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Chapter One
“I bet her attacker was tormenting  

her the whole time.”

C
hief Justice Laurence Robinson was seated on the bench as a 
young attorney made an impassioned argument before the court. 
The young woman was standing tall and speaking clearly and 

concisely to the court about the basis for her case. John and Jim walked 
into the courtroom and sat in the front row of the packed gallery. 
Justice Robinson spotted Jim right away and smiled. Jim looked on 
with a serious look on his face as John sat stoic. The young woman 
went on for several minutes until Robinson interrupted her and said, 
“Counselor, you have been running your mouth for forty-five minutes 
and haven’t said a damn thing that isn’t in your brief. Now, do you 
have anything relevant to add to what you have already presented in 
this case?” The young woman started to fidget with some papers, and 
Robinson bellowed, “Counselor…you have come before this court ill 
prepared and wasted my time and that of my fellow justices. This is 
no way to present a case before one of the highest courts in the land.” 
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The young woman stood with her arms at her sides and her head held 
high. “This court shall recess for lunch. Counsel, might I suggest that 
you use the lunch break to pull your head out of your ass, so you may 
deliver a compelling argument when we reconvene.” Robinson gaveled 
the court out of session and while still on the bench said, “Why am I not 
happy to see you two? Bailiff, show Agent Swenson and Mr. O’Brian 
to my chambers.”

The bailiff walked over and pointed to the clerk’s desk, and Jim and 
John followed her down a long hall to a set of double mahogany doors. 
She opened the doors and said, “Have a seat, gentlemen. The Justice 
will be with you shortly.”

Jim sat down in one of the oxblood leather chairs in the huge office. 
John did the same. Robinson walked in, and both men stood, and he 
looked at them and said, “Sit your asses down. For Christ’s sake, I’m 
a judge not God.” John sat, but Jim remained standing, and Robinson 
looked at him and asked, “What happened?”

Robinson sat down, and Jim said, “Jolene and her boyfriend were 
found murdered this morning, Larry.”

The man’s face turned red, and tears began to well up in his eyes as 
he rose and locked his hands behind his back and asked, “Where?”

“In a tent on a beach in Rancho Palos Verdes. A private beach right 
off the Atlas Golf Course.”

“How did my grandchild die?”
Jim was silent, and John said softly, “Badly, Larry. Really, really 

badly.”
Robinson took a few steps back and forth behind his desk with his 

arms behind his back, then looked at John and asked, “Why are you 
here?”

“You’re the victim’s grandfather, Larry, and a federal judge…the 
Chief Justice of the ninth circuit court of appeals. It’s quite literally a 
federal case.”

Robinson looked at Jim and said, “And you didn’t want to come tell 
me, did you?”
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Jim shook his head and said, “No, Larry. I didn’t. I know how much 
you and Lois loved Jolene. I remember the night her mother died in that 
freak accident on the 405 Freeway and, with no father, you were the 
next of kin. And you took her and raised her as your own. No, Larry. I 
didn’t want to come and tell you that the second most important person 
in your life next to Lois is dead. But I’m here, and I will answer any 
questions that you have. I will be working with John and Chris as well 
as Sheriff Pritchard to catch the bastard.”

“Was she raped?”
“Yes.”
“Tortured?” Jim nodded. “The boy that was murdered was Eric 

Hanson, right?”
Jim nodded, and John asked, “How do you know that? We haven’t 

released any information to the media.”
Robinson put his hands on his desk and leaned forward and took 

a deep breath and said, “Because they are childhood friends. Because 
Jolene wasn’t seeing anyone, and she felt safe with Eric. Because I know 
that young man loved my granddaughter with every ounce of his being, 
and she loved him though she would always deny it. Whoever did this 
had to have taken Eric by surprise because he is a well-trained, highly 
decorated Army special forces operative and would have taken the guy 
out if he had seen him.”

John said, “I pulled Eric’s records. He couldn’t have been taken 
head on. I don’t think he ever saw the attacker. He was struck on the 
back of the skull and dragged to the tent, then the killer took Jolene to 
the tent.”

“We have it all on film Larry,” Jim said. “The son of a bitch filmed 
the entire rape and murder, and he didn’t just rape and brutalize Jolene. 
He raped and brutalized Eric.”

Robinson sat down and asked, “Where is the video?”
“It’s on a flash drive in evidence,” John said.
“But you have a copy in your pocket, don’t you John?” Larry asked. 

“The Iron Eagle is going to get into this, isn’t he?”
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“The Eagle was involved the minute I hit the crime scene…and, yes, 
I have the film in my pocket. I brought it because there are some shots 
of the perp on the film that I thought you might recognize.”

“Give me the drive.”
Jim looked at John and said, “You can’t show that to Larry. You 

can’t do that shit to him. This isn’t a general case he’s adjudicating. This 
is his kid. Larry, it’s sick fucked up shit. Don’t look at it. Take our word 
for it, and let us do our jobs.”

Larry shook his head and said, “I want to see what this animal did 
to Jo and Eric.” John handed Robinson the drive, and he plugged it into 
his laptop, and the three men sat in his chambers until the video was 
over. Robinson pulled the drive out of his laptop and handed it back to 
John. He sat back in his chair, his eyes full of tears, and said, “There are 
no markings on this piece of shit that I recognize.” He leaned across his 
desk and said, “You find him, John. Find him…and when you do, you 
call me. Am I clear?”

John nodded, and Jim said, “We will do everything we can to find 
this bastard, Larry.”

“You’re goddamn right, you will. You will move heaven and earth. 
Anything that you need from the courts…you come to me. I will issue 
every order you need. None of your secret court shit, John. From here 
on out, whether Jo and Eric were just two random kids in the wrong 
place at the wrong time, or if this is something bigger, all court issues 
run through me and me alone.”

John nodded and stood up and said, “I will find him, Larry. I 
promise.” Larry nodded, and Jim and John walked out of his chambers.

When the two had left the room, Robinson let out a howl of anguish, 
and Jim looked at John and said, “This raping murdering piece of shit 
has no idea the fuckin’ Pandora’s box he’s opened.”

The two were out of the courthouse and getting into John’s truck 
when John said, “I’m not so sure about that, Jim. I’m not so sure.”
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Jade Morgan and Jessica Holmes had just completed the autopsies 
on Jolene and Eric and were washing up. Jade looked at Jessica and 
asked, “Do you recall ever seeing anything like this?”

Jessica had soap up to her forearms and said, “Not since I’ve been 
working with you. But I saw worse when I was on the streets. Remember, 
hookers aren’t human beings. To men, we’re play toys and items to hurt 
and torture. Savage is the only way to put it.”

“Savage…that is as good a word for this than any. Hanson died of 
blunt force trauma, and Pastor…”

Jade paused, and Jessica said, “Pastor was literally raped to death.”
Jade nodded and said, “I haven’t seen the video that John and Chris 

took from the scene, but there was definitely a very, very large object 
inserted into her vagina and anus.”

Jessica shuddered and said, “She bled out her rectum due to the 
violence of the attack. This is one sick son of a bitch, and I have a 
feeling it’s only the beginning.”

“Let’s hope that John or the Eagle finds this guy before he attacks 
again. That poor girl suffered for several hours before she finally died.”

“And I bet her attacker was tormenting her verbally as well as 
physically the whole time.” Jade nodded, and Jessica grabbed a towel 
and got a thoughtful look on her face.

Jade asked, “What are you thinking?”
“I’m not thinking. I’m remembering.”
“Remembering what?”
“About six months before I met John and Jim, I got picked up by 

a john in Hollywood. He took me out to a really remote location off 
Sunset and beat the living shit out of me. He used a beer bottle and a 
hammer handle to rape me, then he used his cock. He really tore me up 
and left me on a hillside bleeding and nude.”

Jade looked at her and said, “You never told me that story.”
“I blocked it from my memory as I have so many others. It wasn’t 

the first time that had happened to me, and it wasn’t the last, but the 
brutality of these two killings is ringing a strange bell with me.”
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“Do you think you know who this guy is?”
“The night that he picked me up I didn’t see his face, at least not 

that well. But that’s not unusual. The streets and alleys are dark, and 
johns don’t always want you to see their faces. I’ve given more than my 
fair share of blow jobs and been fucked from behind with instructions 
not to look back.” Jade’s eyes were tearing up, and Jessica said, “It was 
years ago, Jade, and it’s a part of my past that, one, I’m not ashamed 
of, and, two, I own. I made the decision to leave home at thirteen, and 
it was better getting fucked by strangers than my own father, brothers, 
and uncles. You try going through two home abortions and three 
miscarriages before you’re thirteen. My brothers wanted me pregnant, 
and my old man would have none of it. People think that the coat hanger 
abortion is a myth, but I can tell you it’s not! At least most of the johns 
wore condoms because they were afraid of contracting something from 
me. It was never my rule. They could fuck me covered or bare as long 
as I got paid.”

Jade dried her hands, and the two made their way back to the office. 
“So, do you want to see the film?”

“Yeah. I mean, we just did the autopsy on the two. I want to see this 
animal in action. I might have something to add to the investigation. 
Hell, I might know who this piece of shit is.”

Donald Wolfe parked his Porsche 911GT1 in a secure gated parking 
spot at his office in Los Angeles. The million-dollar car was just one of 
several dozen vehicles that he owned, but it was the flashiest and his 
favorite. He had just gotten out of the car when his business partner 
and manager Hydee Puck came walking out of the building. Hydee was 
known throughout the business world as not only one of the youngest 
and wealthiest business women in the world but also one of the most 
beautiful. She was a swimsuit model who attended Harvard Business 
School and then went on to Columbia University for her master’s 
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degree and then Wharton University School of Business where she 
earned her PhD in business. She met Donald while at Wharton, and the 
two became inseparable friends and business partners, though, strangely 
enough, they were never lovers or romantic in any way. At six-feet tall, 
Hydee dwarfed Donald’s five-eight frame. She was walking down the 
path from the main entrance, and Donald asked, “Where are you off to?”

“Oh, wouldn’t you like to know.”
He laughed and said, “Well, based on the outfit you are being taken 

to lunch and courted.”
She smiled and struck a pose and said, “I have a lunch meeting with 

our bankers, thank you very much. Our venture here has grown so large 
that we need two more locations in Hollywood, and we also need to 
move some other facilities overseas.”

Donald kissed her on the cheek and said, “Well, if you had told me 
five years ago that I would be driving a million-dollar car, have you as 
my business partner, and be worth nearly a billion dollars I would have 
thought you were insane.”

Hydee laughed and said, “When I set my mind to it, I can do 
anything…as you have seen. Rancho Studio Services is now the go-to 
company for nearly every movie and television production company in 
the U.S. and the world. We make bank on making make-believe real.”

“Who would have thought that selling and renting props and building 
sets would turn into this?”

“I would!”
Donald nodded and said, “So, how much are we talking about?”
Hydee swept her long black hair off her face and said, “A hundred 

million. We’ll need that much capital to start the projects, and I’m 
hoping to wrap things up this afternoon, so we can have a vote on it at 
the board meeting tonight.”

“Well, you know breast.”
Hydee laughed and said, “Hey, I bought these babies for a reason. 

Breasts make men stupid, and I always get my way when they’re on 
display. So…what about you? What are you up to?”
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“I have a meeting with our contractors’ unions this morning. Do you 
want to have dinner?”

“I’d love to, but I’m already committed to having dinner with Owen 
McGregor tonight at the Ivy.”

“McGregor? That prick? Why on earth are you having dinner with 
him?”

“Are you jealous?”
“Hardly. He’s just not your type, and you’ve been avoiding him for 

months.”
“Yes…but he is a large investor, and while he is a toad, I promised 

him a dinner. I would rather get it over with than keep ducking him.”
Donald nodded and said, “That’s true. He’s one of our largest 

investors and has been trying to get a date with you for months. Please 
tell me you’re not going to sleep with him.”

“I couldn’t…not even to give him pity sex. The man is revolting.” 
They both laughed, and Hydee walked to her car as Donald entered 
the building.

Owen McGregor was in the middle of a screaming session with 
his in-house lawyers. “I have ten attorneys on staff, and even if I 
rubbed all of your heads together you couldn’t come up with an 
original idea.” Owen was pacing in front of a long conference room 
table as each of the attorneys sat in silence. “You fuck ups…just 
cost me…” he paused, looking up at the ceiling with his fingers 
moving and said, “ten million dollars. Do you think that fuckin’ 
money grows on trees? All I needed you dim wits to do was file some 
simple paperwork with the SEC, and I would’ve owned that damn 
company. But no. You missed the deadline, and now I’m screwed. 
But you all expect your goddamn paychecks on payday, don’t you? 
What if your damn checks were predicated on the quality of your 
work? What if I don’t pay you assholes until I recoup my money?” 
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No one said a word. Owen’s face was beat red, and he stomped his 
feet as all five feet of him stormed out of the room with his secretary 
hot on his heels.

As soon as the door closed one of the attorneys said, “Well, we really 
pissed off little Napoleon, didn’t we?” There was light laughter, then the 
room burst into argument over who was to blame.

McGregor stormed into his office as his secretary followed. He 
turned to see Scarlett Manson staring at him. “Well, are you going to 
stare at me or close my office door?” Scarlett closed the door as Owen 
removed his pants and underwear and sat down in one of his office 
chairs. Scarlett didn’t say a word. She unzipped her dress and allowed 
it to fall to the floor. She was nude and walked over and sat down on 
Owen’s penis and began to ride him. “Harder, bitch…harder.” Scarlett 
was practically jumping up and down. She was only four feet ten, and 
she had taken the job with McGregor with this as part of her duties. He 
orgasmed and then lifted her off his lap, and she dropped to her knees 
and took him in her mouth. “That’s right, bitch. Clean up that cum and 
your juices.” After several minutes, Owen pushed her aside, dressed, 
and sat down at his desk. Scarlett picked up her dress, but Owen told her 
to leave it off and to sit on the sofa across from his desk with her legs 
spread. “You were Ms. California a few years ago, right?” She nodded, 
and Owen asked, “Why did you take this job? Why do you put up with 
the way I treat you?”

Scarlett had a slight smile on her face and said, “I’m thirty-two now, 
Owen. You pay me very, very well. You pay all of my bills and the rent 
for my penthouse in Long Beach. This is a small price to pay for what 
you provide.”

“And I’m an ugly fuck, literally and figuratively.”
Scarlett shrugged and said, “Your money is what I want, Owen, and 

that’s beautiful to me.”
Owen sat back in his chair and said, “Get dressed and go out to your 

desk and pretend to do work.”
“Are you coming over tonight?”
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“That all depends. I have dinner plans with Hydee Puck. You never 
know. I might get lucky.”

Scarlett laughed and said, “With all due respect Mr. McGregor, 
you don’t have a chance of getting in her pants, sir. You’ve been trying 
since I started working for you three years ago. I’m all you have, Owen. 
Unless you want to start using that escort service again.”

He watched her dress and said, “Who says I ever stopped using the 
service? You’re not the only piece of ass I get, Scarlett. Just the most 
expensive.”

She smiled and said, “Yes, but with me you don’t have to use a 
condom, and I let you do anything you like. Do any of the ladies from 
the service let you fuck them with a bare cock?”

He shook his head and said, “Leave my office and be home tonight. 
I will be by if I can’t score with Hydee.”

“Then I’ll expect you at ten as usual.”
Owen just nodded as Scarlett left. He pulled a mirror from his desk 

drawer and looked at his reflection. His face was pitted, and the right 
half was scarred from burns he had received in an explosion when he 
was a teenager. He looked at his reflection and said, “It isn’t my fault 
that I look like this. No one ever sees what’s on the inside. They just 
look at my outward appearance and judge me.” He put the mirror away 
and began typing.
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Chapter Two
“Can I see the film from the Pastor  

and Hanson killings?”

J
ohn had dropped Jim off at his office and went on to his own. Sam 
was reading a report on her tablet when Jim walked into her office, 
and she asked, “How did it go?”
Jim sat down and asked, “How the hell do you think it went?”
“I’m sorry. That was a stupid question.”
“You’re goddamn right it was. Larry is out of his mind with grief. 

He has to break it to his wife Lois. They raised that kid after her 
mother died in a freak accident. He wants blood, and he is going to 
get it.”

Sam put her tablet down and said, “We don’t even know where 
to start with this case, Jim. This is a total stranger situation. We have 
DNA but no matches. This guy filmed himself raping and torturing 
those two kids. Jesus Christ, Jim! It’s the most sickening selfie I have 
ever seen.”

“Selfie?”
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“Yeah. The guy was obviously using a selfie stick to film the attacks. 
There was no one else in that tent, and depending on the brand of stick, 
they can do all kinds of things.”

“What the fuck is a selfie stick?”
Sam pulled up a web browser and logged on to a couple of sites 

and showed some to Jim. “Look here. They’re designed to assist people 
in taking pictures and video of themselves and others. Look at all the 
different brands out there. I have no doubt that the killer was using one. 
They have remote controls and wireless headsets. The film quality was 
really, really good, Jim, and the unit this guy had even had night vision, 
so you could see what he was doing and hear the victims the whole time. 
Lights on or off. Shit, he could have even edited the damn video right 
on the device when he was finished then saved it as an MP4 file for his 
flash drive.”

Jim looked at the tablet and said, “Or did it right in the tent while 
these kids lay dead and dying?” Sam nodded. Jim took a cigarette out of 
his top left pocket as he rose from the chair. He handed the tablet back 
to Sam and lit up at the open window and took a few deep drags off the 
cigarette and said, “What you’re talking about here is a complete and 
total narcissist.”

Sam lit up next to him and said, “Amongst other things. This 
guy is not insane. He’s not impulsive either. He targeted these two 
kids. He watched them for a while before making his move. I’d bet 
we’re going to find a ton of video of his victims when we catch this 
guy.”

Jim blew smoke from his lungs and said, “What I don’t get is the 
fact that there have been no other killings like this.”

“Not necessarily…we haven’t contacted LAPD or any other 
jurisdictions yet. We haven’t even checked our own homicide 
departments. This guy has killed before, and he is going to do it again. 
We have to figure out how to stop him and fast.”
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Julie Newman had just finished some shopping and was going to 
head for home when her cellphone rang, and she heard Rex Martin’s 
cheerful voice say, “Hi baby! What’re you doing?”

“I finished early today, so I’ve been running around getting some 
much needed personal stuff done. I just picked up my dry cleaning, and 
I was going home. It’s been a long day. Are we on for dinner?”

“I wish I could, honey, but I have to get these reports done for Owen. 
We all got our asses chewed out this morning over missing an SEC 
filing deadline that cost the little Napoleon a huge stake in a company.”

She laughed and asked, “How much longer are you going to work 
for that asshole? He makes your life…everyone’s life a living hell. I 
don’t know how anyone could work for that man.”

Rex laughed and said, “I make really, really good money working 
for him, Julie. A lot more money than I could make in private practice. 
His temper tantrums are a small price to pay for the kind of money I’m 
making.”

“So, no dinner?”
“I’m sorry, honey, but no dinner me and a few others. We need to get 

some paperwork done and get it filed with several government agencies, 
so we can close on a couple of really large takeovers.”

Julie got to her car, popped the trunk, and asked, “Is Ashley working 
late with you, too?”

“Don’t start.”
“Hey, I’m not starting anything. I’m just asking. You two have been 

working a lot of late nights over the past several weeks.”
“And so has Brad Lipton. We three are entrusted with Owen’s private 

portfolio, and he works with us as well, so don’t get your imagination 
riled up again.”

She got into the BMW convertible and put on a baseball cap and 
said, “Well, then it’s just me tonight.”

“I’m sorry. If I can break away early, I will. We’re all burning the 
midnight oil right now to get a few of these deals done. We will have 
a slowdown in March when the auditors come to start tax time for the 
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firm, then you and I can get away for a weekend or even a week if you 
aren’t too busy.”

She laughed and said, “I’m sure that Kerri would give me some time 
off from LA for a little trip.” Rex told her he would call her later, and 
Julie hung up the phone and drove onto Santa Monica Boulevard headed 
to her condo in Santa Monica. What she didn’t know was that there was 
someone watching and listening to her call from only a few cars away. 
The car pulled out a few seconds after Julie did and followed her from a 
distance. There was a GPS signal blinking on the car’s guidance system, 
so her follower could keep some distance all the while knowing where 
she was.

Jessica walked into John’s office with Jade and asked, “Can I see the 
film from the Pastor and Hanson killings?”

“What? No call? Just drop in on me?”
“Yeah. I wanted to get to you before I changed my mind.”
John called Chris and asked him to retrieve the flash drive from the 

evidence room then walked the two women down the hall to a large 
viewing room. Chris was only a few minutes behind them and when he 
saw Jade and Jessica sitting in the viewing chairs he looked at John and 
whispered, “Should you really show this to them?”

John smiled and said, “They just autopsied the victims. They already 
know what the victims endured. I don’t see a problem.” He didn’t ask 
either woman any questions. He simply plugged the flash drive into a 
video computer, shut off the lights, and ran the MP4. The images passed 
across the screen, and as they did John watched Jade and Jessica not the 
video. Jessica was watching intensely. She had her tablet in her lap and 
was taking notes and occasional screenshots but said nothing. When the 
video was over, he removed the drive and handed it to Chris, who placed 
it back in an evidence bag. “What did you see?” Jade shook her head, 
and John said, “I was asking Jessica.”
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Jessica moved her fingers around on her tablet, saying nothing, 
and then handed it to John. “When I first came to Hollywood and was 
hooking, I had three johns who liked to hurt hookers, and they liked to 
film it.”

“Okay.”
“I know one of them is dead because you killed him, or the Eagle 

did, after Ally’s murder when you grabbed me out of one of Sheriff 
O’Brian’s deputy’s cruisers. You remember that night, don’t you John?” 
He nodded, so she continued, “The other two johns did amateur porn. 
They would pick up a few girls and shoot video of us having sex with 
each other and them. I know there’s still porn out there with me in it, 
under age and available for all the world to see.” John nodded but kept 
silent. “Anyway… there was this one john. He called himself Markie. 
Handsome guy. Had a nice home in Venice. It started off pretty vanilla 
at first, but after a while things got rougher and rougher until one night 
he hurt me really, really bad.”

Chris asked, “If we get a sketch artist in here, can you give us a 
description of this guy?”

She shook her head and said, “It’s been too many years, and I can’t 
rely on my memory. I was drinking and doing a lot of drugs. You guys 
have to understand I slept with over a thousand men.”

John asked, “Then why does this Markie guy stick out for you?”
“It’s what the killer was doing in the video. The way he started with 

the guy. I mean, he fucked his ass hard and for a long time, and then 
forced Pastor down on his cock to clean the shit off his dick.”

Chris interrupted and said, “You can see shit like that, no pun 
intended, in porn all over the net.”

“Yeah, but it was the way he was treating the girl. The way he moved 
her, and the way he taunted her.”

“But we don’t hear the killer,” Jade said.
“No…but I know the look in Pastor’s eyes,” Jessica said. “I’ve had 

that look, too… one of terror. He was talking to her and scrubbed the 
audio but left her screams and Hanson’s moans. I don’t know how he 
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did it, but he did. Anyway, the looks that she had and the things he made 
her do. She died from internal bleeding through her anus as best as Jade 
and I can figure, and if you watched the video the killer didn’t put that 
three-inch pipe up her ass. He made her do it.”

John looked at her tablet and said, “Yes, he did, and she slid down 
onto that pipe a good foot.”

“That’s what Markie made me do in our last session. He penetrated 
me with all types of things vaginally and anally, but he forced me to sit 
down on a two-inch round steel pipe, John, that was eighteen inches 
long. Even with lube it tore the shit out of my colon and anus. I still have 
scars from the surgery that it took to save my life.”

Jade asked, “How did you get to the hospital?”
“Markie. When he saw all of the blood, he put me in his car and then 

dropped me at the emergency room at UCLA Medical Center.”
“He didn’t bring you in?” John asked.
“No. He pushed me out of his car near the entrance, and I was able 

to crawl to the ER doors and collapsed. When I came to a week later, I 
was at County USC and learned that they had put me into a medically 
induced coma while I healed.”

John sat down on a small table near the front of the room and asked, 
“This house in Venice…do you remember where it is?”

Jessica had a thoughtful look on her face and said, “No…not the 
address, but it was on the beach. It had a red front door and a large 
garage. He also had another place in the woods, but I don’t remember 
anything about that house. I was only there twice, and he drove, and I 
was hammered and drugged.”

“Would you recognize the house in Venice?” Chris asked.
“We can take a spin to Venice and drive around. If it’s still the same, 

absolutely. But with all of the years since this happened, I imagine that 
Markie, or whoever he was, has moved or modified the house.”

John said, “I’ll pick you up tomorrow at nine, and you and I will 
take a drive.”

Jessica nodded, and Jade asked, “Do you need me?”
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John said, “Yes. I need the autopsy reports on Pastor and Hanson.”
“The tox screens aren’t in, so I can’t give an official cause of death.”
“I don’t need them to be official. I need them for the girl’s 

grandfather.”
“Who is her grandfather?” Jade asked.
“Judge Larry Robinson.”
Jade shook her head and said, “Oh man. Did this guy pick the wrong 

people to murder. So, this is a federal case?”
John nodded, and the ladies got up. Jessica took her tablet from John 

and pointed to the right hand of the killer. “It is really, really light here, 
but if you look closely you can see a long scar running from the killer’s 
right thumb up to the wrist.”

John enhanced the image and said, “I see it.”
“Markie always wore leather gloves when he worked on me and the 

other girls, but I vaguely remember one night when he had me and a few 
others sleep over and had been in the bathroom and came out and put his 
hand on the ass of one of the girls. I could swear I saw this scar.”

“How high were you when you saw it?”
“Really, really high and drunk. I don’t remember much else, but I do 

remember that scar, John. It’s all I have for you, but I think it’s the break 
you need. Find the owner of that scar, and you have your murderer.”
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Chapter Three
“If you make a single move to harm us  

in any way, I will take you out.”

B
arbara was sitting on the sofa in the living room when Jim 
walked in. She was still dressed in her uniform and was asleep 
with a glass of scotch in her hand. Jim walked in quietly and 

took the scotch and swigged the watery remains of the liquor down 
his throat and put the glass on the wet bar. The clink of the glass on 
the granite woke her, and she asked, “So, you’re going to drink my 
life juice?”

“It was scotch flavored water, honey. How are you feeling?”
She sat up on the couch and said, “Really, really tired, Jimmy.”
“I can see that. What time did you get home?”
“Five thirty. What time is it?”
“Seven. Are you in pain?”
 She nodded and said, “Yeah, but with a few more drinks, I’ll be 

doing better.”
“How about some food first?”
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“Okay. Too much booze on an empty stomach is going to mean a 
vomit party.”

Jim nodded and asked, “The usual place?”
“He has the best steaks in town.”
Jim laughed and said, “Well, let’s get you out of those clothes and 

into something a little more comfortable.” He took her hand and helped 
her off the sofa and walked her into the bedroom. She slowly stripped 
off her clothes as did Jim, and he looked at her nude body and said, 
“Damn, you are one hot MILF.”

“I’m not a mother, Jimmy.”
“Yeah, well, I want to fuck you.”
“Then how about a little less talk and a lot more action?”
Jim picked her up in his arms and carried her to the bed. He laid her 

down and slowly worked his way down. She spread her thighs and let 
out a low growl as Jim licked her clit and ran his hands up and down her 
sides and breasts.

She moaned and moved, “Jesus! You have one hell of a tongue, and 
you sure as hell know how to use it.” Jim was moving his head up and 
down as Barbara growled and yelped. She pulled on his hair and said, 
“What’s our favorite number?”

He lifted his head and said, “Sixty-nine.” She smiled as Jim 
moved his body gently over hers until she had his manhood in her 
mouth. They were both moaning and moving in stride with each 
other. Jim pressed his pelvis down hard on Barbara’s face, and 
she let out a light gag as he kept moving his head back and forth. 
They groaned simultaneously as Jim’s butt cheeks clenched and 
Barbara’s back arched, and her right leg began to shake violently. 
After a short silence and a lot of deep breathing, Jim rolled onto his 
side next to her.

“Damn, you tasted good.”
“You didn’t taste bad yourself…you came hard.”
“So did you! Your cum shot straight down my throat. I’ll be tasting 

that for a few days.”
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Jim moved up next to her, and she put her head on his chest. The two 
started laughing as Jim was trying to get a cramp out of his back, and 
Barbara was trying to stretch her calf that was in full spasm. He said, 
“Jesus Christ! We just fucked like we were kids again.”

Barbara was laughing and trying to straighten her leg and said, “Yes, 
well, we aren’t kids anymore, and you and I both know at this rate we 
need to start practicing geriatric sex… or one of us is going to die.”

Jim laughed hard and said, “That’s the way to go, though. Together 
in a hail of orgasmic fuckin’ glory. They will find our bodies intertwined. 
I can’t think of a better way to die.”

Barbara snuggled Jim’s chest and said, “I agree, but now I’m fuckin’ 
starving, and you are going to fall asleep in five minutes, so let’s get 
some damn dinner.”

Cindy Bartlett was finishing up the last of her notes on two patients 
when Karen knocked on her office door. Cindy looked up and said, 
“Well, look who else is working late.”

Karen smiled and asked, “So, how has your first week been?”
“Good, really, really good. I have notes for you on several patients. 

A few that I think need medication, nothing serious. Antidepressants and 
a few other things. I also have a patient that I would like you to meet.”

“Who might that be?”
Cindy scanned her hand over her tablet and handed it to Karen, “His 

name is Brandon Sinner. He’s an orphan with an IQ off the charts.” 
Karen was reading Cindy’s notes.

“That’s got to be a typo. One-ninety?”
“It’s not a typo. Brandon is ten-years-old and has an IQ of one-

ninety.”
“Jesus! That’s Einstein smart.”
“He’s a brilliant mind but also troubled. He’s been at Spirit Group 

Home off and on most of his life. He’s been a problem adoption case.”
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“Problem?”
“He’s been adopted out several times but returned to the home in 

only a matter of weeks. The adoptive partents don’t give specifics about 
the kid. They just drop him and leave.”

Karen kept reading over the notes, “I’ve done a little volunteer 
work for Spirit myself over the years. The home’s founders have a 
checkered past.”

Cindy nodded. “I don’t feel that’s relevant to Brandon, but I would 
like for the two of us to go over his case and get your input on him.”

Karen nodded and handed Cindy back her tablet then asked, “How 
are you doing in the face of all that happened to Kevin?”

Cindy got a bit misty and said, “Justice was served. It won’t bring 
Kevin back, but it did get an animal off the street.”

“That’s the Eagle’s goal…to get killers, rapists, pedophiles, and all 
types of other vile people off the streets.” Cindy nodded, and Karen 
asked, “What are you doing for dinner?”

“Probably a frozen pizza.”
Karen laughed and said, “Why don’t you join Chris and me for 

dinner? We’re going to meet at Santiago’s. It will give us all a chance 
to get to know each other a little better.” Cindy agreed, and Karen said, 
“I’m going to get my things. Do you know where the restaurant is?”

“On PCH, just up from the pier.”
“Okay. We will see you there.” Karen left the office, and as Cindy 

put a few things in her briefcase, she started to cry.

Sam and Maria had finished dinner and were washing the dishes. 
Sam had her hands in the dishwater, and Maria said, “I love cooking, 
but I hate the cleanup.”

Sam laughed and said, “I’m not a fan of the cleanup either, but your 
food makes it all worthwhile.”

Maria laughed and said, “Too bad we had dessert before dinner.”
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Sam giggled and said, “If you ask me, it’s better that way. You make 
me work up one hell of an appetite.” They finished cleaning the kitchen, 
and Sam stepped out onto the patio to have a cigarette.

Maria stepped out and said, “I really wish you would give up the 
habit, Sam. It’s terrible for your health, and you’re the first partner I 
have ever been in a relationship with that smoked.”

Sam breathed out a lung full of smoke and said, “Really? I’m your 
first smoker?” Maria nodded as she reclined on one of the deck chairs. 
Sam stubbed out the smoke and said, “I will try again for you. I will get 
some of that nicotine gum and see if I can kick the habit. It’s going to be 
hard with Jim smoking all day long.”

Maria said, “You’re the Sheriff of Los Angeles. You make the rules, 
so don’t let him smoke.”

Sam laughed and said, “I’m the Sheriff in title only. Jim is still 
running things, and I like it that way. I am slowly getting indoctrinated. 
Jim’s been a cop for over four decades. I follow his lead. When he leaves 
in June, I don’t know what I’ll do.”

Maria sat up on the edge of the lounge chair and asked, “You don’t 
know what you’ll do? Sam, you’re the damn Sheriff of Los Angeles 
County. You’re the top cop here. What you do is run the department. I 
know Jim has always been a more hands on Sheriff, but you hire and 
promote people to take the burden off you, so you can govern and run 
the department. This is a stepping stone for you in what could become a 
long-term career in law enforcement, or a step into the political arena of 
state and even federal government.”

“Maria, right now I have NO intention to move on to any other 
political office. I am one hundred percent focused on the safety and 
well-being of the residents of the city and county of Los Angeles. I love 
you, but you don’t have the first damn clue about police work. You’re 
a lawyer; you’re not a cop. You don’t know what it feels like to be out 
on those streets day in and day out knowing not only that people hate 
you but that you have sworn an oath to protect them. People are killing 
police across this country and right here in Los Angeles in cold blood. I 
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have a department full of people who already know they are taking their 
lives in their hands every time they go out on patrol, men and women 
who really are good cops that get put into bad situations, and it’s my job 
to keep up morale while the shit flies all around me.”

Maria’s gaze softened as she asked, “Does he talk about Barbara and 
his plans?”

“No. He keeps his feelings close. I know he’s hurting, and I know 
he’s scared, but I don’t bring it up.”

“Do you think he will walk when Barbara dies?”
Sam shook her head. “Not a chance. Jim will throw himself into 

police work and most likely come out of retirement and go back into 
homicide, or I will appoint him as my Undersheriff. He’s been doing the 
job since Riggs was captured and killed by the Eagle.”

Maria looked out over the city lights. “From up here it looks so 
damn peaceful, doesn’t it?”

“Yea…but it’s anything but.”

Owen McGregor was seated in the outdoor patio at the Ivy. Hydee 
walked up to the hostess, who recognized her instantly, and said, “Ms. 
Puck, so nice to see you again. Follow me. Mr. McGregor is already 
seated.” Hydee followed the young woman to a corner table set off from 
the others in the restaurant.

Owen stood and hugged her, and she asked how he was doing. 
“Happy to see your beautiful face and pissed off at my legal team for 
losing my hostile takeover bid for Rollins Industries.”

“Rollins? The food distribution company caught up in the human 
meat sales business last year?”

Owen nodded while taking a piece of bread from a plate and slathering 
it with butter. “Yep, that’s them. They’ve been in chapter eleven since 
the whole fiasco, and I only needed one damn document filed with the 
SEC that would have made me the owner of the distributor.”



24 • Chapter Three

Hydee took a sip of water and said, “It’s a bit of a distasteful business, 
don’t you think?”

Owen was chewing on the bread and said, “Hardly…they were 
never implicated as knowing that they were distributing human meat 
into the marketplace. They’ve had a rough time of it, but had I gotten the 
company I could have changed the name and rolled it into a few other 
investments and would have made a nice chunk of change.” Hydee 
shuddered, and Owen laughed and asked, “Let me guess. You’re one of 
those organic nuts?”

“Yes, Owen. I was. I got hit hard twice. Once after Barstow Bread 
was found to contain human remains.”

Owen looked on with a sliver of bread sticking out of his mouth and 
asked, “The funeral home guys?”

She nodded and continued, “Then come to find out that the fresh 
meats that were supposed to be organic were actually human beings…” 
She paused and took another drink of her water and said, “Well, let’s 
just say I lost twenty pounds in a week.”

Owen laughed and said, “I’m not one for the organic movement. I 
did like their fresh lunch meats, though.”

The waiter walked up, and the two gave their orders, and Hydee 
asked, “It didn’t bother you that you were eating human beings?”

Owen laughed and said, “No…I mean, would I have knowingly 
eaten the meats? Of course not. But we entrust the USDA to ensure our 
foods are fresh and proper, correct?” Hydee nodded, and Owen said, 
“So…I threw out the meat I had and wrote an article for my newsletter 
about man eat man. How much truer could one make it? It was like an 
episode of Twilight Zone. But enough about my losses. How are things 
at Rancho?”

“Great. We’re growing by leaps and bounds. With more movies being 
shot on green screen, we have become the number one stop for all things 
prop, stop motion settings, and back drop. The list goes on and on.”

Their meals came, and Owen grabbed a lobster cracker from his 
plate, cracked a claw, and pulled out the meat and dipped it in some 
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drawn butter and said, “That sounds really, really great. My investment 
in your studio business is one of the best I have made in the past several 
years.” Hydee looked on with a bit of disgust on her face and cut into the 
wedge salad she had ordered. Owen stopped eating and said, “I’m sorry, 
Hydee, but there is really no way to neatly eat lobster.”

She nodded and asked, “So, what can I do for you, Owen? You asked 
for this dinner.”

“Do I have to need something to ask one of my larger investments 
to dinner?”

“No…but so far our conversation could have been conducted over 
the phone, IM, or video chat.”

Owen was sopping up some butter with lobster fragments and said, 
“I want you to be my date this Friday for the national business summit.”

Hydee laughed and said, “As I recall, Owen, you have a very 
attractive young lady named Scarlett Manson who would fit that bill 
much better than me.”

Owen laughed, “Scarlett is eye candy when I’m going to the theater 
or a movie premiere. I need to reflect power and respect and who better 
to help draw that out than to have one of the most powerful women in 
the world on my arm?”

“I’m flattered, Owen, but I already have a date. Donald and I are 
going to the event.”

He laughed again and said, “That’s not a date; he’s your business 
partner. For God’s sake, people are starting to think that either you and 
Donald are a couple or that you are working desperately hard to hide the 
fact that one or the both of you are gay.”

Hydee put her fork down and looked him in the eye and said, “I 
don’t need you or your money, Owen, and you know that. I’m not gay. 
Donald is not gay. We are two people hopelessly dedicated to our work 
and do not have time for relationships. Now, I know for a fact that it was 
you who started a lot of this story shit about me and Donald. I’m not 
going to sleep with you. I’m not going to be eye candy for you, and I’m 
on the verge of buying your stake in RSS.”
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“Oh really? That would be some trick. With one phone call I could 
shut RSS down and take over what’s left of the corpse after it has been 
picked clean. You forget I own forty percent. You also forget that I am 
a member of SAG and am also the reason you have the access you do 
to the entire entertainment industry. I make just one call and you’re out 
of business.”

Owen’s voice was low and deliberate, and Hydee put her fork down 
and wiped her mouth with the white cloth napkin in her lap and stood. 
“Just try it, Owen. I know more about your secrets than you do about 
my business. Donald and I could discredit you in a heartbeat and send 
your ass straight to prison, and you know that. I’m not going to sit here 
and play your childish games. If you threaten me and or Donald or our 
business again, if you make a single move to harm us in any way I will 
take you out.” With that, she turned and walked out.

Owen called for more wine and then sat back in his chair and 
whispered to himself, “We all have secrets, Hydee. We all have secrets.”
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Chapter Four
“Take me now!”

D
onald was asleep at his desk when his phone rang. Hydee was 
breathing heavy on the other end of the line, and he asked, “Hydee, 
are you okay?”

“That son of a bitch, Donald…that ruthless son of a bitch.”
Donald sat up with the phone to his ear and said, “Every meeting 

you have with Owen ends with you pissed off because he got under your 
skin. What did he do this time?”

“Threatened me. He threatened to start undermining our business. 
He asked me out for Friday’s business event, and I told him that you and 
I were going, and then he started hurling insults and threating to hurt the 
company.”

Donald yawned and stretched and said, “Are you at home?”
“No. I just left the restaurant. I’m fuming.”
“Go home, Hydee. We can talk about this tomorrow. You know that 

Owen is a blow hard. He’s not going to do anything other than do what 
he has done…piss you off.”
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There was a pause, and Hydee said, “I’m going home. I’ll see you 
at the office in the morning.” The line went dead, and Donald laughed a 
bit then shut off the light and went back to sleep.

Karen and Cindy walked into Santiago’s and sat down. Javier 
sent two servers over to their table and then sent another with a 
bottle of house wine, one glass, and a pitcher of lemonade for Karen. 
He waved, and the two waved back, and Cindy asked, “This is a cop 
bar, right?”

“It’s everyone’s bar and restaurant. Javier has a great staff. John and 
Sara helped him rebuild after the fires. He couldn’t rebuild in East Los 
Angeles where the bar had been since the turn of the century, so John 
found this place, and the two men put the bar back together as best they 
could.”

Cindy took a sip of her wine and was about to speak when Barbara’s 
voice broke their conversation. “Karen, why aren’t you with Chris?”

“Hi Barb! He’s working late, and Cindy and I decided to have a meal 
and chat about work.” Barbara pulled up a chair, and Karen could see 
Jim off in the corner smiling and watching with a cigarette in his hand.

“So, how’s the new job working with Karen going?”
Cindy smiled and said, “Good, good. It’s still a little early to say, but 

we are working together well and were just in the processes of talking 
about some patient issues.”

Barbara nodded and said, “That’s great. I know you two will really 
work well together. Karen is a smart kid, and I have known you for so 
many years. You’re a true professional.”

Cindy nodded softly and asked, “How are you feeling, Barb?”
“I have good moments and bad ones. I’m supposed to be dead 

according to all of the doctors. Isn’t that right, Karen?”
“You’re certainly an enigma, Barbara. We’ve never seen a case like 

yours.”
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“And I doubt you will see another in your lifetime or mine for that 
matter.”

Javier hobbled over to the table with a glass of scotch and handed 
it to Barbara and said, “Looks like you have much to say. I take care 
of Jim.”

Barbara sat back and asked, “So, you two are shrinks. What the fuck 
do you think is going on with me?”

Jim had stubbed out his cigarette as Javier approached carrying a 
bottle of scotch and two glasses. He called out as he sat down next to 
Jim, “Marco…bucket of ice.” Javier set the bottle down in front of Jim 
and then sat down himself and said, “I have this bottle fifty years, never 
open it.”

Jim looked at the clear bottle and the deep golden liquid inside and 
said, “The Balvenie 50-Year-Old Single Malt Scotch Whisky, Speyside 
Scotland. Javier, I love scotch, but this is a forty-thousand-dollar bottle. 
I can’t take this.”

Javier laughed and said, “I not giving to you, dumb ass. I’m sharing 
some with you.”

Javier threw ice in two glasses and poured the golden liquid and 
handed a glass to Jim. He smelled the scotch and then took a sip and 
looked at Javier and said, “It doesn’t taste any different than the damn 
scotch I drink every day!” Javier took a drink and then busted out in 
laughter. Everyone in the bar turned to look because Javier rarely, if 
ever, laughed or laughed as loud as he was at the moment. Jim started 
laughing and said, “What’s so goddamned funny?”

“I bring you best bottle in house ‘cuz Barbara will talk all night, and 
you taste no difference?” Jim shook his head, and Javier, who was still 
laughing, pounded his fist on the table and said, “I taste no difference, 
too.” Javier stopped laughing and looked at Jim and said, “I could have 
thirty-dollar bottle of same shit. I get screwed.”

Jim laughed and said, “Well, it could be worse. You could’ve bought 
a case.” Javier broke out into loud and uproarious laughter, tears were 
running down the old man’s face that was beat red and turning purple. 
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Jim’s face took on a look of concern even as he laughed and said, “Javier, 
Javier, thank you. Now, calm down. You’re going to stroke out.”

Javier stopped laughing right away and looked at Jim and said, “I 
have to laugh.”

“Why?”
“I bought two cases!” The two men broke out in uncontrollable 

laughter and toasted, swigging the scotch as Javier poured another.

Hydee pulled into the driveway of her Bel Air home and pressed the 
garage door opener. The headlights of her car were on high beam, and 
she saw a shadow pass off to her passenger side and disappear. “The 
damn coyotes better not be back in the trash again,” she said as she 
pulled into her garage and parked. She got out of the car and grabbed 
two steel pots that she had sitting on a shelf near the house’s entrance 
and walked out of the garage and to the side gate banging them together 
and yelling, “Get the fuck out of my trash, you little beasts.” She heard 
some rustling and then all went quiet. “I’m too damn tried to fuck with 
this tonight. I’ll let Irma deal with it tomorrow.” She walked back into 
the garage and pressed the opener and then walked through the dimly lit 
house to a door off the kitchen and knocked.

Irma Vasquez opened the door and asked, “Is everything okay, Ms. 
Puck?”

“The coyotes were in the trash. I just ran them off. Will you have 
Rodolfo clean up the mess in the morning?”

“Of course. Of course. He’s not here now, or I would have him go 
out and check on things.”

“Where is he?”
“I don’t know, Ms. Puck. He finished his work for you this afternoon 

and then left. I’m sure he will be home soon.”
Hydee got a little more animated and said, “How long have you and 

your son worked for me?”
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Irma’s face dropped, and she said, “Five years, Ms. Puck. You know 
Rodolfo is a good boy.”

“He’s a good boy when he’s here to do the things that I want him 
to do.”

“I understand, Ms. Puck. I will send him to your room as soon as he 
gets home.” Hydee stormed off, and Irma shut the bedroom door and got 
her cellphone and dialed Rodolfo and asked where he was.

“Mom, I’m having drinks with some friends. I’ll be home soon.”
“Ms. Puck is pissed that you’re not here.”
“What does she need at this hour?”
“I don’t know. She’s in a bitchy mood and wants you to knock on 

her bedroom door when you get home.”
Rodolfo was sitting on a small love seat with a beer in his hands. 

The room he was in was empty, and he sighed and said, “Okay…okay. 
You know what she wants me to do, right?”

“I didn’t just start working here nor did you. Yes, I know what 
she wants, and you better get back here and do it, or there will be 
hell to pay.”

“Yeah, yeah. I’ll be right there.” Irma hung up the phone and crawled 
back into bed.

Hydee had just stepped out of the shower when she heard a light rap 
on her bedroom door. She walked over to the door and opened it only 
to have a rag shoved into her face. She was trying to fight her attacker, 
but she was unable to, and she soon was overcome and passed out. Her 
attacker lifted her over his shoulders and carried her out of the house 
without a sound.

John and Chris were in the Eagle’s lair running the scar photo 
through multiple databases to see if they could get a match. They were 
getting hit after hit on scars, but there were tens of thousands of them, 
and John looked at Chris and said, “This is an exercise in futility.”
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Chris nodded and looked at his watch and said, “It’s ten p.m. I’m 
going home.”

“Karen, Sara, and Cindy are at Santiago’s.”
Chris nodded and said, “I know. Karen called me. I’ll pick up some 

tacos on the way home. I’m painting the nursery.”
John laughed and said, “You’re painting the nursery? Why don’t you 

hire someone to do that?”
“I find it relaxing when I get the chance to do it, and since we know 

we’re having a boy I get the excitement of making it a multipurpose 
room, so he can grow into it without me having to make a ton of changes 
until he is a teenager.”

“Do you want some help?”
Chris laughed and said, “The Iron Eagle painting my kid’s bedroom? 

That’s something I would love to have a picture of.”
John shook his head and said, “John Swenson helping to paint your 

son’s bedroom not the Eagle.” Chris nodded, and the two men left the 
office.

It was nearing one a.m., and Sara had shown up to the little party 
near ten and got her drink on fast. All the girls except for Karen were 
pretty hammered, and Javier called Cindy a cab while Karen drove the 
others home and then went on home herself. Karen walked into the 
house to see Chris covered in paint and asleep on the living room sofa. 
She crept up on him and massaged his nude foot and said, “It looks like 
Daddy has been busy.”

Chris was lying on his back with his arm over his face, but his mouth 
was uncovered, and Karen could see him smile. “So, how is the only 
sober person doing?”

She laughed and said, “A little jealous but at the same time it’s 
strange to watch people I have known for years get blitzed and try to 
carry on a conversation.”
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Chris pulled her close to him and said, “Well, John was here tonight.”
“What for?”
“He helped me paint the nursery.”
Karen smiled and said, “He would have made a great father.”
Chris shook his head and said, “No…that’s not his calling. It’s not 

what he or Sara would ever want. I’m not saying he would be a bad 
father. I just can’t see him raising a child with Sara given his lifestyle.”

“Well, I disagree. I think John and Sara would have made terrific 
parents. But it is you and me that are going to be parents. Think of how 
it’s going to change our lives.”

Chris nodded as he stood up and said, “It will change our lives, 
that’s for sure.” The two walked hand in hand to the bedroom, and Chris 
shut off the lights as they walked. Karen was dressed in a light blue 
sundress that came just above the knee. Chris picked her up in his arms 
and carried her to the bedroom then put her down on the bed and pulled 
her sundress up and off. He kissed her body, starting at her neck and 
worked his way down to her feet. She giggled several times and when 
he started sucking on her toes she started laughing.

“You have a foot fetish, Agent Mantel.”
“Only for your feet, Mrs. Mantel.”
Karen had removed her bra and panties, and Chris had taken off his 

clothes. She slid down the bed like a cat eyeing its prey and said, “Take 
me now!” Chris rolled her on her side and stood on the edge of the bed 
as he entered her. She let out a deep moan and said, “Oh God. YOU are 
huge!” He thrust several times as Karen’s eyes glazed over.

Chris was running his hands along her sides as he moved his hips. 
“You’re really, really tight. A side effect of pregnancy?”

“Side effect of not getting fucked in almost two weeks.”
“We haven’t made love in two weeks?”
Karen nodded her head as she moaned and said, “Yes, two weeks, 

but I don’t want love making. I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck 
me like the little whore I am.” Chris moved harder and faster as Karen 
cried out, “Harder, harder…” Sweat was dripping off his head and face 
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and running down onto her body. She writhed and said, “Give it to me 
in the ass. Pound my little ass.” Chris leaned over to the nightstand 
and pulled a top drawer open when Karen said, “No…no lube. I’m wet 
enough.” She squealed with pleasure as he entered her and said, “That’s 
what mama likes!”
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Chapter Five
“When will it be over, John?”

H
ydee was starting to come to. The lights were bright, and she 
covered her face until her eyes adjusted then sat up to find that she 
was nude on a bed, and her feet were chained at the ankle. “Where 

the fuck am I?” She looked around the room. The walls were covered 
with masks, some grotesque, others playful, happy and sad, colorful 
and plain. “Where the hell am I?”

“You’re in my playroom, Ms. Puck.” She followed the sound of 
the voice until she saw a nude man sitting in an arm chair on the other 
side of the room. He was wearing a plain light green mask with smooth 
features that formed perfectly over his face. His voice was muffled by 
the mask.

“Who the hell are you, and where am I?”
“I told you. You’re in my playroom.” The man stood up. He had a 

full erection, and his body was lean and fit.
“What the hell kind of playroom is this?”
“Oh, it’s a very, very special playroom, Ms. Puck. I don’t bring 

many people here. I usually do them in public.”
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“Do what?”
The man was five feet, eight inches tall, and his head was smooth. 

He was putting a couple of cameras on selfie sticks as he answered her, 
“Well…now that you’re awake, I’m going to use your body to make 
myself feel really, really good.”

“The hell you are. Release me right now. Do you have any idea who 
I am?”

“Of course. Everyone knows who Ms. Hydee Puck is…”
Her captor laughed after speaking, and she said, “What’s so funny, 

asshole?”
“Your last name. Puck. I’m about to fuck you, Ms. Puck. Change 

only one consonant and your name becomes the act.”
Hydee started trying to release her legs from the chains. Her legs 

were spread wide open between two bed rails, and her attacker just 
laughed as she started crying and hopelessly pulling on the chains. “Oh 
God…please let me go. Who are you? Why are you doing this to me?”

“Settle down, Ms. Puck. You’re getting fucked, and you might as 
well accept that. If you resist, I’m going to have to start hurting you 
sooner than I would like. Do you want me to start hurting you?” Hydee 
shook her head slowly as the man opened a pair of closet doors, and she 
started screaming when she saw the contents. “Do you like sex toys, 
Ms. Puck? I have a really large selection of toys I have collected over 
the years.” There was a leather bench with a long pipe on top of it, and 
the man looked at her and said, “You see that pipe sticking up?” Hydee 
nodded, and he said, “That will be your climax for me. You’re going to 
sit down on it.” He grabbed several whips and chains and dropped them 
on the floor next to the bed then climbed on top of her. He grabbed her 
arms and pinned her to the bed as he entered her. “I’m fucking you, Ms. 
Puck. This is only the start. Now, you have two choices. Fight me and get 
hurt or do as I tell you and live.” Her breasts were being crushed by the 
man’s weight, and she gasped as he pushed harder and deeper into her. 
She relaxed her arms and lay limp. Her attacker released her arms and 
said, “Now, see, you’re being a good girl. Just do as I tell you, and we 
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will keep the pain to a minimum. You feel so good. You’re really tight. 
When was the last time anyone fucked you?” Hydee didn’t respond. 
She turned her head to the side as her attacker became more and more 
engaged. “Look at the camera, bitch!” There were two cameras on each 
side of her head, and there were lights above her. She stared at the ceiling 
until she felt a fist across her face. “I told you to look at the camera. Do 
it!” Hydee did as she was told. Tears were running down her face as 
her attacker was pumping and grinding on her. “Feels good, doesn’t 
it?” She didn’t respond, and he struck her again. This time some blood 
came trickling out of her mouth. “Answer me. It feels good, doesn’t it?” 
Hydee shook her head, which drew another harder slap across her face 
and then her breasts.

“It feels good. It feels good. Please, please stop hurting me.”
Her attacker shuddered hard and said, “Well, you just got your first 

cream pie. Now, it’s time to fuck that sweet little ass.” Hydee screamed 
as he pulled her arms up and bent her over the bed post. The chain on 
her ankles creaked, and there was a cracking sound, and her assailant 
said, “Shit…those were your ankles breaking.” She was screaming 
uncontrollably as he pulled her wrists out and then locked them in a set 
of stocks that were at the end of the bed. He looked at her ankles that 
were both turning bright purple and said, “Well, they aren’t compound 
fractures, so that’s a good thing. Now, I’m going to ride your ass for a 
while until I cream you in that hole, too. It’s going to be a really, really 
fun night.”

Hydee screamed as her attacker penetrated her anus. She was crying 
out for help as he pulled a whip from the floor and began beating her 
back with it as he pounded on her. “Oh God…please help me. Donald…
someone…please help me.” Her attacker had cameras at all angles 
around the bed and the room, and he had a small remote to get close-ups 
as he brutalized her. Hydee’s bloody, tear-stained face could be seen 
on a monitor at the end of the bed. She kept screaming and pleading as 
the violence escalated. By the second hour of the attack, she was fully 
compliant with his every order and instruction.
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“You see. I told you that if you were cooperative I wouldn’t have to 
hurt you as much. How does my cock taste with some of your shit on 
it? I thought you would be cleaner, but you shit all over my cock and 
the bed.” Hydee was gagging; her mouth held open by a spider gag. 
All she could do was lay on her back on the bed as he choked off her 
airway with his penis and then pulled back just before she passed out. 
He shuddered, clenching his glutes, and said, “There it is. Right down 
your damn throat. You didn’t even have to swallow.”

He pulled away, and Hydee lay bleeding and bruised. He was 
dripping with sweat and had been over to the closet and returned with 
a battery-operated drill. There was a long egg beater on the end of the 
drill, and he rammed it into Hydee’s vagina and pulled the trigger. 
Her screams of agony only emboldened him. She was screaming and 
writhing as he kept on. “Look at the blood. Oh, there went some of your 
uterus. Don’t worry. You aren’t going to be having any kids anyway. 
Now…how about I drill that tight ass?” Hydee’s screams were muffled 
as he rammed the drill into her anus. Blood and feces began to spread 
on the white sheets, and he said, “It’s time you had a seat.” He released 
her arms and rolled her off the bed onto the floor. She was weak and 
tried to crawl, but he grabbed her by the hair and drug her into the 
closet. “Get on your feet!” Hydee was weeping. Her face was swollen, 
and blood and semen were dripping on the floor from her orifices. She 
tried to stand but fell in agony. “Oh shit! I forgot. I broke your ankles.” 
He slapped his forehead with his palm and then said, “I usually have 
my guests sit on the pole and do a little dance, but I’ll have to make an 
exception and help you.” He lifted her off the floor and cradled her in 
his arms then placed her over the eighteen-inch pipe and said, “This is 
going to sting a bit!” He positioned her in the seated position and then 
lowered her rectum onto the pipe. Once the pipe was firmly in her, he 
released her, and she slowly slid down onto the pipe, coming to rest 
on the saddle style seat. Her body began to shake, and he grabbed one 
of the cameras and got in front of it next to Hydee’s wide open eyes 
and said, “We have to have our selfie together as a reminder of this 
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night.” Blood was pooling around her seated body, and he took a piece 
of tack strip and beat her breasts, chest, and back as her pupils began to 
dilate. “Oh…are you leaving so soon? Don’t worry. I use a fresh pole 
for everyone. I wouldn’t want it to be unsanitary.” Hydee’s head fell 
back as did the rest of her upper body, but she remained impaled on the 
pipe as her attacker shot photos and took video of himself with her. He 
looked into the camera and said, “This is just for you, Special Agent 
Swenson. Now, I ask you…am I a good fuck or what? Another satisfied 
lady. Well, I must be off. There’s a whole city out there, and I need to 
pick up my next guest.” He turned the camera back to Hydee’s dead face 
and then turned it back to himself and said, “Oh, I almost forgot…this is 
just the beginning. I have been doing this for a while, but I just came up 
with the selfie concept. I know what you must be thinking. ‘This guy is 
a sick, twisted freak who just wants to get caught.’ No sir. Not only will 
you never catch me, but you’ll be surprised at the wide array of victims I 
have planned. Who knows? I might even get to someone you really care 
about.” Then, he broke out in hideous laughter as he turned the camera 
back to Hydee and then off.

John and Sara were asleep when his cellphone rang. He groped in 
the darkness and grabbed the flashing phone.

“I need you.”
“You need me for what, Sam?”
“I can’t talk about it over the phone. You have to see it for yourself.”
John sat up in bed and asked, “I assume you’re on a crime scene.”
“Yes.”
“And you feel it’s a federal matter?”
“I don’t feel I know. I’m texting you the address. Please get here as 

fast as you can.”
He put the phone down as it buzzed with the text message, and Sara 

asked, “What’s going on?” John was nude and standing at the end of the 
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bed. The light from the bathroom in front of him made his shadowed 
form look like a Greek god, and Sara smiled and said, “Jesus! You have 
a great body.”

“You, too. That was Sam. She’s on a crime scene and thinks I need 
to be there as well.”

Sara got up and followed him into the bathroom and put her arms 
around his huge chest and asked, “When will it be over, John?”

“When will what be over?”
“All of this. We’re surrounded by death, murder, and mayhem. Your 

one-man crusade against the evils of the world can’t be sustained, honey. 
I know you want to save people and stop violence, but as soon as you 
solve one crime another follows. Month after month, year after year, 
your life, the Eagle’s, has almost been lost several times. How much 
longer, John? Will I have to bury you for you to stop?”

He held Sara’s hands and put his head down. Sara looked over at 
their reflection in the mirror, and she could see tears falling from his 
eyes and soon felt them on her hands. She didn’t say a word. She just 
held him close with her head pressed against his back, staring into the 
mirror with her own tears now rolling down her face. There were several 
moments of silence, and John took a deep breath and said in a labored 
and sad voice, “It will never be over, Sara. As long as there are humans 
there will always be animals of all types that must be eradicated outside 
of the justice system. I know you’re worried and afraid. It’s not going 
to take me down. I had hoped that Chris would be able to step into the 
Eagle’s shoes, and I could pass the torch to him, but with him becoming 
a father, it can’t be. You remember Gail Hoffman talking about the 
Hudson River Killer?”

Sara nodded her head. “Yeah…it’s a ring of NYPD officers who do 
what the Eagle does. But they are a group. You’re one man.”

“The point is that there are groups like this in every major police 
department around this country and around the world. They hunt down 
and take out the worst of the worst. In most cases, it never even makes 
the news. What these men and women do is add a sense of checks and 
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balances to justice. Jim knew I was the Eagle long before I made my 
reveal. He knew another killer in the LAPD and Sheriff’s Department 
who was doing what I’m doing. There are others out there. I just have 
to be patient. I will meet that person, and if I live through it, I will find 
someone else to carry on as the Eagle. But until then, I must keep up the 
fight.” Sara didn’t respond. John stepped into the shower, and she joined 
him. The two embraced as the water fell over them before John left for 
yet another crime scene.
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Chapter Six
“Um… I think this is you!”

I
t was nearing five thirty a.m., and the streets around Hydee Puck’s 
home were crowded with both LAPD and Sheriff’s vehicles as well as 
the coroner’s van and CSI team. John pulled up and parked near the 

van. Jade was standing in the front yard smoking a cigarette along with 
Sam. Jessica was loading brown evidence bags into the van’s side door.

“So, what do we have?”
Jade handed John a small evidence bag with a flash drive in it. 

“What we have is another brutal murder. Same M.O. as the last two in 
Rancho Palos Verdes.”

John put the bag in his coat pocket and said, “Not the same. The 
killer murdered in a home.”

Sam nodded and said, “Yeah, but not this home.”
“What?”
Sam said, “She was definitely murdered in a controlled indoor 

environment, but she was murdered somewhere else then brought to 
her home.”
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“Show me.” Sam dropped her cigarette, and Jade took a few quick 
hits off of hers and then followed the two into the house.

Hydee’s body was seated in the middle of her bed. Her head was 
laying back with her mouth open. John pulled his tablet out of his jacket 
and began filming. “Who found her?”

“Her live-in maid,” Sam answered.
“Where’s the maid?”
“Down the hall with the police.”
John walked around the bed and found where the pipe had been 

inserted into Hydee’s body and said, “He left the steel pipe this time. He 
didn’t remove it.”

Jade nodded, and Sam asked, “Why would he do that?”
John was about to speak when Jade interrupted and said, “She’s 

on display. This sick fuck wanted to put her on display. The pipe is 
between twelve and twenty-four inches. I won’t know for sure until I 
remove it. Given her posture and the way her torso is bent back, rigor 
mortis has helped to keep her upright, but she is starting to show signs 
of rig ending.”

“How long has she been dead?” John asked.
“It’s hard to say. She’s small. There is very little lividity that I can go 

on as she bled out pretty fast.”
John looked at Hydee’s ankles and said, “It looks like blood pooled 

in her feet, so she must have been upright.”
Jade shook her head and said, “Her ankles were broken pre-mortem. 

I’m almost sure of that. I’ll know more on autopsy, but I would venture 
a guess that she has been dead for at least six hours.”

John looked into the blue gray haze of Hydee’s eyes and said, “So, 
time of death between ten p.m. and midnight?”

Jade shrugged and said, “If you want to use that as your frame of 
reference, go ahead. I will get you an official autopsy report later today.”

Jessica came back into the room and said, “She was brutalized before 
she was impaled. All of the damage you see is pre-mortem. This chick is 
super rich and powerful. News of her death will travel fast.”
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John nodded and asked Sam if the media had been informed. She 
laughed and said, “They have police scanners. They have news vans 
and freelancers running all over the city. Yeah, the media knows. I have 
them staged two blocks away, but if they haven’t already they are going 
to deduce by address and home owner who’s dead. And even if they 
can’t confirm it, you know they’re going to run with the story.” John 
nodded and walked out of the bedroom. He called for his own CSI team 
and then called Chris.

Donald Wolfe was running on the track outside his Malibu home 
when he was flagged down by one of his servants. He stopped, checked 
his heart monitor, and then jogged over and asked, “What? I’m in the 
middle of my morning workout.”

“The police are here to speak to you.” Donald’s face dropped, and he 
instructed his man servant to show them into the library while he changed.

Jim and John were walked into the library, and Jim asked, “Why the 
fuck don’t you have Sam doing this shit? I hate breaking this type of 
news to people.”

“Sam has her hands full with the investigation. Let’s just hope that 
Mr. Wolfe hasn’t been watching the news yet.”

“Fuckin’ media. We haven’t even released any information, and 
they’re running with this story and making it up as they go.”

Donald entered the library in a pair of spandex pants and a tank 
top with weight lifting gloves on. John showed his ID as did Jim, and 
Donald invited them to sit. “What’s wrong?” Donald asked.

John said, “Mr. Wolfe, Ms. Hydee Puck listed you as her next of kin.”
Donald nodded and said, “She’s my business partner and an orphan. 

What’s going on?”
“Ms. Puck was found murdered this morning in her home.”
Donald slumped and tears began to well up in his eyes, and he said, 

“Murdered? Murdered? My best friend in the world has been murdered?”
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“I’m sorry, Mr. Wolfe. I wish that I didn’t have to give you such 
devastating news. I need to ask you a few questions about Ms. Puck.”

Donald was leaning forward in the chair, and he called out for one 
of his servants to bring him a bucket. No sooner did the servant appear 
and hand him the bucket then he proceeded to throw up. John and Jim 
sat silent as Donald wretched the contents of his stomach into the mid-
sized red bucket. He grabbed a cloth from one of the chairs and wiped 
his mouth and leaned back and asked, “How did she die?”

“We won’t have all of the answers until we hear back from the 
coroner after autopsy, but she was brutalized.”

“Brutalized? You mean raped?”
John nodded and said, “And worse. Do you know of anyone who 

would want to hurt your partner?”
“We’re a business power couple. There are tons of people who 

would like to hurt us financially, but I can’t think of anyone who would 
wish Hydee this type of harm.”

Jim was looking around the palatial estate and asked, “You and Ms. 
Puck have been in the media a lot lately. This house had quite a bit of 
controversy over its construction, didn’t it?”

Donald looked Jim straight in the eye and said, “This estate has been 
under construction for five years. Yes, it had its detractors as I leveled 
the hill top here in Bel Air to have it built, but no one would hurt Hydee 
over my home.”

Jim nodded, and John stood up as did Jim and handed Donald his 
card and said, “I will be in touch. In the meantime, if you learn anything 
or think of anyone who might want to kill Ms. Puck, please call me, day 
or night.” Donald took the card and walked the two men out of the house.

Rodolfo and Irma were seated in Hydee’s living room. Irma was 
in tears, and Rodolfo was holding her. Chris had arrived on scene after 
Hydee’s body had been processed, and she was bagged and on a gurney. 
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Sam was talking to the two in Spanish but getting few answers. Irma 
told Sam the last time she had seen Hydee was the night before. They’d 
had a brief conversation, and she had gone to bed. Rodolfo had been 
out and got home very, very late and didn’t see anything. Chris was 
listening to the conversation when Jade tugged on his arm and motioned 
with her hand for him to follow her. She led Chris to Hydee’s bedroom. 
The mattress was blood stained but by no means covered.

“What’s up?”
Jade was looking back in the direction of the living room and said, 

“That Rodolfo kid. I’ve seen him before.”
Chris shrugged and asked, “Where?”
“That’s the damn problem. I can’t fuckin’ remember, Chris. I know 

it has been several years. Jesus Christ! He’s gorgeous.”
Chris laughed and asked, “Could it be that he’s a model or 

something?”
Jade shook her head and said, “No, no. I met him somewhere. I just 

can’t place him.”
Chris looked around the room and asked, “With all of the trauma 

that the victim had, where is all the blood?”
“That’s a great damn question, Chris. It’s not here. She was raped 

and brutalized off-site. Jim and John are both breaking the news to her 
business partner, who’s listed as her next of kin.”

“Okay, so, why are we talking softly in the victim’s bedroom?”
“Because I’m trying to remember where I know that kid from.”
Chris smiled and asked, “You’re married to Jessica, and you’re 

lusting after this guy?”
“Yeah. So what? I’m human, and I was straight and bisexual before 

I settled in with Jess.”
“What…do...you…want from me?”
Jade shook her head and said, “I don’t know.”
Jessica walked into the room and said, “The body is in the van, and 

all of the evidence has been collected. John and Sam’s teams are done 
as are we for now, so what are we waiting for?”
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Chris laughed and said, “Jade seems to think that she knows the kid 
in the living room with Sam.”

Jessica laughed and said, “You mean Rodolfo Vasquez?” Jade 
nodded with a curious look on her face. “You know him, Jade. He 
was a party favor at one of the swinger’s dinners we went to before 
we were a couple. You told me he fucked you ten ways from Sunday. 
You don’t remember him?” Jade shook her head, and Jessica said, “I’m 
not surprised. You were plowed at that party. He was dancing, and you 
started off with dollar bills and then, as I recall, five hundred dollars 
later he had you bent over a futon in the living room with ten other men 
and women banging the shit out of you.”

“Jesus, Jess! Were you there?”
“Yeah. I was playing with some of the other girls and boys since you 

had the hot stud action hogged up.”
“Were you drunk?”
“Um…no. I was underage. You berated me for having a glass of 

wine, so I stayed straight the whole night. Rodolfo offered to drive you 
home, and I told him I would take you home. I’m pretty sure there’s 
video of your fuckfest on any number of free porn sites.”

Jade’s face dropped, and she screamed, “WHAT?”
Chris was laughing as was Jessica. “Jade, the guy was using a selfie 

stick while he was ‘sticking’ it to you, and others were filming with their 
phones. You didn’t have a problem with it, and I was there with at least 
ten other people all night.”

“Jesus Christ, Jessica. Why the fuck didn’t you tell me?”
“Tell you what? That some young stud fucked all of your holes and 

you loved it, begged for more, and smiled into the damn camera? You’re 
an exhibitionist. We both are. Jesus, we fuck in public all the time. We 
weren’t in a relationship then, and I never gave it any thought.”

Chris was looking at Jade, whose face was almost purple. Chris 
pulled out his tablet and got on the web and started searching free porn 
sites as Jessica and Jade stood staring at each other. Jade was about to 
speak when Chris said, “Um…I think this is you!” He handed his tablet 
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to Jade, and there she was, fully nude on top of one man while Rodolfo 
was inside her from behind and a third was in her mouth. There were 
three split screens of the action.

She handed the tablet to Jessica, who looked at it and said, “Yep…
there it is. I’m not sure, but I think you did ten or fifteen men that night 
not to mention women…me included. It was fun.”

Jade handed the tablet back to Chris and said, “I don’t want to 
make a scene with that asshole in front of his mother, but I want to talk 
to him NOW!”

Chris laughed and emailed the website link to Jade and said, “I will 
see if Sam is done interviewing them and then I’ll grab the kid. You 
can send a takedown notice to the webmaster, and they will remove the 
video. Where do you want to talk to Mr. Vasquez in private?”

Jade just looked at Jessica with a sad look on her face and tears began 
to well up in her eyes, and she said, “Jesus, this is so embarrassing for 
me and you, Jess. I’m so sorry.”

Jessica laughed and asked, “Why is it embarrassing for me? I’m not 
the one on film, and we weren’t in a relationship yet, so you didn’t hurt 
me. But if this happened today…I would so kick your ass!”

Chris laughed and said, “I’ll grab the kid and take him to a different 
room in the house, and you can talk to him, okay?” Jade nodded, and 
Chris walked out.

Chris’s cellphone rang just as he was getting ready to speak to 
Sam. John’s voice was stern on the line, and he asked, “Do you have 
anything new?”

Chris walked out of the house and started laughing and said, “Yeah…
Jade’s a porn queen.”
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Chapter Seven
“Who the fuck knows…kicks?”

T
he early afternoon sun was glaring off a reflecting pool in front 
of Owen McGregor’s office. Scarlett was sitting on the edge of 
the pool with her feet in the water when she heard Owen’s voice 

calling to her from the building entrance. She didn’t move, just kicked 
her feet in the water as Owen approached and asked, “Have you 
heard?”

“Heard what, Owen?”
“Hydee was found murdered this morning at her home.”
Scarlett never looked up at Owen as she answered, “No…no I wasn’t 

aware that she had been murdered. Has it been on the news?”
“I just caught the news on LA Today. How the hell did a news outlet 

get this news before I did?”
Scarlett was still playing in the water and said, “I don’t know, Owen, 

they’re vultures. I deal with them all of the time when they call the 
office for information.”

Owen sat down next to her and said, “I can’t believe Hydee’s dead.”
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Scarlett seemed unmoved and said, “It’s going to happen to all 
of us.”

“What?”
Scarlett laughed and said, “Death, Owen. Sooner or later, we are all 

going to die.”
“Not by murder, I hope. I don’t know details yet. I have some of my 

people looking into it and hope to know more later today.”
“Why would you want the gruesome details?”
Owen was seated on a granite bench next to the pool. “How would 

you know that her murder was brutal? What have you heard about 
Hydee’s murder?”

Scarlett leaned back and looked up at him and said, “Aren’t all 
murders brutal?”

Owen got a thoughtful look on his face and said, “Yes…but I think 
there are degrees of brutal.”

“What do you mean?”
“I mean, if you’re shot in the head that’s less brutal than being 

stabbed or raped.”
Scarlett laid back on the granite and said, “Murder is murder. How 

long it takes to kill someone really is irrelevant to me.”
“Irrelevant? So, if you are going to be murdered you would like a 

slow and agonizing death?”
“No. I’m saying that we really don’t have much say in the way that 

we are going to die. Some will die of old age, some of illness, accidents 
or other tragedies, and others will die at the hands of another.” Owen 
stood up and started to walk back to his office when Scarlett called out, 
“You had dinner with Hydee last night, right?”

Owen stopped dead in his tracks, turned around, and asked, “What 
does that have to do with anything?”

“Well, you were most likely one of the last people to see her alive. 
If I were you, I would call the police and let them know before they 
come looking for you.” Owen walked briskly to the building as Scarlett 
smiled and got up from the pool.
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Rodolfo Vasquez was seated in one of Puck’s guest rooms. Chris 
was sitting with him but not speaking. Jade walked into the room, and 
Rodolfo’s face dropped. She saw it and said, “You little son of a bitch. 
You took private video and posted it on a porn site?”

Rodolfo shook his head slowly and said, “I didn’t post anything, 
Doctor Morgan. There were a lot of people at that party. I know the 
video is out there, but I didn’t post it.”

“Well who the fuck did and why the fuck haven’t you asked that the 
video be removed?”

“I have, I have. I have at least five takedown orders that have been 
honored. But the video went viral, and there are so many free porn 
swapping sites that once it’s out there it’s out there.”

Jade slapped Rodolfo across the face hard and said, “You never told 
me about this. You want to know how I found out?” Rodolfo was looking 
at the ground, and Jade continued, “I found out from Special Agent 
Mantel, who looked up a porn site, and there I was in all of my nude 
glory with your cock up my ass. That’s how I learned of the existence of 
the video. I was being handed the tablet of that FBI agent sitting there 
who got to watch the fifteen-minute video of me being humiliated.”

Rodolfo looked up at Jade and said, “The sex was consensual, 
Doctor Morgan. You also were told that there would be video shot. I 
was there, and I played my part in this, but if you feel humiliated that is 
an after the fact issue for you because, as I recall, you were begging for 
more and more cum.”

Chris said nothing, and Jade pulled her tablet and showed Rodolfo 
the video and said, “Look at the fuckin’ caption on the video. ‘Hot MILF 
gets all holes cream-pied.’”

“All I can say is to do what I have done and send the webmaster a 
takedown order.”

Chris cleared his throat and asked, “How long have you worked for 
Ms. Puck?”



52 • Chapter Seven

“Pretty much my whole life. My mother has worked for Ms. Puck 
off and on for years. We’ve been working full time for her this round 
for about five years, but I have known Ms. Puck my whole life. Hydee 
even babysat me a few times when my mother would go to Mexico to 
visit family.”

“And just how close were you to Ms. Puck, Mr. Vasquez?”
Rodolfo rolled his eyes and asked, “You want to know if I have had 

sex with her?” Chris nodded, and Rodolfo said, “Yes, I had sex with her 
regularly. I was her live-in sex machine.”

“Did she pay you for sex?”
“I’m an employee. She paid me to do yard work and to take care 

of the house, and one of my duties was to have sex with her, so yeah. I 
guess you could say I was her gigolo.”

Jade sat down and put her head in her hands and asked, “Did you 
film her, too?”

“Oh yes. Well, she filmed us, but it was only for our viewing. It 
was never shared on the internet. She liked to watch me work out. She 
always made me work out nude, and she would ravage me.”

Chris looked Rodolfo up and down and said, “You’re a handsome 
young man. Do you model?”

“I have done a little, and I have done a lot of sex scenes like what I 
did with Doctor Morgan. But for the most part Hydee liked to keep me 
to herself. She wasn’t the dating or marrying type, and she found having 
me as her ‘sex slave’ as she called it fulfilled all of her needs.”

“And when was the last time you had sex with Ms. Puck?”
“Yesterday morning. She had told me she had a date, but would 

want sex when she got home, but I wasn’t here when she got in, and she 
was gone when I did get home.”

Chris was looking through the young man and asked, “And where 
exactly were you last night?”

“Out for a drive and beers with a couple of friends. I needed to clear 
my head, so I had dinner with my mother and left the house just before 
nine and got back just after midnight.”
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“Did you stop anywhere or talk to anyone?”
Rodolfo nodded, “Yes. Two friends. Hydee bought me a new 

Porsche 911, and I was breaking it in.” Rodolfo looked at Chris and 
Jade and asked, “You don’t think I had anything to do with Hydee’s 
death, do you?”

“You don’t have much of an alibi, Mr. Vasquez, so you’re a suspect 
until we tell you otherwise. So, don’t be making any travel plans for the 
foreseeable future. Am I clear?”

“Do I need a lawyer?”
Chris shrugged and said, “I haven’t read you your Miranda Rights. 

You’re not under arrest. This was really for Doctor Morgan, but you are 
now a person of interest to me. Do you live anywhere else but here?”

Rodolfo stood up and looked at Jade and said, “I’m sorry about the 
video. I had nothing to do with it. Agent Mantel, I’m not going to answer 
any more questions unless I have my attorney present.”

Chris stood up. His six-foot six-inch frame towered over Rodolfo’s 
five-foot six-inch body. He looked down at Rodolfo and said, “That is 
your right, Mr. Vasquez. You have the right to remain silent. Anything 
that you say from here on out can be used in court against you. You have 
a right to have an attorney present during questioning. If you cannot 
afford an attorney, one will be appointed to you free of charge. Do you 
understand your rights?”

Jade started to laugh and asked, “Do you think he knows that you 
just read him his Miranda Rights?”

“Oh, he knows. Believe me, he knows. Let’s go. We need to get 
downtown.”

It was ten after twelve, and the viewing room at the Federal Building 
had several occupants. Jim and Sam sat with Chris and John as did Jade 
and Jessica as they watched the video left at the Puck crime scene. Sam 
looked away a few times as did Jade, but Jessica stayed glued to the 
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video, and John watched her reaction. When it was over, the lights were 
raised, and John asked, “What did you see?”

“Well…it’s the same murderer of Pastor and Hanson. I saw the scar 
on his right hand several times. He is challenging you, and what he 
doesn’t know is he’s inviting the Iron Eagle to the table.”

“You know the streets from the victim’s standpoint better than 
anyone in this room, Jess. Do you know him?” John was stone-faced.

“I can’t be sure.”
“What if Karen were to regress you?”
Jessica shrugged and said, “You’re asking me to relive six years or 

more of horror?”
John’s demeanor never changed, and he nodded, “Yes because I 

think you know who this murderer is, because I think that you were a 
lucky one who got away or who he was using to hone his skills.”

Jade stood up and said, “John, you can’t ask this of Jess. You just 
can’t. She has lived nightmare after nightmare. You don’t sleep with 
her. You don’t hear her screams in her sleep. The night terrors, the sleep 
walking, and the crying and fighting.”

Jessica sat silent, and Chris asked, “Is there any other option? We 
still have video to go over. We still have people to talk to, like the 
Vasquez kid. He was sleeping with the victim, and he was out last night 
without a good alibi. I think this is premature. We should be talking to 
Vasquez.”

“Does Mr. Vasquez have the scar of this killer on his right hand?”
Chris shrugged, and Jade said, “No.”
“Then why are we going to waste time interrogating him? We know 

he’s not the killer in these two videos.” John looked at Jim and asked, 
“Why have you stayed so silent?”

Jim took a cigarette from his top left pocket and said, “This is your 
investigation, John. It started with Larry’s granddaughter, which made 
it a federal case, and I think that this asshole knew who Jolene was, and 
he targeted her just so that you would end up on the case. I also think 
that this guy knew Puck. I think that he had it in for her, and so he got 
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to kill two birds with one stone…he humiliated and tortured Ms. Puck 
and filmed himself doing it to fulfill his narcissistic fantasy. This guy 
isn’t going to stop, John. He has more targets out there, and he could 
have Sara, Karen, hell, even Jade and Jessica in his sights. If indeed Jess 
knows who this guy is, he either forgot that he fucked and brutalized 
her, or he is biding his time to see if she comes up with his identity.”

Jade said, “That last part makes no sense. Why the hell would this 
guy want to have his identity known by law enforcement?”

“Who the fuck knows…kicks? The guy is bat ass crazy. I have no 
idea why he’s doing what he’s doing other than to get his rocks off 
and incite police and eventually the public. Sooner rather than later that 
fucker is going to get his video to the media and then all hell is going to 
break loose across this city, county, and country.”

Sam nodded as did the others, and Jessica asked, “Can you call Karen 
and see when we can start? It isn’t going to happen in one session. I can 
tell you that much. I have a long sexual history.”

Sara and Karen were having lunch when John called and told Karen 
he needed her help. She laughed and said, “Those are not words spoken 
by you very often. What’s up?”

“Are you at the hospital?”
“No. Sara and I are at lunch a few blocks away. Why?”
“I need to meet you in your office with Jessica. We need to speak 

in person.”
Karen took a sip of her soda and said, “No problem. I have a patient 

when I get back, but I am open after three.”
“Great. I’ll bring Jessica by at three.” He hung up the line and looked 

at Jessica and said, “Is three okay for you?”
“I guess it’ll have to be.”
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Julie Newman pulled into her parking space at the LA Today studio. 
She sat for several minutes staring up at the giant sign on the building 
showing her smiling face along with Rob Robinson, her cohost. She 
shook her head as she left her car and walked into the studio.

Kerri Quest was sitting in a conference room with Rob when Julie 
walked in. “You’re a little late for our afternoon briefing before the 
show.”

“I’m sorry. I got hung up in traffic.” Julie sat down and grabbed a 
bagel from a tray on the table and asked, “What’s the topic for today?”

Rob laughed and said, “It should be about your bagel diet.” Julie 
shot him a look as did Kerri, and he laughed it off.

“Well,” Kerri said, “we know that Hydee Puck was murdered last 
night, and we have reported on that. What I haven’t told anyone is I 
stumbled onto a gruesome murder scene a few days ago and had agreed 
to keep it quiet until investigators had more information.”

Rob asked, “You stumbled onto a murder scene, and we aren’t 
reporting on it?”

“No one is because no one knows about it. It’s going to be breaking 
news from us.”

Julie asked, “Do we have IDs on the victims and how they died?”
“I came upon the grisly scene on my morning walk. The smell was 

horrific, and once I saw body parts and blood I ran back up the beach 
and called police. Interestingly enough, Jim O’Brian and Special Agent 
John Swenson ended up out on that beach.”

Rob asked, “Why would the FBI be on a crime scene like that?”
Kerri said, “One of the dead people was the granddaughter of Chief 

Justice Laurence Robinson.”
Julie shook her head and said, “I’ve had run ins with Judge Robinson 

in the past. He’s one tough man.”
Kerri nodded and said, “We are going to lead with this story for the 

afternoon broadcast.” She handed the two a script and said, “I don’t 
have enough to call this a serial killing, but we do have enough to at 
least put the public on alert.”
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Rob read over the release and said, “You know you are going to 
catch the wrath of O’Brian and probably Swenson.”

“I gave it a few days. I asked for official comments from both 
agencies with no response. I am first and foremost a reporter. They 
might be angry, but we still have to report the news.”

Julie stood and said, “Well, we go on in a half hour, so we better get 
to makeup.” Kerri nodded as the three left the conference room.
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Chapter Eight
“You knew his name because  

you murdered him.”

J
im was cursing a blue streak, “That mother fuckin’ cunt. That low 
life bitch!” His adjoining door to Sam’s office was open, and Sam 
entered to see him standing at his window with his TV on and a 

cigarette hanging out of his mouth.
“What the hell are you ranting about?”
Jim lit his cigarette and snapped his Zippo shut, pointing at the TV. 

He took a deep hit off the smoke and said, “Fuckin’ Kerri Quest is who 
I’m talking about.”

Sam walked over to the TV and looked at the two reporters. It was 
Julie Newman and Rob Robinson, and they were talking about the 
Pastor/Hanson murder. Sam halfcocked her head and asked, “How the 
hell do they know about this?”

Jim blew a large amount of smoke from his lungs and said, “Their 
goddamn boss found the bodies. I knew that bitch could not be trusted, 
now that murdering fucker is going to get what he really wants: his 
goddamned fifteen minutes of fame.”
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Sam walked over to the window, lit a cigarette, and said, “It was 
going to come out sooner or later. At least the source understands the 
case. They aren’t really hyping it; they’re just reporting on it.”

Jim shook his head and said, “You just don’t get it, Sam. This is 
exactly what this fuckin’ guy wants. He wants his crimes in the news. 
It’s only going to make him bolder, and he will reach out to the media to 
make things even worse.”

Jessica and John arrived at Karen’s office at three. The outer office 
was empty, and John flipped a light switch on the wall, and a small red 
light lit up. “What’s that for?” Jessica asked.

“It’s to let Karen know she has a patient waiting. It also allows 
whoever is with her to exit the room through a back door for their 
privacy if they choose to.” Jessica sat down as did John and waited.

Karen opened the door and invited them in, and John discussed 
what he had theorized with regard to regressing Jessica. When he was 
finished, Karen said, “I can regress you, Jessica, and I can take you back 
as far as you need to go. The one thing I can’t guarantee is how you 
might react to the treatment.”

Jessica asked, “What do you mean?”
“In most cases of regressive hypnotherapy the patient doesn’t 

usually remember the session. In some people, they might not only 
remember the session and trauma, but it can also reveal deeply, deeply 
repressed memories that can have a devastating effect.”

Jessica laughed and said, “I’m pretty certain that all of my demons 
are front and center in my memory. I mean, come on, Karen, I remember 
the very first time my father and older brother fucked me.”

“And how old do you think you were?”
“How old do I think I was? I know exactly how old I was. I was 

three.”
“And how do you know you were three?”



60 • Chapter Eight

“Because they fucked me on the kitchen table next to my birthday 
cake after I blew out the candles.”

Karen shook her head then looked at John and said, “I have an hour. 
Why don’t you let us talk.”

John left the room, and Jessica asked, “What do I need to do?”
“Just sit there and relax. Let’s talk for a little while.”

John had gone to Sara’s office to talk to her when his cellphone rang.
“I just got off the phone with Owen McGregor.”
“And?”
“And he called to tell me that he had dinner with Hydee Puck last 

night.” Sam said it with a cool tone in her voice.
“So send someone out to talk to him.”
“It’s your case, John. Don’t you think that you should go out and 

talk to him?”
“I’m tied up with Jessica right now. I’ll have Chris go out and talk to 

McGregor. Why are you so cool and monotone?”
Sam was looking across her desk and into Jim’s office where he was 

cursing. “Just trying to stay calm as Jim goes off on one of his tirades 
against the media.”

“What now?”
“Kerri Quest gave the Pastor/Hanson story to her afternoon and 

evening TV reporters, and they are sharing it on the air.”
John saw Sara walking toward him, and she waved and he smiled. 

“It was going to come out anyway.”
“Did she ask you for permission or even tell you she was going to 

do this?”
“Of course not. I don’t control the media. There’s nothing we can do 

to stop them. If they get off on a tangent, I will hold a press conference.”
“If I were you, I would call a press conference now because Jim is 

going to blow a gasket any second, and you need to make a simple but 
direct statement about this killer.”
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“You’re right. I want you and Jim at my office. We’ll call the 
conference for five p.m. and that way it can hit all the major networks 
and run all night.” Sam agreed and hung up the phone.

Sara pulled on John’s tie, and he leaned down and she kissed him 
deeply and asked, “What brings you to my little slice of hell?”

“Karen is talking to Jessica.”
“Therapy?”
“Jess seems to think that she knows the identity of this new killer, 

and I thought that regression therapy might get us a name.”
Sara opened her office door and walked in followed by John. “So, 

why are you here?”
“I picked up Jessica and brought her in, and I will drive her back 

downtown when she is finished.”
Sara sat on the corner of her desk and said, “How long are they 

going to be talking?”
John looked at his watch and said, “Oh, I would say another forty-

five minutes. Why?”
Sara slid off the edge of her desk and closed her office door. She 

removed her medical coat and then unbuttoned her blouse and said, 
“Well, we have never had sex in my office.”

“No. No we have not.” She hugged him as he unhooked her bra, and 
she unzipped his pants, and the two went to the floor as John’s pants 
and underwear were pulled down by Sara and her own skirt and panties 
were around her ankles.

Rob Robinson walked through the parking structure at the station 
and out into the open parking lot. He had his cellphone to his ear and 
said, “I’m going to cover the news conference that the FBI and Sheriff’s 
Department are calling for five o’clock.”

Kerri was on the other end of the line and asked, “Who gave you 
that assignment?”
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“No one but someone has to do it, and I received the press release 
and figured I would go out. Is that a problem?”

“No…you’re going to piss off Julie, but, hey, you scooped her, so 
have at it.”

Rob laughed and said, “Thanks for backing me, Kerri. Julie can get 
a bit aggressive when it comes to stories. I just need to grab some things 
from my car, and I will meet up with the crew at the van.”

The parking lot at the studio was gated, and there were two 
security entrances that were guarded. Rob had parked near one of the 
gates and noticed that the entry gate arm was up, and the booth looked 
unmanned. He strode over to the booth and saw the security guard 
near the floor.

“Hey, Stan. Do you think it’s a good idea to leave the damn gate up 
even if you’re here?” He got to the booth opening to see that Stan was 
seated with his eyes open and blood pooled on the floor around him.

Rob jerked back and before he could make another move he heard a 
male voice say, “No, it’s probably not a good idea.” Rob turned to see a 
man in a pale featureless gray mask who zapped him with a Taser then 
picked him up and threw him in the back of a nearby van. The masked 
man walked back to the security gate and looked up at the camera and 
waved then took out a small piece of paper and lifted it to the camera 
and said, “I don’t know if you have audio, so I have written it out for 
you. Isn’t this the ultimate selfie?” The words were on the paper, and he 
dropped it in the booth then got in the black van and drove away.

John was buttoning his shirt when Karen knocked on Sara’s office 
door. He looked at Sara and asked, “Did you lock it?” Sara shook her 
head with a half grin as she was putting her blouse back on.

Karen opened the door to find the two nearly dressed and started 
laughing. “You could at least lock the door, Sara, if you’re going to play 
hide the salami in your office.”
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John was red-faced and Sara said, “You could have at least waited 
for my response before walking in.”

“Well…that’s true, but I have never walked in on you after a little 
afternoon delight.”

Karen was openly laughing, and John asked, “Do you even know 
where that line comes from?”

Karen nodded as she laughed with her hand over her face and 
said, “Yeah. It was a song from the seventies, so were there ‘sky 
rockets in flight?’”

Sara was now laughing as John finished getting his tie on, and Jessica 
walked into the office. “Well, well, well…what do we have here? Agent 
Swenson getting it on with the missus?” John couldn’t look any of them 
in the eye, and Jessica said, “Jesus! If I didn’t know better, I would think 
that big old John Swenson was blushing.”

“We had a little office romance, that’s all. How did it go with you 
two?” Sara asked.

Jessica said, “I think we are off to a good start. I don’t know if Karen 
is going to sleep well tonight, but I will sleep like a baby.”

Sara looked at Karen, who had a horrified look on her face, and 
asked, “That bad?”

“Oh dear God. How Jessica can sit in my office and talk about just 
the first few years of her life without being regressed is incredible and 
so, so troubling.”

“I told you I have been through some really rough shit. I have been 
fucked ten ways from Sunday, and I have been used in ways that no human 
being should be used. But talking about it felt good. It was like I was 
getting a huge weight off my chest. It brought back some bad memories, 
but it also taught me some things about myself that I didn’t realize.”

“And what would that be?” Karen asked.
“That I’m a survivor. When I was first on the streets after leaving 

home I met a john. He was in his sixties, and I was twelve. He picked me 
up in front of the motel I was living in with a few other girls and took me 
to his house. He had a really nice home. I remember he was gentle with 
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me, and when he had finished he sat me down and said, ‘You have gone 
through and will go through a lot doing what you’re doing. The key to 
surviving and thriving is never ever allowing yourself to forget both the 
good and bad experiences.’”

“So a sixty something pedophile took you to his home, had sex with 
you, and then gave you that advice?” John asked.

“Yeah, he did, and you know what? I saw that john for a couple of 
years until he was murdered.”

“Murdered?”
“Yes, John. Murdered. He was a gentle man, at least with me. He 

drank too much and smoked too much, but when I was with him I felt 
safe and I looked forward to the Tuesday nights when I knew he would 
come for me. Because he would treat me well, pay me well, feed me, and 
allow me to bathe and sleep in his bed with him. I was almost fourteen 
when he stopped coming, and then I read in the papers that he had been 
murdered.”

John asked, “So, you know his real name?”
Jessica nodded and got teary eyed and said, “Yeah. I knew his name 

and so did you.”
All eyes turned to John who was staring down at Jessica. “I knew 

his name?”
“Yes, John. You knew his name because you murdered him. His 

name was Barry Mullin.”

It was four thirty, and Jade had been waiting at John’s office for Jessica. 
Chris was in his office, and Jade was reading a magazine when John and 
Jessica walked off the elevator. She spotted John’s tall, handsome body 
striding confidently down the hall with Jessica next to him walking with 
confidence but with a somber look on her face. Chris saw them and called 
out, “I have Jade here waiting to take Jessica back to her office.”

John and Jessica walked in, and Jade asked, “How did it go?”
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“Good really, really good.”
“Then why do you look troubled?”
John was stone-faced and Jessica said, “The session was fine. I 

learned something after the session that sickened me, that’s all.”
“What did you learn?”
Jessica looked up at John and then over to Jade and said, “That I’m 

very, very lucky to be alive. That I was in the company of child murderers 
or at least a john who could have turned me over to one.” Jessica reached 
out her hand and took John’s and then pulled him down to her face and 
with tears in her eyes said, “Thank you. I have been angry with you, the 
Eagle, for so long because I really thought you killed an innocent man. 
But you didn’t. You saved me and a lot of other children.”

“A lot of children didn’t survive what Stewart Roskowski did. 
Mullin was covering for him as was his granddaughter, who was a cop. 
There is a lot of history that you don’t know, and you will never know.” 
She kissed his cheek, and he said, “You’re welcome.”

John stood up, and Jade asked, “Does one of you want to catch 
me up?”

“We’ll talk at home, Jade. John and Chris have a news conference to 
give on the Pastor/Hanson murders.”

Jade looked at John and asked, “Is she okay?”
John nodded, and Chris stood up as Jim and Sam came around the 

corner and said, “Well, this has been fun, but we have to meet the press.”
Jim was in a suit and tie, and Sam was in her full dress uniform. 

She handed everyone a piece of paper, and they read it, and John said, 
“You’re getting good at this, Sam. Ducking and weaving while getting 
the facts out. I like it.”

Jim laughed and said, “You like anything that keeps your ass off the 
podium or puts it there for as short a time as possible.”

The room erupted in laughter, and John said, “Jade, you and Jessica 
should stay for the press conference. I may need you to speak.”

“Are you going to talk about the Puck case?” John shook his head, 
and the group walked out of the office and down to the press room.
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Chapter Nine
“That was some news conference.”

R
ob Robinson came to face down and nude on a steel bed. His 
head was groggy, and his arms and legs were spread eagle, and 
he tried to move but couldn’t. He could hear the sound of a radio 

or television in the room and the sound of John Swenson’s voice. Rob 
turned his head from side to side only to have his vision obscured by 
two walls of masks.

“Hello? Is there anyone there?”
“I’m sitting here watching a news conference that is, believe it or 

not, about me. Though, I’m not getting the credit I deserve from Agent 
Swenson and Sheriff Pritchard.”

“Who the hell are you?”
“Me? I’m the person you were reporting about this afternoon. 

I’m the person that the FBI and Sheriff are talking about. I don’t 
have a fancy nickname yet, but that will come with more…fun.”

Rob started to breathe heavy and asked, “You’re the killer?”
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“Indeed, I am. It has become a very enjoyable hobby, but I’m about 
to go pro.”

“I can interview you. I can get your story out. I’m in the media.”
“Yes, yes, you can, and I can assure you that you are going to 

help me get my message out to the public. I’m certain that when I’m 
through with you I will get that nickname and that name in lights.”

Rob’s eyes probed what he could see of the room, and he heard the 
man stand and then turn the TV off. “What are you going to do to me?”

There were a few moments of silence and then a thin nude male 
with an erection appeared in Rob’s line of sight. “Well, first I’m going 
to fuck you, then beat you into submission, so you will do anything I 
tell you to.”

Rob started screaming as the man moved out of his line of sight, 
and he felt the bed springs beginning to move, “Oh for God’s sake. I’m 
straight. I mean you no harm.” The bed springs creaked, and Rob’s 
eyes went wide as he felt the man’s hands on his rear spreading his 
cheeks apart. His breath was taken away as he was penetrated, and he 
began to grunt and groan and struggle against the restraints.

“I know it hurts at first, but you will dilate and, believe it or not, it 
will actually feel good. I know that is hard to believe at this moment 
with nine inches of cock in your ass…but you have to trust me it will 
start to feel good. You might as well accept it because I’m going to be 
doing this to you a lot.”

Rob was trying to speak and breathe through tears and pain. “I’m 
not gay. You’re ripping me apart.”

“Oh, it only feels like that because I’m not using lube. I know you’re 
not gay. Neither am I. I just like the power and stripping people of any 
human dignity.” There were lights that were shining down onto the steel 
spring mattress, and Rob’s eyes had glazed over as his attacker pounded 
in him. “Hey Rob. Do you take selfies?”

Rob was breathing and grunting and an “oh God” could be heard 
now and then. The attacker laughed and said, “See. I told you it would 
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start feeling good. I’m filming this whole rape, Rob. You’re going to be 
on your own show. I’m a huge fan of selfies, Rob. I love watching my 
prey scream and beg as well as watching my own hot body on camera 
doing what I do best.”

Rob grunted out, “What…do…you…do…best?”
“You don’t feel it? Fuck, Rob. I am really good at fucking. I love it. 

Your ass feels so good, and I’m about to bust a nut in you.” There was 
a pause, and Rob’s eyes grew wide as he heard his attacker let out a cry 
and felt him collapse on his back. His attacker was sweating and had his 
masked face laying on Rob’s back, and he said, “God that felt good. I 
came really, really hard. You just got your first anal cream pie. I mean, 
you said you’re not gay. Have you ever been fucked up the ass before?” 
Tears were streaming down Rob’s face, and he was trying to catch his 
breath. He slowly shook his head, and his attacker said, “I didn’t think 
so. Your ass is really, really tight. Well, it was. Right now, it’s wide open 
with my cock up it. I’m still throbbing in you. I bet I just shot a cup of 
cum up your ass.”

The attacker got up, and Rob could hear the sound of doors opening 
and things being thrown onto the steel bed. “This is my playroom. 
You’re really going to like the things I am going to do to you in here. 
So…while I allow myself to build up another load of cum for you, let’s 
play. Have you ever been bull whipped before?”

John had finished his briefing on the Pastor and Hanson murders, 
and Sam stepped up to the microphones and made a statement. After 
her comments, the questions came flying at them, and Sam recognized a 
few reporters in the crowd that she respected and called on them.

“Is it true that the attacker videotaped the entire murder?” Roger 
asked.

“Yes.”
“Who has possession of the video?”
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“The FBI.”
“Will it be released to the public?”
Jim stepped over to the microphone and asked, “You want us to 

release a brutal murder film to you, so you can run it on your damn news 
shows? This isn’t a damn game. This is real reality TV. No. You’re not 
going to see the video.”

Sam commandeered the microphone and called out to Harriet.
“How is Justice Robinson handling this?”
“How do you think he’s handling it? His granddaughter and her 

friend were savagely murdered. He and his wife are hurting and are 
asking for privacy at this time.”

“I will make a FOIA request to get the film released to the public.”
John stepped forward and said, “This is an active crime scene 

investigation. You make all the requests you like. I am not going to 
allow you to make this murderer famous.”

Sam looked out at the crowed and said, “This press conference is 
over.” And the four walked out of the room.

Owen McGregor had left a message for Jim at his office. Jim and 
Sam had arrived back at the office, and Jim hadn’t stopped cursing 
since leaving the news conference. “Those mother fuckin’ dirt bags. 
They’re going to make a Freedom of Information Act demand to get that 
murderer’s films?”

Sam parked the cruiser and held the wheel with both hands. She 
took a deep breath and said, “Jim…please shut the fuck up!” Jim looked 
over at her as she stared through the windshield and continued, “You 
and I know that sooner or later the media will get the tapes…just not 
until our investigation is totally completed. And depending on how 
current the story is, they will run them on their networks with their usual 
tongue and cheek disclaimer, ‘Warning: this video might be disturbing 
to sensitive viewers.’ Right now, what we all need to be doing is figuring 
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out who this sick bastard is and getting to him before he gets to another 
innocent.”

Jim stepped out of the car and removed a cigarette from his top left 
pocket and lit it. He looked around the parking lot and said, “I’m telling 
you, Sam, I’m getting too old for this shit. I have never had patience 
for the media as a whole and with age it’s getting worse. You’re right 
about everything, but that doesn’t give me an ounce of comfort nor does 
it protect the citizens of Los Angeles.” Jim stomped out the smoke, and 
they went on to their offices.

Jim’s voicemail light was blinking on his desk phone, and he pulled 
out his PDA and called Barbara and asked, “Are you working, honey?”

“Yeah. I’m finishing up some paperwork for an intake, and then I 
have a herd of prisoners that are being taken back to men’s central.” 
There was a pause, and Barbara said, “That was some news conference.”

“Yeah. Don’t bust my balls. I just got ‘em busted by Sam. How are 
you feeling?”

“Well, considering it is after five and I have been here since six a.m., 
I think I’m doing pretty damned good.”

“Any more sickness?”
“Yes, Jim. I’ve blown chunks a few times. Sara sent over a 

prescription to help with my nausea, and she upped my Norco for pain, 
so I’m feeling pretty good.”

“Good. I don’t think I will be late tonight. What time are you 
planning on being home?”

“Um…the last batch of prisoners leaves in a half hour. Once they’re 
gone I will head out. I don’t have a dinner plan.”

Jim laughed and said, “How about dessert first and then Santiago’s 
for dinner?”

Barbara laughed lightly into the phone and said, “You have fucked 
me more in the past month than in the past year. You trying to make sure 
you get that last plug in me before I go?”

He smiled and said, “No…I just want to hold you while I can. There 
will be enough sleepless nights when you’re gone.”
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Barbara was quiet and then said, “Your nights won’t be sleepless 
for long, and you know that. I know you love Cindy, and I know she 
loves you. I don’t want you two near each other while I’m still drawing 
breath, but when I go I want you two to try and make it work.” Jim didn’t 
respond right away, and Barbara said, “Jimmy, this is a conversation 
that I can only have on the phone with you. I can’t have it face to face. 
I won’t be able to control my emotions. You have endured so much shit 
with me cheating on you, and you didn’t cheat on me. You have been a 
wonderful husband, and I love you, but I don’t want you alone after I 
go. I’m not saying that I feel it is imminent, but death is coming for me. 
I just want it on the record between us that I want you to be happy, and 
if happy is with Cindy then so be it.” Jim still didn’t speak. He just held 
the phone in his trembling hand as his eyes filled with tears. Barbara 
said, “Call me when you’re on your way home, and I will have dessert 
waiting for you on the bed.”

Jim coughed lightly and said, “I will” and hung up. He pressed his 
voicemail button, and Owen McGregor’s voice came on the line. “Jim, 
this is Owen McGregor. I wanted to call you to let you know that I had 
dinner with Hydee Puck last night and might have been one of the last 
people to see her alive. My assistant brought it to my attention that I 
should call you before you came looking for me.” Owen left his cellphone 
number, and Jim jotted it on a piece of paper and then called out to Sam 
in the other office. “I just received a voicemail from Owen McGregor.”

“The billionaire?”
“Yeah. He said that he had dinner with Hydee Puck last night and 

thinks he might have been one of the last people to see her alive.”
“Have you called him back?”
“No. I figure you and I should let John know and then decide who is 

going to interrogate him.”
Sam walked into Jim’s office and could see that his eyes were red 

and asked, “Interrogate him? Murderers don’t usually call in to the 
police to tell them that they were with their victim. I think you are a 
little over the top on that one.”
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“Well, you don’t know McGregor like I know him, and he is one 
sick asshole. He could definitely be the man behind the mask, or know 
who that man is.”

“Well, call him back, and let’s go see him.”
Jim nodded and said, “I’ll call John. He knows McGregor’s history 

as well, and I’m sure he’ll want to be involved in questioning him.” He 
dialed John’s cell and said, “You’re never going to guess who left me 
a message letting me know that he had dinner with our victim Hydee 
Puck last night.”

“You’re right. I’m not a mind reader.”
“Owen McGregor.”
“McGregor?”
“You heard me right. He called to tell me that he had dinner with 

Puck and that his assistant told him he should call me before I found out 
and came for him.”

“Does McGregor have any scars on his hands?”
“McGregor is one giant scar. He was burned badly when he was young.”
John sighed and said, “Then he’s not the killer. We’ve seen the 

killer’s nude body, and he has only the one scar.”
“Yeah, but you know what a sick fuck McGregor is. He might not be 

doing the killing, but he sure as fuck might know who is.”
“Then call him and set up a meeting and call me for the time and place.”
Jim hung up the line and called McGregor back. He shuddered in his 

office chair and said, “Hi Jim. How are you?”
“Fine, fine. So, you had dinner with Ms. Puck last night?”
“Yes. Yes I did.”
“Was it a public or private dinner?” Jim’s tone was cold and 

menacing.
“Public, Jim. Very, very public. I called you as a courtesy, that’s all.”
“Where are you now?”
“My office.”
“Well, sit tight, Owen. We’ll be right over.”
“We?”
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“Oh yes! Me, Sheriff Pritchard, and, of course, Special Agents John 
Swenson and Chris Mantel.”

Owen’s face dropped, and he asked, “Why such a powerful 
entourage? I thought this was your case.”

“It’s the FBI’s case. This murderer killed a chief justice’s grandchild. 
However, we have been commandeered, so to speak, to assist in the 
investigation, so you will have an office full of people all wanting to 
talk to you.”

Owen hung up the line and called Scarlett and told her to prepare the 
main conference room.

“Who am I preparing it for?”
“Your idea of calling the police after my dinner with Puck has 

landed me in the middle of both the Sheriff’s Department and the FBI’s 
investigation into the murder.” Scarlett nodded, and Owen said, “But 
you knew that would happen when you told me to call Jim, didn’t you?” 
Scarlett nodded. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I wanted it to be a surprise.”
Owen was standing near his office entrance in front of Scarlett 

and reared back and smacked her open handed hard across the face, 
knocking her to the floor. “You’re a real bitch when you want to be.”

“I don’t get many opportunities to repay you for all of the brutality 
that you put me through.”

Scarlett’s face was starting to swell, and he said, “Just get the room 
ready and then get your ass out of here. I will deal with you more at your 
condo later.”

Scarlett stood up and walked out of the office while asking, “Have 
you seen any of the videos?”

Owen’s mouth fell open, and he said, “How the hell would I see any 
of the videos?”

“Just asking, that’s all. It’s the kind of sick shit you like.” Owen 
followed her down the hall and into the conference room. Scarlett put 
some coffee cups out and made sure the vending machine in the corner 
of the office was working properly. She turned on all of the lights and 
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the monitoring devices and cameras as Owen looked on. When she was 
finished she looked at Owen and said, “With me gone, you will have 
to notify security of your visitors.” Owen nodded as Scarlett held her 
right cheek and said, “I know you know more about the murders of 
those two young kids than you are letting on, and I know you know who 
murdered Hydee.” Owen didn’t respond, and Scarlett said, “You just 
keep him the fuck away from me, Owen. You can hurt me, rape me, and 
humiliate me. You pay me to be at your will at all times. But if it is your 
masked friend from the last masquerade ball you threw who is doing 
these killings, you better make damned sure he stays away from me. 
You also better make sure if he’s streaming you the video…as I know 
he has done in the past…that it’s secure because that sick fuck murdered 
a federal judge’s grandchild and that has brought in the FBI, and I have 
it on good authority that in his last kill he called out John Swenson of 
the FBI, daring him to catch him.” She walked down the hall saying, “If 
it’s your masked friend doing the killing, you better watch your back 
and mine. I don’t know his name, but I know how cruel he is and how 
arrogant and obnoxious he is and could pick him out of a lineup if I were 
ever to see him again.” She walked through the stairwell door and out 
of the building. Owen was left standing alone near the conference room 
shaking his head and waiting for the dreaded call.
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Chapter Ten
“It’s strange. Even in a place of  

death, there is beauty.”

K
aren and Cindy were talking in Karen’s office when Sara 
walked in and asked, “So how are my two favorite shrinks 
doing?”

Karen said, “We are just comparing notes on patients from today. 
How is my favorite hospital administrator doing?”

“Busy as always. We passed our most recent inspections, so we are 
in the clear for a while. When are you seeing Jessica again?”

“Tonight after work. I’m going to meet her at the guest house, and 
we are going to talk some more.”

“Two sessions in a day? That’s a lot, isn’t it?”
“Not when you consider that she might know the identity of a 

murderer. It was Jessica’s request, and I am going to honor it. I will 
make sure she doesn’t end up going down the rabbit hole.”

Cindy laughed and said, “I doubt that you need to worry about her 
going down the rabbit hole.” Sara asked her what she meant. “I mean, 
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Karen and Jessica have some things in common from their past. It would 
be easier for Karen to end up in trouble than Jessica.”

Karen shook her head and said, “I have dealt with my demons.”
“Maybe, but this adventure is going to open those wounds again for 

you and Jessica, so if you start getting concerned about your treatment 
plan make sure you reach out to me.”

Karen nodded, and Sara asked, “So, who’s up for some dinner?” 
Both women raised their hands, and Sara said, “Well, I think John and 
Chris are going to be late. I just spoke to John, and he said that they have 
a person of interest to speak with in the recent killings.”

Karen said, “I don’t know all of the details, but this killer is a 
narcissistic bastard, and based on what Chris has told me, he is most 
likely psychotic.”

“Yeah, well, John doesn’t want us moving around alone. He’s one 
step away from putting protection on us.”

“Have there been threats made against you and Karen?” Cindy 
asked.

“Not direct threats, but the killer dared John to find him and 
mentioned he might just get to someone he cares about. Given these 
facts, John’s concerned, so he wants us to never be alone and to use 
the security here at the hospital when going to and from our vehicles.” 
Karen and Cindy nodded. “So, where do you ladies want to eat?”

Cindy spoke up and said, “How about Chinese? The Oriental Garden 
has great food and it is between all of our homes.” Heads nodded as the 
women packed up their tablets and prepared to leave the hospital.

Jade was dictating a report while Jessica completed some clean up in 
the autopsy rooms and took in three bodies brought in by their coroners.

“What do we have?” Jessica asked the workers.
“A middle-aged couple. Looks like a murder suicide, and an elderly 

woman. Looks like natural causes.”
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“Okay, put them on ice, and Jade and I will take a look in the 
morning.”

The attendants rolled the gurneys with the body bags on them into 
the refrigeration room and then opened several coolers to put the bodies 
in. A light mist filled the room as the cold of the holding lockers met the 
warmer air of the morgue. It was falling like fog to the floor, and Jessica 
looked on with a bit of wonder on her face.

Jade stepped up behind her and asked, “Are you okay?”
Jessica nodded and said, “Yeah…it’s strange. Even in a place of 

death, there is beauty.”
“What do you mean?”
“I’m watching the guys put the bodies on ice, and the cold and hot 

air mixing together looked like a cloud waterfall coming out of the open 
lockers.”

Jade looked in as the last body was being put into a locker and said, 
“I catch myself staring at this sight now and again.”

Jessica turned around and asked, “Are we finished for the day?”
“I am caught up on all of my reporting, so I can go. What time are 

you and Karen meeting tonight?”
“Nine. I didn’t want it to eat into our one-on-one time. We get so 

little these days.”
Jade nodded and said, “Well, we should get going. It’s almost six, 

and we still have a long drive back to Malibu.”

Rob’s bloodied body was sprawled out on the metal bed. His face 
swollen with a spider gag over his mouth. His attacker was pressing 
his penis deep into Rob’s throat, and he gagged and shuddered as 
he tried to get his breath. The masked man was striking Rob on the 
genitals with a riding crop, which brought screams of pain through his 
engorged throat. His attacker had changed masks several times and 
was now wearing a full red leather mask with an eerie smiling face 
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and large stainless steel spikes all over the top of it. He pulled himself 
out of Rob and said, “You are one tough nut to crack, Rob. I have 
fucked you, and you have sucked me off several times. The spider gag 
just makes it easier to fuck your throat. Since you have never done it 
before, I didn’t want to get bit.”

“For the love of God…STOP!”
His captor laughed loudly and said, “Oh, come on. You have a 

stomach full of my semen as well as a shit load, no pun intended, in your 
ass. Now, when I fuck you, you moan and groan in ecstasy, and you’re 
just getting broke in.” Rob moaned loudly, and his attacker said, “I told 
you about making loud noises and speaking out of turn.” The attacker 
picked up a spiked board and struck Rob up and down his body, sending 
blood and shreds of flesh into the air. Rob was screaming through the 
gag as his attacker laughed with each blow. The man threw the board on 
the floor and said, “Jesus, I’m thirsty. Are you thirsty, Rob?” Rob was 
lying still and didn’t respond. His assailant grabbed a bottle of water 
from a small refrigerator in a corner of the room and drank down a 
liter really fast. He paced the room looking at Rob’s bloodied body and 
said, “Jesus, I have to pee.” He walked over and pressed his penis down 
into Rob’s throat and put his head back and let out a sigh of relief and 
said, “There you go. I had a drink, and you’re having a drink.” Rob was 
gagging and spitting as his attacker urinated in his throat and mouth. 
He pulled out of Rob’s mouth and said, as he pulled a leather satchel 
from the closet, “Well, Rob, I’m bored with you, so I think it is time for 
you and me to make our primetime TV debut.” The attacker unrolled 
the satchel, which held a butcher’s knife set. All of the knives and saws 
were neatly in place and shined brightly off the lights of the room. “Well, 
Rob, it’s time to open you up and see what makes you tick.” Rob lifted 
his head and saw the glint of stainless steel on the bed next to him. He 
let out a loud gagged scream. “I’m going to start at the inside of your 
right thigh and filet you out.”
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Owen McGregor was sitting in his office when his security detail 
told him that law enforcement was there to meet with him. He instructed 
them to bring everyone to the large conference room. Owen didn’t see 
the group get off the elevator. He had his cellphone in his hands and was 
typing a haphazard text message. Then, he walked down the hall where 
everyone was seated.

Blood was pooling all around Rob’s body as he screamed, and 
pieces of meat were being laid on his chest. Both of his legs were down 
to bone with only the major arteries left intact. The killer was starting 
to cut into Rob’s belly when his cellphone toned. He put the knives 
down and walked out of the room, washed his hands, then picked up 
his cellphone. He read the text message, put the phone down, and 
said to Rob as he picked his knives back up, “It would appear that the 
police and FBI are drawing closer to identifying me.” The killer slid 
a filet knife under Rob’s pubic bone and made a long cut all the way 
around the bottom of his abdomen. He then lifted the skin and flesh 
and flipped it up onto Rob’s chest and said, “That’s Rob belly. It’s 
where bacon comes from on a pig. I wish we had time for you to taste 
yourself, but I don’t have that luxury, so I’m just going to finish you 
off.” He sliced through all of Rob’s abdominal muscles, exposing his 
internal organs. “You have a nice deep purple liver, Rob. You must not 
be much of a drinker.” Rob’s eyes were open, but he was no longer 
responsive. The attacker reached into Rob’s open abdomen and gently 
moved organs around and then stopped and said, “Ah…there it is. I 
can feel your pulse through your celiac artery. You see this is the main 
artery in your abdomen and feeds your organs and lower limbs with 
life sustaining blood.” He pulled hard on the artery until blood began 
to fill Rob’s body cavity. His pupils were dilating, and the attacker 
said, “Well, it’s been fun. See you on the news.”
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Chapter Eleven
“That was the extent of our evening.”

O
wen McGregor had been answering questions from John and 
Sam about his dinner with Hydee as Chris and Jim sat silent. He 
was being very cooperative when Jim finally asked, “Did you 

fuck her, Owen?”
“No. We were friends and power players in business.”
“But you wanted to, didn’t you?”
“I never had intercourse with Ms. Puck. We were colleagues. Was I 

attracted to her? Yes. I asked her out on dates, but she rebuffed all my 
advances.”

Chris asked, “Did that make you angry?”
“It was disappointing. I thought we had chemistry. What are you 

implying?”
Jim said, “That you got pissed off because you couldn’t fuck Ms. 

Puck, so you grabbed her and raped and murdered her!”
Sam shot Jim a look as did John. Owen looked at him and said, “I 

know you and I have a lot of bad blood between us, Jim, but I have 
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never hurt anyone, and I would never have hurt Ms. Puck. That is a 
brash, insulting, and completely inappropriate statement.”

“Yeah, well, fuckin’ excuse me, but I know some of the twisted shit 
you’re into, Owen, so don’t try and play innocent. Do you know of 
anyone who would have wanted to hurt Ms. Puck?”

“I don’t know that much about her outside of business. As far as 
people in business wanting to hurt Hydee, I have no idea. We are in a 
cutthroat business, but we don’t go around killing each other.”

John sat back in the conference room chair and asked, “Tell us what 
you did after dinner.”

“Nothing. Hydee left, and I went to one of my rental condos and that 
was the end of it.” Jim took a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put 
it behind his ear. “There’s no smoking in my building, Jim.”

“I’m aware, Owen. It’s for later. So, you had dinner with Hydee. The 
two of you left on amicable terms.”

Owen shrugged and said, “That was the extent of our evening.”
“Is there anyone who can vouch for where you were all that night?”
Owen got a little red-faced and said, “I was with a lady friend all night.”
“And that friend’s name would be?” John asked.
“Scarlett Manson. She’s my executive assistant and also a love 

interest.”
“Is Ms. Manson working this evening?”
“No. She is at home. I will be seeing her later this evening.”
John stood up and said, “We will need to check out your story with 

Ms. Manson.”
“Of course. I can make her available to you tomorrow morning. 

We were together all night at the condominium I rent to her. The 
security logs will show that we were both in the building together 
all night.”

John asked for the address, which Owen provided, and the four 
stood, and Jim said, “You rent to her? Jesus! You’re an ugly fuck, Owen. 
You’re paying her rent for sex. You forget I know you. She’ll be as 
truthful and reliable a witness as your lying ass is. Don’t go anywhere 
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for a few days. I’m one hundred percent sure we are going to need to 
speak with you again.”

Owen stood and said, “You can talk to my lawyer going forward,” 
and handed Jim, John, and Sam business cards for Rex Martin, his in-
house counsel.

Jim laughed and said, “You still have Rex on retainer? I thought he 
was disbarred.”

“He was never disbarred, Jim. It was a misunderstanding.”
“A misunderstanding? The guy was caught using his clients’ trust 

money for personal use. So, you bailed his ass out. That figures.”
“I do have a trip to New York planned. I have a gala opening at one 

of my galleries, and I can’t miss the event.”
John looked at Jim and said, “We have no reason at this point to hold 

Mr. McGregor. He is free to travel, Jim.” Owen called for his security 
detail to escort everyone out.

The night air was cool, and Julie Newman pulled her coat up 
around her as she walked through the parking structure at the Burbank 
studio. It was ten after nine, and she had her cellphone to her ear. 
“Rob, I don’t know what the hell is going on, but you no showed the 
late afternoon broadcast, and you also no showed the news conference 
downtown. Call me when you get this message. We need to talk.” She 
hung up the line and heard Kerri Quest calling out to her from the 
other side of the garage.

Kerri was walking toward her and asked, “Have you been able to 
reach Rob?”

“No. I just called his cell again and left another message.”
“This is way out of the ordinary for him. I know you two have your 

moments, but he has never flaked out on an assignment or on doing the 
show.” Julie nodded, and Kerri asked, “Did you two have any type of 
falling out?”
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“No. I mean, I wasn’t happy he scooped me on the press conference 
at the Federal Building and then was unhappier when we had a news 
truck on scene and no reporter to ask questions with a live feed. But I 
haven’t spoken to him since this afternoon, and believe me I have tried 
to get him on the phone.”

“I’m really worried,” Kerri said. “I need to know Rob is going to be 
here to do the shows with you. I am going to New York with Sebastian 
for a gallery showing of his new work in two days. If I have a host that 
has suddenly had a breakdown, I need to get a replacement.”

“I’ll go over to his house and see if he’s there, and I’ll call you once 
I know something.”

Kerri looked at Julie and asked, “Do you think we should call the 
police?”

“What for? He’s only been out of the loop five or six hours. The 
police aren’t even going to entertain a missing persons report until he 
has been gone for twenty-four hours.” Kerri nodded, and Julie got in her 
car and drove off.

Stan Nelson’s body was still seated where he had been murdered 
earlier in the day. Both of the gates were up at the news station, and no 
one had even bothered to stop to see that he was indeed dead. Stan’s 
eyes were open, and he was seated on his stool and appeared normal to 
passersby.

A black van pulled up to the station gate, and the killer looked at 
Stan seated at his post and said, “Jesus! No one knows that the guy’s 
dead? That’s just great, just fuckin’ great. I put on a huge display, and 
no one knows.” He pulled his van into the parking lot right behind 
Rob’s car, popped Rob’s trunk, and placed Rob’s body parts inside. 
He impaled Rob’s head on a steel pole and jammed it through the 
front seat. Then, he dropped a manila envelope addressed to John 
Swenson inside and drove away. When he was a few blocks away, he 
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dialed 911 and said, “You might want to send out the police and the 
coroner because there are two dead people at the LA Today studios 
here in Burbank.” He drove off all the while shaking his head and 
saying, “Why the hell should I do all the work if it is not going to be 
recognized? I’m an artist for Christ’s sake.”
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Chapter Twelve
“So, did you learn anything helpful?”

J
essica was lying on a small couch in one of the John’s guest houses. 
The light in the room was low, and Karen was seated next to her in 
an armchair with her tablet. She asked Jessica to relax and to focus 

on the sound of her voice. “I want you to count backward from twenty 
with me.” Karen began, and by the time she had reached one Jessica 
was in a hypnotic state. She asked, “Jessica, how do you feel?”

“Fine.”
“Okay. I want to move back in time to the day you left your father’s 

house. Can you do that?” Jessica was breathing deeply and then her 
breaths became more labored and pain filled. “Jessica, I want you to 
relax. No one can hurt you. What’s going on?”

Jessica jerked her head and said, “I’m on my stomach over a trash 
bag of clothes I had thrown together to leave home.”

“Why are you on your stomach?”
“Because my asshole father is fucking me up the ass, and my brother 

Robbie is holding my arms to the floor over the bags.”



86 • Chapter Twelve

Karen had her tablet recording as Jessica’s breathing slowed, then 
she asked, “What is happening now?”

“The old man busted his nut, and they let me go, so I can shit out 
his cum before Robbie takes his turn. But Robbie isn’t getting his turn 
because I’m going out the bathroom window.”

“Let’s skip ahead two weeks from this moment. Where are you?”
“A motel off Sunset. A preacher picked me up and has me here with 

a few other girls.”
“What is the preacher doing with you?”
“He’s running a brothel. I’m his favorite, so I’m allowed to sleep on 

a bed. The other girls are pissed at me.”
“Is the preacher there now?”
“Yes. He’s getting money from two of the girls. One of them pocketed 

some cash, and he has her strapped to a wall of the room, nude.”
“Why?”
Jessica laughed. “You don’t screw over the preacher man. She’s 

gonna get whipped.”
“Can you see the man?”
“Yep!”
“Do you know his name?”
“Nope…he’s just known as the preacher man.”
“What’s happening?”
“The preacher man pulled out a bull whip and is beating the shit out of 

Casey. Jesus! Her back is bloody, and she can’t scream ‘cuz she’s gagged.”
“Can you see the preacher man’s hands?”
“Yep!”
“Does he have any scars?”
“Nope…but Casey is going to be a mess. She’s passed out and 

hanging off the wall. ‘Preacher man, stop. You’re going to kill her.’”
“What’s happening. Jessica?”
“‘Preacher man, you have to stop. She’s not moving. Please, please.’” 

Jessica started to cry, and Karen calmed her down and brought her out of 
the trance slightly then allowed her to reenter.
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“What’s happening now?”
Jessica’s face changed to a look of satisfaction, and she said, 

“Casey’s dead.”
“How do you know?”
“She’s not breathing, and the other girls have all run from the room. 

I need to get out of here, too.”
“Where is the preacher?”
“He’s here. He was trying to beat me for defending Casey, but I got 

to his knife.”
Karen was watching Jessica’s facial expressions and asked, “You 

seem happy.”
“I am. Preacher man is dead. I landed that knife right into his right 

lung. It must have hit his heart.”
“You killed him?”
“You’re goddamned right I did. I have to run…the other girls 

won’t tell.”
Karen began to bring Jessica out of the trance and as she counted her 

voice became shakier and shakier. When Jessica was out of the trance 
she sat up and asked, “So did you learn anything helpful?”

“Yes, but nothing about a man with a scar.”
“So, where did you take me?”
Karen paused for a few seconds and asked, “Does the name ‘preacher 

man’ ring a bell with you?”
“Sure. He picked me up after I got out of my dad’s house. He was 

my first pimp. Ironic, huh? A preacher who was a pimp.”
“Do you know what his name was?”
“No. We all just knew him as the preacher man. He had a pretty large 

church in Hollywood. I had never been there, but a lot of his people 
would use his girls for sex.”

“When was the last time you saw this person?”
Jessica paused for a few seconds. “The last time I saw him he was 

being put into a body bag along with one of the girls who worked for 
him that he beat to death.”
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“And you were present when the police were at the motel?”
“Yeah. We all bolted, but the cops knew where to find us. You have to 

remember they were fucking a lot of us, too. They grabbed us for some 
‘questioning.’” She winked and motioned in quotes with her fingers.

“Are you saying that the police took you and had sex with you?”
“Well, yeah. The cops knew about preacher man’s operation. They 

didn’t give a shit that he was dead, but so was the cash that he was 
paying them for protection. They were more concerned with us talking, 
so they took us back to the room to get our things and then put us up in 
another motel a few blocks down and fucked us all night.”

Karen shook her head and asked, “Do you know how he died?”
Jessica laughed and said, “Yes.”
Karen sat still and looked into Jessica’s cold dark eyes and asked, 

“Well…how did he die?”
“I killed him. I stabbed him in the back with a knife he had on him.”
“And the police didn’t know you did this?”
“They knew. My fingerprints were all over the knife, and I told 

two of the homicide detectives that were on scene that I killed him 
because he beat my friend Casey to death and was coming after me. It 
was self-defense.”

“Where you charged?”
“With what? Defending myself? No. The knife went missing as did 

my confession. One of the officers told me while he was fucking me, 
‘You have been a bad girl.’ He was right, so I took it for the night and 
then they set us up in a new brothel that they controlled, and I worked 
for them and others until Ally’s murder when Jim got me off the streets 
and saved and changed my life.”

“Do John and Jim know about this?”
She shrugged and said, “I don’t know. I’ve never brought it up and 

neither have they. Why? Are you going to report me to the police?”
“By law I am supposed to report an admission like this.”
Jessica broke out in loud laughter. “Really? Are you fuckin’ serious? 

You know who the goddamned Iron Eagle is; you know all of his 
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secrets. He saved your damn life and mine, and you’re going to tell me 
that now you have a moral issue with my past? The fact that I defended 
myself and saved lives? There was nothing I could do for Casey, but 
no one ever suffered at the hands of the preacher man again. I know 
John wants to find this new monster, and I know that the information is 
in my head somewhere, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to put myself 
through this shit with you. I think you forget that we are only a few 
years apart in age, and, yes, while you’re a damn child prodigy and I’m 
a reformed hooker, I’m not going to talk with you anymore. John is just 
going to have to find this killer on his own.” She paused and a sad look 
came over her face. Karen didn’t say anything, and Jessica said, “Or… 
one of us will have to fall victim to this animal for John and Chris to 
catch him. Thank you very fuckin’ much, Karen. You definitely have 
put more lives in danger tonight.” She stormed out of the guest room 
and onto the deck.

Jade saw her and called out, but Jessica ignored her. She looked at 
Karen who was misty eyed in the doorway and asked, “What the fuck 
did you do?”

“I stepped where I should not have stepped. I…I…might have just 
gotten more people killed.”

Sam and Maria were asleep when her cellphone started ringing. She 
grabbed it and said, “Pritchard.”

Jim’s voice was cold and deliberate on the other end of the line. 
“Get dressed and get to the LA Today studios in Burbank right away.” 
He hung up the phone and looked over at John and Chris as they 
processed Rob Robinson’s remains and said, “I called Sam. She’s on 
her way.” Jade was kneeling near the trunk where the bulk of Rob’s 
body was in pieces. Jessica was processing the driver’s side where 
Rob’s head was perched on the steel pole, his eyes pale gray and 
wide open. John had an evidence bag in his hands with the envelope 



90 • Chapter Twelve

in it. Jim said to Jade, “I don’t think the autopsy is going to be able 
to give you the answers you need for the initial cause of death for 
this guy.”

“I don’t need to see a video, Jim. You would be surprised at just how 
much information Jessica and I can extrapolate from body parts.”

Jim laughed, puffing on a cigarette, and said, “I’ve got ten bucks that 
says the entire murder is in that little cellophane bag John is holding. 
That our Selfie murderer made it really, really well this time, and we 
will witness the moment of death and the torture that led up to it.”

Chris took the envelope and asked, “View now or later today?”
John looked down at his tablet and said, “It’s ten after three. We 

need to watch the video now.” Jim nodded in agreement, and John said, 
“We’re going back to my office to take a look at what this guy has left 
behind. Jade, you have things under control here. When you’re finished, 
call me, and I will let you know what we find.”

“Don’t bother. Jessica and I will come over to your office when 
we’re finished with the autopsy and watch the video, so I can prove to 
you dumbasses that we know what the fuck we’re doing.”

John leaned down into the car where Jessica was working and 
asked, “Can we have a second?” She nodded and followed him off 
into a corner of the parking lot away from everyone else. He put his 
hand on her shoulder and asked, “Are you okay?” Jessica shook her 
head, holding back tears. “I was afraid that doing the therapy might 
hurt you.”

“It’s not the damn therapy, John. It’s Karen’s hypocrisy.”
John nodded and said, “You two are oil and water. You’ve both been 

through nightmare situations, just in different ways. Sara told me that 
Karen called upset and afraid that she had put lives in danger after your 
session last night.”

Jessica cut him off and said, “Under regression, I must have recounted 
the preacher murder when I first hit the streets. When I came out of the 
trance she asked and I answered. I have not repressed anything, John. 
I remember it all. I don’t think that therapy is going to find our killer. 
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It’s going to have to be dumb ass luck or one of us close to you getting 
grabbed by this animal.”

“I know your secrets, Jessica. I know your kills, their motivation, 
and I know your desperation. Don’t you forget that I have your back. 
No one is going to say anything about your past to anyone.” She started 
to tremble and broke down in tears. John wrapped his arms around her 
and held her tight.

Jade looked over at the two in an embrace. Chris was standing next 
to her as was Jim, who was watching out of earshot of the two. Chris 
asked, “What are they talking about?”

“Was Karen upset when she came home last night from our house?” 
Chris nodded. “Did she tell you why she was upset?” He shook his 
head. Jim laughed and said, “Karen must have gotten a taste of the mean 
streets and what sometimes has to be done to survive.”

Jade didn’t respond, and Chris looked over at John and Jessica and 
said, “That girl’s life has been one long shit show. The fact that she’s alive 
at all is a miracle. Jessica was so helpful after Andrea’s rape and murder. 
She helped me get through some dark days by just letting me talk.”

Jim said, “She’s a good kid but a savage one, and Jade knows that. 
She has endured more shit in her life than any person should endure, and 
she has killed when killing was necessary to her survival.”

Chris nodded, and Jade said, “You two don’t know the half of it.”
John pulled Jessica back in his arms and said, “I will talk to Karen. 

I know she is devastated by what happened. I need you, Jessica. I need 
your help. Please don’t make me have to hunt this animal out after 
finding you or someone else that I love murdered. It happened with 
Amber. Please don’t make me go through that again if you can help it. 
Try and remember and give Karen another chance if she wants to do it. 
You are the key to this whole case right now, and I need to get that key 
before another person falls victim.”

“I love you, John. I will do everything I can to help. I don’t want to 
be a victim, and I certainly don’t want anyone else to be one either. I 
overreacted and will work with Karen again if she wants to try.”
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He hugged her again and said, “That’s all I can ask of you, Jessica. 
That’s all I ask.”

Kerri Quest didn’t get home until the wee hours of the morning. 
She had been called back to the station along with Julie and others to 
be questioned about Rob. Sebastian was asleep when she walked in and 
roused from sleep and asked, “What happened, honey?”

“Rob was brutally murdered today.” Sebastian turned on the 
lamp next to the bed to see Kerri’s tear-streaked face. Her always 
impeccable makeup was ruined, and mascara was running down her 
face. She dropped down onto the bed, and he grabbed her in his arms 
and held her as she let out a howl of agony and buried her face in 
his chest. He held her close and rocked her, saying nothing until she 
finally moved out of his grasp and looked at him and said, “We live 
in a world of monsters.”

“What happened?”
“Someone grabbed Rob this afternoon at the station and…” She 

covered her mouth as tears started to run down her face and said, “And…
tore him to pieces. Literally tore him to pieces. It was horrible.”

“Did you find him?”
“No, thank God. No…there was a 911 call reporting the murder. 

Burbank Police and studio security found him along with one of our 
security guards, who had been murdered as well.”

“So someone killed a guard and then took Rob?”
“That’s how it looks. I don’t really know a lot. The police don’t 

know much. They were relieved on the scene almost immediately by the 
LA Sheriff and the FBI.”

“The FBI? What on earth would they have to do with a local killing?”
“I have no idea. There were so many questions flying at me and 

the staff. I had reporters trying to take photos of Rob’s body. The FBI 
had a CSI team out there with the Sheriff’s Department. I can tell you 
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that I met the new Sheriff for Los Angeles, Samantha Pritchard, and 
she is one mean, nasty bitch.” Sebastian got out of bed and pulled 
Kerri with him and took her over to a sofa in a sitting area of the 
master bedroom. He sat her down and poured her a glass of water and 
handed it to her. “I need something a lot stronger than this.”

“What would you like?”
“Do we have any bourbon?” Sebastian nodded and pulled a bottle 

of Maker’s Mark out of the wet bar and poured the drink and handed it 
to her. Kerri’s hands were shaking as she took the drink and swigged it 
down and asked for another. She had four straight shots before her shake 
calmed down, and she said, “I won’t be able to go with you to New York 
next week, honey. I’m going to have to anchor the show with Julie for a 
while until we can sort this all out.”

“I understand. It’s not a problem. I can cancel if you would like. It’s 
just a gallery opening of some of my new photos. I don’t need to be there.”

“You have been working hard for years to get where you are in your 
career, honey. You need to go to New York. You need to bask in the 
limelight of your success.”

Sebastian poured himself a drink and sat down next to Kerri and 
said, “New York is always going to be there. I need to be here for you. 
Have you eaten anything?”

“No…and those drinks are going straight to my head.”
“Come on. I’ll make you some food. You must eat.” He took her by 

the hand and pulled her to her feet.
He was in a pair of underwear, and Kerri smiled and said, “For a 

little guy, you are ripped.”
Sebastian laughed and said, “Okay…we need to get some food in 

you before you say anything else.”
Kerri was a little wobbly but smiled and said, “You really are, you 

know? You might be short, but you make up for it with that third leg, 
big guy!” She had a slight slur in her speech as Sebastian led her down 
the long hallway to the kitchen. Once seated, he began to prepare some 
eggs and bacon.



94 • Chapter Twelve

He let out a little laugh and said, “When you drink, you are always 
flattering.”

Kerri smiled and asked, “So, what have you been up to today?”
“Oh, you know me. I was working on some photos and taking some 

video to share with fans. It was a pretty quiet day.”
Kerri laughed and asked, “So, you had a play day?”
Sebastian put the plate of food in front of her and said, “Yes…I 

guess you could say that. I had a little fun today. Actually, I had a lot of 
fun. Now, eat before you pass out.”
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Chapter Thirteen
“We have seen worse at the hands of the Eagle.”

T
he sun had crest the Hollywood hills and was beating on the 
windows of Scarlett’s condo. She lifted a sleepy hand to shield her 
eyes and said, “Jesus, I hate this time of year. The damn sun gets 

me in the eyes every single day.” She looked at the alarm clock; it was 
six forty-five. Owen let out a deep growl of a snore next to her, and she 
looked over at him lying nude on the bed with an erect penis. “I could 
slit your throat right here, and you could do nothing to stop me.” Owen 
snored loudly again, and Scarlett entered the bathroom and sat down on 
the toilet and said, “And no one would miss you either.” She cleaned up 
then got back in the bed and went down on Owen.

He woke a little and said, “Good girl. You know how daddy likes 
to be woken up.” She slid her mouth over his shaft, and Owen’s eyes 
widened, and he stretched his arms as he thrust his pelvis. After a few 
minutes, he groaned then said, “Here it comes. Swallow it all.”
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John and Chris both had their heads down on the conference room 
table at the Federal Building, asleep. Jim had commandeered the only 
comfortable spot, a small sofa at the far end of the room, and he was 
lying on the couch asleep, and Sam was asleep next to him with her 
arms around him. There were some light chuckles that roused John and 
Chris. John looked up to see two agent trainees laughing softly and 
pointing. They weren’t pointing at John or Chris but across the room to 
Jim and Sam.

John bolted awake and grabbed Chris’s arm, and he woke quickly as 
well. “Jesus! What time is it?” asked Chris.

“Seven a.m.” one of the agents said.
John looked over at Jim and Sam and shook his head and told the 

two agents, “Bring us a large pot of coffee and four cups.”
The agents walked out, and Chris asked, “Since when do you drink 

coffee?”
“I have it now and again. We’ve been out for a few hours.”
Chris was looking over at Jim and Sam and asked, “Do we dare 

wake them?”
“Not until the coffee’s here.” Chris pulled out his cellphone and 

snapped a couple of pictures of Jim and Sam. “Why the hell did you 
do that?”

“Have you ever seen either one of them looking that peaceful 
together or apart?” John laughed quietly and said no. “Well, this will be 
for those days when I want to wring their necks. I can look at it and see 
that they have an affection for one another, and it’ll give me a reason 
why I shouldn’t kill them.”

John laughed as the coffee arrived along with a box of assorted 
doughnuts. John said, “Sam!” She jerked in Jim’s arms and then looked 
up into his eyes. Jim’s eyes were wide open, and he didn’t say a word as 
Sam released him and sat up on the couch.

“Jesus, John. You don’t have to be an asshole.”
Jim yawned and stretched his arms and said, “Yes, he does. He can’t 

handle intimacy.”
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“There was no intimacy, Jim. We watched that horrific video of Rob 
Robertson being raped and tortured and then…somehow fell asleep 
here. How the hell did we end up falling asleep?”

Chris poured the coffee and stuck a doughnut in his mouth as he 
handed Jim and Sam the drinks. He took a bite and said, “We were all 
dead tired. What I can’t understand is how any of us could fall asleep 
after watching that murder.”

Jim laughed as he sipped his coffee and said, “Outside of watching 
the victim get ass fucked by his killer, we have seen worse at the hands 
of the Eagle.” There was no reaction to his words. Jim looked at John 
and said, “Tell me I’m wrong. I dare you.”

Chris nodded as did Sam, and John said, “What we witnessed was 
some of the most horrific brutality I’ve ever seen. We have big trouble, 
people, because this guy doesn’t care who he kills and how he does it.”

“Well, we know he’s a fag,” Jim said while pulling a cigarette out of 
his top left pocket and putting it in his mouth.

Sam dropped her head, and Chris just shook his with a mouth full 
of doughnut and said, “Jesus, Jim. Have you no compassion? The guy 
is not gay. He’s a murderer. You heard him on the video talking to 
Robinson as he raped him. He just likes to brutalize and dehumanize his 
victims. The guy’s not gay. He’s a serial killer of the sickest sort. He just 
likes to hurt people.”

Jim looked at John and asked, “Now, who the hell does that 
remind you of?”

Barbara woke up alone and ran straight into the bathroom and 
vomited. She wiped the blood and food from the sides of her mouth and 
called Sara. “I’m bleeding again.”

“From where?”
“I don’t know. I just threw up a shit load of blood.”
“Is Jim freaking out?”
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“Jim’s not home. He’s with John at the Federal Building.”
Sara looked down at her phone to see she had a text message and 

said, “Shit. I thought John came home last night.”
“You might want to cut back a little on your drinking, Sara. I really 

feel like shit, and I am really, really sick.”
“I’m on my way. I want you to lie down on your bed until I get 

there.” Barbara hung up the phone and walked back into the bedroom 
where she collapsed on the floor.

Owen was sitting in Scarlett’s kitchen with a cup of coffee looking 
over emails and texts on his phone. She had fixed the two of them 
breakfast and was sitting on a bar stool with a cup of tea and a cold 
pack on the side of her swollen face. “So, you want me to meet with 
the Feds today to tell them you were with me the night Puck was 
murdered?”

“Yes.”
“And my face? How do I explain my busted face?”
Owen was looking at his tablet and said, “I don’t know. Tell them 

you’re a clumsy cunt and fell in the shower.”
“Fell in the shower? You really think they are going to buy that 

story?”
“If that’s your story they have no reason to delve any further.”
Scarlett cleared the dishes and said, “You are out of touch with 

reality, Owen. They are going to see my face and the big ass hand print 
and welts over my cheek and eye and know you hit me.”

Owen put his tablet down and took a sip of his coffee and said, 
“Just tell them the shower story and stick to it. Now, get cleaned up. 
I’m leaving for New York this morning, and you need to go downtown 
to see Agent Swenson.” Scarlett was nude, and Owen looked at her and 
said, “You did really well this morning. I left an extra thousand on your 
dresser.” Scarlett shook her head as she left the kitchen. Owen barked, 
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“I’m going to join you in the shower so make room.” He opened his text 
message box and saw that he had a response.

“I finished off with Rob Robinson in my play room. Here are a few 
shots to get your motor running.”

There were three .jpg files attached, and he opened each one to see 
Robinson being brutalized. The final photo was of Rob’s head sitting on a 
counter, his eyes and mouth wide open. Owen closed the graphic images 
right away and texted back, “Please don’t send these types of photos to me 
anymore. I have enough trouble with the FBI and Sheriff breathing down 
my neck. You need to know if it is me or you, it will be you. If I have to rat 
you out to save my life or stay out of prison, I will do it.” He hit send and 
got up to go to the shower when his phone buzzed almost instantly.

He opened the text message, and the text was to the point, “Don’t 
ever make threats like that again, or you will be next.” He closed the 
text box and put the phone on the counter and staggered to the bathroom.

Kerri was asleep in bed, and Sebastian was sitting in a chair in 
the bedroom with his cellphone in his hands. She awoke and saw him 
looking down at his phone with a most disapproving look on his face. 
“Is everything okay, honey?” she asked.

Sebastian smiled and said, “Fine, fine. How are you feeling?”
“That depends. What time is it?”
“Seven thirty.”
“In that case I feel like shit.”
Sebastian laughed and said, “Too much booze on an empty and 

traumatized stomach.” Kerri nodded, and he said, “I need to do some 
work, so I’m going to go to my studio.”

“Sebastian and his playroom. Just what do you do in there?”
“Work, of course.”
“I have been married to you for five years, yet I have never seen 

your studio.”
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“And you won’t. It’s my private domain just as your office here at 
the house is your private domain.”

“You come into my office all the time. I have only seen a couple of 
walls of your studio and that was by accident.”

“That is by design, my love. It’s a room that you don’t ever want to 
be in. It’s a place where I bleed for my craft.”

Kerri shrugged on the way to the bathroom and said, “I don’t get it. 
You artists are always a little freaky.”

“Isn’t that the allure?”
Kerri was out of sight, but he could hear her urine striking the water 

in the toilet. “There’s allure and then there’s creepy. All of those weird 
masks on the wall in your studio really freaked me out.”

“They are my muses, and I love them. Remember, my love, all artists 
have things that inspire them.”

He heard the shower turn on and Kerri saying, “I guess, but it’s still 
creepy…but hey…it has made you famous over the years, so who am I 
to judge. Hell, I once fucked a guy to get a reporter job.”

Sebastian laughed and said, “Ah yes. I remember!” He walked into 
the bathroom to see Kerri’s nude body under the water and said, “Oh, I 
forgot to tell you. A messenger dropped off a package for you last night.”

“What is it?”
“I don’t know. I don’t open your mail. I left it on the night stand for you.”

Jade and Jessica were working with what was left of Rob’s body. 
Jessica said, “You know, you pissed John off when you refused to go 
with them to watch the video.”

“I piss John off all the time. It’s practically my second job. I don’t 
need to watch what was done to this poor guy when I can put him back 
together right here.”

“You’re in a foul mood,” Jessica said as she was putting Rob’s head 
back on his neck.
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“John just pisses me off sometimes. Are you going to tell me what 
happened with Karen last night?”

“She pissed me off, Jade. That’s all. She just pissed me off.”
“Did you have any success in remembering the killer?”
Jessica shook her head and said, “No. John has asked me to try 

again, and I have agreed, but Karen and I haven’t spoken yet.”
Jade was making notes as Jessica put the last pieces of Rob on the 

table. She stepped back and looked at the body and said, “All of this was 
pre-mortem.”

“Okay, then how did he die?”
“His celiac aorta was ripped out while he was still alive. Look at the 

body cavity and the way the organs have been moved. The killer opened 
this guy up and then fished very carefully through his organs until he 
found the artery and then ripped it out.” Jade used a pair of forceps 
to move the organs and found the artery separated in the back of the 
abdomen.

“Wow! That was a really, really good call, so the cause of death is 
a bleed out, and this is a…” both women answered at the same time, 
“homicide.”



102 • Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fourteen
“Can you fix it?”

S
ara found Barbara unconscious on the floor near the foot of 
her bed. She felt for a pulse and found one, but it was weak. 
She lifted Barbara’s T-shirt and saw that she was bleeding from 

her rectum, and she called out to her several times, but she didn’t 
respond. She dialed 911 then called Karen and asked her to get to the 
house right away.

Sara pulled some smelling salts out of her medical bag and ran them 
under Barbara’s nose, and she jerked her head and said, “Jesus. It smells 
like I shit myself.”

Sara pulled her onto her side and said, “You’re bleeding badly, Barb.”
“Thanks for the news flash, Sara. I hadn’t noticed.” Barbara could 

hear the sound of an ambulance in the distance and looked up at Sara 
and said, “I’m not dying in a goddamned hospital, Sara.”

Barbara was pale, and her lips and fingers were blue, and Sara said, 
“You need a blood transfusion, Barbara.”

“Then take me to your house and do it. You do have blood, right?”
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Karen arrived at the same time as the ambulance and entered 
Barbara and Jim’s home with the paramedics. They started working 
on Barbara, and Sara said, “She’s my patient, and she is terminal. Take 
her to my home address.”

One of the EMTs looked at Sara and said, “You know we can’t do 
that…we could be sued not to mention fired.”

Barbara was now on her back and said, “Help me get up.”
One of the EMTs said, “You need to lay down. Your blood pressure 

is dangerously low. You’re delusional.”
Barbara shot him a dirty look and said, “I’m not delusional. I’m 

dying, and I’m not dying in a damn hospital. Now, get your asses out of 
here and let my doctors treat me.”

Sara looked at the EMT and said, “She is refusing treatment. I am a 
witness. You can leave.”

The two young men looked at each other and then at Barbara and 
said, “You might not have to die this second. We can transport you to a 
hospital for treatment.”

“Go,” Barbara said weakly and when the two men were out of the 
house she said, “Sara, help me to your car. You have blood, right?” 
Sara nodded, and she and Karen lifted Barbara to her feet. The two 
tried to help Barbara walk, but they mostly dragged her out of the 
house and to Sara’s car. “For Christ’s sake, Sara. Put a goddamn 
towel on the seat. I don’t want to bleed through your leather seat.” 
Karen ran back into the house, leaving Barbara leaning on the car, 
and returned with a beach towel and put it on the seat. The women 
got in the car, and Sara told Karen to meet her at her house and 
drove off.

Scarlett arrived at the Federal Building at nine a.m. and asked for 
John. There was a quick search, and then she was ushered up to John’s 
office by two other agents.
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John was seated at his desk, and Chris, Jim, and Sam were in the 
office as well. Scarlett was announced, and John rose, shook her hand, 
and showed her to a chair. “Ms. Manson, thank you for taking the time 
to speak with us.”

Scarlett looked around the room and asked, “Do you usually have 
so many people from different law enforcement agencies in your office 
to talk to someone?”

“It’s an unhappy coincidence,” John said. “Mr. McGregor has stated 
on the record that you and he were together the night that Ms. Hydee 
Puck was murdered.”

“That’s correct.”
“So, he was with you all night?”
“Yes.”
“What time did he arrive at your home?”
“Oh…around ten, I think. Not much later than that.”
Jim asked, “And you slept with him?”
Scarlett laughed and said, “Yes. It’s one of my duties as Mr. 

McGregor’s assistant.”
Sam looked at Scarlett and asked, “And is it also part of your duties 

to have your face assaulted?”
“No, of course not. I slipped in the shower.”
Sam was sitting right next to her and asked, “Is your shower hand 

shaped?”
“No…it is a large shower. I slipped and fell and while trying to 

break my fall I landed on my hand.”
John sat back in his chair and asked, “How long have you worked 

for Mr. McGregor?”
“Um…a few years now. I know he can be a bit crude at times, 

but he is really good to me and works hard to help people through his 
company.”

John was about to speak when his office phone rang, and he excused 
himself and answered. A crying female voice was on the other end of 
the line.



Selfie • 105104 • Chapter Fourteen

“Agent Swenson, this is Kerri Quest.”
She was out of breath, and John said, “Yes, Mrs. Quest. Please try 

and calm down. What’s wrong?”
“A…a…flash drive was delivered to my home last night. I plugged 

it into one of our computers here at the station this morning, and it’s 
video of Rob Robinson being murdered as well as the murdering of one 
of our guards and someone waving a sign with a message for you.”

“Are you at the studio now?”
“Yes…and I haven’t said a word to anyone.”
“Please keep it that way, Mrs. Quest. I am on my way.” John hung 

up the line and said, “We all need to leave now.”
Scarlett’s face lost its softness, and her look became more grave and 

stoic. Chris asked, “What’s going on?”
“Not now. Ms. Manson, you are free to go. Thank you for coming in 

and answering our questions.” She stood and started for the office door 
but stopped. John said, “Please leave, Ms. Manson.”

She turned to John and said, “You look as if you have seen a ghost.” 
John didn’t say anything, and all eyes in the room were fixed on her. 
“I saw your news conference yesterday about the recent killings…the 
Selfie Killer.”

John nodded slowly and asked, “Yes, that’s his nickname in the 
media. Why do you ask?”

“That call you just received…was it from someone in the media 
calling about the killer?”

Chris said, “That is none of your business, Ms. Manson. You have 
been asked to leave.”

She looked down at her cellphone and said, “It’s almost ten, so 
Owen is on his way to New York.”

John asked, “What does that have to do with anything, Ms. 
Manson?”

“Nothing, nothing.”
Sam looked at her and asked, “There’s something you want to tell 

us, isn’t there?”
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Scarlett stood in the doorway as tears began to well up in her eyes 
and said, “That call was from someone who has a video, right?” John 
didn’t respond. “I don’t know the identity of the killer, but I have 
suffered at his hands. Not unto death, obviously, but I have never seen 
his face.”

“Do you know where he lives?” John asked.
“No. He’s been to my condo with Owen twice, and Owen took me 

to a party at his house, and this man was there.”
“And you didn’t see his face?”
“No. It was a masquerade ball, and he was wearing a mask. I was 

the party favor that night. It’s part of my job. There were men and 
women. It was a pretty nice event until he got me and took me into a 
back bedroom.”

Sam asked, “What happened?”
“He hurt me. He hurt me bad. He might have even killed me if it 

had not been for Owen walking in and finding us. Owen was furious 
with the man, and they fought for several minutes. Words not fists. Then 
Owen grabbed me and took me home.”

John stood and asked, “Are there any identifying features that stood 
out about the man? Tattoos, scars, anything?”

“Yes…he had a long scar on his right hand running up from his thumb.”
Chris called for one of the agents in the bullpen. “Take Ms. Manson 

into protective custody.”
The agent pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and John told him to put 

them away. “Don’t handcuff the woman. She’s a material witness. Put 
her in a holding room and make her as comfortable as you can. Ms. 
Manson, we must leave, but I want you to remain here until I return.”

“I’m under arrest?”
“No. You’re a witness, and the man you just described is the man 

who has been murdering people. So, Mr. McGregor knows this man?” 
She nodded. “And he has left for New York?”

Scarlett nodded again. “Do I get my one phone call?”
“You’re not under arrest, Ms. Manson.”
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“I may not be under arrest, but if I don’t show up in the office and 
Owen calls looking for me and no one knows where I am and he knows 
that I came to see you…do you see the problem?”

John nodded, and Chris asked, “Can you call Mr. McGregor in flight?”
“Yes. He flies on his own private jet.”
Jim said, “Have the girl call him and tell him that things went fine, 

but that she isn’t feeling well.”
Scarlett shook her head and said, “That won’t work. He was with me 

this morning. He’ll know I’m lying, and if he gets wind that you have 
detained me or worse, that I have told you what little I know, I’m dead, 
and you will never see Mr. McGregor again. His plane is an extended 
range aircraft, and he can change a flight plan in a second and leave the 
U.S. for a non-extradition country.”

Sam spoke up and said, “You certainly know a lot about how Mr. 
McGregor thinks and what he would do. Has he spoken of these things 
with you?”

“Of course. I might be a hot piece of ass that he likes as arm candy 
and to lay, but I’m also very, very high priced, and I am paid to keep 
his secrets and know his plans. Mr. McGregor is of the belief that due 
to his appearance, burns he sustained as a child, he is unlovable. So, 
he pays for high priced call girls to give him comfort and satisfaction. 
He is capable of loving, and if he spent as much energy on nurturing 
a relationship he could have any woman that he wants without the 
mega dollars he’s spending on me and others. But he doesn’t see it, 
and I’m glad.”

Sam asked “You’re glad?”
“Yeah. I make a shit load of money, Sheriff Pritchard, to be at his 

beck and call, and I’m happy to do it, even if it means I get a shiner 
every once in a while…or gang fucked. Believe me, it’s a small price to 
pay for what I get out of him.”

John was still standing and said, “You’re right. You have to go to 
work. You have to behave as if nothing happened. However, I am going 
to put you under surveillance.”
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“What? Are you going to give me bodyguards?”
“Something like that. If Mr. McGregor knows who this killer is, 

then we need him back in LA, and we need him back here fast. Can you 
get him back?”

Scarlett shrugged and said, “I can try, but it should be one of his staff 
lawyers who makes that call. We are supposed to be closing a deal to 
take over a large pharmaceutical company this week. It’s worth billions 
to Owen, and he is not going to let it slip through his fingers. I can talk 
to Rex Martin, his senior counsel, and see how the deal is progressing 
and if there are problems that might get him back sooner.”

“What is Mr. McGregor going to New York for?”
“We have an office there, and he has businesses as well as an art 

gallery. He is displaying a relatively well-known artist’s work tonight 
or tomorrow and also running an auction for it. The artist, who is really, 
really reclusive, has agreed to fly to New York for the unveiling and 
auction.”

“Who’s the artist?”
“Sebastian Quest.”
“The photographer?” Scarlett nodded, and John asked, “Does Mr. 

McGregor stay in a hotel?”
“No…he has an apartment on the upper east side.”
John nodded and called for two agents. He made some quick 

introductions, and Scarlett left the office with her escort. John looked 
at the group and said, “Well, the good news is we don’t need Jessica 
anymore. The bad news is there’s another target out there.”

Barbara was sitting up on a gurney in operating room one with an IV 
line and two bags of blood hanging from an IV pole. Her color was better, 
and Sara and Karen were using an ultrasound machine and running it 
over her pelvis and abdomen. Karen stopped moving the probe and said, 
“There. Do you see it?”
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Sara nodded and said, “Jesus Christ! It’s an aneurysm that’s leaking 
into her abdomen.”

Barbara was spry and asked, “What’s the verdict?”
“Simple. If I don’t operate on you right now, you’re going to be dead 

in minutes.”
“Okay…so…what’s bleeding?”
“Your celiac trunk. You have an aneurysm that’s leaking blood.”
“So, it’s not the cancer?”
Karen said, “No. These types of issues are common in people over 

fifty. However, most people don’t even know they have them, and they 
lead to sudden death.”

“Can you fix it?”
Sara looked at Karen and then at Barbara and said, “I’m going to put 

you out and operate. Karen, scrub up. I will be right over.”
Barbara had tears in her eyes and said, “There’s no time to call 

Jimmy, is there?”
Sara shook her head and leaned down and kissed her face and said, 

“I will do my best to make sure that you make it.”
Barbara took a deep breath and said, “You damn well better. I’m not 

ready to go, and Jimmy will lose it if I die and he didn’t get to speak to 
me.”

Sara put an oxygen mask over Barbara’s face and then reclined the 
gurney and turned on the operating room lights. She took a small syringe 
and injected it into Barbara’s IV and said, “You’re going to start to fall 
asleep. I love you.”

Barbara gave a weak smile and said, “I love you, too, kid, now fix me.”
Karen was gloved and rubbing iodine on Barbara’s abdomen as Sara 

walked off and scrubbed up. When she returned Karen asked, “How are 
we going to manage to anesthetize Barb and operate?”

Sara pulled an intubating kit from a drawer and said, “I’m going to 
intubate her, then get her on a respirator and hit her with a high dose of 
Propofol and pray she stays out while we operate.”
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Chapter Fifteen
“Am I dead?”

S
ecurity at the LA Today show was tight, and John and the rest were 
escorted to Kerri’s office. Kerri was sitting behind her desk when 
they walked in. She looked around at all of the faces and said, “You 

have an entourage.”
“No. We were all together when you called. Where’s the flash drive?” 

Kerri handed it to John who gave it to Chris. He plugged it into his tablet 
and started the video. Kerri sat down as the other four stood watching. 
She covered her ears as Rob’s screams and the voice of the killer went 
back and forth. The masked face of the killer was on screen for almost 
the whole video. Then the scene faded as Rob was being butchered and 
taken to the parking lot. It ended with the killer’s taunting note to John.

“No one saw the security video or found the other victim?” asked John.
Kerri shook her head and said, “No. Stan Nelson has been a security 

guard here at the studio for decades. The gate was up, and people just 
thought he was sitting there. I can’t believe what that monster did to Rob 
and Stan.”
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“Rob got the worst of it. Are there any other security films of the 
parking lot and structure?”

“Yes. They’re queued up in the security center.”
“Take us over there.”
Kerri led the group to the security room where they watched the 

video from the past twenty-four hours in high speed. The killer’s taunts 
were watched closely, and John asked Kerri, “Does that person look 
familiar to you?”

She looked closely at the video and said, “Not really. The gestures 
are pretty wild, but the baggy gray coveralls and the bluish green mask 
really don’t give much away.”

Jim asked, “How much of the video of Rob’s murder did you 
watch?”

“Maybe a minute or two. I could hear John’s voice in the background 
from yesterday’s news conference, which Rob was heading out to 
cover when he was abducted. I heard Rob asking questions and then 
shut it off.”

Sam asked, “So, you didn’t watch the rest of the horrific scene?”
Kerri shook her head and said, “And I don’t want to.”
“You said that the video was dropped off at your home last 

night.”
“Yes. I wasn’t home. My husband told me that a courier stopped by 

the house and dropped off a package addressed to me.”
John asked, “Where is your husband?”
“In New York. We were supposed to go together for a gallery 

opening of his work and a little second honeymoon, but I had to 
cancel when I learned about Rob, and he went on to New York early 
to get ready for the showing and auction of his new photographs that 
are being exhibited and sold. It’s really a big deal as this is the first 
time his work is going to be on display for the general public and 
also up for sale. Sebastian is rather shy and doesn’t accept accolades 
well. So, he deals more with corporate clients as well as his agent 
for sales.”
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“I would like to speak with your husband to see if he can give me a 
description of the person who delivered the flash drive to your home.”

Kerri nodded and said, “Well, let’s go back to my office and call him.”

Rex Martin was typing away on his laptop when Scarlett walked 
into his office. He looked up at her and said, “What does the corporate 
slut want?”

“Well, I can tell you it’s not you, asshole. I can’t see what Julie sees 
in you. You’re such a dick.”

Rex laughed and asked again, “What do you want Scarlett?”
“Have you spoken to Owen? I have been trying him on his cellphone 

for an hour with no luck.”
“I spoke to him about an hour ago. He was over the Midwest and 

wanted to make sure that the Biotech deal is on track.”
“Is it?”
“Yes, but why do you care?”
“You and I both know that if anything goes wrong while Owen is 

away he is going to blame you and beat me.”
Rex laughed and looked her up and down. She was wearing a short 

sheer white skirt and a low cut blue blouse along with a pair of five-inch 
heels. She had no pantyhose on, and he said, “You dress like a hooker. 
Have I ever told you that?”

She smiled and said, “Indeed you have, Rex. It’s a good thing that 
I don’t give a shit about your opinion. You’re just pissed off because 
Owen won’t let you fuck me.”

“Don’t flatter yourself. I wouldn’t fuck you with another guy’s dick. 
God only knows what diseases you’re carrying. Shit, my dick would 
probably fall off if it got near any of your orifices. Now, if you will excuse 
me, I have a conference call in a half hour and need to finish preparing.”

Scarlett walked back to her office. Ashley James had heard the 
exchange between the two of them and followed her into her office and 
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shut the door. Scarlett turned to see Ashley with an angry look on her 
face, her freshly pressed business suit tight to her body and graying hair 
pulled back in a ponytail. Ashley’s face didn’t match her age. At forty-
five, she looked sixty-five. Her face was pitted, and she had dark rings 
under her eyes. Her mouth was pursed and wrinkled from decades of 
smoking, and her makeup gave her the look of a clown.

“Why do you let Rex get away with that behavior, Scarlett?”
“What can I do about it?”
“You can sue him for sexual harassment and a litany of other things.”
“And lose my job? I don’t think so. I can handle Rex and his insults. 

They’re all true. I am a corporate slut. I do service Owen’s needs in and 
out of the office, so nothing that he says is a lie.”

Ashley drew near her and said, “I have known Owen for over twenty 
years. I have worked for him for all of that time. You might have been 
around for a couple of years, but you’re not the first prostitute that he 
has had work for him. And as soon as he tires of you, he will let you go 
to get another twenty something girl.”

“I’m aware of all that. I’m banking my money and taking care of 
myself. I’m twenty-five. I think I have a few more years of looking good 
before he decides to trade me in for a younger model.”

Ashley stood with her hands on her hips and said, “You’ve set back 
the women’s liberation movement by decades.”

Scarlett laughed and said, “No I haven’t. I’m a liberated woman 
doing what she wants to do. It’s my body. I’m making bank, and you’re 
just pissed off that Owen won’t give you the time of day.”

Ashley shook her head and said, “Not so. Owen gave me the time of 
day over twenty years ago when I started at the firm as an intern before 
getting my law license. I was doing all the things you’re doing for him 
and to him, and I had a five-year run as his corporate slut. But when 
I turned thirty, he dumped me. But at least I was a value to him as an 
attorney. You’re just going to end up on the street.”

Scarlett sat down in her office chair and kicked up her feet, resting 
her long legs on the desk, and said, “I appreciate your concern for my 
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well-being, Ashley, but I’m just fine. Now, I need to call Owen to find 
out when he will be back from New York.”

“You’re his damn secretary, and you don’t know his itinerary?”
“Owen does what Owen does. He flew out this morning in a rush, 

and I don’t know when he is going to be back. If you did my job, then 
you know how he is. He could be gone for a day or a month.” With that, 
Ashley turned and walked out without saying another word.

It was one thirty in the afternoon, and Barbara was starting to come 
to. She could hear the sound of the sea crashing on the beach and opened 
her eyes to the bright afternoon sun and fresh ocean air. She was standing 
on the edge of a bluff overlooking the sea, and she heard a familiar voice 
call to her.

“How are you feeling, Barb?”
She turned to see Jill Makin standing behind her. “Jill…is it really 

you?”
“Yes, Barb, it’s really me.”
“But you’re dead. You’ve been dead for years.” Jill nodded, and 

Barbara looked around at the empty landscape and asked, “Am I dead?”
“Well, you wouldn’t be standing here talking to me if you weren’t.”
“I don’t want to be dead. I’m not ready.”
Jill smiled and said, “Are any of us ever really ready to die? You 

have things that you need to get done, right?”
Barbara nodded her head, and Jill’s face started to go out of focus. 

“What’s happening?”
“You must not be ready to be here yet. I’ll see you again soon. I look 

forward to catching up.”
Barbara’s eyes opened, only this time she was in operating room 

one. She could hear the beep of the heart monitor and Sara and Karen 
speaking. Sara stepped up to the gurney and said, “It was touch and go 
there, Barb, but we were able to fix you up.”
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“Did I die?”
“You were pretty close. Why?”
“Because I was just standing on a bright sunny bluff talking to Jill 

Makin, and she told me I was dead.”
Karen came into Barbara’s line of sight and asked, “Did you see a 

light or a tunnel?”
“No. I just opened my eyes and wasn’t in pain. I was standing on a 

bluff overlooking the sea, and Jill was standing in the grass behind me.”
Sara said, “Your heart stopped during the operation, and we had to 

revive you twice. It sounds like you had a near death experience.”
Barbara grimaced and said, “Well, I know I’m alive because I hurt 

like hell.” Sara injected her with morphine, and she settled a bit and 
said, “Thank you, Sara. I told Jill I wasn’t ready to die.”

“Well, I don’t think today is going to be your day. While we were 
operating, I did a little exploratory surgery as well. I was able to remove 
a part of the liver that was really cancer riddled as well as your spleen 
and took some of your pancreas. We also ran the large intestine, and I 
removed about two feet of bowel where the cancer was really, really 
invasive.”

“What does that mean?”
“It means that we operated on the parts of your body that we could, 

and I think if you would agree to a few rounds chemotherapy we could 
extend your life.”

“How much time are we talking about?”
“Well, your lungs are still bad. The left far worse than the right, and 

there is nothing we can do about that. However, I think chemo would 
shrink the tumors in your lungs and the rest of your body and could get 
you six months maybe a year more.”

Barbara cringed a little and asked, “How long will the chemo last?”
“I would like to put you on an eight-week course once a week. 

You’re going to feel like shit, but we have some pretty good drugs to 
help manage the side effects, and we can do it right at your house.”

“Will I still be able to work?”
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“If you feel up to it. It can be pretty demanding on the body, but 
based on what I saw when we were working on you I think it’s worth 
the risk and illness to extend your life.”

“When do we start?”
“We can give you the first infusion now and then another next week 

and for the next seven weeks.”
Barbara laughed and asked, “Am I going to lose my hair?”
“Yeah, most likely, but you can either sport a red wig or the bandana 

look. It’s up to you.”
Karen had been silent for the conversation but chimed in and said, 

“I’d go the wig route, Barb. Your face is too round for the bandana 
look.”

There was light laughter, and Barbara said, “Good. Hook me up and 
let’s see what happens.”
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Chapter Sixteen
“All things considered, I really, really enjoyed that.”

O
wen McGregor was sitting in his limousine as his driver navigated 
Manhattan traffic. He was reading over emails on his tablet and 
yelled to the driver, “Forget about the apartment. Take me over to 

the gallery on Fifth Avenue.”
“Yes sir.”
Owen buried his face in his tablet as the car navigated the busy 

afternoon traffic.

The Opal Gallery was closed to the public as they prepared for 
the evening events showing off Sebastian Quest’s work. Sebastian 
was speaking to the gallery manager as his work was being hung 
and lighted. He was soft spoken, and the gallery manager was trying 
to keep him calm. “I know how much you hate these public events, 
Mr. Quest, but I am so grateful that you not only are allowing it, but 



118 • Chapter Sixteen

that you are here in person for the event. It is going to be a smashing 
success.”

“Yes…well…I’m only here because Mr. McGregor insisted that I come.”
Sebastian was cut off mid-sentence by Owen, who bullied his way 

past gallery employees. “Well, it’s about goddamn time you made it out 
to an event. For Christ’s sake, you are a household name, yet you hide 
like you’re a fuckin’ monk or a hermit.”

“It’s nice to see you, too, Owen.”
Owen looked at Mark Granger, the gallery manager, and asked, 

“You’ve had Mr. Quest’s work for weeks, and you’re just now setting 
it up?”

“It’s a dedicated event, Mr. McGregor. Dedicated to Mr. Quest 
and his work. He requested that none of his art be shown prior to this 
evening. We are making great headway and will be ready to open to the 
buying public at seven p.m., sir.”

Owen shook his head and asked Sebastian, “Why do you have to 
be so damn prissy? You should let us carry the pieces that don’t sell at 
auction, so they can be displayed and sold over time.”

“No. I agreed to this event, and I want it to be over with so I can go 
home. I have things to take care of.”

“I bet you do. Mark, if you will excuse us, Sebastian and I need to 
have a private conversation.” Mark walked off, and Owen took Sebastian 
by the arm and led him to a back office.

Sebastian’s cellphone rang, and he smiled and said, “I have to take 
this.” It was Kerri.

“Hi sweetheart. How are you doing?”
“I’m doing well, Kerri. I’m at the gallery, and they are setting 

everything up. I wish you were here with me.”
“Me, too, honey. I have the FBI and Sheriff in my office, and they 

want to ask you some questions about the package that was delivered 
last night.” She handed her phone to John, and he introduced himself. 
Sebastian was beaming from ear to ear, and Owen was watching him 
carefully.
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“Special Agent Swenson, how can I help you?”
Owen’s face dropped as he heard the name, and John said, “Mr. 

Quest, I’m glad that we could make contact with you. Mrs. Quest told 
us that the package that you gave her this morning was delivered to your 
home last night via courier.”

“Yes. A young woman delivered the package to our front door at 
eight p.m.”

“Did you have to sign for the package?”
“Yes sir, I did, and she handed me the envelope then got into a small 

white van and drove away. I believe the courier service was Gold Coast 
Courier Services. To be honest, I really wasn’t paying a great deal of 
attention. I was in the middle of preparing for my trip.”

“Did the service leave you with a receipt?”
“Indeed. I have it in my pocket.”
“You have the receipt in your pocket in New York?”
“Yes. I was wearing the jeans that I have on when she came, and I 

folded the paper and put it in my pocket. May I ask why the FBI and 
Sheriff want to know about the package?”

“The content of the package was disturbing, Mr. Quest.”
“In what way, sir?” Owen had taken a seat across from Sebastian 

and was following the conversation.
“The package contained a flash drive with video of a brutal murder, 

Mr. Quest.”
“Oh dear God. How horrible. Is my wife okay?”
“She’s in shock, so okay is not in the cards. She was here at the 

studio late last night. Did she tell you why?”
“Yes. Rob Robertson had been murdered, so she was at the station 

until well after midnight. Did that package contain video of Rob’s death?”
“Yes, Mr. Quest, and we are trying to tie some things together.”
“I will help any way that I can, Agent Swenson.”
“Did you know Mr. Robinson?”
“Very well. He was a great reporter and anchor and friend to Kerri 

and her late bosses. Julie must be devastated.”
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“Everyone is. Did the courier say anything to you?”
“No sir. She asked for my ID. I showed it. She handed me the 

package, and I signed off on it, and she left. Did you think that I would 
know the origin of the package?”

“I was hoping you would, but obviously you don’t. Is there a way 
you can fax me a front and back copy of the delivery receipt?”

“Certainly. What’s your fax number?” Sebastian wrote down the 
number and said he’d fax it immediately from The Opal Gallery in 
Manhattan. He pulled out the receipt and handed it to Owen with the 
fax number and pointed to a fax machine in the corner of the office. 
Owen faxed the document and handed the copy back to Sebastian. 
“It has been faxed, Agent Swenson. It should be at your office when 
you get in.”

“I have it on my tablet right here, Mr. Quest. That was an eFax 
phone number.” John opened the document on his tablet, and Jim and 
Chris were looking at it as Sam stood off in a corner getting information 
on the courier service.

“Wow. I had no idea the FBI was so sophisticated.”
“When will you be back in Los Angeles?”
“I hope late tonight or early tomorrow morning. I’m not a fan of 

these public events, and I’m only here in New York as the gallery owner 
insisted that I attend.”

Owen was waving his arms wildly as Sebastian said the words, and 
John asked, “Who is the owner of the gallery?”

Sebastian smiled at Owen and said, “McGregor Investments LLP 
owns the gallery.”

“Would that be Mr. Owen McGregor’s company?”
“That’s correct.”
“Is Mr. McGregor with you in New York?”
“He is flying in this afternoon, so I am certain I will be seeing him. 

The gallery has been pressing me for years to do this public event. I 
am also giving half of the net proceeds to charity after the auction has 
concluded.”
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John thanked him for the information and handed the phone back to 
Kerri, who said goodbye and then hung up the line and asked, “Are you 
going to talk to the courier service?”

John nodded and beamed the email to Chris’s phone and asked 
him to follow up. Jim and Sam had been silent for the bulk of the 
meeting, and Jim asked Kerri, “Does your husband do a lot of these 
events?”

She shook her head and said, “Not at all. Sebastian is very much a 
homebody. He has a full studio in our home in Rancho Palos Verdes. 
Models come to him, and he will venture out now and again to do local 
photo shoots, but outside of that Sebastian is home.”

There was a photograph on Kerri’s desk of the two of them together, 
and John looked at the photo and asked, “Does your husband have any 
scars, Mrs. Quest?”

Kerri cocked her head and asked, “What on earth are you asking me 
that for?”

“I was just curious.”
Kerri shook her head, and John thanked her for calling and asked 

that she keep the video a secret for a few days until they could get the 
autopsy reports from the coroner as well as go over the flash drive in 
more detail. She agreed, and the four left.

When they got out of the building and to their cars Jim pulled a 
cigarette out of his top left pocket, lit it, and said, “Something smells 
here, folks.”

John and Chris both nodded, and Sam asked, “What are you 
thinking?”

“I’m thinking that we have just narrowed down the field of suspects 
in these grisly rapes and murders to Mr. McGregor or Mr. Quest.”

Sam shook her head and said, “McGregor has no scar on his hands, 
and Mrs. Quest just told us that her husband has no scars.”

Jim laughed and said, “Mrs. Quest is first and foremost a fuckin’ 
reporter. If her husband has scars, she isn’t going to tell us shit until she 
talks to him.”
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Sam asked John, “Is there any way we can get more information on 
Mr. Quest?”

John was looking at his tablet and said, “He has no criminal history, 
so there is no arrest report that would have documented such. First, we 
talk to this courier company and see where they got the package from 
and then we meet with Mr. Quest when he returns to Los Angeles.”

Owen was glaring at Sebastian. “You just told the FBI that we’re 
together in New York.”

“And?”
“And I spent over an hour with that agent as well as another and the 

Sheriff and the former Sheriff of Los Angeles yesterday getting the third 
degree over my dinner with Hydee the night she was murdered.”

“Do they suspect you in her murder?”
“No. I have an alibi in Scarlett. I was with her that whole night.”
“Has Scarlett spoken to the FBI yet?”
“She was going over to talk to them this morning.”
“Have you spoken to her since she was there?” Owen shook his 

head. “Now, who’s being reckless?”
“What do you mean? I’m covered. You received a flash drive of 

Robertson’s murder from a courier?”
“Yes, but it was not meant for me. It was for Kerri.”
“And just how did you pull that off?”
“I didn’t pull anything off. The courier received the package and 

delivered it to my house.”
“So, how did they get the package?”
“Donald Wolfe dropped it off.”
“How the fuck did Donald get the drive?”
“A little birdie gave it to him with instructions to send it to the media.”
Owen sat quiet for a few moments and then asked, “Did this birdie 

know what it was?”
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“No…and neither did Donald. There was a note that this was for the 
media and would answer a lot of questions about Puck’s death as well 
as others.”

Owen just shook his head. “So, what you have done is drawn all 
eyes to Donald and away from the killer. Isn’t that the opposite of what 
this murderer wants?”

“No. I was going out of town, and I needed something to keep the 
Feds and Sheriff busy while I’m on vacation, which has now been 
ruined because I didn’t think about the impact this would have on 
Kerri.”

“You’re one sick fuck, Sebastian. You know that? You are one 
sick fuck.”

Sebastian laughed and said, “I enjoy the company of the unwilling. I 
love the power of being God, and I love to watch the suffering of those 
I rape and murder in the videos that I shoot…and you get off on it, too, 
and always have.”

“Sooner or later, Swenson or O’Brian is going to figure out it’s you. 
Then what?”

Sebastian laughed and said, “While it is very, very unlikely that they 
will ever catch me, should they get wind of me as the killer, I will either 
take them out or do what I have done in the past.”

Owen smiled and said, “Fake your death?”
“You got it!”
“Well, it’s your funeral. At least one of them. You better hope that 

your secret remains safe because there is someone else out there that I 
don’t think you have thought about.”

“And who might that be?”
“The Iron Eagle, dumb ass. You don’t think that he’s not hot on 

your trail?”
Sebastian nodded and said, “Oh, I know he’s out there, and he would 

be my ultimate trophy. Can you imagine me raping and torturing him 
like he does his victims?” Sebastian was wringing his hands. “That 
would be the ultimate prize.”
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Owen shook his head and said, “The Iron Eagle is diabolical, 
vicious, and a very, very silent killer. If you ask me, you’re inviting the 
Devil to dinner, and you could end up with the tables turned.”

“That’s a chance I am willing to take to catch my prize.”
Owen looked at his watch and said, “It’s five. We should get some 

dinner before the exhibit begins.” Sebastian nodded and pulled a tablet 
out of a satchel that he had been carrying around and handed it to 
Owen. “What’s this?”

“The Robinson murder. I think you’ll get your rocks off watching 
it.” Owen took the tablet and pressed play, and as he watched the video 
he started to get aroused. Sebastian reached into his bag and pulled out 
a small bottle and put it on the desk and said, “I can’t leave the video 
with you, but I know you want to beat off, so use this lube. I will watch 
and who knows? I just might jerk off watching you jerk off.” Owen 
opened the bottle and pulled his pants down. He had a raging erection, 
and he poured some of the lubricant onto his penis and took a choke 
hold on it and began to masturbate as the video showed Sebastian 
riding Rob bare back. Sebastian watched as semen shot out of Owen’s 
penis onto the desk top, and he in turn pulled his pants off and began 
to masturbate while saying, “You are an ugly guy, Owen, but you have 
a really nice cock.”

Owen was staring down at the tablet and grabbed his penis again 
and began masturbating once more. The two men went back and forth 
until both collapsed into their chairs exhausted, and Owen looked at 
Sebastian and asked, “You don’t care if your victims are men or women. 
Are you gay or bi?”

Sebastian shook his head and said, “I’m straight. I like men because 
it’s a power play. I can make them do anything I want, and I want straight 
men not gay. You heard Rob there. He kept repeating that he wasn’t gay. 
But you also saw the way his eyes glazed over as I pumped in him. And 
the first time I came inside him, he let out a huge moan and groan. I 
edited that video because I fucked him four or five times, and Rob really 
started getting into it by the third time.”
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“What’s it feel like?”
“Tight…really tight. It’s not like fucking a woman up the ass. You 

see, a man has a prostate, so even after I pass through his anus as I 
push inside I can feel his prostate wrap around my cock, and it feels 
so damn good.”

Owen was leaning back in the chair; his penis still erect. “I’ve never 
been with a man before. I have no idea what it would feel like.”

Sebastian stood up and removed his shirt and pants and walked to 
the end of the desk and bent over it. “Come on. I’ll let you do me if you 
let me do you.”

Owen stood up and looked at Sebastian’s nude rear. He walked up 
behind him and ran his hands across his rear and said, “Standing here 
looking at your ass it looks almost like a woman’s ass. Your skin is so 
soft. Have you ever been fucked up the ass before?”

Sebastian shook his head and said, “No…never, so I’m a virgin. Be 
gentle.” He reached back, handing Owen the bottle of lube, and said, 
“Well, put this on my asshole and on your cock and feel what it feels like 
to do a man.” Owen took some of the lube and ran it between Sebastian’s 
cheeks and rubbed it on his anus, putting a finger in, and then started to 
push the head of his penis into Sebastian’s anus. Sebastian made a low 
groan as Owen entered him and said, “This might be a life changer for 
the two of us.”

Owen pushed himself all the way in and let out a groan of his own 
and started to move his pelvis in and out of Sebastian. “Jesus Christ! I 
have never felt anything like this. You feel so good. God, you’re tight.”

The two men spent two hours in the office having sex, missing 
dinner and almost the debut of the show and auction. They ended up 
sitting on a leather sofa together, nude. Their experiment had gone all 
the way, and both had performed oral and anal sex on each other.

There was a knock on the office door, and Mark Granger peeked his 
head in to see the two men. He smiled and said, “I didn’t know you two 
were gay.”

Owen said, “We’re not. We were experimenting.”
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Mark let out a light laugh and asked, “So…how did you like it?”
Sebastian had perspiration running down his chest and said, “I liked 

it a lot.”
“What about you, Owen?” Mark asked as both men’s eyes were 

glazed over.
“It was the most incredible sexual experience I have ever had.”
Mark laughed again and said, “You don’t have to try and sell me on 

it. I have been openly gay my whole life. Too bad I didn’t know you two 
were going to play. I would have loved to have joined you. As it is, we 
need Mr. Quest out in the gallery. The show is about to start.”

Owen and Sebastian stood up, and Sebastian said to Mark, “After the 
show, I want you to come to the loft with me and Owen and have sex.”

Mark looked at Owen’s scarred body and said, “I bet you have a 
hard time getting laid…and you’re straight.”

Owen nodded and said, “It was an experiment, and I liked it. 
However, I think that Sebastian and I could learn a lot from a true 
handsome gay man.”

Mark smiled and said, “I would be happy to help you two get the 
fucking going. I don’t wear condoms though, and I am HIV-free. Since 
you two are straight, I imagine that you didn’t use condoms, and I don’t 
need to worry about HIV.”

Sebastian was dressing and said, “Do not tell a soul about this. 
Understood?” Mark nodded exuberantly and told Owen they needed to 
get out with the patrons.

Owen was slowly putting his suit on, and Mark asked, “Is your ass 
sore?”

“Yes, yes, it is.”
“How many loads of cum did you give each other?”
Owen looked at Sebastian and said, “Do you know?” Sebastian 

shook his head.
Owen shrugged, and Mark asked, “And this was a first for both of 

you?” Both men nodded. Mark started to laugh and said, “You’ll want 
to take a shit before you go out there because that semen is going to start 
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leaking out of your anuses any second. You’ll also be shitting cum for 
a couple of days, especially if I’m going to party with you two tonight. 
I’m practically a yogurt dispenser.”

Owen asked, “What the fuck does that mean?”
Mark laughed and said, “My record for orgasms in a single night is 

twenty-three, and only the last two were dry. So, if you’re going to party 
with me, expect to receive a lot of my man juice. Did you do oral?” Both 
men nodded. “Did you swallow or spit?”

“We both swallowed. Why?”
“I’m just making sure that you can swallow cum. I don’t have sex 

with men who don’t swallow, and you’re going to take me down your 
throats. If you just take it up the ass, you’ll be regretting it on the flight 
home.”

Mark walked off whistling a tune, and Owen asked, “What the fuck 
are you doing? I’m not gay. I liked it, but I’m not gay.”

Sebastian laughed and said, “We are going to have some fun with 
Mark, and then I’m going to show you how to get an even bigger rush 
out of this whole experience.”

Owen frowned and said, “Do I even want to ask what you mean?”
“Probably not. Let it be a surprise.”
The two men walked out of the office together, and Owen said, “All 

things considered, I really, really enjoyed that.”
“Me, too.”
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Chapter Seventeen
“If this is God’s idea of humor,  

he’s one sick, sadistic fuck.”

B
arbara had her head in the toilet when Jim called. Sara answered 
Barbara’s cellphone and said, “Barbara is a bit ill right now, Jim.”

“Sara? What the hell is going on?”
“Quite a bit, but we don’t have time to talk. Karen and I are with 

Barbara, and we need to be with her for the rest of the day and into 
the night.”

“What the fuck is going on, Sara?”
“Barbara had an aneurysm.”
Jim’s eyes went wide, and Sam, who was sitting next to him on the 

smoker’s bench, pulled her shoulders back and asked, “Are you okay?”
“Jesus Christ, Sara! Is she okay? What the fuck? Why didn’t you 

call me?”
“There wasn’t time. I had to do emergency surgery on her. She’s 

fine, Jim. She’s doing really well. I can’t explain it all to you right now, 
but just know that Barbara is in good hands. She’s doing well, and I 
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believe that Karen and I might have just significantly lengthened her 
life. I’m sorry, but I need to go. Don’t worry. Barbara is here at my 
house with me and Karen.”

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

“I haven’t the foggiest damn clue. Come with me. We’re going to 
John’s house.”

Donald Wolfe was sitting in his office with his head in his hands 
when his secretary told him that the FBI was at the front desk. John 
and Chris walked into his office, and Donald asked, “Do you have new 
information on who murdered Hydee?”

It was near midnight, and Owen, Sebastian, and Mark were all nude 
and laying on a king-sized bed breathing heavily. Sebastian got up, 
opened his bag, and pulled a small device out of it and got back on the 
bed. He uncoiled a garrote and showed it to Owen and whispered, “Now, 
you want to get a real rush?” Mark’s head was hanging off the bed, and 
he was half asleep when Sebastian pulled the cord up and around his 
throat. He pulled hard, and Mark’s body went limp.

“Jesus Christ! You killed him.”
“No. I merely knocked him out. When he comes to I want YOU to 

kill him.”
“I’m no murderer, Sebastian. I like your videos, and they turn me 

on, but I have never killed anyone. Why on earth would you want to 
kill Mark? He’s the best damn manager I have. He’s a good kid with his 
whole life ahead of him.”

Sebastian got out of bed and pulled a small satchel out of his bag and 
opened it up and laid it on the bed. Owen looked at the leather whips, 
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riding crops, and saw the glint of stainless steel blades. Sebastian took 
out a ball gag and told Owen to lift Mark’s head. Owen pulled back 
on Mark’s hair, and Sebastian put the ball gag in Mark’s mouth and 
strapped it around his head, then pulled several whips from his case and 
began striking Mark across the back and buttocks.

He didn’t react to the first few strikes, and Owen said, “Jesus! You 
killed him.”

Sebastian shook his head and handed Owen a pair of handcuffs and 
said, “Cuff his hands behind his back while I cuff his feet.” Owen did as 
instructed, and once Mark was restrained, Sebastian returned to beating 
the young man. Mark came to with a muffled scream through the gag. 
Owen was now off the bed watching as Mark was beaten. He watched 
the welts rise on the young man’s nude body and with each strike he 
became more and more engorged.

“You want to take a crack at him?”
Owen nodded weakly, and Sebastian handed him a short leather 

whip with small shards of glass and tacks on it and said, “This will 
raise his pain levels.” Owen began striking Mark across the buttocks 
and upper back, and Sebastian had taken out a camera and had started 
recording the beating. Owen was really getting into it, and the more 
Mark screamed, the harder and faster Owen struck him until Sebastian 
called out, “Stop! His back and ass are like hamburger. Do you want to 
fuck him again?” Owen nodded, and Sebastian said, “Good. Mount that 
young stud and fuck him. Fuck him hard.”

Owen climbed onto the bed and inserted his penis into Mark’s 
anus and started pounding away. “God, it feels so damn good. I have 
never felt anything like this before. It’s so tight and warm. It’s like he’s 
gripping my cock with his ass.”

Sebastian was filming and said, “It’s one of the best feelings in the 
world, man. I’m not gay, but I do love to fuck a man up the ass way 
more than a woman. It’s just so satisfying.”

Owen groaned as his body shook, and he said, “I can’t believe how 
hard I have been cumming. It’s like I’m a damn kid again.”
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Sebastian laughed and said, “Okay. My turn. Take my camera. 
Don’t shoot my face, just get close-ups of my cock up Mark’s ass.” 
Owen was holding the camera and recording Sebastian’s brutality as 
Mark moaned on the bed with blood running down his sides and hips. 
It took nearly a half hour for Sebastian to orgasm, but once he did, he 
rolled off Mark and let out a loud sigh and said, “Well, aren’t we all 
experimental today?”

Mark tried to speak, and Owen asked, “Shall I remove the gag?”
Sebastian looked at Owen and then at Mark and motioned with his 

hand across his throat. Owen shook his head, confused, and Sebastian 
said, “You don’t get it. If we let him go, he will report us for rape and 
torture. You think this pussy is into S&M? He’s not. Do you think this 
vain piece of shit is going to allow his body to be beaten and scarred 
and for us to just go back home?” Owen’s head began to shake as 
Sebastian talked. “Do you think that he is just going to let this go? 
You know he’s not. Now, take the garrote and finish him.” The garrote 
was on the bed next to Mark’s body, and Owen slowly picked it up 
and grabbed the two wooden handles on each end of the thin wire as 
Sebastian filmed. Mark was screaming into the gag as Owen put the 
cord under his throat. “Just one long, hard, clean jerk, and then hold it 
until he stops moving.”

Owen pulled back on the cord, and Mark’s head snapped back 
violently. Owen pulled hard and held Mark down with his knee in his 
back. The man was flailing and gagging as Owen held the cord tight.

“It’s like being God, huh, Owen? It’s like being God. Do you feel 
the power surging through your body?” Mark stopped moving, and 
Owen started to release the garrote when Sebastian said, “Don’t release 
it just yet. His pupils aren’t dilating yet. He’s still alive. Hold him tight.” 
Owen continued to hold Mark’s neck back and still he was breathing. 
Sebastian reached down into his kit and pulled a filet knife out and said, 
“For Christ’s sake. You don’t have his airway totally pinched off. You 
could hold him for an hour before he died.” Sebastian grabbed Mark by 
the hair and ran the blade across his throat.



132 • Chapter Seventeen

Arterial spray covered both men, and Owen dropped Mark’s body 
onto the bed and asked, “Did you really have to do that?”

“Yes, I did. I’m a sadistic son of a bitch, but I need sleep as do you 
before we fly home tomorrow. So, yes, I needed to cut his throat and end 
this shit. I will teach you the proper way to use the garrote if you like. It 
was something, wasn’t it?”

Owen got off the bed and ran to the bathroom and threw up then 
started the shower. Sebastian walked in and sat down on the toilet across 
from the shower and said, “You can’t tell me that your first attempt at 
killing wasn’t a rush! I can teach you, Owen. I can teach you how to kill. 
The more you do it the better you get, and the more fulfillment you get 
out of it.”

Owen was under the shower, and Mark’s blood was running down 
the drain. Owen’s flesh was badly scarred all down his right side, and 
Sebastian asked, “What happened to you?”

Owen had put his face into the shower water and then put his hands 
on the back wall, allowing the water to run down his back. “I was caught 
in a house fire when I was ten. There was an explosion.”

“Was it just you?” Owen’s head was down, and he just shook it 
slowly. “Were you the only one burned?”

“No.”
Sebastian got a sad look on his face and asked, “Were you the only 

survivor?”
Owen nodded and asked, “What happened to your hand?”
“The scar of a novice killer.”
“Is it a wound from a killing you were doing, or did someone try to 

kill you?”
“It’s a defensive scar. I was able to fight off a knife attacker when 

I was a teen. The killer became the victim. The knife came down and 
lodged in my right hand, and I was able to pull it away.”

“Then what?”
“Then I took the knife and tore the son of a bitch apart and dropped 

the body in the woods in upstate New York.”
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“Why didn’t you go to the police? It was self-defense.” Sebastian 
didn’t respond right away, and Owen asked, “You’re covered in blood. 
Are you going to shower?”

Sebastian got up and stepped into the shower as Owen stepped out. 
Owen was drying off when Sebastian said, “The reason I didn’t go to the 
police was because my would-be killer was a police officer.”

“Did you know him?”
“Her. It was a female police officer, and, yes, I knew her. I thought 

I knew her well.”
“Who was she?”
“My mother.”

Jim and Sam arrived at John’s house at seven p.m. Jim didn’t ring 
the bell; he simply used a key and entered the house. Sam looked at him 
and asked, “You have a key to John and Sara’s home?”

“Yeah. We each have keys to each other’s homes in case of 
emergency.”

Jim called out to Barbara, and Sara came out of the Eagle’s lair and 
said, “She’s asleep, Jim. Don’t wake her. She’s had a hell of a day.”

“What happened?”
Karen walked out of the lair as well and Sara explained to Jim and 

Sam what had happened. Jim sat down as Sara spoke, and Sam stood 
near him with her hand on his shoulder. Karen left the room and then 
came back with a bottle of scotch and four glasses and poured each a 
drink. Jim swigged his down and said, “Take me to Barbara.” The group 
followed Sara through the lair and into operating room one. Barbara’s 
eyes were closed, and she was breathing deeply. Jim put his hand on her 
face and then on her hands and asked Sara, “How much time do you 
think Barbara will get from all that you have done and will do?”

“I wish I could give you exact time frames, Jim. I really wish I could. 
Medicine is not an exact science, thus the term ‘practice of medicine.’ 
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I see things almost every day that I can’t explain. People who are alive 
when they shouldn’t be and dead when they shouldn’t be. Barbara is 
living on God’s good humor.”

Barbara’s eyes were still closed as she interrupted the conversation 
by saying, “If this is God’s idea of humor, then he’s one sick, sadistic 
fuck.”

Jim laughed and took Barbara by the hand and asked, “Are you sure 
you want to do this chemo thing?”

“It’s buying me more time, Jimmy. More time with you, more time 
to live, more time to do what I love.” Jim nodded, and Barbara said, “I 
died this morning.”

Sam asked, “You died?”
Barbara nodded, “Yes…while Sara and Karen were operating on 

me, I died.”
Sam asked, “How do you know?”
Barbara’s bed was in the upright position, and she took the glass of 

scotch that Karen was holding and said, “You don’t even like this shit.” 
Karen smiled and nodded, and Barbara swigged down the contents and 
then put the glass out for more. As it was being filled, she said, “The 
last thing I remember was Sara and Karen putting me under. Then, I 
was standing on a bluff overlooking the sea. The air was cool and crisp. 
I could smell the salty sea air and feel a light breeze. The sunlight was 
like nothing I have ever seen before.”

Jim asked, “How do you know you weren’t just dreaming?”
“Jill was there.”
Jim took a drink of his scotch and said, “That doesn’t mean it wasn’t 

a dream.”
“It wasn’t a dream, Jim. She told me that I was dead. She knew I 

was dead.”
“What else did she say?”
“There were only a few moments of small talk, and I was back. She 

told me that she will be waiting for me and that we have a lot of catching 
up to do.”
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Karen said, “Our minds play tricks on us when our bodies are under 
extreme duress. We have the sense that we are separating from the 
physical to avoid feeling the pain of what is happening to us.”

Barbara took a drink of her scotch and said, “I was dead, Karen, and 
Jill was there. There is an afterlife. I’m not afraid of dying, and what I 
experienced was real.”
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Chapter Eighteen
“Yes, but then you have a fix 

 for that, don’t you?”

D
onald Wolfe was sitting in an interrogation room at FBI headquarters. 
John and Chris had been talking to him all afternoon and were now 
waiting for Donald’s attorney as demanded by him. Chris looked at 

John and asked, “So, do you think he is telling the truth? That the video just 
showed up at his office with a note to send it to Kerri Quest?”

John nodded and said, “I think this is a red herring that our killer 
wants us to chase. I know we’ve had cases where the killer has been 
close to victims, but this just doesn’t add up.”

“How do you mean?”
“Mr. Wolfe didn’t kill anyone. He has no scar, no motive, and I think 

that he was deeply in love with Ms. Puck. I think the real killer is trying 
to do a piss poor job of framing Mr. Wolfe.”

“So what now?”
“Now? I have spoken to an old friend in New York who went to 

Mr. Quest’s gallery opening last night to check up on him and Mr. 
McGregor.”
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“Who do you know in New York?”
“An NYPD detective named Robert Zelnick. He was a friend of 

Steve Hoffman and is Gail Hoffman’s ex-husband.”
“And just what did he do?”
“Gathered intelligence, Chris. Took some photos of the two men and 

their interaction and reported back to me.”
“So, you think that Quest is our killer?”
John nodded and said, “Yes. Yes I do. I think that he is the one who 

has been baiting us and taunting me.”
“This is a killer who has been killing for a long time. Why the hell 

would he suddenly decide he wants to get on your radar and the radar 
of the Eagle?”

“That is the million-dollar question. Why indeed.”
“What about Mrs. Quest? If he is the murderer, then she’s in 

danger.”
“I don’t think so, at least not at the moment. We planted some seeds 

with her in our visit. My question about scars or other markings also 
struck a chord with her.”

“I didn’t notice anything.”
John laughed and said, “Then you weren’t paying attention, Chris. 

You really have to learn to pay attention. Failure to pay attention can get 
you killed.”

“So, what now?”
“We release Mr. Wolfe to his attorney and go home and get some 

sleep. Things are really going to heat up as soon as McGregor and Quest 
return to LA.”

Chris nodded as the phone in the two-way mirrored room rang.
“Wolfe’s lawyer is here.”
“Name?”
“Maria Martinez.”
“Maria Martinez?” Chris had a baffled look on his face. John told 

them to send her up, and Chris asked, “Is it me or is Ms. Martinez 
starting to pop up like Howard Cohen used to?”
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“It’s not your imagination. Sam told me that Martinez has been 
working to shift her practice away from personal injury and to build a 
client base of the wealthy and powerful.”

“Well, she’s off to a good start with several clients.”
John nodded and said, “You’d think she would have learned from 

the Phoenix case not to get in bed with the corrupt.”
Chris nodded and said, “The thing is, Maria is not corrupt, and she is 

a good lawyer. She might be able to squeeze a client through the narrow 
hole of reasonable doubt, but that’s her job, and there is nothing corrupt 
about that.”

John stared out at Donald sitting in his chair and said, “There’s moral 
guilt and legal guilt. If the state can’t prove its case beyond a reasonable 
doubt, even the guilty go free.”

Chris was staring at John and said, “Yes, but you have a fix for that, 
don’t you?”

“In the talons of the Eagle moral guilt can’t slip through a system 
of laws and technicalities that can fail the victims and their loved ones. 
When the Eagle captures a known and proven predator, the Eagle is 
judge, jury, and executioner. There are no trials, appeals, or grand 
standing. The guilty meet their maker after they have been as adequately 
tortured as is possible.”

“A compelling way to clean up the streets…but there are more bad 
guys than the ones you capture and kill.”

“No truer a statement has been made, Chris. Even as the Eagle hunts, 
there are worse people out there doing horrific things. I’m only one man 
with help from you and Sara and the others, but the reality is even I will 
never stop the brutality of the human animal. I can only take it one case 
at a time.”

Maria knocked on the interrogation room door, and John opened it. 
She looked at John and Chris and asked, “Donald Wolfe? A murderer? 
Really, John?”

“You can take him with you, Maria. You know the drill. Don’t allow 
your client to leave the area until I clear him.”
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“Have you formally charged my client?”
“No.”
“Then he can go anywhere he damn well pleases. I’m not going to 

promote your agenda of violating people’s constitutional rights.”
Chris looked at John and said, “She’s right, you know. The guy does 

have constitutional rights.”
“Well, so did the victim. And since your client was in possession 

of a murder video that he sent on to the media, he is the closest 
suspect we have. Chris, charge Mr. Wolfe with the murder of Rob 
Robinson.” He looked down at his watch and said, “Well, Maria, it’s 
after ten p.m. This takes care of the rights issue. You can come back 
in the morning for the arraignment. Mr. Wolfe will be spending the 
night with us.”

“You can’t do this.”
“Oh, but I can, Maria. Oh, but I can.”
“I will file an injunctive order.”
“You can file anything you like. Our report will be on the ASUSA’s 

desk in the morning. Since one of the victims of this murderer was the 
granddaughter of a chief justice of the ninth circuit, just how well do 
you think you are going to do with stopping this case from moving 
forward?”

“Jesus Christ, John. You don’t have to be such a jerk. My client is 
not going to sit in jail until a hearing. I will get him bonded out.”

“Maybe, but more than likely since he is a possible serial killer he 
will be denied bond in the interest of public safety.”

Chris walked Maria into the interrogation room where Donald was 
informed of the pending charges. He broke down in tears and sobs, and 
Maria tried to comfort him as John looked on through the glass.

Scarlett was sound asleep when her cellphone rang at three a.m. 
Owen’s voice was hollow on the other end of the line. “I’m on my way 
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back to LA. We took off a couple of hours ago. I should be in the office 
around two.”

Scarlett tried to clear the sleep from her eyes and mind and asked, 
“Are you okay, Owen? You sound strange.”

“I’m fine.”
“How did the auction go?”
“Good. Really, really good. Almost every piece sold, so we won’t 

have Quest kicking in our door to get his work back.”
“How did it go with Sebastian?”
“Fine. Once you get to know him, he’s a fun guy to hang out with.”
Scarlett sat up and asked, “Sebastian Quest? The guy you are 

constantly hacking and yelling about over his ‘terrible’ photographs. 
The man who refuses to make public appearances and is a pain in the 
ass is now a good guy?”

“Yes. We finally got some time to really get to know each other one-
on-one, and I really like him.”

“Whatever you say, Owen. I haven’t known you to do an about face 
on someone you dislike.”

“I occasionally make a bad call, Scarlett. I just don’t usually 
acknowledge it publicly, or in our case, privately.”

“Is there anything you need me to do in advance of your arrival back 
in LA?”

“Yeah, tell Rex that I want to meet with him tomorrow afternoon 
at four.”

“Okay…is there any business issue that he should be prepared to 
address?”

“I’ll let him know. Go back to sleep. You have to be up in a few 
hours.”

Scarlett hung up the line and laid back down in bed. She tossed and 
turned for a few minutes and then said in a groggy voice, “You’d think 
he had a life changing experience.”

Owen hung up the line, and Sebastian asked, “Everything good 
in LA?”
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“It’s not LA I’m worried about.”
“What are you worried about?”
“The FBI interviewed my assistant about my whereabouts on the 

night you murdered Puck.”
“Scarlett, right?”
“Yes. The woman you nearly killed at last year’s masquerade ball at 

my home.”
“Oh yeah. She’s one fine piece of ass. I wasn’t going to kill her. I 

just got a little rough with her. Besides, she doesn’t know it was me.”
There were a few moments of silence between the two men, and 

Owen looked down at Sebastian’s gloved hands and asked, “Do you 
wear gloves when you kill?”

“No. It would defeat the purpose of feeling the person I’m dealing 
with. Why?”

“So, do you cover or blur your hands in the videos?” Sebastian looked 
at Owen curiously and shook his head. “Then I can tell you that the FBI 
and Sheriff are looking for your hands, pal. That scar is very distinctive. 
No different than a tattoo. If my memory serves me correctly, Scarlett 
remembered you as a masked animal who tried to kill her, but she saw 
your scar and would remember you if she saw it again.” Owen could 
see the concern starting to build up in Sebastian’s eyes. The confidence 
he had been exhibiting since their tryst together and their brutalizing of 
Mark began to disappear and was being replaced by a terrified looking 
Sebastian Quest. Shy, skittish, and easily shamed.

“I…I…never thought about the scar.”
Owen nodded and said, “Well, you better be giving it a shit load 

of thought now. I’ve watched the Pastor/Hanson video as well as 
Robinson’s. I haven’t seen Puck’s yet, and want to, but I think your scar 
is right there, front and center, in each one.”

“I have to kill Scarlett…after I completely enjoy myself. You can 
help me. We can make it a threesome.”

“That sounds great to me, but what if she’s already talked? What if 
there is someone out there that you brutalized and left alive? Someone 
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from your more distant past while you were honing your skills. You 
weren’t always killing everyone you had sex with. And you’re married 
to a damn news reporter for God’s sake.”

Sebastian started to tremble and said, “I have to kill Kerri and Julie 
Morgan.”

“Why Morgan?”
“I drugged her at a party at our home about two years ago. She was 

so high on ecstasy and booze I doubt she even remembers the fucking I 
gave her. But I also beat the living shit out of her. She was in the hospital 
for two weeks. Hell, I went with Kerri to visit her in the hospital. The 
police chalked her attack up to a stranger rape, and my DNA is probably 
in the database as a John Doe attacker. There are tons of rape kits that 
the LAPD and Sheriff’s Department haven’t processed, so I may not be 
there yet, but sooner or later I will be.”

“Yes, but they don’t have an ID on the person, so they could have all 
the semen they want with your DNA in it, and it won’t tie back to you.”

Sebastian nodded and said, “True, true.”
There was a bit of turbulence, and Sebastian jumped. Owen 

laughed and said, “I’m glad you ditched the private jet I leased for 
you and took the ride with me. We could join the mile-high club. I’ve 
done a lot of women on my planes, but I have never done what we did 
in the city.”

Sebastian nodded and looked around the spacious plane and said, “I 
can’t believe you own a 757.”

“It’s one of seven in my fleet. I use this when I’m doing cross country 
or international travel because it’s set up like my home right down to 
the bedding in my private bedroom. It allows me all the comforts of 
home.” Owen’s flight attendants had made a fuss over Sebastian. They 
knew who he was, and several loved his work. Owen smiled and said, 
“We’re at cruising altitude. What’s say we grab a couple of the girls and 
get naked.”

“Do they work for you?”
“Of course. They’re all call girls.”
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“If you want sex with me, we do it alone. I don’t think you want 
them knowing that you take it and give it up the ass.”

Owen nodded. “That’s true. You and I will fool around and then 
after breakfast we’ll take the girls.” He paused and looked at Sebastian 
and said, “You can’t hurt these women, though. They’re very, very 
important to me. Only sex. They’ll take it any way you want to give 
it, and two of them like it rough, but no whips or bondage shit, okay?” 
Sebastian nodded. He stared out the window with a look of concern that 
was quickly washed away by a few glasses of Champagne.
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Chapter Nineteen
“Then take me before we go to work.”

“I 
stayed for the whole show and even shook hands with Mr. 
McGregor and Mr. Quest, John, but I didn’t see anything out 
of the ordinary.” Robert Zelnick had his cellphone to his ear. It 

was six a.m. in New York; three a.m. in LA.
John was sitting on his deck in the darkness and asked, “You got a 

look at Quest’s hands?”
“No. He was wearing a pair of white gloves.”
“Why would he be wearing gloves?”
“He was handling a lot of art. All of those involved with the show 

were wearing the same white gloves as they handled artwork and other 
things. Even the manager of the gallery, Mark Granger, who is a well-
known gay activist and a long-time manager of the gallery.” John 
thanked Robert and asked him to call if anything new developed, then 
he hung up and went back to bed.
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Maria was tossing and turning and talking in her sleep to the point 
that it woke Sam. She reached out her hand and placed it on Maria’s 
breast, and she settled. Sam was drifting back to sleep when Maria 
asked, “How the hell do you put up with Swenson?”

“What are you talking about?”
“I used to think that John was a good guy, but he can be a dick.” 

Sam sat up in bed and flipped on a lamp and asked what happened. 
Maria rolled onto her stomach. She was nude and half covered with a 
sheet and said, “He arrested my client Donald Wolfe for the murder of 
Hydee Puck.”

Sam shook her head and said, “He did what?”
“He arrested my client for Puck’s murder!”
Sam got out of bed and went to the bathroom. “Does your client 

have any marks or scars on his hands?”
“Not that I know of. What the hell does that have to do with anything?”
“Our killer has a large scar on his right hand running up from his 

thumb.”
“Donald has nothing like that on his hands.”
“Are you sure?”
“Hell, yes, I’m sure. I dated him for a little while a little over a year 

ago. I know every inch of his body, and he doesn’t have any scars on 
his hands or anywhere else for that matter.” Sam reemerged from the 
bathroom and went out onto the patio and lit a cigarette. “I thought you 
were going to quit?”

“I’m working on it. I can’t just stop. I’m cutting back. This is the 
first one I’ve had since last night. If your guy doesn’t have any markings 
that John’s looking for, what did you do to piss him off?”

“My job. I was trying to protect my client’s rights.”
Sam shook her head while blowing smoke into the night air and said, 

“Well, you pissed him off, and I’m sure that he will drop the charges in 
the morning. He just wants to teach you a lesson.”

“That’s not how the law works, Sam. John and Chris can’t just 
trample on the constitutional rights of a citizen to teach me a lesson.”
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Sam took a deep drag off her cigarette and said, “John can do 
anything he damn well pleases if it means catching a killer. You’re 
dealing with powers you don’t understand, Maria. John is a good cop, 
so is Chris, but if John feels he has a lead or that he is being disrespected, 
then there will be fireworks.”

Maria sat down on a chair and said, “So my client is sitting in jail to 
punish me?”

Sam stubbed out the cigarette and said, “I don’t know what 
transpired between you and John, but I’ll call him in the morning. 
You have no idea the stress we are all under with this Selfie murderer 
out there. It’s a mess, and it’s only going to get worse if we don’t 
find him.”

Maria took a deep breath and said, “He was getting ready to release 
Donald when I got in his face.”

Sam leaned down and kissed her on the head and said, “I know 
sometimes you feel like the FBI and police are the enemy, and in some 
cases they are. But not where John is concerned. He loses a lot of sleep 
trying to protect the citizens of Los Angeles and save lives. He is the 
kind of man who gives respect and expects it in return.”

Maria stood up, and the two got back into bed. Maria was leaning 
against the headboard and said, “I guess I understand with all of this shit 
and the Iron Eagle to try and deal with.”

“Yes, and the hunt for the Eagle has taken a back seat over the past 
several years, and all of us look like incompetent asses while the Eagle 
solves crime after crime. All we can do is unravel the history of those 
he has killed, so we can understand what tragedy the Eagle might have 
averted, the lives he might have saved, and in many cases the lives that 
were lost.”

“Kevin Bartlett?”
“And so much more. Bartlett’s murder sent a shudder through us all, 

no one more so than Jim, Cindy, and Barbara. And don’t forget Barbara 
is sick unto death, and that is on everyone’s mind, too.”

“I owe John an apology.”
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“Save it. I’ll speak to him in the morning, now go to sleep. It’s going 
to be another long day today.”

It was ten after six, and Barbara was sitting in a lounge chair 
sipping a cup of coffee. Jim woke up to an empty bed and called out 
to Barbara, who called back, “I’m on the patio, Jimmy. I made a fresh 
pot of coffee.”

He stood and stretched then poured himself a cup and sat next to 
Barbara on the deck. “How are you feeling?”

“Better. Sara literally saved my life yesterday, Jimmy. I’m sore, and 
my stomach is still a little iffy from the chemo, but I’m doing okay.”

Jim sipped his coffee and asked, “So, now that you think you’ve 
seen the other side you’re not afraid of death?”

“I have no idea what the hell I experienced. The more I think about 
it the more I think it was just a hallucination. I have no idea if there is 
anything on the other side, and there is no sense in worrying about it. 
We’re all headed there.” Jim nodded, lighting two cigarettes and giving 
one to Barbara.

“It’s the truth. There’s no sense in worrying about death. Life is 
enough to deal with. Sara made a terrific discovery, and it looks like 
we’re going to have more time.”

Barbara laughed. “Hell, Jimmy, we could be shortening my  
time with the chemo. Who really knows? I’m doing this to make 
everyone feel better. I doubt that it’s going to do me an ounce of 
good.”

“Don’t fuckin’ do this to make people feel better, Barb. Either do it 
for you or don’t fuckin’ do it at all.”

Barbara stubbed out the cigarette and said, “I have seven more 
treatments, if I live that long. I have nothing to lose by trying, so I will 
keep going. If I live longer, I live longer; if I don’t, I don’t, but at least I 
won’t regret not giving it my all.”
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Jim nodded and said, “You always give everything your all, Barb. 
That’s one of the things that I love most about you. I just want you to be 
out of pain and happy.”

Barbara leaned over and kissed him on the lips and said, “Then take 
me before we go to work.”

Scarlett was awakened at six thirty by a soft touch on her shoulder. 
She didn’t move and said, “I thought you weren’t going to be back in 
LA until late this afternoon.”

Sebastian pulled into the garage and walked quietly through the 
house and into the master bedroom. It was just after seven, and the 
bed was made and looked as if it had not been slept in. He pulled his 
cellphone out and called Kerri but got voicemail. He put his bag down 
and went to the bathroom then took his bag to his studio and started 
putting away his toys and tools.

“So, tell me, Sebastian…what do you do in this room? Why do you 
have all of these instruments of torture?”

Sebastian didn’t turn around. He just looked up at the ceiling and 
took a deep breath and said, “Your nose for news just got you killed, 
Kerri.”

“No, no, it has not, but it is going to get you captured, you sick piece 
of shit.” Kerri was dressed in running clothes and bolted out of the room 
through a side door of the house and down the steps to the yard below. 
Sebastian grabbed a knife and a stun gun and took off after her. Kerri 
was dialing her cellphone as she ran and looked back to see Sebastian 
running full speed behind her. She turned quickly onto the running trail 
that led to the beach and zigzagged between rocks as Sebastian kept pace 
with her. The phone she was calling rang, and she heard, “Swenson.”
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“Agent…Swenson…it’s…”
John was holding his phone to his ear as the line went dead.

The dismembered remains of Mark Granger were found by four 
joggers in Central Park. His body had been quartered and a gut pile 
left near the Tavern on the Green. Robert Zelnick along with others 
in his homicide division of the NYPD were called in to investigate 
the murder. The brutality of Granger’s murder sent shock waves 
through the city. Robert contacted Owen to tell him of Mark’s 
murder, and Owen played it cool, saying, “Oh my God! Who would 
do such a thing?”

“I don’t know, Mr. McGregor. We don’t know exactly how Mr. 
Granger was murdered, and his head is missing. You were with Mr. 
Granger last night at your gallery, correct?”

“Yes. Mark has worked for me pretty much from the start. I can’t 
imagine who would want to hurt him. He was loved by so many in the 
community and was a well-respected gallery curator. Do you need me 
to come back to New York?”

“Not at this time, sir, but please make yourself available should we 
have further questions.”

“Of course, of course. I’m sickened by all of this.” Owen hung up 
the phone and looked over at Scarlett lying on her bed and said, “Mark 
Granger has been murdered.”

“I’m sorry. Based on what I heard from you, it sounds like it was a 
gruesome death.”

“It was.”
Scarlett got up and asked, “Are we going into the office, or are you 

going to hide out here in my condo and in me?”
“Shower. We have some business to take care of at the office, and 

then I will take you out for lunch.” Scarlett left the room, and Owen 
called Sebastian’s cellphone but got voicemail. “When you get this 
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message, call me. I just got off the phone with the NYPD. Mark’s 
remains have been found, and they had questions. I’m sure they are 
going to want to talk to you since it was your show, and you were 
with Mark as well.” Owen hung up the line and went in to shower 
with Scarlett.
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Chapter Twenty
“He’s going to get to me sooner or later.”

K
erri Quest found a cluster of rocks near the water’s edge and 
was huddled down in a crevice as she heard Sebastian calling 
out to her. “Kerri…you don’t want to piss me off. If you come 

out, we can go back to the house, and I will explain all of this to 
you. It is not what it looks like. That is my studio slash playroom. 
You hate BDSM, and I enjoy it, so I have a few women who come 
to the house a few times a week, and we role play.” Kerri remained 
between the rocks near the water’s edge as Sebastian’s voice began 
to trail off down the beach. As he got further and further away, she 
moved slowly back up onto the rocks and then ran in a dead heat 
back to the house. She had made it back to the trail when she heard 
Sebastian off in the distance, “I see you, Kerri. Where do you think 
you’re going?”
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It was nine thirty, and John had traced the disconnected call back to 
Kerri Quest’s cellphone. He grabbed a gym bag and supplies and left for 
their home in Rancho Palos Verdes. He called Chris and asked him to 
check in with the agents who were guarding Ms. Manson.

“There are no agents on Ms. Manson, John. You sent them out to 
watch her at work, but we didn’t order a detail for her. She’s been alone 
since she left the office last night.”

John was driving down the 10 Freeway, and he pounded on the 
steering wheel and said, “For crying out loud, Chris. Who dropped the 
damn ball? That wasn’t a temporary order. McGregor is supposed to be 
back this afternoon. I received a call from Robert Zelnick a few minutes 
ago. The manager of McGregor’s gallery where Quest and McGregor 
had their show last night has been found murdered and butchered in 
Central Park. His body was quartered and left around the park, but his 
head is missing.”

“Do you think that Quest or McGregor had anything to do with 
that?”

“The thought has crossed my mind. I want you to grab McGregor 
and bring him to the lair.”

“John, that seems very, very risky. You have no idea that he has 
done anything wrong. If you have me grab him and it turns out he is an 
innocent, the Eagle has to let him go, and then you are going to have a 
mess on your hands.”

“McGregor is far from innocent. I don’t have all the pieces to the 
puzzle, but one thing is certain. If he’s not our killer, he knows who the 
killer is. I just received a call on my cellphone from Kerri Quest.”

“What did she want?”
“That’s a great question. She spoke for about five seconds, and her 

line went dead. From her tone and breathing she was terrified, and she 
was running.”

“Is Sebastian back in town?”
“I don’t know, but I’m on my way to her home to check on her. I 

have a bad feeling.”
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“Okay. I will go to McGregor’s office and wait for him and then 
work out a plan to snatch him.” John hung up the line as he headed for 
the Quest’s home.

Maria’s cellphone rang as she was driving downtown to the federal 
court house. It was Donald. She asked, “Where are you?”

“I just got home. The FBI released me at six a.m. without explanation. 
I just showered and shaved, and I’m going to head into my office. What 
the hell did you do to get me released?”

“I didn’t do anything, but I have a pretty good idea who did.”
“Do you want to let me in on this, or is it a secret?”
“You’re free, right?”
“Yes.”
“Then be happy. Don’t go anywhere or plan any trips, though. This 

might be the calm before a major shit storm.”
“I don’t understand. I lost Hydee, now I’m a suspect in another 

death. I have done nothing wrong.”
“Yeah, well, that doesn’t seem to matter much. The FBI is on a witch 

hunt, and I fear that there are greater powers that are pulling the strings 
in this case.” She hung up the phone and called Sam and asked, “How 
did you get John to release Donald?”

“I didn’t. Mr. Wolfe has been released?”
“Yes. He’s home. He just called me and said that he was released 

with no explanation.”
“Who knows? Maybe John came to his senses.” She laughed and 

said, “Actually, that’s not how this works. Does Donald have friends in 
high places?”

“Only in business, not in police work or politics that I know of.”
Sam was sitting at her desk and said, “Whatever it is, look at it as 

a stroke of good fortune. However, I would advise your client to stick 
around.”
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“I’m way ahead of you. I told him this could be the calm before the 
storm and to stay put.”

“That’s the advice I would give. I’ll see if Jim knows anything.” She 
hung up the line and walked into Jim’s office and asked if he’d spoken 
to John. Jim shook his head, and Sam asked, “How is Barbara doing?”

“All things considered, good. She went to work today, even 
though Sara ordered her not to. Her attitude has changed a lot in 
twenty-four hours.”

“How so?”
“She had an experience that she can’t explain. She was alive then 

dead then alive again. She’s had a strange couple of days.”
“Haven’t we all?”
Jim looked at her and said, “It’s going to get stranger before it gets 

better.”
“What makes you say that?”
“Call it a hunch.”

Sebastian got back to the house and ran straight for the garage. 
Kerri’s car was still there, and he ran down the hallways of the massive 
home looking in room after room to no avail.

Kerri was hiding in the wine cellar under the kitchen. At fifty-six 
degrees, it was cool but her running gear was keeping her warm. She 
looked down at her lifeless cellphone, and outside of a few wine casks 
there was nowhere she could hide. “He’s going to get to me sooner or 
later,” she said to herself. She looked around the two thousand bottle 
cellar and grabbed a magnum. “Well, this went to shit in ‘03, so batter 
up.” She held the bottle by the neck and pressed her body hard against 
the racking at the entrance to the cellar. The lights were off, but she could 
see through the glass window in the door. She watched as Sebastian 
entered the kitchen. He had a knife in one hand and a gun in the other. 
She shivered at the sight of him moving slowly and deliberately in the 
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direction of the cellar. He reached out and took the cellar door handle, but 
then jerked his head back toward the main entrance and in a fraction of an 
instant went running out of the kitchen. Kerri could see his reflection in 
the glass and stainless steel of the kitchen and the entryway mirrors. He 
was moving quickly and she waited to see if he would return to the cellar. 
She had a tight grip on the bottle and watched as Sebastian disappeared.

John had pulled up in front of the palatial estate and walked right 
up to the front door. He rang the doorbell, but there was no answer. 
The doors were made of decorative glass, and the house was well lit 
by the sunlight coming into the windows of the house that sat on a 
bluff overlooking the Pacific Ocean. He rang the bell again then saw a 
shadow pass the glass quickly, moving away from the front door. John 
watched the shadowed figure disappear, and the house remained still. 
He called out, “FBI,” but no one responded. He put his gloved hand on 
the door knob, and it turned, so he pulled his service weapon and opened 
the door and identified himself to no response. He moved cautiously 
through the house. The entire second story was steel and glass and had 
an open walkway that looked down on the main living room where he 
was. He looked around and then pressed himself against a wall and 
moved into a hallway and saw the kitchen. John had his weapon raised 
in both hands, and he moved into the kitchen then trained the gun on a 
large but empty room.

Kerri had been watching but didn’t dare step out of the cellar. She 
had watched Sebastian disappear and then a few minutes later another 
larger shadow appeared in the reflections off the kitchen appliances and 
glass. She readied the bottle in her hands when she saw John enter the 
kitchen. She bolted out of the cellar and ran straight for John, screaming, 
“He’s trying to kill me. He’s trying to kill me.”

John pulled her down to the floor behind an island counter in the 
kitchen and asked, “Who is trying to kill you?”
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“Sebastian. He’s insane. He’s the Selfie Killer.”
 “And how do you know this?”
Kerri was shaking violently and said, “You asked if my husband had 

any scars, and I didn’t tell you the truth. He has a large scar on his right 
hand running up from his thumb to near his wrist.”

“I need you to focus, Mrs. Quest. This is a very, very large home. 
Where could he hide?”

“His studio. I was in there when he came home this morning. I saw 
what’s in there. When he saw me and I confronted him, he grabbed a 
gun and a knife and chased me out of the house. I was trying to call you, 
but my cellphone lost its signal.”

“Where is Sebastian’s studio?”
“On the other side of the house.”
“Stay behind me.” John began to move along the walls of the 

kitchen, and Kerri told him that there was a back door that led to a hall 
and Sebastian’s studio. She pointed it out, and he slowly moved along 
the wall with her by his side.

She pointed to a lighted doorway and said, “That’s the studio.”
“Stay right here.” John moved down the hall to the doorway and 

then entered the room. There was silence, and he said, “Mrs. Quest, 
where could your husband have run to?”

She walked into the studio, and John was looking around at the steel 
bed and the closet of torture devices. “I can’t believe this, John. It just 
doesn’t seem real. Sebastian is the gentlest man I know.”

“There’s nothing gentle about the contents of this closet, Mrs. Quest. 
Why didn’t you tell us about his scar when we interviewed you?”

“I didn’t think that it was relevant at the time. You didn’t ask for 
specifics, and I didn’t for an instant think that Sebastian could be the 
person that you were looking for.”

There was an office off the studio, and John looked at the masks 
hanging on the walls and then at the bed. There was photo and video 
equipment everywhere. “Well,” John said, “I’ve seen this room in one 
of the killer’s videos.”
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Kerri put her hand over her mouth and asked, “What killing?”
“Rob Robertson. He was brutalized and murdered here.”
“That was the video on the flash drive that was delivered to me?”
John nodded and said, “Had you watched more, you would have 

seen your husband’s hands, and you would have known right away 
that it was him…and so would we.” John called for backup. He found 
several flash drives on the desk, and he pulled an evidence bag from his 
coat pocket and put them in it.

Kerri looked around the whole room and said, “I had no idea, John. 
I had no idea.”

John nodded and said, “That’s the case most of the time. The ones 
closest to us can be the most dangerous. I expect that he had plans to kill 
you after returning from New York. The manager of the art gallery in 
New York was found murdered this morning.”

“Mark Granger?” John nodded. “Not Mark. He was so sweet.”
“Well, he’s dead, Mrs. Quest, and it was most likely your husband 

who murdered him. Outside of this studio, does your husband have any 
other places he could hide?”

“No. He was a total homebody. This is where he spent his days. 
He would have his models come to him. Only on rare occasions did he 
venture out of the house, and that was time alone when he was taking 
nature pictures.”

“The couple that you found murdered on the beach just below 
your home…”

“Yes.”
“Where was your husband the night of the murders?”
“I have no idea, John. I was working late at the studio. I didn’t get 

home until after three a.m.”
“Was your husband here?”
“He wasn’t in bed.”
“Was he in here?”
“I don’t know. Sebastian keeps odd hours, like most artists and 

writers. This room has always been off limits to me. In all honesty, today 
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is the first time that I have been in the room. I have gotten glimpses of 
his studio, and I have asked him about elements of the room like the 
masks. But I was instructed even before we married that I was NEVER 
to go into his studio under any circumstances.”

“And that didn’t make you curious?”
Kerri shook her head and said, “It was just one of those artist quirks. 

He had his; I have mine. We respected each other’s space.” Sirens could 
be heard off in the distance, and John walked Kerri to the front door as 
the FBI and Sheriff’s Department descended on the house. Sebastian’s 
high speed electric car was gone, and John put out an APB for the vehicle 
as Sam and Jim showed up on scene.

Jim had made his way to John and Kerri and asked, “So, what do 
we have?”

John said, “We have the Selfie Killer, Jim, now we need to find him 
before he claims another victim.”

Sam took Kerri over to her car and sat her down and started to talk 
to her. John and Jim stood near the front door, and Jim asked, “Now 
that we know who the twisted fuck is it shouldn’t take too long to 
catch him.”

“I’m not so sure about that. This guy is meticulous. He’s been raping 
and murdering men and women in this house under his wife’s nose for 
years. She was clueless, and the world sees Mr. Quest as a gentle giant 
in the art world.”

“So, you think he is still a danger?”
John nodded and said, “Not only is he still a danger, I think he is 

even more dangerous, and there are still a lot of lives on the line.”
Jim took a cigarette out of his top left pocket, lit it, and asked while 

snapping his Zippo shut, “So…what now?”
“We start a man hunt on two fronts. One official and one by the 

Eagle.”
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Chapter Twenty-One
“Yes, I’m sure! Son of bitch!  

It’s Sebastian Quest.”

S
carlett was standing next to Owen as he berated his legal team. 
They’d done nothing wrong; Owen was just in a mood. After he 
stormed out of the conference room with Scarlett on his heels, she 

asked, “What’s going on, Owen? Those people did everything right. 
Your deal is closed. You made more money in two days than you have 
made the entire time you have run this company, and they are to be 
credited for it.” Owen turned and slapped her hard across the face.

“You will speak when spoken to. I don’t need your shit, you little 
slut. Now, get the fuck back to your desk and pretend to work.” Scarlett 
skulked out of the office, and Owen slammed the door as his office 
phone rang.

Sebastian’s voice was cool and monotone. “Agent Swenson knows 
who the Selfie Killer is.”

Owen’s mouth fell open, and he asked, “How could he possibly 
know.”
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“I don’t know what brought him to my home this morning. I got 
home, and Kerri was sitting in my playroom. She knew my secret, or at 
least I think she knows. I couldn’t take any chances, so I went after her, 
but she got away. As I was hunting for her, Swenson showed up at the 
front door, and I bolted.”

“You know you can’t run from them. They will catch you.”
“Not if I hide. I’m at a safe location that not even Kerri knows about.”
“And where is that?”
“I can’t tell you, Owen. If they grab you, you will give me up. You 

need to deal with Scarlett.”
“Jesus, Sebastian! I’m not a killer.”
“You better become one and fast because that bitch knows I’m the 

killer, and she is going to talk if she hasn’t already, and it isn’t that she 
could ID me, that’s moot. She could ID you as knowing me, and that 
makes you an accessory to murder.”

“What about Kerri and Julie?”
“I’m going to grab Julie before she gets to the station. She runs on 

a jogging path in Griffith Park every morning. This is her time of day. 
I had to change clothes and vehicles. I’m heading up to the hills, and 
I will wait for Julie and grab her. Once I have her, and once you have 
Scarlett secured, call me, and we will coordinate a time to meet, and we 
will take them out together.”

Owen was staring out his office window and said, “I don’t know.”
Sebastian became more animated and said, “You listen to me, 

asshole. You helped me butcher Mark, and you helped me quarter his 
body and place it all over Central Park. His fuckin’ head is in a freezer 
on your jet.”

Owen interrupted and said, “On my jet?”
“Yes. I carried it on with my bags and put it in a deep freezer in one 

of your galleys. Now…when they grab you and start to question you, 
you are going to fold like an origami swan, and they are going to get 
search warrants, and it’s only a matter of time before they search your 
aircraft and find Mark’s head.”
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“You were planning on framing me?”
“I had hoped to, so that you would take the heat, and I could go on 

about my business. But with Swenson now onto me and Kerri out of 
reach, I can only rid myself of Julie. Then, if you’re really smart, once 
the women are dead you will take me to the airport, and I will show you 
where Mark’s head is, and we will get rid of it, and then fly the hell out 
of the country.”

Owen was staring with little emotion on his face and said, “I thought 
what we had was special?”

“It is Owen; it is, and that’s why I want you and me to escape 
together, so we can be a couple.”

“A couple of what?”
“A couple in love. A couple who wants to be together and enjoy 

life.” Owen fell silent, and Sebastian said, “Or you can remain as you 
are and go to prison for the rest of your life or worse.”

Owen’s eyes welled up with tears, and he said, “Call me when you 
have Newman. I can take Scarlett any time. She’s at my will. Do you 
want to tell me where we’re going to go?”

“No. If you get nabbed, it’s best that you know very, very little. 
You don’t have a clue where I am, and that’s how things are going to 
remain until I see a need to change that. Now, I’m off to grab Julie.” 
The line went dead, and Owen sat down in a chair near his window 
and started to cry.

Julie Newman had made her first turn on her run in the hills 
of Griffith Park and was entering a more remote area adjacent to 
a fire road. There was one jogger ahead of her and no one behind 
her. There was a blind turn and as she ran into it the jogger ahead 
of her was gone. She stopped and put her hands on her knees and 
looked around. She was just starting off again when she spotted a 
large amount of blood and a pair of legs in some deep brush. She 
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was about to scream when she was grabbed from behind. Sebastian 
had been stalking her the whole time he was talking to Owen. He had 
struck her with the blunt end of his knife knocking her out. He had a 
small car parked off the trail with the trunk open, and in a matter of 
seconds he had her in the trunk and was headed back to the freeway 
and to his hiding place.

Jessica and Jade had finished the reports on the Robinson autopsy 
and were getting ready to leave for lunch when they received a call for a 
crime scene in Griffith Park. Jessica asked, “Can’t anyone else take this 
one? I don’t know about you, but I could use a break.”

Jade nodded and called in several of her people and sent them 
out to the scene. She said, “Lunch. It’s two. Let’s get some lunch.” 
Jessica nodded, and the two left the office and walked over to a small 
Vietnamese restaurant for food. They were seated and sipping a couple 
of Cokes when a news bulletin came over on their cellphones. The two 
were on law enforcement’s reporting systems, and it was an APB for 
Quest’s car. At first they looked at their devices but said nothing, then 
a photo of Sebastian Quest came over, and Jessica’s face lost all color. 
Jade asked, “Are you okay?”

“No. This is the guy.”
“What guy?”
“The guy who brutalized me years ago. He’s the one with the scar 

on his right hand.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, I’m sure. Son of bitch! It’s Sebastian Quest.”
Jade had a confused look on her face and asked, “Have you seen him 

since the attack?”
“No, but I know his wife Kerri. We became friends after the murder 

of her bosses at the LA Today show a few years back.”
“That lesbian power couple?”
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“Yeah. I can’t for the life of me remember their names.”
“Hillary Sums and Terry Brady.”
Jessica nodded and said, “You have a hell of a memory.”
“Yes and no…I did their autopsies. I also knew Terry.”
“A love interest?”
“For a very short time. She and Hilary had broken up, and it was 

after the fires. We dated for a few months and then she made up with 
Hillary, and they got back together.”

Jessica said, “That whole Holden case seems like a lifetime ago. 
My friend Ally ended up a victim, and I ended up in Jim’s arms for 
protection, and my life was forever changed. As for this Quest guy, he 
was single, and he was always on the prowl for girls to shoot nudes of.”

“Pornography?”
“It didn’t start out that way, but in the end that’s what it became. 

He wanted young girls, and the streets provided. That’s how I ended up 
meeting him. He had taken in a couple of girls after the preacher man 
died, and he was using them for sex and photos. Then he changed it up 
and started shooting video and before they knew it they were internet 
sensations. He was also paying them well.”

Jade looked at the photo and said, “He’s a very handsome man.”
“He was a stud. Short, muscular, and hung. He would have been 

a catch for any woman and eventually he settled down with Kerri. 
He hung up the porno gig and went straight with his films and 
photography.”

Jade asked, “If you knew this was the guy, why all of the shit?”
“I didn’t know it was him. The photo jogged my memory. The scar 

on his hand was fresh when I got in with him. I remember asking about 
it, and he told me he accidentally cut himself with a knife.”

“Did you do porn?”
“Yes. It paid well, and I worked with mostly girls. He liked girl on 

girl porn as did the people who were subscribing to his site. He made us 
all fill out federal paperwork that we were over eighteen, in compliance 
with Federal Law Title 18.”
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“But none of you were over eighteen, were you?”
“One or two girls were, but the bulk of us were well under that age. 

But then a lot of the girls that were thirteen or fourteen matured young 
and were using their ‘assets’ to their advantage.”

“So, what happened between you and Quest?”
Jessica sat back and took a bite of her food and said, “Sebastian 

asked me if I would be willing to do a BDSM scene. I didn’t know 
much about the lifestyle at the time, but he offered me two grand to do 
the scene, and I jumped at it. He both filmed the scene as well as did 
all of the acting. When the video was released, his face was blurred 
out; my face was not, and that two grand wasn’t worth the suffering 
me and a few other girls went through for three days.”

“And he shot this type of violence in a motel?”
“No…he had a place in Topanga at the very end of Amy Way.”
“Amy Way? How the hell do you remember that?”
“One of the girls that I did scenes with was named Amy. I remember 

one night he was taking us back to the motel, and Amy said, ‘Someday, 
I’m going to be married to Sebastian.’ I asked her how that was gonna 
happen, and she said, ‘Because the street that Sebastian lives on is Amy 
Way…I will live in a home on a street named after me.’”

Jade asked, “Obviously that didn’t happen.”
“No, it didn’t. It might have, but she was murdered by a john two 

weeks later, and her body was stuffed in a suitcase and then thrown off 
of the top of Malibu Canyon Road.”

“Oh my God.”
“Yeah. It was a really brutal murder. I remember the motel room was 

covered in blood, and the cops were there and the coroner. No one knew 
at the time that it was Amy who had been brutalized and murdered. We 
answered everyone’s questions and then went back to work. They ended 
up catching the guy who murdered her and found a bunch of pictures of 
several girls he had murdered, including Amy, but he never would tell 
where the bodies were.”

“So, how was she found?”
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“By accident, literally. A car went over the side at the steepest point 
on the road. When the Sheriff was recovering the car and the two dead 
teenagers in it, they found the suitcase. As the story goes, they thought 
it was luggage from the teens that died in the crash until they opened it 
and found Amy’s body. They were able to connect the guy to her murder 
using DNA, and they were able to match Amy with the photographs as 
well as DNA.”

“I’m sorry, Jessica.”
“Why? It wasn’t me who was murdered. Anyway, that’s how I 

remember where Sebastian lived. I don’t know if he still has the house 
or if he lives there.”

Jade finished her lunch and said, “No matter. You need to tell John 
about this right away.”

Jessica nodded and said, “Let’s finish lunch first. If I know John, he 
will want me to take him to the house, and then I’ll never get to eat.”

Chris arrived at Owen’s building a little after one. He parked across 
the street and waited for Owen to leave the building. He knew that he 
was there as he had hacked into Owen’s Mercedes car code and had his 
GPS on his tablet screen. He looked across the street at Owen’s building 
and said, “I hope to hell you’re right, John. If I grab an innocent man, it 
could be both of our downfalls.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
“Oh, if you only knew just how true  

a statement you just made.”

S
ebastian carried Julie into the house on Amy Way and threw her 
on a bed facedown, stripped her, and tied her to the bed posts at 
the ankles and wrists. He ran his hands up and down her body 

and pulled her buttocks apart and smelled it and smiled. Sebastian 
went into the living room and poured himself a glass of wine and sat 
down on the deck of the house that looked out over the Santa Monica 
Mountains. He had his feet up when he heard the doorbell. He checked 
his security camera to see two young men standing at the door. One 
was Latino and the other black, and he watched as the two men looked 
around the front of the house and rang the bell again. Sebastian pulled 
a shotgun from an open case in the living room and loaded it with 
buckshot.

“Yo, man. There’s no one here. This place is so far off da damn road 
ain’t no one gonna know we’s hold up here.” Hector Amos was talking 
softly to Rodney Washington, who was looking in the windows.
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Rodney said, “I don’t see nobody, man, but shit…if we bust in and 
they’s someone here…we be fucked.”

“Not if we gets the jump on dem.” Hector grabbed a piece of firewood 
that was in a rack near the front door and broke a small window. He 
reached his hand in and felt for the deadbolt lock and pulled his hand out 
and said, “Fucker’s double keyed, man.”

“You ain’t no little bitch. Kick it in.”
“What if they’s got an alarm?”
“Probably woulda went off when ya broke da glass, dumb ass.” 

Hector left the porch and walked around the house. The brush around it 
was dense, but he managed to make his way to the back deck and saw 
that the sliding door was ajar. He ran back around and told Rodney, and 
the two made their way to the back of the house and then in through the 
sliding glass door.

When they entered the living room, Rodney said, “Oh, shit, man. 
Dis a nice crib.”

Hector nodded and said, “Let’s check the rest of the place out.” He 
pulled a hand gun from his waist band as did Rodney, and the two teens 
walked through the house. They got back to the bedroom where Julie 
was tied to the bed, and Hector said, “Yo, man. They servin’ up white 
bitches as a treat?”

Rodney looked at Julie, who was still unconscious, and said, 
“No. I think we’re creepin’ in a bad place, man.” Hector moved to 
touch Julie when they both heard the cock of the shotgun and saw 
Sebastian appear from a corner room. The two teens held their guns 
up, and Sebastian didn’t say a word. He pulled the trigger, sending 
Hector flying into the wall from the force of the blast. Rodney raised 
his hands and said, “They just BB guns, man.” Sebastian pulled the 
trigger, striking Rodney in the right shoulder and sending him into 
the wall as well.

The concussion from the shotgun roused Julie, who was struggling 
against her restraints and screaming. “What the fuck is going on? Where 
am I? What’s happening?”



168 • Chapter Twenty-Two

Sebastian laughed and said, “All good questions, Ms. Newman. Right 
now, I have two uninvited guests that I need to deal with.” Rodney’s 
right arm was badly damaged, and there was blood on the wall where 
the two men had hit it. Hector was on the floor, bleeding from a shot 
that struck him in the right leg. Sebastian grabbed their weapons and 
put them in the master bathroom where he had been hiding. He ordered 
both men face down on the floor then zip tied their hands and feet. He 
checked out their wounds and said, “The good news is you won’t die as 
a result of the gun shots.”

Hector was face down next to Rodney and said, “Oh, man. Did we 
pick the wrong mother fuckin’ house.”

Sebastian laughed and said, “Oh, if you only knew just how true a 
statement you just made.”

Kerri Quest was seated in John’s office as he questioned her about 
everything she knew about Sebastian. They had been talking for several 
hours, and John sat back in his chair and said, “For a woman who has 
been married to a man for several years, you know little to nothing about 
your husband.”

“He has always been a private person, even with me. I knew that 
going into a relationship with him. We have a prenuptial agreement. All 
of his holdings are in trust. He owns the house in Rancho Palos Verdes 
and all of the rights to all of his works.”

“Why would you marry someone so opposite your personality?”
“I fell in love, John. I love or loved Sebastian. The animal that you 

have portrayed him to be is not the man I fell in love with.”
John shook his head and said, “Yes, he is. You just didn’t know he 

was leading a double life, either because you chose not to or you truly 
are that detached from him.”

“I know very little about him. We really did live separate lives, even 
our physical intimacy really dropped off this year.”
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“That didn’t bother you?”
“Of course, it bothered me. At first, I was certain he was having 

an affair with one of his models. I confronted him on it and his way 
of answering my accusations was to invite all of his models over for 
a face to face with me, and every one of them denied any such affair. 
Several were insulted that I would make such an accusation as they 
were themselves happily married. In the end, Sebastian made me look 
like a jealous horse’s ass. I was mortified.”

“So, you didn’t look for other reasons for his loss of interest?”
“John, I’m running one of the most popular news shows in LA. I have 

staff issues. I have budget issues. I have to kiss the asses of television 
executives each and every day, and after Terry and Hillary’s murders my 
job got that much tougher. So, no. I ended it with that, and we just live our 
lives and are intimate when one or the other shows an interest.”

John was about to speak when his cellphone rang. “John, it’s Jessica. 
Sebastian Quest is the killer.”

“That’s not a news flash, Jessica. I am well aware of it.”
“Do you or the Eagle have him?”
“No…he vanished.”
Kerri’s cellphone rang, and John nodded that it was okay to answer. 

She walked to the other side of the office and answered her phone. John 
was watching Kerri’s body language while speaking to Jessica.

“What do you mean you lost him?”
“He took off. We have an APB out for him, but none of us knows 

where he is.”
“Have you checked his house in Topanga?”
“What house?”
“You were right about something jogging my memory. When the 

photo of Quest popped up on my phone, I knew immediately he was the 
person who had hurt me many years ago.”

“And this house in Topanga?”
“It’s where he lives, I think, or he did when I was seeing him. Isn’t 

that where you have been?”
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“No. He owns a mansion in Rancho Palos Verdes with his wife.”
Jessica got quiet and then said, “He’s a monster, John. He must have 

sold the house.
“Do you know where he lived in Topanga?”
“Yes…on the end of Amy Way. There were no houses around him, 

so he could do the sick shit he did to me and the others. There was no 
one to hear the screams.”

“You remember the street he lived on?”
“I do, and I don’t have to explain why. You might want to check it 

out or ask his wife.”
“I will. Don’t you get any wild ideas, Jessica. Leave this to me. Am 

I clear?” She didn’t answer, and he said, “Please don’t get in the middle 
of this, Jess. We have no idea where he is or what he is doing. All I know 
is he’s armed and extremely dangerous.”

Jessica told him fine and hung up. Kerri sat down in front of John 
and said, “That was my station manager letting me know that Julie 
Newman is missing.”

“Rob’s reporter partner?”
“Yes. She was last seen jogging on a trail in Griffith Park late this 

morning. She disappeared, and the body of a young man was found with 
his throat slit in the brush in the area that Julie was last seen.”

“Did your husband ever talk about a home that he lived in in 
Topanga?”

“Yes. It was his parents’ home. They left it to him when they passed. 
However, he sold that house in order to put the down payment on  
our home.”

“Have you ever been to the house?”
“Once when we were dating. It was a beautiful home that backed 

right up to the Santa Monica Mountains. He grew up there and took me 
on some hikes. I mean, he knew the area like the back of his hand. We 
spent a weekend there and hiked all over the place. It was early spring, 
and there were springs and ponds and waterfalls. We camped overnight 
on top of a mountain that overlooked the Pacific Ocean, but you could 
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also see downtown LA. It was quite a weekend. I believe that was the 
last time he was there as well because he had sold the house and was 
moving. Why?”

“Do you remember where it was located?”
“Sure. It was on a dead-end street…um…Amy Way, if my memory 

is correct.”
“I’m taking you into protective custody for the night since we don’t 

know where your husband is, and we know he wants to kill you. You 
aren’t safe.”

“So, I’m going to jail because my husband is a psychotic killer?”
“No. We’ll put you up in a hotel near our offices, and you will have 

around-the-clock protection until your husband has been captured.”
“You have no idea where he is, John, and I can’t live in protective 

custody forever.”
“You’re right, but if he slips past us you could end up in witness 

protection. Right now, I have to focus my energies on locating your 
husband, Kerri, and I can’t do that if I’m worried about you.” He called 
in two agents and gave them instructions. They walked Kerri out of his 
office, and as soon as she was gone he called Chris and asked if he had 
Owen yet.

“No. He hasn’t left his office all day. His car is still parked in the 
garage, and I have called and verified he is in the building.”

“Have you seen Scarlett Manson?”
“She’s been in and out of the office several times. Why?”
“I’m going to have Jim pick her up.”
“Are you out of your mind?”
“Not at all. Something’s going on. Sebastian Quest is our killer, and 

he’s on the run. Quest and McGregor were in New York together, and 
McGregor’s long-time manager was brutally murdered the night before 
those two came back from New York. None of this adds up. I think 
McGregor is in on these killings with Quest or knows about them and is 
keeping it hushed up.”

“It does look bad.”
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“And I have a feeling that McGregor might very well be planning 
to hurt Ms. Manson and not just a beating like he has done in the past.”

“Do you think that Manson knows more than she’s told us?”
“I’m not ruling it out. Let’s pick her up, but I’m not going to have 

her taken to the lair. I’m going to have Jim and Sam hold on to her.”
“Protective custody?”
“Sort of…a little less formal.”
“Okay. You work on your end. Do you want me to call Manson and 

have her leave the building?”
“Yes, but wait until I have Jim lined up, then sit on McGregor, and as 

soon as you can take him bring him to the lair.” Chris agreed and hung up.
John called Jim and asked him to pick up Manson.
“And take her where?”
“It needs to look like an abduction, but it is really protective custody.”
“And just what the fuck am I supposed to do with her?”
“Get Sam on the line.” There was a pause, and Sam’s voice came on 

the line. “I need you and Jim to abduct Scarlett Manson.”
“You want us to do WHAT?”
“I don’t have a lot of time. Sebastian Quest is our killer, and he’s on 

the run. McGregor is dirty and needs to be grabbed, and I don’t want to 
end up with a hostage situation.”

Jim spoke up and asked, “And what is the Eagle going to do?”
“He’s going into Topanga to look for a killer.”
“Where do you want us to put Manson?” Sam asked.
“With Barbara being so sick, I can’t ask Jim to keep her at his place. 

I need you and Maria to give her a safe place to sleep and stay, but just 
overnight.”

Sam was quiet for a few seconds and then said, “Fine. I’ll call Maria 
to let her know we will have an extra for dinner. What if Manson fights 
me and won’t stay?”

“I don’t think you need to worry about that. She’s still with McGregor 
at his office. If you and Jim head out now, I will have Chris get her out 
of the building and set up a place for you to meet and take her.”
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Jim spoke up and said, “I sure as hell hope you know what you’re 
doing, John.”

“I’m flying by the seat of my pants here, Jim. I don’t have anything 
solid, only hunches, and I have no idea what I am going to walk into in 
Topanga.”

“Do you have an address?”
“No, but it’s the only house at the end of Amy Way off Topanga 

Canyon Boulevard.”
“Alright. Get the Manson girl out, so we can grab her, then I will 

back you up in Topanga.”
“I will be there long before you, Jim, but I appreciate the help. Go in 

quiet; don’t draw attention.”
“When am I not quiet? Shit. I never draw attention.”
John sighed and hung up. He called Chris as he was walking out of 

the office. “Call Manson and have her walk along Hope Street. Jim and 
Sam are going to pick her up.”

Judge Robinson was reading a brief in his chambers when his phone 
rang. “Speak!”

“Larry, it’s John.”
“Do you know who murdered Jolene?”
“Yes, Larry, but I don’t have him yet.”
“Who is it?”
“Sebastian Quest.”
“I’m on my way to your house.”
“I’m not there.”
“You will be, and I know you won’t be alone.”
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Chapter Twenty-Three
“This is good stuff, man.  

Really good stuff.”

I
t was just after six p.m., and Hector and Rodney had been repeatedly 
stripped and raped by Sebastian. Julie had not been touched, but 
she could see the men and hear the whimpers and cries as well as 

Sebastian saying, “You feel my cock up your ass, nigger boy? This is 
the fucking you get for the fucking you were going to give me. Your 
little spick friend’s ass is tighter than yours…but, then again, I bet 
you’re no stranger to getting a cock up your ass. Am I right, boy? You 
better get used to it because I’m going to be fucking you both ALL 
NIGHT LONG!”

“Why you doin’ this to us?” asked Rodney.
“Because it pleases me, now you shut your mouth. I will be 

filling it soon enough.” Rodney had tears running down his face, and 
Sebastian pulled out of him and then mounted Hector who screamed. 
“That’s right, you little Mexican thug. You feel that? I’m going to 
pound your ass into ground meat. You’ve loosened up well, too, 



Selfie • 175174 • Chapter Twenty-Three

like your pal over there. I bet you were getting dick, too, when you 
were inside. Right?” Hector’s feet, while zip tied at the ankles, were 
moving up as he tried to resist. Sebastian was pounding away on 
him and asked Rodney, “So, how many times you been to prison?” 
Rodney’s face was swollen, and his right eye was nearly swollen 
shut. He didn’t answer, and Sebastian said, “Answer me, boy, or I 
will put a hurtin’ on you that you won’t believe. My cock will feel 
like a dream.”

“I just got outta county. Hector and me met in jail and hooked up 
outside the hood.”

Sebastian was showing no signs of stopping, but Hector had stopped 
screaming and was groaning with almost a pleasurable tone. Sebastian 
laughed and said, “You see. I knew you’d been getting dick, you little 
spick. You’re liking that now, aren’t you?” Hector didn’t respond. He 
just laid on the floor, his feet now resting as his buttocks moved with 
each pump. “So, what were you two in for?”

“I was in for armed robbery and rape. Hector for rape and 
molestation.”

Sebastian let out a loud laugh and said, “I’m fuckin’ me a pedophile? 
No wonder this little shit isn’t screaming anymore. He’s getting what 
he’s been giving. You like fucking little kids, Hector?” There was no 
response. “Well, I love fuckin’ me a nice piece of Mexican ass, and 
now that I know you’re a pedophile, killing you will be doing society 
a favor.” He looked at Rodney and said, “The same goes for you. You 
like to rape women and hurt them? Tell me. How many women have 
you raped?”

Rodney was staring at Hector’s dazed eyes and said, “I don’t know, 
man. A few dozen. What makes yo better than me or Hector, dog? You 
raping us. And that chick up there…what you want wid her?”

Sebastian rolled off Hector and said, “What makes me better than 
you? I haven’t been caught, bro. I kill for the thrill of it and the power it 
gives me. I have never raped a child, though, that is sick shit. Hector is 
probably here illegally. Am I right?”
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“Hell. I don’t knows, man. He has street creds, and he told me why 
he was in the joint, man. They let us out at the same time. No guys in 
green beat him up and hauled him off, so he straight.”

“He’s far from straight, bro. You get dick in the joint?” Rodney 
looked away as Sebastian laughed and said, “Now, that’s an admission 
of a guy who likes dick if ever I saw one.” Rodney was breathing deeply, 
and Sebastian could tell he was crying. Julie was openly weeping on the 
bed, and Sebastian said, “I had plans only for you this evening, Ms. 
Newman, and then these two animals broke up what was supposed to be 
a private party. Well, we are going to have another guest later.” Sebastian 
asked Rodney, “You take dick, boy?”

“I’s a small guy. I can’t fight off all the niggas in the pen, so, yeah, 
man, I get dick. I’m straight, though. I’m no gay bird.”

“You give dick? Rape weaker inmates?”
“It’s prison, man. You do what you do to survive.”
“You didn’t answer my question. You rape anyone while you 

were inside?”
Rodney took a deep breath and said, “Yeah, man. Okay!”
“Okay?” Sebastian stood up and straddled Rodney then rammed his 

penis into Rodney’s anus. Rodney let out a scream, and Sebastian said, 
“This is good stuff, man. Really good stuff. Oh, and don’t worry Ms. 
Newman, I don’t plan on washing the shit from these two beasts off my 
dick before I fuck you. Who knows. I might even let these ‘boys’ have a 
shot at your little white ass.”

Owen was busy with a report and meeting with his top lawyers, so he 
didn’t notice Scarlett slip out of her office. She got off the elevator and 
proceeded out of the building and then started walking down Hope Street. 
She didn’t know it, but Chris was watching her from across the street. She 
walked a few blocks, then Chris saw a white sedan pull up next to her, and 
she got in. Chris radioed to Sam, “Do you have Ms. Manson?”
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“Yes. I’m taking her to my office.” Chris sat staring at the building, 
waiting for Owen to make his move.

The sun had set over Topanga. There were no street lights, and the 
Eagle had his mask on and was driving with his headlights off using his 
night vision. He parked the Chevy Silverado off the vacant road and 
grabbed a couple of gym bags and began to make his way to Sebastian’s 
house. He had his counter surveillance equipment on and could feel the 
vibrations from the units as they began blocking signals and making 
him invisible to the occupants. There was a bright light near the rear of 
the house and cameras in plain sight. The Eagle had an amplifier in his 
ear, and as he moved he could hear voices. One female, the other male.

“I told you to shut your fuckin’ mouth, bitch.” The Eagle heard a 
slap and the woman cry out. He made his way around to the back of the 
house and through the thick brush that offered both cover and resistance. 
He was also moving carefully in case there were booby traps on the 
grounds. He was able to turn off his night vision and could see into the 
house. It had a full prow on the rear side, and the two-story structure 
was easy to see into with the lights on. He could hear another man’s 
voice speaking in Spanish, and another who was yelling and grunting. 
The Eagle rounded the back of the house and saw Rodney and Hector 
on the floor. Sebastian was nude and on top of Rodney, sodomizing him. 
Rodney’s feet were flailing in the air, and he was screaming as Sebastian 
taunted him with threats of further torture and abuse. Hector was lying 
still on the ground. His eyes were open and in a dead stare. The Eagle 
could see Julie on the bed, nude and spread eagle, and could hear her 
soft cries as well.

When he saw an open sliding glass door, he moved slowly on his 
stomach across the yard. He pulled his tranquilizer gun from its holster 
and moved into the living room next to the bedroom where Sebastian 
was raping the young man. He heard Sebastian say, “You two home 
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invaders weren’t expecting a night like this, were you boys? I got me a 
pedophile and a rapist. How cool is this? I get to enjoy your bodies then 
kill you, ridding the world of two animals. Shit…you’d think I was the 
Iron Eagle.”

Owen had released his employees and bellowed out for Scarlett 
to no response. He walked out of his office and saw that she wasn’t 
at her desk. Ashley James was walking down the hall in his direction, 
and he asked if she’d seen Scarlett, and she replied sarcastically with, 
“What’s wrong, Owen? Did you lose your little slut piece of ass?” Rex 
was standing in his office doorway and heard the exchange but didn’t 
comment.

“I asked if you had seen her. I don’t need your insulting shit.”
“I saw her leave about an hour ago.”
“She left? Where the hell was she going?”
“I didn’t ask. She took a call and then got up and left.”
Owen looked panicky, and Rex asked, “What’s wrong, Owen? You 

look like you’re going to have a stroke?”
Owen ran back into his office and slammed the door. He started 

calling all of Scarlett’s numbers, but all he got was voicemail. He 
stormed out to his car, cursing under his breath, “That fuckin’ cunt better 
be at the condo. Jesus. She better be there.” As he got in his car, he 
called Sebastian.

Sebastian’s phone was on a table behind the two men on the floor. 
He got off Rodney and answered the phone. “What do you want, Owen? 
I’m a bit busy.”

“Scarlett‘s gone!”
“What do you mean GONE?”
“I’m heading to the condo now. I’m sure she left me a message 

somewhere. I was in meetings all afternoon, and I’m sure she didn’t 
want to bother me.”
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Sebastian looked at his three captives and said, “Find the bitch, 
Owen. Fast.” He hung up the line and was preparing to mount Julie 
when a figure in black stepped into the room. Sebastian’s face dropped 
and before he could say anything an iron hand struck him hard in the 
face sending him flying across the room.

The Eagle pointed his gun at Sebastian and said, “Mr. Selfie, I 
presume.”

“Mr. Iron Eagle, I presume?” The Eagle nodded his head as he pulled 
the trigger. The dart struck Sebastian in the chest and as he started to 
slide down the wall he asked, “How did you find me?”

“A lot of detective work, Mr. Quest. I missed you at your home. 
I did, however, get a tour of your play room. Your lovely wife and I 
learned all about your savageness on our self-guided tour.”

Sebastian was going out and said, “It makes no difference. It’s not 
admissible in court. It’s an illegal search.”

“You do know who you’re addressing, right? I am the court. I 
am judge, jury, and executioner, Mr. Quest. ALL of that evidence is 
admissible to me.”

“You got me. These two on the floor are monsters, too. I was going 
to rid the world of them.”

“Don’t worry, Mr. Quest. I will take care of them. You sleep. We’ll 
have a much more in-depth and extremely painful conversation later.” 
As Sebastian slid to the floor, the Eagle quickly zip tied his hands and 
feet and duct taped his mouth.

Julie Newman called out and asked, “Please, please tell me you’re 
here to rescue me?”

“Yes, Ms. Newman. I am here to rescue you. Did any of these 
animals touch you?”

“No. I took a pretty good bump on the head, but I don’t feel like 
anyone was inside me.”

The Eagle released her restraints, and she sat up on the bed. The 
Eagle grabbed a blanket off a rocking chair and handed it to her. Julie 
wrapped up in it and thanked him. She looked down at Rodney and 
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Hector and said, “You two are just as bad as Sebastian, you raping, child 
molesting animals.”

The Eagle looked down at the pleading eyes of the two men and 
asked, “Do you know who I am?” Rodney nodded as did Hector. “Do 
you know what I do to animals like you?”

Rodney said, “It was a misunderstanding. I’s never really raped no 
one. The Mex, he a child rapist. I never touch no child.”

Julie yelled at Rodney and asked, “In what universe did I not hear 
your full confession to that monster? You are all monsters! You all 
deserve to die.”

The Eagle picked Julie up and carried her out to the living room 
and sat her on a couch. “Stay put, please. I have business in the other 
room.” The Eagle disappeared and then emerged with Sebastian over 
his shoulder and walked out of the house. As he walked out, Jim 
walked in.

Julie looked up to see Jim’s frowning face and asked, “Sheriff 
O’Brian, you know who the Eagle is?”

“Yes, and you’re a reporter, Ms. Newman, who was just saved by 
him.” Jim shook his head as he walked into the bedroom where Rodney 
and Hector were laying on the floor. He called out to Julie and asked, 
“Who are these two guys?”

“Rapists and pedophiles who were planning a home invasion from 
what I could gather from their conversation.”

“Well, shit. They’re both gun shot as well. Talk about adding insult 
to fuckin’ injury.” Jim picked up the shotgun that was leaning next to 
the bed and cocked it.

The Eagle walked into the room with Jim and said, “Larry is at the lair.”
“What are you going to do with these animals?”
“I don’t have time to waste with them. They’re both street garbage. 

I pulled their rap sheets; both are rapists, and Hector, the Mexican, was 
released in error by your office. He’s supposed to be on trial for the rape 
and murder of two three-year-old girls. They need to be eliminated, but 
their gunshot wounds aren’t mortal.”
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“Well, I can fix that.” Jim aimed the gun at Hector’s head, and he 
screamed as Jim blew his head off and then did the same to Rodney. 
“There. The Selfie Killer got these two before the Eagle got him.” Jim 
walked back into the living room where Julie was trembling in terror. 
“You didn’t see anything, did you?” Julie shook her head slowly, and 
Jim reached out a gloved hand and said, “Come with me. Let’s get you 
to the hospital and get you checked out.”
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Chapter Twenty-Four
“They’re off the street and can  

never hurt anyone again.”

T
he fog was starting to roll into downtown Los Angeles. Owen pulled 
out of the parking garage, and Chris followed him from a distance 
as he made his way to the 110 Freeway. Chris had hacked his car 

computer and not only did he have Owen’s navigation, he had total 
control over the car, including hearing his conversations. Chris typed 
in a few commands on his tablet and rerouted Owen’s GPS without his 
even noticing.

Owen was too distracted and just drove following the lines and 
dialing both Sebastian and Scarlett’s phones. “Oh, for fuck’s sake, now 
Sebastian isn’t answering his line? What the hell is going on?” The fog 
was starting to get thicker, and his fog lights came on. He didn’t realize 
it, but he had exited the freeway and was headed down a dead-end 
street. He called the Santa Monica Airport and talked to his flight crew. 
“I need you to get the 757 ready for flight.” His top commander asked 
where they were going as he needed to log a flight plan, and Owen told 
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him he would give more instructions when he got to the airport. He had 
just hung up the line when the engine on his car died and stalled in the 
middle of the street. He tried to start it, but it wouldn’t restart, and he 
pressed the emergency call button on the rear view mirror, and a male 
voice came on the line.

“Good evening, Mr. McGregor. How can I help you?”
“My damn car died in the middle of the street. I can’t get it to start, 

and I’m in fog as thick as pea soup.”
“I have your coordinates right here, Mr. McGregor. There’s a parking 

lot twenty yards away from your current location. Let me see if I can 
override the system and get your car running.”

Chris was smiling in his car a half a block back from Owen. He was 
playing with his tablet while he was speaking to Owen. “Okay, Mr. 
McGregor, I think I’ve found the problem. Your catalytic converter 
has gone out. That’s why your car died. I am overriding the system, 
and I can navigate you to a safe parking location.”

The car started and then began to move without Owen touching 
anything, and he said, “Um…this is really freaky.”

“Don’t worry, Mr. McGregor. You are perfectly safe. While your 
Mercedes Benz is not officially a self-driving car, we can operate it as 
such if needed. Just relax. You’re almost to your parking spot.”

“Then what?”
“You have the platinum package, Mr. McGregor. I have already 

dispatched a technician to your location. He will flatbed your car to the nearest 
dealership and, of course, get you a loaner while they fix the problem.”

Owen slammed his hands on the steering wheel and said, “I don’t 
need this shit right now. I’m a very, very busy man.”

“I understand, sir. I am working as quickly as I can.”
The car stopped, and Chris had followed McGregor into a small 

parking lot in central Los Angeles. It was an industrial area that was 
empty and silent. McGregor asked, “How long must I sit here?”

“One of our technicians is at your location. Please remain in the car 
until he raps on your window, sir.”
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Owen was shaky, and he reached over and opened his glove box and 
pulled out a semi-automatic handgun. “This is a bad part of LA to break 
down in.”

“You’re safe, sir. You’re not alone. I’m here and so is the tech.”
“How do I know it is your technician?”
“Who else would it be? I’m on the line with you, and the technician 

is about to knock on your window.” Owen started to speak when there 
was a light tap on the driver’s side window. Owen kept the gun in his lap 
and opened the window a crack.

“Mercedes roadside assistance, sir.” The doors unlocked and opened, 
and Owen was dragged out of the car and pinned to the ground.

There was a light pop, and Owen said, “Ouch. What the fuck?” He 
was starting to go out when he heard the same voice that he had been 
talking to in his car now behind him and holding him down.

“That pinch was a tranquilizer dart, Mr. McGregor. Your presence 
is demanded by the Iron Eagle.” Owen’s eyes went wide then he passed 
out. Chris zip tied his hands and feet and threw him in the trunk of his 
car then drove out of the parking lot headed for the Eagle’s lair.

Jim had called the house and told Sara his situation with Julie 
and asked if there was any way she or Karen could check Julie out at 
the hospital. Karen agreed to meet him, and Sara stayed behind with 
Barbara, who was feeling much better.

Julie was still wrapped in the blanket that the Eagle gave her 
when Jim brought her into the ER at Northridge Hospital. Karen 
was waiting, and they rushed her to a private room. She gave Julie a 
hospital gown, and she put it on and asked, “So, what are you going 
to do?”

Jim stepped out of the room, and Karen said, “I need you to lay 
down on the table and put your feet in the stirrups.”

“What the hell for?”



Selfie • 185184 • Chapter Twenty-Four

Karen pulled a rape kit and said, “It’s just a formality, Ms. Newman. 
I know you don’t think you were violated, or that’s what Sheriff O’Brian 
told me, but it is protocol for victims.”

“I would know if I had been screwed, Doctor Mantel.”
“Not necessarily. Jim told me that you were unconscious for some time.”
“I was, and I did wake up nude and tied to a bed spread eagle, but I 

would know if I had been sexually assaulted. I have had anal sex before, 
Doctor. I know what it feels like afterward.”

“Please indulge me. The sooner I can examine you, the sooner you 
can go home.”

Julie finally agreed and as Karen worked she said, “This is almost 
as bad as rape itself.”

Karen was under a sheet working on Julie and asked, “You’ve been 
through this before?”

“Twice.”
“Stranger rape?”
“I was on assignment in south central LA during the gang riots. Our 

news van was ambushed, and I was dragged into an abandoned house 
and raped by countless men.”

“I’m sorry.”
“I was the lucky one. My cameraman and driver were both shot 

execution style. It took three days. I was barely alive. I was able to crawl 
out to the street, and a passerby stopped and took me to the hospital 
before the animals came back.”

“Did they capture your attackers?”
“It’s hard to say. There was so much semen in me that making DNA 

matches was really, really difficult. They got a positive match on four or 
five guys, but they had gone back to Mexico and as far as I know they 
are still there.”

Karen stood up and said, “You can put your feet down.”
“Well?”
“You were not violated tonight. Let me have a look at your head. 

Where were you struck?”
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“I don’t know. I either fell or was hit. I don’t remember anything 
until I woke up tied to a bed. That guy is a damn freak and needs to be 
in prison.”

“You mentioned that you were raped twice.”
Julie was now sitting up and said, “I was raped in college by a 

dormmate’s boyfriend.”
“Did they catch him?”
“Yes, and they prosecuted him.”
“How long ago was that?”
“Ten years.”
“Where is the guy serving his sentence?”
“He never saw the inside of a jail cell. He was convicted and 

sentenced to six months’ probation. You want to talk about a slap in the 
face. That’s when I knew the justice system was rigged. I always had 
this fantasy that the Iron Eagle got the guy and tortured him the way he 
does so many of those monsters.”

Karen smiled and asked, “Are you a fan of the Eagle’s methods?”
“Yes, I am, and I’m not going to say a damn thing about this to 

anyone.”
Karen nodded and said, “I don’t think anyone knew you had been 

abducted, so as long as you keep the secret you never know some day the 
Eagle might just want to break his silence, and you being this respectful 
and thankful for him could break his silence to you.”

Owen McGregor awoke in a dark cold area. It was black as pitch and 
freezing cold. He couldn’t move his body or speak because something 
was covering his mouth. A voice suddenly broke the darkness. “Mr. 
McGregor, welcome to my dungeon. I know you can’t respond, but I can 
see you and see that you are alert. Are you confused about how you got 
here?” Owen was able to nod his head, and the Eagle said, “You were 
captured and brought to me by an associate. You want to know why you’re 
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so cold?” Owen nodded his head and suddenly several bright lights came 
on. He stared into a mirror at his nude body strapped to a gurney with a 
piece of silver duct tape across his mouth and steel strapping all around 
his body. He could see his breath coming out of his nose and then figured 
out why. “You’re in a deep freezer, Mr. McGregor. I thought I would start 
by cooling you down. Don’t worry. I have the temperature set perfectly 
to keep your core body temperature between ninety-three and ninety-
five-degrees. While it won’t kill you, it’s going to hurt like hell.”

Sebastian awoke cold and wet. He opened his eyes to see he was in 
the ocean. He tried to move his hands and feet, but they were restrained, 
and he was bobbing up and down in the cold sea. There was a boat off 
in the distance, and he called out, “Help me. Please help me.” He could 
see a man standing on the deck of the boat looking in his direction. His 
feet and legs were hurting him and while he couldn’t move he wasn’t 
sinking down into the sea. “Help me, please. I’m hurt…something is 
hurting me.” The person on the boat was too far away for him to be 
recognized, and he continued to call out as his lips started to turn blue, 
and his teeth chattered. “Why won’t you help me? I know you can see 
and hear me.” Sebastian felt something brush against his legs, and his 
body moved in the water. He took a couple of deep breaths and started 
to call out again when he was suddenly pulled beneath the surface. He 
popped up again and then was violently thrashed from side to side then 
pulled down under the water and pulled several feet from his location. 
When he resurfaced, the boat that had been off in the distance was right 
next to him, and the white foam of the ocean around him was starting to 
turn red. “Oh dear God. What’s going on?”

“Shark attack,” a man said out of sight.
“Help me. Please help me.”
“No problem!” A gaff with a hook on it came down out of the boat 

and caught him between his legs. There was a quick jerking motion, and 
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the hook entered his rectum and testicles, and his body was lifted out of 
the water and onto the deck of the boat.

“What are you doing to me?”
“Slowly, very, very slowly, killing you, Mr. Quest.” Sebastian looked 

around but saw no one.
“Why on earth are you killing me?”
“You really don’t have that short of a memory, do you?” Sebastian 

thrashed violently on the boat deck and said, “The goddamn Iron Eagle. 
Show your fuckin’ face.”

The boat began to move through the water, and another male voice 
asked, “Why did you rape, torture, and then murder Jolene Pastor and 
Eric Hanson?”

“Because they were there. They were on the beach below my home. 
I was alone and horny…besides…she was the granddaughter of a piece 
of shit federal judge.” Sebastian felt a hard blow to the side of his head, 
and his vision dimmed and blurred, and then he felt a needle prick and 
cried out, “What the hell are you doing to me?”

“You’re not the quicker picker upper, are you Mr. Quest? I told you 
I’m killing you for your sins.” Sebastian let out a loud scream then fell 
silent. “He’s not dead, is he?” asked Lawrence.

The Eagle said, “No. He’s in tremendous agony. He can’t 
communicate. It’s a wonder drug that I discovered in one of my cases. 
It’s called ‘Deliverance.’”

“The execution drug?”
“Yes…but modified to cause tremendous amounts of pain without 

killing my victims.”
“He’s bleeding pretty badly. Half of his left leg is gone.”
“So, it is. I better put a tourniquet on that. I don’t want him to bleed 

out.” The Eagle tied off the bleeding and then pulled his cauterizing tool 
from one of the holding bins and plugged it in. The Iron Eagle symbol 
glowed white hot, and he said, “This will cauterize the wounds and stop 
the bleeding.”

“I want to do the honors.”
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“Do you know how to use that thing?”
“I’ll figure it out. You just get this boat back to the house.”
“As you wish, Your Honor.” Judge Lawrence Robinson stood over 

Sebastian with the iron in his hand and said, “The Eagle tells me that 
you can hear me and that you are in tremendous pain but can’t speak. 
Take a good long look at my face. I’m your judge and jury. The Eagle 
and I will be your executioners. You killed my granddaughter and sent 
me and my wife into hell, now it’s my turn to send you into hell on 
earth and then send you there for eternity.” Lawrence started hitting the 
bleeding man with the branding iron as the boat hurdled through the 
water back to the Eagle’s lair. With each brand, the Iron Eagle symbol 
rose on Sebastian’s skin, and Lawrence called out over the whine of the 
boat motor, “This is something. Your mark rises on this scum bag’s skin. 
Did you make this yourself?”

“Yes, sir. Many, many years ago. I use it to leave an impression on 
my victims.”

Lawrence laughed and said, “Well, it leaves one hell of an 
impression.” He pressed the iron into Sebastian’s back and watched as 
the brand, first flat, rose on Sebastian’s skin. “It’s really impressive. I 
just branded this asshole’s back, and I’m watching the Iron Eagle logo 
rise.” Lawrence laughed and said, “Rise of the Iron Eagle…that could 
be your autobiography should you ever decide to write one.”

“I don’t need to write it. I’m living it, and that’s enough for me.”
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Chapter Twenty-Five
“That is very, very unlike you.”

O
wen McGregor was screaming in the freezing icebox. He had been 
in there for several hours. Sara had hooked up an EKG machine to 
him, so she could monitor his heart rate while looking in on him, 

and removed the tape from his mouth. “I’m burning. I’m burning. For 
Christ’s sake, turn off the heat.”

John came into the room and asked, “How’s he doing?”
“He’s right on the cusp of second stage hypothermia.”
“So, he thinks he’s getting hot?”
“His body is confused, and his brain is sending him signals that he is 

actually in a hot environment. It’s the most brutal stage of freezing to death.”
“He’s not going to freeze to death. I just want him to suffer a little 

longer before I start working on his hands and feet.”
Sara asked, “How did it go with Mr. Quest?”
“I got a full confession out of him. He’s been doing this for a long 

time. There are a lot of bodies buried behind his home in Topanga.”
“Have you sent anyone to the scene?”
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“I sent Chris out with a team of agents. Jim sent out his own team 
and, of course, Jade and Jessica are on scene.”

“What about Sam?”
“She’s taking care of Ms. Manson. I had Jim call her and let her 

know it was safe to go home.”
“You worried about her talking?” John shook his head. “How’s Larry?”
“He’s doing well. He had a good time with Sebastian out on the 

boat. He helped me cut off Sebastian’s toes, and then we lowered him 
into the sea with a life vest on.”

“Attract anything?”
“Yeah. A small great white. A five-footer. It got ahold of Mr. Quest 

and took some pretty big bites out of his legs. We fished him out before 
the shark could kill him. Larry cauterized the wounds while I drove the 
boat back to the house. He was really getting into it.”

“Where’s Larry now?”
“I left him in operating room one with Quest. I showed him how to 

use the bolt cutters and to cauterize the wounds when he cuts things off. 
You know, Larry has a real mean streak in him.”

Sara laughed and said, “He has his granddaughter’s murderer, and 
he gets to be judge, jury, and executioner. I doubt that he has a taste 
for killing in general, but this is a special situation.” John nodded, and 
Sara said, “I bet any appeals to death penalty cases that come before his 
bench will never get granted now.”

“That’s for certain. How is Barbara?”
“She almost died yesterday. Well, she actually did die on the table. 

She was gone for almost five minutes, but Karen and I got her back. I 
was able to remove a lot of the cancer and talked her into eight weeks 
of chemotherapy.”

“How much will that extend her life?”
“It’s hard to say. She shouldn’t even be alive now, John. She was a 

mess inside. I went in to fix an aneurysm in her celiac artery, then Karen 
and I resected a lot of tissue, but she is riddled with cancer.”

“Is it in her brain?”
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“It’s everywhere. It was so hard. When we did get her back and got 
her into recovery, she told us she had an NDE.”

“Good or bad?”
“It wasn’t bad. She said she saw Jill, and that Jill wanted to talk, but 

then she came back.”
John said, “I bet she isn’t worried about dying anymore.”
“She never was, John.”
“I better get back in with Larry. Keep an eye on Mr. McGregor. I still 

need to chat him up a bit more.”

Barbara and Jim were having coffee on the deck after a vigorous 
morning of sex. Barbara was smiling and sipping her coffee and smoking 
a cigarette. Jim was doing the same and said, “What the hell got into you?”

“You did, stud. I needed a good fucking. We are going to be doing it 
a lot, so get used to it.”

Jim laughed, blowing smoke into the morning air, and said, “You 
aren’t going to hear me complain.”

Barbara stubbed out her smoke and poured another cup of coffee 
and freshened Jim’s and said, “You had a rough night, Jimmy. You 
were talking in your sleep and tossing and turning. You said you killed 
someone.”

Jim nodded and said, “I blew the heads off two sex offenders last 
night. Quest had a shotgun in the bedroom where he had been raping 
the two guys, and I picked it up right in front of John and blew their 
heads off.”

“That is very, very unlike you.”
“The Eagle couldn’t deal with them, and I heard enough and then 

checked their rap sheets and decided, ‘Fuck it. I’m taking these two 
animals out. They aren’t going to hurt anyone ever again.’”

Barbara looked over at his calm face and said, “I’m proud of you. 
You saved lives last night.”
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Jim sipped his coffee and said, “I know…the scary thing is, it felt 
damn good.”

Jade and Jessica were working the scene at Sebastian’s house. 
Chris had called in heavy equipment to start digging in the back of the 
property. Jade and Jessica were working multiple shallow graves where 
there were two and three bodies. “What’s the body count so far?” Chris 
asked Jade.

“Shit, Chris. We have mass graves here. There are two, three, 
even four bodies in some of them. Some are just bones, and others 
are in different levels of decomposition. It’s going to take everyone 
I have to figure out causes of death for all of these people. We will 
need our forensic anthropologist as well as dentists and the FBI’s 
team of facial artists to work on the skulls to put faces to these 
victims.”

Chris nodded and said, “John will have to deal with Quantico on 
that one. That’s where our anthropologist artists are, but there is also 
a high likelihood we will never know who all of these people are.” 
Jade nodded as the two walked the back lot of the house. The land 
went deep back into the forest and hill sides, and Chris looked around 
and said, “Jesus. There are mounds all over up here, and there are also 
animal tracks and holes where animals have dug up remains and fed 
on them.”

Jade nodded and said, “This reminds me of the potter’s field at Alton 
Laboratory in the Deliverance killings.”

“Yeah, but they were keeping victims alive in caskets out there. This 
animal raped, tortured, and murdered his victims. And from the look 
of things, he has been doing it for a long time.” Jade and Chris walked 
back into the house where Hector and Rodney had been placed in body 
bags. “And these two were his last victims.”

Jessica called out to Chris and asked if he had run the gun for prints.



194 • Chapter Twenty-Five

“Yes…the only prints on the gun are those of Mr. Quest.”
“Poor bastards. They got fucked and then got their heads blown off. 

The gun shots to the leg and shoulder of the victims weren’t kill shots. 
It was the head shot.”

“Quest got two more before the Eagle got him.”
Jade said, “These two were bad guys. Have you seen their rap sheets, 

Jess?”
She nodded and said, “The streets are a little safer today.”

Sebastian Quest was screaming as Lawrence was sawing through 
his right ankle. The Eagle walked in as he was halfway through and 
said, “You don’t want to do that.”

Lawrence stopped and released the saw, leaving it hanging in 
Sebastian’s ankle, and asked, “Why not?”

“He’ll bleed out. You don’t have a tourniquet above the ankle.” The 
Eagle grabbed a kit and cut off the blood supply to Sebastian’s ankle and 
said, “Okay, now you can cut it off.”

“Thanks.” Lawrence grabbed the saw and kept cutting until the foot 
fell to the floor, and the Eagle cauterized the stump.

“Larry, you’ve been doing quite the job on Mr. Quest.”
“Oh, I want him to die as slowly as possible, John, as slowly as 

possible.”
The Eagle had been wearing a surgical mask the whole time, and 

Sebastian’s eyes grew wide when he heard Lawrence call him by his 
name. “John? John who?”

“I suppose there is no need for this mask. Mr. Quest isn’t going 
anywhere.”

John took the mask off, and Sebastian said, “I knew it. I knew it all 
along. I should have killed you and that bitch wife of yours when I first 
suspected it.”

“You suspected that I was the Eagle?”
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“For several years now, but I was afraid to take a shot at you. I was 
so close a couple of times, but I didn’t do it…and now look at me. It 
should be you on this gurney not me.”

Lawrence rammed the branding iron into Sebastian’s chest and said, 
“You can have all the regrets in the world. It doesn’t change the fact that 
you are a murdering piece of shit.”

Sebastian screamed and spit at Lawrence and said, “Your 
granddaughter was a really, really good fuck as was her boyfriend. 
She was really into it. You should have heard her moaning and 
groaning while I was inside her. She did everything I told her to after 
I killed her little friend. You should have heard her scream when I 
shoved that baseball bat up her ass. Man, she got loud, then I fist 
fucked her ass and pussy just punching her hot little clit and tight 
ass. She wasn’t as into that, but hey, I was having a great time. I 
couldn’t put everything that I did to her on the video, so I just gave 
you the highlights. She begged and pleaded near the end, calling 
out for her mommy and daddy to save her. She called out for you, 
too, Larry. It’s amazing how victims beg and plead and call out for 
anyone to save them, even you, but you didn’t come. You let her die. 
She kept calling out, ‘Papa…Papa…help me.’ I guess that was her 
nickname for you, right?”

Lawrence’s eyes filled with tears, but John stepped forward and put 
his hand on his shoulder and said, “Allow me. I know how to make 
my victims revert in their behavior, too. Take a seat over there, Larry, 
and watch a professional at work.” Sebastian started breathing heavy 
as John walked the room collecting trays covered with white towels. 
He called Sara over the intercom and asked her to fix two more bags of 
Deliverance for Mr. Quest. “You can push Mr. McGregor into operating 
room one as well.”

“You have Owen? What the fuck do you want with Owen? He didn’t 
kill anyone,” Sebastian yelled at John.

John pulled the towel off one of the small steel tables, so Sebastian 
could see the pliers and dental instruments as well as hammers and 
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tin snips. “He knew your secret, Mr. Quest. You fed him your murder 
videos, and he got off on them. You two were together in New York at 
the Opal Gallery that Mr. McGregor owns. You tortured and murdered 
Mr. Granger, didn’t you?”

“Owen started the kill after we all had a night of sex, but he didn’t 
know how to finish the job, so I did. Mark was a gay man looking to 
have some fun.”

John took a steel cage from the table and asked Lawrence to assist 
him in putting the unit into Sebastian’s mouth. He fought them, but the 
two men got the unit in place, and Sebastian’s teeth and gums were 
exposed. Sara knocked on the door, and Lawrence opened it to see 
Owen McGregor strapped head to toe on a gurney, and Sara pushing 
him into the room.

Owen started screaming at the horror of Sebastian’s mutilated body. 
“Oh God, please. Not me, please. God, don’t let them do that to me. 
Someone please have mercy.”

“Mercy, Mr. McGregor, isn’t in my vocabulary. Where was your 
mercy for Mark Granger, and all of the other victims through the 
years?”

“But…but…” Sara had two IV bags of Deliverance on top of Owen’s 
body, and John had her put him next to Sebastian and set the lines.

John looked at her and asked, “Low dose?”
“Very.”
 John dug into Sebastian’s face as Sara and Lawrence looked on. 

Blood, bone, and teeth were falling on the floor. The brutality was so 
bad that Lawrence had to turn away once or twice as Sara watched 
without flinching. The snap of bone as John broke Sebastian’s jaw 
with a small hammer and chisel sent Owen over the edge. He started 
to babble uncontrollably and incoherently. When John stepped away 
from Sebastian’s body, his lower jaw was separated from his skull, 
and all that held it to his face was the skin and muscle around it. 
John was looking at Sebastian but speaking to Owen, “Where is Mr. 
Granger’s head?”
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“Oh God. Oh God.” John turned to face Owen and asked again. 
“Sebastian put it in one of the freezers on my 757 jet when we left New 
York. I didn’t know. I swear. He said he was hoping to frame me, so he 
could get away. I will tell you everything you want to know. Please don’t 
hurt me anymore.” John laughed lightly and pulled out his cellphone 
and called Chris. He told him to get a search warrant for McGregor’s 
office, home, aircraft hangar, and planes. He told him where Granger’s 
head was and asked that it be retrieved and put on ice with Jade at the 
morgue. He hung up the phone and dialed another number.

“Zelnick.”
“Bob, it’s John Swenson. I have Mr. Granger’s head, or will shortly. 

I will have it shipped to the New York Coroner’s Office this afternoon. 
Is the rest of his body still there?”

 “Yeah. We haven’t released it to the next of kin yet. Did you get 
the perps?”

“I have them with me right now.”
“Them? There are two serial killers in your Selfie case?”
“No, only one. The other is an enabler and fan of the guy’s murders. 

He also had a hand in Granger’s murder.”
“Well, I don’t imagine I will be reading anything in the news about 

these two guys.”
“You will. The Selfie murderer is none other than Sebastian Quest, 

and his fan is Owen McGregor.”
“No shit. I would never have pegged Quest as a murderer.”
“No one would. He has savagely murdered people for over two 

decades. He is a true monster. One of the worst I have ever caught.”
Bob laughed on the line and said, “Too bad he’s not here. I know the 

Hudson River Killer would love to get his hands on him.”
“Sorry. The Iron Eagle has him, and you know that his end will be 

brutal.”
“Thanks for the call, John. I will give the coroner’s office a heads up 

on Granger.” Robert paused and said, “That was in poor taste. No pun 
intended.”
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“Don’t worry about it. Heads are going to roll here over the next few 
days. Stay safe and we will speak again soon.” John hung up the line 
and called Jade to let her know what was going on and what to do with 
Granger’s head. Then, he hung up the phone and looked at Lawrence 
and Sara and said, “Now, it’s time to really start the suffering for these 
two.” John pointed to a large pipe wrench in a corner of the room and 
said, “You feel like swinging away?”

“Absolutely. Which one first?”
“I think Mr. McGregor has had it easy thus far. Why don’t you take 

out his legs.” Lawrence raised the pipe wrench over his head as Owen 
screamed and landed the wrench across Owen’s knees sending his lower 
legs flying up in the air. McGregor’s screams were blood curdling, 
and Sara walked around putting earplugs into the two men’s ears and 
her own. Lawrence thanked her and then took the wrench and struck 
Sebastian across his knees. Sara grabbed a pair of pliers off the table 
and fished around until she had a hold of Sebastian’s tongue. She pulled 
hard on it, and John picked up a scalpel and said, “Watch this, Larry. 
You won’t believe just how large the human tongue is.” He slid the 
blade down Sebastian’s throat and moved swiftly as Sara pulled, and as 
she did Sebastian’s tongue grew longer and longer until the whole thing 
came out in a blood soaked mess. She dropped it on Sebastian’s chest, 
and John cut away the skin and muscles that were holding Sebastian’s 
jaw to his skull. The lower jaw fell onto Sebastian’s neck, and John cut 
away the remaining tendons and muscles until there was nothing but a 
huge opening in what was once the face of Sebastian Quest. Then, he 
looked at Owen and said, “It’s your turn.”
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Chapter Twenty-Six
“May God not have mercy on your souls.”

“W
ell, do you feel better?” Sara asked Lawrence as the flames of 
the incinerator consumed Quest and McGregor despite their 
muffled screams.

“I want them in hell. Justice has been served, and I have avenged 
Jolene and Eric’s murders, and the murder of so many others. On that 
front, I feel better. However, I allowed myself to give in to a primal urge 
and that doesn’t sit well with the rule of law.”

“Would you rather that there had been a trial, a jury, and a retelling 
and reliving of the horror Quest unleashed?”

John walked out the back door to see Sara and Lawrence talking. 
“Having regrets?”

“How long will it take for them to die?”
“I have the incinerator on a very low level.” He looked at his watch 

and the oven and said, “They have been in there for three minutes. I 
will turn it to full power, and they will be dead in seconds.” Lawrence 
watched John make the adjustment, and the screams quickly faded. 
“Regrets, Larry. I asked if you have any regrets about what we did here?”
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“No. I broke the law that I am to uphold, but at the same time I 
saved lives.” John nodded as did Sara, and Lawrence looked at John 
and said, “There is only one thing about this that will haunt me for the 
rest of my life.”

“And what is that? The sheer brutality, the blood, the torture, the 
violence?”

Lawrence shook his head and said, “Your final words to both men 
before you put them in the oven. ‘May God not have mercy on your 
souls.’ You said it so chillingly. It set the hair on the back of my neck on 
edge and sent chills down my spine.”

“Do you believe in God, heaven and hell, Larry?”
“I do. Don’t you?”
“No, Larry, I don’t. That’s why I exact the most pain and suffering I 

can out of my victims. They deserve every ounce of agony I give them.”
“Then why did you say that about God?”
“An extra ounce of terror for my victims, knowing they are about 

to die, and believing they are about to be delivered into that being’s 
hands. It adds a nice touch of terror to the last moments of their lives, 
and hey…if there is a God, then I sent them off with that wish.”

Lawrence looked at Sara and asked, “Do you believe in God?”
“Not the God of any religion. It’s illogical. Do I think that there is 

a being out there? Sure. Do I believe the creation crap? No. But I think 
there is something, Larry.”

John put his hand on Lawrence’s shoulder and said, “I don’t know 
about you, but I’m starving, and its noon. How about some food?” The 
three walked out of the lair and into the living room, and John said, 
“Have you ever been to Santiago’s?”

“Of course, but I thought it burned down.”
“It did, but Sara and I helped him get a new place here in Malibu. 

It’s on the water and really nice. I’ll call Jim and Barbara to see if they 
want to join us.”
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“This is one hell of a mess!” said Jade as she stood with her hands on 
her hips watching as more and more bodies were being exhumed from 
the earth. “I have been on one other ‘archaeological dig,’ and that was 
in the basement catacombs of Stewart Roskowski. I lost my cookies on 
that one. Bodies stacked on each other. Little girls and teens in different 
levels of decomposition. That one was worse than this one.”

“How the hell can you say that?” Jessica had a horrified look on 
her face.

“I know it is going to sound twisted and cruel, and I know that this job 
has jaded me, but these are all adults. They at least, at some point, lived 
lives. How they fell victim to such a grotesque monster, I don’t know, but 
they had lives. It’s the children that get me, Jess. The innocent children 
who are brutalized and used for inhumane purposes just to feed some 
twisted freak’s sexual and deviant behavior. Those are the cases that just 
hit me in the gut. I have heard the screams on audio and video recordings 
through the years, the begging and pleading, the apologizing.”

“Apologizing? Apologizing for what?”
“They’re children. They don’t understand. They think they’ve done 

something wrong and believe if they plead the savageness will stop. But 
it doesn’t. It incites even more cruelty. I have looked into the blood- and 
tear-stained faces of the children; some peaceful, some in horror, and 
in those moments I wish the Eagle had gotten the killer. Sometimes he 
has, but in most of the cases he hasn’t. It’s in those moments that I regret 
that the Eagle couldn’t save a little boy or girl. In those moments, I wipe 
tears away as I stare into the body of a child and a life unrealized. A time 
when I realize the sheer savageness of the human animal.”

Karen and Cindy were comparing notes over cases that the two had 
been dealing with. Karen was reading over a report on a ten-year-old 
boy who had been brought in for an intake for anxiety. “Ten and having 
severe panic attacks?”
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“Yes…he’s an odd bird.”
“How so?”
“I can’t put my finger on it, but he has all the hallmarks of PTSD, 

yet he’s only ten.”
“What about the family?”
“No family. He’s an orphan in an interdenominational group home 

or orphanage. He has had three foster parents in six years and has been 
adopted out twice only to be returned to the orphanage within a few 
days to a few weeks.”

Karen sat back and asked, “Have you spoken to the people who care 
for him?”

“I have spoken to the administrator as well as several of the 
volunteers who deal with the kid, and they say he is a sweet well-
mannered kid.”

“Interesting. You think he’s institutionalized and can’t handle the 
world outside the confines of the orphanage?”

“I’ve only met with him twice. I have him on several anti-anxiety 
medications, but he needs refills. That’s why you have his file. I have 
not seen any outbursts from him. I only get the stories from the staff of 
night terrors and other strange behavior that former parents reported to 
the folks when he was returned.”

“So, I am prescribing based on another doctor’s treatment?”
“Yes.”
“These are some high doses of powerful medications, Cindy. I want 

to meet with the patient. Is this a typo on the last name?”
“No ma’am. The kid’s name is Brandon Sinner.”
Karen laughed and said, “Oh boy…just the last name could send the 

kid into terror.”
“Try having that last name and being in a church environment.”
“I’m surprised that the church hasn’t changed his name.”
“That makes two of us.”
Karen looked over the file further and said, “His IQ test is off the 

charts. 190?”
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“He has been tested several times, and I tested him three times, and 
that’s how he scores.”

“He’s a genius.”
“There is a fine line between genius and madman, Karen. A very 

fine line.”

It was ten after two, and Lawrence was sitting at the head of a table 
at Santiago’s with a beer in his hand and a cigar. John and Sara were 
sitting across from him, and Barbara and Jim were to his right. The five 
toasted their friendship, and Lawrence looked at Barbara and asked, 
“How are you doing? I’ve heard through the grapevine that you are ill.”

“Terminal cancer. Don’t ask what type because I can’t even 
pronounce it.”

Lawrence nodded and asked, “So, you guys aren’t taking a trip or 
doing something special under these circumstances?”

Jim was reclining in his seat and said, “Doctor’s orders are to keep 
doing what she has been doing. They have no idea why she’s still alive.”
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Suffering
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Nineteen

Prologue

T
he Spirit Group Home was located in the middle of the San 
Fernando Valley at 8619 Reseda Boulevard in Northridge. It 
had been medical office space prior to Spirit purchasing the 

property, and after two years of massive renovations the home 
opened with profound fanfare and was touted as the most pristine 
and technologically advanced youth home in Los Angeles. The top 
two floors of the four-story building had state of the art housing 
for children from birth to eighteen. It served as a halfway house 
for children who were displaced or removed from their homes by 
social services due to domestic violence. Troubled youth with drug, 
alcohol, and behavioral issues were also welcome as were children 
either waiting for foster parents or adoption to go through its lengthy 
paperwork process. The founders of the interdenominational Christian 
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not-for-profit organization were Andre Grain and Kendra Hopkins. 
Both had left the Catholic church, Andre as a priest and Kendra as a 
nun, and started the children’s home five years earlier. Neither was 
without controversy, and rumors swirled that Andre and Kendra had 
been removed from the church and excommunicated, but for reasons 
unknown, the Los Angeles Archdiocese refused comment on the two.

Both had grown up in abusive homes and had been in and out of 
foster care and group homes growing up, and their mission statement 
was simple, “Suffer the children to come unto me,” a statement attributed 
to Jesus near the end of his life and a small part of a larger parable. 
However, the saying is so well known worldwide by all religions that 
the two felt it was the best way of showing who they were and what their 
mission was. The new facility was also only blocks from Northridge 
Hospital Medical Center as well as schools from K–12 and Cal State 
University Northridge. Andre and Kendra recruited students from both 
the university as well as the local high school to assist with running the 
fifty-bed facility and all of its activities.

Doctor Cindy Bartlett had been a staff psychologist for the home 
when they first opened, and she worked with the troubled youth for 
the most part pro bono. Cindy approached Doctor Karen Faber 
about assisting as a consulting psychiatrist, and Karen jumped at the 
opportunity to assist the facility. Both were also invited to serve on the 
home’s board of directors and did so alongside many prominent business 
leaders and movers and shakers in Los Angeles. Doctor Sara Swenson, 
the hospital administrator at Northridge, also hosted fundraisers for the 
facility and its staff and allowed hospital sanctioned events both on and 
off the grounds to raise money for the home.

Brandon Sinner was sitting in one of the activity rooms coloring by 
himself. The ten-year-old boy had a troubled life and spent most of it in 
and out of foster care. He had been adopted out twice, and in both cases 
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the adoptive parents returned him to the facility claiming behavioral 
problems but didn’t give any specifics. Brandon’s brown eyes were 
clear and bright, and he had his head tilted to one side and his tongue 
sticking out as he colored with intensity. Heather Snyder was watching 
him with a smile on her face. She was in the process of completing her 
doctorate in psychology at Cal State Northridge with an emphasis on 
child psychology and was working on her dissertation to complete her 
degree. She was a bit of an outcast in the school as she had a pitted face 
due to adolescent acne, and her deep-set eyes and sloped forehead made 
her look almost Neanderthal. She was prematurely gray, and people 
pegged her as much older than her twenty-eight years. She was dressed 
in a pair of blue jeans and a T-shirt with a symbol on it that no one 
understood, herself included, and she walked the room and stopped and 
looked over Brandon’s shoulder as he continued to color forcibly. There 
were several broken crayons, and he had three boxes of the multicolored 
wax pens on the table he was coloring on. Heather stood watching for a 
few moments until Brandon stopped coloring, put his head down on the 
table, and said, “Why are you watching me?”

There was a strong note of anger in his voice, and Heather said, “I’m 
just curious about what you are coloring so intently.”

“Stop looking at me. I don’t like it.”
“Can I ask what you’re coloring?” There were only three crayons, 

black, red, and dark blue.
“I’m coloring a picture. Are you happy?”
“What is the picture of?”
“It’s a picture of how I’m feeling.”
“It looks angry.”
“Good, then I’m coloring correctly.”
Heather walked back to her desk, and several of the other children 

in the room were coloring, and two were playing with a pet rabbit that 
had been donated to the home. Brandon finished drawing and then sat 
back in his chair with a look of satisfaction on his face. “Are you all 
finished?”
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He nodded.
“May I see it?”
Brandon picked up the coloring book and took it to Heather and 

placed it on her desk. Heather had a look of shock on her face and asked, 
“What is this?”

“What do you think it is?”
“Don’t answer a question with a question, Brandon. It’s not polite. 

What is this?”
Brandon was smiling and said, “It’s something that I like to do 

sometimes.”
Heather looked at the crimson flowing off the paper, and the black 

figure seemingly injured.
“Is this a person?”
“Maybe.”
“Brandon, is this a person?” He nodded, and Heather asked, “Who 

is it?”
“That…is a secret.”
“Why is it a secret?”
Brandon walked away and said, “I don’t want to talk about it.”
Helen Chu was playing with the rabbit, and Brandon walked over 

and slapped her on the butt. Heather saw it and said, “You keep your 
hands to yourself, young man.”

Helen was crying, and Brandon said, “She’s such a baby. For crying 
out loud. I was just kidding around.”

The young girl continued to cry, and Brandon took the rabbit from 
her and began to pet it so roughly that the rabbit began to squeal, and 
Heather was forced to take the animal away. “Brandon, what is going 
on with you?”

“Nothing. I’m bored. Can I go out and play?” Heather nodded, and 
Brandon ran off as Heather tried to calm Helen and put the rabbit back 
in its cage.
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Cindy was working on her tablet when her office phone rang. 
“Doctor Bartlett, I’m sorry to bother you. This is Heather Snyder at the 
Spirit Group Home.”

“Hello Heather. How’s your dissertation coming along?”
“Very good. In fact, I just submitted it to my degree committee two 

days ago, and I’m now in waiting mode.”
“How can I help you?”
Heather was out in front of the home and traffic was whizzing by and 

making it hard to be heard. “I’m calling with regard to Brandon Sinner. 
He is exhibiting some very, very aggressive behavior, and I wondered if 
you had any information on this?”

Cindy was flipping through her tablet looking for Brandon’s file and 
her notes and said, “Aggressive, huh?”

“Very. He struck another child and hurt the pet rabbit and drew the 
most disturbing picture this afternoon in a coloring book. When is he 
due to see you again?”

“Not until next week. Do you feel he is a threat?”
“I don’t know that he’s a threat…but his behavior is very unusual. 

He is usually so laid back and quiet. But over the past few days, his 
behavior has grown dark and troubling.”

Cindy laughed a bit and said, “You do understand that you are 
dealing with a true genius, right?”

“Yes. I understand that. He’s enrolled as a freshman at Cal State 
Northridge.”

“You’re not dealing with a child, Heather. You’re really dealing with 
an adult in a ten-year-old’s body.”

“Perhaps it is the stress of going to a university at such a young age.”
“The fact that he actually sat down and colored with the other 

children…there were other children near his age in the room, right?”
“Yes…three. He ended up striking seven-year-old Helen Chu on the 

behind and hurting the rabbit.”
“Hurting the rabbit in what way? And how did he strike Helen?”
“He hit Helen open handed right on the butt and then took the 
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rabbit from her as she cried and was petting it really hard and making 
it scream.”

“Hmm….where is he now?”
“He asked if he could go outside and play, so I figure he’s on the 

playground behind the building.”
“Make sure, please.”
Heather called over a walkie talkie to Andre and asked, “Andre, is 

Brandon down on the playground?”
“He’s on the swing set. Do you need him?”
“No. I just wanted to make sure he was safe.”
“He’s fine and seems happy.”
Heather picked the phone up and told Cindy that Brandon was 

indeed on the playground. “I will set up an appointment for him to come 
in tomorrow after his classes to see if I can get to the bottom of whatever 
is bothering him. I do understand what he might be feeling. I started 
college when I was only a couple of years older than him, and it was 
really, really tough.”

“Okay, I will let you work out the details with Kendra. I just thought 
I would give you a call.” Heather hung up the line with a worried look 
on her face.

John and Chris were working on the case file for Sebastian Quest 
and Owen McGregor. They were now missing persons, and they were 
preparing missing notices to be placed on the FBI’s national database. 
Chris was smiling as he looked over the information and asked John, 
“Did you know that Walter Cruthers is still on the Bureau’s missing 
persons page?”

“Yes, and he will remain there FOREVER.”
Chris laughed as he posted the files and then asked John, “Do you 

think we are going to get a little peace?”
“What do you mean?”
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“I don’t know, John. It’s just been case after case after case on top 
of our normal case load. We’ve had so much Iron Eagle activity. I was 
hoping to take a few weeks’ vacation.”

John shrugged his shoulders and said, “Cases aren’t going to stop, 
Chris. If you want to take some vacation time just put in for it and take 
it. Crime isn’t going to stop because you’re not here.”

“What about you? Aren’t you tired? Don’t you and Sara want to take 
a vacation?”

“Do we want to? Sure, but we can’t right now. Sara is caring for Barbara, 
and I’m, in my own way, watching over Jim. Sam is finally starting to get 
the hang of being the Sheriff, which is giving Jim more free time, and he 
and Barbara are spending as much of that as they can together while she is 
undergoing chemo. And Lance and Philly are getting married.”

“Really?”
“You didn’t know?” Chris shook his head. “Yeah. They’re getting 

married in a few weeks, and Maria has been pressing Sam on the same 
subject.”

It was after midnight, and the halls and rooms of the Spirit Group 
Home were quiet. David Crosby, the night guard, had made his rounds 
and gone back to the security center where he could watch the monitors. 
The bathrooms were the only places he couldn’t see. All of the dorm 
rooms were monitored, and the cameras were infrared. He sat down 
at his desk and put his feet up and pulled out his cellphone and started 
playing a game.

Jim awoke with a start from a deep sleep. He could hear Barbara 
breathing and said, “I just had the most horrific nightmare.” Barbara 
didn’t respond, and Jim said, “Jill Makin was here. Here in the bedroom. 
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She was calling to you, and the two of you started talking. It was dark, 
and I couldn’t see you, but I could hear you.” He headed to the bathroom 
to shrug it off, but Barbara had not responded at all. He went back to 
the bed where Barbara was asleep. He laid his head on her chest and felt 
the movement of her breath and the beat of her heart. He slowly drifted 
off to sleep with Barbara in his arms. Her breathing was becoming more 
and more erratic as was her heart rate, but Jim couldn’t hear it as he 
drifted off to sleep. He was almost asleep when he heard Barbara say, “I 
love you, Jimmy. I love you with all of my heart.”

The girl’s dorm room could sleep twenty, but the facility wasn’t at 
full capacity. Only three girls were sleeping in their beds in the room. 
Helen Chu, Lisa Barber, who was twelve, and Clara Stoke, who was 
eleven. There was a low light on near the bathroom, and the girls were 
sleeping soundly. A slit of light from the hallway brightened the nearly 
darkened room from the hall where the door to the room had been 
opened and quickly and quietly closed. A shadow passed between the 
sleeping girls’ beds. Someone stood over Helen, picked up a teddy bear 
near her head, and pressed it down onto her face. Helen woke after a 
few seconds and struggled, but her attacker was able to keep her quiet 
and pressed the bear against her face and held it for ten minutes until she 
was suffocated by the pressure. The attacker placed the bear next to the 
dead girl’s side and quickly left the room, leaving the others peacefully 
sleeping and none the wiser.
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