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“Cowards are cruel, but the brave love mercy and delight 
to save.”
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Chapter One
“...the damn question is  

who the hell is she?”

T
he funeral procession for California Highway Patrol Officer Eric 
Fox jammed the surface streets as well as the 605 Freeway as 
officers from police departments around the state and country 

escorted the hearse to his final resting place at Rose Hills Cemetery 
in Whittier, California. Hundreds of officers followed the hearse 
through the gates and onto the manicured grounds. 

John Swenson and Jim O’Brian rode together in the procession 
with Sara and Barbara in the car with them and were being followed 
by Special Agent Chris Mantel and his fiancée Doctor Karen Faber. 
It had been three days since Officer Fox had committed suicide in 
the bathroom of the Glendale CHP headquarters by hanging himself 
with his own belt and only three weeks after a deadly officer involved 
shooting that left a fifteen-year-old unarmed white teen dead and 
Officer Fox riddled with guilt. Karen was looking out the window of 
the car as they entered the cemetery and said, “I find it so strange that 
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places of such beauty dot the Los Angeles landscape, and they are 
quiet, peaceful, tranquil places, yet they are reserved for the dead.” 

Chris looked off into the distance and said, “It wasn’t too long 
ago that the hills around this cemetery were covered with dead gang 
members after a bloody offensive.” 

Karen looked at him and asked, “This is Dark Canyon Road?” 
Chris shook his head and said, “No. This is Workman Mill Road. 

If we were to keep going past the cemetery we would come to Dark 
Canyon and the entrance used by many of the gang bangers, which is 
a part of this cemetery complex.” Karen nodded, and he asked, “Are 
you going to be okay?” 

She nodded slowly and said, “He was my patient for a brief time. 
I never saw this coming, Chris, but at the same time, he chose his 
fate not me.” 

“That seems rather callous.” 
Karen looked out the window as she answered and said, “I have to 

disassociate myself from my patients; otherwise, I would not be able 
to do my job and treat them objectively.” 

“Well, I have to tell you,” he said, “things still get to me, and I’ve 
had many a sleepless night over the things I have seen and experienced.” 

Karen said, “You really should see someone, Chris, and talk through 
these emotions.”

Chris laughed and said, “That’s why I have you!  You’re my in-
house psychiatrist.”

“You can talk to me, but I can’t treat you. I’m too close to you, and 
there is no way that I can be objective and impartial in my treatment.” 

Chris parked behind John’s truck, and he and Karen walked up to 
John and the others, and the group walked up a small hill to where the 
internment was being held. The funeral had all the pomp and circumstance 
that would befit a fallen hero, and before they ended the service, the 
minister invited Doctor Elton Evers to speak to the gathering. 

Elton was a legend in the field of psychology and one of the most 
sought after teachers and speakers in the United States. He spoke 
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elegantly about the trials and tribulations that officers go through, and 
after only a few minutes, he had those who weren’t already crying on 
the brink of tears. John and Sara were standing with Jim and Barbara. 
The two women were misty as John and Jim looked on. 

When the service was over, Jim looked at John and said, “There 
will be no quick exit today. We might as well find somewhere to get 
comfortable until the bulk of these folks clear out.” John nodded, and 
the small group walked to a chapel near the grounds and sat down on 
a bench in the early afternoon light. It was cloudy, and there was the 
smell of rain in the air. 

John said, “It’s going to start pouring any second.” 
Jim looked around and said, “Well, then, it’s going to be a mudfest, 

man ... because there are a lot of people making their way out of here.” 
John looked at Karen and asked, “The last man who spoke, Doctor 

Evers ... do you know him?” 
Karen nodded and said, “He was a guest lecturer for one semester 

when I was in my third year of medical school. Why?”  
He just shrugged and said, “No reason. He spoke quite eloquently 

about an officer he didn’t know.” 
“Doctor Evers is a bit of a rock star right now, at least in 

psychological circles. He’s a brilliant psychoanalyst and has written 
several well-known books that are revered by his peers. He recently 
published a primer on psychoanalysis that’s being praised as the 
greatest writing on the subject since Freud.” 

John nodded his head slowly and said, “Really? So, do you two ever 
cross paths?”

She nodded and said, “Yes. He’s a tenured professor at Cal State 
Los Angeles and holds a Ph.D. in philosophy from Harvard, as well 
as a Psy.D. in psychology that he earned at Cal State Los Angeles.” 

“Wow! It’s a long stretch from Harvard to LA. So, he’s a researcher 
as well as a clinician?” 

Karen nodded and said, “I’m impressed that you understand the 
difference between the two degrees. The Psy.D. is a relatively new 
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degree program that puts more focus on working outside of the hospital 
and research environment and working in groups or private practice.” 

John laughed and asked, “But he’s not an MD like you?” 
Karen shook her head and said, “No. He’s not a medical doctor 

and has not been trained in psychiatry as I have.” 
Jim let out a laugh and said, “He can’t write scrips for all those 

damn medications you guys are pushing, huh?” 
Karen snarled at him and said, “No, Jim, he can’t, so in most cases, 

people with either degree, if they are treating patients, usually work 
with a psychiatrist. Dumb ass.” Barbara let out a little laugh as did 
Sara as Chris looked on at the people leaving by the droves. 

John looked at Chris and asked, “The note that Fox left – have you 
read it?” Chris nodded, and John asked, “What’s your take on it?” 

Chris sat back against the stone bench and said, “I’ve been reading 
between the lines, and I think that someone told him to kill himself. 
What do you think?” 

John nodded and said, “That’s exactly what I think, too. Karen, 
do you know if Fox was seeing any other therapists other than you at 
the time of his suicide?” 

She shook her head and said, “Not that I have knowledge of, and 
he was not one who liked therapy, so I’m going to guess that he had 
never seen a doctor of the mind before he became my patient.” 

He stood up as the rain began to fall and said, “Well, let’s make our 
way out of here.”

Jim said, “You’re damn right. I say we take this sad group of 
half mourners to Santiago’s for a few drinks. What say you, Agent 
Swenson?” John nodded and the group got back to their cars just as 
the rain began to beat down upon them.

The rain was falling hard as Paige Newton pulled into the parking 
structure of her Tarzana office building on Ventura Boulevard. There 
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was no valet on duty and no covered parking. She grabbed her umbrella 
and briefcase and ran for the side entrance only to find it locked. She 
leaned over to catch her breath while reaching for her right side. 

Carlos Estevez was walking around the side of the building after 
coming off shift at his busboy job at the small diner inside the building. 
He saw Paige bent over and ran to her. “Doctor Newton, are you all right?” 

Paige stood up, still wheezing, and said, “Yes ... yes, Carlos. I’m 
fine. I just ran across the parking lot to find the rear entrance locked.” 

He smiled and said, “Follow me. I will help you stay dry and walk 
you to the front of the building.” Paige stood up as Carlos took everything 
in her hands as well as her umbrella and walked her slowly through the 
pouring rain into the small covered entrance to the parking lot. 

“Where the hell is the valet?” she asked. 
“He went home sick, and there’s no one to cover for him.” 
Paige shook her head and said, “Well, at least I won’t have to 

validate parking.” Carlos laughed as they made their way to the 
entrance. He handed Paige her things, and she said, “Thank you, 
Carlos. You are a very sweet young man. I’m afraid I am going to 
have to lose some pounds here, or I’m going to have a heart attack.” 

Carlos smiled and said, “You are a beautiful woman, Doctor 
Newton. Forget what people say. You have a nice build if you don’t 
mind me saying so.” 

Paige smiled halfheartedly and said, “Thank you for the 
compliment, but I am five feet five inches tall, and I weigh two 
hundred and twenty pounds. I am far too heavy for my frame. I must 
lose weight. Besides, you agreed to keep your compliments to yourself 
unless we are alone. You don’t want to get Bertha going on about us.” 

Carlos didn’t take his eyes off Paige as he said, “I understand.” 
He leaned in as he pressed the elevator button and whispered, “I 
think you are very sexy, Paige. I think that you have the perfect 
amount of curves.” 

Paige’s grey eyes were misty, and she waved her hands in front of 
her face and said, “Carlos, it is very kind of you to say that, but we both 
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know I am overweight, and you are also an informal patient of mine in 
the bedroom, but this conversation is making me uncomfortable.” 

Carlos apologized and said, “I’ve been your informal patient and 
lover for two years now, Paige. I think I have gotten over my traumas 
enough that I could just be your lover.”

She looked at him sadly and said, “You’re a sweet man, Carlos, 
and I do care about you, but I’m not ready to call us lovers. As for your 
demons, you know that they are far from under control.” 

He smiled and nodded, “I will win your heart sooner or later.” 
Paige looked at him as the elevator doors opened and said, “Not 

likely, Carlos. Will I see you at three?” He nodded as the elevator 
doors closed and turned and walked away.

Jessica Holmes was dictating autopsy notes as Jade worked on the 
preliminary findings from the autopsy she had performed on Eric Fox. 
She turned off the microphone to her midi recorder and could hear Jessica 
still dictating, so she closed out the file and typed some final thoughts. “It 
is this coroner’s medical opinion that Mr. Fox died due to asphyxiation 
caused by hanging. This is only a preliminary report as toxicology reports 
are pending. In conclusion, I rule this a suicide.” Jade looked up to see 
Jessica standing in her office doorway as she finished her statement. 

Jessica said, “The note still puzzles me. I agree this was a suicide, or 
at least Mr. Fox died at his own hand, but the note is what perplexes me.” 

Jade turned off the overhead light on her desk and said, “It 
confuses me, too, but this guy was way out in left field. I don’t care 
what anyone thinks. I think he couldn’t bear the guilt of the killing he 
committed under the color of authority, and he offed himself.” 

Jessica shook her head and asked, “Then explain the note.” 
Jade pulled her tablet from a small pouch and swiped her hand 

across it several times then spread her hand across the screen and 
handed the tablet to Jessica, “Read the note out loud to me.” 
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Jessica shook her head and said, “We have already done this.” 
Jade smiled and ran her hand across Jessica’s back in a sensual 

way and said, “Humor me, and I will humor you later ... only you 
won’t be laughing.” 

A smile grew across Jessica’s face, and she took the tablet from 
Jade, touching all of Jade’s fingers, and slowly read the note.

‘It took but a millisecond to take a life and destroy another. She’s 
right, you know? There are far worse things than death. So, I do as I 
wish and not as the world wishes on me. I am going to sleep now... She 
has always told me, ‘Secrets are only kept by the dead.’ 

Jade had her eyes closed as Jessica read the note and when she 
had finished, she opened them and asked, “She. The damn question is 
who the hell is she?” 
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Chapter Two
“It’s more the other way around.”

S
antiago’s was hopping when the group arrived. Javier saw John walk 
in, and he parted the sea of young dancers and revelers and led the 
group out onto the patio. Jim had called ahead, and Javier had had 

two of his busboys light several propane heaters on the deck overlooking 
the sea. There was a thin veil of plastic sheeting over the deck that allowed 
for a clear view out the window area without allowing the rain to enter. 
It also cut down on the wind that was blowing onshore but not directly at 
the seating. John thanked Javier who had already placed drinks in front 
of the group. He knew what each one of them drank. He called out to 
one of his bartenders and said, “A bottle of Patrón and glasses.” No one 
stopped him as the old man hobbled from person to person, pouring the 
clear liquid into the small shot glasses. He lifted his when he was done 
and said, “To Officer Fox ... He die in line of duty.”

The old man swigged the drink as did the rest at the table, and 
Sam, who had just arrived at Jim’s invitation, leaned over to Jim and 
whispered, “Should we tell him Fox was a suicide?” 
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Jim had a somber look on his face and said, “He knows. As far as 
he’s concerned, Fox died as a result of the work he had sworn to do. 
He thinks that Fox died of a broken heart.” 

Sam looked on and said, “I think Fox took the easy way out.” 
John was within ear shot and said, “Suicide is not easy, Sam. It 

is very, very hard. We have a lot to investigate here. There’s more to 
this than meets the eye.” 

Karen was sitting next to Chris while staring at John through the 
murky light coming from overhead and asked, “So, you don’t think it 
was a suicide?” 

John took a sip of his tonic water and said, “Fox killed himself, but 
I think that there is more to it than that.” 

Jim let out a laugh and said, “Yeah. ‘She’ fuckin told him to 
do it.” Sam and Barbara were sitting on each side of him and both 
socked him in the arms at the same time. He pulled his arms in tight 
and said, “Hostile crowd here, John.”

Emma Gates was waiting at the luggage carousel at Los Angeles 
International Airport with a small piece of paper in her hands. She 
was wearing a chauffeur’s hat with a little blond ponytail in the back, 
waiting for her guest. The carousel began moving as passengers 
approached, and she stood off to the side holding her sign and 
looking for any awareness of her presence. She looked down at her 
watch. It was eight thirty p.m., and the flight from New York had 
been delayed by bad weather for almost two hours. She held the sign 
until a chipper voice called out and said, “I’m Gail Hoffman. Just let 
me get my bag.” 

Emma laughed and said, “I will do that for you, Ms. Hoffman. 
Just point to it.” The two women were the same size and build, only 
Gail had twenty years on Emma, and she pointed to the bag as Emma 
grabbed it. Emma lifted the bag with ease and asked, “Short trip?” 
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Gail smiled and nodded and said, “One way, I hope. I’m planning 
a move from New York back to LA.” Emma carried Gail’s bag to the 
town car outside the terminal and put it in the trunk and let Gail in. 

“You don’t sound like a native Californian,” Emma said, laughing 
as she pulled the car out onto the airport exit. 

Gail laughed and said, “That bad, huh? No. I’m a native New 
Yorker, but my late husband was from California.” 

Emma scrunched her shoulders and said, “I’m so sorry, Ms. 
Hoffman.” 

Gail waved weakly in her direction and said, “It’s okay. It’s been 
several years. The wound is better now. Besides, I am doing what my 
husband told me to do, and I am moving on with my life.” 

Emma smiled and said, “So, you’re here for a man?” Emma was 
like a little girl. 

Gail asked, “May I ask your age?” 
“I’m twenty-four, and I’m driving my way through business 

school.” 
Gail smiled and asked, “What school?” 
“University of California, Irvine. I’m in my final year of the MBA 

program, and I have been trying to pay down some of my school debt 
by working every second that I can.”

Gail smiled and said, “You know, you don’t have to pay back 
student loans until after you graduate, right?” 

Emma smiled and said, “I know, but I want to be debt free as soon 
as possible, so I’m setting the money aside, and so far I only have six 
months of loans left.” Gail sat back as Emma pulled the car onto the 
405 Freeway heading for Highway 110 and downtown. Emma said, 
“I see you’re staying at the Ritz.” 

Gail nodded and said, “Only the best for me … according to my 
man. Though, I’m staying in my own room. I’m not ready to venture 
into the bed of another man yet.” 

Emma shook her head and asked, “What man would put you up at 
the Ritz if you are not going to put out?” 



Equality of Mercy • 1110 • Chapter Two

Gail smiled and asked, “What makes you think that a man 
is putting me up? I’m paying my own way, thank you. He just 
recommended the hotel because he is staying there as it is close to 
where he is speaking.” 

Emma got a sheepish look on her face and said, “I’m sorry, Ms. 
Hoffman, that was rude of me.” 

“Gail. Please call me Gail, and it is a valid question. You’re still 
young. I have twenty years on you, kid.” 

“You’re forty-four?” Gail nodded, and Emma said, “WOW! I 
hope I look as good as you when I’m that age. I thought you were in 
your early thirties.” 

Gail smiled as the car transitioned to the 110 Freeway. She could 
see the towering building that housed the Ritz off in the distance. She 
looked at Emma’s eyes in the rear view mirror looking at her and 
said, “Eyes on the road, Emma. And thank you for the flattery. You 
were already getting a tip, you know?” Emma smiled and said no 
more as she drove on to the hotel.

It was after nine p.m. when John and Sara got back to the house. 
Chris and Karen had taken a cab, and John drove Sara home as she 
was too lit to drive. He pulled into the driveway as the rain was 
pouring down. He got Sara out of the car and into the house. Sara 
was half in and out and chatting up a storm when she saw Gail sitting 
in the living room. John looked at Gail but said nothing. Sara looked 
at Gail and said in a half slurred voice, “I know I didn’t drink to the 
point of hallucinating. Gail? When the hell did you get here?” 

Gail looked at John and asked, “You didn’t tell Sara I was 
coming?” John shook his head. She frowned and asked, “Did you tell 
Jim and Barbara?” He shook his head again. 

Sara looked at John and asked, “Why the hell didn’t you tell me 
that such a dear friend was coming to town?” 
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John got her to the couch and noticed that Gail had a glass of 
wine in her hands. He grabbed a bottle of water from the wet bar 
and said, “Gail wasn’t sure she was coming, so I didn’t want to alert 
anyone until I knew. You should’ve called me, Gail. I would have 
made accommodations for you and told the others.” 

Gail shrugged and said, “I decided to make it a surprise for you 
all. Hell, it’s even a surprise to me. I made the decision this morning 
and jumped the first flight out. I’m staying at the Ritz just down the 
road from your office, John.”  

John took a drink of the water and asked, “What brings you to LA?” 
“It’s not what. It’s who.” 
John and Sara both looked at her and asked, “You’re seeing 

someone?” 
She nodded excitedly and said, “Yes. I didn’t think after Steve died 

that I could love again, but I have feelings for this man, and I have 
come out here to explore them further.”

Sara asked, “Is it anyone we know?” 
“I doubt you know him, but I’m pretty sure you have heard of him.” 
“Okay, so who is the mystery man you’re banging?” 
Gail frowned, and John said, “Excuse Sara. She’s had a few drinks. 

We were at a police funeral today.” Gail’s eyes filled with tears, and 
John walked over to her and put his hand on her shoulder and said, 
“I’m sorry. That came out wrong. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

She nodded her head and took a second to pull back the tears and 
said with a labored voice, “The man’s name is Elton Evers.” 

“The psychology guru?” 
Gail nodded, and Sara asked, “Where the hell did you meet him?” 
“Well, I actually met him in New York when I moved back after Steve 

was killed. He was a psychologist to the NYPD, and my ex, Bob, was able 
to hook me up with him. He wasn’t famous in those days. He was working 
with cops by day and writing at night. I had a few sessions with him, and 
he really helped me put my mind and emotions in check. I saw him four or 
five times, and then we went our separate ways. Then about … oh … six 
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months ago, I saw his book in a store window and picked up a copy. He 
was doing a book signing, and we just hit it off. The rest is history.” 

John was sitting on the edge of a chair that Sara was sitting in and 
asked, “Doctor Evers lives here in Los Angeles, doesn’t he?” 

Gail took a sip of her wine and said, “Yes. He splits his time 
between the two coasts. I didn’t know until we started seeing each 
other that he is actually a native of Los Angeles.”

Sara asked, “How did you get here?” 
“Town car, and I’m going to take that same car back to my hotel. I 

didn’t mean to crash this sad event.” 
John shook his head and said, “I will drive you back. Just let me 

get Sara off to bed. She’s had a rough past few weeks.” 
Gail smiled and said, “Yeah. I’ve been reading about the time you 

guys have been having out here. I see the Eagle has been busy.” John 
nodded as he picked Sara up and walked out of the room.

Jade and Jessica were lying in each other’s arms when both of 
their cell phones rang. Jade grabbed hers first. She was silent for a 
moment then said, “I understand. Well, I don’t see a need for me or 
Jessica to come out in the middle of a storm over that. Why don’t 
you put your thoughts together and then give me a call in my office 
in the morning, and we can discuss it more then.” 

She hung up the line, and Jessica asked, “What the hell was that 
all about?” 

“Nothing. I had an appointment today that I didn’t keep, and that 
was the person I stood up.” 

Jessica pulled herself up on her left shoulder and asked, “You 
missed your appointment with Doctor Newton?” Jade nodded, and 
Jessica asked, “Just what is it that you need to see a shrink about?” 

Jade pulled Jessica’s head down onto her bare breasts and said, 
“She is helping me with the Fox case.” 
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Jessica didn’t move. She took a deep breath, inhaling Jade’s scent 
and asked, “Why would you be working on a suicide case with a 
shrink? That’s up to Jim and John.” 

“It’s personal and a conversation for another day. I’m just getting 
her advice on some things, that’s all. She has worked with law 
enforcement on suicide prevention and was involved in the Fox case.” 

Jessica nuzzled down on her and as she was falling asleep said, 
“Be careful, Jade. You don’t want Paige Newton messing around in 
your head.” 

Jade pulled Jessica close as the two slipped off to sleep and said, 
“It’s more the other way around.”
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Chapter Three
“So, are you  

afraid of heights?”

P
aige Newton was pacing her large custom home on 
Queensborough Lane in the exclusive gated community of 
Bel Air Crest. It was just past three a.m. She walked to her 

large picture window and looked out over the darkness of the city 
shrouded in low fog and rain and whispered to herself, “I will have 
to do it. There is no one else who has the strength.” She walked to 
the kitchen and poured herself a drink and paced with it between her 
fingers as she mumbled to herself.

She was dressed in a sheer blue robe and a pair of light blue panties 
and a bra, and as she took a sip out of her glass her doorbell rang. She 
walked slowly to the front door, opened it, and walked away before 
saying with her back to her guest, “I know why you’re here, and I 
know what you want me to do.” 

“Well then, I guess I should go home and get some sleep. You 
have everything under control ... right?” 
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Paige shook her head and asked, “Where is she right now?” There 
was no answer, so she continued, “Don’t tell me. I can figure it out. 
Go home. I need to think.” 

“Don’t think for too long. The longer you think, the less likely it is 
that you will deal with my problem.” 

Paige heard the front door slam shut as she looked out the 
window.

Chris rolled over in bed and felt around for Karen. He lifted his 
head and looked around the dimly lit room, but there were no lights 
on, and the room was silent. He sat up in bed and called to Karen, 
but there was no response. He checked the bathroom, but she wasn’t 
there. He headed down the hall until he saw a sliver of light coming 
from the kitchen where he found Karen sitting at the table with a cup 
of coffee in her hands, staring out at the sea. The rain had stopped. 

He asked, “Are you okay?” 
She jumped at the sound of his voice and said, “Jesus! You scared 

the hell out of me.” 
Chris walked into the room slowly and said, “Are you okay? You 

are certainly deep in thought.” 
“I’m fine, Chris. Just a lot on my mind. The holidays are only a 

week and a half away, and our wedding is on the first of the year.” 
Chris grabbed a bottle of water off the counter and sat down 

next to her and asked, “Is it all too much, honey? We don’t need to 
go all out.  I love you, and you love me. Hell. We could have a civil 
ceremony, and I would be fine with it.” 

Karen sipped her coffee and said, “No ... it’s not just the wedding. 
I have a heavy case load; Sara is all over my ass to manage my time 
between the ER and my practice, and I am weighing the possibility 
of leaving the hospital and going out on my own.” 

He sat next to her and asked, “Do you feel like you’re ready?” 
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“I do. Sara has been reluctant to talk about it, but there comes a 
time when the bird must leave the nest.” 

“I know the feeling. I’ve been working with John for several years, 
but I’m starting to feel like I will never get out from under his shadow.” 

“You’re thinking of leaving the Bureau?” 
Chris shook his head and said, “No. I’m thinking of putting in 

for a transfer to another field office.” Karen asked where he was 
thinking of going, and he told her West Covina. 

She finished her coffee and asked, “Have you spoken to John 
about this?” 

He took a sip of his water and said, “A few times.” 
“And?” 
Chris shrugged and said, “He has no emotion about the idea. He 

told me to do what I felt was right for me.” 
Karen poured another cup of coffee and said, “If we part ways with 

John and Sara, we will have to move into our own home.” 
“That’s going to happen one way or the other, right? I mean, once 

we are married, it’s you and me, and we will need our own place.” 
She nodded slowly and said, “Yes. Sara and John have offered us 

a house as a wedding gift. Sara told me we can have it built on their 
property, and they will subdivide it and give it to us, or they will buy 
us a house wherever we want to live.” 

He looked at her and asked, “Where do you want to live?” 
Karen laughed and said, “Wherever we are both together. I know 

that John and Sara will get over it. It’ll be tough for me because 
they’ve done so much for me.” 

Chris laughed, taking a drink of his water and saying, “They’re 
kind of like parents to us. John saved you and helped you move on in 
life. Sara has supported your every step professionally and personally, 
and John has been a huge role model to me in my life and career, but I 
want to be able to move more on my own and in a different direction.” 

“Let’s think on this more. I have a long day, and I know that you 
have enough to keep you busy. Let’s hold this thought for the next few 
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days before we make any decisions.” Chris nodded. As she headed 
toward the bedroom, she called out, “Do you want to shower with me?” 

Chris called back and said, “Of course. Just give me a second. I’ll 
be right there.”

Ellie Watts was teetering on the ledge of the Bank of America 
building at 333 South Hope Street in downtown Los Angeles. She 
had made her way to the roof and was looking west to the sea. It was 
six-thirty a.m., and the blue and red lights from the bank sign were 
beginning to fade from the glow they had been casting upon her 
only a few shorts minutes earlier. Ellie stepped back and removed 
her shoes and then walked back to the ledge and looked over and 
down the fifty-five story building to the quiet street below. She held 
the steel beam that lowered the window washing units for the tower 
then took a deep breath and a voice from behind her said, “If you’re 
going to do it, then do it.” 

Ellie looked toward the sea and said, “It’s what’s best for everyone, 
isn’t it? It’s the only way I can see getting out of this life and the shit of it.” 

“Your therapy sessions haven’t done you a lot of good, I will say 
that. If you’re not going to respond to therapy, I really see no reason for 
you to live, do you?” 

She stepped back from the ledge and said, “You’re just goading 
me. You want to see me do it, don’t you? You want to see me in a 
million pieces on the ground?” 

“That is not my decision to make. It’s yours, Ellie. I can only 
make observations based on our conversations. What is it you always 
tell me about your work?” 

“It’s a dead end job ... that it’s sucking the life out of me, and it’s 
a job that is causing me to keep nightmarish secrets.” 

“Then quit. You have choices, you know. You don’t have to 
splatter on the street below.” 
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“It’s what you want though, isn’t it? You want to see me dead. 
Secrets are only kept by the dead. Isn’t that what you always say? I 
know your secret, don’t I? You will kill me if I don’t kill myself. Tell 
me that I’m exaggerating.” 

“No. You’re not exaggerating. I do indeed always say that secrets 
are only kept by the dead, but that is not just my saying, you know. 
As for me killing you? No, Ellie. I’m not going to kill you. That’s not 
who I am, and you know that. You have free will. You can keep your 
secrets or reveal them. That is your choice. I am not going to kill you.”  

Ellie stepped in further from the ledge and approached the 
speaker, “You are my analyst. You’re supposed to protect me from 
myself, yet here you stand on this rooftop and instead of talking me 
down, you’re goading me on.”  

Ellie’s confidant said, “I’m trying to save your life, aren’t I? I 
have told you not to jump off the building. I am happy to admit you 
to the hospital, and we can do more aggressive therapy. I will regress 
you further, and I feel you can make that breakthrough that will give 
your life meaning. I don’t want you to jump. I am here to help you.” 

She stepped back, shaking and pounding her feet on the rooftop, 
and said, “No more regressions. You took me too deep the last time. 
When I came out, I was worse than when I went under. You have done 
your best. I don’t blame you. In my own way, I love and respect you. 
Not the dark things that you do but for the light that you can bring 
into this world. It’s all dark now. I can’t see any light. I feel like I’m 
in a tunnel, and there is no way out. You won’t let me escape. I know 
that now, and no one would believe the things you and the others have 
done and are doing. They will treat me like they treated me the last 
two times – with drugs and restraints – while you sit next to my bed 
and whisper to me. You’re always whispering to me. I can hear your 
voice inside my head even now.” 

Ellie got more and more animated until she was in a full blown panic 
attack. She screamed, “Not again. I’m not going through this shit again. 
I’ve had enough.” She ran to the edge of the building and over the side. 
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Her screams could be heard as she fell, rocketing to earth with her 
arms and legs flailing in the air. The unknown person just watched 
until Ellie’s screams ended suddenly and a puff of blood and body 
parts hit the ground. It was hard to discern from the height of the 
building what, if anything, Ellie struck other than the pavement, and 
there was light laughter as the person kicked Ellie’s shoes off the 
edge of the building and said, “You can’t say I didn’t try to talk you 
down, Ellie. In the end, I was successful. You are now down and all 
secrets are safe in your dead head.” 

The Los Angeles Police Department had the street cordoned off 
where Ellie Watts had landed. There were two or three people huddled in 
a corner talking to investigators when Jade and Jessica pulled up on scene. 
Jessica got out and looked at the mess of body parts and said, “Another 
sponge scene, Jade. Jesus! It looks like it hit head first and blew apart.” 

Jade was ordering people back as she started to lay yellow 
markers near body parts while trying not to step in blood. She and 
Jessica had on booties as did several of the LAPD’s CSI team, and as 
they worked one of Jade’s team members said, “Huh?” 

Jessica looked over at the man and asked, “What? What do you see?” 
“Shoes without an owner.” 
The women walked over to where the worker had spotted the 

shoes. Jade looked at the shoes and then at the unrecognizable corpse 
and said, “Well, I’m going to go out on a limb and say that these 
shoes belonged to the victim. And since they are blue flats, I’m going 
to venture a guess the victim is a woman. What I don’t understand is 
how her shoes fell nearly next to each other.” 

Jessica looked at the victim and said, “She had them in her hands 
when she decided to skydive sans parachute?” 

Jade shook her head and said, “No ... if she was holding them, 
they would be scattered.” 
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“Well ... one foot is over there, and the other is way the fuck over 
there, so they weren’t on her feet.” She looked around for the hands but 
couldn’t find them and said, “She did a header, and I would venture a 
guess that we are going to have a hell of a time making an ID on this 
jumper because her hands disintegrated on contact with the pavement.” 

Jade nodded, looking closely at the shoes. She looked at Jessica 
and asked, “What are the odds that a chick would take a header off 
a building, fall fifty-five floors, and have her shoes not just next to 
each other but blood-free?” 

“Zero.” 
Jade pulled her cell phone off her hip and called out to everyone on 

scene, “Please step back. This is not the case of a psycho jumper anymore; 
this is a homicide scene.” As she finished talking, Sam answered her phone. 

“Pritchard.” 
“Good morning, Sam. How the hell are you?” 
Sam sighed into the phone and said, “Well, it’s not fuckin’ raining, 

so that’s a nice change. Why do I think that you are about to fuck up 
a perfectly good day?” 

Jade laughed and said enthusiastically, “Because I am. We have a 
jumper at 333 South Hope Street.” 

Sam was out of bed and walking into the bathroom and said, “So 
… why are you calling me? Have the LAPD get one of their shrinks 
out there to talk the person down.” 

“Oh,” Jade said, “I forgot to mention the jumper is already down. 
Took a damn header off the top of the bank building here in the 
middle of downtown. What a damn mess.” 

Sam was getting short with Jade and said, “It’s six-thirty in the 
morning, and you’re calling me because someone jumped off a 
goddamned building? You have a suicide. What the fuck does that 
have to do with me or my office?” 

Jade said, “I’m so glad you asked. Why don’t you and your soon-
to-be former boss join Jess and me at the crime scene, and I will 
explain it all to you.” 
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Sam slammed the phone down on the counter and pulled a 
cigarette out of a pack in her jacket that was on the back of the toilet. 
“Why do I have a feeling this is going to be one shitty ass job?”

Barbara gave Jim a kiss as she walked out the front door. He was in 
casual clothes with a blazer on, and she asked, “Are you working today?” 

“Yeah. Sam just called, screaming that Jade was wasting her time 
and that we need to get to the scene of a jumper downtown.” 

She looked confused and then asked, “Alive or dead?” 
Jim pulled out a cigarette as he opened his car door and said, 

“Dead. Jade thinks it’s a homicide.” 
“You know you should never underestimate a woman’s intuition. 

If Jade thinks it’s a homicide, my money is on her.” 
He snapped his Zippo shut and said, “I have worked with Jade long 

enough to know that she has a sixth sense about these things. Sam hasn’t 
learned that yet, but she will.” He got into his car and backed out of the 
drive and followed Barbara down PCH to the 10 Freeway and downtown.

Elton Evers was speaking to a sold-out crowd at the LA 
Convention Center on the second day of his four-day book tour. “If 
I’ve learned anything in my years of clinical practice, it is that no 
matter the age of the person you can remove him or her from the 
dysfunction, but you can’t remove the dysfunction from him or her.” 
There were rumblings amongst the audience, and Elton waited as the 
quiet conversation went on.

Karen Faber was seated in the front row of the hall and had been taking 
notes with her tablet when Elton made his statement, and she stopped 
typing and looked up at the stage and then stood up and raised her hand. 
He looked down at the cute little blond and asked, “You have a question?” 
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Karen had her tablet recording, and she asked, “Can you explain 
your last statement?” 

He looked at her and said, “If you want to understand my thinking 
here, might I recommend my book? It includes a detailed explanation 
of my theory.” 

Karen remained standing and said, “I have already read your 
book, Doctor Evers. I read it last night before bed.” 

Elton looked at her and said, “That’s not possible. You read a 
five-hundred-page primer on psychoanalysis last night, and you’re 
here at...” He looked at his Rolex and then down to Karen and said, 
“Nine a.m. And you think that you have read and processed a book 
that it took me ten years to write?” Karen nodded, and Elton smiled 
and said, “Where do you go to school, young lady?” 

“I graduated from USC medical school and studied psychiatry. I 
am now in practice at Northridge Hospital Medical Center in the San 
Fernando Valley.” 

Elton had a befuddled look on his face and said, “I’m sorry? 
You’re a psychiatrist?” 

“Yes, Doctor Evers, I am, and while I have not been in practice 
nearly as long as you have, I take issue with your last statement.” 

Elton laughed and looked around the packed auditorium and 
asked, “Okay, who is the joker? Who brought the kid in?” 

Karen looked around at several of her colleagues who were 
psychologists who worked under her at the hospital and/or referred 
patients to her, and one of the women raised her hand and said, “This is 
not a joke, Doctor Evers. The young woman addressing you is Doctor 
Karen Faber, M.D., and she is licensed in the State of California as 
both a psychiatrist and emergency room physician. I refer her patients 
on a regular basis, and she assists me with my practice.” 

Elton looked on at Carol Rivers, who he had known for two 
decades, as she spoke about Karen then looked at Karen and said, 
“I’m sorry, Doctor Faber. I would be more than happy to answer all 
of your questions after I have completed my talk.” 
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She nodded and sat down. One of her male colleagues leaned 
over and said to her, “I have known Elton for three decades, Karen. 
You just knocked his socks off.” 

Karen’s facial expression never changed as she responded, “I don’t 
care how long he has been in practice. His statements are incredibly 
inaccurate and misleading, and I will address it with him as soon as I can.” 
Elton went on with his talk, looking over at Karen every few minutes.

Sam and Jade were talking off near the coroner’s van when Jim 
pulled up on scene at just after nine. He walked up to the two women and 
asked, “Okay, so why do you think that this jumper is a homicide?” Jade 
walked him through the findings as the small body bag was being loaded 
into the van. Jim looked at the blood-soaked sidewalk and curb and said, 
“I bet she blew up like a sack of meat when she hit the pavement.” 

Sam frowned, and Jade smiled and asked her, “Have you ever 
seen a jumper make up his mind?” 

“Only after the fact. Why? Have you seen it before it happened?” 
Jim started laughing and said, “We’ve both been on scene when a 

jumper decided to take the damn express elevator. The only difference 
is how fuckin’ high up they were when they jumped.” He looked up 
to the top of the building with his hand over his eyes and said, “So … 
she fell, fuck, fifty-five stories. The chick got damn close to terminal 
velocity before she hit the pavement.” 

Jade said, “The fall is about seven hundred and fifty feet, Jim. She 
would have had to have been at fifteen hundred feet to hit terminal velocity.” 

“Well, who gives a rat’s ass. It was terminal. Anyone been on the 
roof?” 

Jade said, “LAPD has been up there as has your CSI team.” 
He looked at Sam and asked, “Are you afraid of heights?” She 

shook her head, and Jim laughed and said, “Me neither ... it’s falling 
that scares the shit out of me. Come on. Let’s go up.” 
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The two entered the lobby of the building and took the elevator 
as high as it would go and then climbed the stairs with a service crew 
from the building and walked out onto the roof. There were several 
team members near the edge where Watts had gone off the roof. He 
looked over and then stepped back and said, “See! I don’t have a fear 
of heights. It’s the damn fall that will kill you.” 

The area had been marked off with crime scene tape, and Jim 
walked around the edge of the tape and looked around. Sam was 
watching him and looking at the rooftop as well when he said, “The 
rain fucked this scene up.” 

“How did the rain do that?” she asked.
He pointed at some pea-sized gravel on the roof and said, “If it 

had been dry, we would have been able to see more of the victim’s 
footprints and any others that might have been up here. Instead, we 
have a fucked up roof and little to go on because of the moisture.”

Sam looked around and said, “There’s something over there.” She 
was pointing to a large steel unit outside the tape, and he walked over 
and pulled out a pair of latex gloves and examined a small slip of paper. 

He looked closely at the large industrial unit and said, “This 
building has been here since the early seventies. I would think that 
all paperwork on these units would be long gone.” Sam nodded, and 
he pulled out a small evidence bag and then reached into a crevice 
in the steel units and pulled out a folded piece of white paper. It was 
dry and clean, and he slowly unfolded it, read the contents and said, 
“We are going to need more help.” 

“What the hell did you just find?” Sam asked.
“It looks like a suicide note, and it’s the damnedest suicide note 

I’ve ever read.” 
He handed the note to Sam as he pulled his phone off his hip. She 

looked at it, then began reading out loud, “Secrets are only kept by the 
dead.” “This is not a suicide note. It’s a message. This victim knew 
something, and someone didn’t want that information revealed.”

Jim nodded and said, “It’s a suicide note, but this is no suicide.” 
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Sam looked at him then off the roof’s edge and said, “So, this is a 
suicide that’s a homicide?” 

He nodded and took a cigarette from his pocket and handed one 
to her before lighting his own, then said, “John, it’s Jim. I have one 
helluva situation at the Bank of America building downtown.” 

John was in his office and walked over to the window and asked, 
“What do you have?” 

“A suicide that’s a homicide. You’re going to have to come up 
here and see this before I can answer any more questions.” He hung 
up and stood near the roof access door, cigarette between his teeth. 

“So what now?” Sam asked.
He took a big hit off the cigarette and said, “We wait for John 

and Chris.” 
“But it’s not in John’s jurisdiction. Why the hell would he care?” 
“You hold onto that thought. I have a feeling you are about to see 

this case take a hundred and eighty degree turn.”
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Chapter Four
“Equality of Mercy:  

A Primer on Psychoanalysis.”

“W
hen did this happen?” Elton was pacing in the green room 
of an afternoon talk show as he held his cell phone to his 
ear. He was visibly shaken, and it was obvious to everyone 

in the room. A young white man was sitting on the edge of a couch in 
a wife beater T-shirt with tattoos covering a large portion of his body, 
and he was weighed down with gold and silver chains. He was rubbing 
his bald head and asking one of the green room attendants for a soda. 
Elton hung up the phone and walked over to one of the mirrors in the 
room, put his hands on the counter, and stared hard into it.

The kid looked up and asked, “What’s the problem, old man?” 
Elton looked over at him and asked, “Old man? Do you know 

who I am?” 
The kid shook his head and asked, “Do you know who I am?” 
Elton nodded and said, “Yes. Up and coming rock rapper Pink 

Plum, right?”
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“Yeah. I’m impressed. That’s my stage name. Real name is Roger 
Simmons.” He extended his hand to Elton who shook it. Roger asked, 
“Are you okay, man? You look like you just seen a ghost?” 

Elton sat down in one of the comfortable chairs and said, “No, I’m 
not okay. One of my closest assistants just committed suicide.” 

Roger sat down across from him and said, “Oh man. I’m sorry. 
You just learned that over the phone?” Elton nodded, and Roger said, 
“That’s some cold shit. Someone should have come down here and 
told you. Dude, I’m sorry.” 

“Thank you. I’m sorry, too. She was a great assistant. I never saw 
anything like this coming.” 

Roger sat up and asked, “How could you, man? People off 
themselves all the time. You’re not a mind reader, are you? Or is that 
your gig and why you’re here for the show?”

He shook his head and said, “I’m a psychotherapist. I should 
have seen the warning signs, but there weren’t any.” 

“Shit, man, if you are a shrink, and she was a close assistant, I 
would guess that you should have seen the signs if they were there.” 

Elton looked at Roger and asked, “Did you go to college?” 
“What the hell kind of question is that?” 
“You’re trying really, really hard to sound ignorant, and it isn’t working.” 
An attendant opened the green room door and said, “Pink, you’re 

up in three minutes.” 
He nodded and stood then looked at Elton and said, “Yes, Mr. 

Evers, I went to college, and, yes, I’m a white kid from the right side 
of the tracks. I fell into this gig quite by accident, but the kids love 
me, and I really enjoy making music and entertaining.” 

“Why?” 
Roger stood staring at Elton for a few seconds and then asked, “What 

do you mean ‘why?’ It’s what I do, man. It’s how I make my living.” 
Elton sat back and asked, “I understand that, but why do you do it?” 
Roger shook his whole body and said, “Because I love it. Is that so 

hard to believe?”
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Elton sat stoically and asked, “Why do you love it?” Roger was 
getting visibly angry, and Elton knew he had pressed a button deep 
in the young man’s mind. 

“I don’t have to explain myself or my motives to you, man.” 
“Is failure an option for you, Roger?” 
He was shaking as the door opened, and the attendant called him 

for the show. He looked at Elton and said, “I think I can see why your 
assistant offed herself, man. You’re one fucked up dude.” 

Elton smiled and said, “Good luck with the show.” Roger walked 
out, and Elton watched the TV as Roger strutted out onto the stage, 
making gang signs and walking up to the host. The applause was 
thunderous, and Elton watched as Roger went from a wannabee 
street rapper to a weeping mess in less than five minutes as the host 
picked at him with question after question about both his public and 
personal life. 

Just then the attendant walked in and said, “You’re up next, 
Doctor Evers.” Elton nodded and stood up. After the attendant had 
closed the door, he looked at the whimpering kid on the screen and 
said, “Lives lived undercover, kid. You can’t hide from who you are 
forever. Sooner or later, your secrets get revealed.” 

John and Chris were on the ledge of the Bank of America 
building looking straight down at the street below. Jim was off near 
the heating and air conditioning unit where he had found the note as 
Sam and Jade stood near the edge with the two men. Jim said, “I’m 
taking bets on which one of you slips and falls off the damn roof.” 

John was leaning over the side with his tablet shooting video and 
said, “If you come over here, I will show you.” 

Jim pressed his back against the steel unit and said, “No thanks. 
I’ll stay right here. So, what the fuck, John? You read the note; you’re 
on scene. What do you think?” 
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Chris had a hold of one of the steel window washing outriggers 
and was hanging over the edge with his tablet and looking down at the 
ground. John looked at him and said, “You’re seven hundred and fifty 
feet above the ground, Chris, and it’s been raining. Don’t slip.” 

Chris didn’t stop filming and said, “The victim wasn’t alone up here.” 
John nodded, and Jim asked, “And just how the fuck do you 

know that?” 
Chris pulled himself back from the edge and said, “The victim 

didn’t just stand on the roof here and jump. She took a running start 
and leaped off the roof. Someone was standing near the roof access 
door and witnessed the jump.” 

Jim laughed and asked, “Witnessed or caused it?” 
John looked up at Jade and then over to Jim and said, “Both.” 
Sam was near the roof entrance and asked, “And you know this how?” 
John and Chris stepped away from the edge, and John pointed 

at the gravel rooftop and said, “If you look closely, you can see the 
barefoot prints from the jumper. She was standing a few feet from 
where Sam is standing and facing the doorway. Then, she slid around 
on her heels. I can see where her toes and heels pressed into the 
rooftop and then stopped about three feet from the edge. She ran and 
then leaped off the building. That behavior leads me to believe that 
she was either in a state of panic, or the person who was up here with 
her was going to force her off the roof.” 

Jessica radioed up to Jade that the scene was clear and asked 
what she was to do with the shoes. Jade handed John her radio, and 
John said, “Jess, don’t touch the shoes. Leave them where they are. 
We’ll be right down. Also, don’t let the city or building crews clean 
up the blood on the street until Chris and I can get back down there.” 

Jim asked, “So whose fuckin’ case is it?” 
John looked at Chris and then Sam and said, “It’s LAPD’s case 

for now. Do we know any more about the victim?” 
Jade nodded and said, “Her name was Ellie Watts, and she was the 

executive assistant to Doctor Elton Evers, Psy.D.” 
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“Has anyone notified Evers of the death?” John asked.
Jade shrugged and said, “My office hasn’t notified him. Jim?” 

He shook his head, and John asked two LAPD detectives on the roof 
with them if they had notified Evers, and both men said no.” 

John looked around at the downtown skyline and then pulled 
his tablet out and started to scan through it with his palm and said, 
“Doctor Evers has an office in this building on the fiftieth floor.” 

“Well,” Chris said, “that explains how the victim got up here. 
Who’s going to talk to Evers?” 

John said, “I will speak to him. Let’s keep this under wraps as 
long as possible.” 

Jim let out a loud laugh as he walked over near the building’s edge 
and pointed down to the street below and said, “You see all of those tiny 
little dots running around near those little vans?” John nodded. “That, 
my friend, is the damn media, and each of them is working a source in 
the LAPD and my office to get the scoop. If you think that you’re going 
to keep this a secret for very long, you have another thing coming.” 

John nodded and said, “I need to get to Evers before he learns of 
the death. I need to see his reaction.” 

Jade said, “From what I understand, Evers is doing one of the 
local talk shows this morning in Studio City. I’ll make a few calls 
and see if we can catch him.” Sam and Jim walked through the doors 
leading back to the ground. John and Jade were standing off near the 
ledge, and Jade asked, “Do you think that Evers is involved?” 

“Everyone is a suspect until they’re not, right?” 
Jade nodded and said, “I heard Gail Hoffman is back in town.” 

John nodded, and she continued, “It’s kinda odd, you know. Gail 
showing up out of the blue?” 

“That’s a conversation for another time. Right now, I need to get 
to Evers.” Jade nodded and followed him back into the building.
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Elton was chatting backstage with Janet Olsen, the host of a 
popular national afternoon talk show, when his cell phone rang. 
He excused himself and walked off out of ear shot and answered. 
“Doctor Evers.” 

“Doctor Evers, my name is Special Agent John Swenson. I’m 
with the Los Angeles field office of the FBI. I wonder if we can 
have a word.” 

Evers was calm and said, “Of course, Agent Swenson. How can 
I help you?” 

“I would like to speak in person, Doctor. I understand that you 
are being interviewed for an afternoon show.” 

Elton looked around and then at his watch and said, “The interview 
will air later this afternoon. They shoot the show in the morning. I’m 
finished here, and I have the rest of the afternoon free. We can meet 
at my office if you like.”  

John was sitting in Elton’s office as he spoke, “That would be 
great. What time can we meet?” 

Elton looked at his watch. “How about eleven-thirty?” 
John said, “That will be just fine, Doctor Evers. I will meet you 

at your office.” He hung up the phone and ran his hands across his 
tablet as Chris looked on. 

“Do you think that Evers had anything to do with this?” 
John never looked up. He just slid his hand across his tablet’s 

screen and said, “His assistant jumps off the roof of his office 
building near dawn? I would say that it is suspicious.” 

Chris nodded and said, “I’m going to head back to the office. Do 
you need me here anymore?” 

John shook his head and said, “I know you have a lot on your 
mind. If you want to talk, just let me know.” Chris walked out of the 
office without responding as John called Karen. 

“Doctor Faber.” 
“Hi Karen. It’s John. What’s the name of Evers’ book? The one 

that made him a star?” 
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Karen laughed and said, “Equality of Mercy: A Primer on 
Psychoanalysis. Why?”

John was looking around Evers’ bookshelves and asked, “Have 
you read it?” 

“Yes. I read it last night before a speaking engagement that Evers gave 
this morning. I’ve also seen some of its reviews. Some good, some bad. I’m 
not a fan of Freudian theory and psychoanalysis. I feel it’s voodoo science.” 

John saw several copies of the book on a shelf behind Evers’ desk 
and grabbed one and said to Karen, “A very long book to deal with 
such a complex subject.” 

Karen sighed and said, “It’s supposed to be a comprehensive 
primer. That much I can tell you. I called him out on his book and 
some of his statements at his talk, and it was quite interesting.” 

“Oh? How so?” 
She laughed, “Oh, the usual stuff. He thought I was a high schooler 

or freshman in college and treated me as such until he was corrected. 
I get that treatment from many of my peers who are intimidated by 
my academic and professional achievements. It’s nothing new.”

John was reading the introduction and said, “I’ll give it a read. If I 
have questions, can I run them by you?” 

“You know the answer is yes. Just be careful, John.” 
His face took on a strange look, and he asked, “Be careful of what?” 
“Just be careful messing with Evers. He’s been doing this type of 

work for a lot of years, and you don’t want him getting into your head.” 
He laughed and said, “It’s usually me giving out warnings on such 

things, Karen. I’m pretty sure I can handle this, but thank you for the 
heads up. Do you know more about Evers than you’re telling me?” 

Karen was quiet for a few seconds and then said, “There are good 
doctors and bad doctors in all fields of practice. Evers is one of those 
guys, I believe, who walks on the edge of ethics. He’s more about the 
dollars and less about the patients. I have read many, many papers 
that he has written about billable hours and the practitioner patient 
relationship, and he’s a man who puts profits ahead of all else.” 
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John smiled as he started the first chapter of the book and said, 
“I see. Well, if there is one thing we know about greed … it will be 
one’s downfall.” Karen agreed as John hung up the line.
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Chapter Five
“How long have I been here?  

And what is that taste in my mouth?”

P
aige Newton had her first patient at ten a.m. She pulled into the 
parking lot and pulled a small grey box from her car and piled 
several small boxes inside of it. She put her laptop bag over her 

shoulder and began to wheel the cart across the parking lot when Carlos 
saw her from one of the tables he was clearing and ran out to help.

“You shouldn’t try to do so much at once, Paige.” He took the 
cart from her hands and pulled it behind as she took the laptop case 
off her shoulder, which he took as well. The pavement had a few 
drops of rain on it, and Carlos said, “The skies are threatening. We 
will have a downpour any second.” 

Paige looked up at the dark clouds and said, “I know we need this 
drought to end, but I would rather have the sunshine.” 

Carlos laughed and said, “Ah, but no water and we have no place 
to live.” Paige laughed and nodded as they entered the building. The 
two stepped into the elevator, and Paige was out of breath. Carlos 
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looked at her and said, “You are a beautiful and sexy woman, but you 
need to take better care of yourself. I’m worried about your heart.” 

She nodded, drying the sweat from her forehead with a small 
scarf and said, “I’m worried about it, too, Carlos. The doctors don’t 
understand why I keep gaining weight.” 

The elevator doors opened, and Paige was greeted by Nicole 
Pullman, her neediest patient. She was standing in front of the doors 
and said, “Oh, thank God you’re here, Doctor Newton. I tried your 
cell and office lines, but all I got was your voicemail.” 

Paige had gotten her breath back and said, “Follow me, Nicole, 
and help Carlos with my things, please.” 

Nicole took the handle of the small crate and pulled it into Paige’s office 
as Carlos said, “I will see you at three.” Paige nodded, and he walked out. 

Nicole stood in the foyer outside of the office, and Paige said, 
“Nicole, I have patients due any minute. It is incredibly inappropriate of 
you to show up at my office unannounced and without an appointment.” 

The woman started crying and said, “I know, Paige. I know, but 
I’m really bad today, and I need you.” Paige unlocked her office door 
and told Nicole to bring in her cases and then told her to sit. She did 
as directed, and Paige sat down and asked what the crisis was. Nicole 
was drying her eyes with a tissue and said, “It’s George. We went out 
last night, and I did it again. I let him have his way with me, and we 
didn’t use protection, and I’m ovulating.” 

Paige sat back in her chair and asked, “Why didn’t you use protection?” 
Nicole slumped over, and Paige could see down her low cut blouse 

that she wasn’t wearing a bra. The woman squirmed a bit and said, “I want 
to trap him. I want him to stay with me always. I don’t want to be alone.” 

“Do you think that what you did is the right way to treat someone 
you care about?”

Nicole looked at her and said, “Look at me. I am an ugly, 
unattractive person. You and I have been working on my self-image 
issues for three years, and no matter what I do I can’t help it. I just 
want to get a man and keep him.” She began pacing the room as Paige 
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admired her long slender legs and beautiful thighs. Nicole stopped and 
looked at her and asked, “You’re thinking about it again, aren’t you?” 

“What do you think I’m thinking?” 
“You’re thinking about my body and how you want me to have 

sex with you.” 
Paige laughed a little and said, “You’re in denial of your true sexual 

desires, Nicole. We have been working on this. I can’t tell you who to 
love or what to do, but I can tell you that you have been in psychoanalysis 
with me for three years, and you refuse to face your own demons.” 

Nicole responded from the other side of the desk while Paige 
fingered herself under her dress. Nicole recognized the little orgasm 
that Paige had and asked, “You’re fantasizing about me going down 
on you, aren’t you?” 

“I need you to recognize that you are not going to be happy until 
you are happy with yourself. Just because you don’t have the looks to 
attract a man doesn’t mean that there is no one who wants you.” 

Nicole started to cry. “I know it intellectually, but in my own 
mind the mirror doesn’t lie. I am a hideous beast.” 

Paige stood up and pulled her skirt off then laid down on her desk 
with her legs spread and said, “Eat me out.” Nicole’s face lost all 
expression, and she began to remove her clothing while going down 
to her knees. Paige smiled and said, “Nicole, you know you always 
feel better after you pleasure me.” The woman slowly crawled to 
Paige’s desk and stroked Paige’s clit with her tongue. She was 
weeping quietly at first as she licked, and then she bore her head 
between Paige’s legs and moved her head from side to side with a 
fury. Paige was writhing and moaning and letting out little yelps with 
each move of Nicole’s head.

The two were going hot and heavy when the buzzer to her office 
sounded, and Paige said, “Keep eating.” She reached over and pressed 
the call button, “This is Doctor Newton. Is that you, Robert?” 

“Yes, Paige. I’m here and have been for about ten minutes. We do 
have a ten-thirty appointment, right?” 
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“Have a seat. I will be with you in a few minutes.” Paige released 
the monitor button as Nicole kept licking her and putting her fingers 
into Paige’s vagina. Paige let out a low scream and put her hands on 
Nicole’s head and pulled her away. Nicole fell back onto the floor, 
and Paige got off the desk and put her skirt back on and said, “All 
done. Please dress yourself!” Nicole dressed and stood staring off 
into space, and Paige said, “All better now, right?” 

Nicole’s demeanor returned to normal, and she felt her face and 
grabbed a handful of tissues and wiped her face quickly. 

“How do you feel now, Nicole?” 
She smiled as she wiped her mouth and said, “Better. A lot better. 

What just happened? How did you make me feel so much better?” 
Paige smiled and said, “Just a few key words that are part of your 

hypnotherapy mental triggers that can pull you out of a funk.” 
Nicole was seated and threw the tissues in the trash can and said, 

“That’s why I need you, Paige. You know just what to say to make 
me feel better about myself and my life.” 

Paige smiled, sitting down at her desk, and said, “You see? If you 
take the doctor’s advice, you will find happiness. Now, I have another 
patient, so go out the back door. You have a five p.m. appointment 
with me this afternoon.” 

Nicole nodded and said, “George and I have some business to 
deal with, so I’m not sure I will make it.” 

Paige smiled and said, “In your case, your mental health 
depends on your business in a lot of ways and makes both of us 
happy. However, if you can’t make it, we will talk more about what 
happened with you and George another time.” 

Nicole stood up and asked, “Are you going to regress me again?” 
“That’s up to you. I think that the combination of hypnotherapy 

and psychoanalysis has been working wonders, and you are making 
great progress.” 

“I don’t know. I have talked to some of my friends about hypnosis 
and regression, and they think it’s bad medicine or just plain fake. I think 
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you’re using me. I think that you are keeping me in bondage to you.” 
Paige smiled and said, “That is just paranoia on your part, Nicole. 

We’ve been working on that. Just remember when you feel those 
feelings they are not real.” 

She put an emphasis on ‘real,’ and Nicole’s eyes softened then 
closed, then she blinked three times and looked at Paige and asked, 
“What am I doing here, Doctor Newton?”

She put her arm around Nicole and said, “You had another episode.” 
Nicole was scared and perplexed and asked, “How long have I been 

here? And what is that taste in my mouth?” 
She was spitting a little, and Paige gave her a drink of water and 

said, “Do you remember what happens to you when you have an 
episode? You always have that taste in your mouth.” Nicole handed 
the bottle of water back to her. “There. Is that better?” Nicole nodded 
as Paige led her to the back door out of her office. “Okay, I believe 
we have a five o’clock appointment today.”  Nicole nodded as Paige 
pushed her out then walked to the front entrance to her office and 
said, “Robert, how are you doing today?” 

“Terrible, Doctor Newton. Just terrible.” Paige smiled as she 
closed her office door behind him.  

It was ten to eleven, and Jim and Sam had gone back up to the rooftop 
of the Bank of America building and were walking the edges around the 
crime scene tape. Jim was smoking a cigarette when he noticed some small 
pointed holes in the gravel near the edge. He called out to Sam and asked, 
“Hey, Sam, come here and take a look at these.” She leaned down and 
looked where he was pointing. “What the fuck do you make of these?” 

She looked hard at several spots and then took out her tablet and 
filmed them. “It’s hard to say just what the fuck these are. They’re 
near the window washing hanger, so it could be from some equipment 
that they use on the windows.” 
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Jim said, “It looks like something was dragged along the rooftop 
here right to the edge.” 

“I don’t know about the holes, but it looks as if someone slid their 
foot right over the edge.” 

“Mark this spot,” Jim said. “Use one of the red rags from that bucket 
over there.” He pointed to a large five gallon cleaning bucket full of 
rags. Sam grabbed three of them and tied them off and then hung them 
on the steel bar hanging over the building that held the window cleaning 
unit in place. The wind had come up, and she slipped as she leaned out, 
and Jim grabbed her at the very last second and pulled her back. 

She looked at him and said, “Jesus, I almost fell.” 
Jim laughed as he walked her back to the roof exit and said, 

“Yeah! Don’t ever fuckin’ do that again! You’re not some goddamn 
superhero. You fall off the roof, and you won’t fly. You’ll fuckin’ fall.” 
The two walked down several flights of stairs to the service elevator. 
When they reached the ground, Jim walked over to the chalk outline 
of Ellie’s shoes and then looked up to the top of the building where 
the red rags were blowing like flags in the wind. He pulled out his 
tablet and shot video starting with the ground and raising the camera 
on his tablet until it caught the rags in flight. He looked at Sam and 
said, “There was a second person on the roof, and whoever it was, he 
or she kicked the victim’s shoes off the roof after she jumped.” 

Sam looked up and down and said, “You’re right … so, we have, 
at minimum, a witness.” 

Jim shook his head, crushing the butt of the cigarette under his boot. 
“No. It wasn’t just a witness. It was a killer. This is definitely a homicide.”



Equality of Mercy • 4140 • Chapter Five

Chapter Six
“That’s right! We have ourselves  

a Mexican standoff, bitch...”

J
ohn was sitting in the foyer of Elton Evers’ office when Gail 
Hoffman walked through the door. She looked at him and asked, 
“John, what are you doing here?”
“I could ask you the same question.” 
Gail looked around and saw that Elton’s light was off in his office 

and asked, “Is Doctor Evers here?” 
John shook his head and asked, “So, this is who you flew from 

New York to spend time with?” 
She nodded slowly and asked, “Where’s Ellie? She’s always 

bright and perky when I call, and we’re friends on social media, so I 
know what she looks like, but there is no one in the reception area.” 

John looked at her and said, “I’m waiting to speak with Doctor Evers.” 
Gail’s face dropped, and she was about to respond when she 

heard Elton’s voice, “Gail! Oh my, you did come … you said you 
were coming, but I didn’t think that you were really going to jump 
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that flight.” He walked into the foyer of his office but didn’t see 
John seated behind him. He went to hug her, but Gail’s arms were 
straight at her side as she stared off behind Elton. John rose out of 
the chair, and his shadow engulfed them both, and for a fraction of 
a second, Elton froze, then turned around to see John towering over 
the two of them. 

“Special Agent John Swenson?” 
John nodded and asked, “Is this the way you greet all of your 

patients, Doctor Evers?” 
Elton moved back away from Gail and said, “No. Of course not. Ms. 

Hoffman is not a patient, Agent Swenson. She’s someone I have been 
dating.” 

John looked at Gail, who was still motionless, and asked, “Is it 
your practice to date your former patients, Doctor Evers? I would 
think that would be a violation of your licensing rules.” 

Elton said, “It is unless the doctor patient relationship has been 
terminated for two years or more, and Gail and I have not seen each 
other professionally in a little over two years. I would hardly think 
that would bring the FBI to my office.” 

John asked, “Where’s Ellie?” 
Elton looked at Gail and said, “I don’t know. She hasn’t called 

me to say she’s ill. She might be running late.” Gail shook her head 
slowly as she looked up at John who was staring down at Elton. 

“Doctor Evers, I need to speak with you in private, please.” 
Elton pointed to his office and asked Gail to have a seat and 

said he’d be right back. John followed him inside, and Elton asked, 
“What can I do for you, Agent Swenson?” 

“Your assistant, Ms. Watts, committed suicide this morning.” 
Evers’ reaction was swift and emotional. “Oh my! What happened?” 
“Ms. Watts took a leap off the roof of this very building early 

this morning.” 
Elton pulled a tissue from a box on his desk and dabbed his eyes and 

said, “I don’t know what to say, Agent Swenson. I’m in shock.” 
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John sat back and said, “I see that. Did Ms. Watts exhibit any 
strange behavior? Does she have a history of mental illness?” 

Elton dried a weeping eye and said, “I am not at liberty to release 
private files on employees, Agent Swenson. You should know that.” 

John was staring through Elton, completely non-emotive, as he 
pulled his cell phone off his hip. “This is Agent Swenson. 556544A. 
I need a search warrant to be served on the Offices of Doctor Elton 
Evers. 333 S. Hope Street. Los Angeles, California.” Elton sat up in 
his chair as John spoke into the phone. “The warrant needs to be for 
all of his employee records. I am swearing it out e-fax. Get it to me 
as soon as it is released.” 

John hung up the line, and Elton said angrily, “This is ridiculous! 
If you want her files, I will provide them to you.” 

“That won’t be necessary, Doctor. You relax and try to make peace with 
this trauma. I’ll handle the search warrant.” Elton was visibly shaking, and 
it was only a matter of minutes before John’s phone buzzed. He pulled up 
the remote settings and connected his encrypted phone to a wireless printer 
in the office and printed off the warrant and handed it to Elton. 

Elton went to speak when three FBI agents, including Chris Mantel, 
walked into the office in blue windbreakers and hats. John looked at 
Chris and said, “The good doctor wants to follow the rule of law, and 
so do I. Search and seize his employee files and also the medical files 
of Ms. Watts. Call me when you have completed the search.” 

Elton yelled at John as he walked out his office door, “This is 
completely unnecessary and an invasion of my privacy and my 
employees’ privacy. I’m calling my attorney.” 

John turned around in the doorway in Gail’s line of sight and 
said, “That’s fine, Doctor. Call your attorney. You are just giving me 
more reason to suspect wrongdoing and request a warrant for your 
office as a whole.” Elton was yelling at John as he walked away. 

Gail was seated off in a corner and looking out a wall length 
window. John put out his hand and asked, “Would you like to come 
with me?” Gail nodded and took his hand.
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As the two started down in the elevator, Gail asked, “You don’t 
think that Elton had anything to do with Ellie’s death, do you?” 

He never looked at her as he answered, “Everyone is a suspect 
until they are ruled out, Gail. You know that.” The two stepped off the 
elevator, and John took Gail by the hand and walked her to his truck.

Karen was sitting in her office with her patient Emma Gates, who 
was talking about some issues she was having at work. The clock 
behind the patient showed five to twelve, and Karen said, “I’m sorry 
to interrupt, but that’s all the time we have for this visit. You are 
making excellent progress, Emma. I’m really impressed with how 
far you have come in such a short period of time.” 

Emma tugged on her suit coat and said, “I credit you with my progress, 
Karen. You listen. You don’t throw out advice or make passes at me.” 

Karen stopped at the office door and asked, “Make passes at you? 
Who made passes at you?” 

Emma’s demeanor changed, and she said, “My last therapist. He 
wanted to do hypnotherapy on me and regress me. He also liked to 
talk more about himself than listen to my issues.” 

Karen nodded slowly and said, “Doctor Evers?” 
Emma nodded. “Three years of my life were spent on his couch. It 

started off innocent enough, but when he started calling my company 
and requesting me as his driver to events in town, the movies, and 
other places, and then invited me to join him, that’s when I started 
to see a problem.” 

“Why haven’t you talked about this in our sessions over the past 
few months?” 

Emma shrugged and said, “I don’t know. Seemed like old news. I 
mean, it’s not like I was dating the guy … not that he didn’t want to 
get in my pants. He made his intentions clear on that. I get hit on all 
the time, Karen, so I just chalked it up to life experience and looked 
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for a new doctor. You came highly recommended by a couple of my 
friends, and I am so thankful that I found you and that you were 
taking new patients.” 

Karen shut the office door and asked Emma to sit down. “Emma, 
that type of behavior you described is not only unethical, it is also 
illegal and needs to be reported to the state board of psychological 
licensing and the police.” 

Emma shook her head and said, “No. I’m not going down that 
road here. I’m away from him, and that is fine with me. I don’t want 
to start a bunch of shit, Karen. I am starting to make breakthroughs 
with you. Please don’t ask me to jump back into that frying pan.” 

Karen nodded slowly and said, “I understand your hesitation, 
Emma, but there could be other women out there who are being hurt 
by Doctor Evers, and that is something that is unacceptable.”  

Emma stood up and pulled on her suit coat and said, “For now, 
let’s let a sleeping dog lie. I have a life; I’m happy, and we are making 
progress.” Karen stood, nodded, and showed Emma out.

Carlos was clearing a table when Paige walked into the diner and 
sat down at her usual table. He walked back behind the counter and 
got her a diet drink and a glass of water and brought it to the table. 
Paige smiled but said nothing, and Carlos called out to the kitchen, 
“Ms. Newton’s usual, please.” Paige had her tablet out, and Carlos 
sat down and asked, “So, are we still seeing each other later today?” 

She looked up and asked, “Why are you so eager, Carlos? Are 
you anxious?”

Carlos smiled a big smile and said, “Not at all, Paige ... in fact, 
since I started seeing you personally, my anxiety has never been 
better.” He looked around the empty diner and then at her and asked, 
“I hear you talk a lot about hypnotherapy with some of your friends 
when you’re here for lunch. What’s that all about?” 
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There was the sound of a bell ringing before Paige could answer, 
and a strong female voice called out from the kitchen, “Pickup for Ms. 
Newton, Carlos.” He got up and ran for the counter and grabbed the 
food and ran back to the table. He sat back down when Bertha List, the 
owner of the diner, called out from the kitchen and said, “Carlos, get 
your lazy ass up and clear the tables and wash the damn dishes.” 

He got a sheepish look on his face and got up. Paige was visibly 
angry at Bertha’s demeaning call to Carlos but the smile never left 
his face, and he whispered, “I will see you later” and walked off. 

Bertha walked out to where Paige was sitting and looked her up 
and down and said, “Carlos is a good man, Newton. You better not 
fuck with his head like you did mine and Bobbie’s.” 

Paige took a bite of her sandwich and asked, “Are you going 
to harp on that forever? Bobbie committed suicide because of you, 
Bertha. Her death had nothing to do with me.” 

Bertha was a heavy set woman ten years older than Paige with deep 
set eyes and tattoos on both arms. She leaned on the table and looked 
into Paige’s eyes and said, “Carlos over there may not know what you 
are capable of, and the rest of the world might not know, but I know your 
dark side, Newton. And Bobbie is dead because of you, and sooner or 
later I’m going to get proof, and when I do I’m going to kill you myself.” 

Paige didn’t blink. She just ate her sandwich and said, “You went 
to the police, and they investigated all of your claims and found no 
wrongdoing on my part. You went to the State, you filed complaints 
with everyone but the Pope, and everything came back indicating 
that I was not responsible. You need to get back into therapy, Bertha. 
You’re teetering on the edge, and you are threatening me, which is a 
crime. I am starting to fear that you are a threat to yourself and others. 
Remember what happened the last time you made me feel this way?”

Bertha pulled away from the table, her gray hair set off against 
the reddish purple of anger seething on her face. Her green eyes 
filled with tears of rage, and she spoke quietly and said, “You just try 
it, bitch. Try it again, and I will take you out before they can take me 
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back to the hospital.” The color left Paige’s face, and Bertha smiled 
and said, “That’s right. We have ourselves a Mexican standoff, bitch. 
Pull your shit on me, and I will take you out.” She put her hands at 
her sides and walked back to the kitchen as Paige finished her lunch.
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Chapter Seven
“And what if it’s the  

therapist who’s  
mentally ill?”

S
am and Jim were standing in Jade’s office as Jessica walked around 
the group, pulling files and putting reports on several smaller 
desks in the room. Jim looked around and asked, “I thought they 

built this new place so that you wouldn’t be so damned crowded?”
Jade nodded and said, “Yeah, well, we have some repairs 

underway in other parts of the building, so I’m stuck with four office 
mates as is Jessica.” 

He laughed and asked, “I bet that fucks up any office hanky panky, 
huh?” Sam slapped him hard on the shoulder, and Jessica kicked him in 
the shin. He yelped and laughed and said, “Oh man! I see I hit a nerve.” 

Sam shook her head and asked, “So … what do you know about 
our jumper?” 

Jade laughed and said, “It’s a bag of parts, Sam. That’s all that 
it is. A bag of parts. We have pulled blood samples, and they are off 
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for toxicology reports, but those won’t be back for several weeks. 
I can tell you that there was no evidence of drugs or alcohol in the 
physical examination of what was left of the jumper, but, outside of 
that, we will have to wait.” 

Sam looked at Jessica and asked, “So what’s your take on all of 
this, Jessica?” 

Jessica laid the last file on one of the small steel desks and said, 
“My opinion is that someone else was on that rooftop. That someone 
either pushed the victim or somehow goaded her into jumping.” Sam 
nodded slowly as Jim looked on. 

Jade shook her head and said, “The victim wasn’t pushed. That 
much I can tell you. She did a swan dive off the roof. What we need are 
the surveillance videos from the rooftop cameras of the bank building as 
well as the nearby buildings. They’ll tell us a lot, but I don’t see a push 
in this situation. This chick jumped.” 

Jim nodded and said, “John and I are already on it. We’ve issued 
subpoenas for the videos, and I would guess we’ll have them tonight 
or tomorrow morning.” 

Jade looked at all of the faces in the room and asked, “Is there 
another damn reason you guys are here?” 

Jim looked around, taking a cigarette out of his top left pocket 
and putting it behind his ear. “I don’t see the Christmas spirit here in 
these offices. Where’re the ribbons and fuckin’ bows?” 

Jessica laughed and said, “We have plenty of spirits here, Jim. 
We don’t need Christmas shit to remind us and those who have to 
come through our doors that it’s the holiday season.” Jim nodded as 
he motioned to Sam to follow him out.

Jessica looked at Jade and asked, “Do you think this is a homicide?” 
Jade sat down at her desk and said, “Yeah … but not your run of 

the mill homicide. There’s more to this than meets the eye.”
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Violet Harper had finished up her office work and was about to leave 
when her cell phone rang. 

“I thought we had a session this afternoon, Violet?” 
She scrunched up her nose and said, “Yeah … I’m sorry I didn’t 

call. I’m just up to my ears in work. I will give you a call tomorrow 
to reschedule.” 

“Neglecting your therapy is a surefire way to relapse, Violet. I don’t 
think you are taking your mental health seriously.” 

Violet got short and said, “Don’t start with the guilt trip, okay? I am 
happy, healthy, and only seeing you because we are old friends and share a 
common past. In fact, you know and I know that it is a conflict of interest 
for you to even be treating me, so get off my back. I’ll call you when I 
have time.” She hung up, took a deep breath, and said to herself, “Why the 
fuck do I keep doing this? I need to get the hell out of therapy all together.” 
She packed her tablet and some other material in her case and checked her 
firearm on her hip before walking to the elevator to exit the building.

John and Gail pulled up outside the emergency room at Northridge 
Hospital, and Gail asked, “Let me guess. You need to talk to Sara?” 

“No. I need to talk to Karen.” He stepped out of the truck, and 
Gail followed, and the two entered through the ER entrance where 
several doctors and nurses greeted John with waves and hellos. He 
walked up to the nurse’s desk and asked them to page Karen. 

Gail looked at him and asked, “Why Karen and not Sara?” 
John smiled and said, “I have a technical question that is in the 

realm of Karen’s expertise.” He looked around the crowded waiting 
room and said, “It’s very busy this afternoon.” 

“That it is.” He turned to see Sara smiling at him and asking, 
“You’re here for Karen, not me?” 

“It’s police business.” Sara looked at Gail, who looked tired, and 
asked, “John is dragging you around with him?” 
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Gail shook her head and said, “No. I’m with him because it has 
been a most unsettling day.” 

Sara motioned to speak when Karen walked out from an exam 
room and up to John and said, “I’ve been expecting you.” John nodded, 
and Karen looked at Gail and said, “You look stressed. Are you okay?” 

Gail shrugged and then shook her head slowly with tears in her 
eyes. John asked if there was some place they could all three talk, 
and Karen led him and Gail to an empty office off the ER. 

John and Gail sat side by side, and Karen asked, “So, what is 
your question?” 

“Hypnotherapy. Tell me about its use.” 
Karen sat and said, “Well, it’s used to assist people with different 

types of emotional problems or habits, like smoking, nail biting, 
anxiety, depression. and other things. It’s not something I do very 
often in my practice, but I am certified to do it. Why?” 

“Is it dangerous?” 
Karen looked up for a second and said, “In and of itself, not 

really. However, it could be if a clinician hypnotized someone with 
a serious mental disorder, someone psychotic or perhaps a sociopath 
with deep-seated mental illness. Then, it could be dangerous.” 

John said, “It is my understanding that not everyone can be 
hypnotized. Is that true?”

Karen nodded and said, “There are a lot of papers on that subject 
circulating right now and a lot of study into that as well. The short answer 
is yes. There are people who are unable to be hypnotized. Hypnosis 
requires several factors, first and foremost, the trust of the subject, and, 
second, the ability to allow your mind to enter a suggestable state. There 
are people who just have strong minds that can’t be hypnotized. Like 
you, for instance. You’re not suggestable. You can’t be hypnotized.” 

“And how do you know that?” 
Karen laughed and said, “Because I’ve tried. Remember when you 

used that test drug, Deliverance, a few months ago, and you were going 
through hell? I tried to settle you, and I tried suggestive therapy and 
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could not break the wall in your mind. I wanted to try to get you out 
of pain once we knew the drug would not kill you as you built up a 
tolerance to it, but you fought the drug and me, and you won.” 

Gail looked at Karen and said, “Hypnotherapy has dangers?” 
Karen nodded and said, “All treatments have dangers, but in this 

case they are the exception not the rule.”  
John asked, “When you put one of your patients into a trance, what 

can you do?”
“Well … I can try to help them deal with unresolved repressed 

memories that they could not deal with consciously. I can talk them 
through exercises that will help them cope, give them keywords or 
phrases that will trigger a positive or negative response to help them 
break a habit.” 

“And can you give them false memories or reprogram them?” 
Karen sat back in her chair, her eyes locked with John’s, and said, 

“False memories can be implanted by suggestion. Most of the time, 
this is done unintentionally by an inexperienced therapist. Could I go 
into someone’s mind and reprogram it? No. The mind will override 
suggestions that would lead to harm; however, planted memories can 
be damaging and lead to even deeper problems for people.” 

“And if the patient already had a mental illness, and you started 
playing around in their head?” 

Karen shivered and said, “That’s an area of study that is very 
controversial. When dealing with any person who suffers from true 
mental illness, there are dangers when delving into their subconscious 
mind. A patient could become very, very unstable, and lash out and 
hurt themselves or someone else. They could have a psychotic break, 
a total break from reality, which could send them into a tail spin. It’s 
a dangerous world, John. I don’t know of any therapist who would 
even delve into it unless he or she was in a clinical setting where the 
patient could be restrained and not released into the public.” 

He sat back and asked, “And what if it’s the therapist who’s 
mentally ill?” 
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Gail and Karen both looked at John with shocked looks on their 
faces. Karen took a few seconds to answer and said, “Then, there 
would be the possibility of great harm to the public.” 

John nodded, and Gail asked, “Why am I sitting here while you two 
have this conversation?” 

Karen asked, “Is it making you uncomfortable?” 
Gail nodded and said, “You’re goddamned right it is making me 

uncomfortable. I was in both hypnotherapy and psychoanalysis as a 
patient of Elton Evers. You two are starting to freak me the hell out. 
I’m thinking of getting serious with him, and I don’t know if what I 
feel for him is my own feeling, or if he fucked with my head.” 

Karen stood up and walked over to her and said, “If you want to 
know, I can regress you, and we can see what you recall from your 
sessions with Evers.” 

Gail looked at John and then Karen and said, “Jesus! I came out here 
for a vacation and some time with a guy I like, not to become a lab rat.” 

Karen laughed and said, “It’s the only way I can think of to 
ease your mind. If you’re worried about the treatment you had from 
Doctor Evers, it’s the only way.” 

Gail nodded, and Karen said, “Okay. Can John and I have a moment 
alone, and then I will make time to see you right now, and we can get 
started.” Gail got up and walked out of the office. As soon as the door 
shut, Karen said, “Fuck, John! I have a patient who was a patient of 
Evers for three years, and she told me today that he was hitting on her.” 

“Has she called the police or filed a report with the state?” 
“No. I just found out about it this morning after our session, and 

I asked her the same questions. She told me she’s glad to be away 
from him, but she doesn’t want to start trouble.”

John stood up and said, “It’s too late for that. Trouble has found 
Doctor Evers. I need to know if this is a sick guy who’s preying on 
people. Can you get any answers in a session with Gail today?” 

Karen nodded slowly and said, “Yes. I should be able to put her 
under and at least see if he has put any triggers into her mind that 
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might cause problems, but it will take a great deal of treatment to 
really unearth anything too deep that Evers may have done.” 

“Deal with Gail, and when you have an answer call me on my 
cell phone.” 

He was about to walk away when Karen asked, “Has Chris talked 
to you about a new assignment?” 

John looked into Karen’s eyes and said, “Yes. He’s mentioned 
wanting to move to another field office here in LA. Sara tells me that 
you’re thinking about leaving the hospital and striking out on your own.” 

She looked at him with the hint of a tear in her eye and said, 
“This is not personal, John. Chris and I are going to marry after the 
first of the year. We both feel like we need a start that is our own.” 

He walked up and took her little face in his hands and said, “I’m 
not going to stand in the way of what Chris feels he needs to do. I 
know that Sara can’t and won’t stand in the way of what you want 
and or need to do. I have protected you the better part of your life, 
Karen. Chris is a good man, a good agent, and he will be a fine 
husband and protector for you. You two decide what you want to do, 
and I will rubber stamp it on Chris’s side of things. As for you, you 
have to deal with Sara. Just know that I support you.” 

He kissed her cheek as a tear fell, and she smiled and said, 
“Thanks, John. That means the world to me.” 

He smiled and walked out of the office. He looked at Gail and 
said, “I’m leaving you with Karen and Sara. I want you to stay at the 
house with Sara and I for a day or two. I’ll have agents go to your 
hotel and move your things.” Gail just nodded as he walked off down 
the hall and out of the building.
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Chapter Eight
“She has to die.”

D
octor Judy Palmer was sitting, legs crossed, in her oversized 
leather chair and staring at her tablet screen when her patient 
buzzer sounded. She put the tablet down and opened the door to 

see Violet Harper’s smiling face. “Well, it’s good to see you looking 
so chipper, Violet.” 

“What? When am I not chipper?” 
Violet walked in and sat down on a couch, and Judy sat back in 

her chair and asked, “So, what’s been going on?” 
Violet put her purse down on the couch and said, “I have been 

doing really well, Judy. I mean really, really well.” Judy had her tablet 
on her lap, and Violet could see a small red light on the end and asked, 
“Video or audio recording this session, Judy?” 

“Audio, Violet. You know I would tell you if it were video. So … 
talk to me. What’s been going on?” 

Violet sat up on the couch and said, “A lot of work, which is 
great. My new bosses are working me hard, but I wouldn’t have it 
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any other way. Things are quiet on the love life side of things. There 
just aren’t enough hours in the day to balance love and work.” 

“Talk to me about work.” 
“You know the work that I do at the Bureau is classified. I can’t 

discuss it with you, even if you are my psychologist. Work is good. 
I’m enjoying what I’m doing, and that’s what matters.” 

“At the cost of having a personal life?”  
Violet rolled her eyes and said, “I have had a married life and a 

single life. To be honest, I just like having my working life. It fulfills 
my needs right now, which means focusing on several crimes that I 
have been assigned to assist with.” 

Judy smiled and asked, “I understand that your work is classified, 
but you can tell me of cases that are in the media that you might be 
working on, right?” 

Violet looked her up and down and asked, “Why? You’ve never 
asked about the details of my work. What makes you curious now?” 

Judy was silent for a moment and then changed the subject back 
to Violet’s love life. “So, you have no love life, and you’re happy 
with that?” 

“Yes, Judy, at this moment in time I am. I got another goddamn 
call from Elton Evers trying to guilt me into seeing him.” 

“Elton called you for a date?” 
Violet nodded her head and said, “I don’t need the drama or 

distractions of a love life.” 
“What do you mean by drama and distractions?” 
Violet shrugged and said, “You’re a single woman in Los Angeles. 

You’re at the top of your field. You tell me. Do you need the distractions 
and drama that dating and trying to manage relationships entail?” 

“This session isn’t about me, Violet. It’s about you and your life 
and feelings.” 

“And I have told you what my feelings are. Outside of Elton 
nagging me over the past few years for a date, I am happy with my 
situation, so what do you want to talk about now?”
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Judy looked at her tablet screen and said, “Well, last week we 
were talking about the deep love you have been harboring for an old 
flame, and how that old flame is back in your life.” 

Violet’s face dropped, and she shook her head and said, “I was 
speaking out of my ass, Judy. Okay? I don’t want a relationship now, 
but I also can’t lie. I’m in love with a happily married man, and I 
know that it can never be. I had stuffed all those feelings about him 
down deep inside, and they all came gushing to the surface. I was 
just spouting off, that’s all.” 

“Well, that might be true, but you obviously have some very, very 
strong feelings for this person. Have you expressed them to him?” 

“He knows, Judy. He knows how I feel, and it has been made 
clear to me where we stand.” 

“And how does that make you feel?” 
Violet moved a little on the couch and said, “I’m not going to 

get touchy feely here, Judy. It was a love affair from a long time ago 
that ran its course. I have learned through my own experiences that 
sometimes it is better to live with the fantasy than try to rekindle or 
re-approach those things in life.” 

“So … better to have loved and lost?” 
Violet laughed wearily and said, “Yes. I suppose you can put it 

that way.” 
“And I have it here in my notes that this is your boss that you have 

these strong feelings for?” 
“Yes, Judy, it is my boss, and we have discussed it. I have had 

conversations with him and his wife, who is also a friend, and we all 
know where we stand.” 

Judy swiped her hand across her tablet and said, “Well then … 
you seem to have your feelings in check on that, so tell me about 
these calls from Doctor Evers.”
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“She has to die.” 
Carlos was sitting across from Paige in the darkening office and 

asked, “Who Paige? Who has to die?” 
“You know damn well who, Carlos. It’s her or me, and it’s not 

going to be me.”
Carlos looked out the office window. It was five-thirty, and 

the street lights were coming on on Ventura Boulevard below. He 
sat straight up in the chair across from her and asked, “So, Bertha 
threatened you again over me?” 

Paige sat in her chair across from him and said, “She is still 
blaming me for Bobbie’s suicide.” 

“You don’t feel any responsibility for Bobbie’s death?” 
“Of course not! It had nothing to do with me. If a patient, or any 

person for that matter, makes the choice to end his or her life, it’s not 
on my shoulders or even the people blamed in the suicide notes.” 

Carlos said, “Well, you were one of the main people Bobbie 
blamed for her suicide, and whether that is fact or fiction, as far as 
Bertha is concerned it is fact.” 

Paige stood up and walked over to her desk and turned on a small 
lamp as Carlos followed her with his eyes. She sat on the edge of 
her desk with her skirt hiked up and said, “You know as well as I 
do that I had nothing to do with Bobbie’s death, right?” He nodded 
slowly. “You also know that the state and the police investigated 
the case and found no wrongdoing on my part, correct?” He nodded 
once more, and Paige pushed herself off the desk and started to rub 
his neck. “You know that Bertha suspects that you and I are deeply 
involved romantically and that you were, technically, a patient for a 
time, and you and I were fooling around while I was seeing you as a 
patient. If she learned the truth, not only would we not see each other 
anymore, but I could lose my license to practice psychology.” 

Carlos’s eyes were closing as Paige rubbed his shoulders and 
spoke. “You also know that there are certain triggers that can make 
people do irrational things, right?” 
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Carlos’s head was down, and his eyes were closed until she said 
the word, “triggers.” His eyes opened wide, but they were empty and 
devoid of life, and he nodded as Paige continued to rub his neck. 
She slid her chest down over Carlos’s back and allowed her hands 
to rest on his groin and said, “And you know that if one of those 
triggers went off in Bertha, she is more than capable of killing me, 
don’t you?” Carlos nodded blindly as Paige spoke, “What is our 
relationship worth to you, Carlos? Do you really love me?” 

He nodded and said, “I will speak to Bertha and resolve this 
situation.” Paige unzipped Carlos’s fly and fumbled around in his pants 
until she pulled his penis out. She slid down the side of the chair to her 
knees and took him in her mouth. He groaned with his eyes closed until 
a few strong breaths came up from deep in his lungs, and Paige gagged 
a bit as Carlos looked down to see her head moving up and down on 
him and heard the slobbering sounds as she swallowed his semen. 

She pushed away from him and walked back over to her desk and 
sat down behind it. He stood up, and Paige said, “You will want to 
put that back in your pants and zip the fly on your jeans before you 
leave my office.” 

Carlos smiled as he zipped his fly and said, “I will deal with 
Bertha, Paige. She won’t come between us, I promise.” 

Paige smiled by the light of the lamp in the now dark office and 
said, “I knew you could take care of things for me, Carlos. It will 
benefit us both.” 

As he headed to the exit, Paige turned on the lights in her office. 
He turned to see her looking at him and said, “You are so beautiful.” 

Paige smiled and said, “Call me when you’ve ‘talked’ to Bertha.” 
He nodded as he walked out.

It was nine-thirty, and Bertha was cleaning the grill in the diner 
when Carlos walked into the kitchen. She looked at him with anger 



60 • Chapter Eight

in her eyes and said, “You were with that damn bitch again, weren’t 
you?” Carlos nodded and started washing dishes as one of the other 
short order cooks was fixing meals on the dirty side of the grill. 
There were several order tickets on the order spindle, and Heather 
Mox, the newest night waitress, was calling out for a table cleaning. 
Bertha looked over at Carlos and said, “Well, are you going to get 
your lazy ass out there and clear tables, so I can serve the last damn 
customers of the night?” Carlos nodded and started out of the kitchen. 
Bertha glared at him and said, “You’re closing the restaurant with me 
tonight. Am I clear?” He nodded, and Bertha said, “Good. There are 
some things you and I need to get resolved.” Carlos walked out of 
the kitchen to the dining room with a slight smile on his face. 

Sam was rifling through images on her tablet from the executed 
search warrant from Elton Evers’s office that John had shared. Jim was 
standing near the open window in his office, blowing smoke out the 
window and thumbing through his tablet while looking at images caught 
by investigators and reading over the employee file of Ellie Watts. He 
put the cigarette between his teeth and swiped his hand across the screen 
then stopped, looked hard, and slowly moved his hand back. He used 
both hands to enlarge an image and then looked over at Sam and said, 
“Get John on conference call now!” Sam pulled the phone on the desk to 
her and called John’s cell phone and then put the call on speaker. 

“Swenson.” 
Jim took a deep drag off the cigarette and then flicked it out 

the window into the rainy night. He walked back to his desk and 
said, “Have you gone over the images from the search warrant from 
Evers’s office this afternoon?” 

“No. I’ve been tied up. Why?” 
Jim looked at Sam and asked, “You have the damn file, right?” 
She nodded and said, “I’m looking at it. Why? What do you see?” 
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John was silent, and Jim asked, “Hey John, does the name Maria 
Martinez ring any bells with you?” 

There was a moment of silence, and John said, “Yes. Why? Have 
you seen her name somewhere?” 

Jim laughed and said, “As a matter of fuckin’ fact, I have … the 
name was on a file folder in Evers’s cabinet.” 

Sam looked at him and asked, “Who the hell is Maria Martinez?” 
John chimed in and said, “It’s a common name, Jim.” 
Jim sat and leaned back in his chair and said, “Yeah. You’re right. 

No need to follow that up, right? I mean, it’s just a fuckin name from 
the past … the name of a woman you saved on a hunch. You’re right. 
I’m sorry we fuckin’ bothered you.” 

Jim went to hang up, and John asked, “I can assume from Sam’s 
question that she has no idea who Martinez is or the history?” 

“Nope. Not a fuckin’ clue, and I’m not going to clue her in until 
one of us decides to follow up and verify it’s the same Martinez.” 

“Do it, Jim. Go out and talk to her. If it is the same Martinez, I 
want to know immediately.” 

Jim hung up the line, and Sam asked, “Are you going to tell me 
what the hell this is all about?” 

He shook his head, pulling two cigarettes out of his top left 
pocket and handing one to her as he grabbed his coat. “Nope. Not 
just yet. I will fill you in if this turns out to be the same Martinez. 
She’s an attorney in the City of Industry.” He looked at his watch 
and said, “It’s nine-thirty. Maria has the same work ethic as her late 
father. She’ll still be at her office. Let’s take a drive.” 

Sam grabbed her coat and asked, “Why don’t you just call her?” 
Jim was out the office door as he answered, “Where’s the fun in 

that? I like to see the look on old friends’ – or in this case, victims’ – 
faces when I pop up unannounced.” 

She followed him into the elevator and said, “That can only lead 
to one thing. A helluva head bashing or a helluva hug.” Jim laughed 
as the elevator doors closed.
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Chapter Nine
“Isn’t it nice  

when things work  
out as planned?”

K
aren and Gail were sitting in the living room along with Sara 
when John walked in. He pulled off his wet coat and hung it near 
the front door. All three of the women were in white robes, and 

their hair was wet and all had glasses of wine in their hands. John 
grabbed a bottle of water from the wet bar, took a few sips, and said, 
“Let me guess. You’ve all been in the hot tub?”

Gail laughed and said, “Oh, it was hot alright.” 
Karen and Sara giggled, and John looked at Karen and asked, “Isn’t 

this a bit of a conflict?” 
Karen shook her head while taking a drink of her wine and said, 

“Not at all. Gail is not a patient. She’s a material witness that you 
asked me to interrogate.” 

Sara was watching John’s movements and smiling. He looked at 
Sara and asked, “So, you’re in on this, too?” 
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Sara finished off her wine and asked John to pour her some more 
from the open bottle on the bar behind him. He complied, and Sara 
took the half full glass in her hands and said, “You know what they say 
honey … ‘When in Rome.’ Well, the same applies when with Gail.” 

John shook his head slowly and asked Karen, “I’m going to go 
out on a limb here and guess that you didn’t discover anything in 
your session with Gail that would incriminate Evers?” 

Karen shook her head and said, “No. I did regress her, and while she 
has a lot of baggage …” She put her hand on Gail’s nude knee and said, 
“That you are dealing with remarkably well.” She looked back over to 
John and continued, “No. There are no triggers or other things in her 
mind or false memories that Gail or I could uncover that were planted 
by Evers. It would seem that he was most professional with her.” 

John looked at Gail and asked, “So, do you want to go back to your 
hotel and move on with Doctor Evers?” 

Gail shook her head, finishing off the rest of her wine, and said, “No, 
John. I would rather … if it is okay with you and Sara … stay here with 
you for the rest of my visit. It’s only a few days, and to be honest I think 
I was more wanting to meet Ellie than see Elton. Don’t get me wrong. 
He’s a nice man, but I still miss Steve a lot, and being here with old 
friends has really helped. I didn’t realize how much I missed you all.” 

John finished off his water and said, “Of course, Gail. You’re 
always welcome. Are you staying in the guest house that you and 
Steve stayed in?” 

She shook her head and said, “No. Sara showed me one of your 
wonderful guest bedrooms, and I’m going to stay there. It’s nicer 
than my room at the Ritz and a lot less expensive. The house still 
reminds me of Steve, and I’m not ready for that yet.” 

“Okay, well, I’m going to take a shower. I assume you have all eaten?” 
Sara smiled and said, “Yes, honey, we had a bite to eat, but we 

were waiting to have dinner with you. I invited Barbara to join us. 
She should be here shortly. I asked about Jim, but she said that he is 
with his new lover, Sam.” 
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John shook his head as he walked out of the room and said, 
“Lovers, they are not … They’re doing police work as we speak. 
I’m going to take a shower and hope to get some food in me before I 
receive the phone call I am certain is coming from Jim.” 

Sara stood up and dropped her robe and said, “I will join you 
since you think you will be called away.” Karen and Gail sat on the 
couch chatting as the two left the room. 

They had no sooner left when Barbara called out from the front 
foyer and asked, “Is this a private party?” 

Karen and Gail laughed, and Gail said, “Nope. Come on in.” 
Barbara was dressed in a terrycloth robe, and Gail started 

laughing. Karen looked at the two women who were both in hysterics 
and embraced in a hug and asked, “What did I miss?” 

Gail held Barbara’s hand as she led her into the living room and 
poured Barb a glass of scotch. Gail looked at Karen and said, “A lot, 
kid, a whole lot.” Karen shrugged and walked out to the hot tub. The 
rain was falling steadily as she slid down into the water. 

“May we join you, Doctor Faber?” 
Karen nodded as the two women joined her in the water.

It was half past ten, and the last of the diner customers had left. 
Carlos locked the door and walked back into the kitchen. The door 
was open to Bertha’s small office where she was tallying the day’s 
receipts. Carlos put a few of the last pots and pans away for the night 
then pulled a meat cleaver from the butcher block knife holder and slid 
it into the back of his apron and walked to Bertha’s office. 

“The diner is all cleaned up, Bertha. I’m going to leave.”  
Bertha never looked up. She pressed the keys on her calculator 

and flipped ticket after ticket and asked, “Are you fucking Paige?” 
“Yes.” 
Bertha spread her hands on the small desk. The office was dark 
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with the exception of a banker’s lamp on the desk, and the light 
coming in from the bright, white kitchen. She held onto the desk 
with a strong grip and said, “I thought I was clear when I told you to 
stay the fuck away from that murdering bitch.” 

Carlos moved into the office until he was right next to the desk 
and said, “You’re not my mother. You’re not my wife. You’re my 
employer, Bertha, and I can see and fuck anyone I please.” 

Bertha kept her arms spread and said with her head down, “This 
is how you repay me and honor Bobbie’s memory for all we have 
done for you? We took you in off the streets, gave you a home, love, 
a job, and paid for your education. Bobbie thought of you as her own 
son. She loved you and cared for you, and now you throw all of it out 
the window for a cunt who killed your mother?” 

Carlos put his right hand behind his back and said, “We have been 
through this before, Bertha. I’m thankful to you and Bobbie for all that 
you have done for me. I am thankful to you for what you continue to 
do for me, but you are saying untrue things about the woman I love, 
Bertha. You have threatened to hurt Paige, and she lives in fear of 
you. She has done nothing wrong. She was trying to help Bobbie, but 
Bobbie chose suicide. And if you remember, you never let Paige read 
the suicide note Bobbie left. You just told her she was blamed in the 
note. I have read the note, and while Paige is named, you are the more 
prominent person that Bobbie blamed for her life being out of control 
and the main reason she chose to hang herself in this very room.” 

Carlos pointed up into the dark room and said, “Have you 
forgotten that I found her? That the police questioned me for weeks 
and threatened me over Bobbie’s death? You have a secret, Bertha. I 
know your secret, and I’m prepared to tell the world.” Carlos pulled 
the cleaver from his back, raised it, and brought it down on Bertha’s 
right forearm. Blood and bone flew up, and Bertha looked at Carlos 
with shock as the fingers on her severed hand moved against the sides 
of the desk. She let out a scream, and Carlos swung the cleaver again, 
this time striking her on the right shoulder and severing it from her 
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body. Blood began to spray on Carlos, and he grabbed Bertha by the 
hair and drug her out into the kitchen. She fell to the floor, and he 
pulled her head back and looked into her eyes and said, “I’m sorry 
about this, but it has to be done. It is you or Paige, and I choose Paige.” 

He brought the cleaver down on Bertha’s other shoulder, severing 
her arm from her body. The floor was covered in blood, and Bertha was 
trying to scream and move her legs to stand but slipped in her own blood. 
Carlos put the cleaver on a counter and walked over to the knife block 
and pulled out several large blades and walked slowly back over to her.

As she started to lose consciousness, she said, “Carlos … why? 
Why? I love you.”

Carlos took a filet knife and slid it into Bertha’s abdomen and slowly 
up to her sternum. He said, “And I love you, too. This wasn’t an easy 
decision to make.” He stood up and flipped Bertha onto her stomach then 
pulled her head back by the hair and lifted her body. Her intestines and 
internal organs poured onto the floor, and he said, “Wow … now that’s a 
weight loss program. You’re much easier to manage.” Bertha’s eyes were 
beginning to dilate as Carlos took the blade and ran it through the side of 
her neck and began to decapitate her. She was trying to speak as her body 
flailed under his arms like a fish. He pulled her eyes to his and said, “I’m 
sorry about this, but look at the bright side. I’m reuniting you and Bobbie.” 
The blood was slowing down as he separated her head from her body. He 
stood up and looked at the blood and guts all over the floor and dropped 
the knife and stepped back. He lifted the hand that held Bertha’s head and 
looked into her lifeless eyes then threw her head across the room. 

He huddled in a corner of the kitchen for several minutes until the 
tears started flowing, and he started muttering to himself, “My God! 
What have I done … dear Jesus, what have I done?” He was whimpering 
and talking to himself when his cell phone rang. It took several seconds 
before he was jolted back to reality and when he was he began to 
scream. He jumped up and grabbed the filet knife off the floor in front 
of Bertha’s body, and as his ringtone chimed his favorite song, he drove 
the blade into the side of his throat and pulled forward, sending arterial 
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spray across the room. He fell face first near Bertha’s body. His eyes 
were probing the floor until they affixed on one spot. They grew wide as 
his pupils began to dilate as he stared into the eyes of Bertha’s severed 
head, which was nearly lip to lip with his own. The phone stopped and 
restarted several times as his voice mail kept answering. 

As it rang for the final time, Paige Newton stood near the entrance 
out of view of the surveillance camera with a perfect view into the 
restaurant and the carnage. She hung up the cell phone she was holding 
and smiled and whispered to herself as she slipped out the back door 
of the building and into the rainy night, “Isn’t it nice when things work 
out as planned?” She ran to her car and got in. She sat soaked by the 
rain and pulled out another phone from her purse and dialed a number. 

A quiet voice answered the phone.
“She’s dead … and so is the boy.” 
There were a few moments of silence and then the voice on the other 

end of the line asked, “Were you seen?” 
“No. Everything worked just the way we planned it.” She held the 

second cell phone that she had used to call Carlos in her other hand.
“Did you use both triggers in the boy?” 
Paige started her car, pulled into an alley, then turned onto Ventura 

Boulevard. “Love is a powerful enough tool. He killed her while thinking 
he was protecting me. I was able to hear him after he killed her, and he 
started to panic, so I called his cell phone. His ringtone was his favorite 
song, and I used that song in sessions to set his, ‘self-destruct sequence.’”

“So, you only needed the one trigger. Good. You now have a murder 
suicide. Did you plant the note on the kid?” 

Paige laughed and said, “I didn’t have to. I had him write it as a 
therapy exercise and sign it. He had it on his person when I saw him 
this afternoon as far as I know.” There was a moment of silence, and 
Paige said, “It worked out. The secret is safe.” 

“No, Paige. The secret is only safe when only one person who knows 
it is left alive. You might have covered up one mess that you created, but 
there are still two others that must be silenced in order for you to be safe.” 
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The rain was falling heavily on her car, and Paige had the 
windshield wipers going as fast as they could. “I can take care of the 
others, or I should say they can take care of themselves. Just like you 
took care of Ellie Watts.” There was a long silence on the other end 
of the line, and Paige said, “You didn’t think I knew about her, did 
you? Well, I do, and I know that if either one of us talks, they will 
come for us. You and I know that the demon people will come for us 
if they learn of what we have each done.” 

“Drop it!” 
Paige let out a laugh and said, “They are out there reading our 

thoughts. They know our motives. The only way to keep them at bay 
is to rid the world of those who would allow them to come in. I have 
done what I needed to do to protect myself from them. It’s up to you 
to protect yourself.” She hung up the phone and rolled down the car 
window as she turned onto the 405 Freeway headed to Brentwood. She 
threw the cell phone out the window and looked at the clock on her 
dashboard. It was eleven thirty. She smiled and spoke into the air, “You 
can’t get me now, you sons of bitches. I have ridded myself of the last 
who know of my fear of you.” She was driving nearly eighty miles an 
hour when she started to twitch, and her face contorted. She slowed and 
pulled over to the side of the road just before her exit at Skirball Center 
Drive and her home in Bel Air Crest on Queensborough Lane, one of 
the wealthiest and most exclusive gated communities in Los Angeles. 

She pulled the car to the side of the road, and her facial expressions 
completely changed, and she looked into the rear view mirror and 
said in a deep, dark voice, “I’m coming, Paige. You know it, and I 
know it. You have to release me some time. It’s not an if only a when, 
and when I come the demons will bleed you … you will bleed, Paige. 
You’re going to bleed.” 

Paige pressed a small button on her keyring, and it separated. She 
opened a small pen knife on the ring and turned her right forearm 
over and slid the blade into the skin and slowly pulled the blade up 
her arm. She looked down at the bleeding three-inch cut and said, 
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“Drink. It is your life juice.” Paige leaned her head down and slurped 
the blood off her arm. She raised her head to look in the mirror only 
to see her face covered in blood. 

“I’m your life source. We are your life source, and you will bleed 
for us.”

There was a tap on the car window, and Paige shook her head 
quickly and looked at the steamed up window and then the rearview 
mirror and saw the lights from a police car. She pulled a handkerchief 
out of her purse and wiped her mouth and rolled down the window. 
A California Highway Patrol officer was leaning over her window 
and asked, “Ma’am, are you okay? You are stopped on the side of the 
freeway without your hazard lights on. What are you doing?” 

Paige smiled and said, “I’m so sorry, Officer. I live just off the 
Skirball exit. Silly me. I dropped my lipstick and, not wanting to be 
a hazard, pulled over to retrieve it.” 

The officer shined his flashlight into her car and saw a small 
amount of blood on her right arm. “Ma’am, you’re bleeding. Have 
you been injured?” 

Paige looked down at the cut, shocked, and said, “Um … no, no, 
Officer. I cut myself a few days ago at work. I didn’t even realize it 
had reopened.” 

The cop stepped forward and shined his flashlight into Paige’s eyes 
then stuck his head into the car near Paige’s face and smelled around. He 
stepped back into the pouring rain and asked, “Have you been drinking?” 

“No sir. Not a drop. I’m on my way home from my practice. I’m a 
psychologist in Tarzana.” 

The cop looked her up and down and then said, “Okay, well, please get 
your car back on the road. I will follow you off the freeway.” Paige nodded 
and started for the Skirball exit. She watched as the officer followed her 
up the ramp and across to the other side. The light was green, and she 
turned onto Skirball and headed for home as the officer turned back onto 
the freeway. She crossed and started up the street and made it through the 
guard gates and to her home before breaking down in tears.
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It was eleven p.m., and Maria Martinez was leaning over her 
desk reading a brief when she heard a familiar voice call her name. 
She looked up to see Jim and Sam in her office doorway then walked 
around her desk and threw her arms around Jim with tears in her eyes 
and asked, “Jesus, Jim … how long has it been?” 

Jim hugged her back, and Maria’s thin frame and long, dark legs 
had Sam staring at her. Jim released her and after a few kisses he 
introduced Sam to Maria. “Maria Martinez, please meet Sheriff-
Elect Samantha Pritchard.” 

Maria reached out her right hand, and Sam took it in a hardy 
handshake. Maria invited the two into her office and asked, “What 
brings you two to my office in the middle of a rainy night?” 

Jim looked at her and said, “Of all people, Doctor Elton Evers. Do 
you know him?”

She sat back in her chair and said, “Doctor Evers? Of course. 
He’s been treating me for the past several years since the Barstow 
situation. Why?” 

Jim looked at her sternly and asked, “How has he been treating you?” 
Maria looked puzzled and said, “As a doctor. A therapist. Is there 

another way he should be treating me?” 
Jim shook his head and said, “You said you have been seeing him 

for years. How long after the Barstow case did you start seeing him?” 
Maria looked up in the air thoughtfully. She was wearing a 

light pink blouse and had a generous amount of cleavage showing. 
Jim noticed Sam staring out of the corner of his eye but didn’t say 
anything. Maria grabbed her phone and after a few seconds of silence 
said, “Margaret, how long have I been seeing Doctor Evers?” After 
a few moments, Maria hung up and said, “My assistant says pretty 
much since I was rescued by you and Agent Swenson. My God, it’s 
good to see you, Jim. You look great. How’s John doing? I haven’t 
seen him since the whole affair.” 
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Jim smiled and said, “John is doing well, Maria. He sends his best.” 
“So why do you want to know about Doctor Evers? Has he done 

something wrong? Has he been hurt?” 
“No. His assistant committed suicide earlier today. She took a header 

off the Bank of America building downtown. We’re investigating the 
suicide, and your name came up in his patient files.” 

“Oh dear God! Ellie is dead?” 
Jim nodded and asked, “You haven’t seen the news today? It has 

been one of the top stories.” 
Maria shook her head with tears in her eyes and said, “No. I’ve 

been in court all day, and as you can see, I’m probably going to pull an 
all-nighter here as I am preparing for a jury trial that starts tomorrow.” 

“I’m sorry, Maria. I assumed you knew. I didn’t mean to be callous.” 
She dried her eyes on the sleeve of her blouse and said, “It’s 

okay, Jim. Better I hear it from you than the news.” She looked at 
Sam and said, “You don’t talk much, Deputy Pritchard.” 

Jim laughed and said, “Sam talks plenty. I think she is taken by 
your beauty.” 

Maria blushed as did Sam, who shot Jim a dirty look and said, 
“No, Ms. Martinez. I didn’t want to get between old friends. I do 
know your history … at least what history I could glean from the 
Barstow case file. Has Doctor Evers made any type of advance 
towards you?”

“Are you asking if he ever made a pass at me?” Sam nodded. 
“No. I let the good doctor know up front my sexual orientation. I’m 
bisexual with a deep slant towards women. I understand you are 
going to be the first openly bisexual Sheriff of Los Angeles County, 
Ms. Pritchard. Congratulations. I’m glad to see that we are getting 
more and more prominent in the city, county, and country.” 

Sam smiled and said, “We’ve had a few little victories lately, 
haven’t we?” 

Maria smiled and said, “Yes, we have … though I’m not the 
marrying kind.” 
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Sam nodded, and Jim looked at the two women who were definitely 
making a connection and said, “Okay, well, I hate to break up a lez fest 
here, but I think that you have answered my questions.” 

Maria looked at Jim and said, “Still not politically correct, are 
you O’Brian?” 

Sam said, “No … and he is only silent on the damn subject if he is 
engaged with the person or watching.” 

Jim pulled a cigarette out of his left top pocket and put it between 
his teeth and said, “I don’t give a rat’s ass what people want to do with 
each other – straight, gay, bi, trans, whatever the fuck people are. I’m a 
fuckin’ cop. I’m just trying to get answers to some questions. I’m going 
to bet that John is going to want to interview you. Will that be possible?” 

Maria and Sam were locked in a stare, and Maria nodded and said 
while keeping her eyes locked on Sam, “Of course, Jim. The trial 
starts at nine a.m. and is set to run three days unless we settle, which 
we probably will. The hospital involved in this case can’t put anyone 
on the stand. Talk to John and have him call my office or my cell, and 
we can set a time to speak.” 

Jim stood up, and Sam asked Maria, “Do you have any plans for 
dinner tomorrow night?” 

Maria smiled and said, “As a matter of fact, I don’t. My calendar 
is wide open. Are you asking me out, Ms. Pritchard?” Jim had already 
walked to the office entrance, and Sam and Maria were locked in a 
hand shake and staring into each other’s eyes. 

“Yes, I am, Ms. Martinez … if you’re not in a relationship.” 
“No. I am currently unattached. How about seven tomorrow night?” 
Sam nodded and asked, “Do you have a preference for food?” 
“Where do you live, Sam?” 
“I have a small apartment in West Hollywood. You?” 
“I have a condo just around the corner from my office. As for food, 

I’m a steak and beer gal myself, or, of course, great Mexican food.” 
Sam said, “I know a great place in Malibu. Santiago’s. Ever heard 

of it?” 
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“Javier Santiago’s place? Of course, I have. Who hasn’t. He’s a 
legend in this city. I hear the food is great.” Sam nodded. “How are 
the desserts?” 

Sam smiled and said, “I like my desserts privately, but I can tell 
you that the desserts that I have enjoyed and shared with others have 
been quiet heavenly.” 

Maria walked around the front of her desk and lifted Sam’s hand 
and kissed it. “Well then, I will meet you at Santiago’s tomorrow night 
at seven. It just so happens that my late father and mother have a condo 
on PCH just as you enter Malibu, and it’s vacant right now, so I won’t 
have far to drive home.” 

Jim stood in the doorway with his finger in his mouth as if he was 
going to force himself to throw up. Maria saw him and said, “Your old 
fart boss appears ready to puke. I guess we should say good night.” 

Sam released her hand and said, “Good night then. I’m really looking 
forward to dinner.” 

“I’m looking forward to dessert!” 
Sam smiled then turned to Jim and asked, “Are you going to call John?” 
“Yeah. In the morning. I don’t think there is any urgency here. 

Do you?” Sam shook her head and walked out the office door as 
Maria sat down smiling.

Jade and Jessica were wrapped in each other’s arms in bed when 
Jade’s cell phone started ringing. She groped in the dark for the 
flashing light, and Jessica said in a groggy voice, “You and I need 
a honeymoon after we get married, Jade. If we don’t get away, I’m 
going to kill someone.” 

Jade headed toward the bathroom and answered the phone while 
Jessica rolled over and started snoring. She looked in the mirror 
at her dark nude skin and the tired bags under her eyes. She was 
listening as she sat down to pee. 
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The caller asked, “Jesus Christ! Are you taking a piss?” 
“Yes, and if you’re not a dream that I’m having, and I’m getting 

called out at …” She looked down at her phone and then put it back 
to her ear and said, “Four thirty in the morning, I guess I better do it 
now because I get really grouchy if I have to hold it.” 

The caller said, “Look, Jade, I know it is my night, but we have a 
mess here. It looks like a murder suicide. The guy hacked his boss to 
pieces before slitting his own throat.” 

Jade flushed the toilet and said, “Okay. I don’t understand what this 
has to do with me. Do your damn CSI work along with LAPD, and I will 
look at the corpses in the morning.” 

“There’s a note.” 
“Well, no fuckin’ shit, Captain Obvious. How else would you 

know it was a goddamn murder suicide?” 
“The note has the same ending as the note on the jumper this morning.” 
Jade’s eyes popped awake, and she asked, “Secrets are only kept by 

the dead?” 
“Yeah … at the close of a rambling note that makes no sense. 

This connects the two scenes, Jade. This isn’t your run of the mill 
murder suicide.” 

Jade yelled into the bedroom, “Jessi, get your cute little ass out 
of bed. We’re heading to a crime scene.” She told the caller she was 
en route and to text her the address. She received the text and then 
called John. 

“Swenson.” 
“Were you sleeping?” 
“No, Jade. Sara and I were playing Monopoly. Yes, I was sleeping. 

What do you have?” 
“I just received a call from one of my men on scene at a murder 

suicide in Tarzana.”
John walked to the wet bar in the bedroom and pulled out a bottle 

of water. “Okay … what does this have to do with me or the FBI?” 
He took a big drink of the water, and Sara rolled over to see him 
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standing erect in the light of the wet bar and started to crawl across 
the bed, the sheet slowly undraping her nude body. 

“There’s a note, and it has the same ending as the note on the jumper.” 
John put the water down and walked over to Sara and put his hand 

on the middle of her back. Sara started groping with her mouth and 
tongue at John’s erect penis. John was standing still with the phone to 
his ear and said, “Secrets are only kept by the dead?” 

“Yeah. I just got the call. I’ll text you the address. Do you want me 
to text Chris?”

“There’s no need to wake him and Karen this early. I’m on my 
way. Sara will pass the information on to Chris when he gets up.” He 
hung up, and Sara had him firmly in her mouth. He didn’t move. He 
just threw his head back and moaned as Sara swallowed the last drop 
of semen from his penis. He put his hands on her and said, “I can’t 
reciprocate right now, Sara. I have to get to a crime scene.” 

Sara rolled onto her back and said, “You don’t have to. I’m up four 
to one on you. Well, four to two.” She wiped the sides of her mouth and 
asked, “Why aren’t you bringing Chris in on this case?” 

John walked into the bathroom and turned on the light. Sara 
watched his magnificent frame through several mirrors in the bathroom. 
“There’s no reason to wake him or Karen at this hour. I know you 
won’t go back to sleep, and I know he will be up at six, so when you 
see him, give him the address and tell him to meet me out there.” 

Sara buried her head in John’s pillow and rolled around on the 
bed a few more times and then got up. She walked into the bathroom 
and asked, “Has this got anything to do with his wanting to move to 
another office?” 

John was shaving and said, “Yes and no. He’ll have to learn to 
handle his own cases. I have a network of people, and he doesn’t. I 
want him to be more self-reliant. It’s the best thing for him and Karen.” 

“Self-reliant, my ass. You’re upset that he wants to break away 
from you. You’re pissed off because you mentored him and taught 
him everything he knows, and he knows your alter ego.” 



76 • Chapter Nine

John shook his head and said, “Am I hurt that he wants to leave? 
A little. Am I worried about him talking about me or the Eagle? 
Not in the least. I don’t think he’s ready for his own field office and 
assignments. I’m concerned for his safety.” 

Sara looked shocked and said, “I’ve never heard you talk like 
this. Are you worried for Karen as well?” John nodded his head as 
he went to get dressed. Sara followed him and said, “John, if you feel 
this way, you have to tell him.” 

“I wish I could, Sara. I know deep down that I have to let him 
make his own decisions. It’s damn hard, but I have to do it.” 

“I heard you talking to Jade about another killing. Is it a serial killing?” 
“We have three dead, and they seem to be connected.” 
“That’s not what I asked you. I asked if you’re dealing with a 

serial killer.” 
John was slipping his shoes on as he tightened his shoulder 

holster and said, “I think it’s something a whole lot bigger than just 
a serial killer. I don’t have enough facts to deal with this yet, but I 
think there is someone out there screwing with people’s minds.” 

Sara asked, “Why is this just now coming to the surface?” 
John shrugged his shoulders and said, “That’s how crime works. 

Someone slips up and gets on our radar.” 
“Or the Eagle’s radar.” 
John nodded and continued, “Now, it’s a matter of finding the 

animal or animals before they can kill again.” 
Sara grabbed a suit coat from a hanger and stood up behind John 

and put it on him. She kissed him and said, “Go catch ‘em, John/Eagle, 
whoever is walking out that door.” He kissed her back and left the room.
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Chapter Ten
“One of us, or someone we  
know, is in mortal danger.”

E
lton Evers was asleep with two arms over him when the alarm went 
off. He reached over and slammed his hand down on it and then 
rolled over to see two young blonds sleeping beside him. He pulled 

the sheet back and slid down to the bottom of the bed. He stubbed his 
toe on a camera stand he had placed at the end of the bed, and he cursed 
quietly as he walked into the bathroom. He looked at the small dresses 
and panties on the floor and walked into the closet off the bathroom and 
pressed play on the video file created the night before. He put on a pair 
of headphones and looked at one of three monitors. Two other monitors 
showed live pictures of his bedroom where he could see the sleeping 
girls and the front entrance to his house. He watched and listened as a 
man and woman showed up at his front door the night before.

Evers could hear his own voice as he opened the door and said, 
“Well, it’s so good to see you two together. How is the apartment I 
rented for you and the girls working out?” 
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A faceless male voice could be heard saying, “It is really, really 
nice, Doctor Evers. We don’t know how to thank you for all you are 
doing for us.” 

Somewhere off camera, quiet weeping could be heard, and Evers 
said, “You know exactly what I want in exchange for the room and 
board I am supplying you. Where are the girls?” 

A female answered, “Doctor Evers, they are only ten and twelve 
years old. I will gladly give you my body to do with as you please. 
Let the girls be. We have other plans for them tonight.” 

“I will have you, too, ‘foster mommy.’ I want you and the girls in 
my house this minute.” Evers pointed at the man then said, “You. You 
are going to watch me fuck the three of them, then you are going to take 
mommy home and leave the girls with me until I decide I’m finished with 
them. Hell, you’re even going to hold the camera, so you can get some 
of the tight shots. If not, then pack your shit and get back on the street. It 
makes no difference to me. Don’t forget, ‘daddy,’ you admitted to me in our 
sessions that you have been fucking the girls not to mention pimping them 
out. I can make a pedophile charge against you and the missus. Actually, 
that’s what I’m supposed to do. I’m making an exception here, and I think 
being most generous considering your dire financial situation. Make your 
choice. I don’t have all damn night, and it’s pouring down rain.” 

The woman waved her arm, and two young girls ran into view, 
and the four entered the house.

Evers pressed a button, and the monitor images switched to show 
the living room. He watched himself sitting nude on a couch and 
instructing the woman and children to disrobe. He ordered the man 
to hold a camera and film the three undressing. As the three stood 
nude in front of him, he asked the girls to tell him their names. 

The older one answered in a tiny voice, “I’m Sabrina, and this is 
Amy.” 

He began fondling them and asked, “So, how old are you, Sabrina, 
and how old is Amy?” 

“I’m twelve, and Amy just turned ten.” 
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“Such a magical age. Do you know why your parents brought you 
here?” Sabrina nodded as Amy stood still with Elton’s hand firmly 
grasping her butt. 

“Sex. Mommy told me we were going to see a man who wanted 
to have sex with us.”

“And you have done this before, haven’t you?” Sabrina nodded. 
“How many times have you been brought to men by your mommy 
and daddy?” Sabrina started to cry, and Evers said, “Crying is not 
allowed in this house, young lady. If you cry, you will be punished. 
Now, answer my question.” 

Sabrina wiped the tears from her eyes and said, “A lot. Are you 
going to hurt us?”

He put his hands on Sabrina’s shoulders and asked, “Have other 
men hurt you?” 

“Sometimes.” 
“How did they hurt you?” 
Evers was stroking his penis as Sabrina looked on and answered, 

“They hit us and put things in us that hurt.” 
Elton took her hand and placed it on his penis and asked, “Have 

you ever had one of these in your butt?” Both girls nodded. “And is 
it this that hurts you?” They nodded again, and he laughed and said, 
“Well, I am going to be putting this into both of your butts and a lot 
of other places, but I will give you something to drink before I do, so 
that you won’t feel or remember it.” 

The mother was seen dropping to her knees and crawling across the 
floor. She took his penis in her hand then said, “Do anything you like. I like 
all of it. Doctor Evers, you can do anything you want to my body. Please, 
if you’re going to hit the girls, not in the face. We don’t need questions.” 

He leaned back as the woman started to work on his penis, then he 
forced her head down on his manhood and yelled, “For crying out loud, 
your wife is performing excellent fellatio on me. You can at least make 
sure you’re getting the scene. She’s willing to take all I have to give 
her. Just what the hell do you two have planned for the girls tonight?” 
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The man said, “We have several regulars, Doctor Evers, who use the 
girls weekly. If we disappoint them, they could cause trouble.” 

Elton threw his head back and let out a loud sigh as the sound of 
gaging and swallowing echoed off the living room walls. He pulled 
the teary-eyed blonde’s head up to meet his face and said, “That was, 
hands down, one of the best blow jobs I have ever had, and I am sure 
you are everything that you say that you are, but I’m going to fuck 
the girls now, so why don’t you get dressed and the two of you get 
out of my house. I will call you when I’m finished with them.” 

The woman stood, hugged the girls, and said, “Be good and do 
what the doctor wants. I’ll see you soon.” 

“Look George, Nicole, tell your clients the girls are ill, and you 
will pimp them tomorrow night. Pedophiles aren’t going to out you 
because if they out you, they out themselves. Plus, they won’t get 
their fix. And let us not forget, this is all a giant secret, right?” 
They nodded, and he wished them a good night, and thanked Mrs. 
Pullman for the wonderful blow job. 

After they left, he ordered the two girls to sit on a small sofa and 
gave them each a glass of clear liquid. “Drink this. You won’t feel 
a thing after that.” The two girls did as they were told and suddenly 
began to act out sexually as he walked them to his bedroom. 

While watching the video and masturbating, he hadn’t noticed that 
one of the girls had gotten up. He heard a small voice calling, and he 
jumped up from his seat and headed back to the bedroom.

Jade was standing over Bertha’s decapitated body, looking at the 
meat thermometer in her liver, when Jim and Sam walked into the 
diner. John was standing in a corner with his tablet in hand. Jessica 
was processing fingerprints from the two victims as Jim looked over at 
her and said, “Now, that picture gives a whole new meaning to giving 
head.” Jade shot Jim a look while Jessica broke out in laughter. John was 
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unfazed as several LAPD detectives snickered. Jim looked at John and 
asked, “Well? Do we have a serial killer or some other fuckin’ psycho?” 

“Other,” John said, looking down at his tablet. The floor was 
covered in blood, and Sam was trying to find a spot to walk without 
contaminating the scene. 

Jade looked up at her as she lifted a leg and said, “Don’t even 
think about it. You can see the arterial spray and blood trail starts 
in the small office over there and then continues out here into the 
kitchen. Just stay put until we can map the spray.” 

Sam looked at Jim, who shrugged his shoulders and said, “Hey … 
she’s the damn coroner, and she has her CSIs, our CSIs, and LAPD 
CSIs. Leave it be.” 

She stepped back, and Jim looked at John, who was still staring at 
his tablet, and asked, “Where is your CSI team?” 

“Not my area … yet.” 
Jim laughed and said, “Emphasis on yet, so who has the best bet 

on what went on?”
Sam was looking around the room. She pointed to the meat cleaver 

near the entrance to the office and Bertha’s severed hand and arm on the 
desk and floor. “Whatever the catalyst for the killing was, it started in the 
office area and made its way out here. It looks like the kid did the killing.” 
She looked at Jessica and asked, “Do we have IDs on the victims?” 

“Carlos Estevez and Bertha List.” 
Jim looked at John and said, “I thought I recognized this place. 

Jesus! It’s been years, but Barbara and I used to come here for 
breakfast decades ago. Bertha owned this place with her partner 
Bobbie. I forget the last name. Where is she?” 

Jade was pulling out the thermometer and said, “Dead. A suicide 
about a year ago.”

“You have one hell of a memory.” 
Jade laughed and said, “Computers do. There are only a few cases 

I remember vividly. Jess pulled the information and discovered they 
were connected.” 
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“Bobbie Corbin … that was the woman’s last name in case you were 
wondering. Ms. List here was listed as her next of kin.” 

Jim took a cigarette out of his pocket and waved it like a wand and 
said, “Bertha has lost some weight.” Jade shot him another look, and 
he said, “Jesus Christ! You can’t get a simple joke in here. Come on. 
That was funny.” 

John said, “No, it wasn’t. There’s a gut pile from the woman that 
you can’t see from your angle. She was disemboweled when her head 
was removed … and alive.” 

Jim looked around and asked, “Hey! Where’s your protégé?” 
“He’ll be here.” 
Jim was about to say something else when he heard Chris’s voice. 

“Why didn’t you call me, John? I had to get the news to come on 
scene from Sara on my way to work out.”

“I didn’t think you needed to be here for this. This isn’t our case yet, 
and I didn’t want to wake you and Karen.” 

Jim looked at Chris and said, “Lover’s spat?” 
John looked up and said to Chris, “The note the kid left is in 

his handwriting. Based on my comparisons to his driver’s license as 
well as several meal tickets...” 

“Okay,” Chris said, “so it’s a murder suicide. What the hell is the 
motive?” 

John looked around at the blood-covered walls and the body 
parts on the floor as well as Carlos’s impaled neck and said, “Well, 
it wasn’t a love triangle, that much is for sure. The kid lived with the 
victim, and based on what I have been able to research, they had a 
close relationship up to about a year ago when the female victim’s 
lover committed suicide.” 

“So the kid cut his own throat?” 
Jade nodded and said, “Yeah. It looks that way. I don’t know for sure, 

but it looks like the kid carved up the woman then offed himself.” Chris 
pulled out his tablet and started filming the scene and drawing on the 
tablet with his finger. Sam looked at him and asked what he was doing. 
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“Mapping the blood spatter.” He lifted his tablet and pointed it 
in the direction of the office and continued filming as John stood 
silently in the corner, looking at his tablet. 

Jim and Sam stood looking at the whole group, and Sam asked, 
“This is under control, Jim. Why are we here?” 

The clock on the diner wall showed six ten, and Jim looked at 
everyone and asked, “Did anyone fuckin’ hear Sam’s damn question? 
Why the hell were we drug out of bed for a scene that you guys 
obviously have under control?” 

John looked up at him and asked, “How did it go with Maria 
Martinez? Is it the same Martinez that was in Doctor Evers’s patient 
files?” Jim nodded with a smile as Sam looked away. John looked at 
Sam and asked, “So? What did Martinez have to say about Evers?”

“Nothing much. She said she never had any issues with him, and 
she is still seeing him.” 

John looked at Jim and asked, “Body language? Anything seem out 
of place to you with Ms. Martinez?” 

Jim shrugged with the unlit cigarette in his mouth and said, 
“Nope. She asked about you; she hugged me and answered all of my 
questions.” He paused and then said, “Oh, and Sam and Maria have 
a date tonight at Santiago’s.” 

Sam’s face dropped, and John looked over at Sam as did Chris, 
and John smiled and said, “Well, good for you. You and Maria will 
have a lot in common.”  

Jessica looked at Jade and asked, “Who is Maria Martinez?” 
Jade called for two body bags and said, “It’s a long story. I’ll tell 

you about it on the way back to the office.” 
Jim heard the screaming voice of a woman outside the diner and 

looked at Sam and said, “Must be nearly opening time. Let’s go talk 
to the employees.” He looked at John and asked, “Do you want to 
talk to them?” 

John shook his head and told Chris to go talk to them with Jim 
and Sam. “Let me know if you learn anything.” 
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Chris nodded and asked, “What are you going to do?” 
John was moving his hand across his tablet and said, “Investigate. 

We have a hell of a puzzling case here.” 
Chris walked out and said to himself, “Puzzling? We have four 

dead people – all suicides. All tied together by a single line in their 
suicide notes. Find the person that uses the slogan, ‘Secrets are only 
kept by the dead,’ and we’ll have our killer.” 

John overheard him and said, “That is only half of the mystery. 
There is way more to it than just that.” 

Chris was looking on as Sam and Jim stopped in the doorway. 
Jade and Jessica were pretending not to listen as were several other 
officers in the kitchen, but John could see their faces. Chris said, 
“What do you mean?” 

John put the tablet at his side and said, “Something else is going on 
here – something darker. Someone is not just killing people; someone 
is hurting people in other ways and using psychological manipulation.” 

Jim lit his cigarette while standing outside the diner and asked, 
snapping his Zippo shut, “You think Evers is dirty?” 

John nodded, and Chris asked, “Then why not swear out a warrant 
and take down his office?” 

“Evers is too clever for that,” Sam said, “We won’t get anything 
from a search warrant in his office or his home. He’s been in the head 
shrinking game for a lot of years. If he is dirty, it’s gonna take an 
insider to get to him … and the killer.” 

John laughed and said, “You’re catching on, Sam. I don’t think 
that Evers is directly related to the killings. I think he knows way more 
about them then he lets on, but I don’t think he is the ultimate culprit.”

Chris threw his hands in the air and asked, “What the fuck, John? 
I’m not clairvoyant like you. If you think that there are more people 
involved, you’re talking a murder suicide conspiracy to keep secrets.” 

“At minimum. Go talk to the employees and see what you can 
get from them. We’re looking for another shrink, maybe two more 
plus Evers.” 
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Chris just shook his head and walked out as Jim and Sam walked 
in front of him. When they were out of earshot of John, Chris asked 
Jim, “You have known John longer than any of us. I have never heard 
him talk in riddles like this before. What the hell is going on?”

Jim stopped near the parking lot where the employees were being 
held and said, “John is confused. He’s trying to make sense of this 
whole situation. You’re right. I have known John for a lot of years … a 
lot of years. And the one thing I can tell you based on that conversation 
is that something really, really big and terrifying is going on, and he 
is working it out in his head. Hell is coming to dinner, folks, and you 
just heard the Iron Eagle trying to get to the table before another body 
falls.” Sam shivered, and both men saw it. Jim looked at her and said, 
“You’re right to feel like that. We’re in unchartered territory here. The 
devil is in the details, and we all need to pull together because one of 
us or someone we know is in mortal danger.” His tone was steady and 
controlled, not interlaced with the usual profanity. Chris and Sam both 
could see a look of general concern on his face – one of controlled fear.  

George Pullman was waiting in Elton’s living room while his 
daughters dressed in the bedroom. Elton was sitting on the couch in 
a pair of sweats. George’s short, gangly frame was visibly shaking as 
Elton looked on in silence. 

“So … how were the girls? Did they serve you properly, Doctor?” 
Elton looked at him and said, “Yes. They were fine until little Amy 

decided she was going to go walking around my house at six a.m.” 
George looked horrified and asked, “She didn’t get into anything, 

did she sir?” 
Elton was reclining on a chaise with a small table next to it with a 

coffee cup on it. He lifted the cup and blew on it and took a sip and said, 
“I taught her a lesson. She won’t be walking about in a stranger’s home 
again. I don’t think she will be doing it again anytime soon.” 
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George saw Sabrina walking down the long hall from Elton’s 
bedroom followed by Amy, who was walking bow-legged and had 
tears in her eyes. George looked at Elton and asked in a low voice, 
“What did you do to Amy, Doctor?” 

“Nothing that will require a doctor, but she will have a sore ass 
and pussy for several days and not just from the fucking I gave her 
all night but from the coffee that spilled on her when I caught her 
in my kitchen.” 

“She has to go to school today, Doctor Evers. We don’t need 
attention from the school.” 

Elton laughed and asked, “These two are going to that private 
religious school on Lankershim Boulevard in North Hollywood, 
right?” George nodded. “Don’t worry about it. I know the principal 
and several of the teachers. They’re fucking these two in lieu of 
tuition, right?” George shuffled his feet but didn’t respond. Elton 
said in a soft voice, “I’m right, aren’t I? That’s who they were 
supposed to be with last night?” George nodded slowly, and Elton 
looked at him and said, “You take the girls to school, and you tell 
those freaks that she sat on a curling iron while getting ready for 
school. Tell Nicole to dress nicely and meet me at my office at ten. 
She just got a job as my new assistant and receptionist.” George 
nodded and started to lead the girls out of the house when Elton 
called out to him. “Oh, and George, I don’t want you sitting on your 
ass at the apartment. You’re going to take a job from me today as 
part of the grounds keeping crew here at my home. After you drop 
off the girls, come back here and ask for Johnny. He’ll show you 
around the grounds and put you to work.” 

“Are we being paid?” 
Elton laughed and said, “Of course, I’m going to pay the two of 

you. You’re my employees. I’ll cover your rent and make sure you 
have money to take care of that little family of yours … only from 
today on, the girls are mine and mine alone. No one fucks them but 
me or those who I allow to. Do we have an understanding?” 
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George nodded more relaxed and emphatically then asked, “What 
about me? Can I still fuck them?” 

Elton stood up and walked toward the foyer and said, “For 
Christ’s sake! You’re their father, George. Of course you can fuck 
them, but on off days when I’m not. Understood?” George nodded 
and smiled as Elton closed the front door behind him.
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Chapter Eleven
“You need to look  
closer and listen.”

H
eather Max arrived at the diner at half past six but was being 
held near the parking structure by homicide detectives who 
weren’t answering any questions. Two other employees, both 

Mexican, arrived and started to bolt when they saw police but were 
grabbed, cuffed, and seated against a concrete wall.

Heather cried out, “For God’s sake! They have green cards. 
They’re legal. They’re legit.” 

One of the officers looked at her and said, “I don’t give a shit,” 
and kicked one of the young men in the stomach. 

Heather screamed but her scream was cut off by the loud and 
angry voice of Sam yelling, “Just who the fuck do you think you are, 
Detective? You just assaulted a material witness while in handcuffs 
in our presence!” Jim and Chris were standing behind Sam. 

The detective turned around as his partner moved away from the 
two men on the ground, and his partner said, “The guy tried to run, 
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so we grabbed him with his buddy. After we cuffed him, he kicked at 
us, and Detective Miller responded.” 

Jim laughed and said, “You LAPD guys really are a riot. It’s no 
wonder everyone wants to kick your asses.” Jim looked at Chris and 
said, “You know, Agent Mantel, I think that this assault falls into 
your jurisdiction. What do you think?” 

Chris was towering over all of the people in the small corner of 
the lot, and he walked over and grabbed both detectives by the arm 
and said, “Not a word. Walk with me.” 

Heather watched as the two officers walked around the corner 
with Chris to a bricked off dumpster holding area of the building. 
The sound of muffled thuds and grunts could be heard, and Heather 
asked, “What’s going on?” 

Jim was speaking Spanish to the two men as he uncuffed them 
and calmed them down. “It’s police business. What’s your name, and 
what’s your business here?” 

“My name is Heather Max, Sheriff, and I work at List’s diner and 
have for five years. Why are we being held here?” 

Sam said, “There has been a murder in the diner.” 
Heather didn’t have the reaction either Jim or Sam were expecting. 

She looked on and asked, “Carlos and Bertha?” Jim nodded. “It was 
a murder suicide, wasn’t it?” 

Sam contorted her face and asked, “Yes. And just how is it that 
you know this?”

Heather began to cry and said, “Paige warned me to be careful. 
She told me the two were powder kegs ready to explode.” 

“Who the hell is Paige?” Jim asked.
“Paige Newton. She’s Carlos’s love interest and used to be his 

psychologist as well as Bertha’s and her late lover’s.” 
Jim and Sam looked at each other, and Sam asked, “Where can 

we find Ms. Newton?” 
Heather put her head in her hands as she leaned against the wall and 

said through tears, “She has an office on the fifth floor of the building 
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and has been a psychologist here as long as I can remember.” Sam was 
typing in Paige’s name into her tablet as Jim put his arm on Heather’s 
shoulder. She looked up at him and asked, “Who killed who?” 

Jim said, “It’s too early to tell, but, from the scene, I would say 
Carlos killed her before taking his own life. You said that Doctor 
Newton … she is a doctor, correct?” Heather nodded, and Jim 
continued, “You said Doctor Newton knew about this and warned 
you. When did she do this?” 

“It’s been a hot button topic for over a year ever since Bobbie, 
that’s Bertha’s late lover’s name, committed suicide. Bertha blamed 
Paige, and Carlos and Paige were hot and heavy, and it has been a 
boiling caldron ever since.” 

Sam was pulling up information on her tablet, and Jim could hear 
more coughs and grunts coming from the dumpster area. He looked 
at Heather and said, “Excuse me,” and walked down to the enclosure. 

Sam looked at Heather and asked, “What do you do here at the diner?” 
“I’m a waitress. I mean, I’m an actress by profession. I wait tables 

to pay the bills.”
Sam nodded and asked, “And these two gentlemen?” 
“Oh, Jesus is a dishwasher and busser, and Philipe is a short order 

cook. Both of them have been with Bertha since she opened the place 
twenty years ago. They started working here when they were just kids.” 

“Do they know any of the history you have told me about?” 
Heather shook her head, “No … neither one speaks English, or if 

they do, they pretend that they don’t, and they are relegated to their duties 
with Bertha’s iron fist. I don’t know much about them outside of work.” 

Jim walked around the corner to see the two detectives handcuffed 
and leaning over a dumpster puking. Blood was dripping out of their 
mouths, and Chris was pulling off a pair of black leather gloves. Jim 
took a hit off his cigarette and said, “You two assholes just got an ass 
kicking by Agent Mantel of the FBI. He beat you instead of taking 
the matter up with LAPD’s internal affairs and saved my office and 
his from having to get into a civil rights investigation. Now, you two 
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assholes are going to get in your goddamned car and go back to your 
station. If anyone asks what happened, you tell them, ‘We fell.’ We 
all know what that means in police circles.” 

Chris was removing the handcuffs as one of the detectives stood 
up and pulled on the coat of the other. They both had swollen faces 
and were favoring their left sides. 

“Cracked a few ribs, did ya?” 
“They got off lucky. If I had my way, I would take them downtown 

and bring them up on charges while they fell down several flights of 
stairs multiple times.” 

Jim laughed and said, “Did you boys hear that? Agent Mantel 
wants to take you downtown and kick the shit out of you some more. 
Now, get your asses out of here before I change my damn mind, and 
you have another fall.” 

The two men were leaning on each other as they started out of the 
dumpster area and one said, “This isn’t over.” 

Chris grabbed the two of them by the back of their heads and 
smashed them into the cinder block wall of the structure. “It is over. 
You understand me? You two decide that you’re going to make a case of 
it, you will meet with me again, only it will be after hours. And before I 
make it a federal case, I will show you what real pain is. Are we clear?” 

The two men nodded weakly, and Jim said, “If I were you two, I 
would heed that warning. If word of this gets to Agent Swenson … 
well … fuck. Who knows? Your lives will become a living hell right 
before your eyes, and you know it.” 

The two limped away, and Jim looked at Chris and said, “I figured 
you would talk to them. I didn’t think you were going to kick the shit 
out of them.” 

Chris shrugged and said, “I’m in a mood. They were here, and it 
was a great outlet for my frustration. Now they know what it’s like 
to be cuffed and beat.” 

Jim laughed. “You’re turning into one helluva cop, Mantel. Don’t 
let John find out about this. It’ll only piss him off.” 
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Chris was walking back in the direction of Sam and the others 
and said, “Well, John’s already pissed off. I doubt that beating a 
couple of bully cops is going to bring his wrath down on me.” Jim 
nodded as the two men approached Sam and Heather. 

Violet Harper was staring out the window of her office when her cell 
phone rang. There was a pregnant pause, and then Judy Palmer’s voice 
came over on the line. “Hi Violet. It’s Judy. You have a second to talk?” 

Violet was staring out the window at the parking lot below 
and watching the gray clouds wisp by as a gentle mist struck the 
bulletproof glass of her office. “Sure. What’s up, Judy?” 

“I need to talk to you, but I don’t want to do it over the phone.” 
“Is this treatment related or something else?” 
Judy was silent for a moment and said, “It has nothing to do with 

treatment. It’s a personal matter … a police matter.” 
Violet looked at her computer calendar and said, “Okay. Where do 

you want to meet?” 
“How about Randy’s Donuts on West Manchester?” 
“Um … sure. It’s a drive through. Where are we going to talk?” 
“Your car. I’m on my way out now.” 
Violet smiled and said, “Okay, I’ll head over. It’s only a few miles 

from my office. Will you be in your orange Lotus?” 
“Yes. I’ll see you there.” 
Violet hung up the phone and grabbed her bag with her tablet. 

She walked out into the bullpen and grabbed one of the field agents 
and said, “Where’re John and Chris?” 

“On a crime scene from early this morning. Why?” 
“Well, if I’m not back when they come in, tell them that I had to 

go meet a friend at Randy’s Donuts on West Manchester.” 
The agent looked at her strangely and asked, “Why the hell are 

you meeting someone there?”  
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“That’s where they asked me to meet them.” She pulled her satchel 
up onto her shoulder and walked off. 

Ester Rhodes just looked on as Violet walked into the elevator. 
She scribbled a quick note on a piece of paper and walked into John’s 
office and put it in the center of his desk and said to herself, “There. 
Now I know I won’t forget to tell John.” 

The rain was coming down in sheets as Paige pulled into the 
parking lot at her office. It was half past ten, and there were police and 
other vehicles all over the lot. She pulled in and parked then walked 
up to the rear entrance only to be stopped by a uniformed LAPD 
officer. Paige pulled her business card from her pocket and handed it 
to the officer, who looked her up and down and said, “I can’t allow 
access right now. Please wait here.”  The officer walked over to two 
other men in plain clothes then came back and said, “Please wait.” 

Paige was getting aggravated and said, “I have patients to see 
today. I don’t have time for this.” Jim and Sam had walked out of 
the diner with John and Chris behind them.  Paige feigned a shocked 
look but all four caught it immediately. 

Sam walked up and introduced herself as Jim, John, and Chris stood 
back, saying nothing. Sam asked, “Doctor Newton, would you follow 
us, please? We need to speak.” Paige nodded as Sam pointed in the 
direction of a small office across the hall from the diner entrance that 
was for lease. She followed Sam into the conference room with the 
others right behind her. Once inside, she was told to take a seat. Paige 
sat down as did Jim and Sam while John and Chris stood in the doorway. 

Jim looked at Paige and asked, “Do you know a man named 
Carlos Estevez?” 

“Yes. He is someone I have been dating. Why?” 
“Mr. Estevez is a person of interest in a homicide.” 
Paige looked around the room and asked, “A person of interest? I 
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don’t understand. I just spoke to him last night. Carlos has his issues, 
but he is far from homicidal.” 

John spoke up and asked, “And how would you know that, Doctor 
Newton?” 

Paige looked up at John and said, “I’m sorry, but we have not 
been introduced.” 

John said, “That’s intentional, Doctor Newton. Please answer the 
question.” 

She looked at Jim and Sam and asked, “Who are those people?” 
Sam said, “Please answer the question, Ms. Newton.” 
Paige sighed a bit and said, “I have known Carlos for years. He 

and I have been lovers for over a year. I know him very, very well, 
and there is no way that he would kill anyone.” 

“Has he seemed out of sorts to you recently?” John asked. “Upset 
or angry at anyone?” 

Paige got an angry tone to her voice and said, “I don’t know 
what this is all about, but I’m not going to get into the details of 
my personal relationships without understanding the purpose of the 
request. And asking vague questions doesn’t count.” 

Chris was looking on and said, “Mr. Estevez appears to be the 
killer in a murder suicide here in this very building, Ms. Newton.” 

“Carlos is dead?” 
“Yes ma’am, by his own hand, and so is Ms. Bertha List, the 

owner of the diner across the hall. Now, has Mr. Estevez given you 
any indication that he was unhappy with Ms. List or that he was 
contemplating suicide?” 

Paige’s eyes began to fill with tears, and Sam pulled a box of 
tissues that was on the table from the center and handed them to her. 
Paige took two and dabbed her eyes and said, “Oh my God. This 
can’t be happening.” 

“It isn’t happening, Ms. Newton. It has happened. Mr. Estevez 
and Ms. List are both dead, so please answer the question,” Chris 
said coldly as John looked on. 
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Paige started to breath heavy and said, “No. No. There have been 
no signs of anything like that. There has been tension between the 
two of them but nothing that would lead me to believe that Carlos 
was a danger to himself or anyone else.” 

Sam asked, “When was the last time you saw or spoke to Mr. 
Estevez?” 

“Around nine last night as I was leaving the building.” 
“Did he say anything to you?” 
“Just that he would call me later. He was upbeat and smiling the 

last time I saw and spoke to him.” 
Jim asked, “You said that Mr. Estevez was your lover but also a 

patient, is that correct?” 
Paige dried her eyes and said, “Carlos was never a formal patient 

of mine. We met through the diner and Bertha and her late lover 
Bobbie, and we have been dating for about a year.” 

John stepped out into the hallway and was followed by Chris and 
Jim as Sam continued to speak to Paige. John looked at Chris and 
asked, “What do you think?” 

Chris looked back at Paige in the conference room and said, “I 
think that Ms. Newton knows a lot more than she is telling.” 

John nodded and said, “Let’s get a search warrant for Ms. 
Newton’s office. I’ll phone it in, then I want you to take several 
agents and clean the place out.” 

“You want me to execute on a property warrant? What’s our probable 
cause?” John called in his identification code and swore out the warrant. 
He cited conspiracy and conspiracy to commit murder as his cause.” He 
hung up the phone, and Chris looked at him and said, “I think you’re 
overstepping here, John. I don’t see this woman as a murderer.”

John walked back to the conference room and said, “You need to 
look closer and listen.”
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Chapter Twelve
“The kind of meeting  

that she might not  
return from alive.” 

G
ail stepped off the elevator at Elton’s office at just past eleven. 
She walked up to the reception desk where a young, attractive 
blonde asked, “May I help you?”

“I’m Gail Hoffman. I’m here to see Doctor Evers.” 
“Do you have an appointment?” 
Gail smiled and said, “I have a standing appointment.”  
Nicole looked Gail up and down then looked over at the 

switchboard and said, “Doctor Evers is on another line. If you would 
like to take a seat, I will buzz him as soon as he is off the phone.” 

Gail nodded and reached out her hand and asked, “Are you taking 
over for Ellie Watts?” 

Nicole shook her hand and said, “Nicole Pullman. I’m afraid I 
don’t know Ellie Watts. Doctor Evers just hired me this morning.” 

Gail released Nicole’s hand and said, “Well, Ellie jumped off the 
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roof of this very building yesterday.” Nicole remained expressionless, 
and Gail asked, “Did you hear what I just said?” 

Nicole nodded and said, “I’m sorry. Was she a friend of yours?” 
Gail contorted her face and said, “Yeah. She was a friend of mine. She 

was also Doctor Evers’s receptionist for many, many years, I believe.”  
Nicole shrugged, picked up the phone, pressed a button, and said, 

“Doctor Evers, there is a Gail Hoffman to see you.” She hung up 
the line and said, “The doctor will be right with you.” Gail was just 
staring at her when Elton called to her from across the foyer. 

“Jesus, Gail! I have been worried sick about you. I called your 
hotel, but they said you had checked out. I thought you had left town. 
No phone call. Nothing.” 

Gail was staring at Nicole, who was looking down at her desk, 
and asked, “Is Nicole okay, Elton? I just told her about Ellie, and she 
seems unfazed.” 

Nicole looked up at Elton, who smiled and pulled Gail aside and 
said, “Nicole has some issues. She didn’t know Ellie, and I would 
rather not talk about her in Nicole’s presence.” Gail nodded slowly, 
staring at Elton who was leading her by the arm to his office.

Once inside, she looked around the window-lined room and 
said, “Wow! This was not what I expected, Elton. For some reason, 
I thought you had one of those old psychologist offices with a soft 
couch and a leather chair where you treated your patients.” 

He laughed and asked, “You read my book, right? Didn’t you look 
at my photo on the back cover? It was taken in this very room.” 

Gail put her purse down and sat in one of the black leather chairs 
in front of Elton’s desk and said, “Um … I have to admit I started to 
read your book, but, to be honest, it was kind of boring. Not really 
my thing. I did look at your picture, though. I guess I just didn’t 
connect you to this.” 

Elton sat at his desk and said, “No problem. The book is an 
academic primer. It’s more for the classroom and academics than the 
general populace.” 
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“I figured that out as one of my friends in the field was talking 
about it last night at dinner.” 

Elton asked, “Friend? Dinner? What’s going on, Gail? I thought 
you came out to see me, so we could spend some time together and 
get to know each other privately?” 

Gail looked at the clean lines of the modern black desk and the slim 
black metal desk lamp that telescoped across a sleek flat screen monitor 
and said, “Ellie’s death has me shaken up, Elton. Some old friends of 
my late husband’s invited me to stay with them, and I accepted.” 

“That was a quick change of plans. Did they know you were coming?” 
Gail took a deep breath and walked near one of the windows as 

she answered. “Yes. I had called one of them to let him know I was 
coming into town but then never confirmed, so he and his wife were 
as surprised as you were when I arrived. After Ellie’s death, I felt 
uncomfortable at the hotel, and my friend invited me to stay at their 
home, so I took him up on it.” 

Elton asked, “Do I know these friends?” 
Gail had her back to him and said, “I know you have met at least 

two of them. Special Agent John Swenson and Doctor Karen Faber.” 
“You’re staying with Agent Swenson?” 
Gail spoke casually while walking lazily beside the windows, 

“Yeah. John and his wife Sara invited me, and I decided that it would 
be nice to see everyone again.” Elton was visibly shaken, and Gail 
looked over at him and asked if he was okay. 

Elton nodded and asked, “How do you know Agent Swenson and 
his family?” 

She laughed and said, “I don’t know that you would call their 
lifestyle family. They don’t have children; they’re both married to 
their work, John at the FBI, and Sara as the owner of Northridge 
Hospital and the head of emergency medicine there.” 

“How do you know Doctor Faber?” 
“Oh, Karen … I have known her since she was a kid. I always 

knew she was bright, but I had no idea she was a damn genius. She 
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is a brilliant young mind, and I am not sure just what to think of her. 
She’s a cute young woman, and she’s engaged to Special Agent Chris 
Mantel, who works for John at the FBI, and the two live in a guest 
house on John and Sara’s property.” 

Elton walked over near Gail and asked, “Why didn’t you ever 
mention these intimate relationships to me?” 

She looked out the window, wistfully playing with her hair, and 
said, “I’m sure that I mentioned their names in sessions we had years 
ago, Elton. Why? Is it important?” 

He looked at Gail and asked, “Do you know what has gone on here 
in the last day and a half?” 

“Yeah. Ellie jumped off the roof of this building for no apparent 
reason. John and Chris have searched your files, and everyone wants 
the answer to the million-dollar question.” 

Elton went back to his desk and said, “Why? Everyone wants to 
know why? Why did Ellie take her own life? For a group of well-
educated people and people who do crime fighting for a living, you 
would think that they would know that in many cases of suicide the 
why is never answered.” 

Gail sat down and asked, “Why do you think that is? You teach 
psychology; you treat patients. You’ve written several books, and, 
now, I guess, a textbook on the subject. You knew Ellie better than any 
of us. You of all people should have some idea as to why she did this.” 

Elton took on a more guarded posture and tone. “Are you 
questioning me about Ellie’s suicide? I have been down this road 
with your friends, Gail, who have disrupted my life and my practice. 
I have no idea what Ellie was thinking or why she did what she 
did. I am starting to get very uncomfortable. My attorney is dealing 
with this situation now, and I am trying to get some semblance of 
normalcy back in my life and my practice.” 

Gail nodded and said, “I’m sorry, Elton. I didn’t mean to press 
your buttons. I just wanted to know if you had any ideas. I mean, you 
and I have been corresponding and talking on the phone for months 
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and in person the few times you have been in New York. Ellie and I 
had become close friends over the phone and on social media. I had 
no idea she had any issues that would lead to this.” 

Elton leaned back uneasily and said, “Neither did I, Gail. Are we 
going to spend any time together while you’re in town?” 

“I’m not planning on leaving any time soon. I would like that, but I 
can’t do it tonight or tomorrow night. I have plans. But in a few days, I will 
call you.” She stood up with her bag and said, “I’m sorry for dropping in 
unannounced, but I wanted to see you in person and not just make a phone 
call.” Elton rose and followed her to the door. She leaned in and gave him a 
kiss on the cheek and walked out. He watched as she walked up to Nicole.

Gail looked down at the desk. There were a few trinkets and a 
photograph of a handsome young man and two little girls. “Is that 
your family?” she asked. Nicole nodded. “You have two beautiful 
daughters. May I ask their names?” 

Nicole looked up at her and said, “The older one is Sabrina and 
the younger one is Amy … and they aren’t mine. My husband and I 
are foster parents.” 

Gail smiled and said, “My husband passed away several years 
ago, and we weren’t blessed with any children. It’s a wonderful thing 
that you two are doing to help children like this.” 

Nicole stopped her typing and picked up the photograph and said, 
“My husband George and I have been married for fifteen years.” 

Gail smiled and said, “You have a beautiful family. How old are 
your foster daughters?” 

“Sabrina is twelve, and Amy just turned ten.” 
“What a wonderful age. Are they doing well in school?” 
“I don’t mean to be rude, Ms. Hoffman, but I don’t know you, 

and I am very protective of my family and our privacy. Now, if you 
will excuse me, I have work to do for Doctor Evers.” Nicole went 
back to typing, and Gail said nothing as she turned and headed for the 
elevator. Elton was standing in his office doorway, and Gail looked 
over at him and smiled and winked as she pressed the button for the 
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elevator. Elton walked out of his office and across to Nicole’s desk, 
hovering. Gail could tell from his body language that he was speaking 
to Nicole. She couldn’t hear what was being said, but she watched the 
two interact until the elevator arrived.  Once the doors were closed, 
she murmured to herself, “So, you have a cute little blond piece of ass 
on the side, Elton. I hope you’re not going to breakup a happy home.” 

She walked out of the building and pulled out her parking 
ticket and realized she didn’t get it validated. She headed back to 
the elevator, and there was a tall, thin man standing next to her. He 
spotted the parking ticket and said, “Let me guess. You didn’t get 
it validated?” Gail nodded, and he said, “Thirty bucks is a lot for 
parking, but parking is at a premium downtown.” 

The two pressed the buttons for their respective floors, and there 
was polite silence until the doors opened at Elton’s floor, and Gail 
could hear yelling and the sound of a slap against bare skin. The man 
in the elevator stepped off with Gail, and the two were horrified to see 
Elton holding Nicole by the throat with his right hand and his left hand 
coming down hard against her face. The man yelled out, and Elton froze 
in place. He released Nicole and saw that Gail was standing nearby. 

“It’s not what it looks like. My receptionist is an actress, and I 
was running some lines with her and acting out a scene for a movie 
she is reading for this afternoon.” 

The man walked in the direction of Elton and Nicole with his cell 
phone in his hand with Gail right behind him. He looked at Nicole, 
whose face was red on both cheeks, and asked, “Is this true?” 

Nicole got a quick smile on her face and said, “Oh yes; yes it is. 
Doctor Evers has been kind enough to not only run my lines with me 
but to act out some difficult scenes.” 

The man looked at the desk and the two of them and said, “I’m 
a screenwriter on my way to see my agent. If you’re running lines, 
where are your scripts?” 

Nicole was quick to respond and pulled a small pile of papers from 
a desk drawer and said, “I am working to memorize the lines and the 
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scene, so I had it put away. Doctor Evers is helping me with the male 
role, which is really physical in nature.” 

The thin man looked at them again and asked Nicole, “Are you 
sure you are okay?”

She said, “Yes. I’m so sorry. I feel so ashamed. We weren’t 
expecting a patient for a half hour, and I asked the good doctor for 
help.” She looked at Elton and said, “I’m sorry, Doctor Evers.” 

Elton laughed and said, “Don’t be ridiculous. You have nothing to 
apologize for.”

The man stepped down and said, “I see acting all day long. I don’t 
walk in on it unannounced. I’m sorry. I know how competitive it is 
for work,” and he walked back to the elevator. 

Elton looked at Gail and asked, “What brings you back so fast?” 
Gail held up her parking ticket, and Elton reached around the desk and 
grabbed the validation stamp and pressed it to the ticket three times. 
“There. You should have given that to us before you left.”

“I should have, but then I would have missed the action. So, what’s 
the name of the movie you are reading for this afternoon, Nicole?” 

She answered quickly, “It only has a project number. Project four 
fifty-one. The producers and director are keeping a tight lip on what the 
movie is about until it is cast.” Gail turned with her ticket in her hand 
and walked to the elevator and pressed the button. She looked over at 
Elton, now standing next to Nicole as the doors opened. She walked into 
the elevator and pressed the button to close the door as fast as she could.

John and Chris met up at the federal building after leaving the diner. 
Chris was hot on John’s heels into the office and closed the door behind him 
and said, “Look, John, I know you’re pissed off because I want to move to 
a different office. Life changes, and Karen and I feel we need a new start.” 

John sat down at his desk and pulled out his tablet and plugged in 
a USB cable allowing the crime scene photos to display on a screen 
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behind his desk and said, “Chris, I don’t care if you want the transfer. 
I already told you I would grant it. You and Karen have a life you’re 
getting ready to embark on. I have no issues with it.” 

“Then why the hell didn’t you call me for the diner killing?” 
“It’s not our case. I came in to consult for Jim and Sam. Why should 

I drag you out of bed at four a.m. for a case that doesn’t concern us?” 
Chris’s face began to soften after being angry and beet red. “I know 

that tone, John. You know more than you’re letting on, don’t you?” 
“Suspicious, Chris. I’m just suspicious. There are holes in 

Newton’s story big enough to fly a jumbo jet through. I don’t buy 
that she didn’t see this coming.” 

Chris looked at the photos of Bertha and Carlos on the floor of 
the kitchen and asked, “Do you have the surveillance video from the 
cameras in and outside the diner?” John nodded and queued them 
up on his tablet and played the one from inside the kitchen side by 
side with the footage from the two outside cameras. The two men sat 
looking at the feed. There was no sound, but the feed was in color, 
and they could see Carlos walk into the kitchen and pull a cleaver 
from a knife block. They watched the murder unfold and then John 
stopped the film and said, “Do you see it?” 

Chris looked hard at the film and said, “See what?” John pressed 
a button on a remote and zoomed in on a shadowy figure reflecting 
off the glass of the outside door and the kitchen window.” Chris 
looked at the grainy image and asked, “Can you get a better shot?” 
John made a few adjustments but there was little improvement. John 
looked at the film then hit play as he watched Carlos pull Bertha’s 
body out into the kitchen and dump her organs onto the floor. The 
two men watched as Carlos decapitated Bertha, then put his hand on 
his belt, pulled a knife from the block and drove it into his throat. 

Chris looked at John and said, “Is it just me, or did Carlos get 
some type of message?” 

“He was reaching for his cell phone. It was on his hip at the 
crime scene.” John picked up the phone and called Jade to ask where 
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Estevez’s belongings were.
“In lock up, here, in my office. Why?” 
“I need you to pull his cell phone and tell me if there is a missed call.” 
John could hear her speaking to Jessica and after a few minutes 

she came on the line and said, “The battery is low on the phone, but 
it looks like there is a missed call.” 

“What time was the call? Is there a phone number or name on the 
screen?” 

Jade looked at the phone and pressed the caller history. “Unknown 
caller. No phone number, and it was at ten fifty p.m. What do you have?” 

“You have the time of death for Carlos. Back track by ten minutes, 
and you have the TOD for Ms. List.” 

Jade looked at the phone in her hand and asked, “Are you saying 
that the killing was triggered by the phone?” 

“List’s murder wasn’t, but Mr. Estevez’s suicide was. Someone 
called his cell phone, and his ringtone was the trigger for his suicide.” 

Jade pressed a few buttons on the phone and got the ringtone to 
play. It was a pop song, and Jade said, “There’s the ringtone, John. 
This is the cause of death for Estevez?”

“Yes. Chris and I are coming over to get all of the clothing. 
There’s a note … and I think I know who has a secret to keep.” He 
stood up and was getting ready to walk out with Chris when he saw 
a small slip of paper in the middle of his desk. He read it and called 
out into the bullpen and asked if Violet was back. There were head 
shakes around the room, and John looked at Chris and said, “This 
situation is about to go from bad to worse. I need you to get over to 
Randy’s Donuts on West Manchester. Violet is at a meeting there.” 

“What the hell kind of meeting?” 
John pulled his coat on and said, “The kind that she might not 

return from alive.” 
Chris didn’t argue. He took off behind John as the two men exited 

the building.
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Chapter Thirteen
“I’m thinking the Iron  
Eagle just got his first  

lead in the damn case.”

“D
o you believe in evil, Violet?”

She had just taken a bite of a breakfast sandwich and 
sipped a little of her coffee as she sat in her car with Judy 

Palmer next to her. She choked down the bite of food and said, “Do 
I believe in evil? Absolutely. I’ve seen it firsthand. It’s not a figment 
of a collective imagination. Why? Don’t you?” 

Judy was sipping on her coffee and said, “I’m a woman of science, 
Violet. I used to think that evil was a creation of man’s imagination.” 

Violet laughed softly and said, “But something has changed your 
perception?” 

Judy nodded. The rain that had been falling briskly had slowed, 
and Violet finished the last bite of her sandwich and asked, “Did you 
call me down here to have a conversation about good and evil, Judy? 
We could have had this conversation on the phone.” 
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Judy shook her head and asked Violet if she could have one of the 
napkins that Violet had put in the back seat. Violet reached around 
and as she did Judy poured a vial of clear liquid into Violet’s coffee 
and then slipped the vial into Violet’s jacket pocket. 

Violet handed Judy the napkins, sipped her coffee, and asked, 
“Why are we here in the middle of Inglewood having this conversation 
in my car?” 

“There are just some things that I don’t want to discuss in my 
office or yours.” 

Violet took another sip of her coffee and laughed and said, “So, 
you thought you would have more privacy in a federal vehicle? 
Jesus, Judy! This sedan has more surveillance in it than your damn 
home security system.” She weaved a little in the driver’s seat, and 
Judy asked if she was okay. Violet shook her head a bit and said, “I 
think so. I’m just feeling a little lightheaded.” 

“You said there is surveillance in your car.” 
Violet nodded, taking another drink of her coffee and pointing at 

the heat and air vents on the dashboard. “Cameras in the dashboard 
and overhead and in-dash audio recording equipment in the front and 
back of the car.” 

Judy shook her head and asked, “Why so much surveillance?” 
Violet let out a little burp and laugh like she had been drinking 

and said, “Do you watch the news? Have you seen what’s going 
on around the country with law enforcement? At the federal level, 
we don’t take any chances. Our cars are wired for live action news, 
baby. Someone wants to accuse us of abuse of power or worse, we 
have the film, and it is all feeding live to a server back at HQ as well 
as being backed up in Washington.” She wiped her forehead and 
asked, “Is it getting hot in here? I don’t feel so good.” 

Judy pulled the coffee away from her and said, “Hang on. I’m 
going to get you a glass of water. I’ll be right back.” 

She got out of the car and quickly disappeared near the shop 
entrance. Violet was starting to get out of the car when the passenger 
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door opened, and she heard Chris’s voice. He looked at her and 
asked, “Violet? Violet? Are you okay.” Those were the last words 
she heard before she blacked out.

Paige was sitting at her desk as FBI agents carried bags of material 
out of her office. She had her attorney on the phone and was trying 
to get some answers as to what was going on as agent after agent 
walked through her office leaving a mess in their wake. Paige’s cell 
phone was ringing, and she put her attorney on hold and answered. 
“Doctor Newton.” 

“I’ve made a terrible mistake, Paige.” 
Judy’s voice was echoing over the phone line, and Paige said, “I 

can’t talk right now. Where are you?” 
“My office. But I don’t think I am going to be here for very long. I 

really messed up.”
Paige said, “Just stay put. I’ll call you back in five minutes. I 

need to get somewhere that I can talk.” Paige hung up the phone as 
the last agent was leaving with a brown paper bag with an evidence 
number on it. She yelled at the agent and asked, “So, what now? I 
have to see patients.” There was no response, and she slammed the 
door behind the agent and then walked back into her office. She got 
on the phone with her attorney who was promising quick action. 
Paige said, “Just do something, will you. I am the victim here.” She 
hung up the phone, pulled out her cell, and called Judy. “What’s the 
crisis, Judy?” Judy was crying on the line and explained what she 
had done to Violet and what Violet had told her. Paige said, “Why 
on earth would you slip anything to a federal agent in her own car?” 

“I wasn’t thinking. I have planted some subliminal information in 
the agent’s head in hypnotherapy sessions. I created false memories 
that only I can awaken, or so I thought, but I fear she might be able to 
access the information or that someone else might be able to access it.” 
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Paige looked around her office and then asked, “What the hell 
did you tell her?” 

“Too much. I thought her head would be the perfect storage 
container for secrets, and when the time came I would be able to wipe 
out those secrets with a command.” 

Paige stood up and walked to the window of her office and said, 
“Secrets are only kept by the dead.” 

“Yes. Well, not only is she not dead, but when I got out of her car, a 
large man entered behind me. And then there was an ambulance there, 
and Violet is on her way to the hospital.” 

“Did the person who got into her car see you?” 
“I don’t know, but sooner rather than later Violet might come to, 

and, if she does, if she recalls any of our conversations, all hell is 
going to break loose.” 

Paige stood looking out at the rain-soaked pavement and said, “I 
have my own issues here, Judy. Carlos killed Bertha last night. The FBI 
just raided my office and pulled all of my files, and I have the LA County 
Sheriff and the FBI climbing up my ass over the murder suicide.” 

Judy was silent for a few minutes then said, “There is no way that 
they can connect you to Carlos’s killing.” 

“I don’t think so either, but you have a federal agent that you 
have fed secrets to for whatever reason in your twisted mind. Just 
what did you plant in her head?” 

Judy was pacing her own office and said, “Enough that if someone 
who knows how to do hypnotherapy gets in her head it will take 
down you, me, and Elton.” 

Paige looked at the phone in her hand and asked, “Elton? What 
the hell did you say about Elton?” 

“I told her under hypnosis of his evil deeds … of what he likes to 
do to women and children.” 

“Are you out of your damn mind? Jesus! We just got rid of Ellie, 
who knew way more than we could have ever imagined as a result of 
Elton messing with her head, and now I learn that you have planted 
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a secret like this into a federal agent. What the hell would possess 
you to do that?” 

Judy was still pacing her office downtown and said, “I have been 
keeping secrets in Violet Harper’s head since she and I went to school 
together. I have laid nearly three decades of groundwork with her. I had 
no idea she would end up becoming an agent with the FBI. She was a 
private sector lawyer who was perfect for my uses. Now, I have to set her 
self-destruct sequence, or we could all fall into the hands of the police.” 

“How much does Elton know of what you have been doing with 
this woman?” 

“Nothing. She’s my secret weapon in case he decides he’s going to rat 
me or you out for the things we have been doing with patients. Through 
the years, we have been able to build some great psychological models, 
all of which he used in his new primer based on our work and research.” 

“Don’t do anything. Don’t run, don’t hide, just go about your 
business. Do you have patients today?” 

“Yes.” 
“Just treat this like any other day.”  
“But Violet told me that her car was wired with cameras and 

audio and that the feds were taking no chances with all of the issues 
going on with law enforcement.” 

“Better to try and explain what you were doing if they saw you 
do something than to run. Running is the last thing any of us wants 
to do right now. They have nothing on us, and it will remain that way 
as long as we keep our heads. What did you do in the car with Violet 
that you are worried about?” 

“I slipped her a cocktail in her coffee, so I could get her into a 
suggestable state and make sure that things were safe in her head.” 

Paige shook her head and said, “I will figure out a way to get to 
her or get someone who can. What’s your kill word for her?” 

“Muffin top.” 
Paige started laughing. “Muffin top? Like what we get when we 

wear pants that are too tight?” 
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“Yes. It is the only trigger for her to committee suicide, and it will 
only work if connected to a comment about clothing that she is wearing.” 

Paige laughed and said, “Okay. Go to work. I’ll call you tonight.” 
“Should we tell Elton?” 
“No. He has his own demons. Maybe they will come out and 

distract from us long enough to eliminate Harper.” She hung up the 
phone and walked out of her office and down to her car.

Jim and Sam were driving back to their office when Jim’s cell 
phone rang. He pressed a button on his steering wheel and said, 
“What the fuck now?” 

Gail’s voice was calm and controlled on the other end of the line. 
“Jimmy, it’s Gail.”

“What’s wrong?” 
“I just had the most unusual run-in at Doctor Elton Evers’s office.” 
Sam spoke up and said, “Gail, this is Sam. What happened?” 
“I went to see Elton just to let him know that I was still in town, 

and while I was at his office I met his new secretary. She was just a 
bit off, but I let that be. Elton was a bit off, too, but I figured it had 
to do with his secretary’s suicide a couple of days ago.” 

Sam said, “Okay, so what happened?” 
“I left his office and realized when I got to the ground floor that I 

had not validated my parking, so I went back up and walked in on him 
choking and slapping the shit out of his secretary.” 

Jim had a cigarette in his hand and was holding it out the window 
of his car. He asked, “What the hell? Did you talk to them or bolt and 
call the cops?” 

“I talked to them. There was another man on the elevator with me 
who got off when we both heard the commotion. The two claimed that 
the young woman is an actress and that he was helping her prepare for 
an audition this afternoon.” 
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Jim took a hit off the cigarette and asked, “So, was the woman hurt?” 
“She wasn’t bleeding or anything, but I could see where he had 

struck her on the face. I heard the slaps landing on her when the 
elevator opened. The guy with me was a screenwriter, and he asked a 
few questions and then seemed satisfied and went on to his meeting.” 

Jim said, “But you don’t buy the story?” 
“Not for a second. Something else was going on between the two 

of them, and it was bad. He was hurting her, Jim, and she has a young 
family. I saw a picture of them on her desk.” 

Sam asked, “Have you called John?” 
“No. I don’t want to bother him. He has enough on his plate. 

Should I call the police and send them in?” 
Jim looked at Sam, who was shaking her head. “No. Call John 

and tell him what you just told us. This might be a break in a case.” 
Gail said okay and hung up the line. 

Sam looked at Jim and asked, “What are you thinking?” 
“I’m thinking the Iron Eagle may have just gotten his first lead in 

the damn case.” Sam nodded as they drove on downtown to their office.   

John was sitting at a stop light when Gail’s call came in. He pulled 
his truck over to the side of the road and asked, “What’s wrong?” 

“I don’t know if it’s anything or not, but I called Jim and Sam, and 
they wanted me to call you.” She slowly explained the situation to 
John, who looked at the dash clock in his truck. It was half past four. 

The rain had let up, and he asked, “Where are you now?” 
“I’m on the 405 Freeway. I was going to stop by the hospital and 

see Sara and Karen. They had talked about having dinner.” 
“Okay. You go to the hospital. This woman that you met that is 

working for Doctor Evers … all you got was her first name?” 
Gail coughed and said, “No, she said her name was Nicole 

Pullman. Her husband’s name is George, and they have two foster 
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daughters, Sabrina and Amy, twelve and ten.” John pulled his laptop 
over and punched in the names for the Pullmans. He was typing and 
thanked Gail for the call and told her he would check into it. He 
hung up the line and found the information on the Pullmans. There 
were several domestic dispute charges against George as well as 
Nicole. Child protective services had been involved with the family 
for years as well. John pulled a data sheet with their address, and in 
a matter of minutes, he learned where their apartment was in North 
Hollywood – and more importantly, who had rented it for them. He 
reached around to the back seat of the truck and grabbed a duffle bag 
and placed it on the front passenger seat. He started the truck and 
plugged in the address information and started off for the Pullmans’ 
apartment in North Hollywood. 

Nicole was pulling herself back up on her feet after pleasuring 
Elton in his office. He said, “It’s five thirty. You can go home now. I 
want the girls at my house tonight at nine. Are we clear?” 

Nicole nodded and asked, “Is there any way I could get a small 
loan, Doctor Evers? We need food for the kids. It’s cold and wet, and 
I know you won’t have time to feed and bathe them.” 

Evers pulled a wad of bills out of his pocket and handed Nicole 
two hundred dollars. “This should suffice to feed and clothe for a 
night, right?” Nicole nodded and thanked him. She was buttoning up 
her top, and her bare breasts were visible through it. Her bra was on 
a chair next to his desk, and Elton asked, “How old are you?” 

Nicole had a stilted smile and said, “I just turned seventeen two 
weeks ago.” 

Elton looked at her pretty white face and brown eyes and said, 
“Take off your skirt again.” She slowly unzipped it and lowered it to 
reveal her pubic area. He smiled and said, “There is no way either of 
those kids are yours. Who are they?” 
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Nicole stood nude from the waist down and said, “Foster children. 
We’ve had them for a little over a year. We got them through the 
downtown LA office.” 

A smile grew across Elton’s face, and he asked, “How do you fit with 
George? You look way older than seventeen. You’re not married to him.” 

“George grabbed me when I was fifteen. I was working the streets 
in San Diego. The man pimping me out sold me to George, and after 
about a year of sexual servitude to George and his clients, we fell in 
love, and I started helping him with the foster kids.” 

The smile never left Elton’s face. “George has more girls, doesn’t 
he? The guy has been playing me for the past several months. He’s 
trafficking girls domestically, isn’t he?”

Nicole started to shake, and she wrapped her arms around herself 
in a hug and said, “Please, Doctor Evers, I’m not allowed to talk 
about it. He will hurt me and hurt me bad.”

Elton nodded and looked at her nude, white thighs and said, “You 
are a natural blonde, and you look older than seventeen. George knows 
what he’s doing when it comes to picking the right girls. I want the 
two girls at my house at nine. You tell George he better not touch 
either one of them. They’re mine, and I want him to deliver them to 
me. George and I need to talk.” Nicole was still standing in front of 
him, and he motioned for her to put her clothes on. He said, “Don’t 
say a word about this conversation. Understood?” She nodded, and he 
asked, “Isn’t your family looking for you?” 

Nicole was zipping up the back of her skirt and said, “No. No one is 
looking for me, Doctor. George gives me food and room and board. In turn, 
I turn tricks for him and help him manage the girls and pick up new ones.” 

“Do you think that absolves you of any wrongdoing?” Elton 
could tell by the look on her face that she didn’t understand what he 
meant. He said, “Do you think since George takes the girls you’re 
not going to get in trouble?” 

Nicole got teary-eyed and said, “I don’t have a choice. If I don’t 
do it, he will just kill me. And to be honest, I am really starting to 
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enjoy it. Once, I was powerless, but now I have power of the girls 
and their fate.” She paused for a second as she straightened her skirt 
and then said, “I don’t think I will get in trouble. I can always lay 
it all off on George and play the victim’s card. So, in reality, I get 
the best of both worlds. I get to abuse and use the girls, and if the 
hammer comes down, I get to walk away scot-free.” 

Chris was walking next to the gurney carrying Violet Harper into 
the ER at Northridge Hospital. Sara was waiting with Karen, and he 
said, “She’s pretty out of it. I don’t know what happened to her.” 

Sara and Karen put Violet into an exam room off the main floor, 
and Karen began to draw tubes of blood while Sara tried to talk to 
Violet. “Vi, it’s Sara. What happened? Do you know me? Do you know 
where you are?” Violet was shaking her head as Chris looked on.
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Chapter Fourteen
“Did you fuckin’  

tell him?” 

A 
cold, sweeping rain was falling outside of George and Nicole 
Pullman’s apartment building. Nicole pulled into the garage and 
closed the door. She got out of the car to see George standing 

in the doorway. He was dressed in a white T-shirt and a pair of gray 
coveralls. He was leaning against the wall on his right shoulder. The 
light from the apartment’s entryway shined from behind him, and the 
low light from the garage door opener shined on his pale skin. His 
eyes were wide, bugged out as a side effect of a thyroid condition 
that he had been diagnosed with years earlier. His wiry frame was 
offset by his short stature.

Nicole walked slowly in his direction, and he asked, “So, how 
was your first day of work for Doctor Evers?” 

Nicole looked him in the eye and said, “Eventful. He beat the hell 
out of me this afternoon after one of his friends, or patients, had been 
in. He’s very interested in what we’re doing.” She slipped past him 
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and walked into the small kitchen. She put her hands at her side and 
looked around the small apartment and asked, “How the fuck much 
longer are we going to stay in this shit pit, George?” 

George walked into the room and said, “I have some more shots 
to take and videos to upload. We don’t want there to be any way that 
the cops can track the images we are shooting back to our real home.” 

Nicole pulled out a tablet and started pressing the screen and said, 
“I started to download the latest spreadsheet on sales. We’ve had a 
good month. How many do you have in the back for ‘play dates?’” 

George smiled and said, “Five. Three girls and two boys. I’ve 
been shooting pictures since I got here after my day at Evers’s house. 
Does he know what we’re doing?” 

Nicole nodded, opening the refrigerator and pulling out a bottle 
of beer. “Evers knows at least what I am assuming he has been able 
to find on a couple of our sites. You’re not exactly the type of man a 
person is going to forget if they see you fucking a kid. Evers is going 
to want deeper and deeper cuts of our profits, which is troubling me.” 

George grabbed a beer, and the two sat down at a small table in the 
kitchen. He said, “We have a couple of hours of photos to shoot and 
some video and then we will break out of here tonight and go home 
after the parents pick up the kids and we drop the girls with Evers.” He 
paused and said, “People watching online can’t see my face, and I have 
no markings, so what do you mean I’m unforgettable?” 

Nicole laughed and said, “You’re gangly, George, and pasty white. 
You do have mannerisms that are hard to hide. I meant it more from a 
freaky standpoint about the way you fuck the kids.” 

He threw Nicole a flash drive and said, “You can upload these 
to the website now. We have clients who want to see today’s kiddie 
porn collection.” 

Nicole plugged the USB into the tablet and with a few swipes of 
her hand uploaded the images to the site and said, “Well, let’s get this 
over with. It’s nearly six, and the parents will be here to pick up the 
little shits from our day care center. Do you have cash for them?”
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George nodded and handed her two envelopes and said, “Make sure 
they get paid when they get here. Have you spoken to Doctor Palmer?” 

Nicole shook her head, finishing off the beer, and said, “Not 
today. She’s been pretty rattled over the past few days. She hasn’t 
gotten us a fresh group of kids in nearly a week.”

George stood up and said as he finished off his beer, “Doctor 
Palmer might be becoming a liability. What’s the sense in having a 
child psychologist and social worker for the state foster care system 
who stops feeding us the kids we need to make our money?”

Nicole shrugged and said, “We always have Doctor Newton. I saw 
her, and she had me eat her out again. I know that Judy has talked to 
Newton, and, besides, Newton has her own demons that we can exploit.” 

George laughed and said, “Like the fact that she has been using 
you for sex for the past several years?” 

“Yeah. She thinks that she has me under hypnosis and that I don’t 
remember what she does to me.” 

George laughed and said, “Eating pussy is one of your favorite 
things to do.” 

Nicole nodded as she walked down a small hallway to a back 
bedroom where the windows had been blacked out and five children 
lie nude and sedated with cameras all around them. “Evers wants 
Sabrina and Amy tonight.”

“What time?” 
“Around nine. He also told me to tell you not to touch them.” 
Sabrina was sitting in a corner with Amy. Both girls were off 

away from the other children. George laughed and called to Sabrina 
who walked over to him. She was nude and he said, “Suck my cock 
while I finish these photos.” Sabrina went down on George while 
he stood behind the camera with Nicole and took photos. Nicole 
was putting in flash drives for each child being photographed, and 
George was getting more and more animated as he came closer and 
closer to orgasm. He yelled out lightly as he came, and Sabrina was 
still attached to his penis like a newborn to her mother’s breast. She 
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was swallowing as he moved, and then he pulled her head off him 
and said, “Good job! Now, you and Amy dress and get into the back 
of the car and lay down together. I don’t want you two sitting up until 
we are all in the car and I tell you to. Understood?” Sabrina nodded. 
“You two are going to stay with Doctor Evers tonight.” 

Sabrina started to shake, and Nicole saw it and said, “Look, we 
pimp you out for a good price. Doctor Evers is going to be a great 
client. You and your foster sister will do whatever he wants and 
keep him happy, or I will beat you to death myself.” Sabrina walked 
over to Amy and grabbed her by the hand and pulled her up, and 
the two walked out of the room to a small bathroom. Nicole said, 
“See. It’s not that difficult to raise kids. You just have to know how 
to motivate them.” George laughed as the flash lit up the eyes of the 
other children in the room. 

The black Chevy Silverado pulled into an alley behind the apartment 
complex. The Eagle had watched Nicole park, and he knew what unit 
she was in. He pulled on his mask and pulled out two tranquilizer guns 
and crossed the alley in the pouring rain. He had a small receiver on his 
body armor but knew there would be little to no surveillance. He moved 
through the darkness until he was near the rear entrance to the apartment, 
then he pulled a small amplifier from his bag. The built-in headphones 
echoed for a moment in his ears as he listened near the rear sliding glass 
doors of the apartment. There were several adult voices, and he moved 
around the unit until he could see two cars parked in front. 

He grabbed two GPS tracking units from a small bag and crawled 
across the ground and slid the units under the car frames until he 
heard the metallic click of the magnets. He moved back around to the 
side of the apartment and watched as a man and woman ran through 
the rain for their car with several small children in tow then went 
back to the sliding glass door and heard a female voice.
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Nicole was standing near a half open curtain, and the Eagle could 
see and hear what was going on. Two small children dressed in only 
diapers and T-shirts were holding a woman’s hand. “So, were these 
two good today?” 

Nicole responded and said, “They were very good. Here you go.” 
Nicole handed the woman an envelope, and the woman said, “We are 

due back to see Doctor Palmer this week. I hope she recommends that we 
continue with your care. It has been … profitable.” The Eagle remained 
tight against the building, his black body armor blending into the shadow 
making him nearly invisible. Nicole patted the two small children on the 
top of their heads and handed each a lollypop, and the woman walked out 
of the apartment. Nicole turned after closing the door and said, “We are 
clear, George. I don’t know about you, but I’m hungry.” 

George appeared from a darkened hall and said, “I have worked 
up quite an appetite working at Doctor Evers’s today as well as 
fucking these kids, and you have to be famished after a full day 
dealing with his office and Paige this morning. Let’s grab a bite to 
eat.” The two put on coats and walked out the front door. 

The Eagle pulled his tablet out of his body armor and saw where the 
two vehicles were going. He looked at the time on the tablet. It was ten 
to eight. He moved around to the garage off the apartment and watched 
as Nicole pulled out in her vehicle with George in the front seat. The 
Eagle slid around to the slider door and then used a small knife to flip 
the latch and release the lock. He entered the apartment and slowly 
walked the small living room. The place was sparsely furnished.

He moved down the dark hall where there were two small doors 
open. One was a bathroom and the other was a bedroom. He moved into 
the room slowly and looked around. There were several mattresses on 
the floor as well as different types of children’s clothing and diapers. 
There were several large crates used to kennel animals, and the Eagle 
looked into the four units to see blankets and toys as well as toilets 
for toilet training. He could smell feces and urine and pulled his tablet 
from his chest and videotaped the room and its contents.
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There were several cameras on tripods and many types of lamps 
around the room. He saw a small closet and slowly opened the door. 
There were several small monitors, all dark, and three or four flash 
drives on a card table. He picked up all of the flash drives and plugged 
them into a multiport hard drive and began to download the data. He 
tried to view the content, but it was encrypted. He cleared the rest of 
the small apartment but no other information could be found. 

The Eagle pressed a bump key into the unit’s locks at the front and 
back doors as well as the garage, and with a light twist, he opened each 
locked door and slid the key into a small black bag and put it into his 
body armor then moved out the back sliding door and down the street 
to his truck. The rain had not let up, and he watched the two blinking 
dots on his screen from the GPS and then triangulated the information 
and began to pull backgrounds on the car owners. He pressed the start 
button on the truck, shook his head, and called Karen. 

“Doctor Faber.” 
“Karen, I’m going to need your help.” 
She was sitting at Violet’s bedside and said, “That’s funny because 

I’m going to need yours.” 
The Eagle said, “Meet me at the lair at eight thirty.” 
“Should I bring Sara or anyone else?” 
“No. We need to talk one-on-one.” Karen said okay and hung up 

the line. 
Sara was sitting across from her as was Chris as Violet slept, and 

Sara asked, “Was that John?” 
Karen shook her head, and Chris asked, “Was it the Eagle?” 
Karen nodded and said, “I need to go. He wants me at the lair.” 
Chris didn’t say anything, and Sara looked at the two of them and 

said, “He is on to something. We all know him well enough to know 
not to interrupt his investigating.” 

Chris nodded as Karen kissed him and said, “I will see you back 
at the house later. I doubt what the Eagle needs is going to take all 
night.” Chris nodded as Karen walked out of the room.
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Sabrina and Amy were lying in the back seat of the small car as George 
and Nicole headed down the street. Sabrina asked, “May we sit up?” 

Nicole was cold in her response, “Yes, and I want silence. We’re 
going to get some food and then drop you off at Doctor Evers’s.” 

Amy said in a small voice, “He hurt me last time. Please don’t let 
him hurt me again.”

George was driving through the rain and said, “He hurt you because 
you broke the rules. When he has you, you stay where he tells you. 
Understood?” Amy nodded as tears began to fall from her eyes. 

Nicole saw her in the rear view mirror and turned in the seat and 
smacked her hard across the face. “Don’t start your shit. If you do 
what the Doctor tells you to do, he will not hurt you. If you want to 
start crying, I will give you something to cry about.” Amy pressed 
her little back against the seat and began to shake her head violently. 
Sabrina put her hand on Amy’s, and Amy clutched it out of sight of 
George and Nicole. Nicole laughed and said, “That’s right. You know 
exactly what I’m talking about. That’s why God created wire clothes 
hangers.” Amy’s face was white, and the tears had stopped. 

Sabrina sat silent and then asked, “What are we having for dinner?” 
George looked at the dashboard clock. It was half past eight, and 

he said, “Drive-thru food, so do you two want a little bitch’s meal?” 
Sabrina asked if they could have hamburgers, and George nodded as 
they pulled into the drive-thru. 

Sam had been sitting with a beer at her group’s usual table when 
she saw Maria Martinez come through the front door. Maria was 
dressed in a light-colored blouse and a mid-length skirt. She was 
looking around the room, and Sam stood up and waved, and Maria 
smiled and joined her. She sat down, and Javier hobbled over and 
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asked what she would like to drink. “Gin and tonic, please.” As 
Javier walked away, Sam polished off the last of her beer and said, 
“A sophisticated woman.” 

Maria smiled and said, “Beer is fine for sporting events, but when 
I want to feel the effects fast, nothing beats liquor.” 

Sam laughed and said, “Well, in my line of work I have to try and 
stay sharp at all times, plus I’m on duty tonight as Jim is taking the 
night off to spend with his wife.” 

A young waitress brought over the drink as well as menus, and 
Maria looked around and asked, “Do you come here often?” 

Sam took a beer from the bucket next to the table and said, “It’s a 
police hangout. The owner is friendly, and we all cover each other’s 
backs.” Maria raised her glass and toasted the two of them as the 
waitress took their appetizer order.

Sabrina and Amy were seated on a couch in the living room in 
Evers’s home. He gave the two girls a glass of clear liquid and said, 
“Drink it slowly and don’t move.” The girls sipped the liquid as 
Evers walked George and Nicole into a den off the kitchen. “So,” 
Evers asked, “how long have you been dealing child porn?” 

George froze in place, but Nicole had no reaction. He looked at 
her and asked, “Did you fuckin’ tell him?” Nicole didn’t get a chance 
to answer before Elton cut her off. 

“She told me enough, and I started doing a little deep web trolling on 
some of my favorite sites and found video and pictures of the two girls 
that are sitting in my living room. I know that you two are not related, 
and I know that the two girls in my living room are in foster care. I 
know how pedophilia works, and you’re both pedophiles, so let’s cut 
the crap.” Elton looked at Nicole and said, “Did you really think that I 
bought your story at my office? You two are working together, and you 
are also making a shitload of money. These sites are very, very intricate 
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and very, very well encrypted. I had to enlist the assistance of a friend to 
get into your site. She was happy to help, and, as it turns out, is the person 
feeding you your kids.” Nicole stood silent as George weaved a bit. 

Elton laughed and said, “I have no intention of turning you two 
in. In fact, I want to work with you. You are both amateurs. You don’t 
know what to do to get the real money out of your sites. Nude pictures 
of little kids are nothing along with the little sex acts you perform on 
them or have them perform on each other. The real money is in more 
explicit violent acts, like rape scenes. I get off by seeing blood, choking, 
bondage, and S&M on the little fucks. If you want to feed the appetites 
of the men and women who pay for your sites, the way to do that is to 
add some more graphic displays. You need some cherry popper videos, 
some great adult on kid action, even suffocation, and, yes, even killing 
the little fucks while fucking them. There is nothing that will get your 
audience hotter than hearing the screams as some guy punches a kid’s 
balloon knot with his cock and pops cherries … not to mention some 
deep throat action. That’s where the money is. You have a built-in 
audience already. We can make this bigger and better, and I can even get 
into the action as a faceless player popping your boys and girls.” 

There was silence, and George said, “I don’t know how to do that 
other stuff, Doctor Evers. I mean, I fuck the girls, so that’s natural. 
How are we going to get the parents’ permission to deflower their 
children? I mean, we are dealing with kids from six months to ten 
years old, and all of them are coming out of social services from 
foster parents who we work with through the system. They get a cut 
of the action as does the doctor who refers them, but this sounds 
like it would be a lot more expensive and invasive, not to mention a 
murder spree. I don’t know anyone who is willing to get in on that.” 

Elton laughed and threw a flash drive to George and said, “Watch 
and learn.” He pulled out a small tablet and took back the drive and 
plugged it in. He made a few passes on the screen, and all of a sudden 
Sabrina and Amy’s voices could be heard screaming. They could not see 
the face of the man on top of the girls, but there were several different 
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camera angles as each of the girls was being violated. Elton laughed 
and pointed to Amy’s small butt cheeks being spread as he pressed his 
manhood into her anus and said, “Now, that’s what people will pay for 
– a man’s cock punching a kid’s balloon knot. There is little blood as 
both have already been deflowered, but the screams and the images are 
the same until they dilate and can breathe and I can really pound them. 
Tell me that you’re not getting engorged just looking at it?” George 
nodded, rubbing his hands on the front of his pants. 

Nicole was looking at it and said, “Okay, the filming isn’t that 
great, but I see what you’re getting at. Raping the kids as opposed 
to taking pictures raises the stakes here. The older the kids, the more 
likely they are to talk. But how do we kill them on camera, and what 
do we do with the bodies?” 

Elton laughed again and said, “Did you see me give the girls a drink 
before we left the living room?” They nodded. “That is a powerful 
tranquilizer that I created myself. It allows for lively, agonizing sex acts, 
and the kids have no memory of it the next day. They’re a little sore, but 
as long as their caregivers are in on it and there are no medical doctors 
to check them out for molestation or rape, it just goes away after a few 
hours. I have been using the cocktail for years on adults and kids, and 
I have never ever even had anyone question me. I fuck patients in my 
office all the time, and they are unaware of anything. I get kids every 
now and then from Doctor Palmer that are … let’s just say expendable. 
I do them for a day, a week, months, and then depending on my mood, 
kill them in a manner befitting that mood. What do I do with the bodies? 
That’s my secret, and it is a secret I plan on keeping.” 

Nicole and George stared at each other, and Elton smiled and said, 
“Yes. Doctor Palmer and I work together, and once or twice a year she 
will get a true indigent, and I get to have the kid, and it is one huge party 
for me. I have all of the sex on film. I, however, have never uploaded or 
shared it with anyone as I have not had a source. You two can upload the 
information through your sharing site, and I can add a huge amount of 
kiddie sex and porn to my collection while getting to act out my desires.” 
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There were a few more moments of awkward silence, and Elton 
said, “I’m giving you the illusion of choice. We are going to start this 
tonight. You two are going to mix these videos from last night and then 
bring them to me for final approval. I will do more filming with the 
girls. We’ll blur out their faces, and, of course, any identifying marks as 
well as my face, and we will make it the first installment on your new 
expanded kiddie porn channel as of tomorrow night.” He pulled the 
flash drive out of the tablet and said, “Take this and get started. Use my 
guest house. I have all of my equipment out there. You two will do the 
mix and then go home. Tomorrow, we will start a new venture. When 
I’m ready to do some live action filming, I will call for you.” 

George took the drive from Elton’s hand and nodded as Elton showed 
them to his guest house and equipment. George asked, “You are going to 
be having sex with the girls. Where do you want me to leave the drive 
when I’m finished with it?” Elton pointed to a table in the home, and 
George said, “I will do it now. We have kids in the morning, and we 
need to greet them, and we need to get back to the apartment and clean 
things up for them tonight.” Elton nodded and walked away.
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Chapter Fifteen
“Jesus Christ! Just 

 when I think I have  
seen everything.”

J
im was sitting in a corner of the conference room at the lair when 
Karen walked in. She looked around and asked, “Where’s the 
Eagle?” Jim shrugged. “He called me and told me he wanted to 

talk to me alone.” Jim shrugged again and pulled a cigarette out of 
his top left pocket and put it in his mouth. Karen sat down in one of 
the leather chairs as he snapped his Zippo shut. She twisted in her 
chair for a few minutes until she saw John enter the room in full body 
armor with his mask in one hand and a tablet in the other.

Jim pulled out his midi recorder and pressed a red button on the 
side and put it on the table. John plugged a USB cable into his tablet 
and then ran his hand across the screen, and the monitor behind him 
shined bright with a web page Karen had never seen before. The 
image on the screen read, ‘TOR,’ and she looked at John and asked, 
“What is TOR, and why does the “O” look like an onion?” 
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John looked at Jim and then at her and said, “TOR, or the onion, 
is the ‘real’ internet and will take us into the deep web.” Karen sat 
staring at the screen as the cursor on the mouse pointer moved and 
programs began to open. John pulled a large flash drive from his body 
armor and plugged it in, and Karen watched as the screen went black 
and then a large fast sequence of numbers began to scroll in a window. 

She looked at John and asked, “What are you doing?” 
Jim spoke up and said, “John is trying to unencrypt a file or files. 

I bet there is going to be something very, very disturbing on the other 
end of that firewall.” 

Karen was about to speak when an image appeared on the screen. It 
was a little boy, maybe five. She looked hard at the screen, and Jim and 
John turned in their chairs and looked as well. There was a male voice off 
camera talking to the boy and telling him what to do. The child was sitting 
nude with his penis in his hands, masturbating. The man gave the child 
instructions, and he followed them, posing in multiple sexual positions, 
and then two young girls were brought into the scene. Karen watched 
with the two men as the children were instructed to engage in sex acts. 

There were flashes from a camera, and a female voice could be 
heard off camera, “You two start kissing each other. Tommy, you lick 
the two girls in their private place.” The boy did as he was told. 

Jim looked over at John and asked, “Where did the Eagle get this?” 
“An apartment in North Hollywood about an hour ago.” 
Karen watched for a few minutes and then asked, “John? Did you 

call me here to watch child pornography?” 
He had a laptop open and was typing on it and asked without 

looking up, “Do you know a woman named Doctor Judy Palmer?” 
She nodded and said, “Yes. She works for the Department of Social 

Services in the child welfare division. Why?”
Jim stubbed out his cigarette and said, “I’ve heard of this Palmer 

woman. She’s the head of the department of child services. I dealt with her 
when I took Jessica into protective custody during the Hollywood murders 
when you were dealing with Alan Holden and his sick fuck boyfriend 
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Clive Montgomery who were killing those young teenage girls.” He took 
a deep breath and said, “Holden was Holly Bachman’s agent before his 
sins were discovered by the Eagle. I also remember that Anita Bandon was 
the case worker who handled Bachman’s case until she was emancipated 
and almost ended up a victim of Holden and Montgomery.” 

Karen looked at Jim and John and asked, “I don’t understand. Are 
you two saying that Palmer and Bandon have something to do with 
what is on the screen?” 

Jim looked at John and asked if he recognized the voices. John 
nodded, and Karen said, “I still don’t understand why I’m here.” 

John paused the video and sat back in his chair beneath the red 
and black Eagle carving above his head and asked, “You said that 
I was not someone you could hypnotize.” Karen nodded. “What 
about Jim? Can you hypnotize him?” 

“I don’t know, John. I would say just on knowing Jim that he is not 
suggestable either, so I would guess that he would be hard to put under.” 

John’s cell phone rang, and he pulled it from his hip and said, 
“How is Violet?”

Sara’s voice was quiet on the other end of the line. “Not good. I had 
the lab rush toxicology reports on her, and she’s been drugged.” Karen 
was watching John’s face and looked over at Jim who had removed 
another cigarette from his pocket and was lighting it with no emotion. 

“What type of drug?” 
“Drugs, John. She has a cocktail in her system.” 
John put his phone down on the table and pressed the speaker phone 

and said, “I have Jim and Karen here. Tell us what you know.” 
Sara’s voice was still soft, and she said, “The tox screen came back 

with a mixture of GHB, Ketamine, and pure grain alcohol.” 
Jim said, “A date rape cocktail. What the fuck? She was found in her 

own car from what Chris told me. How could she have been drugged?” 
Karen was listening, and Sara said, “We don’t know. She had a 

cup of coffee, and we have that, and it had the drugs in it. Someone 
slipped it to her.” 
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John said, “We’ll see if there is surveillance video at the location. 
I had her car impounded. Is she going to make it?” 

“I don’t know. Her breathing is so shallow that we had to put her 
on a ventilator. She’s in a coma.” 

Karen said, “Gamma hydroxybutyrate, Ketamine, and pure grain 
alcohol. How high are Violet’s blood levels?” 

“Lethal.” 
Karen looked around the room and asked, “Was the dose in 

the coffee lethal?” Sara was silent for a minute then read off some 
numbers. Karen looked at John while talking and said, “That’s not a 
lethal dose. Someone has been dosing her … and for a while. That’s 
a cocktail that could be used for rape, but it could also be used as a 
hypnotic enhancer and a memory killer.” John asked her to explain. 
“These are club drugs; which I know you know. What you probably 
don’t know is that you don’t use Special K and GHB together with 
alcohol. It’s very, very dangerous unless you know what the hell 
you are doing. Special K and GHB on their own would be enough 
to take advantage of someone, and he or she would have little or no 
recollection of having sex or anything else. This is a cocktail based 
on the numbers you got from the coffee. This tells me that this has 
been being used on her in a therapeutic setting for some time. If we 
find the person who was with her last, I think we might just unlock 
the key to who is both behind the recent suicides and the murder 
at the diner last night. I would have Jade check the victims’ blood 
for this mixture of drugs. I’m going to bet that they will all have it 
in their system. There are bad people out there, and they are using 
hypnotic and psychotropic drugs in therapy on their victims.” 

John asked Sara to keep them posted on Violet. He looked at his 
watch and said, “I have to be somewhere.” Jim asked if he was going 
to call Chris. John shook his head and said, “No. I want you to come 
with me. The Eagle has some people to collect.” 

Jim laughed and stood up as Karen stood and asked, “Is that it? 
That’s all you needed from me?” 
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John looked down into her bright eyes and said, “For the moment. 
Don’t go too far from here. The Eagle is going to need you. Can you make 
this drug cocktail? And can you use it to put someone under hypnosis?” 

She nodded and said, “Sure. I have all of the medications here to 
create it. It won’t hypnotize someone; it will just relax them enough 
to make them suggestable.” 

Jim said, “I thought that you could not make someone hurt themselves 
under hypnosis. So, why are you so obsessed with this, John?” 

Karen looked at Jim and said, “As a general rule, you’re right. 
But hypnosis has its dark side, and the wrong people can do great 
harm and override even primal protections in the human mind by 
creating false memories and building an alternate reality and using 
triggers for behavior modification.” 

Jim cocked his head and asked, “Are you telling me that some fucker 
out there is programing people to kill themselves?” 

“At minimum. I think it is much worse than that.” 
She walked out of the room, and Jim turned to John and said, “Jesus 

Christ! Just when I think I have seen everything.” 

Jim was holding the Eagle’s tablet in his lap as he looked down at 
the blinking lights. “So … where are we going?” 

The Eagle was staring out the windshield as the rain started falling 
again, and the windshield wipers swept across the glass. “These 
two people picked up children from a location in North Hollywood 
earlier this evening. I need to interview them.” 

Jim laughed. “You mean torture and kill them?” 
The Eagle was cold in his response, “Not before I get answers to 

some questions.”
Jim pulled a cigarette out and asked, “May I?” He gestured with the 

smoke, and the Eagle nodded. Jim cracked the passenger window and 
lit the cigarette and asked, “So, the fact that you have tracking on these 
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two means you already know they’re dirty. It also tells me that you have 
been to the source location for the videos we were watching, so why 
waste your time with these people and not take out the source?” The rain 
began to fall harder. Jim looked at the clock on the dashboard and said, 
“Eleven p.m. I wonder how Sam and Maria have done on their date.”  

The Eagle was staring straight ahead and said, “I can’t cut the head 
off the serpent until I understand how this situation works. One of these 
people stated that she had an appointment with Palmer after taking 
money from one of the perps at the apartment. I need to understand 
how this works in order to stop it and hopefully save more children.” 

Jim took a hit off the cigarette and said, “This shit is going on all 
over the country and the world. You’re not going to stop kiddie porn in 
one fell swoop. I don’t care if you’re the Iron fuckin’ Eagle or not.” 

“I’m not trying to stop something global. I’m trying to stop something 
local. Who knows where that might lead.” The Eagle pulled off the 101 
Freeway in Reseda and headed down Tampa Avenue following the 
blip. He pulled into a back alley off Sherman Way, and the truck was 
right on top of one of the blips. There was a garage and cinderblock 
fence, and the Eagle said, “Wait here. I’ll be back.” He put on his mask 
and grabbed a small duffle bag and got out of the truck. Jim sat in the 
darkness listening to the rain as the Eagle disappeared.

Jim got out of the truck and opened the rear door and started to clear 
some material from the back seat. He whispered to himself, “I have a 
feeling there will be multiple people back here soon.” 

The Eagle pulled out two units and scanned for security and picked 
up both wireless and hardwired signals. He put the small channel 
blocker in his pocket near his right thigh and could feel the buzz as 
the unit picked up and blocked signals. The small house on the other 
side of the wall was dark, and he moved to a sliding glass door and 
checked it and found the magnetic connector that monitored it. He 
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pressed a small black box to the glass and felt two quick buzzes in 
his pocket and knew that the magnets had been disarmed. He pulled 
a pen knife from his pocket and flipped the lock and opened the 
sliding glass door quickly and moved into the house. Through his 
night vision, he saw a motion sensor and checked to make sure that 
it was disabled. He moved through the darkness until he came to a 
set of three doors. Two were open. One was a bathroom and the other 
a bedroom. He could hear light snoring and saw that there was a 
person in the bed and that the covers on the sleeping person had been 
pulled back. He crossed over to where the door was closed and could 
hear bedsprings squeaking and a male voice grunting. 

“You just keep quiet.” 
The Eagle heard light breathing but no other noise. The door was 

not shut completely, and he pressed his body against it, and the door 
opened. He could see two nude figures. A small boy on his stomach 
with a large man on top of him. They were both nude, and the man 
was grunting and thrusting his pelvis on the boy’s rear as the boy 
stared blankly into the darkness. The Eagle moved slowly into the 
room, but the man was too absorbed in the attack to notice. The 
Eagle pulled out a tranquilizer gun and shot the man in the buttocks. 
He moved once or twice then collapsed onto the child. 

The Eagle pulled the man off the boy and threw his body onto the 
wood floor, which brought out a call from the other bedroom. The 
Eagle put his fingers to the lips of his mask in a gesture for the boy 
to remain silent. 

A few seconds passed, and a woman walked into the room and 
turned on the bedroom light. She screamed when she saw the man 
on the floor and cried, “Kevin! Jesus, Kevin! Are you okay?” The 
woman had been in such a rush that she never saw the Eagle in the 
back corner until he stood up rising high above her. She let out a 
muted scream, which was cut short by a tranquilizer dart. 

The Eagle walked over to the young boy, still nude and uncovered. 
There was semen on his back and the side of his mouth, and the 
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Eagle squatted down and said, “You’re safe.” He recognized the boy 
from the earlier video, and the boy pulled himself up on his elbows 
and rolled onto his side. 

“Are you here to hurt me, too?” 
The Eagle shook his head and asked, “Are there any other children 

here with you?” The boy pointed to a small closet, and the Eagle walked 
over and opened the door to find three girls, two he recognized from the 
video and an older one he did not. All three huddled beneath a blanket, 
blinking from the sudden light. Two of the girls began to scream as their 
eyes adjusted, and they saw the black faceless Eagle staring down at them. 

He put his hands on the children and said, “You’re safe. I’m here to 
help. Can you walk?” The girls nodded, and they slowly crawled out of the 
closet and dropped the thin blanket revealing their bruised, nude bodies. 

The boy was now sitting up on the bed and asked, “Are our 
parents dead?” 

The girls looked at the man and woman, and the Eagle said, “No. 
Sleeping. These are your parents?” 

The boy nodded, and one of the girls said, “They’re our foster 
parents, not our parents. We are staying with them.” 

The girl speaking was well developed and articulate, and the 
Eagle asked, “What’s your name?” 

“My name is Helen. This is Donna, and this is Elizabeth. The boy 
on the bed is Brian.” 

“How old are you?” 
Helen said, “I’m fifteen; Donna is ten, and Elizabeth is twelve. 

Brian’s six. And if you care to know, the people on the floor are 
Darla Huss and her boyfriend Kevin Smolt.”

The Eagle pulled his cell phone off his hip and called Jim. “I 
need you in the house and bring a couple of the blankets from the 
back of my truck.” The Eagle put the phone on his hip, and as Kevin 
started to move, the Eagle kicked him in the head, causing the girls 
to withdraw. He looked at them and said, “I’m not going to hurt you. 
We’re going to take you out of here.” 
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Jim walked into the room and saw the children and said, “What 
the fuck is going on in here?” 

“Rape … and worse. Take the children to the truck. I will tie these 
two off and bring them out in a minute.” Jim didn’t ask any questions. 
He just handed each child a blanket and covered them up and said, “Can 
you all walk?” They nodded, and Jim said, “It’s raining pretty hard, so I 
want you each to walk to the back door, and I will carry you to the truck.”

Helen looked at the Eagle as he was tying Darla’s hands behind her 
back and asked, “Can I help?” Jim looked down at the Eagle, who nodded 
and handed her several zip ties as the others followed Jim out of the room. 

She had the blanket over her shoulders but threw it off when the 
Eagle handed her the ties, and he said, “You hold them and hand 
them to me as I ask for them. Okay?” 

Helen nodded and said, “I wish I could have kicked Kevin in the 
head.” The Eagle had just tied off Darla’s feet and asked for a tie. 

The Eagle was tying Kevin’s arms behind his nude back and 
asked, “How long have you been with these two?” 

Helen handed him the final zip tie and said, “About a year. I’ve been 
here the longest. Donna and Elizabeth came in after me, and poor Brian 
has only been here for a few weeks.” The Eagle stood up, and Helen 
stepped back and said, “Jesus! You’re huge. Who the hell are you?” 

The Eagle shook his head and said, “I take it this is not your first 
foster home and that you have been abused before.” 

She nodded and said, “We get raped several times a night. I’m used 
to it. My father started on me when I was just a little girl. I have tried 
to teach the girls how to take it from the men and women that Darla has 
been selling us to for sex. Brian’s here for all the wrong reasons. His 
parents got picked up on a drug charge, and he was staying with his 
grandmother. She just died, and he ended up here in foster care.” 

The Eagle lifted Kevin onto his shoulder and asked, “Did Kevin 
rape you?” 

“He raped all of us, but when Brian showed up he left us alone. All 
he wanted was Brian, and he’s been raping him several times a night.” 
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“Follow me. We need to get these two out of here, and you can tell 
me everything as we drive.” She picked up the blanket then stepped 
on Darla’s back as she followed the Eagle. He caught what she did 
and asked, “Why did you step on her?”  

Helen turned around with her back to the Eagle, and she was 
covered with cigarette burns. Helen said, “She used me as an ashtray. 
She thought it was funny when I would scream as she pressed out 
her cigarettes on my back. She got more pissed off when I stopped 
screaming and went silent and that just made her do it more and more.” 

The Eagle stared at the scars and fresh burns that ran the length of 
her back from her neck down and across her bottom. 

“Where I am taking you no one will hurt you ever again.” 
“I’ve heard that before. I wish it was true, but I know it’s not. I 

mean, I don’t think that you will hurt me or the other kids. But if we 
end up back in the system, someone else will hurt us.” The Eagle 
walked out the back door with Kevin over his shoulders. Helen 
followed him in the rain, walking across the grass to the truck and 
watched as he threw Kevin into the bed. He walked back and got 
Darla and threw her in as well then threw a tarp over them. He put 
Helen in the back of the truck with the others as Jim walked back 
to the house.

The Eagle looked at Helen and asked, “Did they take any pictures 
of you here?” She nodded, and he said, “I want you three to stay here 
in the truck. Okay?” The three children looked at the giant man and 
nodded slowly. He looked at Helen and held out his giant hand. She 
grasped it, and he helped her out of the truck then lifted her in his 
giant arms and put his head down and carried her back into the house. 
He put her down in the living room as Jim stood looking around. 

Jim said, “Well, it appears we have a small photo gallery here.” 
The Eagle said, “Will you watch the others in my truck while 

Helen and I talk?” 
He nodded and walked to the back door then said, “When do you 

want me to call LAPD and my men?” 
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“When I come back to the truck. It won’t be long.” Jim nodded 
and walked out. 

The Eagle asked, “Where are your clothes?” 
Helen walked him over to a hall closet off the front door and 

opened it. There were stacks of clothes, and she grabbed several 
things and put on some panties, a pair of sweat pants and then 
grabbed a sweatshirt and stood topless looking at him and asked, 
“Do you think I’m hot?” 

“I think you’re a child who is in the middle of puberty and has 
been abused. Please put your shirt on.” Helen hung her head and put 
the sweatshirt on then walked over to a small couch and began to 
explain how they were photographed and how sex tapes were made. 
Helen sat down, after showing the Eagle where the video equipment 
was, and started crying hard. 

The Eagle stood in front of her and said, “I know this is traumatic, but 
you are helping me a lot and stopping this from happening to other kids.” 

Helen wiped her green eyes with her sleeve. Her long red hair 
shined in the light of the living room. She drew a deep breath and 
threw her hands down at her sides as she wept and said, “I don’t 
care about this shit. I want you to like me, so I can stay with you, 
where I know I won’t get hurt anymore. I’m really, really good in 
bed. Please like me and take me.”

As he sat down next to her, he said, “I do like you, and I do want 
you to be safe, and I promise you that you will be. You don’t have to 
use your body to get what you want here. You need to be a teenager 
and have a life. I know you don’t believe me now, but I promise you 
and the other children will be safe from here on out.” 

Helen walked over to the desk, opened a drawer, and pulled out a 
long string of flash drives on a lanyard. She handed them to the Eagle 
and said, “This is everything that I have seen shot since I have been 
here. Kevin has only been Darla’s boyfriend for a few months. She has 
had plenty of others, and all of them raped me and others over the past 
year. It’s encrypted, but I doubt you will have any trouble with it.” 
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“We need to go. It’s late, and the drug I used on those animals 
will wear off faster in the rain.” Helen nodded as the Eagle picked 
her up and carried her back out to his truck. 

Jim was standing next to the truck with an umbrella over his 
head, smoking a cigarette and asked, “So, do you want me to dispatch 
some damn units, or do you want to watch the movies first?” 

“Dispatch units. We’re taking the kids with us along with the 
occupants. There’s enough left behind for detectives to put out an 
APB for Ms. Huss and her boyfriend once they know who he is.” 

“Did the Eagle leave a calling card?” 
The Eagle shook his head and said, “No … not yet. I don’t want 

anyone to know it was me until I know all of what is going on. 
Between what Helen has already told me and will tell me, plus what I 
get out of the two in the back, I think I am going to be able to connect 
the dots pretty fast.”  

They all got in, and Helen sat between Jim and the Eagle, talking 
about Darla and the things that had happened to her. Jim made the call 
then looked at her and said, “You remind me of someone I met years ago.” 
The Eagle didn’t say anything. He just drove as Helen continued to talk.
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Chapter Sixteen
“How did the date go?”

S
am and Maria were finishing up their desserts and drinks when 
Sam’s cell phone rang. She excused herself and answered it. 

Jim’s voice was clear on the other end of the line. “Sam, I’m 
sorry if I’ve interrupted your date, but I need you to get your ass to 
Reseda. I texted you the address. You won’t need any context. You’ll 
understand it all when you get there.” 

Sam looked at Maria and said, “I’m sorry, but work calls.” 
Maria laughed and said, “That’s okay. Police work never ends, 

does it?” Sam shook her head and stood up and started for the door. 
Maria asked, “Don’t we need to pay the tab?”

Javier just waived his arm, and Sam said, “Police eat free here.” 
Maria said, “I’m not police.” 
Sam laughed and said, “No, but you are my date, so it’s taken 

care of.” 
They walked out of the bar only to be greeted by a driving rain, 

and they stood under the awning to the building, and Maria said, 
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“Well, this is a hell of a night, isn’t it?” Sam nodded, and Maria 
asked, “When you get done with your call, do you have any plans?” 

Sam looked down at her watch. It was eleven thirty. She looked 
into Maria’s pleading eyes and said, “Um … no, but I have no idea 
how long I am going to be. This appears to be a crime scene situation.” 

“Homicide?” 
“No. I think something else. I would love to have a nightcap with 

you, but I don’t know what time I will get off scene, and you live a 
long way from here.” 

Maria moved in close, took Sam’s face in her hands, and laid a 
long, passionate kiss on her. The two were locked in an embrace, 
kissing deeply, when Maria pulled Sam’s face away and said, “I 
could always wait for you at your place … if I had a key.” 

Sam pulled out her key ring and pulled her apartment key off of it 
and said, “The place is a bit of a mess, but the bedroom is clean. I’ll 
text you the address, and I will see you as soon as I clear the scene.” 

Maria opened her blouse and bared her breasts and said, “These 
will be waiting for you when you get home, Sheriff.” 

Sam leaned down and kissed each breast gently and said, “I will 
be as quick as I can.” She took a deep breath of Maria’s perfume and 
then exhaled and said, “Jesus, you smell so good.” 

Maria smiled as she pulled out her own key ring and said, “Wait 
until you taste me! I am very, very exotic.” She ran across the 
parking lot to her car, and Sam quickly texted her the address and 
headed for the scene.

Chris walked in at just after eleven to see Karen sitting with Sara 
with a glass of wine, talking in the living room. He looked at them 
and asked, “Is John here?” 

Sara swallowed her wine and said, “No. The Eagle is on the prowl. I 
received a text a few minutes ago. He’s en route and has guests.” 
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“I understand he’s pissed that I want a transfer, but both John and 
the Eagle are acting like dicks.” 

Karen walked over and kissed him and said, “This has nothing to 
do with any of that. I think the Eagle is trying to protect you.” 

“From what?” 
Sara was looking down at her phone and said, “He’s here, and I 

think you are about to find out.”

Jim had lifted Darla’s body out of the bed of the truck as the 
Eagle carried Kevin. The four children were all seated in the cab, and 
Sara greeted them at the door. “Which operating room?” 

The Eagle looked over at Jim and said, “One and two. I want 
them separated.” 

Karen and Chris were walking into the lair as Jim walked down 
the hall to the operating room with a body flung over his shoulder, 
and Chris asked, “What do you have?”

The Eagle said, “Four traumatized kids in my truck. Will you go 
and get them and take them into the first holding room?” 

Chris nodded and asked, “You have your mask on, but Jim’s face 
isn’t covered. Are the kids old enough to ID him?” 

“Karen and Sara will take care of that.” 
Chris nodded and walked out to the truck. Karen went with him, 

and he looked at the children wrapped in blankets, and Karen saw his 
face grow cold. Chris said nothing at first, and Karen walked over to the 
passenger door and looked at Helen and asked, “Are you siblings?” 

She shook her head and said, “Foster kids.” 
Chris reached out his hand and helped Helen and the other three 

out of the truck.  Chris looked into Brian’s eyes, and his own grew 
misty. He walked the four to the holding room and got them each 
some water and cookies. 

“Who are you?” Helen asked.
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Chris said, “I’m a friend of the Eagle.” 
She looked at him with her head halfcocked and said, “The 

Eagle? Who’s the Eagle?”
Karen said, “That’s the man who has brought you here.” 
Helen smiled and said, “The Iron Eagle?” Karen nodded, and 

Helen said, “We were just saved by the Iron Eagle?” 
Chris asked, “What do you know of the Eagle?” 
Helen took a drink of the water and said, “I have read news stories 

about him. He’s supposed to be a cold-blooded killer.” 
“Are you afraid?” Karen asked.
Helen shook her head quickly and said, “Nope. He and I had a 

good talk, and I showed him all of the things that have been done to 
us. I don’t imagine that he is going to hurt us.” 

Chris nodded and said, “You’re right. The Eagle will not hurt you 
or your friends.”

Helen took a bite of her cookie and said, “I know that he will protect 
us. He told me that. What’s he going to do with Darla and Kevin?” 
Chris looked at Karen who looked back at him, and Helen said, “Never 
mind. I’ve read enough about him to know that they’re going to die.” 

Karen asked, “How old are you?” 
“Fifteen. Sixteen in March. How old are you, and who are you?” 
Karen smiled and said, “I’m a doctor, Helen, and I am only four 

years older than you.” 
Helen smiled and said, “Things seem to be looking up for me and 

the rest of my friends.” 
Brian was sitting alone with a blanket around him, sipping from a 

bottle of water, and Karen walked over and asked, “What’s your name?” 
“Brian. What’s your name?” 
“Karen. Are you hurt, Brian?” 
He nodded, and Chris said to leave him be. “I’ll talk to him in a 

few minutes.” 
Sara walked in and waved for Chris and Karen, who followed, 

and Helen asked, “How long are we going to be here?” 
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Sara shrugged and said, “I don’t know yet, honey. I’m going to 
lock this door. There’s food in the refrigerator, and the two couches 
pull out into beds. Do you know what a hide-a-bed is?” 

Helen nodded and said, “Oh yes. I’ve slept on lots of them.” 
Sara said, “You can pull them out and lay down. You’re going to 

be here at least overnight, and I’m sure you’re all tired.” 
Helen stood up and said, “I can take care of the others and get 

them to bed. Will I see the Eagle again?” 
“I can pretty much guarantee that you will, so get some rest.” 
Sara closed the door behind her, and Chris was seething and said, 

“Where is he?” She pointed to operating room one, and Chris walked 
off, leaving Karen in the foyer.

“We need to set up IV bags for the Eagle’s guests,” Sara said, “and 
prepare solutions for the children, so that they don’t remember this night.” 

“The young ones will be okay. I’ll get their weights and administer 
the medication. They’ll remember little of this night. As for Helen, 
she’s not just going to forget, Sara. She hasn’t seen the Eagle’s face, 
but she has seen ours. I can give her the medication, but I don’t think 
it will wipe the slate clean enough.” 

Sara nodded as Karen followed her to a storage closet off 
operating room one to prepare the IVs.  

Chris was standing in the doorway as the Eagle strapped Kevin to 
the gurney. “Child rape?” Chris asked as he grabbed Kevin’s nude leg 
and put a leather restraint on it. 

“At minimum. I think we have a kiddie porn ring, and I caught 
this guy sodomizing the little boy.” 

Chris pulled over one of the steel trays and a stool and asked, 
“Can I deal with this guy?” 

The Eagle nodded, taking off his mask, and said, “You can 
dispatch him after I have gotten all the information that I can from 
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him.” Sara walked in with an IV bag in her hand, and the Eagle 
looked at her and asked, “The usual mixture?” She nodded, hanging 
the bag on the pole then dropping the tubing to the floor. She set 
the drip and then started slapping Kevin’s arm to raise a vein. Chris 
picked up the tubing and pulled the cap off the IV needle and drove 
it deep into Kevin’s armpit. 

Blood shot out from under his arm, and Sara smiled and said, 
“You’re learning. You hit his brachial artery in one shot.” 

“I had a great teacher.” 
Sara checked the IV and then opened the drip. Kevin’s eyes shot 

open, and he began to scream. Chris slugged him in the face, sending 
teeth flying across the room. 

The Eagle pulled Chris’s hand back and said, “He must be able 
to speak. I know this is upsetting to you. I know you’re reliving what 
happened to Andrea, but this is not the same thing. Believe it or not, 
Chris, it’s worse. I promise you he’s yours to end when it’s time. 
Right now I need information.” 

Chris pulled back, and Kevin looked up at the Eagle and asked, 
“What the hell is going on. Who the hell are you people?” 

The Eagle pulled the steel tray over to the gurney and asked Chris 
to restrain Kevin’s head. Chris put his palm into the middle of Kevin’s 
forehead and pulled a black leather strap up and over his forehead then 
strapped it to the table so that Kevin was staring straight up in the air. 
The Eagle pulled out a set of dental pliers and a sharp, hooked tool. 

“You can call me justice, and you are going to tell me everything 
that you have been doing to children.” 

Kevin was staring up into the lights of the operating room as 
the Eagle slid the long steel tool into his mouth and began to dig 
under his gums, separating them from his teeth. Kevin’s screams 
were deafening, and Chris handed the Eagle a set of soft ear plugs. 

The Eagle worked for a half hour until all of the roots of Kevin’s 
teeth were exposed, and his gums were just bloody pulp. Chris was 
spraying water into the man’s mouth as the Eagle worked, and when 
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he had exposed the last root, the Eagle said, “Now … tell me about 
the child pornography you have been filming.” 

Kevin was crying and spitting both blood and gum tissue as he 
spoke. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

Chris had a pair of latex gloves on, and he took a cotton swab and 
ran it around Kevin’s penis then put it up to Kevin’s nose and asked, 
“The shit that is on the end of your dick … it’s not yours, now, is it?” 

Kevin started crying harder and said, “Darla. It’s Darla’s deal. I was 
just getting off. I never intended to hurt the kids. I was just getting off.” 

Chris pulled a circular blade from the table and showed it to 
Kevin. “Do you know what this is?” Kevin tried to move his head 
while saying no. Chris said, “This is the scalpel I’m going to use 
to castrate you. I can start now, or you can start talking.” Kevin 
screamed a few obscenities, and Chris grabbed Kevin’s scrotum and 
pulled hard on the testes with his fingers. 

The Eagle looked into the man’s eyes and said, “No matter how 
you cut it you’re going to have a really bad night, so start talking.” He 
pressed the button on a remote on the steel table, and four monitors in 
the room came to life. Kevin could see his nude body on the gurney. 
He could see the scalpel between his legs, and he began speaking 
clearly and concisely as the Eagle laid the pliers on his chest.

It was just after midnight when Sam arrived on scene at Darla 
and Kevin’s apartment. Jim was standing in a corner of the bedroom, 
his face lit only by the glow of a flat screen TV monitor and the 
cherry tip of the cigarette he was smoking. Sam walked up behind 
him and asked, “What do we have?” 

Jim exhaled a large amount of smoke from his lungs and said, 
“Kiddie porn. Not as fucked up as some I’ve seen in the past, but it’s 
still pretty rough stuff.” 

“Where are the perps?” 
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“The Eagle has them along with four victims ranging in age from 
five to fifteen. Three females and a male.” He was staring at the 
screen and took another hit off the cigarette and handed it to Sam. 

She was watching a scene with Brian on his knees and Kevin 
inside him. After taking a long drag off the cigarette, she handed it 
back to Jim and said, “I have taken cocks as big as that guy’s up my 
ass a lot, and I love it, but I tend to scream and shake for the first few 
minutes. That kid is silent.” 

Jim stubbed out the last of the smoke and said, “Yeah. You’d be 
silent, too, if the guy fucking you up the ass had choked you out.” 

Sam looked at Brian’s face and could see his eyes were bulging. 
She shook her head and asked, “So, what do we know?” 

Jim turned and walked out of the bedroom and said, “We know 
that these two are foster parents, and that the kids have been with the 
woman for at least a year. We know that there is a shrink involved 
who has been feeding the kids to these sick fucks, and that’s about it.” 

Sam looked around, and the Sheriff’s CSI teams as well as the 
FBI were working the scene. Jim asked, “How did the date go?” 

She smiled sheepishly and said, “Really, really well. It’s still 
going on, actually.” 

Jim laughed and said, “Her place or yours?” 
“She is at my place waiting for me.” 
Jim threw his hands in the air and let out a yawn and said, “Go home, 

Sam. There’s nothing that we can do tonight. The Eagle is dealing with 
these animals, so I would guess we will know more by morning.” 

“What about you? Are you going to stay on scene?” 
Jim shook his head and said, “Nope. I’m going home to get some 

sleep because I think that all hell is going to break loose in the next 
few hours, and there are going to be a lot of people getting what’s 
coming to them.” 

Sam stepped into the front doorway and asked, “Are you sure?”
Jim looked at her and asked, “Sure about what? You going home 

or hell breaking tomorrow and a lot of people dying?” 
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Sam kissed his cheek and said, “Good night, Jim, and thank 
you.” She walked out of the apartment as he followed. The rain had 
stopped falling, and there was a light fog rolling across the ground. 
“Creepy, huh?” 

Jim nodded as he got in his car and drove away.
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Chapter Seventeen
“Are you going to have  

any trouble with getting  
blood on your hands?”

T
here was a fine mist falling as Elton walked out the front door 
of his home headed for his guest house. He was dressed in a 
red terrycloth robe and matching slippers and was sidestepping 

puddles as the mist turned to rain. He opened the door to the house 
to find George and Nicole asleep on the floor in front of the video 
equipment. He walked quietly over to it and a couple of laptops and 
could see they had TOR open and a file was uploading to a light blue 
and pink website. He moved the cursor around and opened a second 
window then cut and pasted the IP address from the TOR site over 
into an IP address tracker in TOR and pressed the search button. 
Much to his horror, the IP address came back to his own server.

Elton shut down the laptop and pulled the flash drive out and 
then kicked George in the balls and screamed, “Get up, you piece 
of shit.” 
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George grabbed his groin and rolled on the floor in agony as 
Nicole wiped the sleep from her eyes and asked, “What’s going on? 
What’s wrong?” 

Elton screamed, “You’re uploading child porn from my server in 
TOR and the fucking IP address is traceable!” 

Elton went to kick George again, and he cried out, “No! No! It’s 
not traceable.” 

Elton kicked him in the stomach and said, “The hell it’s not. I just 
plugged it into an IP tracer in TOR, and it popped up as traceable.” 

Nicole started laughing and got between the men and asked, “You 
ran the IP through TOR?” Elton nodded, and Nicole said, “Of course, 
your IP will show up in TOR search, Elton. Your network is actively 
uploading data, but you see it only because you search it. Your server 
and IP are not visible on the web anywhere. You just found it on TOR 
because that’s where you’re active right now.” 

Elton started to breathe slower, and George said, “Jesus! I can 
taste my left nut, Elton. You found yourself through TOR. No one 
but you could see that. Jesus.” George looked over at the laptop and 
asked, “Did you shut it down?” 

“Hell, yes, I shut it down, and I pulled the flash drive.” 
George looked at Nicole, who was staring back at him with a 

nervous look on her face, and George asked, “Had the file uploaded?” 
Elton stood over the two of them on the floor and said, “No. It 

was at eighty percent. Why?” 
George looked at Nicole and said, “Never mind. I just need to 

restart the upload to get all of the files up, then I can work in TOR on 
the webpage and get the images into the pay folders, that’s all.” 

Elton stormed out of the house and screamed, “I don’t know all 
of the programing shit that you two know. Just get it finished. I have 
more files for you from sex last night and this morning. Get me 
some more kids. I’m getting bored with these two, and don’t let me 
ever find you sleeping when you’re working on my material.” He 
stomped back across the driveway and into his house. 



Equality of Mercy • 149148 • Chapter Seventeen

Nicole looked at George and asked, “Did he compromise his server?” 
George pulled the laptop open and started it up and opened TOR. 

He put the flash drive in and started the upload again. He looked over 
at Nicole and said, “I don’t think so. I sure as hell hope not.” 

There was a small digital clock on the living room table. She 
looked over at it and said, “It’s five thirty in the damn morning. 
Elton is finished with the girls. I’m going to see Doctor Palmer today 
about some new placements in foster care. What do you want to do 
with Sabrina and Amy?” 

“Treat them like you would unwanted cats. Get a burlap sack, fill 
it with rocks, and drown the cunts.” 

Nicole was staring at the back of George’s head and said, “You 
don’t think that two dead kids is going to attract attention?” 

“Not if the damn lake, river, or ocean is deep, and the sack is 
heavy enough. Let me get this done, then we’ll take the girls home.” 

Nicole asked, “You don’t think the school will miss them?” 
George laughed and said, “Only their pussies, not them. These 

foster kids disappear all the time. RIGHT?” Nicole nodded. “Then, 
we’ll make them disappear, and only you and I will know where they 
are … just like the others.” Nicole nodded as she dressed and went to 
get the girls from Elton’s house.

It was half past six, and Maria woke Sam with a kiss on her right 
breast and said, “I have to get home. I need to be in court at nine.” 

Sam nodded and turned over on her stomach, and the two women 
lay nude, pressed together on the queen size bed. “When can I see 
you again?” 

Maria put her hand on Sam’s rear and said, “I want to see this cute 
little ass again as soon as possible. Can you do dinner with me tonight?” 

Sam rolled over and sat up on the bed, and Maria scooched over 
and laid her head in Sam’s lap. Sam put her hand on Maria’s head and 
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stroked her hair gently and said, “I have a feeling this is going to be a 
rough day, so I can’t make any promises; however, I will try.”

“Police work long hours for low pay and in an unpredictably 
dangerous environment.” 

Sam stopped stroking her hair and said, “I’m a cop, Maria. Not 
just a cop, but the top cop in Los Angeles right after the holidays. 
You know that.” 

Maria nodded her head, never taking it out of Sam’s lap, and said, 
“I know. It’s a huge responsibility. I never thought that I could be in 
a relationship with a police officer because of the uncertainty, and I 
know we’ve only known each other for a few days and have had one 
meal and one night of really, really hot sex. I feel, however, that you 
are the kind of woman I need in my life, and I want you.” 

Sam began stroking Maria’s head again and asked, “Do you 
believe in love at first sight or soul mates?” 

A smile broke across Maria’s face, and she said, “I didn’t until I saw 
you. Now, yes. Yes, I do. Are you telling me that you’re in love with me?” 

“I’ve never felt like this about anyone before. I am equating it to 
love. And, to be honest, it’s scary.” 

Maria kissed Sam’s thigh and sat up next to her on the bed. “Scary 
can be a good thing, Sam.” 

Sam nodded and said, “I’ve seen a lot of scary shit in my work. 
Some really, really scary and sad shit even just last night before I 
came home to you. You do personal injury law right?” Maria nodded. 
Sam asked, “Have you ever handled a criminal case?” 

“I was a public defender in Los Angeles for several years right 
after law school. I defended men and women who I knew were guilty, 
but it was my job.” 

Sam looked at her and asked, “How do you reconcile that?” 
Maria said, “It’s quite easy. There is moral guilt, and there is 

legal guilt. If the state can’t prove beyond a reasonable doubt that 
a person is guilty in the eyes of the law and a jury, I can walk away 
with a clear conscience.” 
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“And that is why there’s an Iron Eagle.” 
Maria looked at her strangely and said, “I don’t understand.” 
“The Eagle exists to make sure that the guilty never go free and 

that justice is always served.” 
“How does that view sit with your badge?” 
Sam smiled and said, “It sits just fine with my badge, Maria. It 

sits just fine.” 
Maria smiled and leaned in and kissed Sam deeply and said, “I 

will cook. Call me if you can make it. If not, I understand … just 
be safe. The weekend is only a few days away. Do you think we can 
spend some time together?” 

The two walked nude into the small bathroom with their arms 
around each other’s waist. Sam said, “I’m pretty sure that whatever 
happens my weekend will be free.” She started the shower, and the 
two women stepped in. Sam’s hand pressed hard against the steamed 
glass of the shower doors as Maria slid down to her knees, pressing 
her head into Sam’s body until her tongue and lips met Sam’s clit. 

Kevin’s screams were deafening, and the Eagle turned down the 
volume on the video feed as Darla watched Chris castrate and then 
disembowel him. Her head was restrained to the gurney in operating 
room two, and she started vomiting. 

Sara released her head restraints and turned her to the side and 
said, “I don’t want you to choke on your own stomach contents,” 
then she lifted Darla’s head up, so she could see the monitor as Kevin 
begged and pleaded for mercy. 

“Doctor Palmer and Doctor Newton. Those are the only names I 
know. Dear God, help me.” 

Darla was breathing heavily as she watched Kevin dying before 
her eyes. The Eagle could be seen in his black body armor standing 
off to Kevin’s left with a tablet in hand as Chris worked on him. 
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“What do you know of these two doctors?” The Eagle asked as 
Chris tied off Kevin’s small intestine as he howled. 

“They get the kids. They have something to do with foster care. 
I don’t fuckin’ know any more. Please … Darla is the one who deals 
with them. I have just picked up a few kids with her, that’s all.” 

Chris’s voice could be heard saying, “But you raped the children, 
didn’t you?” 

Kevin was fading, and the Eagle put a needle into the IV, and the 
man began to scream again and come to life. 

“I … I … Darla told me I could. She had all kinds of men and 
women over for sex with the kids. I fucked a few of them.” 

The Eagle asked, “Did you kill any of them?” 
“No. Never. Never. I would never hurt a child.” 
Chris pulled the testes he had removed from Kevin as well as his penis 

and shoved them into his mouth and then forced his fist down Kevin’s throat 
until Kevin’s junk had passed his airway, and he involuntarily swallowed. 
Chris looked at the Eagle and said, “Are you satisfied?” The Eagle nodded, 
and Chris walked over to a small bench in a corner of the room and picked 
up a large piece of pipe. He moved slowly, taping the steel on the floor then 
lifted it and slammed it down on Kevin’s right femur. The snap of the bone 
was clear, and Darla screamed in tandem with Kevin as Chris brought the 
pipe down on the left femur and then worked his way up Kevin’s body 
until there were only blood-filled gurgles escaping his lungs. 

The Eagle took the pipe and said, “Let’s finish him, so we can get to 
Darla.” Chris nodded and grabbed the Eagle’s branding iron and pressed it 
into Kevin’s chest. The man was no longer recognizable, and the Eagle put 
a needle into the IV and said, “May God NOT have mercy on your soul.” 

Kevin let out a blood curdling scream as Chris stood over him and said, 
“Hurts like hell, doesn’t it? You want to know the best part? You aren’t 
dying yet. You have several hours of this agony before that happens. I just 
wanted to tell you that before you go catatonic, you low life piece of shit.” 

The Eagle put his arm on Chris’s shoulder and said, “We need to 
have a chat with Darla.” 
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Chris looked right into one of the cameras and said, “Oh, yeah … 
we need to talk to Darla.” He dropped the pipe on the ground, and 
Darla started to scream and beg Sara to keep them away from her. 

“Anything. Everything. I will tell you everything. Oh God! Please 
don’t let those men near me.” 

Sara turned on the recording equipment and said, “Start from the 
beginning with names and details.” 

The Eagle threw Chris a towel out in the hallway. Sara had Darla 
on speaker, and the two men could hear her rattling off names and 
information on Palmer, Newton, and Evers. She was talking about 
the foster care scam and the kiddie porn and then mentioned Ellie’s 
name and her suicide. The Eagle looked at Chris and said, “It looks 
like we are going to have a busy day.” 

Chris nodded and asked, “Are you going to deal with Darla Huss?” 
“No. Sara and Karen will deal with her.” 
Karen was coming down the hall in a white coat with an extra 

over her shoulder and two face shields. She pulled on Chris’s arm, 
and he leaned down and she kissed him and said, “Hell hath no fury.” 
Chris stood up, nodding. 

Karen was smiling as she entered the operating room, and the 
Eagle said, “Let’s grab a bottle of water. I’m thirsty. You?” 

Chris nodded and said, “I really want coffee.” 
The Eagle walked out into the foyer and said, “Then, let’s get some 

coffee. We can hear Darla in the main house. Come on.” He stripped 
until he was in his underwear and a T-shirt. He put the armor on the 
back of a couch in the lair, and the two men walked through the main 
house and into the kitchen.

John threw Chris a bottle of water as he put a small coffee cup 
into a machine on the counter. He looked at him and said, “I’m sorry 
for keeping you out of the loop. I didn’t know what we were dealing 
with. Now I do, and the Eagle is going to need you, Jim, Barbara, 
Sara, Karen as well as Jade and Jessica for this situation.” 

Chris took a drink of his water and asked, “What about Sam?” 
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“Her, too.” 
Chris asked, “Is there about to be a rash of killings?” 
John nodded and said, “Sometimes it’s better just to put a bullet in 

an animal’s head than to waste time on extreme punishment.” 
Chris laughed and said, “Is the Eagle getting tired of killing?” 
“The Eagle has never liked killing, but there are those whose 

actions deserve a level of punishment that must be meted out in 
horrific measure. This is new territory for the Eagle. Pedophiles can’t 
be rehabilitated. And for those animals who are abusing children just 
for the sake of abusing them, I think it’s better to rid the world of 
them quickly. However, if you think that the key players are not 
going to end up in this place, you’re wrong. The Eagle is about 
to take punishment to a whole new level.” Chris shuddered at the 
words. John handed him his coffee and said, “Drink it, shower, and 
dress. It’s going to be a long day.” 

Barbara was half asleep and felt around on the bed for Jim and 
to her surprise he was there. She rolled over and put her head on his 
chest and asked, “When did you get in?” 

Jim was staring at the ceiling and said, “Around three or four. I’m 
not sure.” 

Barbara snuggled him and asked, “Have you been asleep?” 
“No.” 
Barbara sat up and looked into his eyes, and there were tears streaming 

down both sides of his face. “Jimmy! What the fuck happened?” 
He was still for a few moments then took a deep breath and said, 

“I’ve been a cop for over four decades, Barb. I have seen things that 
would make a goat puke, but I just watched little kids being raped 
and tortured all in the name of adult entertainment.” 

Barbara got out of bed and wrapped her nude body in a robe and 
sat down in a chair across from him. “What the hell did you see, Jim?” 
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Jim got out of bed and walked over to the wet bar and poured 
a scotch. He sat down on the edge of the bed and took a sip of the 
drink and said, “Hell. That’s exactly what I saw, Barb. I saw hell in 
the faces of babies and young kids, and all I want is to know who is 
responsible, so I can put a bullet in them.” 

Just then Jim’s cell began to ring. He put it on speaker and said, “Yeah.” 
John’s voice was on the other end. “I have Jade, Jessica, and Gail 

on the line.”
Barbara asked, “You have Gail on the line? Should she be on the line?” 
Gail laughed and said, “I know who John is.” 
“I need everyone at my house at six thirty. Can you do that?” 

John asked.
Jim looked at the clock on the nightstand. It was ten to six. “Yeah. 

We can do it, but if you’re going to tell us a bunch of shit and then 
have us sit back while the Eagle and Chris take out the bad guys, 
don’t bother.” 

John’s voice was calm, and he said, “No.” 
Jim said, “Well, it’s about fuckin’ time! We’re on our way.” 
As he hung up the line, Barbara took the scotch from his hands 

and swigged it down. “Are you going to have any trouble with 
getting blood on your hands?” 

“Nope. You?” 
“Let’s go kill some child rapists.” 
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 Chapter Eighteen
“You two are on. A woman 

just dropped dead.”

S
abrina was unsettled by the unusual quiet in the car as they rode 
back to the apartment with George and Nicole. She asked, “Is 
everything okay? Amy and I did everything that Doctor Evers 

wanted. At least everything that I can remember.”
Nicole was cold and curt, “It’s fine. When we get to the apartment, 

dress for school and don’t give me any shit.” 
Sabrina nodded, and George said, “I want Amy to stay home 

from school today. We’re going to take some photos, and she’s going 
to have sex with some of the other kids that come to the house.” 

Sabrina looked at Amy, who was sitting silent next to her, and asked, 
“Don’t you want me there, too?” George shook his head as Nicole 
stared straight ahead. Sabrina leaned over to Amy and whispered, 
“Something’s wrong.” Amy nodded slowly with tears in her eyes. 
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The conference room of the lair was full. Barbara and Jim were 
sitting next to each other with Chris and Karen. Sara was sitting 
across the table next to Gail when John walked in. The long black 
wings of the Iron Eagle sculpture looked evil and ominous with its 
glowing red eyes. John sat down and said, “This is going to be a day 
unlike any we have ever had. There is a darkness over Los Angeles, 
ladies and gentlemen.” 

He turned on the monitors, and in a matter of seconds the distorted 
faces of Kevin Smolt and Darla Huss appeared. Gail gasped and 
looked away as the rest looked on. John said, “These are the faces of 
evil, but the Eagle was able to extract an even more sinister plot from 
them. Bring them up to speed, Chris.” 

Chris stood up and said, “According to Huss, she has been a foster 
parent for five years. She was brought into the gig as a money making 
kiddie porn venture through her patient relationship with three 
psychologists – Doctors Judy Palmer, Paige Newton, and Elton Evers 
– all with connections to former state intake and social workers.” 

Karen interrupted and said, “Newton and Evers are not associated 
with child protective services that I am aware of.” 

John spoke up and said, “They were, but it was before your time. 
According to Huss, Palmer, Newton, and Evers worked together in the 
child welfare system while completing their doctorates. Evers left the 
service and went into private practice and teaching after he completed 
his Psy.D., and Newton left the service and went into private practice.” 

He pulled up a list on his tablet and continued, “While I can’t 
directly connect Evers yet, I know he is up to his ears in this situation. 
Chris, I want you to pay Doctor Evers a visit at his home, and I want 
you to take Gail with you.” He slid a small object that looked like a 
cell phone across the table to Chris. 

 “An IP scanner?” 
John nodded and said, “A little something being cooked up at the 

Bureau. This scanner will pick up both the IP address and the MAC codes, 
and it will automatically unencrypt even the most complex settings.” 
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Chris looked at the unit and asked, “Can it track TOR?” 
“That is one of its best capabilities. I think that Evers is using 

TOR for all the wrong reasons, and all you need to do is have that 
unit in your pocket at his residence, and you’re going to pick up any 
and all wireless devices, signals, and IP and MAC information his 
systems are on or have been on in the last seven to ten days.” 

Chris looked at him and said, “Even if I find TOR data that isn’t proof 
that Evers is using it for illegal purposes. What is Gail’s role in all of this?” 

John turned on the interrogation of Huss. She was rambling 
about Evers and his appetite for young boys and girls.” He paused 
the video and said, “Gail is the distraction. I want you to grab Evers. 
I know he’s bad. The scanner will tell us how bad, and then I want 
you to bring him back here. I will download the data, and we’ll see 
just what a sick person he is.” 

Chris nodded as Gail asked, “Elton knows that I’m friends with all 
of you, and he knows I am staying here. What makes you think that I am 
going to have any type of soothing effect on him if I’m with Chris?” 

Sara smiled and said, “Because Evers is not going to know that 
Chris is with you.”

“You’re using me as bait?” John nodded, and she said, “I’m not 
an expert here, but as I recall Jim has been bait for you a few times 
in past cases, and he ended up shot and beaten, just to name a few.” 

“I won’t let anything happen to you Gail,” Chris said. 
She picked up her bag and said, “I wish I could believe that 

Chris, but you don’t know what happens when people like Elton get 
cornered. It takes only a matter of seconds. And even if you get him, 
it doesn’t mean that I am coming out the other side of this alive.” 
John opened his mouth, but Gail interrupted him and said, “Don’t 
say anything. If Elton is hurting children, it needs to be done. I know 
enough from my time with Steve to know that you would not send 
me in there if you weren’t certain that Chris can both protect me and 
take out Elton. We need to protect the children.” She looked at Chris 
and said, “Let’s go,” and walked out of the room. 
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John looked at Jim and Sam and said, “You two need to go to 
Newton’s office. Tell her it’s a follow-up on the murder suicide, and 
then I want you to mention Ellie Watts.” 

Jim looked at John and asked, “What the fuck does Watts have to 
do with any of this?” 

John looked at the screen behind him and then at Jim and said, 
“Newton was on the roof with Watts. She got her to jump.” 

Jim shook his head and said, “Wait! You’re telling me that you 
can prove that Watts’s death was actually a homicide and that Newton 
was involved?” 

“The security camera video came over late last night from several 
locations, and after some clean-up, Newton can be seen clearly 
talking to Watts, then Watts turns and runs off the building. Newton 
then walks to the edge and kicks Watts’s shoes over the side. Not 
only was she involved in Watts’s murder, she was also the trigger for 
the murder suicide of Estevez and List.” 

Jim shrugged and took a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put 
it in his mouth and asked, “And you can prove this?” 

John nodded and said, “Don’t let your guard down with Newton. 
She’s a very, very dangerous person.” 

Jim and Sam stood up, and he said, “I don’t question you anymore. 
If you say someone is guilty, they’re guilty. I suppose you want her 
brought back here?” 

John pulled a nine millimeter from a small box and spoke as he 
slowly put a silencer on the barrel. “Newton is armed, scared, and 
will know that your visit is not simply to talk about her boyfriend. 
When you start to talk about Ellie Watts, there is a better than average 
chance she is going to fire on you and Sam. I pulled her weapons 
registration, and she has several registered firearms. This weapon is 
untraceable. You two have to watch each other’s back. I doubt that 
you will bring Newton back alive.” 

“So, you’re sending us on a hit mission, and one or all of us could 
end up dead?” 
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John walked around the table and handed the gun to Jim with 
several clips of ammunition. “She’s a cornered animal, Jim. She’s up 
to her ears in all of this, and she’ll try to kill you and Sam and run 
rather than risk going to prison or worse.” 

“Like falling into the hands of the Iron Eagle,” Sam said.
Jim took the gun and ammunition and put it in an empty side 

holster under his coat. He asked, “Why not just have us shoot her with 
a tranquillizer dart and bring her back to the Eagle?” 

John handed him a tranquillizer gun as well and said, “Things 
are going to happen so fast that you will never get her under before 
she fires. But if it makes you feel better, you have both weapons. If 
her reaction time is slow enough after you start speaking, sedate her 
and bring her here.” 

Jim handed the tranquillizer gun to Sam and asked John, “What 
the fuck do you know about Newton that we don’t?” 

John turned back to the table and his seat and said, “She’s an 
expert marksman, and she is unhinged. That’s all we need to know.” 
He paused and said, “We will need assistance on multiple scenes, and 
I don’t want to use your people. Call Philly and Lance, deputize them, 
and put them in uniforms. I’ll let you know what their assignment is.” 
Jim nodded, and Sam just looked on with a confused look on her face.

As they exited the room, Jim asked Sam if she was wearing her 
vest. “Yeah, why?”

“Just checking. Follow me.” 
“And what do you need from me and Jessica?” Jade asked.
John handed her a sheet of paper and said, “This is Darla Huss’s 

address. Several parents will be dropping off children at her daycare.” 
Jessica looked at the list of six children from two foster families 

and said, “Let me guess. Huss was using the kids for porn?” 
John nodded and said, “The kids need to be taken and protected, 

and you bear a striking resemblance to Huss. She can pull off being 
her older sister, and you two can get the kids.” 

Jessica asked, “And the parents? What about them?” 
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Sara pulled out a small plastic container and said, “When they 
arrive, invite them in and insist that they have a cookie with you.” 

Jade looked at her and asked, “A cookie? Really?” 
“It’s Huss’s morning ritual. She was quite the little baker.” 
Jade laughed and said, “But we don’t want to eat these, do we?” 
Sara smiled and said, “Oh no! This is a little concoction that the 

Eagle and I created. They taste great, but, once ingested, death will 
come on violently within minutes.” 

Jade took the container from Sara and said, “Let me guess. The 
drug ‘Deliverance?”

“It just got FDA approval to be used for lethal injection for the 
condemned. Only this one isn’t the warm, fuzzy cocktail that the FDA 
approved. This is our special mixture.” 

Jade laughed and asked, “What do we do with the kids?” 
John answered. “Once the parents are gone, you are going to start 

getting calls to ‘crime scenes.’” 
Jessica laughed and said, “Dead foster parents!” 
John nodded and said, “Jim will have Philly and Lance act as Sheriff’s 

deputies and guard the children until Social Services comes out.” 
“But I thought we wanted to keep the kids away from social 

services.” Jade said.
“I’ll take care of that with a social worker who can be trusted.” 
“Who would that be?” 
John smiled and said, “Anita Bandon.” 
Jessica laughed and said, “I remember her from when I came off 

the streets. Wasn’t she also the case worker in the Holden matter?” 
John nodded and said, “Great memory.” 
Jessica smiled and said, “Some people have a positive impact on your 

life, and she was one of those people.” She paused before continuing. “She 
doesn’t know what’s going on, does she? She’s not in on this mess, is she?” 

“No. I’m certain she’s not. She will be devastated when it comes 
out, though, and will take the kids and protect them with the help of 
the Sheriff’s Department and the FBI.” 
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Jessica and Sara did a quick count, and Jessica said, “So, you have 
four here already, and there will be five others. What about the first four?” 

Sara said, “I sedated them, and they have been placed in your car. 
Take them with you and put them to bed once all of the children are 
there. John will have Anita on scene, and she will work with the Sheriff.” 

“But they’ve seen your faces.” Jessica said. 
“Don’t worry. They won’t remember.” 
John said the words but Jessica said, “You are not an easy guy to 

forget, but this is your game.” 
Jade and Jessica walked out of the room, and Sara asked, “There is 

something else, isn’t there?” 
He nodded and said, “I have to go to George and Nicole Pullman’s 

apartment.” 
“How many kids do they have?” 
“Two girls, and I believe that those girls are going to be the link to 

Evers. The Pullmans work for him.” 
Sara said, “Barbara, Karen, and I will set up operating rooms one 

through three in case you get other guests.” 
Karen asked, “And how do I fit in this whole mess, John?” 
He was pulling on his body armor and said, “You are the psychological 

glue that is going to keep this whole situation under control.” 
He grabbed his mask and a small duffle bag from under the table, 

and Karen looked at Sara and said, “I don’t understand this.” 
“You will. Please help us with the operating rooms. The Eagle will be 

coming back, and we want to be ready.” The women walked out of the 
room, and John walked the corridor to the parking tunnel and his truck.

There had been a break in the rain. It was ten after seven, and 
Jade and Jessica drove up to Darla Huss’s apartment and parked in 
the small carport. Jade pulled the keys for the apartment, and the two 
walked a small, broken concrete path to the door. They let themselves 
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in, and the first thing that struck both women was the smell of feces 
and urine. It assaulted both of their senses, and Jade walked the small 
apartment quickly as Jessica made a pot of coffee in the kitchen. 

Jade found the source of the odor immediately. Dirty diapers and 
soiled bed sheets were on the floor in a back bedroom with blacked 
out windows. She checked the room for signs of life, but there 
weren’t any, and she quickly closed the bedroom door and opened 
up the sliding glass door in the living room. 

Jessica found several mismatched cups and had put them on a 
small island in the kitchen and asked, “Jesus! Please tell me you 
didn’t find a body.” 

“No … but the fact that any parent would leave a child in this 
environment is beyond me.” She had no sooner said the words than 
there was a light knock at the front door. Jessica answered it and was 
greeted by the smiling faces of a middle aged couple with two small 
children in front of them. 

She invited them in, and the man asked, “Where is Darla?” 
Jessica smiled and said, “She’ll be back a little later. I’m Jessi, 

her sister. I’m in town for a few days.” She looked down and asked, 
“And who might you two be?” 

The two children were cautious, and the man said, “I’m Paul Depoto, 
and this is my wife Hailey. These two little ones are Kim and Carol.” 

Jessica asked, “And how old are you, Kim?” The child held up five 
fingers. Jessica asked Carol the same question, and she said she was six. 
Jessica took their little coats. The two were dressed in large, loose T-shirts, 
and Jessica asked, “Do you have a bag of clothing for them or toys?” 

Paul laughed and asked, “Are you sure you’re Darla’s sister?” 
“Pretty sure. We grew up together in the same house with the same 

parents. I run my own ‘day care.’” 
Paul laughed and said, “Oh. I get it. So, you’re in the game?” 
Jessica and Jade nodded, and Hailey looked at the girls and said, “Off 

with the T-shirts.” The two girls removed the shirts to reveal their nude 
bodies. They were both bruised all over their torsos and legs, and Hailey 
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said, “Get your asses over to the couch and sit.” As the two ran over to the 
couch, Hailey smiled and asked, “So where’s that stud muffin, Kevin?” 

Jessica said, “The two of them are out for a bit. Would you care 
for a cookie and coffee?” 

Hailey smiled and asked, “If there is one thing that tells me you 
are related it’s the cookies.” Hailey took two and so did Paul, and 
they sat at the counter eating and drinking coffee. Hailey turned to 
Jade and asked, “So, how are you related to Darla?” 

Jade smiled and said, “I’m not related to any of them. I’m engaged 
to Jessi.” 

Paul smiled with a bit of cookie hanging out of his partially 
toothless mouth and said, “Oh man! So, you two are going to do 
some girl-on-girl kid porn, huh?” Jessica nodded, and Paul said, “I 
wish I had the day off to watch that.” 

Hailey shot him a look, and he became silent, and she said, “We 
will be back here to get the little shits at six. Tell Darla that I don’t 
care if Kevin fucks the girls, but he has to stop hitting them. We have 
a meeting with both their social worker and their pediatrician next 
week, and we need these bruises to heal.”  

Jessica nodded, and Paul looked down at his watch and said, “We 
really need to get going, Hailey. We’re going to be late for work.” Hailey 
pulled her purse up on her arm; Paul finished off his second cookie, 
and the two almost made it to the front door before he doubled over in 
agony, and Hailey put her arm on him and then doubled over as well. 

Jade looked at the two of them and then Jessica and said, “The 
coffee must speed up the process. Get them to the bathroom before 
they start literally puking their guts out.”

Jessica grabbed Hailey’s thin body and helped her walk to the 
bathroom. Jade grabbed Paul and walked him into the bathroom as 
well. He hit the floor in front of the tub and began vomiting blood and 
chunks of meat. Hailey saw it and said, “Oh God! What’s going on?” 

Jade laughed and said, “Well, I can tell you that it has nothing to 
do with God, but you both will be meeting Him shortly.” 
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Hailey let out a loud burp, and Jade pushed her over to the tub 
where Hailey started to vomit violently. 

The tub was filled with blood and meat, and Jessica looked 
closely at the contents from both of their stomachs and said, “What 
do you know? They’re literally throwing up their guts.” 

Jade laughed as Paul bent over with blood pouring out of his 
nose and mouth. He was weak but said, “What the hell have you 
done to us?” 

Jade grabbed Paul’s long, greasy, brown hair and looked into his 
eyes and said, “We’ve killed you. Killed both of you animals. Don’t 
worry. You’ll suffer even more.”

Jessica was about to say something when she heard a knock on 
the apartment door and said, “You answer it. I’ll keep these two 
down and as quiet as possible. Feed our next guests the cookies but 
no coffee and get them out of here.” 

Jade nodded and walked out of the bathroom, closing the door 
behind her. Carol looked at Jade as she walked to the door and asked, 
“Are Mommy and Daddy okay?” 

Jade nodded and said, “Just a little sick. They’re fine. Now, sit 
quiet, please.” 

When she opened the door, she was greeted by a less than 
friendly face and three children. The woman pushed a boy and two 
girls into the apartment and said, “Get your fuckin’ asses to the 
floor now.” The three got down on their hands and knees, and the 
woman slammed the apartment door shut and handed her purse to 
Jade. She then grabbed the boy by the hair and pulled him over to 
her groin and pressed his face into her vagina as she lifted her skirt. 
“Lick it, boy. Lick my pussy good.” The woman had one leg up on 
a small stool near the front door, and the boy was kicking his feet 
as she held his head against her vagina.” She let out a light yelp and 
pushed him back. “The next time I tell you not to stop don’t fuckin’ 
stop.” She kicked the boy in the groin and then looked at Jade and 
said, “Who are you?” 
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Jade kept her composure and said, “I’m engaged to Jessi, Darla’s 
sister. Darla and Kevin had an early meeting, and we came over to 
take the kids.” 

The woman smiled and looked over Jade’s shoulder to the cookies 
on the counter. The woman reached out her hand and said, “My name 
is Marcia. Marcia St. John. I take from your lack of reaction you are 
in the game?” Jade nodded, and Marcia walked over and grabbed a 
cookie and started eating it. She put her bag down and yelled at the 
three kids to get over on the couch with the others. 

Jade looked Marcia up and down. She was dressed in a short red 
skirt and a white low cut top. Her skin was olive, and her legs and 
arms were silky and smooth. Her face was pitted, and she had wrinkles 
around her mouth. Her brown eyes were set off by a bad dye job. She 
finished the cookie and grabbed a few more and said, “I have to go. 
These three will be here until seven. Tell Darla that I think I’m going 
to give my boss head after work, and I will probably let him fuck me. 
It’s the last thing I need to secure my place at my company, and he is 
hot for my body.” She stood up and grabbed her bag and put another 
cookie in her mouth and started for the door but stopped. 

Jade froze and whispered to herself, “Jesus! Not her, too. This 
shit works fast.”

Marcia turned around while digging in her purse and then pulled 
out a thumb drive and threw it to Jade and said, “I forgot to give this 
to Darla yesterday. I pimped the three little shits out the past few 
nights. The boy’s ass is wrecked, so he will most likely scream when 
he takes a shit. The girls are probably sore, too. Tell her this is for 
upload, and I expect my money when I pick them up tonight.”  

Jade nodded with the drive between her fingers, and, before she 
could respond, Marcia was gone.” Jessica stepped into the hallway 
from the bathroom and asked, “Who was that?” 

“A cartoon character if I didn’t know better. She dropped off three 
more kids. I believe that’s all that are due here.” The boy was on his 
knees, and the two girls were sitting on the floor next to him. Jade walked 
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over toward him and said, “You’re all safe. We’re here to help you.” The 
kids began to cry, and Jade pulled out her cell phone and called Jim.

“What?” 
“We have the kids, and the parents are dead or dying.” 
Jim was quiet for a second and said, “Okay. I’ll send in a team. I’m 

sure you two are going to get calls on the ones you poisoned.” 
“Well, two never got out of the apartment. They’re in the bathroom, 

so there is only one out there, and I’m sure we will get a call on her.” 
She hung up the line and looked at the children and said, “Everyone sit 
still. You’re going to be taken care of in just a few minutes.”

Jessica and Jade stood near the front door as two of the children 
made their way to the cookies. Jade saw them and grabbed the container 
and said, “You don’t want these. They’re special cookies for adults. 
Now, sit down. We’ll get you food really soon.” She walked back over 
to Jessica and whispered, “Are the two dead?” 

Jessica smiled and said, “Not yet. They’re still twitching, but 
they’ll be dead shortly. How are we going to come back to this scene?” 

Jade said, “We won’t be coming back to this scene. I’ll send another 
team after the kids have been secured. 

“I want to meet this gal who just took off,” said Jessica. 
Jade laughed and said, “I doubt that you’ll be impressed.” 

She pulled the thumb drive from her coat pocket and showed it to 
Jessica and said, “However, she did give me some video for the dead 
occupants of the apartment that I’m sure the Eagle will want to see.” 

Just then, her cell phone began to ring. It was Jim. “You two 
are on. A woman just dropped dead at an office building on Ventura 
Boulevard in Van Nuys.” 

“How do you know it’s our woman?” 
He laughed and said, “Her internal organs are all over the lobby. 

EMTs, LAPD, and my office folks are on scene. Have you given 
anyone else the fuckin’ baked goods?” 

“Yeah, but they’re dying in the bathroom of the apartment, so 
that must be our gal.”
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“It’s her all right, so get going. I’ll talk to you later.” 
“Your men aren’t here yet, Jim. We can’t leave the children.” 
He huffed on the other end of the line and said, “They’re coming. 

I’ll make sure they get there as soon as possible.” 
The line went dead, and Jessica looked at Jade and asked, “Is 

Marcia dead?” Jade nodded. “So, when do we go?” 
“As soon as Jim’s men get here. It should be any second.” 
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Chapter Nineteen
“Oh dear God, John!  
What do you know?”

T
he child welfare office at 1933 South Broadway in the middle of 
downtown Los Angeles was unusually quiet. The building had 
been constructed in nineteen fifty-seven, and a walk through its 

doors was like stepping back in time. It was one of the last relics of a 
skyline now hidden by skyscrapers, and despite its twelve stories, it 
was dwarfed by nearby construction.

Anita Bandon arrived early to try and clear the back log of cases 
stacked on her desk. The office systems were antiquated, and, for 
all of her efforts, Anita was unable to get a resistant city to take her 
request for updated security as well as computer equipment seriously. 
“No money in the budget,” she was told. 

She was about to sit down at her desk when her cell phone rang. 
She answered, and there was a moment of silence and then she heard 
a familiar voice on the other end of the line. “Hello, Ms. Bandon. 
How are you this morning?” 
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Anita smiled and said, “Well, if it isn’t Special Agent John Swenson. 
To what do I owe the honor of this call?” 

“We have uncovered a child pornography ring, Anita, and we’re 
going to need your help with it.” 

Anita stood silent then asked, “I take it you are not asking the office 
director for assistance for a reason.” 

John was soft spoken and said, “I have reason to believe that 
several of your counselors and or former counselors are involved 
through the foster care program.” 

Anita sat down hard in her chair, sweat was forming on her 
forehead, and she pulled a scarf from her bag and wiped her face. 
Her black skin was glistening with sweat, and she asked, “Oh dear 
God, John! What do you know?” 

“Nothing that I can tell you now, Anita. I need you to go to the 
address that I am texting you right now. The Sheriff has men on scene 
and all will be explained when you get there. They will take you and 
the children to a safe location until this can be sorted out. Whatever 
you do, do not tell anyone where you’re going … and follow the 
officer’s instructions. It’s a matter of life and death.” 

Anita sat back in her chair and asked, “John, what am I supposed 
to do with them? How many are there? What are their injuries? 
Who are the foster parents? Why all of this cloak and dagger stuff? 
You’re not going to have me and the children secured in your office 
or the Sheriff’s office?” 

“No, Anita. That’s all I can tell you. You’ll understand more and 
be briefed by officers on scene. And Anita…” She put the phone close 
to her ear, and John said, “The children at this address are not the only 
ones. You’ll know more soon.” Anita tried to speak, but the phone 
went dead. A few seconds later a text popped up on her phone, and 
she picked up her purse and tablet case and walked out of the office.
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Judy Palmer was reading over several case reports when her 
office phone rang. Paige’s voice was soft on the other end of the 
line. “I think we have big trouble.” 

Judy thumbed through the files on her desk and asked, “And just 
what type of a problem do we have, Paige?” She looked at the clock, and 
it was ten to eight, and the office was starting to fill with her coworkers. 

“There’s trouble, Judy. I know it. I just received a call from 
Sheriff O’Brian asking if I could make some time to meet with him 
and Sheriff Pritchard about the murder suicide of Carlos and Bertha.” 

“Paige, calm the hell down. You worked in the same building 
where the murder happened. You were dating Carlos. Have they 
talked to you again since the initial interview?” 

“No.” 
Judy laughed and said, “Then don’t worry about it. It’s common 

practice in these situations to talk to people again. I would be more 
concerned if they had not spoken to you or if they held off much 
longer. I am certain it is not a big deal. Don’t overreact. If you do, 
you will end up dead.” 

“I don’t like it, Judy. There’s more to this than just Carlos. I think 
they know about Ellie.” 

Judy closed her office door and asked, “Why would you even 
bring that up?” 

Paige said, “I don’t know. I just think that they know. They know 
that I was on the roof with her.” 

Judy sat down and looked into a small mirrored ball on her desk and 
said, “You talked to Elton after Ellie jumped, right?” 

“Yes.” 
“You haven’t been anywhere near Elton, have you?” 
Paige looked around her office and said, “No. Of course not. I have 

nothing to do with him. He even asked me to give a talk to his graduate 
class at Cal State Los Angeles a few weeks ago, and I refused.”  

Judy smiled and asked, “Do you have your guns armed with the 
Teflon coated steel core brass wrapped bullets?” 
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“Yes,” Paige responded nervously. 
“Make sure you keep ‘em close. Stay at your desk. If they move to 

take you then kill them.” 
“You’re telling me to kill the Sheriff of Los Angeles County and the 

Sheriff to be?”
“Yes, I am. If they know or hint that they know then pull the weapon 

and empty it into the two of them and then get the fuck out of your office.” 
Paige pulled her desk drawer open and looked down at the hand gun. 

She lifted the weapon, pulled back on the mechanism to load the barrel, 
and said, “Secrets are only kept by the dead, right?”  

Judy smiled and said, “Right. A lesson we learned the hard way 
with Ellie and others.” 

Paige put the gun back in the drawer and said, “We’re going to 
have trouble keeping these secrets much longer. How much money 
is enough money? We’ve made millions over the past several years 
with the child porn and the sex videos. Perhaps it’s time to pass the 
torch and get ourselves out of town.” 

Judy had moved to the window of her office and was staring out 
at the gray sky and said, “We are deep into this now, Paige. We have 
deep ties in TOR. We have an unlimited number of children to feed 
to the pedophiles out there. We’re providing an outlet for all those 
sick people who would otherwise act on their desires on the general 
public. In our own way, through the minority of children we use, we 
are saving the majority from abuse.” 

Paige was silent for a moment then said, “That is the most 
ridiculous rationalization I have ever heard. Take out your midi 
recorder and speak that line into it and then play it back. For Christ’s 
sake! We aren’t saving any children. If anything, we’re feeding 
the monsters who in turn perpetrate more crimes. They just stay 
under the radar of police. If anything, your words ring truer to me 
now than they have in all of the years we have known each other. 
‘Secrets are only kept by the dead.’ How many must die to keep our 
secret, Judy?” 



Equality of Mercy • 173172 • Chapter Nineteen

There was a long pause, and Judy said, “I have taken out the only link 
between you, me, and Elton in this situation. He has his own thing going, 
and from what I am hearing from one of my foster couples, he has been 
feeding his appetite for children and managing to keep it all a secret.” 

“Who did you kill, Judy?” 
“Violet Harper. She’s not dead yet, but she will be soon.” 
“What? Are you out of your mind? You killed an FBI agent? Why 

the hell would you do that?” 
“She knew too much. I had confided too many things to her in 

private sessions when she was an attorney and under hypnosis. I 
never imagined she would end up working for the FBI.  Violet and 
I became friends, and she saw things she should never have seen. I 
had Violet, the attorney, under control. I was losing control of Violet, 
the FBI agent, and it was only a matter of time before she started 
to remember … or worse. What if someone at the Bureau pushed a 
trigger, and she remembered.” 

Paige hung up and waited for Jim and Sam to arrive. 

Jade and Jessica were greeted by Phillip Soranto and Lance 
Coswalski in LA County Sheriff’s uniforms when they walked up 
to the apartment door. Philly had Jim on the line, who said, “All I 
need you two to do is stay at the apartment with the kids until Anita 
Bandon arrives from Child Protective Services. Once she’s there, I 
want you to take her and the children to your shop.” 

Philly asked, “Don’t you think that this Bandon chick is going to 
wonder why we’re not taking her to the station?” 

Jim grunted and said, “That’s John’s issue. He called her. I’m sure 
he has that covered.” 

Lance asked, “And then what do we do?” 
“Jesus! Are you two fuckin’ retards? You watch over them until I, 

John, or the damn Eagle for all I know contacts you.” 
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Philly laughed and said, “Why is it that when you and John get into 
these scrapes, you always call me and Lance?” 

Jim laughed and said, “Because you two gay wads are the only 
guys who live in LA and know who the Eagle is. You are also the only 
two fuckin’ guys I know I can trust with the lives of others right now.” 

Jade patted Lance on the shoulder and said, “Good luck. We have 
to go to a homicide scene that we created.” 

Jessica was laughing as the two women walked out the door, and 
Philly saw the terrified faces of the children in the apartment as they 
walked in and waited for Bandon.
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Chapter Twenty
“You’re one damn lucky woman.”

I
t was half past nine when the black Chevy Silverado pulled into the 
alley behind George and Nicole’s apartment. The rain had begun to 
fall again, and the Eagle had everything he needed to make entry 

into the apartment. He moved to the back sliding glass doors and 
could hear voices in his earpiece from the amplifier.

“Do I have to do every goddamn thing here, George?” Nicole 
had the water running in the bathtub and Amy pinned under her right 
knee with a pillowcase over her head. 

George was in the hallway pulling over some trash bags and said, 
“Just put the little shit in the tub and drown her, will ya. I’m trying to 
get enough damn garbage bags together, so we can cut up the body 
and dump it. I’m the one who has the hard work. I have to cut the 
little cunt up after you kill her.” 

Nicole grabbed Amy by the legs and lifted her into the air then 
threw her down into the water. She started to fight Nicole, but her 
tiny hands and feet were no match. 



176 • Chapter Twenty

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I will never do it again. Please, please.” Her 
cries were muffled as Nicole pressed her under the water and held her 
firmly as she kicked.

Sabrina had dressed and left the apartment for school but walked 
back to ask for lunch money. She walked in the front door and heard 
George and Nicole yelling and ran to the bathroom to see Amy’s 
lifeless body under the water in the tub. Sabrina let out a blood curdling 
scream and called Amy’s name as George slipped on the plastic bags 
on the floor while trying to get to her. She was running back into the 
living room full bore and looking back at George when she felt like 
she had run into a wall. She hit the floor dazed and looked up to see a 
large man in black with a mask standing over her. She screamed, but 
the Eagle grabbed her and threw her on the couch as he pulled a gun 
from his body armor and shot George. Nicole heard the pop of the gun 
and released Amy and ran out of the bathroom only to come face to 
face with the Iron Eagle. He shot her as well, and, as she slid down the 
wall, he ran for the bathroom and grabbed Amy from the tub. 

Sabrina saw his huge hulking figure appear from the bathroom with 
Amy’s lifeless nude body in his arms, the wet pillowcase half on her 
face. Amy’s skin was pale blue, and Sabrina watched as the Eagle put 
her on the floor and began to do CPR. Sabrina had tears running down 
her face as she watched the Eagle work. He pulled the pillowcase off and 
was giving her mouth to mouth as he pressed on her little chest. He was 
working with delicate compressions, and he tipped Amy’s head back and 
blew a puff of air into her lungs, and Sabrina said through soft weeping 
tears, “I knew they were going to hurt us. I knew it.”

The Eagle worked on Amy until there was a little gasp and water 
trickled from her mouth. He rolled her onto her side, and she coughed 
up more liquid, and Sabrina watched in silence as the Eagle patted 
Amy’s back, and Amy’s skin went from blue to pink. There were a 
few minutes of quiet, and the Eagle moved to sit Amy up, and he 
put his hand under her head and then lifted her up off the floor and 
walked her over to the sofa. 
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He looked at Sabrina and asked, “What is your name?” She told him, 
and he asked Amy’s name, and then as Amy got more ambulatory, he started 
to talk to her and ask her questions. She answered them, and the Eagle said, 
“You’re going to be okay, Amy, but I need to take you to a doctor.” 

Sabrina looked over at Nicole and George and asked, “Why did 
you kill them?” 

The Eagle looked over at the two and said, “They aren’t dead, 
Sabrina, just sleeping. I drugged them.” 

Sabrina looked at him and said, “They’re going to wish you 
killed them, aren’t they?” The Eagle nodded as he asked Sabrina to 
get Amy some clothes. 

The rain was falling as Paige paced her office, waiting for Jim 
and Sam to arrive. She looked down at the street from the fourth 
floor of the five-story building on Ventura Boulevard. Traffic was 
moving at a snail’s pace, and she whispered to herself, “You would 
think it was snow the way Angelinos drive in the rain.” She looked 
down at the yellow trim off the awning over List’s Diner then took a 
deep breath as her office bell rang, letting her know she had visitors. 

Jim and Sam were sitting in the waiting room when Paige opened 
the door and invited them in. Jim led the way, and Sam followed. 
Paige sat down behind her desk and asked, “What can I do for you, 
Sheriff O’Brian?” 

Jim pulled out his tablet as did Sam. His jacket opened as he pulled 
the small unit from inside, and Paige caught a glimpse of Jim’s gun in a 
shoulder holster. He sat back and asked, “When we spoke last you stated 
that you and Mr. Estevez had been in a relationship.” Paige nodded, and 
Jim said, “You also stated that he had been a patient of yours.” 

Paige shook her head and said, “He was never a formal patient of 
mine, Sheriff. He would speak to me about his personal issues in the 
regular course of our romantic relationship, not as a patient.” 
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Jim was staring at her and asked, “You do hypnotherapy as part of 
your practice according to your license as well as your advertisement 
and your office marquis on the main level, correct?”  

Paige remained cold faced and said, “That’s correct. I practice both 
traditional psychotherapy as well as hypnotherapy. Why do you ask?” 

“Did you ever practice this on Mr. Estevez?” 
Visibly upset, she asked, “Why is anything I did in my private 

life any business of yours?” 
“Details, Doctor Newton. Most times the solution to a case is 

found in the minutest of details. If you did, for instance, use hypnosis 
on Mr. Estevez, that would be relevant to our investigation, and we 
would want to know why and how you used it on him.” 

“I never used hypnosis on Carlos. I really don’t know where this 
line of questioning is going.” 

Sam spoke up and asked, “Did you know Ms. Ellie Watts?” 
The color left Paige’s face, and Jim and Sam saw it. She panicked 
and reached for her desk drawer and lifted the gun as Jim and Sam 
reached for their weapons. Paige got off three shots, striking Jim 
twice in the chest and Sam once in the shoulder. The force of the 
gunshots sent Jim flying back in the chair, and he hit the floor on his 
back. The other shot jerked Sam’s shoulder back, and her gun fell 
to her side. The smell of gunpowder hung in the air, and Paige had 
powder burns on her hands and gunpowder on her face. The office 
was silent except for the sound of Jim coughing and Sam kicking her 
right foot against the chair she had been seated in. 

Paige stood up and looked over the end of her desk and saw Jim 
still in the chair, his feet in the seated position with little movement. 
She could see Sam on the floor, her right foot kicking, but she made 
no sound. Paige stood up and walked around the desk and looked 
into Jim’s eyes as he stared at the ceiling. She kicked him in the 
side, but he didn’t move. He made a few gasping sounds, then Paige 
walked over to Sam and could see that she was still moving and quite 
alive. Paige pulled out her cell phone and dialed Judy. 
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“I did it. I shot Sheriff O’Brian and Sheriff Pritchard.” 
Judy was silent for a moment then asked, “Are they dead?” 
Paige looked down at Jim and then Sam and said, “O’Brian is 

dead. Pritchard will be soon. I’ll put a round in each of their skulls 
to make sure they are finished off.” 

Judy laughed lightly and said, “You know what I always say?” 
Paige looked down at Sam as she aimed the weapon at her head 

and said, “Yes, Doctor Palmer, I do remember what you always say, 
‘Secrets are only kept by the dead.’ Well, these two are about to 
be dead, and the secret will be safe.” She raised the weapon and 
looked down at Sam whose face was on the floor and said, “I will 
put a round in each of your skulls and then deal with your bodies. 
You two thought you were so damn smart. Well, I’m smarter.” Her 
eyes went empty, and she held the gun and continued to speak. “You 
had the nerve to ask me if I dealt with Carlos like I would a patient? 
Oh, hell yes, I did. I hypnotized his little ass. I also hypnotized his 
surrogate mother Bobbie Corbin, who offed herself last year, and I 
triggered Carlos to murder his other adoptive parent Bertha List. I set 
up the murder suicide. I programmed Carlos to write the suicide note 
weeks before he committed the murder.” She laughed and said, “And 
yes, Sheriff O’Brian, I knew Ellie Watts. Well, actually. She knew 
a secret, too. She knew about her boss, Doctor Evers, as well as me 
and the others. She knew that we were running child pornography 
using foster children and that we were making millions.” 

She was pulled back into reality by Judy’s voice on the other end 
of the line. “Paige, Paige. What the hell are you doing? Kill them and 
then get out of there.” 

Paige hung up the phone and raised the gun to Sam’s head and said, 
“Here’s to keeping secrets.” Just then, her legs were swept out from 
underneath her, and the weapon discharged as she fell backwards and 
struck the back of her skull on a corner of the desk. Her eyes fluttered 
for a few seconds, and her vision was obviously blurred because she 
was staring up at Jim O’Brian standing over her. She shook her head 
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and looked up at Jim with a gun in his hand and asked, “But how? I 
shot you. Even your vest could not protect you from my bullets.” 

Sam had gotten to her feet and grabbed Newton’s weapon. Jim 
looked down at Paige and said, “Kevlar, Doctor Newton, or should 
I say double Kevlar?” He pulled the trigger on the tranquilizer gun, 
and Newton scrunched up her face. 

“What are you doing to me?” 
Sam was now on her feet in front of Paige and said, “We’re taking 

you to meet the man who is going to send you to your maker.” 
Paige was beginning to lose consciousness and asked in a weak 

voice, “Who?” 
Jim said, “You know him as the Iron Eagle, and I know he wants 

to deal with your ass.” 
Newton was out on the floor, and Jim looked over at Sam, who had 

a pretty good sized blood stain on her left shoulder. He pulled off his 
vests and dropped them to the floor.

Sam looked at him and said, “That was a great call, grabbing those 
extra vests at the Eagle’s lair. What the hell are they made of?” 

Jim sat her down in the chair, unbuttoned her blouse, and pulled 
her vests off, so he could look at her shoulder. There was a trickle of 
blood, and he said, “Yeah. It was a hell of a good call. You’ll be fine. 
The bullet grazed a link in the armor.” As she sat with her shirt open, 
her bra strap covered in blood, and a trickle rolling into her cleavage, 
Jim grabbed some napkins from Newton’s desk and pressed softly 
on her wound. He looked at her and said, “You’re one damn lucky 
woman. Another inch lower and that bullet would have taken your 
whole fuckin’ arm off.” 

He told her to hold the makeshift dressing on her shoulder as he 
grabbed Newton’s gun. He popped the clip and pressed a bullet out 
of the extra capacity magazine and handed it to Sam and asked, “You 
ever seen one of these before?” 

“Yeah, but only in the academy. They call them cop killers 
because of the Teflon tip.”
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Jim shook his head and said, “No. That’s an urban legend. The 
Teflon just reduces the friction when these fuckers are fired and 
extends the life of the barrel. This is an armor piercing round used 
by the military. The inner core of the ammo is solid steel wrapped in 
copper. They don’t expand on impact like a normal lead bullet does, 
and that is what packs the punch.” He pulled his shirt open, and he 
had two small wounds seeping blood just over his heart. 

Sam put her fingers on his chest and said, “It just barely stopped 
them, didn’t it?” 

“If we had been another foot or two closer to her, so the bullet 
could have had just a bit more velocity, we would both be laying on 
Jade’s slab having these fuckin’ things dug out of our backs if they 
didn’t pass straight through us.” 

Sam looked at Paige on the floor and asked, “So, how do you want 
to deal with getting her ass out of here?” 

He laughed and said, “Service elevator. You pull one of the fire alarms 
to clear the building and bring the car around to the side entrance.” 

Sam looked down at Paige and asked, “Um … not to be mean, 
but that is one fat bitch. Just how the fuck are you going to move 
her? She’s at least double your size, and you’re a fat ass.”  

Jim shot her a look and said, “I saw a couple of furniture dollies 
when we got off the elevator. We can use them. I’ll roll her onto the 
dolly and into the elevator.” 

“And just how the fuck are you going to get her in the car?” 
“You mean trunk. You’ll help me put the bitch in the trunk.” 
Sam shook her head as she walked out of the office and said, 

“We are both going to get hernias moving this bitch. She didn’t kill 
us with her gun, but her girth might do us in.” Jim laughed, pulling a 
cigarette out of his top left pocket, as Sam walked out.
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Chapter Twenty-One
“I would never have guessed those  

two could be such monsters.”

A
nita Bandon pulled up next to the sheriff’s cruiser that was 
parked in front of the Pullman’s apartment. She walked up to 
the front door, and Lance greeted her, and she saw Philly on his 

knees, comforting the children and helping them dress. The odor in 
the house was making her ill, and she asked, “Deputy, I have been 
advised by Agent Swenson that you are going to move me and the 
children to a safe location.”

Lance nodded and said, “Yes, ma’am. We have a situation here on 
scene and are waiting for the coroner to arrive.” Anita’s face dropped, 
and Lance saw it and said, “It’s not any of the children, Ms. Bandon.” 

She looked at him and asked, “Do you know who it is?” 
“A couple. Paul and Hailey Depoto.” 
Anita’s face dropped. She looked over at the children and said, “I 

placed two of the children that are sitting with your deputy with the 
Depoto family. Oh my God.” 
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Lance looked at her and asked, “Did you know what they were 
doing with these children?” 

“Of course not! I would never have guessed those two could be 
such monsters.”

Philly had dressed the last child, and Lance said, “We need to 
move out.” 

Anita asked, “Aren’t you going to stay here and wait for the coroner?” 
He shook his head and said, “No. There’s another unit en route. We 

need to leave now. There’s still a lot going on.” 
Philly lined the children up and told them to follow him. They 

marched in a straight line out of the apartment and into his car. Anita 
said, “You can’t fit them all in your car.”

Lance shook his head and said, “No. We’ll put some in our car 
and some in yours. I will drive your car to the safe location.” Anita 
opened the back door to her car and several children piled in. Lance 
asked her for her keys, and she handed them to him while he opened 
the passenger door for her. He looked at her worried face and said, “It 
will be okay, Ms. Bandon. I know it doesn’t seem like that now, but 
trust me. We know what we’re doing. You and the children are safe.” 

Elton Evers was sitting at a small table at a book store in 
Westwood where he had just done a reading and was signing books 
after a short talk. The bulk of people with books in their hands were 
medical professionals and students from UCLA, which was only a 
few blocks up the street. His head was down as he signed a book 
when another book was slid in front of him, and he looked up to see 
Gail looking down at him. He smiled and said, “I didn’t think I was 
ever going to see you again after the incident at my office.” 

Gail laughed and said, “Oh, Elton, you were helping an aspiring actress. 
I admit that I was a bit shocked, but the man that got off the elevator with 
me assured me that sometimes intense scenes need to be acted out.” 
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He looked around and asked, “Are you alone?” She nodded, and he 
said, “I am just about finished here. Can I take you for an early lunch?” 

Gail smiled and said, “I would really like that. I hear there are 
some nice places here.” Elton nodded as Gail moved off to the side as 
not to slow the line of people waiting for autographs and photos. 

Chris stood off in a corner of the store with his eye on Gail. He was too 
tall and too handsome not to draw attention, but he stood silent, watching. 

The Eagle had put George and Nicole into the back of his truck 
and took up the plastic bags and held them over Sabrina and Amy’s 
head as he walked them out. He got them in the front seat and buckled 
them in as Sabrina asked, “Where are you taking us?” 

“To a place where you will both be safe and where Amy can be 
looked at by a doctor to make sure she is okay.” 

Sabrina looked on as the Eagle headed for the 405 Freeway, and, after 
a few minutes, she asked, “Are we going to the hospital?” The Eagle 
shook his head. “What about George and Nicole? Are they going to the 
same place?” The Eagle nodded, and Sabrina looked at the dashboard 
clock. It was ten after twelve, and she said, “We only have a few hours.” 

The Eagle was staring at the road and asked, “A few hours before 
what?” 

“Before we are to be at Doctor Evers’s house.” 
The Eagle asked in a cold voice, “Why would you be going to 

Doctor Evers’s house?” Sabrina looked away, and the Eagle looked 
down at Amy, who had said very little after her ordeal. He saw the 
tears filling Sabrina’s eyes, and he said, “Look at me, Sabrina.” She 
turned her head and looked into the dead eyes of the Eagle’s mask 
with tears running down her face. The Eagle said, “You don’t need 
to answer. I already know.” 

They had transitioned to the 10 Freeway West, and Sabrina asked, 
“It’s a bit rainy for the beach, isn’t it?” 
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“Not at all. You’ll be safe where I’m taking you and Amy. I’m 
going to need to talk to you about Doctor Evers, Sabrina. I’m going to 
need details of what he has done to you and Amy.” 

She looked out the passenger window and began. “He raped us, 
sir. We have been his sex slaves for the past week. He gives us clear 
liquid to drink that makes us sleepy, but we don’t go to sleep. I know 
what he is doing to me. I can understand his commands. I’m just 
powerless to disobey him.” 

“Did he take pictures of you and Amy while he was having sex with 
you?” 

She nodded. “He has a lot of cameras and lights in his bedroom. 
He makes Amy and me do things with each other and with him.” 

The Eagle asked, “How old are you?” 
“Twelve. Amy just turned ten.” 
“Doctor Evers is not the only man you have had sex with, is he?” 
Sabrina shook her head and said, “We’ve been having sex with the 

school administrator and his wife and some of the senior staff and teachers 
for about a year. They use us, so that George and Nicole don’t have to 
pay tuition for private school. I have to admit that Bench Alliance is a 
great school. Amy and I have learned a lot there. It’s the best education 
we have gotten since we’ve been in the foster care system.” 

“How many foster homes have you two been in?” 
Sabrina stared up in thought and said, “Well, Amy and I aren’t 

related. We just get along well, so we’ve been kept together for about 
five years. Doctor Palmer says that we are good for each other. She’s 
the therapist we see when we go downtown to meet with the social 
workers. Counting George and Nicole, this is our third foster home 
in five years. We’ve been with them for a little over a year.” 

The Eagle was driving down PCH, headed for his lair, and asked, 
“Have any of the other foster homes done the kinds of things to you 
that George and Nicole have done?”

“The first one was fine. No one hurt us, then we met Doctor 
Palmer. She was so happy to meet me and Amy. She commented on 
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how beautiful we were, and that’s when we got placed with the second 
family, and the sex began. Those foster parents died. Doctor Palmer 
pulled us out just before our foster father killed our foster mother and 
then himself, and she put us with George and Nicole. They’re not nice 
people, sir. They’re mean to us, and George rapes me and Amy nightly. 
Amy gets it the worst. I try to keep him off her, or I did at first, but I got 
hit a lot, and I stopped because it only made the things he did to both 
of us worse. When we’re not having sex with him or the school people, 
they have parties on the weekends and sometimes during the week, and 
we dance. Men and sometimes women have sex with us.” She said it all 
so casually that the Eagle was quiet for several minutes as he listened. 

He pressed the remote, and the tunnel to the lair opened. Sabrina 
got a scared look on her face, and he said, “It’s just a garage, Sabrina. 
There’s nothing to fear here. I have someone that I want you and Amy 
to talk to after the doctor checks Amy out, okay?” She nodded, as did 
Amy. He pulled into the underground garage, and Sara was standing 
in the doorway. “I have two children and two adults. The younger 
one was nearly drowned, and I need you to check her out and make 
sure she is okay, then put them in one of the holding rooms.” 

Sara was wearing a surgical mask and hat along with a pair of scrubs, 
and Sabrina asked, “Are we going to be operated on?” 

Sara shook her head and said, “No, sweetheart. Come with me. 
I need to check out your sister. Everything is going to be okay.” 
Sabrina started to correct Sara when she saw Karen in scrubs and a 
hat and mask standing at the end of the hall. The Eagle walked in and 
called to her as Sara shut the holding room door. 

Karen looked up at the Eagle and asked, “What are we dealing with?” 
“At minimum, child rape and pornography. However, I feel that the 

older girl knows more that she is either not telling or has repressed.” 
Karen nodded and said, “I will regress her and see what I can find out.” 
“I have two in the truck. I’m going to put them into operating rooms 

one and two. One male, the other female.” Karen nodded and walked 
into operating room one and hung an IV bag on a pole. The Eagle walked 
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out and returned with George, stripped him nude, and restrained his body 
to the gurney. Karen worked to set the IV as the Eagle went out and 
grabbed Nicole. He did the same with her, and Karen started the IV. 

The Eagle looked at Karen and said, “Please go speak to the girl. Her 
name is Sabrina. She’s very, very intelligent. Reminds me of a young girl 
I rescued so many years ago.” 

“Really? Well, I bet she didn’t get a kiss on the forehead from the 
Eagle?” 

The Eagle shook his head and said, “No, but she certainly deserves 
one. Those two girls have been through hell. Jim has at least five 
more that are being held by Lance and Philly at their office, along 
with Anita Bandon, and the two I have here will be going over after 
you and Sara are finished with them.” The Eagle looked at Nicole 
lying nude on the gurney and said to Karen, “It often baffles me that 
such evil can come in such a beautiful package.” 

Karen looked at Nicole’s sleeping face and said, “Yeah. Simon 
Barstow was a good looking man and look at what he had been doing.” 
The Eagle nodded, pulling out his cell phone and pressing speed dial.

Jim and Sam were both out of breath and dripping with sweat as 
the two met with the fire department and LAPD. One of the EMTs 
asked Jim if he was okay, and he nodded and said, “Yeah, yeah. I’m 
trying to get more exercise, and it’s a bitch, man. It’s a real bitch.”

Sam was standing next to Jim, and the young EMT was both 
flirting with Sam and had a look of concern on his face. “Deputy 
Pritchard, you’re bleeding from your shoulder.”

“It’s a wound from a few days ago that won’t stay closed. Can you 
put a dressing on it for me?” The young medic had her come around 
to the back of the fire truck and sit on the bumper. She removed her 
blouse, revealing a generous amount of right breast in a sheer bra. He 
was staring at her chest, and Sam said, “My wound is up here. I know 



188 • Chapter Twenty-One

I have a great pair of tits, and I’m glad that you like them. Will you 
please bandage my shoulder, so I can redress my upper body?” 

The EMT was red faced and after a few minutes of fire truck 
triage he smiled as Sam put her shirt back on and said, “I’m sorry, 
ma’am. You’re very beautiful.” 

She smiled and said, “I’m just starting a relationship, but thank 
you for the compliment.”  

Jim was standing within earshot of the whole thing and had 
stopped sweating and was smoking a cigarette and waiting for her. 
He walked around the back of the truck and asked, “So, Sam, did you 
tell him you’re a lesbian?” 

The EMT’s face sank, and Sam smiled and took the cigarette out 
of Jim’s hand and took a hit off of it. She looked at Jim and then the 
EMT and said, “I go both ways. I’m bi-sexual, and you’re a nice 
looking man. Do you have a card … in case things don’t work out in 
my current situation?” He handed one to her, and Sam looked at it 
and said, “Lieutenant Henry Roberts.” She reached out her hand to 
shake his and said, “Thank you, Henry. I appreciate you helping me 
out, now if you will excuse me, I need to kick Sheriff O’Brian in the 
balls.” Henry was silent as Sam put the cigarette in her mouth and 
grabbed Jim by the left ear and pulled him away. 

Jim was crying out, “Ow. Ow. What the fuck, Sam?” She released 
his ear near the front of the building, and Jim tugged on it, laughing, and 
said, “You can be one mean ass bitch when you want to be.” 

“Oh, you have no idea, Jim. You’re lucky I didn’t actually kick you in 
the balls. Now, what the fuck are we going to do with Newton?” 

Jim’s cell phone began to ring, and he said as he pulled it out of his 
pocket, “I have a feeling we are about to find out.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
“Secrets are only  

kept by the dead.”

“S
o, you don’t have a police escort?” Elton was putting down a 
glass of iced tea as he asked Gail the question. 

Gail had just taken a bite of a salad and shook her head, wiping 
her mouth and said, “No … but I’m sure I can get one if you would like.” 

Elton laughed and said, “No, no. I’m really glad that you made some 
time for the two of us. How are you feeling? How have you been?” 

She took a sip of the ice water in front of her and said, “I’m doing 
okay. I have good days and bad, but being back here amongst friends 
has really been cathartic for me.” 

Elton smiled and took a bite of the salmon he had ordered for 
lunch and asked, “Oh really! How so?” 

“It’s really silly. I mean, I’ve been able to laugh and cry with 
friends who knew and worked with Steve. It’s really helped me to 
get some perspective. I thought that leaving this place would take 
away the feelings and the memories, and I’m realizing that I would 
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probably have felt so much better so much sooner if I had stayed 
here after Steve’s death.”

Elton took the last bite of his fish and said, “That is the whole 
premise of my primer, ‘Equality in Mercy.’ We need to find the 
grounding force in our lives, the things that make us feel happy and 
safe. Friends who knew Steve and you are able to give a level of 
mercy and understanding to your situation, which you return to them 
equally with your love and friendship.” 

Gail smiled, putting her napkin on her lap and asked, “That’s the 
summation of your whole book? Hang out with a few friends in the tough 
times, and you’ll feel better? Jesus, Elton. Doesn’t that totally undermine 
your whole pay by the hour and long-term therapy business model?” 

He laughed and said, “It is a bit more complicated than that. 
People often need professionals to help them get on track in life. 
To help them with their emotional and mental health. That’s why I 
wrote my book … to show others in my profession how to be both 
empathetic and compassionate with their patients. In my field of 
work, we are trained to disassociate our feelings from our patients, 
and rightly so. We certainly couldn’t do our jobs as mental health 
professionals if we wore our emotions on our sleeves or allowed 
ourselves to get too emotionally connected to our patients. But there 
needs to be an element of compassion and an equal share of care and 
mercy in the psychological profession, which I think is lacking.” 

Gail smiled and said, “Well, you seem to have written a hell of a book. 
It’s on the New York Times Bestseller lists as well as others, and I can’t 
count up how many shows I have seen you on in the past several months.” 

“It has been a grueling book tour, but this was the last event for a 
while. I will do more talks at school. What most people don’t know 
about my level of academia is to keep my position I have to publish, 
publish, and publish. It gains attention and funding for the university as 
well as myself, and it guarantees me my place on the staff.” 

She looked at Elton and asked, “So, this book is not so much about 
helping people as it is a means to an end for your career?” 
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He laughed and said, “I suppose in a manner of speaking that’s 
true, but I believe everything that I have written in those pages, and 
I practice them on my patients every day.”

“Does it end at the office door, Elton, or does it translate into all 
of the aspects of your life and how you treat people?” 

Elton looked confused and said, “I’m not sure where that’s 
coming from, Gail. I practice mercy each day with each person that 
I meet. I don’t write hollow words. I live what I write.” 

“Of course you do, Elton. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to insult you or 
hurt your feelings. So … I guess we need to get on with our days?” 

Gail stood up, and Elton rose and said, “I am off the rest of the 
day. Would you like to spend some time together? You have always 
wanted to see my home and gardens.” 

She looked around and spotted Chris out of the corner of her eye. 
She smiled and said, “I would really like that. Will you excuse me? 
I need to use the ladies’ room. Can I ride to your house with you?” 

He smiled and said, “Nothing would make me happier.” He sat 
back down and waved for the waiter and asked for the check as Gail 
walked out of sight.

Chris was sitting in a corner near the kitchen and the bathrooms. Gail 
walked up to him and said, “He’s going to take me to his place. I will ride 
with him. That should get you inside, so you can gather what you need.” 

Chris didn’t look up but said, “John will be very, very unhappy if 
you do that. We both think this guy is dangerous.” 

Gail headed to the bathroom and said, “Well then, you better 
have a good eye on my ass because if you don’t you have the Iron 
Eagle to answer to.” 

Sabrina was sitting in a comfortable chair as Karen asked her 
questions. Her eyes were open, but she was in a trance, and she was 
pouring out her emotions and telling horrific stories as tears ran down 



192 • Chapter Twenty-Two

her face. Karen turned away several times as her tablet remained 
trained on Sabrina. Karen wept as she listened to horrific stories of 
rape and torture. She regressed Sabrina back to her entry into foster 
care, which occurred due to the death of her parents in an accident 
when she was five years old. Sabrina’s face was emotionless as the 
tears streamed down, and she talked in a monotone voice, reciting 
the horrors she had experienced at the hands of George and Nicole 
and several others while in the foster care system. She recounted 
Elton Evers’ cruelty to her and Amy, the fact that they were no longer 
of use to the Pullmans, and her awareness that they were going to 
kill her and Amy because they knew too much. She gave websites 
that she had seen that George and Nicole used and gave details about 
other children and the things that had been done to them. 

Karen was about to bring her out of the trance when Sabrina 
said, “Ellie was always so nice to Amy and me. She would bring us 
things. Toys and candy. She wanted me and Amy to live with her, 
and she was filing an application with Doctor Palmer for custody 
and then she died.” 

Karen asked, “Do you know how Ellie died?” 
“No. George told us that she had been sick, and that it was sudden. 

But I didn’t believe him. I heard him on the phone with Doctor Palmer 
a few days before Ellie died, and they were arguing about her.” 

Karen sat back and asked, “Tell me about the conversation.” 
Sabrina took a breath and said, “They were fighting, and George 

was telling her that Amy and I were fine, and that Ellie had been 
around, and that he felt she might be suspicious.” 

“Of the sex stuff?” Karen asked. “Do you think that Ellie knew 
about the sex they were forcing you and Amy to do?” 

“I think so. Ellie saw some pictures that were in our bedroom 
closet. She didn’t say anything to me, but as soon as she saw them 
she rushed out of the apartment, and then she was dead.” 

Karen asked, “Is there anything else you remember about the 
phone conversation?”
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Sabrina nodded weakly and said, “George was quiet for a few 
minutes while Doctor Palmer was talking, and he said, ‘Yes, yes, 
Judy. I know. Secrets are only kept by the dead.’”

Karen sat up in her chair and asked, “Was that George who said 
it or Doctor Palmer?”

“George said it, but he was repeating something that Doctor 
Palmer had told him.”

Karen gave Sabrina instructions, and in a matter of a few minutes, 
she was out of the trance with no memory of the conversation. Karen 
looked at her and said, “I know a lot of what you have gone through. 
Those people will never hurt you again.” 

Sabrina nodded and asked, “Did someone hurt you when you 
were little?” 

Karen nodded as she stood up and walked Sabrina back to the 
holding room with Amy. 

The Eagle was standing in the underground garage of the lair 
when Jim and Sam pulled in. Jim got out of the car and said, “Well, 
you were a hundred fuckin’ percent right about what the bitch had 
in store for Sam and me, so it was a good thing I grabbed two extra 
vests from your armory.” 

The Eagle looked at Jim and asked, “So, she shot you, and you’re 
both still alive. Where’s the body?” 

“Breathing in the trunk of my car.” 
“Bring her into operating room three.” 
Jim coughed and said, “Um … can we use that cherry picker you 

have because the bitch is one mean fat cunt. Sam and I almost broke 
our backs getting her from her office to my car.” He popped open the 
trunk as Sam got out. 

The Eagle walked over and looked in and said, “Wow. You really 
had to shoehorn her into this thing, didn’t you?” 
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Sam laughed and said, “I swear to God I thought we were both 
going to die. How we got her in is beyond me.” 

The Eagle grabbed one of Paige’s arms and pulled her upright. 
He put his hands around her waist and lifted her out of the car and 
then did a clean and jerk movement as if lifting weights and said, 
“Three hundred pounds. I’m impressed that the two of you were able 
to move her at all.” Sara was in the hall, and the Eagle said, “Prepare 
room three. Do those gurneys have a weight limit?”  

“Five hundred pounds, I think. You’ll be okay.” 
The Eagle dropped Paige onto a gurney and started to strip her. 

Jim was standing in the doorway and said, “Man, I haven’t had lunch 
yet. Do you really have to do this now?” The Eagle pulled off Paige’s 
clothing and put it in a corner and restrained her to the gurney.

The Eagle said, “I have some very, very special punishment for 
the three people in here. I can tell you that none of you will have the 
stomach for it.” 

Jim and Sam stood silent as Sara set up an IV. Karen walked into 
the room and said, “John, I don’t know if there is any amount of 
torture that you can administer to these animals that will ever come 
close to what they have done.” She was weeping, and Jim put his arm 
around her, and she was shaking. They led her out of the room, and 
The Eagle followed. 

As he shut the operating room door, Sara asked, “Do you want her 
to sleep like the others, or do you want to start her agony?” 

“Keep her under. I need to find out what Karen knows.” The 
door shut, and the Eagle followed Karen, Jim, and Sam into his 
conference room. 

Karen handed the Eagle her tablet and said, “It’s all queued up. 
All you have to do is hit play then tell me how you can possibly 
administer enough justice to these animals or any of the others.” 
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Chris had a loose tail on Evers. He’d placed a GPS tracker on 
his car, and he knew his address, so he kept a half mile’s distance 
between him and Evers as Elton snaked his way through Mulholland 
Drive in the direction of his home. 

Elton and Gail were making small talk as he drove the winding 
road, and Gail asked, “So, now that you have this bestseller of a 
book are you going to stop teaching?” 

Elton pulled up to the steel gates of his home and pressed a 
transponder and said as the gates opened, “I haven’t decided. Some 
new business opportunities have presented themselves, and I am 
really excited about the prospects.” 

He pulled the car into a multiple car garage, and Gail looked at 
the vintage cars on display and said, “You have quite a collection!” 

“Fifteen fully restored or classic cars. Do you recognize any of 
the models?” 

Gail nodded. “Porsche and Lamborghini, I recognize, as well as 
several Corvettes but others I have never seen before.” 

Elton laughed and said, “I will give you a car lesson another 
time. Would you like a tour of my estate?” Gail nodded, and Elton 
led her to the front door and into the foyer. 

Chris had parked his car down the street. It was half past three, 
and he knew that people would certainly call police if they saw a 
masked man running through the neighborhood. He put a suit coat 
on over his body armor and pulled a small bag from the trunk and 
walked down to Elton’s home. He switched on the unit John had 
given him, and he could feel it buzzing in his jacket pocket as it 
picked up and blocked wireless sensors and security. He pressed his 
left hip pocket, and the IP unit began to buzz in his pants, and he 
whispered to himself, “Jesus. I get these too close to my junk, and 
I’m going to cream my damn pants. I feel like a walking vibrator.” 
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He found a side gate that was unlocked and put the bag in a small 
group of bushes and put several zip ties as well as a small roll of duct tape 
in his pocket. He started to walk the perimeter of the house, and he pulled 
out an amplifier and put it in his ear piece and moved it from window to 
window. It was starting to drizzle, and he moved slowly around the large 
property all the while the units were buzzing in his pocket.

Elton was explaining the history of a sculpture in his library 
when his cell phone rang. He looked at the caller ID and then at Gail 
and excused himself. He walked into the conservatory off the library 
and answered. “This is not a good time, Judy. I have a guest.”

Judy Palmer’s voice was cold and scared on the other end of the 
line. “Paige is missing.” 

“Say again?” 
“I said Paige is missing. I was talking to her on the phone before 

she was to be interviewed by Sheriff O’Brian and his newly elected 
partner Sheriff Pritchard, and now she’s gone.” 

Elton walked over near one of the windows and said in a soft 
voice, “This is not good. How do you know she isn’t just out or 
seeing someone else?” 

“I sent someone over to her office with a case report, and she 
wasn’t on-site. She killed O’Brian and Pritchard … at least that’s 
what she told me the last time I spoke to her.”

Elton looked back through a large arched doorway into his 
library and could see Gail looking at his books and paintings. He 
called out to her and said, “There are some really, really nice Hart 
pieces if you like acrylics as well as bronzes. If you follow the red 
line in the carpet, it will take you to the outer library and into the 
courtyard. I will be just a second.” Gail waved and started walking 
out of sight. Elton got back on the line and said, “Killed the Sheriff 
and the Sheriff-Elect? Are you two out of your damn minds?” 
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Judy laughed and said, “Hey, I didn’t kill them. She did. She had 
the cop killers and shot them pretty much point blank from what I 
could gather from her.” 

Elton took a deep breath and said, “Did it ever occur to you that 
perhaps she is taking care of the bodies? It’s not like she will want 
to call a damn news conference that she just killed two of the most 
powerful people in Los Angeles law enforcement.” 

Judy was quiet for a few seconds and then said, “I told her to 
leave the bodies and go to a safe house. She has her place in Bel 
Air, and it’s a fortress. I’ve called her cell phones and her home and 
office, and I’m not getting any response.” 

Elton was growing annoyed and said, “Go to her house or 
something. I’m sure she is somewhere. For Christ’s sake, do I have to 
do all of the thinking for you?” 

“There is another issue.” 
“And what the hell is that?” 
“Anita Bandon is out of the office, and no one knows where she 

is. She didn’t leave any information about where she was going.” 
Elton threw his hands in the air as he spoke, “Oh, for crying out 

loud, Judy. I have a guest. Do you think that just this once you can 
try and resolve this on your own?” He hung up the line and gestured 
in anger in the empty room.

The drizzle was still falling as Gail opened the French doors from 
the library that led to the garden and more sculptures. It was a light mist, 
and she continued to walk around the grounds looking at the artwork and 
running her hands along the smooth surfaces. She spotted a small house 
near the edge of the walkway and followed the path until she was at the 
front door, which was slightly ajar, and she pushed on it, and it opened. 

She looked around and then walked in. The small living room 
was quaint, and she walked around the house looking at the sparsely 



198 • Chapter Twenty-Two

furnished but tastefully decorated rooms. She walked into a small 
hallway and could see light coming from one of the back rooms. When 
she walked in the direction of the light, she saw several monitors 
with videos of small children being raped. One of the computers had 
the TOR logo on the screen, and she picked up a few flash drives that 
were on a small desk and put them in her pocket. 

“You couldn’t just stay in the library or the courtyard? You had 
to go snooping around my property?” Elton stood in the doorway, 
blocking Gail’s exit, and he was holding a small gun.

The Eagle had left the lair and told the others to stay put and that 
he wouldn’t be too long. Karen was still shaking, and Sara had poured 
her a cup of coffee after she had sedated Sabrina and Amy. Karen 
asked, “What do you think of this?” 

Sara looked up at the monitors and the images of children, their 
faces deformed from pain and said, “I don’t know. You’re right, 
though. Death is too good for these animals. How does the Eagle 
punish this kind of behavior?” 

“Slowly, very, very slowly … like molasses in winter,” said Karen. 
When they looked up, Barbara was standing in the doorway. Sara 

looked at her and said, “And the rest of the animals out there preying 
on children … the Eagle can’t kill them all.” 

Barbara looked at the video and said, “No, he can’t. Some will 
have to be arrested and go through the system. I know any that are 
local will have accidents at the main jail. Jimmy and his men will see 
to that. The others, depending on where they are, will be punished. 
There’s even a code in prison if you can believe that. Child rapists 
and child killers don’t last long.” 

Karen looked at her and said, “I know there is an underground 
element in police work that takes care of the worst of the worst. At 
least that’s what I have been led to believe.”
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Barbara and Sara both nodded slowly, and Barbara said, “I don’t 
think we need to wait for the Eagle to get this torture started.” Karen 
and Sara smiled, and Barbara said, “Let’s start with George and 
Nicole. Nothing overly invasive but something painful.” 

Sara said, “We can give all three of them a cocktail of Deliverance that 
the Eagle and I worked up. It’s like pouring battery acid into their veins.” 

Barbara said, “We will need several five gallon buckets and a lot 
of ice.” 

Sara smiled and said, “We’ll need to pull bedding, so the gurneys 
are down to just steel to get the full effect.” 

Karen stood up and said, “That’s not hard to do. Sedate them, roll 
them, strip the gurneys down to bare steel, and strap the bastards back 
to the tables.” The women nodded and walked out of the conference 
room headed for the operating rooms.
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 Chapter Twenty-Three
“Even now, Elton, you have 

signed your own death warrant.”

T
he Eagle’s Silverado pulled up behind Chris’ car and parked. It was 
a quarter to five, and the streetlights were starting to come on. The 
rain had picked up, and he ran across the road in his black body 

armor and jumped the fence at the side gate where Chris had gone in.

Gail stood frozen in place as Elton looked on at her. She said, 
“I was looking for a bathroom, and I saw this house. I didn’t think 
I would ever find anything like this. Elton, what in the name of all 
things holy are you doing?” 

Elton leaned his body against the wall and said, “There is nothing holy 
about it, but it is very, very profitable, and children are easy to control. 
We have a deep web server that we run the sites on, and I just learned that 
I can partner with others and make this a very, very lucrative business.” 
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Gail looked at him through the light of the monitors and said, 
“Business? The lives of children are being destroyed. You’re a 
fuckin’ pedophile, Elton!” She pointed to one of the monitors where 
Elton was on screen with Amy on her knees and Sabrina on her back 
in front of him. All three were nude, and Elton was yelling, “Stop 
screaming, you little cunt, and lick Sabrina’s pussy, or I’ll shove 
more than my cock in your pussy.” 

Elton looked over at the screen and smiled and said, “You see. There 
is mercy in action. I gave the kid a warning to stop screaming, or I would 
hurt her worse.” He looked at the small set of numbers running on the 
screen below the film and said, “In about two minutes, you’re going to 
see that she didn’t listen, and I penetrate her in all three of her holes. It’s 
a bit nasty. You might want to stop watching.” Gail stood staring at the 
monitor as Elton got more and more brutal with Amy. 

Chris could see a faint light coming from the guest house, but he 
wasn’t picking up voices. He walked slowly near several large oak 
trees to stay out of sight and drew his tranquilizer gun.

The Eagle was on the other side of the guest house and heard 
everything that Elton had said. He slowly moved to a pair of French 
doors and slid a small card between the locks, and the doors released. 
He opened them slowly and saw that the living room was empty. He 
could see the glow from the bedroom, and he could hear Gail speaking. 

“They are children. For God’s sake, Elton, you’re raping and 
brutalizing children.”

He laughed and said, “They get a drug before I start on them. Besides, 
these two I am finished with, and if I know their foster parents, the kids 
are dead. Most likely drowned and cut up and in a dumpster somewhere.” 
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Gail looked at him with utter disgust and said, “No, Elton, those 
two little girls are not dead.” 

Elton stood up straight and said, “I’m sorry? And you know this how?” 
“Because I was there when the girls were brought in, and the young 

one was seen by a doctor because the Pullmans did try to drown her.” 
Elton raised the gun to her head and asked, “Where did you see 

these two, and how do you know the Pullmans?” 
Gail laughed and said, “Even now, Elton, you have signed your 

own death warrant. The judge and jury are here, and you are about 
to be sent to the gallows. You won’t die gentle like some of these 
children. That, I can guarantee you.” 

Elton’s face was both shocked and angry, and his hand was trembling 
with the gun in it, and he said, “Answer my damn question! Where did 
you see these children? How do you know all of what you know?” 

Elton stepped forward and as he did he felt a hard and stiff blow 
to both his knees and his head. The gun flew out of his hand, and 
Gail ran across the room and grabbed it. Elton rolled on his back and 
saw Gail standing over him with the gun trained on him. He said, 
“You bitch! You betrayed me. You set me up, and now what? You 
think you’re going to kill me? All of those years of therapy, and you 
still won’t accept the fact that your husband is dead because of you. 
You were the catalyst for his murder. You were the one who let him 
go back on the streets with his men and get wrapped up in the whole 
LAPD killings. You are worthless and weak. Take that gun and put 
it in your mouth and blow your sick, worthless brains out and be 
reunited with your husband.” 

Gail began to tremble as Elton spoke, and she waved the gun 
and started to put it up to her head. Chris had a hold of Elton, but 
Elton was so engrossed in seeing Gail die he was unaware of his own 
predicament. “Do it. Gail. End it all. I stopped you too many times 
in the past. You want to do it. You want to be out of this world and 
with Steve. You won’t even hear the gun go off. You’ll just be dead, 
and you know that’s what you want.” 
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Elton saw a large shadow pass between him and Gail, and the Eagle 
took the gun from her trembling hand. She broke down in tears and began 
screaming, and Elton laughed. Chris had rolled Elton over, and he was 
suddenly aware of the two men in the room. Chris flipped on a light, and 
Elton looked up at the two men towering over him and started to scream. 

The Eagle kicked him in the groin and said, “Silence.” 
Elton had the wind knocked out of him, and Chris walked over to 

Gail and said, “It’s not true, Gail, and you know that this son of a bitch 
is pushing all of those buttons he planted in you years ago in therapy. 
You know what happened. You know Steve is a hero. Jim and the Eagle 
are alive today because of Steve. Don’t give this dog the satisfaction of 
seeing you suffer over something that you had no control over.” 

The Eagle lifted Elton to his feet and pulled him in close to his 
masked face. “You heard what Mrs. Hoffman said to you before 
your little tirade, right?” The Eagle dragged Elton into the bedroom 
and pressed his face to the monitor where Amy was screaming as he 
pressed a curling iron on her behind. “So, this is your idea of fun? You 
like to do this to children? I’m not a man who believes in a hell after 
this life, so when I take a victim I make certain that he or she suffers 
what I imagine a hell would be like … only right here in this life.” 

Elton started yelling, “This is a misunderstanding. That is not me. 
That’s my twin brother. I had no idea anything like this was going on.” 

The Eagle pulled him to his face and said, “I have dealt with 
all types of rapists and killers, but never have I seen anything like 
this. I can promise that you will beg for that mercy you write about 
so eloquently in your book, but it won’t come. You’re in my hands 
now, Doctor Evers. You’re in the hands of the Iron Eagle.” The Eagle 
lifted him off the floor and threw him through the French doors at 
the back of the guest house. He looked at Chris and said, “I have one 
more stop to make. Take this animal back to my lair and see to it that 
some harm comes to him but not death.” 

Chris nodded, and Gail had gotten back her composure and asked, 
“Who’s left?”
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“Doctor Judy Palmer. Isn’t that right, Doctor Evers?” Elton 
was laying on his face on the concrete patio in the rain. The Eagle 
continued as Chris dealt with Evers. “Doctor Palmer is the king pin 
of this whole situation, and I’m going to take my time and make sure 
that I get every name of every case she has dealt with until I can make 
sure those children are safe and or accounted for, then I’m going to 
take great pains to make sure that you all feel the pains of hell.” 

Chris nodded, and Gail stood up and walked over to Elton, who 
was laying on the ground, his face covered in blood. She leaned down 
to him and asked, “Do you like going to the dentist?” 

“What? What the hell are you talking about?” 
Gail let out a hideous laugh and said, “The Iron Eagle does a lot 

of dental work. I just wondered if you liked going to the dentist.” 
Elton started to scream as Chris shot him with a tranquilizer dart 
then put a piece of duct tape over his mouth. 

Elton was slipping out of consciousness when Chris whispered 
into his ear, “This will be the last time you ever sleep without being 
in agony.” Elton’s eyes went wide then closed. Chris picked him up 
as the Eagle walked off into the rainy night. 

Gail was standing next to Chris and asked, “Will he get to Palmer?” 
Chris said, “Yes. He’ll get to Palmer. The question is, will Palmer get 

the chance to end her own life, or will the Eagle get to do it for her?” 
Together, they walked back to his car with Evers, and Chris dropped his 
body into the trunk and said, “We will have to make a call to 911 on the 
way to the lair. That’ll get the ball started on exposing this child porn ring.” 

Judy was able to get into Elton’s office with a second key that he had 
given to her years earlier. She sat down at his desk and looked around 
the office and said, “Why don’t I think that you will ever see this office 
again, Elton?” She was going through his desk drawers and whispering 
to herself, “I know there’s a master flash drive here somewhere.” 
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John had removed his body armor and put on his suit. He had a 
small satchel over his shoulder and a modified tire iron hanging from 
an inside compartment sewn into his coat.  

He had tried to reach Judy Palmer and was told by her secretary 
that Doctor Palmer was in a meeting with Doctor Evers when he 
identified himself as an FBI agent and left a message. He exited the 
110 Freeway and was driving down Hope Street. He parked his truck 
in front of 333 South Hope Street, flashed his FBI badge, and asked 
the security guard at the door if there was anyone left in the building. 
The guard told him that there were many in offices. John looked at 
the registry and saw that Judy Palmer had signed in at the security 
desk ten minutes earlier. He smiled and walked over to the bank of 
elevators and pressed the button.

The elevator doors opened to a well-lit hall, and John walked 
slowly down it to Elton’s open office suite. He saw that the light was 
on in Elton’s private office and walked up to the door and stepped in. 

Judy was rummaging through Elton’s desk and didn’t hear or see 
John enter. Her obliviousness to his presence was the result of what 
appeared to be pure panic. She was getting more and more aggressive 
with the desk drawers until she hit one that was locked. She was 
searching the drawers for a key when John spoke.

“Doctor Palmer, this is a surprise. What are you doing here?” 
He startled her, and she looked up to see his towering frame in the 
doorway and froze. John stepped into the office and walked over 
to the desk and asked, “Did you hear my question, Doctor Palmer? 
What are you doing here?” 

Judy didn’t miss a beat. “Doctor Evers sent me a text that he had a 
patient file that he wanted to get a second opinion on. I haven’t been able 
to reach him, and he was insistent that I read over his notes, so here I am.” 

John smiled and said, “Indeed, here you are. You do know that we 
served a search warrant on Doctor Evers’s office a day or two ago, right?” 
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Judy’s face dropped a bit, and she said, “Um … he didn’t mention 
that to me. What on earth would the FBI have to do with Doctor Evers?” 

“That is a great question and one that up until very, very recently I 
didn’t fully know the answer to.” John paused and looked at Judy and 
then said slowly, “However … it is a question that I DO have an answer 
to now. You know exactly what I’m talking about, don’t you doctor?” 

She stared at John and said, “I have no idea what you are talking 
about. Elton has never told me that he was under investigation by 
your office or any other party.” 

John smiled again and said, “Of course not. It is a bit embarrassing 
to be under investigation by the FBI and the Los Angeles County 
Sheriff’s office. However, he is, and my investigation has unearthed 
some very, very troubling information and reprehensible behavior, 
Doctor Palmer. Absolutely depraved and inexcusable behavior. You 
know what I’m talking about, don’t you?” 

Judy tried to get an indignant look on her face, but it would 
not come, and she asked, “So, what now, Agent Swenson? Are you 
going to slap the cuffs on me? Take me down to your office and 
book me?” She laughed and said, “I don’t know what you’re talking 
about, but I can assure you, you have no idea who you are dealing 
with. I want my attorney.” 

John stood up and reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a 
black business card. He leaned across the desk and said, “I can assure 
you, Doctor Palmer, it is you who has no idea who you are dealing 
with.” He laid the card on the desk in front of her. The steel wings of 
the Iron Eagle’s calling card set against the flat black business card 
set her back in Elton’s chair. 

Judy looked at him and said, “So, you have been raiding your 
own evidence room, Agent Swenson. You’re bringing your own 
crime scene evidence to this office?” 

John shook his head slowly as the smile left his face. Judy stared 
into the changing eyes of Swenson and in a fraction of a second 
everything became clear. “It’s you! You’re the Iron Eagle?” 
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John nodded slowly, and Judy stood up and reached for the phone 
on Elton’s desk, only to have the Eagle slam his hand down on top of 
hers. The force sent her screaming to a corner of the office, holding 
her right hand. “Jesus Chris! You broke my hand.” 

The Eagle saw a trickle of blood running down Judy’s arm and said, 
“You should look again.” Judy pulled her left hand off her right to see 
blood running down her wrist and several bones protruding through the 
top of her hand. The Eagle said, “That’s a nasty compound fracture.” 

She looked at the Eagle in shock and said, “You destroyed my 
hand, you fuckin’ animal. You destroyed my hand.” 

The Eagle laughed as he reached into his coat and pulled out the tire 
iron and said, “I’m just getting started, Doctor Palmer.” Judy moved to 
run around the desk, but the Eagle tripped her with the steel iron, and as 
she hit the floor, he brought the iron down onto her right thigh. The sound 
of her femur shattering could have been heard in the hall. 

She screamed and said, “Dear God, why are you doing this to 
me?” She was crawling across the floor to the office entrance when 
she reached the door. She pulled herself up onto her left leg and 
then tried to put pressure on her right, only to have several of the 
bones puncture the surface of her thigh. She fell to the floor and 
began crawling out of the office as the Eagle followed slowly and 
deliberately. “I’ve done nothing wrong. I don’t understand.”

The Eagle lifted the iron and asked, “Sabrina and Amy … do those 
two names ring a bell with you? How about George and Nicole Pullman?” 

She looked at the Eagle and said, “Social work cases I handled at my 
offices. They’re foster parents. Go after the parents. What did I do wrong?” 

The Eagle pressed his left foot into Judy’s chest then brought the 
tire iron down near her face and said, “You see the sharp sided end on 
this piece of steel?” He pressed it between the ribs on her left side and 
said, “You’re going to feel some pressure, then you’re going to cough 
as your lung collapses.” The Eagle rammed the iron into Judy’s left 
side. She took a deep breath, coughed, and then started to take shallow 
breaths while trying to scream but little was coming out of her mouth 
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but blood. The Eagle picked her up and carried her to the elevator. 
He pressed the button for the top floor and said, “We are taking a ride 
up to the roof, Doctor Palmer. One of us will be taking the express 
elevator down. I bet you can guess who that is going to be.” 

The doors opened, and the Eagle made his way to the roof access 
and threw Judy down on the concrete. He pulled a small remote from 
his pocket, looked at her, and said, “This is a frequency jammer. It 
makes it possible to jam the camera signals. I don’t want anyone to 
see me with you on the roof, you know. The cameras are very, very 
sophisticated. That’s how I learned that Doctor Newton had been on 
the roof with Ellie Watts and even provoked her into jumping.” Judy 
was shaking her head, out of breath, and the Eagle picked her back 
up and flung her over his shoulder as he ascended several flights of 
steel stairs that led to the roof. 

The rain was falling in sheets, and the Eagle looked down at his 
watch and said, “Six p.m. Traffic is about to become a nightmare 
down there. Fifty-five stories to the ground, Doctor Palmer. Add 
an extra one for the rooftop.” The Eagle pulled her over onto her 
stomach and lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. “Now, I 
know you like to watch the kids being raped, and I know you make 
a significant profit from it.” He put his foot into her lower back and 
rammed the steel rod into her anus. She let out a slight cry as the 
Eagle pressed the rod into her over fifteen inches. He looked down 
at her backside as a small trickle of blood started to spread onto her 
cheeks and said, “That perforated your bowel. Things are going to 
get very smelly very fast.” 

He rolled her on her side with the rod still impaling her and asked, 
“Why children, doctor?” She tried to answer but could not. The Eagle 
said, “It’s a rhetorical question anyway. The ease of manipulation 
with the little ones and the total lack of control that they have is the 
catalyst. I have absolutely no tolerance for crimes against children, 
Doctor Palmer. I have seen my fair share of deviants. I deal with them 
daily, but I have to tell you this takes cruelty to a whole new level.” 
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The Eagle reached around and grabbed the rod and pulled it out 
of Judy. He reached over as the rain fell on the two of them and 
asked, “Are you afraid of heights?” Judy nodded her head weakly, 
and the Eagle pulled her over to the roof’s edge and lifted her by the 
hair and hung her over the side of the building. The Eagle laughed 
and said, “A fear of heights is an irrational fear if you think about 
it. It really should be called the fear of falling. Falling more than 
fifty-five stories is something to fear. I mean, you pick up so much 
speed heading for the ground that when you hit the pavement you 
just … explode. It’s quite gruesome. You want to know a secret?” 
Judy was in and out of consciousness but opened her eyes wide, and 
the Eagle looked into them and said, “I have a drug I will give you 
that guarantees you will be wide awake for the whole fall. Now, tell 
me that’s not an adventure.” 

Judy was thrashing under the Eagle’s legs as he held her over the 
edge. The traffic below was just glistening lights on the wet street. 
There was no sound other than the sound of the rain and the wheezing 
coming from Judy’s collapsed lung. The Eagle lifted her and pulled 
her over to the edge of the building where Sam had almost fallen 
earlier while standing on the roof with Jim. The Eagle pulled a field 
knife from his boot and showed it to Judy and said, “Did you know 
that the human small intestine is nearly twenty feet long and very, 
very strong if used properly?” The Eagle laughed and said, “You’re 
probably wondering why I am giving you this little anatomy lesson?” 

Judy looked up with pleading eyes as the Eagle made two small 
incisions into her abdomen. He cut through the abdominal muscle 
until he could grab the small intestines. He pulled one end through 
one hole and another through the other and then pulled out three feet 
on each side and showed them to her. “In case you’re interested, I am 
disemboweling you, Doctor Palmer. Well, you are actually going to 
disembowel yourself … but I’m getting ahead of myself.” The Eagle 
tied the intestines to the end of the steel window washing tower and 
then pulled Judy over to the edge. She was losing consciousness, and 
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he pulled a syringe of stimulant out of his jacket and injected her, 
and she revived with muted screams. 

The Eagle held up the half full syringe and said, “My wife’s 
concoction. It’s very, very effective at both waking my victims as 
well as increasing the amount of pain they are in. I bet you feel like 
your body is on fire amongst all of the other pain.” The Eagle pulled 
a small piece of hard plastic tubing from his pocket and looked Judy 
in the eyes as he rammed it into the hole in her left side. He pressed 
his lips to the tubing and blew air into it, and Judy’s breath came 
back as he placed a small cork in the end. “There. Now you can talk 
with a little more ease.” 

He pulled out his tablet and started recording as he interrogated 
her. She admitted her role in the child pornography and named names 
of people high up who were transmitting the photos to hidden servers 
all over the country, which distributed the images around the world.  
After ten minutes of questions, the Eagle pulled Judy’s face to his 
and said, “We have video surveillance footage of you getting into 
and out of Violet Harper’s vehicle. I have been able to enhance that 
video to see you sitting and talking to Violet. She is now in a coma. 
What did you give her and why?” Judy was crying and begging for 
mercy as he sat on the ledge of the building with his feet over the side 
and the tablet in his hands and said, “Mercy? You want mercy from 
me? Where was your mercy for all of those children? You ask me 
for mercy in the light of what you have done? I have Paige Newton 
as well as Elton Evers and George and Nicole Pullman in my lair. I 
also have the children that they were using and abusing. You have 
now given me the information I need to take down the rest of these 
animals. Actionable mercy is not in my vocabulary, Doctor Palmer.” 

Judy took a deep breath and said, “I gave Violet a psychotropic 
medication along with a hypnotic. She knows too much, and I feared 
that she would speak, so she had to be killed.” 

The Eagle looked down at the woman and asked, “Are you telling 
me that Violet knew what you were doing to these children?” 



Equality of Mercy • 211210 • Chapter Twenty-Three

Judy nodded and said, “Under hypnosis, I was able to uncover 
some childhood trauma that Violet had suffered at the hands of her 
uncle and brother. I planted false memories to help her deal with that, 
but in the course of years of therapy, I used Violet as a sounding board 
while she was under hypnosis. She doesn’t consciously know what I 
have been doing, but in her subconscious mind she knows too much.” 

The Eagle lifted her up and leaned her on the edge of the roof 
against the steel beam. He looked at her and asked, “Is there an 
antidote?” Judy shook her head, and the Eagle injected her with the 
last of the stimulant and said, “Well, that is really, really bad. Violet 
and I go back a lot of years.” Judy was staring over the edge when 
the Eagle drove his field knife into her abdomen just above the pubic 
bone. He drew her close as he pulled up on the blade, splitting her 
open and said, “This is not how I wanted to deal with you. It’s all too 
quick. You deserve to suffer much, much more, but I have others to 
deal with, and this is the most opportune time.” 

Judy’s head flung back as the blade entered her abdomen, and her 
mouth opened as the knife cut its way to the bottom of her thorax. “Do 
you believe in God, Doctor Palmer?” Judy was in shock and made 
no gesture or attempt at a response. The Eagle pulled the tubing out 
of her side, and the lung collapsed. He put his mouth next to her ear 
and said, “I’m on the fence on the God thing; however, if such does 
exist, may God NOT have mercy on your soul.” With those words, 
he pushed Judy away from him and watched as she fell backwards 
off the building’s edge. Her intestines held her in a moment of limbo 
as her feet slipped in her own blood and then they began to unwind 
like string as her body plummeted to earth.

The Eagle filmed her fall with his tablet until she disappeared into the 
rainy night and the glint of headlights on the street below. He cutaway 
the remnants of Judy’s intestines from the window cleaning unit and 
threw them off the rooftop. The rain was falling hard. He looked around 
the roof and whispered, “One down. Nature will clean this up,” and he 
walked back to the rooftop access and down into the building.
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Chapter Twenty-Four
“Are any of us in  
this line of work  

ever truly okay?”

P
aige was screaming as Barbara twisted the handle on the 
speculum she had inserted into her vagina. Sara was standing 
over Barbara’s shoulder and said, “It is amazing just how flexible 

our vaginas are, isn’t it?”
Barbara nodded and asked Sara for the Eagle’s branding tool. Sara 

handed it to her and Barbara lowered it into Paige’s open vagina. The 
smell of burning flesh and urine filled the room. Barbara pulled out 
the branding iron and looked at Paige and said, “That’s for shooting 
my husband and his partner, you bitch.” 

Sara took the iron from Barbara and pressed it to Paige’s nude 
breasts and said, “This is for all of the children you have exploited.” 
Sara pulled the iron off Paige’s chest, and the seal of the Iron Eagle 
rose between Paige’s breasts as she screamed uncontrollably. 

Karen walked into the operating room and said, “The Eagle is back.” 



Equality of Mercy • 213212 • Chapter Twenty-Four

The Eagle walked in behind Karen and when Paige saw his face 
she screamed, “Special Agent John Swenson? You’re the Iron Eagle?” 

He didn’t look at Paige and asked Sara, “So, you and Barbara have 
been meting out your own brand of punishment, I see. Have you done 
the same to George and Nicole?” The two nodded. “And Doctor Evers?” 

Chris was standing in the doorway and said, “I have been 
conversing with him, sir. It’s amazing the information you can get 
out of someone with some razor wire and jumper cables.” 

The Eagle nodded and said while taking off his suit coat and 
removing the tire iron from inside the jacket, “This has been a most 
effective tool tonight as well.” 

Chris looked at the iron and asked, “Doctor Palmer is dead?” 
The Eagle nodded and said, “She jumped off the Bank of America 

building downtown about a half hour ago. Jade and Jessica are on scene.” 
Chris laughed and said, “Those two have had a very, very busy day.” 
The Eagle nodded and said, “As have we. Now, if you all will 

excuse me. Ms. Newton and I need to have a chat.” Barbara and Sara 
walked out of the room, but the Eagle asked Karen to stay. She nodded 
and shut the door as Paige started screaming once more.

Anita Bandon was sitting in a small room with all of the children from 
the Eagle’s home as well as the four from Darla’s apartment. Philly had 
been watching over them as Lance went to get the children food. Anita sat 
up and said, “I understand that Agent Swenson seeks safety, but I think 
this is a bit of overkill. These children need medical attention, homes, and 
beds to sleep in with families that will love and care for them.” 

Lance walked in with several bags of food, and each of the 
children took what they wanted. Sabrina spoke up and said, “Doctor 
Bandon, I feel safer right here right now than I have since I ended 
up in foster.” Amy nodded as did the others. 

Anita said, “Look, child, I understand.” 



214 • Chapter Twenty-Four

Sabrina cut her off and said, “No, ma’am, you don’t. You can’t 
begin to understand what we have all endured. Have you seen any of 
the video that is out there on the internet?” Anita shook her head, and 
Sabrina dropped her head and whispered with tears dripping from 
her eyes, “You will. Just put us back in it again.” 

Anita started to say something when Philly handed her a tablet and 
said, “Don’t say anything else until you understand the gravity of this 
situation.” Anita took the tablet, and there on the screen were Sabrina and 
Amy with Doctor Elton Evers on top of Sabrina, barking out instructions 
to Amy, who was being struck with a long wood rod. The first scream 
threw Anita back in her chair, and she dropped the tablet. Philly picked 
it up and paused it and said, “Don’t you dare tell any of these kids that 
you understand what has happened to them. You don’t even know the 
surface of their captivity and sexual and physical torture.” 

Anita had a small plate of food in front of her and looked down at her 
watch and said, “It’s nine p.m. Is this where we are all staying tonight?” 

Lance shrugged and said, “When it is safe, we will be told so, and 
we will take you to your office.” 

She looked at the two men and said, “You’re not with the Sheriff’s 
Department, are you?” 

Lance looked at Philly, who shrugged, and Philly said, “No.” 
“Who are you, and who do you work for?” 
Lance smiled and said, “We are friends not foes, Ms. Bandon. 

Our job is to keep you and the children safe until we have been 
cleared to take you elsewhere.” 

Anita pulled the plate of food over to her and said, “It is too late 
to do much of anything tonight. I would not be able to get all of these 
children protection.” 

Lance said, “Don’t worry about it. You will not stay the night 
here. Accommodations have been made. We’re just awaiting orders.” 

“Orders? You sound like we are being held by the military.” 
Lance smiled again and said, “You are being held in protective 

custody by order of our boss.” 
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“Jim O’Brian?” Lance shook his head slowly, and Anita looked 
at Philly and asked, “Agent Swenson?” Lance shook his head once 
more, and Anita’s face dropped a bit. 

She started to say something when Philly said, “My advice to 
you, Ms. Bandon, is not to ask questions that you are not prepared to 
hear the answer to.” 

Anita looked on at the children and then back at Lance and Philly 
and said, “But I know who your boss is, don’t I?” 

The men laughed together, and Lance said, “You don’t know him, 
but I am certain you have heard of him.” 

Sabrina was sitting on a small couch next to Amy and the others 
and said, “The man in black. He’s who you’re talking about.” 

Lance didn’t answer, and Amy said in a small voice, “He saved 
my life. They drowned me in the bathtub, and he saved me.” 

Sabrina nodded, and Anita asked, “Who is he?” 
Sabrina took a bite of her food and said, “I don’t know. I 

remember him coming and getting Amy. I remember she was blue 
and not breathing, and then she was alive again, then nothing until 
we ended up here.” 

Anita took the foil lid off her food and said, “It’s probably best 
that I not know or officially acknowledge that I know what I think I 
know.” She took a fork full of food and put it in her mouth as Philly 
handed out drinks while nodding his head.

Paige was cursing a blue streak as John sat down on a small stool, 
and Karen sat next to him. He looked at Paige and said, “This is going 
to be a long, painful drawn out ordeal for you, Ms. Newton. I’m not 
going to lie to you.” There was a light tap on the operating room door, 
and John looked at Karen and said, “Special guests for Ms. Newton.” 

Karen rose and opened the door to allow Jim and Sam into the 
room. Jim was smiling ear to ear. Sam had an angry look on her face 
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as Paige looked at the two of them and said, “Impossible. You’re 
dead. I killed you. I shot you. I saw you dead on the floor.” 

Jim grabbed a chair from a corner of the room and sat down on it 
backward and said, “Yes. Yes, you did. Did it ever occur to you that you 
might be dead as well, and you have just entered the first gate of hell?” 

That drew a smile from Sam, and Paige began to scream and talk to 
herself as she looked at the four people in the room. “It’s just a nightmare. 
You’re going to wake up. Wake up, Paige. You’re in some type of contorted 
nightmare. You just need to wake up, and you will be in your soft, warm 
bed safe and sound.” John laughed and pointed to a corner of the white 
room. Paige saw nothing but a white wall with silver handles. She looked 
at John and said, “So, this is a handicapped enabled room?” 

John shook his head and said, “Look closer. Much, much closer.” 
Karen walked in the direction of the corner, and as she did Paige 
heard the sound of a dental drill and saw what it was that John wanted 
her to see. It was a white casket with silver handles. She let out a 
scream as John pulled her head back onto the gurney and strapped it 
tightly down. Jim and Sam stood back away from John and Karen. 

Karen was working like a dental assistant. She had air and water and 
a suction tube that she was using on Paige’s face. John pressed the foot 
pedal on the dental drill after putting in a large drill bit, and Jim looked 
at Sam and said, “You might not want to watch what is about to happen.” 

Sam shook her head and said, “I want to watch this bitch get 
what’s coming to her.” Jim laughed and pulled two cigarettes out of 
his top left pocket and handed one to Sam. He pulled out his Zippo 
lighter and began to snap the lighter open and closed in rhythm to the 
sound of the drill carving out Paige’s teeth and face. The blood was 
being sucked up by Karen, and Sam asked, “Can we smoke in here?” 

Jim shook his head and said, “No. These are for after. Watching 
someone who tried to kill you die is, for me, like having sex. When 
it’s over, I want a smoke.” Sam watched the TV monitors around 
the room that were giving her close-up pictures as Paige Newton 
went from an attractive overweight woman to a monster. Paige was 
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attempting to scream as John took a pair of pliers and began pulling 
tooth after tooth out of her head. Karen was calm and collected. She 
had a small steel vomit tray used in hospitals to catch the teeth as 
John extracted one after the other. 

Sam leaned over to Jim and said, “It is going to be hell for her to eat.” 
Jim started laughing and said, “Yeah. Like that’s going to be the 

worst of her problems.” 
“I feel conflicted,” Sam suddenly said.
Jim laughed again and said, “I told you to go to the bathroom 

before we came back here.” 
She shook her head and said, “Fuck you, Jim. You know goddamn 

well what I’m talking about. We’re to uphold the law, and here we sit 
watching a woman being brutalized by the Iron Eagle.” 

Jim had the cigarette between his teeth and said, “Well, if you 
have that much of a moral dilemma here, why aren’t you stopping it?” 

Sam sat back in her chair as she heard the sound of another tooth 
striking the steel cup and said, “I said I feel conflicted, not that I 
don’t want the bitch to suffer.” 

“You ain’t seen nothing yet, kid. You ain’t seen nothing yet.” 
The last tooth struck the steel, and John said, “Wisdom teeth. 

They’re really, really tough to pull. I got all but one. I will need 
the bone drill to get that sucker out of there.” Karen pulled a small 
unit off a steel table and handed it to John. He looked into Paige’s 
pleading eyes and said, “This is probably going to hurt.” He revved 
the motor and started to cut through Paige’s jaw as she started to lose 
consciousness. He looked at Karen and said, “It appears that Ms. 
Newton wants to pass out.” 

Karen pulled a syringe off the steel table and said, “We can’t 
have that. We don’t want her to miss her own burial.” Paige’s eyes 
went wide as the drug went into her IV, and Karen pushed the casket 
on its carrier near the operating table.
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Both George and Nicole looked more like hamburger than human. 
Their faces were contorted by both pain and the equipment of John’s 
dental work. George was lying in a casket and could hear Nicole 
screaming and the sound of the cherry picker motor. He could see 
Nicole’s nude and bloody body being lifted and moved out of his 
sight. Barbara was fitting George with oxygen under his nose, and 
he was looking straight up at the top of the viewing window of the 
casket he was in. There were several lights, and Barbara asked, “Can 
you hear me okay, George?” His head was restrained, and he tried to 
speak, but his jaw had been removed as well as his tongue. He spit 
some blood trying to form words, and Barbara said, “Got it. You hear 
me just fine. As hard as this is going to be to believe, your suffering 
is just beginning, George.” Barbara closed the casket lid, but he could 
still hear all that was going on outside. He tried to scream but was 
unable. He could hear Sara and Barbara talking and Nicole gurgling. 

Sara said, “Shit! The bitch is trying to take the easy way out. She’s 
having a damn heart attack.” George could hear gasping and then Sara 
saying, “Barbara, grab me that scalpel. I need to open her chest and 
see if I can get the rhythm under control before she flat lines on me.” 

Barbara looked down at Nicole and said, “You don’t have any of 
the tools you need to scream or speak. You don’t even have an upper 
of lower jaw or teeth, just a hole, so shut up.” 

Sara said, “Barb, I need the bone saw. We need to crack this 
cunt’s sternum.” The bone saw was screeching in George’s ears as he 
stared into the darkness of his casket and heard the cracking of bones 
as Sara dropped a rib spreader on Nicole’s chest. She was looking 
down as she cranked Nicole’s chest open and said, “Shit! She’s 
going into Afib. Hand me the internal paddles.” Barbara handed 
Sara two thin long handled steel paddles and then pressed the button 
on the defibrillator, and Sara called out, “Clear!” George heard a 
loud thump and then heard Sara call out again, “Clear!” There was a 
second loud thump and then he heard Sara say, “Jesus. I thought she 
was going to die before the Eagle could kill her.”  
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The women closed up Nicole’s chest, then Sara set the oxygen in 
Nicole’s nose as she was coming to. Sara and Barbara were staring 
down into the casket as Nicole’s eyes began to focus, and Sara said, 
“Wow, Nicole. I thought we lost you there for a second, but I was able 
to revive you.  Don’t worry. You’re going to be in a lot of pain, but 
you are going to live.”

Nicole could not smile, and Barbara leaned down over her 
mutilated face and said, “Yep … you’re going to live to be buried 
alive!” And with that, she closed the casket lid. 

Elton was laying on the gurney covered in ice on the steel frame 
when John and Karen walked in. He was blue and shivering and asked, 
“What the hell are you doing to me, Doctor Faber? You’re a monster.” 

Karen shrugged and said, “I hardly think so. I do think, however, 
that formal introductions are in order. Doctor Elton Evers, I am 
pleased to introduce you to Special Agent John Swenson of the FBI, 
also known in popular circles as the Iron Eagle.” 

Elton’s face dropped, and he said, “Really, Karen? Really? All 
of the years of medical school and training in psychiatry, and you’re 
assisting a psychotic serial killer? You are obviously dealing with 
your own psychosis.” 

She smiled and took a seat in a corner of the operating room as 
John approached the table. “You look like you have a bit of a chill, 
Doctor Evers.” 

Elton looked up at John and said, “You’re an animal. You’re a 
murdering psychotic animal.” 

John lifted Elton’s IV line and looked at the clear fluid flowing 
into his veins. He pulled a small steel tray over to the gurney when 
there was a knock on the operating room door. Karen answered to see 
Chris standing in the doorway in a pair of white coveralls.

“Agent Mantel, John.” 
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“Let him in. I know he wants to assist with Doctor Evers.” 
Elton looked up at the other giant man entering the room and called 

out to Karen and asked, “What happened to your oath to do no harm?” 
“What happened to writing about mercy? I read your newest 

bestseller. You grind on and on about the psychological profession being 
apathetic to its patients and call for changes in the way that all therapists 
treat people who are mentally and emotionally ill. You call for people to 
be treated with respect and with a quality of mercy while destroying the 
lives of children. Where is your mercy, Elton? Is it do as I say not as I do? 
You throw my oath in my face and taunt the therapeutic world with your 
primer while raping and profiting from the suffering of children. My oath 
does not extend to animals like you, Elton, and neither does the mercy 
of the two men who will now mete out your punishment. I suffered at 
the hands of your type of depravity as a child. I suffered for years at the 
hands of a pedophile. A sadistic animal who showed me no mercy. Now, 
you will meet the world of the Iron Eagle and my fiancé Agent Mantel.”  

Chris had pulled on a pair of thick, black leather gloves while 
Karen was speaking, and before Elton could respond, he drove his 
fist into the man’s groin. Elton vomited, and Chris struck him again. 

John said, “Mercy is for the merciful, Doctor Evers. You know 
no mercy, so it shall not know you.” He took a scalpel and some 
clamps from the table, and Chris picked up a couple of tools, and the 
two men went to work quickly castrating Elton. 

Karen had balled up small wax ear plugs for the men and herself 
to drown out Elton’s screams and then administered the stimulating 
agent to keep Elton conscious through the procedure. Once his scrotum 
and penis had been removed, Chris forced Elton’s mouth open with a 
steel cage then ground down the reproductive organs and shoved them 
down Elton’s throat. Elton threw up several more times, and Chris just 
picked up the vomit and re-fed it to him again until it stayed down. 

The smell of burning flesh and urine rose in the air as John pressed 
the Eagle’s branding iron into Elton’s flesh to stop the bleeding. Without a 
word, Chris grabbed Elton’s hair and pulled his head back hard against the 
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steel gurney and pulled a long, thin steel strap across Elton’s forehead and 
restrained him. Elton was screaming and crying as the men continued with 
their work. John removed Elton’s teeth and tongue at the root as Chris used 
suction to keep Elton from drowning in his own blood and saliva. 

Karen continued to administer medication until John stopped and 
looked at his handiwork. He looked at Chris and said, “It’s too bad that we 
cannot even begin to make this animal suffer as he made his victims suffer.” 

Chris nodded, and Karen asked, “Are you going to put him in the 
box?” John nodded, and Karen said, “What most people don’t know 
about Doctor Evers here is that he suffers from severe claustrophobia.” 

Smiles broke out across Chris and John’s faces, and John said, 
“Really! Then, do I have a treat for you.” 

Chris snapped Evers’s head restraint, and Elton could hear 
something heavy moving his way. When the gurney with the casket 
came into view, Elton tried to scream but it was unintelligible. John 
looked down at him and said, “Don’t worry. I’m not ready to put you 
in there yet. You look like a man who appreciates a manicure and 
pedicure. Am I right?” 

Evers was trying to shake his head as Chris strapped Elton’s left arm 
and hand to a board. He had a pair of needle-nosed pliers in his right 
hand and said, “See these? I’m going to give you a nice manicure.”

Karen silently watched Chris and John tear Elton Evers apart 
piece by piece. There was blood dripping off the arm boards onto the 
floor, and Karen called out as John lifted his hand with the pliers and 
a fingernail in its teeth and said, “STOP!” They stopped and looked 
over at her. She stood up and put on a pair of latex gloves and walked 
over to a sink in the operating room and filled a small container with 
water and detergent. She walked over to the table and got on her 
hands and knees and cleaned up the blood then put down several 
large drop cloths and walked back to her seat. “There was blood on 
the tile floor. One of you could have slipped. Continue.” 

It was ten to eleven when John and Chris had finished up with Evers. 
Chris had lifted the man and thrown him into the casket. John had affixed 
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an oxygen mask to Elton’s face with surgical staples and closed the lid to 
the casket as Evers attempted unsuccessfully to scream. When they were 
finished, Chris asked, “So, where are we going to bury them?” 

John looked at Karen and then Chris and said, “Eventually they 
will be buried alive at sea. Right now, let’s take the caskets out to the 
boat house. I had all of the boats removed, and since the caskets are 
buoyant, they’ll float in the sea for an added measure of terror.”

Chris nodded, and Karen said, “This is now going down the road 
of sadistic, John. I understand that there is no imaginable torture or 
manner of killing these people that fits their crimes, but you’re really 
going to put caskets in the marina of your home and monitor their 
vitals as they float in the boat house? Are you going to tell them that 
you’re going to drown them at any moment to keep their fear levels 
up while dosing them with your mixture of Deliverance?” 

“That’s exactly what I’m going to do until we have all of their domains 
down and every person that we can find in custody or dead. I have data to 
go over from Evers’s home network, and we have IP addresses as well as 
MAC addresses to trace. Chris and I will be pulling an all-nighter to try 
and wrap this up by morning, then we’ll take the caskets offshore, flood 
them, and send these animals to their watery graves.” 

Karen looked at Chris and asked, “And you’re on board with this?” 
Chris nodded and said, “We’re saving children, Karen. Would you 

have it any other way?” 
“I suppose I have to agree. If you find a missing piece, these 

people are no use to you dead.” 
John and Chris pushed the caskets out to the sliding doors off the 

Eagle’s lair. Jim and Sam were sitting on the deck, smoking cigarettes. 
Jim had an ashtray on top of George Pullman’s casket when John and 
Chris emerged, and he asked, “So, what the fuck are we doing with 
these assholes?” John pointed to the boat house, and Jim put out his 
cigarette as did Sam, and each started pushing the caskets down the 
path. Neither Jim nor Sam said a word. They just followed John’s 
instructions until all four caskets were floating in the water.
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John had an earpiece in, and he had split screen monitors on a 
small desk on the main dock. He spoke to each screaming person 
as he administered the first dose of Deliverance. Chris looked at the 
terrified and mutilated faces on the monitors and asked, “How many 
do you think will die just from the sheer terror of what we are doing?” 

John looked at the screens and said, “You bring up a good point.” 
He pressed a small button that allowed him to speak to each victim in 
their casket. After some firm direction, they stopped screaming, and 
John said, “I will say this to you now as there is no telling how long 
any of you will live, or if you will live to see this done. Two things 
come to mind. One is to quote Doctor Palmer, who is in pieces after 
her suicide earlier this evening. The reason that I have let you all know 
my true identity and the identity of those who assist me is that ‘secrets 
are only kept by the dead.’ Second, and more importantly, if there is 
a God and a hell, let me just say, may God NOT have mercy on your 
souls.” With those words John looked at Jim and Sam and said, “Go 
home. There is nothing left to do here.” Jim called to Barbara, who 
was sipping a drink with Sara and Karen, that it was time to leave. 

She excused herself and walked down the small trail to meet Jim 
halfway and asked, “Is it over?” 

Sam was standing next to him, and he said, “Not by a fuckin’ long shot. 
There are other animals out there. We’ve just touched the tip of the iceberg, 
but at least we have touched the tip. Let’s go home. I need a drink.” 

Barbara look at Sam and asked, “I know it’s been a hell of a past 
couple of days. Do you want to come over for a drink?” 

Sam smiled and shook her head. Jim let out a laugh and said, 
“Sam has a new girlfriend. I’m betting she wants to have a drink and 
enjoy a taco with her.” Barbara socked him in the arm as Sam kicked 
him. He laughed as he held his arm and leg and said, “Jesus Christ, 
women! It was a joke. I’ll see you in the office in the morning, Sam.” 

As Jim and Barbara walked up to the doors leading into the lair, 
Sam walked in and found Karen and Sara enjoying a drink. Sara asked, 
“Do you want a drink?” Sam nodded, and Karen handed her a beer. 
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Sam took a drink as Karen asked, “Are you going to be okay?”
She swigged a few more hits off the beer and asked, “Are any of 

us in this line of work ever truly okay?” Karen and Sara both shook 
their heads, and Sam finished off the beer and said, “It’s late, and I’m 
tired. I’m going to go home and get some sleep.” 

Karen threw Sam her car keys and said, “I’ll get a ride over to 
the station tomorrow to pick it up. Just leave the keys with the duty 
officer.” Sam smiled and thanked Karen and walked out.
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Chapter Twenty-Five
“So, what now, John?”

I
t took three days for John and Chris to break the algorithms and 
encryption on nearly three dozen flash drives. Chris spent his time 
working on tracking the IP addresses and MAC codes from the 

computers used by the small group. The MAC codes identified each 
individual computer used for the crimes, and he was able to connect 
all of the addresses with servers that led through a lengthy web of 
secrecy and several child porn sites that spanned the globe.

John and Chris were able to get the information out on Interpol 
as well as into the NCIC cybercrimes servers, and by the second day, 
arrests were being made around the world. As reports of arrests were 
coming in, Chris said, “If only we could kill all of these sickos.” 

John laughed as he worked up an official report for the Bureau to 
be handed over to the cybercrimes unit as well as the child trafficking 
unit and said, “We can’t kill them all, Chris. Even as you and I sit 
here, and we have gotten what we think are the worst of the worst 
off the streets, there are others … some right under our noses, and 
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others the world over who will keep doing this. I wish we could kill 
them all, but we can’t.” 

“So, what now, John?” 
John handed Chris a folder and said, “You are officially transferred. 

I couldn’t get you into the West Covina office, but I was able to transfer 
you to our Long Beach Resident Agency. You start on Monday.” 

Chris looked at the folder then flipped it open and said, “Senior 
Special Agent?” 

John nodded and said, “You can’t go in on top, Chris. You will 
have to work your way up in the office. As it is, there are a lot of 
angry people here and there as they think that I pulled strings and got 
you special treatment.” 

Chris closed the folder and asked, “And did you?” 
John smiled and leaned back in his chair with his huge arms 

behind his head and asked, “What do you think?” 
Chris smiled and thanked him and then stood to walk out. He 

stopped in the doorway and turned to John and asked, “What if I 
don’t want the new assignment?” 

“Then you will make some people happy and others angry. But, 
hey, you can’t please all of the people all of the time. Why? What are 
you thinking?” 

Chris shut the door, leaned on John’s desk, and said, “I know the 
Eagle. I can help him with cases. I think I need more training under 
him before I go out on my own.” 

John was typing and didn’t look at Chris as he spoke, “Were you 
thinking of freelancing at another office, Chris? Of killing bad guys 
on your own?” 

“It crossed my mind, but I know that I am not in any way ready 
for that. All that would happen is I would get caught or killed.” 

“Both good points and both very, very true. I don’t want you here 
if you don’t want to be here, though.” 

Chris tore up the folder and said, “I was rash in my decisions, 
John. I’m too impulsive. I need a lot of training.” 
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John looked at him and said, “There is no training for what 
the Eagle does outside of personal experience and the applied 
combination of military and police training.” 

Chris looked at him and said, “I have those. What I don’t have are 
your instincts or your ability to understand how these people think.”

John stopped typing and said, “You will get that in time, Chris. 
There are no short cuts. You’re getting married on New Year’s Day. 
You and Karen want to start a new life. You can still do that while 
working in this office with me. Have you talked it over with Karen?” 

“She told me to do what I felt was best.” 
“Then I will withdraw the transfer. Now, get back to your office. 

We have to finish with these perps, so we can rid the world of the 
ones in the boathouse.” 

Karen and Sara were sitting together in Violet Harper’s room. 
The ventilator hissed as it breathed for her. Karen had the chart on 
her tablet and said, “Her EEGs are normal, Sara. Her brain is fully 
functioning. Violet is still alive.” 

Sara nodded and said, “Violet’s brain is alive, but her central 
nervous system has been destroyed by the drugs Palmer gave her. 
Even if we take her out of the coma, she will never breathe on her own. 
She will never be able to communicate. She’ll understand everything 
around her, but she will not be able to do anything about it.” 

Karen looked at Violet’s sleeping face and said, “She’s LIS?” 
Sara nodded. “Locked-In Syndrome. We won’t know her wishes until 

we wake her. And even if she can communicate with her eyes,” she paused 
briefly before continuing, “I doubt she would want to live like this.” 

Sara pulled out her cell phone and called John and asked him to 
come to the hospital. “What are you going to do?” Karen asked.

Sara stroked Violet’s head and the side of her face and said, 
“Wake her up, so that we can say goodbye.” 
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Karen got tears in her eyes and asked, “Does she have any family?” 
Sara shook her head, crying as well, and said, “No. She’s the last 

victim that Palmer left behind. The unwitting victim of a cruel and 
sadistic nut job.” 

“There are people in the psychological fields who do harm, Sara, but 
they are the minority. You can’t judge a whole practice by a few bad apples.” 

“Let’s do our rounds. John will call us when he is here.” The two 
women left the room, and as they left, a tear ran down Violet’s right cheek.

Jade was finishing up dictation from the autopsy on Judy Palmer’s 
remains when Jessica walked in and asked, “So, Palmer was a victim 
of the Eagle?” 

Jade nodded and said, “She got off easy based on the things she is 
said to have done.”

Jessica looked at a few of the crime scene photos. “Did the Eagle 
leave a calling card?” 

“Yeah … this bitch gutted and in pieces on the pavement after a 
fifty-five story drop, and I’m certain he made sure that she was alive 
all the way to the damn ground.” 

Jessica just shook her head and said, “I don’t care how you cut 
it, that’s still a hell of a brutal way to die.” Jade nodded and signed 
off on the cause of death. “Suicide?” Jessica asked with a surprised 
tone in her voice.

“Until someone tells me otherwise.” 

Jim and Sam were sitting in his office when his cell phone rang. 
He sat quietly, listening, as Sam stared at him. His face was stone 
cold, and he didn’t say a word. When he ended the call, he said, “I 
need to go to Northridge Hospital.” 
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“Why?” 
He was putting on his coat and said, “I need to say goodbye to 

someone.” 
“Anyone that I know?” 
Jim nodded. “Violet Harper.” 
“Can I come with you?” She could see the exhaustion in his eyes, 

and he was moving slowly as he headed for the door. 
“Yeah. What the hell. It might be good training for you.” 

The ventilator was the only sound in Violet’s room when John 
walked in alone. He pulled a chair up next to the bed and put his hand 
on Violet’s. He was quiet for a few minutes and then said, “Sara and 
Karen tell me that you’re not going to make it. They tell me that you 
are Judy Palmer’s last victim. That she drugged you, and that your 
central nervous system is shot.” He lifted his hands to her face and 
gently ran them along her cheeks. “I don’t want to believe it, Violet. I 
just got you back, and I don’t want to lose you again forever. You have 
always been on my mind from our first kiss to our last. I don’t want 
Palmer to win and take you from us, the Bureau, but most of all me.” 

He laid his head down on Violet’s chest and stroked her hair and 
said, “I never told you this, but I still love you. I love Sara. She is 
my wife and love. But you were my first true love. You were there 
when all of this started. You stood by me when I was serving, and 
you helped me be a better man, even in the sad and bad times.” 

Sara was standing in the doorway and heard John’s confession. 
She walked up behind him and put her hand on his head and said, “I 
know you love Violet, John. I know that if it had not been for your 
service to this country, and the time apart, you two might very well 
have been the ones married, and Amber and I would have just been 
friends of yours.” John kept his head on Violet, and Sara could see 
the tears running down his face. 
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Jim and Sam walked into the room followed by Karen. John 
didn’t move, and Sara kept her hand on John’s head as he quietly 
wept. Karen looked at Sara and asked, “Do you want me to bring 
Violet out of the coma?” Sara nodded, and Karen walked over 
with a small IV bag and several syringes. She hung the bag and 
started a fast drip into the IV. When she injected the first syringe of 
medication, Violet jerked violently. 

John raised his head and put his hands on Violet’s face and said, 
“I’m here. We’re all here. It’s time to wake up.” Karen looked at Sara 
as she stuck the second syringe’s needle into the IV, and Sara nodded 
for her to inject the second drug. Violet became calmer, and her eyes 
began to flutter. John put his head down near her right ear and said, 
“Come on, Violet.” Karen put the third and final needle into the IV, 
and within a few minutes Violet’s eyes opened. John looked into 
her eyes, and she began to cry. She was looking back at John’s tear-
stained face, and she lifted her left hand and put it on top of his. 

Sara and Karen both looked at each other, and Jim said, “She 
moved her hand. That’s a good sign, right?” 

Sara checked Violet’s vitals and then looked at her and asked, 
“We’re going to try and take you off the ventilator, Vi. According 
to the computer, you haven’t taken a breath on your own in days, or 
even tried to. If you can’t breathe on your own, do you want me to 
turn the machine back on?” 

Violet’s hand trembled, and John looked into her eyes and said, 
“We can keep you alive, and we can pay to take care of you if that’s 
what you want.” 

Sara asked, “If you can understand me, blink once for yes and 
twice for no.” Violet’s eyes were heavy, but she blinked once, and 
Sara asked her a few more questions to verify that her response was 
voluntary. Once Sara confirmed that Violet was able to communicate 
with her eyes, she asked her again about the ventilator. “If you can’t 
breathe on your own, do you want me to restart the ventilator and 
keep you alive with it?” 
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Violet blinked twice, and John said, “Violet, you don’t have to die.” 
Violet blinked once, and Karen walked over to her bedside and 

asked, “If you are unable to care for yourself and live your life as 
you have been, do you want to live?” Violet blinked twice as tears 
ran down her face. There wasn’t a dry eye in the room as Sara began 
to turn down the ventilator, and as she did Violet’s eyes filled with 
terror, and she began to shudder in the bed. 

Sara turned the ventilator back up and said, “You can’t breathe on 
your own, Violet. I’m sorry.” 

John leaned down and said, “I’m so sorry, Vi. I lost you in all of 
the hunting. Are you angry with me?” Violet blinked twice, and John 
asked, “Do you want to live like this?” Violet slowly blinked twice 
as tears ran down her face. John slowly stood up and looked at Sara 
and Karen and asked, “We can make her last breaths painless, right?” 
Sara and Karen both nodded, and Karen walked out of the room. 

Jim walked over to the bed and put his hand on Violet’s and said, 
“I am going to miss you, you little pain in the ass.” He didn’t even try 
to hold back the tears, and Violet tried her best to smile but was unable 
to, but the gleam in her tear-filled eyes was clear, and Jim said, “I 
know.” He kissed her on the forehead and walked away. Sara said her 
goodbyes, and then Karen reappeared with two syringes in her hands. 

John put his hand on Violet’s face and said, “I caught your killer, 
Vi. I caught and killed Judy Palmer. She died badly.” 

Jim laughed nervously and asked, “Is there any other way to die at 
the hand of the Eagle?” Sam stood next to Jim, teary-eyed yet silent. 

John said, “I will send you on your way if that’s what you want.” 
Violet blinked once, and John asked Karen to leave the syringes on 
the night table and asked that everyone but Sara leave the room. 
When the room was empty, Sara took the syringes and handed them 
to John. He showed them to Violet and said, “Once I inject the first 
medication, you will fall into a deep sleep. When I inject the second, 
your heart will stop, and you will be dead. Do you understand?” 

Violet blinked once through heavy tears. 
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John took the IV line in his fingers and said, “I will always love you, 
Violet. I don’t know what lies beyond this life, if anything, but it’s my hope 
that if there is something you will see Amber and tell her that I love her 
and that God has mercy on your soul.” He stuck the needle into the IV and 
looked at Violet and said, “Are you ready?” She blinked once, and John’s 
hand began to tremble, and Sara put her hand on his, and the two of them 
pressed the plunger and injected the medication. Violet went out almost 
immediately, and John asked Sara, “Do you think she can hear me?” 

Sara shook her head and said, “No. She is now too deep on the 
edge of death.” 

John took the second syringe and put it into the IV and said, 
“Goodnight, princess. Be in peace.” He pressed the plunger, and the 
machines around the room started chiming with alarms as Violet’s 
heart stopped. Sara pressed several buttons to quiet the noise as John 
sat watching as the line on Violet’s heart monitor went flat. He looked 
at Sara and said, “This is the hardest thing I have ever had to do.” 

Sara nodded and said, “I will take care of Violet from here. I’m 
guessing that you want to have her body brought to the house?” 

He said, “Yes. We will cremate her there and then take her 
ashes out to sea.” Sara nodded, and John stood up and said, “I have 
to dispatch the last killers in their caskets. They have lived long 
enough.” She nodded as he walked out of the room. 

John called Chris and asked him to meet him at the house then 
said nothing more.

The mood was somber as John placed Violet’s ashes into a small urn 
and handed it momentarily to Sara. Jim, Barbara, Chris, Karen, Jade, 
Jessica, and Gail were dressed in dark clothing with tears in their eyes. 
The small group chatted as John left to spread Violet’s ashes at sea.

When he returned, Sara asked if he was okay. He nodded, taking a 
bottle of water from the fridge in the wet bar, and said, “I have to be, don’t 
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I? People die. Even people we love and care about. The unsettling part of all 
of this past week is that somewhere in this city there is someone doing even 
more horrific things, and it’s my job to find them and bring them to justice.” 

Chris raised his bottle of water and said, “A toast to Violet Harper.” 
All raised their glasses, and Jim said, “Violet had her moments, 

but people are alive today because of her. I hope that wherever she 
is she is at peace.” 

As they sipped their drinks, Karen looked at John and said, “I hear 
that my fiancé wants to keep working with you?” John nodded. 

“And what of you, Karen?” Sara asked. “What are your plans 
after the first of the year?” 

Karen took a sip of her wine and said, “I am marrying the man 
that I love, and we are going to start our lives together. I am going to 
stay at the hospital, if that’s okay with you.” Sara nodded, and Karen 
continued, “I want to evenly split my practice between psychiatry 
and emergency medicine.” 

Sara raised her glass and said, “I’m glad you’re going to stay 
on, but there is no way I can promise an even split. When we are 
overflowing with ER patients, I’m going to make sure I have all 
hands available before calling a code red.” 

Jim looked at Sara and asked, “What the hell is a code red?” 
“That’s when the ER gets overrun with patients, and we don’t 

have enough doctors and staff to handle the situation,” Karen replied.
Jim looked at Sara and asked, “Has that ever happened?” 
Sara nodded and said, “Not in the past few years. We had several 

during the fires, though.” 
Jim said, “Yeah, and if I remember correctly everyone died.” 
“We did the best we could to get people out, but we lost patients, 

doctors, and nurses in that nightmare.” 
“Have you had one since?” 
Sara shook her head and said, “No, but all hands are on deck when 

there is a major emergency, disaster, or other situation.” 
Karen nodded and said, “To no code reds.” 
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Sara raised her glass and said, “And to the Iron Eagle, who saved 
a lot of children’s lives.” Everyone in the room raised their glass 
except John, who just stared out the window at the sea. 

Gail was sitting off in a corner near him, and Jade asked her if she 
was going back to New York or sticking around. Gail looked at John’s 
blank expression and then back to the room full of people. “Me? I’m 
going back home. I’ve had enough of California to last me a lifetime. 
I’m going to go home and start dating again.” 

John looked at her and said, “That’s what Steve would have 
wanted you to do. I’m glad you are going to do it.” 

Gail sipped her wine and said, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry for all of it.” 
“You have nothing to be sorry for. If it hadn’t been for you, this 

whole thing might never have been exposed. We all owe you a thank 
you for putting your life on the line for others.” 

Gail had tears in her eyes and said, “That’s what Steve would 
have done. It’s what any one of you would have done.” John nodded, 
and Gail joined in the conversation as John sat silently on his own.

Anita Bandon had finished visiting all of the children in their new 
homes with the exception of Sabrina and Amy. She rang the call button 
at the security gate of the home of Cathleen and Harrison Hamilton. The 
gate opened slowly, and she drove up the circular drive and parked near 
the main entrance to the large house in the Bel Air Estates. Cathy answered 
the door, and Harrison was sitting out on the patio as Sabrina and Amy 
swam in the large pool and kept running out of the water to the rock 
waterfall and the sculpted slide. Anita asked, “How are the girls fairing?” 

Cathy smiled and said, “Really, really well considering all that 
they have been through. How are the other children?” 

Anita sat back in a deck chair and said, “All of the media attention 
over their cases brought such an outpouring of adoptive families. The 
kids are all doing well and adjusting to their new homes.” 
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“When Harry and I read the article in the Times, I was devastated. 
The girls are in therapy and doing really well.” 

Anita asked, “Any nightmares?” 
Cathy nodded and said, “Remarkably, it’s not the children having 

the nightmares. It’s me. Sabrina is so open about talking about her 
ordeal, and the stories are so graphic that I end up waking up in the 
middle of the night screaming.” 

Harry laughed and said, “It’s the truth. I have to calm Cathy in the 
middle of the night while the children sleep like babies.” 

Anita watched the two girls play in the water and said, “I’m glad they 
got such a great home. Please keep in touch with me. And if either child 
remembers anything or starts to act out, get a hold of me right away.” 

Both nodded, and Anita stood up to leave when Sabrina called 
out to her and then got out of the pool and ran her way. She put her 
arms around Anita and said, “Thank you, Ms. Bandon. Thank you for 
making things safe for me and Amy. You kept your word.” 

Anita was a bit misty and said, “That’s my job, Sabrina, and you 
are welcome.”

Sabrina released Anita and ran back to the pool and jumped in. 
Anita walked out of the house with Cathy, and Amy swam over to 
Sabrina and asked, “Do you think anyone knows who really saved us?” 

Sabrina smiled and said, “That’s our secret, and we will keep it. 
I have a feeling we will meet the Iron Eagle again.” The two nodded 
and began to play as Harry and Cathy looked on.
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Metro
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Fifteen

Prologue

T
he night air was thick with heavy fog. It was a cool, mid-
December night, and there was a light mist in the air. Rose 
Gerrard woke with a start. She was laying on her back staring 

up into the blackness. She was shivering and tried to move her right 
arm, but it was restrained. Her head was foggy, and she called out, 
“Hello? Is anyone out there? I’m freezing. What’s going on? Where 
am I?” 

She tried to move her legs, but they, too, were restrained, and she 
cried out in desperation, “Please. Somebody. Anybody. Please help 
me. I’m freezing. Where am I?”

“You’re on a set of active train tracks, Ms. Gerrard.” The male 
voice was deep. 

“For God’s sake, who are you, and why am I on train tracks?” 
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There was a light in the distance, and the man said, “Well … I put you 
on the tracks after I tied you up. You don’t remember me grabbing you?” 

Rose was laying nude, tied at the feet and ankles, as well as her 
knees and across her chest and wrists. “Please. I don’t know who you 
are. What have I done to deserve this? Why are you doing this to me?” 

There was a light laugh. “You didn’t DO anything to deserve this, Rose.” 
“Then why in God’s name are you doing this to me?” 
“I like trains.” 
Rose struggled more until she realized why she was so cold. She felt 

the steel rails on the back of her neck and her calves. “What are you 
doing?” 

“Watching. Waiting.” 
“Waiting for what?” Just as she spoke the words, she could hear a 

train whistle off in the distance. She turned her head toward the sound to 
see that what was once a distant light was growing larger fast. “You have 
me on the train tracks? For God’s sake, why? I don’t even know you.” 

The tone of the man’s voice revealed an increased level of 
excitement, and he said, “I know … that’s the rush of it for me. I 
know you. You do know me, and in a few moments we will both be 
experiencing a rush of emotions.” 

Rose cried out again as the train grew closer. She could hear the 
wheels on the tracks and feel a vibration under her body. “Why the 
hell are you doing this?” 

“Well, I’m a bad person, Ms. Gerrard … and like I told you, I 
like trains. I like to watch them smash things on the tracks. That’s a 
train heading for you right now. On the first leg of its journey into 
downtown Los Angeles, you will be its first ‘passenger.’” 

The sound of the train grew louder, and Rose struggled and 
screamed as her assailant looked on. The noise was now too high 
for either to hear each other. The man moved a few feet away from 
the tracks. He could see Rose’s body in the lights of the train as 
it quickly approached. There was one more blood curdling scream 
before the train struck Rose, tearing her body to pieces.
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The Metrolink station at 699 North 3rd Street in Burbank was 
taped off with crime scene tape when Jim pulled up. It was ten after 
six, and the sun was just starting to rise. He got out of his car and 
looked around. The coroner’s van was parked halfway down the 
tracks, and he could see Jade and Jessica talking in the distance. He 
took a cigarette out of his top left pocket and leaned forward to light 
it while walking then asked who was in charge. The young Burbank 
police officer appeared confused by the question and then pointed to 
a Latino man off in the distance. Jim looked carefully at the man in a 
ragged old sports coat and shook his head as he walked toward him. 

Burbank Police Homicide Detective Ernesto Molina was standing near 
the tracks a few feet from Jade and Jessica, and Jim called out and said, 
“So, Ernie, what the fuck? Is this a homicide, an accident, or a suicide?” 

Molina had his back to Jim, and the man’s shoulders slumped 
as he turned to see Jim walking in his direction. Molina looked at 
him and said, “Well, from the damn pieces of the girl that we have 
identified, and the rope she was tied up with, unless she was a damn 
contortionist and was able to tie off her arms, legs, knees, and ankles, 
I would say that this is a homicide.” 

Ernesto shook Jim’s hand and asked, “What the fuck are you 
doing out here? This is Burbank PD’s jurisdiction.” 

Jim took a deep drag off his cigarette and said, “That’s a great 
goddamn question. Jade Morgan called me and said that I would want 
to see this crime scene.” 

Ernie called out to Jade, who waved at the two men to come to 
her. Ernie and Jim walked along the tracks. Jim was kicking the gravel 
next to the railroad ties when Ernie looked at him and said, “Really, 
Jim? You’re going to fuck up a crime scene?” 

Jade was frowning at him when he walked up and said, “The victim 
was lying on the tracks about here.” She pointed down to blood and 
hair on the tracks and several small yellow tarps then pointed down 
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the tracks and said, “The impact from the train sent pieces of the 
woman flying for about a hundred yards.” 

Jim looked around and asked, “The train didn’t stop?” 
Jade shook her head and said, “The conductor didn’t see anything. 

It wasn’t until he stopped the train at the Sylmar/San Fernando station 
that he realized something was wrong.”

Jim ground out the cigarette with his boot, asking, “And how did the 
conductor figure it out there?” 

Jade looked at Ernie and then said, “Because there were early 
morning passengers screaming because there were body parts 
splattered all over the front of the train.”

Jim nodded and said, “Well, that’s one way to get a morning 
commuter’s attention. Do we know who the victim is?” 

Jessica was walking up a steep incline with her tablet in her hand 
and a bag of the victim’s fingers and said, “Yeah. Rose Gerrard. She’s 
an eighteen-year-old student at Pasadena City College. I lifted some 
prints from what’s left of her hands and got an ID from the DMV. She 
had no criminal record.” 

Jim looked down the tracks where several more yellow tarps were 
spread out. “So, how many pieces is she in?” 

“Mr. Sensitive,” Jade said, “the force of the train ripped her into 
about fifteen pieces. Part of her torso is over there, and her legs are 
down the tracks.” 

“What about her head? Intact?” 
Jade nodded and said, “Yeah. The train severed it on impact and 

actually dropped it on the ground at the point of impact.” 
“So, the killer knew exactly how to place this kid on the tracks to get 

the most explosive kill while also severing her head on impact?” Both 
women nodded, and Jim asked, “I still don’t get why I’m out here. This 
has nothing to do with L.A. County. This is Burbank PD’s case.” 

Jessica handed Jim her tablet and said, “This is why we called you.” 
He read over the information then handed the tablet back to Jessica 

and said, “Beam me that report. Has anyone told the family?” 
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Jessica shook her head, and Jade said, “I figured you would want 
to do it.” 

He nodded and said, “Yeah. She was all Rick had in this world after 
his wife’s death last year.” 

Jade asked, “Do you think that this might be some type of revenge 
killing based on what her father does for a living?” 

Jim lit another cigarette and said, “Rick’s an IRS auditor out of the 
Los Angeles fi eld offi ce. If people killed auditors and their families 
every time there was an issue, there wouldn’t be any auditors left.”  

Ernie looked at Jim and said, “Yes, but this gives a motive to the 
killing. We might have someone out there with a hard-on for the IRS 
or this auditor.” 

“Everyone has a hard-on for the IRS. While this raises the bar, it also 
opens the door to both a county investigation as well as a federal one.” 

Jade looked at Jim and asked, “Do you want me to call John?” 
Jim nodded and said, “I’ll send out my CSI team. I’m sure John will 

send out his own. I’m sorry, Ernie, but I’m going to have to take over your 
case. In all likelihood, it’s going to be taken from me by the FBI.” Ernesto 
just nodded his head and walked back along the tracks with Jim.

Sam woke up with Maria snuggled up to her in bed. The two women 
had had a few drinks and then decided to stay together at Maria’s condo. 
Sam pulled her arm out from underneath Maria’s head, which woke 
her, and the two women rolled onto their backs. Sam was staring up at 
the ceiling as her own body image was staring back. She was partially 
covered by a sheet. Her thin silky skinned leg was out of the sheet as 
was her right breast. Maria nuzzled into Sam’s neck, and Sam asked, “I 
thought the mirrored ceiling thing went out in the seventies.” 

Maria laughed and said, “It was here when I bought the condo, 
and I like it. I can watch myself orgasm during sex as can my partner. 
You have a great body. Why does the mirror freak you out?” 
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Sam leaned over and kissed her then got out of bed and said, “It 
doesn’t. I just wondered why you never updated it. Now, I know.” She 
pulled a cigarette out of her coat on the back of a chair and stepped out 
a small sliding glass door off the bedroom to smoke. 

Maria grabbed two robes and put one on and then opened the 
sliding glass door and said, “You’re a hot looking woman, and this 
balcony faces about ten other condos. That house … men, women, 
and children. I don’t think it’s a good idea to flash the neighborhood.” 
Sam put on the robe, and Maria sat down in one of the plastic chairs 
on the balcony and asked, “Are you ever going to quit?” 

Sam took a deep drag then threw the cigarette off the balcony onto 
the wet grass below and said, “I’ve tried, but I just haven’t been able 
to kick the habit. I will give it another try next year after I am sworn 
in as Sheriff.” Maria nodded as she heard Sam’s cell phone ringing. 
She got up and grabbed it and handed it to her and sat back down. 

“Pritchard.” 
Jim’s was laughing on the other end of the line. “I’m sorry to 

disturb your taco fest, but I need you down at the Burbank Metrolink 
station ASAP.” 

Sam smiled at Maria and said, “Okay. And what am I going to 
do there?” 

Jim coughed and said, “I’m on my way to deliver the sad news 
of the murder of one of my oldest friends’ daughters. You’re going 
to oversee the crime scene with our CSIs as well as Jade’s until John 
and his team get out there.” 

“Seems like overkill, don’t you think? Is this Burbank PD’s issue 
or ours?” 

“Just get out to the scene. I’m texting you the address. You’ll 
understand when you get there.” Jim hung up the line, and Sam 
looked at Maria and said, “I have to go.” 

Maria nodded and asked if they could have dinner later. Sam was 
starting the shower and said, “That would be great. I don’t know 
how this day’s going to go, but let’s say seven at Mario’s?” Maria 
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followed Sam into the shower. The two embraced each other under 
the running water, and Maria started kissing Sam’s body as she slid 
down her breasts then to her belly piercing then to her vagina. Sam 
lifted her leg and put it up on the edge of the tub as Maria separated 
her lips with her tongue. Sam arched her back while grabbing Maria’s 
head and pressing it into her labia, all the while moaning as the water 
ran over both of their  bodies.

Jim pulled up in front of Rick’s house in Northridge and parked. 
He walked up the manicured walkway to the front door and pressed the 
doorbell. The door opened almost instantly, and Rick Gerrard stood in 
a robe with tears running down his face. Jim looked at him, and Rick 
said, “I had to learn about the murder of my daughter from the damn 
news? How long have you known, Jim? Jesus Christ! We’re friends. You 
couldn’t have kept it out of the media until someone could talk to me?” 

Jim shook his head and said, “Rick, I’m so sorry. I have no 
control over the media or the asshole who leaked Rose’s name to 
them. It’s most likely a Burbank PD officer who is pissed off because 
my office and the FBI are taking over.” 

Rick walked back inside, and Jim followed. He sat down on a 
chair in the kitchen and asked, “Is it true she was murdered by some 
animal by tying her up and leaving her on the Metrolink tracks?”  

Jim nodded and asked, “Do you know of anyone who would have 
wanted to hurt Rose?”  

It was half past eight when Randy Walker arrived at the Los Angeles 
field office of the Internal Revenue Service. He walked into the small 
commissary where several of his coworkers were chatting. He poured 
himself a cup of coffee and grabbed a pastry and asked, “What’s up?” 
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Several people looked at him and said, “Don’t you follow the news?” 
Randy shrugged his shoulders and said, “It’s all propaganda, so, 

not really.” 
One of his female coworkers looked at him and said, “Rose 

Gerrard was murdered last night.” 
“No way!” 
The young woman nodded, and Randy asked, “Is Rick here?” 

Heads shook around the room, and he said, “Well, I sure as hell hope 
someone talked to him, and he didn’t learn this from the news.” 

Randy walked out of the room, and one of his coworkers said, “Is 
it just me or does your skin crawl when Randy comes around?” 
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