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Chapter One
“Our job is to give  
a cause of death …  

we are not cops.”

I
t was one ten p.m., and Rick Gerrard stood staring down into the 
deep end of his swimming pool with several large rocks in his 
hands. His eyes were filled with tears, and he paced for several 

seconds before throwing the rocks back into the garden and falling 
to his knees while letting out a primal scream. He pounded his fists 
on the brick border of the pool until there was blood all over the 
decking. Looking up at the clear Los Angeles sky, he said, “You took 
my wife, now my daughter. What the fuck is your problem? You’re a 
sadistic son of a bitch. They keep telling me to have faith. Well, fuck 
faith! Where were you when Rose needed your help, asshole? You’re 
no God. There is no God.”

Rick got to his feet and sat down on a lounge chair where Rose 
had left her towel only a few days earlier when she had finished 
swimming. He held it up to his nose and smiled sadly and said, “I 
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can still smell your lotion.” He put his head into the towel and let out 
a loud scream and rocked on the edge of the chair. Nearly an hour 
went by before he stood up and said, “Work is the only thing I have 
left. I have to go to work.”

Jim O’Brian was sitting on the smoker’s bench outside of his 
office in downtown Los Angeles and looking down at his tablet when 
Samantha Pritchard approached. She sat next to him, and he pulled 
out his Zippo and reached to light her cigarette. He snapped the lighter 
shut and asked, “Where the hell have you been?”

Sam took a few drags before saying, “Going over the Gerrard 
murder. Trying to find a motive.”

“Yeah...well, I’ve been trying to do the same damn thing, and I’ve 
got dick.”

She laughed and paced around the bench and said, “We’ve had 
no other killings like this one. No note. No information about Rose 
except that she was last seen leaving a bar after one a.m. the night she 
was murdered. And she was alone.”

Jim nodded and said, “She had to have been abducted, but there’s 
nothing on any of the cameras in the area that is out of the ordinary. 
We can track her movements to just one block from her home, and 
then we hit a blind spot.”

Sam nodded, taking a hit off her cigarette, and said, “And that’s 
the part that bothers me. A young woman walking alone in a very, 
very well monitored area of Pasadena vanishes in a matter of seconds 
between camera spots. This wasn’t a random killing. Someone knew 
and understood the surveillance systems for the area.”

Jim nodded and looked up at the bright December sky and said, 
“Yeah...that’s what bothers me, too. I think she was targeted, but I don’t 
think that the fact that her father is an IRS auditor had a damn thing to 
do with the killing.”



Metro • 32 • Chapter One

There were a few more moments of silence, then Sam asked, “Since 
it was a federal employee’s daughter who was murdered, is this going to 
fall in the FBI’s lap?”

“No. John and I always say a single killing does not a mass murderer 
imply, and one federal employee’s kid doesn’t rise to the level of the 
FBI getting into this.”

“Well, the new year is just days away, and I will be the top cop in 
LA County. Are you going to take any time off between the holidays 
and the swearing in ceremony?”

Jim shrugged and said, “I don’t know. It’s noon. Back to work.” The 
two walked into the office building with Jim still staring at his tablet.

Randy Walker stopped by Rick’s office and stuck his head in and 
said, “I’m sorry for your loss, Rick.”

Rick looked up at the gangly auditor and said, “Thank you, Randy. 
Did you know my daughter?”

He nodded and said, “We met a few times when she came to the 
office, but I really didn’t know her outside of that. She seemed very nice.”

Rick’s eyes were red, and he said holding back tears, “She was a 
great young woman. Loving and caring like her late mother. I don’t 
understand why anyone would want to hurt her at all, and to do what 
that person did to her is beyond my ability to understand.”

“There are a lot of strange people in the world, Rick, who just want 
to hurt people. I hope the police catch her killer.” Randy’s eyes were soft 
and sad, and he walked out of the office as Rick put his head in his hands.

The autopsy room was colder than usual, and the steel table and 
instruments were almost too cold to touch. The bright lights shined 
down on the hideous sight of the reassembled remains of Rose 
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Gerrard. Jessica was putting an arm on the right side of the torso 
while Jade put Rose’s head on top of the body. Jessica picked up a 
scalpel and dropped it quickly and said, “Jesus, Jade! What the fuck? 
It’s like working in a goddamned freezer.”

Jade nodded, pulling on her plastic face shield and said, “I know. 
I know. Maintenance is working on it. There’s a malfunction in the 
A/C, but we still have a job to do.”

Jessica pulled a leg out of a small body bag next to the autopsy 
table and said, “This is like trying to put a damn puzzle together in the 
arctic.” Jessica lined up the thigh with the lower torso, and Jade began 
dictating as they started the autopsy on Rose.

“Dr. Holmes and I have been able to reassemble the body of Ms. 
Rose Gerrard. The victim has ligature marks on her ankles and knees 
as well as her wrists and arms. Based on the severity of the victim’s 
wounds and other detectible defensive trauma, I believe she was 
struck while alive on the train tracks. The victim’s head was severed 
cleanly from her body. Her eyes are open as is her mouth in a manner 
consistent with a scream, and the look on the face gives this clinician 
good reason to think that the victim saw the train coming for some 
time before being struck. Blood samples have been pulled and sent 
out for toxicology testing. There appear to be no drugs or alcohol in 
the victim’s system based on physical examination. The degree of 
damage to the victim’s entire body, based on the impact of the train 
against her flesh, makes it nearly impossible to point to one physical 
incident that can be ruled as the cause of death. It is this coroner’s 
opinion that this was a homicide.”

Jade reached up and shut off the overhead microphone, and 
Jessica said, “You don’t have to be a brain surgeon to know this was 
a homicide. And whoever did this to this poor kid is still out there 
ready to do it again, right?” Jade nodded and called an orderly to put 
Rose’s remains back into one of the refrigeration units.

The two women walked back to their office, and Jessica asked, 
“So, what now? Do we just wait for the next victim?”
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Jade was rubbing her palms together and blowing on them and 
said, “Our job is to give a cause of death and then give that to law 
enforcement. We’re not cops, Jess. This is up to Jim and John and the 
rest of law enforcement to figure out. We’ve done our job.” Jessica 
nodded her head as she sat down in her chair.
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 Chapter Two
“You’re looking at Rose 

Gerrard’s crime scene photos?”

A
ndy Wells had left the IRS office downtown early. He was taking 
accounting at Pasadena City College and had just left class when 
he heard a familiar voice call out to him.

“Are you going to or coming from class?”
Andy laughed and said, “Jesus! Where the hell have you been? 

I haven’t seen you in class or on campus in weeks. Are you still 
enrolled?” The person nodded, and Andy asked, “Do you need to be 
anywhere or can you stop and have a beer?”

“I can always make time for a beer. The usual place?”
Andy nodded and took off for his car.

John and Chris had been looking over Rose’s file, and Chris asked, 
“If this isn’t our case, why are we looking at it?”
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John looked confused and said, “Because we are unofficially 
looking at the scene.”

“Jesus, John! We have a shitload of case reports that we need to 
write up on both the Evers case and all of those nut job psychotherapists 
and the kiddie porn ring not to mention dealing with Violet’s passing. 
Are you trying to hide from all that has happened?”

John sat back in his chair and put his huge arms behind his head 
and said, “I can’t change what happened to Violet, and we have done 
our job on the Newton, Palmer, Evers case. There is nothing more 
that needs to be done. It’s in the hands of the courts and police and 
federal offices across the country and around the world now.”

John looked down at his tablet, and Chris could see the light of the 
tablet in John’s eyes and asked, “You’re looking at Rose Gerrard’s 
crime scene photos?” John nodded, and Chris continued, “Why? 
We’ve had train accidents and murders before. What’s bothering you 
about this one?”

John put the tablet down and said, “What bothers me is I think this 
is just the beginning of something much, much worse.”

“Aren’t you the one who always says, ‘one murder does not a 
panic make?’”

“Yes...but I think this was a first or maybe second try by a 
fledgling killer who is going to get more and more brazen in the 
coming days or weeks, and I’m trying to figure out how the hell we 
are going to get him or her.”

Chris sat up and said, “Her? I thought we both agreed this killer was 
male.”

John shrugged and said, “Everyone is a suspect until ruled out. 
I saw a killing like this before when I was with the LAPD in the 
Hollywood division. A young prostitute was killed on the Metrolink 
tracks, and it was ruled a suicide.”

Chris looked at John and asked, “But you didn’t agree?”
John shook his head and said, “It was a long time ago, and I need 

to pull the files and look at the scene again, but there are similarities, 
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and I think that this is a follow-up to that killing. Only the killer isn’t 
trying to hide the fact that he’s doing it.”

Chris shook his head and said, “I don’t know what you know or 
what you saw, but if you say there is something more to it I know not 
to second guess you.” He looked down at his tablet as John looked at 
his, and the two men fell silent.

“Where the hell am I?”
The sound of pounding coming from the trunk of Andy Wells 

car was loud. The car was parked off an abandoned cul-de-sac off 
Tyrone Avenue in Van Nuys only a few blocks down from the Van 
Nuys Metrolink station. The car was parked under a grouping of 
trees and brush. Andy pounded on the trunk calling out to anyone 
for help, but there was no reply. A train whistle could be heard off in 
the distance, and Andy kept beating on the trunk lid to no response.

Detective Ernesto Molina was going over footage from cameras 
along the Metrolink tracks where Rose’s body had been found. He 
was eating a sandwich and watching the video while looking for 
anything out of the ordinary. Gail Parks was sitting across the office 
from Ernesto and asked, “Ernie...do me a favor. Can you turn down 
the volume on your damn tablet?”

“I need to hear as well as see, Gail.”
Gail slammed a phone book down on her desk and said, “Then put in a 

pair of goddamn earbuds for crying out loud. I don’t need to hear this shit.”
Ernie popped a pair of earbuds in and plugged them into the 

headphone jack on his tablet. He perked up and said loudly, “Thanks, 
Gail. I can hear more detail with my earbuds.” Gail shook her head 
as she went back to reading her paper. Several people were in and out 
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of the office as Ernie tried to watch the video between distractions. 
Someone handed him a case file, and he looked at the header, and 
then signed off on it. It was a Jane Doe that he had been working on 
for over a year. He took a bite of his sandwich and was sipping a soda 
when he saw the shadow of a medium-sized vehicle pass between the 
Metrolink station and the tracks. He sat staring as the object moved 
past the platform and then down the tracks and stopped between the 
tracks and a small stretch of service road. He called to Gail and 
asked, “Hey, Gail. Come here and double check me.”

She walked over to his messy desk and asked, “And what the hell 
am I checking?”

Ernie pointed a mustard-covered finger at the screen and said, “Tell 
me what you see.”

Gail squinted a bit and then said, “I don’t know. It looks like some 
type of covered truck or Jeep. It’s pretty dark. Why?”

He grabbed a handful of napkins and blotted the mustard from 
his dress shirt and fingers then pulled up his pants to try and cover 
his oversized belly and said, “This is video from the Gerrard crime 
scene. I need to have it enhanced.”

Gail shrugged her shoulders and said, “So, go do it.” She walked 
back to her desk as Ernie picked up the phone.

“WHAT?”
Ernie pulled the phone away from his ear as Jim yelled into it then 

said, “Goddamn it, Jim. Do you have to fuckin’ scream?”
Jim was sitting at his desk downtown with his cell phone in his 

hands. Sam was sitting across from his desk and jumped when Jim 
yelled. “Yes, Ernie, I do have to yell. I have a goddamn office phone. 
Why the fuck are you calling me on my cell?” Jim listened for a few 
moments then said, “Send me the file. I’ll have the video enhanced.”

He hung up, and Sam asked, “Was that Ernie Molina?”



10 • Chapter Two

“Yeah. He has some surveillance video from the Gerrard murder 
that he needs enhanced. He thinks he saw something.”

Sam nodded and said, “It’s nice to see interdepartmental cooperation 
and assistance.”

Jim started laughing as his tablet buzzed with the file from Ernie. 
“That’s what you think this is about?” He shook his head, taking a 
cigarette out of his top left pocket and putting it in his mouth. He 
walked to the window, lit the smoke, took a couple of drags, and said, 
“This is not cooperation. Ernie wants the case off his desk and off to 
us or the FBI.” He took a few more hits off his cigarette and then said, 
“Come on. We need to go down to the audio-visual department and see 
if they can enhance this video, so I’ll know what Ernie thinks he sees.”
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Chapter Three
“You’re going to be  

spam in a can.”

I
t was eight thirty p.m., and the car that Andy was in was silent. 
There was some movement outside, and Andy heard a door open. 
“Hello? Hello? Who’s there, and what the fuck is going on?” The 

car started, and Andy kept yelling as the vehicle made its way across 
a large dirt lot and then onto several sets of train tracks. Andy was 
still calling out as he felt the car moving back and forth on the bumpy 
ground. The car stopped with the engine running. Andy called out 
again, “What the HELL IS THIS? Where am I? Who are you?”

“I thought you might like to play a game of chicken.”
Andy was a little dopey after being in the trunk for hours and 

asked, “A game of what?”
The male voice said, “Chicken. Haven’t you ever played chicken 

with a car or bike or anything like that?”
Andy’s voice was calm, and he said, “I don’t...understand...what 

you are talking about.”



12 • Chapter Three

“Well of course you don’t, Andy. I just pulled the car onto the 
tracks. I’m betting that the train will swerve. What do you think?”

“Oh God! Where am I? Who the hell are you?”
“All good questions, Andy. All really, really good questions. First 

as to where you are, you are in Van Nuys. More accurately, you are on 
the train tracks off of Van Nuys Boulevard near the Metrolink station.”

“Why the hell am I in the trunk of my own car on train tracks?”
“I don’t know, Andy. It’s your car. Why are you in your own trunk 

on active train tracks?” Andy started screaming and banging his palms 
on the trunk, and his captor spoke again, “Calm down, Andy. Calm 
down. The surest way to die in any situation is to panic.”

There was a distant train whistle, and Andy heard the car door 
open and then he heard the slap of a hand on the trunk. Andy said, 
“Why are you doing this to me?”

There was a moment of silence, and the man said, “Well, first, I 
really, really like trains, and, second, I’m a bad person. I like to watch 
trains strike things. You know what I mean?”

“Please, please, let me out of this trunk. I don’t understand. For 
God’s sake, I don’t know why you are doing this to me.”

The train was getting closer, and the man said from a distance, “There 
is an emergency cord you can pull that will open the trunk, Andy. Didn’t 
you even think about that? Every new car has one in case someone gets 
stuck in the trunk. All you have to do is find it, pull it, and out you go.” 
Andy groped in the darkness while the sound of the train grew louder 
and louder, and the conductor was blowing the train’s horn. The male 
voice called out loudly, “I don’t think the train is going to turn, Andy. 
It’s in a track switching area, but if the train was going to switch tracks 
it would be slowing down. It’s not slowing down, man. You better get 
out of there.” The lights on the train were in plain sight, and the man 
said, “It’s eight forty-two p.m. I’m betting you have about a minute to 
find that release and get out of the car, or you’re going to be spam in 
a can.” Andy was crying out as he felt for the trunk release. He pulled 
it, and the trunk lid popped open. He saw the light of the oncoming 
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train and moved to jump up, but something pulled him back into the 
car. He screamed, and the man shouted, “Oh damn. I forgot to tell you 
that I glued your thighs together and your legs to the inside of the trunk 
while you were out. Hurry, man. There isn’t much time.” Andy started 
screaming and waving his thin arms at the oncoming train as he worked 
to rip the skin from his body to get out of the car. He kept screaming as 
the flesh ripped off his body, and he lifted himself up in the trunk. He 
was almost fully erect in the trunk when the train struck the car.

Andy’s face met the front of the locomotive as he leaned forward 
to exit the car. The small compact car burst into flames on contact, 
and the train’s wheels sparked on the tracks as the conductor hit the 
brakes. The car launched several hundred feet down the tracks, and 
the assailant looked on as the burning debris of the car and Andy’s 
mangled body was spread backwards over the car’s trunk and back 
seat. The man was holding his cell phone and had been videotaping 
the whole exchange up to and beyond impact. He stood up and ran 
across several tracks and into the vacant lot then disappeared into the 
cool December night.

Jim and Sam were having a beer at Santiago’s, and Maria Martinez 
had joined them after a full day in court. Maria sipped her gin and tonic, 
and Jim asked, “So you’re an ambulance chaser like your late father?”

Sam shot him a look, and Maria put her hand on Sam’s shoulder 
and said, “Jim’s just being an asshole. He knows damn well I am a 
reputable attorney who runs a reputable law firm.”

Jim laughed and toasted in her direction and said, “To reputable 
lawyers. They are as rare as an honest judge.”

Sam just glared at him and asked, “Isn’t Barbara expecting you?”
“No. She had her exit interview with the Marshals service for 

her retirement and then had to go back through all the usual bullshit 
because she is going to take on the role of supervising director for 
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the next six months. She had to do a shitload of testing as well as a 
physical examination and run the damn obstacle course.”

Sam asked, “Why on earth would she need to do all of that after 
more than thirty years in the department?”

Jim laughed, lighting a cigarette, and said, “That’s the difference 
between federal and state police services. In the federal system, they 
keep us in shape, test us often, and in many cases literally climb up 
our asses with a magnifying glass.”

Sam laughed, and Maria giggled a little then raised her glass and 
said, “To Barbara O’Brian. May she be the best damn director the 
service has ever known.”

Jim blew smoke in the air while toasting and polishing off the last 
of his beer and said, “I do need to get home and see how the day went. 
She’ll be pissed off if I spend the evening with two dykes.”

Sam smiled and batted her eyes and said, “Even if those dykes 
want to throw you a threesome?”

Jim’s face dropped, and Maria could not keep a straight face and 
said, “Dream on, Sheriff man. Go home to your wife. This little hunk 
of burning love is ALL mine!” Jim finished his beer, flipped the two 
women off, then called out to Javier that he was leaving and walked 
out the door.

Jade Morgan was standing on the train tracks looking at the burnt 
remains of Andy Wells. Jessica was working with two other members 
of their CSI team. LAPD had brought in nightsun lights, so they could 
see the scene. Jade was studying the car and corpse when Jessica walked 
up and said, “The only witness was the train operator, and he said all he 
saw was a nude man standing in the trunk of the car just before impact.”

“This whole scene was staged.”
Jessica looked at Jade and asked, “And just how the hell do you 

know that?”
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Jade laughed softly and said, “Because I have been a medical 
examiner almost as long as you have been alive.”

Jessica nodded and said, “That’s why sex with you sometimes 
feels like I’m fucking my mother.”

“Very funny, smart ass. Do we have an ID on the victim?”
“We have an ID based on the car’s plate. DMV ties it back to an 

Andrew Rubin Wills. Twenty-two from Santa Clarita.”
Jade nodded and asked, “Is there anything else?”
“Yeah…he worked at the downtown office of the IRS as an 

accounting intern, was a student at Pasadena City College, and was 
Rose Gerrard’s classmate.”

Jade looked at the remains and Andy’s charred black flesh. “Well, 
this just got interesting. And let me guess…one or both of his parents 
work for the federal government?”

“The father is the postmaster for Santa Clarita, and his mother…
wait for it…is an auditor for the California Franchise Tax Board.”

Jade pulled her cell phone off her hip and said to Jessica as she 
pressed speed dial, “This is now the FBI’s case.”

John was sitting in a restaurant in Santa Monica with Sara when his 
cell phone rang. He looked at Sara who had a sad look on her face and 
said, “I’m sorry, honey.” He pulled his cell phone off his hip and answered.

Jade’s voice was a little loud with all of the noise of the crime 
scene. “John, I’m sorry to bother you. Sara mentioned that you two 
were going to have a date night tonight, but we have a crime scene, 
and it is in your jurisdiction.”

John sat back in his chair as Sara sipped a glass of wine and asked, 
“And what makes whatever scene you’re on the FBI’s crime scene?”

Jade laughed and said, “Easy. We have a train that hit a car with a kid 
in the trunk. His folks work for the federal and state government. The 
dead kid’s mother is an auditor with the state Franchise Tax Board. His 
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father is the postmaster of Santa Clarita, and he was an accounting intern 
at the IRS office downtown. So…does this drop the case in your lap?”

John dropped his napkin on his plate and said, “Text me the crime 
scene address. I will have Chris get our CSI team on site ASAP. Do 
you know anything else?”

“Yeah. There are no cameras here, so this one is going to be a real 
puzzle.”

John hung up the line and looked at Sara who just frowned and 
said, “Well, it’s a good thing we met here. I can drive myself home. 
Chris and Karen are at the house. I suppose you are going to call 
him?” John nodded, and she asked, “Before you call Chris, what do 
you think is going on?”

John hit speed dial and said, “There is a serial killer with a hard-on 
for the tax man.” Sara shook her head as John called Chris. She gave 
John a kiss, and then they went their separate ways.

Jim had gotten the call to the scene before he was ever able to 
make it home. He called Barbara’s cell phone and got voicemail and 
left her a message. He was headed for Van Nuys after going back to 
Santiago’s to pick up Sam. Maria just shook her head as the two left 
her alone in the parking lot.

Sara and Karen returned home at the same time. The two walked 
through the front door of the house laughing and making jokes about 
a man who came into the ER earlier in the day. Sara said, laughing, “I 
have been a doctor for almost three decades, and I still can’t imagine 
what would make any man shove a light bulb up his ass.”

“I can give you the psychological reasons, ‘butt.’” Karen pressed 
on her butt cheeks and said, “They are not as funny as seeing it in 
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reality.” The two women threw their purses on a table next to the 
front door. Karen noticed the light was on in the living room and 
asked, “Did you leave the living room light on?”

Sara shook her head and walked into the room to find Barbara 
sitting with her feet in the hot tub off the living room with a glass of 
scotch in her hand. She was nude, and Sara and Karen walked out into 
the cool night air and fog, laughing, and Sara asked, “Jim’s not home, 
and you’re lonely?” Barbara was staring off into space and just shook 
her head. Sara and Karen walked out to the hot tub and disrobed, and 
Sara sat down in the hot water while Karen poured the two of them a 
drink and freshened Barbara’s.

Karen sunk down into the water, her large breasts buoyant, and 
asked, “Are you okay, Barb?”

Barbara took a drink of her scotch and said, “I don’t know. I need 
a second opinion.”

The smiles left Sara and Karen’s faces, and Sara said, “Oh God! What?”
Barbara got out of the water, and the cold air striking her hot skin 

sent steam into the night air. She grabbed a cigarette out of her robe, lit 
it, and said as she walked back to the hot tub, “Stage four colon cancer.”

Tears filled Karen’s eyes first and then Sara followed and asked, 
“And who has this diagnosis?”

Barbara took a long drag off the cigarette and downed her scotch and 
said, “Me. I got the news this morning after a routine physical for work.”

Sara took a sip of her drink and asked, “Did they do a damn 
colonoscopy?”

Barbara shook her head and said, “No. They found blood in my 
stool and then they ran a blood test for colon cancer antibodies that 
came back high and positive.”

Sara tried to be soothing and said, “That blood test is relatively 
new, so don’t put a lot of stock in it. As for blood in your stool, that 
could be anything. You have anal sex, right?”

“Are you kidding? It’s ALL I ever want. It feels so good. You’ll learn 
as you get older. Your pussy just doesn’t feel the same with a cock in it.”
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Sara said, “I already love it. It’s just really, really hard on me 
because John is so damn huge.”

Karen laughed and said, “Chris is bigger than John, and I take ALL 
of him in my ass. I love it. No need for birth control.”

Barbara looked confused and asked, “You don’t have vaginal 
intercourse with Chris?”

“Nope. I can’t take birth control, and Chris hates condoms, as do 
I. So, he eats me out and fingers me, then I either suck his cock until 
he cums or take it up the ass.”

Sara laughed lightly and asked, “And which do you prefer?”
Karen got a little red-faced and said, “I tend to break his rhythm 

when giving Chris head…just so I get it up the ass.”
The women laughed, and Sara said, “Barbara, I want you at the 

hospital at seven a.m. tomorrow, and we’ll do a colonoscopy.”
“Don’t I need to clean out my system first?”
“I’ll give you industrial strength colon blow when you leave. 

Make sure to get Jim to bang you up the ass to loosen things up.”
Barbara nodded, and Karen said, “Whatever you do, don’t say a word 

to anyone, including Jim, until we do the tests. There is no sense in getting 
everyone worked up over nothing.” Barbara nodded and slid down into 
the water while raising her glass and asking Karen for another drink.
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Chapter Four
“You need to learn to  
keep your opinions to  

yourself, asshole.”

J
im and Sam were standing near the burnt shell of Andy’s car. His body 
was covered with a yellow tarp. It was ten after eleven, and Jim asked, 
“Do we need to keep the poor bastard under a damn tarp all night?”
John and Chris were looking around the trunk and the body under 

the tarp with small blue masks on, and John said, “Yeah. This kid was 
somehow adhered to the car prior to death.”

Sam said, “Really? You don’t think the heat of the fire stuck the 
poor kid to the trunk?”

Chris looked at Sam and asked, “All of the safety that goes into 
today’s cars, and the fact the guy could have gotten out of the trunk 
any time and didn’t until what appears to be the last second, leads me 
to believe that what skin remains adhered to this car was done pre- 
mortem, and that this poor bastard died trying to free his body from 
the trunk of the car due to being somehow restrained to the vehicle.”
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Jessica threw her hands in the air and said, “Fine. We’ll scrape 
the damn trunk for adhesives strong enough to keep a healthy, young 
guy restrained.”

John looked at Jade and said, “It’s industrial strength glue. The kid 
was young and strong, but given the small space, I figure he didn’t 
even know he was glued into the trunk until minutes before impact.”

Chris said, “Jesus Christ! Are you telling me that this killer kept 
the victim in the dark to his situation to near impact?”

John nodded and ordered samples be taken of the trunk and the 
carpet around Andy’s body.

Jim and Sam heard the conversation, and Jim asked, “You don’t 
think that the kid would have smelled the fumes from the glue? I 
mean, that shit stinks like hell.”

Chris answered, “It depends on the mixture of chemicals used for 
the adhesive if that is what was used. There are industrial strength 
adhesives that are pretty much odorless and even pleasant on the nose.”

Jim pulled a cigarette from his top left pocket, and Jade looked at 
him and said, “Really? Are you a dumbass? We have gasoline, oil, and 
diesel fuel all around us, and you’re going to light a cigarette?”

Jim looked like a scolded child and put the cigarette behind his 
ear and asked, “Has the family been notified?”

Jessica said, “LAPD sent a unit to the parents’ home. If they don’t 
know, they will shortly. Why?”

Jim pointed down the tracks to the Metrolink station and said, 
“You see all those bright lights? Those are the fuckin’ media vultures 
who are going to sensationalize this murder scene. I’m going to have 
to walk down there and give a brief news conference in a few minutes 
with Agents Swenson and Mantel, and if they ask me the identity of 
the victim I want to know where we stand.”

Sam shook her head and said, “The identity of the victim is being 
withheld until the next of kin has been notified.”

He let out a loud laugh and said, “And I didn’t think you learned a 
thing from me. You’re right, Sam, and you’re going to lead the news 
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conference.” They started down the tracks when Jim’s cell phone buzzed 
on his hip. “Probably a text message from Barbara letting me know 
she’s home and wanting to know when I’ll be there.” He didn’t stop to 
check it as the four walked on in silence toward the lights of the media.

Roy Rutland was putting his cell phone in his pocket when the doors 
to the janitor’s closet at the IRS headquarters opened, and Gabe Zinsk 
and Omar Hussain burst through the doors. Gabe said, “Well, look who 
we have here.” Gabe pushed Roy in the chest, and he hit his head on a 
steel rack at the back of the closet. Roy stood five-feet, six-inches and 
was a hundred and twenty pounds. His slicked back black hair and pale 
skin made him look like he had never seen sunlight. Gabe pressed Roy’s 
chest into the steel rack and asked, “What’s the deal, Rutland? Did you 
do the top floors like I told you to, so I can get the hell out of here 
early?” Roy nodded, and Gabe pressed his fat arm into Roy’s throat and 
asked in a whisper, “Did you fuckin’ punch me in when you got here?” 
Roy tried to nod his head but couldn’t. Gabe released him and pulled 
up on his coveralls, which barely held in his rotund belly. He stood up 
straight, and his six-foot, six-inch body towered over Rutland.

Omar was standing behind both men silently. His dark skin and 
eyes were ablaze with delight. Omar’s black beard and hair shined in 
the lights of the closet.

Gabe pulled back and said, “Omar, do you ever fuckin’ shower, 
man? I mean, I know you’re a heab, and you think that your body 
odor smells good, but it fuckin’ doesn’t. It’s rude and offensive. 
You’re in America not the deserts of the damn Middle East. Take a 
shower and use soap and deodorant.”

Omar looked at Gabe and said, “I shower every day. I don’t wear 
anything that hides my own body’s odor because it is a part of my 
religion. If you don’t like it, then stay away from me. Do I need to file 
another complaint with human resources against you?”
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Gabe turned to him with an angry face and said, “You pull that shit 
again, and I will make sure your ass gets sent on to your God, painfully. 
Got it, you asshole?” Omar nodded slowly, and Gabe smiled and said, “Oh 
man. You know I’m just fuckin’ with you. I know you’re an Arab asshole. 
All you heabs smell the same. Where’s your little prayer rug thing? Ain’t 
it time for you to roll it out on the floor and pray to Mecca?”

Roy looked at Gabe and said, “That’s really rude, Gabe. Omar 
believes what he believes. He is doing no one any harm. You should 
leave him be.” Gabe never looked at Roy. He just punched him in the 
stomach while waiting for an answer from Omar.

Roy was coughing, and Omar said, “It is in my locker, and it is 
nearly time for evening prayer.” Omar opened his small locker and 
pulled out the rug and walked out of the room.

Gabe looked at Roy and said, “You need to learn to keep your 
opinions to yourself, asshole.” Roy stopped coughing, and Gabe 
asked, “Did you hear that that little cunt Rose Gerrard got her ass run 
over by a train the other night?” Roy’s face sank, and Gabe started 
laughing and said, “Oh fuck! You didn’t know? Oh man. It’s been all 
over the news and the office. That little slut had it coming.”

Roy pulled closer to his own locker and asked, “How can you say 
that, Gabe? She was nothing but kind and sweet.”

Gabe laughed and said, “Yeah, well, I know that you had a little 
thing for her. Your cock did, too, and she told you to pound sand after 
a short fling. The bitch was a slut and a cunt. I would have thought 
of all people you would be glad to see that she fucked the wrong 
guy and got what she deserved.” Roy opened his locker and pulled 
out his street clothes as Gabe was pulling cleaning equipment and 
supplies and filling his cleaning cart. Gabe was mumbling under his 
breath, “‘You’re revolting.’ ‘You’re a pig. I would never go out with 
a man like you.’”

Roy looked at Gabe and asked, “What are you talking about?”
Gabe smiled and said, “Nothing. I asked the cunt out once, and 

she called me all kinds of names. I played the good house boy and 
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just smiled and apologized for asking her out. But she was such a 
bitch about it. I’m glad the cunt is dead. I would tell that to Rick’s 
face, but I need this damn job while I finish night school. But as soon 
as I do, I’m going to tell him what a little tramp Rose was.”

Roy put his work clothes in his locker and put on his pants and 
shirt and said, “Well, I know she could be a little in our faces at 
times, but the few times I went out with her were great. She just 
wasn’t into me. We didn’t click. It happens all the time; however, I 
would never wish her dead. Never.”

Gabe pushed his cart out of the cleaning room and said, “Yeah, 
well, at least you got to dip your dick in her cunt before she bought 
it. Was she good?” Roy looked away, and Gabe slammed his hand 
down on his cart and said, “I knew it. I knew she was a good fuck. 
Shit, man, shit...” Gabe walked out of the room, and Roy could hear 
him yelling, ‘Shit. Shit’ as Gabe’s voice trailed off.

Sam had stepped away from the makeshift microphone stand 
where John was speaking. “The FBI will be taking the lead in the 
investigation.” Reporters were barking a mile a minute, and John 
spotted Renee Owens, The Times investigative reporter, near the 
back holding a tape recorder in her hands.

“Ms. Owens, do you have any questions?”
Renee’s red hair and green eyes were lit up by the lights around 

her, and all eyes turned in her direction. John and Renee went back 
a lot of years before he was with the FBI or the LAPD. They served 
together in the Marine Corps, and John had a slight smile on his face 
as he called her out as she liked to do to him so many years earlier.

Renee stood up straight and asked, “Can the FBI tell us if the crime 
scenes of Ms. Rose Gerrard and this victim are related?”

“We don’t have any evidence right now that would connect the 
two scenes.”
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“Really?”
John’s face told the story, and he abruptly ended the news conference. 

Jim and Sam were standing back away from the lights, and Jim was 
laughing with a cigarette in his mouth and clapping as John walked 
back to them. Sam had a lost look on her face and before she could say 
anything John looked at Jim and said, “Don’t go there.”

Jim bellowed and said, “Me? Don’t go there? Really? Me? What the 
fuck did you think was going to happen when you called on Renee?”

John was about to answer when he heard Renee’s voice calling 
to him softly from behind. He turned to see her standing in a pair of 
tight black jeans and a buttoned up shirt with a light brown leather 
jacket over it. “Did you come to gloat?”

Renee shook her head, and Jim looked at Sam and said, “This 
might be a good time for us to head back to the crime scene.”

They walked off, and once they were out of earshot, Sam asked, 
“An old lover of John’s?”

Jim laughed and said, “Even he wishes. Nope. She was a ball 
busting corporal that John had to command when he was in the Corps.”

Sam looked back and asked, “John wanted her, but he couldn’t 
have her?”

“Yeah. Something like that.”
Sam laughed lightly and said, “Well, given first impressions, I 

wouldn’t kick her out of bed for eating crackers.”
Jim shook his head and said, “You have a shitload to learn, 

especially when it comes to dealing with reporters, and that reporter is 
more dangerous because she’s also a professor of journalism.”

John stood towering over Renee’s five-foot frame, and she looked 
at him and said, “Long time no see, speak, anything.” John nodded, 
and she continued, “You called me out, John. You asked if I had 
questions, so don’t get all bent out of shape ‘cuz I asked a hard one.”

“What do you know?”
Renee pulled out her small writing tablet and said, “Rose and 

Andy. I know Andy’s the corpse in the car down the tracks. We were 
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an item for a short time. Rose and Andy have parents who work for 
the state and federal government, and he was an intern for the IRS.”

John looked at her and said, “Who the hell are your sources?”
Renee laughed and said, “I have all kinds of sources, but in this case 

I have confirmation by the tone of your voice. So…do I have it right?”
“I can’t confirm or...”
“Deny,” Renee said with a little chuckle.
John nodded and said, “You can’t go to print with your story yet. 

You don’t have enough.”
She nodded and said, “You’re right. I do have this cold case from the 

Hollywood division that I’m trying to follow up from a few years ago 
with the same M.O., though. You know the case I’m talking about, right?”

John looked at her and said, “Your sister has been dead over a 
decade, Renee. Leave it alone.”

Renee shook her head and said, “What if I told you that I think 
that Belinda’s murder was the first try at this type of killing ten plus 
years ago? What if I told you that there have been other Metrolink and 
train killings around Southern California since that are ALL unsolved 
and no one has ever claimed responsibility for?”

John looked at his watch and said, “Then I expect your ass in 
my office at nine a.m. tomorrow morning. No one but you and no 
recording equipment…and off the record. I want to know what you 
have learned over the past decade that I don’t know.” John paused 
then asked, “Are you still teaching?”

“Yeah. I teach journalism at Pasadena City College. Have for 
years. Why?”

“The one thing I can confirm that you already know is that the 
two victims were students at your school.”

Renee nodded and walked away.
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Chapter Five
“Can we get the evidence  

without raising a bunch  
of shit with LAPD?”

J
im pulled into the driveway just after midnight. He walked into the 
house only to find that Barbara wasn’t home. He called her cell 
phone, and she said she was on her way back from Sara and John’s.
“Do you need a ride? Your speech is slurred.” Barbara told him 

there was a taxi out in front of Sara’s house, and she would be home 
in five minutes. Jim hung up the phone and looked down to see he 
had a text message. He pressed the button, and the text opened with a 
message and a photograph. Jim pressed speed dial.

“Swenson.”
“Where the fuck are you?”
“About five minutes out from home.”
“You’re right by my place. Stop here first. I received a text message 

that you really need to see.” Jim pressed the end button on his phone 
and then went back over to the text message.
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The message was simple and to the point, “I’m the person you’re 
looking for, and you will never catch me, Sheriff. Too bad you are 
retiring so soon. I watched you at both of my latest train stops, 
pacing and thinking. You don’t know who I am, but I know where 
you live. Sweet dreams until my next killing. Who knows? Next time 
it might be someone you know or are close to.” Below the words 
was a split screen photograph. On one side was Rose Gerrard, tied 
nude on train tracks as the front end of the train that killed her was 
coming into the frame. The other was Andy Wells standing in the 
trunk of his car just as the train that killed him was hitting the rear 
of his car. Jim sat down on the steps leading to his house as the 
headlights of John’s truck followed by the taxi carrying Barbara 
pulled into the driveway in order.

Barbara stepped from the cab, and she knew the look on Jim’s face. 
She also looked at John stepping out of his truck and knew that John 
didn’t know whatever it was that Jim knew. She staggered up to Jim 
and kissed him deeply and said, “I know that look. I’m going to bed.” 
As she disappeared into the house, John walked up to Jim who handed 
him his cell phone without saying a word.

Rick Gerrard was finishing up some last minute paperwork when 
his cell phone rang. “Gerrard.” There were a few moments of silence, 
and he slumped down in his chair and said, “Jesus … I’m so sorry, Mr. 
Wills. I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything, Mr. Gerrard. My wife and I just 
got the news, and I thought you should know after the loss of Rose 
the same way.”

Rick had tears in his eyes and asked, “Is there anything I can do for 
you and your wife?”

“No sir. You have enough to deal with as do we. I just want the FBI 
to catch this animal.”
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“As do I, sir. As do I.” Rick hung up the phone and slipped it back 
on his belt when there was a knock on his office door. He looked up to 
see Roy peeking in the doorway.

Rick stopped what he was doing and walked over to Roy and put his 
arms around him. Roy didn’t move for a few seconds, and then he put 
his arms around Rick and said, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t know.” Rick was 
crying so hard that Roy could feel the man’s body tremble as he wept.

Rick pulled back after a little over a minute and said, “I wondered 
why you had not been to see me. You didn’t know?” Roy’s eyes were full 
of tears that he was visibly holding back, and he shook his head fast while 
standing still. Rick looked at the cleaning cart that Roy had parked outside 
his office and asked, “Are you still going to school for accounting, Roy?” 
Roy nodded, and Rick asked, “No one knows that here, do they?”

Roy shook his head slowly and said, “Only a few people, sir. I 
don’t want people here teasing me even more than they do about 
being a math whiz.”

Rick got a little smile on his face as he wiped the tears from his 
eyes and said, “You’re a very smart young man. You downplay your 
intelligence, but you are a smart man. I’ve seen it. Rose saw it, too. 
It’s too bad that things didn’t work out with you two. Are you still 
living in your apartment in Reseda?”

Roy nodded and asked, “Would you like me to come back later 
and clean?”

Rick closed his laptop and put it in a case on his desk and said, 
“No. It’s after midnight. I need to get home … to what I don’t know. 
Wander the house all night as I have for the past several days.” Rick 
finished packing his case and said, “Rose’s remains are being released 
to me tomorrow by the coroner’s office. I have made arraignments for 
her to be cremated. I’m planning to release her ashes up in the Santa 
Monica Mountains along with her mother’s on Saturday afternoon. I 
would like it if you would come.”

Roy nodded and said, “I would really like to be there for that. 
Just tell me where to be.”
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“I will let you know more tomorrow. It’s going to be a tough 
day.” Roy nodded as Rick walked out of the office. Roy pulled his 
cleaning cart inside and started to clean when he heard Gabe’s voice 
in the doorway.

“So, after all that cunt did to you, you’re going to go support her old 
man who you know hates you?”

Roy looked at Gabe and said, “I’m a patient man, Gabe, but I have 
to admit that I’m getting very, very impatient with you. I loved Rose, 
and Rick knows that. Rose was a sweet woman. We were just going 
in different directions.” Roy paused and looked at Gabe and said in 
a cold detached tone, “You are a bad person, Gabe. You’re just plain 
mean. I don’t know why and that’s your deal, but if you say anything 
negative about Rose again I will bash your face in.”

Gabe came bounding through Rick’s office door toward Roy when 
Rick walked back into the office. Gabe froze as did Roy, and Rick 
looked at the two men and said, “I forgot my tablet.” Rick walked 
around his desk as Gabe backed away. “You have worked in this office 
for five years, Gabe. I have tolerated your asinine jokes and your 
insulting behavior to your fellow employees as I thought it was some 
phase you were going through. But now, looking at you at twenty-six, 
you are no different than the day you were hired here. Your insulting 
words about my daughter are the last straw.” Rick picked up his desk 
phone and dialed for security who was in his office in seconds. Rick 
looked at Gabe and then security and said, “Please escort Mr. Zinsk 
out of our office building and take away his access.”

Gabe backed up and said, “You can’t fire me, you dick. You can’t 
order me out of this building. Only HR can do that.”

Rick looked at Gabe and said, “You’re fired, Mr. Zinsk. You can 
make an appointment in the morning with HR to settle up with our 
offices. I will send a report over to HR, so they are prepared.” Roy 
stood silent as Gabe sent a barrage of profanity at Rick. When Gabe 
had stopped to take a breath, Rick had security restrain him then said, 
“You forget I’m the person who recommended that you be hired. You 
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also forget that I’m the person who has been protecting you from 
interoffice allegations since you came to work for the service. That’s 
over. You’re done here.”

Gabe screamed as he was being pulled out the office door, “You’re 
going to regret this, you son of a bitch. You too, Roy. I’m going to 
fuckin’ kill you, the both of you, everyone in this goddamn place.”

Rick called to security and said, “Hold on.” He picked up the 
phone and dialed another number. Roy stood silent, and Gabe stared 
with white hot hatred at both men. Rick spoke into the phone and said, 
“This is IRS Special Agent Richard Gerrard. We’ve had a threat to 
the safety of our employees. I need assistance.” Gabe’s face dropped, 
and Roy pulled back against a bank of windows in Rick’s office. Rick 
hung up the line and asked security to put Gabe in a holding room until 
authorities arrived. Gabe opened his mouth, and Rick said, “If I were 
you, I would keep my mouth shut. You’re in deep trouble, young man.”

Gabe was hauled off, and Roy looked at Rick and asked, “How 
much did you hear?” Rick picked up his tablet and said, “I heard 
everything he said. Gabe’s an asshole, but this time he has gone too 
far.” Rick walked out of his office and spoke to Roy as he left, “Go 
on about your work. Gabe will be dealt with.”

The lights of the Eagle’s conference room were bright, and the 
sculpture of the Iron Eagle above John’s head shined ominously with 
its black body and red eyes. Sam and Chris were looking up at the 
monitor where the images of Rose and Andy were displayed. Jim was 
reading over the text message while John was trying to trace the phone. 
John spoke up and said, “It’s a pre-paid phone. No information.”

Jim said, “The killer acts like I know him. Like it is someone I 
see every day.”

Sam said, “Jim, I don’t think that it’s someone in law enforcement. 
It’s someone outside the law. I think that you should focus your 
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energies on the people you interact with on a daily basis who are not 
wearing a badge.”

Jim was scratching his unshaven face and said, “Jesus! I don’t 
interact with that many people outside of work.”

Chris asked, “You need to think. Who else do you deal with outside 
of work?” Jim had a thoughtful look on his face and grabbed a pen and 
paper and started to make notes.

John looked at the room full of people and said, “It’s a red herring. 
The killer doesn’t know Jim. He’s just looking to send him spinning.”

Chris asked, “How can you be so sure?”
John enlarged the images on the screen of Rose and Andy. “Take a 

long look at these two. Look at their faces. Look at their eyes.”
Sam said, “I see terror. Total terror.”
Chris looked at the images closely and said, “I see the same thing. 

There’s nothing that tells me anything more about the victims.” Jim 
was staring at the images and a smile broke across his face.

John looked at Jim and asked, “You want to tell them, or do you 
want me to do it?”

Jim laughed and said, “These are the faces of death. Our killer 
didn’t even know these two. He picked them up at random locations 
and then took them out and killed them.”

Chris looked on and said, “You’re telling me that this guy is 
picking random strangers off the street and drugging them. Yes, I 
read the tox report on Gerrard. She had traces of chloroform in her 
lungs and blood stream.”

Jim said, “The same will be true of the Wills kid.”
Sam looked at the pictures and said, “There are two connections. 

Wills was an intern at the IRS office downtown, and he and Gerrard 
and the killer went to college in Pasadena. This is not random.”

Heads nodded around the room, and John said, “That’s the only 
connection we have, which tells me that the killer is involved with 
the school and that Sam is right. This killer isn’t picking his victims 
as randomly as you might think.”
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There were confused looks, and Jim asked, “You think that someone 
has a hard-on for the tax man?”

“That’s exactly what I think. We need to investigate the classes, 
classmates, and course work these two were doing. That’s going to be 
where we will get our break.”

Jim looked at John and asked, “You said that you recognize this 
M.O. from a murder when you were working a beat with the LAPD.”

John nodded and said, “About a year after my wife Amber was 
murdered, and I was put back on homicide duty. We had a young 
woman who was run over by a Metrolink train in Hollywood. At 
first, it was chalked up to an accident. Even the coroner’s office ruled 
the death an accident. But I couldn’t let it go. There was something 
more to it. I beat my head against the wall for three months on the 
case until my supervisor told me to either let it go or move back to 
desk work. They figured I was still traumatized over Amber’s death. 
I went underground with the case for a few more months. I watched 
hours of video from the train platform. She was struck by the train 
only ten feet from the platform. But I could not find a damn thing to 
support my theory of murder.”

Chris asked, “Is there a way to get that tape?”
“I’m sure it is still in an evidence room downtown or at the 

Hollywood station.”
“Do you remember the victim’s name?” Chris asked coldly.
“Belinda Owens. She was a student at Hollywood High School and the 

younger sister of Renee Owens, the Times reporter. Renee is adamant that 
the death was no accident, but there was nothing else we could do.”

Jim looked around the room and said, “Renee and John have a 
history from many years back. As I recall, Renee was convinced that 
her sister was murdered, and she was really, really pissed off at you.”

John nodded, and Chris asked, “Can we get the evidence without 
raising a bunch of shit with LAPD?”

Jim laughed and said, “I’ll take care of it. LAPD is less likely to 
give me shit than if the FBI comes in on a decades old case. Sam and 
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I will go downtown in the morning and get what they have. I have 
friends who owe me favors.”

John and Chris nodded, and John looked up at the clock over the 
conference room entrance and said, “It’s after one. Go home and get 
some sleep. We all have a long day ahead of us.”
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Chapter Six
“I could see it in his eyes.”

O
mar Hussain was walking out of the IRS building at five thirty 
a.m. when he heard Roy call out to him. His dark skin was set off 
against his white teeth in the shadow of the streetlights. He said, 

“Hi Roy. What’s up?”
“I just learned that Andy Wells has been murdered.”
“That’s horrible! What happened?”
“I don’t know much, but he was killed the same way that Rose was.”
Omar stood silent for a few seconds and asked, “When did this 

happen?”
“Last night in the early evening. It might have made the news before 

we came on shift at eleven, but I didn’t catch the evening news.” Roy 
stood staring at Omar for a few moments and then he asked, “Have you 
talked to Gabe?”

Omar shook his head and said, “I didn’t have to. I heard him 
screaming and cussing in one of the holding cells on the ground floor. 
What was that all about?”
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“Rick fired him after he overheard him talking smack about Rose. Then 
the idiot had the stupid idea to threaten me, Rick, and the whole staff.”

“It was just a matter of time. So, what happens to him now?”
Roy was walking with him toward the parking structure and said, 

“I would imagine he will be brought up on charges of making terrorist 
threats that will most likely land him in jail for a while.”

“When my parents moved us here from Iran, I was just a child, but 
I remember my father always told all of us that we didn’t ever want to 
get on the wrong side of American law. He told us that it’s worse than 
Iranian law and that the American justice system is corrupt.”

Roy looked at Omar with a strange look and said, “I don’t understand. 
You’re an American citizen. Are you afraid of the justice system here?”

“You bet your ass, I am. I’m afraid of the police, the lawyers, and 
the courts. You should try being in my shoes in this country.”

“I guess the terrorist attacks have made life harder for you.”
Omar pressed the button on his key fob and said, “You bet it has. 

My father and mother have been audited by the IRS and the Franchise 
Tax Board every year since the attacks. They’ve been dragged through 
the mud, and it caused my father to have several heart attacks. The 
final one killed him last year. The strain on my mother was unbearable 
after my father’s death, and she committed suicide six months later.”

Roy looked at Omar and said, “I’m sorry, Omar. I had no idea. 
What the hell are you doing working for the IRS?”

“My father asked me the same question. I told him I thought if I 
worked for the tax agency perhaps it would go easier on my family.”

“And how is that working out for you?”
Omar frowned and said, “My parents owned three gas stations and 

convenience stores in the San Fernando Valley. They followed the letter 
of the law, and now my brother Mohamed and I have to deal with it.”

Roy looked at Omar and said, “Well that has to piss you off.”
Omar shrugged his shoulders as he opened the car door and said, 

“There is nothing I can do about it. Heck, the IRS has audited me 
every year since I started working, and I have been working for them 
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for five years, and they are my only source of income. I don’t even 
bother to mail in my return anymore. For the past three years, I’ve 
walked my return into the office, handed it off to a clerk to have the 
return stamped in, and then walked over to one of Rick’s auditors and 
asked what time they wanted to see me.”

“No way!”
Omar nodded and said, “Oh yes … and it takes a week or two, and I 

end up in one of Rick’s auditor’s offices while they bend me over a desk 
and lower a sketch artist into my ass.”

Roy laughed and asked, “Have you ever had a problem?”
Omar said no. “Several times they found that they owed me more 

money, which just pissed them off even more.”
“Have you ever brought this up with Rick?”
“Once. About four years ago, he told me that he could not discuss 

anything with me as it would be a conflict as he was investigating 
my family.”

“Why the hell do you stay here? Go back to Iran or move out of state.”
Omar smiled and said, “I am an American citizen. I would not be 

welcome in Iran, and it would make no difference where I lived. They’ll 
always harass me, so why not keep it convenient?”

Roy started for his car and said, “If I was getting put through that type 
of shit, I would be pissed off to no end.”

“I am, Roy, but there’s nothing I can do about it.” Omar got in 
his car and drove off.

Roy said to himself, “I don’t know. I wouldn’t sit back while they did 
that shit to me.” Roy drove out of the structure as the sun was starting to 
rise and headed for his apartment in Reseda.

Jim and Sam pulled into police parking at 1358 Wilcox Avenue in 
Hollywood. Jim opened the car door, and two uniformed officers were 
standing in front of the nondescript red bricked building, talking and 
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smoking cigarettes about fifty yards away. When Sam got out, one of 
the officers made a low cat call, and she looked at Jim and said, “That 
didn’t just happen, did it?” Jim just nodded.

They were too far away to be recognized by the officers, and one 
yelled, “Hey old man! You and your little fox friend need to move 
your car. That’s police parking only.” Jim kept walking toward them 
with Sam next to him, and the other officer yelled, “Do you speak 
fucking English, asshole? Move your goddamned car.” As they kept 
walking in the direction of the entrance, the officer who had let out the 
cat call at Sam pulled his service weapon and pointed it at them and 
said, “Freeze right where you are, assholes.”

Jim stopped and looked at the men and then at Sam and said, “And 
you wonder why the LAPD and the rest of us have a bad reputation.” 
He paused then shouted back, “Holster that goddamn weapon now, 
you son of a bitch.”

The officer called out and said, “Hands in the air.” The other 
officer pulled out a taser, and the two began to approach Jim and Sam, 
who were standing with their hands at their sides. As the officers 
drew closer Jim heard one of them say, “Old fucks never learn. I’m 
going to kick the shit out of him.”

Jim let out a laugh as the two officers came face-to-face with them, 
and he saw the look of sheer terror in both men’s eyes. Jim’s shield 
was hanging on his jacket pocket as was Sam’s, and Jim reached into 
his top left pocket and pulled out two cigarettes as the two officers 
lowered and holstered their weapons. Jim handed one to Sam and lit 
it, then lit his own and said as he snapped the Zippo shut, “You two are 
in a shitload of trouble.” One of the officers started to say something, 
and Jim lifted his right hand and motioned with his fingers for them to 
shut their mouths. He looked at Sam and said, “You take the one on the 
right. I’ll take the other one.” He ordered both men to their knees and 
then had them place their hands on top of their heads, so he and Sam 
could cuff them. Sam disarmed the men as a small crowd of people 
started to form on the street. Jim called for backup, and in a matter of 
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seconds there were three Sheriff’s cruisers blocking the intersection 
and deputies walking the two officers to another. Jim told his deputies 
to take the two officers downtown and to book them for assault on a 
police officer.

“Did they strike you, Sheriff?”
Jim nodded and said, “Just take them downtown. I’ll make up a report 

when I get back. Book them in and make sure that they stay in a cell until 
I get back to the station.”

As he headed back toward her, Sam said, “You really know how 
to endear yourself to the locals.”

He laughed and said, “You haven’t seen anything yet.”
There were several officers out in front of the office now, and Jim 

walked up to the front door and motioned for them to move. When he 
came through the door, he saw Captain Riggs McEllen, who asked, 
“What the fuck did they do?”

“Captain McEllen, I’d like to introduce you to Sheriff-Elect 
Samantha Pritchard.”

Riggs shook Sam’s hand and asked, “What the fuck happened, Jim?”
“Your boy scouts pulled weapons on me and Sam and then 

threatened to beat us until they were close enough to see our shields 
and, more importantly, our faces.”

Riggs yelled at the top of his lungs, “WHAT THE FUCK IS 
WRONG WITH YOU ASSHOLES?”

Jim laughed, and Riggs showed them back to his office. Jim looked 
around and said, “The action is over. Go back to whatever the fuck it is 
you do when you’re not roughing up innocent civilians.” Riggs invited 
them to sit, and Jim asked, “What the fuck, Riggs? First, when did you 
end up in Hollywood, and, second, are these fuck ups really your cops?”

Riggs shook his head while sitting down and said, “You heard that 
I got promoted, right?” Jim nodded. “Well, I got promoted and moved 
out of West Valley to Rampart, then I started calling out bad shit and 
got reassigned to this shit hole. I’ve only been here a week. For what 
it’s worth, I’m sorry. I’ll bring this up with internal affairs.”
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“You do that. I arrested them for assault on a Sheriff’s deputy, and 
I’ll make up some other shit when I get back to my office. I want them 
off the force.”

Riggs nodded and said, “I have some real cowboys and cowgirls 
here, Jim. Based on my view, there are at least ten who shouldn’t even 
be wearing badges.”

Sam said, “Then do something about it before someone gets 
killed.”

Riggs nodded and asked, “What brings you to my little slice of 
hell?”

Jim laughed and said, “I need access to your evidence room, actually. 
It’s a decades old case, so … storage.”

“Follow me.” The three walked up a small flight of stairs, and Riggs 
unlocked the door to the evidence room and said, “Have at it! The cold 
and closed cases are in the back of the building. Since the case is over 
ten years old, it might have been inventoried and sent downtown to be 
catalogued and sealed away.”

There was a small monochrome monitor on a steel desk, and Riggs 
logged Jim in. When Jim typed in the victim’s name, he was relieved 
to see that the evidence was still in the building. It took a few minutes, 
but Jim and Riggs found two bags marked with the victim’s name on 
it, and Riggs asked, “What the hell do you want with this shit? This 
was an accidental death. She was hit by a Metrolink train.”

Jim handed a bag to Sam and looked at Riggs and said, “I don’t 
want it.”

“Then who does?”
“Swenson.”
Riggs shook his head and said, “If Swenson wants it, why doesn’t 

he come for it?”
“It’s an off-the-books case, Riggs. You know the type? We’re just going 

to walk out of here with this, and you just press delete in your system.” 
Riggs nodded and followed Jim and Sam out to their car. Jim looked at 
him and asked, “Have you ever thought of coming over to the dark side?”
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Riggs laughed and said, “I thought I was on the dark side.”
Jim looked over at Sam and said, “You would be lucky to have 

McEllen as an assistant. He knows the law. He’s a good cop, and he 
knows how to cause all kinds of shit. He just hasn’t been here long 
enough.” Jim looked at Riggs and said, “Think about it, man … they 
are going to bounce your ass again as soon as this shit hits the fan. 
Come downtown and meet with Sam and me. I’m sure we can work 
out a trade that would make LAPD happy.”

Riggs nodded, and Sam handed him her card and said, “Thank you for 
your assistance. Please come talk to me. I would like to have you on my 
team.” Riggs nodded and walked away as Jim threw the evidence bags 
into the back seat. They got in the car, and Sam asked, “What’s the deal 
with Riggs? He’s obviously been a cop a long time.”

 “He’s an honest cop, and those are hard to find when you get into 
the upper reaches of this department.”

“I hope he comes downtown. I would really like to talk to him.”
Jim laughed and said, “He will. I could see it in his eyes. He’s fed 

up with this shit.”

Roy was early to class at Pasadena City College. The doors to 
the classroom were locked, so he leaned against a wall and waited 
as a few other students filed into the hall. One of them looked at him 
and asked, “Where is Professor Owens?” Roy shrugged just as Renee 
Owens walked around the corner and unlocked the classroom.

It was ten after seven, and Renee spoke to the small group of 
students who were taking her early morning class, most to fulfill 
elective requirements, “Class will be short today, folks. I have business 
downtown.” Renee began as the class pulled out their tablets and 
notebooks and began to take notes.
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Chapter Seven
“Why not kill the auditor?”

“G
abriel Zinsk?”

Gabe looked up from the wood bench he was seated on in 
handcuffs and said, “I’m Zinsk.”

Barbara O’Brian was standing over him and said, “On your feet. 
Your public defender is here.” Zinsk stood up. He was dressed in a light 
blue jumpsuit with handcuffs and leg irons on. He followed Barbara to 
a meeting room where he met his attorney Rand Fairbanks. Rand was a 
crumpled old man in a wrinkled suit, unshaven, with yellowing skin. He 
was sitting at a small steel table with a legal pad and another document. 
He stood as Gabe entered and instructed him to sit.

Rand was reading the complaint against Gabe and said, “You are 
going in front of the judge for arraignment on some very, very serious 
charges. I recommend that you plead not guilty.”

Gabe shook his head and asked, “Charges? What damn charges?”
Rand pulled the complaint off the table and said, “Making terrorist 

threats to government employees.”
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Gabe hung his head and said, “Jesus! I was just pissed. I didn’t 
mean anything by it. I just got fired from my damn job. A good 
government job.”

Rand flipped through some pages and then said, “Well, be that as it 
may, these charges are serious, and you need to plead not guilty.”

“Can’t I just explain it to the judge?”
“The less you say the better. Your employer’s human resource 

department has a hell of a file on you and your behavior. You have 
said these types of things before, and that’s going to haunt you. Right 
now, what you want to be is polite and contrite. I’m going to try and 
get bond set for you, so you don’t have to sit in jail until trial.”

Gabe nodded and said, “Those assholes will just make up shit about 
me. I’m in a no win situation.”

Rand nodded and said, “You do have some real trouble here. The 
first thing is to get you freed, then we will meet to go over the case. I 
will talk to the prosecutor. We’re friends. I’ll see what type of deal we 
can work out for you.” Gabe didn’t say a word as Barbara knocked on 
the door, announcing it was time for the hearing.

Renee was being cleared by security when she saw John walking 
to the elevator with a small sack in his hand. She called out to him, 
and he looked at his watch and then he walked over, cleared her, and 
took her with him up to his office. Renee said nothing as John put 
several bottles of water into a small fridge behind his desk. He sat 
down and asked, “So, tell me what you know.”

Renee looked around his office at the pictures of John with Steve 
Hoffman, as well as President Hernandez and other dignitaries. There 
was a shadow box in a small stand with a large folded American flag 
along with many citations and medals. Renee smiled and said, “It’s 
a long way from the days in the Corps, huh? I’m proud of you, John. 
You’ve done well for yourself, this city, and nation.”
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“Thank you. We are off the record, Renee. What do you know?”
She walked to the window and looked out at the Veteran’s cemetery 

and said, “What I know is that there is someone with a hard-on for the 
tax man, and all of the victims attend school where I teach.”

John nodded and asked, “Do you have any idea who the killer is?”
Renee sat down and said, “No. That’s one thing I can’t figure out.”
“I don’t think the killings are random. I think we have a freak who 

likes trains and wants to take control over his victims. Why do you think 
that Belinda’s death is connected to this killer?”

She got a little teary-eyed and said, “I think that Belinda was 
in the wrong place at the wrong time. I have checked out all of her 
friends at the time, and none of them fit the profile of the killer that I 
have been creating.”

John leaned on his desk and asked, “So, you are profiling killers now?”
“Just one, John. This guy started with my sister. He has been killing 

ever since, but I think around the state or even out of state as not to make 
a scene and get caught.”

“Why do you think he is showing his face now?”
“He has it in for the tax man. That’s all I can figure. Perhaps a guy 

who got caught up in an audit lost everything and now wants to take out 
his revenge on people.”

“Why not just kill the auditor?”
Renee laughed and said, “Oh, for Christ’s sake, John. You know 

why. This guy is putting more agony on the surviving families by 
killing those close to the people they love than what he could do to 
them directly. If he takes out the tax man, he can only watch him or her 
die once. If he takes out their family members…”

“He can watch the anguish over and over, especially if he is close 
enough to the victim’s family to watch firsthand.”

Renee nodded and asked, “I know we are off the record, but do you 
have any leads?”

“Not yet … in fact, you are the first person to actually give me any 
type of tie-in with this guy and Belinda.”
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“I know better than that, John. You have always thought that 
Belinda’s death was not an accident. I know you were hunting for the 
killer, and you were told to drop it. That everyone thought it was grief 
over the loss of your wife that was driving you.”

John nodded and said, “I was grasping at anything I could, Renee. I 
was also trying to find my wife’s killer.”

She smiled and asked, “How did it make you feel when you learned 
that the animal you had been hunting … that Steve and Jim had been 
hunting … found Amber’s killer?”

John shrugged and said, “It had been so many years. To be honest, I 
was just glad that it was the Eagle who caught Walter Cruthers and put 
an end to his murder spree.”

Renee was about to speak when John’s office phone rang. He 
excused himself and answered. He never spoke, just listened and then 
hung up the line and said, “I’m sorry, Renee. We’ll have to pick this up 
another time. I have business to attend to.”

“I doubt that we will need to talk about Belinda’s murderer again. I 
have a good feeling you will find him.”

It was three p.m., and Rick Gerrard had finished an office meeting 
when he learned that Gabe had been freed on bond. He called the U.S. 
Attorney’s Office and asked for Candice Polk. He waited for a few 
moments, then a cheerful but tired voice came on the phone line and 
said, “ASUSA Polk.”

Rick said, “Candy, you let that son of a bitch out on bond?”
Candice looked around her office, and then said, “Ricky, is that 

you?”
“Yes, it’s me. What the hell? Why the fuck did you let Gabriel Zinsk 

out on bond?”
“Ricky, I made a motion to hold him until trial. The judge didn’t 

feel he was a flight risk or a threat to society, so he allowed him to 
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bond out. I’m sorry. I don’t have control over the courts like some of 
your old pals like Howard Cohen did.”

Rick was silent for a moment and then said, “I was not friends with 
Howard. If anything, we were adversaries. I was always going after his 
clients on tax fraud charges, and he was defending the scum.”

Candice yawned and said, “I’m sorry, Ricky. Don’t worry about 
Zinsk. He has a public defender and is on an electronic monitor since he’s 
on pretrial release. Probation has the ball. It will be fine.”

“It won’t be fine. My daughter and one of her classmates are dead, 
and I think that Gabe had something to do with it.”

“If that’s the case, why the hell weren’t you here for the hearing? 
Shit! You could have taken the stand and stated this. Perhaps the 
judge would have chosen differently.”

Rick sighed and said, “If I had gotten on the stand and accused 
the man of murder without any evidence, I would have weakened the 
government’s case against Gabe and made myself look like an idiot.”

Candice was sitting at her desk. Her long slender legs were up on top of 
it as she leaned back in her chair. She was pulling pins out of her chestnut-
colored hair and shaking her head to let it fall as she said, “If you think 
Zinsk is a killer, take it to the cops. I know they would take it seriously.”

“No. If I take anything to the police right now, it will just cause more 
trouble. I will make sure that I have my people sit on Zinsk.”

“I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that, Rick. I’m an assistant U.S. 
Attorney. You don’t say shit like that to me.”

He laughed and said, “Jesus. I’m not going to kill the guy. I’m 
just going to have some agents sit on the dumbass, put him under 
surveillance. I will order an audit on him for the past three years. That’ll 
keep him busy while we wait for our day in court.” Rick’s cell phone 
started ringing, and he told Candice he had to go.

“Before you go … what are doing tonight?”
Rick looked at the caller ID on his cell phone as Canadice asked 

the question. He asked her to hang on for a second, hit the hold button 
on his desk phone, and answered his cell.
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“It’s sad what happened to your little Rose, Agent Gerrard. Now, 
you have a dead wife and a dead child. Whatever pain you are feeling 
is nothing compared to what you and your fellow agents do to others.” 
Rick was quiet as the caller continued. “You like to watch suffering, 
Agent Gerrard, and now I get to watch you suffer.”

Rick got animated and asked, “Who the hell are you? Why did you 
do this?”

There was laughter on the other end of the line. “I just told you, 
Agent. I know you’re not hard of hearing. Do you like trains?”

Rick’s face was turning red, and he stood up and screamed, “Where 
are you, you murdering bastard?”

There was loud laughter on the other end of the line. “Wow! That 
is the most emotion I think I have ever heard from you, Agent Gerrard. 
I’m at Union Station right now. If you want to chat, jump the train for 
Chatsworth. I will meet you on the Metrolink.”

Rick went to speak, but the line went dead. He jumped up, leaving 
Candace on hold, and ran out of his office for Union Station.

Barbara was groggy in a recovery room at Northridge Hospital. There 
was a nurse standing in a corner, and Barbara asked, “What time is it?”

The nurse looked up at the clock and said, “Four forty-five p.m., 
Mrs. O’Brian. Are you okay?”

Barbara tried to sit up but was dizzy and laid back down and asked, 
“Where are Sara and Karen?”

The nurse smiled and said, “They are down in the ER with a patient. 
They asked me to call them when you woke up.”

Barbara looked around the white room and said, “I can tell I’ve had 
something up my ass.”

The nurse laughed, gave her some water, and asked, “Do you want to 
try and stand?” Barbara nodded, and the nurse put out her hand. Barbara 
took it and slid to the side of the bed and sat up. “Are you still light headed?”
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“Yeah but being up is making it better. How much longer am I 
going to feel like this?”

“You were under for about an hour and a half. You should start to 
feel better soon.” The nurse called Sara, and in a matter of minutes, the 
room was full of people.

Sara and Karen were sitting on small chairs in front of Barbara, 
both with gloomy looks on their faces. Barbara asked, “Well?”

Sara got tears in her eyes and said, “It’s not good, Barb.”
Karen said calmly, “The doctor removed several large polyps, 

which were stained and looked at under the microscope while they 
were doing the test. They were positive for cancer. The walls of your 
large intestine are full of tumor tissue that has most likely metastasized 
to your liver and lungs. I have you set for a CT scan. Barb, we need 
to get Jim here.”

Barbara sat silent for a few minutes and then asked, “How long 
do I have?”

Sara walked over and sat down next to her and said, “We will know 
more after the scan.”

Barbara looked at her and asked with tears in her eyes, “You see this 
shit all the time, Sara. How long do I have?”

Karen sat down next to the two of them on the bed, and Sara said, 
“I don’t know, Barb. Weeks. Maybe six months. You haven’t had 
any symptoms, which is a good sign, but given the aggressive nature 
of this type of cancer we need to get you to oncology and get you 
started on chemotherapy. It could extend your life.” Barbara asked 
for a phone, and Sara handed hers to her. She dialed Jim’s number.

“Sara? What the hell do you want?”
“Jimmy, it’s me. I’m at the hospital with Sara and Karen. I need you 

here. Can you please come?”
Sam was sitting next to Jim and saw his body slump in his office 

chair. “Yeah, Barb. I’m on my way.” He went to hang up but stopped 
and said, “Barb?”

“Yes, Jimmy?”
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Sam saw Jim’s eyes filling with tears as he said, “I love you.” He 
hung up the line and wiped away a tear and said, “I need to go to Barbara. 
I’ll call you later.”

Rick arrived at Union Station just as the five o’clock train was 
bound for Chatsworth. He boarded the train and started walking car to 
car looking for his daughter’s killer.
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Chapter Eight
“Maybe I’m a zombie.”

J
im arrived at the hospital at five thirty. Sara was waiting in the ER 
and grabbed him by the arm and led him to a bank of elevators and 
up to the fourth floor. Sara had a hold of Jim’s hand as she led him 

down the hall to her office, neither one speaking.
Barbara was sitting on a small sofa inside, and Karen was sitting in a 

chair across from Sara’s desk. Jim knew the looks all too well and walked 
over to Barbara, sat down, took her hand, and asked, “How long?”

Sara spoke up and said, “Barbara has invasive adenocarcinoma 
of the colon.”

“Okay. What the fuck does that mean? I’m a cop not a goddamn doctor.”
Sara looked at him and said, “The cancer has invaded Barbara’s 

organs. Her liver, kidneys, and lungs.”
Jim was holding Barbara’s hand firmly and said, “You people aren’t 

answering my damn question. How much time does she have?”
Sara looked into Barbara’s eyes and said, “A prognosis is not 

necessarily a true date, Jim. Everyone reacts to treatment differently. 
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Barb’s cancer is inoperable. We can’t do surgery to remove it. I want 
to start an aggressive round of chemotherapy now and see if we can 
shrink the tumors in her body.”

Jim took a deep breath and said, “There’s a damn date. There is an 
amount of time based on her cancer. Have you told her yet?”

Karen spoke up and said, “Four to six months, Jim. Barbara is 
asymptomatic right now, which is, in and of itself, a good thing.”

Barbara stood up and walked over to the window and asked, 
“That’s the prognosis with chemo?”

Sara looked at Jim and then Karen and said, “Yes.”
“And if I choose to do nothing?”
Jim’s face went white, and Karen and Sara said, “Oh no, Barbara, 

you can’t do nothing. You have to treat this. You have to fight.”
Jim was staring at the floor and said, “This is Barbara’s fight. It’s her 

life, and I’m not going to get in the way of any decision that she chooses.”
“Jesus Christ! You two are in stage one denial. It’s all normal. The 

shock of a diagnosis and short prognosis. But, Barbara, you don’t want 
to spend a day or a week waiting. You need to attack this. It’s not a 
game,” Sara pleaded.

Barbara asked calmly, “How long without treatment?”
Karen spoke up again and said, “A few weeks maybe, not much more 

than that.”
“Can you guarantee me that doing the chemotherapy and all of 

the shit that cancer patients go through is going to add one day to 
whatever life I have left?”

Sara said, “There is no way I can tell you that chemo is going 
to extend your life. We need to do a CT scan and a PET scan to see 
how involved your organs are. Please, please let me admit you. We’ll 
start the testing immediately. Once we know more, at least make an 
informed decision.”

Jim looked up at Barbara and said, “I know what you’re thinking. 
You’re thinking about your mother and sister and the way they died. 
Sara’s right. At least do the tests before you make up your mind.”
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Barbara moved to the office door and said, “If you want to test then 
test. I will not be admitted. I am going home tonight to be with my 
husband. So, let’s get it done outpatient now. There’s a glass of scotch and 
a steak dinner waiting for me as soon as we’re done.”

Jim smiled through tears and said, “That’s my girl. I will take you to 
the best steakhouse in LA.”

Barbara laughed and said, “You will take me to Santiago’s. He has 
the best damn steak in the city, hands down.”

Sara and Karen followed, and Jim asked, “What do I do?” Sara 
told him it would be several hours and results would not be in until 
late the following afternoon.

“You have things to work on, Jimmy. Go back to the office. I’ll call 
you when I’m finished here, and we’ll meet at Santiago’s.” Jim nodded 
and took Barbara in his arms and kissed her deeply and passionately.

Karen said, “I believe I just saw Barbara swoon.”
When Jim released her, Barbara said, “Let’s get this over with. I 

want a night with my man.”

The sun had set at the Metrolink Station at 10046 Old Depot Plaza 
Road in Chatsworth. The station was relatively quiet. Rick had walked 
the whole train as it stopped at the Chatsworth station, but no one 
approached him or looked out of the ordinary. He stepped off the train 
onto the platform, and his cell phone rang. Rick pressed his hand against 
his jacket to feel his sidearm next to his chest and answered the phone.

“I see you follow directions very, very well, Rick. Do you know that 
there is a train tunnel in Chatsworth right off the park and the 118 Freeway?”

Rick looked around as he answered, “Yes, I know there is a tunnel. 
Where are you?”

“At the tunnel, Rick. Come and get me.”
The line went dead, and Rick looked around the clearing station for 

his caller, but there was no one in sight. He walked out to the parking 
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lot, which was dotted with a few cars. Several people in business suits 
mingled, chatting near two cars, and he approached them and asked 
while showing his badge and ID, “I’m sorry to impose, but is there any 
way I could ask one of you for a ride?”

The two men looked at his ID, and one asked, “Where are you going?”
“I need to get to the train tunnel off the Santa Susanna Pass.”
The man looked at Rick and asked, “The train tunnel?” Rick 

nodded. “Are you suicidal?” Rick shook his head slowly.
The other man said, “I can take you over there. I live on Heather 

Lee Lane. It’s right next to the tracks that lead to the tunnel.”
The two men said their good nights, and Rick got in the man’s 

BMW and asked, “You know my name. What’s yours?”
“Harold Marks, Mr. Gerrard. My name is not on your visiting 

list, is it?”
Rick laughed and said, “No, Mr. Marks. I am out here on personal 

business.”
“And you don’t have a car?”
Rick looked around as Marks turned onto Topanga Canyon 

Boulevard and headed in the direction of the 118 Freeway. “No. I took 
the train at the last second after I received a call from a friend. I guess I 
didn’t plan very well for this.”

Marks nodded his head while driving and asked, “Do you want 
to rent a car? There is an Enterprise car rental facility at the corner 
of Devonshire and Topanga. I’m happy to drop you there. I believe 
they are still open.” Rick nodded, and the two men made small talk 
until Marks pulled into the strip mall and parked in front of the rental 
car company.

The lights were on, and Rick could see a young woman behind the 
counter, “Thank you for the ride, Mr. Marks.” Rick got out of the car 
and walked up to the entrance, but the office was closed, and the doors 
were locked. He looked at his watch. It was six fifteen, just minutes 
after closing time. He tapped on the glass doors with his ring finger, 
and the woman inside jumped.
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She called out and said, “I’m sorry, sir. We’re closed.”
Rick pulled out his badge and ID and said, “This is government 

business. Open the door, please.”
The young woman walked around the desk to the door and asked to 

see the ID again and then unlocked the doors and let him in. “I’m sorry, 
Agent Gerrard. The office is closed.”

Rick looked around and said, “It’s very simple …” He looked at the 
young woman’s name tag and said, “Melony. It’s very simple. I’m on 
government business and need a rental car, and I don’t have time to wait.”

Melony went back behind the counter and pulled out a rental contract 
and asked for Rick’s driver’s license. He handed it to her, and she said, 
“The only car I have is a Mercedes convertible.”

“That’s fine. Can we hurry this up, please?”
Melony typed on her computer and then a printer started spitting 

out pages as Rick paced. She gathered the papers together and pulled 
the car keys and asked Rick to follow her. The two went outside and 
walked around the car, checking for damage, then she asked him to 
follow her back into the office to sign the contracts. Rick was quick 
to the office door, opened it for her, and said, “Are we finished? I 
need to go.”

Melony showed him where to sign and then asked, “Are you okay, 
Mr. Gerrard? You seem upset.”

Rick signed the papers and took his copy along with the keys and said, 
“I’m fine. I don’t like to be held up when I have business to attend to.”

He stormed out of the office, got into the car, and sped off up Topanga. 
Melony locked the doors and said to herself, “No wonder everyone hates 
the IRS. The guy’s a dick.”

Barbara was lying in the CT machine with nothing but a hospital 
gown on. The unit hummed and buzzed, and she asked, “How the hell 
much longer is this going to take?”



54 • Chapter Eight

Sara was in the control room with the tech and Doctor Tracy Holland, 
the head of oncology for the hospital, who was running the scan herself. 
Tracy spoke into a small microphone and said, “Soon, Mrs. O’Brian, 
and even sooner if you will stop talking and moving.” Sara let out a little 
chuckle, and Tracy asked, “Did I say something funny?”

Sara nodded and said, “Funny, ironic. Barbara doesn’t take orders, 
so it’s funny to see her obeying you.”

Tracy was staring at the monitor and taking measurements with the 
mouse connected to the large monitor’s computer. She never looked 
away when she addressed Sara and said, “We won’t need a PET scan, 
Sara. I can see what Mrs. O’Brian is facing.”

Sara gasped as she looked at the monitor. Barbara’s chest was in 
view, and she could see the mass of dark spots through both lungs. Sara 
said, “Jesus, Tracy. There has to be something wrong with the unit.”

Tracy nodded and said, “Looking at these scans you would think 
so, but there is nothing wrong with the CT machine, Sara. Those are 
large masses through her lungs. She has larger masses on her liver 
and kidneys as well. Based on what I’m seeing, we shouldn’t even be 
doing this scan. We should be doing an autopsy.”

Sara’s eyes filled with tears, and she asked, “How can Barbara be 
asymptomatic with this amount of disease through her whole body?”

Tracy shook her head as she told Barbara the scan was over, and she 
would be right out. “I have no idea, Sara. I have never seen anything like 
this. I would say let’s biopsy, but I wouldn’t know where to begin. I also 
think it is a complete waste of time. We know what the cancer type is, 
and we know it has metastasized to every organ in her body but one.”

Sara looked at the full body on the screen and said, “Her brain is clear?”
Tracy nodded as she walked out to get Barbara and said, “Yes, now 

that’s a hell of a strange event. The cancer is throughout her body but 
has not invaded the brain.” Tracy had her hand on the door to the CT 
room but paused and said, “Yet … the cancer is not in her brain yet.”

Sara followed Tracy into the CT room where Barbara was sitting up 
on the table. “So, what did you see?”
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Sara was looking at the floor, and Tracy looked at Barbara and 
said, “Cancer, Mrs. O’Brian. A lot of cancer. Your body is riddled with 
it. In fact, I have no idea why we are having this conversation at all.”

Barbara got off the table and asked, “What the fuck does that mean?”
“You should be dead, Mrs. O’Brian. You should have been dead for 

quite some time.”
Barbara took off the gown and walked nude to the corner and 

started to dress. She was putting on her shirt after buttoning her pants 
and said, “Well, I guess I didn’t get the message. How long are you 
going to give me, Doctor Holland?”

Tracy couldn’t help but laugh and said, “You want a prognosis 
from me? Mrs. O’Brian, as far as I’m concerned, we should have you 
on an autopsy table not in a CT machine. As for time, I wouldn’t even 
recommend treatment.”

Sara shot her a look and said, “Don’t you think that’s just a little 
bit reckless, Doctor Holland? Don’t you think that you’re being 
rather defeatist?”

She shook her head and said, “Not at all. I have no idea why we are all 
three even having this conversation. Treating the cancer, in my opinion, 
could cause whatever is going on in Mrs. O’Brian’s body to stop working, 
and she will just die. I recommend that you get a second opinion, Barbara, 
but as a doctor who has been treating cancer for four decades, I can tell 
you that at this moment in time you have an atheist in me calling what is 
going on with you a miracle. I don’t believe in God. Do you?”

Barbara shrugged and said, “I have never given the subject much 
thought.”

Tracy said, “Well you might want to think a little more about it. 
I’m certainly going to.” Barbara laughed while picking up her jacket 
as a pack of cigarettes fell out of the top pocket. She picked them up 
and then looked at Tracy and Sara and asked, “I suppose I have to stop 
smoking and drinking now?”

Tracy shook her head slowly and said, “No. Don’t change 
anything that you have been doing. Keep your routine. I have no idea 



56 • Chapter Eight

what is going on here, but let a sleeping dog lie. I want to see you 
in a week. Sara will make the appointment for you.” Tracy walked 
out of the room shaking her head. Sara was staring off with a look of 
disbelief on her face.

Barbara saw it and asked, “What? You’ve never seen a walking 
corpse before? Shit. Maybe I’m a zombie.”

“That would explain a lot. No. It’s not just you. It’s the impact 
this has had on Tracy. The woman is a diehard atheist. I mean a cold-
hearted, mean ass one, and she just walked out of here like she heard 
a choir of angels.”

Barbara laughed and said, “Hey, come on. With my sweet 
demeanor, how could it be any other way?” She paused for a moment 
then said, “What the fuck do I tell Jimmy, Sara?”

She got a thoughtful look on her face and said, “Tell him that 
we have never seen a case like yours, and you are going to be a case 
study. You know that you are now a case study, right?”

Barbara put her jacket over her shoulder while putting a cigarette 
in her mouth, “I will be what you tell me to be for as long as I can. 
For now, I’m going to tell Jim that I could live for years. Now … I 
don’t know about you, but I need a cigarette and a drink.”

Sara followed Barbara down the hall and to the building’s exit. 
Karen saw them and ran over to see what was going on. Barbara was 
standing outside the hospital in the parking lot while Sara brought 
Karen up to speed and finally said, “Hey!” The two women stopped 
talking, and Barbara said, “Look … I’m sick unto death, or I’m 
already supposed to be dead. I’m going home to change and then 
call Jim for that dinner. I will make sure that he knows that I could 
die at any second and leave it at that.”

As she drove away, Karen said, “I don’t know, Sara. Barb is one 
mean ass bitch. This could be a case of heaven not wanting her and 
hell being afraid she will take over. She might just live forever.”

“No. It will seem like forever, but Barb is going to die, and I don’t 
think that anyone is going to have any warning, including her.”
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Rick pulled onto an old road that ran parallel to the train tracks near 
Chatsworth Park. He navigated several winding roads until he could see 
the tunnel entrance in the distance. He got out of the car and looked around 
and said, “I wonder if this guy knows this was my hangout when I was 
in high school and college.” He looked at the train tunnel and said, “We 
all would get high or drunk and sit on top of the tunnel entrance and wait 
for a train. Jesus. Talk about stupid. Any one of us could have died at any 
moment.” He walked a few steps on the dirt road when he felt pressure 
in his back and smelled something strange and sweet as a powerful hand 
took him by the throat and forced a cloth over his nose and mouth.

He was slipping out of consciousness when he heard someone say, 
“Oh, I know all about your exploits here in the park and this area. We 
are going to relive the highlights.” Rick was breathing heavy, and soon 
he was unconscious. His assailant picked him up and carried him off 
into some deep grass and rocks while saying, “This is going to be so 
much fun. Can you feel the excitement?”
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Chapter Nine
“Yes ... but how many will  
die before I figure it out?”

J
ohn and Chris were watching the video that Jim and Sam had 
brought them from the Owens train accident. Chris was squinting 
at the screen and said, “Jesus! This is all we have? Shit. Our 

technology wasn’t half of what it is today. This video is just way too 
grainy to see a damn thing.”

John was looking closely at Belinda Owens who had just come 
into the frame. “Just watch the film, Chris. This is how we did it in the 
olden days.” Jim and Sam were watching it as well. Belinda could be 
seen walking along the train platform, almost pacing. She was talking 
on a cell phone and then hung up and moved out of the frame for a 
few seconds and then back in front of the camera.

Chris said, “Wow! There’s a lot of footage. How long is the tape 
on her?”

John froze a frame and pointed at the screen and said, “There is 
a man in the corner of the frame.”
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Chris and Sam looked at it for several seconds, and Sam said, 
“So? There’s a guy there. He isn’t doing anything.”

John started the film again, and they could see Belinda talking to 
the man. She waved her arms and shook her head several times and 
then walked toward him and off camera. John split the screen, so that 
the tracks were visible where Belinda was struck, and he watched as 
she stepped onto the tracks as the train was entering the video.

Sam asked, “What the hell is she doing? She’s walking on the 
tracks.” A shadow passed across Belinda’s body as she moved to step 
off the tracks to get back to the platform, and then she fell backwards 
onto the tracks, and the train struck her.

John froze the film again and said, “There were no eyewitnesses 
to the death, and looking at the angle of her body falling on the 
tracks…”

Sam said, “Someone pushed her.”
John nodded, and Jim said, “Why the hell didn’t you catch this 

back then, John?”
“I was not involved with the investigation. I was on crowd 

control while they picked up the pieces of the girl’s body. I have 
never seen this film, but Renee has been right all along. Her sister 
was murdered.”

Jim asked John to back up the frame to the image of the man. 
“Is there any way to enhance this image? There’s a head shot here.” 
John worked with his computer to enhance the image, and as he did, 
a grainy face appeared. Jim looked at it, and said, “Shit. He’s white. 
Thin and young. It looks like he has dark hair, and that’s about all I can 
see. This guy could be anyone.”

“He could be,” Chris said, “but we now have evidence of a homicide, 
and this case needs to be reopened.” John nodded as did Jim and Sam, 
and all sat looking at the film in silence.
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Rick woke up behind the wheel of his car. His hands were on the 
steering wheel, and he was groggy. There was someone in the car with 
him, and he tried to turn his head, but it was restrained to the seat.

“Is your head starting to get clearer, Rick?”
He tried to move his hands, and they were restrained to the steering 

wheel. He heard a train whistle off in the darkness, and the windows 
were down, and everything was echoing. “Where am I?”

“On the train tracks inside the tunnel. Exciting, right?”
“What the hell are you doing to me? Why can’t I move?”
The man laughed and said, “I glued your hands, feet, head, and 

back to the car with an industrial adhesive. I did leave your clothes on, 
though. I didn’t want to treat you the same way I treated your daughter.”

Rick’s head was getting clearer, and he said, “I recognize your voice. 
You’re trying to disguise it, but I recognize your voice.”

“Well, I would think so. You see me every day at the office.” The 
sound of the train whistle was getting louder, and a light appeared in the 
distance lighting up the sides of the tunnel.

“Who are you? Stop fucking with me. For God’s sake, we need to 
get out of this tunnel.”

“I’m about to get out, Rick. I just wanted to sit with you for a few 
minutes. The train will be along shortly. I time the trains, so I know how 
much longer we have. Well … how much time I have to exit this car and 
the tunnel, and how much longer you have to live.”

“For God’s sake! What the hell are you doing this for?”
“Well, I like trains, and I like to watch them destroy things. This is 

going to be the coolest one I have done yet. I have never put a car with 
someone inside of it in a tunnel before. It’s going to be explosive.”

Sweat was running down Rick’s face, and he was trying to move 
his body all while screaming, “God, help me, help me. It’s not too 
late. Take me off the tracks.”

The man’s voice was monotone and calm, “I’m not going to do 
that, Rick. I am going to get out now. You have to die, Rick. In my 
own way, I feel bad, but it has to be.”
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“Jesus. Gabe? Is that you? How the hell could you be here. You’re 
on pretrial release. You have an ankle monitor. You can be tracked.”

The car door opened, and the man leaned in and said, “Well, you are 
obviously confused. Terror will do that to a person.”

The train could be seen now, and the locomotive was blaring its 
horn as it entered the tunnel. Rick screamed, “Gabe, Gabe … let me 
out, please. Let me out. I’m sorry.”

“You’re close, Rick. Think about it for a few minutes, and who I am 
will come to you. I need to go. That train can’t swerve, and I want to be 
outside the tunnel when it hits you.”

“Please. I want to live. Why are you doing this?”
“Hey, look on the bright side. You’ll see your wife and daughter 

again in a few seconds.”
Rick heard the man running away from the car as the train got closer 

and closer. The lights were blinding, and he pulled his hands hard and 
fast, and the skin ripped off of them as he put his hands to his face as 
the train struck the car. The car came shooting out the end of the tunnel 
in flames as the killer held a camera, catching all the action. He pulled 
the camera away from the burning wreckage of Rick’s car as the train’s 
wheels sparked as the conductor hit the brakes. He pressed a button on 
the camera, and his shadowed face was now on the recording.

“You see, Sheriff O’Brian, there is no way you can protect anyone 
from me. To help in identifying the man in the car, you will find his 
wallet, gun, and badge on the rock outcropping near the tracks. Don’t 
worry. I won’t be coming after you. I mean, you’re about to retire.” 
He pressed the stop button as the train was coming to a halt and ran 
across the rocky ground to a parked black Jeep. He could hear sirens 
off in the distance and drove out of the area without headlights and 
without hitting his brakes until he had got to Topanga Canyon. As he 
drove, five fire trucks went speeding past his car, and he smiled and 
said, “Now, that was quite a rush!”
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Barbara was sitting in the hot tub when Jim walked through the 
front door. He could see her head just above the edge of the decking. 
He walked out to her, and she was sipping a scotch and smoking a 
cigarette.

“Well, you are certainly calm. What did they find?”
She handed him her glass and asked, “Jimmy, be a dear and pour me 

another and then get in the water with me, please.”
Jim took the glass and filled it with ice and scotch then poured 

one for himself and stripped off his clothes. He handed Barbara her 
glass as he sat down next to her in the hot water and asked again, “So 
… what did they find?”

Barbara laughed lightly and said, “That I should be dead.”
Jim’s jaw dropped, and he took a drink of his scotch and grabbed a 

cigarette from the pack behind her. “Really? How long ago?”
Barbara took a deep drag off the cigarette and said releasing the 

smoke into the cool night air, “According to the oncologist, I should 
be on an autopsy table. She and Sara were stunned.”

Jim swigged his scotch and asked, “Well, obviously, your body 
hasn’t received the death notice.”

“Nope!”
“What now? What are the treatment options?”
She looked into his eyes and said, “There are none. They feel that 

we should let a sleeping dog lie. The cancer is everywhere in my body 
except my brain.”

“Huh? I thought for sure it was in your brain.” Barbara started 
laughing as did Jim. The laughter got louder, and as it did, the laughter 
turned to tears, and Jim looked at her and said, “Please don’t leave me 
now … not like this. Not so close to the finish line.”

Barbara finished her smoke and drink and said, “I have no 
imminent plans of departing, Jimmy. Now, why don’t you get your 
big ass out of that water and make me a woman.” Jim stood up and 
got out of the water. Barbara was already in the house, nude, filling 
both of their glasses again. She bent over the sofa in the living room 
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and said, “I have been violated by a long metal tube. How ‘bout you 
violate me with your long, hot, thick one?”

Jim took a drink of the scotch and ran his hands down Barbara’s 
back to her butt cheeks and thighs. He ran his hand gently between them 
and pressed his finger into her vagina, which was wet. He started to 
speak, and Barbara said, “Let’s not talk tonight. Let it be. Make love to 
me. We can talk tomorrow.” She didn’t look at him, just lifted her ass in 
the air. He caressed her softly, and then rammed his cock into her. She 
gasped and then let out a sigh of pleasure as Jim silently pounded away.

It was two a.m. when John’s cell phone rang. He and Sara were both 
sitting on the patio in silence after she told him what happened with Barbara. 
He had tears in his eyes as he answered the phone curtly, “SWENSON!”

“Jesus, John. You don’t need to take my head off.” Jade’s voice on 
the other end of the line was not at all soothing.

“Now is not a good time, Jade.”
“Well, sorry. I didn’t know there was a good time for murder.”
He looked at Sara who had her hands on his lap and asked, “Why 

are you calling me?”
Jade was curt as well and said, “Because a train just struck a 

car parked in the Chatsworth tunnel, and the victim is glued in the 
mangled mess of what used to be his car.”

“And what does that have to do with me?”
“The burned beyond recognition body is that of Mr. Richard 

Gerrard. IRS Special Agent Richard Gerrard. This is your case now, 
John. You have a federal employee smashed to pieces, and someone 
wanted to make sure he could be identified right here on scene.” John 
looked at Sara and then told Jade he was on his way and not to call 
Jim. “Why not? It’s his case, too.”

“Call Sam. Leave Jim be. He and Barbara got some bad news this 
afternoon, and they need time to process it.” There was silence on 
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the other end of the line, and John asked, “Are you still there, Jade. 
Did you hear what I said?”

Jade’s voice was softer, and she said, “Yeah. I heard. I’ll call Sam 
and have her come out here. You will bring Chris, I assume?”

“Yeah. We’re en route.” He hung up the phone and said, “Things 
are going from bad to worse here. A federal agent was murdered, and 
I have to go to the scene. Barbara and Jim are in trouble, and Jim has 
got to be a mess.”

Sara stood up with John and put her arms around him and said, 
“Somehow, I think that Jim and Barbara are doing better than that 
government employee. Chris and Karen are in bed. I will rap on the 
door and rouse him. You have bigger problems, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do. I have a faceless killer using mass transit to kill his 
victims, and I haven’t a single clue as to who it is.”

Sara said quietly, “It’s always like that, but you, and or the Eagle, 
always sort it out.”

He hugged her and kissed the top of her head. And as she walked 
down the hall to the guest houses, he said, “Yes. I do figure it out, but 
how many will die before I do?”

Gabe Zinsk was putting a load of laundry into the washing machine 
when his front door came smashing in. He knew several of the faces of 
the officers in body armor with weapons aimed at him. “What did I do 
now?” He was ordered to the floor and followed all directions as he was 
cuffed and hauled out of his apartment, hog-tied. He didn’t make a sound. 
He just hummed a happy tune as he was carted out to a waiting black Jeep.

Sam arrived on the scene in Chatsworth along with John and 
Chris. The fire department was still on scene, mopping up hot spots 
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where the car fire had ignited some nearby brush. John walked up to 
Jade and asked, “Where did you find the evidence of the identity of 
the victim?” Jade pointed to a small rock outcropping, and John was 
followed by Chris and Sam who were walking with flashlights. John 
looked at the neatly stacked personal belongings of Rick Gerrard and 
called out to Jade and asked, “How did you know this was here?”

“Jim sent me a text.”
“Jim texted you the location?”
She nodded and said, “I don’t know how he knew. He just texted 

me directions, and I found the stuff. I only touched the badge and ID 
card. Everything else is just as the killer left it.”

John looked down at the pile and took out his tablet and started 
to film and make notes. Chris and Sam were silent for a few minutes, 
and then Sam asked, “Do you want to tell me how Jim knew about 
this … apparently before anyone else did?”

“The killer is communicating with Jim.”
Chris cocked his head and asked, “Why?”
John looked around the rest of the scene and started walking across 

the ground in the direction of Topanga. He looked around with his 
flashlight and then stopped and ordered the others to stop. “Foot prints. 
Chris, we need casting material. Get some from LAPD.”

He walked off, and Sam stood still and asked, “How do you know 
that those are the foot prints of the killer?”

“Because I’m a killer, Sam. I understand the foot patterns of someone 
who is moving around watching the scene he had set in motion unfold.”

Sam shuddered and said, “It’s still really, really creepy to me.”
Chris returned with a plaster kit and handed it to him. John poured 

the solution onto several spots, and as the plaster set he looked over 
at Sam and asked, “Really? Still? After all this time and all of the 
crimes the Eagle has dealt with? The fact that I’m both an agent and 
a killer troubles you?”

“Yeah. I’m in almost constant contact with the most hunted serial 
killer in the country, if not the world.”
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John spoke as he lifted three plaster prints from the ground, and 
Chris held open several soft evidence bags, “Well, Sam, I might 
creep you out, but this killer is doing horrible things to his victims, 
and he is really, really enjoying it. I have a feeling things are going 
to escalate, not slow down.”

Sam asked, “What makes you say that?”
“Because the killer likes it, and he is good at it, and he is able to 

taunt Jim and me and the rest of law enforcement.”
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Chapter Ten
“I thought you left me.”

G
abe was sitting in an interrogation room with his feet up on a 
chair when Rand Fairbanks entered the room. He looked at Gabe 
and said, “You’re very relaxed.”

Gabe nodded and said, “What do I have to be nervous about? I 
have been home all night, and I have a damn ankle bracelet on. I don’t 
know what happened, but I have an ironclad alibi.”

Rand opened his briefcase and pulled out his tablet and a legal 
pad and asked, “You might not want to get too comfortable too fast, 
Mr. Zinsk. You have been on monitoring before, and you have also 
been able to remove the monitors and put them back on without 
probation knowing you did it.”

Gabe’s face lost all color, and he put his feet on the floor and 
hands on the table and said, “Now, wait a second, Rand. That was 
years and years ago before they perfected the type of monitoring 
equipment they have now. I have been in my apartment all day and 
night. I never left.”
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“Well, that might be, Gabe, but your boss Richard Gerrard was 
just murdered, and you are the prime suspect. Since you’ve been 
home, have you spoken to anyone on your landline?”

“Hey, I might have a hard-on for Rick, but I would never kill 
anyone.” Rand wrote a note on his legal pad and then pushed it 
across the table to Gabe. Gabe read the words, ‘Shut your mouth and 
plead the fifth. They can hear and see what we are doing in here.’ 
Gabe nodded and sat back in an uneasy posture.

Omar’s brother was still up when he walked into the family home in 
Granada Hills at three ten a.m. He was sitting at the kitchen table, sipping 
a small cup of coffee and asked, “Where have you been, brother?”

Omar looked at Mohamed and said, “Working. I pulled a double 
shift downtown while one of my coworkers was sitting in jail.”

Mohamad looked at him carefully and said, “Really?” Omar 
nodded and poured himself a cup of coffee and sat down at the table. 
He set his gym bag down next to the table, and Mohamad asked, 
“Where are your work clothes?”

“In my bag. I changed before I left the building.”
“Why?”
Omar looked at him and said, “I got into some messy stuff at work 

and didn’t want to get it on the seat of my car. You know I always 
carry extra clothing.”

Mohamed nodded and asked, “Have you heard about your boss?”
Omar took a sip of his coffee and asked, “Heard what about which 

of my bosses?”
Mohamed took a small piece of hard bread from a plate in the 

middle of the mahogany dining table and dipped it in his coffee and 
said, “Special Agent Rick Gerrard was killed tonight.”

Omar looked at him in disbelief, “That’s not possible. I just saw 
him a few hours ago.”
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“It’s true, Omar. According to the news, he was hit by a train while 
driving in Chatsworth.” Omar’s hands were shaking as he took the cup 
in both hands to take a drink. He didn’t say anything to his brother, just 
sipped his coffee with tears in his eyes. Mohamed stood up and said, 
“That’s why you always tell people how you feel about them, Omar. 
You never know when it’s going to be your time.” There was a copy 
of the Koran on a side table in the dining room, and Omar picked it up 
and began reading as he rocked back and forth in his chair.

Roy was asleep in his apartment when his cell phone rang. He groped 
in the darkness for it and lifted it off the nightstand and said hello.

“Rick is dead. Do you know that Rick is dead?”
Roy sat up in bed and said, “Jesus! What time is it?”
“Five fifteen. I can’t sleep. I just learned that Rick is dead.”
“That’s not possible. I just spoke to him last night.”
“I checked around and was told that Gabe is back in custody.”
Roy turned on a lamp next to his bed and said, “Really?”
“Yes, really!”
The line went dead, and Roy got up and turned on the TV where the 

morning news was showing a fiery scene and Rick Gerard’s name running 
across the bottom of the screen. Roy stretched his arms and said with a 
yawn, “Train tracks. I didn’t know that Rick liked trains.” He laughed 
under his breath as he walked into the bathroom and started to pee.

Jim was sitting in a chair in front of the bed listening to Barbara 
breathe as she slept. The sun was starting to rise, and he was sitting 
in the chair, very still. The little bit of sunlight coming through the 
windows of the bedroom lit on his face, and there was a shine on his 
cheeks. He pulled a tissue from the box in his lap and wiped away his 
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tears. He was still, and Barbara stirred, and he saw her reach across 
the bed for him. She jerked awake and called out, “Jimmy? Jimmy?”

He walked back over to the bed and said, “I’m right here, Barb. I 
had to pee.”

He laid back down in the bed, and Barbara put her head on his chest 
and said in a sleepy voice, “I thought you left me.”

Jim put his arm on hers and said, “I would never do that without 
telling you.”

Barbara nuzzled into his chest and whispered as she fell back to 
sleep, “I wish I could make you the same promise.”

At ten after seven, Barbara was still asleep as Jim rolled away and 
walked onto the pool deck with a cigarette in one hand and his cell phone 
in the other. He pressed speed dial and called John to see if he received 
the text message he sent.

John said, “Yes. This guy is messing with you. Did you and Barbara 
get any sleep?”

Jim took a hit off his cigarette and said, “Barbara slept. I didn’t. I’m 
going to call Sara after I hang up with you. So, what do you have?”

“A guy with a size eleven shoe. I found prints that I believe belong to 
him. Outside of that, not much else.”

Jim sat down on one of the lounge chairs and said, “I don’t think 
this killer knows me. I think he just wants to fuck with someone 
who he thinks is on his way out. He wants to leave me with that one 
unsolved case.”

“I don’t think so, Jim. He knows that he has kicked this up to the 
federal level, which means that I will be involved. While I agree, 
I don’t think this guy knows you directly. I think you two crossed 
paths at some point in time.”

“Yeah, well, I’m going to catch the son of a bitch and ram one of 
those trains right up his ass.”
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John laughed and said, “I’d bet that’s what he’s hoping for.”
“Then let’s make his wish come true.” He hung up the line and 

dialed Sara.
“Doctor Swenson.”
“You have to have some timeframe for Barbara, Sara.”
“Jim, I’m not even supposed to discuss Barbara’s health with you.”
He took the last hit off his cigarette and said, “Fuck federal law. 

I deal with the fuckin’ federal law every day, and that shit doesn’t 
work. You told us that Barbara is basically a dead woman walking.”

“Yes, Jim. I have one of the best oncologists in the country on 
staff at the hospital, and I stood with her and watched her face as 
she did the scans on Barbara and looked right at me and said, ‘This 
should be an autopsy.’”

“Well, Barbara obviously didn’t get the message. Do you think she 
is in pain?”

Sara looked over at the clock in her bedroom and said, “It’s six thirty. 
Did you get any sleep?”

“Don’t change the damn subject.”
Sara was quiet for a few seconds and then said, “If she’s not, she 

should be. It could be that her pain tolerance is off the chart. I have 
seen cases like this before where people build up a tolerance to pain 
over a long period of time and don’t even know they are in pain right 
up to the end of their life.”

Jim was looking out at the sea as the rising sun began to glisten 
off the water. “What the fuck are we supposed to do, Sara? Take a 
trip? See the world? Get the fuck out of this damn city and retire and 
enjoy whatever time she has left?”

“Those are questions the two of you have to answer. What I can 
tell you is that something is keeping Barbara alive despite the fact 
that she should be dead … and if it were me, I would just keep doing 
what I was doing. I would be afraid if I altered my lifestyle whatever 
was keeping me alive would stop working.”

Jim laughed and said, “So, you would go on with your life as is?”
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“It’s not me, Jim. It’s Barbara. I can’t say what the hell I would do if 
I got the news that she got from us yesterday. I know that I would want 
to live and be close to John as long as possible. That’s all I can tell you.”

Jim stubbed out the cigarette as he heard the patio door open from the 
bedroom. “Okay. I will be on the goddamned scene in a few hours.” He 
hung up the phone and looked at Barbara and said, “I have a new fan. A 
damn serial killer who is sending me photos of his crime scenes.”

Barbara had a small tray with a coffee pot, two cups, and some 
breakfast rolls. She put it down on one of the tables near Jim, poured the 
coffee for the two of them, took a bite of the sweet roll, and said, “You’ve 
always been a popular guy, Sheriff O’Brian. What did he send you?” He 
handed her his phone with the Gerrard scene on it. She looked at it while 
taking another bite of the pastry and sipping her coffee. She handed the 
phone back to him and pulled a cigarette from the pack on the table. He 
lit it with his Zippo. “Well, that’s a horrific scene. You need to go out 
there and see John and Chris as well as Sam, Jade, and Jessica.”

He sipped his coffee with a lit cigarette in his hand and said softly, 
“I’m afraid to.”

“Are you telling me a bad guy has scared the all-powerful Jim 
O’Brian?”

He shook his head as a tear ran down his face, and Barbara walked 
over and kissed him deeply and said, “Life goes on, Jimmy. Life goes 
on. I’ll be damned if I’m going to have some dumbass doctor take 
away my hope, your hope, our hope. Fuck this diagnosis. I feel fine, 
and I am going to keep working and doing what I’m doing, and you’re 
going to do the same damn thing. I’m going to retire and consult for 
the next six months, and you’re going to do the same.”

“And when the cancer gets you?”
Barbara took a deep hit off her cigarette and said, “Then fuck 

it. I’ll be goddamned if I’m going to lie down and die just because 
a doctor told me to. Now, I don’t know what your plans are for the 
day, but it’s a work day for me, and I’m going to take a shower, get 
dressed, and drive to my office. If you want to sit here on your sorry 
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ass and feel sorry for yourself and me, go right ahead. I’m dead when 
I say I’m dead … and I’m not dying any time soon. Understand?”

He smiled and kissed her and said, “You bet your sweet ass, I do. 
This is your life. You live it however you see fit.”

Barbara laughed and asked, “So … you want to ‘scrub’ my back?”
Jim got up as Barbara ran into the bedroom, her naked butt ahead 

of him. “Oh, you’re damn right. We’re going to be taking a lot more 
showers and rolling in the hay, baby.”
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Chapter Eleven
“We have a Cinderella case.”

J
ohn and Chris were getting ready to leave the scene when Jim pulled 
up. The three men met near the burned out car. Jim saw Jade near the 
coroner’s Jeep and yelled, “Hey, Jade … it’s seven thirty. Are you 

going to take the body, or is it going to become a goddamn planter?”
She laughed and said, “We are going to remove the body, Jim. He’s 

been glued like the last victim, so it’s taking a little more time. But hey 
… as always, you’re Mr. Sensitive.”

Jessica had the tarp partially back, and Jim could see Rick’s 
burned head and upper body. He looked at John and Chris and asked, 
“Any ideas?”

Chris shook his head and said, “We have a Cinderella case.”
Jim laughed and said, “We don’t have a damn glass slipper, and 

size eleven feet are pretty fuckin’ common. So, are we going to call in 
every man in Los Angeles with size eleven feet and question them?”

John said, “Very funny, Jim. We need to start this investigation at 
the IRS headquarters downtown.”
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“You think this is an inside killer?”
John nodded, and Chris said, “I think that it’s someone in the office. 

These killings have been very, very personal.”
Jim shrugged as Sam approached and said, “We’re going 

downtown to the IRS office.”
“Do we all need to go? John, this is your jurisdiction. We’re 

happy to give interdepartmental assistance, but this is the FBI’s case 
now, correct?”

John nodded and said, “Chris and I will go downtown and talk to 
employees. Jim, I know this is a tough time for you, but I need you to 
assist by talking to professors and students at Pasadena City College. 
I need your help getting statements from the faculty and students 
who knew Rose Gerrard and Andy Wells.”

Jim nodded, and he and Sam walked off. John and Chris were 
heading for their vehicles when Jade called out, “I’ll get toxicology 
as soon as possible, Jim.”

Jessica asked, “Is anyone going to talk to the car rental place? This 
is a rental, folks.”

Jim nodded and said, “Yeah, the rental car operation is only a 
few blocks from here. Sam and I will stop there before we head out 
to Pasadena.”

Melony Fitz had just unlocked the office doors when she saw two 
Sheriff’s vehicles pull up in front of the storefront. Jim stepped out of 
his car and walked in followed by Sam. He looked at Melony and said, 
“I need to speak to your branch manager.”

Melony smiled and reached out her hand and said, “I’m the 
manager. How can I help you, Sheriff?”

Sam asked, “Were you working in the office last night?”
Melony nodded, and Jim asked, “Did you rent a car to Mr. Richard 

Gerrard?”
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“Yes. He showed up right after I had closed the office last night. 
He flashed an IRS badge and ID and said he needed a rental car as 
soon as possible.”

“Was he upset?” Sam asked.
“He was in a hurry, but not upset emotionally that I could tell. He 

has a bit of a short fuse, though.”
Jim said, “We need a copy of the rental agreement, please. Have you 

ever rented a car to Mr. Gerrard before?” Melony was shaking her head 
as she pulled up the rental contracts.

Sam asked, “Did Mr. Gerrard say anything about why he needed the 
car, where he was going, or if he was seeing or meeting someone?”

Melony handed the paperwork to Jim and said, “He was agitated, 
that’s all. I don’t recall him saying anything about what or where he 
was going. What’s going on?”

Jim looked over the rental application then handed it to Sam and 
said, “Mr. Gerrard was killed last night in your car on the Chatsworth 
tunnel train tracks.”

Melony took a few steps back and shook her head slowly, “Oh my 
God! I mean, I just spoke to him about twelve hours ago.”

Jim handed her his card and said, “If you recall anything else about 
Mr. Gerrard’s visit, please call me at this number or on my cell phone.”

“Was there anyone else around when Mr. Gerrard was here?” Sam 
asked.

Melony shook her head, and Jim looked at Sam and said, “Let’s 
go. We have to get to our next location.”

The Federal Building at 300 North Los Angeles Street was quiet when 
John and Chris walked through the front doors. They showed their IDs to 
security and were taken to human resources for the IRS. A few minutes 
later, Randy Walker introduced himself. John asked for a private place to 
speak, and the men went back to Randy’s office. The office was a neat, 
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tidy, windowless room. There were three chairs in front of the familiar 
steel government issued desk, and Randy sat down behind it and said, “I 
heard the news a few hours ago that Rick Gerrard is dead.”

John nodded and asked, “Were you close to Mr. Gerrard?”
Randy looked down at his desk and said, “We had our moments. I 

wouldn’t say we were close. We worked together.”
Chris asked, “Can you think of anyone who would have wanted to 

hurt Mr. Gerrard?”
“Who doesn’t want to hurt an IRS agent? This is not exactly the 

vocation to make friends in.”
“You had an incident a few nights back,” said John, “and one of 

your employees was fired. A long-time employee.”
Randy nodded and said, “Yes. Gabe Zinsk. He made threats 

against Rick and others and was terminated.”
John had his tablet in his hands as did Chris, and John asked, “This 

Zinsk guy wanted to kill everyone, according to the reports I have read.”
“Gabe is a bag of hot air. He huffed and puffed, but he is no threat. 

Rick was pissed off because he had made some derogatory statements 
about his late daughter Rose to one of our employees, who was a former 
lover of hers, and Rick heard it and fired him. I can tell you I have known 
Gabe Zinsk since we were kids. He’s a lot of things, but he’s not a killer. 
He shot off his mouth one too many times, and it got him in hot water.”

Chris asked, “You mentioned a former lover of Mr. Gerrard’s 
daughter.”

“Roy Rutland. He’s one of the janitors here in the building. He and 
Rose dated for about a year, and then she broke it off. Rick was fond of 
Roy and upset that Rose treated him the way that she did.”

John asked, “Where is Mr. Rutland now?”
Randy shrugged his shoulders and said, “Probably home asleep. 

He works the graveyard shift here at the building along with a pretty 
tight knit group.”

Chris asked for their names and information, and Randy provided 
it. John asked, “When was the last time you saw Mr. Gerrard?”
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Randy got a thoughtful look on his face and then said, “Last night.”
“What time last night?”
“Oh … I was working late. I’d have to say about six p.m.”
“Did you notice anything out of the ordinary?”
“Not really. I stopped by his office for a few seconds, and he was on 

his cell phone. So, I walked on to the bathroom. When I came back by 
his office, he was gone.”

Chris asked, “Is that normal behavior for Mr. Gerrard?”
Randy said, “Rick is the top dog here in the criminal investigations 

unit. He comes and goes as he sees fit or is called out. I figured he got a 
call and went out on an investigation.”

John stood up and shook Randy’s hand as did Chris. John asked, 
“Would you take us to Mr. Gerrard’s office, please?”

“Of course. Follow me.” The three men walked down several 
corridors until they came to a large office. The door was open, and 
there was a desk lamp on. Randy looked at the desk and said, “Huh?”

John asked, “What?”
“That’s strange. Rick left his desk lamp on and several files open 

on his desk. That’s unusual for him. I don’t recall him ever leaving his 
office open or his desk a mess. He must have been in a hurry.”

John asked if Randy had heard Rick’s phone conversation, but he 
told them no. John and Chris nosed around the office as Randy watched. 
John said, “You can leave, Mr. Walker. We’re going to be a little while. 
We will have crime scene tape put up on the door, and no one will be 
allowed in here until we clear the office.” Randy nodded and walked 
out, looking over his shoulder several times as he walked away.

Chris was looking at the desk and asked, “Does Randy seem just a 
bit too calm for a guy whose boss was murdered?”

“Maybe. Let’s get a team down here to lock down this office and 
search his files.”
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Chapter Twelve
“If you’re in love long enough,  

someone is going to be  
left behind to grieve.” 

O
mar and Roy were sitting in the break room, drinking bottles of 
water. Neither had said a word. They both knew that the FBI was 
in the building. Omar took a drink of his water and said, “The 

FBI will want to talk to us.”
Roy nodded and said, “So, they talk to us. The focus is going to be 

on Gabe. He made the threats against Rick.” Omar was looking off, 
and Roy asked, “Is something wrong?”

“Sooner or later, this is going to come back to me.”
Roy had a shocked look on his face and asked, “In what universe 

is all of this going to come back to you?”
Omar put the bottle of water on the table and said, “My family 

has been under scrutiny by the IRS since we moved to this country. 
My parents have been destroyed by their actions, and the police and 
the feds are going to see me as ripe for revenge.”
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“And have you been getting revenge?”
“No, but that doesn’t matter. It’s easier to railroad a Muslim with 

a perceived grudge in this day and age than anything else. I work for 
the very agency that has destroyed my family’s life. Come on. You 
don’t see what’s happening here?”

“Nope. Your family had issues with the IRS. That doesn’t make 
you a killer.” Roy stopped mid-sentence and said, “You ride the 
Metrolink, don’t you?”

Omar nodded and said, “Some days. If it’s raining or there’s a lot 
of traffic, I will jump the train. It’s easier. Why?”

Roy was looking at the door and said, “You could have some 
issues, Omar. Are you a train fan … other than riding them?” Omar 
shook his head. “Well, my advice is not to talk to the cops without 
a lawyer.” Omar nodded as the breakroom door opened, and Randy 
walked in with John and Chris behind him.

The administration building at Pasadena City College was bustling. 
It was the end of the semester, and faculty and staff were busy trying 
to wrap up for the winter break. Jim and Sam were sitting in a small 
office off the Dean’s office, looking over the class schedules of Rose 
Gerrard and Andy Wells. Sam was running her fingers down the lists 
of students in each of the classes, looking for names. She stopped 
mid-page and said, “Roy Rutland and Omar Hussain.”

Jim looked up from his list and asked, “Yeah. What about them?”
“They work downtown at the IRS office.”
“How the fuck do you know that?”
She pointed to the registrar’s paperwork and said, “It’s under place 

of employment, dumbass.”
Jim laughed and looked down at the paperwork in his own hands 

and said, “Well, isn’t that interesting?” Sam nodded as Jim scanned 
his list and was about to put it down when he said, “Wait! There is one 
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more employee from that office on this list ...” Sam looked at the list 
hard and asked who it was. Jim said, “Randy Walker … all of these 
folks took two accounting classes together.”

Sam looked at the sheets and said, “Well, you better get John on 
the phone. We have three suspects here.”

Jim pulled his cell phone off his belt and dialed John’s number. 
Before John answered, Jim looked at Sam and said, “Take the 
paperwork with you. We’re heading for the federal building.”

Barbara was giving instructions on handling the day’s prisoners 
when she got a call to go to HR. She handed her deputies her clipboard 
and said, “I will be back in a few minutes. Make sure these three get up 
to the courtroom. I don’t need judges and lawyers yelling at us.” She 
took the elevator up to her office where Pamela Friedman was waiting 
for her. “Pam, what a surprise to see the head of HR in my office.”

Pam looked at Barbara and asked, “How are you doing?”
Barbara sat down behind her desk and said, “I’m doing just fine, 

Pam, and no I am not stepping down. I am going to continue to 
retirement and complete our six-month contract as agreed.”

Pam had a serious look on her face and said, “Don’t you think that 
you and Jim should take some time? Maybe get away? There have to 
be some bucket list things that you have always wanted to do.”

Barbara laughed and said, “I don’t have a bucket list, Pam, and I’m 
going to keep doing what I have been doing for nearly four decades. 
Jim and I discussed it at length. I talked it over with my doctors, and 
we all agree that the best thing I can do is do what I have been doing.”

Pam’s gray hair was pulled up in a bun; her sunken eyes looking 
at Barbara with compassion. She put a boney finger on Barbara’s file 
and said, “You’re in denial.”

“That’s my problem. I can still do my damn job, which I need to get 
back to. When I can’t do the job, then put me out on leave. But until that 
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day, I am working. Are we clear?” Pam nodded, and Barbara stood up 
and said, “Now, if you will excuse me, I have prisoners to get moved 
and a department to run.” Pam stood up, and Barbara asked, “You just 
turned seventy last month, right Pam?” She nodded. “As I recall, about 
twenty years ago, you were diagnosed with advanced breast cancer, and 
you kept working through all of the treatments.”

Pam nodded and said, “I understand where you are coming from, 
Barb. I do have my own regrets. I survived my cancer only to lose 
my husband a year later to a heart attack. I wish I would have taken 
more time off and spent more time with him.”

Barbara put her hand on Pam’s shoulder and said, “There is no 
way you could have known what was going to happen then any more 
than I can know what is going to happen next. Jim and I have agreed 
to this, and that’s the way we are going to play it.” Barbara went to 
leave her office and said, “I’m sorry, Pam, but if you’re in love long 
enough, someone is going to be left behind to grieve.” Pam nodded 
her head slowly as Barbara left the office.

John and Chris were sitting with Omar, Randy, and Roy when 
John’s cell rang. He listened then looked at the three men as he hung 
up the line and said, “Chris, some new information has just been 
relayed to me by Sheriff O’Brian. We need to have a more formal 
conversation with these three men.”

Omar said, “I want my lawyer.”
John nodded, and Chris asked, “Why do you want a lawyer? What 

do you have to hide?” Omar sat silent as Roy and Randy looked on.

It was four fifteen, and Christine Alton was seated on a concrete 
bench outside the federal building, smoking a cigarette. She watched 
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as John and Chris led the janitors along with Randy out of the building 
and saw a Sheriff’s cruiser pull up in front. The whole situation had 
become quite a spectacle, and she watched as the men were placed in 
cars by the FBI as Jim and Sam walked in her direction.

Jim stopped near her and asked, “Is this the smoker’s area?” 
Christine nodded, putting her cigarette out in a concrete ashtray.

“Yes, Sheriff, it is, and it’s not a popular spot with most of my coworkers.”
Jim already had a cigarette in his mouth, and Sam was holding 

one, waiting for Jim to light it. He snapped his Zippo open and lit 
Sam’s cigarette then his own and looked at Christine and asked, “Are 
you finished, or are you having another?”

Christine smiled and pulled a cigarette out of a small purse she was 
carrying and said, “Oh, I have time for one more.”

Jim lit her cigarette, and the three sat down on the bench. He looked 
at Christine and asked, “Have we met before?”

Christine smiled and said, “I was wondering if you recognized 
me. Yes, sir. Many years ago, you were investigating the cop killings 
at the West Valley station.”

“Yeah. You were Patricia Salazar’s lover. She was the cop that got 
blown to pieces in her car.”

Christine nodded and said, “If you will recall, I was not her lover. 
I was a submissive of hers. She was a dominatrix, and I was her sub.”

Jim nodded and asked, “You left the LAPD?”
She nodded, taking a hit off the cigarette, and said, “After Pat’s 

murder and all of the cop killings, I beat it for the door.”
“What are you doing here?”
Christine laughed and said, “I’m a special investigator for the 

Internal Revenue Service.”
“Well you jumped from the pan into the fire, didn’t you?”
She shrugged and said, “I like the work. It’s never been dangerous 

to me. Are you telling me that it is now dangerous work?”
Jim took a deep hit off his cigarette and said, “Some of your 

colleagues have had some recent misfortune.”
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“I think a bit more than just misfortune, Sheriff. I heard that Rick 
Gerrard has been killed.”

Jim nodded, and Sam asked, “How well did you know Agent Gerrard?”
Christine’s long blonde hair hung to the middle of her back, and 

her blue eyes were piercing as she stared at Sam. She was wearing 
a low-cut blouse that revealed a great deal of cleavage and a short 
white skirt without pantyhose. A feat not often pulled off by a woman 
in her early fifties. “I’ve worked for his division for the past three 
years. We were close. He was a great mentor for me coming out of 
the LAPD and into federal government work.”

“Did you sleep with Agent Gerrard?”
Christine stubbed out her cigarette and said, “I’m not going to 

dignify that with a response, Deputy Pritchard. Just because I’m 
beautiful doesn’t mean I sleep my way into positions.”

She walked away in a huff, and Sam looked at Jim and said, “She 
is hot, and whatever she did to get to where she’s at in the service 
didn’t involve sleep.”

Jim let out a deep belly laugh and said, “Oh for Christ’s sake, 
Sam. Not every lesbo chick is sleeping her way up the ladder. Fuck 
… you think I live in the Stone Age? You should take a look in the 
mirror, lady. You have your own biases.”

Sam stubbed out her cigarette and said, “Yeah, well, that might be 
true, but at least I’m not a damn racist asshole.”

“Yes, you are. You’re just in the closet. No one trusts anyone 
anymore. It’s gone far past the color of a person’s skin or sexual 
orientation. However, none of that is what is motivating this killer, 
so get over yourself and the hots you have for Christine.”

“I am in a committed relationship with Maria.”
Jim laughed and said, “I saw the way you were looking at that 

woman. You’re not going to tell me you don’t want to fuck that. Give me 
a damn break. Just because you’re in a relationship doesn’t mean you stop 
looking. Shit. Once you stop looking and fantasizing, your relationship 
will be dead.” Sam waved a limp wrist at Jim and told him to shut up.
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He crushed out his smoke, and Sam asked, “So? What now?”
“We put Ms. Alton under surveillance.”
Sam looked surprised and said, “She’s not the damn killer, Jim.”
Jim smiled and said, “Nope. She’s not, but I have a hunch she just 

might become the next victim. Let’s put a loose tail on her for a few 
days. We might get lucky and beat the Eagle to the collar.”

Sam shook her head and said, “Yeah … like that’ll happen. If you 
find the killer, all you’re going to do is hand him over to the Eagle.”

“You’re right. But I can’t turn anyone over to the Eagle until I 
know who that someone is, so let’s get a tail on Ms. Alton right away. 
I think that dumbass luck is the only way we will catch this killer.”

Omar didn’t have his car after leaving the federal building. His attorney 
Janice Sparks offered him a ride downtown where he could either call for 
a cab or take the train out of Union Station. He opted for the train, and 
Janice looked at him and said, “I don’t know what is going on, Omar, but 
you need to keep a low profile and stay away from the Metrolink system.”

He shook his head and said, “I’m a damn American. Because of 
my faith, because of my family, I’m tried in the eyes of public opinion 
as guilty. Not only do I have to deal with my own damn employer, the 
IRS, I have the FBI crawling all over me. It’s getting old, Janice. It’s 
getting damn old.”

She looked at him as he stepped out of her car and said, “I know this 
is an old song, Omar, but please keep your head low and stay away from 
the trains. Everything that you say is true, but there is no way that you are 
going to convince anyone of your innocence if you ride the damn crime 
scenes.” He nodded and closed the car door. Janice watched him until he 
disappeared into the doors of the station then drove off.
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 Gabe had been released and was headed back home. No one would 
give him a ride, so he walked several blocks to Union Station and 
caught the train back to the valley. He was sitting in a far corner of the 
train, staring at the other riders. He glared at several who had gotten 
off at several stops and then stood up and walked over near the train’s 
exit and sat down next to a couple of women. He tried to make small 
talk, but they weren’t interested, and he made a few snide comments 
as the women exited the train and an automated voice called out the 
next stop, which was the Van Nuys station. Gabe looked around then 
smiled, stood up, and walked to the exit. “I thought I recognized the 
back of your head … so what the fuck are you doing on the train?”

The Los Angeles FBI office had emptied out, and John was standing 
near his office window. Chris was sitting with his tablet and going over 
the statements made by Randy, Roy, and Omar. Chris said, “It’s ten 
after five, John. You let these three go nearly an hour ago, and the only 
one I can tie as a possible suspect is Mr. Hussain.”

John nodded, looking out into the darkened street and the traffic on 
Wilshire and said, “Omar seems too easy, don’t you think?”

“Aren’t you the one who likes to use Achem’s Razor? The simplest 
solution is usually the correct one.”

“It’s too easy. It’s as if the case has been wrapped in a bow and 
handed to us on a silver platter.”

Chris sat back and took a deep breath and said, “The guy called out 
his fifth amendment rights immediately. He had a lawyer here in a half 
hour and refused to answer any questions. Come on, John, the guy is 
dirty. He’s the killer, and you know it.”

John shook his head and said, “I don’t think so. In fact, I think that he is 
still alive because he is the perfect distraction and scapegoat for the killer.”

“How do you figure? For fuck’s sake, John. The guy’s family has 
been decimated by the IRS. They’ve lost pretty much everything. He 
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has been under the watchful eye of the IRS even as an employee. This 
screams of government harassment, and the people who have been 
killed all had ties to Gerrard, who happens to be the guy that gave 
Omar and Roy their jobs.”

“And Randy Walker? What do you make of him?”
Chris was looking at his tablet and said, “The guy was cool, calm, 

collected. He answered every question. Neither he nor Roy Rutland 
called in a lawyer. They were both forthright about their whereabouts 
over the past week. Yeah, we need to check out their stories, but these 
guys aren’t going to lie to the FBI.”

John sat down in his chair and said, “You still have a lot to learn, 
Chris. A whole lot. It’s a good thing you didn’t transfer to Long Beach.”

Chris looked cross and said, “Are you telling me that you think 
that Rutland or Walker could be the killers?”

John pulled his huge arms behind his head and said, “Everyone 
is suspect until cleared. Check out their alibies and get back to me. 
I had a call from Jim about a former LAPD officer who is now with 
the IRS as an agent.”

“So?”
“She was a survivor of the LAPD killings a few years ago. She was 

in a relationship with one of the officers who ended up murdered.”
Chris shrugged again and said, “I still don’t get the connection.”
John leaned forward on his desk and folded his hands in front of him. 

“There was a horrific murder scene in Reseda at a cop bar and hangout. 
It had a dungeon, and the owners were bringing in men from Asia and 
Mexico and using them as sex slaves and murdering them. We were able 
to tie one of the victims to the scene. Detective Patricia Salazar. However, 
Alton was a partner of Salazar’s in the dungeon lifestyle, but I was never 
able to tie her to the murders of the men enslaved in that dungeon.”

Chris looked up from his tablet and asked, “Why didn’t the Eagle 
grab her and extract the information?”

“There wasn’t enough to go on. She had been victimized by 
Salazar, who was one sick, cruel woman who missed her night with 
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the Eagle because she was in a car that had a bomb under it. I watched 
the thing explode and gave chase to the suspect.”

Chris looked at him and asked, “How does any of this make you 
suspect Alton? She was a victim. You said you found no evidence 
that she had done anything wrong. She has been on the job at the IRS 
for...” Chris looked at his tablet where he had Alton’s information on 
his screen. “Three years. If she was going to start killing people, I 
think she would have started years ago.”

“Serial killers, Chris, are patient, meticulous planners. They are 
keen on every detail of their crimes, and they only leave evidence if 
they want to be known.”

“That’s what this killer is doing. He’s leaving evidence to keep 
us guessing and make us want him more and more. You are a serial 
killer, John. You’re the Iron Eagle. If you don’t think that I have 
learned a thing or two from you, you are wrong. I have been inside 
the heads of some of the people the Eagle has killed. I have witnessed 
their brutality on scenes and in the operating room of the Eagle’s lair. 
I know the mind of a killer, John.”

“On the periphery. You know the minds of some killers, but you 
don’t understand the nuances of each killer and his/her style. Yes, 
Chris, you have worked with the Eagle, and you have seen your 
fair share of killings and killers. But you have no idea the depth of 
depravity in the human mind. This killer is unlike any you have seen. 
I have seen this killer’s work before, and this killer likes killing, and 
most importantly, changes his means of execution from time to time.”

Chris asked, “Are you telling me that this killer has killed using 
methods other than trains?”

John nodded and said, “That’s exactly what I’m saying. This is a 
killer who has been jumping from job to job, killing. Killing under 
the radar.”

“But you just said you have seen this killer’s work before.”
“I have. It’s been many years, but this killer has been known by 

many names but never caught because of the change in tactics.”
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Chris sat silent for a few minutes and asked, “How are you going 
to catch this killer?”

“Run the background and job history for each of these three. Run 
Alton’s, too, as well as Zinsk, who was just released. If we find a job 
hopper, we most likely have found our killer.”

Chris nodded and left the office. John picked up his phone and 
called Jim.

“WHAT DO YOU WANT?”
“You have a tail on Alton?”
“Yeah.”
“I think she will be the next victim. Send me her address and the 

make and model of her vehicle.” There was silence on the other end of 
the line, and then John’s phone buzzed with a text message.

Jim came back on the line, and he asked, “You think that Alton is 
involved?”

“Yes. I don’t know how, but I have a feeling that Ms. Alton is a 
killer in her own right.”

“You’re thinking of the dungeon killings from a few years ago? 
We tied Salazar to the killings with DNA, but I don’t recall getting 
anything from Alton.”

“We didn’t get anything from her. Everyone was so tied up in the 
cop killings that it was just assumed that Alton was a victim, and it 
never went any further.”

Jim coughed and said, “The Iron Eagle let a killer slip through his 
talons?”

“I hope not, but it could have happened, and I need to follow up on 
her. I don’t know if she is a potential victim or a cold-blooded serial 
killer.”

Jim laughed and said, “Female serial killers are so rare.”
“Yeah, well, we’ve had our fair share over the past several years, 

haven’t we?”
“Yeah. We sure as fuck have. There is no better cover for a serial 

killer than being female.”
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John was staring coldly at the wall in front of his desk and said, 
“Yes … well … that may be all about to change. I am going to 
set up new profiling criteria. No longer are we going to go on the 
assumption that a serial killer is a middle-aged white male.”

Jim laughed and said, “You know what they say about assuming ... 
it makes an ass out of you and me!”

John put the phone down and looked at the text from Jim. He 
got up and walked out of his office. Chris saw him heading for the 
elevator and called out and asked, “Where are you going?”

“To see if I have been being made an ass by a killer.”
Chris laughed and said, “Do you want company?”
“No. You work up the others’ employment histories then go home. 

I’ll talk to you later.”
Chris watched as John disappeared into the elevator then shook 

his head and said, “No one makes an ass of the Iron Eagle.”
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Chapter Thirteen
“The conductor sees you,  

but it’s too late to stop.”

A 
cold wind was blowing hard across the train tracks near the 
Hollywood Metrolink station. A black Jeep was riding along the 
tracks out of the sight of streetlights and cameras. There were 

pleading murmurs coming from the back, but the driver drove on in 
silence. The driver heard feet hitting the back wall of the Jeep and said, 
“Quit kicking the back of my truck. It’s people like you that force me 
to kill or sedate people before I put them back there. You’re coming 
to from the chloroform; your head is foggy, and you’re confused. Just 
relax. You’ll understand everything very, very soon.”

The driver pulled the Jeep onto the train tracks and stepped out. 
There was a bit of a struggle at the back of the Jeep as Gabe Zinsk 
kicked his legs against his assailant. “You are such a pain in the ass, 
Gabe.” A blue spark lit up the dark Jeep as Gabe was struck with a 
taser, which rendered him incapable of resisting. He fell out, seizing 
and twitching, as his body was being pulled across the tracks. “Jesus, 
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Gabe! You make things so much more complicated than they need 
to be.” The sound of chains could be heard running across the steel 
rails in the darkness. Gabe’s arms were chained together at the wrists, 
and his attacker pulled his arms over his head and drove a railroad 
spike through a link in the chain and down into the wood railroad tie. 
Gabe tried to resist but was too weak. The attacker pulled Gabe’s legs 
across the other end of the tracks and drove a spike through a link in 
the chains that were binding his ankles.

Gabe’s nude, fat body looked pale blue in the ambient light, and the 
attacker pulled the duct tape off of his mouth, and Gabe let out a scream 
and said, “What the fuck, man? Are you out of your fucking mind? It’s 
been you all along while I’ve been accused of killing all of these people?”

“Yes, sir. To be honest, you would still be in jail, and I would not be 
doing this to you if you had not seen me on the train.”

Gabe looked around as best he could. He twisted his body against the 
steel rails and said, “So, you were fuckin’ framing me for the killings?”

The man pulled a flashlight and shined it in Gabe’s eyes and said, 
“Yes … that was the plan. I’m getting ready to move on, and I just 
needed some of your DNA for a crime scene, and I would have had 
you all locked up. But, alas, it’s not going to work out the way I had 
hoped, so I have to kill you.”

Gabe shook his head hard and struck it on the steel rail and started 
to black out. “Relax, Gabe. I don’t want you to miss the show. It’s 
seven fifteen. Train six forty-five will be coming down this track in 
less than ten minutes, and you don’t want to miss the train.”

He laughed, and Gabe regained his focus and asked, “Why the hell 
are you killing people?”

The killer moved over to a small wall across from the tracks and 
sat down. “Well, Gabe, I’m a bad person. I also really like trains, and I 
love to watch what they do to bodies when they strike them.”

A train whistle could be heard in the distance and a faint white 
light was visible. Gabe started to get more animated. “Oh, for God’s 
sake, what did I ever do to you?”
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“I get that question all the time from my track friends. In most 
cases, no one has done anything to me. I killed Rose because she 
turned me down for a date. I killed Andy because he was trying to 
ambush my work and take my job. As for Rick … well, I killed Rick 
because he was a self-righteous ass who thought that he was better 
than everyone else. But you … I’m killing you because you are a 
sadistic asshole who would’ve told someone about me.”

The train whistle was getting louder, and the engine could be heard 
in the distance. Gabe was looking at the train and the figure shrouded in 
darkness and said, “I can help you, man. You let me go, and I will help 
you get rid of the people who are aggravating you. We can be a team.” 
He looked over at the approaching light and said, “If you kill me, who 
are you going to have to set up for the things you are doing?”

The attacker laughed again and said, “That was a concern to me 
up until this afternoon when the FBI grabbed me and several others 
from the office and took us in for questioning. I have a new scapegoat. 
I can get his DNA at work, and all I have to do is leave it on a crime 
scene, and bingo … he’s off to jail with the death penalty, and I am 
scot-free. Isn’t fate a great thing?” The train was fast approaching, 
and the killer said, “I’m going to step back. I don’t want to be seen or 
get your blood on me. It is about to be too loud for me to hear you as 
the train is about to enter the subway tunnel headed for Hollywood 
and Vine, but feel free to keep begging. Have a nice death.”

Gabe was screaming and thrashing as the train approached. Its steel 
wheels began to spark, and the killer yelled, “The conductor sees you, 
but it’s too late to stop. The train will most likely stop somewhere in 
the middle of your death scene. Who knows? Perhaps parked on some 
of your innards.” Gabe was screaming unintelligibly right up to the 
moment when the train struck him. The killer laughed and applauded as 
Gabe’s body was torn apart by the train. Gabe’s head went flying ahead 
of the stopping train as his legs and feet came flying in the killer’s 
direction. He felt a warm spray and said, “Shit. I was too close. I’m a 
bloody mess.” He ran back to his Jeep and pulled the clothing and ID 
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for Gabe and sat it on the blood-spattered wall then pulled out a cell 
phone and snapped a picture of Gabe’s severed head. Gabe’s eyes were 
open as well as his mouth in the middle of a scream. The killer drove 
off before the train could come to a complete stop. He pulled the Jeep 
over on a side street far away from the scene and typed a quick message 
to Jim and sent a text with the photo of Gabe’s severed head.

It was near midnight when Roy got to his apartment. He unlocked 
the door and saw that his kitchen light was on. He grabbed a bat from 
behind the door and slowly walked through the apartment. He was 
holding the bat too high, and the sound of the wood banging against 
a steel lamp alerted the person in the kitchen. “Now, Roy, I like it 
rough, but I sure as hell am not going to take a baseball bat beating!” 
Christine Alton was sitting at the small dining room table, nude, with 
a glass of wine in her hands.

Roy put the bat down and asked, “What are you doing here?”
“I thought we could play, Roy. Come on. Rose is dead … so is 

Rick. I’m horny. I need a good spanking, and you’re just the man to 
give it to me!”

Roy sat down next to Christine and ran his hands along her thighs 
up to her pelvis and then across her vagina. He smiled and said, 
“We can’t play here. You make too much noise, especially when I’m 
whipping you.”

“Then follow me over to my house. My dungeon is just waiting 
for a real master to discipline this naughty girl.”

“Let me pack an overnight bag … and my special toys. I’ll meet 
you at your place.” Christine rose, pulled an overcoat from under 
the table, and put it on. She flashed her bare breasts at Roy and said, 
“I know you never did the things to Rose that I let you do to me.” 
Roy shook his head as Christine walked out the front door of his 
apartment, and he went to his bedroom to pack.
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Barbara was sitting with Sara and Karen in the hot tub, sipping a 
glass of scotch. Sara was drinking a scotch as was Karen, and Sara 
asked, “So, how did it go at work today?”

Barbara laughed and said, “The higher ups were busting my ass. 
The prisoners were busting my ass, and my employees were all walking 
on eggshells as not to piss me off … all in all, it was a good day.”

Karen took a sip of her drink and asked, “With Christmas and New 
Year’s only a week away, and all of the shit that just got dumped on 
you, are you and Jim going to leave town for the holidays?”

Barbara pulled a cigarette off the pool deck and said, “The hell if 
I know what to do, Karen. Shit … half of me is afraid to go to sleep 
right now for fear of not waking up. I’m afraid for Jim and what he 
will do without me. He’s been as close to on the wagon as he has 
been since I divorced and then remarried him. I’m afraid of what will 
happen to him when I’m gone, and he doesn’t have police work.”

Sara nodded, taking a drink, and Karen asked, “Have you told 
any of this to Jim?”

“No … for fuck’s sake, no. I know you think that people need to 
talk about their feelings. That they need to put them out there. That’s 
not the type of relationship that Jim and I have.”

Karen blurted out, “Denial!”
Barbara shot her a look, and Sara got a contrite look on her face and 

said, “Karen, you are treading into dangerous territory here.”
Karen put her empty glass on the hot tub deck and said, “Why? 

Because I am calling it like it is?”
Sara shook her head, and Barbara looked at Karen and said, “You 

might be a smart kid, and you might have become a doctor at sixteen, 
but you lack common sense and a bedside manner.” Barbara took a 
drink of her scotch and drew in a lung full of smoke and continued, “The 
whole world does not follow your psychological rules, kid. Jim and I 
understand the reality of my situation. We are not in denial. If anything, 
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we are probably the most adjusted damn people you will ever meet. 
We have stared death in the face every day for nearly four decades. We 
have lived through nightmares, and we understand that life is finite, 
kid. You might have book learning, but I have street knowledge. And I 
can tell you that that carries a lot more weight in a situation like mine 
than anything that you could tell me. You think that I have to feel a 
certain way, or I’m not handling my situation ‘normally.’ Well, I hate 
to break it to you, Karen, normal is an illusion. There’s no such thing. 
We have today, tonight, and that’s all we have. Jim and I have lived 
that reality for nearly forty years. You still freak out if Chris hasn’t 
called you by a certain time. You freak out if he is on a scene, and then 
you hear of something worse happening. Don’t lecture me on normal 
or how I should feel. I understand more about life and death than you 
will ever know, so get off your high horse and pour me another drink.”

Sara chuckled, and Karen got out of the tub and took all three glasses 
to the wet bar, dropped in some ice, and poured the drinks. There was 
no more conversation about Barbara’s situation for the rest of the night.
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Chapter Fourteen
“You will share your  

secrets with me.  
I swear you will.” 

J
im was sitting with his back against the wall of Santiago’s. Sam was 
with him, and John and Chris were sipping their drinks in silence. Sam 
put her hand on Jim’s and said, “I’m sorry to hear about Barbara.”
He pulled a cigarette from his top left pocket and waved it in 

the air. Javier nodded and ordered one of his busboys to open the 
windows next to Jim’s seat. Jim looked around at the somber faces 
as he snapped his Zippo shut. Taking a deep drag off the cigarette, he 
said, “Death is coming for us all. Some sooner rather than later. How 
did you hear about Barbara’s situation?”

Sam took a swig off her beer and said, “It’s all over the station. 
Everyone is talking about it.”

“Great,” Jim said. “The word is out in every damn department in 
the fuckin’ city. Jesus Christ. Barbara is a fighter. She doesn’t feel 
sick. She and I are going on with our lives as usual.”



98 • Chapter Fourteen

John put down his glass of tonic water and said, “Jim and Barbara 
have been together off and on for nearly forty years. They know 
what it is to live with the specter of death every day. This just ups 
the stakes.”

Sam looked around the table and then at John and said, “That’s 
sensitive.”

“No, Sam. That’s reality. If Jim wants to talk about it, he will. 
Until then, we have a killer out there, and we need to find him.”

Chris took a drink of his beer and said, “John seems to think the 
killer is Christine Alton.”

Everyone looked at John, and Jim said, “Christine Alton? You’re 
really going to hang your hat on the killer being Alton?”

John shrugged and said, “I believe Alton is indeed a killer. I don’t 
know if she is the Metrolink killer, but I do believe that she is a killer.”

Sam was about to speak when her phone went off. She pulled it 
off her hip and read the text message.

Jim took another drink of his beer and said, “Is your wife wanting 
to know what time you’re going to be home?”

Sam blushed a little and said, “It’s a text from Maria, letting me know 
that she is going to be late tonight as she has a trial starting tomorrow.”

Jim let out a loud laugh and said, “The new Sheriff of Los Angeles 
County dating a damn lawyer. If that’s not the most fucked up thing 
I have ever heard of.”

Chris laughed as did Sam. John was staring off at the bar as if 
he had not heard the conversation. Jim was about to speak when his 
phone went off, and he pressed the button on the screen and before 
opening the message said, “Probably Barb wanting to know where 
I am.” He pressed the envelope icon on the phone, and the severed 
head of Gabe Zinsk was staring at him with the word, “Gotcha!” 
below it. Jim handed the phone to John. He looked at the photo and 
the line and handed the phone to Chris without saying a word. Jim 
asked Sam for her phone, and she handed it to him, and he called his 
detail, who he had put on Alton. “This is O’Brian. Where is Alton?”
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The deputy’s voice on the other end of the phone was cold, and he 
said, “She just returned home after a brief meeting at Roy Rutland’s 
home.” There was a pause, and the deputy came back on the phone 
and said, “Well, what do you know? Roy Rutland just pulled into her 
driveway. What do you want us to do?” Jim told them to stay on Alton 
and hung up. He handed Sam’s phone back to her and said, “We can 
clear Alton as a suspect. My men have been on her all day. She hasn’t 
been near Mr. Zinsk.”

John nodded as Chris handed Jim’s phone to Sam, who looked at 
the beheaded Zinsk and asked, “Where the hell was this taken?” Jim 
shrugged, taking the last hit off his cigarette and stubbing it out in his 
palm. Sam handed Jim back his phone, and Jim said, “Now, we wait.”

Sam asked what for, and John answered, “For the call to go to 
the crime scene. This obviously just happened. Our killer is taunting 
us.” Chris and Sam nodded as Jim put his phone back on his hip. The 
four sat in silence waiting for the call that would send them to the 
crime scene and a search for more evidence.

Roy had Christine strapped to a wall-mounted bondage cross. She 
was nude and facing him. Her wrists and ankles were restrained by leather 
straps with her arms and legs spread. Roy was holding a riding crop 
and slowly running it along her thighs, up between her legs, and across 
her abdomen and breasts. “So, my little slut needs a good whipping?” 
Christine was silent, and Roy looked at her and said, “Count them out!”

The first strike landed across Alton’s breasts, and she cried out, 
“One!” The next four were quick in order and were laddered up and 
down her body.

She cried out the number with each strike, and when the tenth 
strike landed, Roy ordered her to open her mouth, and he placed the 
long thin crop between her teeth and said, “Bite down on it. Things 
are going to get more and more painful.”
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He opened his gym bag and pulled out several whips. One was a 
long bull whip, and Christine’s eyes got huge as he allowed it to hang 
at his side as he removed his clothing. He took a bottle of water from 
his bag and opened it and took several gulps. He turned to Christine 
and asked, “Are you thirsty?” She nodded. Roy took several more 
drinks of the water and said, “I will have some ‘organic’ water for you 
to drink in a few minutes.” He stood before her, his penis erect, and 
he snapped the whip several times and said, “Breasts!” as he snapped 
the whip across her chest. He worked on her for a half hour until 
the two were dripping with sweat. Welts had formed on Christine’s 
body, and several small trickles of blood were running down her 
chest and thighs. He removed her restraints and ordered her to her 
knees. “Open your mouth. I have your water for you.” Christine 
opened her mouth and closed her eyes as Roy began urinating into 
her mouth. She moved forward to his penis as the stream got stronger 
and took him in her mouth, moaning and swallowing as Roy stood 
smiling with his hands behind his head and a sense of relief on his 
face. He continued to drink and urinate and when he had finished, he 
said, “How was my piss?”

“Good, Master. So very, very good. May I have more?”
Roy smiled and said, “In time. Turn and face the cross. It’s time 

for me to whip your back.” Christine smiled and turned and faced 
the boards as Roy strapped her wrists and ankles in place. He put a 
ball gag in her mouth and said, “This is going to hurt like hell and 
while your dungeon is soundproof, you just never know.” Christine 
let out several low groans with each strike of the whip. At the first 
drop of blood, he smiled and walked up to her and pressed his body 
against hers and said, “I just drew first blood on your back, bitch.” 
He walked back and was about to swing again when he noticed a 
small hatch-like door at the far end of the dungeon. He whipped her 
twice and then walked up and asked, “You have a dark secret, don’t 
you?” Christine had tears in her eyes. Her body weight being held by 
the wrist restraints as her legs had given out. She hung with her face 
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against the cool wall and nodded slowly. “Are you going to share your 
secret with me?” Christine shook her head weakly, and Roy pulled 
back away from her then struck her multiple times with the bull whip 
and said, “You will share your secrets with me. I swear you will.”

Gabe Zinsk’s eyes were beginning to gray in his disembodied 
head. Jade and Jessica were on scene and working with the LAPD 
as well as the Sheriff’s Department when John and Chris arrived on 
scene. They were both in FBI windbreakers, which drew groans from 
several officers on both sides of the investigation. Jim and Sam were 
close behind, and two people from the pretrial release program were 
on scene as well. John looked at Chris and said, “You see those two 
over there?” Chris nodded. “They’re from the probation department 
that oversees people on pretrial release.”

“Why are they here?”
John opened his mouth to speak, but Jim beat him to it, “Those 

assholes are here because one of their animals got free, and now he’s 
dead. They’re here to cover their asses.” Sam asked if they should 
speak to them, and Jim shook his head. “Fuck ‘em. The guy they 
were monitoring is dead. I don’t give a shit about their job. I’m more 
interested in John’s feelings here. Zinsk is now a victim. The M.O. 
is the same as the other killings. The guy worked for the LA IRS 
field office, and his head is lying on the ground next to a Metrolink 
train. We know where Alton is, so Special Agent Swenson … who’s 
the fuckin killer? The Muslim towelhead, Rutland, or Walker?” Chris 
was filming the scene and recording what Jim was saying.

John looked at the mess that was once Gabriel Zinsk and said, 
“I don’t know, Jim. I have no idea. This case has me scratching my 
head.” He looked down at his watch and said, “It’s ten after eight…” 
He looked over at Jessica, who was working with a piece of Zinsk’s 
torso, and asked, “Do you have a TOD?”
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Jessica looked up at John through the flood lights on the tracks 
and said, “Within the last hour or so. He hasn’t been dead long. The 
conductor spotted the body on the tracks at seven thirty but couldn’t 
see if he was moving or not.”

Chris looked at Zinsk’s head with a flashlight and said, “He’s 
been dead at least an hour based on the glaze on the eyes.”

Jim said to Jade, “I bet you can give us a cause of death right now.”
Jade was standing over near another part of the body, and steam came 

out of her mouth as she spoke, “Well, the damn train tore the guy to pieces. 
There is still enough warmth in the pieces of corpse. His temperature is 
still in the upper eighties, so I would say based on my superficial review 
of the scene he was alive when the train struck him. However, as usual, I 
won’t be able to give an official cause of death until we have done a tox 
screen, and I can try and put him back together on the slab.”

Jim nodded and looked around for John and Chris and saw them 
standing near a wall close to the subway tunnel. He walked over 
with Sam in tow and said, “Let me guess. Clothes neatly stacked 
with the victim’s ID?” John nodded, and Chris bagged the evidence 
as John’s CSI team showed up on scene.

Chris was staring down at his tablet and said, “I have the work 
history for each of the three suspects that we interviewed today.”

John asked, “And?”
“And they’ve all been working for the IRS for five years or more.”
John looked at Jim and said, “I’m all wrong on this case, Jim.”
“Maybe you’re losing your touch.”
John shrugged, and Sam asked Chris, “Who has the longest tenure 

on the job?”
“Randy Walker. He’s a supervising agent and has been with the 

IRS for fifteen years, and he came to them right out of college.”
John looked at the horrific scene and Zinsk’s body parts and said, 

“Jade, you and Jessica work with my team to process the scene. Jim, we 
need to get Walker, Rutland, and Hussain back into our office ASAP.”

“You don’t think these guys already have airtight alibies, Swenson? 
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You can haul them in, and you can beat them with a rubber hose. You’re 
not going to get anything out of them.”

“So what do you suggest, Jim?”
Jim walked over to John and pointed to a quiet corner near the 

middle of the train, and John followed. “I suggest,” Jim said as he lit a 
cigarette, “that the Iron fuckin’ Eagle starts tracking everyone he thinks 
is involved or suspects. He needs to use his technology to put permanent 
tracking on all of these people until we figure out who it is.”

John looked at the glowing tip of Jim’s cigarette against the dark, 
cold steel of the train and asked, “And if it’s not one of these three?”

“Well, then we have the makings of one hell of a mystery. We 
also have a nightmare on our hands as we have a faceless killer and 
no way to find him.” John called Chris over and said, “Pull all of the 
information on Rutland, Alton, Walker, and Hussain’s vehicles.”

“I thought you wanted them in our office.”
John looked at Jim who was standing in shadow, only the cherry tip 

of his cigarette glowing, and said, “Jim feels that the Eagle needs to start 
an investigation on his own. We need to hack the transmitters on all of 
the vehicles owned by the suspects, so we can track their movements.”

“Wouldn’t it be better if we put them under Bureau surveillance?”
“No. It’s a waste of tax dollars. I can do this much quicker and easier 

without bringing the Bureau into this.” Chris accessed the DMV records 
on his table then rattled off the makes and models of the vehicles that 
were registered to the suspects as well as their family members. John 
said, “All of these cars are late model vehicles. They all have some type 
of trackable communication system in their onboard computers.”

Jim laughed and said, “The whole damn world can be tracked, 
from their cell phones to their cars to everything in between. You 
don’t have to put receivers on cars any more, Mr. Eagle. You just need 
to tap into their navigation and communication equipment.”

Sam had been talking with Jade and broke away to talk to John 
and the others. “So, what are we talking about?”

John looked at her and said, “Catching a killer.”
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Chapter Fifteen
“No… now go to sleep  

before I knock you out.”

C
hristine was showering as Roy sat on the toilet seat across from 
the shower, watching her. “You really, really like playing the sub.”

Christine peeked out the clear shower curtain and said, “I like 
playing both top and bottom. I’m a hell of a dominatrix, Roy. You have 
never felt the point of my stiletto pressing into your groin.”

Roy laughed and said, “No, I have not nor do I intend to. I’m a 
top and that is how I will always play.” Christine stepped out of the 
shower, and Roy threw her a towel. He watched with a longing on 
his face as she slowly dried herself off, running the towel across her 
breasts and then her stomach then slowly down her thighs to her feet. 
She wasn’t watching him, but he knew that she was tormenting him. 
“Damn, you are beautiful. Why don’t you want to fuck?”

“I’m a lesbian, Roy. You know that. I like the taco not the sausage.”
Roy stood up and put his hands on Christine’s breasts and slowly 

stroked them. She stood looking in the mirror and wiping her face with 
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a towel. Roy ran his hands down her back and across her backside and 
the backs of her legs, and she shivered. He smiled and said, “I know 
you’re not cold … could you possibly be bi?”

Christine smiled as Roy continued to caress and flirt with her. She 
pulled her long blond hair into a ponytail and put her hands on her 
breasts and started to feel herself up. Roy kissed the back of her neck 
and said, “Come on. No bondage or S&M. Just sex. You’re hot.”

Christine was looking at Roy in the mirror behind her and said, “I 
have a hell of a body for a fifty-five-year-old woman, don’t I?”

“You’re over fifty?” She smiled and nodded her head strongly. “Jesus! 
I thought you were in your early thirties. What the hell is your secret?”

She turned to face him and said, “You asked me that when I was 
on the cross. Do you really want to know my secret?” He nodded, and 
Christine put her hand on his penis and said, “First, I want you to fuck 
me. Not love making. Fucking. I want you to ravage me. I want it rough. 
I want it hard. I want you to subjugate me with this long, thick cock.”

She was pulling him slowly out of the bathroom by his penis, and 
he said, “I thought you were a lesbian? I thought you didn’t like men?”

Christine threw herself down on her bed and said, “I don’t like men. 
I hate men. You are all eating, shitting, fucking machines. The only thing 
you are good for is giving me what I want, and right now I want your cock 
in me.” Roy went to say something else, and she interrupted him and said, 
“I’m horny, and you are the closest thing I can get to tolerating a man. 
Now … are you going to do to me as asked or are you going to leave?”

Roy pushed her down on the bed, forcing her thighs open, and 
rammed his penis into her vagina. He started pounding her as he 
slapped her face and breasts, holding her right arm hard against the 
mattress. “You want to be fucked? I will fuck you. You want to be 
brutalized in the sack? I got your desire right here.”

He was banging away on her as she moaned with a trickle of blood 
coming out the corner of her mouth. She was smiling as Roy pounded 
on her and said between labored breaths, “When … you … are … 
finished … I have … someplace … I want … to take you.” Roy was so 
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engrossed in what he was doing to her that he just nodded and smacked 
her breasts again as she lay passive, allowing him to brutalize her with 
a smile on her face and without making a sound.

Omar was sitting in the living room when Mohamed walked 
through the front door with a gym bag over his shoulder wearing a 
black track suit. “You’re late,” Omar said in a low voice.

“I wasn’t aware that I was supposed to be here at any particular hour.”
Omar turned on a lamp next to the arm chair he was seated in and 

said, “I got picked up by the FBI this afternoon along with Roy and 
Randy. I was able to get Janice down to the federal building as they 
grilled us about Rick’s murder.”

Mohamed dropped the gym bag and sat down on a small love seat in 
the living room and said, “And you’re angry with me because you called 
for a ride, and I didn’t call you back?”

Omar nodded and said, “I ended up taking the train. Janice 
warned me when she dropped me off at Union Station to stay away 
from the trains right now, but I needed to get home, and I could not 
reach you.” Mohamed was dripping with sweat and opened his gym 
bag and grabbed a towel out of it and wiped his face. Omar looked 
on and asked, “Nervous?”

Mohamed shook his head and said, “No. I just spent two hours 
working out and jogging.”

“It’s really late for you to be working out.”
“I had to work late, so I went to the twenty-four-hour gym around 

the corner from the station.”
Omar stood up and said, “You could have at least returned my call.”
“I’m sorry. You made it home, though. What did the FBI want 

with the three of you?”
“We are suspects. What do you think they wanted with us? I 

didn’t answer any questions. I let Janice deal with it.” Mohamed 
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asked Omar if he wanted some water, and Omar nodded, and the two 
men went into the kitchen.

“Do you think it was wise to plead the fifth?”
Omar took a drink of water and asked, “What does it matter? Sooner 

rather than later they are going to find a way to pin all of these killings 
on me. You and I know that I’m screwed here.”

Mohamed nodded and said, “Yeah. Once we are on their radar they 
just assume that we are the bad people. So, what are you going to do?”

“I have no idea. I need to be at work at midnight, so I will go to work 
and just keep living until the hammer falls on me.”

Mohamed stood leaning against the kitchen sink and said, “Be 
careful at work. Someone could try and frame you.”

Omar got a strange look on his face and said, “So you think that the 
killer works in my office?”

Mohamed choked a bit as he answered, “Yes. Don’t you think so?”
“I had never really thought about it. Roy and I are friends, and Randy 

is a supervisor who worked under Rick until his murder and will most 
likely be promoted to his position. I have known these men for years. I 
don’t think they’re killers.”

Mohamed laughed and said, “It’s always the last person you 
suspect who is doing the killing, Omar. Just be careful. Janice can 
defend you if you are charged with a crime you did not commit. She 
can’t protect you from a killer if that killer has his eye on you.”

Omar smiled and raised his bottle in Mohamed’s direction and 
said, “That’s very, very true. If I’m in the cross hairs of this killer, 
then jail is the least of my worries.”

It was nearly one a.m. when Sam got home to find Maria asleep 
at a small desk. She went into the bedroom and removed her uniform 
and weapons and hung them on the back of a chair near the bed and 
walked back into the living room where Maria was sleeping. She 
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was nude, and she rubbed her breasts on Maria’s back and face, and 
she slowly woke, licking at Sam’s breasts. “It’s time for bed sleepy 
head,” Sam whispered.

Maria wiped the sleep from her eyes, smiled, and said, “Indeed. 
When did you get in?”

“A few minutes ago. Let’s get to bed before my phone goes off again.”
Maria followed Sam into the bedroom and removed her clothing 

and laid down on the bed as Sam slipped under the covers, and Maria 
began to moan and take deep breaths. It was a matter of minutes, and 
she orgasmed. Sam lifted the covers, and Maria pushed Sam onto her 
back and reciprocated. It was one thirty when they had finished making 
love, and Maria asked, “Your inauguration is in two weeks, right?” Sam 
nodded, taking a half smoked joint out of an ashtray next to the bed. 
She lit it and took a hit then handed it to Maria, who took a hit off it and 
asked, “Did you steal this weed from an evidence room?”

Sam laughed and said, “No. I got it from a friend.”
Maria sat up in bed, releasing the smoke from her lungs, and asked, 

“Don’t you think it’s a bit risky receiving contraband from a coworker?”
Sam took another hit off the joint and said, “It’s not a coworker. It’s 

prescribed for me by Dr. Swenson.”
“Prescribed to treat what?”
Sam took a hit and handed the joint back to Maria and said, “You 

know the work I do. I can’t be drinking every night, and weed allows 
me to relax and enjoy a high while still being able to get on the street 
in a moment’s notice without the side effects of alcohol.”

Maria let out a little laugh and said, “Let me guess. You have 
glaucoma?”

Sam laughed and said, “Yeah. Me and half the department.”
“Does Jim smoke weed?”
Sam shook her head and said, “No. Jim drinks, and I have never seen 

him drunk. It must be the Irish genes in him. He can drink like a fish and 
still get in his car and drive a straight line. The whole department knows 
he drinks and drives, but I learned early on not to say a word.”
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“Well, that’s convenient. He’s a ‘do what I say not as I do’ cop.”
“No. He’s a go fuck yourself, get out of my face cop. Besides, he’s 

careful with his drinking when he is on duty, and if he did tie one on, he 
would either get picked up or send one of his undersheriffs to a scene.”

“More responsible than I would have thought.”
Sam nodded and said, “Jim’s a good man who is going through 

hell right now.”
“I don’t understand.”
Sam pulled herself up on her pillows and began to tell Maria all 

she knew about what was wrong with Barbara and how the two were 
handling it. Tears were running down Maria’s face as Sam spoke, 
and when she was finished, Maria laid her head upon Sam’s breasts 
and said, “I hope if I am faced with that situation I would have the 
strength and bravery that Barbara has.”

“There is only one Barbara O’Brian. While we can’t plan for things 
like this, we can learn from her strength and Jim’s, too.” Maria nodded 
her head as her eyes got heavy. Sam put her hand on Maria’s head and 
stoked her hair until the two fell asleep.

The house was unusually quiet and dark when Jim walked in at 
one fifteen. He called out to Barbara, but there was no response. He 
walked out onto the pool deck, but the lights were off, and Barbara was 
nowhere to be found. He walked with a brisker pace in the direction of 
the bedroom. The lights were off, but he could see Barbara’s outline 
in their bed thanks to the pale green glow of a night light. Jim moved 
to the bed and put his hand on her face, and she snorted a little, which 
made him smile as he undressed and got into bed. He pulled her to 
him and held her on his chest as she slept. He stared off into the 
darkness and whispered, “What will I do without you?”

The light snore stopped, and Barbara said in a low, quiet voice, 
“You will move on. Now, go to sleep. Worrying about it isn’t going to 
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change a damn thing. I’m going in to see Sara and Doctor Holland in the 
morning. They want to run some more tests.”

“Do you want me there with you?”
She yawned and said, “No. Now, go to sleep before I knock you out.”

The glowing eyes of the Eagle sculpture looked down upon John 
and Chris as they put in the last set of codes to track all of the suspects’ 
vehicles. John looked over his tablet and then looked at Chris and said, 
“We have six vehicles. Let’s split the duty of monitoring them.”

“Are we just looking for anyone who heads for a Metrolink station?”
John looked down at the still and blinking lights from the transmitters 

and said, “Anyone at a Metrolink station, we need to monitor. The Eagle 
has a special interest in three of these people.”

Chris let out a loud yawn and asked, “Are you going to tell me who 
they are?”

“Not yet. I will move on two subjects that I think are the most likely 
suspects.”

Chris contorted his face and said, “Two suspects? I thought there 
was only one killer.”

“We have two killers, not just one.”
“Metrolink killers?”
“No. One is the Metrolink killer; the other is a monster I missed 

years ago.”
Chris sighed and said, “You really think that Alton is a killer?”
John nodded and said, “Yes, I do … and she has stayed under the 

radar for a long time.”
“Yeah, well, if Renee Owens is right, so has the Metrolink killer.”
“Yes … but I’m baffled by the Metrolink killer. So many years 

between killings. It is as if he either left the area to do his killings, and I 
mean a long way from the area, or he lost his nerve after the first killing 
and something set him off to start killing again.”
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Chris stood up and said, “Well, I’m following your instincts on this 
one. I don’t think catching Alton is as important as finding the Metrolink 
killer, but this is your investigation.”

“Get some sleep. I’m sure Karen is waiting for you. As for the killers, I 
think there is a common bond. I think they are linked together somehow.”

“You think that two killers are involved in the Metrolink and IRS 
killings?”

“No, but I think that they know each other. I think they might even 
be intimate. I don’t think, however, that one knows the other’s secret.”

Chris laughed and said as he walked out of the conference room in 
the lair, “Well, you know what they say, ‘Secrets are only kept by the 
dead.’” John nodded, and Chris headed for his house. 
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Chapter Sixteen
She looked closely  

at the photograph, and  
her hands began to shake.

I
t was seven fifteen, and Randy Walker had a load of laundry going 
when his wife Clarice walked into the laundry room and asked, 
“Since when do you do laundry?”

Randy’s hair was wet, and he was wrapped in a towel, “There are 
a lot of things I know how to do.”

Clarice walked out and said as she left, “That’s true. You know 
how to fuck my sister, my best friend, and her sister, and you know 
how to hide from reality. You like to play your savage S&M games 
with your little dominatrix girl, too. Ms. Christy, right?”

She poured a cup of coffee and sat down at the table in the kitchen as 
Randy walked in. “Do you really want to go down this road this morning?”

Clarice’s black and gray hair was messy. She hadn’t taken her 
makeup off from the night before, and her mascara had run while 
crying. She took a sip of the coffee and said, “Why not? I can’t 
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afford to divorce you. You’re a lying piece of garbage, so what’s the 
worst that can happen now? Let me guess. You fucked the dog, too?”

Randy took a coffee cup from the counter and filled it, saying, 
“Since you’re drinking from the same pot, I know there is no hemlock 
in it.” He sat down across from her and continued, “There are a lot 
worse things that could happen to you, Clarice, a lot worse. If you 
want a divorce, I will give you one.”

Clarice was holding the coffee cup between her hands and took a sip 
and said, “No. I would rather be here every day to remind you what an 
asshole you are. I want to remind you of the women in my life that you 
defiled, and the cruelty that I suffered by your betrayal.”

Randy sipped the coffee and said, “Well, the way I see it, since you have 
been fucked by most of the 310 area code since my transgressions came to 
light, and you refuse to even give bondage or S&M a chance, we’re even.”

“You opened our marriage. I just decided that I’m not going to sit back 
on my ass. I have absolutely no desire to be hurt in the name of some 
perverted sex acts that you and Christy play. I want sex, and when I want 
sex I can get it. As far as I’m concerned, we are far from even. I just had the 
good fortune to learn of your dark side before I really got hurt.” She put the 
cup down and asked, “And where were you last night? I heard you come in 
around three. I heard the shower in the guest room and now the washer is 
going. What were you doing, or should I ask who you were doing?”

Randy didn’t say anything, and Clarice got up and started to fix herself 
some breakfast. He sat sipping his coffee then freshened it and picked up 
the paper off the front stoop and threw it on the table. The cover headline 
said it all, ‘Metrolink Killer Strikes Again.’ She finished fixing a couple of 
eggs and toast then picked up the paper and read the first few paragraphs 
and said, “Gabe Zinsk has been murdered. Did you read this?”

Randy shook his head and said, “No … but if Zinsk is dead, it could 
not have happened to a nicer guy.”

“Where were you last night, Randy? You showered, and I don’t see 
any signs of trauma from Christy’s whips. Were you with her, hurting 
her like you hurt me?”
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Randy rolled his eyes and said, “I worked late then came home. And 
what business is it of yours where I was or what I was doing?” He stood 
up and said, “I have to get ready for work. What about you, princess? 
Are you going to take your lazy ass to work today?”

Clarice shot him a dirty look and said, “I have been on vacation for 
the past few days. I get two weeks each year. Since we don’t vacation 
together anymore, I take a little time here and there. I’m going to work 
today, and you will be happy to know that I’m going to Vegas with my 
sister and a few friends for Christmas, so you can be here all by yourself. 
I know how much you like your quiet time. The house can bustle with 
your latest squeeze while I party in Vegas.”

“Yeah. You party it up but don’t be calling me from the Clark 
County jail again like the last time you went to Vegas because I 
won’t bail you and your sister and friends out.”

Randy was walking out of the kitchen as he said those words, and 
Clarice said, “Oh go fuck yourself, asshole.” She looked back at the 
photo on the cover of the Times, which had a distant camera shot of 
Zinsk just seconds before his body was struck by the train. She looked 
closely at the photograph, and as she did, her face turned white, and 
her hands began to shake.

It was half past seven, and Chris and Karen were having breakfast when 
John and Sara came into the kitchen. Sara was in a robe as was John, and 
John looked at the two of them eating and asked, “Are you two going to get 
your own place or at least start buying and eating your own food?”

Chris spoke with his mouth full and said, “We are banking back 
money to buy a house, John. You know that.”

Sara sat down at the table, blowing on her coffee, and asked, “So, 
do you two know where you want to live?”

Karen said, “We have looked at some really, really nice houses in 
Santa Monica, but they are out of our price range.”
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Sara asked, “How much are we talking about?”
“We found a beautiful cottage style home on the beach on PCH 

with updated amenities and room for children. It’s really private even 
with the street traffic, but they want too much for it.”

“How much?” John asked.
“Three point five million. There’s no way we could afford the 

mortgage. We talked to our banker and just the impound for the property 
taxes and homeowners insurance would be an insane number.”

Sara looked at John, and the two locked eyes for a few moments, 
then John nodded at Sara, who said, “We want to buy you kids your first 
home. Consider it a wedding gift from us.”

Chris sat silent, and Karen nearly flipped the table over running 
for John and Sara, screaming and crying. John looked at Chris and 
asked, “Are you okay?”

His eyes were a little red, and he said, “That just too much, John. 
I mean, you have done so much for Karen and me, but this is just 
over the top.”

John laughed and said, “Not really. You still have to pay the 
property tax and home owners insurance, so, in a way, you still have 
a pretty sizable debt. Plus, upkeep on a beachfront home is no small 
feat.” Chris nodded and stood up and shook John’s hand then hugged 
him and Sara.

Sara was laughing through tears and looked at Karen and said, 
“Call your realtor and set up a time to meet. Is the house vacant?” 
Karen nodded. “Well, then, we can do an immediate escrow, and you 
two could close and move in for New Year’s if you want to.”

Karen ran off to call the realtor, and Chris kissed Sara on the 
cheek and said, “You have no idea what this means to us.”

“Oh, but I do, Chris. Now, don’t you have work today?” He 
nodded, and Sara shooed him off to get dressed. She turned to look 
at John who was looking down at his tablet. She frowned and said, 
“I know that look.” John nodded, and she asked, “Do I need to set up 
an operating room?”
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John nodded and said, “I will meet Chris at the office. I have a 
stop to make on my way in.”

“You have a stop to make?” John shook his head, and Sara said, 
“Are you going to have to gear up?”

“No. This will be an informal Eagle visit.”
Sara laughed and said, “There is no such thing.”

Riggs McEllen was sitting in Jim’s office when he arrived. Jim 
didn’t say anything. He walked around his desk and put the cup of 
coffee he had brought in with him and a scone down on his desk as 
he hung up his coat. Riggs sat silent, and Jim walked to the window 
and cracked it, lit a cigarette, and asked, “So, are you ready to cross 
over to the dark side?”

Riggs laughed and said, “I thought I was already on the dark side.”
“There are darker sides that you know nothing about Riggs. 

Sam’s going to need help. She’s going to need long-term help once 
she is sworn in. I have agreed to stay on for six months; however, 
recent events have put that timing into question.”

Riggs nodded and lowered his eyes and said, “I heard, Jim. I’m 
really, really sorry. How is Barb handling this?”

Jim took another hit off his cigarette and said, “A fuck load better 
than I am. A hell of a lot better than I am.”

Riggs opened his mouth to speak when he heard Sam’s voice 
from behind him, “Mr. McEllen, what a nice surprise.”

Riggs stood up and shook Sam’s hand and said, “Well, Jim has 
been warning me that coming to your department is a step over to 
the dark side.”

Sam nodded and said, “I don’t play politics, Riggs. Jim and I see 
things very much eye to eye. I’m not politically correct, and I want to 
build a team of deputies, undersheriffs, and others who take protecting 
and serving the people of Los Angeles County seriously.”
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“I don’t play games, Sheriff-Elect Pritchard. I come from a long 
line of cops. I’m the fourth generation here in Los Angeles, and I have 
relatives who are cops across this country.”

Sam sat down and asked Jim, “What do you think Riggs can 
bring to the table for me and the department?”

Jim stubbed out his cigarette and said, “Honesty, a clear vision, 
accountability, and leadership, Sam. I have known Riggs since he was 
a beat cop in Compton. The man knows the streets of Los Angeles. 
He understands the issues of our jail system, our street system, and, 
most importantly, how to keep up morale when things get tough. And 
believe me, they will get tough.”

She nodded and said, “The transfer process from LAPD will be 
pretty seamless. Based on your experience, I would like to have you 
as my undersheriff.”

Riggs looked shocked, and Jim nodded and said, “That’s right. She 
wants you as second in command. Sam already has the rest of her team 
picked. They haven’t been notified yet but will be before New Year’s.”

Riggs sat back and said, “I’m flattered, but I don’t know that I 
have the experience for such a demanding position. Aren’t you going 
to ruffle a lot of feathers in the department with this decision? I mean, 
there are a lot of men and women who have worked in the department 
for decades who feel they earned this position.”

Sam said, “I want an outsider to come into the department as my 
second in command. I need someone who can look objectively at the 
department and give me guidance and recommendations from a third 
party perspective. It’s too easy to keep the same old staff and move 
them up and never make any real changes. The Los Angeles County 
Sheriff’s Department is the largest in the United States. We need to 
be a model for other departments as well as for local law enforcement 
agencies. Are you interested in the job?”

“Yes. I’m ready. Just tell me what you need me to do.”
Sam pulled a records request form and called human resources and 

asked them to expedite Rigg’s application. She handed Riggs a stack of 
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forms and said, “Fill these out and hand them in to HR at LAPD. It will 
take a few hours. You’ll get a notice of transfer later today. Once you 
have it, come back here to HR, and we will take it from there.”

Riggs took the forms and stood up. Jim looked at him and said, 
“Move quickly, Riggs. We need you on board tomorrow.” He nodded 
and walked out the office door.

Sam looked at Jim and asked, “Are you sure about this?”
Jim walked back over to his desk and said, “I have never been 

more sure about anything. Riggs will give you the fresh insight into 
the department you can’t get from anyone else. Now, you and I have 
the business of trying to help John and Chris catch a killer.”
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Chapter Seventeen
“He didn’t look happy.”

J
ohn knocked on the door of Christine’s home at eight thirty, 
but there was no answer. He looked around and didn’t see any 
vehicles and checked his tablet to see that her car was parked at 

the IRS building downtown. The house was nestled between several 
other smaller homes in the Canoga Park neighborhood in the San 
Fernando Valley. He walked the perimeter and found a tall, wooden 
gate and pulled on the string latch, and it opened. As he walked 
around the back of the house, he pulled out an earbud and listened 
with his amplifier for any noise from the windows. There was none. 
The surveillance detection units in his pockets were buzzing lightly, 
but he knew that that meant little as the other houses were so close 
together that he could be picking up signals from any one of them. 
He looked around and spotted several small cameras on the corner 
of the house and took note of them, unconcerned about the units as 
he had his frequency jammer in his jacket, so there was no image of 
him being picked up by the wireless units. He heard a lawnmower 
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two doors down and slipped back out the gate and returned to his 
truck. He sat for a moment looking at how the house was nestled in 
the neighborhood of lower middle class homes then drove off.

John had just turned onto Victory Boulevard when his cell phone 
rang. Jade’s voice was calm on the other end of the line. “I thought you 
would like to know that tox reports are in on Zinsk and Rick Gerrard.”

“And?”
“And they both had high levels of chloroform in their blood. Your 

killer is knocking them out when he grabs them but making sure that 
they are quite alert when their end comes.”

John thanked her and immediately called Jim.
“O’Brian.”
“I just got off the phone with Jade. The M.O. for the victims is 

the same. The killer is drugging them then allowing levels to drop so 
they are alert for their deaths.”

There was a pause, and then Jim said, “Well skip to my fuckin’ 
lou, John. How does this help us catch a killer?”

“It doesn’t. All it does is tells us that it is the same guy, and he 
uses the same technique to catch his prey.”

Jim was sitting in his office with Sam and asked, “So, where the 
hell are you?”

“Coming back from Alton’s home.”
Jim looked at Sam and then the phone in his hand and asked, “What 

the fuck is your trip with Alton? Alton isn’t killing these people, 
John. You’re losing your perspective here, your priority. There is 
a killer out there using the city and county of Los Angeles’ public 
transportation system to murder employees of the IRS. A federal 
agency that you are supposed to be protecting and investigating. 
What the hell is wrong with you?”

John was turning onto the 405 Freeway headed for his office and 
said, “I don’t know why, but I think that Alton knows who the killer is.”

“Then BRING HER ASS IN! Have the Eagle grab her.”
John was quiet for a few minutes then said, “I want you to have 
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your men pick her up for interrogation. I’m going to have Chris pick 
up Roy Rutland.”

Jim put the phone on speaker and asked John to repeat his 
instructions. Sam halfcocked her head and asked, “Are you going to be 
here for Alton’s interrogation?”

“Yes. I’ll have Chris take Rutland to our offices downtown. When 
you have Alton, call me, and I will come to your office.”

Jim looked at Sam, who just shrugged. He said, “Okay … I don’t 
know what your trip is, but I will have Alton picked up. You’re 
tracking everyone. Where is she?”

“At her office at the IRS.”
“Do you want her walked out in cuffs, or do you want it subtler?”
“Subtle.”
Jim sat back and asked, “And what about this Omar guy, this Arab 

asshole. He screams motive, John, and you’re ignoring him. Did you know 
that he rode the train last night after you released him and the others?”

John was exiting the freeway at Wilshire and asked, “How do you 
know that?”

“One of my officers rides the Metrolink and recognized him 
getting on a train at Union Station.”

“Was the train heading for Hollywood?”
Jim called out into the office, “Gary. Gary.” Gary Haskel walked 

into the office. “Gary, you told me you saw Omar Hussain getting on a 
train at Union Station last night, right?”

He nodded and said, “It looked like the guy. I’m pretty sure.”
Sam asked, “Do you know Mr. Hussain?”
Gary nodded and said, “Um … yeah. I took a couple of classes 

with him at Pasadena City College last year. I didn’t talk to him much 
though, and I don’t think he saw me.”

John spoke up and asked, “Where were you two headed?”
“I was heading to my home in Simi Valley. Omar got off in Van Nuys.”
“Did you notice anything unusual?” John’s voice was cold as he 

asked the question.
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“He didn’t look happy. I was going to go talk to him, but he got 
off the train before I could.”

Jim said, “Well, we know Omar was on a train last night.”
Sam said, “Going the wrong damn direction.”
Sam thanked him, and Gary turned to leave but stopped and turned 

around and said, “Come to think of it, I also saw Randy Walker in 
the station as well, but I see him all the time. He takes the Metrolink 
every day.”

“Every day?” John asked. “You see Mr. Walker in Union Station 
every day?”

“Sure.”
“How well do you know him?”
“Pretty well. We ride part of the way on the train every day. He 

usually gets on either in Chatsworth or Van Nuys, and we ride into 
downtown and then walk a few blocks together before he heads for 
his office and I head to mine. Why?”

Jim thanked Gary and asked him to close the door on his way 
out. When the door was shut, Jim said, “Randy Walker rides the train 
every day? Did you know this?”

“No. He hasn’t even been on my radar.”
Jim said, “Well, I don’t know about you, John, but he’s on the 

damn radar now.” John agreed and hung up the line.

Omar was sitting in the break room at the IRS office when Randy 
walked in. He didn’t say anything, just sipped his coffee. Randy sat 
down across from him and asked, “Just coming on or going off?”

“Going off.”
Randy had a bagel that he was slathering cream cheese on and 

asked, “Can I ask you a question, Omar?”
Omar’s eyes went to slits, and he looked hard at Randy and said, 

“What type of question?”
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“Yesterday, when the FBI grabbed us, why did you plead the fifth 
and have your attorney there?”

Omar sipped his coffee and said, “I didn’t want to have issues 
with the FBI. I know my rights, and with all of the killing happening 
I wanted protection.”

Randy was eating and sipping his coffee and asked, “You do know 
that bringing in your lawyer makes you look guilty, right?”

Omar stood up and said, “I’m going home.”
Randy laughed and said, “Hey, I meant no offense, Omar. I’m 

just saying in this current political climate, and being from Iran, the 
cops are going to pick you out over the rest of us. You probably did 
the right thing. Remember, the cops aren’t your friends. They will 
talk to you ten different ways until they get you to say something 
suspicious even if you haven’t done anything wrong.”

Omar stopped near the trash can as he was getting ready to throw 
away his paper cup and said, “You’re a racist, Randy. Just because I 
come from another country and have a different religion from you, 
you automatically think the worst of me. I have had it with this. I 
haven’t done anything wrong. I’m an American citizen. I pay my 
taxes. I work hard to help what’s left of my family, and all I get for 
it is being treated like garbage.”

Randy finished his bagel and said, “Like I said … I didn’t mean 
to infer anything. I don’t care what God you worship. I see you with 
your little prayer rug go into the maintenance room several times a 
day, and I have never said anything about it. Don’t bite my head off 
for asking a simple question and making a statement of fact. You 
have worked here for a long time. I have seen you and your family 
off and on through the years. I know that the IRS has been on your 
family’s case for years and years. I don’t think that it’s right. I think 
it’s pretty shitty, to be honest with you, but there is nothing I can do 
about it. There is nothing you can do about it either. You just have 
to roll with the punches. I was just making an observation based on 
your life and background that you are most likely a prime suspect. I 
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know how the FBI works, and I can tell you, you won’t know you’re 
a suspect until they slap the cuffs on you and lead you to jail.”

Omar had an angry look on his fac. He walked over to the sink and 
put his hands on the counter. He was taking deep breaths as Randy 
asked him to move so that he could wash the knife he’d used to cut 
his bagel. Omar moved aside, and Randy washed the knife and then 
laid it on the counter next to the sink and said, “There is a solution to 
every problem, Omar. Sometimes you just have to be creative.”

Omar stood silent for a moment then slammed his fist down on the 
counter, accidentally slicing his hand on the knife blade. He pulled his hand 
back quickly as blood ran down his arm and onto the floor. Randy grabbed 
some paper towels and grabbed Omar’s hand and said, “For crying out 
loud, Omar. Are you trying to kill yourself? Shit.” Omar had tears in his 
eyes, and Randy said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to push you so hard. Let 
me see your hand.” Omar put it out to Randy, who turned on the water in 
the sink and washed off the cut and wrapped some paper towels around the 
wound. “You cut it pretty deep, Omar. You’re going to need stitches. Do 
you have a doctor you can go to or a hospital near your home?”

Omar nodded and said, “I live close to Northridge Hospital. I’ll 
go there and have them look at it.”

“I’d offer you a ride, but I don’t have my car. I take the train.” Omar 
thanked him and told him he took the train as well and that he would be 
fine. He started to clean up the blood, and Randy said, “I will take care 
of this. You get to the hospital and get that cut looked at.”

Omar thanked him and walked out as Randy started to wipe up 
the blood. When Omar was out of the room, Randy pulled a plastic 
sandwich bag from a box in one of the breakroom drawers and put the 
bloody towels in the bag and sealed it up. He called for the janitors to 
clean up the rest of the breakroom and then walked back to his office. 
He sat down at his desk and put the bag with Omar’s blood in his coat 
pocket then sat back and smiled and said to himself, “Now I have the 
last piece I need to make this a wrap and send Omar’s ass to prison. I 
just have two more people to deal with, and I’m getting the hell out of 
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here.” He was smiling to himself as he stared out the window of his 
office, humming lightly under his breath.

It was one fifteen, and Sara and Karen had finished their rounds. 
Karen pulled a chart from the front desk in the ER as did Sara, and the 
two women went to different rooms. Karen walked into the exam room 
and saw Omar sitting in a chair holding his right hand. Blood had soaked 
through the paper towels. “Well, I see you have quite the cut there, Mr. 
Hussain. I’m Doctor Faber. Would you please have a seat on the exam 
table?” Omar did as instructed, and Karen pulled a small steel medical 
table over and had him rest his hand on a small cloth. She turned on the 
operating lights and looked at the cut carefully and said, “You really cut 
the right side of your thumb deep. What happened?” Karen was cleaning 
the wound as Omar explained his situation. She cleaned out the cut and 
said, “You are going to need about ten to fifteen stitches. I would like 
to have another doctor who is also a plastic surgeon take a look at this 
wound. I can stitch you up, but I will leave a scar. We have one of the best 
plastic surgeons in the state here.” Omar nodded, and Karen called out to 
the front desk to page Sara and another doctor.

Omar looked at Karen and asked, “How old are you?” Karen 
laughed as Sara and another female doctor entered the room.

“Nineteen, and I have been a doctor for nearly five years, Mr. 
Hussain.”

Sara walked in with Doctor Clarice Walker, who was an FACS-
certified plastic surgeon. Sara and Clarice were brought up to speed 
on Omar’s situation, and Clarice looked at the wound and then said, 
“I really think I should operate here. There is muscle that has been cut 
as well as a nicked tendon.”

Omar asked, “Is all of this necessary? It’s just a cut.”
Clarice looked at him and said, “You are hurt more than you know, 

Mr. Hussain. You need surgery. It won’t take long to do, but you need it 
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right away.” Omar nodded, and Karen called for an orderly to take him 
up to outpatient surgery. Sara and Karen left the exam room so that it 
could be cleaned for the next patient.

Karen had blood on her coat, and Sara said, “You need to take that 
coat off and put it in a biohazard bag.” Karen nodded and pulled a bag 
from one of the closets and put the coat in it and then grabbed another 
from the doctor’s lounge. She put the bag down near her locker and 
went back to work.

Christine was sitting at her desk working when two Sheriff’s 
deputies in plain clothes entered her office. There was very little chit 
chat. She was asked to accompany them, which she did with little 
fanfare. The office was bustling as she walked out behind the two 
deputies, and no one seemed fazed. When she was put in the car, she 
asked, “Do one of you want to explain this to me?”

One of the deputies said, “We are only following orders, Ms. 
Alton. All will be explained to you at headquarters.” Christine sat 
back in the car and let her head rest on the back seat. She looked 
around at the car doors with no handles, and the steel cage that 
separated her from the deputies. She started moving around, and the 
driver said, “Ms. Alton, you are going to hurt yourself.”

“I’m having a goddamned panic attack. I’m claustrophobic, and I 
can’t get out.”

The deputy pulled the car over, and Christine was moved to the 
front seat as the other deputy sat in the back. The driver helped her 
fasten her seatbelt and asked, “Are you better now?” She nodded as 
they drove on to the Sheriff’s Department.
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Chapter Eighteen
“You are a real piece  

of work, lady.”

S
am was on the phone with Maria when Christine Alton was 
brought in and placed in an interrogation room. She told Maria 
that she loved her and hung up. She walked to Jim’s office and 

said, “Alton is here.”
Jim looked up from his desk where he had been reading a report and 

said, “Oh, the guys are back? Which one reported her arrival to you?”
“No one needed to tell me. I saw her being brought in.”
Jim sat back in his chair and said, “Oh … I see I touched yet 

another fuckin’ nerve. Let me guess. Another damn lover of yours?” 
Sam didn’t respond, and Jim laughed and asked, “Is there any woman 
in Los Angeles that you haven’t had in your bed?”

Sam got angry and then ripped into Jim, “Just because I know someone 
doesn’t fuckin’ mean that I bedded them or fucked around with them. 
Believe it or not, for a city of this size, the gay and lesbian community is 
small, and the openly deviant sexual community is even smaller.”
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Jim lit a cigarette and offered one to her. She accepted and walked 
over next to him. He lit both cigarettes and asked, snapping his Zippo 
shut in true Jim O’Brian fashion, “What the fuck is going to happen 
when you walk into that room?”

Sam took a deep hit off the smoke and said, “It would be better if 
you and John interviewed her. You don’t want me in the room with her.”

“Why?” Jim asked, blowing smoke out the window.
“We have a history.”
“What kind of fuckin’ history?”
Sam paced the room for a few seconds and said, “I didn’t put two 

and two together on the name. First, it’s pretty common, and, second, 
she was a cop before she was a part of the IRS. I knew her and her 
late partner Patricia Salazar.”

Jim sighed and asked, “And just how the hell did you know 
them?”

Sam shook her head in a defeatist way and said, “The two were 
dominatrices, and I was a young woman trying to figure out if I 
was straight, gay, or bi. I met Patricia at a bar one night, and we got 
to talking, and one thing led to another, and we ended up in bed. 
The sex was great until Alton walked in on the two of us, and all 
hell broke loose. Patricia calmed things with Alton, and by the time 
Patricia was done speaking, the three of us were having sex.”

Jim just shook his head and said, “It seems like everyone I know 
has had more sex with more damn people than I have had in my entire 
life.” Sam laughed, and Jim asked, “Then what happened?”

“Nothing. It was a one-night stand. Patricia talked me into doing 
some scenes in her bondage and S&M stuff, but it wasn’t for me, 
which pissed off Alton.”

Jim just shook his head and said, “Call Swenson and tell him that 
we have Alton here if he wants to be here while I talk to her.”

Sam called John then hung up and said, “He will be here in ten 
minutes. He wants you to wait to talk to her until he is here.” Jim 
nodded, lighting another cigarette.
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The Northridge Hospital ER was quiet for the middle of the 
afternoon. Barbara had just stepped off the elevator after seeing her 
oncologist when Sara saw her out of the corner of her eye. “Barb!” 
Barbara looked over at Sara and waved, and Sara walked up to her 
and asked, “What did Tracy say?”

Barbara had a smile on her face and said, “The same thing she said 
before. I’m not supposed to be here.”

Sara shook her head and said, “You are a real piece of work, lady.”
“Yeah, well, that might be, but I’m a piece of work that has all of you 

bastards confused. She wants me to do an experimental drug at UCLA.”
Sara shook her head and said, “I don’t know what’s going on, but 

I stand by what we have talked about. Leave a sleeping dog lie. We’re 
all going to die, you included, but you should not tempt fate.”

Barbara pulled a cigarette out of the pocket of her uniform and put 
it between her teeth and motioned with her head for Sara to follow. 
The two women walked out of the ER and over to the smoker’s area, 
and Barbara lit her cigarette and said, “Do you know the one thing 
that terrifies me?” Sara shook her head and sat down on the concrete 
bench. “What terrifies me is that I’m going to go to sleep and just not 
wake up. That there will be no warning, and Jimmy is going to find 
me dead. That’s what terrifies me.”

“You have no control over this, Barb. There isn’t a damn thing that 
you can do about when and how you die. You could drop dead here 
and now, and there would be nothing I could do to save you. Have you 
and Jim taken care of your advanced directive and DNR?”

Barbara took a deep drag off the cigarette and said, “Yeah … all 
of that is done. We did it years ago when we remarried. We just had 
to do some updating since we have money now and all of that goes 
over to Jimmy.”

Sara smiled and said, “Who knows? You could end up outliving 
all of us.”
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Barbara laughed and said, “That too is something that scares the 
hell out of me. I am going to stay on the job for another six months, 
assuming I live that long, and Jimmy is going to keep working for 
the Sheriff’s Department. I’m more worried about Jimmy catching 
a bullet than I am about dying of the cancer right now. It always 
happens that way, just weeks or days from retirement, and a good 
cop gets killed by some random asshole.”

Sara put her hand on Barbara’s shoulder and said, “One day at a 
time, Barb. One day at a time.” Barbara nodded and started to stub 
out her cigarette when Karen and Clarice came walking out the ER 
doors dressed in surgical scrubs.

Karen waved to Barbara and Sara, and the two women approached. 
Karen hugged Barbara and asked how she was doing. They made 
small talk, and Karen introduced Clarice to Barbara, and Clarice 
said, “O’Brian? Are you related to Sheriff Jim O’Brian?”

Barbara got a light smirk on her face and said, “That depends. Do 
you know him?”

“Only by reputation.”
Barbara laughed, “Well, then, I know you don’t like him. Yes. 

Jim’s my husband. Why do you ask?”
Clarice wobbled a little and said, “Just curious, that’s all.”
Sara looked at her and asked, “How is Mr. Hussain doing?”
“He’s doing fine. I used a local on him, and he is getting ready to 

leave the hospital.”
Karen asked, “Will he be able to play the violin?”
The women laughed, and Clarice said, “If he plays it now, he will 

still be able to play it again, but not for a few months.”
Barbara excused herself and headed for her car. Karen and Sara 

walked back into the hospital with Clarice behind them, and Clarice 
asked Sara, “Isn’t your husband an FBI agent?”

Sara nodded, and Karen said, “My fiancée is a special agent with 
the FBI as well. He actually works with Sara’s husband John. Why 
do you ask?”
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Clarice’s eyes began to fill with tears, and she said, “I’m scared.”
Sara and Karen put their arms on Clarice. Her thin five-foot six-

inch frame towering over the two women. Sara asked, “For God’s 
sake, you’re trembling. What’s going on?”

Clarice sat down in one of the waiting room chairs and put her 
head in her hands and started sobbing and said, “I don’t know … I 
mean, I know, or I think I know, but I don’t want to admit it.”

Sara said, “Let’s go to the lounge. We can talk privately in there.” 
The three women walked off down the hall with their arms around 
each other.

It was three thirty, and the sun was low on the horizon. Randy 
walked out of the federal building and was making his way across the 
street to a local sandwich shop. Roy was coming out of the building as 
well and called out to him, “Are you heading over to Phillip’s Deli?” 
Randy nodded, and Roy asked, “Do you want some company?”

“Sure. Why not. Come on. I’ll buy you a sandwich.” Roy ran over 
to meet up with him, and the two walked into the small crowded deli. 
Randy asked, “French dip?” Roy nodded, and Randy ordered, and the 
two men sat down at a small counter looking out over the street at the 
federal building while they waited for their number to be called.

Roy asked, “So, how have you been? I haven’t talked to you in a while.”
Randy sat sipping his soda and said, “Good, good, and you?”
“Outside of being hauled in by the FBI for questioning in Rick’s 

killing, I’m all good.” Their number was called, and Roy rushed up 
to the counter and picked up the plastic tray with the two sandwiches 
on it and asked for some extra au jus for his sandwich. He put the tray 
down, and the two men started eating.

Randy said with a mouth full of food, “That was the damnedest 
thing, huh? The damn FBI hauling the three of us in like we were 
common criminals.”
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Roy was dipping his sandwich and said, “I don’t know, Randy. I have 
been told the FBI only talks to people that they suspect of wrongdoing.”

Randy finished off the last of his sandwich then looked at Roy and 
asked, “So, are you the one murdering people all over the city?”

Roy’s face dropped, and he said, “No! Oh for God’s sake. No. I have 
my demons, but murder isn’t one of them.”

“We all have our demons. Murder isn’t one of mine either. So, 
what’s your biggest demon, Roy? What do you have tucked in your 
closet of skeletons?”

He finished off the rest of the sandwich and thanked Randy for 
it as he got up and threw away the trash. The two men walked out 
into the cooler than usual Los Angeles afternoon, and he said, “Me? 
There’s nothing in my closet that has anything to do with murder. Shit. 
The worst thing I do is have kinky sex.”

Randy stopped dead in his tracks and asked, “Kinky sex? What the 
hell kind of kinky sex?”

“You know … I like to fool around with a little BDSM.”
Randy laughed and said, “Seriously? You’re into BDSM?”
“Yeah. Why do you look so surprised? We both use the same 

mistress.”
Randy looked at Roy sternly and said, “I’m not into that stuff, Roy. 

Who told you such a thing?”
“Mistress Christy mentioned your name once or twice.”
Randy asked, “Mistress Christy? Who the hell is Mistress Christy?”
Roy got a scared look on his face as he stared into Randy’s cold 

black eyes. Randy stood six two with a muscular build. The sunlight 
was shining off a large bald spot on the top of his head, and the graying 
black hair on each side was a little tussled. Roy backpedaled and 
said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you. When she learned that I 
worked for the IRS she mentioned that she had a few clients from our 
office and said the name Randy. But, hell, we have four people named 
Randy just in our unit alone, and two of them are women. I’m sorry I 
made an assumption that it was you.”
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“Well, you made one hell of a bad assumption. Who else have you 
told about me and this Mistress Christy?”

“No one.”
Randy looked into Roy’s eyes and pulled the five-foot eight one 

hundred and fifty pound man to his face and said, “I better never hear my 
name mentioned in connection with your little fuck buddy again. Am I 
clear?” Roy nodded slowly, and Randy tapped Roy on the head and said, 
“Good. Unfounded rumors like that cause the collapse of marriages and 
start all kinds of shit for people.” Randy pushed Roy back and walked 
into the office building. Roy kept a good stride behind him then stopped 
inside the foyer and combed his long brown hair before heading back to 
work with his janitor’s cart on the main level.

John was sitting next to Sam looking through the two-way mirror 
at Jim and Christine in the interrogation room. He said to Sam through 
the darkness, “I understand that you and Ms. Alton have some history?” 
Sam nodded through the ambient light that was coming in from the 
interrogation room. “As soon as we are finished with Ms. Alton, I want 
to talk to you about that history.”

Sam looked over at John, who was staring straight ahead into the 
room, and asked, “What on earth for?”

John never looked away. He simply said, “Because I have some 
questions for you. Now please be quiet.” Sam looked back into the room.

Alton was angry. “What the hell is going on here, Sheriff? You 
send two thugs to my office to haul me downtown. What’s the 
meaning of this?”

Jim was seated in full uniform to the side so that John could see his 
profile and said, “I want to ask you about Patricia Salazar.”

Christine got a sad and angry look on her face and asked, “Patti has 
been dead for nearly two years. What could you possibly want to know 
about my dead lover?”
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Jim sat stoic and asked, “The night that Ms. Salazar was murdered, 
she had been in a cop bar that doubled as a BDSM dungeon … a 
dungeon that was actually part of an elaborate sex trafficking ring 
that was exploiting men and women as sex slaves, who were also 
being murdered.”

Alton’s expression never changed, and she said, “And what the 
hell does that have to do with me?”

“Did you go to the bar, the dungeon? Did you participate in BDSM 
there?”

Alton’s expression remained the same, and she said, “I went to the 
bar a lot. It was a hangout for the local cops.”

“And did you ever go into the dungeon?”
Christine looked at the mirror and asked, “Who the hell is in the 

viewing room?”
Jim looked over at the mirror and said, “That isn’t important. 

Please answer the question.”
Christine got angry and said, “I don’t know shit about the dungeon. 

I don’t know anything about the people killed there outside of what I 
read in the papers.”

“But Patricia was a regular at both the bar and the dungeon, right?”
Christine was getting more and more angry, “What Patricia did at 

the bar or the dungeon had nothing to do with me. The bitch was nuts. 
In the three years we were together, she hurt me really, really bad.”

“If she hurt you, why did you stay with her? Why didn’t you report 
the abuse to police?”

She laughed and said, “You don’t know shit about the lifestyle, do you 
Sheriff? There are lines, safe words, rules set out in advance. I like being 
submissive and receiving pain and being a dominatrix and administering 
pain, as long as my sub or my dom is willing to pay.”

Jim looked over at the mirror with a look of confusion on his face. 
Sam said, “She’s lying about the dungeon.”

John never took his eyes off Christine as he answered, “She’s lying 
about everything. Ms. Alton knows a lot more than she is telling.”
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Christine looked at the mirror and screamed, “WHO THE FUCK 
IS IN THERE?”

Jim laughed lightly and said, “You will know in good time, 
Ms. Alton. All in good time. So … you’re telling me that you are a 
dominatrix and a submissive for hire?”

“It’s not fucking prostitution. There’s no sex involved. It’s about 
giving and or receiving pain. I was a cop, remember, and I’m still a 
cop, just working for the IRS’s enforcement division. I have a gun and 
a badge. Now, I don’t know what the fuck game you and whomever is 
behind that glass is playing, but I want out of here.”

“In a bit. I still have some questions for you.”
Christine instinctively reached for her purse, but it wasn’t there. She 

started to hyperventilate and said, “I’m claustrophobic. I’m starting to 
freak out. I need my anti-anxiety medication, and it’s in my purse.”

Jim called out in the direction of the mirror, “Bring in Ms. Alton’s 
purse clear of weapons, please.”

There was silence, and Christine began to get more and more 
animated and jumped up and started screaming and ran over and 
started banging on the glass. “Give me my fuckin’ medication. What’s 
your goddamn problem? Why the fuck are you doing this to me?” She 
slid down the wall to the floor and huddled in the fetal position. The 
interrogation room door opened, and Sam walked in with the purse. 
She leaned down and placed it in front of Christine. When Christine 
saw Sam, she lashed out and struck her straight in the face. Sam fell 
backwards, and Jim rushed Christine and pinned her to the ground as 
Sam pushed herself back across the tile floor and up against the wall, 
holding her nose as blood poured out of it.

Jim cuffed Christine and then opened her purse and found several 
bottles of medication and asked, “Which drug do you need?”

Christine was glaring at Sam as Jim threw her a box of tissues. 
“It’s you. You fuckin’ cunt.”

Sam held the tissue against her face as both of her eyes began 
to blacken. She didn’t respond to Christine’s comment but pushed 
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herself up the wall and once standing said, “What the hell have you 
done, Christy?”

Christine calmed down and told Jim what medication she needed, 
and he put a pill in her mouth and gave her a sip of water and then 
lifted her and put her back in the chair. Sam stood bleeding, and Jim 
said, “I am now arresting you for assault on an officer.”

Christine laughed and said, “Assault? Assault? How do you assault 
a cunt who loves to bleed?”

Sam didn’t move, and Jim sat back down and said, “Sam, you 
need to go down the hall and see if there’s an EMT here and have 
them look at your face.”

Sam shook her head slowly and said with a nasally voice, “No, 
I’m fine. It’s not the first time I have been punched in the face by Ms. 
Alton, is it Christy?”

Alton was beginning to calm down and was even a little dopey and 
said, “No … no, it’s not. What the fuck have you been telling these 
fools, you bitch?”

Sam looked at her and said, “That you and I have history, as did 
Patti and I. This is just proof of why I got as far away from the two of 
you sick pricks as I could.”

Jim looked at Sam and asked, “Do you want to press charges 
against Ms. Alton for assault?”

Sam looked over at the mirror on the wall and then back at Christine 
and said, “No … Ms. Alton is about to meet karma.”

Alton’s face contorted, and she said, “Karma? You bitch. You’re 
telling lies about me and Patti.” She paused for a moment, and a 
huge smile broke across her face, and she asked, “Have you told 
Sheriff O’Brian about the dungeon? Have you told Sheriff O’Brian 
about how you and Patti used to play in the dungeon?” Sam’s eyes 
were tearing up, but Jim couldn’t tell if it was from the punch to the 
face she received or the words that Alton had said.

Jim looked at Sam and asked, “Do you know about the dungeon 
at Pete’s bar and what Salazar was doing there?” Sam didn’t respond. 
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She just looked over at the mirrored glass. Her stare was picked up 
by Jim and the look on Jim’s face said it all. His eyes moved in that 
direction, and from the look on his face Sam knew that the Iron 
Eagle had just listened to some damning information.
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Chapter Nineteen
“‘The lady doth protest too much.’”

M
ohamed walked into the living room of the small apartment he shared 
with Omar and saw the bandages on his hand. “What happened?”

Omar looked up at him and said, “I took some pain medication, 
so I’m a little out of it. I cut my hand at work.”

Mohamed sat down next to him and asked, “On what?”
“A knife.”
Mohamed looked baffled and asked, “How did you cut your hand 

on a knife at work?”
“Randy Walker is how.”
Mohamed nodded slowly and asked, “Did you kill him?”
Omar shook his head and said, “No. He put a knife down on a 

counter in our breakroom all the while harassing me until I got so angry 
I slammed my hand down, and the knife cut into my thumb. I went to 
the ER at Northridge, and they had to operate on it to fix the damage.”

“You know you need to do something about Randy. He’s not 
going to stop.”
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Omar nodded slowly and said, “All in good time, brother. All in 
good time. This is not the time to draw attention to myself or you.” 
Mohamed made a pot of tea and gave some to Omar, and the two men 
sat sipping the tea and talking in the dark apartment.

Christine’s cell phone was ringing in her purse on the desk in 
front of the interrogation room window. John looked at the caller ID 
on the phone, but the caller was unidentified. He pulled the phone 
open and replaced a small chip with another that he had in his pocket 
and closed the phone back up. He had seen enough, and he tapped 
on the glass, and Jim stood up and walked out of the room, leaving 
Sam and Christine alone. Jim walked in, and John said, “I want both 
of them in my lair.”

Jim sat down in the same chair that Sam had been sitting in and said, 
“John, come on. I know Sam, and I know she would never, never kill 
someone outside of the call of duty.”

John was staring into the room at the two women and said, “Sam 
is a straight arrow, Jim … indignant with the actions of the Eagle. 
Angry at him for the things that he does to the worst of the worst.”

Jim was shaking his head and said, “I’m not talking to John now, am 
I?” There was no response. “Hear her out. Talk to her, for God sake. Don’t 
just fuckin’ kill her. Sam’s a good cop. There has to be a logical explanation 
for this. There is no way that she has known about the dungeon murders 
or took part in them and kept it a secret all of these years.”

John kept his icy stare on the room and said, “You need to read 
more Shakespeare, Jim. ‘The lady doth protest too much.’” Jim 
looked through the glass at the two women locked in a stare down 
and just shook his head.
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Clarice was sitting in the lounge with Karen and Sara after their 
shifts were over. Sara sat silent as Clarice told them about the things 
that Randy had done and the lifestyle that he lived. She’d been talking 
for nearly an hour, and Sara and Karen were doing the best they could 
to write as well as listen and talk to her. Clarice took a deep breath and 
said, “I think that Randy is the Metrolink killer.” Sara got up from the 
small table the women were sitting at and walked into the changing 
room off the lounge and called John.

“Swenson.”
“John, it’s me. One of my doctors, who is devastatingly upset, 

believes that her husband is the Metrolink killer.”
“Really? What’s her husband’s name?”
“Randy Walker. He’s an agent with the IRS downtown.”
John was holding the phone close to his ear with Jim staring at 

him intensely. There were a few moments of silence, and John said, 
“The plot thickens.”

Sara looked confused and said, “What?”
“I know Mr. Walker, and I have talked to him along with two other 

men about these killings. What’s his wife’s name?”
“Clarice. Clarice Walker. She has one hell of a story, John.”
“Is she a jilted wife who wants to get back at her husband?”
“She’s been hurt by him based on what she has told me and Karen, but 

I don’t think she is looking to get her husband into trouble intentionally.”
“And what evidence does she have to offer that Mr. Walker is the 

killer we seek?”
“She has a copy of the Times and on the front page there is a 

photo taken by one of the Metrolink cameras seconds before the last 
victim was struck and killed. She told me that she looked at the 
picture really, really closely this morning, and she swears that there 
is a dark image of the very back of a small Jeep that her husband uses 
to carry BDSM equipment in.”

John was staring at the two women in the interrogation room. 
“Can you bring Mrs. Walker to the house?”
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Sara whispered into the phone, “As a guest of the Eagle or of 
mine for you to talk to?”

John said coldly, “A guest of yours.”
“I will make the offer and let you know.” Sara hung up the line 

and walked back into the lounge. “Clarice, my husband and I would 
like to have you over to our home for dinner tonight, and he would 
like to chat with you about this.”

Clarice looked at Karen and Sara and said, “That would be nice.” 
Sara set up the time to meet, and the three went back to work.

Roy was finishing up the last of his cleaning when Randy 
appeared seemingly out of nowhere. He jumped when Randy asked, 
“Did you drive today?”

“Yes sir. Why?”
“I took the train in, but my wife is going out of town, and I want 

to see her before she goes, and the train will take longer than a car 
to get me home. I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind giving me a 
ride home.”

Roy was putting the last items away and said, “Um … sure. You 
live in Chatsworth, right?” Randy nodded, and Roy said, “Well, it’s 
out of my way. I live in Reseda, but okay.”

Randy thanked him and said, “Just come by my office when you are 
ready to leave, and I will be ready to go.”

Roy nodded and told him it would be about ten minutes. Randy 
walked down the hall to his office and pulled the baggy of towels 
he had collected from Omar and put them in his overcoat then shut 
down his computer as Roy knocked on his office door. The two men 
walked out to Roy’s car. Randy looked at the early model sedan and 
said, “Nice wheels.”

Roy laughed and said, “Hey, what can I say? I don’t make bank 
as a janitor, so I have to save where I can.”
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Randy asked while buckling his seatbelt, “This thing will get me home, 
right?” Roy nodded and started the car and drove out of the structure.

Christine Alton walked out the front doors of the Sheriff’s station 
escorted by the two deputies that had picked her up earlier in the day. 
They drove her back to her office and dropped her off. She went inside 
and headed over to Randy’s only to find his lights off and office empty. 
She pulled out her cell phone and called him. “Where the hell are you?”

Roy was driving as Randy spoke on the phone. “I’m getting a ride 
home from one my coworkers.”

Christine said, “I thought you only rode the train.”
“That’s true, but I need to get home. Clarice is heading out of town, 

and I want to see her off.”
Christine paused then said, “You’re shittin’ me, right? You hate that 

bitch, and she hates you. What the fuck is going on?”
“What can I say? I just want to make sure she gets off okay. I’m getting 

a ride from Roy Rutland. He works in my office.” There was dead silence 
on the other end of the line, and he said, “Are you there? Did I lose you?”

Christine came back on the line and asked, “What the hell are 
you doing with Roy?”

Randy laughed and said, “Well, based on some new revelations I 
could ask you the same question … couldn’t I?”

“Jesus, Randy. I do the kid every now and then. I have been his sub 
a few times.”

Randy was cold and said, “Yeah, I heard my name came up. Do 
you know anything about that?” Roy looked over at Randy and asked 
if everything was okay. Randy nodded and said, “An old friend. 
We’re just catching up. I won’t be but a minute.”

Christine said, “Randy, I just spent the past several hours at the 
damn Sheriff’s office downtown getting grilled about Patricia and the 
dungeon killings from a few years ago.”



Metro • 143142 • Chapter Nineteen

“And what does that have to do with me?”
“What does it have to do with you?” she asked. “What does it 

have to do with you? You’re fucking kidding me, right? You and Patti 
had a deal with the dungeon at Pete’s bar. Do you have amnesia? You 
two were working with smugglers to keep the dungeon stocked with 
slaves as toys for your very own amusement.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. But listen, will you be 
home later?”

“Yes … I don’t have any clients tonight. Do you want to come to my 
place, or should I come to yours?”

“I’ll let you know.” Randy hung up the line. Christine angrily called 
him back but got voicemail and yelled into the message box everything 
that she had been speaking to him about then hung up the phone.

 Roy was exiting the 101 Freeway on Desoto Avenue, and Randy 
said, “I really appreciate the ride. Usually, I’m not in a rush, but it’s 
kind of a special occasion.” Roy nodded. They pulled up in front of 
the house, but there were no lights on. Randy said, “It doesn’t look 
like my wife is home from work yet. Hey, what do you say to a beer? 
It’s the least I can do for making you drive all the way out here?”

“Sure,” Roy said as he pulled in the driveway.
“We don’t use the front door. We go in the back of the house. 

You can pull all the way to the back.” Roy backed up and pulled into 
the driveway that circled around the back of the house. He parked, 
and followed Randy into the kitchen where Randy told him to have 
a seat.

“I will just be a second. I need to take a load of clothing out of the 
dryer.”

Roy sat down on a small bench in the breakfast nook of the house 
and said, “You have a really nice home.”

Randy yelled from out of sight, “Thanks. My wife and I have lived 
here for twenty years, and the house has been one of our pet projects.”

Roy got comfortable and said, “I don’t think I have ever asked this 
before, but what does your wife do?”
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Randy pulled a small gym bag out and filled it with the clothes from 
the dryer then reappeared and opened the refrigerator in the kitchen 
and pulled out two bottles of beer. He grabbed two pilsner glasses from 
a cabinet and put them on the counter. Roy was looking around, and 
Randy pulled a small vial from his pocket and put a couple of drops of 
clear liquid into Roy’s glass and poured the beer and sat down with him.

“My wife is a very, very popular plastic surgeon.”
Roy took a swig of the beer then stopped and looked at the glass and 

asked, “This is a bit bitter? What brand of beer is this?” Randy handed 
him the bottle, and Roy looked at it and said, “Your own brew?”

“Yeah. I like making beer and wine in my spare time. It’s a hobby 
I have been doing for three decades. It does have a bit of a bite. I 
think I put too many hops in this batch. It’s good stuff, though, and 
high in alcohol, so you don’t want to drink more than two.”

Roy wrinkled his nose and then shrugged and drank down the glass 
of beer and emptied the bottle into the glass. “So, is your wife one of 
those Beverly Hills plastic surgeons?”

Randy laughed and said, “I wish. Then I could devote all of my 
time to making my hobby my job and quit the service. No, sadly, she 
prefers to care for the unwashed masses. She works at Northridge 
Hospital and is the head of the plastic surgery department there.” 
Roy shook his head a bit, and Randy asked if he was okay.

Roy nodded slowly and said, “You weren’t kidding about this beer 
being strong. I already have a pretty heavy buzz going on.”

Randy smiled and asked, “So, why do you drive that junk car? You 
can afford a better set of wheels.”

“Well I might, but I am saving my money for a house as well as 
paying for school. The CPA examination isn’t cheap, and I hope to 
sit for it next year.”

“You really are going places. Was Rick working with you on 
advancing in the service?”

Roy shook his head a few times and said, “I really feel strange, 
like I’m going to pass out.”
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“That is exactly what’s going to happen in about two minutes. First, you 
are going to lose your coordination and then your ability to move; however, 
before you do slip out of consciousness, tell me … do you like trains?”

Clarice arrived at Sara’s house at seven. She looked around the huge 
foyer and out to the formal living room and the views out to the Pacific 
and asked, “How much money do you have?”

Sara laughed and said, “I inherited a large sum of money some 
years ago. My husband John and I like our privacy as well as 
entertaining, so we built this house.”

Clarice walked into the living room and started looking at the art on 
the walls and several sculptures and asked, “Is that an original Picasso?”

Sara nodded. “He’s one of my husband’s favorite artists. We picked 
three of his works up at a Christies auction last year. My husband is an 
avid art collector.” Karen walked in from the kitchen, and Sara said, 
“Clarice has never been to the house before. Let’s take her on a tour.”

Karen laughed and said, “Okay. I’ll have one of the workers bring us 
a golf cart, so we can see the grounds in time for dinner.”

Clarice asked, “That was a joke, right?”
Sara shook her head and said, “I’m afraid not. This house spans nearly 

a quarter of a mile with three miles of land around it. We just completed 
the west wing of the house three months ago, and we are toying with an 
idea to build an underwater tunnel that will lead out into the Pacific to a 
large glass entertainment room like an enclosed aquarium.”

Clarice was staring up at the ceilings when Karen pulled up on the 
pool deck with the golf cart. Clarice asked, “Can you do something 
like that? I would think the permits alone would be astronomical, not 
to mention the cost to build?”

Sara showed her to the cart and when they were seated said, “We 
have already had an environmental impact report done, and we’ve 
been cleared by building and safety and have the permits. We’re just 
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waiting on our architect and an estimate from our contractor who 
built the house for us, but it will cost nearly fifty million dollars.” 
Clarice just stared in disbelief as Karen drove the golf cart onto a 
small path outside the living room.
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Chapter Twenty
“Let’s take a look and  

see who was at my house.”

T
he office at FBI headquarters was sparsely populated. Chris was 
sitting in John’s office as he played with his cell phone.

“What are you doing?”
“I tapped Alton’s phone, and now I’m going to check her call 

log.” Chris sat staring off into space as John put the phone on speaker. 
“We’ll be able to hear any voice messages she has left or received in 
the past forty-eight hours.”

Chris shook his head and said, “With a warrant we could get 
her entire call history.” John nodded and pressed a few buttons, 
and Christine’s voice came on the line. The two men listened to the 
message that she had left for Randy Walker, and as she finished, Chris 
said, “You were right. She was in on the slave killings.”

“Randy Walker knew about it all, too.”
“That doesn’t mean that either of them is the Metrolink killer.”
John nodded and said, “We know that Walker has known about 
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the killings at the bar and the sex trafficking that was going on. We 
know that he’s into a savage BDSM lifestyle. I’m going to go out on 
a limb and say that he is also a killer. He killed in the dungeon, and 
I think that he is the killer on the tracks.”

Chris shrugged and asked, “What now?”
“You go after Alton, and I’ll get Walker. When you get her, bring 

her back to the lair.”
“What are you going to do with Walker?”
“Bring him back to the lair as well.”
Chris stood up and asked, “What about Omar? Do you think he’s 

clean in this?”
John stood and said, “I don’t think he has anything to do with these 

killings. Is he clean?” He paused to pick up his cell phone and said, 
“I doubt it, but he isn’t anyone we need to deal with at this moment.”

“Are you going to talk to Walker’s wife?”
John nodded and said, “After I get Walker. Wear your body armor 

and mask when you grab Alton.” Chris nodded and walked out of the 
office. John followed him and took a separate elevator. The two men 
left through separate exits without another word.

Christine walked into the house, put her bag down, and poured 
herself a glass of wine. She thumbed through a magazine as she sipped. 
Her cell phone rang, and it was Randy on the other end of the line.

“Let’s get together.”
“My place or yours?”
Randy’s voice was soft as he said, “Let’s do a neutral location. Do 

you remember that little bondage club in Van Nuys?”
Christine took a sip of wine and said, “You mean the one off Van Nuys 

Boulevard and Victory? The one you own across from the courthouse?”
“Yeah … I’m in the mood to really beat the shit out of someone. 

I’m even willing to pay extra.”
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Christine had a smile on her face and asked, “Really? How much 
more are you willing to pay?”

“Double your usual rate to be my sub.”
“That’s a lot of money, Randy. I’m willing, but you can’t do to 

me what you did last year. I was unable to work for a month, and 
because of how badly you hurt me, I couldn’t go to the hospital. 
I nearly died of an infection that I couldn’t seek treatment for for 
almost two months until the cuts healed enough.”

“Well, I have another idea.”
“I’m listening.”
“You know Roy Rutland very well, don’t you?”
She paused and said, “He’s a client of mine. What did you do 

with him?”
“Well, since you saw fit to bring up my name with him in one of 

your sessions, I’ve grabbed the little fuck, and I figure if the two of 
us use him for our pleasure we can beat him senseless and have some 
fun, and I can use you as some eye candy and inspiration for the sex 
I will want after I’m done with him.”

“So, why pay me the extra cash if you’re going to use Roy as 
your whipping boy?”

Randy laughed and said, “Insurance, my dear. Insurance. It will 
just be you, me, and Roy. I can have my fun with him, and you will 
help. It’s as simple as that.”

Christine stood up and walked to her bedroom and pulled out a 
black rollaway suitcase. “Nothing with you is easy, Randy. I learned 
that years ago. Are you going to fuck the kid?”

Randy laughed and said, “I don’t know. It just depends on my 
mood when I start on him.”

“Okay. I’ll bring my tools and toys. I’m sure you have more 
important things to worry about.”

Randy looked over at Roy passed out on the kitchen floor of his home. 
“Yes … I need to get Roy into my Jeep and over to the club. I have a gym 
bag of clothes I washed this morning that I will bring with me and change 
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at the club. You bring all of the toys and tools, and I will put them to good 
use.” Randy hung up the line and lifted Roy off the floor and carried him 
out to the garage and put him in the back of the Jeep. He walked back into 
the house and grabbed the gym bag. There were dark lines all over the 
pants and shirt, and he shook his head and said, “Zinsk’s blood will never 
come out of these clothes. I knew I should have pre-soaked the damn 
things. Oh well. I can cover them in Roy’s blood, and then I will burn 
them.” He closed up the bag and walked back into the kitchen. He pulled 
his cell phone and called Clarice.

“Doctor Walker.”
“Where are you? It’s half past eight.”
“I’m having dinner with one of my coworkers. Since when do you 

care about where I am or what I’m doing?”
Randy was smiling and said, “I have a peace offering I want to 

give you before you head out of town. I know that we don’t love each 
other anymore, but we can be civil, can’t we?”

“I don’t know, Randy. You tell me.”
“We can. I’m going out. I’ll be home late. You’re not leaving for 

Vegas anytime soon, are you?”
Sara and Karen were looking at Clarice’s face as she spoke on the 

phone. “I’m planning on leaving tomorrow afternoon. Why?”
Randy was locking the back door and said, “I just want to make 

sure we see each other before you go. It’s the holiday season.”
Clarice was cold in her response and said, “We will see each other if 

we see each other. If we don’t, Happy New Year.” She hung up the line.
Randy walked out to the Jeep and took off quickly, saying to himself, 

“We will see each other, you bitch. We have unfinished business.”

Chris parked a few houses down from Christine’s home and pulled on 
his upper body armor and put on his mask and stepped into the darkness 
of the alley. He ran around to the back of the house and climbed the wall. 
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He dropped down into some bushes and could see Christine through the 
large picture windows as she moved around in the living room. He pulled 
out a tranquilizer gun and moved through the bushes up to the house. 
He was right next to the windows when he saw Christine jump, as if 
frightened. She grabbed a small suitcase and ran out of the living room. 
Chris slid on his stomach, and as he did he heard a car door slam shut 
and then screeching tires. He jumped up and turned the corner to her 
driveway only to see Christine’s car racing away.

He stood up in the darkness and felt his pockets. He pulled 
out two small units then shook his masked head and said, “Shit … 
the Eagle is going to kill me. I forgot to turn on the surveillance 
monitors and the wireless blocking units.” He pressed buttons on 
both units, and the two began to vibrate and tone in his hands, their 
red and green lights flashing furiously. Chris climbed back over 
the wall then stopped for a few seconds. He pulled out his tablet 
to look at the trackers. Christine’s car was parked at her home. He 
cocked his head and lifted himself up over the wall, so he could see 
the driveway. There was a two-car detached garage, and he climbed 
back over the wall and looked into a window on the side of the 
garage. He used a pen light and saw that the car with tracking was 
parked in the garage. He looked down at his tablet again and saw 
that Randy Walker’s vehicle was parked at his home. He ran back 
to the wall and jumped it and then got back to his car, removed his 
mask, and texted the Eagle.

“Alton is gone in an untraceable vehicle. I blew it. I let her get 
away.” He put the phone on the seat next to him and sat looking at 
the house. He shook his head and said, “Jesus, I blew it. I hope to hell 
the Eagle grabs Walker. He’ll know where Alton is.” He drove off 
down the street slowly then headed for the 405 Freeway and Malibu 
as there was nothing else he could do until he heard from the Eagle.
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The Eagle was standing at the back door to the Walker home. He 
had already cleared the residence, and Randy was gone. Walker’s car 
was parked in the driveway, and the Eagle had no movement on his 
tablet for either Christine’s car or Walker’s. His phone buzzed on his 
hip, and he looked down at the text message. He shook his head and 
ran back to his Silverado. He pulled off his mask and then pulled out 
onto the street and called Chris.

“What happened?”
“I fucked up. I saw Alton in her house but didn’t turn on my 

monitors and blocking gear. She must have picked up my movement 
in the yard because she bolted before I could get near her. I’m sorry. 
I fucked up. Did you get Walker?”

“No … he’s not here, but his car is. He must be in another vehicle 
that we don’t have tracking on. The same for Alton because there is no 
movement.”

Chris was quiet for a moment and asked, “What do we do now?”
The Eagle was turning onto the 405 Freeway and said, “We talk to 

Walker’s wife. She’s at the house. She is the only one who might know 
where one or both of them might be.”

Chris sighed and said, “Yeah, but are we going to have another 
body before we can find Walker?”

The Eagle’s tone was cold, “I can almost guarantee it. What I don’t 
know is who it will be, but it will be someone else from the IRS building.”

“There’s only Hussain or Rutland.”
“You go to Hussain and Rutland’s homes and see if they are there. 

Where are you now?”
Chris said, “The Skirball exit off the 405. I’m closer to Hussain’s 

home. I’ll check on him first then Rutland.”
“When you’re finished let me know what you find. I’ll be back 

at the house talking to Mrs. Walker.” The Eagle hung up the line and 
drove as fast as he could.
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“Someone’s after me!” Christine’s voice rang loud over the phone 
into Randy’s ears.

“Who’s after you?”
“I don’t know, but someone was at my house in the backyard. I 

just bolted.”
“Did you see anyone?”
“No. My chime went off on my alarm, and I just freaked and 

took off.”
Randy was pulling into the parking lot of a small non-descript 

block building and said, “Do you think you might have overreacted? 
It could have been a damn dog or cat.”

Christine’s voice was steady and deliberate, “I’m not a novice, 
Randy. My systems are set to pick up body heat and also the size of 
the object, so it won’t go off when a dog or cat goes through the yard. 
Whatever was in my yard was human.”

“Well, can you access your system remotely and look at video?”
“Yes! I can do it on my tablet. I’m almost to the building. I’ll 

look at it as soon as I park. Where are you?”
“I’m here. I’m going to strip Roy and restrain him. I’ll meet you 

in the parking lot when you get here.” Christine hung up the phone, 
and Randy pulled Roy up by his arms and put him over his shoulders 
and carried him in through the side door. Roy was moaning, and 
Randy threw him down and smacked him hard across the face, and 
he fell silent. He lifted Roy and put him down on a dark wood table 
then turned on two overhead lights. He smiled and rubbed his hands 
together as he ripped the clothing from Roy’s body. He restrained him 
spread-eagle with a spreader bar then pulled Roy’s limp body off the 
table, sending him crashing face first into the floor.

Randy looked down at Roy’s nude skin in the bright lights of 
the dungeon and said, “You have a nice ass. I just might have to 
fuck it.” Randy grabbed the steel spreader bar in the middle and 
drug Roy face first across the concrete floor to a restraint assembly. 
There was a small hand crank on the wall, and he started to lower 
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another spreader assembly from the ceiling. He rammed Roy’s face 
into the pavement several times then put black leather straps with 
chains on both of Roy’s wrists. He then ran a large piece of chain 
between Roy’s wrist restraints then hooked the chain to a steel hook 
on the spreader bar and cranked the winch system, slowly raising 
Roy’s nude body into the air. When Roy’s feet were four inches off 
the floor, Randy walked up to him and looked at Roy’s beaten face. 
Roy’s nose was bloody and raw, and his lips and eyes were swollen 
and bleeding. Randy grabbed a strip of bamboo and struck Roy’s 
torso several times, but there was no reaction. He reeled back to 
strike Roy again when he heard Christine’s voice behind him.

“It’s no fun when they’re unconscious, is it?” Randy turned to 
see Christine removing her overcoat. She was dressed in tight leather 
pants and a leather bra that allowed her breasts to protrude straight 
out. Her nipples were hard, and the suitcase she had with her was 
open and on the table.

Randy looked at her and said, “You know how to make an entrance.”
“You get what you pay for, right?” Randy nodded, and Christine 

pulled out her tablet and said, “Before we have fun with your boy 
toy, let’s see who was at my house.” Randy nodded as Christine 
logged into her security system.

Omar and Mohamed were sitting in the living room with plates on 
their laps and the TV on when Chris knocked on the door. Mohamed 
looked at Omar and asked, “Are you expecting visitors?” Omar shook 
his head slowly, and Mohamed walked to the front door, looked 
through the peep hole, and then opened the door.

Chris was holding his FBI badge and ID when Mohamed opened 
the door, and he wasted no time. “May I speak to Omar Hussain?”

Mohamed turned back into the living room of the small two-
bedroom apartment they shared in North Hollywood and said, “Omar 
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… the FBI is asking for you.” He bowed slightly and waved Chris in.
Omar never stood up. He was just sitting on the couch with his 

plate and asked, “What can I do for you, Agent Mantel?”
Chris looked around the dimly lit apartment and said, “This is 

just a courtesy check.”
Omar put his plate on a small table and after taking a sip of tea 

asked, “Courtesy check? What’s a courtesy check?”
Chris looked at Mohamed, who had walked back to the sofa and 

was standing near a plate of food. “I was asked to check on you.”
“Who asked and for what reason?” Mohamed sat down and picked 

up his plate of food and started eating as Omar waited for a response.
“Special Agent Swenson has reason to believe that you might be 

in danger.”
Omar laughed and said, “I’m represented by counsel, Agent 

Mantel. You shouldn’t be here. This is harassment.”
Chris shook his head and said, “No, Mr. Hussain. This is a welfare 

check.”
Omar looked up at Chris, who was towering over them, and said, 

“Welfare check? No one in the federal government has ever given a 
damn about my welfare or the welfare of those I love. Why on earth 
would the FBI have a sudden interest in my welfare?”

“This has nothing to do with our meeting the other day, sir. Agent 
Swenson is concerned for your safety and asked that I visit your home 
to make sure you’re okay.” Omar and Mohamed looked at each other 
for a few seconds, and the two broke out into laughter. Chris looked at 
the men and said, “This is not a laughing matter.”

Omar, still laughing, said, “Yes, it is. It’s very, very funny.”
Chris stood silent, and Mohamed asked, “Where was the FBI when 

our parents were being raked over the coals by the IRS? Where was 
the concern for our wellbeing after our father committed suicide and 
our mother fell ill and died as the IRS took away everything that they 
worked for their whole life? Where was this so-called concern when I 
had to take three jobs to make sure my little brother was able to finish 
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school? My brother and I work like dogs to continue our education so 
that we might rise out of the poverty we have been thrust into after the 
death of our parents, and you expect us to believe that the FBI gives a 
damn about us? I’m sorry, Agent Mantel, but we have been and continue 
to be put through hell by the very government that we support and work 
for. Omar for the IRS and me for the U.S. Marshals Service downtown. 
The two of us are trying to rise out of our menial roles into a better 
life. So, excuse me if Omar and I are just a little skeptical about your 
motives. Why are you really standing in our living room?”

Chris looked on and said, “I’m here solely to ensure that Mr. 
Hussain is safe. I have no other motive.”

Omar looked up at Chris and said, “Well, you’ve seen me. I’m here. 
I’m safe, now get out.” Chris backed his way to the door and didn’t 
say another word. He just walked out of the apartment and headed for 
Reseda and Roy Rutland’s apartment.
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Chapter Twenty-One
“Clarice … I hope  

you are home in bed  
when I get there.”

M
aria was sipping a glass of wine when Sam walked in the front 
door. She looked tired and defeated, and Maria said, “I bet you 
want a drink?” Sam nodded as she removed her gun belt and put 

it on the back of a loveseat in Maria’s living room. Maria handed her a 
scotch and asked, “So … how was your day?”

Sam swigged the scotch and then poured herself another and said, 
“One long pain in my ass.”

Maria laughed and said, “And you’re not even the Sheriff yet. 
Imagine how much more fun you are going to have.”

Sam plopped down in an easy chair and said, “Yeah, well, I am at 
least going to have the help of Jim and my new undersheriff.”

“You’ve chosen your second in command?”
Sam nodded and said, “I think that he was actually chosen for me by 

Jim, but he seems like a capable officer.”
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“Anyone I know?”
Sam took a sip of her drink and said, “I don’t know. His name is 

Riggs McEllen.”
Maria smiled and said, “Ah … a name I know very, very well.”
“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”
Maria smiled and said, “It’s a good thing. I met him some years 

ago after my father was killed in a car accident. He was one of the 
first responding officers to the accident, and he knew my father and 
came to my office to tell me of his passing.”

Sam looked on and said, “That doesn’t mean he’s a good cop. It 
means he was doing his job.”

Maria nodded and said, “He did more than his job. He really took 
time with me and checked in on me every now and then after my 
father’s death. He’s a good man and a good police officer. I do have 
one question, though. He was with the LAPD the last time I spoke to 
him. When did he come over to the Sheriff’s Department?”

Sam laughed and said, “This morning. He came to the department 
this morning.”

Maria finished off her wine and said, “I hope you’re hungry. I was 
able to break away from the office early, so I made enchiladas.”

Sam nodded, finishing off her scotch, “Yes, I’m starving! I’ll help 
with the salad.” The two women kissed each other and then started the 
finishing touches on their meal.

Christine and Randy were sitting next to each other and looking at 
the infrared live video feed from her home.

“Can you back it up?”
Christine nodded and ran her hand across the screen. The video 

rewound with each swipe of her hand. She saw Chris come over 
the wall and stopped the video and then allowed it to play. The two 
watched as Chris fell to the ground and started crawling near the back 
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of her house. The split screen had four camera angles, and Christine 
watched as the video showed her bolting out of the house and taking 
off down the street. She saw Chris standing in the darkness and then 
watched him go back and forth checking her garage.

Randy looked on and said, “This is very, very bad.”
“Ya think?”
Randy looked over at Roy hanging in the restraints and said, “I don’t 

think I’m going to want to fuck around with Roy. I need to take care of 
him.”

Christine was looking down at her tablet, not really paying a lot of 
attention. She asked, “What are you going to do with him?”

Randy grabbed Christine’s face and pulled it up so their eyes met. 
“The guy in that video is none other than the Iron Eagle.”

Christine looked at the frozen image on her tablet and asked, 
“How the hell would you know that? It’s most likely a burglar who 
is ransacking my home as we speak.”

Randy shook his head and said, “No … if he were a burglar he 
would not have chased you around the side of your house and then 
stood there as you drove away. He wouldn’t have looked in your 
garage windows, and he definitely wouldn’t have jumped back over 
the back wall of your house.”

“How the hell would I have gotten on the radar of the Iron Eagle?”
Randy shook his head saying, “I don’t know, but I need to put a 

shitload of distance between you and me.”
Christine looked at Randy and then over to Roy and asked, “What are 

you going to do with him?”
“Don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of him.”
Christine looked around the room and said, “This place is full of 

camera equipment and videos of all of the shit you have done here, 
Randy. If I’m on the Eagle’s radar, so are you.”

He shrugged and said, “Unlikely. If anything, I’m more protected 
than you.”

“How do you figure?”
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Randy ran his hands up and down Roy’s nude skin. He grabbed 
the man’s penis and testicles and said, “I have the FBI by these…” 
He pulled hard on Roy’s manhood and squeezed until Roy started to 
scream his way awake.” He was twisting Roy’s testicles, and they 
were turning blue as he laughed and said, “Because I met with the FBI 
the other day along with Roy here and Omar Hussain. Omar called his 
lawyer and refused to answer questions. Roy and I talked up a storm. 
We answered all of the FBI’s questions. If anything, I have the FBI on 
my side. The Iron Eagle wouldn’t dare come near me.”

Christine shook her head and said, “You’re delusional. Based on 
what I know of the Eagle, he doesn’t follow the law, and you’re not under 
protection of the FBI, right?” He nodded, and she continued, “Then what 
the hell makes you think that a psychotic killer, one, doesn’t have you 
in his sights, and two, gives a rat’s ass about you talking to the feds? 
Shit! For all you know, he’s waiting outside this very building. He knows 
you have Roy, and he is waiting to kill you.” Randy’s face dropped, and 
Christine smiled and said, “You think I’m the only one with a problem 
if that is the Eagle on my screen? You better think again. You should be 
doing your utmost to make sure I don’t fall into the hands of the Eagle.”

Randy released Roy’s manhood and grabbed Christine by the throat 
and asked, “And why is that?”

“Because I know your secret, and you know mine. We are both 
in the same damn boat. We’ve both been killing sex slaves for years. 
Patti might have started the sex trafficking, but you were in from the 
beginning as was I, and we kept it going.”

Randy released her and said, “There is no way anyone knows about 
our slave business.”

“Where are the slaves now?” Randy pointed to a small black door 
off the dungeon, and Christine walked over and opened it. She coiled 
back with her hands over her face and nose and said, “Jesus Christ, 
Randy! Are they dead?”

Randy walked across the room and flipped a switch on the wall, 
and the small room behind the door lit up. Christine saw six nude men 
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chained to the walls. There was feces and urine on the floor around 
each of the men. Two were hanging limp, their nude frames practically 
skeletons. The bones of their restrained arms and legs looked more 
like skin covered skeletons than living beings. She looked back at 
Randy and asked, “When was the last time you fed these things?”

Randy was leaning against the wall and said, “I don’t know. A week 
or so. I had a buyer for the group, but she backed out, and I’ve been 
trying to work out a new deal.”

Christine walked into the room with her mouth covered and inspected 
the men. They were all Asian; several were handsome and in good health. 
The two that were hanging by their restraints were taking shallow breaths, 
and Christine said, “The two on the end here are nearly dead, Randy. Hell, 
I’ll clean them up while you deal with Roy. I will deal with these two.”

Randy laughed and said, “They are hardly worth your time, Mistress 
Christy. You won’t get much out of them in torture. They are too weak to 
scream and most likely will just hang and die as soon as you start on them.”

“I don’t need an education on torture from you. I want these two, 
so I can kill them with my own special techniques” Randy walked in, 
and the smell assaulted his senses. He removed the two small men from 
their restraints and carried each man out into the dungeon and threw 
them on the floor. The snapping of bones could be heard echoing off 
the walls of the concrete building, and Christine yelled, “For Christ’s 
sake, Randy. You heard bones snapping in here. Don’t throw them on 
the ground. Lay them down. I will do the bone breaking.”

The first man that Randy had thrown on the ground had blood 
coming out of his mouth, and two of his ribs were caved in. Randy 
looked the man up and down and said, “Christine, if you’re going to 
brutalize one now, you better do this guy. He has several broken ribs 
and will die from a collapsed lung before you can manage to take 
out your frustrations on him.” Christine walked out of the room and 
pulled the man over to the wood table and lifted him up and laid him 
on it while Randy gently brought the other man out. Christine was 
restraining the man’s arms and legs to the table as Randy put the other 
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man in a corner. He looked at what Christine was doing and asked, 
“Are you going to use the rack on him? I threw the guy on the ground 
and broke several ribs. You’re going to get about three minutes of 
weak screaming out of him before you rip his arms and legs out of 
their sockets, and I know you. You’ll get a rush from the popping 
sound of the joint releasing and will rip the guy’s arms and legs off.”

Randy walked over and ran his hands across Christine’s rear, and 
she said, “Do you really think I have such little self-control?” He 
nodded, and she said, “Well then … let’s make a bet. I bet I can keep 
him alive long enough for you to remove Roy from the wall and put 
him in your car and come back to watch me finish him off.”

“And if you kill him in the three minutes I know you will, what’s 
in it for me?”

She slid up close to Randy’s ear and said, “When you’re finished, 
you can meet me back here and put me on the rack.”

Randy smiled and said, “It’s a bet.”
Roy was mumbling as he hung on the wall, and Randy walked 

over and released the wrist restraints, sending him face first into the 
pavement. His body bounced off the concrete floor, and Christine 
laughed and said, “Now, that was just mean.”

Randy laughed as he released Roy’s ankles and said, “You think 
that’s mean? You don’t know what mean is.”

Christine was standing at the head of the rack with the crank in her 
hand and said, “You’re a bad person, Randy.”

As he walked out with Roy over his shoulders, he said, “You 
have no idea just how bad, Christine. No idea.” While walking away, 
he heard the sound of snapping bones and a weak scream from inside 
the dungeon. He smiled to himself as he heard several more snaps 
and a low guttural scream. He walked back into the dungeon, and 
the man had been ripped in two on the table. Blood and bodily fluids 
were pouring off the table onto the floor, and Randy said, “Not even 
two minutes … and you killed him. Do you want to talk about having 
no self-control now?”
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Christine had a mean gleam in her eyes and said in a soft yet 
sinister voice, “It sounded and felt so good. He just ripped apart. It 
was so good. I’m so wet.”

“I’m sure some of that is blood from the poor bastard. I’m leaving 
when you’re finished with the other one.” The other man had moved 
on the floor and had his back against the wall with his knees up to his 
chin. Randy pointed and said, “He has a lot more meat on his bones. 
It’ll take you some time to tear him apart, and I have a feeling you 
will get a lot more screaming and begging from him.”

Christine pushed the dead man’s corpse off the table and stood over 
the other man on the floor, who was cowering and crying, and said, 
“Before you go, help me get this one on the rack. He might be weak, but 
he is running on adrenaline and will give me trouble.”

He grabbed the man by the hair and drug him across the floor over 
to the table, smacking him two or three times, then threw him on the 
rack as Christine quickly restrained his wrists. After restraining his 
ankles, Randy asked, “What about all of this talk about the Eagle … 
and the fact that he’s after us?”

Christine turned the crank on the rack once, and the man let out a 
solid scream. She looked at Randy and said, “You’re right. I’ll have 
hours of fun with this one.”

“You aren’t hearing me. What about the Eagle?”
She looked up with a huge smile on her face and said, “You’re right. 

It was probably a burglar or something. I just freaked out. Now, why 
don’t you run along and leave me to my fun.”

Randy shook his head as he walked out of the dungeon, locking the 
steel door behind him and saying, “She thinks I’m a bad person. She 
really needs to look in the mirror.” He got into the Jeep and could hear 
Roy moaning. Randy started the engine and put it in gear and as he drove 
out of the parking lot he said, “Relax, Roy. You have nothing to worry 
about. You’re going to make your train. I promise.”



164 • Chapter Twenty-One

It was nine fifteen when John walked through the front door of his 
home. Sara and Karen were chatting on the pool deck with Clarice Walker. 
Sara got up and gave him a hug and a kiss and asked, “Is everything okay?”

John shook his head and asked, “Mrs. Walker, I presume?” Clarice 
nodded, and John said, “Sara tells me that you have information that you 
wish to share with me?” She nodded once more, and John sat down on one 
of the patio chairs and asked, “What is it that you want to talk to me about?”

Clarice was shaking, and Sara sat down next to her and said, “It’s 
okay, Clarice. Tell John what you suspect.”

She looked into John’s deep blue eyes and said, “I think that my 
husband is the Metrolink killer.”

 “I’m listening.” Clarice explained the situation between her and 
Randy, and all of the things that had pulled them apart. He allowed 
her to talk for several minutes and then interrupted, “I don’t really 
need all of this background, Mrs. Walker. I need to know what makes 
you think that your husband is the killer.”

There was a copy of the Times newspaper on the table across from 
them, and Clarice stood up and pointed to the front page and the photo 
taken of Gabe Zinsk near the moment of impact with the train. She said, 
“Do you see this dark vehicle in the background?”

John looked at the photo and said, “It’s more a shadow than a vehicle.”
“That shadow is being cast from our 1991 Jeep.”
He looked hard at the photo and then back at her and asked, 

“How can you be so certain?”
Clarice’s shaking finger was still on the photo, and she said, “We 

bought the Jeep when we got married. We used to do a lot of outdoor 
activities. On one of our first trips, Randy and I got the Jeep stuck 
out in the desert while four-wheeling. While we were trying to get 
the Jeep off a rock outcropping, the rear door got stuck, and instead 
of being patient, Randy ripped the whole Jeep over the rock and tore 
off the bottom section of the door.”

John was looking at the photo and asked, “So the light that is 
passing through the lower part of this shadow is that door?”
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Clarice nodded. “I know that Randy didn’t look closely at this 
photo. I saw it this morning after we argued.”

“What did you argue about?”
Clarice took her finger off the photograph and said, “He had been 

out all night, which is not unusual. What was out of the ordinary was 
he had a load of laundry going in the washer.”

“And this is even more unusual behavior?”
“I’ve been married to Randy for over twenty years. He doesn’t do 

laundry. He was trying to hide something from me. I thought at first he had 
been with one of his bimbos or his sex slaves, but I could tell he hadn’t.”

John took the paper and folded it. “Sex slaves?”
She started crying and said, “Randy is into serious BDSM, and he 

really, really likes hurting people.”
“Does he have a favorite sub that he uses?”
“Yes. He has had a long-term relationship with Mistress Christy. 

She’s both a dominatrix and a sub. She’s what’s known in the lifestyle 
as a switch.”

“I’m familiar with the lifestyle. What is Mistress Christy’s full name?”
Clarice took a deep breath and looked up at the night sky and said, 

“Christine Alton. Her name is Christine Alton. They’ve been an item 
for years, and while I knew they were into some twisted stuff, I would 
never have guessed Randy could be a killer.”

John walked back into the house and pulled his tablet from his 
pocket and looked at the cars he had under surveillance. He saw that 
all were where they were supposed to be … except one. He grabbed 
his cell phone and called Chris.

“Agent Mantel.”
“Have you seen Hussain and Rutland?”
“I have seen Hussain. He and his brother have an interesting back 

story, but Omar is at home. I’m at Rutland’s apartment, but no one is 
answering the door.”

John looked at his tablet and said, “That’s because Rutland’s car 
is at Walker’s home.”



166 • Chapter Twenty-One

“What the hell is it doing there? Did you see his car when you 
were at Walker’s?”

John was entering the Eagle’s lair. “No, I didn’t see it there. I have a 
pretty bad feeling that Rutland is in the hands of Walker and possibly Alton.”

Chris was quiet for a minute and asked, “Do you think that Alton and 
Walker are the Metrolink killers?”

“No. I think Walker is the Metrolink killer, but I believe that 
Alton and Walker are into something even worse.”

“Worse than killing people with trains?”
John was putting equipment into a gym bag and said, “Believe it 

or not, yes.”
“What do you want me to do?”
“I want you to go back to Alton’s home and wait in the shadows. 

When she comes home, tranquilize her and bring her to the lair.”
“Why on earth would Alton come back to her home?”
“Because she has unfinished business there. I think that she has 

sex slaves at her house, and I think she is going to try and rid herself 
of them before we can get her.”

Chris was getting back into his car and asked, “So, am I looking for 
these slaves?”

“Yes … and when you find them, tranquilize them. We’ll let 
LAPD deal with that aspect of the investigation. Once you have 
Alton and the slaves drugged, call 911 from her home and leave 
the line open while you head back to the lair.” Chris started to ask 
another question, but the line went dead. He headed for Alton’s home 
while talking to himself.

Clarice was sitting in the living room when John reappeared with the 
gym bag on his shoulder. Sara asked, “What now, John?”

He looked at Clarice and asked, “Has your husband exhibited any 
other unusual behavior?”
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“Yes. We barely speak and are not intimate. However, he called me 
this afternoon and wanted to know if I would be home tonight. He wanted 
to give me something. He was very, very insistent that he see me before 
I leave town tomorrow afternoon for the holidays.”

“Do you have any idea what your husband would want to give you?”
Clarice shook her head, and Karen said, “If all roads lead where 

Clarice thinks they do, I have a pretty good idea of what her husband 
wants to ‘give her’ for the holidays.”

John nodded. “Since your husband is in this deviant lifestyle, he has 
to have a place where he plays.”

“We own a small building on Van Nuys Boulevard across from the court 
house. We’ve had it for more than ten years. It used to be an old garage that 
had been converted to a bar when we bought the place. We closed the bar, 
and Randy has been using the building for storage for the past ten years.”

John looked at Clarice and said, “I need you to accompany me to that 
building, and then I am going to take you home.”

She shook her head and said, “I don’t want to go to that place. It gives 
me the creeps, and I don’t want to go home, Agent Swenson. I’m afraid.”

“I will not let any harm come to you. I promise, but I need your help 
to catch your husband. If you truly believe that he is the Metrolink killer, 
someone else is about to die tonight, and there is nothing I can do to stop 
that death, but I can save you and catch your husband at the same time.”

Clarice looked at him with anger in her eyes and said, “Jail is too 
good for him.”

Sara said, “I agree with you. Go with John. He knows a lot of people. 
I can guarantee you that if your husband is the killer, there is a good 
chance that there might just be someone else looking for him as well.”

Clarice looked at her and asked, “Are you talking about the Iron 
Eagle?” She turned to face John and said, “But you’ve been hunting 
that killer for years. Do you think that he might be trying to get to 
my husband before you do?”

John nodded and said, “I guarantee it. I want to get your husband 
before the Eagle does as I need to make certain of his guilt before the 
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Eagle gets him. And we all know what happens then.” He led Clarice 
out the front door.

Sara looked at him and said, “Room one is ready. Shall I prepare 
room two?” He nodded as he followed Clarice outside.

The Metrolink tracks were buzzing under Roy’s back as he started 
to come to. He tried to lift his head but couldn’t. He called out through 
his swollen lips for Randy, and Randy’s voice came back loud and clear.

“So … how ya doin’, Roy? The tracks are probably cold against 
your skin.”

“Randy, what the hell are you doing? You’re the one who has been 
killing everyone?”

“Yes. I needed to do some house cleaning, and you’re the last of 
it.” Roy was trying to move his head and felt something wet being 
wiped on his fingernails and chest. “What are you doing?”

“Oh, just framing Omar Hussain for all of these killings.”
Roy’s voice had more desperation in it, and he asked, “Omar? I don’t 

understand. What does he have to do with this?”
Randy laughed, and Roy could hear his voice trail off as he walked 

away. “I try to leave DNA evidence when I’m getting ready to start a 
new killing spree. I’m getting bored with trains, so I’m thinking of a 
new means of killing people. Any suggestions?”

There was a vibration under Roy’s neck and back, and he said, “Jesus, 
Randy, you’re out of your damn mind. Why the fuck are you doing this?”

“The bottom line … well, I’m a bad person. I like to watch what 
a train can do when it hits a person.”

“You can’t …” Roy began hyperventilating. “… do this to me. 
What did I ever do to deserve this?”

“You’re a dick. You were fucking Rick’s daughter, Rose, whose 
pants I was trying desperately to get into. I finally did, but I had to 
rape the little cunt to get what I wanted. And then, since I couldn’t 
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just let her tell the world what I did to her …” There was a pause as 
the light of a train shined off in the distance. “And I really, really 
hurt her bad. She was a lot of fun. Did you get to use all of her holes 
when you were sleeping with her?”

Roy yelled out, “You son of a bitch! You raped and brutalized my 
Rose before murdering her?”

“Yeah. She was good, too. Really, really good. It took a few days to 
loosen her up, but the body can only take so much pain, and I broke her 
to my will, Roy. The week that I had her, once broken, was magical. But 
all good things have to come to an end. Like now. It’s time for your life to 
come to an end.” There was a train whistle off in the distance, and Randy 
said, “You will be happy to know that you are going to die on the same set 
of tracks and in the same spot as Rose did. Actually, you are laying in the 
very same spot on the very same tracks and about to be killed by the very 
same train. Now, come on, you have to admit that’s romantic.” Roy yelled 
out an obscenity, and Randy exclaimed, “Wow! I didn’t know you had such 
a mouth on you. Do you really want to die with those words on your lips?”

The train was barreling down on them, and Randy called out loudly, 
“I’m sorry, but I won’t be able to hear you much longer. You have a 
good death.” Roy was screaming as the train lights were upon his nude 
skin. The train didn’t hit its brakes this time. It hit Roy with its full force 
and kept right on going. Randy looked around, but there was nothing 
and no one around. He stepped out of the darkness to see Roy’s body 
torn to pieces all over the tracks. He pulled out a small flashlight and 
looked around for Roy’s head. As he walked the tracks, he could see 
several bits of hairy skull fragments and heard a crunch under his feet 
and said, “I set up your death scene all wrong, Roy. You were supposed 
to be decapitated and instead the damn train ran right over your skull.” 
Randy pointed the light back up the tracks and said, “Well, I best get 
going. I don’t think anyone will be finding you until morning. What’s 
left of you once the local wildlife smells your blood and guts on the 
tracks. Come to think of it, I better make a 911 call, or the evidence that 
I want to have found on you could be taken away by the wildlife.”
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As he walked back up the tracks, he pulled out a cell phone and 
dialed 911. When the operator answered, he put the phone down on 
a small concrete wall and walked off. Once he got back in his Jeep, 
he said to himself, “I left the GPS on, so they can triangulate your 
location. They should be here in no time.” He pulled out onto the 
access road, heading for the 210 Freeway and home and said, “Clarice, 
Clarice, Clarice. I hope you are home in bed when I get there.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
“It’s as clear as the nose  

on your ugly ass face.”

C
hris parked in an alley a few houses from Alton’s and double-
checked his monitoring equipment. He jumped the wall in her 
yard and slid with his back against the wall of windows. The 

lights in the house were still on, but there was no movement. He 
put his earbud in, but he was not picking up movement or noises 
from inside. He made his way to the side door and leaned against 
it, preparing to pick the lock, when the door gently swung open. 
After turning off the night vision in his mask, he entered the house, 
clearing the rooms as he went, but there was no sign of Alton.

He walked the darkened master bedroom and looked into the 
closets. The first contained just regular clothes, and he felt each 
of the walls for any sign of a door or false wall but felt nothing. 
He moved to the other closet, and there was leather gear, whips of 
varying sizes and styles, all different types of restraints, as well as 
spandex and latex body suits on hangers. There were several outfits 
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of differing color and exposure, and Chris moved through the closet 
pressing on the walls until he reached the back of the room where 
there was a clear full-sized door. It had a double-sided deadbolt and 
no handle. He pulled a small lock pick set from his pants, and in a 
matter of seconds the last tumbler fell, and the door creaked open.

Chris pressed a button on the side of his mask, and the dark became 
light and sitting in front of him on the floor were three young Asian 
men. Chris located a light switch and turned it on, and when he did the 
three men began to scream at the sight of the large man dressed in black 
towering over them. He put his fingers to the lips of the mask and asked, 
“Do any of you speak English?” Two of the men nodded, and Chris said, 
“I’m here to help you.” All of the men were seated nude with spreader 
bars between their feet, and their ankles were lashed to the steel bar 
by leather restraints that were barbed on the inside to keep them from 
moving. They were chained to each other at the feet, and steel handcuffs 
further restrained them in a crisscross fashion. Chris worked to free the 
men, and once the restraints were off he could see the deep wounds in 
their ankles and wrists. One of the men tried to stand but fell to the floor 
in pain, and Chris looked at him and said, “Don’t move.”

“She will be back, and when she gets back she will hurt us even more.”
Chris shook his head and said, “No one is going to hurt you.” He 

pulled out a tranquilizer gun and shot each man in the chest. The man 
who was trying to get up asked, “Why?”

Chris spoke softly, as the men went out, and said, “I’m not going 
to hurt you. This is the safest way for me to help you.” He pulled the 
darts out then turned off the light and closed the door. The bed was 
raised high off the floor, and he slid underneath and waited.

It was twelve thirty in the morning, and Jim’s cell phone was ringing 
on his nightstand next to his head. He reached over and grabbed it and said 
in a softer than usual voice, “What the fuck do you want?”
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Jade’s voice on the other end of the line wasn’t soft, and she said, “I’m 
sorry to wake you, Jim, but I called Sam first, and her cell must be off.”

Jim pulled his arm out from under Barbara, who was sleeping. He sat 
up on the edge of the bed and said, “Sam’s phone is off because she has 
the night off. I’m taking calls. What’s up?”

“We have another body in Pasadena. It’s on the Metrolink tracks, 
and it was struck in the exact same location as the Gerrard girl.”

Jim grabbed a cigarette off the nightstand and walked out onto the 
pool deck, lit the cigarette, and asked, “Male or female?”

“Well, the body is pretty badly mutilated. The skull was run over by the 
train. This one didn’t stop. The torso is also mangled. I’m not sure, Jim.”

He took a few deep hits off his cigarette and asked, “It’s not the 
same M.O. No clothing or identifying information left at the scene?”

“Nope. Nothing. Did you get a text?”
He looked down at his cell phone and then put it back to his ear 

and said, “No. Not a damn thing. What do you make of that?”
Jade laughed and said, “I’m just a coroner, Jim. My CSIs work the 

scene collecting evidence, and I try to figure out a cause of death. It’s up 
to you and your people as well as John’s to guess what’s going on now.”

Jim told her he was on his way, and she asked if he wanted her 
to call John.

“No. I’ll call him as soon as I’m dressed. Who knows? Maybe 
John knows who the person is.”

Jade laughed and said, “John’s good, but he’s not that damn good.”
Jim hung up the line and walked back into the bedroom. Barbara 

was up on her elbows looking at him. “Let me guess. Another Metrolink 
killing?” He nodded, and she pulled his pillow over her head and said, 
“Six more months of this shit. Jesus Christ. What was I thinking? If 
I’m dead when you come home just know that, YOU LEFT ME, YOU 
SON OF A BITCH!”

Jim put his clothes on while laughing then walked over and lifted the 
pillow and kissed her sleeping lips and whispered, “Why is it that it’s only 
when the bad shit happens that you realize how much you love someone?”
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He didn’t think Barbara heard him, and he was walking out of 
the bedroom when he heard her say, “Because most of the time we 
just take it all for granted, Jimmy. I love you and will be right here 
when you get home.”

Clarice sat in the truck next to John, who had parked in a lot a few 
doors down from the small brick building. He looked at her and said, 
“You could save me a lot of trouble if you had a key.” She pulled 
out her purse and keyring then slipped a key off it and scribbled six 
numbers down on a piece of paper.

“Here is the key and the alarm code. I doubt Randy’s changed it. 
He knows I never come down here.”

John took the items from Clarice and asked, “When was the last 
time you were here?”

“When we purchased the building. Once I walked through it I 
knew what he was going to use it for, and since I’m not into it I never 
went back or asked any questions about it.”

John nodded and said, “I want you to stay low in the seat.”
He handed her a small medallion, and she took it and said, 

“What’s this?”
“It’s both a panic button and GPS transmitter. If anything happens 

while I’m gone, you put it in your pocket and just slam your hand down 
on it. It will alert me that you are in trouble, and I will rush back.”

She put it in the top pocket of her blouse and said, “Please be 
careful. I don’t know the man I’m married to anymore, and if the Iron 
Eagle is about, I don’t want you to become his next victim.”

John smiled and said, “Just stay low. I will be back.” He slipped out 
of the truck with the gym bag in hand. Clarice lost sight of him as he 
rounded the building, and she laid down low in the truck, quietly waiting.
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The Eagle pulled on his mask and body armor and walked through the 
darkness up to the building. He got to a rear entrance and unlocked the 
door. He had his night vision on and saw a blinking light and heard the 
chime of the alarm. He put in the code, and the alarm fell silent. He took 
only two steps in when the smell assaulted his senses. There was a bucket 
with a mop in it and a small door off of the main room. There was a large 
table in the middle of the room, and it only took him a half a second to 
recognize what it was. He moved through the darkness looking for doors 
but found none. When he located a smaller door and opened it, his senses 
were overwhelmed by the smell of feces, urine, and death.

Several men were restrained to the wall of the room, and a stack 
of body parts sat in another corner. He could see that the men’s 
bodies had been torn apart on the rack. He called into the darkness 
and asked, “Does anyone speak English?”

“I do.”
He looked over to see a young Asian boy and asked, “How old 

are you?”
“Fifteen.”
The Eagle looked at the others and asked, “These two men here … 

how long have they been dead?”
“Less than an hour. A woman came in with the master, and she 

killed these two on the rack outside.”
“I’m not going to turn on any lights, but there will be police and 

paramedics here in about three minutes.”
The young boy asked, “Who are you?”
“Who I am isn’t important. What’s important right now is that you 

are all safe.” The Eagle walked out of the building and removed his 
mask, sweat dripping down his face. After calling 911, he ran across 
the parking lot to his truck.

Clarice sat up when she heard the sirens and saw men running 
across the street in the direction of the brick building. She heard a 
light tap on the passenger window and turned to receive a face full of 
glass as the passenger side window came smashing in and her body 
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was pulled from the truck. She smashed her hand against her top 
pocket as she felt her feet being drug along the pavement. In a matter 
of seconds, she felt herself strike the back of the Jeep that she and 
Randy owned and felt it racing down the street.

John had his gym bag over his shoulder when he got to the truck 
and saw the smashed window and realized Clarice was missing. A 
loud tone from his tablet alerted him, and he opened it to see the 
transmitter signal moving in the direction of Chatsworth. He calmly 
put his body armor on as police and fire raced three buildings up to 
where the sex slaves had been found. He got in his truck and began 
driving in the signal’s direction as his cell phone rang.

Jim’s voice was loud and clear, “The Metrolink killer has struck 
again … only this time in the same location as the first killing.”

John said, “Okay, so Pasadena, where Rose Gerrard was killed?”
“In the same damn spot, John, but it is going to be hell to identify 

the body. Whoever the fuck this is had the skull and the bulk of his or 
her body decimated by the damn train. Even Jade has no idea if the 
victim is male or female.”

“It’s Roy Rutland, and I know who the killer is, and I am in 
pursuit.”

Jim was quiet for a minute and then asked, “Is the FBI in pursuit 
or the Iron Eagle?”

“The Eagle. Out.”

Christine pulled into her driveway, and all of the lights were still 
on in the house. She pulled her remote out and unset her alarm but 
then realized it had never been set and that she left the door ajar. She 
pulled her weapon and moved carefully through the house room by 
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room. When she got to the master bedroom and turned on the light, 
there was no one there. She walked into the closets and checked the 
door to the slave dungeon then walked back into the bedroom with 
the gun at her side. The raised California king-sized bed sat up several 
feet off the floor. She had some small pieces of bondage gear on the 
floor near the headboard. She threw her weapon on the bed and sat 
down on the edge of it and said, “Thank God.”

She had no sooner gotten the words out of her mouth when her 
ankles were grabbed from under the bed, and she was pulled hard 
face first to the floor. The mattress and box spring shot into the air, 
and she rolled over to see a man in black standing over her and said, 
“You’re the Iron Eagle?”

Chris shot her in the chest with the tranquilizer dart and as she 
went out he said, “No … I’m not the Eagle. I am, however, going to 
be introducing you to him.”

Randy was racing across Plummer to Chatsworth Street. He 
pulled to the back of the house and ran to the door, opened it, then 
pulled Clarice out of the Jeep by her hair and across the yard into the 
kitchen. He threw her across the kitchen, and she landed on one of the 
pilsner glasses that Randy had served Roy his last drink in. She hit 
the floor and skidded into the wall. The sound of smashing glass and 
the slamming of the kitchen door sent Clarice’s head spinning, and 
Randy was yelling, “You fuckin’ cunt … so you’re in bed with the 
FBI? You low life piece of shit.” Randy started slapping Clarice and 
kicking her on the floor. She was screaming and crying as he beat on 
her. He stopped mid-kick with a thoughtful look on his face. He lifted 
Clarice to her feet and drug her to the bedroom and stripped her nude. 
Clarice was pleading and crying as he manhandled her, and when she 
was nude he pulled some duct tape from the night stand and shoved 
her underwear into her mouth and placed the duct tape over her face.
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She was clamoring on the floor, fighting Randy, and was able to 
grab her torn blouse in the struggle and find the medallion John had 
given her. Randy had pulled her legs apart and was wrapping duct 
tape around her left ankle, and as he did Clarice moved her right 
hand and pressed the medallion deep into her vagina. Randy was 
too involved in taping off her feet and ankles to notice. He flipped 
her onto her stomach and duct taped her hands behind her back and 
then lifted her up and threw her over his shoulder and said, “The 
FBI knows where we live, and I’m certain they are en route, so you 
may have fucked me with the dungeon in Van Nuys, but I’m going 
to take you to our cabin off Santa Susana Pass. You know where I’m 
talking about. No one knows about that place but you and me, and 
there I can both extract information from you as well as give you 
the fucking you deserve for the fucking you are trying to give me.” 
He picked Clarice up off the floor and carried her out to the Jeep, 
throwing her into the back. As he pulled out onto the street, he said, 
“You only think you have me fucked. When I’m done with you, you 
have a train to catch.”

There was none of the usual subtlety in the Eagle’s entrance. He 
kicked in the back door to the house with his weapon drawn. He 
could see the broken glass and traces of blood on the kitchen floor but 
heard no sound. He moved room to room quickly until he reached the 
master bedroom where he saw a roll of duct tape on the bed and the 
clothing that Clarice had been wearing torn up on the bedroom floor. 
The Eagle pulled his tablet from his body armor and swiped his hand 
over the screen. The GPS locater he had given to Clarice was moving, 
and he ran out of the house for his truck.
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Chris walked into the lair with Christine over his shoulder. Sara 
and Karen were standing in scrubs at the lair’s entrance, and Chris 
asked, “The Eagle has a place for her?” Sara nodded and had Chris 
take Christine to operating room two. He laid her down on the gurney, 
and Karen and Sara worked quickly to prepare Christine for the Eagle 
as they would a patient at the hospital. Karen pulled hard on the leg 
restraints on the gurney while Sara pulled the arm restraints tight. 
Karen pulled two black leather straps across Christine’s thighs and 
another just below her breasts, and Sara snapped the restraint in place 
on the other side of the gurney. Chris watched as Sara began to attach 
EKG electrodes to Christine’s chest, arms, and legs as Karen pulled 
an IV bag and set a tourniquet and slapped Christine’s left arm.

“Shit,” Karen said, “she has deep veins.”
Sara walked over after turning on the EKG machine and looked at 

Christine’s arm and took the IV needle and said, “Get me a sixteen-
gauge IV catheter.” Karen reached into a drawer next to the gurney 
and pulled out a sealed white packet and opened it. She removed a 
long-sheathed needle and tubing and handed it to Sara.

Sara pulled off the sheathing and rammed the needle into 
Christine’s upper arm and after a little fishing around with it, a large 
spout of blood filled the tubing. “Got it. Tape it off and set the IV.”

Chris looked at her and said, “I’ve been around you in these situations 
many, many times. I have never really paid attention to the detail.”

Karen laughed as she finished taping off the IV and started the 
drip and said, “We’re ER doctors, Chris. This is what we do.” She 
paused and then asked Sara if the Eagle wanted Christine asleep. Sara 
nodded, and Karen grabbed a syringe out of the drawer and injected it 
into the IV and said, “Well, she won’t be waking up any time soon.”

Sara grabbed Christine’s clothing and put it into a biohazard bag and 
handed it to Chris, who asked, “What do you want me to do with these?”

“Put them into the incinerator. Ms. Alton will have no need for 
clothing anymore.” Chris walked down the hall to the back of the 
lair and out to the incinerator. He pressed the black button, and the 
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steel doors creaked open. He threw the bag into the unit and then 
pressed the button again, and the doors slowly closed.

Karen looked at Sara and asked angrily, “Why did you send him 
out there? He’s not the Eagle, Sara! Do I have to keep reminding 
you of that? That’s the last place he saw his baby sister before we 
cremated her. I don’t believe he has been out there alone since.”

Sara shrugged and said, “Well, you’re the shrink. Help him get 
over it because we deal in death here not life, and you and Chris 
know that.”

Karen walked quickly to the back door as Chris walked back in. 
She looked at him and asked, “Are you okay?”

He nodded and asked, “Why wouldn’t I be?” Karen stood silent, 
and Chris said, “Andrea is gone. I know that. In a way, there is a sense 
of closure out there for me.”

She looked at him with a halfcocked look on her face and asked, 
“Have you been out there alone since Andrea’s cremation?”

“Many times, Karen. I can see the gardens behind the unit and 
hear the sound of the sea, and it brings me peace.” She nodded slowly, 
and he asked, “Does that surprise or disturb you?”

“Not at all. I just didn’t know that you were as comfortable with 
this part of the house.”

Chris laughed and said, “The Eagle dispenses justice here. This 
is a place of death not life. However, those who do die here deserve 
every ounce of agony the Eagle wrings out of them.” Karen nodded 
slowly as the two walked down the hall and to the foyer leading to 
the sitting room off the operating rooms.

Randy pulled off the sweat pants and shirt he was wearing; he was 
nude underneath. He ripped the tape off Clarice’s mouth and said, 
“Before I fuck you and beat you, I’m going to give you one chance to 
come clean on anything you told the police or the FBI.”
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“I didn’t have to tell them much, Randy. The shadow of the Jeep is 
in the photo on the front page of the Times. I saw it this morning when 
you were washing your clothes. It’s as clear as the nose on your ugly ass 
face, and I pointed it out to Agent Swenson.”

He slapped her hard across the face and asked, “And how the hell 
do you know anyone at the FBI?”

Clarice liked her lips where blood had pooled and said, “I work 
with Doctor Sara Swenson and Doctor Karen Faber, and they are 
married to special agents.”

Randy drew back to hit her again but stopped. He stepped back 
on the wood floor of the small cabin, and the boards creaked under 
his feet. “Special Agent John Swenson?” Clarice nodded slowly. Her 
ankles were taped over each other, and her hands were taped behind 
her back. She whimpered a bit, and Randy slapped her across her 
breast and said, “Don’t start. You have one hell of a beating coming to 
you as well as a fucking, and then as I said, you have a train to catch.”

Randy was pacing the small dimly lit bedroom. Clarice asked, 
“Why, Randy? Why are you killing these people? What have they 
done to make you treat them so savagely?” He wasn’t listening, just 
pacing and running his hand under his chin. “Did you hear me? Why 
are you killing people?”

He turned to look at her with a sinister smile bathed half in light 
and half in shadow and said, “Because I’m a bad person, Clarice. 
You know that. You tell me that all the time. They were in the way … 
keeping me from what I wanted, which is water under the bridge now. 
Now, all I can do is finish you off and try to get to Christine, so that 
the two of us can get to a non-extradition country.”

Clarice laughed and said, “I hear Iran, Pakistan, and the Middle 
East are nice this time of year.” Randy brought his full force down on 
her abdomen, knocking the breath out of her.
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The GPS light in the Eagle’s truck was blinking very close to where 
he was driving. He turned one block down from Parson’s Trail and turned 
off the truck’s headlights and drove slowly down the dirt road. He put 
his mask on and used the night vision to navigate the road, and he had no 
sooner turned on the night vision then the back of the Jeep lit up in the 
darkness next to a small cabin. The Eagle pulled off the road, grabbed his 
tranquilizer gun, and walked sternly and quickly toward it.

Clarice was wincing in pain as Randy ripped the tape off her feet 
and ankles and then spread her legs between the steel bedposts and 
shackled them in barbed restraints. He had just finished and began to 
crawl onto the bed, taunting Clarice with the sound of train whistles, 
when the cabin door came smashing in. Randy tried to jump off the 
bed, but the Eagle grabbed him by the back of the neck and lifted 
the two-hundred-pound man with one hand and threw him across the 
room into a wall. He walked over to Randy and pulled the tranquilizer 
gun out of his body armor and shot him right in the neck.

Randy looked dazed and asked, “Who the hell are you?”
“I’m the Iron Eagle, Mr. Walker, and you got it right when you used 

the word hell in your statement.” As Randy was losing consciousness, 
the Eagle said, “Welcome to your nightmare.”

The Eagle turned to Clarice and pointed the gun at her, and she 
asked, “Are you going to kill me?”

“No ma’am. I’m here to save you.” He shot her in the neck as 
well and in a matter of seconds she was out. The Eagle removed her 
restraints and gently lifted her petite body off the bed and carried her 
out to his truck. He put her in the front seat and then buckled her in, 
allowing her head to rest on some towels. He returned to the cabin 
and grabbed Randy by the back of the neck and drug him outside. He 
threw the unconscious nude man on the ground and opened the rear 
cab doors then hog-tied Randy, picked him up, and threw him face 
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first into the truck, smashing his face into the passenger door. The 
Eagle drove back to the Walker’s home and pulled Clarice from the 
front seat and carried her into the house where he put her into bed 
and covered her up. Then, he placed a calling card on her nightstand 
and made sure the house was locked. He set the alarm and pulled the 
broken kitchen door shut. As soon as he heard the security system 
chime and say, “Armed. Stay,” he got into his truck and headed for 
the lair with Randy out cold in the back. As he drove, he pulled off 
his mask and pressed speed dial on the steering wheel and called Jim 
to say he had Randy Walker and Christine Alton.

Jim looked down at his watch and said, “Four fifteen. What the hell 
took you so long?”

“I ran into a bit of trouble with Walker. I had his wife wired with a 
GPS medallion, so I could track her. The guy smashed my passenger 
window to get to her while I was checking out a place that Mr. Walker 
and Ms. Alton used to rape, torture, and murder sex slaves from Asia.”

Jim lit a cigarette and stepped off the train tracks in Pasadena and 
sat down on a wall across from the Rutland crime scene and asked, 
“So, these two were still killing after the cop killings and the sex 
trafficking we thought we stopped at the bar?”

“Yes. It’ll take some doing, but I will extract the information on the 
smugglers from one or both of them and deal with them separately.”

Jim took a deep drag off his cigarette while holding the phone to 
his ear. “So, I guess you solved the case. There won’t be any more 
Metrolink murders.”

John was staring ahead at the freeway and said, “Oh, there will be 
at least one more.”

Jim laughed and said, “I figured as much. I’m getting ready to 
clear this scene. I gave Sam the night off as an early Christmas gift. 
Speaking of Christmas, it’s only two days away. Have you gotten all 
of your shopping finished?”

The Eagle looked in the rearview mirror at Randy Walker’s hog-tied 
and sleeping body and said, “Well, the Eagle has what he wanted for 
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Christmas. As for John … well … he and Sara are going to hang around 
the house and swim and eat crap. What about you and Barbara?”

Jim laughed and said, “Well, shit, John. You read my fuckin’ mind. 
That’s what Barb and I have planned as well. We will be at your place 
at eight on Christmas Eve. Are you two planning to invite any others?”

“The Eagle has a bit of business to deal with today, but I think that 
we should have a little holiday party at the house. Have everyone over 
for drinks and some fun. What say you?”

Jim let out a loud belly laugh and said, “That sounds like the best 
goddamned idea I have ever heard. The past six months have been 
hell. A few days of holiday frolicking will really do the trick.” John 
hung up the line and drove on to the lair.

Jessica and Jade were doing some paperwork near their car. Everyone 
else had cleared the scene, and only the three of them remained. Jim 
walked up to them and stubbed out his cigarette. Jade reached out her 
hand, and Jim took it, and she asked, “I know we haven’t had much time 
to talk, but is there anything that Jess and I can do to help?”

Jim laughed lightly and said, “There’s nothing anyone can do to 
help, Jade. I wish there was. John and Sara are planning a rocking 
Christmas Eve and day at their place. Barb and I are going to spend a 
couple of days partying with the Swensons. Wanna join us?”

Jessica nodded, and Jade said, “Absolutely … as long as we have 
an invitation.”

Jim said, “I just gave it to you. Christmas Eve at John and Sara’s. 
Eight p.m. Don’t be late.”

As he walked off, Jessica asked, “Do you think that Jim is going 
to be okay?”

“If it were you and me in that situation, would you be okay?”
Jessica shook her head slowly and said, “Not for a second. I would 

probably die right after you.”
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Jade kissed her and said, “That’s what love does to you once it 
has you. You can’t imagine the person you love not being there. Will 
Jim be okay? It’ll be tough, but he has all of us, and I’m sure he and 
Barbara have been talking all of this over. There is no way to know 
for sure until he has to cross that bridge, but I have known Jim a long 
time. He’s a tough man. He’ll manage.”

Jessica nodded as Jade opened the driver’s side door and said, 
“Let’s go home. We can do the reports and autopsy later today. Right 
now, I could use a stiff drink and your tongue on my clit.”

“Aren’t you the hopeless romantic. I owe you one, so let’s have 
that drink and then I will rock your world before we get back to the 
house of death.”
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Chapter Twenty-Three
“The Eagle and I talked,  
and I think I’m going to  

hobble Mr. Walker.”

J
ohn and Chris were standing next to each other dressed in white 
coveralls and surgical masks with face shields on. Sara and Karen 
were dressed the same, and John looked at Sara and said, “Let’s 

bring Walker to first. We have a lot to talk about.” Sara injected a 
stimulant into Randy’s IV, and he shot awake.

“Where the hell am I?”
John stared down into Randy’s eyes and said, “You are in the first 

circle of hell, Mr. Walker.” Chris pressed a small remote, and several video 
monitors came to life, and Randy could see his nude body on the screens.

“Who the hell are you?”
John leaned in close. His piercing blue eyes locked in and through 

Randy and before John could respond Randy said, “You’re that FBI 
Agent Swenson.” Chris was standing next to John, and Randy said, 
“Agent Mantel, right?”
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Chris didn’t respond, and John said, “Your memory doesn’t 
deceive you, Mr. Walker. You recognize me; however, that is my day 
job. You might know me better by my nickname.”

“And what the hell is that?”
John drew in a deep breath and reached out his hand to Chris who 

handed him two long steel dental tools. “Restrain Mr. Walker’s head, 
please. I don’t want blood going all over the place.” Chris put his elbow 
across Walker’s throat as Sara and Karen strapped his head to the table. 
Randy was gagging and trying to resist when John said, “You have 
most likely heard of me, Mr. Walker. I’m known as the Iron Eagle.” 
Randy started screaming as John slid a long razor sharp instrument 
under his lips and pressed up into his gums. Blood began running down 
Randy’s face instantly, and as he screamed, the Eagle carefully began 
cutting away the gum line around his teeth, exposing the roots.

“Water!” Chris handed the Eagle a sprayer, and he sprayed 
the nerve endings on each tooth. Randy’s screams were becoming 
deafening. Sara handed the men moldable ear plugs. Chris twisted 
two between his fingers and then slid them into the Eagle’s ears, and 
Sara made sure they seated properly as the Eagle continued his work.

The Eagle pulled the tool out of Randy’s mouth and said, “You’re 
going to be able to speak freely in a few minutes, so I want you to look into 
the camera in front of you and tell me every person you have murdered.”

Randy was sobbing and choking on the blood that was running 
down his throat. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

The Eagle took a pair of dental pliers and said, “Well then, I will 
need to help you recall them. The sooner you tell me what I want 
to know, the sooner your agony will end.” He reached into Randy’s 
mouth with the pliers and grabbed ahold of a wisdom tooth in the 
back of his jaw and said, “This is really, really going to hurt. These 
teeth are embedded deep in the jaw bone.”

Randy tried to speak but then started screaming as the Eagle 
began pulling and twisting the pliers. The room filled with the sound 
of Randy’s jaw cracking and the sound of the tooth being ripped from 
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its socket. The Eagle put his left arm into Randy chest for leverage 
as he twisted and pulled the tooth, rocking the pliers back and forth. 
After several minutes the tooth came free, and the Eagle showed it 
to Randy and said, “Look at that. All root … deep roots, and there is 
even some jaw bone here.”

The Eagle dropped the tooth into a small steel bowl that Chris was 
holding and began to reach in again when Randy screamed, “Twenty.”

“Twenty what?”
“I’ve killed twenty people.”
The Eagle looked at him and asked, “Always with trains?” Randy 

tried to nod, and the Eagle asked, “Who was your first victim?”
Randy was crying and spitting blood as he spoke. “Um … a young 

girl I met in a train station.”
“Name please.”
“Owens … Belinda Owens. I met her at the train station in 

Hollywood, struck up a conversation with her, and then pushed her 
onto the tracks as the Metrolink train came barreling into the station.”

“Did you get a rush watching her explode all over the train and the 
tracks?” the Eagle asked. Randy nodded, and the Eagle continued, “List 
your victims. First and last name, age, and location.” He began to rattle 
off name after name, and Chris, Sara, and Karen looked on in disbelief 
as Randy spoke so casually about those he had murdered. When he had 
finished, the Eagle pressed the pliers back into his mouth and grabbed 
another wisdom tooth and ripped it out, sending blood and saliva all 
over his mask as well as the floor and Randy’s nude body.

“Now, tell me about the human trafficking ring you and Ms. Alton 
have been running. How many people have you tortured and killed?”

Randy’s eyes were wide; his mouth was swelling up, and tears 
were running down his face as he spoke, “I don’t know…”

The Eagle put the pliers back into Randy’s mouth and pulled two 
more teeth. Chris was shooting ice water into Randy’s mouth, and 
Sara and Karen walked out of the room. “You better give me the 
information on the sex slaves. This is the third circle of hell, and we 
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are about to go to four.” The Eagle placed an extra-large drill bit into 
the dental drill and pressed the foot pedal a few times.

Randy screamed, “Patti Salazar ran the whole ring. I don’t know 
where the people were coming from or who delivered them. I just 
had sex and used them for BDSM games.”

“Games? You raped, tortured, and murdered innocent men and 
women. I saw your handiwork up close in your dungeon in Van Nuys. 
You pulled two human beings apart on a rack.”

“That wasn’t me. I didn’t kill those two men. Christine killed 
them last night. They were frail and dying, and she took them to 
the table.” The Eagle drove the drill into Randy’s front teeth. He 
was trying to scream and close his mouth, but the Eagle took a thin 
scalpel and removed his lips and drilled tooth after tooth as Chris 
sprayed the ice water into the holes. “He’s starting to look like a pin 
cushion, Chris. What do you think?”

“Well, his face has seen better days.”
The Eagle pulled the drill back after ten minutes of working on 

Randy and asked, “How did the slaves get to you?”
Randy’s language was barely intelligible. “Dropped off at the 

dungeon. I was never there when they were brought in.”
“You were involved with Salazar and her murder spree?” Tears were 

running down Randy’s face as he said yes. “And after Salazar was murdered, 
you and Alton slipped under the radar and kept the killing going?”

“Yes, yes. Please God. Please stop hurting me.”
The Eagle laughed as did Chris, who said, “Mr. Walker thinks 

that you have been hurting him. He doesn’t know the meaning of 
pain yet, does he sir?”

The Eagle pulled a scalpel off the small metal table, grabbed 
Randy’s penis and testicles in his gloved hand, and said, “No … I 
haven’t even begun to hurt Mr. Walker.” And with one simple snap 
of his wrist, arterial spray was shooting up onto Randy’s chest. His 
eyes widened, and he passed out. Chris cauterized the wound with the 
branding iron as the Eagle injected more stimulant into the IV.
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When Randy woke screaming, the Eagle said, “Now, I can’t have 
you sleeping at a time like this. I still have so much more to do to 
you.” He took the iron from Chris and raised it to Randy’s face, the 
white hot Eagle logo staring back at him, and said, “This is to help 
law enforcement identify you when they find your body.” He pressed 
the iron into Randy’s chest as the man howled with agony, and the 
smell of burning flesh and blood filled the operating room.

Chris had taken Randy’s manhood and was cutting it up on a small 
table across from the gurney. He passed it through a small meat grinder 
that the Eagle had near the industrial one and took the meat to him. The 
Eagle took the steel bowl and asked, “Are you hungry?” Randy never got 
a word out before his ground up junk was forced down his throat. He was 
choking and gagging, and the Eagle said, “Now you know what your own 
penis tastes like.” Randy was trying to heave, but the Eagle kept pressing 
the meat down his throat until he had swallowed the contents, and the 
Eagle injected him with a small dose of medication.

Chris looked on and asked, “What did you give him?”
“Just a little something to make sure his manhood remains in his 

stomach.” Randy was half conscious, and the Eagle said, “Time for a 
little break while I go speak to Ms. Alton. When I come back, I have a 
very, very special surprise for you, so don’t go anywhere.” He injected 
Randy’s IV again, and he began screaming and was even more animated 
than before. The Eagle paged Karen and asked, “Will you please assist 
Chris? Mr. Walker, here, will need medical attention to remain alive.” 
Karen nodded and pulled another syringe out of a small cabinet drawer 
next to the gurney and injected the solution into the IV. The Eagle looked 
at Chris and said, “You feel like working on Mr. Walker?”

“Sure. What do you want me to do to him?”
“Use your imagination, just don’t kill him.” Chris nodded, and 

as the Eagle was leaving the room he heard Chris say, “You don’t 
need your fingers or toes anymore, do you?” Randy’s screams were 
drowned out as the Eagle closed the operating room door and walked 
on to deal with Alton.
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Clarice woke with a start, sitting straight up in bed. She looked 
around the bedroom and said, “A nightmare … it was just a nightmare.” 
She struggled to get out of bed and was holding her head as if she had a 
hangover. She splashed cold water on her face in the master bathroom 
and looked hard at her face in the mirror. She was nude, and she looked 
around for her clothing, but it was nowhere to be found. “What the hell?” 
she muttered and walked back into the bedroom. Her white terrycloth 
robe hung on a hook on the wall next to the bed, and she reached over 
to grab it when she saw the card on her nightstand. She stared at it for 
several seconds then gently picked it up. The card was black, and the 
Eagle’s logo was emblazoned on it. She flipped the card over to find 
a red back with black type and the words, “You’re safe, and you’re 
welcome.” She held the thick business-sized card between her fingers 
and walked out to the kitchen. When she entered, she saw the broken 
glasses and the smashed door and table. She took a deep breath and put 
her head into her hands and screamed and began to cry.

Jim and Sam were talking in his office about her little vacation 
before her swearing in as the new Sheriff of LA County.

“Have you heard from John?”
Jim nodded and stood and invited Sam to sit in his chair. “Sit 

down and see how you like it. You’ll get to decorate the office almost 
any way you like. I kept the chair of my predecessor because it’s 
comfortable, but it might not be for you.”

Sam sat down slowly in the chair and said, “I don’t plan on making 
any changes to this office, Jim. So … what did John say?”

Jim had a stern look on his face and said, “The Eagle has both 
the Metrolink killer and the slaver who kept the business going after 
Salazar’s death.”
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“Are we going to be involved with the killers?”
He shook his head slowly and said, “No. The Eagle is going to 

deal with the two perps, and then Sara and John are planning a big 
party at their house for Christmas Eve. You and Maria are invited. I 
can guarantee you it will be a blast.” He stepped over to the window 
and lit a cigarette.

Sam stood up and followed. Jim lit her cigarette, and Sam asked, 
“How the hell can there be a party at John’s home when we know 
what the Eagle is doing to those people?”

Jim laughed, blowing smoke out the window. “You better 
thicken that skin, Sam. You know who the Eagle is. You know his 
motivations and have defended his actions. I won’t always be around 
to be a go between with you and the Eagle, so you better make peace 
with him and his actions right now.”

Sam took a hit off her smoke and said, “I have no problem with 
what the Eagle is doing to these sick fucks. I just find it unbelievable 
that one minute John is the Eagle and is brutalizing people and the 
next he’s going to sing a round of Christmas carols for a holiday that 
none of us believe in.”

“The celebration has nothing to do with the holiday. It just 
happens to be Christmas. The party is an affirmation of life for 
Barbara, for me, for our relationship with John and Sara as well as 
all of the others. In all the commotion of these killings, we got lost. 
With Barbara being sick and dying and refusing to change a damn 
thing about her life or mine, this is an opportunity for all of those 
people that we have grown to love and care about to join together 
with wine, women, and song. These people are going to be your 
extended family, Sam. Cherish them. We don’t know how much time 
we have. We protect and support each other. So … will you and 
Maria join us before you take your little trip, or are you going to turn 
your back on your family?”

Sam stubbed out the cigarette in the ashtray and asked, “What 
time on Christmas Eve?”
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“Eight, I believe.”
She walked to the doorway and said, “We will be there.”
“Good. Now before you go back to your office, you might want 

to prepare because there is going to be one more Metrolink killing.”
Sam looked confused. “But you said the Eagle has the killer.”
Jim smiled and sat back down in his chair and said, “He does.” 

Sam just nodded as she walked out the door.

Christine was screaming at the top of her lungs. She was restrained 
face first against the operating room wall, nude, and the Eagle was 
whipping her bloody back and legs. “You’re starting to look like 
hamburger. You have some very, very terrifying weapons in your 
bag.” He lifted the whip and held it between his gloved hands and 
looked down at the leather that was embedded with broken glass, 
nails, industrial staples, and rivets. “The whip came with just the 
rivets, didn’t it? You added all of the rest of these torture pieces to 
it, didn’t you?”

Her breath was labored, and her feet were slipping around on the 
floor as the blood poured down her back and legs. “For God’s sake, 
you’re going to kill me, so just kill me.”

Sara was leaning against the far wall behind the Eagle, and 
Christine and said, “What sport would there be in that, Ms. Alton? 
You loved to do this to your helpless victims. It only seems fair that 
you feel everything that they felt … and a hell of a lot more.”

Christine pressed her face against the cool concrete wall as her legs 
went out from under her. As she hung by her arms, she said, “You’re 
tearing me to pieces. That’s not how I dealt with my slaves.”

The Eagle laughed and said, “Really? I saw firsthand what you 
did to two slaves last night at the dungeon in Van Nuys. I saw the pile 
of meat left of the two men you put on the rack.”

“She used a rack?” The Eagle nodded, and Sara said, “That’s the 
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only piece of torture apparatus that we salvaged from Walter Cruthers’ 
dungeon that you have never used on your victims.”

The Eagle nodded and said, “I had taken it as a reminder of what 
he did to so many on that table, including Amber. I swore that I 
would never use it again, but I am going to have to go back on that.” 
The Eagle had his back to Sara and said, “Will you please unlock that 
room and take the dust cover off the table?” Sara walked out, and the 
Eagle injected Christine in the hip.

She rolled her head and said, “Thank God. A sedative.”
“Oh no. I gave you a very, very special stimulant that is going to 

take your agony to the next level.” He no sooner got the words out 
than Christine started screaming and thrashing against the wall. The 
Eagle laid the whip down on the gurney and pulled out a pap smear 
kit from one of the drawers. He opened the package and removed 
the speculum then released Christine’s hands and feet and lifted her 
onto the gurney laying her right on the whip. He restrained her arms 
above her head and then pulled out the stirrups on the gurney and 
spread them as far apart as possible and then restrained Christine’s 
feet to each one. She tried to resist him, but he was too powerful. The 
Eagle pulled her left leg so hard there was a loud pop and crack, and 
Christine started screaming uncontrollably.

Sara walked into the room and saw Christine’s right leg and said, 
“Ouch. You ripped the femoral head right out of the acetabulum. 
That’s really got to hurt.”

Christine was screaming, “My hip! Oh God! My hip! What the hell?”
Sara said, “I’m sorry. I just used medical terms to describe the fact 

that the Eagle just ripped your hip out of its socket.” She looked at the 
Eagle and said, “You might want to force that joint back together if 
you’re going to put her on the rack. If you don’t, that leg will just rip 
off sooner than you might want.”

“You’re right. Put it back in, please.”
Sara grabbed Christine’s leg and pulled it far out from her body 

then called to the Eagle to stand next to Christine’s hip. She spoke 
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over Christine’s screams, “Okay, on three I want you to press all of 
your weight into her hip joint.” The Eagle nodded as Sara counted 
down then pressed with great force into Christine’s hip. There was a 
loud pop and more screaming, and Sara said, “That’s the sound you 
want to hear. You’ve got it seated perfectly, now you can pull it back 
out when you have her on the rack.”

Sara saw the speculum on the gurney between Christine’s legs 
and picked it up and jammed it into her vagina. The pain was coming 
from so many directions that Christine just bellowed and wailed as 
Sara cranked the speculum open to its maximum and then took several 
long steel tools and began cutting and pulling out Christine’s cervix. 
She ran two deep hooks into her uterus and pulled with all her might 
until she delivered it onto the table. Blood was pouring out, and Sara 
said, “With a little more work I can finish up her hysterectomy right 
here.” The Eagle nodded, and Sara kept ripping until the table was 
covered in internal organs. She cleared them away and then took a 
cauterizing instrument and began burning through Christine’s flesh 
to stop the bleeding.

Christine was trying to move her pelvis against the ripping and 
tearing and burning of her flesh but could not. She looked at the 
overhead monitors and could see her uterus, fallopian tubes, and 
ovaries lying in a pile on the table. Smoke was rising out of her 
vagina, and she passed out.

The Eagle grabbed a syringe of stimulant, but Sara said, “Hold 
off. Let me get the bleeding stopped. You don’t want her to bleed 
out here. She’s finally fuckin’ quiet. I only need a few minutes.” The 
Eagle darted the needle into the IV and let it hang as Sara worked. 
The Eagle removed the organs and put them in a large steel bowl next 
to the table, and Sara asked with her head down between Christine’s 
legs. “Do you want me to remove everything down here and just 
leave it an unusable hole?”

The Eagle was cleaning up the blood with sponges and said, 
“Yes!”
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“Okay. You can wake her up for the rest of the operation. I got the 
largest bleeders stopped.” As she started to cut away the labia, the Eagle 
pressed the plunger on the syringe, and Christine awoke, screaming.

Chris had used a bolt cutter to remove Randy’s fingers and toes. 
Karen was cauterizing as he worked and Randy screamed. Chris put the 
cutter around Randy’s remaining big toe and said, “And this big piggy 
is going to go flying across the room.” Chris pressed the handles on the 
bolt cutters, and the toe did just that. He walked over and picked it up as 
Karen stopped the bleeding. “He still looks too good, don’t you think?”

Karen looked at Randy’s mutilated body and asked, “What are 
you thinking?”

He pointed to a sledge hammer and a four-by-six near the gurney 
and said, “The Eagle and I had talked about this. I think I’m going to 
hobble Mr. Walker.”

Karen stepped aside as Chris picked up the fifty-pound sledge 
hammer and the block of wood. He placed it between Randy’s ankles 
and said while raising the hammer to the side like a baseball bat, 
“This might sting just a little.”

The first strike nearly took Randy’s foot off above the ankle, 
and Karen said, “Hit a little higher next time. You don’t want him 
to bleed out.” Chris walked around to the other side of the table and 
swung away, sending Randy’s feet up in the air then landing spread 
in opposite directions from his lower legs. He removed the wood and 
put it back in the corner with the sledge hammer and said, “I think 
I’m finished with him. From what I understand from the Eagle, Mr. 
Walker has a train to catch.”

Randy was screaming and crying, spitting blood, and calling out 
in an almost unintelligible voice, “No … no … no!”

Chris stood next to him and said, “But I thought you liked trains.” 
Randy was trying to shake his restrained head as Chris whispered 
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into his ear, “I’m a bad person, too, Mr. Walker. I just use my bad 
for good.”

“What do we do with him now?” Karen asked.
“Keep him in agony with medication until the Eagle comes for him.”
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Chapter Twenty-Four
“What’s so funny?”

A
s Jim answered his cell phone, he heard screaming in the 
background. “What the fuck, man?”

“Meet me at the Hollywood Metrolink station in an hour.” 
The line went dead, and Jim looked down at his watch and saw that 
it was four thirty. He buzzed Sam, and she walked into his office, 
and he told her to shut the door.

“What’s up?”
“I just received a call from the Eagle. He wants me to meet him at 

the Hollywood Metrolink station in an hour.”
“Do you think he will have the final crime scene there?”
Jim nodded and said, “I think he wants me to be there when he 

kills Randy Walker, and he’s going to use a train.”
Sam sat quietly for several minutes then asked, “Can I go with you?”
He nodded and said, “I have a feeling there are going to be more 

people there.”
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Jade was finishing up a report, and Jessica was preparing a new 
corpse that had been brought in the day before for autopsy. The young, 
dead woman was stripped, and Jessica was pulling the autopsy tools 
together. She took a blue marker and made a Y-shaped line on the 
woman’s chest, starting at the top of the left collarbone and then from 
the right, meeting in the middle of her chest and down to her pubic 
bone. She called out to Jade and said, “Jane Doe is ready to go.”

Jade was typing and said, “Okay, give me a second, and we can 
get started.” She stood up but before she could get into the autopsy 
room her cell phone rang, and she listened and then called out to 
Jessica and said, “She’ll have to wait. We have a new scene we need 
to be on.”

Christine Alton was strapped spread-eagle to the rack. Sara had 
finished the restraints on her legs, and Alton asked in a weak voice, 
“Who are you and why are you helping that animal?”

Sara’s face was cold and stern. “That ‘animal’ is my husband, 
for starters, and he’s not the animal, Alton. You are. I saw the last 
few surviving victims from Pete’s bar years ago, and my hospital is 
treating the current survivors of your torture. I wish there was more 
that the Eagle and I could do to make your suffering last longer. 
Your death needs to be as slow and cruel as possible to even begin to 
scratch the surface of the agony you have caused others.”

The Eagle had been listening to the conversation and stepped 
into the dimly lit room and said, “The rack is not the final end for 
Ms. Alton, Sara. She will suffer the pains of hell on this table, but I 
have a very, very special end for her.”

Christine was crying and saying, “I don’t deserve this. I have a 
deviant streak, but that’s not a crime.”
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The Eagle moved up to the top of the rack near Christine’s head 
and said, “Torturing and murdering sex slaves is a crime, Ms. Alton. 
An inexcusable crime. Your savagery is only matched by your ego. 
Pride goes before a fall, Ms. Alton.” There was a loud clink of metal, 
and Christine cried out. The Eagle had released the rack’s mechanism 
and said, “You are feeling a little pressure on your limbs, right?”

Sara asked, “Have you ever been on the rack before, Ms. Alton? 
I have. I was on this very rack years ago. The Eagle saved me from 
the torture that was planned for me. Now, in an ironic turn of events, 
he is going to use it on you!”

The Eagle turned a small wheel on the right side of the rack. The 
steel bedding that Christine’s back was resting on was attached to 
electric cords, and the Eagle slowly turned the wheel as Christine 
screamed. “You have given me the information that I need to break 
your sex trafficking ring, Ms. Alton, so this is merely payback for all 
of those you tortured.” He slowly cranked the wheel, and as Christine 
screamed there was a loud popping and crunching sound.

“Her knees and ankles have separated,” Sara said. The Eagle 
started turning a second wheel, pulling Christine’s arms and hands. 
The same loud popping and cracking sound was even louder than 
Christine’s screams, and Sara said coldly, “You have dislocated her 
elbow and shoulder joints.”

Christine’s body was stretched tight, and the Eagle looked down 
at her pelvis and hip flexors and said, “Sara, she’s broken. Hand me 
the sledge hammer.” She pulled the hammer off a wall of tools in 
a corner of the room and handed it to the Eagle. He raised it while 
looking at Christine and said, “This is really, really going to hurt.” 
He slammed the hammer down on her right hip and then the left, and 
the joints released, and her legs stretched out three inches.

Sara looked at the screaming woman and said, “We just added 
several inches to your height. Too bad you will never walk again.” The 
Eagle left Christine screaming on the rack, and he and Sara left the 
room. He opened a small but deep closet at the rear of the operating 
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rooms and looked at Sara and said, “Ms. Alton is claustrophobic. I think 
this is a fitting end for her.” Sara flipped on the light switch in the closet, 
and the light shined bright over the silver casket snugged into the room.

She nodded and said, “If you want her to get the maximum terror out 
of this end, you want to put her in this now.” The Eagle rolled the casket 
out into the rack room. Sara could see that Christine was out. She took 
a syringe from the pocket of her smock and stuck it into the IV. Within 
seconds the room was alive with the sounds of agony. Sara released 
Alton’s feet as the Eagle released her wrists. Christine’s joints were deep 
purple, and the Eagle grabbed her and threw her over his shoulder and 
then down into the casket. The casket liner was thick, and for a fraction 
of a second, the woman had a look of relief on her face. Seconds later, 
the Eagle slammed the lower half of the casket closed.

Christine was staring up into the dim lights of the room and 
mumbled, “What are you doing to me?”

The Eagle ripped out the IV and threw it to the floor. “This is 
your final resting place, Ms. Alton.” He pressed a couple of buttons 
on the casket and then put an earpiece into Alton’s ear. She tried to 
resist but could only move her head.

“This is so I can see and hear you, and you can see and hear me. 
After your incredible tantrum at the Sheriff’s station and need for 
your anxiety medication due to your claustrophobia, I felt this would 
be your most fitting end.” Christine started crying and yelling, and 
the Eagle said, “Relax … this casket is a little oversized for your 
frame. Based on the cubic inches of space and your smaller frame, 
you can hyperventilate yourself several times, passing out and 
coming to. I’m not adding any oxygen, so after I have sealed you in 
you’ll have between six and ten hours before you start to suffocate.” 
With that, the Eagle closed the viewing lid on the casket.

There was a gentle click of the locking mechanism, and Sara 
looked at the Eagle and asked, “What are you going to do with her?”

“Put her in the closet, pipe in some great horror music, and then 
tomorrow I will cremate the casket and Ms. Alton in the incinerator.” 
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The Eagle pushed the casket into the closet and closed the door. 
He plugged an MP3 player into the adapter that would send the 
music through a wireless signal into the casket. The Eagle opened an 
application on his tablet and could see Christine’s face and the sheer 
terror in her eyes. “I’m going to leave you to die now. I have prepared 
some horrifying music for you to enjoy while you suffocate.” The 
Eagle turned off the lights in the casket and before turning on the 
MP3 said, “Ms. Alton, if there is a God or a heaven or hell, it is my 
sincerest hope that God not have mercy on your soul.”

Jade and Jessica were sitting in the coroner’s Jeep, as requested 
by the Eagle, in a parking lot overlooking the Metrolink tracks about 
five hundred yards from the tunnel entrance into Hollywood. It was 
dark, and Jessica asked, “Why does the Eagle want us here?”

“I don’t know.”
The streetlights showered a low gold light on the white Jeep with blue 

writing on all sides and the back. A pair of headlights appeared, and the 
car parked next to them. Jade looked over to see Jim and Sam sitting in the 
car, but no one moved. Another pair of headlights appeared on an access 
road right off the tracks. Jade looked closely at the approaching vehicle 
and then Jessica looked at it and then back to Jade, who was shaking.

Jessica looked on and said, “That’s John’s Silverado. What the 
hell is his Silverado doing near the tracks?”

Jade’s voice quivered as she said, “There’s about to be a homicide, 
and the Eagle has called us in to deal with it.”

“You think that the Iron Eagle wants witnesses to one of his 
crimes?” Jade nodded as she opened the Jeep door.

Jim and Sam were out of the car and standing near the edge of 
the parking lot when the Eagle stepped out of his truck dressed in 
his full body armor and mask. The women crowded next to Jim and 
Sam, and Jade said, “I have never seen the Eagle.”
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Jim looked on and said, “I have. So has Sam. And I know 
Jessica has.” The two women nodded as they watched the Eagle pull 
something from the back doors of his truck. Jim looked down at his 
watch and said, “It’s five forty. The six fifteen train will be coming 
through here in about twenty minutes.”

The Eagle put what all could now see was a body over his shoulder 
and walked out onto the tracks only feet away from the four. The 
passenger door opened, and Sara and Karen stepped out of the truck 
followed by Chris. Everyone followed the Eagle down onto the tracks.

Jim shook his head and said, “You three stay here.” There was 
a small set of stairs that led down to the tracks’ edge and then a bar 
that was meant to keep people out. Jim pushed his fat stomach over 
the bar and rolled onto his side on the edge of the wall where only 
a few nights earlier he was at this same crime scene. He walked out 
onto the tracks as the Eagle, Chris, and the women were restraining 
Randy Walker. Jim said, “It’s fuckin’ cold. What are you thinking 
having all of us out here?”

The Eagle said, “Do you want to help us restrain Mr. Walker to 
the tracks or stand there gabbing at us?” Jim knelt down and helped 
Chris. Sara and Karen had moved over near the wall and stairs. Jade, 
Jessica, and Sam moved down near them. Chris pulled Walker’s legs 
across the tracks. He was covered in a white sheet, and there was 
blood all over the end of it. There was a set of chains on his ankles, 
and the Eagle handed Chris a railroad spike and a sledge hammer and 
said, “Drive the spike between the chains and down into the ties.” 
Chris did as instructed as Jim looked on then handed the hammer 
back to the Eagle, who, with three sharp blows of the hammer, said, 
“He’s restrained. Please step back.”

Chris and Jim stepped off the tracks, and the Eagle removed 
the sheet, revealing Walker’s mutilated body. Jim looked down at 
Walker’s toeless and fingerless body and pulled a small pen light 
from his pocket and pointed it at the rest of Walker’s body and said, 
“Jesus Christ … you mutilated the son of a bitch.”
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The Eagle nodded, and Chris said, “I took his fingers and toes. 
The Eagle did the dental work. We worked together to emasculate the 
asshole, and then the Eagle force fed him his last meal.”

Jim was shaking his head as he took a cigarette out of his top 
left pocket and put it in his mouth. He snapped the lid on his Zippo 
several times then lit the cigarette and asked, “So, what now?”

“We wait,” said the Eagle. “Mr. Walker has a train to catch.”
Randy’s eyes were nearly swollen shut, but he lifted his head and 

gurgled out, “Sheriff?”
Jim looked at the Eagle and asked, “Did you understand that?”
The Eagle nodded, and Chris spoke up and said, “Mr. Walker just 

said Sheriff as if he’s shocked to see you here.”
Jim could see the lights of the train well off in the distance, and 

he leaned down next to Randy’s ear and said, “That’s right, Mr. 
Walker. I’m here, so is Sheriff-Elect Samantha Pritchard as well 
as the Los Angeles Coroner Doctor Jade Morgan and her assistant 
Doctor Jessica Holmes. You see, we ALL know who the Iron Eagle 
is, and yes … we help him take care of the worst of the worst, and 
you are one sick fuck. I imagine that the Eagle has the coroner here 
because there will be no crime scene. This train is a fast fucker, and 
the Eagle has placed your ass at a point near the tunnel entrance to 
the subway so the train operator will most likely never realize he hit 
anything.” He took a couple of more hits off his cigarette and then 
ground it out in Randy’s chest then walked away.

The Eagle knelt down and said, “It’s going to get a bit too loud 
to speak in a few minutes but feel free to scream. As for my last 
words for you, if there is a God and a hell, may God not have mercy 
on your soul.” Randy was screaming as the lights of the train were 
bearing down on him. The Eagle and the onlookers gathered well off 
the tracks and out of sight of the train and its conductor. The group 
watched as Randy wiggled a little until the train struck him, sending 
his body in two different directions. Once the train was through and 
into the tunnel, the Eagle removed his mask. Sweat was running 
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down his face, and he looked at everyone and said, “Well, come on. 
Many hands make light work. Let’s clean up this mess.”

Jade handed everyone a pair of coveralls and gloves, and they 
grabbed hazmat bags and began picking up Randy Walker’s remains. 
Jessica was holding Walker’s head in her hands and yelled out, “Hey, 
John, have you ever thought about collecting scalps?” He laughed 
and shook his head while everyone hurried up on cleanup. When the 
last of the scene was cleaned, John and Chris pulled up the chains, 
and Jade and Jessica put the remains in the back of the Jeep.

Jade asked, “You want me to deal with this?” John walked up to 
her and handed her the chains and said, “I would really appreciate 
that. Sara and I have a party to plan.” For a fraction of a second 
there was horrified silence, then all of a sudden Jessica broke out in 
outrageously contagious laughter. Pretty soon the entire group was 
laughing so hard they were leaning on cars and railings. John was 
standing there stone-faced as the others were laughing and asked, 
“What’s so funny?”
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 Chapter Twenty-Five
“We have our own little 

Bermuda Triangle here.”

J
ohn was standing in the middle of the living room at his home with 
a Santa hat on and a smile on his face. The room was hopping; the 
eggnog was flowing, and the laughter and dancing were moving 

all around him. Barbara was dancing with Sara and Karen; all three 
had drinks in their hands. Jim was dancing with Jade and Jessica 
while Sam and Maria sat off in a corner of the room sipping eggnog 
and chatting amongst themselves. John looked around but didn’t 
see Chris, and as Karen and the others came close to him he asked 
Karen, “Where’s Chris?”

Karen shrugged and said, “He was here a few minutes ago but said 
he had something he needed to do.” John nodded and walked back to 
the secret door to the lair and walked in, closing the door behind him.
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Chris was sitting on a small wall across from the incinerator. 
The night sky was clear and cold, and John walked down the long 
hallway, passing the operating rooms, and saw that the door to the 
closet that housed Alton was open. He walked out to the back of the 
house and saw Chris and asked, “Did you take Alton’s body?”

Chris nodded and said, “Yeah. I knew you had a lot on your plate, 
and Sara told me what you did with her, so I put her in the oven here. 
I hope you’re not upset.”

John sat down next to him and looked up at the starry sky and said, 
“It’s quite beautiful, isn’t it?” Chris nodded, and John continued, “I 
don’t stop to look around as much as I should. For all of the ugliness 
in this world, there is offsetting beauty.”

Chris took a deep breath and said, “I’m getting married next week.”
John nodded, and Chris looked up at the sky and then out to the sea 

as the waves crashed on the shore, and John could see a silver streak 
on Chris’s cheek. He put his arm on Chris’s shoulder and said, “You 
know … for all of the evil that I have put down in my years, there’s a 
part of me that wishes there is a place where those that we loved and 
lost are happy and safe and enjoying a great afterlife. The first couple 
of years after Amber’s murder, I couldn’t bear the holidays. I just 
couldn’t find the happiness in my heart that I had when she was with 
me. Then Sara and I found each other again, and you would think that 
moving on with my life even after finding and killing Amber’s killer 
would give me peace.”

“It didn’t?”
“Yes and no. I was happy that I got the animal who had taken the love 

of my life from me, and I was happy that I found Sara again and that we 
were united. But when we were going to marry I had a lot of guilt.”

Chris wiped his eyes and asked, “Guilt over what?”
John laughed lightly and said, “Being happy, moving on with 

my life. Marrying Sara, who was my first love before Amber. I felt 
guilty, like I didn’t deserve to be happy.”

Chris nodded and said, “I can’t bring Andrea back. I know that. Every 
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night in my dreams and nightmares I can almost grab her hand before 
those murderers get ahold of her. I wake up in a cold sweat sometimes 
crying, sometimes screaming. I can still hear her voice and the sound of 
her laughter, smell her hair and her perfume, and I think the same thing. 
I was only a few feet away from saving my baby sister, and I failed. She 
died the most horrific death, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do to 
stop it. And now, here I sit with the casket of yet another brutal murderer 
in the oven in front of me. The streets are safer for a moment; the love 
of my life is living it up, and I don’t know how to let it go. I don’t know 
how I’m supposed to marry Karen and start a family and juggle this 
career and side career with the Eagle and be happy.”

John smiled and said, “Well, first, the work you are doing with 
the Eagle isn’t supposed to make you happy … it is supposed to 
make you feel better about ridding the world of the worst of the 
worst. Andrea will always be with you and a part of you. I told you 
when it happened, and I have told you since, it wasn’t your fault. 
There was nothing you could have done to change the outcome for 
Andrea. She was a victim in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

“How did you get over the guilt and allow yourself to love again 
and be happy?”

John smiled and said, “I’m going to tell you something that I have 
never told anyone, not even Sara, and you must promise to take it to 
your grave.” Chris nodded. John took a deep breath and in a rare show 
of emotion and through a cracking tear-filled voice said, “I had made 
a promise to Amber at her gravesite after her funeral that I would be 
buried next to her. I didn’t go back to her grave but two or three times 
after her murder and then twice after I caught her killer. The first time 
was to tell her that I found him and that I killed him. The second time 
was a cold, rainy morning after I had asked Sara to marry me. Amber 
is buried under a huge California Oak tree, and I sat down in my usual 
spot and talked to her and told her that I was going to have to break my 
promise of being buried next to her and that I was going to marry Sara.”

“That’s it? And all of the years of guilt and sadness were gone?” 
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Chris asked it with a baffled look on his face, and John shook his 
head. He was clearly holding back a flood of emotion.

“No. After I said it, I stood up and pulled my coat around me 
against the cold and the rain when suddenly a soft warm wind blew 
across me as I stood at the foot of Amber’s grave marker. It lasted 
for several seconds and in that moment I felt like I had just gotten 
Amber’s blessing. I don’t believe in religion or God for that matter. I 
don’t believe in an afterlife, the myth of heaven and hell. But in that 
moment … Chris, I swear Amber was there, and she was telling me 
to move on.”

Chris looked at him and then at the oven and said, “Thank you, 
John.”

The two men stood up, and John said, “Marry Karen. Live a 
great life. Have a family. Love and protect them the best you can. In 
doing that you will serve Andrea’s memory better than you ever will 
carrying around all of the guilt.”

Chris nodded, both men wiping tears from their eyes. They 
started for the lair when Chris said, “Shit, I almost forgot.” He 
walked back and pressed the start button on the incinerator and said, 
“One more for the road.”

John looked at his watch and said, “The best part is Alton has 
probably not used up all the oxygen, so you just cremated her alive.”

“Is there any way to know?”
John pulled his phone off his hip and pressed a small casket 

shaped icon. The screen came to life with the screaming of Christine 
Alton. The two men watched as the flames engulfed the casket, and 
Alton’s face and hair began to burn. John shut off the application and 
put the phone on his hip and said, “Every once in a while it’s nice to 
see the ninth circle.”

“The ironic part of all of it is your fascination with Dante’s 
Inferno.”

John nodded and said, “The Divine Comedy.”
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John and Chris emerged from the lair, and Sara and Karen both noticed. 
Jim was sitting on the edge of the hot tub, nude, with his feet in the water. 
John could see Barbara, Jade, Jessica, Sam, and Maria all sitting in the hot 
tub. Sara walked up to John and tugged on the white ball on the Santa hat 
and said, “So, Mr. Kringle, do you know what you want for Christmas?”

He looked into Sara’s eyes and said, “Yes … I already have it 
right here in my arms.” Sara smiled through some tears, and the two 
walked out to the deck with the others.

Karen was sitting on a bar stool with a glass of wine in her hand, 
and Chris came up behind her and kissed her on the neck. She giggled 
and asked, “Where were you?”

“I just had a little cleanup work to do for the Eagle.”
“Are you okay?”
He nodded and said, “Yeah … a lot better. I know there will be 

good and bad days, but I know it’s going to be okay. This time next 
week we will be getting ready for our wedding. Are you nervous?”

She shook her head and said, “No sir, I’m not, and that’s not the 
alcohol talking. I have the love of my life, and we are going to start 
on the next great adventure of having a family.”

“Can we at least have a year to ourselves before we talk children?”
Karen laughed and said, “We will take all the time we need. Now 

… there is a group of very, very sexy women in that hot tub, and they 
are all nude. What do you say to stripping off those clothes, so you 
can make them all jealous with the size of that cock?”

Chris started laughing as Karen was stripping off her clothes and 
said, “Sure. Why not? Half of them are gay, and besides, my cock is 
nothing compared to John’s.”

Karen smiled and said, “Yours is the one I want for the rest of my life.” 
The two walked out to the pool area, and Chris jumped in and swam as 
Karen lowered herself into the hot tub. John and Sara were undressed, and 
everyone was sitting around the pool talking and drinking and laughing. 
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Jim lifted a glass of scotch and said, “If only for this one goddamn 
night … all is mother fuckin’ right with the world.”

Barbara laughed and looked over at Jade and Jessica as well as 
Sam and Maria and said, “Watch out ladies, Jimmy here has tied one 
on, so if he goes to cop a feel, feel free to punch him in the nose.”

Maria laughed and said, “Jim and John saved my life. Jim can feel 
any part of me that he likes.” Barbara started laughing as Jim was 
trying to swim across the hot tub to take Maria up on her offer.

The sun was just cresting the horizon, and John stood on the 
beach with his cell phone in his hand. He was walking along the surf 
line, talking on the phone. “Those are the names I extracted that are 
involved in the trafficking ring. They all run out of your city, and you 
already have them on your radar?”

The voice on the other end of the line had a thick New York accent. 
“You bet, John. One’s already met his fate at the hands of the Hudson 
River Killer. I’ll get the word out on these other two, and they will be 
dealt with as you have asked.”

There was a pause, and John asked, “Bob … how long has the 
Hudson River Killer been around?”

Bob Zelnick laughed on the other end of the line and said, “Hell 
if I know, John. As far as I can tell, the fucker has been killing 
people for generations. It’s the damnedest thing. I mean, I work 
with the FBI here in New York. My New York Police Department 
precinct has its own task force that I head up hunting for the fucker, 
but he is just too good. On that note, what about the Iron Eagle? 
How the fuck are you doing on that case?”

John laughed and said, “It’s the same situation out here. The guy’s 
a ghost. Pushing two decades, and we can’t catch the guy.”

Bob laughed and said, “Well, Merry Christmas, John. I’ll let you 
know when the other two surface.”
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“Merry Christmas to you, too, Bob, and a Happy New Year.” John 
hung up the line and walked back up to the house.

Chris, Sara, and Karen were sitting in the kitchen, and Chris asked, “Did 
the Eagle get the information to the Hudson River Killer on the slavers?”

John nodded. Karen asked, “Hey, we all have the day off. Can we 
go look at the house today?”

Sara said, “It’s Christmas, Karen. Do you really want to drag a 
realtor and bother homeowners on a holiday?”

Karen shook her head and said, “No … we just don’t get much 
down time, and it is going to be a busy end of the year.”

John put his hand into his robe and pulled out a small box and 
handed it to Karen. “This is just a little something from Sara and me 
for you two. The house isn’t going anywhere.”

Karen opened the box and in it were several sets of keys and three 
garage remotes. She looked at John and said, “You didn’t?”

Sara smiled and nodded and said, “We did. Merry Christmas and 
Happy New Year.”

Karen came flying across the table, kissing John all over his face. 
She promptly moved to Sara while Chris looked at the box and then at 
John and said, “Thank you.”

John smiled and said, “Hey, you’ll only be three miles up the road 
from us and only a mile from Jim and Barbara. Heck, we have our own 
little Bermuda Triangle here.”

That drew laughter around the table, and Karen said, “People 
come in but never come out!”

Maria was lying on Sam’s bare chest, flicking her belly piercing. Sam 
was holding onto Maria and asked, “Do you think it’s time for us to make 
this living situation more permanent?” Maria kept flicking the piercing, 
which made Sam jump.

“What are you thinking?”
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“Well, I have my condo in Hacienda Heights, and you have your 
apartment here in North Hollywood. I was thinking about the two of us 
getting a house that will put us smack dab in between our jobs and keep 
us from having to run back and forth to each other’s homes.” Sam took a 
deep breath and said, “It would be more economical as well as allow us 
a more settled life together. Are you ready for that type of commitment?”

 “What about you? Are you ready?”
Sam sat up on her elbows and said, “To be honest, it was the last 

thing on my mind before I met you. I even told Jim that being the 
Sheriff of Los Angeles County was going to take up so much of my 
time I didn’t think I would have time for a relationship.”

“Okay … and?”
Sam laughed, “And then your beautiful eyes caught mine, and I 

fell head over heels in love, and I’m fucked. I mean, you have ruined 
me for all others, male or female.”

Maria laughed and said, “Oh, I hope that’s not true. I want to 
swing with the other sex together every once in a while. I mean, I do 
like a hot beef injection now and again.”

There was a moment of silence, and Sam laughed and said, “Me, 
too, but only if we do it as a threesome. Deal?”

“Deal.”
“So, where the hell are we going to live?”
Maria laid back and said, “I don’t know. We’ll rent first. I know 

some realtors. I’ll put them to work on it.”

Jade was fixing breakfast, and Jessica was helping. The two 
women were both nude, and Jade got popped by bacon she had 
cooking on the stove. “Son of a bitch.”

Jessica handed her an apron and said, “This will protect those hot tits 
while I can still see that sexy ass.” Jade laughed as she filled two plates 
with food. Jessica put the toast on the table and poured some juice and 
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asked, “So, last night was the first time you witnessed an Eagle killing?”
Jade had a mouth full of food but swallowed hard and said, “Yes and 

no. I’ve helped Sara and Chris as well as the Eagle with some killings. It is 
the first time I have seen John as the Iron Eagle perform a killing, though.”

“Creepy. It was all just really fuckin’ creepy. I have seen a lot 
working with you but never a before and after.”

“Are you afraid of John now that you have seen his dark side?”
Jessica shook her head, “Not afraid. Just more respectful for what 

he does as the Eagle.”
“The Eagle has saved a lot of lives. I just don’t know how much 

longer he can do it and get away with it. The only thing I will tell you 
is you don’t want to be on his bad side.”

Jessica nodded and said, “I don’t see any situation that would 
land me there.”

“Good. Let’s keep it that way. We have a wedding to plan, and I 
want us to have a lot of years together.” Jessica nodded as the two 
played footsy under the table and ate their meal.

Jim and Barbara were sitting on the deck overlooking the ocean, 
drinking coffee and smoking cigarettes. Jim said, “Oh Jesus, this has 
been a year I want to forget.”

Barbara took a hit off her smoke and a sip of her coffee and said, 
“Let’s hope that we can have one more good year in the sun, Jimmy.”

His face grew serious, and he said, “I’m not ready, Barb. You 
have to stay with me.”

She moved over onto Jim’s lap and said, “I feel fine … I plan to 
keep feeling fine but when it’s over … it’s over.”

Jim held her tight and said, “I understand all of that, but it doesn’t 
mean that I won’t be crushed when that day comes.”
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Reaper
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Sixteen

Prologue

“I
, Samantha Maria Pritchard, do solemnly swear that I will 
support and defend the Constitution of the United States and 
the Constitution of the State of California against all enemies, 

foreign and domestic; that I will bear true faith and allegiance to the 
Constitution of the United States and the Constitution of the State 
of California; that I take this obligation freely, without any mental 
reservation or purpose of evasion; and that I will well and faithfully 
discharge the duties upon which I am about to enter.”

Jim O’Brian was standing next to Sam as she completed her 
swearing in as the new Sheriff of Los Angeles County. It was a 
beautiful sunny January day and for those few onlookers and media 
who were present on the steps of the Los Angeles Superior Court 
in downtown Los Angeles it was a most remarkable moment. Sam 
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made a quick statement then introduced her second in command, 
Riggs McEllen, to the public and made haste back to her office.

Jim was sitting in a cruiser, waiting for Sam and Riggs, and he 
whisked them off back to the station where there was a thundering round 
of applause as they entered the building. All three were in their full dress 
uniforms, and Jim shouted out as they walked to the elevator, “Get your 
asses back to work. You still have a city to protect and serve.” Sam walked 
between Jim and Riggs and was blushing as she waved weakly.

Riggs said, “I bet you didn’t expect this kind of reception.”
Sam shook her head and said, “No. Did you?”
Riggs laughed and said, “I’m the undersheriff. They don’t give a rat’s 

ass about me … at least not yet.”
They made their way to Sam’s office, and Jim opened the door, 

ushered the two in, and took a seat on a couch across from the desk. 
Riggs took a seat next to Jim, and Sam stood looking around the office 
for a few seconds when Jim asked, “Well, Sheriff. Are you going to sit 
your ass down, or are you going to stand there with your thumb up it?”

Sam moved the chair behind the desk and sat down and then looked 
at Jim and asked, “What the hell do I do now?”

“You take the bull by the horns and run the largest Sheriff’s 
Department in the United States. That’s what you do.”

Riggs was smiling from ear to ear, and Sam asked, “Are you as 
nervous as I am?”

Riggs shook his head and said, “Nope, not one bit. You’re the Sheriff. 
I’m simply your minion.” Jim laughed while relaxing on the couch.

Sam looked at him and said, “Don’t you even think about going ROAD 
on me, Jim. You might be officially retired, but you’re the man I’m going to 
be looking to for the next several months while I get my feet on the ground.”

Jim winced a bit as he stood up from the couch and pulled 
a cigarette out of his top left pocket. He stepped over to the open 
window and asked, “May I light up?”

Sam got an annoyed look on her face and said, “I might be the 
Sheriff, but this is still your office.”
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Jim lit the cigarette and said as he snapped his Zippo shut, “No. 
This is your office. I will be in the one next door to you, and Riggs 
will be behind that oak door across the office from your desk.”

Sam looked at the door and said, “I thought that was a closet.”
“Nope … that’s the undersheriff’s office.”
“Was your undersheriff in there?”
Jim shook his head and said, “Nope. She had the office that I’m 

going to be in. I didn’t want anyone next to my office that I didn’t 
know well or trust.”

“Are you telling me that you neither knew or trusted Janice Galvin?”
Riggs laughed and said, “Jim doesn’t trust anyone.”
Jim nodded and said, “I trusted her just fine. I like my privacy, 

and I didn’t need to have someone running in and out of my office. 
On that note, what position are you going to put Janice in?”

“She’ll be second in command to Riggs.”
Jim shook his head and said, “Good luck with that, Riggs. You’ll 

have your hands full. Janice is a lifelong cop with a serious attitude 
problem not to mention being a raging feminist.”

Sam asked, “Is she married?”
“Oh yeah, she’s married. She’s married to Oliver Galvin. As much 

a problem as she is, he is the warden at the Los Angeles State Prison 
in Lancaster. The guy is, in a word, a dick.”

Percy Morrison was walking the second tier at the LA prison. 
He had been a guard for the California Department of Corrections 
and Rehabilitation for thirty-five years. His six-foot two hundred and 
seventy-pound muscular frame and bald black head intimidated even 
his fellow guards. Percy had been offered multiple opportunities to 
advance from the prison floor but refused. He enjoyed interacting 
with the inmates. The job was a dangerous one, but it was one that 
he took seriously. He had no desire to end up as he would tell others 
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in the prison ‘shining a seat with his ass, taking all the bureaucratic 
shit.’ Percy walked the tier; the sound of the prison reverberating 
off the walls as inmates yelled at and to each other from cell to cell. 
There had been a lot of commotion over several new inmates that had 
been brought up, and one had Percy shaking his head when he placed 
him in a cell three days earlier.

Alexander Felton, or Felt as he was known on the streets, had 
been convicted of raping and murdering his girlfriend and her three 
daughters. Felt had been sentenced to life without parole, spared the 
death penalty as his lawyers were successful in showing that Felt had 
suffered a bad childhood and abuse. Percy had asked why he was 
being placed in with the general population but never received an 
answer. He let his feelings be known that it was not an if only a when 
Felt would be killed, but his warnings had gone unheeded.

Percy rounded a corner of the second tier and was approaching Felt’s 
cell when his feet slipped out from under him, and he went careening to the 
catwalk floor. He could hear the other prisoners cheering as his head hit the 
concrete walkway. The helmet he was wearing took the brunt of the impact, 
but he was still cross-eyed and clearly shaken up as two other officers ran 
to assist. They, too, went sliding to the pavement, and Percy worked to get 
up, slipping several more times and cursing, “What the fuck? Shit. If that 
fucker flooded his cell again, I’m gonna beat his ass.” Percy and the others 
were finally able to stand, and when they did, they saw they were covered 
in blood not water. Percy looked at the closed door of Felt’s cell to see a 
steady stream of blood running from under the cell door and across the 
catwalk and dripping off the walkway down to the first tier.

He grabbed his keys, and the two other guards followed as Percy 
opened Felt’s cell door. The scene inside the cell had the makings 
of a horror story. Felt’s body was stripped nude and hanging upside 
down. His ankles had been wrapped in a sheet that had been tied into 
a ceiling vent in the middle of the cell just in front of the toilet. He 
was hanging face first toward the back wall of his cell, but his skull 
was looking at the three guards backwards as Felt’s head had been 
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severed; the muscles and tendons in the back of his neck holding his 
head onto his shoulders. His eyes and mouth were open, and Percy 
made his way around the other side of Felt’s body to see the gut pile 
left by the killer. Felt had not only been nearly decapitated, he had 
also been sliced open from the sternum to his pubic bone. His internal 
organs lay in a neat pile below his body, and small amounts of blood 
were still dripping from the open wounds in his neck and abdomen.

The three men were so shocked at the grisly discovery that the 
smell from the disemboweled man took a moment to hit their olfactory 
senses. Percy called out and said, “Jesus Christ … what the hell?” The 
two other guards had stepped out of the cell and made the call for help. 
Two medical orderlies were nearby, and Percy looked at them and 
said, “We don’t need a doctor. We need a body bag.” He paused and 
said, “And a cleanup crew. Full hazmat.” Percy looked at the other two 
men and said, “We need to get to the showers immediately.” There was 
no argument. The three men left as two other guards watched the cell 
with the door open and Felt’s body hanging inside.

John and Chris arrived at their office after the swearing in ceremony 
for Sam. John put his tablet on his desk and started working on a flat 
screen monitor when a message icon popped up on his screen. He pressed 
the envelope icon and a small zip file was attached. He ran a virus scan, 
and the file came back clean. He opened the file to find two documents 
both were titled, “It ‘Felt’ so good.” John opened the first .jpg file. Six 
photos opened in order. The first one showed Alexander Felton sitting on 
his bunk at the Los Angeles State Prison, nude, with his legs spread. The 
next was a photo of Felt face down with a garrote cord hanging in the 
frame over his body. John zoomed in on the thin cord before moving on 
and made a quick note before viewing the third photograph. Felt was on 
his back. The shot was a full body shot. There was a thin red line of blood 
running around Felt’s neck. His eyes and mouth were open. There was a 
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gloved hand holding a blood covered piece of jagged plastic. Felt’s upper 
body had a classic Y-shaped incision from shoulder blade to shoulder 
blade and a long incision that ran down his body to the pubic bone. The 
yellow fat of the subcutaneous tissue that had been incised by the killer 
looked like Felt had been wearing a suit under his skin.

Felt’s skin was ashen. John swiped his hand across the screen to 
the last of the photos then opened the other file, which was a MP4 
file. He pressed play, and his media player came to life with the 
gurgling sounds of Felt as John watched the killer use the garrote cord 
to incapacitate Felt. The killer slowly drew the cord back and forth 
under Felt’s neck until the man’s head snapped back, looking up at 
the camera. John watched as Felt’s body was raised in the cell, and the 
killer’s hands moved in front of Felt’s corpse, pulling out his internal 
organs and resting them carefully on the cell floor. John could see that 
the killer had clamped off the carotid arteries just below the cutline. 
When the clamps were removed, blood began to pour out of Felt’s 
corpse. John could hear the blood running out of the body and onto 
the cell floor. The killer suddenly spoke off camera. “You thought that 
you could hide Mr. Felt from my employer, Agent Swenson? Tisk, tisk. 
I thought you of all people would know that that would never work. 
Mr. Felt has been taken care of, and the government’s key witness 
… eliminated. Mr. Felt was a bad person in his own right, so you 
should be happy. I saved you the trouble of a trial and the Bureau and 
U.S. Attorney the public humiliation they would have faced when our 
client is finally exonerated. I know it has been some time since we 
last spoke. I’ve been doing more freelance work around and out of the 
country. I, however, am back, and, as you know, there are still several 
people who must be dealt with, so I must sign off now as I have made 
quite a mess, and Percy is out there walking the tier. Until my next 
kill, Agent Swenson, peace to you. Reaper.”

John picked up the phone and called Chris and was about to call 
Jim when he heard him in the outer office yelling. “Yes … yes, you 
bunch of dolts. Fuckin’ federal idiots. Look at the retired Sheriff. 
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It’s good to see my tax dollars at work.” Chris entered John’s office 
just ahead of Jim, who walked in and plopped down in a chair across 
from John, and said, “From the look on your fuckin’ face, I don’t 
need to be told who’s back in LA and back in the murder game.”
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