gay men.”
Gloria nodded and said, “Yeah. Way more than I would like. 

They start off claiming to be bi but are also excited that I have male 
genitalia that works.”

“Closet cases?” Jill asked.
“Most of the time. But in the end, they come out of the closet, 
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and I’m left alone again after teaching them how to live openly in the 
homosexual world while I struggle to find a partner who will love 
and respect me as a woman even with the penis. I have introduced a 
few of the men to the lifestyle, at least those who were open to it, but 
it hasn’t worked out for me”

Jill asked for Gloria’s address, and she gave it to her. “Okay, 
Gloria. Well, as you can see, I am all woman. And yes, I’m a cop, but 
it doesn’t pay the bills the way doing this does. I am a bit confused as 
to why you want a woman when there are men out there who do this 
same line of work. Who knows? You might hook up.”

Gloria grabbed her purse and said, “Men tend to be more violent 
and ignore safe words and screams. Once I’m in the restraints, even 
with the safety releases, I’m at the mercy of my master, and I have 
been hurt too many times. Women, on the other hand, are respectful, 
and I have found more caring as both doms and subs. So, I guess 
you could say that I am a trans who is, in fact, a lesbian. I don’t 
know some days myself. The one thing I know is what I like in the 
bedroom, and you are only the second person I have met that meets 
what I want.”

Jill smiled and shrugged and said, “Hey, it’s your money and 
your life. I’m not a shrink. You can work all of that out in therapy. 
As long as you have the cash, you can use me anyway you like. I will 
meet you at your place at nine a.m.”

Gloria nodded and said, “I need to get out of here without being seen.”
Jill walked her to a door that lead to a stairwell and said, “This 

will lead you out to a tunnel under the parking lot. It will let you out 
on Lankershim two blocks from here. Where’s your car.”

“I took a cab. I’ll get another to take me home.”
Jill walked up to Gloria and pulled her face close to hers and 

said, “I really like you. You’re a lot of fun. How about you just pay 
me for last night and the day is a freebie?”

Gloria smiled and handed her a wad of cash and asked, “A left 
over Prohibition tunnel?”
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“Yep. The damn thing has survived earthquakes and a host of other 
calamities. We use it now for high profile officials and celebrities 
who want to get in and out of the bar and the dungeon unseen.”

Gloria laughed and said, “I bet you could tell me some stories.”
“Yeah, but then I’d have to kill you.” Gloria nodded as she headed 

into the tunnel. When she was gone, Jill locked the door and walked 
back into the dungeon and looked around. She pulled out her cellphone 
and made a call. “Hi. It’s me. I’m not going to be able to see you 
tonight. I’ll be with another john all day. I hope you understand.” She 
hung up the phone and said, “Good. Voicemail. She’s such a whiny 
ass when I cancel.” She threw her gym bag over her shoulder and 
said, “Jesus Christ! This thing gets heavier and heavier.”

She walked up the stairs to the bar where her brother and father were 
setting up for the day. It was half past eight, and her brother looked at 
her and said, throwing her a liter bottle of water, “You’re dehydrated, 
Jill. You really need to choose between police work and this.”

She took the top off the bottle and drank half of it before responding. 
“I do, Ricky. I do, but I have met someone I really like and want to 
get to know better. I might be able to have the best of both worlds.”

Ricky just shook his head and said, “You like all of them until you 
don’t. Just be careful ... here in the bar, you’re safe. Out in the world, 
you’re not.” She nodded and waved as she walked out the front door.
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 Chapter Nine
“You didn’t tell

 these two about 
the lifestyle?”

J
ohn and Chris had finished up at the Bills crime scene and gone 
back to their office. It was ten after nine, and Chris was looking 
over the crime scene photos in John’s office and said, “It doesn’t 

make any sense, John. The M.O. is right, marking this guy as the 
same killer, but if he is targeting U.S. Marshals, why isn’t there a 
note or something?”

John was leaning on his desk, looking down at his tablet and the 
same photos and said, “That’s the million-dollar question, Chris. 
There is only a thin tie-in between Quincy Bills and Hal Styles. 
They were both Marshals, and they had exotic sex lives. I don’t see a 
connection between these killings other than that. I don’t know that 
this is really a serial killer stalking the Marshals service. I think that 
these two just happened to meet the wrong person at the wrong time.”

“And the woman in this scene?”
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John looked up at Chris and said, “She was a professional. She 
probably had agreed to a threesome and just fell victim to this guy 
because she was with Bills.”

Chris stared at him and said, “I don’t know. There would be more 
bodies if this were a random serial killer. It doesn’t add up.”

John nodded and said, “We do know one person who knew both 
of these men well and might be able to give us more insight.”

“Barbara O’Brian?”
John nodded and said, “Let’s go downtown and speak to her. She 

might be able to give us the connection we’re looking for.”

Jade and Jessica were completing the autopsy reports on Quin 
and Sofia. Jessica pushed the remains into a locker in the morgue and 
said, “This was a brutal way to die.”

Jade nodded and said, “Being eaten alive is beyond my 
comprehension. Somewhere out there is a killer who gets off on the 
most heinous and brutal manner of killing that I’ve ever seen.”

Jessica nodded and said, “And there are no clues as to who this 
killer is. No notes. No grandstanding. Just pure, unadulterated evil.”

Jade looked at her and said, “This case scares me a lot.” Jessica 
nodded as the two closed the locker doors on Bills’s and Lagano’s 
remains. They walked back into their office, and Jade began to dictate 
her report while Jessica got the blood samples ready for the courier 
to pick up and take to the state crime lab.

Violet got into the office just after ten a.m. She walked past John’s 
office to her desk in the bullpen to find several large files. She looked 
them over and called out, “These are Cohen files, people. They should 
be with Gloria for input before I see the damn things.”
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John stepped out of his office and said, “Those files just came in Vi, 
and Gloria is off today, so I thought you could input the information.”

She threw down her purse and said, “I’m not a desk clerk, John. I’m a 
damn agent who wants to make special agent someday. Besides, I’ve been 
working on the Styles case like you told me to.” John waved his arm, and 
Violet headed to his office. Chris was sitting in a corner of the room, and 
Violet said, “If I didn’t know better, I would think that you two were lovers.”

She let out a laugh, and John said, “We’re going to talk to Barbara. Do 
you want to come?” She nodded, and the three headed for John’s truck.

There was a trickle of blood coming out of Jill’s mouth as she 
stood spread eagle, nude, and restrained by the ankles and wrists. She 
was shackled to a unit that she had never seen before that allowed 
her to be tilted, turned, and flipped upside down without having to 
remove her restraints. Gloria wasn’t in the room yet, and Jill called out 
her safe word through her swollen lips to no response. She struggled 
against the leather restraints and felt for the emergency release but 
couldn’t find any on either of her wrists.

Gloria walked in with a beer in her hand and asked, “I see you’re 
feeling for the release.”

Jill was bloody from head to toe. Her vagina looked like ground 
meat, and her breasts were deep purple from the rope bindings that 
Gloria had applied. She muttered, “Please release me, master.” Her 
voice was weak, and Gloria put the bottle of beer to her lips and gave 
her a drink. Once Jill had had a few sips, Gloria grabbed her right arm 
and flipped her upside down. The violence of the flip made her throw 
up, and Gloria looked on in disdain.

“Really? Really? You’re that much of a damn lightweight that 
you vomit on my dungeon floor?” Jill was crying and pleading to 
be released. Gloria put the beer on a small table next to her torture 
equipment and flipped Jill back up. She released the restraints, pulled 
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Jill’s ankles apart, lifted her body, and locked her feet in a seated 
position on the unit.

She grabbed a bottle of lube and slathered it on her penis, and then 
looked at Jill and asked, “Do you know where I’m going to ram my cock 
now?” Jill nodded weakly as Gloria lubed her anus. She shrieked and 
began to cry as Gloria mounted her firmly and started to move in and 
out. “Silence! Did I give you permission to make a sound?” Jill’s head 
fell back as Gloria kept thrusting in and out of her. Jill’s eyes rolled back 
in her head, and Gloria said, “You can orgasm but silently and when I 
allow it. Understood?” Jill slowly lifted her head up and down as Gloria 
kept moving. “I have a real treat for you later … or should I say you are 
going to be a treat for some of the … natural friends that I like to play 
with. They’re going to eat your sexy little ass alive.”

Barbara had come up from holding at the federal court house 
to find John and Chris as well as Violet in her office. She looked at 
them and asked, “What the fuck is she doing here?”

John said, “I have her helping out on the Styles case. I need to ask 
you some questions.”

She sat down at her desk and said, “Shoot.”
“Outside of Styles’ and Bills’ exotic tastes, did they have anything 

else in common?”
Barbara was staring at Violet, who was trying not to make eye contact. 

“What do you mean, John? They liked kinky sex, so they sought it out.”
John looked confused, and Chris asked, “They weren’t getting what 

they wanted at home, so they went elsewhere?”
Barbara looked at Violet and said, “You didn’t tell these two about 

the lifestyle and how it works?” 
Violet shrugged and said, “I figured they knew, Barb.”
Barbara shook her head and said, “It’s a wonder you two have caught 

any killers. These guys were both into bondage and S&M.”
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“We know that,” said John. “What we didn’t know is that they 
weren’t doing it with known partners.”

Barbara laughed and said, “I didn’t even think to bring this up, 
probably because I dated Hal for a little while, and he introduced me 
to the lifestyle.”

John asked, “So, you were intimate with the victim?”
She nodded and said, “I fucked them both years ago after my 

divorce from Jim. I was searching for who I was. Jill Makin and I 
were an on again, off again couple for a little while. I’m bisexual, and 
Jill was a full-on lesbian. She had no desire to sleep with men, so I 
played the field a bit and even took it into the workplace.”

John asked, “And one of them hurt you?”
Barbara nodded and said, “Quincy and I had a thing for a short 

period. He didn’t stop hurting me one night even after I used my safe 
word. It was the last time I allowed myself to be restrained. It took 
me a lot of years to trust again and also drew me and Jill together 
until she got herself killed.”

John was typing on his tablet and didn’t acknowledge what she’d 
just said. Chris and Violet both told her how sorry they were while 
John stayed silent. Chris looked at him and said, “Hey … Barbara is 
spilling her guts here. The least you can do is tell her you’re sorry for 
her experience and loss.”

“He knows all about Jill and what happened to her.”
John looked up and into her eyes and said, “I didn’t know about 

the brutality you suffered at the hands of one of these victims. I’m 
sorry that happened to you. Do you think that these killings could be 
revenge killings by someone these two hurt?”

“Doubtful. Both of these guys were selective about their partners. 
Hal was a risk taker but still selective, whereas Quin was more 
controlled. However, they did have one interesting habit in common.”

“And that was?”
“They both read and ran personal ads in papers and online.”
Connie Beltran had been standing in the doorway outside 
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Barbara’s office listening to the conversation. She was hidden from 
view and listening intently when she heard her name called by one 
of her lockup Marshals.

“Director Beltran, they need you or Barbara down in holding.”
She stepped away from the wall and walked past Barbara’s 

office and said, “Barbara, they need you in holding …” She stopped 
midsentence with a surprised look on her face. “Oh, I’m sorry. I 
didn’t know you were in a meeting.”

She looked awkwardly, and Barbara asked, “Can you handle 
holding for me, Connie? I’m in the middle of a conversation about 
Hal and Quincy’s deaths.”

Connie nodded slowly and said while looking at John, “I know 
we haven’t been formally introduced, but I would recognize your 
face anywhere. You’re Special Agent John Swenson.”

John stood up, as did Chris, and reached out to shake her hand. 
“Yes ma’am, I am, and your reputation precedes you, Director 
Beltran. I understand that congratulations are in order for your recent 
appointment as District U.S. Marshal.”

Connie smiled and said, “Thank you. Barbara and I came up 
through the ranks together and were both Chief Deputy U.S. Marshals 
until recently. Barbara is just as qualified for this position as I am.”

Barbara laughed and said, “They offered it to me, Connie, before they 
offered it to you. You have that job because I’m retiring. And even if I 
wasn’t, there is no way you could get me to take on that responsibility.”

Connie smiled sheepishly and asked, “So, are there any breaks in 
the killings of two of my best men?”

Chris and John saw Barbara roll her eyes, and John said, “Not 
at this moment, Ms. Beltran, but we’re working hard on the cases. 
We’re interviewing those who knew the victims well. Did you know 
the men outside of work?”

She shook her head and said, “No. I’m not one for fraternizing with 
my subordinates. I didn’t know them outside of work, but no matter 
what their lives were like outside of these walls, in here they were very, 
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very professional and hard working men.” Barbara nodded, and Connie 
excused herself to head down to holding.

John sat back down and asked, “How long have you known Ms. 
Beltran, Barbara?”

“Oh shit, John. Going on forty years. We came into the service at 
the same time but in different classes. She’s well-suited for this work.”

He nodded and continued, “You mentioned personal ads. Was one of 
the victims reading an ad here?”

She nodded and said, “Quincy was. He was reading a magazine in 
the breakroom the day before he was killed.”

John asked if the magazine was still around, and Barbara walked 
the group down to the breakroom where there was a scattering of 
tabloid magazines as well as newspapers dated as far as two weeks 
back.  John didn’t have to say a word. Violet walked out of the room, 
and Chris took a post near the door as John pulled out a pair of latex 
gloves and began stacking everything up. Violet returned with several 
evidence bags, and John said, “We need to tag these into evidence.”

He asked Barbara if she recognized the magazine or paper that Quincy 
had been reading, but she shook her head and said, “It wasn’t important 
at the time. I have no idea what he was reading, but unless one of these 
papers or magazines grew legs, it’s still here.” Violet started to put the 
papers in the bags as Chris kept people at bay near the room’s entrance.
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 Chapter Ten
“Our agents haven’t ended 

up eaten alive. Not yet.”

“J
esus Christ! I like my pain, but you need to respect a fuckin’ safe 
word. If you’re not going to, what the hell is the sense in having 
one?” Jill was sitting at the kitchen table as Gloria was cooking 

the two of them some food.
Gloria never looked at Jill, who was now wearing a black 

terrycloth robe and sipping a cup of coffee as Gloria responded, “Safe 
words are for pussies. I know if my sub is in danger, and you were 
never in any danger. You were getting off with my nipple clamps, 
clit weights, and each and every blow of my whip. Tell me that I’m 
lying?” She filled two plates and put them on the table.

Jill put a bite of food in her mouth and winced at its heat. She 
took another sip of the coffee and said, “Yes … okay. I was into it. I 
loved it, but there is a trust factor. I don’t know you. I’ve never had 
sex with you. You were in control, and I usually only allow myself  
to be the sub in outcall situations when I really know someone.”
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Gloria laughed and asked, “Can you really ever know someone? 
Can you ever really feel safe, especially in this lifestyle? Jesus, Jill. 
You’re a roving dominatrix as well as submissive slave. How the 
fuck do you play both roles so well?”

Jill put her fork down and asked for some juice, which Gloria poured 
for her, and said, “Practice, Gloria. A lot of practice. Also, I make a 
shitload of money being able to switch roles at a moment’s notice and 
in the middle of a scene. I’m not only bisexual; I am also bi in S&M. I 
can play both roles, and that’s a HUGE turn-on to my clients.”

Gloria nodded as she finished off the food on her plate and asked, 
“So, I’m having a party tonight. I want you to be the entertainment 
and party favor for my guests. How much?”

Jill took a few more bites of food and asked, “In what role?”
“Sub.”
Jill drank down the juice and let out a loud burp and asked, 

“How many?”
“Thirty men and me.”
Jill sat back in her chair then winced and sat forward as her back 

was raw from the whips. She got a thoughtful look on her face and 
said, “Are we talking brutality or just fucking me?”

Gloria was refilling her coffee cup and said, “I can control the amount 
of pain you will have inflicted on you, and I will make certain that your safe 
word is respected. You will basically be a human toilet. These guys don’t get 
out much, and they’re noobs to S&M. They’re really just looking to let out 
their inner animal by humiliating their sub, so they will use you as a human 
toilet. They’re all clean. I have checked my partners out thoroughly. Blood 
tests and everything. It’s a requirement to be with me as I hate condoms.”

Jill nodded and said, “I like human toilet … I don’t mind being pissed 
on, and I will drink urine. That’s fine, but I don’t eat scat. Sorry. They 
can shit on me but nothing on my face but piss.” Gloria nodded, and 
Jill asked, “Then the usual bondage board, multiple partners at the same 
time, a lot of cum drinking and cock sucking, and a sore ass and pussy 
when the night’s over?” Gloria nodded. “Thirty grand,” she said casually.
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Gloria looked her up and down. “That’s your price for one night?”
“No. One evening. Five hours to be exact, not a second longer. 

And then, a place to shower when we are finished and a ride to my 
home, preferably a town car or limo. I’m throwing you in for free 
since you are going to be the hosting dominatrix.” 

Gloria smiled and said, “Cash in advance?”
“Duh!” Gloria left the kitchen and returned with a cash box. She 

took out thirty thousand dollars and handed it to Jill. “Well, I guess 
I have the day to rest. You will tend to my wounds?” Gloria nodded, 
and Jill got up and walked to the bathroom.

Jim arrived at the federal courthouse as John and Chris were 
leaving. He looked at the evidence bags in Violet’s hands and asked, 
“Let me guess … personal ads?”

John nodded, and Chris asked, “How the hell can you know that?”
Jim laughed and pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put 

it behind his ear and said, “Because I’ve been a cop longer than you’ve 
been alive. Because one of the secrets of many in law enforcement is the 
lives lived undercover. The ones away from prying eyes, husbands, wives, 
children, family, and even other coworkers, my boy. There is a sadistic 
and sensual side to those in law enforcement. Sides that can’t see the light 
of day. People living lies in order to keep the status quo.” Chris shook 
his head, and Jim said, “Oh yes … my young FBI friend. Whether it’s 
homosexuality, kinky sex, transvestites, transsexuals, or just hooking on 
the side to either make ends meet or just for the excitement and adventure, 
there’re a lot of people behind the badge that live lives that are sexual lies.”

Barbara and Connie were standing in the doorway to the lounge as 
Jim spoke. She heard most of what Jim had said, and Connie peeked 
her head into the doorway and asked, “Does that include murder, Jim?”

Jim looked over at her and said, “Well, well, well. If it isn’t my 
favorite bisexual-in-the-closet sex freak.” Connie’s face had lost its 
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color. She didn’t respond. She just glared at Jim as he said, “Cat got 
your tongue, Connie? Barbara has told me about your games and you 
two playing the field so many moons ago.” Connie stayed silent, so 
he continued, “Okay. Enough of my life lessons for Chris and outing 
in-the-closet Marshals. I’m here to talk to Marion. Where is she?”

Barbara looked at Jim and said, “In her fuckin’ office, Jimmy. 
Play nice. You get her upset, and I will kick your damn ass.”

Jim nodded and was about to walk out of the room when John asked, 
“Where’s Sam?”

“Waiting down the hall. I didn’t want her to see me beat up on 
the closet cases around here. She has the damn balls to be out and 
open about her sexuality.” Jim was staring at Connie as he spoke and 
then headed toward Marion’s office. He called out to Sam and waved 
for her to follow him as John, Chris, and Violet started to leave the 
building. As he disappeared into Marion’s office, John asked Chris 
and Violet to take the evidence bags back to the office and said he 
had some questions for Barbara.

Chris asked, “And just how the hell are we supposed to get back to 
the office? You’re the driver?”

John pulled out his cellphone and called the office and ordered 
a car to the courthouse to pick them up. Chris and Violet walked 
out of the office, and John turned to Barbara and asked, “Is there 
somewhere we can speak in private?” Barbara nodded as Connie 
looked on, still silent. John and Barbara walked out of the lounge 
and down the hall as Connie walked back to her office in silence.

Marion Bills was typing away on her keyboard when Jim knocked on 
her office door. She looked up and said, “What the fuck took you so long?”

Jim walked in with Sam behind him, and Marion stood up and extended 
her hand to Sam and said, “Sheriff-Elect Pritchard, it’s nice to meet you.”

Sam shook her hand and said, “I’m sorry for your loss.”
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Jim smirked, and Sam was about to slap him when Marion laughed 
and said, “It’s hardly a loss, Ms. Pritchard. Quincy had this coming 
for years. In all honesty, I’m surprised he’s lived as long as he did.” 
Sam sat down at Marion’s invitation, and Marion looked at Jim and 
asked, “So, what do you know, and what do you want to know?”

Jim took out his tablet and said, “I want to know everything you can tell 
me about Quincy’s exploits and who he was doing them with, outside of 
Lagano.” Marion turned in her chair and asked Jim to close her office door. 
He did, and then she asked for a cigarette, so Jim lit two and handed her one.

She took a deep drag and said, “Jesus, this is good! I quit ten years 
ago, but I’ve been craving a smoke for days.”

Jim nodded with the cigarette in his mouth and said, “So … tell me 
about Quincy’s sex life outside of what I already know.”

Barbara closed her office door behind John and sat down at a small 
conference table in a corner of the office. John sat down with her. 
He pulled out a small midi recorder and put it on the table. Barbara 
looked at it and said, “I’m not talking to the FBI anymore, am I?” 
John shook his head, and Barbara said, “Quincy and Hal both had 
personal ads that they ran weekly in several newspapers and some of 
the local smut magazines, as well as profiles on several websites that 
dealt with their tastes.” She took a piece of paper and jotted down 
two user names and said, “Here. These were personal ad user names.” 

John took the paper from her and looked at it and then put it in his 
pocket. He said, “Not very original.”

Barbara shrugged and said, “There’s not much originality in the 
sex trade. Both of the men preferred ‘in-call girls,’ that way they 
were on new turf and had women who had their own equipment, if 
you know what I mean?”

He nodded and asked, “Do you know of any others here in your 
department that use the personals?”
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“Almost everyone, John. Shit. If you want it, we have it when it 
comes to closet cases and those who are not at all in the closet about 
their sex lives. We have husbands and wives who use the ads to 
attract partners for threesomes, parties, and shit like that.”

“But you and Jim don’t do that?”
Barbara shook her head and said, “I was into it for a while after 

I divorced Jim and before Jill and I became a couple, but it’s not my 
thing. I had a few bad experiences.” 

“Tell me about them.”
Barbara started to rattle off several situations where she was raped 

and hurt by men she met from personal ads. She told him that most 
of them were cops or firefighters. When she was finished telling her 
story, she said, “I know what you’re thinking. Why didn’t I call the 
cops? You don’t do that, John, and you know it. If I had called the 
cops or pressed charges, my life would have become an open book. 
And you and I both know that if a woman has a promiscuous lifestyle 
and becomes a victim, then she takes the blame.”

John nodded and said, “Connie Beltran, your director, she clammed 
up pretty hard when Jim came on scene.”

Barbara nodded and said, “Connie and Jim have history. I don’t 
know the whole thing, but I know that the two of them were involved 
for a brief period after I divorced him.”

“There was more between those two than just being former 
lovers. What does Jim know about Connie that I don’t?”

Barbara sighed and said, “Connie is a bit of a lost soul, John. She 
moves from guy to guy or woman to woman, sometimes both at the 
same time.”

“Does she play in the personal ads?”
Barbara shrugged and said, “I don’t know that much about her 

life outside of this office. She’s a private person. Jim doesn’t even 
talk about their relationship with me, and, believe me, I’ve asked.” 
She took a deep breath then asked, “Are you telling me that you 
don’t have agents in your own office who do the personals?”
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“Of course we do. It would be naive to say no.  We have our own 
demons at the Bureau, but our agents haven’t ended up eaten alive.”

Barbara pressed her back to her chair and said, “Not yet, John. Not yet.”
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 Chapter Eleven
“You can call me justice, 
and you two are going to 

have a very, very bad day.”

I
t was five thirty p.m. when Gloria’s party guests began to arrive. 
She was dressed in a leather corset with knee high leather boots 
with a five-inch heel. Her ample breasts were overflowing the top 

of her dominatrix outfit, which was crotchless, and her penis hung 
down against her thigh. Each man that arrived was wearing only an 
overcoat and nothing more. There were ten men sitting in the living 
room nude when Gloria walked in with her bondage mask on and 
a leather strap in her hands. She struck the floor with the whip and 
said, “On your knees, you filthy pigs.” The men quickly got on all 
fours, and Gloria sat down on one of the men’s backs and crossed 
her legs and said, “So, you pigs want to have a submissive to play 
with?” There were head nods but no words. Gloria called to one of 
the men and said, “Get on your feet, swine, and get me a cigar from 
the humidor in the corner.”
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“Yes, mistress. Is there any particular brand?”
Gloria snapped the whip on the floor and bellowed, “Did I tell 

you to speak?”
The tall thin man walked to the humidor, opened the case, and pulled 

out a Churchill and showed it to her. She nodded and said, “Now, put it 
in your mouth and drop down on all fours and bring it to me.” He did 
as instructed, and Gloria opened the drawer of an end table and took 
out a cigar cutter and a box of wooden matches. She cut off the cigar’s 
end and struck the match on the stubbled head of one of the men. She 
turned the cigar slowly in her mouth as she lit it, and when it had a 
bright, glowing, cherry tip, she blew out the match and laid it on the ass 
of the man she was sitting on. He didn’t make a sound. Gloria laughed 
and said, “I’m impressed. Not a sound from that burn.”

She took a few more drags off the cigar and called one of the other 
men to her and had him open his mouth, so she could use it as an ashtray. 
She tapped off the burning hot tip of the cigar, which caused the man to 
scream when it hit his tongue. She sat striking the man on the shoulders 
and back all the while screaming, “You are my minions. You do as 
instructed. You are not worthy of being doms. You’re all worthless and 
weak.” The doorbell rang, and she ordered one of the men to answer 
it. Eventually, the room was crowded with thirty men, all nude on their 
hands and knees, moving in silence as Gloria rode them one at a time.

As each man crawled with Gloria on his back, she would press 
the tip of her cigar onto his ass. Those who yelped received ten lashes 
and were burned again. It was six thirty p.m. when she stood up and 
said, “All rise!” The men rose, and she said, “To the dungeon.” They 
followed as she led them into the dungeon where Jill was strapped 
nude to a bondage board with a clear plastic box over her upper body 
and shoulders. Her face was turned upwards and strapped down, and 
there was a hole in the box right over the middle of her breasts. Gloria 
looked at the men and asked, “Who needs to use the bathroom?” All 
hands raised, and she asked, “Who needs to shit and who needs to 
just piss?” The room was pretty well divided, and she said, “We will 



78 • Chapter Eleven

start with those who need to piss. Once you have relieved yourself, 
you may fuck the sub in the ass or pussy. No condoms are required. 
She will drink your group cum later. No one shits on her face. Do so 
and you will be beaten and placed on the cross. Am I clear?”

Everyone nodded, and the men began to urinate on and in Jill 
as she drank as much of their urine as she could. As the first man 
entered her anus, another took a seat on the throne and began to 
grunt out the first shit of the night onto Jill’s breasts.

It was five p.m. when John had finished talking with Barbara. 
Jim was waiting near the courthouse entrance with Sam for him 
to come down. Sam asked, “Did Mrs. Bills’s attitude toward her 
husband’s death catch you by surprise?”

Jim laughed and said, “Hell no … you didn’t know Quincy. He 
was a sick and twisted fuck.”

“More than the person serving up people to the local wildlife?”
Jim shrugged his shoulders and said, “Who the fuck knows. Shit. 

This could be some twisted game where these dumb asses decided 
they wanted to be prey for the wildlife, and it got out of control. 
Perhaps it was supposed to be a tasting, and the person pulling the 
strings couldn’t get the animals off the victims in time. Have you 
ever seen what a starving group of coyotes can do to a human being?”

She nodded and said, “In the remains at these crime scenes. Why? 
Have you seen it live?”

Jim took out another cigarette as he saw John walking across the 
courthouse floor headed in his direction.  He waved, and John nodded 
as Jim led Sam outside. He lit his cigarette and offered one to Sam, 
who accepted. He looked at John and said, “Sam, here, wants to know 
if I have ever seen a starving pack of coyotes eating their prey.”

John laughed and said, “Devil’s Chair?”
Jim nodded, and Sam said, “Wait! That was human farming, right? 
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I remember that case. That was one fucked up group of people. How 
does that case compare to these killings? They were feeding coyotes?”

Jim laughed and said, “Not intentionally, but we were finding 
their ‘livestock’ that got loose, and, in several of the cases, there 
were animals eating at the victims after they were dead.”

Sam said, “Okay, but what does that have to do with this case?”
“You asked if I’d ever seen a pack of coyotes feed, and I have. In that 

case, they were feeding on humans. You don’t just walk up to a pack of 
hungry coyotes and ask them to leave or shoo them off. Fuck no. Once 
they’re in a feeding frenzy, the only way to stop them is to shoot them until 
you scare off the rest and then throw the carcasses of the dead ones out as a 
distraction while you try to pick up the remains of the victim.” John nodded, 
and Sam looked like she was going to be sick. Jim laughed and said, “Jesus, 
kid … you’re going to puke based on my story? Shit, Sam. You’re going to 
do a lot of crime scene puking in the first years of your service.”

She took a hit off her cigarette and said, “So what, tough guy. 
You’ve never hurled at a crime scene?” John looked on as Jim got 
a sad and grave look on his face. Sam looked at him, and her face 
dropped at what she saw.

“Only once. The Roskowski case. Dozens and dozens of dead 
children in different degrees of decomposition. Jade took me down into 
the basement of the house after I found her puking her guts out in the 
backyard. When we came out of the catacombs under Roskoswki’s house, 
Jade fell to the ground puking again, and I ended up puking all over her.”

Neither Sam nor John laughed. Sam said, “That’s the case where 
the guy was a school principal and a serial killer, right?” Jim nodded, 
and she asked, “And that’s also a case that was handled in the end by 
the Eagle?” He nodded again.

Jim looked at John, changing the subject, and said, “You were 
with Barbara for a long time. What did you learn?”

John said, “That I pay very good attention.”
“I know what the fuck that means.”
John asked, “Do you know what Connie Beltran drives?”
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Jim pointed to the parking lot on Spring Street next to the courthouse 
and said, “Sure. She drives the blue government-issued sedan. Why?”

John looked at the car and his truck that was parked only a few 
spaces up from it and said, “You two have reports to do, right?” 
Jim nodded, and John said, “I’m going to take off. I have a lot of 
information to sort through. Did Marion give you any leads?”

Sam said, “Tons. It will take months to follow them all up.”
John looked at Jim and said, “We don’t have months.”
Jim nodded as he pulled on Sam’s arm and said, “Let’s go. We 

have work to do.”
As they walked off in opposite directions, John went to his truck 

and opened the back door. He looked down at his watch. It was five 
thirty. The streets were vacant, and the cars sat parked under the halo of 
the street lights. He programmed a magnetic tracker using his personal 
laptop. Once he had the green blip on the screen, he walked down the 
dimly lit street and attached the device to Connie’s car’s undercarriage. 
Once he heard the magnet click into place, he returned to his truck and 
drove off down Spring Street and parked in an empty lot and waited.

Jill was being brutalized as Gloria stood by and watched. Some 
of the men got a little out of control, and she would lash them with 
the whip from time to time to settle them down. She had placed a 
large glass bowl between Jill’s legs, and it was catching the semen 
that was escaping from her now gaping anus and vagina. Jill was 
covered in feces, and the smell was so overwhelming that several 
of the men began to get sick. Two of them stuck their heads into the 
urination hole and puked right into Jill’s mouth. Jill spit the vomit 
out while two other men stood at the edge of the box urinating on her. 
The profanity was running wild as the men called out to Jill saying, 
“You dirty piece of shit. No wonder you’re a submissive cunt. You’re 
too weak and worthless to resist.” Another called out and said, “You 
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need to eat my shit, bitch. You drank my piss, and you’ll drink my 
cum, but I want to see you eat my shit.”

Gloria looked on in silence, watching Jill as well as the clock. The 
party started at seven, and it was now eleven forty-five. Jill had been 
silent through the whole ordeal as man after man used her in cruel and 
disgusting ways. Gloria called out and ordered all men to their knees. 
All of them obeyed except one who was still working on Jill’s anus, and 
Gloria looked at him and said, “Are you going to cum in her, pig, or do 
you need to have one of these pigs jerk you off?” He was sweating and 
pounding on Jill until Gloria said, “Enough! Get on your back, pig.”

The man pulled out and laid down on his back. He had a raging 
hard-on with feces and semen all over it, and Gloria looked at him and 
said, “Let me guess. You took one of those erection pills?” He nodded 
slowly, and she walked over to the man and ground her stiletto heel into 
his groin while looking around the room. He let out a scream, and Gloria 
said, “I did not order you to speak or scream. I was going to suck you 
off, so you could bust that nut, but not now. No.” She looked around 
the room and pointed to a thin Mexican man and said, “You get your 
ass over here next to this guy’s cock.” The man who screamed watched 
as the small Mexican crawled slowly across the floor and then laid his 
head on the man’s abdomen just above his hard-on. Gloria pulled a small 
whip from her hip and said, “You two will be the final act.”

She walked over to Jill, removed the plastic box, and lifted her 
into a squatting position over the half full glass bowl. “Squeeze out 
the cum in your ass and pussy.” Jill bore down with all of her might 
and both orifices released large sums of semen into the bowl. After a 
few vaginal and anal farts, a few drips remained, and Gloria ran her 
whip along the ravaged openings and handed Jill a straw and said, 
“DRINK!”  As Jill began to drink up its contents, Gloria looked at 
the men and said, “All but the Mexican and the black man rise and 
masturbate on the slave while she drinks your wimp juices.”

As Jill drank from the bowl, the men took turns masturbating on 
her until the bowl was empty. Gloria ordered her to lick the bowl 
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clean and then ordered the men back to their knees. Jill stood up, and 
Gloria said, “Well? Would you like to watch the climax of the night?”

Jill’s throat was raw, and she said in a soft voice, “I thought what 
I just did was it?”

Gloria shook her head and said, “Mr. ten-inch couldn’t cum 
inside you, so my little Mexican friend is going to suck him off while 
cleaning your shit and the others’ cum off his cock, then he’s going 
to swallow Mr. ten-inch’s cum.” The Mexican lay silent as Gloria 
ordered him to take the penis in his mouth. He kissed around it and 
played with the head, licking it but not taking it into his mouth. 
Gloria looked at the clock on the wall, and it was twelve ten a.m. She 
looked at Jill and said, “The shower is through that door.”

Jill stood silent and said, “In a minute. I want to see this asshole 
suck this guy off.” She was dripping with semen and sweat.

The whip marks from earlier with Gloria were shining in the 
light, and Gloria handed her the whip and said, “Look at your new 
master, you pigs. Do as she instructs.”

Jill took the whip and landed it across the Mexican’s back and said, “Get 
that cock down your throat now, or I will put a bit in your mouth and force 
fuck your throat.” The Mexican tried to get the whole cock in his mouth but 
choked and threw up twice. Jill looked at Gloria and said, “Strap his mouth 
open!” Gloria, with the help of two men, held the Mexican down as Jill put 
a spider mouth gag on him. Once in place, he was unable to close his mouth, 
and Jill grabbed his head and jammed it down on the large black penis. The 
Mexican’s hands were in leather restraints and cuffed behind his back, and 
Jill moved his head up and down as the black man moaned and the Mexican 
gaged and choked until the man came. Jill held the Mexican’s head firmly 
against the groin to make sure that he swallowed all of the semen.

When she finally pulled him away, he was gaging and gasping for air 
as his throat was in spasm and forcing the semen down into his stomach. 
Jill grabbed him by the head and said while pulling his hair back, “How 
did that cock taste, pig? Did you like that cum shot? You will be tasting 
his cum on the back of your throat for days.”
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Gloria looked at the Mexican, who was starting to get his wind 
back, and said, “You should be very, very careful when you start 
telling the slave that you want her to eat your shit and drink your cum 
while calling her every kind of name imaginable. This is your first 
bondage and S&M party, isn’t it?” He nodded his head slowly, tears 
running down his face. Gloria said, “When you’re not in control of 
the game, the table can turn quickly. Have you ever sucked a man’s 
cock before?” He shook his head slowly.

Jill said, “Well, you have now, and you know what it feels like to 
be the slave to a man. Have you learned a lesson about minding your 
manners?” He nodded his head, and Jill walked out of the room to shower.

It was half past midnight, and John was sitting in his truck looking at the 
blinking green light of the tracker on Connie’s car, which had not moved. 
His cellphone rang, and he pulled it off the dashboard and said, “Swenson.”

“John, honey, where are you?”
Sara had a worried tone in her voice, and John said, “I’m on a 

stakeout, Sara. I will be home soon. Are you okay?”
Sara sighed and said, “Yeah. It has been the week from hell. Just 

two more days and the inspections will be over.”
John saw the green blip on his computer begin to move and asked, 

“How is it all going?”
“Really well. They stopped busting my ass, and we’re getting 

somewhere. They’ve  found nothing to nail us on.”
“That’s great. I have to go, Sara. My suspect is on the move.” Sara 

said I love you to dead air as John had already hung up.

Connie was driving down the 101 Freeway headed for her home 
when she hit speed dial on her cellphone and waited for an answer.
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“Hello.”
“Hello to you. How has your night been?”
There were a few moments of silence and then Jill’s voice came 

back on the line, weak and hoarse, and said, “Well, I pulled in thirty 
grand being a human toilet tonight. How was your day?”

“Interesting. Are you at home?”
Jill was lying on her side in the town car that Gloria had called to 

take her home. “No. I’m en route. I have a driver. The client got me 
a town car. I won’t shit right for a week, and there won’t be any sex 
parties this week either. Why? What’s up?”

Connie was exiting the freeway at Tampa Avenue in the Encino 
hills. “Nothing. I was hoping you were available tonight, that’s all.”

Jill said, “I’m sorry, Connie. You’re one of my regulars, but I 
just received a thirty-man gangbang. I am really, really beat up and 
tired. Maybe tomorrow after work?”

Connie said okay and hung up, unaware of the Silverado following 
her at a distance. She proceeded up past Ventura Boulevard and 
drove Tampa until it ended at 19000 Wells Drive. Connie pressed a 
remote on the visor of her car, and a large steel gate creaked open, 
allowing her to pull into the circular drive of her home. She parked 
and pressed a key fob, which announced that her home security 
system had been disarmed, and went inside. 

The Silverado parked three doors down from Connie’s home 
before she had pressed the gate remote and alarm key fob. The 
Eagle pulled out two small code scanners and was able to pick up 
both the gate and alarm code frequencies. The Eagle locked the 
codes into his remote, pulled out his mask and a small gym bag, and 
followed Connie as the gate closed from the street. He ran across 
the dark driveway and stopped near the entrance of the home where 
there were several large windows. The Eagle pulled out a frequency 
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scanner and placed a remote jammer on his belt set to the alarm 
system’s frequency then pulled out a small sound amplifier and 
moved into some bushes. He raised the small device and put an ear 
bud in his left ear as he listened for voices.

Connie walked into the living room, threw her bag on a small chair 
and then removed her holster and weapon as she headed to the kitchen. 
She poured herself a glass of wine, took off her uniform, and sat down on 
the couch in her bra and panties. She sat in the near darkness, sipping her 
wine, and began scanning through the pages on her tablet until she found 
what she was looking for. A smile grew across her face as she made a call.

“Hello?” said a sleepy male voice on the other end of the line.
Connie asked, “Is this ‘Mr. Twisted69?’”
The voice on the other end of the line got quiet, and she could hear 

shuffling and then the male voice came back on the line and said, “Yes. 
Who is this?”

She laughed slightly and said, “I’m ‘Voracious69.’ You sent me a 
text a couple of days ago saying that you want to play.”

“It’s twelve forty-five a.m.”
“So. Do you want to play or not?”
He coughed a bit and said, “Of course, I want to play, but not 

tonight. If I remember your ad, you’re in-call only?”
Connie took a sip of her wine and said, “That’s right. I have my dungeon. 

I have all of the equipment. So, you’re not interested this morning?”
“Of course, I’m interested, but I’m entertaining someone else tonight.”
“I see. Well, I’m sorry to have disturbed you.”
The man said, “No … no. It’s not a problem. My dom is asleep. I 

can’t play tonight, but I’m free tomorrow night. Are you?”
Connie looked at her tablet and said, “Well, I just don’t know, 

Twisted. If you’re going to be my sub, I require strict adherence to 
my rules. And rule number one is my subs never use the word, ‘NO.’”
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“I understand, mistress, and I want to serve you. I can say yes 
tomorrow night to all that you desire.”

She giggled and said, “Fine, Twisted. Tomorrow night at seven 
p.m. I will expect you to meet me at the Mandarin restaurant for 
dinner. Do you know the place?”

He hesitated before saying, “One’s in Hollywood and the other is 
in the San Fernando Valley on the edge of Van Nuys.”

“It’s the one in Van Nuys.”
“How will I know you?”
Connie smiled and said, “Don’t worry. You’ll know it’s me. Just be 

there on time and bring your wallet. I have a HUGE appetite.” After 
hanging up, she closed her eyes for a few seconds then grabbed a nearby 
book. When she stopped, she placed her wine glass, tablet, and phone on 
the table then kneeled in front of an ottoman and said, “Our Father, who 
art in heaven, hallowed be thy name, they kingdom come thy will be 
done through me as a vessel of your power.” She stood up, looked at her 
phone and then her tablet, and said, “I need to pay Ms. Frost a visit. We 
need to pray together and talk about the Iron Eagle she wants so badly to 
speak to.” Then she shut down her tablet and headed to bed.

The Eagle had recorded the conversation and Connie’s prayer. He 
could see that the driveway extended around the side of the house and 
followed it until he came to a large garage. The sensor on his hip alerted 
him that the alarm in the house had been set. He moved around the 
garage to a window near a side entrance. He peered through the window 
with his night vision on and saw a sports car and a large SUV. After 
photographing the vehicles, he headed back to his truck to run the plates. 
The Corvette was hers, but he couldn’t tell the make of the dark SUV.

He configured two more transmitters and moved silently back 
to the garage. Once his remote picked up the wireless frequency, he 
was able to bypass the sensors and open the garage door. He entered 
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and slid a tracker under the frame of the Corvette and then moved 
around to the back of the SUV and did the same. He noticed the 
mud-covered wheels and undercarriage and scraped some debris into 
three small plastic bags then snapped several photos of the dark blue 
GMC Suburban that had been modified for off-road use.

The Eagle tried the doors, but they were locked. He was about to 
engage his key reader when he heard the sound of movement outside 
the front garage door. He heard voices speaking in low tones as he hid 
behind several stacked boxes. The Eagle went to grab his listening 
device when the rear door pushed open and two thin men entered.

“Yo, you got the keys, man?”
“I got the mother fuckers, nigga. Relax. It’s all good.”
The two moved over near the passenger door of the Corvette, 

and one of the men laughed and said, “Did ya see that last bitch’s 
face when we jumped her naked ass?”

“Oh yeah, man. Dat was some nasty shit you did.”
“So, how longs ya think she be out for?”
“A couple three hours, maybe. I hit her pretty hard, man. Da bitch 

won’t be pullin’ any mo fights with attackers, I tell you that. And her 
man won’t pull no superman shit again. Hear?”

The Eagle heard the door locks release, and he slid around the SUV and 
moved behind the Corvette as the men argued about who was going to drive.

“Yo, my nigga, I’m the best driver of da two of us.”
“Fuck you, nigga. I’s the best. Sides, we ain’t leavin’ yet. We fucked 

the bitches at two houses, and da last one two doors up from here. I 
seen the bitch here when I lifted they keys to the Vette, bro. There’s a 
nice piece a ass here, homey, and she live alone. We don’t have to fuck 
up no guys to fuck her. Let’s drop the goods we took from the last two 
bitches in the car and have some more fun.”

The Eagle watched as one of them dropped a white pillow case 
into the passenger seat and turned to the other while holding his 
crotch and said, “Comes on. I cased this crib a few days ago when I’s 
here with Ronny who’s runnin’ the house painting scam. Dats when I 
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lifted da keys. We gots in and looked around good, homey. She be a 
fine piece a ass, and I got ten inches of cock fo her throat.”

The other man laughed and said, “Shit, mother fucka. Ten inches 
in yo dreams. You forgets I seen yo junk the last ten rapes. Yo junk is 
weak, bro. I got da ten inches, and yo can’t argue that.”

“Man, it’s fuckin’ two a.m. We gonna fuck dis bitch, or you 
wanna stand here runnin’ yo mouth?”

“Oh, fuck you. Just leave her throat intact this time, homey. Let’s go.”
The two men turned their backs to the car and were about to leave 

the garage when they heard a clatter of steel in the corner. They both 
jerked around, and one of them had a gun in his hands while the other 
was brandishing a large knife. The Eagle had thrown a small piece of 
steel that was leaning against the wall on the far side of the garage. 
He had moved to the driver’s side of the SUV opposite the two men, 
and, as they moved around to the back of the Corvette, the Eagle put 
himself between the Corvette and the side door. The two moved slowly 
around the back of the car with their weapons raised as the Eagle rose 
up in front of the car. He pulled a tranquilizer gun from his body armor 
and shot the man with the gun, dropping him instantly. The second 
man saw the Eagle’s giant silhouette with the gun trained on him.

“What the fuck? Who the fuck is you?”
The Eagle fired a second time, and both the man and the knife 

hit the floor. As the second man tried to scoot away from him, he 
repeated the question.

The Eagle leaned down close to his face and said, “You can call 
me justice, and you two are going to have a very, very bad day.” He 
secured their weapons and carried each man to his truck where he zip 
tied them and made a 911 call to report a home invasion two doors 
down from Connie. He got into his truck and drove down Tampa 
toward the 101 Freeway and Malibu and called Sara.

“Hello?”
“Prepare operating room number one and wake Karen. I have two 

individuals who are going to get some special attention from the Iron 
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Eagle.” Sara hung up and called Karen’s cell. She was stretched out 
over Chris, sound asleep, and Chris answered. Sara said, “WOW … 
are you using steroids, Karen, because you sound like a man.”

Chris was half out of it as the two had had drinks after dinner and 
said, “Karen is a little drunk, Sara. What’s up?”

“Drunk? Jesus Chris! Karen can’t be getting drunk when she’s 
on call and when we’re in the middle of inspections. Fuck! Wake her 
ass up and you two meet me in the lair. The Eagle is on his way in, 
and he has two guests.” Chris heard Sara cursing as she hung up the 
line. He reached over to Karen and shook her, but she didn’t move.

He shook her again, calling her name, and Karen said, “I’m awake. 
I was awake. I’m not hammered. I’m just tired.”

“Well, we better get our asses untired. That was Sara. She’s pissed, 
and the Eagle is inbound with two guests.”

Karen jumped up out of bed and threw on a robe and said, “Oh shit, 
Chris! If John finds out that I tied one on, he is going to kick your ass.”

“Why my ass?”
“Isn’t it obvious? I’m under age, dummy. You gave me the booze. 

Shit! I have to get my head straight in the run up to the house.” Chris 
grabbed a robe, and the two took off for the main house. As they 
rounded the corner to the kitchen entrance, Sara was standing in the 
doorway with her arms crossed and an unhappy look on her face. 
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 Chapter Twelve
“That’s one hell of 
a good question.”

T
he Eagle threw the bags of soil he had taken off the SUV to Chris 
as he opened the back door to his truck. “When we were out at 
the reservoir on the Bills killing, did you take soil samples?”

Chris nodded and said, “Um …yeah. We all did. Why?”
“Put those in a safe place. We’ll need to compare these samples 

against the ones from the scene.” The Eagle had lifted one of the men 
out of the truck and was carrying him into the lair. Chris started to 
follow, and the Eagle looked back at him and said, “There’s a second 
man, Chris. Stow those bags and bring the guy to operating room one.”

Chris put the small samples of dirt into the pocket of his robe and 
grabbed the short thin man from the back of John’s truck and put him over 
his shoulder. As the man began to come to, he asked, “Where the fuck is I?”

Chris laughed and said, “Well, I don’t know what you did to 
deserve to be brought here, but you’re most likely entering the 
earthly version of the gates of hell. Think of me as Cerberus. I guard 
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the gates and your host.” The man started screaming as Chris closed 
the operating room door.

Sam was sound asleep when her cellphone rang. She groped in 
the darkness and looked at the red light display on her alarm clock 
that was flashing three a.m.

“What the hell?”
John’s voice was on the other end of the line, and he asked, “Have 

there been any reports of a serial rapist or home invasion rapes?”
Sam sat up in her bed and looked around her dark bedroom and asked, 

“I think we’re investigating a few cases. Why? John, what’s going on?”
“I just printed two home boys who were bragging about doing 

a home invasion on some people and were planning a third when I 
grabbed them. I just want to know if these two fit the bill.”

Sam got her feet and said, “Okay. Send me their prints, and I’ll run 
them in the NCIC and local bases.”

“I already did that. They both have long rap sheets, including 
sexual violence and domestic abuse. I just need verification of two 
home invasion robberies or rapes near the corner of Tampa Avenue 
and Wells Drive last night or this morning.”

“Okay, okay. Give me five minutes.” She hung up and called the 
station, only to get an answer that shocked her, so she quickly called 
John. “Two home invasion robberies on Wells Drive. In both cases, a 
husband and wife were pistol whipped, and the wives sexually assaulted 
and then robbed. I was also just told that the coroner has been called out 
as well as our CSI team. How the fuck can you know this?”

“It’s not important now. Get the prints to the crime scene 
investigators and see if we get a match.”

“And just how the fuck am I supposed to do that without getting a 
thousand questions on how I got these prints?”

John was quiet for a second and then said, “You’re going to be 
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the new Sheriff. Figure it out. I need the answer yesterday.” John 
hung up and Sam stormed into her bathroom. 

Jim was staring at the ceiling above his bed, his face dripping 
with sweat, as Barbara snored lightly beside him. He looked over at 
the clock. It showed three ten a.m. He grabbed a hand towel that he 
kept on his nightstand, sat up, and dried his face and head.

Barbara roused and leaned over to touch him and pulled back, 
“Jimmy!  Jesus Christ. Not again.”

“It’s okay, Barb. Just night sweats.”
She turned on the lamp and looked at Jim’s pale face and said, 

“No. Not just night sweats. This has been going on for months now. 
What the hell is going on?”

Jim got out of bed and walked over to the sliding glass doors 
leading to the pool deck. Barbara looked at the sweat glistening off his 
flabby, nude body and said, “You are going to make an appointment 
to see Sara or Karen, and, if you refuse, I will make it for you.”

Jim pulled open the doors and walked out and sat down on a 
chaise lounge and put a cigarette in his mouth. Barbara grabbed his 
Zippo and lit the smoke before lighting one of her own. After taking 
a deep hit, she asked, “Nightmare?”

Jim took a hit off the cigarette and drew a deep breath before releasing 
the smoke into the foggy morning air and said, “Yeah, yeah. A nightmare.”

Barbara sat quietly for a few minutes before saying, “It’s Steve, 
isn’t it? You’re having nightmares about Steve Hoffman’s murder.” 
Jim took another drag but didn’t respond. She looked at him and 
said, “What happened to Steve and Charlie was not your fault.”

Jim put his hands in the air and said in a weary voice, “I can’t get 
it out of my head. I can’t get the sight of Steve hitting the ground, or 
of Charlie in that burned out house shot and speaking to me for the 
last time, out of my mind. Charlie had a death wish …”
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“So did Steve. He was dying, Jimmy. The ALS was taking him. 
It was, in the end, a blessing.”

Jim nodded slightly and said, “Yes, no, maybe. Fuck, Barb, I 
wanted that cop killer so bad I walked right into the middle of the 
Eagle’s trap for him and got Steve killed.”

Barbara stubbed the butt out in an ashtray on the table and said, 
“No. You were running on adrenaline. You were focused on getting the 
son of a bitch for killing Charlie. In the end, the Eagle got the killer, 
and Steve was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

Jim shook his head slowly and said, “Steve stood for the last time 
and took a bullet that was intended for me. He saved my life.”

She was about to speak when Jim’s cellphone started ringing, and she 
looked at him and said, “Five bucks says it’s fuckin’ Sam with a crisis.”

Jim walked into the bedroom and grabbed his phone. “What’s the 
crisis, Sam?”

“I just got a call from John. He wanted to know if there had been 
any home invasions or rapes tonight at Tampa and Wells in Encino.”

Jim was walking back out to the patio and grabbed two heavy 
robes and put one over Barbara’s shoulders and asked, “Okay … so 
… have there been?”

Sam said, “Two. Three houses apart. John said he had prints and 
rap sheets on two perps, and he wants me to get the prints to the 
crime scenes and get a comparison to see if there’s a match.”

“So, what’s the damn problem? Go to the scene and collect prints.”
“Jim, how the hell do I explain the fact that I have these prints, 

especially if I have prints that are a match for the scene?”
Jim shook his head looking at Barbara, who had a slight smile 

on her face. Jim said, “You really are a newbie, kid. You don’t tell 
anyone you have the prints. You go to the scene and ask if there are 
any prints. There will be, even if they are just the home owners. And 
if there are others, get a copy and cross them against what John sent. 
This isn’t fuckin’ rocket science, Sam.” She didn’t respond, and Jim 
said, “Sam! What the hell is your problem?”
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“The man on the other end of the line wasn’t John Swenson, Jim. 
I know the difference between John and the Eagle. The voice was 
that of the Eagle, and I think he has the two guys.”

Jim laughed and said, “Boo fuckin’ hoo for them. If they’re the perps 
and the Eagle grabbed them, they punched their own ticket to hell.”

“I don’t want to assist the Eagle in killing.”
Jim walked to the edge of the pool deck and said, “Now, you 

listen to me. I’ve had about all I am going to take of your whiny ass 
bullshit when it comes to the Eagle. You have seen firsthand how the 
Eagle operates, and you know that if the Eagle has some perps, they 
have done something really, really bad. The fact that he called you 
and asked you to check out a scene for him means that he might have 
bad guys, but, until he knows the depths of their crimes, he can’t 
press them or punish them. What did he say to you?”

“He said he needs the information yesterday on the two sets of prints.”
“Do you know where the crime scenes are?”
“Yeah.”
“Send me the addresses and I will meet you out there.”
Sam texted the information to him, and he hung up. Jim looked at 

the addresses and looked at Barbara and asked, “Where does Connie 
Beltran live?”

She got a thoughtful look on her face and then said, “Encino or 
somewhere thereabouts on Wells Drive at the corner where Tampa 
Avenue ends and Wells Drive begins. Why?”

“Have we ever been to her home?”
“Yeah, Jimmy, several times for parties. It’s been several years. 

What’s going on? Has something happened to Connie?”
“No … there are two crime scenes nearly right next door to her, 

and John called Sam with prints from two perps.”
Barbara looked at him and asked, “Was it John or the Eagle who 

called Sam?”
Jim shrugged and said, “That’s one hell of a good question.”
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It was just before sunrise when Jim pulled up to the first address 
on the crime log. His heart sank when he saw the coroner’s van 
parked out in front of the house and several of his deputies’ cars and 
CSI team on-scene. He spotted Sam standing in a corner near the 
front door, pale faced, and asked Jade what they had.

“A mess, Jim. A really, really brutal mess. Husband and wife 
tortured to death. You need to come see this for yourself.”

Before heading inside, he asked Sam if she checked the prints. When 
she shook her head, he asked if she was okay. Sam stepped forward and 
then leaned over the railing to the house entrance and threw up. Jade 
was standing in the doorway watching Sam, and Jim looked at Jade and 
said, “Well, that answers my fuckin’ question, doesn’t it?”

Jade nodded as she walked into the house, and Jim followed, calling 
to Sam, “Hold your vomit for a few more minutes. Let’s see what we 
have. Follow me.” He walked into the front room, and sheriff personnel 
were everywhere. He looked at Sam and said, “Unincorporated LA 
County. This is all us, Sam.” He walked into the formal living room 
where Jade was kneeling over the body of a badly beaten man. His 
skull had been crushed in with a candelabra that was lying nearby in 
an evidence bag. Jim looked around and asked whose home it was.

Jade said, “This is the home of Tristan and Joshua Rodin.”
Jim surveyed the destruction and asked, “Rodin? The furniture 

store magnate?”
“One and the same.”
She adjusted the meat thermometer in the victim’s liver, and Jim 

asked, “You have an estimated TOD?”
“Between one and three a.m. The house is pretty warm, so I think 

it was closer to midnight or one a.m.” Jim saw that Rodin’s eyes 
were open, and there were tear streaks on his face.

“Mr. Rodin witnessed something other than his own murder. 
Where’s the wife?”
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“Upstairs. Jessica is working on her.”
He waved for Sam to follow him, and the two ascended the staircase. 

The master bedroom was lit up like a photo shoot and cameras were 
flashing in every corner. “So, do we have a porn shoot in here?”

Jessica was taking the last of her photos when Jim and Sam walked into 
the room. She looked at Jim and said, “Some pretty sick and twisted porn, 
Jim.” Jim looked over to the California king-sized bed and saw Tristan 
Rodin’s eyes and mouth wide open. Her throat had been slit and blood 
pooled on the bed and arterial spray covered the wall behind her body.

“Jesus … whoever did this is covered in blood.”
“Oh, yes. The killer was on top of her and slit her throat as he 

raped her.”
Tristan was nude. Her legs had been tied over her head to the 

headboard, and her vagina and anus were seeping out feces and semen. 
Jim looked at Sam and said, “Our killer is a secretor. Interesting. If he has 
a rap sheet, his DNA will be in the database.” Jessica nodded, and Jim 
asked, “Are there any prints?” She pulled out her tablet and handed it to 
him. He sent the file to himself and handed the tablet back to her.

The bedroom was in ruins, but he noticed two small micro cameras 
in the corner of the ceiling. He looked at Sam and said, “Well, I doubt 
that our killer, or killers, noticed those cameras,” he said pointing at 
them. “Somewhere, there is a security room. Have we found it?”

One of his deputies called out from the closet, “Yeah, Sheriff. I 
just located it. Looks like a panic room.”

“Well, it looks like their attackers got the drop on them, and they 
never made it here.” Jim told the deputy to wait outside, and Sam 
entered the room with Jim as he said, “Watch, listen, and learn.” He 
put on a pair of latex gloves while looking at the live monitor feeds. 
The whole interior of the house and the bedroom were visible. He 
could see Jade working on the husband in the living room and Jessica 
on the bed with Tristin. He pressed several buttons on the system’s 
keyboard and then pulled a USB cable from his pocket and plugged 
it into his tablet. There was a small button above the ‘escape’ key 
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on the keyboard that read, ‘system backup.’ When he pressed the 
backup button, data started to flow to his tablet.

He pulled the fingerprint files that Jade had given him, and, in a 
matter of seconds, he had a hit on all of them. He saved the file in a ZIP 
folder and sent it off to John via encrypted email. Sam looked at him and 
asked, “You’re just sending the file to John without looking at it?”

“I don’t have to look at it now to know what’s on it. We will look 
at it later today, but John needs to see it now.”

Sam whispered, “You mean the Eagle?” Jim nodded as they 
walked out of the closet. Since his CSI team and Jade and Jessica 
had things under control, he asked one of his deputies if there had 
been a 911 call from the scene.

The deputy shook his head and said, “It came in from an unknown 
caller. Dispatch has tried to trace the phone, but there is no record.”

Jim nodded and asked, “There was a second crime scene?” The 
deputy nodded, and Jim asked about fatalities.

“No, sir. The husband was beaten badly, but they say he will live. 
He’s en route to the hospital. The wife was brutalized much like the 
victim here minus the throat cutting but managed to survive. She’s in 
shock. They have her at the house.”

Jim walked out of the bedroom, saying, “You people work this 
damn crime scene. I want the animal or animals who did this. Check 
the usual suspects and check out all of the local fencing operations. 
The shit taken will be hitting their sites and shops in hours. The killer 
can’t unload it himself, and I doubt that he did this to collect some 
fuckin’ trinkets to decorate his home.” Sam followed him back to his 
car and called John and asked if he got the files.

“Yes, Jim, thank you. Chris and I are watching the video with 
Sara and Karen.”

“Does the Eagle have the perps?” There was a moment of silence, 
then John said yes and hung up.

Sam looked at Jim and asked, “Does the Eagle have the men who 
did this?” He nodded slowly. The look on her face was hard to read, so 
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he lit two cigarettes and handed one to her.
“What’s going through your mind, Sam?”
She took a deep hit off the cigarette and said, “Nothing that sits 

well with this goddamn badge, Jim. Not one fuckin’ thing.”
Jim let out a laugh as he got into his car and said, “Well, it’s about 

damn time. I’m sure if I ask the Eagle, you can be in on the interrogation.”
Sam just shook her head and said she’d read the reports and watch 

the Eagle’s videos after it was over, then added, “I’m not ready to be a 
party to his justice, but I’m goddamned thankful the Eagle got them.”

Jim started the car with the cigarette hanging out of his mouth and 
a ring of smoke coming up around his head. “The Eagle was checking 
out another lead that had nothing to do with these crimes. He was 
looking for Bills’ and Styles’ killer and stumbled onto these two guys.”

She looked surprised and said, “These two weren’t the targets?” 
He shook his head, and she asked, “But how did he get these two?”

Jim laughed as he put the car in gear and said, “I don’t know, but 
I’m guessing these two idiots were in the wrong place at the right time 
and met the Eagle along the way. I also think that the Eagle will be 
delivering evidence regarding the Styles’ and Bills’ killings today, so 
get your head together. It’s going to be one hell of a day.” 
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 Chapter Thirteen
“When is it ever a good 

time to deal with murder?”

W
ells Drive was lit up with the flashing lights of cruisers, 
ambulances, and fire trucks. Connie had been asleep and was 
awakened when the first units arrived on scene with sirens 

blaring. She had been pacing her bedroom the better part of the night, 
waiting for a knock on her door, a knock that had not come. She 
looked out her bedroom curtains and saw media crews pulling up 
and deputies pushing them back. Three local network news trucks 
were now parked in front of her home, and she knew that if the police 
weren’t going to knock on her door, the media would not hesitate.

She walked into the bathroom and started the shower when she heard her 
doorbell ring. She ignored it and showered and dressed for the day. She made 
her way downstairs as her doorbell rang on and off, and she finally gave in 
and answered the door at six fifteen. She opened the door to see the smiling 
face of Kelly Frost staring back at her with a microphone in one hand and a 
clipboard in the other. Connie smiled and asked, “Can I help you?”
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“I hope so, ma’am. My name is Kelly Frost with...”
Connie cut her off mid-sentence and said, “I know who you are, 

Ms. Frost. What can I do for you?” A film crew had arrived behind 
Kelly, and they had their bright lights shining in Connie’s face as 
Kelly pointed her microphone at Connie and started asking questions 
about her neighbors.

“Are you aware that Mr. and Mrs. Rodin were murdered last night?”
Connie put her arm up to shield her eyes from the bright lights 

and said, “Well … no. But I am now.”
“Did you know the Rodins well?”
Connie shook her head and said, “No. I knew their names, but I 

didn’t know them. That’s horrible! Murdered?”
Kelly smiled and said, “Yes, yes, it is. Have you had any type of 

trouble like this in your neighborhood before?” She had obviously been 
too tied up in her reporting to have paid attention to Connie’s uniform.

Connie shook her head and said, “I have lived in this neighborhood 
for thirty years, and I can’t recall there ever being a homicide.”

Kelly pressed her body against Connie’s half-opened door, and 
Connie was pushing back. “Well, do you know of anyone who would 
want to hurt the Rodins?”

“What the hell kind of question is that, Ms. Frost? You are not law 
enforcement. You’re a damn reporter who likes to try and grab headlines. 
You were the idiot who got on live TV the other night and asked the 
Iron Eagle for a damn interview. Well? Have you gotten that interview, 
Ms. Frost? Isn’t it bad enough that a couple has been killed and that this 
neighborhood is going to have to deal with that? I know a lot about law 
enforcement. It’s my job to protect our citizens from those people jailed in 
the federal system in Los Angeles and other parts of Southern California. 
I have been charged with overseeing that system, Ms. Frost. No. I’ll be 
damned if I am going to stand in my front door while your prissy little 
ass and your camera goons try to sensationalize the deaths of two of my 
neighbors. Get the hell off my property.” She slammed the door shut then 
turned and leaned against the door with a huge smile on her face. 
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Chris was sitting between Sara and Karen as the Eagle played 
the surveillance video from the Rodin home. There was audio, and 
the four watched as two black men approached the front door of the 
house at eleven p.m. The film was time and date stamped and in full 
color. Joshua Rodin could be seen getting out of bed and calling 
down over an intercom asking who was at the door.

“This is the police, sir. We’ve had a report of a burglary of one of 
your neighbors and wanted to make sure that you are okay.”

Rodin could be seen pressing the button on his speaker and heard 
saying they were fine and their home was secure.

A few seconds passed, and the male voice asked, “Mr. Rodin, I’m 
sorry to bother you, but could you and Mrs. Rodin come to the door, 
so that we can be sure that you are okay?”

Rodin was seen waking his wife and then walking down the stairs 
to the front door. After disarming the security system and opening 
the door, the two men rushed in and proceeded to repeatedly rape 
Mrs. Rodin while forcing her husband to watch.

Finally, one of the men was heard saying, “Yo, man. I hears something. 
It might be five-o. We need to get their shit and get the fuck outta here.” The 
man on top of Mrs. Rodin pulled his knife blade across her throat, and blood 
began spraying everywhere. As Joseph Rodin screamed her name, the two 
men drug him from the bedroom and forced him to open a safe on the main 
level, then one of the men began smashing his skull with a candelabra.

The Eagle stopped the footage and turned to see Sara and Karen 
in tears and Chris sitting cool and calm. Chris looked at the Eagle and 
said, “We have their prints. We have their faces, and we have them in 
the act. What I can’t decide is what fate these two should meet.”

Karen said, “Whatever you do to them, do it slowly and painfully. 
They deserve no mercy.”

Chris nodded as did the Eagle. Sara looked at him and said, “We 
have several cases of embalming fluid from the Marker case.”
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The Eagle looked at her and said, “Perhaps at the end, but these 
two need to suffer the pains of hell before I use that. That’s too fast 
for the likes of these two.”

Chris put on a pair of black leather gloves and said, “Can I take 
the first run at them?” The Eagle nodded, and Chris walked out of the 
conference room and down the hall to operating room one. He left the 
door open as the two men were trying to speak, and Sara heard several 
hard slugs and grunts, then screams and the sound of clothing ripping.

She looked at Karen and the Eagle and said, “Well, Karen and I are 
going to prepare IVs for you. The usual solution?”

The Eagle looked at the video of Joshua with his hands in a 
defensive position, waiting for what he knew was the death blow and 
said, “Double the solution.”

“I can do that, but the pain could kill them.”
The Eagle shook his head and said, “No … they’re young and 

strong. They can take it.”
Sara asked, “How about the first bag with a dose and a half and 

then the second with the double dose just to be safe?”
The Eagle nodded and said, “You’re the doctor. I will follow your 

advice. Now, if you will excuse me, I need to introduce myself to my guests 
and then drill it into their heads just how horrific a thing they have done.”

Karen looked up at the screen and then over at the Eagle and said, 
“This is not their first murder. There are others. You should check unsolved 
cases and recent cases in the same area.” The Eagle nodded and walked out 
of the room. Sara shut off the light to the conference room and the seal of 
the Iron Eagle glowed red on the back wall above the Eagle’s seat.

Karen looked at it and said, “You know, there was a time when 
that sculpture freaked me out and scared me.”

Sara nodded, looking at its crimson eyes, and said, “Yeah. Me, too, 
but that passed pretty fast when I learned John’s secret identity.”

“I knew John was the Eagle from the night he saved me at Barstow’s 
so many years ago, but it has only been in the past couple of years that 
the Eagle has gone from a terrifying symbol to one of comfort.”
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Sara pulled on Karen’s arm and said, “Come on. We need to 
prepare the IVs. That symbol might comfort you and me, but it 
terrifies the Eagle’s victims.” Karen nodded as she followed Sara 
down the hall to one of the storage rooms.

It was ten minutes to eight, and Gloria arrived at the federal 
building bright-eyed and eager to work. She walked into her cubicle to 
find a note from Violet asking to see her. She turned on her computer 
and started to move some files around when she heard Violet’s voice.

“So, you had the day off yesterday?”
Gloria didn’t look up and said, “Yes, I did, and I am more tired from 

my day off than I was before I took it.”
Violet laughed and said, “That’s because you spend your time doing 

a lot of strenuous activity when you are away from the office.”
Gloria nodded and asked, “I have this note from you. What do 

you need?”
Violet leaned on the desk and said seriously, “Don’t pass your work 

off on me. Got it?”
Gloria looked at her and said, “I didn’t mean to pass off my work 

on you, Vi. I was out. I don’t have control over what people do here 
when I’m out.”

Violet stood up straight and said, “John has asked me to work the 
Bills and Styles cases, so I don’t need your work distracting me. Okay?”

She nodded and asked, “Why are you working those cases? You’re not 
an investigating agent. You’re an attorney. Isn’t that going to take away 
from the Cohen case and the prosecution of all these damn lawyers?”

Violet shook her head and said, “No. This is an important case, 
Gloria, and I want to try and solve it, so I can get on the streets 
investigating current crimes and not shining a seat with my ass.”

“Well, good luck.” Gloria paused then said, “And Violet,” she said 
whispering, “you have a really nice ass. It shouldn’t be shining a seat at all.”
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Violet shook her head as she walked away and said, “I tell 
you, Gloria, there are times when I wonder if you are not sexually 
confused. You’re flirting with me, and you want to be a woman.”

“Hey, I’m bisexual. I just learned that in the past few days … or 
at least I think I am.”

Violet walked out of sight, and Gloria pulled her cellphone from 
her purse and dialed a number and said, “Heads up … John has Violet 
Harper investigating the Bills and Styles murders.”

The voice on the other end of the line was soft spoken and said, 
“Now, that’s an interesting development. How do you know this?”

“She just told me.”
“Did she tell you anything else?”
“No.”
“Do you think she suspects anything?”
Gloria looked around the office as a few agents were filing in with 

their coffee. “I don’t think so. Violet is a litigator not an investigator.”
“Then why would John put her on this case?”
Gloria shrugged and said, “Beats the hell out of me. I just thought 

you would want a heads up in case she comes to talk to you.” Several 
agents were now in close proximity, and Gloria said, “I have to go. 
Do you want to have dinner tonight?”

“Yes. Come to my house at eight. We have much to talk about.” 
Gloria hung up the phone and smiled as she moved some files around 
on her desk.

It was nine ten a.m. when John and Chris arrived at the office. 
Chris handed John the dirt samples he had given him from the night 
before. John took the bags and said, “We need to take these to the 
lab for analysis. Grab the evidence bag from the Bills scene.” Chris 
walked out of John’s office as Violet walked in, and John said, “This 
is not a good time, Violet.”
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She smiled and said, “When is it ever a good time to deal with murder?”
John looked up from his desk and asked, “Do you have anything 

new on the Styles or Bills cases?”
Violet shook her head and said, “I did speak to Kelly Frost.”
“Okay … why the hell did you do that?”
“A hunch.”
“A hunch about what?”
Violet sat down and said, “I think we need to put a tap on her cell 

and home phones. I think that she has been contacted by the killer.”
John looked at her and asked, “And what evidence do you have 

to support that statement?”
“None … but even if it is a kook who called, I have a feeling that 

she has been contacted and could end up the next victim.”
John pulled out two evidence bags from next to his desk from 

the Marshals office and said, “Here. I want you to go through the 
personal ads in all of these papers and see if any are marked in any 
way. I also want you to see if there is a user name that repeats in the 
papers in the last two weeks of these ads.”

Violet took the bags from him and said, “Print is dead, John. 
Everything is done online now. No one uses the paper to get dates.”

He nodded and said, “Well, one of our victims was reading one 
of those papers, and, according to Barbara O’Brian, had an affinity 
for the printed paper.”

Violet stood and asked, “Where do you want me to go over this crap?”
“Use the empty office off the evidence room. That way you can 

spread out.”
“Can I have some help?” John shook his head. Violet looked at 

the thick plastic bags and said, “Jesus, John. You have me looking 
for a needle in a haystack. I’ll waste at least a week on this.”

John pulled out his tablet and said, “Then you better get to it. The 
next victim might be reading these ads right now. You need to beat 
the killer to him or her.” Violet walked out of John’s office in a huff.
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 Chapter Fourteen
“Are you the Iron Eagle?”

J
ill McAlister walked into the Rampart station bow-legged and 
exhausted. One of her friends looked her up and down and said, 
“Let me guess. You were out with ‘friends’ last night.”
Jill sat down gently in her chair at the dispatch desk and said, “Oh 

yeah. Thirty of them to be exact. Thirty-one if you count my client.”
Gail Roberts looked at her and asked, “Please tell me that it wasn’t 

another party for one of the dumbasses here.”
Jill shook her head and said, “No. I learned my lesson about being 

a cop’s party favor.”
Gail nodded and whispered, “I would hope the hell so. As I recall, 

you were in the hospital for nearly a week after the last party you did 
… and they stiffed you.” She laughed, then apologized, “I’m sorry. 
They gave it to you without giving it to you.”

Jill just shrugged and said, “Very fuckin’ funny, Gail. You recall because 
you were there, and, as I recall, you ended up on the end of more than one 
cock, and you weren’t getting paid. You were just an innocent victim.”
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“Okay. Fair enough. Let’s not relive that nightmare. So, who were 
you with all day yesterday? I know you weren’t sick.”

Jill smiled and put on her headset and said, “That’s for me to 
know, and you most likely to never find out.” Gail pulled up the units 
on her dispatch screen and started calling out units.

John and Chris were sitting in the crime lab of the federal building 
when the results from the dirt sample came in via secure message. 
John opened the report and looked at Chris and said, “The dirt on the 
SUV and the dirt from the Bills scene are a match.”

Chris looked at him and said, “Well, what are we waiting for? You 
know where the vehicle is, right?” John nodded. “And you have the 
address where you got the sample, so let’s go get the perp.”

John sat for a few minutes and said, “It’s not going to be that simple.” 
“Um … I’m sorry, John, but you have a sample that matches 

a homicide scene. We swear out a warrant and go to the suspect’s 
home.” The look on Chris’s face said it all.

John said, “You see why it’s not that easy?”
Chris nodded and said, “Illegal search. And how the hell do we 

explain how you came to have these samples?”
“We have to approach this from outside the Bureau, I’m afraid.”
Chris looked at John and said, “Yeah, I can see that you’re all 

broke up over that.”
John asked for Chris’s tablet and beamed him the tracking device 

information and said, “If you see either of those vehicles move, get 
out there and follow them. We need to go downtown and speak to 
Ms. Beltran.” Chris didn’t ask why. He just followed John out of the 
lab and into the elevator.
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Barbara had finished up her rounds and went upstairs to find 
Connie sitting in her office waiting for her. She walked in and asked, 
“What’s up, Connie?”

“Are you free for dinner tonight?”
Barbara looked her up and down and said, “Jim and I have plans. Why?”
“I just want to go over some more information with you since you 

are going to stay on the job.”
Barbara laughed and said, “You can do that right here in my office. 

What information in particular?”
Connie shrugged and said, “You know what … it’s not that important. 

It’s more important that you and Jim spend time together. You get so little 
of that, I hear.” Barbara nodded as Connie left her office.

Kelly Frost had left the station and headed for lunch at Mark’s 
Pizza in Studio City. She parked in the back of the restaurant and 
walked around to the front and ordered herself a slice and sat down at 
one of the small tables. Everyone in the restaurant knew her, and she 
brushed her short black bangs aside and looked at the young woman 
working the register and said, “You’re new. What’s your name?”

The young girl looked at her and said, “Shelly.”
Kelly smiled as she handed Shelly a twenty-dollar bill and watched 

her having trouble making change. She asked, “Where’s Mark?”
Shelly was looking down at the register, trying to make the 

change, and said, “He was here a few minutes ago. I don’t know 
where he is. Probably in the back.” She handed her the change, and 
Kelly counted it and handed her back a dollar eighty.

“You don’t want to be short in your register at the close of the 
day.” Shelly nodded as Kelly walked back to her table.
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It was one thirty p.m. when Violet exited the office next to the evidence 
room bleary-eyed. She walked back to her desk and the Cohen investigation 
files and was going to ask Gloria to lunch, but she wasn’t at her desk.

“Has anyone seen Gloria?”
One of the agents in her section said, “I think she went to lunch 

about ten minutes ago.”
Violet surveyed Gloria’s desk, which was neat, tidy, and way out 

of character for her. She asked, “Did she say where she was going?” 
No one seemed to know, so she walked to the elevator to go to lunch.

Kelly had polished off the last bite of her pizza and thanked 
Mark, who had been in the walk-in cooler when she came in, for a 
great lunch. She walked out of the restaurant and started back to her 
car when her phone rang.

“Kelly Frost.”
“Ms. Frost, are you ready for your interview with the Iron Eagle?” 

Kelly looked around as she walked to her car and asked, “Uh … yes? 
But who are you?”

“That should be the least of your worries. Please proceed to your car, 
and I will instruct you from there.” Kelly walked back to her vehicle, and 
the voice continued, “Okay … you’re going to feel a little bit of pressure.” 
Those were the last words she heard as everything went black.

Sean Seagate was sitting in his office at the station when his phone 
rang. He pressed the button on his wireless headset and said, “This is Sean.”

“Mr. Sean Seagate?” The voice on the other end of the line was 
deep, and he could not tell if it was male or female.

“That’s correct. To whom am I speaking?”
“To the person who has your reporter, Ms. Kelly Frost.”
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Sean sat up in his chair and asked, “What do you mean you have 
Ms. Frost?”

“I didn’t stutter, Mr. Seagate. Ms. Frost is in my care at the moment.”
He stood up and asked, “What do you want?”
“Oh, now, Sean. May I call you Sean? Sean, it isn’t about what I 

want. It’s about what Ms. Frost wants.”
Sean’s shoulders sunk, and he asked, “Are you the Iron Eagle?”
There was a light laugh, and the person said, “No, I’m not the Eagle; 

however, Ms. Frost made a media plea the other night for an interview 
with the Eagle, and you are going to help her get that interview.”

Sean was pacing his office and asked, “And just how am I going 
to do that?”

“The news, Sean. You’re going to use the news. You’re going to 
put out a breaking news story that Ms. Frost has been abducted while 
searching for the Iron Eagle.”

“I can’t just have our people make that type of statement based on 
your phone call. I’m sorry. I have no proof that Ms. Frost is missing.”

“Proof of Ms. Frost’s abduction. That’s what you need? Okay. You 
will receive proof within the hour.” The phone line went dead, and Sean 
ran out of his office headed for the media room searching for Kelly.
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 Chapter Fifteen
“It was Sara who fi rst 

said those words.”

I
t was four thirty p.m. The light breeze blew across the open foothills of 
Lake View Terrace. Kelly Frost was banging her hands in the blackness 
of her cramped quarters and screaming, “Where am I? Let me out.”

Her captor sat on the trunk of the car as Kelly wept and pounded, 
begging to be let out. “Now, now, Ms. Frost. I’m going to open the trunk, 
so relax.” The trunk lid opened, and the flood of light caught her off guard.

She tried to shield her eyes while asking, “Who are you? Why are 
you doing this?”

The class ring on her finger caught her attacker’s attention, and she 
asked, “Where did you go to school, Ms. Frost?”

Kelly pulled her hands away from her face and saw a tall woman 
in a deep blue veil. “What the hell do you care where I went to school? 
Who the hell are you? Where am I? Where’s the Iron Eagle?”

The woman pulled her out of the trunk and across the gravel to 
a small shack with no doors. She slapped Kelly several times across 
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the face and kept repeating, “When I speak to you, you speak to me. 
When I ask you a question, you answer it. Am I clear?” With each 
blow, Kelly’s head moved violently from side to side.

The woman threw her on the ground in the shed, and Kelly was 
crying and licking blood off her lips and saying, “Yes, yes, I understand.”

“Very good. You’re going to get what you want as long as I get the 
information that I want. Now, the ring on your finger, it’s a class ring, right?”

Kelly nodded slowly and said, “Yes. I graduated from Columbia 
University with a degree in journalism.” She studied her assailant 
but couldn’t make out any facial features. She looked over at the car 
only to discover it was an unremarkable white Chevrolet with the 
trunk and driver’s side door open.

“You are very, very beautiful, Ms. Frost. I bet you were the bell of the 
ball when you were in school. I bet you have to beat the men off these days.”

Kelly looked on in confusion as her captor held her ankle and 
rummaged through a box of tools on an old work bench. She said, 
“I don’t understand. Why have you taken me? You do know that my 
network will pay handsomely for my safe return?”

Her captor turned with her right hand down at her side and said, “Not 
if they don’t believe that you have been abducted. Besides, I didn’t grab 
you for ransom. I grabbed you to show the Eagle that I can get to anyone.”

Kelly’s eyes widened, and she said, “You told me that you were 
going to get me an interview with the Iron Eagle.”

“Yes, I did, didn’t I? Well, Ms. Frost, I don’t know who the Eagle 
is myself, but I can assure you that he, along with the whole of Los 
Angeles, will know that you have been abducted. Who knows? He 
might just try and save you, if he can put the pieces of the puzzle 
together in time. For now, though, I need a little something to prove 
to your station manager that you have, indeed, been abducted. I think 
that your class ring will do just fine.”

Kelly looked up as her captor grabbed her hand and put it on the 
small wooden table. Her captor raised her right hand, and Kelly let out a 
blood curdling scream as what had been a wet mist turned to rain.
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John and Chris arrived back at the house just before five p.m. 
The two men walked into the living room, and John grabbed two 
bottles of water and threw one to Chris, who asked, “So … are we 
going to talk some more with the Eagle’s guests?”

John nodded, taking a drink from the bottle and walking over to 
the lair entrance and passing his hand along the wall.

“It’s quieter than it was a few hours ago,” Chris said as he put on 
his leather gloves in the conference room.

After swallowing the last of his water, John said, “Sara and 
Karen sedated them after we left. It won’t take much to wake them 
up. We need to find out what they know about Connie Beltran and 
that muddy SUV.”

Chris pulled his right glove on tight and asked, “Do you think there’s 
a connection between these two, Beltran, and the murders?”

John shook his head and said, “No. I listened to them talk in her 
garage. They were after her and her Corvette. One of them had been in 
her house on a house painting scam and grabbed the keys to her Corvette 
while inside. They were making plans to rape her when I got them.”

“Talk about being in the wrong place at the wrong time.” John nodded 
and pulled up a report that Jim had sent over to him on the two men in 
the lair. He handed his tablet to Chris, who studied the report, running his 
hand across the screen to read page after page. He looked up at John and 
said, “Jesus! These two have been doing this for a long time.”

“Indeed, but it’s the first time they’ve murdered a victim in cold 
blood at a crime scene … at least that we know of.”

Chris looked at the report and said, “Not true. It’s the first time Mr. 
Wells, aka ‘Tin Man,’ has outright killed a victim … at least on camera. 
But he and his pal Terrance Jacobs have a long history of violence, and 
several of their victims died days or weeks later in the hospital.”

John pulled out a pair of white coveralls and grabbed a second 
pair and threw them to Chris. “Well, their reign of terror is over. It’s 
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time that the Eagle gave them a taste of their own medicine. Are you 
ready, or want, to come into the world of the Eagle?”

Chris looked at him and said, “I’ve been in the world of the Eagle 
for some time. It’s time for me to cross the line from voyeur to active 
participant. These two don’t deserve anything but the worst possible 
treatment. My sister is never far from my mind anymore, John. The 
nightmares have gotten better but the guilt hasn’t.”

“Killing these men won’t correct what happened to Andrea, Chris. It 
wasn’t your fault. Sometimes, in my own quiet moments, I pray, and I 
wish and think of what might have been avoided in my own life.”

Chris looked at John with a soft look in his eyes and asked, “You 
pray? To God?”

John shrugged his shoulders and said, “I don’t know if there is a God 
or not, Chris, but I do pray … for wisdom, guidance, and strength. Don’t 
get me wrong. I don’t believe in religion. I never have, but I have looked 
into the eyes of the dying and watched their last minutes and seconds, and, 
in their dying eyes, I have seen what I think is, indeed, a vision of God.”

“I don’t understand. You see God in their eyes? You think they see 
God as they are dying?”

John started walking toward operating room one and said, “No. 
I have seen terror in their faces far greater than the pain the Eagle 
inflicted on them. I have seen a look that transcends any torture or 
judgment the Eagle could hand out. Never have I seen peace when 
death came to claim them. In those moments, the Eagle’s victims 
saw their judgment and would rather have stayed with the Eagle as 
opposed to falling into death’s hands.”

Chris asked softly, “Do you think that they see God and Hell?”
John shrugged once more and said, “I don’t know what they 

are seeing. But whatever it is, I think it is far more terrifying than 
anything that they experienced in this life.”

Chris whispered, “That’s why you say it.”
“Say what?”
“May God NOT have mercy on your soul.”
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The Eagle pushed open the operating room door and said, “It 
was Sara who first said those words to Thomas Marker as she let the 
embalming fluid enter his veins. I started to pay attention to the eyes 
of my victims and realized there was something beyond this life, and 
I adopted the final judgment from her.”

Chris walked in behind the Eagle, and Loren and Terrance were 
asleep on the gurneys next to each other. The Eagle pulled out two 
syringes and handed one to Chris and said, “Inject it right into the 
IV.” Chris did as instructed while the Eagle did the same, and the 
two men went from sleeping to screaming within seconds. The Eagle 
struck Terrance’s swollen face as Chris did the same to Loren. The 
Eagle had drilled out the teeth through their faces and asked, “Why 
were you in Connie Beltran’s garage?”

In agony, Terrance said, “Who’s Connie Beltran. I don’t knows 
no Beltran.”

“The garage I grabbed you in where you were dropping the goods 
you stole from Mr. and Mrs. Rodin and Mr. and Mrs. Tisher.”

Terrance looked over at Loren and then looked away when he 
saw his face. He started to cry, and Chris said, “Don’t start. Your 
tears will only bring you more suffering.”

Loren spit blood, and Chris restrained his head with a leather strap. 
Loren choked on his own saliva and blood and said, “Mercy! We don’t 
knows nuthin.” The Eagle started the video, so they could see themselves 
as they raped, beat, and then murdered Tristan Rodin.

The Eagle looked at them and asked, “Did you hear what Mrs. 
Rodin was screaming for the whole time you were raping and 
torturing her?” Terrance tried to turn his head, but it was restrained 
like Loren’s. The Eagle walked over to a small steel table and 
pulled it over between the two men. They were both nude, and the 
Eagle pulled a blue medical towel off the table to expose a litany of 
surgical instruments and a steel rod with a long power cord on it. 
The two men started screaming when the Eagle removed the towel, 
and he pulled some gauze from the table and handed a roll to Chris 
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and said, “They are only going to scream louder. Let’s at least lower 
the decibel level in here.” They shoved the material into Terrance 
and Loren’s mouths, and, as they screamed, the Eagle asked Chris, 
“Have you ever emasculated a man?”

“Only with words.”
The Eagle pulled a sharp curved scalpel from the table and handed 

it to Chris and then took a second one and said, “Watch and learn.” The 
Eagle grabbed Terrance’s penis and testicles in one hand and pulled 
and twisted, lifting them, then slid the scalpel under the scrotum and 
slit it in two. The Eagle was talking as he worked, “You see, Chris, 
it’s important to get the whole package in one shot. That way you can 
open the scrotum and the testicles will fall free of their confines.” The 
Eagle had a hold of Terrance’s penis and pulled up on it hard as the 
man’s balls fell onto the gurney. As Terrance screamed, he took one in 
his hand and said to Chris, “As you can see, a man’s balls are a lot like 
grapes.” He rolled the testicles between his fingers as Terrance wailed.

“Now, once freed from the scrotum, take one testicle at a time and 
pull it straight down until it pops off the main artery that feeds the 
penis and the rest of the reproductive system.” The Eagle ripped off 
the first of Terrance’s balls, and he let out a scream and passed out.

Chris looked at the Eagle and said, “That was short-lived.”
The Eagle shook his head and took a syringe off the table and stuck it 

into Terrance’s IV, and he awoke and continued to scream. “Not really. Men 
always pass out when you rip their nuts off. A little adrenaline along with 
a special cocktail of medications that Sara put together not only wakes the 
victim back up, but it also intensifies the pain when you rip out the second 
one.” The Eagle said the words as he ripped out Terrance’s other testicle.

Then, he pulled Terrance’s penis up hard and said, “Here, it gets 
a little tricky. You want to make sure when you remove the penis 
you get it at the root. The penis is held in place by the suspensory 
ligament just under the pubic bone. You need to cut it, so that you can 
pull the whole penis out in one shot.” The Eagle slid the blade under 
Terrance’s pubic bone, twisted his wrist, and pulled the entire penis 
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out. Terrance wailed, and the Eagle laid all his junk on Terrance’s 
belly, and said to Chris, “Any questions?”

Loren was in shock as he watched Terrance being emasculated. 
The Eagle looked at him and said, “That’s more mercy than you 
showed your victims. Now, it’s your turn.”

Chris repeated the steps the Eagle had demonstrated, and with a 
few slip ups, and some help from the Eagle, did the same to Loren. 
The Eagle placed his branding iron on Terrance’s chest, and the smell 
of burning flesh and hair began to fill the room.

“As you can see, there is substantial blood loss after this procedure. 
We have to cauterize the wound in order to keep them alive.” He took 
the iron and rammed it into the hole that used to contain Terrance’s 
manhood. He handed the iron to Chris, who followed suit.

The Eagle then took a half-inch piece of copper tubing and 
handed it to Chris and said, “You might need to feel around for the 
urethra. We need to get this tube into the bladder, so they can urinate, 
or they will die too soon.” When he was finished, he looked at the 
two half-conscious men and said, “That’s enough for this afternoon. 
Tomorrow, we’ll finalize your anuses.” He handed Chris yet another 
syringe and said, “Into the IV. They will look like they are sleeping, 
but they are anything but.”

Chris injected the drug and stared into Loren’s eyes and said, 
“He’s awake?”

The Eagle nodded and said, “Yes. They are both fully awake. We 
gave them a simple paralytic that does not affect breathing and then a 
second drug that Sara and I worked on that increases pain.”

Chris followed him out of the operating room and asked, “But 
pain alone can kill. After all that we just did, how is it possible they 
will stay alive?” The Eagle removed his face shield but the answer 
to Chris’s question came from Sara.

“I’ve worked for several years with the Eagle to perfect medications 
that will allow the Eagle to exact the most agony from his victims as 
possible without killing them.”
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Chris turned to see her and Karen. Sara looked at the Eagle and 
said, “From the smells, I would say you emasculated, cauterized, and 
branded them.” The Eagle nodded, and Sara said, “So these two are 
going back to the public?” The Eagle nodded again. “Well … then 
they have more bad shit coming. Come on, Karen. Let’s make sure 
they have fresh IVs and lots of really, really good pain medication.” 
Karen put her arms around Chris and gave him a hug and a kiss.

Chris said, “The pain medication is to keep up the intensity 
not relieve it, right?” Karen nodded as she followed Sara into the 
operating room. The Eagle removed his coveralls and threw them in 
a hazmat bag, and Chris did the same. The two men walked down the 
dark hall as the rain was pounding on the windows of the sitting area 
of the Eagle’s lair. Chris looked at the blackness and the rain running 
down the glass and said, “It’s not a fit night for man or beast.”

“No. No, it’s not, but the beasts are still out there, and they don’t 
care about the weather.”

It was seven thirty p.m., and Sean was pacing the newsroom floor 
as his team reported the news but said nothing about Kelly. There 
had been questions, but he told people she was on assignment. He 
walked into the control booth, and the director asked, “Is Kelly going 
to make it for the eight o’clock news?”

Sean shook his head and said, “I don’t think she will be on tonight. 
See if you can get one of the other anchors to cover.” He sat down 
in one of the producer’s chairs when he got a call that there was a 
package for him at the studio’s main desk. He ran out of the control 
room and down the stairs. He was out of breath as he asked who 
paged him. One of the front desk clerks pointed to another woman, 
and he ran over to her and asked, “You have something for me?” She 
nodded and handed him a small box wrapped in brown paper with 
only his name on it. He took it back to his office, took out a letter 
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opener, and carefully removed the paper. Inside was a red velvet box, 
a small notecard, and Kelly Frost’s ring finger with her class ring on 
it. He leaned over and threw up in his trashcan then read the note.

“Dear Mr. Seagate,
As requested, here is proof that I have Ms. Frost. If you want her 

back in one piece, sans this finger, you better get her abduction on 
the air by nine p.m.”
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 Chapter Sixteen
“Oh Jesus! It’s all my fault.”

T
he rain reduced the crowd that would usually be dancing and 
partying at Santiago’s. It was seven thirty, and Jim had just sat 
down and cracked open a beer when he saw Sam walk in with 

a dim look on her face. He pulled another beer from the bucket and 
handed it to her as she plopped into the chair beside him.

“Why the long face?”
Sam opened the beer and said, “This has been one helluva day, 

Jim. The Rodin homicide is the top story right now.”
Jim laughed and said, “Please don’t tell me that they are giving 

these two killers fuckin’ nicknames?”
She shook her head and let her hair down. Jim looked at her and 

smiled. Sam asked what he was smiling about. He just shook his 
head and said, “If only I had met you twenty years ago.”

“Is that supposed to flatter me?”
Jim lit two cigarettes and handed one to Sam and said, “No. It’s 

just an observation.”
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Sam took a deep drag off the cigarette and said, “Let’s see. I would 
have been fifteen. I doubt there would’ve been much chemistry.”

“Jesus Christ,” Jim said, “you’re only thirty-five?” She nodded 
while sipping her beer. “Jesus! I’m old enough to be your grandfather.”

Sam laughed and said, “Depending on if you and Barbara had 
had kids, I could be your great-granddaughter.”

Jim looked terrified and said, “Holy fuckin’ shit! I’m an old man.”
“How old are you?” Sam said while laughing.
Jim paused for a second to sip his beer then said, “Let’s just say 

old enough to be an AARP member … but well under sixty.”
Sam laughed even harder and said, “If you’re in the AARP, why 

the hell don’t you ask for the discounts at places?”
Javier overheard her while bringing another bucket of beers to the 

table and said, “Jim no want anyone to know his age. He not understand 
yet. Age a badge of honor. You survive a lot of, how you say, shit.”

Jim let out a laugh and said, “You understand me, Javier. Shit. You 
were old when I started hanging out in your bar nearly forty years ago.”

Javier nodded and said, “This is true, but I accept my age. That why 
I live long life.” With that, he hobbled back to his seat and his paper.

Sam looked at Jim and raised her bottle and proposed a toast, “To 
surviving shit!”

Jim toasted her back as his cellphone began to ring. “WHAT?” 
There were a few moments of silence, and Jim stood up and said, 
“I’m en route and will have Sheriff-Elect Pritchard meet me at 
your offices.” He hung up and said, “It looks like the game has just 
changed. Remember Kelly Frost calling out the Iron Eagle for an 
interview?” Sam nodded. “Well, she’s been abducted, and, instead 
of her producer calling the cops, he wanted proof of the abduction.”

Sam was shaking her head as she stood up and asked, “And what 
body part did he get?”

“A finger with a ring on it.”
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Violet looked at the clock on the small desk in the evidence room 
office. It was eight p.m. She had a list of handwritten notes in front of 
her, and she stretched her arms out and said to herself, “Enough for one 
day.” She picked up her notes and shook her head, “This is like looking 
for a needle in a haystack.” She pushed her chair in, and several papers 
fell to the floor. As she was putting them back, she noticed three different 
ads over three separate weeks with the same handle and solicitation. She 
looked at her notes and then at the personal ad’s handle, “‘Studess55’ 
… why do I know that handle?” She put the papers back in the evidence 
bag and said to herself, “Jesus! I know who this is … I think, but I have 
to be sure.” She headed for her car while dialing her cellphone.

Sean was shaking violently in his office chair when Jim and 
Sam arrived at the news station. There were several deputies and 
commanders working the scene. Jim looked around and asked, 
“Where’s the finger?” One of the men pointed to his CSI team 
member who was brushing the finger with print dust. Jim looked at 
him and asked, “You’re dusting the finger for prints?” The officer 
nodded, and Jim pushed him and said to Sam, “Do you see what we 
have to deal with? There are days that I swear I’m running a day 
camp for morons instead of a well-oiled detective bureau.”

Sam looked at the CSI team and asked, “Have any of you even 
run the print of the damn finger for identification?” They glanced at 
her, clueless, and Sam shook her head and took a pair of latex gloves 
from a box and put them on. She looked at the three men staring at 
her and Jim and said, “Do you really think that the person who did 
this is going to not only cut off the finger but do it bare handed?” 
She pressed the finger against a small fingerprint scanner and got a 
match immediately. Sean was rocking in his chair as Sam turned to 
him and asked, “You really asked for proof that your reporter had 
been abducted before calling the police?”
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Sean was rocking and hugging himself and said, “We get crank 
calls here daily. If I called the police every time we received one, 
there would have to be a policeman on staff at the station.”

Jim nodded and said, “While I agree with that, Mr. Seagate, it’s 
not every day that you have a reporter call out the Iron Eagle for an 
interview, now is it?”

Sean shook his head and asked, “Please tell me that’s some kind 
of prop in that box and not Kelly’s finger.”

Sam said, “I’d love to, Mr. Seagate, but that would be a lie. The 
fingerprint matches Ms. Frost’s in the national database.”

Sean started to scream, and Jim sat down in front of his desk and said, 
“EXCUSE ME! Pull it together, Mr. Seagate. Ms. Frost can live without 
a finger. If she loses anything else, there are no guarantees. You told my 
people that the captor wants her abduction announced on the news.”

Sean nodded and said, “Oh Jesus! It’s all my fault. None of this 
would have happened if I had not been so flippant about the call.”

Sam sat down next to Jim and said, “What’s done is done. What 
did the person want you to report?”

Tears were running down Sean’s face, and he said, “That Kelly 
had been abducted.”

“That’s it? No ransom? No demands or other information?”
“No sir.”
Sam noticed that it was eight thirty p.m. and said, “You know who 

we need to call?” Jim nodded and said, “Excuse me, Mr. Seagate. I 
need to make a call before your broadcast.”

Sean looked at them as they stood up to leave and asked, “Who 
the fuck do you need to call before I make an announcement that will 
save my reporter’s life?”

Sam responded and said, “Someone who has been hunting the 
Iron Eagle from day one.”

Sean asked why, and Jim said, “It’s just the way it is. Now, don’t 
move. We’ll be right back.”
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Sara, John, Chris, and Karen chatted and ate their meals. Karen was 
talking about the day’s events at the hospital as Sara chewed her food 
slowly, watching John engage in the conversation on the periphery. She 
asked, “So, how did the Eagle come upon the two in the operating room?”

John took a sip of the wine Sara had poured for the meal and said, 
“Quite by accident, I assure you. The Eagle was working on another 
case when these two happened to cross his path.”

Chris laughed a little and said, “I bet that’s never happened before.”
“It has a few times,” John said.
Chris and Karen looked shocked, and Karen asked, “The Eagle 

has caught a killer by accident before this?”
John nodded and said, “Yes. Many years ago. When I lived in 

Long Beach, I had a young gangbanger try to mug me in an elevator.”
Karen burst out laughing and said, “Someone had the balls to try 

and mug you? I hope he was bigger than you.”
John shook his head, chewing his steak, and said, “No. He was a short 

black kid who thought the gun he had to my back was the equalizer.”
Chris laughed and then asked, “When was this?”
John sipped his wine and pushed away his empty plate and said, 

“Thank you for dinner, Sara. It was wonderful.”
“Thank the chef, John. All I did was pick the wine.”
Chris persisted, and John said, “It was back before I joined the Bureau. 

A young banger, who turned out to be a serial rapist, made a move on me.”
“Billy the Kid?”
“Yeah. Billy the Kid. How do you know about that case?”
Chris said, “You had me investigating the Eagle when I first came 

to the Bureau. I read the Eagle’s jacket. I pay attention.”
John and Sara started laughing, and John said, “Touché” just as 

his cellphone started ringing.
The laughter was still going on around the table when John answered, 

and Jim said, “Well, it sounds like you’re having one helluva good time.”
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“Yes, Jim, we are, but I know that’s about to change, isn’t it?”
“Kelly Frost, the reporter who wanted the interview with the Iron 

Eagle, has been abducted.”
John put down his wine glass and asked, “Do you have 

confirmation of that?”
“Oh yeah. Her producer and news director received a call earlier 

this afternoon from the abductor. He handled the call damn well. Even 
though his reporter had called for an interview with the Eagle, he thought 
it was a crank call and asked for proof of Ms. Frost’s abduction.”

The color left John’s face as he asked, “So did her boss receive a 
body part that she can live without?”

Jim said, “Very good, John. You catch on fast. It was her left ring 
finger with her Columbia University ring on it.”

“Of course. The captor couldn’t just send the ring with some 
prints instead.”

“Nope. He had to send the whole finger. I’d guess that Ms. Frost 
is a bit sore right now but still alive.”

John asked, “So what are the demands?”
“The abductor simply wants her abduction announced on the 

nine o’clock news. That’s it. No ransom demand, no instructions, 
nothing. I don’t get it either.”

John stood up and pointed at Chris and asked, “Where are you, Jim?”
“At her station. What do you want me to do?”
“Chris and I are en route. Have them make the announcement as a 

breaking news story immediately. I don’t trust this captor not to kill Frost 
before nine, that is, if she’s not already dead.” Jim agreed and hung up, and 
John looked at Chris and said, “Kelly Frost has been abducted, and the first 
piece of her has been sent to the station as proof of her abduction.”

Chris took a drink of water and asked, “So? Where to, boss?”
“Her news station. Jim and Sam are there. There’s been no movement on 

either vehicle we are monitoring. Something is coming, and I don’t like it.”
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 Chapter Seventeen
“How nice. Are you into 

bondage or S&M?”

T
he rain was falling steadily outside the small tool shed. Kelly was 
sitting inside on a chair, and her left hand had been bandaged. Her 
captor had given her some medication to take the pain down. She 

could see her breath in the cold night air and said, “It doesn’t matter if my 
people do as you have instructed. You’re going to kill me, aren’t you?”

“No. My intent is not to kill you, Ms. Frost. Well, it wasn’t my 
intent to kill you. You were just another person I watch on the nightly 
news, but you changed all that when you called out the Eagle. Kelly 
was lightheaded and asked for some water. Her captor held a large 
plastic cup under the eaves of the shed and then brought it back in 
and handed it to her. Kelly turned her head at first and then took the 
cup and drank the water down quickly.

The look on her face made her captor laugh, and Kelly asked, “So, 
are you going to kill me or not?”

“That all depends.”
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Kelly looked around the shed and the ground outside where water 
had pooled up in the dirt and gravel driveway and asked, “On what?”

“Not what, Ms. Frost, who. Right now, I need to take you to 
another location.”

Kelly started to tear up and asked, “Where are you taking me?”
“Don’t worry. I don’t intend to hurt you again … for now. You 

will have to ride in my trunk. I’m sorry for this, but I can’t risk 
anyone seeing you in my car.” Kelly was told to stand and face the 
wall as her captor wrapped her wrists and ankles in duct tape and 
put a cloth in her mouth and duct tape over it. She was crying when 
she turned around.

“You are a hot little number. Are you gay?” Kelly shook her head 
slowly. “Bisexual?” Kelly nodded. “How nice! Are you into bondage 
or S&M?” She shook her head emphatically. Her assailant picked her 
up and carried her out into the rain and put her in the trunk of the car. 
Before the lid was closed, Kelly’s assailant said, “I bet I can make 
you a fan.” Kelly was screaming through the gag and shaking her 
head as the trunk lid slammed down above her.

Violet was racing down the 101 Freeway headed for Gloria’s 
home in the Tarzana hills. She called her cellphone but only got 
voicemail and left several messages. She decided to try John next. 
When he answered, she said, “John, it’s Vi. Listen, I think I have a 
break in the Bills’ and Styles’ murders.”

He and Chris were pulling up to the television station in Glendale, 
and he said, “Explain.”

“I spent all day going blind while reading over the personal ads 
that you collected at the Marshals’ office. It took some luck and a 
great memory on my part when I saw an ad handle that I recognized.”

“And who does the handle belong to?”
“One of our own staff, John. It belongs to Gloria Stone.”
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There was silence on the other end of the line, and Violet knew to 
wait for a response. John said, “Where are you now?”

“I’m heading to Stone’s home. She headed out early, and there 
was just something about the way she left her desk that told me 
something isn’t right.”

John looked at Jim and Sam and asked, “Can you two get a couple 
of deputies to meet Violet Harper at a suspect’s home?” Jim nodded 
as John asked for the address.

“Forty-three hundred Gayle Drive in Tarzana,” Violet said.
John fed the information to Jim and said, “Okay, Jim has dispatched 

two Sheriff’s units to meet you at the location.”
Violet got angry and said, “Jesus John! Just because a handle she 

used some twenty years ago is in the paper doesn’t mean it’s still her, 
and it doesn’t mean she’s done anything wrong.”

John said, “Turn your news radio on.” She did as instructed, and a 
reporter was announcing that Kelly Frost had been abducted.

“Frost has gone missing?”
“Well, we have one part of her here at the station. The ring finger 

off her left hand.”
Violet shook her head in shock and said, “That’s not Gloria, John. 

She would never hurt anyone … without consent.”
“I don’t have time to ask what that means right now. How far out 

are you from the residence?”
“I am just pulling into her driveway.”
John said angrily, “Violet, don’t you make a move until Jim’s men are 

on scene with you, you understand? That’s an order.” The line went dead, 
and he put his phone back on his hip and said, “Well, Violet Harper may 
have made a break in the case. She might also become a victim.”

Jill’s cellphone rang at ten after nine, and she answered from the 
breakroom at the Rampart station.



Pray • 129128 • Chapter Seventeen

“Have you seen the news?”
She walked to a corner and whispered, “I don’t need to listen to 

the news to know that Kelly Frost has been abducted. I’m working a 
dispatch desk for God sake.”

“Well … I need your help.”
Jill said, “Look, I’ve been a good sport, but I don’t get involved 

in kidnapping and torture. Jesus Christ! You cut her finger off and 
sent it to the station?”

“Hey! They wanted proof that I have her, so I sent it to them.”
Jill said, “So, now what?”
“Now … I hold her for a few days and let everyone chase their 

tails and hope that the Iron Eagle tries to save her.”
Jill was shaking her head as she answered, “The Iron Eagle isn’t 

going to know who you are or where you are unless you tell him. You 
made no demands, didn’t ask for ransom. How the hell is the Iron 
Eagle supposed to figure out it’s you?”

There was silence on the other end of the line and then, “I guess I 
haven’t thought this through very well.”

“No fuckin shit. Has Frost seen your face?”
“No.”
“Then let her go!”
“I can’t do that. She’s been to my country property.”
Jill said quietly, “She has no address for you. Slip her something and 

drop her at a diner somewhere. You have no idea what you’re doing.”
The caller hesitated then said, “You’re right, but I think I will 

release her to the wild.”
Jill shuddered and said, “Oh Jesus. No. This is not some random 

person you met online or through a personals ad. This chick is all 
over the news. Right now, she is the news. You kill her like that, 
and the Iron Eagle is going to hunt you down and kill you.” Jill 
waited for a response that never came. She closed her cellphone and 
walked over to the duty officer’s desk. It was ten to ten, and she 
would be off at eleven.



130 • Chapter Seventeen

She said, “Hey, I’m feeling a bit under the weather, Guy. I only 
have an hour left on my shift. Do you think I can break away before 
I end up crapping all over my seat?”

Guy Mellon said, “You were sick yesterday.”
“Yeah, and I thought that I was well, but I am getting a second 

round of the runs, and it’s killing me.”
Guy looked her up and down and said, “Fine. Your shift 

replacement is in the lounge. Just let her know you’re going off and 
see if she minds pulling ten to seven instead of eleven to seven.”

Jill thanked him and walked off, still bow-legged. One of the 
other desk officers heard the conversation and said, “You know that 
old Jill just got ridden hard and put away muddy last night, right?”

Guy looked over at his fellow officer and said, “No!”
The young cop smiled and said, “Just kidding, man. She looks 

terrible. I sure hope she feels better.”
Jill went to the breakroom and explained her situation to Maria 

Estelle, who waved her off and said, “Go home and get some rest. 
I can cover. No problem.” Jill walked quickly down the hall and 
stepped into the elevator. As she pressed the button for the lower 
level parking garage, she said, “I have to try and save Frost.” 

Violet walked up to Gloria’s front door before the deputies 
arrived and rang the bell. There were several lights on inside, and 
she banged on the door with her fist, calling Gloria’s name.

The door swung open, and Gloria was dressed in a long night 
shirt and slippers. She looked at Violet and asked, “What the hell, 
Violet?” Just as she was about to speak, two cruisers pulled up front, 
and Gloria asked, “Wanna tell me what the fuck is going on?”

Violet looked at her and said, “I would love to explain it. Can I come in?”
Gloria looked at the two deputies and said, “Ms. Harper is going to 

come in and chat with me. Any chance that you two are going to leave?”
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The deputies didn’t respond; one just spoke into the radio strapped 
to his chest and said, “Dispatch units are on scene. Ms. Harper of the 
FBI is going to speak to the suspect in her home. Can you clear that 
with Sheriff O’Brian? Over.” Gloria was glaring at Violet, who was 
blushing as she heard the radio chatter between Jim and his deputies. 
After a few seconds, the deputy cleared Violet to enter while the two 
men stood outside the front door.

The lights were off at Connie Beltran’s house when Jill pulled in 
the driveway a little after eleven p.m. She walked up to the house and 
pulled out a key fob and unset the alarm, then took out the spare key 
that Connie had given her and opened the front door. She pulled her 
service weapon and started to walk the house in the darkness, clearing 
room after room. She climbed the stairs to Connie’s bedroom, but 
there was no one there. She put her weapon back in its holster and 
headed over to the dungeon off the main house, but it was dark as 
well. She sat down in the kitchen and said, “Where the fuck are you, 
Connie? Where the fuck are you?”

Violet walked into Gloria’s living room and saw a cup of tea and a plate 
of crackers on an end table next to a recliner, and the TV was on. Gloria 
looked at her and asked, “Would you like to explain this to me now?”

Violet sat down and put her face in her hands and asked, “Gloria, 
do you still do the personals?”

“What business is that of yours?”
“Right now,” Violet said, “it’s very much my business. I’m 

assisting John and Chris in the Bills and Styles murders.”
Gloria took a bite of a cracker and a sip of tea and asked, “Okay. 

And what does that have to do with me?”
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“The two victims posted regularly in the personals, and John and 
Chris grabbed a bunch of papers from the Marshals’ breakroom.”

Gloria shrugged. “So, how does that involve me?”
Violet asked, “Are you still on the ads, and are you still using the 

handle, ‘Studess55?’”
Gloria laughed and said, “Yeah, that’s my handle, and yes I do 

do out calls now and again. It makes me hot, but as you can see I’m 
in tonight. It’s cold and raining. I like water sports but not like that.”

Violet looked at the news on the TV and said, “If you’ve been watching 
the news, you no doubt know that Kelly Frost has been abducted.”

Gloria nodded, eating another cracker, and said, “Yeah. Poor kid. 
I heard one of her fingers has ended up at her TV station.”

“For Christ’s sake, Gloria, have some compassion.”
She laughed and asked, “Why? She wanted an interview with the 

Eagle, and it looks like she is getting one.”
Violet stood up and said, “You know damn well that Kelly Frost 

is not in the hands of the Eagle.”
“I know no such thing. What I know is what has been on the 

news, and that is that Kelly Frost asked for an interview with the 
Eagle, vanished from a pizza parlor this afternoon, and someone 
snatched her and cut off one of her fingers. Does that sound like 
Eagle behavior? Not to me, but who’s to say that the Eagle hasn’t 
blown a gasket and gone insane. Like he isn’t already.”

Violet said, “I need a statement from you.”
Gloria changed the channel on the TV and said casually, “You 

already got one. I have no idea what you’re doing in my home or why 
the Sheriff’s department is camped by my front door. Am I really a 
suspect in these murders, Violet?”

“Everyone is a suspect; you know that. You raised the bar by 
having your ad in the papers, and I’m sure online. I know that John 
and Chris will want to talk to you.”

Gloria sipped her tea and said, “I am a federal agent, too, Violet, 
and I have been one a hell of a lot longer than you. If you want to talk 
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to me on the record, then tell John to swear out a warrant. Oh wait … 
you have no evidence. You have no probable cause for a search, and 
you don’t have any good goddamn reason for being in my home. You 
have a shitload of nerve, Violet, coming to my home in the middle of 
the night making outlandish accusations. And now you want me to sit 
down and talk with you on the record? Not happening. Now, if you 
will excuse me, I want to finish watching this program and go to bed.”

Violet stood staring at Gloria, who was working hard to ignore 
her. When she finally turned to leave, she stopped in the entryway and 
asked, “Hey Gloria?”

“Yes.”
“Where did that pipe burst here at the house the other day?”
She had been lifting the cup of tea to her lips when Violet asked 

the question, and she bobbled it and spilled some on her shirt. She 
jumped up as a result of the hot tea on her nude legs and cried, “What 
the hell? None of your business, Violet! Get the fuck out.”

Violet smiled and said, “Interesting. How do you get as dirty as 
you were from a simple broken pipe?”

Gloria jumped up and said, “The pipe was in the back yard. It was 
a main line for my sprinkler system.”

Violet nodded curiously and said, “Huh … how would you know 
that a line in your yard had broken in the middle of the night? You 
did say that you were up half the night dealing with it. I don’t recall. 
Did you end up calling a plumber?”

Gloria was seething with anger as she said, “The running water woke me 
up. I went out to investigate and found the break. It’s damn PVC pipe, and 
I’m pretty handy. It was just a mess. I got it fixed and that’s all that matters.”

Violet looked around the immaculate house and said, “Oh right. 
You got it fixed.” She walked out and over to the two deputies and 
had a brief conversation. Gloria shut the front door and went to the 
back of her house where she had her alarm monitoring the grounds. 
She looked at several monitors that had sound for the front and back 
door cameras and watched and listened as Violet spoke.
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“I think we are finished here, deputies. Thank you for coming 
out, but I don’t see a threat here.” One of the men said, “Sheriff 
O’Brian has to release us.”

Violet called John and told him, “I just had a long conversation 
with Gloria, who is here at home and dressed for bed. I crashed her 
evening, and she’s pretty pissed and having Jim’s men here is only 
making that worse. I imagine you’re going to hear about it in the 
morning.” Gloria watched quietly from inside, heard the all clear 
on the radios, and watched the deputies drive away. She listened as 
Violet continued speaking to John.

“Yes, John, I did speak to Gloria, and the handle that I found in 
the personal ads is one she uses, but she was less than forthcoming 
in talking to me.” After a brief silence, she spoke once more. “Yes, 
sir. I will give you a full report in the morning. I’m sorry if I caused 
any undue stress given the situation with Ms. Frost.”

As Gloria watched Violet drive away, she said to herself, “You 
aren’t leaving, Violet. I know that much. You’re going to park 
somewhere in the rain nearby to watch my home and me.” With that, 
she rewarmed her tea in the microwave and went back to watching TV.
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 Chapter Eighteen
“Lord, protect us as we 

deliver those who would do 
us harm into your arms.”

A 
sudden downpour of rain had struck just as Connie pulled into her 
driveway at one thirty a.m. She parked her government-issued 
vehicle in the driveway and grabbed her briefcase and put it over 

her head as she ran into the house. She walked in, unset the alarm, and 
threw her bag on a credenza in the entryway. When she walked into the 
living room, Jill was sitting on the couch, pointing her weapon at her.

Connie acted as if she had not seen it and said, “What the fuck are 
you doing, Jill?”

Jill looked around and asked, “Where’s the woman?”
“What woman?”
She stared coldly at Connie and said, “You know damn well what 

woman I’m talking about. Where’s Kelly Frost?”
Connie headed toward her kitchen but stopped and said, “I’m 

going to get a towel and a beer. You want one?”
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Jill followed her into the kitchen where she dried her hair and 
then grabbed two beers and handed one to Jill. Jill stepped back and 
said, “Put it on the table, please.”

Connie did as instructed and asked, “What the fuck is your problem, 
Jill? How the hell would I know where the Frost woman is?”

“You called me from your country place and told me you had Frost.”
Connie sat down at the kitchen table and said, “Um … no I didn’t. 

I have been at my office all night. I had senior meetings with Barbara 
O’Brian and the rest of the staff on new administrative changes that 
were just handed down by Washington.”

Jill sipped her beer and said, “That’s impossible. I talked to you 
on the phone a few hours ago.”

“No, you didn’t. If you don’t believe me, I’ll call Barbara on her 
cellphone.” Jill nodded, and Connie called Barbara. “Barb, it’s Connie.”

“What’s up? Long time no speak.”
Barbara was quiet for a second, and Connie put the phone on speaker 

and said, “I’m having a beer with Jill McAlister here at my house.”
“You’re already home? Shit! We just left the federal court house 

together a half hour ago. Traffic must have been your friend because PCH 
is flooded from all the damn rain, and I’m on a detour. So, what’s up?”

Jill sat staring at Connie, who said, “Well, Jill claims to have 
been trying to reach me, and she doesn’t believe I’ve been with you 
and other staff all evening.”

Barbara was cursing at another car ahead of her on the side street, 
and at first Connie thought she was cursing at her. She was about to 
say something when Barbara came back on the line and said, “Sorry 
about that. Some fuckin’ idiot thinks it’s a good idea to drive in the 
middle of the road. Now, what’s your deal with Jill, and why the fuck 
does she care where you’ve been?”

Jill spoke up and asked, “You have been with Connie all evening?”
Barbara was exasperated at the other drivers and was yelling 

and cursing and said, “Yeah. We had a late meeting that finished 
about thirty minutes ago. What’s your trip, Jill? Why the hell are you 
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asking me about Connie? Are you two a couple again? I thought you 
were hooking on the side these days?”

Jill smiled at Connie and said, “No reason. I’m sorry to bother you, 
Barb. It was a misunderstanding.”

Barbara said, “Jill, you and I don’t get along. I haven’t seen you 
in years. You don’t just show up at Connie’s place and have her 
pick up the phone near midnight on a weeknight and call me over a 
misunderstanding. What the fuck is this call about?”

Jill backpedaled a bit and said, “It was my mistake. I thought I 
received a call from Connie a few hours ago. I’m sorry, Barbara. I 
didn’t mean to annoy you.”

Barbara laughed and said, “The fact that you’re still drawing breath 
annoys me, Jill. Let me speak to Connie.” When she came back on the 
line, Barbara asked, “What the fuck is going on?”

“That’s a hell of a question. I have no damn idea. My best guess 
is that Jill has taken one too many diet pills or something else and 
had a phantom conversation.”

“Do you need help?”
Connie repeated what Barbara asked, so Jill could hear her and 

said, “No. Jill and I are going to have a beer and then she will be on 
her way. I’m sorry you had to be disturbed.”

Barbara was pulling onto PCH just a mile from home and said, 
“All right. Well, I’m almost home. Call me if you have any problems 
with Jill. I know she has a few screws loose.”

“Yeah, but she’s harmless. Drive safe.” Connie hung up the phone 
and asked, “Satisfied?”

Jill shook her head slowly and said, “I got a call at work from the same 
electronic voice that you use when you call me for our secret meetings.”

Connie laughed, taking a drink of her beer, and asked, “You do know 
that that voice is quite common. I’m not the only one who uses it.”

Jill sat back in the chair and asked, “Are you aware that the news 
reporter Kelly Frost was abducted today?”

“Yeah. We got a bulletin about it while we were meeting. Why?”
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“Why? Because I just got a call from the person who has her, and 
that person is planning to feed her to the animals.”

Connie laughed and said, “Well, that’s original.”
Jill wasn’t laughing. She said, “Look, Connie, I don’t know what 

the fuck is going on here, but I have a damn good feeling you do.”

It was one fifteen a.m., and John and Chris along with Jim and 
Sam had left the TV station in Glendale. Jim was following John 
back to Malibu and had invited Sam to stay the night rather than 
driving downtown and dropping her off.

John looked at his tablet and the blinking lights of the trackers 
and said, “This doesn’t make a damn bit of sense. That SUV hasn’t 
moved in nearly two days.”

Chris said, “And we haven’t had a crime scene in two days.” John 
nodded slowly and asked Chris to look in the back of the truck for his 
duffle bags. He put one on the front seat and said, “Jesus, John! Do 
you have our body armor in here?”

“We are going to pull off the freeway and dress. I have a feeling 
Violet didn’t go home and that she might be in danger.”

Jim watched as they exited the freeway ahead of him, and Sam 
asked, “Where the hell are they going?”

“I have a feeling the Eagle is hunting tonight. Don’t expect to get 
a lot of sleep.”

Kelly Frost was lying on the cold damp concrete. She could hear 
the rain falling near her, but it wasn’t getting on her. She lifted her 
head, but all she saw was darkness speckled with a little light, and 
she realized that she was in some kind of open structure. She turned 
her head to the other side and hit something hard. She tried to look 
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and see what it was, but she couldn’t move enough to get a look. She 
could smell the odor of fresh rubber and dirt, and she lay on her side 
waiting for whatever would come next.

The rain was pounding down on Violet’s car, which was parked only 
three houses away from Gloria’s home. She sat in the front seat staring out 
the window at the now dark house that had been that way for nearly three 
hours. It was ten after two a.m., and Violet was hugging herself as she 
could see her breath in the cold car. She hadn’t used the bathroom since she 
left the office and was squirming in the front seat. She mumbled to herself, 
“What the fuck am I thinking? I’m going to get a tongue lashing from John 
tomorrow. Jesus! I have to pee.” She sat watching and waiting.

The falling rain made the perfect cover. Gloria had slipped out the 
back gate of her home and into the dark alley. She quickly spotted Violet’s 
vehicle and said, “Vi, you are such a noob. I bet you have to piss like 
crazy.” She moved down low from car to car until she was just behind 
Violet’s. She knew that while new to surveillance, Violet would have the 
car doors locked, so she brought her own door opener – a crow bar. She 
crept over to the rear of the car, but Violet didn’t move. She moved around 
to the rear of the driver’s side, pulled out the crow bar, and so swiftly 
smashed the window and covered Violet’s head with a black cloth that she 
never knew what hit her. The car alarm wasn’t set, and Gloria had Violet 
out of the car and over her shoulder and back to the alley in a matter of 
sixty seconds. She walked down to her home and threw Violet’s lifeless 
body over the fence then walked through the gate and checked her pulse.

“Good and strong. At least I didn’t break your damn neck … yet.”
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Jill had holstered her weapon and apologized to Connie at least five 
times in the half hour since the call to Barbara. Connie told her not to worry 
about it and offered her something a little stronger to drink. The two had 
undressed, and Connie was reclining on a chaise she had in her living room 
and laughing as the two women sipped their drinks and talked. Connie 
asked if Jill wanted to play, and she nodded and said, “Please be gentle with 
me. I had a hell of a night last night.” Connie nodded, and the two started a 
little make out session when Jill sat up and asked, “Are you feeling okay?”

Connie looked at her and said, “Yeah. Why?”
“I don’t know. I’m just feeling a bit flushed. I must be overtired 

from the activity of the past several days. Connie began kissing her 
again, and, as she did, Jill became more and more limp until she was 
out cold. She took Jill’s weapon and pulled on a robe then went to 
her bedroom and got her cellphone and hit speed dial.

“Please tell me that you have the Frost girl.” Connie’s voice was 
calm but firm.

“I have her and one more.”
“Who the hell else do you have?”
“Violet Harper.”
Connie looked around the room and said, “What the hell are you 

doing with Violet Harper?”
“She crashed my place with the Sheriff’s department earlier this 

evening because she found my personal ads.”
Connie laughed and said, “Seriously?”
“Yep, and she now has my bosses at the FBI looking at me. And 

sooner rather than later, they are going to start looking at you, Connie.”
Connie looked out to where Jill was sleeping and said, “Okay. Bring 

the two of them over here. There is no better time than tonight to get rid of 
all of this garbage. The weather is perfect, and we will take them far out 
into the hills where no one will look for the bodies.”
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Gloria said, “Violet has tipped off Jim and John as well as Sam.”
Connie laughed and said, “Those fucks couldn’t investigate their 

way out of a damn bag. They’re no problem to us.”
There was a moment of silence, and Gloria asked, “And the Iron Eagle?”
“Don’t worry about that prick. There’s no way that guy would 

be able to put you and me together. We always have fun with the 
people I feed to the animals. Come to the house, and we will pray on 
it before we make a move.”

Gloria hung up the phone and walked back into the bedroom to 
change clothes. As she dropped the robe on the ground, she said, “Lord, 
protect us as we deliver those who would do us harm into your arms.”
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 Chapter Nineteen
“I was trying to put the unit on a fast 

moving vehicle; one, I might add, that 
was running me over.”

I
t was three thirty a.m. when the Chevy Silverado pulled slowly down the 
street and passed Gloria’s house. The rain was pouring down, and John 
saw Violet’s car with the side window smashed out but said nothing. He 

pulled into an alley a few doors down and parked. Chris was putting on the 
last of his body armor while standing next to the truck. He looked at John, 
who was sitting in the driver’s seat still in his street clothes, and asked, 
“Does the Eagle want to come out or is the agent staying in?”

John swiped his hand across his tablet and said, “The Eagle is here, 
Chris. I’m reading over a preliminary report that Violet sent over this 
afternoon on her research.” Chris got back in the truck, and John told 
him to step out and grab a towel from the back and put it on the seat.

He did as instructed and got back in the truck and said, “Fuck, 
man. I mean, I know we need the damn rain, but I didn’t think we 
would get it all in a day.”
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John laughed as he looked at his tablet screen and said, “When 
there’s a drought, we beg for rain, and when it rains we complain. There 
is no winning in Los Angeles.”

Chris looked at the dashboard clock and asked, “So, what’s our 
next move?”

John swiped another page on the screen and said, “For the moment, 
we wait. This rain is not going to let up any time soon. The SUV in 
Beltran’s garage is set up for a lot of things, but, in this weather, if she 
were to take it off road, she’d be swamped in a heartbeat.”

“Well, isn’t that what we want? If they get stuck in the mud, it will 
make our execution against the perps that much easier.”

“It won’t make anything easier. In fact, it will make things more 
dangerous for us as well as Ms. Frost and Violet.”

Chris jerked his head in John’s direction and asked, “What the hell 
does Violet have to do with this?”

John put the tablet down and pulled out his body armor and 
laid it on the back seat. Chris looked on as John stepped out of the 
vehicle, dressed, and then put a towel on the seat and sat back down 
with his mask in his hand. He looked around and said, “Chris, this 
afternoon you told me that you pay attention, yet we just drove right 
past a crime scene, and you didn’t even notice it.”

Chris contorted his face and asked, “You mean Gloria Stone’s home?”
John shook his head and said, “No. Violet Harper’s vacant car three 

doors up from Stone’s house.”
“Vacant? How the hell do you know it’s vacant?”
John looked at Chris and said, “Because I pay attention. Not 

some of the time. All of the time. You need to learn to live in the 
moment, to see what others miss, to sense what others don’t, and to 
move in silence like the creeping darkness.”

Chris shook his head and asked, “What? Are you some kind of damn 
Zen master now?”

The Eagle shook his head as he zipped up the back of his mask. 
He looked over at Chris and said, “You still have so much to learn … 
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when you make the decision to walk in the darkness on the other side 
of the law.” The Eagle stepped out of the truck, and Chris followed as 
the two men moved along the cinderblock walls of the neighborhood 
headed for Gloria’s house.

Violet had come to and was sitting against a wall in a windowless 
room bound at the wrists and ankles. Kelly Frost was sitting across 
the room from her with her wrists and ankles bound and her hands 
propped up on a pillow. Kelly looked at her and asked, “So what are 
you in for?”

Violet looked at her and said, “Being too nosy. You?”
“Asking the Iron Eagle for an interview … lost a finger for that 

one.” Violet laughed then apologized immediately. Kelly shrugged 
her shoulders and said, “Don’t worry about it. I asked the wrong guy 
and pissed off someone else.”

Violet looked at the young reporter and asked, “Are you afraid?”
Kelly shrugged again and said, “I’m in a situation I have little or 

no control over, so sure. Can I do anything about my fate? Probably 
not, so … ehhh.” Violet smiled, and Kelly asked, “Do you know who 
has us?” Violet nodded. “Is it the Iron Eagle?”

Violet shook her head and said, “No. Ironically, it’s one of my 
coworkers at the FBI.”

Kelly looked surprised and said, “You’re fuckin’ shitting me?”
“I wish I were, but sadly I’m not. Her name used to be Gary, now 

it’s Gloria.”
“Transvestite?”
“Transsexual.”
Kelly looked at Violet and asked, “Has she gone through the whole 

transition?”
“No. She isn’t having her penis removed. She’s bi but identifies 

more with women.”
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While slowly banging her head on the wall, Kelly said, “So, let 
me see if I have this straight. You’re an FBI agent.” Violet nodded. 
“I’ve been kidnapped by a transsexual/bisexual FBI agent who cut 
off my finger to prove that he/she abducted me?” Violet nodded 
again. Kelly looked around the room and said, “If I live through this, 
no one will believe me. You can’t write this shit.”

Violet let out a little laugh and said, “True dat,” which got a smile 
out of Kelly.

She leaned her head back against the wall and said, “Well, Gloria 
was kind enough to give me a pillow and some aspirin after she cut 
off my finger in some damn tool shed last night.”

Violet was going to speak when the door opened, and Gloria walked 
in. She looked at the two women on the floor and said, “Since I know 
you all too well, Vi, you’ve probably brought Ms. Frost up to speed?”

Violet laughed and said, “Yeah, pretty much, but I thought I would 
leave the more dramatic scenes for you to tell.”

Gloria leaned down over Violet’s face and said, “Gruesome … that’s 
what your fate is going to be. Downright brutal and gruesome.”

“I would never have made you for a killer, Gloria. I know you’re kinky, 
and you like pain and shit, but I would never have taken you for a killer.”

Gloria stood up tall and said, “I don’t do the killing. I enjoy the 
party before the kill. The killing is dealt with by someone else, but 
I’m going to leave that as another surprise for you. What I like is the 
sex … and since I am now moving up to kidnapping and raping, you 
might want to be nicer to me because I will reduce you to a weeping 
kid as you give me a rim job and then take me anywhere I choose to 
put my cock.”

Violet looked at Kelly and said, “I hate to break it to you, but I 
have a feeling things are going to get a hell of a lot worse before we 
meet our fate.” Gloria slapped Violet across the face open handed 
three times. One of Violet’s teeth flew across the room with the 
power of the third blow. Violet had tears in her eyes, and she looked 
at Kelly and said with a swelling face, “Was I right or was I right?”
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The Eagle jumped the wall into Gloria’s backyard with Chris 
right behind him. Chris started to run for a rear wall of the house, 
but the Eagle grabbed his arm and pulled him back. He pulled out 
a small device and waved it around the deep backyard and said, 
“Heavy surveillance equipment. All wireless. I need a minute to jam 
the frequency before we move forward.” Chris remained quiet as the 
Eagle pulled out several small units and began to type codes into 
a small tablet he had pulled from his chest armor. Then, the Eagle 
said, “Okay. I’ve disabled the systems, but we don’t have much time 
to move. Once Stone realizes that we have disabled her systems, 
she will be out of here. And if we lose her, we will lose Violet and 
perhaps Ms. Frost … until someone finds their bodies. I have no way 
to track Gloria, so we have to do this quickly and quietly.”

Chris nodded, and the Eagle ran across the backyard and pressed 
his body against the house. He looked around with his night vision, 
and the first thing he noticed was there were no windows on the rear 
or side walls. The Eagle shook his head and said, “We have trouble. 
I can’t hear into the house from back here. No windows.”

Chris asked, “Give me a transponder, and I will break into 
the garage. I can get it onto her vehicle, and we can trace her and 
whomever she is holding if she runs.”

The Eagle nodded and took a small unit from a duffle bag he had 
over his arm. After calibrating it, he handed the unit to Chris and said, 
“It’s magnetic, Chris. If you don’t get it on the frame, we will lose the 
car.” Chris nodded and headed around the side of the house.

Gloria had ripped Violet’s shirt and bra off and was tearing at 
her skirt when she heard a light tone coming from her bedroom. She 
threw Violet down on the floor where her head struck the hardwood, 
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nearly knocking her out. Gloria ran out of the room, and when she 
returned, she had a roll of duct tape and gags as well as several 
leather whips. She gagged Kelly then Violet then whipped the two 
of them soundly until there were screams coming through their gags.

Gloria said, “Oh, shut the fuck up. This is but the beginning of 
your troubles. First, we have to get out of here. I have company, 
and I have a pretty good idea who it is.” She grabbed Violet by the 
hair and pulled her across the floor then lifted her up and threw her 
over her shoulder and walked her out of the room and down a long 
hallway to a dark room and threw her on the floor. She did the same 
with Kelly and then walked out into her garage where a small van 
was parked and opened the back and threw the two women in and 
closed the doors. She heard the sound of one of her back windows 
creaking in her kitchen, and she jumped into the van and started it up 
and drove it through the garage door out onto the rain soaked street.

Chris had come around to the front of the garage. He heard the 
sound of doors slamming and then an engine rev, and he threw himself 
down on the pavement just as Gloria came barreling through the door. 
He was between the wheels of the van’s undercarriage, and he lifted his 
hand with the transponder in it but got caught in the undercarriage, and 
the van started dragging him as it ripped across the driveway, jumped a 
curb, and tore down the street. The Eagle ran out to see Chris lying on 
his back on the street with his hands in the air. He picked him up and 
carried him back to the darkness of the garage.

The Eagle checked for a pulse, and Chris asked, “Does this mean 
we are going to be intimate?” The Eagle laughed, and Chris said, 
“Well, I’m going to be sorer than hell in a few hours, but I got the 
transponder onto the vehicle.”

The Eagle pulled off his mask, pulled out his tablet, and said, “Yes, 
you did. Great work.”
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Chris sat up and pulled off his mask as well and asked, “So … now 
what?” John was staring at the tablet with a confused look on his face.

When Chris asked if everything was okay, John shook his head 
and said, “No. It’s not okay. The sensor’s not secure. We need to 
follow that van as long as possible.”

Chris stood up slowly and said, “Well, I’m sorry that I didn’t 
get it perfect, sir, but I was trying to put the unit on a fast moving 
vehicle; one, I might add, that was running me over.”

John nodded and said, “You did good, Chris. I’m not blaming you.”
Chris laughed a little and said, “Well, it’s good to know that getting run 

down by a perp while trying to attach a tracking device is commendable.”
John shook his head and pulled out his cellphone and dialed Jim.
“WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT?”
“An order of fries, a can of Coke Zero, and to go on vacation with 

my wife. However, at the moment, none of those things are possible. 
So, instead, I will ask you to do your damn job.” He rattled off the 
address and said, “You need to get a CSI team out here right away.”

Jim was sitting on the edge of his bed and asked, “And what cause 
do I have?”

“You will have plenty of cause when I make the 911 call. Get Sam 
and get out here. Chris and I have a killer to catch.”

Gloria was yelling profanity at the two women banging their feet 
against the back of the van as she sped toward the freeway. She 
looked in the rear view mirror, but there was no one behind her. She 
knew she had hit something or someone, but it was too dark and 
rainy. She couldn’t make out who or what she struck as she careened 
through her garage door. She yelled back to Kelly and said, “There 
was someone at my home, Ms. Frost. That’s why we fled, and I have 
a feeling that someone was the Iron Eagle.” She laughed out loud 
and continued, “Even if it was the Eagle, you will never get to talk to 
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him. He will just have to read about your crime scene.” The banging 
got louder as Gloria pulled out her phone and called Connie.

“Hello?”
“I’m on the road. Someone was in my home. I just drove through 

my goddamned garage door to make a break for it before I got nabbed.”
Connie’s voice was calm on the other end of the line, and she asked, 

“Any idea who it was?”
“No, but I am guessing it was the Eagle.”
Connie’s became more animated and asked, “How on earth would 

the Iron Eagle even have you on his radar?”
Gloria laughed nervously and said, “Oh, I don’t know. One of 

my new colleagues at the Bureau, who my boss put in charge of 
investigating the Bills and Styles murders?”

Connie asked, “Violet Harper is a homicide investigator?”
“No. She’s a grunt like me dealing with the Cohen corruption 

files, but somehow she convinced John Swenson to let her onto the 
case, and here we are.”

Connie was silent for a few seconds and then said, “You can’t 
come here.”

“Why the fuck not? And where the hell am I supposed to go? 
Jesus, Connie! I have two people gagged and bagged. I’ve been run 
out of my home. I certainly will have to drop out of sight now because 
I am going to be a suspect in the murder of at least Harper. Where 
the fuck am I going to go? What am I going to do? I’m not the killer, 
Connie, you are. I just play with the toys that you and I collect. I like 
the sex. I like to torture and use them, but I don’t murder people.”

Connie said, “You are just as culpable as me in the killings, Gloria. 
Don’t try to sell me a line of shit that you had nothing to do with it. But 
that is not the issue right now. You can’t come here. It’s just too hot.”

“Okay … then where do I go? I can’t very well check into a hotel.”
Connie thought carefully then said, “I have an idea. My folks 

have a cabin in Lake Arrowhead. It’s way off the beaten path and is 
a part-time home they have had for years. I haven’t been up there 
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in a while, and my folks haven’t been there either as both just can’t 
handle the winter weather. The cabin is on an access road off of 
Walnut Hills Drive. I will text you the address. You can find it with 
navigation. I want you to go up there. That will get you out of LA 
and will give me a chance to think.”

Gloria yelled at the two in the rear of the van and then asked, 
“You don’t think that the FBI isn’t going to grab my phone records? 
Come the hell on, Connie. You know they will have them in a matter 
of hours. The text will show up and lead them right to me.”

Connie agreed and told Gloria the address. “Do you have navigation 
in the POS van?”

“Fuck no, but I have it on my phone, which I can’t use.”
Connie sighed and said, “Just take the 210 Freeway and exit at 

Waterman Canyon, which is Highway 18. Follow the signs up the 
mountain. When you get to Rim Forest, call me, and I will guide you 
to the cabin.” Connie hung up the line and checked on Jill who was 
asleep. She sat down in the living room and looked at the clock. It 
was nearing five a.m. She pulled her cellphone out and called Gloria 
back and said, “Listen. Given how cold this storm is, the rain is going 
to turn to snow as you climb the mountain. You can’t go into Rim 
Forest because the CHP will most likely have chain requirements 
in place. As you head toward Lake Arrowhead, there will be a stop 
light right at the intersection where they will be making people put 
on chains. Turn left there and then make a quick right onto Highway 
189. Drive up the street until you are out of sight then call me, and 
I’ll help get you to the cabin.”

Gloria said, “I know how to drive in snow, so that’s no problem. I lived 
in Chicago for a decade; however, I don’t know the California mountains, 
and these cellphones will be worthless in an hour because I ran something 
or someone over when I bugged out of my house. I’m sure the place is 
crawling with cops by now. We need another way to speak.”

Connie thought about it and said, “Does your van have any type of 
communication system in it? You know? Autolink or something like that?”



Pray • 151150 • Chapter Nineteen

Gloria looked up at the ceiling of the van and said, “Well, fuck me. 
Yes, it does. I can use it to call you. They won’t be able to put two and 
two together on the van that fast. I will call when I am up there.” She 
hung up the phone and then threw it out the window as she headed for 
the 210 and the San Bernardino Mountains. She called back to Kelly 
and Violet and said, “Good news, bitches. I have a new place to take 
you. You’re going to love it, but it’s gonna be damned cold.”
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 Chapter Twenty
“It’s a really, really 

nice place. The kind of 
place where no one 

can hear you scream.”

T
he rain was coming down as Jim met Sam at Gloria’s home. 
Sam was standing on the front porch while several deputies were 
searching the premises. She was smoking a cigarette and pacing 

when Jim pulled up and ran to the porch through the rain. He pulled a 
cigarette from his top left pocket, and Sam handed him her smoke, and 
he lit his and asked, “So, what the hell do we have?”

“An anonymous 911 call directing us to the whereabouts of Ms. 
Frost.” Sam was about to say something else when she saw John’s 
truck pull up in front of the house, and he and Chris walked slowly 
toward them. Sam asked, “Jesus Christ! Aren’t you two cold?”

John shook his head. Chris nodded and said, “I’m cold, wet, and 
sorer than hell, Sam.”

Jim asked, “What brings the feds out on a morning like this?”
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John looked at Jim and said, “Ms. Frost was definitely here, and so 
was Violet Harper.”

Jim’s face sank, and he asked, “How do you know?”
John pointed a few cars up from Gloria’s home and said, “I have 

my CSI team en route to take her car to impound and scour it for 
evidence. The driver’s side window has been smashed out, and I can’t 
make contact with her.”

Jim threw his cigarette into the wet yard and said, “Fuckin’ Violet! 
Instead of following procedure, she just threw herself into the middle 
of a crime scene.”

“She did all of that, but now she’s a potential victim.”
“So, what now?”
John pulled a small tablet from his jacket pocket and looked at 

the cursor of the tracker that Chris had gotten onto the van. It showed 
the van’s location on the 210 Freeway just passing Interstate 15. He 
was about to speak when the signal was lost. John looked at Chris and 
said, “Well, you were right, Chris. You didn’t get the unit on properly. 
We just lost our track on Ms. Stone and her victims in San Bernardino 
County.” Chris lowered his head, and John said, “You have nothing to 
hang your head about. You risked your life to try to save theirs.”

Jim and Sam both had confused looks on their faces, and Jim 
asked, “Does one of you want to bring me up to speed here?”

John said, “There isn’t time. We need to get to Connie Beltran’s 
home NOW!”

He and Chris started running for the truck, and Jim grabbed Sam’s 
arm and said, “Follow me.”

While running, she asked, “Will someone please tell me what the 
hell is going on?”

“I would love to, but I don’t know what the fuck is going on either, 
so just hold on to your ass because we are going to be doing breakneck 
speeds behind John.”
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Connie had been pacing for the last half hour. She looked at the 
clock, and it was ten after six. She went into her bedroom and packed 
a small bag then went out to the garage and put it in the blue SUV. 
She drug Jill along the floor by her hair and threw her into the back 
of the vehicle. Jill was nude with her hands and feet taped. The rain 
falling on her nude body woke her, and she asked in a groggy voice, 
“What the hell’s going on, Connie?”

Connie stuffed a rag in her mouth and put a piece of duct tape over 
it, and said, “We are going to take a little road trip. Do you like the 
mountains?” Jill nodded her head slowly. “Great. We’re going up to a 
nice quiet little cabin in the woods. It’s a really, really nice place. The 
kind of place where no one can hear you scream.”

Gloria hit some slick spots as she drove up Highway 18. She 
saw several CHP officers off on the right shoulder of the road as 
she approached the light. One of them stepped out into traffic, but 
Gloria calmly turned onto 189, and the officer stepped back to the 
side of the road. She started the climb and stopped when she got past 
a narrow patch of road and called Connie.

“I’m on 189. Where to?” Connie gave her turn-by-turn instructions. 
The snow was coming down heavy, and the streets had not been plowed. 
She turned onto Grandview Drive and followed the road to Walnut Hills 
and turned onto the snow covered street. The street was very, very steep, 
and the van fishtailed several times before she came to a driveway with 
several house numbers on a large piece of wood. She turned the van onto 
the street and said, “Connie … Jesus! This looks like a fuckin’ ninety-
degree incline. I don’t know if I can make it.”

Connie said, “Just start driving up the road. It’s steep, just don’t let off 
the gas. You will reach the top, and the rest of the road is pretty much flat.”

Connie was throwing her bag into the SUV and pulling out of the 
driveway as she guided Gloria. There was grunting and cursing come 
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from Gloria’s mouth as she drove the van up the steep incline, but once 
she had made it to the top, she said, “Jesus... okay. I’m here. Now what?”

“Keep to the left. Follow it slowly until you see a large sign that 
says ‘Stoners Woods.’”

Gloria laughed and said, “You’re kidding, right?”
Connie laughed as she pulled her SUV out onto the street and then 

onto Tampa and headed for the 118 Freeway. “No. My folks never 
quite made it back from the sixties.”

Gloria was driving slowly and said, “There’s nothing out here.”
“Yes, there is. My family owns the bulk of the lots on either side 

of them. They wanted a place of solitude.”
Gloria saw the sign, a long circular drive. and a large house at the 

middle of it. She said, “This isn’t a cabin. It’s a damn mansion.”
Connie said, “You’re there, now pull in and park. There’s a spare 

key under the front porch mat.”
“You have to be kidding me. What the hell is this place? Fuckin’ 

Mayberry?”
Connie laughed and said, “Pretty close. The key code for the 

alarm is 10101.”
Gloria waded through several feet of snow to get to the front door. 

She found the key, disarmed the security system, and walked back to 
the van and said, “Okay, Connie. I’m in. What now?”

“Make yourself at home. I’m on my way, and then we will pray 
on this situation and decide how much pleasure we take before I feed 
our guests to the animals. The good thing is it’s winter up there, and 
the coyotes are really, really hungry, as well as the mountain lions 
and bears. So, we are going to provide them with a veritable feast 
for the holidays.” Connie started to laugh a hideous laugh. Gloria 
hung up the phone, grabbed each of the women from the back of the 
van, and took them into the house and threw them on the living room 
floor. As she walked back out through the snow to close up the van, 
she looked up to see the first hint of daylight. It was nearing seven 
a.m. She closed the van doors and stood for a moment as the snow 
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fell silently around her. She heard the howl of coyotes off in the 
distance and shivered and ran back to the house.

The rain had eased a bit when John and Chris pulled up in front of 
Connie Beltran’s house. Jim and Sam were right behind them, and the 
four got out of their vehicles, and Sam asked, “How are we going to 
play this?”

John looked at the house and said, “We are going to knock on the 
front door.”

“What,” said Jim, “no spook stuff, no cloak and dagger? No Iron 
Eagle clad in black to save the damsel in distress?”

John shook his head and said, “No!” He rang the doorbell, but 
there was no answer. He rang it again, and, as he did, Chris pulled out 
his tablet and looked down at the moving blip on his screen.

He said, “Um … John?”
He looked at Chris with the tablet in his hand and said, “She’s 

on the move?” Chris nodded, and John said, “Well, folks, now this 
is going to be done the Eagle’s way. Chris, you come with me. We’ll 
follow Ms. Beltran. Jim, I need you and Sam to get back to my house 
and tell Sara that she needs to take care of my guests in the manner she 
and the Eagle discussed.”

“Oh, fuck you!” Jim said. “I’m not the Eagle’s messenger of death.”
Sam said, “I’ll do it. Do I just go to the main house?”
John nodded, and Jim shrugged his shoulders and said, “One 

minute she hates the Eagle, the next minute she loves him.”
“Were you on the same damn crime scene I was last night? Did you 

see what those animals did to Mrs. Rodin? That’s who the Eagle has, 
right?” John nodded. Sam said, “Jesus Christ, Jim. I’ll do it myself. I 
want to watch those sons of bitches die. I want to hear them scream for 
mercy. I want to be the one to end it for them.”

Jim’s face went white, and John and Chris looked on at Sam for a 
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few seconds before John said, “This is personal, isn’t it Ms. Pritchard?”
Sam had tears in her eyes, not of sadness, but of anger and rage. 

She held her fists at her sides and said, “You’re goddamned right it is.”
John put his giant hand on her shoulder and pulled his cellphone 

out with the other hand and called Sara. “I’m sending Sam to the house. 
The Eagle and Chris have something pressing to deal with. I will need 
the operating room empty when I return with my next guests. Sam is 
coming to you with my instructions. Please make her feel at home and 
allow her to participate in ending these two.”

Sara asked, “She’s been a victim?”
John said, “Not of these two, but at some point in the past I’m certain.”
“Can she handle it? I mean, we are going to kill them like we killed 

Marker so many years ago.”
John looked at Sam’s grim and angry face and then said, “I have 

a feeling that Sheriff-Elect Pritchard will be just fine. I think that it 
might be cathartic for her.”

“Where do you want the bodies put?”
John looked at Jim and asked if Barbara was at home. He looked 

at his watch and said, “It’s ten to seven. She’ll be getting ready for 
work. Why?”

“She’ll need to be at work as Ms. Beltran won’t be coming in 
today or ever again. I was thinking she could help Sara and Karen, but 
there is no way.”

Jim threw his hands in the air and said, “Come on, Sam. I’ll take 
you to the Eagle’s lair and help out however the fuck I can.” Sam 
stormed off toward Jim’s car, and he looked at John and asked, “Is it 
just me or do you think that Sam has a history I don’t know about?”

Chris looked at Jim and said, “You want the facts? One in six 
women in America will be raped or experience an attempted rape in 
their life time. Those are the official numbers. The reality is a hell of 
a lot higher than that … a lot higher. For those of us men who can’t 
imagine doing such a thing to a woman, we are the minority. Take 
Sam to the lair. I think you are about to get an education on the effect 
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of rape on a woman. And in this case, a woman about to come into a 
position of great power.”

Jim nodded and walked back to his car. John looked at Chris and said, 
“That’s going to be the case here, Chris. We don’t have much time.” 

There were huge windows in the prow home off the access road 
in Lake Arrowhead. Gloria sat sipping a cup of coffee while Violet 
and Kelly sat restrained against one of the walls in the living room. 
Gloria was watching the snow fall, and Violet said, “You know it’s 
over, Gloria. You know that by now word is out that you have me, at 
minimum, right? They are hunting for you. He is on the hunt for you.”

Gloria was seated with her back to the two women and said, “Of 
whom do you speak?”

“Give me a break. You know damn well who I’m talking about. 
The Iron Eagle.”

The clock in the kitchen read ten ten a.m. She sipped her coffee 
and said, “Unlikely. Once Connie gets here, we will make our plan. 
And once the plan is made, we will deal with you two, and then she 
and I will blow this city for a new place.”

Violet laughed as did Kelly, and Gloria walked over to Violet and 
pulled her by the hair across the cabin floor over to a large fireplace with 
a roaring fire. She ripped off the rest of Violet’s clothing and took a poker 
from the fireplace kit and stuck it into the white hot coals under the grate. 
Then, she leaned down and whispered, “It makes no difference what 
happens, Violet. I’m still going to get the pleasure of torturing, raping, 
and hearing you beg and scream for mercy.” She pushed Violet down 
on her stomach and said, “You have a really, really nice ass.” She pulled 
the hot poker out of the fireplace and laid it on Violet’s right butt cheek. 
Violet screamed in agony as Gloria laughed and moved it to the left.

She put the poker back in with the coals and drug the screaming 
woman across the floor and threw her down next to Kelly. Gloria 
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grabbed Kelly next and stripped her nude. She ran her hands across 
Kelly’s breasts and thighs, saying, “You are a sweet, young thing. 
Perky tits and a tight ass. Have you ever been fucked up the ass?” 
Kelly nodded slowly. “And do you like it?”

Kelly said calmly, “When I’m with a man I love and trust. It’s my 
alternative to birth control.”

Gloria laughed and said, “That’s a really good point. You can’t 
have any kids taking it up the ass now, can you?” Kelly shook her 
head. The smell of Violet’s burnt flesh hung heavy in the air, and she 
was weeping near the wall as Kelly looked on.

“Pay attention to me, Ms. Frost.”
Kelly looked at Gloria and asked, “Why are you doing this to us?”
Gloria laughed and pushed her face down on the floor and said while 

taking the poker out of the fireplace, “Because it amuses me.” She laid the 
hot steel on Kelly’s right butt cheek, and she screamed in agony. Gloria 
put the poker back into the fire and rolled Kelly over onto her back. She 
was screaming and crying and writhing on the cabin floor. Gloria said, 
“This is but the start, ladies.” She drug Kelly over and threw her head 
first onto Violet’s ample breasts and said, “Suck them!” Violet moved her 
body flatter on the floor, so Kelly was right on top of her chest.

Gloria screamed at Kelly again, and Violet said, “Do as she tells 
you to, kid. This is a nightmare, but not one that you are going to 
wake up from.” Kelly’s lips and tongue probed Violet’s flesh until 
she found the nipple and began to suck and lick it. Gloria let out a 
loud laugh and said, “What did I tell you? You will do anything that I 
instruct you to do. We are going to have one hell of a fun day.”

Connie was driving up Highway 18 headed to the cabin as Jill 
slammed her feet into the back seat of the SUV. Connie yelled at her 
and said, “You’re a pro, Jill. If you know what’s good for you, you will 
be respectful of me and Gloria. I know that you and Gloria are lovers. 
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I also know that she pays you well for the special things she likes to do 
to your body. What Gloria doesn’t know is that I have plans for the two 
of you and Gloria’s guests. Five have ascended the mountain, but only 
one is coming down … and I bet you can guess who that person is.”
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 Chapter Twenty-One
“I know this is going to 

be hard to believe 
but have faith.”

T
he tablet was on the seat between Chris and John, and he watched 
as the blinking tracking light headed past the 15 Freeway and up 
to Highway 18.
“We’re about to head into some cold weather and snow. If I were 

you, I would gear up.”
Chris grabbed his body armor and began to dress while asking, 

“How many are going to be up there?”
John shrugged and said, “It’s hard to say. We know that Gloria 

Stone will be there, and she has Violet and, I suspect, Kelly Frost. 
Connie Beltran is en route, and I don’t know if she has anyone with 
her. The only thing I’m certain of is that even Gloria Stone has no 
idea the danger she is in.”

Chris was pulling up his pants and asked, “Stone is in danger from 
Beltran?” John nodded. “So, we’re going to save everyone but Beltran?”
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John stared straight ahead as the rain turned first to sleet and then to 
snow. “The only people I know we are going to try and save are Harper 
and Frost. And I hope to do that with as little trauma as possible.”

“Trauma? You mean getting killed.”
John shook his head and said, “Dying will most likely be welcome 

by Frost and Harper when it comes. Beltran is a dominatrix as is 
Stone. Only these two are not your garden variety dominatrixes.”

“What are they?”
“Sadistic rapists who feed on the pain and suffering of their 

victims. These two women are black widows. They torture and abuse 
their prey and then feed them to the wild.”

Sara and Karen were standing at the front door when Sam and Jim 
arrived. Sara greeted them both with a kiss, and Jim reciprocated, but 
Sam did not. Jim looked at his watch and said, “It’s ten to twelve. 
John said he wanted the operating rooms empty. You have the two 
pigs that raped and murdered the Rodin woman?”

Sara nodded, and Sam asked in a steely voice, “Where are they?” 
Karen walked into the living room and put her hand on the wall, and 
the secret passage to the Eagle’s lair opened. Sara followed Karen 
with Jim and Sam in pursuit.

Jim stopped in the foyer and said, “I will wait here until you need me.”
Sara nodded and asked Sam, “Are you sure you want to be a part of 

this?” Sam nodded, and the women walked into operating room one.
Loren and Terrance were both strapped to gurneys next to each 

other. Both had their eyes open but didn’t react when the women 
entered. Sam looked at the men and asked, “What’s wrong with them?”

Sara pulled out a large syringe and said, “They are suffering the 
pains of hell. The Eagle just prefers silence while he tortures his victims 
unless he is interrogating them or finishing them off. Once I administer 
this drug, they will be quite awake, alert, and most likely screaming.”
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Sam walked between the two gurneys and asked Sara, “This guy. 
What’s his name?”

Sara looked at the Eagle’s chart and said, “This one is Terrance 
Jackson. Why? Do you know him?”

Sam walked up near Terrance’s head and said, “In a manner of 
speaking. This pig raped me nearly twenty years ago.”

Karen stepped into the room and asked, “Are you sure?”
Sam had tears running down her face and a tone of hot rage in 

her soft voice as she answered through gritted teeth, “Oh yes … I am 
very sure. This animal attacked me one night on my way back to my 
dorm room at Cal State Northridge. He grabbed me as I was going in 
and forced his way into my room.” She looked into Terrance’s eyes 
and asked, “You remember me, don’t you Terrance? You remember 
me? You remember the sick, twisted shit that you did to me and made 
me do. And here, I have you. I … have … you. Sara, can you bring 
this animal to, so I can see the look on his face?”

Sara handed both Karen and Sam face shields and latex gloves and 
said, “We don’t know if he is HIV positive or not, so we take every 
precaution.” Sam slid the mask down over her face, the plastic showed her 
facial features clearly, and Sara administered a large dose of medication.

Terrance started screaming obscenities, and Sara slapped him 
on the side of the head and said, “The Eagle does not allow such 
language in his rooms.”

“Fuck you! Fuck y’all.” Terrance looked at Sam then stared for a few 
seconds and said, “I knows ya, bitch.”

Sam slapped him hard across the face and said, “Yes, you know me. 
You know me very, very well.”

Terrance smiled and said, “Yeah. You’s da college bitch I fucked in 
the late 90s. Northridge, right?”

Sam pulled out her weapon and smacked him across the face. 
“That’s right. You have a great memory. I didn’t know your name 
until now. I know you haven’t been around doing more of this raping 
and killing long. Where have you been locked up?”
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Terrance laughed and said, “My buddy and I’s did a hitch for molestin’ 
a couple girls. We just got out three weeks ago.”

“Where’d you do your time?”
“Washington State. We’s been back here in LA for three weeks.”
Sam looked down at the hole that used to house his penis and said, “I 

see the Eagle has already removed your offending member.”
“That asshole fucked me and Loren up bad, bitch. Why? You wants 

more of my big cock, don’ts ya?”
Sam slapped him three more times with her weapon. Teeth and blood 

went flying across the room, and Sam asked Sara, “How is it that the 
Eagle wants these pigs to die?”

Sara walked over to a hand pump sprayer unit that had been 
modified with a long tube and a large needle on the end and said, 
“Well, this is not for spraying flowers or killing weeds anymore.” 
Karen grabbed three bottles of pink liquid and handed them to 
Sara, who began to dump them into the canister. The smell of the 
formaldehyde was overwhelming, and the three women had to cover 
their faces as Sara poured the last container into the unit.

Terrance looked at Sara and said, “I knows that smell. That’s the 
smell of dead  corpses, ain’t it?”

Sara said, “I see you have been to your fair share of viewings and 
funerals, haven’t you?”

Terrance nodded nervously and said, “I’s smoked a lot of wet 
before, too.”

Sam looked at Sara and said, “Cigarettes or other elements soaked in 
embalming fluids?” Sara nodded and pulled a small steel table over next 
to Terrance and injected his IV with a light sedative and asked Karen 
to bring her the large white catch basin in the corner of the room. Sam 
started laughing and asked, “You’re going to embalm him alive?”

Sara put the basin next to the gurney and then took a scalpel off 
the steel table and a piece of flexible clear tubing and said, “Yep. Take 
this tubing, Sam, and hand it to me after I make my incision in the 
major artery in his groin.” Sam took the tubing and held it as she 
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watched Sara cut into Terrance’s groin. There was a slight spurt of 
blood where she was cutting, and Sara said, “Fuck. He’s a skinny shit. 
I hit the artery too deep. I don’t want him to bleed out. Karen, we need 
to cauterize the incision.” Karen handed her a cauterizing scalpel, and 
there was the sound of electricity in the wound and light smoke as 
Terrance screamed and Sara said, “Okay, Sam. I need the tubing.”

Sam handed it to her, and once it was in place, Sara put a few 
stitches around it to keep it steady and then let the end drop into the 
basin. Karen had been working on Terrance’s left arm and had set 
a line in a deep vein with a valve on it. Sara said, “We are ready to 
start.” Terrance began to scream as Karen put a tourniquet on his left 
arm, and Sara looked at Sam and asked, “Will you do the honors of 
pumping up the sprayer with pressure, so we can inject the solution?”

Sam said, “How painful will this be for him?”
“You will never hear a living human being scream like he will 

when that solution hits his veins. It will burn like battery acid, and 
he will live for several seconds to a minute until the solution passes 
into his heart and hits his brain.”

Sam smiled and said, “So, it’s an agonizing death?”
“Extremely.” Sam walked over to the unit and lifted the plunger and 

began to pull it up and down, building up more and more pressure. Sara 
called out and said, “We are good to go.” She looked at Sam and asked, 
“Would you like to do the honors?” Sara pointed to a small valve in 
Terrance’s arm and said, “I will bleed off the air in the line, so he doesn’t 
die of an aneurism or embolism, that’s too fast for the likes of him.” Sam 
watched as the thick pink solution rose into the IV line and stopped at the 
valve. Sara said, “All you have to do is turn the valve and watch the show.”

Sam smiled at Terrance and said, “I hope you go straight to hell, you son 
of a bitch.” Sam turned the valve, and the liquid began to run into Terrance’s 
body as Sara pulled the cap off of the line in his leg, and blood began to 
fill the catch basin. Terrance began screaming and frothing at the mouth, 
and Sam laughed as he raged against the fluids going into his body. He 
screamed for more than a minute and then took a deep breath and a small 
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amount of blood and embalming fluid dripped from his nose. Sam looked at 
his dilated pupils and said, “I sent you to hell, you fuckin’ animal.”

Sara put her arm around Sam and asked, “Do the men know what this 
animal did to you?”

Sam shook her head, and Karen asked, “Do you want them to know?”
Sam looked at Terrance’s dead face and said, “I will tell them 

when we are all together again.” Sara and Karen nodded as they did 
the same thing to Loren.

It was almost three p.m. when Connie turned onto Highway 189 
and started up the mountain to her family’s cabin while talking to Jill. 
“I know you and Gloria are tight. She has told me that she has a real 
affinity for you. I can see why. You’re young, beautiful, and the perfect 
bisexual switch, which is a real turn-on for me. I think that deep down 
Gloria is in love with you. At least that’s the way it sounds when she 
talks about you. I mean, she’s not going to finish the transformation 
from man to woman. She still has a working cock. She’s a man trapped 
in a woman’s a body. Just a confused transsexual caught between two 
worlds. She doesn’t want men as much as she wants women. She says 
she’s bi, but I don’t buy it. In my opinion, Gloria is a female version of 
her original self. I don’t see a long-term relationship with you, a whore. 
You have a price for everything, and you are not going to give up that 
lifestyle for anyone, are you?”

There were murmurs from the back of the SUV, but they were 
unintelligible. She turned down Walnut Hills, and the snow was 
falling briskly, and the street had not been plowed. It was starting 
to get dark, and Connie said, “Winter is a strange time here on the 
mountain. The days get really cold and short, shorter than down on 
the flat land. Ha. The flat land. That’s what the people up here call 
those of us who are part timers, ‘Flatlanders.’”

She laughed as she got to the access road entrance and then pulled 
up the steep incline, sliding the whole way. The SUV slid off one side 
of the narrow road, and Connie put the vehicle into four-wheel drive 
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and pulled out and up onto the top of the street. She drove on until 
she reached the cabin entrance and parked and walked into the house.

Kelly was sobbing out of sight when Connie walked into the cabin. She 
started to call out when she heard the crack of a bull whip in the distance 
and the screams of both Violet and Kelly. Connie yelled out to Gloria and 
said, “Jesus, Gloria! You couldn’t wait for me?” Connie walked through 
the main room of the cabin and into the kitchen. There was an open door 
and steps that led into a dark stairwell. She headed down the stairs as she 
heard the whip strike Kelly again and a scream of pain and weakness. 
Connie turned the corner into the black walled room, and there were Kelly 
and Violet. Both tied off at the wrists, hanging with their feet inches off 
the floor, nude, with whip marks wrapping around their torsos and thighs. 
Gloria had obviously not heard Connie come in and was drawing back to 
strike the women again when she came into view.

Gloria dropped the whip to her side. She was dripping with sweat 
and was nude as well. She looked at Connie and said, “Oh shit. I 
didn’t hear you come in. This is a hell of a house you have here. Did 
you build this dungeon?”

Connie shook her head and sat on a small bag on the floor near 
the stairs and said, “No. This was built by my father and mother. They 
introduced me and my siblings to the lifestyle quite young.”

“Incest?”
Connie laughed and said, “Amongst other things. I spent my 

fair share of time hanging from those beams. My father and mother 
insisted that we all be exposed to the lifestyle. I can remember many 
a night getting beaten, tortured, raped, and sodomized down here.”

Gloria looked on in horror and disgust and said, “Oh, God, Connie! 
I had no idea. I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be. I’m not. My father had a huge cock, and he taught me 
how to take it. Let me tell you. My mother would hold my head down on 
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him until I blacked out from lack of oxygen then would pull his cock out 
of my throat and beat my bare chest. I didn’t have breasts yet because I 
was only seven. She’d impale me on his manhood again and again until 
he came and I swallowed every drop. The first years were hard, but by 
the time my brothers and I hit our teen years, we were really into it and 
would all play down here on long weekends and holidays.”

She looked around and put her hand on a steel bar drilled into two 
posts of wood and said, “Man. This brings back some great memories. I 
remember one Christmas. My father decorated the whole dungeon with 
lights. He put a Christmas tree down here with all of our gifts. He and 
my mother had kidnapped a couple and their three girls, and he had them 
hanging off this rod. I remember he got us all new whips and restraints, 
and we spent the whole week just having a gay old time raping and 
torturing that family. I remember the mother would plead and pray, and 
my father would taunt her, saying maybe God would hear her and come. 
No God came for them. I remember the night before we were to leave 
my father took the husband and three girls away with my brothers. He 
was gone for a long time. It was really, really late when they came home 
because I had been asleep but woke when they all came in laughing and 
horsing around. I asked where they had been, and my father and mother 
took me by the hand, and we came down here. The wife was on this 
very bar, barely alive. She was mumbling prayers, and my father said, 
‘Connie, it’s time that you learn about the circle of life.’ I remember I 
had just turned eighteen, and I helped him cut her down, and I took her 
legs and he took her upper body, and we carried her out to his Jeep.

“It was a cold night, long after midnight, and there was a full moon. 
We drove this very access road and then took a trail way up into the deep 
woods away from everything. He pulled the woman out and shackled 
her hands and feet between two trees, spread eagle. I remember seeing 
her silhouette in the moonlight, and I was about to ask a question when 
they came … the coyotes … out of the darkness. Two and three at first 
then five and ten. Soon, there were twenty. They nipped at the woman, 
and she screamed. My father had a cigarette in his mouth and a flashlight 
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in his hands, and he ran off the coyotes. He walked up to her and asked, 
‘Where’s your God now, woman? You keep calling this God person, but 
no one comes.’ He laughed and put his cigarette out on her pussy. He 
said loudly, ‘I think you need to pray harder, woman. I don’t think that 
God can hear you. Scream it out. Give it all you have.’ He turned off the 
flashlight and lit another cigarette. The coyotes never came near us as 
they ate her. It was a real rush for me. She prayed and prayed, but God 
never came. I asked my father about that later when we were home, and 
he told me that God doesn’t hear the screams of the damned.”

Connie had been so lost in her story and memories that she didn’t notice 
the horrified faces of the three women in the room. Kelly was hanging her 
head. Her hand was bleeding where her finger had been removed, and she 
lifted her head softly and looked at Connie and said, “Monster.”

Violet was staring straight at Connie as small trails of blood ran down 
her nude body. “That explains a lot. You are ‘Voracious69.’”

“Yes. Yes, I am. I see you have been looking at the personal ads. 
Gloria is ‘Studess55,’ and I am always in the mood for sixty-nine. 
She looked at Gloria and said, “Put on some clothes. We have one 
more guest, and it’s getting dark.”

Gloria followed Connie up the stairs, and Violet looked over at 
Kelly, who was badly beaten and in great pain, and said, “I know this 
is going to be hard to believe but have faith.”

Kelly looked at her and said, “I have no faith. I never have. There 
is no God.” Violet looked away and let her head drop onto her chest 
without saying another word.
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 Chapter Twenty-Two
“I’ve had nightmares 

about that man for 
nearly two decades.”

J
ill felt herself being lifted out of the SUV and gently carried into 
the cabin. She was cold to the touch, and Gloria yelled at Connie 
and said, “How could you do this to Jill? For crying out loud, the 

poor baby could freeze to death.” She removed Jill’s restraints and 
got her a blanket and asked, “Would you like a cup of hot tea?” Jill 
nodded, staring at Connie all the while.

When Gloria was out of the room, Connie said, “What did I tell 
you? She loves you. She will care for you. There is no way that she 
is going to allow me to do what I want to do to you.”

Jill was shivering under the blanket and said, “It’s over, Connie. By 
now, the whole world knows what you and Gloria have done. It’s only a 
matter of time before you are caught and then you are going to rot in jail.”

Connie laughed and lifted her hand in a gesture of ‘fuck you’ as 
Gloria walked back into the room with a small teapot and two cups. 
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Connie looked at the tray and asked, “Did it occur to you that I might 
like a damn cup of tea, Gloria?”

Gloria apologized and went back to the kitchen to get another 
cup. Jill looked at Connie and said, “Who … are … you?”

“Your worst fuckin’ nightmare.”
Gloria returned and poured the tea and was about to take a sip when 

she said, “Oh, for fuck’s sake. I’ll be right back.” She walked back into 
the kitchen and through the door that led to the dungeon. She slapped 
Kelly and Violet on their asses, and they spun around in the air. Gloria 
said, “I can’t leave you two hanging like that. You’ll suffocate, and I 
don’t want anything to happen to either of you prematurely.” She put 
a footstool underneath each woman’s feet. Violet got her footing and 
stood and took a deep breath as Kelly did the same. Gloria looked at 
Violet and said, “Better?” Violet didn’t respond, and Gloria kicked the 
stool out from under her feet, and her body jerked down pulling her 
wrists and shoulders. Violet let out a scream, and Gloria walked over to 
her face and said, “I have a special guest upstairs who will be joining this 
little party soon, so shut up.” Gloria slugged her in the face, knocking 
her out. She took a large raised wooden seat and slid it under Violet, and 
her body slumped into the chair with her arms raised above her head.

Kelly asked, “Can I have a seat?”
Gloria looked at her and said, “You’re young and healthy, so … NO!” 

She let out a loud laugh as she walked back up the stairs to Jill and Connie.

John pulled his truck into a turnout about fifty yards from the 
cabin. Chris looked at him and asked, “What’s the plan?”

The snow was falling heavily. “It’s six p.m. and twenty-five 
degrees. The snow is falling and drifting. It will give us cover in this 
darkness to get to the house. The houses are built on the side of the 
mountain. Which means that they have built up areas that act as giant 
crawl spaces under the main house.”
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Chris asked, “So we are going to go down the side of a mountain 
in the snow and ice and try to find the entrance?”

John was putting on his body armor and nodded. He grabbed two duffle 
bags and put on his mask and said, “Follow me. Use your night vision. I 
don’t know what the situation is yet, and we don’t want a hostage situation.”

“Um … I hate to break it to you, but we already have a hostage 
situation.”

The Eagle shook his head slowly and said, “No. Right now we 
have a kidnapping. They don’t know anyone is here, so at this time 
we have the upper hand. If they learn we’re here before I want them 
to, this will turn very bad very fast.” He stepped out of the truck, 
and Chris followed. He pulled out his countersurveillance equipment 
and said, “Shadow me, Chris. Don’t get more than three feet from 
me until I clear you. Understand me?” Chris nodded as the two men 
made their way down the steep hillside next to Connie’s cabin.

Terrance Jackson’s eyes were wide open and glazed over, his 
face frozen in a paralyzed state of agony and fear. There was still a 
trickle of blood flowing into the catch basin, and Sam was holding 
the tubing from his groin in her hand and staring into the dead man’s 
face. Karen walked around the gurney and took the hose from Sam 
and said, “Why don’t we get out of here and get some air? The fumes 
are overpowering.” Sam released the tubing and heard the metal 
fitting on the end of the line strike the steel basin. She looked down 
at the blood-filled basin and then at Terrance’s face and lifted her 
hands to her mouth and started vomiting. Karen and Sara walked 
Sam out of the operating room, and Sara flipped a switch and an 
industrial fan began to draw the fumes out of the operating room and 
through a filter that would release the air outside.

Karen got Sam seated in the foyer then got a bottle of water and 
handed it to her. She sat staring out the windows with tears streaming 
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down her face. Sara walked in and said, “It’s going to take something 
a hell of a lot stronger than water to kill the headache you must 
have.” Sara filled three tumblers with ice and scotch and handed one 
to each woman.

Jim was sitting off in a corner and said, “Did you forget that I’m 
fuckin’ here, Sara?”

“Yes, Jim, I actually did. If you want a drink, make it yourself. We 
have more pressing things to deal with than your pain in the ass needs.”

Jim laughed as he walked over to the bar and poured himself a 
scotch straight and swigged it down then put a couple of ice cubes 
into his glass with more scotch then turned to Sam and said, “Revenge 
and vengeance don’t feel like you imagined and or fantasied that 
they would, do they Sam?”

She took a drink of the scotch with both of her hands, which were 
trembling as the adrenaline levels in her body normalized.

Karen looked at her and said, “I’m not going to ask if you are okay. 
I am going to ask what you’re feeling.” Sara was reclining on one of 
the couches in the room sipping her drink, and Jim was off in a corner 
of the room near one of the large windows overlooking the sea.

“We killed two men. We murdered two men in cold blood,” Sam 
said with a quiver in her voice.

Karen asked, “Do you think that we did wrong … that you did wrong?”
Sam took another drink and said, “I don’t know what I feel. It’s 

all mixed up inside of me. I feel happy and sad, scared and confused, 
angry and satisfied. I … with malice of forethought … murdered a 
man. I am no better than him.”

Sara said, “Really? That is just the shock of it all. It will clear in your 
mind. I went through the same thing in my first killing with the Eagle.”

Sam looked at Sara and asked, “You have murdered before for 
the Eagle?”

Jim laughed and said, “We all have. Well, I haven’t because I 
haven’t felt the need to, but I have assisted the Eagle in getting his 
victims to this place and into those rooms for their punishment.”
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Sam leaned forward in the chair with the glass between her 
fingers near her knees and said, “You all act like it’s no big deal. 
Like those lives didn’t matter.”

Karen spoke up and said, “They didn’t. Those animals died the 
way they deserved to die for their crimes. No judges, jury appeals, 
and years sitting on death row living off taxpayer dollars. Just swift, 
unadulterated justice. Brutal and painful and worse than the way 
they killed their victims.”

Sam shook her head and said, “I have had nightmares about that man 
for nearly two decades. I could feel his hot breath on the back of my neck, 
the stink of his breath. The salty taste of his semen in my throat mixed 
with my own shit from the end of his cock. All of that night comes back 
almost every night in my nightmares, and I just stood before him, passed 
judgment on him, and took pleasure in watching him die.”

Jim shook his empty glass, rattling the ice, and said while 
refilling his glass, “And you feel guilty because you put the man 
who did all of those things to you to death? You – his victim – got the 
opportunity that every victim of these crimes dreams of. You got to 
watch him suffer, and now you have some strange type of remorse?”

Karen shushed him and asked, “So, what do you think should 
have happened to him?”

Sam put the scotch down on an end table and put her head in her 
hands and screamed with agony in her voice. Sara and Karen sat 
back, and Jim lit a cigarette, took a few hits off of it, and said, “Well, 
Sam, what’s your answer?”

She lifted her head and turned to stare at Jim sitting coldly and 
smugly in the corner. There was one recessed light over his head, and 
his red hair looked like it was on fire in the dim light. She couldn’t 
see the expression on his face but watched the smoke rise from his 
lungs as he blew it up into the air. She looked at Sara and Karen and 
said, “You both took an oath to do no harm.”

Sara nodded as did Karen, and Karen said, “All of that goes out 
the window, Sam, when you have been the victim. You really do get 
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over it quickly, and the nightmares are replaced by the killing and 
then they go away all together.”

“What the fuck would a kid like you know of my anguish?”
Jim said, “Speak carefully, Sam. You’re not the only woman or 

person for that matter to have suffered at the hands of the cruel.”
Sam looked at Karen whose eyes were filled with tears that would not 

fall. Karen took a deep breath, and Sam could hear the breadth of her pain 
and suffering and said, “I’m sorry, Karen. That was out of line.”

Sara said, “Lashing out is natural, Sam. You are in shock. It will 
take time to sort out the emotions, but I assure you, you will, and 
when you get to the bottom of all of the shit you will feel satisfied 
at what we all did here last night and this morning.”

Sam looked at Sara and asked, “You have been on the receiving 
end of an animal like that?”

“Yes, but I was one of the fortunate ones. The Eagle was able 
to save me before I felt the full brunt of my would-be-attacker and 
killer’s wrath.”

Karen stood looking down at Sam and asked, “How are you 
feeling now?”

Sam drank the last of her scotch and said, “Like I need more to 
drink. I have no idea what I feel at this moment.”
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 Chapter Twenty-Three
“Mistress is ready, Mistress.”

J
ill walked down the stairs into the dungeon and saw Violet and Kelly, 
nude and hanging from their leather-bound wrists. She walked past the 
two women and looked them up and down from the back and said, “Nice 

asses. I see someone has done a little redecorating. Fresh brand marks?” 
Gloria nodded as Jill took a seat on a bondage bench after dropping the 
blanket. Her nude skin shined in the bright hot lights of the dungeon, and 
she asked Connie, “Fuck! Does this room double as a sauna?”

Connie didn’t smile. She just looked at Gloria and asked, “Why 
the fuck did you start this without me?”

Gloria grabbed the bull whip and said, “I wanted them submissive 
for your pleasure, master. I meant no disrespect.”

Jill laughed as Connie was taking the whip from Gloria and said, 
“Oh, please, Gloria. You are not a sub. Give it up. You were playing 
the dominatrix because you knew that once Connie got here you 
would endure the same as these two have been enduring.” Connie 
snapped the whip and struck Jill on the right breast.
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Kelly and Violet jolted and screamed as Jill let out a laugh and said, “I 
see these two are noobs. So, have you gotten them to eat each other out?”

Gloria laughed and said, “You bet your sweet little ass, I have. 
They’ve eaten more pussy since I got them up here than the three of 
us have in years.”

Jill laughed again and said, “But not your cock, right?”
Connie laughed at Jill’s response and looked at Gloria and 

said, “This is what you call a sub? This is what you consider to be 
submissive? A damn back talking bitch who doesn’t know her place? 
Jesus Christ! You are pathetic. Answer her question. Have either of 
these two bitches sucked your cock?”

Gloria shook her head and said, “I have a cock not a pussy, and, 
no, they haven’t given me head or a rim job YET!”

Connie pulled on a lever on the wall near the stairwell, and Violet 
and Kelly went crashing to the floor. She looked at Jill and said, “Take 
these two bitches off the hooks and bind your master and put her on 
the hook.” Jill got up slowly and walked over and took the steel hooks 
off of Kelly and Violet and ordered them to crawl to a far corner 
bathed in darkness. Connie snapped the whip across their backs and 
rears as they moved and then huddled together in an embrace. “Now, 
look at them. They’re holding each other like lovers getting ready to 
meet their doom, breast to breast and legs intertwined.”

Jill had lashed Gloria’s hands together and put the hook through 
her restraints and stepped back and said, “Mistress is ready, Mistress.” 
Connie ordered Jill to sit near the back wall, and she complied. Connie 
pulled the lever, and Gloria raised up off the floor. She yelped a bit 
and winced in pain causing Connie to tell her to be quiet. She looked 
at the women and said, “I am going to change. Don’t make a move. 
If you are out of place when I come back, I will beat you to death.”

Connie walked back up the stairs, and Gloria looked at the 
terrified faces of Kelly and Violet as Jill sat leaning against the wall 
looking at her fingernails and said, “She isn’t kidding. If you think 
I’m cruel, you haven’t seen anything yet.”
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The Eagle and Chris reached the bottom of the house and walked around 
it until they saw a door. The Eagle placed a small unit against the door and 
listened through an ear bud. “I don’t hear anyone. It’s a regular cylinder 
lock.” He pulled a small lock pick set from his pants and within a matter of 
seconds the door was open, and there was nothing but blackness on the other 
side. He motioned for Chris to follow and closed the door behind them.

The Eagle could see a steep incline and then a wall. He put his 
device to it and said, “I can hear voices.”

Chris nodded and asked, “So, how the hell are we going to get 
in and handle this?” The Eagle was running a unit across the wood. 
It beeped every few seconds until it toned solid, and Chris asked, 
“Some new cyber tool that can get us through walls?”

The Eagle said, “No. A stud finder. I’m looking for an opening.” 
He ran the unit across the wall until there was a long period of silence 
and then another loud tone and said, “This is a doorway.”

Chris looked through his night vision and said, “I don’t see anything 
but a wood wall.” The Eagle applied pressure with his shoulder, and the 
wall moved and a slit of light came through. Chris looked at the Eagle 
and said, “Low tech to save these women with high tech.”

The Eagle said softly, “I have both. I know where we are, and 
I know what we will be facing.” He pressed his back into the wall 
some more, and it moved further open. He whispered to Chris to stay 
put. “If things go bad, you are going to have to back me up. Kill only 
if you have to and don’t kill Violet or Ms. Frost.” The Eagle slipped 
out of sight as the wall closed behind him. Chris moved up to where 
the Eagle had been standing with his weapon in his hand and waited.

Gloria was screaming with every strike of the whip on her body. 
Connie was nude in a pair of high heels and was laughing and saying, 
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“Scream, you little bitch. Scream. You know you deserve the punishment, 
now take it like the man, woman, whatever the fuck you are.”

The Eagle came into a brightly lit room and turned off his night 
vision and heard Gloria screaming nearby. He could hear Connie 
screaming at Gloria and the sound of a whip on flesh. He looked 
around and saw that he was in a bathroom and that there was a 
large open closet across from the access room door full of S&M 
paraphernalia. He moved quietly to the bathroom door, which was 
half open, and looked out. There were mirrors on the walls, and he 
could see a staircase on the other side.

In the mirrored wall, he could see Kelly and Violet huddled in a corner 
and another woman he did not recognize. Gloria had yelled out to Connie, 
saying, “Mercy. Dear God, please, mercy.” She was swinging in the air as 
Connie held her firmly by the penis and pulled her back and forth.

Connie said, “Pray, Gloria. Pray not to God. Pray to me if you want 
mercy. There will be no God coming to save you.” Gloria began to pray 
to Connie for mercy, and Connie smiled and said, “That’s how you get 
mercy, pigs. By praying to the right god … me.” She pulled the lever and 
released Gloria, who landed on her feet, and Connie removed the steel 
hook from her restraints and grabbed her by the hair and said, “Jill, get 
up off your ass and follow us. I want to be eaten out by slaves who know 
what they are doing before I take these two pigs.”

Jill jumped up and looked at Violet and Kelly and said, “You will 
learn really, really fast in this world. If you want to survive and even 
thrive, you have to do as you are told or pay the price.”

She danced her way up the stairs, and Kelly had her head resting 
on Violet’s right breast and said through tears, “I don’t think anything 
that we do for these women is going to save us.”

Violet couldn’t move her hands but said in a comforting tone, 
“Have a little faith, kid. That’s all we have going for us.”
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The Eagle watched as Jill disappeared through the doorway and 
shut the door behind her. He opened the bathroom door wide and 
pulled a scanner from his pocket and picked up wireless signals 
from either an alarm or camera system. He set his signal jammer 
and walked into the dungeon.

Kelly saw the Eagle first and started to scream. Violet covered 
her mouth with her breasts and said, “He is friend not foe.”

The Eagle moved over to the two women and said, “There isn’t 
much time. Can you walk?”

Violet said, “Yeah if you untape our feet and remove the irons.”
The Eagle freed them within seconds and said, “Follow me quickly.” 

Violet stood as did Kelly, who then collapsed back to the floor. The Eagle 
picked her up in his huge arms and carried her to the bathroom with 
Violet in tow. He moved inside and kicked the wall, and Violet’s eyes 
went wide as she saw the wall open like a door. After a few seconds, a 
second larger man entered the bathroom, and the Eagle said, “This is Ms. 
Frost. Take her and Violet out of the buildup and to the truck.”

Chris nodded and said, “They are nude, sir … nothing to protect 
them or their feet.”

The Eagle looked at Violet and said, “Follow me.” She entered 
the blackness and felt the Eagle lift her into his arms, and as he did, 
he said, “Don’t make a sound. It’s going to be very, very cold. We 
will move as fast as we can.”

Chris walked out of the buildup first, followed by the Eagle. Both 
men moved swiftly up the hillside to the waiting truck. The Eagle opened 
the rear doors and put Violet in one seat as Chris put Kelly in another. 
The Eagle quickly gave the two women a large blanket and said, “I 
can’t run the engine for heat yet, so you will need to huddle together for 
warmth. Your body heat will keep you warm until we return.”

There was no time for response as the Eagle closed the truck 
doors, and the two men disappeared as fast as they had appeared. 
Kelly was shivering and pressed her body close to Violet’s and asked, 
“Who the hell are those men?”
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Violet said with a little chatter in her teeth, “I’m not sure, but I 
think we were just saved by the Iron Eagle.”

Connie was lying on her back as Gloria and Jill took turns licking 
her. She was barking out orders that the two women were complying 
with. She orgasmed hard and threw her legs open and then closed 
and kicked the two women off her. She sat up on the bed and poured 
the two women a drink and said, “Drink. This is my blood,” then she 
let out a loud cackling laugh as the two woman drank the glass of 
wine that Connie had poured them. “Drink it all,” she ordered then 
refilled the glasses and ordered them to drink again.

She got up from the bed as Gloria and Jill began to waver back and 
forth on the mattress, and Gloria asked, “Is this a damn water bed?”

Connie laughed as she walked into her bathroom and said, “No, 
you dumb ass cunt. I drugged you and your little bitch girlfriend.”

The sound of urine hitting the water in the toilet could be heard 
as Gloria asked with a dazed voice, “Why did you drug us? We are 
doing as you ordered. I don’t understand?”

“You will. You’re going to make one hell of a feast.” Connie stood 
up and opened a long narrow door for towels and looked at the cameras 
that looked down into the dungeon. There were three cameras and two of 
them had no picture just snow, and Connie cried out, “Who fucked with 
my system?” There was no response, and she looked at the third monitor 
that was hardwired but could not see the corner where she had left the 
girls. She was about to go back to the bedroom when she saw a large black 
image pass the camera eye, and she knew in an instant she was not alone.

The men moved up the stairwell with tranquilizer guns drawn. 
They heard a door slam and an engine rev up as they ran up the stairs 
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and into the kitchen. The Eagle moved across the room while Chris 
covered the other side. The smell of burned flesh hung heavy in the 
air, and the Eagle put his fingers to the lips of his mask as he entered 
the living room. Chris followed, and the two men saw the poker in the 
fireplace and knew what it had been used for. The Eagle pressed his 
back against the wall and moved in the direction of a dark hallway. 
Chris covered the other side, and the two men made their way, room 
by room, clearing the house. They reached the end of the hallway, and 
the door was half open. The Eagle moved to the edge and kicked it in.

Jill was lying on the bed, struggling to breathe with her hands 
over her throat. The Eagle moved in and saw that her throat had been 
slit. He looked down into Jill’s fear-filled eyes and said, “I know, I 
know. Let me look at you.”

Chris ran across the room to a set of double doors that led out onto a 
balcony and saw Connie’s blue SUV racing up the street, sliding around 
on the snow and ice. He called out and said, “They are on the run.”

“They aren’t going anywhere that we can’t find them. Get over 
here and help me.”

Chris got over to Jill and looked down into her eyes and said, 
“Do I know you?”

Jill nodded slightly, and the Eagle said, “Get me a towel from the 
bathroom.”

When he returned, he said, “I don’t see any arterial spray.”
The Eagle was using the towel on Jill’s neck and said, “That’s 

because her would-be killer missed the target and cut across this 
young lady’s windpipe.”

Chris said, “Tracheotomy?”
The Eagle nodded and said, “It’s going to be a field one because we 

can’t move her, and there is no way medical help is going to get here in 
this storm if we leave her with a 911 call.” The Eagle looked around the 
dimly lit room and saw a straw sticking out of a glass on the nightstand. 
He told Chris to grab it, then he looked at Jill and said, “I know you’re 
in pain, but the only way I can save you is to cut away some tissue and 
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insert this straw, so you can breathe.” Jill’s eyes rolled to the back of 
her head, and the Eagle pulled his field knife and made an incision and 
inserted the straw. Jill began to take deep breaths, and the Eagle pulled a 
suture kit from a pocket on his left arm and told Chris to hold the straw. 
It took a couple minutes, but the Eagle was able to secure the straw, and 
Jill began to come to.” The Eagle waited for a few more minutes and 
asked, “Can you sit up?” Jill tried to nod, and the men lifted her up. Chris 
grabbed a robe that was laying at the end of the bed and put it on her.

The Eagle said, “You can’t speak, but you can write.” Jill nodded, and 
he pulled a white board out of his chest protector and handed her the grease 
pen and asked. “Was it Gloria who did this to you?” She wrote ‘NO!’ The 
Eagle asked, “Was it Connie?” She nodded slowly, and the Eagle asked, 
“Are they the only two in the house?” Jill wrote ‘no’ on the board and 
pointed to the kitchen. The Eagle said, “I have the two women from the 
basement. Is that who you are referring to?” She nodded, and he told Chris, 
“Take this girl to the truck and have her sit between Violet and Kelly.”

Chris asked, “Are you crazy? She might be one of them. She might be 
a killer. I know her from somewhere. I just can’t remember where.”

“She’s not a killer. She’s a victim. Take her to the truck and ask 
Violet to watch her and help her with the straw, so she can breathe. I 
need to clear the house.” Chris picked Jill up gently and carried her 
down the hall and out the front door. He looked into her wide eyes 
and said, “I know you from somewhere.”

Jill pulled her head back in Chris’s arms and said in a strained 
voice, “I know your voice. I think we went to school together.” Chris 
was sprinting to the truck and put Jill between the two women and 
instructed Violet on what to do. He had no sooner closed the back 
doors then the Eagle came running toward him. Chris said, “I went 
to high school with that woman.”

The Eagle said, “What is that to me?”
“Nothing … she can’t identify me. I just thought I would mention it.”
The Eagle got into the truck and pulled out the tablet and pointed 

at the stationary green blip on the screen. The Eagle started the truck 
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and said, “It is going to be bumpy, ladies. Violet, hold that straw, so 
she can breathe.” The Eagle put the truck in drive and followed the 
blip until he reached the end of the road. He could see tire tracks 
going up the side of a small trail and said, “They went up there in the 
SUV. I can’t get up there with my truck. You stay here. They are only 
a couple of hundred yards ahead of me.”

The Eagle got out of the truck and started up the hill when Violet asked, 
“Who the hell are you?” Chris didn’t answer. He simply sat in silence.
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 Chapter Twenty-Four
“May God NOT have 
mercy on your soul.”

C
onnie was dragging Gloria behind her through the deep snow in the 
woods. She heard the cry of a coyote, and Gloria screamed. Connie paid 
her no mind and continued to battle her way up the steep trail that was 

inviting to locals, part-timers, and visitors in the summer but was deadly 
treacherous in winter. Connie kept a brisk pace clothed in a large fur coat 
and slip-on boots. The coat wasn’t buttoned, and, as she moved between tree 
branches and brush, the coat would open, revealing her nude body.

Gloria screamed, “Jesus Christ, Connie! You’re going to get us 
both killed.”

Connie was huffing and puffing as she reached the top of the 
ridge line and dropped Gloria on the ground, saying, “Two came in, 
only one comes out.” She shined a small Maglite in all directions but 
saw no movement. She rolled Gloria onto her back and sat on her 
chest and looked down into her terrified eyes and said, “We haven’t 
prayed together today. Don’t you think that we should?”
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Gloria nodded slowly and asked, “Can I please be in the coat with 
you? I’m freezing.” Connie opened the coat and laid down on top of 
Gloria, pressed breast to breast, and started to pray. Gloria repeated 
Connie’s words, and, when the prayer was finished, Gloria asked, 
“Why did you kill Jill? She knew nothing of what we were doing.”

Connie sat up on Gloria’s chest and said, “She knew enough 
because of your big mouth. And I didn’t get to dispatch her in a 
manner befitting the little slut.”

The two women were so entrenched in their dialogue they didn’t 
notice three coyotes that had been stalking them since they started up 
the trail. Gloria was looking at Connie, staring down at her, when the 
first high-pitched call came out of the darkness. Gloria tried to look 
around, but Connie remained on her chest and shined her flashlight in 
several directions until she saw the gleaming eyes staring back at her.

She pulled the serrated knife from her coat pocket and drove the blade 
three times into Gloria’s chest and abdomen. It all happened so fast that 
Gloria’s reaction was to say, “Why are you hitting me?” When she saw the 
glint of the blade off the flashlight, she finally realized what was happening. 
She rolled to her right as the fourth blow missed, and she was able to get 
to her feet and stagger a few steps before dropping to her knees. “This was 
your intention all along, wasn’t it Connie? Your plan was to kill us all?”

Connie stood up and started to walk slowly through the snow 
in Gloria’s direction and said, “I was going back and forth with the 
idea, but my mind was made up when I knew you were in love with 
that little slut and drawing further and further from me.”

Gloria raised her hands in a defensive posture and begged, “Oh, God, 
please, Connie. In the name of God, please don’t stab me again. I’m 
bleeding, and the animals are getting closer and closer. You must save me.”

There was a fallen tree near where she lay bleeding, and Connie 
walked over to the tree and jammed the knife into the log and sat down. 
She looked at Gloria through the faint light and the falling snow and said, 
“One of us was followed to the cabin. Kelly Frost and Violet Harper are 
gone, and I suspect they were rescued by the one and only Iron Eagle.”
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Gloria had her hand over her abdomen as blood squirted between 
her fingers and asked, “That’s why you slit Jill’s throat? To stop our 
pursuers? Possibly the Eagle?”

Connie laughed and said, “He is known for saving victims. There 
will be no way to save Jill, but he will have to stop. And the longer 
he remains, the more time I have to make my escape.”

Gloria heard several high-pitched cries and saw two dogs coming 
toward her. She cried out, “Oh, God! Please, please save me. Don’t let me 
die this way. Connie, if you ever loved me, don’t let this happen to me.”

“Call out to this God … every victim does, and God has yet to appear to 
save any of them. I guess that if there is indeed a God, that God has better 
things to do than save savages like those I have killed … and now you.”

Gloria was losing blood fast, and she cried out as one of the animals 
bit her side and withdrew to the darkness. A second and then third 
animal ran in and took several more bites, and she cried and begged 
and pleaded. But Connie sat silent on the log, watching and laughing.

After the third animal had taken a deep bite from Gloria’s left side, 
Connie said, “You know there are mountain lions up here and bears. I 
have never seen a bear, but I have seen a couple of mountain lions. If 
the lion is nearby, the coyotes will withdraw. They don’t dare attack 
the big cat in the dead of winter.” Gloria kept begging and screaming 
as the animals became more and more brazen. Two made a run for 
Connie, who was able to fend them off with the light and by shouting.

The Eagle had made it to the top of the ridge as Connie sat on top 
of Gloria talking. He laid in the snow with his night vision on and 
could see what neither Gloria nor Connie could – a pack of coyotes 
twenty thick. He watched as they circled around the two women and 
heard the decoy call of a female coyote calling them to the hunt. The 
Eagle was within fifteen feet of both women and heard every word and 
watched as Connie stabbed Gloria and sat back watching the attack.
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The Eagle didn’t move, just watched as Gloria died and her entrails 
were dragged off into the deep woods.

He heard Connie say, “Well ding fuckin dong … the fuckin’ bitch 
is dead,” and heard her laughing as the animals dragged Gloria’s body 
into the darkness.

“Well, that’s a crime scene that no one will ever see,” Connie 
said. “Just a poor unfortunate soul that God wasn’t looking out for, 
I guess. I have to get the fuck out of here. I know the Miller’s cabin 
will be vacant, and I can hold up there until the heat is off.” As she 
began to walk down the trail through the snow unaware that she was 
being stalked, the Eagle saw the big cat moving silently not five feet 
behind her. He crawled on his belly in pursuit of Connie, not wanting 
to spook the mountain lion as it moved in on its prey.

The lion moved swiftly, and the Eagle saw Connie go from 
standing to the ground in seconds. The cat had her head in its 
powerful jaws and was shaking her wildly as Connie screamed and 
tried to fight back. The Eagle pulled a tranquilizer gun from his hip 
and fired one shot, striking the mountain lion in the side, and the big 
cat fell to its knees and released Connie from its jaws. When he saw 
that the cat was down, he headed toward Connie, who was writhing 
on the ground, holding her head and crying.

She heard the deep snoring breaths of the big cat and looked over 
at it and said, “It’s a miracle. There is a God. I’m saved.” She had 
no sooner released the words into the night’s sky than she saw the 
looming black silhouette of the Eagle. She sat up, holding her head 
with one hand, and looked at the Eagle and said, “You? It was you 
who saved me from the beast. Thank God for you. I am lost out here, 
and I am, as you can see, in need of aid.”

The Eagle looked down at her and then over at the sleeping cat. He 
didn’t say a word, just leaned down, took the flashlight from her hands, 
and checked the animal’s eyes. Then he put his head to its chest and 
grabbed Connie by the back of the neck with one hand and the coat she 
was wearing with the other and ripped it off her body. She stood nude 
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and shivering with the knife at her side. She moved to lunge for the cat 
with the blade, but the Eagle grabbed her in her stride and threw her to 
the ground, breaking her wrist while disarming her.

Connie screamed out in pain and cried, “Are you mad? Jesus 
Christ! That beast will kill us both.”

The Eagle knelt down to Connie in the snow and said, “I have 
no intention of saving you, Ms. Beltran. I wanted to make sure that I 
had a front row seat to your killing.”

Connie’s face went white, and her hair was covered in melting 
snow. Her lips were turning blue, and she said, “For the sake of all 
that is holy, please, please don’t leave me to this fate.”

The Eagle stood up and pulled his field knife from his right boot 
and pressed his arm across Connie’s chest, pressing her into the snow. 
He grabbed her with his left arm and flipped her onto her stomach and 
then put his knee into the small of her back. She began to kick and 
tried to scream, but he grabbed her foot and slowly cut the Achilles 
tendon just above her heel and then did the same with her other foot. 
Connie screamed for mercy and God, thrashing beneath the Eagle.

“In what universe do you think that I did not just hear you taunt 
your victim to call out to God to save her? I now understand your 
pathology, Ms. Beltran. What’s good for the proverbial goose is not 
good for you. You now call to God to save you. Will God come if 
there is a God? I think not. There is justice in this world, Ms. Beltran, 
and that justice for animals like you lies with me.” He pulled the 
knife back and wiped the blood and tissue off the blade in the snow 
then put it back in its sheath in his boot and picked up Connie’s knife.

The Eagle stood up as the big cat began to stir and said, “He will be 
awake soon. I would say you have five minutes before he is fully awake, 
and the big cat won’t know what hit him. I’m certain he’s hungry and will 
need a little, let’s say, reminder of the meal he was about to consume.” With 
that, he cut two deep slits in her abdomen. Her screams echoed through 
the mountain so loudly that the Eagle said, “You should be careful. Those 
coyotes will be done with their meal any moment, and they will come back.”
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He took his fingers and spread Connie’s skin and muscle until he 
had her small intestines in his fingers. He pulled them through the 
holes he had cut and then pierced the two sections of bowel and the 
contents began to run out of the wound onto the open ground. The smell 
was horrific, and the Eagle put his arm up to his face and said, “While 
revolting to humans, this is the dinner bell for the big guy over there.”

Connie was weeping and thrashing her legs as her feet flipped up 
and down out of control. The Eagle stood up and stepped away as 
she screamed at him, “You monster! You fuckin’ monster! You are 
worse than even described. You coward. You won’t even fight me. 
You destroy this body and then skulk off like the coward that you 
are, leaving me to suffer at the mouths of the wild.”

The Eagle laughed, putting the knife back in his chest protector, and 
said, “I have no intention of leaving you, Ms. Beltran. On the contrary, I 
wouldn’t miss this show for the world. I’m going to cover my armor in 
snow and sit on the log you sat on while you watched Ms. Stone being 
eaten alive and watch as the big cat does my work for me.”

The lion let out a low guttural growl as its nostrils flared, and its breathing 
became deeper and deeper. The Eagle looked at Connie and said, “He’s 
waking up, and he has your scent. It will be but a few minutes.” He stepped 
away as she screamed obscenities and prayers, begging and pleading all at 
the same time as she watched the Eagle disguising himself with snow.

The big cat shuddered and then lifted its giant head and looked at 
Connie. The Eagle pointed her flashlight at the cat, whose eyes glistened 
like fire in the darkness, its teeth bared as it let out a loud growl and moved 
toward her. It got to its feet but dropped a few inches away from her head. 
She screamed as the cat looked around and then lifted its head, smelling 
the night air, then with a giant leap was on its feet and had its front paws 
on Connie’s chest, ripping into her abdomen and pulling out her entrails.

She screamed in agony and began to beat on its back with her 
fists. The muscles rippled across the cat’s back as it drove its head 
deeper into her abdomen, eating and thrashing its head while deep in 
her gut. Connie cried out for mercy, and the Eagle said in a soft voice 
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as not to disturb the big cat but loud enough for Connie to hear, “May 
God NOT have mercy on your soul, Ms. Beltran.”

As a death howl escaped her, the cat ripped out her liver and 
began to eat the organ on her chest. The Eagle watched as the life 
drained out of Connie Beltran’s body, then he stood up. The cat turned 
and stood on her body and let out a loud cry. The Eagle laughed as 
he heard coyotes off in the distance, and he saw the big cat grab 
Connie’s head. He heard the crunch of the skull bones, and the cat 
drug Connie’s body out of sight and into the thick brush off the trail.

The Eagle threw her flashlight down on the ground and pulled out 
his Maglite and walked back down the trail and up the Walnut Hills 
access road to his truck. The engine was running, but all of the lights 
were off. He opened the driver’s side door, and Chris was sitting in the 
passenger seat staring out the window with his mask on. He looked 
into the back at the three silent women in tears. He climbed inside and 
said, “Sleep is what is needed here.” Chris nodded and turned in his 
seat and shot each woman in the chest with a tranquillizer dart.

Jill and Violet went out almost immediately, and Chris put his hand 
on Jill’s chest and checked her head’s position. He had put several towels 
around her head to brace her neck and keep her airway open while the 
Eagle was gone. She was breathing fine, and Kelly looked at Chris and 
asked, “Are you the Iron Eagle?” Chris shook his head slowly, and Kelly 
looked at the back of the Eagle’s head and asked, “Then, it’s you?”

The Eagle put the truck in drive and began down the road and 
back to the lair. As Kelly was drifting off, he said, “I am the Iron 
Eagle, Ms. Frost. You have nothing to fear. You’re safe. Rest. It will 
all be clear in the morning.”

Chris watched Kelly until he knew she was asleep and turned to 
the Eagle and said, “I don’t know what you did to Beltran and Stone, 
but, Jesus Christ, I have never heard anything like that before. The 
women were in hysterics, terrified they were next.”

The Eagle pulled onto Highway 189 and headed for the freeway. 
He never looked at Chris as he responded. “I did very little. Nature 
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took care of those two killers. I have never watched nature take care 
of itself in the manner that I just did, but I will tell you that Beltran 
tormented her victims and told them to call out to a God or pray to 
be saved as they died, right up to her last victim, which was Stone. 
When her turn came, she called out and prayed to some God to save 
her, and I think that if there is a God, that in those moments, God was 
doing the same thing I was doing – watching justice being served.”
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 Chapter Twenty-Five
“Relax, Ms. Frost. 

You’re safe.”

T
he rain finally stopped, and the only sound that could be heard in 
the Eagle’s lair was the surf crashing against the rocky outcropping 
of the Eagle’s deck. Sam sat alone in a lounge chair outside with 

a cigarette between her fingers with her Sheriff’s jacket around her 
shoulders. She took a hit off the cigarette and blew the smoke into the 
night air, trying to shake off the cold. She looked up at the night sky and 
said to herself, “What a miserable and liberating goddamned day ... if 
only there was a glimmer of moonlight instead of this damn fog.”

She finished the cigarette, and Jim walked onto the deck and 
said, “The Eagle’s back, Sam. He’s going to want an explanation for 
the brutality of the killings. For that matter, I would like one as well 
because Sara and Karen won’t say a word. Do you want to tell me 
what the fuck happened back there?”

Sam stood up and turned to Jim and said, “I will when I’m ready. 
Does the Eagle have more victims to deal with?”
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Jim shook his head and said, “No. Innocents that he and Chris 
saved. I don’t know all of the back story yet, but one of those is the 
reporter Kelly Frost.” Sam nodded and followed him into the house.

Sara was shouting instructions to Karen, who was by her side in 
operating room one. Sam and Jim heard the commotion and both ran down 
the hallway to the room. John and Chris were working with Sara to help Jill.

“Damn it, Karen. We need to intubate now.” John had wheeled over 
a ventilator from a small storage closet at the far end of the operating 
room and was setting up the white and blue tubing as Sara worked. 
Chris plugged in the machine and then walked back to John and stood 
watch as Sara continued. Karen was holding the trach tubing in her 
gloved hands, and Sara said, “On three.” Sara pulled the straw out of 
Jill’s throat and inserted the ventilator tubing. The machine hissed to 
life, and Sam watched as Jill’s chest rose and settled as the air passed 
into her lungs. Jill was sedated, and Sara said, “I need a surgical kit, 
Karen. I don’t want this trach to be in any longer than it has to be.” 
Karen nodded and pulled a surgical tray over to the table that John had 
prepared, and the two women began closing the wound in Jill’s neck.

John looked at Chris and said, “There’s nothing we can do here. 
Let’s go check on the other two.” Chris followed him down the hall, 
the two still in their body armor. They donned their masks and walked 
into holding room one where Kelly Frost was sleeping with a fresh 
cast on her wrist and hand after Sara had operated on her severed 
finger. John put his hand on her face, and she roused and looked up 
into the dead eyes of the Eagle and jerked back against the couch.

“Relax, Ms. Frost. You’re safe. You have been operated on, and, 
though you will be short a digit for the rest of your life, your physical 
wounds will heal.”

Kelly was groggy and asked, “So, you are the Iron Eagle?” He 
nodded, and Kelly asked, “Why do you have a mask on?”

“Why do you think?”
Kelly laughed lightly and said, “Because I’m a reporter and if I see 

your face I will tell the world?”
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He laughed and said, “I only wear this mask when abducting a 
criminal or saving someone. The fact that I am wearing it now means that 
I will be freeing you shortly, and I don’t want you to know my identity.” 

Kelly asked, “You don’t wear the mask when you kill a victim, do you?”
The Eagle shook his head and said, “No. I want the condemned to be 

able to look me in the eye.”
“Did Connie Beltran and Gloria Stone look you in the eye before 

you killed them?”
The Eagle pulled a chair over next to the couch and sat down on 

it. “No, Ms. Frost. They did not see my face before they died. And in 
the case of Ms. Stone, she was a victim of Ms. Beltran.”

“And Ms. Beltran?”
The Eagle leaned in and said, “Ms. Beltran was a victim of her own 

ego and her own method of execution.”
Kelly shook her head as if to get the cobwebs out and asked, “I don’t 

understand. Did you kill her or not?”
“I gave nature a little assistance, but Ms. Beltran was consumed 

alive by a mountain lion.” Kelly began to shake all over.
“I know you all heard both women die, and I am sorry for that. It 

was not planned to happen that way, I assure you.”
She sat up on the couch and looked at the Eagle and asked, “She was 

destined to death at your hands, though. Am I correct?”
He nodded, and she said, “So her death was a happy coincidence 

for you?”
“That’s one way of looking at it. She’s dead, and you’re alive, and 

that is what matters.”
Kelly looked at him softly and asked, “Why do you care if I live 

or die? You are portrayed in the media as a monster who kills with 
impunity and in some of the most gruesome ways possible. Why 
does my life, Violet’s life, or Jill’s for that matter, matter to you?”

He sat back and crossed his huge arms and said, “I’m not a monster, 
Ms. Frost. I’m a hunter. I am a protector when I can be. I don’t kill 
innocent people, and if you have followed my career closely you would 
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also know that I prove guilt well beyond any reasonable doubt. Those 
who die at my hands are the worst of the worst. Would you prefer that I 
turned Ms. Beltran and Ms. Stone over to the authorities for prosecution? 
Allowed them to live on in some prison somewhere for life, perhaps, with 
a death sentence to be carried out at some unknown time in the future?” 

Kelly scooted up on the couch and crossed her legs Indian style 
and wrapped the thick white robe she was covered in tight around 
her body and said, “Two days ago, I would have said yes.”

“But now your mind has changed?”
Kelly nodded and said, “I was on the receiving end of a cruelty, 

an evil that I can’t explain. To those women, I was nothing but a 
piece of meat to be tortured and beaten into submission, and had 
they had me longer, they would have broken me completely. That 
was their mission, their goal – to break me, to break Violet – to put 
us into servitude to them, and I shudder to think of how many other 
women suffered the same fate and worse at their hands.” 

“Many men and women suffered indignity at the hands of those two, 
and had it not been for a lucky break by Violet, they would have finished 
their job on you and who knows where you might be right now.”

“I can only imagine, and when I do it makes me sick.”
He stood up and said, “We will get you some clothes to wear. Where 

would you like to be dropped off?”
Kelly shook her head and then started shaking violently and said, 

“I’m afraid … I’m afraid that she is still out there hunting for me.”
He looked down at Kelly and said with a stern voice, “There are 

Connie Beltrans and Gloria Stones out there doing worse than what you 
have gone through. They are out there, and, if you don’t pay attention, 
you can and will become a victim. I’m not telling you this to scare you. 
I’m telling you this for your own protection. You’re alive because of 
great police work by Ms. Harper and some dumb luck on my part.”

“How often does the Iron Eagle find killers through dumb luck?”
His huge frame towered over Kelly, and he turned to leave the room and 

said, “Far more often than you might think, Ms. Frost. Far more often.” The 



Pray • 197196 • Chapter Twenty-Five

door shut behind the Eagle, and Kelly sat on the couch alone. She looked 
around and then buried her face in her hands and began to scream and cry.

Violet was sitting in a chair in one of the holding rooms with a cup of 
coffee in front of her on a small table when the Eagle walked in. She looked 
up at him and then down at her coffee and said taking a sip, “You can lose 
the mask, John. I’ve known you were the Eagle since we were dating.” John 
sat down next to her, and removed the mask. Violet looked at him and said, 
“You have the most beautiful eyes. I forgot how beautiful your eyes are.”

John smiled and said, “Take off your robe, so I can take a look at 
what they did to you.” She dropped her robe, her nude skin blistered 
from the whipping she took. John reached out for her and pulled her 
near him and slowly turned her body around. He removed his gloves 
and ran his fingers across her skin.

She said, “I haven’t felt your touch in nearly two decades. You’re 
still gentle.” She took John’s hands and put them on her rear and said, 
“Feel what that bitch did to my ass?”

John ran his fingers across both cheeks and said, “Stand still.” He 
walked over to a large cabinet in the room, opened it, and pulled out a 
long white tube and walked back over and put some white cream on his 
fingers and said, “This is going to feel cold and burn for a few seconds.”

She yelped as he placed the cream against her skin and said, “It’s 
okay, John. You know I like it rough.” She laughed as did John. He 
put the cream on the branding marks as well as the whip marks then 
put the lid on it and handed it to Violet with instructions to put her 
robe back on. As she was picking up her robe, there was a light tap on 
the door, and Sara walked in. She saw Violet standing nude in front 
of John with the lotion in her hands and the white cream on places on 
Violet’s body that she knew Violet could never have reached.

“Getting reacquainted?”
John nodded, and as Violet dressed, Sara said, “Use the cream on 

the whip and branding marks three times a day for the next month. 
The whip marks will fade in a few weeks. I’m afraid your perfect 
plump ass will never be the same.”
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Violet laughed as she sat down gently on the chair and said, “Well, I 
will have a war story to tell my lovers and hopefully husband someday.”

Sara laughed and said, “Yes, you will have stories to tell. I have 
known all along that you knew John was the Eagle, and I agonized 
over whether or not to kill you.”

John looked at Sara and said, “Why would you even think of that?”
Sara looked on at Violet and said, “I suppose part of it is jealousy 

and the other part your own salvation.”
Violet laughed and said, “Well, I have known John is the Eagle 

longer than even you, and I haven’t ever said a word, nor would I. 
Are you still contemplating my death?”

“No. John has nothing to fear from you, and you know as well as 
I do that if your tongue slipped about John’s alter ego, I would kill 
you in a most brutal manner, right?”

Violet took a sip of the coffee and said, “On that, I am certain, Sara.”
Sara stood up and asked John about Kelly.
“She’s in shock.”
“Does she know who you are?”
John nodded and said, “She has met the Iron Eagle and has gotten 

as close to getting an interview with him as she will ever get.”
Sara nodded and asked, “Where do you want her taken?”
“Violet can take her home when she leaves in a few hours. Is that 

okay with you, Vi?”
She nodded her head and said, “Sure. The poor kid had to eat me 

out, and we made out like lovers for half a day at the hands of my 
psychotic former coworker. I will take her home. Shit. I’m old enough 
to be her mother.” John nodded, and he and Sara left the room.

Barbara O’Brian walked into the Eagle’s lair to see Jim holding 
Sam in his arms and said, “Well, this is new behavior for my husband. 
Since when do you comfort your officers?” Jim looked at Barbara, 
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and she could see the anguish in his eyes as well as Sam’s and said, 
“I’m sorry. I didn’t know.” Jim let Sam go and walked her to the 
Eagle’s conference room. Barbara followed and saw Karen in the 
hallway outside of operating room one.

“Killing or saving?” Barbara said cavalierly.
“Saving.” Karen walked into the conference room and saw Jim 

and Sam sitting in chairs near the Iron Eagle’s wood carving and 
said, “I take it there is about to be more to this story that even the 
Eagle doesn’t know?” Sam nodded, and Karen said, “Well, get 
comfortable. John and Sara are with Jill.”

Jill was lying on the gurney with a large bandage on her neck and 
two drain lines running into a small round box. The ventilator was 
idle, and Jill was weak and groggy from the sedatives that Sara had 
used on her. John had donned his mask and walked in with Sara, who 
had a hospital mask and face shield on.

Jill mouthed the words, ‘Thank you,’ and Sara walked over to the 
gurney and said, “You are welcome. Your throat was cut pretty badly, 
Ms. McAlister. The weapon had a serrated blade, and the cut went 
deep into your trachea and across your vocal cords.”

Jill mouthed, “Will I be able to speak.” She was using her hands in 
a gesture as well as her mouth.

Sara said, “Have you tried to speak yet?” Jill shook her head, 
and Sara said, “Well, there’s no time like the present. Give it a shot. 
It’s most likely going to hurt.”

Jill nodded and said in a scratchy voice, “Yes, but I have to try.”
Sara smiled and said, “Well, all things considered, that was really 

good. Don’t speak too much. You need to rest your throat and vocal 
cords for several days. You will need some speech therapy, but I’m 
optimistic that you’ll get your voice back.”

Jill smiled back and looked over at the Eagle towering over them 
and said, “I don’t know how to thank you for what you did for me.”

“For the moment, you’re welcome. What did you know of the things 
that Ms. Stone and Ms. Beltran were doing to people?”
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Jill shook her head and said, “Nothing. I’m a for-hire outcall submissive 
or dominatrix. Gloria was one of my best clients. We had crossed the line, 
however, and were getting too close. We were becoming lovers.”

John asked, “Did you know Connie Beltran?”
Jill squinted with pain as she swallowed and said, “Intimately off 

and on, and from the things that Gloria told me about her and, of course, 
what I learned in the last twenty-four hours. Gloria had spoken of her 
but not that she or Beltran were killing people. Good God! I would have 
reported them right away. I’m a police officer, even if only a dispatcher.”

Sara asked, “How are you going to explain all of this at work?”
Jill shrugged her shoulders and said, “I have no clue.”
John looked at her and said, “I’ll provide you with a cover story. 

You will stay here for a few days while my wife looks after you. 
When you’re well enough to go home, I will turn you over to the 
FBI, and they will deal with you from there.”

Jill got teary-eyed and asked, “Am I going to jail?”
John shook his head and said, “No. You are a material witness. The FBI 

will debrief and then release you. We need to go. We have others to talk to.”
Sara stood up and said, “The button on your IV is morphine. 

Press it when you feel pain. I will be back to check on you in a bit.” 
Jill laid her head back on the gurney and pressed the button three 
times as John and Sara left the room.
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 Chapter Twenty-Six
“Why are the hairs 

on the back of my damn 
neck standing up?”

T
he conference room in the lair was silent as John took his seat 
at the head of the table. Sam and Jim were staring off, and John 
said, “This is an unusual silence for you, Jim.”

“Well, shit, John. It’s not every day that I get to witness revenge on 
a rapist and murderer by one of his surviving victims.”

John nodded and looked at Sam and said, “You’re amongst friends 
here, Sam. Please tell us your story.”

The clouds had finally parted, and Jessica was swimming laps 
in the pool while Jade was finishing up some work. Jessica called 
out and asked, “Are you going to sit with that laptop all day, or are 
you going to enjoy the sunshine while we have it? They say another 
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storm is due in the next day or so.” Jade closed her laptop lid and 
walked out to the pool and jumped into the water with Jessica, and 
the two swam and talked into the late morning.

Sam woke to bright sunlight streaming in through the wall of 
windows in the guest room she was in. She sat up on her elbows and 
looked around, but the room was not familiar to her. She pulled the 
covers back, and she was dressed in a light pink nightgown, and she 
shook her head hard and then got up and walked out of the room in 
search of her hosts.

Jim and Barbara were sitting in the kitchen when she walked in, and 
Barbara asked, “How did you sleep?”

Sam rubbed her eyes and said, “Well, I think. What happened?”
Barbara laughed and asked, “Coffee?”
Sam nodded and sat down next to Jim, who was reading the 

newspaper and drinking a cup of coffee. He was dressed in a pair of 
shorts and a tank top, and Sam looked at him and laughed and said, 
“Now, this is a side of Jim O’Brian that I have never seen. You do relax.”

Jim sipped his coffee and said, “No. I am off duty for the moment, 
so I am dressed comfortably. I am not relaxed. When you take office 
and I am consulting, there will be some relief, but I won’t relax until 
Barbara and I are out of law enforcement all together.”

Barbara handed her a cup of coffee, and Sam asked, “So, how are 
things at the Marshals’ office? You know. Since Beltran disappeared?”

Barbara was spreading cream cheese on a bagel and said, “It’s 
only been a few days, so, as far as the world is concerned, Beltran is 
missing, and I have been asked to fill in for a while.”

Jim shook his head and said, “Why are the damn hairs on the back 
of my neck standing up?”

Barbara laughed and said, “Jimmy is stressed that I’m going to take 
Connie’s position and delay our retirement.”
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Sam smiled and sipped her coffee and asked, “Was I drugged? 
Because I don’t remember a damn thing after leaving the conference 
room at the Eagle’s lair.”

Barb shook her head and said, “No, you weren’t drugged. You were 
emotionally and physically exhausted.”

Jim laughed and said, “That’s what getting revenge can do for you.”
Barbara frowned at him, and he said, “What? It’s the damn truth. 

Jesus! Now I have to be politically correct in my own damn home?”
Sam laughed and said, “You will never be politically correct, Jim.” 

She looked at Barbara and asked, “Do you know the story?”
Barbara nodded and said, “Yes. I know.”
Sam sipped her coffee and said, “Thank you for taking care of me.”
“We take care of each other, Sam. No one is an island. In our line 

of work, we lean on each other.”
Jim put his coffee cup down and then the paper and stood up and 

said, “How fuckin’ heartwarming. Do you two want to sit across 
from each other and hold hands and sing a hymn together?”

“You have to forgive Jimmy. The holidays get him down, and he is 
not a fan of showing his emotions.” Jim walked out onto the patio and 
removed his shorts and tank top and jumped into the pool.

Sam asked, “What’s the deal with nudity around here?”
Barbara asked, “What do you mean?”
Sam looked at Jim as he swam and said, “Is it just that you are all 

comfortable in your own skin? Is it that you have no shame? I don’t get it.”
Barbara was wearing a white terrycloth robe, and she removed it 

to reveal her nude body. She asked Sam to follow her out to the pool 
deck. Sam followed, and Barbara said, “When we are nude, there are 
no pretenses. We see each other for who we are and nothing more. 
Jim and I have been nudists our whole lives. John and Sara have 
been the same. Jade and Jessica, too.”

Sam asked, “What about Karen and Chris?”
Barbara said, “I have only seen Chris nude once. Karen’s a free 

spirit. She’s been through a lot of shit and loves the freedom of 
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nudity. She is also young, beautiful, and has a lot to show off, and 
she enjoys doing that.”

Sam laughed and said, “Doesn’t that contradict your reasoning 
for nudity?”

Barbara shook her head and jumped into the pool. When she 
reemerged on the surface of the water, she said, “Not at all. Karen is 
her own person, and she’s a shrink.”

Jim was walking up the steps and headed for a lounge chair 
when he saw Sam getting ready to ask another question. He looked 
at her and said, “Karen’s a shrink, and as we all know those people 
are fuckin’ nuts.”

Sam started laughing as did Barbara. Jim put on his sunglasses 
and put his head back on the lounge. Barbara asked, “If you would 
like to take a dip, there are a few swimsuits in the guest room. Shorts 
and T-shirts as well. Sam nodded and walked back into the house.

Jim looked at Barbara and said, “Sam isn’t a prude, you know. 
She’s just trying to find herself.” Barbara was about to say something 
when Sam reemerged from the house in a terrycloth robe. She 
dropped it on one of the lounge chairs and walked nude across the 
deck to the pool. Jim smiled and winked as Barbara looked on.

Sam took a bottle of sunscreen over to Jim and asked, “Would 
you please help me to cover up?” Jim started to rub the lotion on 
Sam’s back as Barbara got out of the pool.

Barbara sat down at the table and looked at Jim and said, “Okay, 
yes. I see her. You see her, and she knows damn well that she is 
fuckin’ gorgeous with a stunning body. Don’t get any ideas, Jimmy. 
I have a feeling Sam here could take you in a fair fight.”

Sam smiled and said, “It’s all about freedom, right?” Barbara 
nodded, and Sam said, “I have never been a fan of clothing, and I 
have only been around a very, very small group of people that I have 
been comfortable with baring not just my body but my soul. Jim has 
seen it all, and he has been supportive.”

Barbara looked on at Sam and said, “Well, you’re amongst friends 
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here, but don’t let the general populace see what you have under that 
uniform, or they will never let you alone.”

John had transferred Jill to Northridge Hospital. He had taken her under 
FBI protection, and he and Chris had done all of the reporting on the murder 
attempt and then buried the report. Violet walked into John’s office with 
Kelly Frost, and he spoke without looking at either woman. “Thank you, 
Violet. I will deal with Ms. Frost from here. Don’t you have work to do?”

She nodded and said, “Yes. I have the last of the Cohen files to 
deal with.”

“No. You’re off the case. Your talents would be better served 
working with the behavioral science unit. Report to Chris, and he 
will brief you.” A huge smile broke across Violet’s face, and she 
practically danced her way down the hall. Kelly stood in the doorway, 
and John said, “Please have a seat, Ms. Frost.”

When he finished typing, he turned in his chair and asked, “How are 
you feeling?”

“Better, Agent Swenson. Much better.”
John smiled and said, “I’m glad. You’ve had quite a traumatic past 

several days. I understand you came face-to-face with the Iron Eagle?” 
She nodded, and John continued, “Well, the reason I have asked you 
here is so you can tell me about your experience with the Eagle. As you 
know, I am leading up a task force that is trying to catch the monster.”

Kelly got a sad look on her face and said, “With all due respect, 
Agent Swenson, the Eagle is hardly a monster. He saved my life and 
countless others.”

John asked, “So tell me about him. Did you see his face? Did he 
talk to you?”

Kelly fidgeted in her seat for a few seconds and then said, “He said 
nothing to me, Agent Swenson. One minute I was being hurt by my captor, 
and the next I was in the arms of the Eagle.”
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John sat back in his chair and put his huge arms behind his head and 
said, “That’s it? Nothing else happened?”

Kelly shook her head and said, “That’s it. I remember very little after 
the Eagle saved me. I had lost a lot of blood and was hurt pretty badly.” 

She raised her hand to show John the cast and the missing finger, 
and he nodded and said, “Well then, I guess there isn’t much else to 
talk about. Do you need a ride back to your station?”

Kelly shook her head and said, “No. I drove myself down here, and 
I was planning to have lunch with Ms. Harper.”

John nodded and pointed to the door and said, “You will find her at 
the end of the hall in Agent Mantel’s office.”

She stood up and walked to the doorway and stopped. She didn’t look 
back at John. She just stood for a few seconds and said, “Agent Swenson?”

John was watching her the whole time. “Yes, Ms. Frost.”
“Thank you.”
John didn’t respond as Kelly walked out of his office and down the hall.
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 Equality of Mercy
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Fourteen

Prologue

“W
hy do I feel like such a failure?”

Karen Faber sat in her chair looking at her patient, Eric 
Fox, who was drying his eyes with a tissue from the box 

that Karen had handed him. “That’s really not a question for me to 
answer, Eric. Why do you think you’re a failure?”

He threw the tissue into the trash and said, “It seems like everything 
I touch ends in failure. My work life, my love life, friendships. As 
soon as I feel like I am making strides in the right direction, I blow it.”

Karen was making notes on her tablet and asked, “Talk about how 
you ‘blow it.’”

Eric stood up and started to pace the small office and asked, 
“Why is it that all you do is ask fuckin’ questions, Dr. Faber? You 
don’t give me answers or solutions to the problems. You give me 
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medication and tell me to open up about my feelings. I think you 
know what’s wrong with me, and you’re not being straight with me.”

She put the tablet in her lap and said, “Eric, I have been seeing 
you for two weeks. In that time, you have made substantial progress 
in areas that you were referred to me to work out. However, it is not in 
your best interest to have me giving you advice on your life. You need 
to figure out what the core problem is, and you have to do that on your 
own.” Eric sat down red-faced. He had a bead of perspiration starting 
at his receding hairline. Karen watched as the small amount of liquid 
turned into a full-on sweat, and she asked, “What’s happening, Eric? 
What are you feeling?”

“You want to know what I’m feeling, Doc? I’ll tell you. I’m feeling an 
overwhelming urge to choke the life out of you. I’m feeling anger boiling 
up inside of me after hearing the same psychobabble shit from you that I 
have heard my whole damn life. That’s what I’m feeling, Doctor Faber.”

Karen had her hands folded and looked down at the red button on her 
tablet screen that was tied directly to hospital security. She took a breath 
and said, “Eric, I want to help you. I want to help you help yourself, but 
when you make threats against me that is a line that I will not allow to 
be crossed. And your work calls for restraint in situations, Eric. It calls 
for a cool head under pressure. Please remember that you were sent to 
me by your human resources department for anger management and 
assessment, and right now I’m feeling threatened by you.” 

Eric folded his hands in his lap and started to weep and said, “I’m 
sorry, Doctor Faber. Please forgive me. I thought this was a safe place 
to let out my emotions.”

She nodded slowly, watching him closely, and said, “It is, Eric, 
but there is a fine line between expressing your emotions and making 
threats of violence towards me. The doctor patient relationship is built 
on mutual trust, and right now I’m not feeling very trusting of you.”

He kept his hands folded in front of him and said, “Please forgive me. 
I would never hurt you or anyone else outside of the line of duty. And even 
then, I don’t know that I will ever be able to draw my weapon again.”
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Karen pulled her hand off the tablet and looked up at the clock and said, 
“Our time is up for this week, Eric. I’m going to recommend in my report 
to your supervisors that we have two sessions a week. I am also going 
to up your dose of antidepressant medication as well as add an anxiety 
medication. I think that might help even out these mood swings.” She put 
her tablet under her arm and stood up, as did Eric, and she said, “You are 
under a tremendous amount of stress. That I do understand. When you were 
sent over to me for evaluation and counseling, the report on the shooting 
came with your file. I read the report, Eric. And while it is not my place to 
pass judgment, in any case, the report cleared you of any wrongdoing, and, 
in fact, supported your use of force. It is cold comfort, I’m sure, but in the 
eyes of the law and your department you acted appropriately.”

Eric stared at her for a few seconds and then said as he opened 
the office door, “The reports offer me absolution in the case, Doctor 
Faber. You support the reports, but you weren’t the one who pulled 
the trigger. You weren’t the one who watched the life drain out of 
another human being. You’re right, Doctor. It is cold comfort because 
every time I close my eyes I see that kid’s face, the fear in his eyes, 
and hear his words, ‘You shot me, man. Why the hell did you shoot 
me?’ Those were his last words as he died on the street, waiting for 
the EMTs. How do I reconcile that in my head, Doc? How?”

Karen followed him out to the door and said, “That is a question that 
the two of us will work on together, Eric. We will work on it together. 
For now, I am going to recommend that you remain on desk duty until I 
feel you are stable enough to be back on the street. You understand that 
this is not a punishment. It’s what I feel is in your best interest.”

He walked out into the hall. “Yeah, sure, Doc. It’s in my best interest 
and in the public’s that I’m not on the street right now, right?”

Karen didn’t answer. She said, “I will get the report over to your 
department at the California Highway Patrol, and they will work out 
a session schedule with my office. I’ll see you again soon. I want you 
to think about why it is that you feel like you are messing up your life, 
and we will focus on that in our next session.”
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He walked down the hall, and Karen watched his five foot eight-
inch frame walking slowly toward the elevator. He was thin and 
unkempt, and she heard him say under his breath, “If I knew the damn 
answer to that question, why the hell would I need to see you?”

After he entered the elevator, she returned to her office and sat down at 
her desk. Her hands were shaking as she picked up the phone and dialed.

“Captain Wall’s office.”
“Hello, this is Doctor Karen Faber. May I speak to Captain Walls, 

please?”  There were a few moments of silence, and Walls came on the line.
“Doctor Faber, I’m glad you called. How are things going with 

Officer Fox?”
She looked down at her tablet, both hands still shaking, and said, 

“I’m going to write up a report on today’s session; however, I wanted to 
call you directly, and let you know that I do not believe that Officer Fox 
should be anywhere near a cruiser. You need to keep him on desk duty.”

Walls laughed and said, “That’s where he stays until you clear him. 
Did something happen in your session with him?”

Karen said, “While Mr. Fox has waved his HIPAA rights, I don’t 
want to share too much of our conversations, Captain. He was quite 
agitated and animated. I am upping his medication and adding another, 
which I feel should help to stabilize him. I just wanted to call you since 
the report will take a few days.”  Walls told her it was no problem, and 
the two hung up. Karen had started to calm down and looked at the 
clock on her desk which showed five thirty p.m. She picked up her 
phone and called Chris to see if they would have time for dinner.

“The human mind is a fragile thing. We carry a great deal of 
responsibility when we take our patients into the world of psychoanalysis. 
We have a responsibility as physicians to make sure that we take into 
account that we are tinkering in the conscious and subconscious mind and 
must handle each patient with a great deal of respect, caution, and care.”
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Dr. Elton Evers stepped away from the podium to a thundering 
round of applause and a standing ovation. The auditorium at the Los 
Angeles Convention Center was packed, and Evers smiled and waved 
as he moved back and took his seat on the stage.

One of his collogues patted him on the back and said, “That was a 
moving speech, Elton. You’re a wonderful orator, and I know I speak on 
behalf of the whole of the society here in Los Angeles when I say we are 
so proud to have you deliver the keynote address. You really nailed it.”

Evers smiled and shook hands all around as the back doors to the 
room opened, and the attendees began to file out of the auditorium. 
Elton was grabbed by his publicist Ellie Watts, who said, “You have 
a book signing, Elton. We need to get you over to the reading room.”

Elton followed Ellie down the corridor and into the hall and said, “I 
had no idea that I was going to be greeted with such fanfare.”

Ellie laughed and said, “You’re a rock star in psychological circles, 
Elton. Enjoy it. Your days of private practice are behind you. I have 
people banging down the door to get you on the speaker’s circuit. Your 
book has been number one on the New York Times best sellers list for 
nine straight weeks. Jesus! You’ve got groupies for God’s sake.”

Elton walked up to the table where his book was prominently displayed 
along with a poster with his photograph on it. The banner over the signing 
table read, “Equality of Mercy: A Primer in Psychoanalysis.” Elton pulled 
out his cellphone and made a quick call, quietly speaking, then hung up 
and sat down at the table as person after person clamored for his attention.

Jessica Holmes stood at the entrance to the men’s room at the Los 
Angeles headquarters of the California Highway Patrol at 411 North 
Central Avenue in Glendale. Several officers were milling about, and 
she watched as the CHP’s CSI team worked the scene as well as 
the LA County Sheriff’s office. She could hear Jade’s voice coming 
from the bathroom.
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“Come on people. You’re killing me here. This is a very small 
space for everyone to be in.”

Sam Prichard arrived on scene followed by Jim O’Brian, and Jim 
asked, “Why are we here? This is the CHP’s issue not ours.”

Jade must have heard his voice and asked, “Jim, can you get some of 
these assholes out of here and get your ass in here?”

He looked at Jessica, who shrugged her shoulders, and said to 
Sam, “Get in here. Get in here. Jesus! It’s like dealing with Barbara.” 
He worked his way past several officers until he made his way to the 
back of the bathroom and looked up to see Eric Fox’s body hanging 
by his belt from a fire sprinkler. His eyes were bulging out, and he 
was swinging gently with the air coming out of one of the vents in the 
ceiling next to his body. He looked at Jade and said, “Well, it’s only 
two weeks to Christmas. I guess the stress got to this one.”

She shot him a look and said, “Shut it, Jim. The man up there is 
Eric Fox.”

He looked up at Fox, whose feet were several feet off the floor. 
His uniform was neat, and his badge shined in the bright lights of the 
bathroom. “This is the officer that was involved in the Tom Par shooting 
a few weeks ago?” Jade nodded, and he said, “Okay … so the guy feels 
guilty and offed himself. I still don’t get what the fuck I’m here for.”

She handed him a pair of gloves and then a note that was in the cuff 
of Fox’s sleeve when his body was found by his two fellow officers a half 
hour earlier. Jim opened the folded piece of paper and read its contents. 
He looked at Jade and asked, “Who found him?” Two officers were 
leaning next to the sinks near the entrance, and Jade pointed at them.

“Which one of you grabbed the note?”
The two looked at Jim and said, “Neither one of us touched the 

body. There’s a note?”
He looked at both officers and then asked, “Who was the last person 

to see this officer alive?”
The second officer raised his hand and said, “I was talking to Eric 

about a half hour ago.”
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Jim looked around, as Sam walked up next to him and asked, 
“And? Was there any behavior that he exhibited that would have lead 
you to believe he was about to do this?”

“No. He was in a great mood. More talkative than he had been 
in weeks. He and I were talking about having a few beers after shift 
when his cellphone rang, and he walked away from me. He spoke to 
someone then put his phone on his hip and excused himself. He said 
he needed to use the bathroom.”

Sam asked, “And you decided to follow him?”
“No. I went back to my desk, and I noticed that he had been gone 

for about ten minutes. I needed to use the head, and, when I walked 
in, he was hanging there.” 

Jim asked, “Did you hear any of his phone conversation before he 
hung himself?”

“No. He took the call and went to the head.”
“Was he upset after the call? Any changes in his demeanor?” The 

officer shook his head, and Jim nodded to Sam to follow him.
She had a pair of gloves on, and he handed her the note. She read 

it and handed it to him and said, “Have you called John?” Jim shook 
his head. “Well, you better make the goddamned call because this 
case just fell right into his lap.” 
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