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Chapter One
“Wait. You slept with Jim?”

“

W

e have a little girl who will die without this heart!”
Troy Carter tried to process what he’d heard as he looked
down at the almost unidentifiable face of his younger brother.
Doctor Glenn Turnbull, one of the hospital’s roving transplant doctors,
was not known for his bedside manner. He appeared cold and calculated
while hovering over the beds of the dying like a vulture over its prey.
Troy was in his California Highway Patrol uniform; his boots, uniform,
and badge were gleaming in the light of the room. “You’re telling me
that my brother is dead?”
“He has no brain activity, no deep brain function, and no brain stem
function. Yes, I’m telling you your brother is dead. The only things
keeping his organs alive are those machines, Mr. Carter. If you tell us to
turn them off without allowing us to harvest his organs, the only thing
that will happen is a guarantee that two people will be dead – your
brother and a fifteen-year-old girl.”
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Troy held his brother’s hand. “You’re all I have, Ben.” He turned to
Turnbull and said, “Our folks died in the great fire, and I was barely old
enough to take care of him.”
“I understand your grief, Mr. Carter, but your brother’s organs are
only viable for so long. With each passing minute, they become less and
less viable for transplantation.”
“His name is Ben, doctor. Address him by his name.”
“Mr. Carter, you and your brother are both organ donors. While this
is a tragic loss, many, many people will live and have their lives changed
for the better because of him.”
“There’s no way he can come out of this? No surgery you can do?”
“He has been through an MRI machine, Mr. Carter. We checked him
every way we could. His brain was destroyed on impact. How he was
resuscitated at all is a miracle. The very fact that he was breathing on
his own when he arrived here is nothing short of a miracle. However, he
is, indeed, dead, Mr. Carter…and if you move now, we can start saving
lives.”
Troy looked into the eyes of the other doctors and nurses in the
ICU and asked, “Is that right? Is my brother Ben dead?” Heads nodded
slowly around the room as a procession of fellow officers arrived at
Ben’s bedside. One had taken up a post outside of Ben’s room, and Troy
looked at Turnbull and said, “I need a few minutes.”
“Of course.” He turned and left the room as more officers arrived.

“So, we’re really going to do it? We’re going on a two-week
vacation?” Sara asked after she and John had made love.
“Yes, Sara. We’re really going to do it. I put in for the time yesterday,
and it was granted. Chris can hold down the fort for two weeks. We need
this time.”
“No argument there. I have to shuffle some duties, though. When
are we leaving and where are we going?”
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“Let’s leave on Monday.”
“John, it’s Friday. I don’t know if I can get things set up at the hospital
on such short notice. Believe me, I want this more than anything in the
world, but I might need a few more days.”
John laughed, throwing his huge legs over the side of the bed. “Take
all the time you need. I have nothing on my desk right now…emphasis
on right now.”
Sara got up and said, “I will move heaven and earth to make it
happen fast. So, where are we going?”
“I was thinking St. Lucia.”
She got a huge smile on her face and hugged him and said, “That
sounds awesome! We’ve never been to the house I inherited from
Cruthers.”
“Sara, you inherited fifteen properties, and the only ones you have
been to are the two villas in France and Spain when you and Barbara
were sent away during Operation Red Alert. All those homes are fully
staffed, and we pay tens of thousands of dollars for them, and most
we’ve never been to.”
The two headed to the kitchen, and Sara poured them both coffee
and said, “Actually, the only properties I have kept in the trust are the
French villas and the St. Lucia property. I sold the rest of the real estate
several years ago as well as most of the aircraft fleet.”
“Thanks for telling me.”
“I did tell you, but you were too busy to notice. I’ve only seen photos
of the St. Lucia property, but it sits on twenty ocean front acres and has
panoramic views of the Caribbean and the Atlantic. I just couldn’t part
with it until we went.”
John sipped his coffee and asked, “What’s your portfolio worth now?”
“Our portfolio, John, and it surpasses a billion dollars. I divested
most of Cruthers’ holdings, but we’re making millions on the interest
from those assets. Money is something we never have to worry about.”
John nodded, and Sara asked, “It’s seven thirty. I need to get to the
hospital. Want to knock out a quickie in the shower?”
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John finished his coffee and said, “Are you kidding? Let’s go!”

Jim was dozing on the deck when Cindy came out with coffee. He
looked over at her and closed his eyes. “You didn’t have to go down to
that crash scene, Jim.”
He yawned and took the cup and said, “There were shots fired. I had
to check it out.”
“Well, you didn’t get much sleep. You should call in and nap.”
“I’ll be fine. You know I don’t sleep much.”
Cindy sat down next to him and asked, “Have you told anyone about
us?” Jim shook his head. “Are you going to?”
“Have you told Sara or Karen?” She shook her head. “You tell those
two, and it will spread like wildfire.”
Cindy laughed and said, “That’s a bit cliché, don’t you think?”
“Nope.” He lit a cigarette and said, “Guys don’t talk like women. If
you tell Karen when you go to the office this morning, by the time I get
to my office everyone will know.”
“Wanna take bets on that?”
“Absolutely…if you have the money to pay.”
Cindy sat for several minutes then picked up her cellphone and called
Karen and said, “Hi Karen. It’s Cindy. I wanted to give you some news.”
“What’s up?”
“Jim and I are living together.”
There was a pregnant pause, and Karen said, “Well…good for you.
You two have a lot in common.”
“This is just between us, okay?”
“Sure, sure. Are you coming into the office?”
“I have a patient at ten, so I will be in a little after nine.” Cindy hung
up the phone and said, “See. Karen knows, and I told her in confidence.”
Jim started laughing as he took the last hit off his cigarette and flicked
the butt off the deck. “I wish you wouldn’t do that, Jim. It’s littering.”
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He was about to respond when his cellphone rang, and he heard Sam
say, “Congratulations.”
“On what?”
“I just heard that you and Cindy are an item.”
Jim started laughing and handed the phone to Cindy, who heard
Sam say, “I was just calling to congratulate you and Jim on your living
arrangements.” Cindy’s face lost all color. She thanked Sam and handed
the phone back to Jim.
“Thanks, Sam. I’ll see you in the office.” He hung up and asked,
“So, do you want to argue with me?” Cindy just shook her head as both
of their cellphones started ringing.

“Good for Jim and Cindy. It’s good to see that Jim is willing to
get back on the horse.” Sam was speaking into her cellphone as Maria
looked on. She hung up and told Maria what she had learned.
Maria laughed and said, “Well, it’s better than Jim getting on the call
girls or hookers.”
Sam laughed and asked, “How do you know so much about Jim’s
life?”
“We talked a lot after the Barstow affair. He’d been single and living
a rather dissolute life before he and Barbara got back together.”
Sam sat back in her dining room chair and said, “I didn’t know that
you and Jim were that close.”
Maria nodded. “The man saved my life. If it hadn’t been for him and
John, I would be dead. We grew close after the event, and that coupled
with my father’s death gave me someone I could confide in. John’s not
exactly the warm fuzzy type, but Jim has a tenderness when you get to
know him.”
“And just how well does Jim know you?”
“You mean does he know about my tattoos?”
“Yeah.”
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“He knows.”
“Because you told him?”
Maria laughed and stood up, nude, and started walking to the
bedroom and said, “No. He’s seen them first hand.”
Sam jumped up and said, “Wait…you slept with Jim?”
Maria laughed and said, “I will let your imagination run with that.
I’m going to shower. Are you joining me?”
She followed Maria down the hall, saying, “Wait a minute. Just wait
one goddamned minute. Did you sleep with Jim?”
“I’m feeling dirty. Will you wash my back?” Maria was laughing as
she stepped into the shower with Sam hot on her heels, still asking the
same question.
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Chapter Two
“So…just a random killing?”

T

roy Carter kissed his brother’s head for the last time as he was
being wheeled out for organ harvesting. There was a line of officers
saluting his gurney as it was pushed down the hall to a waiting
elevator. Several of Troy’s friends helped him out of the room and then
the hospital.

Audrey Hoskins had been prepped for surgery but was still alert
when Ben Carter’s body was wheeled into the room. “Is that the donor?”
she asked in a weak voice. One of the nurses nodded her head, and
Audrey tried to look over at the man on the ventilator, but there was a
medical team around him.
Turnbull was barking out orders and calling for medical equipment.
“Let’s crack his chest and get his heart prepared for transplant.” One
of the nurses pointed to Audrey, who was looking on with terror in her
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eyes, and Turnbull looked at her and then the nurse and said, “Why the
hell isn’t she under? Get her under. I have half a million dollars riding
on this operation. Once we have her opened up, let’s get this done fast.
The kid should have been on bypass by now. When the heart is out,
we’ll harvest the rest of the viable organs and tissues and get those over
to the foundation as there are already dozens of matches, and this guy
has been sitting too long.”
Audrey was slipping out of consciousness but whispered to her
anesthesiologist, “Doctor Turnbull is mean.”

Jim was sitting in his office when Sam came storming in and
slammed his door. Jim looked up at her and said, “Good morning to
you, too.”
“Did you fuck Maria?”
Jim started laughing and took a cigarette out of his top left pocket
and lit it by his window. “That’s one hell of a question to ask me first
thing in the morning.”
Sam was fuming and said, “Answer the damn question, Jim. Did
you fuck Maria?”
“What business is it of yours?”
“Jesus Christ, Jim! She’s young enough to be your daughter. She
was vulnerable. How could you?”
“She threw herself at me. What was I supposed to do? She’s hot,
young, and really, really sexy.” Sam drew back her hand, but Jim caught
it before she could hit him and asked, “Why is this just coming up?”
Sam calmed down and said, “I learned that you and Cindy are now
an item, and Maria told me that you two became close after her ordeal
at the hands of Simon Barstow.”
Jim took a deep drag off his cigarette and asked, “How does the
conversation turn from me and Cindy to me and Maria?”
“She told me you’ve seen her tattoos.”
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“Okay…so what? I’m not the only man to see her tattoos. What’s
that got to do with anything?”
“What do you mean you’re not the only man?”
“Well, I’m sure she’s been nude with other men and women. She
has a cute little rose on her right butt cheek, and the one inside her left
thigh is nice, too.”
Sam paced in anger and said, “I can’t believe you slept with my
woman.”
Jim laughed and said, “I don’t understand the whole ‘slept with’
thing. When you fuck someone, there is no sleep involved. In most
cases that’s kind of a misnomer.”
“I’m not in the mood for your jokes.”
“Is it different because you’re gay? Like, do you have to sleep in the
same bed after sex? It’s not like that in the straight world.” Jim could
see that Sam was seething, and he looked at her and said, “Maria and I
never had sex. She was nude on her bed in her condo when we found
her back then. And it wasn’t just me. John, her condo manager, and the
EMTs were there. Jesus, Sam, you’re one jealous bitch.”
Sam got red-faced and stormed out of the office and said, “I’m
calling Maria. This isn’t funny.”
“Oh, come on. It’s really, really funny.”

“So, this guy was shot on his bike?” Jade asked as she and Jessica
were doing the autopsy on Melvin Sid.
“Yeah. The bullet pierced his aorta. Death was instantaneous.”
“The area where these two were killed is not exactly a hot bed for
gang crime, so I don’t think this was a drive-by gone wrong.”
Jessica nodded and said, “Jim was on scene before us, and these
were two cops. Perhaps we have a cop killer out there.”
“I asked Jim about that, and he didn’t think so.”
“So…just a random killing?”
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“That’s not our job, Jess. That’s what Jim and Sam get paid for.” The
two finished the autopsy, and Jade asked, “Did you hear that John and
Sara are planning a vacation?”
“Yeah! What the fuck do you make of that? John doesn’t take
vacations.”
“I guess even the Iron Eagle needs a break.”

Margo Heller was on an exam room table kicking her feet and
grimacing as she waited for Sara. She had come into the ER at four
a.m., and it was now nine, and she had yet to see a doctor. Her arms were
bandaged from blood draws, and her thin frame was drowning in the
hospital gown. She had just celebrated her twenty-third birthday, and
her hair was different colors of the rainbow.
Sara knocked on the door and entered with her tablet in her hand
and her stethoscope around her neck. “Ms. Heller, I’m Doctor Swenson.
How are you feeling?”
“I’m in pain, Doctor Swenson. I’m in a lot of pain. That’s why I
came here hours ago.”
Sara nodded and flipped the screen on her tablet. “Well, I’m looking
at your blood work, and I have some concerns.”
“What concerns?”
“Before we get into that, I want to run some more tests.”
“What kind of tests? I have to get to work. I’m a graphic artist in
Burbank, and I’m in the middle of a large project, so downtime is not
something I can afford.”
“I understand, but your health is the most important thing. You might
want to call your office and let them know you will be late or may need
to miss work if I have to admit you.”
Margo sat up at attention and asked, “Admit me? Admit me for
what?”
“I’m not sure yet, Ms. Heller.”
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There was an ultrasound machine in a corner of the exam room, and
Sara had Margo lay down while she booted up the unit. It only took a
few minutes, and Sara ran the unit all over Margo’s abdomen. “I’m not
pregnant, am I? Please tell me I’m not pregnant again.”
“Again? Is this a regular occurrence?”
“I’ve had three abortions in two years.”
“Do you make it a habit of getting pregnant? There is birth control,
you know.”
“I am on birth control, but it’s not a hundred percent effective.”
Sara was running the ultrasound unit over Margo’s right side and
taking measurements as she continued, “Do you practice safe sex?”
Margo sighed and said, “I moonlight, Doctor Swenson. That’s
what really pays the bills, and the men I am with don’t want to wear
condoms.”
“I see, so you’re a prostitute?”
“Hardly. I’m an accommodating bisexual escort, and at fifteen
hundred dollars an hour, I’m hardly a prostitute.”
“But you have unprotected sex with your clients?”
“Yes. Do I have a damn STD? Is that the problem?”
“You have an inflamed liver, Ms. Heller. Based on your blood work,
you have hepatitis C. You most likely caught it by having unprotected
sex. It’s rare, but it can happen. Have you been in contact with someone
with an open wound?”
Margo got a thoughtful look on her face and then said, “A week ago
I met this guy for dinner, and we went back to his place and had sex. He
had some cuts on his arms and hands.”
“And were any of them bleeding?”
“Yes.”
“And did you have any open wounds?”
“I’ve had a bad case of hemorrhoids and had a blood vessel pop
earlier that night. I was using creams to help heal it, but I had four back
to back nights with my regulars, and anal is a must. It really aggravated
the condition. Could that be it?”
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“It could if any of those men had the disease and got blood on their
penis.”
“So, am I going to die?”
“This type of hepatitis can actually be cured, but it’s very, very
expensive. What type of insurance do you have?”
“I don’t. I’m a freelancer, Doctor Swenson. I make a lot of money as
an escort, but I’m twenty-three. I’m young and don’t get sick.”
Sara pulled the ultrasound scanner off Margo’s stomach and said,
“Well, Ms. Heller, you’re young, but now you’re also sick. Without
insurance, you can’t afford the treatment. It’s over a hundred thousand
dollars.”
“A hundred grand? Jesus. I thought I was expensive. That would be
my life savings.”
“You have that type of money?” Margo nodded, and Sara said,
“Well, if you have the money, it will save your life. You can always save
again, but you only get one life. I need to do a liver biopsy, and you need
to be admitted to the hospital for immediate treatment.”
Margo was shaking her head and said, “I can’t believe this. This is
insane.”
“You chose a risky hobby, Ms. Heller. One that could cost you your
life. I want to schedule the biopsy now and then once we have the results
I can start treatment this afternoon.” Margo nodded, and Sara asked,
“Are you on any medications?”
“Just birth control.”
“Do you drink alcohol?”
“Yes.”
“That will need to cease immediately.”
“Is that permanent even if I’m cured?”
“Yes. You shouldn’t consume alcohol or use drugs that can harm
your liver.” She told Margo to relax and that someone would be in
shortly to take her for the biopsy.
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Chapter Three
“We don’t want this in the press.”

T

ony Delgado, the founder of Other Peoples’ Organs Procurement
Association (OPOPA), a company that had been poorly received
in the world of human organ donation, sat reading reports that had
come in from the night before: organ donors, potential donors, newly
listed people in need of organs, and those in limbo on life support across
the country waiting to be harvested. He noted a donor of multiple organs
and tissue and read over the recipients of the organs and the teams of
organ procurement and their surgeons who had received the body parts.
He smiled to see Doctor Turnbull’s name on the list. He let out a little
laugh and said, “Good old, Glenn. He can get a donation from anyone.”
He looked at the patient history and frowned to see that the donor, Ben
Carter, was a California Highway Patrol Officer.
Donald Brady was walking past Tony’s office and stopped. “It was
a good night last night, don’t you think?”
Tony nodded, reading his computer screen, and said, “Yeah, but
not good enough. Too many people in need of organs and not enough
donors.”
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Don sat down. “I know. I know, but we can only do so much. We’re
a full-service organization, Tony. We don’t specialize in any one type of
transplant item. We cater to the whole genre.”
Tony nodded and asked, “On that note, how are things coming with
your new hires?”
“Good. I’m hopeful that they will work out. We need all the people
we can get to cover a lot of territory here in LA as well as New York.”
“I was looking over the stats for last year. Did you know that UCLA’s
transplant program performed the most heart and lung transplants in the
country?”
Don nodded. “They have a great program and have saved a lot of
lives.”
“We need to work on outreach and awareness to get more people on
donor lists and to dedicate in their advanced directives to donate.”
“We are doing our part, Tony, but there is still a stigma about
donating. And as hard as all of us in the industry work, we are still seen
as vultures rather than rescuers and life savers.”
“Only time can change that, Don.”
“Yeah, well, organ transplantation has been around for decades, and
there hasn’t been much of a change in the way we are viewed. I doubt
that it will be changing soon.”
“The black market and organ transplant tourism have also put a
black eye on the industry as a whole.” Don nodded as he walked out.

Margo woke up in recovery at Northridge Hospital. She was groggy
and called out for a nurse and asked, “Where am I?”
“You are in recovery, Ms. Heller. There was a complication during
your biopsy.”
“What kind of complication?”
“Dr. Swenson will speak with you when you return to your room.
Are you in any pain?”
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“No, but I’m a little nauseous.”
The nurse gave Margo an injection into her IV and said, “That’s due
to the anesthesia. You should start feeling better quickly.” Margo laid
her head back down on the bed and fell asleep.
Sara was sitting by Margo’s bedside when she came to again.
There were two other doctors in the room, and Margo asked, “Why the
company? What’s going on?”
Sara smiled slightly. “What do you remember about your biopsy?”
“Not much. You gave me a local and then there was something about
bleeding, and I woke up in recovery. What happened?”
“You started bleeding during the biopsy, and we had to do an
emergency operation to stop it.”
“Is this a normal occurrence?”
“No, but we did get samples, and we found that you have liver
cancer.”
“Liver cancer? I don’t drink that much.”
“It’s not a result of alcohol. The type of cancer that you have is quite
rare; it’s called hepatoblastoma, and it is usually a childhood cancer.
While we were operating to stop your bleeding, we were able to remove
a large tumor, but the cancer has permeated your liver.”
“What are you saying?”
“You don’t have much time to live.”
“Is there anything that can be done?”
“I have put you on the transplant list as of this morning. A liver
transplant is your only hope, but the odds of getting you one in time are
very, very slim.”
Margo sat up a little in her bed and asked, “How long do I have?”
“A few weeks, maybe a month.”
Margo started laughing and looked at the other two doctors with
Sara. “This is some kind of sick joke, right? I mean, I came in here with
a stomachache, and now you’re telling me that I’m dying? That’s not
possible.”
“It is, Margo. I’m sorry.”
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“So, what now? Do I lay in this bed and wait to die?”
“Do you have anyone who can help you?”
“No. My folks died in the fires, and I’m an only child.” Margo
paused and then said, “This can’t possibly be happening. I need a second
opinion.”
“That’s why Doctors Hernandez and Malcolm are here. They looked
over your tests and the biopsy report and concur with the diagnosis.”
“Yes, well, I want to see someone else. When can I leave the
hospital?”
“I would like to keep you overnight for observation. I’ll release you
tomorrow.” Margo nodded, and Sara asked, “Is there anything I can get
for you?”
“Yeah. A new diagnosis and prognosis.”

“A perfect specimen.”
“Indeed. Look at her coloring. Young and vibrant; she is going to
save a lot of lives.” Alice Banner was lying on an operating table half
conscious. Her wrists were tied together above her head and strapped
to a gurney as were her ankles. She was nude, and the two masked
men standing over her were rubbing their hands together. One pulled an
operating room light down over her, and the other lifted a scalpel and
began to make an incision in her abdomen. Alice screamed, but it was
muted by the duct tape over her mouth.
“What do you want to harvest first?”
“Let’s start with her kidneys.”
“You want to take both?”
“Why not? We’re just scrapping her for parts. I mean, come on.
She’s just a street walker.” The men cut into Alice, and she screamed,
and her eyes went wide as she saw her kidney being lifted out of her
body and placed in a steel bowl.”
“Do we have enough cooling solution?”
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“Oh yes. Plenty. What a beautiful, healthy kidney.” The men kept
working as Alice screamed through the duct tape. The two men harvested
her spleen and pancreas as she watched and cried.
“What about the liver?”
“Let’s save it for near the end. Take the left lung. I will work on
removing her eyes.” Alice could only stare as her right eye was removed,
and as the left was taken, her vision was gone, but her sense of smell,
sound, and pain were not.
The two men worked fast, and one asked the other, “Shall we take
her heart or liver now?”
“Let’s take her liver. Her heart will be the last thing we will remove
as it needs to be transplanted as soon as possible.”
Alice’s decimated body was thrown in the back of a van, and the
two men drove it out to a vacant lot in Hollywood and threw it in a trash
heap. Two vagrants were sitting under an overpass and watched the two
masked men throw a bloody sheet onto a pile of trash and drive away.
The homeless men walked down a small hill to the sheet, and one pulled
part of it back to see the brown hair on Alice’s near faceless skull. The
two men ran out of the area and flagged down an LAPD officer. It was
half past five, and the sun was setting as the officer looked over the
scene with a flashlight. He pulled back the sheet and promptly threw up
as he called for backup.

“Jesus Christ! I haven’t seen a case of organ harvesting in several
years,” Jade said as Jessica tried to get Alice’s body temperature.
“I can’t get a good temperature on her, but I don’t think she’s been
dead long.”
Several LAPD officers and homicide detectives were working the
scene, and the men who found the body were being interviewed. Jade
had called Sam, and she and Jim had just arrived on scene. Jim was
smoking a cigarette, and Sam had a cup of coffee in her hand as they
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approached. One of the LAPD detectives saw the two and said, “Oh for
God’s sake, O’Brian. Put out the smoke.”
Jim dropped it on the concrete and stomped it out then walked up to
Jade. “Why the fuck are Sam and I here? This is LAPD’s case.”
“This was an organ harvest, Jim. A live organ harvest.”
Sam stepped up and asked, “Are you saying someone killed the
victim for her organs?” Jade nodded. “Isn’t that more of a third world
issue?”
Jade shook her head. “It’s becoming more and more common here
in the U.S. I haven’t seen a case in a few years, but this kid suffered a
horrific death.”
“Well, I think having your organs removed while you’re still
breathing would be a hell of a way to die. I still don’t understand what
this has to do with Jim and me?”
Jade stood up and said, “The two men talking to the cops told them
that they saw a grey van pull in this lot and two masked men took the
body out wrapped in a bloody sheet and threw it on this trash heap.
They could only give a vague description of the men, and the van had
no plates. Someone paid those men for this girl’s organs.”
Jim leaned down and looked at Alice’s face and said, “They took
her eyes while she was alive?” Jade nodded. “So, this poor kid watched
as they harvested her right down to the tendons in her legs and arms?”
“I don’t need to put her on the autopsy table to know that this young
girl was alive and tortured during this cruel act.”
Sam sipped her coffee and asked, “Do you have any ID on her?”
“I ran her prints, and she has a criminal record. She’s a prostitute
named Alice Banner. According to records, she is seventeen years old,
and most of her arrests have been here in the Hollywood area.”
Jessica hadn’t said much, and Sam asked her what she thought.
Jessica stood next to Jade and said, “There’s a black market for organs
right here on the streets of LA. I was offered money for one of my
kidneys when I was on the street. I knew several working girls and guys
who woke up missing the organ after being picked up by a john.”
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Sam asked, “And no one reported it to the police?”
“No. It’s the risk you take being on the streets. In this case, I think
someone knew this kid, and she was a match for some wealthy people
in need of organs.”
Jim laughed and said, “You think this girl was targeted and that her
attacker knew her and her health information?”
Jessica pointed to Alice’s arms and said, “You see those needle
marks on her arms?” Jim nodded. “She’s not a junkie, Jim. Someone
drew blood, and looking at the healing on several of the draws, they
took blood days or even weeks ago.”
“That doesn’t mean shit. She could be a blood donor. Jess, you were
on the streets. Are you telling me you never sold your blood or plasma?”
“Oh yes, I sold it. I’m saying that these holes aren’t just from blood
donations. They are from blood draws.”
“And you can tell that just from looking at this kid’s arms?”
“Yeah. This girl was carefully picked, and those organs are only
viable for a few hours, so I’m betting there are several people on
operating tables right now getting this kid’s organs.”
Jade cleared the scene, and the LAPD detectives released the body
to her. A couple of assistants put the body on a gurney and placed it in
the van. Jim looked at everyone and said, “Ms. Morgan and Ms. Holmes
will do the autopsy. We want to be copied on the results.”
One of the detectives asked, “Is the sheriff’s department taking over
our investigation?”
Jim shook his head while lighting a cigarette. He snapped his Zippo
shut and said, “Nope. We just want to follow up and make sure you
assholes do your job.”
“Like you can do it better than we can. Give me a break, Jim. Sam’s
office has a backlog of homicide cases that are at least a year old. This
is a dead hooker case. It’s not exactly going to take top priority in our
office, so don’t be a smartass.”
Sam looked over at the men and said, “This is now the sheriff’s
department’s case; you’re dismissed.” She pulled out her cellphone and
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called out her own CSI team and as the LAPD started leaving she said,
“Give me all of your notes from the scene as well as photos.”
One of the detectives beamed the information to Sam and said,
“Take the thing. We have better things to do than deal with dead trash.”
The men left, and Jade looked at Jessica and said, “I’m sorry for this.”
Jessica just shook her head and said, “I might be educated and off
the street, but this is how we are treated out here. Shit. If the body hadn’t
been mutilated, she would most likely have been fucked before the cops
were called. After all, she was still warm. It’s the way it is on the street,
Jade. People like to think that all crimes are treated equally, but you
and I know that’s not the case. However, this killing does need special
attention.” Sam asked why. “Because this kid was chosen for her parts
and was harvested alive. While this goes on every day in hospitals, it’s
not common on the streets. The fact that someone dumped her body in
near broad day light where it could be found tells me we are dealing
with some noobs, and if we get it into the media their bosses will find
out and heads could literally roll.”
Sam nodded and said, “This is a rare situation. I know it happens, but
usually the bodies are dealt with out of the light of law enforcement.”
“Exactly. Someone was careless.”
Jim was staring up at the now starry sky and said, “We don’t want
this in the press.”
Sam asked, “Why not?”
“If what Jess is saying is true, we want this to stay out of the press.
Someone did it once and will do it again. The only way we are going to
catch this killer is to keep following the trail.”
Jessica nodded and said, “Until it dries up, Jim. I doubt that whoever
did this will dump another body, but I agree that we should keep a lid on
this and at the same time start looking around town for donation centers
that pay for blood and plasma to see if they know her.”
“I thought you said she was tested.”
“She was, but she might have been being tested to donate plasma,
too. It’s a process, and that might be where the killer found her.”
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Chapter Four
“I know that look.
What do you know?”

“

Y

ou dumped the damn body in a parking lot in Hollywood?” Doctor
Terrence Guthrie was yelling at the two men who were standing
in his office at his clinic in Beverly Hills. The two men stood
silent; both were still in lab coats covered in blood, and Guthrie was
pacing while staring at them. “Oh, for God’s sake. We have a damn
crematorium. That’s what we do with remains here. You two didn’t
know that?”
“Sir, we grabbed her off the street and took her to our own location
to remove the organs. She’s a hooker, doctor. No one is going to give
two shits about her.”
Terrence was still pacing and shaking his head. “I hired you
two idiots because I am short staffed, and my clients need organs
quickly.”
“And we produced the goods. We worked her up and harvested her,
and you have a team of surgeons putting her organs into people right
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now. So, don’t bust our balls. We did our job, and you have your organs,
now pay us, or we will harvest you,” Joe Harden said as his partner
Mike Shelton looked on.
Terrence stopped pacing and sat down at his desk. “I’m making
the transfer to you now. Don’t you ever threaten me. You might be the
harvesters I hired, but I’m one of the middlemen that makes this whole
operation work. In the future when harvesting for me, do it here. I have
the equipment; I have the storage, and I have the means of disposing of
the evidence. Am I clear?”
Mike laughed and said, “Just pay us, Terry. We will use your
facilities when we can, but when you have an urgent request like
you did today, we don’t fuck around. We grab the donor and take the
organs. Period. No one can trace them back to you or us, so relax.
You’re going to give yourself a heart attack.” He stretched and said, “I
need a shower and some food. What about you, Joe?” He nodded, and
Mike said, “Thanks for the work, doc. Let us know who the next donor
is, and we’ll grab ‘em.”
Terrence handed Mike a piece of paper and said, “These three are
next. I will need all organs again. Once you have them, call me before
you harvest, and I will let my people know, so they can get the recipients
in and prepped without delay. The girl’s pancreas was useless because
you didn’t store it properly, so now my client has to wait for another.”
Mike looked over the list and handed it to Joe, who said, “You have
matches for these donors?”
“Yes…and I need a liver in the next twenty-four hours for one of my
customers, so don’t screw around.”
Joe laughed and said, “All street meat. This will be easy. We’ll call
you tomorrow.”
Terrence sat staring at his computer screen after the men left. Several
minutes passed and then his phone rang.
“Doctor Guthrie, the operations are almost finished. All of the
organs except the pancreas were viable, so we are going to have five
really happy patients.”
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“That’s great news, Doctor Miller, really great news.”
There was a pause, and Drake Miller asked, “How did you find a
match so fast for these folks?”
“I have my own registry; the less you know the better.”
“Okay. I just wanted to thank you for getting this so fast. You saved
lives tonight and that’s what it’s all about.”
“Yes sir, it is. I’m glad everything is working out.” Terrence hung up
the phone and sat back in his chair and said to himself, “I can’t believe
those morons threw a body on the street. I have a bad feeling.”

Chris was reading a report on his tablet when John came into his
office. Chris smiled and asked, “So, when are you and Sara leaving?”
“Well, with any luck, in a few days.”
“I can’t believe that John Swenson aka the Iron Eagle is going on an
extended vacation.”
John laughed and said, “That makes two of us, so what’s up?”
Chris put down his tablet, put his arms behind his head, and said,
“Not a lot, strangely. All investigations are moving along smoothly.
Have you spoken to Jim or Sam?” John shook his head. “This has to
be a record. No crazy crime scene calls, no sick fucks doing horrible
things. Perhaps the Eagle is making an impact.”
“Hardly. I’m doing my job, but the reality is that there are bad people
doing bad things. Some we are hunting, and others we don’t even know
about.” Chris nodded, and John pulled out his cellphone and called Jim.
“What the fuck do you want?”
“Long time no speak. How’s it going?”
“Oh, you want to catch up? I thought you were on vacation.”
“In a few days. Sara has some things to clean up at the hospital, and
I have a few housekeeping things myself. How’s Cindy?”
“Fine; she is working with Karen.”
“And Sam?”
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“Sam, well, we are working on two homicides. Some really fucked
up shit.”
“What do you have?”
“Two off duty CHP officers were killed in an early morning accident
on PCH. They were riding a motorcycle on PCH at about four this
morning when someone shot the driver and sent his passenger careening
headfirst into a bridge abutment.”
“No helmet?”
“He was wearing a helmet, but the helmet and skull are no match for
hitting concrete at nearly fifty miles an hour.”
“And the other?”
“A street walker in Hollywood had her organs harvested and her
body dumped on a trash pile near an overpass. I haven’t seen one
of these cases in a few years. This kid was seventeen and worked
Hollywood. Jade and Jessica are taking the case really personal, and
LAPD was sitting around with their cocks in their hands, so Sam and I
took the case.”
“Do you have an ID on the victim?”
“Alice Banner; seventeen and on the streets for a few years. No
family that we can find. Just another kid lost to the streets. Why do
you care anyway? This is my jurisdiction. You’re going away, so
get the fuck out of town before you end up in the middle of yet
another case.”
John laughed and said, “Just send me over the case file on the
kid.”
Jim was standing near his office window, and John heard Jim’s
Zippo open and close and him taking a deep breath. “Why, John?”
“I just want to see the file.”
Jim sent the file as he stood smoking a cigarette.
Sam came into the office and pulled a cigarette from a pack on the
window ledge, and Jim lit it as he waited for John’s response. “Is that
John?” Jim nodded, and Sam took a hit off her smoke and asked, “I
thought he was gone?”
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“Not yet. He wants to see the file on Banner.” Sam nodded, and Jim
held the phone to his ear as John looked at the crime scene photos and
the reports. Chris was watching John’s facial expressions but didn’t say
anything.
“Do Jade and Jessica have the body?”
“What’s left of it. Why?”
“Meet me and Chris at the coroner’s office. I’ll explain when we’re
together.” John hung up and called and asked Jade if she’d completed
the autopsy on the Banner girl.
“No. We just got her back to the office. How the hell do you know
about her?”
“I was talking to Jim, and he sent me over the file. Chris and I are on
our way over, so are Jim and Sam.”
“And why is the FBI interested in this case?”
“They’re not.”
Jade was quiet for a second and then asked, “Why is the Eagle
interested in this case?”
“I will explain when we get to your office. Make sure we have a
secure location to talk and have the Banner girl’s body on the table.”
“What do you see, John?”
“We will talk more when I get there.”
John hung up the line, and Chris sat up and said, “I know that look.
What do you know?”
“A torturing killer when I see one.”
“I don’t understand.”
“You will. Come on.”

Audrey Hoskins was sitting up in bed with her mother by her side
when Turnbull and several others came into the room. “Well, don’t you
look radiant,” Glenn said with a smile on his face.
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“I feel remarkable,” Audrey said, smiling from ear to ear. “I don’t
know how to thank you.”
“You don’t have to thank me. It was the donor who saved your life.
You are a very, very lucky young woman. You have a new heart, and
as long as you follow doctors’ orders and take your medications you
should live a long and successful life.”
“You were mean in the operating room, Doctor Turnbull. You were
cold and mean.”
Glenn sat down next to her on the bed and said, “I’m sorry that you
had to see me like that. What I do here is very, very important. When I
am in the middle of both harvesting organs and assisting in transplanting
them, I get in the zone. My focus was on saving your life, and you got
the next best thing to a genetic donor. You got a living organ. I’m sorry
if I upset you.”
“You make a half a million dollars for what you did for me?”
Glenn’s face dropped, and Natalie looked at him and asked, “You
made a half a million dollars off my daughter and the donor?”
“It’s a complicated system, ladies. These operations are very, very
difficult and require special training as well as giving up a lot of your
life.”
Audrey asked, “Giving up your life? I don’t understand.”
“I have been a transplant and organ harvesting doctor for ten years.
I have to be on call twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. In the
past ten years, I have had two vacations. I am one of only a handful of
specialists in this area who are trained in multiple organ transplantation,
and when an organ becomes available I have to be ready at a moment’s
notice.”
“Do you get calls every day?” Audrey asked.
“Pretty much. I do this so that people like you don’t have to spend
years on waiting lists. You were only days away from dying, Audrey.
You really don’t know how fortunate you are. There are more people on
transplant lists than there are organs. People die every day waiting for a
transplant. You’re one of the lucky ones.”
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Audrey got a thoughtful look on her face and said, “I’m a donor.
Had I died, would you or someone like you have harvested my organs?
I mean, my heart was no good, but everything else works.”
Glenn nodded and said, “You need to rest, young lady. You have
a long road to recovery, but in a few short weeks you will be back in
school and living your life.” Glenn smiled through the mask over his
face and left the room.
Natalie asked, “Were you scared?”
“Not of the operation, but I was scared of Doctor Turnbull. He was
like a savage animal. I don’t want to ever be in that situation again.”
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Chapter Five
“I’m not nuts, doctor. I’m dying.”

J

ade and Jessica were waiting in their office for John and the others.
Jessica was reading over the reports on Alice and asked, “What do
you think John saw?”
“Beats the hell out of me.”
“And he’s not coming as the FBI?”
“No.”
Jessica let out a sigh. “Whatever he saw, it’s not good.”
Jade was about to speak when Jim and Sam knocked on the office
door. “Since when do you knock?” Jade asked.
“I didn’t,” Jim said, “Sam did. Are John and Chris here?”
“No, but you’re closer to my office than they are.”
Jim sat down and put his feet up on Jade’s desk and asked, “So, what
do you think the Eagle saw?”
Jessica stood up and kicked Jim’s feet off the desk and said, “Show
some damn respect, man.”
“That’s not Jim’s strong suit,” John said. “Follow me. I have Alice
in a private room.” The group followed Jade and Jessica into a clean
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room where they put on coveralls and gloves. Alice’s body was draped
with a blue cloth, and John removed it and began looking closely at the
body. Jim and Sam stood back, and Jade and Jessica followed John’s
eyes as he looked over every inch of Alice’s body. “Hand me a pair of
forceps, please.” Jade complied, and Jessica looked in as John spread
Alice’s lower abdomen and then asked for more light. There was silence,
and John asked for a few more instruments and Jade’s assistance and
removed several hairs. Jade put them into an evidence bag, and John
said, “Run DNA on that. It belongs to the killer.”
“This is a fresh kill. She hasn’t been dead but five or six hours,” Jade
said. “She was chosen. This wasn’t a random killing for organs. She was
tested and matched; she didn’t know it, but she was handpicked to be an
organ donor.”
John stepped back and said, “That’s exactly what she was…literally
a living organ donor. Whoever did this knew what he was doing. The
incisions are neat and clean. The organs were harvested properly but
quickly.”
“How the fuck could you possibly know that?” Jim paused then
said, “Strike that. This is the guy who does living autopsies on people.”
Jessica said, “She suffered horribly, John. We don’t have the tox
reports back, but based on the physical examination she had no sedation.
She was just tied at the wrists and ankles, opened up, and had her organs
removed.”
John nodded and pointed to Alice’s mouth and said, “See the glue
residue? That is most likely from duct tape. That’s all that stood between
her screams of agony and her attacker.”
Jade looked on and asked, “So, you think the guy’s a doctor?”
“Yeah. Probably one that has lost his license and has gotten into the
black market organ trade.”
Sam said, “I understand that the organ market is very lucrative.”
“It all depends on your role. For this kid, obviously not. China is
the largest provider of organs in the world followed by India. Donors
in those countries make a pittance for their organs, usually kidneys.
They’re the most in demand organ in the world thanks to diabetes. After
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that, it’s hearts and lungs followed by livers and other organs. This kid
was harvested for pretty much everything, from major organs to tissue,
tendons, bone, and marrow. I mean, she was stripped clean while alive.”
Jade was standing over Alice’s body and said, “There is no way one
person could have done all this. There had to be at least one other doctor
or even a team.”
John shook his head. “A team is unlikely. As we have learned
over the past several cases, secrets are only kept by the dead. I agree,
though, Jade. There is no way that this woman was harvested by a single
person. There had to be at least two people. Based on the clean cuts
and the precision of the harvest, this was done in an operating room or
something close to it.”
Chris looked on and asked, “If all of this is true, how the hell are we
going to find these killers?”
John pulled his mask down as he walked to the exam room exit and
said, “We need to follow her donations and then the money. This is a
local operation, most likely catering to big money clients who aren’t on
the regular organ donor lists.”
Jade was changing out of her gown and said, “She was definitely
tested, John. She’s not a junkie. Her rap sheet is out of Hollywood with
the exception of one arrest in Beverly Hills last year. I think we start
with local paying blood/plasma banks and then work from there.”
Jim asked, “If any of this is true, it’s unlikely that a front like this
would keep real names.”
“They would have to if they were operating in the donor system,”
said Jade. “They would be taking in blood and plasma for the open
market, and all of those patients have to have their blood tested before
they can be donors. Once cleared, they can donate twice a week for
plasma; no one pays for blood. A lot of people pick up extra income
selling their plasma, and that’s most likely what Alice was doing but
ended up on this killer’s radar.”
Jim shook his head and asked, “Are you telling me these plasma
centers are private businesses?”
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Jade nodded, and Jessica said, “And they are huge businesses that
make bank in a very, very competitive market. You do understand what
plasma is used for, right?” Jim shrugged as the four walked back to
Jade’s office. “Just about every procedure or disease needs plasma. It’s
a huge business and is important to the everyday practice of medicine
and keeping people healthy and alive.”

Margo woke with a start and was breathing heavily and sweating.
Her hospital room was dimly lit, and she could barely make out the
time on the clock on the wall. “Three thirty a.m. The soul’s midnight,”
she said to herself as she became more alert. She got out of bed and
made her way to the bathroom. She didn’t realize she had a catheter
in until she went to sit down. The bag was full, and she screamed
for help as she pressed the call button. Two nurses were in the room
within seconds, and Margo looked at them and asked, “What the hell
is going on? This bag is full of blood.” One of the nurses removed the
catheter, and Margo sat to go to the bathroom. There was a gush of
liquid, and when she rose, the toilet was full of blood, and she passed
out at the sight.

Troy Carter had just come off duty and was showering when one
of his fellow officers came into the room. The two spoke for several
minutes, and Troy asked, “Do we have any leads on Mel’s shooter?”
“We’re working with the Los Angeles County Sheriff, but it hasn’t
even been twenty-four hours yet, Troy.”
“It feels like a week, man. This time yesterday I was standing in this
very spot shooting the shit with Ben and Mel, and they were telling me
about a trip they were planning to Oxnard to see Mel’s daughter.”
“Shit happens, man. Shit just happens.”
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“Not to my brother and his best friend. No. Someone saw something,
or it was caught on security cameras. This is the big money world of
Malibu. You’re going to tell me that there is no security camera footage
of the shooting?”
The officer shrugged and patted him on the shoulder and walked
out. Troy dressed in street clothes and put his weapon in a holster behind
his back then paced the locker room for several minutes before leaving
the building. He was nearing his truck when a text came over on his
phone. He looked at the sender’s information, but it was an unknown
caller. The text message was straight to the point.
‘If you want to know who killed your brother and his friend, meet me
at the turnout at Point Mugu Rock off PCH at five a.m., and I will tell
you everything.’
Troy looked at the message for several minutes then texted back,
‘Who are you, and how did you get this number?’
‘If you want answers, meet me. If you are not there by five fifteen,
you will never learn the truth.’
Troy looked at the time on his phone. It was two a.m. He paced a
little, saying to himself, “What if it’s a trap?” He looked back at the
building entrance and pulled his radio off his belt and said, “Max, are
you at the desk?”
Max Baxter boomed back, “Yeah, Troy. What’s up?”
“Hey, I’m off, and I’m going to take a ride up the coast.”
“You’re not investigating Mel and Ben’s deaths, are you?”
“No. Just want to clear my head.”
“Okay. You have my attention. Are you okay?”
“Yeah, yeah. It’s just been a tough day, that’s all.”
“Are you taking your bike or your truck?”
“Truck.”
“Okay, be safe.”
“Will do.” Troy paused and asked, “You’re off at eight, right?”
“Yeah. Why?”
“I’ll call you at six. If you don’t hear from me, send a cruiser out to
the turnout at Point Mugu Rock on PCH.”
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Max was quiet for a second and then asked, “What’s going on, Troy?
Why are you going out to Point Mugu?”
“It’s just a place to clear my head. I can’t sleep, and that was the last
place that Ben and Mel were seen alive.”
“Okay. We already have a couple of cruisers staging there. It’s one
of our best speed traps.”
Troy laughed and released the button on the radio. He looked at his
reflection in his side view mirror. He was six foot two and a hundred
and seventy pounds of pure muscle. He smiled and said to himself, “I
will meet you, and I will take you out if you were the one who killed my
brother and his friend.”

The Point Mugu Naval Air Station was bustling day or night. The
Navy was in the middle of night maneuvers, and planes were taking
off and landing both on the base and on two aircraft carriers about fifty
miles off shore. It was four-forty-five a.m. when Troy pulled over near
Point Mugu Rock but not in the full turnout. He scanned the area with a
pair of night vision binoculars. There were several RVs parked near the
shoreline, and a single car with two people in it making out. He watched
the area as five a.m. approached, but there were no other cars. His police
radio was turned down low, but he could hear the chatter and activity
going on in the area but nothing dramatic was happening.

Joe Harden was sitting in his cargo van one mile marker behind Troy
and had been watching him since he pulled over. He sat alone in the van
looking through his own night vision, taping a thick clubbed finger on
the steering wheel and mumbling to himself, “So, what are you going
to do, Mr. Carter? Are you going to sit there all night, or are you going
to pull behind the rock? The sun will be rising soon.” He looked over
to the passenger seat where he had duct tape, zip ties, several syringes,
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and a grey satchel. The sky was beginning to get a light glow, and Troy’s
truck just sat still, frustrating Harden. “Come on, asshole. You want
to know what happened to your brother. I not only want to tell you; I
want to show you. I will let you feel firsthand what your brother could
not. You’re a perfect donor.” Troy’s truck moved, and Harden watched
as it drove up PCH then made a U-turn and pulled into a spot away
from the RVs and others. A smile creeped across Harden’s face, and
he whispered, “Finally.” He pulled out in the van with the headlights
off and started driving slowly down PCH. The early morning sky was
getting brighter, and he pulled the van over near a lookout point a few
car lengths from Troy’s truck then grabbed the equipment and walked
slowly up to Troy’s passenger window.

Margo was lying in bed, holding her abdomen. Sara was on call
and had asked Karen to come in because Margo was terminally ill. Sara
met Karen in the hallway outside of Margo’s room and gave her a crash
update on her situation and then the two entered. Margo was writhing
in pain and when she saw Sara she asked, “What the hell is happening
to me?”
Sara looked over her chart and said, “You’re bleeding through your
bowel, Margo.”
“Then why did it come out when I peed?”
“I think that you released both bladder and bowel at the same time.”
Sara ordered an anti-anxiety medication to calm Margo down, and after
the drug had been injected Sara gave her a high dose of morphine, and
she settled completely. Karen was standing at the foot of the bed, and
Margo asked who she was.
“My name is Doctor Karen Mantel, and I’m a psychiatrist here at
the hospital.”
“I’m not nuts, doctor. I’m dying.”
Karen nodded and asked, “How do you feel about that?”
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“How do I feel? Are you fuckin’ kidding me? I came in yesterday
morning with a stomachache, and twenty-four hours later I’m bleeding
out of all orifices and being told I’m dying of liver cancer. How the hell
do you think I feel?”
Karen apologized and said, “Doctor Swenson tells me you have no
family.”
“I live alone. I don’t have a boyfriend. I don’t have a lot of friends
per se, so I’m alone in this mess, and to be honest if this is going to get
even worse I would like you to end my life.”
Sara looked at Margo and said, “You do have that option, Margo.
Physician assisted suicide is legal in California, and your prognosis is
well under six months.”
“Unless a liver comes up, and I can get a transplant?”
Sara nodded, and Karen said, “You’ve been told that you have a
better chance of winning the lottery than receiving a liver given the
advanced disease process, right?”
Margo nodded, and tears welled up in her eyes. “This isn’t supposed
to happen. I’m twenty-three years old. I’m in the prime of my life. I
don’t understand why this is happening to me.”
“I understand, Margo,” Karen said. “I was on death’s door
recently myself and in the process lost my first and unfortunately only
child. I am alive today as a result of the fast actions of Doctor
Swenson.”
“Well, yippee for you. Were your organs failing? Was your liver
shot? I won’t recover from this, doctor. I’m going to die, and based on
the shit that has happened since I stepped foot in this hospital, I will be
lucky to see the next sunset.”
“It’s okay to be angry, Margo.”
“Gee, thanks for giving me permission. I’m really, really pissed off,
and I want to go home.”
Sara shook her head. “I’m afraid I can’t allow that, Margo. There is
more going on than just your liver cancer. We need to get to the bottom
of what is happening to you.”
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“The bottom? Jesus Christ, doc. You told me a few hours ago I was
dying, then you told me that I could have doctor assisted suicide. Now
you want to poke around on me more? Fuck that shit! If I’m going to
die, then I’m going to die my way. If I can’t go home, I don’t want to
waste away in this damn room. Give me the medication, so I can get the
fuck out of this life.”
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Chapter Six
“Don’t ask questions you
don’t want answers to.”

I

t was ten after six when two CHP cruisers pulled up next to Troy’s
truck, and one of the officers jumped out and banged on the driver’s
window. Troy was slumped over the steering wheel, and the officer
tried the door handle, but the door was locked. He called Troy’s name
several times, but there was no response, so he grabbed his baton
and busted out the driver’s side window and opened the truck door.
He grabbed Troy by the shoulders and shook him, but there was no
response. He felt for a pulse. There was one, but it was weak. He called
out to the other officer to radio for an ambulance, and as he moved
Troy’s body back in the seat he could see a large pool of blood on the
floorboards on the right side.
“Jesus Christ! Get an ambulance here right away.” He pulled Troy out
of the cab and got him to the ground. His entire right side was slit open,
and meaty flesh was all that the officer could see. Troy was breathing
shallowly, and the two officers worked to keep him alive until the EMTs
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could get to the scene. He was too far gone for ground transport, so they
called for life flight to transport him to Northridge Hospital’s Trauma
Center.

“I have a kidney, a lower lobe off a liver, and a considerable amount
of large and small intestine,” Joe said quietly.
Mike asked, “Are they stored properly?”
“Yeah…I got them off the brother of the dead cop from the shooting
the other night.”
“Are you out of your damn mind? When Terry finds out, he’s going
to be furious.”
“Oh, fuck Terry. I ran some tests on the liver, and I got a match on
the national registry for it.”
“You’re kidding?”
“No. Some kid named Margo Heller. She has liver cancer, but she
is a viable recipient. She is in Northridge Hospital, and I made a call to
check in on her, and she is not doing well.”
“How are you going to sell the organ?”
“I’m going to sell it to Glenn.”
“You’re going to sell it to Turnbull? He’s just going to turn around
and make two fifty on the thing through insurance.”
“You’re right. I can’t let that fucker get rich off of my hard work.
I will sell it to him for a hundred thousand. He has the cash, and he’s
never asked me any questions when I got him organs.”
“I don’t know, Joe. If you go around Terry, there will be hell to pay.”
“Who’s going to tell him?”
“He looks at the private and public registry every morning. He will
see the transplant. It won’t work for the private registry?”
“No. I ran DNA and blood, but this Margo person is the only match.
Don’t forget, Tony looks at the same lists every day as well. I only have
a few hours to do this, or the organ will be useless.”
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“Okay, but I’ll call him. You two are oil and water. Get the organ to
me right away, and I will set it up with Life.”
Joe hung up the phone and looked at the cooler that held the liver in
it and smiled. “If you could have seen the look on your face, Mr. Carter.
I wonder how your dying is going.”

Glenn Turnbull was reading the paper when he received a text that
there was an organ available. He texted back and asked what organ and
who the match was. The information came back over to him, and he
grabbed his car keys and called Sara as he ran out of his house. “It’s
Glenn, Sara. I just got word that there is a liver match for one of your
patients on the donor registry.”
“Which patient?”
“Ms. Margo Heller.”
“You’re kidding.”
“No…can you prep her for surgery? I am going to recover the lobe
now; it’s the lower right lobe. Will your patient be able to receive that?”
“Is there another match? There are probably better candidates than
Margo.”
“No. According to my donor source, she’s it.”
“Then, we have nothing to lose. I will get our transplant team
moving. How long before you’re here?”
“An hour at the most. I won’t call. I will just show up, so be ready.”
Glenn hung up the phone and called Mike. “So…where is the lobe?”
“I have it. I want a hundred thousand for it.”
“A hundred thousand?”
“Hey, Glenn, it’s from a living donor and is a perfect match. You’re
going to make double that off it, so that’s the price. Take it or leave it.”
“You’re an asshole, Mike.”
“Yeah, but I’m an asshole with a lobe you need. It’s at my place. Get
here fast and wire the money to me at the usual place.”
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Glenn hung up the phone and called his personal banker. “Nick, it’s
Glenn. I need you to wire a hundred thousand now.”
“No problem. Do I have the information, or is it a new deal?”
“You have it. Life Enterprises.”
“I have it on my screen. I will do the transfer now. You need to come
in and sign for it.”
“I am on my way to surgery. I will come in this afternoon. Just
make sure the wire gets out and email a confirmation of the transfer to
me and Life.”
“Already done, Glenn. Good luck.”
Glenn sped down the freeway to Mike’s house in Granada Hills. He
got off the 405 Freeway at Balboa Boulevard and climbed the winding
road until he reached the dead-end sign on Timber Ridge Drive and
arrived at the gates to Mike Shelton’s mansion. He pressed the call
button, and the gates opened. He drove the long drive up to the front
of the massive house and parked near a fountain at the entrance and got
out. Mike was there to greet him, and Mike took him into his private
laboratory and gave him all of the information on the organ. “Where did
it come from?”
Mike laughed and said, “Don’t ask questions you don’t want answers
to. Take it and save a life.”
Glenn looked around and asked, “Where is Doctor Harden?”
“I would assume he’s at home.”
“Really? So how did you come by this trophy?”
“Again, Glenn, don’t ask questions. You better get going. It’s eight
a.m. That organ has been on ice for two hours and is from a living donor,
so get moving.”
Glenn took the cooler and walked out. Once he had driven out of the
drive, Joe appeared and asked, “So, we have a hundred grand?” Mike
nodded. “What about the rest of the recovery? The kidney is viable as
are the rest of the organs.”
“I have already reported it to Terry, and he has a recipient for the
kidney as well as the other organs.”
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There was a pause, and Mike asked, “The donor…where is he?”
“I have no idea. I harvested him fast after telling him that we killed
his brother and friend.”
“You didn’t kill him?”
“I didn’t have to. Shit, I took so much of him and sedated him so
deeply, he will never recover. He most likely died in his truck.”
“And if he didn’t?”
“He never saw my face. I hit him right in the jugular with the first
shot, and he was out in a matter of seconds. Shit, he was trying to pull
his gun on me, and I took it with me as a trophy.”
Mike sat down on a small stool and said, “You better hope that the
guy is dead, Joe, because if he’s not, all hell is going to break loose.”

Chris and John were going over files when his cellphone rang. “Are
you still in town?” Jim asked. John told him yes. “You remember the
two highway patrol officers killed yesterday?” John said yes. “Well,
Ben Carter’s brother Troy has just been life flighted to Northridge
after being discovered unconscious and barely alive in his truck at
Point Mugu.”
“And this concerns me how?”
“Some of his organs had been harvested, John. Sound familiar?”
“Does Sara know about this?”
“Sara has a patient in the process of getting a liver transplant, so she
is just a little busy. From what I’m told, the guy is slipping in and out
of it, and we might be able to get information from him before he takes
the trip.”
“Chris and I are on our way.” He hung up and said, “We might have
a break in the organ harvesting case.”
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Margo Heller was being rushed into surgery. Several doctors and
nurses were pushing her gurney to the operating room. The elevator
doors opened, and a second gurney with several flight nurses were
working on Troy in the oversized elevator. They pushed Margo in, and
one of the nurses with Margo asked one of the flight nurses, “What do
you have?”
“A highway patrol officer who has been brutally attacked. You?”
“A liver transplant. We just got word that we have a match from
a live donor.” The elevator doors were closing when Doctor Glenn
Turnbull entered with the hazmat cooler in hand.
The flight nurse looked Glenn up and down with a look of disgust
and said, “This one’s not ready for the reaper just yet.”
Turnbull laughed and patted the side of the cooler and said, “I already
have the life-saving organ for the patient. What do you have there?”
“A critically injured patient.”
“I see. Is he an organ donor?”
The nurse ignored him, and the doors opened, and Margo’s nurses
stepped aside as they wheeled Troy Carter into surgery then wheeled
Margo into the operating room next to him. Glenn handed off the organ
to the transplant team along with some paperwork. Margo was under,
and Glenn scrubbed to assist as two other surgeons began to open her
up. Glenn walked back into the operating room and looked down at
Margo’s liver and said, “Jesus, this is the recipient? That liver is a mess.”
Sara had entered the operating room and said, “She is the only viable
recipient, so she gets the organ.”
“For Christ’s sake, Sara. The woman is going to die. There isn’t
anyone else that could use this organ?”
“No.”
Glenn shook his head and said, “Well, let me know when she dies,
so I can re-harvest this beautiful lobe and find a recipient who can live
with it.”
“Get the fuck out of my operating room, Glenn, or I swear I will slit
your throat right here right now.”
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Glenn held his hands in the air and said while backing up, “I know
the rules. Don’t piss off Sara Swenson. You might own this hospital, but
you are a bitch on wheels.”
Another surgeon yelled at Glenn, and he left the room. John and
Chris had just gotten off the elevator and were looking for Carter when
Glenn came out of the room. Glenn didn’t see the two men and ran right
into John and crumpled to the floor. John reached his hand down to
Glenn and asked, “Are you okay?”
Glenn took John’s hand and said, “I think so. Why the hell don’t you
watch where you’re going?”
“You ran into me, Doctor Turnbull. You should watch where you are
going.”
Glenn brushed himself off and then looked at John and said, “I don’t
need assholes like you first thing in the morning.”
Chris pulled his ID and flashed it in Glenn’s face. “FBI, asshole. I’m
Special Agent Mantel and this is Special Agent Swenson.”
Glenn’s face went sheet white, and he asked, “Swenson? Are you
related to Doctor Sara Swenson?”
“She’s my wife. Why?” Glenn started to stutter as he backed away
from the two men, and John asked, “Are you okay, Doctor Turnbull?”
Glenn was nodding while still backing up until he struck a wall. John
looked at Chris then back to Turnbull and said, “We’re here to see Officer
Troy Carter. He was assaulted this morning. Do know where he is?”
Turnbull shook his head slowly, and Chris said, “You look like you
have seen a ghost. Are you sure you’re okay?”
Glenn got his composure and said, “Yes, yes. I’m sorry. I’m just a
little stunned by your sheer size. What is the FBI doing here on a local
matter?”
“We have an interest in the case, doctor,” John said as he walked
toward Glenn. “I know your name. You’re the organ harvester from LA.
They call you the vulture.”
“A name that is not at all fitting as to what I do, Agent Swenson. I
can assure you.”
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“What are you doing here?”
“I was simply delivering an organ for transplant to Doctor Swenson
and her transplant team.”
“I see. Don’t you usually assist in these operations?”
“Yes, but Doctor Swenson and I have a bit of a strained relationship.
Since this was a living donor organ, I simply picked it up and delivered
it for the transplant.”
“A living donor organ? What type of organ?”
“Um…liver…well, a lobe of a liver.”
“Where did you get the organ?”
“I picked it up from a transplant facility.”
“And who’s the donor?”
“I don’t know, Agent Swenson, and even if I did I would not be able
to release that information to you. HIPPA laws, you know.”
“I see…” John was about to speak when Jim and Sam arrived, and
Jim was yelling at several staff and asking where Carter was. John
turned to address Jim and as he did Glenn fled the building.
Jim asked, “Who the fuck is that guy, and why is he in such a damn
hurry?”
John turned to see Glenn quickly turning a corner and said, “A
person I want to talk to.”
Jim nodded, and Chris followed Glenn. Jim asked, “So, where is
Carter?”
Sam had left the men and was walking back and heard Jim ask the
question. “Mr. Carter is in surgery; they are trying to save his life.”
Jim shook his head and said, “If he dies, we will lose our lead on
these animals.”
John sat down in a waiting room chair and pulled out his tablet. “No,
Jim. I don’t think that Mr. Carter is the only key to this mystery. Doctor
Turnbull, who Chris is pursuing, has a secret, and I’m going to find out
just what that secret is.”
Jim laughed and said, “Glenn Turnbull?” John nodded. “He’s a
freaky guy and gets a lot of shit because he does organ procurement, but
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he’s not a killer.” Jim paused. “Okay. He turns off ventilators in order to
harvest organs, but he isn’t killing anyone. He’s helping to save lives.”
“Sure. I have his file up here. No criminal history. No lawsuits,
but he did work with a couple of doctors who have had their licenses
revoked by the state.”
Jim looked over at the tablet and the names, “Ah, Doctors Joseph
Harden and Michael Shelton. Yeah. Those are a couple of bad guys. The
sheriff’s department worked with several government agencies on an
illegal organ procurement operation. Turnbull was out of the company
for over a year when we started the investigation, and we never found any
wrong doing on his part. These two whack jobs were harvesting organs
from the dead and near dead and selling them on the black market.”
“The dead?”
“Yeah. These guys were true tomb raiders or mortuary raiders. They
had agreements with several funeral homes around LA to harvest the
organs of the dead. It was a pretty ingenious system. They took organs
that could be parted out. You can’t transplant a long dead heart, but
you can take the valves to transplant later, as well as bone and tendons
and other things. They worked mostly on those to be cremated. Once
the body came in and the family had signed off on the cremation, they
would come in and take the parts. The bodies were then cremated, and
no one was the wiser.”
“How did they get on the government’s radar?”
“While their transplant practice was thriving, they had a side
business of selling body parts both to the donor industry, which is
illegal, and the black market. They had too many parts, if you know
what I mean. They started expanding into whole human skeletons for
use in medical schools and other teaching facilities, and that is pretty
much unheard of in the U.S. Human skeletons typically come out of
India and are sold on the black market through middlemen.”
“Middlemen?”
“Brokers. You know. The guy who knows the guy who knows the
guy and can make the deal for you. Anyway, it took a year, but we broke
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up the operation in ninety-nine, and Shelton and Harden went down and
got lofty prison terms.”
“But they’re out.”
“I guess they’ve been out for a couple of years. They keep a low
profile. I haven’t heard anything about them since the raid and arrests.”
Several CHP officers had arrived at the hospital and were beginning
to fill the surgical waiting room. One of the officers recognized John
and Jim and walked over and asked, “Is the FBI investigating Troy’s
attack?”
John shook his head, and Jim said, “Agent Swenson’s wife owns
this hospital, and she is in surgery with another patient.”
The young officer nodded and said, “Well, three officers down in
two days while off duty stinks like the LAPD attacks of several years
ago.”
John looked up and said, “There is no correlation between the
LAPD attacks and the situation here. I will admit that it has me curious,
but there has been no direct threat to anyone in the California Highway
Patrol.” The officer walked off, and John looked at Sam and Jim and
said, “Put a guard on Mr. Carter. We don’t know what type of attack he
endured, but I don’t think he was meant to be alive when it was over.”
“So, you think the killer will come back?” John nodded, and Sam
made a call and ordered two deputies to guard Carter. Jim looked at
John and asked, “What now?”
“We wait.”
“Wait for what?”
“Chris to bring in Doctor Turnbull.”
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Chapter Seven
“Drink, then shower for sex.”

G

lenn Turnbull had exited the hospital quickly and had made his
way to his car with Chris hot on his heels. “Doctor Turnbull!”
He turned to see Chris’s towering frame in front of him. “Yes.”
“My boss would like to have a few words with you.”
“And who is your boss?”
“Agent Swenson. Would you be so kind as to follow me?” Glenn
was shaking, and Chris said, “You’re not in trouble, doctor. We just
want to ask you a few questions about your business.”
“Saving lives is my business.”
“Uh huh…and it’s profitable, isn’t it?”
Glenn got a confused look on his face. “Profitable? What are you
implying?”
“I’m not implying anything. I’m making a statement of fact. You
make a lot of money in the organ harvesting business.”
Chris started to walk back to the hospital with Glenn behind him.
“Agent Mantel, while I do make a great deal of money, and what I do
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is misunderstood, I don’t do it just for the money. I do it to save lives.”
Chris nodded as the two men entered the hospital and called John and
asked where he wanted to speak to Glenn. He pressed the elevator button
as he hung up the phone, and Glenn asked, “Where are we going?”
“To my wife’s office. We can speak in a more comfortable
environment.”
“Your wife works here as well?”
“Yes, Doctor Turnbull.”
“What’s your wife’s name?”
“Doctor Karen Mantel.”
“The psychiatrist?”
“Yes sir.” The elevator door opened, and Karen was waiting. She
pulled on Chris’s suit coat, and he leaned down, and she gave him a kiss.
“John is in my office. Do you need me?”
“Not right now but stay close.” Karen nodded and stepped onto the
elevator and waved to Glenn and Chris as the doors closed.

“You killed the brother of the deceased CHP officer from yesterday?”
Joe nodded, and Tony Delgado struck Joe in the chest and said, “That
was not a smart move, idiot. Does Terry know?”
“No, and that’s how we are going to keep it.”
Tony was looking out the window of his downtown Los Angeles
office as the city was coming to life below the fiftieth floor. “So, the
organs we just paid you for are from the officer?” Joe nodded as Mike
sat silent. “You two are coming back on scene recklessly. Do you
know that? You killed a CHP officer with a shot through the heart, so
we could get his passenger for a client. You harvested a hooker and
then dumped her body on the streets of Hollywood, and the cops are
all over that case. And now you’ve killed the brother of your victim
and sold off his parts. Jesus Christ! Do you two want to go back
to prison?”
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Mike spoke up and said, “I admit we pulled a boner on the girl. We
should have taken her to Terry’s place and disposed of the body, but
outside of that no one has any idea what we have done.”
“I don’t like it. You two have a reputation in this town, and it’s not
good. I don’t need another investigation into our operations.”
“You run a totally legitimate procurement center, Tony. You bought
your organs through our business Life Enterprises, which is untraceable.
I thought you’d be happy. We all made some cash and saved some lives.”
Tony sat down at his desk and asked, “Does Glenn know anything?”
“No. We sold him the lobe off the guy’s liver, and that’s being
transplanted right now. You have the rest of what Joe got out of the guy.”
“And Terry doesn’t know about what Joe did?” Both men shook
their heads. “Are you still procuring at your home laboratory?” Mike
nodded. “We really, really need kidneys.”
Mike sat back and said, “You and everyone else. They don’t grow
on trees.”
Tony laughed and said, “You’d think they do the way they are
coming out of China.”
Mike said, “With billions in population and no human rights, they
can harvest the organs with impunity. Shit. It helps to cut down the
population. With only three-hundred and fifty million, and all these
damn regulations, our population is dying faster than any other in the
world.”
Tony nodded and said, “There are over a hundred thousand people
in need of an organ transplant, and we are adding them at the rate of
one every ten minutes, and on average twenty-two people die each day
while awaiting an organ. That’s a human crisis of huge proportions.”
Joe laughed and said, “Yeah. Just think of it…if we could harvest
even half that number, we would be billionaires.”
Tony nodded, and Mike said, “We serve a purpose that people
just don’t understand. While Terry’s private clients get organs quickly
because they can afford to pay, the general population is shit out
of luck.”
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Tony shook his head and said, “You two and your harvesting methods
don’t help. Sooner or later, the harvest of that hooker is going to hit the
media, and it will be one more black eye on a life-saving industry.”
Joe laughed, and Mike looked at him and said, “It’s not a laughing
matter, Joe. You just like the rush of the kill, watching the terror and
agony in the eyes of your prey. Tony is talking about a real epidemic,
and there isn’t really anything we can do about it.”
“We spent ten years in prison, Mike. Do you remember that? Do you
remember trying to talk the warden and the prison system into forcing
organ donation for those on death row?”
Tony interrupted. “Look, this is getting us nowhere. Has Terry given
you anymore targets?” Mike nodded. “Transients and hookers?”
“Yeah. Joe will grab them this afternoon, and we will have fresh
meat for you and Terry.”

Glenn was seated on a sofa, and John and Chris were in chairs. The
conversation had been casual until John asked about the liver Glenn
brought in. “Where did the liver come from?”
“I have told you everything. I received a call from Life Enterprises.
They are an organ procurement center in Granada Hills, and I was told
there was a match, and I picked it up since I live in the area and brought
it to the hospital.”
John asked, “What exactly do they do at this office?”
“It’s a medical building. They do testing and other things. I believe
they also have a plasma donation unit there. The organization does a lot
of good for a lot of people.”
“Who runs it?”
“It’s part of a private corporation, but the head of the board of
directors is Doctor Terrence Guthrie. I really don’t have a lot to do with
the organization outside of organ harvesting. I mean, they have ins with
local hospitals, assisted living facilities, nursing homes, and hospice
providers who take care of donors.”
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Chris asked, “You take organs from the dying?”
“In some cases. If they are on the donor registry, and their other
organs haven’t been contaminated by whatever killed them. We do get a
fair amount from the dying.”
John sat back in his chair and asked, “Do you remove the organs?”
“How do you think I got the nickname grim reaper? Of course, I
do removals. There are several organizations around Los Angeles who
have teams of doctors who specialize in this. I’m not the only person in
the city, gentlemen.”
“No, but you do have the most macabre reputation.”
“I’m more aggressive than some of my peers, but I have never done
anything unethical. I just believe that with over a hundred thousand
people in need of organs and over twenty plus people dying every day,
there is an epidemic that no one wants to talk about, and I am doing my
part to help save lives. Did you know that one donor can save up to eight
lives? And that doesn’t take into account other parts of a human that can
be harvested and used for other types of conditions.”
“I understand the donor system well, Doctor Turnbull. I’m a donor
myself as is my wife. I believe Chris and his wife are donors as well.”
Chris nodded, and John continued, “So, this liver just pops up on the
radar, and they match it to a listed recipient here at Northridge?”
“The organ donor software is remarkable. Remember, gentlemen,
time is of the essence in these life and death situations. The closer to
life than death the donor organ, the better chance of the organ being
accepted and functioning. We can transplant kidneys from deceased
donors, and they will, in most cases, function, but it can take days,
even weeks, and the rate of failure and rejection is higher. The perfect
candidate is a living donor. Next to that is the brain dead donor. If all
else fails, we will harvest parts that can be stored and used in living
tissue days, weeks, or even months after a person has died.” John sat
staring at Turnbull, whose phone was ringing. “I must take this call.”
John nodded, and Glenn answered the phone, then hung up and said,
“I need to go, gentlemen. A donor is in his last moments, and we have
recipients for his organs.”
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John nodded and waved Glenn away. When he was out of the office,
Chris looked at John and asked, “What do you think?”
“I don’t think that Doctor Turnbull is our killer.”
“I don’t think he knows who the killer is either.”
“I wouldn’t go that far, Chris. We need to go out to this Life
Enterprises office and meet with Doctor Guthrie.”
“What about Harden and Shelton?”
“This thing is larger than these two men, but I don’t doubt that
they are playing a role. If we can find Sid and Banner’s killers, we will
uncover the whole of this plot.”
“And if we don’t?”
John shook his head and said, “There is no failure here, Chris. We
have to find these killers…and fast.”

Three young women were seated on a bed in a motel room in
Hollywood. They’d been ordered by their john to strip and shower
before sex. There was little conversation. The john had his way with
them and was on the phone in the bathroom as the girls sat on the bed.
Several cockroaches and mice scurried across the floor, and the girls
had their feet up on the bed and sat quietly as instructed.
“I have the girls, and I’m finished with them. What do you want me
to do now?”
“You had sex with them?” Joe said.
“That’s what I wanted them for, now what do you want with them?”
“Did you use a condom?”
“What the fuck kind of question is that? Yeah, I used a condom.
I wouldn’t stick my dick in those three cunts without one; I might
explode.”
Joe laughed and said, “Have the girls remain in the room. I will have
someone retrieve them.”
“How am I going to make them stay after I leave, Joe?”
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“Give them each a hundred dollars and tell them to stay put because
another john is coming to have sex with them.” The line went dead, and
the guy gave each of the girls the cash and instructed them to stay put
and left.

It had been nearly a half hour, and one of the girls said, “We’re
burning daylight. I can make more than a hundred bucks in an hour.”
One of the others nodded and asked, “Should we leave?”
One girl said, “We were paid a hundred bucks. That’s worth an
hour’s wait. I’ve been fucked by this guy before, and he knows where
we operate. Give it the hour and then leave. You don’t want to end up on
the wrong side of that guy; he will kick your ass if his buddy shows up
and there are no girls.” Two of them laid down on the bare mattress and
started fingering each other as the older one pulled her knees up to her
nude chest with a newspaper and read.
The hotel door opened, and Joe Harden walked in. He didn’t say
anything at first, and the girls watched as he took out three cans of beer,
opened them, and then poured a clear liquid in them. “Drink, then shower
for sex.” The girls each took a can and drank it then went into the bathroom
and started the shower. There was giggling and laughter at first as the girls
all washed each other. Joe walked into the bathroom and pulled back the
shower curtain and said, “Go on. Play with each other. You, blondie, eat out
your little black friend, and you, lick out her balloon knot.” The girls did as
they were told and performed for Joe. When their speech became slurred,
and they lost their balance, Joe took them one at a time out of the shower
and helped them to lay down on the floor. It only took a few minutes, and the
girls were out. Joe turned the shower off then looked around the small dirty
place and said, “What a shit pit. Who could fuck in this place?” The room
was on the ground floor of the old motel and at the rear. He had backed the
van right up to the door and zip tied the girls’ hands and feet and duct taped
their mouths then threw them into the back of the van and drove off.
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Chapter Eight
“How do you want to deal
with his fellow officers?”

S

everal young women were typing on laptop computers in the
Life Enterprises offices when John and Chris arrived. All were
pleasant, and John showed his ID and asked to speak with Doctor
Guthrie.
“I’m sorry, Agent Swenson, but Doctor Guthrie isn’t in today. He’s
the head of the board of directors for the foundation but doesn’t practice
medicine here. No one does.”
“Then, what do you do here?”
“Monitor the country for organs, sir. We are an organ donor registry
scanning service.”
“I don’t understand.”
The young woman stopped everything she was doing and said, “We
are a paid service for the acquisition of human organs, mainly kidneys.”
Chris looked at the woman and asked, “Are you telling us that you
are organ brokers?”

Middlemen • 55

“No sir; that’s illegal. This is a private organ procurement service.
Our members register with us in order to get ahead of those on the
national organ registry, and we work with individuals who are in the
market to sell their organs to help others.”
“The sale of human organs is illegal, Miss…?”
“Bailey. Jackie Bailey, and we don’t buy or sell organs, Agent
Swenson. Our members pay us a fee to monitor the organ markets and
to get them a transplant as soon as possible.”
“That’s brokering.”
“No sir. It’s paid monitoring. We put people in contact with other
people for the purpose of saving lives.”
“Doctor Glenn Turnbull stated that he picked up an organ from your
facility this morning.”
Jackie looked over her laptop and said, “Yes, he did. A lower right
lobe of a male liver from a live donor.” She read over the notes on her
screen and said, “And that organ went to a patient at Northridge Hospital.”
“Who is the donor?”
“I’m afraid I don’t have that information, Agent Swenson. The organ
was typed and crossed and found to be a good fit for the patient.”
“Was the recipient one of your customers?”
“No sir. The organ was donated and after work up the recipient was
matched and the organ delivered.”
“So, will you get paid for your assistance?”
“Not for the organ as that is illegal; however, we are a not-for-profit
corporation. When we connect a person in need, a paying customer,
they are often very grateful and make a tax-deductible donation to
the foundation.” John and Chris just stared at Jackie as she spoke so
nonchalantly about the process and money. She asked if there was
anything else she could help the men with, and John shook his head and
asked for Doctor Guthrie’s office address.
The two men left the office, and Chris asked, “Did she just tell us
that they have found a legal way to get paid for human organs?” John
nodded. “Have you ever heard of this practice?”
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“In theory. Sara has talked about underground organizations who
import and export black market organs. One of our east coast offices
busted up a kidney selling ring several years ago that was operating
out of the Middle East. I know it’s going on, but I have never seen an
operation be so blatant about the fact that desperate people are paying
them to bypass the transplant registry.”
Chris nodded as he was getting in John’s truck and said, “I bet they
are on both the national registry and the private registries. It would make
no sense to go only private. I would think that would really reduce your
odds of getting an organ.” John nodded, and the two men headed for
Beverly Hills and Terrence Guthrie’s office.

Troy was out of surgery and in the ICU. Several of his officer friends
were trying to see him, but Sam’s deputies weren’t allowing any visitors.
Sam and Jim were in the room and had been told what had happened to
Troy. Jim shook his head and said, “So, some sick fuck harvested part of
this poor guy’s organs in his own damn truck?” Sara nodded as a nurse
was taking Troy’s vitals and reading the monitors all around the room.
Sam asked, “Is Officer Carter going to recover?”
Sara nodded hesitantly and said, “The liver is a remarkably resilient
organ. It has to be. It’s the only thing standing between life and death.
It is the body’s filter as well as its source of new blood. The liver will
actually regenerate the removed lobe over time.”
Jim looked up with a startled look on his face and said, “Say what?”
“In most cases of living organ donor situations, the liver will
regenerate as long as the donor takes care of themselves.”
“Well, this fucker wasn’t a voluntary donor, Sara. I am betting that
whoever did this to him thinks he’s dead.” Sara and Sam both nodded,
and Jim asked, “When can we talk to him?”
“I have him in a drug-induced coma to promote healing. It’ll be at
least a few days.”
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Sam was looking at Troy’s eyes, which were taped shut, and the
bags on the side of his bed that were collecting feces and urine. “Is that
a colostomy bag?” Sara nodded. “Is that going to be permanent?”
“I don’t know. He lost a lot of colon. We managed to put it back
together, and it seems to be working, but we have to route his waste right
now to allow healing. Once he’s alert and healed more, we will allow
him to try and use the bathroom, and we’ll see. Even though we were
able to extend his colon, it just might be too painful, or there could be
other complications, like a tear, that could cause sepsis, and Mr. Carter
would die an even more agonizing death.”
Sam was standing near the end of Troy’s bed and said, “We will
keep a twenty-four-hour guard on Mr. Carter for the foreseeable
future. Make sure that you clear all attending medical staff with my
deputies.”
“How do you want to deal with his fellow officers?”
“We have to worry about Mr. Carter, not them. I’ll make a statement
to the CHP, and their commander can send it out to the rank and file.”
Sara nodded, and Jim and Sam left the room.

Doctor Terrence Guthrie was with a patient when he was paged by
his staff to come to the front office. He excused himself and was about
to chastise his receptionist when he saw John and Chris.
“What’s going on?”
John pulled out his ID and asked, “Doctor Terrence Guthrie?” He
nodded. “Is there somewhere we can speak privately?”
“What is this about?”
“I think a private conversation would be more appropriate, sir.”
Terrence led them down a long hallway to his private office and
invited the men to sit. He called his receptionist and asked her to
reschedule the patient he was seeing in the exam room then looked at
John and Chris and put his palms in the air, “Well?”
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“Doctor Guthrie, Agent Mantel and I are investigating several recent
homicides.”
“Okay…and what does that have to do with me?”
“You’re the head of a private organ donor procurement registry.”
“You’re talking about Life Enterprises?”
“Yes sir.”
“Okay, so what do you want to know?”
“How it works.”
“Simple. Very, very rich people who are in need of an organ and
don’t want to sit on the national registry for years pay Life a large fee
annually to find organs for them.”
“Find organs?”
“Yes, sometimes from living donors who are matches and wish to
donate an organ, such as a kidney, or a portion of their liver, lungs,
pancreas, or intestines.”
“People can live without these vital organs?” He nodded. “And how
does your organization go about finding these donors?”
“First, it isn’t my organization. I chair the foundation as an elected
member, and second, the foundation has hundreds of board certified
physicians, surgeons, and transplant specialists from across the country
and around the world.”
“Does the foundation use middlemen to obtain information or to
obtain organs?”
“Are you asking me if we trade in black market organ harvesting? Are
you asking if we employee illegal tactics and pay people to obtain donors
for our clients?” John sat stone faced and said yes. “That is preposterous
and an inappropriate and insulting question. We DO NOT engage in
paying for organs, and we do not use middlemen to gain favor for our
patients. We have a team of highly trained professionals that engage with
institutions and individuals who are interested in saving lives while they
are still living, Agent Swenson. You are aware of that, aren’t you?”
John remained silent, and Chris asked, “Doctor Guthrie, we are
investigating several serious crimes over the past few days.”
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“Agent Mantel, you haven’t told me how that involves me or the
foundation.”
“Two victims, one is still alive, and the other was brutally murdered,
were attacked for their organs. One was a seventeen-year-old girl whose
body was left on a trash heap in Hollywood after she had all of her
internal organs and tissues harvested while she was alive.”
Terrence got a sick look on his face and said, “I haven’t read or
heard about these crimes, Agent Swenson.”
“That’s because we are keeping them quiet as we search for the
killers.”
“Killers?” John nodded. “I don’t know what to say. What type of
animal would torture a young girl for her organs?”
“That’s what we’re trying to figure out, doctor.”
Terrence was still steady, though visibly shaken, and asked, “You
think that Life had something to do with this?”
“It’s crossed our mind.”
“Well, I can assure you that we have nothing but the utmost respect
for human life. We are in the business of saving lives not taking them,
Agent Swenson.”
“The foundation received a right lobe from a liver this morning.
What can you tell me about that?”
“Nothing. I wasn’t aware that we had a living donor liver come in.
How did you learn it came from us?”
“Doctor Glenn Turnbull told us that he received it from the
foundation this morning.”
Terrence rubbed his fingers under his chin and then picked up the
phone and called Jackie. After a brief exchange, he hung up and said,
“I have no explanation for this organ. It, indeed, came through the
foundation, but I was unaware of it.”
“Then how did Doctor Turnbull learn of it?”
“Agent Swenson, I have no idea.”
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The three nude teens were each tied at the wrists and ankles and
stretched onto makeshift gurneys. Joe was working with several surgical
instruments when Mike walked in.
“So, you have the little sluts?”
“Indeed. Beautiful specimens.”
“Have you called Tony?”
“Not yet. I’m waiting for a couple more labs to come back to make
sure they are compatible for their recipients.”
Mike walked over and ran his hands down the outstretched
bodies of the girls then felt their breasts and said, “What a shame.
Hot, young, and sexy. We should have some fun with them before
we harvest.”
Joe was sharpening several knives and said, “I’ve never fucked a
donor before.”
“Well, who the hell is going to know if we do? How long before you
get the final reports back?”
“I don’t know. Terry’s lab is a little backlogged. Probably a few
hours to a day.”
Mike was feeling two of the girls up at the same time. All three were
still out, and Mike cut the zip ties on them and lifted two of the girls up
and said, “I’m going to fuck these two. You fuck the other, and we can
trade back and forth while we wait for the reports.”
Joe looked at the last girl laying on the gurney and said, “Okay, but
don’t let Terry know we did this. He’ll be pissed.”
Mike laughed and said, “I don’t give a shit. That fucker profits from
our hard work. He just sits on his ass while we do all the grunt work.
We’re entitled to some fun. I don’t give a rat’s ass if Terry finds out.
Let’s have some fun before we carve these bitches up.”
Joe handed him a packet of smelling salts and said, “Let’s wake ‘em
and fuck their brains out.”
“Okay, but just our cocks. Don’t hit or hurt them, Joe.” Joe
looked disappointed, and Mike said, “I know…you want to beat
and abuse them while fucking them. I’ve seen some of your sex
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slaves after you’ve finished with them. Remember, these three have
golden organs that are worth a ton of money to us and even more to
Tony and Terry, not to mention all of those people who pay good
money to get them, so suppress the urge to hurt and just have
fun fucking.”
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Chapter Nine
“So, have they picked up your prey?”

“

T

he FBI is looking into Life Enterprises,” Terrence said coldly to
Tony Delgado who was sitting across from him in OPOPA’s offices.
“They haven’t put two and two together yet on the Carter liver that
was transplanted this morning at Northridge Hospital; however, Joe and
Mike are getting more and more careless, which, as you may recall,
was the reason they got caught before. Carter is alive in the ICU at
Northridge.”
“So, have him killed.”
“I can’t get to him. The sheriff’s department has him under twentyfour seven protection.”
“You have to have someone on staff there that can get to him. For
crying out loud, a needle in his IV and he’s dead.”
“If he were any other patient, yes, but he’s a cop who was attacked
and survived. He’s a material witness for the police. If he were a donor, I
could take him out easily, but he’s not, and all of those caring for Carter
have to be cleared through the sheriff.”
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Tony frowned and said, “What could he possibly remember?”
“I don’t know, and you want to know why I don’t know?” Tony
nodded. “Because he was harvested alive in his truck, and his organs
brokered off through Life, and no one told me about it.” Tony didn’t
respond right away, and Terrence said, “You would’ve had to be the
middleman for this deal, right?”
“The liver was tested by Joe and Mike; Joe made the harvest, and I
have no idea what he was thinking. They sold the liver to Turnbull for a
hundred thousand. The money was wired into Life this morning. They
came to me with the rest of the harvest, and the kidney as well as the
intestines have already been transplanted into two of your clients.”
“So, now my clinic and my clients have harvested organs from a
man who should be dead?”
“Look at it this way…the fact that he is alive and the organs were
harvested this morning means the success rate will be really, really
high.”
“I’m not amused, Tony. They are going to check records on that
lobe, and when they find out that it’s Carter’s, all hell is going to break
loose.”
“So, do a purge at Life.”
“It’s not that damn easy. I have clients on the donor lists and new
organs being harvested even as we speak.”
“Joe and Mike told me that you gave them a list. Have you thought
about the fact that your plasma center is going to be a focal point in the
investigation into this rash of killings?”
“The only one that would tie back to my facility is the hooker, Alice
Banner, and that will prove nothing other than she was at the facility. I
told Joe and Mike to harvest in my operating rooms, that way they can
use the incinerator to get rid of the remains, and there won’t be any more
bodies on the street.”
“So, have they picked up your prey?”
“As far as I know. I haven’t spoken to them since the girls were
grabbed for sex.”
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“Well…we can’t do much about Joe and Mike right now because
we need them. However, I think that it’s time to get some new blood to
do our harvesting, then we can kill those two before we get any more
attention.”
Terrence nodded, stood up, and said, “I’m going to my facility and
then to the Life offices to talk to Jackie.”
“Bailey doesn’t know about this, does she?”
“No. She runs the Life offices, and I pay her well and have a sweet
piece of ass when I want it.”
Tony laughed. “Yeah. I’ve met her a few times. I’m jealous;
she’s hot.” Terrence laughed as he walked out of Tony’s office. As
soon as he was gone, Tony picked up the phone and called Mike. He
got voicemail and left a message for him to call him back ASAP and
hung up.

Margo woke up in the ICU and noticed police outside her room.
There was a nurse in the room, and Margo said, “Please tell me that
those police aren’t here for me.”
The nurse laughed and said, “No, honey. They’re keeping a vigil
over one of their own in the room next to you.”
Margo looked around and then at the nurse and said, “The pain.”
“What pain, Margo?”
“The pain in my right side. It’s gone.”
“You have a new liver, a partial one, that is.”
“Did the transplant work?”
“Well, we’re talking, and you’re not in as much pain, so I would say
those are all good signs.”
Margo smiled and closed her eyes.
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Sara was in her office when the head of her pathology laboratory
knocked on her door. Doctor Mark Bench was standing in her doorway,
and she invited him in, and said, “What’s up?”
“Um…something really, really disturbing, Sara.”
“Okay.” She put her pen down and folded her hands on her desk and
said, “Shoot.”
“I just finished the pathology reports on the right liver lobe we
received this morning for transplant.” He paused then said, “That lobe
belongs to a patient in our hospital.”
“Margo Heller.”
“Well, it has been transplanted into her, but the lobe is the missing
lobe from Officer Troy Carter.”
Sara’s eyes went wide, and she shook her head and asked, “What?
You’re pulling my leg.”
“No, I’m not. We just transplanted an organ from a man who was
brutally attacked for his organs and is in our ICU fighting for his life.”
“Oh, dear God.”
Mark nodded and said, “This is not going to be just a PR
nightmare; this is going to have far reaching legal implications for
the hospital. I wanted you to know because I have to upload the
donor and recipient information into the national database, and when
I do, it’s going to get picked up by the press. You might want to
call John because his office is going to end up with the case.” Mark
walked out of her office, and she picked up the phone and called
John and asked, “Where are you?”
“Chris and I are on the way back to the office. Why?”
“I need you here at the hospital now!”
“What’s going on, Sara?”
“Mark Bench, the head of our laboratory, just came into my office
and notified me that the liver transplant from the living donor that we
put into Margo Heller this morning was removed from Officer Troy
Carter.”
“What the hell?”
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“I need you, John. I need you and Chris here now. All hell is about
to break loose.”

Joe and Mike were relaxing in one of the waiting rooms at Guthrie
Clinic after having sex with their young victims. Both men were dressed
in white robes, and Mike asked, “Were they good for you?”
“They were okay. I prefer younger girls. These were in their late
teens. Not as much fun. I also like virgins. I like popping their cherries
as well as their balloon knots. These were broken in working girls, so it
was hard to get a scream out of any of them.”
“You didn’t injure them, right?”
“No, no. I rammed my cock up their asses without lube and only got
one yelp out of the three.”
The two men laughed as Terrence entered the room. “The tests are
back on the girls; they’re a match.”
Joe smiled and said, “Great! We’ll start harvesting right now.”
“Why are you two in robes?”
“We had sex with them.”
Terrence shook his head and said, “You two managed to get Life,
me, and most likely Tony on the FBI’s radar.”
Joe shrugged and threw his hands in the air and said, “That’s what
you get when you have us kill cops. You wanted Ben Carter’s organs,
but you missed the mark.”
“I didn’t miss anything. You shot the driver and sent Carter head
first into a bridge abutment. You two also blew it because you didn’t get
to the scene fast enough to grab Carter’s body, so we could harvest it for
my customer. Fortunately, his brother was a match for at least two other
clients.” The two men stood up, and Terrence asked, “So, why didn’t
you tell me about the liver lobe you took from Troy Carter?”
Joe laughed and said, “I was going to tell you about it, but we
checked it, and the only match was a chick at Northridge, so there was
no reason to bother you.”
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“You sold it without telling me and took a hundred grand of what
should be my money.”
Mike laughed and said, “Oh bullshit, Terry. The organ was no good
for you and your clients, so we sold it through Tony and the foundation
for a hundred grand. It was not your money; it is our money. We made the
kill and did the matching work, and Joe wasn’t planning on harvesting
Carter. He was planning to tell him that he killed his brother and then to
slit his throat.”
“But you didn’t do that, did you Joe?”
“Naw. I figured he was good for parts, so I slid into his passenger
seat and injected him directly in the carotid artery and talked to him as
I was harvesting what I could from the passenger’s seat. You’re still
going to make bank on these three girls, and you got the other organs
through the foundation, so relax.”
“And Mr. Carter?”
Joe looked at Terrence with his head cocked and asked, “Carter?
Carter is dead.”
“Oh, no he’s not.” Joe’s face went blank as did Mike’s. Terrence
looked Joe in the eye and said, “Troy Carter is alive and in the ICU at
Northridge Hospital. He’s also under heavy security by the Los Angeles
County Sheriff’s Department, Joe.”
“But he was bleeding out when I left him.”
“But you didn’t stay to make sure he expired, did you?”
“No. The cops were pulling up as I bagged the last organ, and I just
barely got out of the truck before being spotted.”
“Well, Mr. Carter is alive and in a coma, based on what I have been
able to learn, but he is going to survive, and if he saw your face or your
bare hands.” Terrence pointed to Joe’s left hand and continued, “Or saw
those scars, which are striking due to the knife attack you endured while
in prison, he will have enough information to lead the police or the FBI
right to you…and if they get you, they will get all of us.”
Mike’s shoulders slouched as did Joe’s, and Mike said, “You better
figure out a way to kill Carter, Joe. If you don’t, I will have no choice
but to kill you.”
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Terrence was nodding and said, “It would be a shame to lose such
a great doctor, but the business comes first, Joe, and you have put us
all in peril. Tony knows about this, and so do some of the other board
members. You don’t want Tony putting a contract out on you. You will
die much more mercifully at Mike’s hands than others. Now, you two
have harvesting to do. We have ten people in hospital rooms ready for
organs, so get it done and then figure a way into Northridge. Once Carter
is alert, you get put down.”
Terrence left the room, and Joe looked at Mike and asked, “Would
you really kill me?”
“I’m not going back to prison, Joe.”
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Chapter Ten
“Melvin Sid was a DEA agent?”

J

ohn and Chris were seated in Sara’s office along with Jim and Sam.
They were all sitting in stunned silence. Sara was wiping tears from
her eyes, and John asked, “How on earth could this have happened?”
“We don’t do the testing on organs, John. They are treated by
donation centers and then shipped to us if the donor isn’t present in the
hospital for the operation, which is preferred.”
“But the donor was present in the hospital, Sara.”
She nodded and said, “The most twisted part of all of it was life flight
had just brought Carter in, and we received the liver from Life Enterprises
through Doctor Turnbull. We didn’t have a chance to do anything. We
were wheeling Ms. Heller to surgery, and we shared an elevator with Mr.
Carter as he was being taken into surgery. I mean, John, Glenn Turnbull
got on the elevator with us while Mr. Carter was being kept alive and his
liver was in a biohazard cooler for the transplant.”
“What time was this?”
“Um…you and Chris were on your way here after I got the call on
the organ. Probably seven. Right about that time.”
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Chris was looking down at his tablet and said, “Mr. Carter was
discovered by his fellow officers at five after six this morning. He was
life flighted to the hospital and arrived just before seven. Now, what I
want to know is how that lobe of his liver, and all the other organs stolen
from him, made it onto the registry nearly immediately. Our killers
have direct access to the registry, which means that our killers are local
doctors.”
John nodded and asked, “Sara, what is Doctor Turnbull’s incentive
in organ harvesting and transplanting?”
“There’s no direct compensation to Turnbull for organs that are
harvested; however, since he is a transplant surgeon, he gets paid
handsomely by insurance companies and the government.”
“How handsomely?”
“That all depends on the operation. Kidneys are the most
transplanted, and while the waiting list is long, Turnbull does his fair
share of those, and they pay the least. He would make about twentyfive thousand dollars a month. However, Glenn Turnbull is a cross
trained transplant specialist. He can transplant pretty much every
organ in the human body, which is what makes him so valuable in the
market. So, while I don’t know the specifics of his net worth, I feel
comfortable saying he makes over a million dollars a year or over a
hundred thousand a month.”
“That’s a hell of an incentive. Does the hospital pay him or do the
insurance companies?”
“Both. He has privileges at every transplant hospital in California
and across the country. He’s been doing this for nearly twenty years,
and he’s really, really good at it. So, he most likely gets a stipend from
multiple hospitals to be on their staff. Then, he gets paid by the hospital
and the insurance companies for his skills doing the transplants.”
“Outside of people not liking his angel of death tactics, how is he as
a surgeon?”
“World-renowned. He’s the most in demand surgeon in the country.
He’s performed operations across the country and around the world.”
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There was an eerie silence in Sara’s office, and Jim said softly, “I
think that the world is going to be looking for a new transplant surgeon
really soon.”

Margo was off most of her monitors and was having some juice and
pudding. Her nurses marveled at how quickly she had bounced back
from death’s door. She had already been out of bed and walked around
her room. Sara came in and said, “If I didn’t know better, I would think
you had never been sick.”
Margo smiled and said, “Doctor Swenson, I feel wonderful. No
pain. I’m a little sore where you made the incisions, but outside of that
I feel wonderful. How long do I need to stay here?”
Sara was masked, and the ICU clean room was full of garments that
were unused. “Your immune system has to be suppressed in order to
help prevent infection, so you are going to have to be careful for the rest
of your life when it comes to infections.”
“That doesn’t answer my question, doc. When can I go home?”
“We need to monitor your blood for a few days and then get you
on the anti-rejection medications as you are receiving them through
IV right now, but with this type of bounce I would say we should be
able to move you to a regular room tomorrow. You should be able to
go home by the beginning of the week.”
Margo smiled and said, “That’s a deal.” She paused and asked, “My
side business…can I still do that?”
“Can you resume sexual activity? Yes. It’s up to you if you’re going
to give up the lifestyle that most likely nearly ended your life, Margo.
You can never drink again or smoke, and you will have to make a lot of
lifestyle changes.”
“And I am paying for this surgery, right?”
“Some of it. I was able to pull some strings and get some grant
money. I was also able to get a substantial reduction in costs by using
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my own transplant team instead of one of the outside contractors. You
are going to get a bill, but it won’t be that high. Now, the medications
you are going to need for the rest of your life are another story. They
can be very expensive, and some may or may not be covered under your
insurance…once you get some.”
Margo nodded and then got a sad look on her face and asked, “Do
you know who the donor is?”
Sara looked away and then back at Margo and said, “Yes.”
“Can I meet him or her?”
“It’s a he, and I don’t know right now, Margo. This case is very, very
complex.”
“I don’t understand.”
“To be honest, I don’t even understand all of the details yet. The
good news is that you and the donor have some really good genetic
markers that make the possibility of that lobe growing instead of being
rejected really good.” Sara paused and said, “The donor, well, the donor
was attacked for his organs, Margo. He is on life support right now.
He was attacked and had portions of his organs harvested against his
will. I don’t know how willing he is going to be to meet the person who
received his stolen liver lobe.”
Margo began to cry. She put her hands up to her face. “Oh, my God!
I’m alive because a man was torn apart by a killer?” Sara slowly nodded
and put her hand on Margo’s.

“So, what the fuck are we going to do, John? Turnbull has to be
dirty. I think you should grab him and Guthrie.”
“It’s not that simple, Jim. I can’t just grab two men and torture the
hell out of them until I know for sure they’re dirty.”
Sam was sitting on a sofa with Chris and said, “There is no doubt
that one or both of them are the key to these killings, the shooting on
PCH of the CHP officer, and the death of his passenger. The murder of
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Alice Banner and the attack on Troy Carter…they are all connected,
John, and they are connected to these two men.”
“They aren’t the killers, Sam. There is no way that Turnbull could
have attacked Carter, cleared it through Life Enterprises, and then
brought his liver lobe to the hospital. No, he isn’t the killer.”
“Well, then who the hell is? Even if Turnbull didn’t make the kill, he
had to have contact with the person or persons who did.”
“I’m not going to argue that with you, Sam. I think he knows
who the killer is or at the least how the operation works and who the
middlemen are.”
Jim stood up and said, “We have to keep Carter alive. Guthrie Clinic
has a plasma donation center on site. We subpoena their records for
donors. I’m sure we will find Banner’s name as one of the donors. Once
we connect Banner to Guthrie, that’s probable cause for a search warrant
and should be enough to give the Eagle what he needs to take action.”
Sam nodded as did John and Chris.

Maria was preparing for a deposition when she received a text
message from Sam. She looked at her paralegal and said, “I will be just
a minute. Have the parties remain in the waiting room.” She went into
her office, closed the door, and called Sam back, saying, “Hi honey.
What’s, up?”
“I have one hell of a day unfolding here.”
“Tell me of a day in your life lately that hasn’t been one hell of a day
unfolding.”
Sam laughed and asked, “Didn’t you date a couple of police officers
long before me?”
“Yes. Two were from Long Beach PD and one was a DEA agent.”
“A DEA agent?”
“His name was Melvin Sid. He worked out of the Los Angeles
office. He was one of those deep cover guys. Why?”
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“Melvin Sid was a DEA agent?”
“Yes, and first why are you asking, and second why are you saying
‘was?’”
“Um…Maria, Mr. Sid was killed a couple of days ago.”
“Oh my God! What happened?”
“He was shot and killed on his motorcycle on PCH while riding
back to LA with a friend on the bike, who was also killed in the accident
that resulted from the shooting.”
“Who was the friend?”
“Ben Carter.”
“Ben Carter? The CHP Officer Ben Carter?”
“Yes. Did you know him?”
“Not well, but I know his older brother Troy. My father helped him
sort out his parents’ affairs after the fires. He and his brother Ben were
orphaned, but Troy was eighteen and took care of his brother. Oh, dear
God! Troy has to be beside himself.”
“Troy was attacked yesterday and had part of his organs harvested.
He’s in intensive care at Northridge. Sara believes he will recover. We
have one really, really fucked up case here.”
“I have to do this deposition, but when I’m finished, can I see Troy?”
“He’s in a coma.”
“People in comas can hear, Sam. Hearing my voice might help him.”
Sam was holding her cellphone to her ear and asked, “Are you
carrying a torch for this guy?”
“Of course not. Troy is just a really nice man, and he took on a lot in
order to protect and raise his brother. He was also really, really supportive
of me after my father died and the whole nightmare with Barstow.”
“I have him under protection at the hospital, but I’m sure I can clear
you to see him. Call me when you want to go over, and I will see if I can
make time to meet you.” Maria hung up with tears in her eyes and pulled
herself together and went back into the deposition.
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Margo had been walking around her room since before sunrise, and
she was wanting to get the all clear to get into a regular room. She
had been watching two uniformed deputies who were outside of her
neighbor’s room all morning, and she stepped out the door of her room
with a mask on and asked, “Can you tell me who’s in there? Is it a
criminal?”
One of the deputies looked at Margo and said, “He’s a police officer,
who is under protection.”
“Protection? Protection for what?”
The deputy shook his head and said, “Please go back to your room,
Ms. Heller.”
Margo looked between the slats of the blinds into the room and
could see Troy in the bed but couldn’t make out his face. She walked
back into her room as Sara was calling to her, “Margo, what are you
doing? Get back into your room. You are not strong enough to be out of
the clean room.”
Margo laughed as she walked back into her room and said, “Well,
it’s not clean anymore. I’m fine, Doctor Swenson. Can I at least get out
of here?”
“I’m waiting for some bloodwork to come back, then I will decide.”
Margo was still pacing the room and asked, “Who is the man next
door?”
“A police officer.”
“Why is he being protected?”
“Because someone tried to kill him.”
“And they think the killer is going to try to get him again?”
“It’s possible. You need to lay down.”
“I don’t want to lay down. I want to move around. I am pain free and
feeling great.”
“Margo, that can all change in a heartbeat. You need to rest, and you
need to protect that new liver. You have just been given the gift of life.
Don’t do anything that could cause that organ to fail or be rejected by
your body.”
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“Don’t you think the best medicine is to exercise and eat healthy?”
“Yes, but you need to heal and allow your body time to accept that
organ. I’m your doctor, and you need to follow my instructions.”
Margo nodded and laid back down in her bed. She looked over at the
deputy she could see out of the corner of her eye and said, “If whoever
tried to kill that officer comes back, I hope they get him and not me.”
“Don’t say things like that, Margo. You could live to regret saying
them.”
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Chapter Eleven
“Look, you just broker the organs.
What I do with them is up to me.”

T

errence wasn’t at his clinic when the subpoena was served on his
staff for all medical records related to the plasma center. Jackie
Bailey had been notified and called him at home.
“Terry, the FBI just served a subpoena for records on the Guthrie
Clinic.”
“For what?”
“All records of patients seen at the plasma center.”
Terrence was standing in a robe on his balcony overlooking his pool
at his Beverly Hills mansion and said, “Call our lawyers and see what
we can do to block the order.”
“Will do, Terry. Does this have anything to do with the liver we
received yesterday?” Terry said he didn’t think so, then Jackie said,
“The last time I saw this type of legal action I was a file clerk for Joe
and Mike. It was before they were raided and arrested.”
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“It’s nothing like that, Jackie. Believe me.” He hung up the phone
and called Tony from his cellphone and told him, “The FBI just served
a subpoena on my plasma center.”
“What the hell would they want with the plasma center?”
“That’s one hell of a question. I don’t know.”
“Did Carter or Sid come to your facility?”
“I have no idea. We have fundraisers and do charitable things all the
time. We support local, state, and federal law enforcement, so it’s possible.”
“Then get ready for a search warrant after the subpoena. Are you
using the facility for organ harvesting for your clients?”
“Yes; it’s under our umbrella, but it’s not on-site where we run the
plasma center. I use the private hospital for that.”
“The one in Beverly Hills that’s a few blocks from your clinic?”
“Yes…in fact, the new facility is now open to our members.”
“Yeah. I remember walking through that facility. You would never
know that it was a high-tech hospital. It’s more like a rehabilitation spa.”
“Well, with fifty private suites with butler and maid services as well
as fully customizable menus and lifestyle applications, we are starting
to get non-organ recipients as members.”
“Yeah? Well, use caution. That’s how a secret ends up on the front
page of the local and national news.” Tony paused and asked, “Have
you heard anything more from Joe or Mike?”
“No. They were harvesting three girls last night, and I haven’t
checked in to see how the operations went.”
“Have they tried to move on Carter?”
“I told them to, but like I said, I haven’t spoken to them.”
“I think that we need to leave the Carter situation alone. He’s no threat
to us. If someone gets caught trying to kill him, or worse, actually kills
him, I think that is going to raise more red flags than if he just survived.”
“And if he can identify his attacker?”
“We know who attacked Carter. We need to take Joe out. He’s a
detriment to our cause.”
“And how do I explain it to Mike?”
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“You don’t have to. Mike doesn’t want to end up back in prison or
on death row. He knows that Joe’s on the edge. Just ask him to take care
of it, and he will.”
“And who are we going to get to work with Mike on harvesting?”
“I have a new kid. He dropped out of a medical residency program
where he was being trained to be a transplant surgeon.”
“Dropped out? After all of that schooling and passing his medical
boards he just dropped out?”
“He was a promising young surgeon, but it just wasn’t what he
wanted to do.”
“What’s his name?”
“Drake Miller.”
“I’ve heard of him. Word on the street is he freaked out, lost it in an
operating room, and almost killed a patient.”
“That’s not all together accurate. He actually got a little too
creative in the harvesting of organs. He was deep into research while
he was working to be a surgeon. He had been working on whole eye
transplantation at his university, and he decided to take a donor’s eyes
after his team had harvested the patient’s other organs and declared
them unusable for transplantation.”
“Why would he do that?”
“He worked with a team at the university that had successfully
transplanted a rat’s eye in the laboratory, and he wanted to try it in a human.”
“And the FDA regulations were bogging him down, so he was going to
try and go around the system?” Terrence sighed as he asked the question.
“Something like that. Miller grabbed a blind, homeless man and
performed the surgery…and it worked. He was able to reattach the
optic nerve and restore blood flow to the eye, and the blind man was
able to see.”
“Did he report the findings to the FDA?”
“How the hell could he? The surgery was illegal; he performed the
operation on a kidnapped man who was ready to run to the cops even
with his new vision.”
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“So, he killed the guy?”
“Worse. He harvested him alive, then fed him the transplanted eye
and kept the poor bastard alive for nearly a month.”
“Shit! That’s taking a page from that LA serial killer.”
“You mean the Iron Eagle?”
“Yeah. I have seen some of that guy’s handiwork through police
sources. He’s one guy you don’t want to meet.”
“Well, Miller was referred to me through a source in law enforcement
who saw promise in him and didn’t want to see him go to prison.”
“The police sent you a stone-cold killer?”
“He’s not a killer. He was just pissed off at the recipient and the
aggravation of not being able to start even small scale clinical trials. So,
he used the guy for other experiments and other procedures, and by the
time he was referred to me the guy was basically dead, so we cremated
the victim, used what organs were still viable in two patients, and Miller
is now working for me in organ procurement from living donors and
those that are on death’s door.”
“Sounds like a dangerous guy to have around.”
“Not at all. He can take Joe’s place. Who knows? We might be able
to give him room to grow in his experiments in humans and perhaps
perfect some new transplant procedures that will be cutting edge and
give us major leverage on our competition.”
“Look…you just broker the organs. What I do with them is up to
me. Allowing Miller to conduct human experiments is not what we do.
We save lives. This Miller guy sounds a lot like a Nazi doctor. I don’t
need that reputation. Even rumor would destroy years of work. I will
stop them from taking out Carter and then have Mike take out Joe. It
was a quiet night last night. There are several donors who are not doing
well. You do your job and try and find me more organs. I need all the
kidneys you can harvest.”
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It was mid-afternoon when doctors began to lower the medications
keeping Troy in the coma. He started gagging on the ventilator tube,
which was removed, and he began to speak in a raspy voice. “What
the hell are you talking about? You murdered Mel and my brother,
you son of a bitch.” He wasn’t fully alert, and doctors called for Sara
as well as the deputies. Sara got into the room as Troy was coming
out of the coma, and he opened his eyes and looked around and asked,
“Where am I?”
“You’re in the ICU at Northridge Hospital.”
“How the hell did I get here?”
“Air ambulance, Officer Carter.”
Troy tried to move but winced in pain and asked, “What the hell did
you do to me?”
“We saved your life, Officer. Do you remember anything before
waking here?” Sara was sitting on a stool next to the bed, and she had
her tablet up and was recording the conversation.
“Not a lot. I was in my truck waiting for someone.”
“Who were you waiting for?”
“Um…a person sent me a text message that they knew about the
murder of Mel and my brother Ben. They wanted me to meet them at
Point Mugu near the naval air station.”
“That’s where you were found by two fellow officers a little after
six a.m. yesterday.”
One of the deputies stepped up and said, “Troy, you were yelling at
someone. You said that they murdered Mel and Ben.”
Troy looked up at the deputy and asked, “Why are you here?”
“We are your protection detail, Mr. Carter.”
“What the hell do I need protection from?”
Sara looked at one of the nurses and asked her to page Karen then
asked the others to step out, so she could speak to Troy privately.
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“They quashed our subpoena?” Chris was nodding, and John picked
up the phone and called Judge Laurence Roberts.
He was on hold for several minutes, and the clerk came back on the
line and said, “Chief Justice Roberts is hearing a case, Agent Swenson.
I can give him a message and ask him to call you.”
John left his cellphone number and hung up. Chris was looking at
his tablet, and John said, “We need to get into Guthrie’s clinic.”
“I’m in. How do you want to do it?”
John looked at his watch and said, “Five thirty. Let’s go in after nine.”
“And what are we looking for?”
“Victims, information, anything that can tie Guthrie to these killings.”
“I thought you said Guthrie wasn’t a killer.”
“I don’t think he is, but I think he knows who is, and we might learn
more on site.”
Chris nodded, and John texted Sara with a quick note: “How is
Carter doing?”
“He’s out of the coma and has some vague memory of what
happened.”
John pressed speed dial and asked Sara, “What does he remember?”
“He’s still foggy, but as he was coming out of the coma he was
yelling at someone who he claims sent him a text message to draw him
to the area telling him that they knew who killed his brother and his
friend.”
“Is Karen there?”
“She is on her way.”
“Have you told him what has happened?”
“I just did. We had to sedate him, but he is in a very suggestible state
of mind.”
“Are you alone with him?” She said yes, and John asked if she
had any SP-117 with her. When she said yes, he said, “Have you ever
used it?” Sara confirmed it, and he asked if she was recording their
conversations. Once more, she said yes. With that, John hung up the
line, and he and Chris bolted out of the office.
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Chapter Twelve
“You are really, really on
edge all of a sudden.”

J

oe was sitting at a table at the clinic while Mike spoke in clipped
tones on the phone. Joe was listening intently and watching his facial
expressions.
“Who are you talking to?”
“Terry.”
“What’s up?”
Mike put his hand up to Joe and then said, “Okay, Terry. I understand.
I’ll let Joe know.” He hung up and said, “Terry wants us to leave Carter
alone.” Joe sat back in his chair and asked why. “I don’t know. He just
doesn’t want Carter touched.”
“And the harvest?”
“He’s happy and has more for us to do.” He stood up and poured a
cup of coffee and asked Joe if he wanted one.
“Yes, please.”
Mike poured the coffee, and as he did he pulled a small vial out of
his lab coat pocket and poured it into the cup and handed it to him then
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sat down and said, “What can I say? He doesn’t want Carter touched.
Do you think that Carter could identify you?” Joe held the cup between
his palms and shook his head slowly. Mike sipped his coffee and asked,
“Did you have fun with the girls last night?”
Joe nodded, slowly raising the cup to his lips but stopping short of
drinking and palmed the cup again and asked, “So, Terry and Tony are
worried that my actions have endangered the businesses?”
Mike shrugged, taking another sip of his coffee. “We’re just
harvesters, Joe. I don’t know what these two guys think or are thinking.
What do you think?”
“Mike, we have known each other for over two decades. I’m a coldblooded killer; we both know that. Shit. The flies shitting on those little
cunts’ corpses outside the incinerator know it.” He paused and said,
“Which reminds me…we need to get them into the furnace. I’m sure
that the other parts that the doctors were burning from the transplants
are gone. Finish your coffee, so we can get them taken care of.”
“The coffee can wait. Let’s get the bodies in the crematorium before
someone sees them.”
Mike stood up and followed Joe to an area where three large
industrial incinerators stood. They were all quiet, and Joe looked down
at the bodies of the girls and asked, “Have you ever fucked the dead?”
“Necrophilia? Not my thing, Joe. I like my meat alive and moving.
Do you like it?” he asked with a bit of concern in his voice
Joe smiled and said, “I’ve never tried it, but it’s pretty damn hot out
here. They must still be warm. What do you say? Want to give them a
real sendoff?”
“No thanks, Joe. If you want to do that, I’ll be in the lunch room.”
Joe looked down at one of the girls and ran his fingers across her
thighs and said, “Yeah. You relax in the lunch room. I need fifteen
minutes, and then I’ll tell you what it’s like.”
Mike stepped back and said, “You’re joking, right?”
“No, no. You go back inside. I want to try something new.” Mike
was clearly disturbed and reached into the pocket of his lab coat, and
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his face turned to stone. “Are you looking for this, Mike?” He pulled a
small pistol out and aimed it at him.
“How did you get that?”
“What were you and Terry really talking about? I understand not
wanting Carter dead, but that’s a five second call. You were on longer
than that, and you weren’t forthcoming in the conversation.”
“I was just listening, Joe. You know Terry. He gets diarrhea of the
mouth. He was telling me that the FBI served a subpoena on the offices,
but he was able to get it quashed.”
“That won’t last long. A day at the most. We’ve both been down that
road. What else did you talk about?”
Mike was shaking as he spoke. “That was it, Joe. I swear.”
“Then why the gun? I don’t recall you ever carrying a gun.”
“I got it for protection a couple of years ago.”
“Why didn’t you tell me about it? I don’t recall us having anyone
that we needed protection from. Who are you afraid of, Mike?”
“Well, at the moment, you. You’re holding me at gunpoint, so I’m
concerned about you.”
Joe put the gun in his pocket and laughed. “Jesus, Mike. If you were
afraid, why didn’t you just tell me?” He picked up one of the girl’s
bodies and threw it into the incinerator, then the other two, and pressed
the button to close the doors. The furnace made Mike jump, and Joe
looked him up and down and said, “You are really, really on edge all of
a sudden.”
“You stole my gun and then held me at gunpoint. Wouldn’t you be a
little on edge if I had done that to you?”
Joe laughed and said, “Yeah, I would. I’m sorry.” He pulled the gun
out of his pocket and handed it to Mike and said, “Come on. My coffee’s
getting cold.” The two men walked back into the building side by side,
and as they did, Joe pulled a scalpel out of his lab coat and rammed it
into the back of Mike’s neck, dropping him like a rock. “You can still
feel; you just can’t move. I know that Terry and Tony want me dead, and
that you were going to do it. I bet you drugged my coffee, didn’t you?”
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“Joe, for God’s sake, you’re paranoid.”
He picked Mike up in his arms and said, “That might be true, but
you’re going to feel firsthand just how one of our harvests works. Hell,
I might even find a donor for your organs.” Mike was screaming as the
two men disappeared inside.

Troy’s bed had been raised. Karen and Sara were with him along
with John and Chris. Troy had tears running down his face after hearing
the news of his living donation. Karen asked, “Mr. Carter, I know this is
all hard to comprehend, but it is imperative that we learn as much as we
can about your attacker while it is still fresh in your mind.”
“I’m a captain with the California Highway Patrol. I understand
how important eye witness testimony is.”
“You screamed that a man had told you he murdered your friend and
brother. Do you recall that?”
“I thought at the time it was a dream.”
“Well, let’s treat it like it was a nightmare. Try and tell me about it.”
“My cellphone has the text message on it from the man who attacked
me. It should be with my things, Agent Swenson. You can take it and
get what information you can from it.” John nodded, and Chris left the
room to retrieve Troy’s things from investigators. “I remember pulling
off the road near the turnout looking for cars. There were a few RVs and
a couple making out in a car near the rock. I pulled in and had my police
scanner on the seat next to me. I remember there was a light tap on the
passenger window, and I had placed my weapon behind me on the seat. I
rolled down the window. It was a tall, thin man dressed in dark clothing.
He asked if I was Troy Carter. I said I was, and he asked if he could sit
with me.”
John looked down at Troy and asked, “You just allowed a total
stranger to enter your truck after receiving a text message from your
brother’s possible attacker?”
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“I was running on adrenaline, John. There were a million things
running through my mind. I was sure I could handle the guy.” Karen
asked Troy to continue. “He slid into the passenger seat, and before I
could move he stuck a needle into my neck. I didn’t go out, but I was
unable to move.”
Sara looked at John and said, “A paralytic.” John nodded, and as
Troy spoke, Sara called down to the lab and asked Mark to run Troy’s
blood for any paralytic drugs.
“Before I knew what was happening, I could feel him cutting into
me. I tried to scream, but I could barely breathe. He had a cooler with
him, and he was putting my organs into it. It felt like hours, and then he
pulled my head forward and said, ‘I shot your buddy Melvin Sid because
he’s an undercover agent for the DEA, and he was getting a little too
close to our operation…no pun intended. I’m sorry about your brother.
Collateral damage. But look on the bright side…you donated his organs
and saved lives…just like you are now.’ Then he stuck another needle in
my neck, and I woke up here.”
John sat down on a stool and asked, “Were you aware that Mr. Sid
was a DEA agent?”
“No! I haven’t known him very long. He has only been with the
department for about six months.”
John nodded and asked, “Is there anything else that you remember
about the person?”
“No. His face was covered, and his hands were gloved. He had long
sleeves on. What I don’t understand is why he would do this to me.”
Chris was back in the room and said, “You were an organ donor
match, and this guy is basically an organ thief. You most likely got
on someone’s radar after your brother’s death, and he decided he was
going to harvest you. The only reason you’re alive is your fellow
officers came on scene. He took what he did from you in under ten
minutes, which means he’s a pro, most likely a doctor, and had he had
just a few more minutes he would have taken all of your organs and
left you dead.”
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John went into an empty room across from Troy’s and shut the door
and made a call.
“Zimmerman.”
“Harold, it’s John Swenson.”
“John! Long time. What can I do you for?”
“Does the name Melvin Sid ring a bell with you?”
“Mel? Of course. Why?”
“He’s dead.”
“Illness or accident?”
“Murdered. Shot in the back while riding his motorcycle with a
passenger who died as well. He was undercover with the CHP and was
acting as a DEA agent.”
“That’s right.”
“But he’s not a DEA agent, Harold. He worked for your department.
I remembered the name while talking to a victim of the same killer. The
victim had his organs harvested, Harold.”
“Who’s the victim?”
“Captain Troy Carter of the CHP, and he just barely made it, but he’s
alive. As I recall, Sid worked for your office.”
“He did.”
“What’s going on, Harold? I have several victims, all murdered for
their organs, and now I have a victim who’s a federal agent, which lands
this case right in my lap.”
“Mel was working an organ harvesting case for the past three years.
He had been following leads around the globe. He was over in Asia
when he came across a U.S. lead and came back, so we planted him as
DEA undercover in the CHP.”
“But he was with Interpol, right?”
“Yes. He was close to a breakthrough into an organ harvesting ring
running out of Los Angeles.”
“Okay. Who are they?”
“It’s a private organ recipient list. We’ve tracked it to an organization
in Los Angeles called OPOPA, ‘Other Peoples’ Organs Procurement
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Association.’ Sid was making inroads, but there wasn’t enough evidence
to gain a search warrant.”
“We can get around search warrants, Harold.”
“Yeah, well, getting around search warrants makes anything we find
inadmissible, so we have to do things by the book, John.”
“People are being brutally murdered, Harold, harvested alive. Alive,
alert, and screaming while these animals cut them up for parts.”
“It happens every day, John.”
“Not in my city. I’m going to take the lead on this. Who are the key
players?”
“Is this going to be an FBI case?” John said yes. “If you can sort it
out and prove it, I’d love to see these guys fall into the hands of the Iron
Eagle. I know you have contacts that can see to that.”
“Names, Harold.”
“The head of the organization is Tony Delgado. He’s the middleman
and works with two doctors who have been stripped of their licenses,
Doctor Joe Harden and Doctor Michael Shelton. We believe that Shelton
and Harden are doing the local harvesting. Mel had been trailing the two
men as they had been on an overseas trip to China and Southeast Asia.
We believe that they were harvesting organs as well as training others.
Mel was always one city behind them until they ended up back in LA.
They seem to be catering to a private center. We believe that they are
harvesting for OPOPA, and Delgado is selling the organs to this private
registry. If they can’t use them, he moves them through fronts for profit
through the national organ transplant list.”
“How would he get cash from them?”
“It’s a dark world, John. If you have the money, you can get an
organ. This is a very, very sophisticated group. OPOPA tests all of the
organs and then finds matches and sells them to the highest bidder. If
they go to regular channels, Delgado has people on the inside who pay
very well to make sure that donors on the regular list get bumped up and
get their organ.” John was quiet on the other end of the line, and Harold
said, “This is not just a random killing spree, John. These people are
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even more dangerous than the Eagle. If they learn you’re onto them,
they won’t just kill you. They’ll kill everyone you love. Sara. Karen.
Shit. They’ll go after Chris, Jade, Jessica…even Sam, Maria, and Jim,
though he probably doesn’t have any usable parts given his lifestyle.
They would just murder him for fun.”
“Well, they fucked up, Harold. They left a victim alive. I don’t think
they intended for that to happen, and we have him under departmental
protection.”
“If they want your witness dead, there is no way you’re going to be
able to protect him. You better move him to a secure facility.”
John hung up the line and texted Sara, who walked into the empty
room with her phone in her hands and asked, “Why?”
“Because his killers can get to him here. We have everything we
need to keep him alive, right?”
“Yes, but I’m going to need some staff as he is going to need round
the clock monitoring. He’s also going to need more surgery, John. Mr.
Carter is in for a long, hard recovery.”
“Well, if you want it to be a recovery and not a funeral, get him
transferred to the lair. I’ll ask Jim and Sam to help.”
“And what are you going to do?”
“Take out these killers before they hurt anyone else.”

Mike was slipping in and out of consciousness after screaming to the
point where his voice gave out. Joe had taken multiple organ samples
and was testing them in the laboratory and then running them against
the Guthrie Clinic’s transplant list. He smiled while looking through a
microscope and said, “Damn, Mike! You’re a match with every organ.
I’m uploading the results to the list. Tony will get them, and then he will
get to Terry. You’re going to save at least five or six lives.”
Mike’s chest and abdomen were cut open, and his ribs had been
sawed off and removed in one seamless plate, allowing Joe to examine
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and test all of Mike’s internal organs. Joe poked at his heart, causing it
to jump in Mike’s chest.
“That’s so cool. You can’t do this with other people. You’re in great
shape, Mike. Really, really great shape.” Joe’s phone beeped, and he
smiled and said, “That’s Tony. He wants to know how soon we can have
your organs to Terry. Well…he doesn’t know they’re your organs…but
you get the gist, right pal?” He texted Tony back, then said, “Okay. We
have the money worked out. We’re gonna make a cool million.” He
stopped himself and started laughing and said, “Oh, Mike, I’m sorry.
You don’t mind if I take your half, right?”
Mike’s eyes filled with tears as Joe started cutting away abdominal
tissue and continued removing organs and putting them into biohazard
coolers. As he worked, he said, “I’m really enjoying this, and I have a
surprise for you. I’m going to put you on bypass, so you’ll still be alive
when I remove your heart. I thought you might enjoy the warmth of the
crematorium after the cold of the operating room.”
In an act of sheer will, Mike eked out an audible, “For God’s sake,
just kill me.”
“I’m getting to it, but I don’t want you to miss the action. As I recall
you really enjoyed the screams of the donors in China when we put
them in the furnace. What was it you said? Oh, yeah. ‘This is going to
burn.’ Good times, Mike, good times.”
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Chapter Thirteen
“Organs delivered; money has been transferred,
and it’s time for things to heat up.”

L

ance Coswalski and Phillip Soranto were waiting at the lair
when Jim pulled up with Sam. He backed the unit up, and Lance
opened the back doors to find Sara and Karen sitting next to
Troy. Philly laughed and asked, “So, this is the patient, huh?” Sara
nodded, and they carefully moved Troy into one of the guest rooms.
He was heavily sedated, and Philly asked, “So, what do you need us
to do?”
Sara was setting up some monitoring equipment and said, “Captain
Carter is still in critical condition. I need you to help monitor his vitals.
John told me that you are trained medics.”
Lance nodded. “Yeah. We were all in the MARSOC program. You have
to be able to field dress wounds and deal with life threatening situations
when deployed as there aren’t any emergency rooms in black ops.”
Philly laughed and said, “So, this poor bastard had his organs
stolen?”
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Sara nodded, and he and Lance helped Sara set up the rest of the
equipment. Lance looked at Sara and said, “This is an interesting turn of
events. The Eagle’s lair being used to save a life as opposed to taking one.”
“Well, it’s going to get a lot of use in taking lives really, really soon.”
“The Eagle’s on the hunt?” She nodded. “Do you know who his
prey is?”
“No.”
“But this guy is in danger, and you have to hide him here?”
“Yes.”
Philly laughed and said, “You’re talkative today.” Sara just shook
her head as she updated Troy’s chart on her tablet.

“So, what’s our first move?” Chris said while standing with John in
the parking garage of Northridge Hospital.
“We need to get into Guthrie’s clinic.”
“Have you heard back from Judge Robinson?”
“Yes. The order has been reinstated, and the Bureau will raid the
facility in the morning.”
“Then shouldn’t we wait until after the raid and see what we get?”
“No. This isn’t related to the Bureau, Chris. We’re looking for two
killers.” John got into the truck, and Chris followed.
As they drove out of the parking garage, Chris asked, “Wouldn’t it
be easier to just grab the people you suspect and move from there?”
“I wish it were that easy. This is a complex case. The man shot
and killed the other morning was posing as an undercover DEA agent
working at the California Highway Patrol.”
“He wasn’t DEA?”
“He was an Interpol agent working on breaking up an organ
harvesting and body trafficking ring.”
“I don’t understand. Why would he be posing as DEA undercover
at the CHP?”
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“That is the one question that I can’t get an answer to. I think that
there was either someone inside the CHP that he was monitoring, or he
was using the cover of the CHP and DEA to gather trafficking data.”
“You mean literal trafficking data, like vehicles?”
“Yeah. The homeless men told me that they saw a grey van at the
location where the young hooker was dumped. The van had no plates,
and they couldn’t give a good description of the occupants or the make
of the van.”
Chris was quiet then asked, “So, you’re looking for the van?”
John nodded. “If we find the van, we have our connection to the
killers.”
“And if the van isn’t at the location?”
“I have a feeling that it will be, and then we’ll grab Harden and
Shelton.”
“You’re convinced they’re the killers?”
“Interpol believes that they are but can’t prove it. If we find the van,
we can put tracking on it and then follow our prey.” John pulled the
truck off the freeway and headed down South La Cienega in Beverly
Hills. They arrived at the building housing the Guthrie Clinic just before
seven p.m. and parked across the street. Two men crossed the street into
the building’s parking lot. There were only a few cars, and Guthrie’s
name was front and center on the building. There was a wrought iron
gate with a keypad for entry, and John pulled out a card scanner and ran
it across the back of the unit, and the gate began to slowly open. They
entered and saw six grey vans parked side by side. All but one had paper
license plates, and John ran the plate number of the unit with a plate,
and it came back as being owned by Life Enterprises. He leaned against
the van while looking down at his tablet and said, “This one’s owned
by Life Enterprises. Let’s run the VIN numbers of the others.” Chris
followed John’s instructions, and every single one was registered to Life
Enterprises Incorporated. John threw his head back against one of the
units and said, “This is getting more and more puzzling.”
“What are Life vehicles doing at Guthrie’s clinic?”

Middlemen • 95

John shook his head and said, “I don’t have the first clue.”
“Well Doctor Guthrie is the head of the board of directors. Do you
think they are storing them here?”
John looked down at his counter surveillance unit and said, “No
security other than the gate. No cameras, no alarms. They certainly aren’t
trying to hide the fact that they have them.” He paced for a few seconds
and then looked at Chris and said, “We need to speak to Jackie Bailey.
She’s the most informed employee and might be able to give us more
information.” He pulled up Bailey’s information and said, “Let’s go.”
“Where to?”
“Ms. Bailey’s home in Granada Hills.”

Joe had finished harvesting Mike’s organs and had changed into
clean medical clothing and a head mask. He pushed a small cart with the
organs into an elevator and rode it to the top floor of the surgery center
at 8200 Wilshire Boulevard. Three doctors greeted him, and he handed
off the organs without a word and left. There were three teams of doctors
and nurses running the organs to operating rooms as he left. When he got
back down to the basement, Mike’s body was starting to smell, even while
he was still alive. Joe looked into his eyes and said, “Organs delivered;
money has been transferred, and it’s time for things to heat up.” Mike was
only half alert, and Joe gave him a shot of adrenaline, which made his
body lurch and his eyes shoot open. As Joe pushed the steel gurney to the
nearby incinerator, he said, “It’s been a hell of a day, huh Mike? I mean,
it’s not every day that you get your organs harvested, save multiple lives,
and then get burned alive.” He looked at the small mobile bypass unit
that was keeping Mike alive and said, “Inventing this device was one
of the best things we ever came up with together. It’s a great thing; it’s
mobile, easy to reproduce, and even explosive under pressure or heat.”
He pushed the gurney into the unit then pricked the bottom of Mike’s feet
with a scalpel, which made him jerk. “Well, I won’t hear your screams
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before the small explosion from your unit. I’m sorry about this. We’ve
been friends and cohorts in crime for decades. All you had to do was tell
me what Terry and Tony had planned for me, and we could have taken
them out as a team. But, alas, you chose to betray me, and because of that
you are dying a most gruesome death.”
Mike was trying to scream, but he had no organs to do it with, and the
bypass machine was acting as his heart and lungs. Joe pressed the button
on the incinerator, and as the doors closed and the flames started to rise,
he watched Mike’s body shudder and his head move back and forth
as he was engulfed. He was still moving when Joe heard the canister
explode, and Mike suddenly ceased moving. Joe smiled and said, “Well,
one down, now…who do I want to harvest next?”

Troy was being kept in a drug-induced coma, and Lance and Philly
were watching over him as Karen and Sara read over their tablets. Karen
had several text messages and emails from Cindy Bartlett regarding
patients that she had asked her to see in her absence. She finished
reading and said, “I need to call Cindy to follow up on some things.”
Sara looked down at her watch and said, “It’s after eight. Aren’t you
going home?”
“To what? Chris is with John, and I don’t want to wander around
that big empty house alone.”
“Have you two done anything with the nursery?”
Karen shook her head as tears welled up in her eyes, and Sara
apologized for bringing the subject up. “It’s okay. You’re keeping me
accountable. Chris is running like a mad man with this new case; you
and John are supposed to be on vacation, and you’ve gotten pulled into
this nightmare instead. To be honest, I’m glad for the distraction. I am
trying to get it together, but it really hits me hard when I’m alone.” Sara
nodded, saying nothing, and Karen walked out and called Cindy.
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Jim and Sam had returned to their offices, and Sam was looking
over the files on the victims in the Malibu shooting. Jim was standing in
his office smoking a cigarette and staring out the window. He had a text
message on his phone from Cindy but hadn’t responded. It simply said,
‘What a great night. I’m falling for you all over again.’ Jim was staring
down at the message Cindy had sent three days earlier, but he had not
seen her or spoken to her since the message was sent over.
Sam called out and asked, “Did John bring you up to speed on the
Sid and Carter killings?”
“How do you mean?”
“I mean…” Sam came walking into his office and took a cigarette
from the pack on the window ledge, which Jim lit, and said, “Has John
shared anything new with you?”
Jim shook his head and took a deep hit off his cigarette and said,
“No. He just suddenly had us help with moving Carter to the lair and
enlisted Lance and Philly to care for the guy.”
“Do you know where John and Chris are now?” Jim shook his head.
“Doesn’t it alarm you that John is keeping us at an arm’s distance in a
case of this magnitude?”
Jim stubbed out his cigarette and lit another and said, “Nope. He
knows something…something bad…and is keeping it to himself.”
“And you don’t think we should know?”
He laughed and said, “We will know when the Eagle wants us to
know. This isn’t an FBI investigation anymore, Sam. This is the Iron
Eagle’s investigation. He’s looking for people, and I hope he finds them
because if he doesn’t, someone close to him could be next.”
Sam was staring at him and asked, “Do you think that Sara is in
danger?”
“We’re all in danger, Sam. These killers are pros, and with such a
vast criminal enterprise exposing itself before our eyes, this is something
that these people will kill to keep quiet, and they don’t care who it is.”
“You’re talking about Sid and Carter?”
“And others. This killer isn’t fucking around. He, she, they are
moving in a meticulous pattern.”
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“I don’t see a pattern.”
“You don’t, but I do, and so does John. Chris is along for the ride.
Even the Eagle isn’t safe in this case and could end up on the menu of
organ donors if he’s not really, really careful.”
Sam stubbed out her cigarette and said, “I’m going home to be with
Maria.”
Jim nodded as she left. He took the last drag off his cigarette and
said, “You do that, Sam. You do that.”

“Where’s Mike?” Tony asked while on the phone with Joe.”
“I don’t know. Have you called his cell or home?”
“I have called, texted, and emailed him, and there has been no
response. When was the last time you saw him?”
“A few hours ago. We finished a harvest and sent you the information.
I believe that he delivered the organs himself not a half hour ago for
transplant. I know he was tired. He might be taking a nap.”
Tony was nervously pacing in his office as he spoke. “Well, he has
been under a lot of pressure.”
“He has indeed.”
“But so have you, yet you seem well rested and composed.”
“I am. Things don’t get to me like they do the ordinary person. So,
what’s the order for tonight?”
“I don’t have anything at the moment. Between the girls you two
harvested and the donations you got today, we have our plates full. The
transplant teams will be working around the clock at the center.”
“And the FBI’s warrant?”
“It was reinstated. They’ll most likely be at our offices in the
morning.”
“You don’t sound too upset.”
“There’s nothing to get from my office on La Cienega, and no one
knows about the transplant hospital on Wilshire.”
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“So, why did you resist the warrant?”
“If I had just rolled over, they would have been even more suspicious.
Our counsel cited HIPPA concerns, which is a valid argument, but I
knew they would get the warrant reinstated.”
“Well, what do you want me to do tonight?”
“I’d really like to speak to Mike.”
“Are you asking me to find him for you?”
“You rent his guest house, don’t you?” Joe said yes. “Where are you
now?”
“At the transplant center. I just took a shower and was getting ready
to call you.”
“Do me a favor and check on Mike and make sure he’s okay.”
“Not a problem, so I can freelance if I want?”
“You mean hit the streets to find new blood and organs?”
“Why not? I don’t have anything else to do. Is that a problem?”
“No, no. We still have an extensive list of recipients, and you’re
good at keeping them alive until we’re ready to transplant. Just
do me a favor and take anyone you grab back to the transplant
facility.”
“I will take them where I please. If we get a match, I’ll harvest them
at the facility.”
Tony was red-faced but didn’t argue and hung up the line and called
Terrence and said, “I think Mike’s missing.”
“What about Joe?”
“I just spoke to him, and he said that Mike delivered the organs
to the transplant teams at the center, and he thinks went home to get
some sleep.”
Terrence was staring out the window of his office and asked, “Did
he ask about the warrant?”
“Yes.”
“What did you tell him?”
“What will most likely make the news tomorrow…that it was
reinstated.”
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“He should know that would happen. I have a bad feeling. I’m going
to send in Drake Miller.”
“I don’t think that’s wise.”
“I’m not going to send him to meet Joe. I’m going to send him to
kill Joe.”
“I still don’t like it, Terry. Mike and I had a conversation about
getting rid of Joe, and Mike was supposed to have done it today. Now,
Mike’s missing. I think Joe might have put two and two together, and if
he did…” Tony paused then said, “Then Joe is about to go on a killing
spree, starting with one of us. He asked me if it was okay to freelance
tonight. That means he’s going hunting.”
Terrence had seated himself on a sofa in his office. “I have good
private security at home and here in the office. You have the same,
right?” Tony said he did. “Well, beef it up. If Joe is on the war path, we
need Miller to get to him before he gets to us.”
“And if he kills Miller?”
“He doesn’t even know who he is. Drake will have Joe before he
knows what hit him.”
“I hope for both of our sakes you’re right.”

John and Chris were just about to leave Guthrie’s clinic when they
spotted another grey van pulling into the parking lot then disappear
behind the steel gate. John ran across the busy street to the lot and then
opened the gate. Joe Harden stepped from the van and walked to a back
entrance and entered the facility. John moved on the vehicle and pulled
the VIN number and ran it in his system. The van had GPS tracking, and
he walked back to his truck and punched in the coordinates then slid into
his truck and said to Chris, “I think we may have just lucked out.”
“Do you think that’s our killer?”
“I’m pretty sure.” John had pulled up a bio on both Joe and Mike
and looked at the photos and descriptions of the men from their arrest

Middlemen • 101

records and showed the mug shots to Chris and pointed to Joe and said,
“That’s who just entered the building.”
Chris nodded and said, “Well, we know this guy has been in the
organ business before.”
“Interpol has been tracking him for several years.”
“Was he alone?” John said yes. “Do you have the new search
warrant?” John nodded, and Chris said, “Then let’s call in our people
and serve it. We can both get the records we’re looking for and put
these two guys together.” John made a call and in a matter of minutes
several black SUVs pulled up in front of the building. Chris asked,
“We have a records search warrant. Do we have a right to break into
the building?”
“We have a search and seizure warrant for all documents and
records, including electronic files, and we’re in the time window; it
runs from seven a.m. to ten p.m.” The two exited the truck then met
up with their agents and walked into the building where they were met
by security.

Joe Harden was walking the halls of Guthrie’s clinic. It was a quarter
to nine, and there were people in all of the plasma donor rooms. He
came around the corner and came face to face with Terrence, whose
shocked expression said it all.
“What the hell are you doing here?”
“I want to have a conversation with you.”
“About what?”
Joe looked around at the people in the rooms and said, “Let’s go
somewhere private.”
“No. Make an appointment, Joe. You don’t barge into my facility
without an appointment. As you can see, I have two dozen people
donating plasma, and I only have two more hours before we close, so
my staff and I have a lot of work to do.”
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Joe was about to speak when he saw security walking down the hall
with a half dozen men and women in blue FBI windbreakers. John and
Chris were leading the way, and Joe looked at Terrence and said, “We
will speak tomorrow at my house. Nine a.m. I don’t think that you want
the FBI seeing us together, do you?” Terrence shook his head, and Joe
took off down the hall and out a stairwell exit.
John walked up to Terrence, handed him the warrant, and said, “Your
records room, Doctor Guthrie.”
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Chapter Fourteen
“The longer you please me,
the longer you will live.”

M

argo had been moved to a private room and was doing very
well. Her new organ was working, and she had been asking to
be released from the hospital for more than two days. She had
also been asking more about the donor but was being stonewalled. It
was ten after nine, and Sara walked into the room and before Margo
could ask Sara said, “I’m releasing you today against my better
judgment.”
“If you don’t think I should go, then I will stay.”
“You are fit to go home. Would I prefer you stay another week? Yes.
Will you change your mind the second I say that I am keeping you?
Yes!” Sara handed Margo a guide and post-operative instructions. “This
is your protocol as a transplant patient. This isn’t a game. If you so much
as suspect something is wrong, I want you back in this hospital. This is
my personal cellphone number; you can reach me twenty-four-seven. I
want you back in my office in a week. If you notice any of the things
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that could be going wrong with your transplant that are in this guide,
you call me right away and head for the ER. Am I clear?”
Margo nodded with tears in her eyes and said, “I didn’t think I would
ever leave here alive.”
“Neither did I, Margo. Neither did I.”

Terrence was pacing his living room after a long night with the FBI.
He had tried to reach Tony, but Tony texted him to keep his distance.
He had tried without success to reach Mike and was growing more
concerned by the moment. The doorbell rang, and his maid announced
that Drake Miller was at the door. He asked her to show him in and then
sat down in one of his easy chairs as Drake entered.
“Good morning, Doctor Guthrie. How are you today?”
“Tired, Drake. Very, very tired. And yourself?”
“Fine, sir. How can I be of service?” Drake took a seat at Terrence’s
direction as he went over the whole situation with regard to Joe and Mike.
Drake was a slender but well-built young man with blond hair and blue
eyes, and he listened patiently as Terrence laid out the situation. When
he was finished, Drake said, “So, you want me to kill Joe Hardin?”
Terrence nodded, and Drake shrugged and asked, “Where will I find
Doctor Hardin?”
“He lives in Mike Shelton’s guest home in Granada Hills.” Terrence
gave Miller the address and other information to access the property,
and he left the house without another word.

John and Chris had gotten little sleep, and both were in the office by
seven a.m. reading over reports from the raid on Guthrie’s clinic. Chris
was probing his tablet and stopped and put his finger on the screen and
said, “Alice Banner.”
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“What about her?”
“She donated plasma at the Beverly Hills facility as well as another
facility in Hollywood. She was a regular.” He handed John his tablet.
John looked over the information and said, “We can now tie Guthrie
to Banner.”
Chris nodded and asked, “How are you going to tie Guthrie to the
murder?”
“That’s one hell of a question, Chris. We know that Doctor Hardin is
involved with Guthrie, and I would venture a guess that Doctor Shelton
is as well. We know that Interpol had been tracking Hardin and Shelton
around the globe, and they are suspected of illegal organ harvesting as
well as training others to do the same; however, there is no rock-solid
proof of this.”
“Do more have to die, John? We have enough for the Bureau to
make a move and bring in all of these people. If the Eagle doesn’t want
to do it, then the agency should.”
John stood up and said, “We will bring in Guthrie and Hardin.”
“And what are we going to ask them? ‘Mr. Hardin, did you murder
Alice Banner?’ ‘Hey, Doctor Guthrie, did you have anything to do with
her murder?’”
John was stone faced. “There has to be another facility where the
transplants are taking place. We were all over Guthrie’s clinic, and there
was nothing that would lead me to believe he is doing anything there.”
He looked at his tablet and the GPS tracking that he had set up on the
van that Hardin had been driving and said, “Hardin drove the van to a
home in Granada Hills. Let’s pay him a visit.”
“As the Bureau or as the Eagle?”
“I won’t be able to answer that question until we see him.”

Joe Hardin was asleep in his bed and didn’t hear Miller enter the
house. Drake moved quietly into his bedroom with a garrote cord in his
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hand but didn’t notice the big boned European Doberman watching his
every move. As Miller approached the bed, the dog leaped and began to
maul him, waking Hardin, who shouted to the dog to release Miller, who
he had by the throat. Hardin rubbed his eyes and stretched as the dog
stood guard over Miller, who was bleeding and coughing.
“Who sent you?”
Miller didn’t respond right away, so Hardin gave the dog instructions
in German, and it grabbed Miller’s arm and bit down hard.
“Jesus Christ! Guthrie sent me; Guthrie sent me.”
Joe told the dog to release again, and he looked at Miller on the
floor with the garrote cord in his hand and asked, “Guthrie sent you to
kill me?” Miller tried to slide his left hand behind his back. Joe laughed
and said, “That’s not a greeting you have in your left hand, now who
are you?”
“Miller. Drake Miller.”
Hardin got out of bed and was standing nude near a large picture
window with his back to Drake. Drake moved his hand in the direction
of a suit coat he was wearing, and the dog pounced again. Joe never
turned around. “You’re armed with more than that cord, aren’t you?”
Miller didn’t respond. “My dog knows that you’re armed, and I need
give only one command, and he will kill you. Trust me…it won’t be a
warm, fuzzy killing either.”
“I have a handgun.”
“Silencer?”
“Yes.”
“You’re a pro. I’ve heard of you. You’re even more brutal than I am.
I’ve also heard about your bullshit experiments and eye transplants on
living people. I will admit it is brilliant that you have been advancing
that technology, but the fact that you are doing it on living people
without sedation.” He paused, then said, “You’re one mean ass mother
fucker.” Joe turned around, and he had a raging erection. “Well, this
day is not going to turn out like you expected, Mr. Miller. Remove your
clothing.”
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Drake sat on the floor staring up at Joe and asked, “Remove my
what? Are you going to rape me?”
“Yes…several times, and you’re going to do everything I tell you.”
“I’m not gay.”
“Neither am I, but you thought you were going to screw me. You
thought you were going to sneak into my home and kill me in my sleep.
That’s not going to happen. You understand that, right?” Miller didn’t
say anything. Joe called out a command to his dog, and he began to rip
Drake’s pants off. Joe disarmed him and was laughing as the dog ripped
Drake’s pants without cutting his skin. The battle was short lived, and in
a matter of minutes Drake was nude from the waist down. Joe laughed
and said, “Now, here is where things are going to get tricky for you. I’m
going to give you two choices. Strip down nude and get on my bed on
your knees for an ass fucking, or you can refuse, and I will have Kevin
castrate you.”
“Who’s Kevin?”
Joe pointed at the dog and said, “Drake, meet Kevin. Kevin eat
Drake.” The dog started lunging at Drake’s groin, and he folded his
legs and battled the dog until Joe called it off. “So, what’s it going to
be? Ass fucked or castrated and then ass fucked while you bleed out?”
Drake moved slowly to his feet. His muscular frame was proportionate
for his six-foot-tall body. He moved to the bed and laid down facing
away from Joe. Joe zip tied Drake’s feet and wrists then ran his hands
across his rear and asked, “So, you’re a virgin?” There was no response.
Joe laughed and got up behind him and said, “Well, I’m going to dry
dock you.” He rammed his penis into Drake’s anus, and the man let
out a loud yelp as Joe began to pound him. The room fell silent as Joe
worked on Drake, and after about ten minutes there was a deep guttural
growl from Drake as Joe moved in and out of him. “You’re enjoying
this, aren’t you?” Drake continued moaning, and Joe moved faster and
faster and was moaning himself as he looked down at Drake’s nude
body and said, “Get ready for it. I’m going to cum.” Joe’s body jolted
several times as he rammed himself hard into Drake’s anus. He let out

108 • Chapter Fourteen

a loud grunt, and Drake’s body jerked as Joe orgasmed. “Felt me cum,
didn’t you? Felt good, didn’t it? Well, get used to it. It’s the fucking you
get for the fucking you were going to give me.” Joe pulled out of Drake
and collapsed on the bed next to him. Drake’s eyes were full of tears,
and Joe smiled and said, “As I stated, this is not how you saw your last
moments, huh? Being a human toilet? I’m going to have fun with you,
then I’m going to harvest you, Mr. Miller. The longer you please me,
the longer you will live. Think about that while I get some breakfast.”

John and Chris arrived at Mike Shelton’s home. The street ended
near the massive mansion, and John pulled his truck off the road behind
several large trees. There were no homes anywhere in the area, and the
two men pulled out their counter surveillance equipment, which went
wild. Chris looked at his unit and said, “Jesus! You would think this
was a fortified high security prison. There are wireless cameras, motion
detectors, and pressure pads all over the property.”
“These guys don’t want anyone sneaking up on them. They have IR
cameras as well as regular cameras. Motion appears to be everywhere.
I can’t disable these units, and there is no way we are going to get into
that compound unnoticed.”
“So? What now?”
“We have GPS tracking on Hardin’s van.” He looked at his watch
and said, “It’s ten after seven. Let’s go pay Ms. Bailey a visit. Hardin
can’t make a move without us knowing.”
“And if he’s killing someone in that house right now?”
“He’s not. He’s an organ harvester. He doesn’t kill here.”
“But that doesn’t rule out torturing someone. You can get into
anything, anywhere. There has to be a way.”
“Not unnoticed, Chris. Hardin is a very dangerous man who would
just as soon kill you or me. If we get caught trespassing on this property,
we could blow the investigation or end up dead.”
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Chris was leaning on John’s truck and said, “In all of the time we
have worked together I have never seen you like this. You seem to be
truly afraid of this guy.”
“It’s not fear; it’s logic. This is unlike any case we’ve seen. Melvin
Sid worked for Interpol, and he ended up dead. I know you want Hardin
as much as I do, but this is a case where patience will be rewarded.”
“At the cost of how many more lives?”
“I hope no more, but we have to work smart to make sure we don’t
end up victims ourselves. We are no good to anyone dead, Chris.”
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Chapter Fifteen
“Tony, Tony, Tony.
What were you thinking?”

J

ackie Bailey was working at her computer when John and Chris
walked in. She smiled and asked how she could help them. John
asked if they could speak in private, and she showed them to a private
office, and the three sat down. Her smile was bright and infectious,
and her youth and enthusiasm for her work showed in her actions. She
offered both men coffee, but they refused. She got herself a cup and sat
back down and asked, “How can I help you?”
John asked, “You told us that Doctor Guthrie was the head of this
organ donor foundation?” She nodded, sipping her coffee. “Do the
names Joseph Hardin and Michael Shelton ring a bell with you?”
The smile left her face, and she put her coffee cup down and asked,
“They do. Why?”
“Do you know the men?”
“For the most part, by reputation. I met them a few times when I was
an intern after they got out of prison. They were the actual founders of
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the foundation many, many years ago. After they lost their licenses and
went to jail, they resigned from the board of directors.”
“What happened when they got out?”
“Doctor Guthrie has known both men for many, many years. So, he
had taken the helm of the organization, which does so much good for so
many people, but I don’t think he’s in contact with the two men. Even if
he was, I don’t know how they could work together.”
Chris asked, “Has Doctor Guthrie ever spoken of the men to you?”
“Not really.”
John had a serious look on his face and asked, “Has anything
changed in the past year or so?”
Jackie got a thoughtful look on her face and said, “You know what?
Yes. We have had a real uptick in organ donations in the past year.”
“How much of an uptick?”
“A pretty significant one, and most of them have come from living
donors. I mean, we match people for a lot of kidneys, and that’s the
norm as they are the most in demand organs in the market, but we have
also had a lot of other organs donated.”
“Do you always know where the organs come from?”
She shook her head. “In almost all cases the donors are anonymous,
and that’s the way that most people want it. The fear for the recipient is
that they may feel obligated to do something for the family or person
if deceased, and in the case of a living donation, there is also the
possibility of guilt and other psychological aspects to be considered. The
only exception to this rule is a donation by a family or friend, whereas
one party is a match and the two know each other, then they would, of
course, be in contact.”
“So, who knows the identity of those who donate their organs?
There must be a database.”
“The government contracts with a private organization that
oversees organ transplant. You’ve heard of UNOS, I’m sure. The
United Network for Organ Sharing. They keep all records of donors
and recipients. So, if you were to need a transplant, UNOS would have

112 • Chapter Fifteen

all of your information. If you were qualified, your name would be put
on the transplant list. Most organs come from deceased donors who are
signed up with the state, like here in California with the DMV. Then
there are people who have willed their organs and those who are sick
or have been in an accident and had their organs harvested with the
family’s approval. There is a dirty secret about organ donation.” She
paused then said, “The more money you have, the more likely you are
to get an organ.”
“And how does that work?”
“Most people don’t know that there are dozens of lists. The more
lists you’re on, the better your chances of getting an organ. However,
getting on multiple lists takes money and know how. All doctors know
about the lists, and they can guide their patients and their attorneys to
help them get on all the major lists.” Jackie took a sip of her coffee and
continued, “Most people think that the private donor market is a myth
and that you can’t ‘purchase’ an organ. Nothing could be further from
the truth. There are very, very sophisticated organizations that will get
you an organ…a living organ. This is one of the biggest open secrets
in the organ donation system. This is big business, and people will pay
almost anything to get an organ to save their life. That’s where these
places come in. They are spread around the U.S. and the world and
operate publicly but also in secret, and no one knows where the organs
come from. They are NOT in the UNOS system; they are kept in private
registries and go to private donor centers.”
“Do you know of any of these centers?”
“Only through rumors. I have heard there are several right here in
Los Angeles.”
“Does Doctor Guthrie have any other clinics he operates outside of
the Beverly Hills location?”
“He used to operate a clinic in Beverly Hills that catered to the
rich and famous, but I don’t think that the operation is ongoing as he
was losing money.” John asked for its address, and Jackie said, “8200
Wilshire Boulevard in Beverly Hills. Doctor Guthrie owns that building,
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but I think that he leases it out to other medical professionals. I can do
some digging if you like.”
John handed her his card and said, “Let’s keep this between us. There
is enough tension right now with the search warrant we just served. If
you can learn something, call me, but please don’t do anything with
regard to the location.” Jackie nodded. He noticed Chris staring at his
tablet and asked, “Movement?” Chris nodded, and John thanked Jackie
for her time, and the two men left. They had no sooner left the building
than Terrence walked into Jackie’s office and asked, “Would you please
tell me what you shared with the FBI?”

Troy had been in and out of his coma, and Lance and Philly had
been with him the whole time. Sara and Karen had stopped to make the
group some breakfast, and Troy opened his eyes lightly and then closed
them and asked, “Philly, is that you?”
“Yeah, Troy. Lance and I are here.”
“What the fuck is going on? Where am I?”
“You’re in a safe location.”
“Safe? Shit! I just had my guts cut out of me, man.”
Lance laughed and said, “Well, there was enough left behind to keep
your sorry ass alive.”
Troy forced a smile and asked, “So, the feds must think that the guy
is going to come after me again.”
“Yep. They know you’re safe, just not in the hospital. I promise you,
though, you are in the best private facility that money can buy.”
Troy coughed lightly and said, “For a few seconds I thought I was
in a field hospital in Iraq.”
“Nope. You’re home.” Lance looked on, and Philly asked, “Any
idea who did this to you?”
“No, but if I find the son of a bitch, fuck the law. I will take him out
myself.”
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Lance nodded, and Philly said, “John and Chris are looking for the
son of a bitch, Troy.”
Troy smiled and said, “If John’s looking, he’ll find the bastard. Have
you talked to John about this case?”
“We both got the abridged version.”
“If John gets this guy, I want him before he goes to jail.”
Philly laughed and said, “I think that can be arranged.” Troy smiled
again and then slipped off to sleep. Philly asked Lance, “Do you think
he knows about John?”
“No, but he knows that John will have his back, so he would at least
get some one-on-one time with his attacker.”

Joe pulled into the parking lot at the Guthrie Clinic in Beverly Hills
and went inside. There were patients and donors lined up in chairs in
several large waiting rooms, and all of the donor rooms were full. He
walked the halls until he found Terrence’s office. The door was closed
and locked, but he picked the lock and slipped in. He checked the
drawers of Terrence’s desk and tried to access his computer, but it had
biometric scanner locks. He tried to insert a flash drive, but the ports
were sealed, and he was getting frustrated. When he couldn’t hack into
Terrence’s system, he flipped a screen on his tablet where he could see
Blake Miller hog tied on his bed, nude, not moving. He switched over
to IR and could see that Miller was just asleep after he had drugged
him. Joe sat back in Terrence’s chair and thought out loud, “Where else
would I keep a backup of my illegal information?” He was mulling his
options when Terrence’s assistant’s voice came over the loud speaker
paging him. Joe jumped up and ran to the door to see Terrence walking
down the hall in his direction. There were several closets in the office,
and he quickly slipped into one as Terrence entered.
Terrence sat down at his desk and ran his hand across several
computer sensors and started typing. His phone rang, and he answered,
“Guthrie.”
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“Have you heard anything from Joe or Mike?”
Tony’s voice was hollow on the other end of the line, and Terrence
asked, “You sound like you’re talking in a trashcan. Where are you?”
“I’m in an operating room at your Beverly Hills clinic.”
“What the hell are you doing there?”
“Joe delivered several donor organs through my service, and I
stopped in to check on the transplants.”
“Why don’t I have the information on these donations?”
“I don’t know. I just wanted to see if you knew where Joe was. I sent
Drake out to get him but never heard back.”
Terrence was reclining in his chair and asked, “When did you send
Drake out?”
“Last night. I gave him the contract. I’m not sure when he was going
out, but he doesn’t stop moving on new deals. So, I anticipate that he has
either gotten to Joe, or he is really, really close.”
Terrence was looking at two monitors on his desk that were recording
security video for the plasma center as well as the transplant center a few
blocks away. He played back some security video and his eyes grew wide
as he saw Joe walking the halls right up to his office only a few minutes
earlier, and he said, “Um…let’s talk about this later. I need to get down to
the plasma rooms. There appears to be a bit of commotion.” He hung up
and bolted for the door. Joe allowed Terrence to leave then stepped out of
the closet, straightened his jacket, and walked out the facility’s back door.

Chris and John were seated in his truck across the street when Joe
walked out to his van and drove off. The two men followed with a very,
very loose tail. Chris had been working on hacking Joe’s cellphone and
van communication services, and once he had them, he turned up the
monitor on his tablet, and the two men listened as Joe drove.
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“Did you really believe that you were going to send some rookie to
kill me, Tony?”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Really? I’m talking about Drake Miller, a procurement recruiter
who works for you and who also has been doing living human transplant
experiments, most recently with eyes. Drake Miller who you have used
to do more illegal harvesting for OPOPA and were going to have kill
me, so he could take over and help Mike?”
There was dead air, and Tony asked, “Is Drake alive?”
“Yes, but his ass is sore. I raped him several times for fun and to
get some information out of him. He’s one bad kid, Tony. A true coldblooded murderer. I’m impressed. Where did you find him?”
“It’s not what it looks like, Joe.”
“Keep telling yourself that. I know differently. I mean, Mike and
I have been all over the world harvesting organs and training medical
staff to harvest organs. We took out the DEA guy who was really with
Interpol who was onto us and had been tracing us around the world.
Mike and I killed the little slut in Hollywood for you, so your top
clients could get their life-saving transplants, and I even harvested the
organs of the brother of the bike victim, and you repay me by trying to
take me out?”
“Where is Terry?”
“He is at his office. I have a feeling that he checked his security video
and noticed that I was there. What he didn’t know is I was in his office
when you two just spoke. Tony, Tony, Tony…what were you thinking?”
“We can’t reach Mike.”
“Huh… that’s strange. I know where he is.”
Tony’s voice was steady but also quiet, “Where?”
“In six of Guthrie’s patients…at least his organs are. The rest of him
has been cremated along with those three little sluts that we harvested
for you, again saving dozens of lives. I’m just at a loss here, Tony. Not a
smart move for a middleman who makes mega millions off of the backs
of truly well trained cross transplant and harvest specialists.”
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“Look, Joe, it was Terry’s idea to take you out. He’s got the feds on
him and the clinic. It’s only a matter of time before they discover the
transplant center and trace everything back to us.”
“I’m not going to be murdered for your security, and I’m not going
back to prison. I got paid for the organs I harvested from the sluts and
Mike. Mr. Miller will be making a living donation after we have a
little more conversation about you and your company.” Joe paused.
“You know nowhere is safe for you now, Tony. Not you, not Terry,
not Jackie, or Turnbull. None of you. I will get you all, or one of my
associates will.”
The phone had been on speaker the whole time, and Chris looked
over at John and said, “Well, we have a confession.”
John nodded and said, “Let’s grab Hardin and press him. We also
need to get this Miller guy. He must be at Hardin’s home. We have to be
cautious. If this Hardin guy has others who work with him, his sudden
disappearance could set off a chain reaction.”
“Does it really matter, John? Leaving Hardin on the streets is a
death sentence. Getting Hardin into your lair is a way to extract all the
information we can in your environment.”
“True. One way or the other, we have to grab him and hope we can
get him to talk and give up the others in the harvesting network.”
“I don’t think there are going to be a lot of people, John. This is
way too complicated to have people just randomly murdering people.”
The GPS signal stopped, and Chris said, “He back tracked. He’s
back at Guthrie’s clinic.” John turned into the underground parking
garage at Guthrie’s clinic. The two men parked and got out with their
tranquilizer guns drawn, only to see Joe Hardin with a gun held to
Terrence Guthrie’s head.
“I had a feeling you were following me, Agent Swenson. You hacked
my house and my GPS, didn’t you?”
“Put the gun down.”
“I’m afraid I can’t do that. You see, Mr. Guthrie is coming with me,
and there is no way you can stop that from happening.”
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John raised the gun without flinching and said, “You can kill Guthrie.
I don’t care. You can blow his brains out right here right now, but you’re
not leaving this garage awake.”
“You’re going to drug me? What the hell will they say at the Bureau?”
“You’re not going to the Bureau.” Chris had a clean shot at Hardin’s
neck, and John could see it. “You’re coming with me, and I’m going to
introduce you to the Iron Eagle.”
Terrence jerked at the name, and Chris fired, striking Joe in the
neck. John rushed him, and Hardin went down. Chris jammed his finger
between the hammer of the weapon and the firing pin, and the gun didn’t
go off. John shot Terrence and then shot Hardin again. Both men were
going out, and Terrence asked, “You’re the Eagle?”
Hardin laughed as he said, “Son of a bitch. I’ve been looking for you
for years, and you’ve been hiding in plain sight the whole time. Well, it
looks like things are going to get complicated. Someone is going to have
to die. Someone that you are close to.”
Hardin didn’t finish his statement before he went out, and Terrence
was still partially alert when John asked, “What does he mean?”
“It means he has a target on the back of someone close to you.”
Terrence went out, and John and Chris grabbed the men’s bodies and
threw them in the truck.
Chris asked, “Miller?”
John nodded. As they left the parking structure, he phoned Sara and
asked, “Where are you?”
“Just finishing up a meeting at the hospital. Where are you?”
“On my way to pick up another guest of the Eagle. You’re in danger;
Karen, too. I want you both at the lair now. I don’t have time to explain.
I’m having Jim dispatch deputies to escort you and Karen home.” He
hung up and called Jim and said, “I need you and Sam to get to the
hospital and take Sara and Karen to the lair, and I mean right now.” Jim
didn’t say a word. The line went dead, and Chris and John drove on to
Hardin’s home.
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Chapter Sixteen
“Tell me more about this fear.”

S

hirley Brown was sitting in her office at OPOPA reading over an
automatically generated emergency text message. The message was
straight forward. “I’m down. Take out Guthrie, Delgado, Turnbull,
and ALL law enforcement and their families involved in the investigation
of Guthrie’s clinic.” Shirley put the phone down, and looked at Tony
and said, “Hardin is down.”
She handed him her phone, and Tony said, “So, you are his second
in command?”
“I have been for years.”
“He wants me taken out?”
“He wants everyone taken out. This is an automatic message.
He designed it when he and Mike started working overseas. Just
because these names are here doesn’t mean that they aren’t already
in custody.”
Tony paced. “Who has him?”
“I would guess the FBI, so agents Swenson and Mantel.”
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“Well, they just can’t make them disappear. They have rights. Let’s
get our attorneys in contact with the DOJ and with the FBI and try and
find him and see if we can bond him out.”
Shirley nodded and said, “Even if we find him, he is still in peril as
is the whole operation. We need insurance.”
“And what type of insurance are you thinking of?”
“We need someone close to Swenson and Mantel; it will give us
leverage.”
“John Swenson’s wife is the administrator at Northridge Hospital,
and Mantel’s wife is a shrink there as well.”
“If Swenson has Joe, he has most likely already moved to protect his
wife as well as Mantel’s.”
“So, where do we get leverage?”
“We have two degrees of separation. Take O’Brian or Pritchard.
O’Brian is in a relationship with Doctor Cindy Bartlett at Northridge.
She works with Mantel’s wife, and Pritchard is in a lesbian relationship
with an attorney named Maria Martinez.”
“How do you know so much about these people?”
“We know about everyone, Tony. Our tentacles into government are
wide and deep. We haven’t become this powerful without knowing the
people and their closest loves. O’Brian just lost his wife, so he will
be harder to grab, but I don’t think anyone would think of Bartlett or
Martinez.”
“I don’t like it, Shirley. If they have Joe, they’re going to get
information out of him. If we grab any of these in law enforcement or
their lovers or family members, I think we are just going to bring even
bigger trouble down on ourselves. It’s not like they are going to torture
Joe. He will be held in a cell and questioned. I say we leave these others
alone until we have exhausted all other legal channels.”
Shirley sat back in her chair and raised her medium built arms in a
stretch and said, “Tony, the fact that Joe wants you dead tells me this is
no normal case. I don’t think that he has been grabbed by the cops or the
official cops, if you know what I mean.”
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“You mean like Agent Melvin Sid? You think that someone like
Interpol has him?”
“He used the word ‘down.’ He’s not in the arms of conventional law
enforcement.”
Tony was still pacing and asked, “So, what the hell does that mean?”
“I don’t know. I know that I’m not on anyone’s radar. I’m a low,
slow procurement expert as far as anyone is concerned. You call your
lawyers and see what you can learn, and I will make a few calls and see
if I can get more information on what might be happening behind the
scenes.”
“And Joe’s order to kill me?”
“It is on hold, Tony. Right now, we are the only two that we have
in this situation. I have an appointment in about an hour that should
give me a little more insight into a possible weakness for several in law
enforcement.”

Jackie Bailey was tied up and locked in a closet in the Life
Enterprises offices. She had been gagged and was laying on her side
trying to move her arms and legs. Terrence had grabbed her hastily
and thrown her in the closet with a promise to return for her. She
struggled against loose restraints and after several minutes she had
managed to get her hands free and was trying to find a way to get out
of the closet. She kicked the heavy steel doors several times, but they
did not give way, and she yelled for help, but her voice only echoed
off the doors of the chamber. She felt around in the darkness for any
type of tool and found to her good fortune her purse. She found her
cellphone and looked for John’s card. When she called the number,
she said, “Agent Swenson, this is Jackie Bailey. I have been abducted
by Doctor Terrence Guthrie.”
John and Chris were in Granada Hills only a few blocks from Life’s
offices. “You have been abducted by Doctor Guthrie?” Chris’s head
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snapped over in John’s direction as Jackie told him yes. “Do you have
any idea where you are?”
“I’m locked in a steel closet in Guthrie’s office here at Life. He hit me
then tied me up and put me in here with a promise to come back for me.”
John turned into the parking lot at Life and said, “We will be to you
soon. Just be still.” John radioed for backup while Chris made sure that
Terrence and Joe’s bodies were well hidden in the back of the truck.
Chris looked at John and said, “You can’t leave these two in the truck
for more than a few minutes, John. It’s too warm in this late morning sun.”
“You run in and find Bailey. I will stay here with these two.”
“What do you want me to do with her once I have her?”
“I have field agents en route; they are only minutes away. Turn her
over to them and have them place her in protective custody as a potential
witness to a homicide.” Chris left the truck and ran into the building.
John pulled out of the parking lot and parked several buildings down
and watched as units rolled up on scene, and in a matter of minutes Chris
appeared with a shaking Jackie Bailey, who he handed off to two agents.
John could hear the conversation in his earpiece, and Chris had the men
run the rest of the building looking for any others who might be trapped
or injured and then returned to John’s truck, and they left in silence.

Cindy had just finished a session with a patient when there was a
knock on her office door. She opened it to be greeted by Shirley Brown.
“Doctor Cindy Bartlett?”
“Yes.”
“I’m Doctor Shirley Brown. We have an appointment today at noon.”
“Of course; please come in.” Cindy invited her to take a seat. “You
mentioned on the phone that you are having a recurrent phobia issue.”
Shirley nodded and said, “Yes. I have had it under control for years,
but in the past several months it has started to come back, and I’m not
sure why. I have this overwhelming fear.”
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“Can you be more specific?”
“No, doctor, that’s the problem. It started during the great fires. I
was a junior in high school, and it was the middle of the night. I lived
with my father, mother, and three sisters in Canyon Country. We had a
great life. My father was an emergency room doctor, and my mother
was a physician’s assistant.”
“And your sisters?”
“They were all older than me. My oldest sister was in medical school,
and my other two sisters were working on their nursing degrees.”
“So, what happened?”
“The fire came from nowhere. It was about three a.m., and I
woke to the screams of people all around me. We lived in a tight knit
neighborhood where everyone looked out for each other. I remember
my father pulling me by the arm and pushing me down the stairs of our
home. He got me to the backyard and to our swimming pool. The fire
was all around us, and I could hear people screaming and calling for
help. He threw me in the pool and yelled to me to stay put. I swam to
the back of the pool and watched as all of the houses around ours just
exploded from the extreme heat of the flames. I saw people falling out
of windows and running across yards on fire. My father had managed
to get to my mother and sisters and the group was just about out of the
house when a gas line exploded; it knocked me under the water. I don’t
know how long I was out, but I remember being pulled onto the decking
of the pool by a neighbor who was burned nearly beyond recognition,
and the flames were starting to subside.”
“What happened to your family?”
“Disintegrated in the blast. There was nothing left of them. It was
hours before there was any help in the neighborhood, and by the time
help arrived there were only a handful of us alive; most were kids who
were in pools like me.”
Cindy nodded and asked, “So, this was the triggering event for
this fear?”
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“Yes. I was so overwhelmed. I was paralyzed for nearly a month. I
didn’t speak or eat. I barely drank anything and nearly died.”
“Then what happened?”
“I was taken to live with my aunt and her husband in Bakersfield.”
“And you finished school?”
“It was hard, but I did and then went on to college and medical
school.”
“What’s your primary field of practice?”
“I’m an organ procurement specialist. I work with the families
of people who are sick or have been in accidents and talk them into
donating organs.”
“So, you went into a field of medicine that really does have a deep
impact on saving lives.”
“After my residency, I studied cross organ transplantation, and I’m
certified as a transplant surgeon. I pretty much can do them all, but, for
the most part, I am a heart, lung, and liver transplant specialist.”
“But you’re not operating at present?”
Shirley shook her head and said, “I pulled myself out of the operating
room about six months ago and went to work for a non-profit helping to
convince people to donate organs.”
“And this is due to the fear that you are dealing with?”
“I’ve lost my nerve, and it is getting harder and harder to function
even in procurement.”
Cindy was taking notes with her tablet as well as recording the
conversation. Shirley had laid down on Cindy’s couch as she spoke, and
Cindy asked, “Have you seen other professionals for this issue?”
“On the low down. In my field, as for anyone in the medical field,
and I’m sure you know this, we don’t show our weaknesses. If I reach
out and my name gets to the medical boards, I could lose my license.”
Cindy nodded and said, “What you say in here stays in here, Shirley.
Tell me about your new job.”
“It is very, very difficult. It’s a non-issue when a person is a donor,
but when they are not, that makes for high emotions for family and
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friends. My job is to try in the gentlest way possible to convince the
family that the person is for all intents and purposes dead and that their
organs can save lives. I have good days and bad days, but as a general
rule when I am able to get a donor I feel like I did good by humanity.”
“Tell me more about this fear.”
“Not much to tell. It’s sheer terror. I can’t really associate it with any
single thing.”
“Thinking back to the night of the fire, how did you feel?”
Shirley sat up and looked at Cindy and said, “Terrified. I had no
control. I could only watch as things around me unfolded.”
“So, the fear you have now is the same as the fear from the fire?”
“Yes; yes, it is. I never connected the dots before.”
Cindy smiled. “Well, I think you just did. How do you feel now?”
“Relieved. I can’t control everything in my life, but I can control my
own feelings and reactions to things.” Cindy nodded, and Shirley stood
up and hugged her and said, “WOW! I can’t believe I’ve been here for
an hour. Can I see you again?”
“Of course. I think that two sessions a week for a few months might
really help you.”
“With the way I’m feeling right now, I wish I could have you with
me every day and night.”
Cindy laughed and handed Shirley her card and said, “This is my
cellphone number. You can call me twenty-four-hours a day if you
need me.” She walked her to the office door, and Shirley thanked her
profusely then left.
Once outside, Shirley smiled as she got into her car and started it up.
“That was sincere. She’ll do well if the need arises. Her death will strike
on multiple levels.”
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Chapter Seventeen
“I’m damn glad it’s you.
You’re one little fox.”

J

oe awoke nude and alone in blackness. He was floating in a liquid
that had no feeling, neither cold or hot. He attempted to move but
couldn’t. There was no sound, just a loud ringing in his ears brought
on by his tinnitus. He let out a scream, but it didn’t sound right, and he
cried out again only to realize that his mouth wasn’t moving. His breath
wasn’t rattling his vocal cords. He was in a locked-in state.

Chris was sitting next to Terrence’s gurney in operating room
one when the Eagle walked in. He was dressed in a full pair of white
coveralls with a surgical mask and plastic face shield. Terrence let out
a scream when he saw him, and Chris just laughed and said, “It never
gets old, man.” The Eagle didn’t say a word as he pulled several surgical
trays over next to Terrence’s restrained body.
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Sara and Karen stepped into the operating room doorway, and Sara
said, “Mr. Hardin is in the tank.”
Chris looked up at Sara and asked, “Tank? What tank?”
The Eagle responded quietly, “A sensory deprivation tank.”
Chris shook his head and asked, “What? Are you doing altered
states now?”
Sara smiled and said, “In a manner of speaking.”
The Eagle was looking down at Terrence and asked, “What did you
give Mr. Hardin, Sara?”
“Well…Karen really came up with the idea. Mr. Hardin has a nice
cocktail of LSD, Deliverance, and adrenaline with a diazepam kicker if
his vitals get too crazy.”
Chris was masked as well and asked Karen, “What will that do to him?”
“It all depends on his mental state. He could come out clear and
enlightened to his perception of the universe.” She paused then said,
“Or…he could enter an internal hell from which there is no escape but
death.”
“We need information from him.”
“Relax. We’ll get it. There is a lot that Doctor Guthrie can tell us,
isn’t there Doctor Guthrie?” Terrence’s mouth was wired open with his
teeth and gums exposed, and he tried to respond, but it wasn’t intelligible
to anyone but the Eagle. “You see, Doctor Guthrie wants to talk and tell
us everything. But before we get to the talking, there is the business of
suffering we need to deal with.” Terrence’s eyes went wide as the Eagle
came at him with a pair of pliers and said, “Let’s see if I can get a few
of those wisdom teeth out. You don’t need them to talk.” Terrence was
screaming and trying to fight both the Eagle and his body restraints.
“Wow! They are deep into the bone. Hand me a hammer and chisel,
please.” Chris handed the instruments to the Eagle, who pounded out
tooth after tooth for nearly an hour.
Sara and Karen had left the room and returned several times. Karen
looked at Sara and said, “I have been watching Mr. Hardin’s EEG, and
it looks like he’s having a nightmare of a trip.”
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Sara nodded. “And to think it is only in his mind. His imagination
is taking him through hell. Wait for the physical agony that the
Eagle is going to inflict.” Karen nodded slowly with a wide smile on
her face.

Drake Miller was in the lair and could hear Terrence’s screams in
the next room. Drake’s head was strapped to the gurney, and an IV line
was running into his left arm. The operating room lights were blinding,
but he could also see his whole body on several monitors. He could see
blue surgical draping over his penis and heard footsteps out of his line
of sight. “Who the hell are you? Where am I?”
Karen’s voice was soft and said, “You are in the company of the
Iron Eagle.”
Drake didn’t respond right away, and when he did he asked, “You’re
the Iron Eagle? Jesus! What are you? Twelve?” Karen laughed and
walked into Drake’s line of sight. He smiled and said, “Well, if I have to
be captured by the Eagle, I’m damn glad it’s you. You’re one little fox.
How about releasing me, so we can fool around?”
“Oh…I don’t think that my husband would like that very much. And
from what I know about you, you aren’t going to be enjoying yourself
too much longer.”
Drake was about to speak when he felt something cool and wet on
his penis. He looked up at the monitor and saw Karen swabbing him
with iodine and asked, “What the hell are you doing?”
“Just removing some skin you won’t be needing.” She sat down on a
small chair and pulled a surgical tray over. She wasted no time and went
to work castrating Drake. She had a small pair of orange ear plugs in and
was humming as the man screamed.
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Tony Delgado had been to Guthrie’s transplant center and was
headed to Life’s offices when he saw several police vehicles as well as
black SUVs parked in front of the building. His tires screeched, causing
everyone on the street to look his way. He kept a straight face and drove
on past the building and then turned into an alley a few blocks away
and called Joe’s phone, only to get voicemail. The same was true of
Terrence’s phone and Drake’s. He slammed his fists on the steering
wheel and screamed, “What the hell is happening?”
He called another number, and a male voice said, “How are you
doing, Tony?”
“Why are you whispering?”
“I’m getting ready to go into surgery, and I was meditating. It’s
something I do before a marathon transplant operation.”
“What type of transplant?”
“Heart, lung, and liver. It’s going to be a really long run. I’ve had
my team resting and sleeping for the better part of two days. We have
fourteen to sixteen hours ahead of us. Terry called to let me know he
had the organs, and the patient has made the transfer into my checking
account, so I am ready to go.”
“May I ask what your markup is on the organs?”
“You can ask, but I’m not going to tell you. The funds have been
transferred to Terry, so he will get you your funds right away.”
There was a moment of silence, and Tony said, “Aaron, I have made
certain that you have had organs for nearly a decade. I have made you a
millionaire a hundred times over.”
“What does that have to do with anything? You’ve made millions,
too. Terry told me that you have more organs for us?”
“They will be harvested shortly.”
“Well, get that information to Terry, so we can get the rest of the
teams in here and get the patients prepped for surgery.”
“Have you spoken to Terry?”
“Not for several hours. Why?”
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“I can’t reach him or my other contacts, and it is both delaying the
harvests as well as my payment. You have organs that I haven’t been
paid for, Doctor Keizer.”
“I’m sure Terry will take care of it.”
“Well, I’m not, so if you want the next set of organs, wire the money
directly to OPOPA.”
“And if Terry finds out?”
“I will take care of Terry. You just get the money wired.” Tony could
hear someone paging Doctor Keizer and said, “Aaron, do we have an
agreement? I have others working on harvesting for you.”
“You never wanted money from me before. If I transfer money
directly to you, this can all be traced back to me.”
“That’s not my concern. If you want the organs, then do the transfer.
Terry already gave you the price, right?”
“Of course.”
“Then add twenty percent for the aggravation you’re giving me
and get the money wired before you start your operation. I will have
someone text you when the organs are ready. Do you have someone to
receive them since you will be in surgery?”
“Just have them delivered to the clinic here, and someone will take
them.”
“Good, well, you must operate, and I must try and work without
knowing where Terry is. Get me that wire, Aaron, or your patients
die.”
He hung up the line, and Aaron Keizer called his banker and
ordered him to wire money to OPOPA. There were no questions, and
Aaron hung up the phone. One of his transplant team doctors found
him in the staff room and said, “Aaron, we have a patient on the table.
We need to get to work.” Aaron nodded and put his phone into the
pocket of his surgical scrubs and followed the young woman into the
operating theater.
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“Something has gone incredibly wrong,” Tony said as he drove back
to his office.
“I agree with you,” Shirley said. “I haven’t been able to reach Mike,
Joe, Drake, or Terrence. It’s like they’ve fallen off the planet.”
“How did your meeting with Bartlett go?”
“Fine, fine. Sweet lady. I don’t think she knows much, and I
really don’t see how grabbing her is going to accomplish anything.
In fact, I feel if we grab her we will just bring more trouble down on
ourselves. If we want to hit these people where it will hurt, I would
suggest that we grab Maria Martinez, Sheriff Pritchard’s girlfriend,
or one of the wives.”
“I just left Life. They’ve been raided by the FBI and local law
enforcement.” There was silence on the other end of the line, and Tony
said, “I don’t know how to do this shit, Shirley. I’m an organ broker not
a fuckin’ kidnapper. Besides, Troy Carter might be a greater threat to
our operation than we know. Perhaps we should be trying to kill him.”
“I don’t know if Carter knows anything, and all orders have been to
leave him be.”
“Well, there isn’t anyone to give any damn orders right now, is there?
It looks like all hell is breaking loose.” Tony paused for a moment then
said, “Look, this is what you and Drake do. You kill people. If you think
going after Carter is a good plan, then do it. I need to call a meeting of
the transplant teams at the center in Beverly Hills. I just spoke to Aaron
Keizer, and he is going into surgery for the better part of this day into the
next. We need to get all of the parties on the same page here; they need
to know what’s going on.”
“You didn’t tell Aaron when you spoke to him?”
“Hell no. I need him focused, plus I have him wiring the organ money
directly to me since I don’t know where the hell Terry is. My phone has
been ringing off the hook with doctors flipping out because they’ve had
no organs in nearly twenty-four hours, and they have patients who have
been promised organs that have not been delivered.”
“They know they don’t grow on damn trees, Tony.”
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“Yeah, well, Terrence made promises, and millions of dollars
have changed hands on those promises, and now recipients are losing
it because they are supposed to have their organs. If I don’t deliver,
they are going to start asking for refunds, and then they will go to my
competitors to get their transplants.”
Shirley started laughing. “Are you serious? Where the hell are they
going to go? Organs R Us? I know there are a few underground clinics
in the area, but they get their organs from you. You’re the middleman.
Without you, no one get organs. You have no competition locally. At
your meeting, educate Guthrie’s three transplant teams that without you
there are no organs.”
“I need several organs urgently, and I have a list that Terrence gave
me last night.”
“What do you have?”
“Two women and two men. The men are homeless and living in the
wash next to Reseda High. Easy to get to.”
“And the women?”
“A lesbian couple. They’re regular plasma donors and live in
Reseda.”
“Four people and just little old me…that’s a tall order, Tony.”
“I don’t know anyone I can send to assist.”
Shirley was looking at her nails as she was sitting in her van outside
of the hospital. “Get me the information, and I will see what I can do.”
“Do you really think that you can not only get four people but harvest
them properly as well?”
“Getting them isn’t an issue, so long as I can isolate and sedate them.
Harvesting is another story. I’m going to need a facility with everything
on-site, so I can harvest and store for transplant. I need a full medical
facility, and you are going to have to be there to take the organs as I
harvest them and get them to the transplant teams.”
“I told you I don’t get involved; I’m a broker.”
“Well, Mr. Broker, if you want to fulfill your contracts and get these
organs in light of the fact that everyone else is MIA, you’re going to
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have to get your hands dirty. So, if you want this, I can get into Guthrie’s
facility to do the harvest, so the teams can have their patients on-site
and ready to go, and you can help me grab the donors and then bring the
organs to the teams as I harvest. If not…I’m going to go back into the
hospital and see if I can kill Carter, and you can just go to hell.”
“Fuck you, Shirley. For all we know, everyone has been pinched,
and it is only a matter of a few hours or days before they come for me
and you.”
“All the more reason to bank a few bucks. If they don’t show in the
next twenty-four hours, we get the hell out of here, and let the chips fall
where they may.”
“Shit. Come and pick me up.”
“What’s this? The organ middleman with the clean hands is going to
do some real work?”
“Just get here before I change my damn mind.”
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Chapter Eighteen
“The guy in black is the Iron Eagle?”

I

t was just before midnight when Joe was blinded by light and noise.
His eyes were wide, and the Eagle stood over the sensory deprivation
chamber dressed in his black body armor and mask. Sara injected a
cloudy blue liquid into his IV, and he started screaming and waving his
arms as the Eagle reached into the water and lifted him onto a gurney.
“Where am I? What’s happening? They were cutting me and
taunting me.”
“Who was cutting and taunting you?” asked the Eagle.
“The aliens. They came into the tank and took me into their ship.”
Joe was able to move his head, and he jerked and wagged his head back
and forth, his eyes wild with fear. “Who are you? How do you know the
aliens?”
“That was one helluva cocktail you gave Mr. Hardin.”
Sara nodded. “It’s an old recipe. I was a kid once, and I liked to
trip now and again. When I was pre-med, a few of us took a course on
alternative thought and altering brain chemistry to reach nirvana.”
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“And how did that work out for you?”
“Hey, look. I’m living a dream. I’m supposed to be on a tropical beach
somewhere right now; instead, I’m torturing and killing monsters. You
can’t beat that!” The Eagle laughed as did Chris and Karen, who were in
the room. Joe wasn’t laughing; he was losing it, and Sara injected his IV
with a low dose of Ativan and said, “He will calm down, so you can talk
to him.” Joe started to breathe a little easier, and the Eagle asked Sara to
inject a high dose of SP-117 into the IV.
She left the room, and Chris asked, “This Russian truth serum really
works?” The Eagle nodded as Sara reentered the room with several
syringes in her hand. She placed them on a steel surgical table and
injected a large dose into the IV, and it went straight to Joe’s head. He
laughed as the Eagle pulled a stool over next to the gurney.
The monitors were on and recording, but Joe hadn’t noticed them
until that moment. “Hey, I’m on TV.” Chris cinched Joe’s head hard
against the table, and he yelped and asked, “What are you people? You
look like you walked out of a comic book.”
“Tell me about Terrence Guthrie and the organ harvesting that
you do.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I run a small practice and
teach people about organ donation.”
“You’re not licensed to run a practice.”
“I don’t practice medicine, idiot. Me and my partner Mike educate
people on the importance of organ donation.”
“I see, so you don’t harvest organs yourself?”
Joe laughed. “What the hell am I going to do with organs? I’m not
in the transplant business anymore. I was robbed of that, along with
Mike, years ago when we were railroaded to protect some bad people
who were harvesting living donors. Mike and I took the fall and lost
everything.”
“So, you have never taken another human life?”
“Of course not! I still stand by my oath as a doctor.”
“Where is Mr. Shelton?”
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“I’m not his babysitter. Mike takes off on trips without notice all the
time. He could be anywhere.”
“What if I said I knew you murdered Mr. Shelton?”
“I would say you’re full of shit.” The Eagle pulled out his tablet and
played back the recording of the conversation between him and Tony.
His face grew grave, then he smiled and said, “Not admissible in court.”
The Eagle laughed and said, “Oh, but it is. You’re in my court room,
and I am judge, jury, and executioner.”
“Just who the hell are you people?”
Chris walked over and whispered, “You’re being interviewed by the
Iron Eagle, and I can guarantee you that this day is not going to end
pleasantly for you, so you might want to start cooperating.”
Joe was silent for a moment then burst out in laughter. “That’s who
the guy in black is? The Iron Eagle?” Chris nodded. “Well, he needs to
get a better costume ‘cuz he looks stupid.”
Sara asked, “More?” The Eagle nodded, and she injected more SP117 into Joe’s IV, and he became even more relaxed yet lucid.
“Okay, so I killed Mike. It was self-defense. He was armed, and
Delgado and Guthrie ordered him to kill me.”
“Tony Delgado, the head of OPOPA?” Joe nodded. “And how did
you learn of this plot?”
“I found a small caliber handgun in Mike’s lab coat after we had
dealt with some business for Delgado and Guthrie.”
“What kind of business?”
“Oh, for shit’s sake. You listened to the conversation live. We were
harvesting organs from some street urchins. I caught Mike trying to slip
me a mickey in a cup of coffee, and I took him out.”
“So, you murdered Alice Banner, Melvin Sid, Ben Carter, harvested
Troy Carter alive on PCH, and killed some unknown street children?”
“Who the fuck is Alice Banner?”
“The fifteen-year-old streetwalker whose body you and Mr. Shelton
left on a trash heap in Hollywood.”
“I didn’t even know that little tramp had a name.”
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“Who gave you the lists of victims?”
“You really can’t be that stupid. You’re the Iron Eagle. You’re
supposed to be some kind of vigilante killer, and you can’t connect the
dots based on the conversation? You might have gotten the drop on me,
but you’re an idiot.” The Eagle struck Joe in the head, sending teeth and
blood spraying across the room, covering Sara and Karen and knocking
Joe out.
“Hit a nerve, did he?” Chris asked.
“No. This animal is too strong even for the SP-117. We know enough
to grab Delgado. The issue is, who else is out there taking organs?”
Sara and Karen were washing Joe’s blood off their hands and
clothing when Sara said, “It has to be someone with even deeper cover.
I would guess that they work for Delgado.”
Chris spoke up and said, “There is also the issue of the doctors and
nurses that are doing these illegal transplants. There is no way that
teams this well trained can be doing this without knowing that they are
transplanting illegally obtained organs.”
“These teams are tight knit groups,” Karen said. “Given the number
of people murdered and harvested over the past few days, there have to
be multiple teams, and they must be working in a state of the art facility.
They would know that this was happening, and they are most likely
getting paid really well for their services.”
The Eagle turned to Sara and asked, “Is there a registry for transplant
surgeons?”
“Absolutely. The American Society of Transplant Surgeons recruits
top talent and pairs them with facilities around the U.S. It’s a wellrespected and highly ethical organization.”
“Organizations can be all of those things, but that doesn’t mean that
they can’t be used by individuals who seek wealth or to use their skills
for less than honorable purposes.”
“That’s true, but you’re talking hunting for needles in haystacks.”
“I have a feeling Mr. Hardin here can help us with that. I also think
that Mr. Delgado can as well.” He snapped open a smelling salt and ran
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it under Joe’s nose. He awoke quickly, and the Eagle got as close as
possible to Joe’s face and asked, “Were you a member of the American
Society of Transplant Surgeons?”
“Yep. Everyone in the industry is.”
“Let’s talk about your co-conspirators.”
“The teams are overseen by Guthrie. Only he knows the identities of
the surgeons and the nurses.”
The Eagle picked up a pair of bolt cutters. Joe’s eyes were probing,
but he didn’t know what the Eagle was doing until he felt the cold steel
over his big toe. “Now, Mr. Hardin, you have murdered or overseen the
murder of hundreds of people around the world. You are an expert in
organ harvesting and transplantation, so I don’t believe for a second that
you don’t know the identities of these teams.” Joe shouted an obscenity
as the Eagle pinched off his toe. He let out a loud scream as Sara
cauterized the wound, and the Eagle moved on to the rest of his toes.
Chris was sitting off to the side with Karen but within Joe’s line of
sight and said, “There’re a lot of little sausages on the operating room
floor, Doctor Hardin.”
Karen stood up and looked him in the eye and asked, “You still think
you’re in a nightmare, don’t you?”
Joe was screaming and cursing. Blood had pooled on the side of
his mouth, and his saliva was white foam. “I’m in that goddamn tank.
You’re all a part of this alien conspiracy.”
Karen shook her head. “No, doctor. You are in the hands of the Iron
Eagle, and he will not stop until he gets every last piece of information
from you. He’s a master of torture and sometimes keeps his victims
alive for months.”
As Sara cauterized the last removed digit, Joe cried out, “Aaron
Keizer oversees the teams.”
The Eagle placed the cutter over Joe’s right thumb and said, “Great.
Thank you. Now…please continue.”
The cutter snapped, and Joe’s screams bounced off the walls of the
operating room. Guthrie and Drake had tears running down their faces
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as they listened. The screams went on for what seemed like hours as the
two men awaited their fate.

Troy could hear muffled noises, but they weren’t discernable. Philly
was sitting in a chair on the other side of the room, and Troy asked,
“What’s going on?”
Lance had been checking his vitals, and Troy was doing really well.
Philly walked up to the gurney and said, “Those are the cries of the man
who murdered your friend and brother and tried to murder you.”
Troy lifted his left arm, pointed at the door, and said, “No one kills
that son of a bitch but me.” He was trying to pull himself up on the hand
rails, and Philly gently pushed him down.
“Trust me, Troy, you will be given the opportunity to meet and deal
with the killer, but right now we need information.”
Troy laid back and took a deep breath. “Promise?” Both Philly and
Lance were now at his bedside, and both men nodded.

The night was clear and starry. Two homeless men had a small fire
going under an overpass on Victory Boulevard in the wash. Both were
speaking softly, and the steam from their breath rose into the early
morning air. They had the fire covered from sight, and a light breeze
was blowing the smoke away from the street.
“If the cops see the smoke, we’re done for.”
“They won’t. It’s blowin’ way down the basin. They ain’t gonna see
shit.” The man poked the flames while the other put a piece of wood on
the fire and asked, “You tired?”
“Naw. I slept all day. You?”
“Not really. I slept in the park after I found some food in the dumpster
behind the burger joint.”
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“Man, I’m starving. You got any of that shit left?”
The man reached under his sleeping bag and handed some food
to the other. The man with the food was old and frail; his white
skin had a yellow tone to it from jaundice. He took out a bottle of
whiskey and took a drink of it and said, “You donate any plasma
recently?”
The younger man said, “I gave yesterday. Got me fifty bucks.”
“You got fifty bucks? Why the fuck are you mooching my food?”
The kid laughed and said, “I just got it. I ain’t had a chance to get
no food. I promise we will have a good meal in the morning.” The old
man smiled and offered the bottle to the kid, who shook his head. “No
thanks. That shit will rot out my pipes. They let you donate?”
The old man shook his head. “No. My bloodwork came back bad,
and they told me that I can’t donate no more.”
“That sucks. What’cha gonna do now?”
“Die!”
“You thinking of killing yourself?”
“No. I’ve been doing that for years.” The old man took a drink off
his bottle and said, “Whiskey will kill me; my liver is done in. I’m an
organ donor, but I doubt anyone will want my parts.”
The kid laughed and asked, “You piss fine, right?” The old man
nodded. “Then, they’ll still take your kidneys.”
“I doubt that. They’ll just find my old corpse under one of these
overpasses. Shit. They’ll just throw me in the meat wagon and cremate
me. I’ll be just another number at the morgue. I ain’t got no family. No
one gives a shit ‘bout me. No one will even know I’m dead ‘cept you…
if you’re still around.”
The kid laid his head on a makeshift pillow and said, “I will be.
I’ll keep an eye on you. If you die when I’m around, I will tell them
your name. We may be the dregs of society but even the dead deserve
a name.”
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Shirley picked Tony up, and the two were sitting one overpass away.
She was looking through a pair of night vision binoculars and said, “I
think those are the two that Guthrie wants.”
“You think? Is that how this shit works? You get orders without
directions, and you just go out and arbitrarily start cutting people up?”
Shirley didn’t respond right away, and Tony said, “Look, I’m all for
making a buck, and I’m all for saving people’s lives by taking out the
scum, but I’m not one for arbitrary murder, especially if we don’t know
for a fact that those men are the ones tested.”
Shirley pulled the car into a gated area off the wash and parked.
“Tony, here’s the way this is going to work. We are going to stake these
two out until we know they’re asleep, then we’re going to drive down,
drug them, and throw them into the van. I have the address of the two
dikes, and they will be finished with their nasty sex by early morning,
and we can take those two bitches with little trouble. So, why don’t you
just sit there and shut the fuck up? You might learn something.”

Terrence and Drake had both been emasculated and tortured, and
the Eagle had branded his calling card onto each man’s chest, Joe
included. The Eagle had left the operating room, and everyone met in
the conference room to go over the information that they had learned.
Terrence had given the information on four victims and their locations,
and John sent Philly and Lance out to pose as the homeless men. Karen
was sitting at the table and asked, “What about the lesbian couple? They
may move on them first?”
John nodded and said, “Chris and I will go out to their home and
sedate and hide them.”
“Um…you don’t think that these killers are going to miss the fact
that two women have been replaced by two men?”
“I’m not planning on them finding out.”
“But you need a lesbian couple to pull it off.”
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Chris nodded, and Sara pulled out her phone and called Sam and
said, “We need you and Maria.”
“For what?”
“Bait.”
Sam paused and sighed then asked, “Where are we needed?”
Sara gave her the address and said, “You need to keep Maria
as the main focus in the house and bedroom; your face is too well
known.”
“Why not use Jade and Jessica?”
“Won’t work. They’re even more recognizable.”
“And just what type of bait are we?”
“Potential donors for an illegal organ harvester.”
“You seriously want me to put Maria in harm’s way?”
“I suppose you could slap a wig and lipstick on Jim, but I don’t think
that is going to fly.”
Jim was sitting next to Sam, and she looked him up and down then
said, “I couldn’t even make him look like a homely lesbian.” Sara
laughed, and Sam agreed, but before she hung up she asked, “Who will
have our backs?”
“The Eagle and Chris.”
“I don’t know about this, Sara. Maria has no idea that John is the
Eagle.”
“How is she going to find out? He and Chris will be in their body
armor and masks, so they won’t be identifiable.”
“I understand what you want to do. I’m just telling you that Maria
might very well figure it out, and if she does, I can’t guarantee how she
will react.”
“Two innocent women are on a hit list for tonight. They’re going
to be tortured beyond anything any of us can begin to imagine. These
animals are going to take their organs while they are alive without
anesthetizing them. Do you want that on your conscience?”
“We’ll do it, but I’m telling you right now it’s a bad idea.”
“Just get Maria and get to the house as soon as you can. John and
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Chris will meet you once they have taken out the targets. It’s just after
midnight, so there’s still time.”
Sam hung up the phone and looked at Jim and said, “The Eagle
wants Maria and me as bait for a killer.”
Jim nodded his head slowly and said, “I’ve been bait for the Eagle
many times, and as you know, it never works out the way he thinks
it will.”
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Chapter Nineteen
“What the hell? The Eagle
is losing his touch.”

T

he house on Schoolcraft had a single light on in the living room
window. Silvia Moor and Tracy Underwood were watching a movie.
The two were high school teachers and had been a couple for nearly
five years. The TV flickered off the women’s glasses, and they were
unaware of a growing presence outside their small home.

Maria was sleepy eyed when she arrived at Sam’s office. Jim had
left, and Sam brought her up to speed on what they were about to do.
Maria looked at Sam and asked, “If we are bait, who is going to be
watching over us?”
“Don’t worry about that. We’ll be very, very safe. I would never
ask you to do something if I thought for even a second that you could
be hurt.”
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“That doesn’t answer my question. Who is watching over us?”
Sam stood up and hugged her and asked, “Do you trust me?” Maria
nodded. “Then please trust me here. We need to get going before
something bad happens.”

The Eagle and Chris pulled into a back alley behind the women’s
home and put on their masks and worked their way over a block wall
into the backyard and then to the back door of the house. Chris signaled,
and the Eagle moved up to the door. Chris whispered, “No alarm.”
“Good. Use a low dose on the women, then we’ll stash them in
another room while we get Sam and Maria ready.” The men made
entry to the house and were able to ambush Silvia and Tracy with ease.
They placed them in a small side bedroom closet and then waited in
the back yard after unlocking a gate that led to a rear garage. Maria
and Sam pulled into the drive at just after one, and Chris motioned
them to the back of the house. Maria stepped out of the car in a
robe and slippers and was about to speak when Chris put his
fingers to his mask in a shush motion then led them into the master
bedroom.
Maria looked Chris up and down and asked, “What the hell is going
on here?”
Sam took Maria by the hand and said, “Just get in the bed. We’re
being watched.”
Maria stared at Chris as he left the room then got into the bed and
said, “I don’t like this, Sam. It’s fuckin’ creepy.” Sam giggled a little,
and Maria asked, “Is this funny to you?”
“No…no. But if you think this is creepy, in a matter of minutes I
think you will be looking at creepy in the rearview mirror.”
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Tony was driving the dark van as Shirley watched the GPS tracking
for the women’s home and told him to stop. He pulled over to a side
street while Shirley read something on her tablet. She looked around
and then told him to pull into a nearby alley. He did as directed, then
asked, “What’s wrong?”
“I don’t know. Something is out of sorts here.”
“Can you be a little more vague?”
“These two usually park on the street in front of their home, but their
car isn’t there.”
“Do they have a garage?”
“Yes, but in all of the surveillance that Drake and I did, they always
parked on the street.”
“Then perhaps they aren’t home.”
“They’re creatures of habit; they’re home.”
“Then they must have decided to park in the garage.”
“You stay here. I’m going to check it out.”

Jim had followed Sam and Maria and was staying out of sight. He
watched as the women pulled to the back of the house and also saw a
dark grey van drive up the street and stop. He watched Shirley cross the
street and laughed as he blew smoke from his lungs and said, “That’s
right. You go for the house; there’s a welcoming party there for you.”
He pulled out a pair of binoculars and looked through the driver’s side
window where he could see Tony. He was about to step out of his car
when he saw Shirley come back across the street and enter the van.
“What the hell?” he said to himself. “The Eagle is losing his touch.”

Lance and Philly had made it to the underpass on Victory and
approached the two sleeping homeless men. Neither of the men moved
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upon their approach, and Lance pointed to a dark fluid coming from one
of the men and said, “It looks like we’re too late.” Philly approached,
and his senses were assaulted by a rancid smell. He reached down to
check one man for a pulse, and the other jerked awake and rolled on his
side and stood up.
“What the hell? What do you want?”
Lance put his hands out and said, “Relax. We were walking the wash
and saw your campsite. Your partner here isn’t responding.”
“That cuz he’s stinking drunk. What do you care?”
“Hey, man, like I said, we were walking the wash. We’ve been
looking for a place to crash and found one two blocks up.”
“What did you find?”
“A really nice overpass where the girders are clear, and there’s even
fresh fruit and water.”
“How duh fuck did that get there?”
“I don’t know. I hear there’s someone who leaves bottles of water
and food along the wash for the homeless. No one has ever seen the
person, but they do it several times a week and have for years.”
The young man looked at Lance and then Philly and said, “You
don’t look homeless to me.”
“What does homeless look like?”
“Like me and him.”
“We bathe at the Y and work day jobs to make a few bucks. We’re
homeless because we want to be not because we have to be.” Philly
leaned down over the liquid and said, “Whiskey.”
“Yeah. He’s an alcoholic, most likely in his last days. We met at the
mission a couple weeks ago, and I been kinda lookin’ after him.”
Lance nodded and said, “If you want better shelter, help me get your
friend up, and we will walk you down there.”
“You’re not cops, right?”
“No, we aren’t cops. Just thought you’d like a better spot for the
night. It’s cold, and there’s a propane heater under the bridge.”
“Really?”
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Philly nodded, and the young man picked up a few things then
the three picked up the old man and walked back to the other bridge.
Once the men were settled, Lance offered them some food, which they
grabbed and ate ravenously, then Lance and Philly said goodnight and
walked back down the wash. The old man had come to enough to eat,
and he looked at the kid and asked, “What just happened?”
“Do you believe in angels?”
The old man shook his head. “I can’t say that I do.”
“Well, I do, and I don’t think we will ever see them again, but they
were watching over us.”
The old man had a bite of food in his mouth and said, “Well, if they
are angels, we need a hell of a lot more of ‘em cuz this shit show called
life sucks.”

Jim was watching as the van sat idling on the side street, and he
pressed his earpiece and asked, “Anyone still on this frequency?”
The Eagle responded, “Jim? Where the hell are you?”
“Covering your backs.”
“What are you talking about?”
“I tailed a grey van to this location. They’d been on an overpass in
Reseda watching someone from the van then took off and came here.
They’re parked a block over, and you have had a visitor who’s now back
in the van.”
There was dead air for a moment, and Jim heard the Eagle order
Chris out of the house. “Chris, take up a position on the other side of the
block wall.”
“What the hell are you doing? You want me out of the house?”
“We both need to get out. Jim has spotted our targets. He has our
backs, and Sam and Maria’s. We need to move, so the targets can move
in, then we can take them down.” Chris was shaking his head as he
moved out the back door of the house followed by the Eagle. “Jim…”

Middlemen • 149

“Yeah.”
“Their lives are in your hands. You need to keep an eye on the van.
Once you see it move, let me know.”
“Got it. Where are you going to be?”
“I’m going over the wall with Chris. Once you see them moving,
call us, and we will take it from there.”
The van’s passenger door opened again, and Jim watched as
Shirley walked across the street and to the front door. His cigarette
had burnt too close to his fingers, and he let out a yelp and started
flicking ashes off himself, and as he did, his earpiece fell out. He
saw the van pull up in front of the house. The driver leapt out, flung
the back doors open, and then ran for the house. Jim cussed a blue
streak while grabbing his earpiece and running for the van. He threw
his body into the back and pulled two large laundry bags up against
himself as he heard the thump of bodies hitting the floor of the van
and whispers from two people. He pressed his earpiece but got no
signal, and as the van drove off, he pressed his GPS on his cellphone
and sent a text to the Eagle.
“I fucked up. They got Sam and Maria. I’m in the van with them. My
GPS is on, now get your asses in gear and save us.”
The Eagle was pressed against a wall when his cellphone buzzed.
He read the text message and then yelled to Chris, “Jim and the
girls are in danger. Get back to the truck.” The two men got in, and
the Eagle handed Chris his cellphone showing Jim’s blinking GPS
signal.
“What the hell happened?”
“I don’t know. Jim’s in the van with Sam and Maria.”
“Where are they taking them?”
“I’m not sure, but I have a feeling they’re headed to the transplant
center to be harvested.”
“And when they see they have the Sheriff of Los Angeles County
and her lover?”
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The Eagle shook his head and said, “We better hope that Jim doesn’t
get discovered and that we can get to them before they can kill the whole
bunch of them.”

Lance and Philly were laying under the bridge close to each other,
and Philly asked, “So, what are we hoping for here?”
“As best as I can tell, these two animals will try to harvest us alive
here, and we’ll take them down.”
“And if they want to grab us?”
“We’ll have to take our chances, man. That’s all we can do. Somehow,
someway, we have to find where this illegal operation is.”
“Even if that means our lives?”
“It won’t come to that. We just have to wait and see.”
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Chapter Twenty
“Son of a fuckin’
bitch…low battery!”

T

roy Carter was sitting up. He cringed when he moved but was able
to get out of the bed and stand. He had a determined look on his face
even though he was a little wobbly from the medication. Sara and
Karen walked in, and Sara shook her head and said, “You know your
attacker is here?” Troy nodded. “And you’ve been promised revenge?”
He nodded again. “Mr. Carter, I will take you to him, but you don’t have
the strength to do a lot.”
“You have drugs. You can hop me up, can’t you?” She nodded and
asked Troy to sit while she prepared some medications.
Karen was helping him sit back down and asked, “What purpose
will it serve you to confront your attacker? He’s a cold-blooded animal.”
“What happens to cold-blooded killing animals?”
“They get put down.”
“That’s right, and that’s what I’m going to do to that son of a bitch.”
“He is not in the same shape as when he came in here, Mr. Carter.”
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“What do you mean?”
“He has already been tortured for information, and he must stay
alive until all players are brought to justice and this plot is stopped.”
“Plot? What plot?”
Sara came back over to the bed with two syringes and said, “There
has been an underground organ harvesting and transplant ring unearthed,
Mr. Carter. Hundreds, if not thousands, of lives depend on that ring being
broken up. Your brother was an indirect victim. He wasn’t targeted for
his organs, but he was collateral damage of a sick group of people who
will do anything to keep their secret and their money flowing.”
Sara gave Troy an injection into his IV, and he looked at her and
said, “Now that’s what I’m talking about!” He got out of bed and
walked around the room several times and then said, “Take me to that
murderer.”

Jim could smell chloroform, and he had tried to speak to the women,
but they didn’t respond. The odor was so strong that he was starting to
get lightheaded and pressed his back as far to the rear as possible to
keep alert. The van was moving slowly as he used his phone to try and
look around. He could see that Sam and Maria had pillowcases over
their heads, and both were breathing deeply. He looked around the back
of the vehicle for any non-lethal object he could use to protect himself
and the girls. He felt for his service weapon, which was in its holster,
but he didn’t have a tranquilizer gun or a Taser. He kept shaking his
head to stay alert as the van drove onward. His vision was blurring, and
his phone was making a low beeping sound. There was a white box on
the screen, but he couldn’t see it. It took him a few seconds to realize
what was happening, and he whispered as he shook his head, “Son of a
fuckin’ bitch…low battery!”
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The GPS signal was strong, and Chris said, “They’re going to
Beverly Hills.”
“I thought they might be heading there.”
“They have a hell of a jump on us.” The Eagle nodded, and Chris
said, “You know, they might kill Sam and Maria before we can get to
them.”
“Jim’s with them.”
“Yes, but he doesn’t have our equipment. And if he is discovered
before he can pull his weapon, they are all dead.” The Eagle drove on,
and Chris looked down at his tablet again and cocked his head and said,
“The signal from Jim’s phone is weakening.”
“Well, knowing Jim, he didn’t charge the damn thing, and his battery
is running low.”
Chris kept a close eye on the GPS and said, “They’re on Wilshire in
Beverly Hills.”
The Eagle pressed the gas and said, “Hold on. We’re going to make
a run at them.”

Troy was standing in front of Joe Hardin’s gurney. The floor was
littered with blood-covered drop cloths, and Joe was barely conscious.
Troy moved closer to Joe’s face and asked, “Do you remember me?”
The smell of burnt flesh and blood was thick in the air, and Joe
looked up at Troy weakly and asked, “How the hell are you still
alive?”
“I could ask you the same question. I’m alive because I’m receiving
the best medical care money can buy.” He looked at the EKG machine
and the IVs running into Joe’s body and said, “I can see that you’re
getting the same treatment. It appears you’re being kept alive. I suppose
that’s to gain information from you.”
Joe couldn’t move his head, and his face was swollen. He spit some
blood weakly from his mouth and said, “I fucked up…”
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“That you did, asshole. You murdered my brother and his friend.”
Joe laughed. “Yes, I did…but that wasn’t my fuck up. My fuck up
was letting your ass live. I should have just stabbed you in the heart and
killed you when I was done harvesting you.”
Troy hauled off and smacked Joe in the chest, causing him to cough
and the EKG to miss several beats. Troy looked at Sara and asked,
“Where the fuck are we?”
“Where we are isn’t important. What matters is that we have your
brother’s murderer…the same man who tried to kill you.”
“That’s great, but when can I kill him?”
“I can’t answer that. I believe he’s still needed for information.”
“And then what?”
“He will be dealt with.”
Troy looked down at Joe’s mangled body and face and said, “This
guy is being tortured, so he’s not going to the cops. Who the hell is
doing this?”
Karen walked over to him and said, “Look, Troy, there are questions
that you will never get the answers to, and you’re going to have to accept
that. You will be allowed to send Mr. Hardin to his death. That’s the only
guarantee I can make you.”
“Is this something that you two cooked up? Some kind of vigilante
movement to take out animals like this?”
“No. We just assist on occasion when there are too many moving
parts.”
“What the fuck does that mean?”
Joe spoke weakly, “For a cop and investigator, you’re a moron.
You’re in over your head here. You don’t know where you are or who
your host is? They’re keeping you alive in here while killing me and
others. Look at me. I have no hands or feet. My teeth have all but been
removed, and the two dimwits with you are up to their ears in this mess.
If you’ve been a cop as long as it says you have been in your paperwork,
you should be able to deduce from all that is happening here who the
culprit is.”
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Sara grabbed a syringe and injected Joe’s IV, knocking him out.
Troy started to collapse as his medication wore off, and the two women
helped him up and then back to his room. Once he was lying down,
Sara gave him some more medication, and he went out. Once Troy
was asleep, she said, “He’s going to put two and two together pretty
quickly. And once he realizes that this is the Eagle’s lair, he’s going
to lose it.”

The van stopped, and Jim heard a steel door open. He heard the
driver’s side and passenger’s doors open and close and the voice of a
man and a woman in heated conversation. The back doors to the van
were open, and Tony waved his hand and asked, “How much of that
damn stuff did you use? Jesus Christ! I’m ready to pass out.”
Shirley shot him a dirty look and said, “Just get the damn gurneys,
so we can get these bitches into the building.” Jim heard the wheels
of the gurneys and then the movement as the girls’ bodies were being
removed from the van. Shirley said, “At least they’re thin. It must be
that lesbian lifestyle.”
“What on earth would their weight have to do with their lifestyle?”
“I don’t know. They eat pussy and don’t suck dick. They’re probably
vegetarians. Just get them into the operating room.” The van doors
remained open, and Jim’s vision began to clear. Just as he was about
to exit, Tony and Shirley started heading back to the van. He looked
around and was able to stagger his way behind another van in the garage
and hid near the front. Shirley was yelling at Tony but froze when they
got to the van.
Tony was looking at her and asked, “What’s wrong?”
“Someone tampered with the bags.”
“What the hell are you talking about?”
These bags were in the back of the van, and now they’re pushed
forward, and one is close to falling out.”
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Tony looked around and then back to Shirley and said, “You’re
getting paranoid. There is no one here but you and me. Look, we need
to draw blood from those two women and then grab the homeless men
if we’re going to get the organs delivered on time. The men are kidney
donors, so as long as we get the organs out and chilled, we have plenty
of time with them. The two in here are heart, lung, liver, kidney, and
pancreas donors. We have a limited window on the viability of those
organs, so let’s get the bloodwork going so we can harvest as soon as
we get back.” Shirley nodded, and the two went back through the doors
with Jim following at a distance.
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Chapter Twenty-One
“Jesus! That’s a lot of money.”

I

t was just after four a.m. when the Eagle parked in Beverly Hills.
He told Chris to grab a duffle bag, and he grabbed one, too, and the
men slipped around several buildings in the darkness. Their counter
surveillance equipment was picking up local cameras and monitoring
devices and blocking them. When they got to Guthrie’s clinic, the Eagle
pulled out a scanner and pressed a button. The unit flashed red, and
multiple dots on the unit ran back and forth.
“What the hell is that?” Chris asked.
“It’s a remote signal duplicator. It will crack the door opener code,
so we can get into the parking structure.”
“Is it going to be silent?”
“The signal will be, but the door won’t.”
“So much for the element of surprise.”
“It’ll disarm the alarm as well. Based on my quick review of the
building’s blueprints, the garage is deep, and loading is at the far end, so
it’s unlikely that anyone is going to hear us enter.”
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“Great. We’re stalking at least two killers, and we now know that there
are three teams of five transplant surgeons and support staff that we have
to eliminate all while saving Jim, Sam, and Maria from a brutal end.”
The Eagle nodded as they slipped into the garage, and the Eagle
reactivated the door and said, “Yeah. That pretty much covers it.”

Shirley had called the transplant teams to let them know they were
in the building. Sam and Maria still had pillowcases over their heads
and were strapped to gurneys with their arms tied off at the top and feet
at the bottom. Both had been stripped, and Tony was admiring several
tattoos on both women.
“I have to admit, for lesbians, they have hot bodies.”
Shirley shook her head. “Not all lesbians are homely.”
Tony ran his hand along the side of Maria’s left breast. “Nice tits, too.”
“Do you want to fuck them or get them harvested, so we can get to
the two homeless men before dawn?”
“We can’t harvest them until we get back the results of the type and
cross on their blood work. They’re out cold. I like the Mexican. What
say I dip my wick in her?”
“You’re not going to fuck a donor. Jesus, Tony. You’d think this was
the first time you’d seen a nude woman.”
“I haven’t seen bodies like this in years. You’re not a little turned on
by them?”
“I’m bisexual, Tony, but I’m not stupid. They have great bodies…
for harvesting. Keep it professional. Besides, the minute we get the
all clear and start cutting, they are going to come to, and what you’re
going to see and hear is going to make you lose whatever interest you
have in them.”
“You’re going to do the cutting, Shirley. I’m just here to assist. And
that’s my point. Before we ruin these fine bodies, let’s take a little time
with them.”
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Shirley’s cellphone rang, and she listened as the caller spoke and
hung up after several minutes. “These two aren’t a match.”
“What do you mean? Terrence said they were.”
“Their bloodwork came back, and they aren’t a match. We must
have grabbed the wrong couple.”
“How is that even possible?”
Shirley shook her head and said, “I don’t know, but we have two
people here that are not organ matches for the people upstairs, so now
we have to kill them.” Tony asked for the reports, and Shirley sent
them to his tablet. He sat down and ran the reports through several
databases. Shirley was leaning on Sam’s gurney and running her
hands along her breasts and down her thighs. Sam shuddered a little,
and Shirley said, “You’re right, Tony. They are hot. If we can’t harvest
them, it would be an outright shame to just kill them without first
fucking them.”
“We have matches for the two of them in the regular registry.”
“And just how is that going to make us money?”
Tony pulled out his phone, placed it on speaker, and dialed a number.

Jim had been watching from behind several hampers at the outer
edge of the room. He pulled his service weapon and spoke quietly to
himself, “You’re not only murderers. You’re damn rapists, and that’s
not going to happen.” He raised his gun and had Shirley’s head in his
sights when he saw a black image pass in his periphery. He lowered the
gun and in a matter of seconds he saw the Eagle and Chris on the other
side of the doorway. He whispered into his headset, “It’s about goddamn
time.” The Eagle put his fingers to the lips of his mask, and he and Chris
had their tranquilizer guns ready.
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Glenn Turnbull sounded groggy. “Tony? Long time no speak.
What’s up?”
“I have two living donors, and they are no good to me for any of
Guthrie’s patients.”
“Okay, so why are you calling me?”
“I checked the registry, and these two donors are matches for eight
patients on the list here in LA. We’re ready to harvest.”
“So…go through the registry.”
“I don’t make money going through the registry. I make money
selling the organs to people like Terry, but he is nowhere to be found.
He’s fallen off the face of the earth. You purchased an organ from Joe
and Mike recently, correct?”
“Yeah.”
“And you made bank on it, right?”
“I did well, so what do you have?”
“Two hearts, two sets of lungs, two livers, four kidneys.”
“Jesus Christ! You hit the mother lode.”
“And you can, too.”
“Really? How much do you want?”
Tony was running his hand on Maria’s thigh and said, “They’re
clean organs.”
“How much?”
“Four million.” There was a pause and then the sound of sipping on
Turnbull’s end of the line. “You’ll make double or triple that with your
own transplant team as well as your connections in the markets. It’s a
hell of a deal.”
“Where are the donors?”
“I have them at Guthrie’s transplant center. They were supposed to be
for some of his clients, but someone messed up, and they aren’t a match.”
“That’s a lot of money, Tony.”
“You’ll make it back tenfold, Glenn, and you know it.”
“Are the donors on life support?” Tony said they weren’t. “Are they
dead?”
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“Not yet.”
Glenn laughed. “I see. I can do it, but it’s going to take some time.
The banks aren’t open yet, and I have to get people up and recipients to
the hospital for transplant, and then I have to get all of the testing done.”
“I have the testing. I can email that to you now, so more than half the
work is finished. I also have the recipient list, so you can start contacting
people right away.”
“Well, it’s five a.m. I need the day to put this together. Can you give
me that?”
“Of course. These two aren’t going anywhere, and as luck would
have it, I have a line on four more kidneys that are being harvested this
morning. Those can keep for several days if properly stored. I don’t
have a cross and match on them yet, but I’ve been told they’re already
for four of Terry’s patients.”
“But you can’t reach Terry? How are you going to get paid for those?”
“I’m certain that Aaron Keizer will pay for the organs here at the
center. I’ll speak to him.”
“Okay. Email me the list as well as the bloodwork, and I will get
people rolling.”
“Get the money wired to me ASAP, Glenn. That way there won’t be
any delays.”
“What? Don’t you trust me?”
Tony laughed as did Shirley. “It’s not that I don’t trust you, Glenn.
I don’t trust anyone. In God I trust; everyone else pays cash. Got it?”
Glenn laughed. “Got it. I’ll call you when we’re ready.”
Tony hung up the line and asked, “So…shall we fuck ‘em? It’s going
to be a while.” Shirley nodded, and Tony cut the zip ties on Sam’s legs
and then Maria’s. He started removing his clothing as did Shirley. They
were both nude, and Tony was starting to climb on the table with Maria
when he heard a noise. Shirley looked in the direction of the sound
first, and Tony’s face was overcome with terror. There, at the end of
the room, stood the Eagle, Chris, and Jim, and all three men had guns
trained on them. Tony asked, “Who the hell are you people?” He had no
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sooner gotten the words out of his mouth than Maria lifted her right leg
and kicked him in the face, sending him careening to the floor. Shirley
had been moving low on the table in the direction of Sam’s vagina and
didn’t see Sam’s legs start to move. Sam kicked Shirley so hard that she
knocked her unconscious, leaving a small pool of blood coming out of
her mouth.
John shot Tony. Chris shot Shirley, and neither man uttered a word.
Sam and Maria still had the pillowcases on their heads, and Sam said, “I
was wondering when you were going to show up.”
Jim laughed and said, “I’ve been here all along.”
“Are you alone?”
“What do you think?”
“I think not. Hello sirs.” There was no response.
Maria was kicking her legs with her arms still bound above her head
and asked, “Will someone please untie me? And who the hell is here
with you, Jim?”
Jim walked over and cut Sam loose and removed the pillowcase.
He walked over to Maria, but Sam shook her head. Maria called out
several times, and Sam walked over to her and put her hand on her
chest and said, “Honey, you need to trust me. You don’t want to see
who’s here.”
“Why the hell not?”
“It’s for your own protection.”
“Protection? Jesus Christ! I have been violated and nearly raped by
two whack jobs that were going to cut out my organs all because we
were to be used as bait. Now, I don’t know about you, but I think I am
due a damn explanation, and I want it.”
Jim grabbed a couple of folded sheets he found on a table and covered
Maria and Sam up. He cut Maria’s hands loose and said, “You sit still
while we take care of these two, and don’t take off the pillowcase.”
“Damn it, Jim. I’m in the company of killers.”
“Yes, Maria, you are, and not just these two animals. You’re in the
company of two men other than me who saved you and Sam.”
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Maria began to breathe heavily, and Sam put her hand on Maria’s
shoulder and said, “Calm, be calm. You’re safe.”
“I’m in a room with two killers, and I’m safe?”
The Eagle pressed his hand against his throat to make sure his voice
disguise was in place and said, “You are with friends, Ms. Martinez.”
“And who the hell are you?”
Jim looked at the Eagle as did Chris, who did not have voice alteration
and couldn’t speak. The Eagle looked at Sam and then Jim and asked,
“Do you want to tell her?” Jim shook his head, and Sam shook hers. The
Eagle threw Tony over his shoulder as Chris picked up Shirley. “Well,
Ms. Martinez, the consensus is that you not know who I am.”
Maria slumped a bit and said, “You’re him. You’re the man that the
world is hunting for. You’re the Iron Eagle.”
“Things are very, very dangerous right now, Ms. Martinez. I need to
subdue these two and lock them away, and then I have to take out fifteen
doctors who are murderers in their own right.”
“That doesn’t answer my question. Are you the Eagle?”
“Yes.”
“You saved me yet again.”
“Actually, Jim saved you this time. He’s going to take you and Sam
home while we deal with some cleanup.”
“You mean killing.”
“Cleanup, Ms. Martinez. Cleanup.”

Aaron Keizer was sitting in a lounge with the rest of his staff having
coffee and breakfast. He had called Tony’s phone several times, but
there was no response. The teams were chatting, and one of the other
doctors asked Aaron if he’d spoken to Terry.
“No. Tony Delgado called to let me know that the organs that Terry
cleared for our patients aren’t a match but that he had four kidneys that
he was going to have for us.”
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“Tony Delgado called you?” Aaron nodded, and several of the others
in the room looked on in confusion.

“You take the hospital level and see if there are any patients in
rooms. I’m going to the surgical center. The blueprints show a lounge
for the doctors, and there is only one way in and out,” said the Eagle.
Chris asked, “What are you going to do?”
“Make sure the fifteen people are together in the lounge, and then
I’m going to kill them.”
“And how are you going to do that?”
“Gas.” Chris nodded and ran down one of the halls, passing room
after room. The Eagle moved to the surgical floor and looked into several
empty operating rooms. They were clean, neat, and state of the art. He
moved on to the lounge and after a quick count found that all fifteen
people were inside. He moved to the door and pulled an electromagnetic
lock from his duffle bag and placed it on the door, activating it, then left
the area to find the ventilation for the unit.

The car was quiet as Jim drove Sam and Maria home. Sam had
removed the pillow case from Maria’s head, and the two were still
wrapped only in light sheets. Jim was smoking a cigarette as was
Sam. Maria frowned and said, “I thought you were going to give up
smoking?”
“I’m trying, but when I am almost murdered with my lover, the
stress takes over, and I get just a little lost.” Jim threw his cigarette butt
out the car window and pulled another from his pocket and flipped his
Zippo open and closed several times before lighting it. Sam had stubbed
hers out in the ashtray and put her head back on the headrest and said,
“What the hell happened?”
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“The killers got the drop on you and the Eagle. I’m just glad I was
around and that I was able to get in the van before they took you two.”
Sam nodded, and Maria shivered and said, “If it had not been for
you, we would be…”
Jim interrupted and said, “Organ harvested alive, and it would not
have been a painless process.”
Sam asked, “So, what now?”
“The Eagle will deal with those at the facility and then most
likely leave a report for the FBI that they can place with Interpol
that should lead to more arrests and hopefully break up an organ
harvesting ring.”
Maria was peering through the darkness and asked, “And how will
they know this was a crime if it never makes it to a court room?” Sam
laughed as did Jim, and Maria frowned and asked, “What’s so funny?”
“How will law enforcement know?” Jim asked. “You don’t know
much about the Eagle, do you?”
“He’s a cold-blooded killer, who does it in the name of justice to
validate his vigilante behavior. While he might see himself as providing
some type of service to the citizens of Los Angeles, he’s usurping the
rule of law and the judicial process, and that’s a dangerous thing.”
Jim just shook his head, and Sam said, “Maria, I felt very much like
you when I first got into law enforcement. I wanted to catch the Eagle
so bad. I wanted to put him in jail and throw away the key.”
“So, what changed your mind?”
“The unfair application of the law; the biases of the courts; the fact
that if you have money you can get away with everything, and if you’re
broke you are at the mercy of an unfair system. The fact that if killers
like the animals who took us got their day in court, got an opportunity
in many cases to stick the families of their victims with one more jab,
grandstand, and puff up their chests while reliving the horror they
inflicted on others, how fair would that be? People getting book deals
and prison interviews for committing heinous acts and in some cases the
possibility that they would get out and do it again.”
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“Well, you might not like it, but that’s the law, and once you take
the law into your own hands it is the beginning of the breakdown
of society.” Jim was laughing hard, and Maria asked, “Did I say
something funny?”
“Yeah. The breakdown of society. Shit, woman. Society broke down
years ago and continues its spiral into lawlessness. When police are
hunted and executed in cold blood, and criminals will stop at nothing
to get what they want including killing law enforcement, society has
already broken down. You might not like the Eagle’s tactics, but he
is the law, and he administers it equally and fairly to the worst of the
worst. In this case, we have a bunch of animals that are harvesting the
organs of living breathing human beings all in the name of saving lives.
Is that sick or what? They take lives to save lives? Come on. And they
do it in the cruelest way possible. You need to understand the reality
that we in law enforcement live every day; the law is not equal, and the
punishments rarely fit the crime. For every killer the Eagle finds, there
are a hundred out there doing worse to people that we don’t know about,
so get off your high horse and recognize, one, that the law isn’t fair,
and two, that if it weren’t for the Eagle you would be being raped and
then cut into by animals who would be enjoying your agony. You would
welcome the rape and plead for it if it kept the knife away from you,
but you can’t see that because you’re too full of self-righteous bullshit
to realize that there are those criminals that are not redeemable and who
waved their rights when they decided to murder and torture.”
“So, who speaks for the victims?”
Jim had thrown a cigarette out the window as he pulled into Sam’s
driveway. He looked in the rearview mirror at Maria. “Lady, if you don’t
know the answer to that question after this conversation, you should not
even be practicing law.” Sam opened the car door as did Maria, and the
two went into the house without another word.
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Chapter Twenty-Two
“Where can we watch?”

D

octor Keizer was sitting at the head of a long table in the lounge
as the other doctors and nurses were getting food and eating.
Doctor Stanley Raj was drinking a cup of tea and reading over
surgical notes following along with his finger when he stopped and
said, “Is it just me, or does there seem to be a sudden drop off in
communication?”
“It’s not you, Stan. Something is going on, and it’s hurting all of our
bottom lines, not to mention our patients.”
Stan nodded, and Aaron looked around the room at all of the people
dressed in their scrubs and said, “I think it’s time that we all get some
rest. Let’s finish our meals and then draw straws to see which team will
stay in the on-site facilities on call.” There were sighs, and Stan said,
“Why don’t we just go back to getting kidneys delivered to us from
India and China? We have a large window for transplant. We can test the
organs before shipping. And with our customs connections, we could be
doing twenty or more transplants a day. I know it’s not a huge money
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maker, but we’ll make it up in volume, and it’s so much easier than
dealing with the local supply.”
Aaron shook his head. “Stan, you know that our patients and
Terry’s clients want American supplied organs. You also know that
while kidneys have a longer life span for transplant, we get too many
that aren’t viable when we receive them, and the rate of rejection and
outright organ failure rises by nearly sixty percent, which means higher
mortality rates and lost income. Terry’s clients come to him because
we have a huge success rate, very low rejection and failure, and low
mortality.”
“Yes, very, very low, but our figures don’t average into the national
or global averages as this is all a secret.”
“True, but it’s a profitable one for all of us. Do you want to shoot the
goose that lays the golden eggs?”
Stan was quiet for a moment then said, “Well, no. But we all
understand that we are accessories to murder, right?” No one made eye
contact. They ate and drank without response. Stan took a sip of his tea
and shook his head. “You people are in denial. You think that we are
saving lives, but we are taking life to give life. It’s a push. The only
reason that our patients get what they want is they pay for it. They have
the money while the rest of the world waits and, in most cases, dies on
the registry list.”
Aaron slammed his fist on the table. “Goddamn it, Stan. The people
who are harvested are the dregs of society. They’re a waste of resources.
They are thieves, lowlifes, prostitutes, and the homeless. They are a
subhuman race that needs to be eradicated. For every person that’s
harvested, two to eight lives can be saved…people who give back to
society and keep our nation and world strong. We don’t do the killing.
We do the transplants, so drop this stupid argument. Terry and Tony
are doing the world a favor, and in turn we are saving the lives of true
human beings.”
“They are still people, Aaron. They don’t deserve to die that way.”
“How would you know how people die on harvest?”

Middlemen • 169

“I’ve been down in the basement during several harvests, Aaron. I
have heard the screams of agony, the begging and pleading as organs
are being removed from living people. No sedation, no mercy. I have
heard their harvesters taunt them. I have also seen them rape and do
unspeakable things to the victims.”
Aaron kept eating without responding. There were several audible
sniffles at the table, and several people wiping tears from their eyes.
Aaron sat back, drew a deep breath, and said, “If any of you want to
give up your fat bank accounts, big houses, and fancy cars, or take
your children out of those private schools and universities and go back
to living lives of only mediocre comfort, raise your hand, and you
will be released.” No one looked up. Even Stan stared down at the
table in front of him. “That’s what I thought, so quit your crying and
bellyaching. Let’s draw straws and wait for more organs, so we can
do our jobs.”

The Eagle had located a dedicated ducting feed to the lounge. The
operation was impressive, and he had listened to the arguments and
passionate pleas from those in the room. He shook his head as Aaron
concluded his speech and no one spoke. He looked at his tablet and
traced with his finger the lines to the lounge and saw that it was sealed
off from the rest of the operating rooms. The same was true of the
sleeping quarters, which were extravagant. Each person had their own
suite with a bedroom, bath, balcony, and living room with state of the art
electronics, computers, and other amenities.
Chris’s voice came over the Eagle’s ear piece. “There’s no one else
up here.”
“Move to the ventilation room. I’m finishing up with the gas
canisters.” The Eagle had three canisters of Sarin gas, and he had his
respirator on in his mask. He placed the canisters at the end of the vents
and pressed several buttons on the side of the units, and they lit up with
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a numeric display. He pulled himself out of the duct and closed it off as
Chris entered.
“How long?”
“Three minutes.”
“Is the room sealed?” The Eagle nodded, and Chris asked, “Where
can we watch?”
“The security room. Follow me.”

The first sign something was wrong in the lounge was the sudden
yet quiet pop and then hiss from the canisters in the vent. All heads
cocked at the sound, and Aaron looked around the room for the
source. He noticed that one of the room vents was allowing a steady
stream of a fog-like substance to enter the room, and it fell along the
walls and then crept across the floor. One of the nurses was the first
to feel the effects. She clutched her throat and then moved to stand
but fell to the floor. Two more people did the same, and Aaron ran for
the exit, only to find that it was locked. He began to scream as Stan
sat silent and motionless. The others began to drop, and their skin
began to blister. Aaron grabbed his throat and asked Stan, “What’s
happening?”
Stan exhaled hard then stood up on a chair and raised his head
and took another very deep breath and said, “I’m only prolonging the
inevitable. It’s Sarin gas, Aaron. Nerve gas. I have seen it in use when
I was in the Middle East, and it’s a brutal and agonizing way to die.
Someone knows our secret and is punishing us for our sins. It’s karma,
Aaron; we’re dead.” Stan remained standing on the chair, holding his
breath as the gas continued to fill the room and his colleagues began
to flop around on the floor like fish out of water. The lower part of his
scrubs had been eaten though by the gas, and his legs were blistering.
He exhaled then dropped to the floor, took a deep breath of the gas, and
rolled around as the others had done until he, too, was dead.
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“I’ve seen this several times, John, but I will never get used to
watching people die like that.”
“Those weren’t people. They weren’t even human beings. They were
selfish murdering bastards who got off easy.” The two men watched the
room until all life was drained out of it, and the Eagle turned on the
exhaust fan and then dialed his cellphone and said, “Lance, you and
Philly can go home or come to the lair. We have the players. The two
men are safe.”
“We’ll meet you at the lair.”
The Eagle hung up and said, “I need to leave my calling card.”
“You’re not going to get rid of the bodies?”
“No. I want the world to know who did this and why.”
“How are you going to fulfill the ‘why’ part?”
“I have Doctor Keizer’s speech of admission and the conversation
of others recorded both on my tablet, and, of course, on the security
system. The bodies will be found shortly after my 911 call, and the plot
will be revealed.”
“So, you’re going to leave this to local law enforcement? Isn’t that
tantamount to giving a monkey a camera?”
The Eagle laughed hard, and Chris followed suit. “No,” the Eagle
said. “I will call Interpol. They will come in along with the FBI
and DEA.”
“So, we are going to end up back here in our official capacity?”
“Yes, but before that, we have some punishment to mete out and a
few more bits of information to obtain.”
“What about Turnbull?”
“Oh, we are going to grab him, but not right now. He doesn’t have
the deep information that we need…only Guthrie, Delgado, and Hardin
have that.”
“And Officer Carter?”
“Sara has told me that he has met Hardin but is too weak to do
much about him. If he wants to kill Hardin, I will allow it, but he will
need help.”
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Chris looked at the monitors and the bodies lying on the floor and
said, “This isn’t going to stop the killing.”
The Eagle shook his head. “I wish it would, but it won’t. But by the
time we get the rest of the information to Interpol as well as our foreign
and domestic offices, it will put one hell of a dent in the market and
maybe save lives.”
“It might save a few but not many. As long as there is a shortage of
organs, there will always be an underground market.”
“Perhaps, but we’re doing our part to disrupt that as much and for as
long as possible. We will eradicate these places from LA and other cities,
but you’re right. We will not stop the organ harvesting machine as long
as there is a need and people have the money to bypass the system.” He
opened his duffle bag and pulled out a long battery-operated branding
iron and pressed a button on the side of it. The seal of the Iron Eagle
grew white hot at the end. The two men walked to the lounge, and the
Eagle released the lock, and the door opened with a hiss. A small puff
of smoke exited the room, and both men stepped back. Chris pulled a
unit from his duffle bag and threw it into the room. At first it sounded an
alarm, and the Eagle pulled the door shut. After ten minutes, the alarm
silenced, and Chris pushed open the door as the Eagle entered. All of the
victims’ clothing was reduced to nothing, and their skin was blistered.
Their mouths and eyes were open, and their eyeballs were grey.
“Do you want me to rip open their shirts?”
“No.” The Eagle walked over to Keizer’s body, looked into his dead
eyes, and pressed the unit into the middle of his skull. Smoke rose from
the branding iron, and there was the sound of flesh being seared. Once
he had finished with Keizer, the Eagle moved silently and methodically
from person to person doing the same. Chris said nothing, and when it
was over the Eagle turned off the iron and pulled a pile of cards from his
vest and laid a card at each seat at the table.
“What about the security tape?”
There were three monitors in the room, and the Eagle walked out
of the room and in a matter of seconds returned and turned them on.
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There, on the screen, was Doctor Keizer speaking to the group. “That’s
one way of letting everyone know what these people have done. I set it
to play in a loop. It will still be playing when you and I come back as
FBI agents.”
Chris looked around and asked, “This type of brutality is going to
bring hell on the Eagle!”
He laughed and said, “Only temporarily. Once I release the
confessions of the players and the information to end this here, I will
once again become the back story.”
“For all the good you do, and by good I’m not talking about the sick
way you kill your victims.”
The Eagle cleared his throat and said, “Um…we!” Chris stopped
speaking and looked around again. His expression said it all, and the
Eagle put his hand on Chris’s shoulder and said, “It never occurred to
you, did it?”
Chris’s eyes filled with tears as he shook his head. “No…no, it
hadn’t. I’m a part of this. I’m complicit in this…in all of these murders.”
“We do what’s right. The public doesn’t know what we know. They
haven’t seen or experienced the things that monsters like this do to
innocents. It’s easy to judge from the safety of a TV or radio station, a
couch or easy chair. It’s another to fall victim to these animals. Then the
cries are for mercy and saving.”
“You’re no savior.”
“No, Chris, I’m not. I can only come into a situation when I know
about it. I can’t save the victims, but that’s not my point. My point is
that all of those judging from safety can do so because I, we, are out here
taking out the animals that would do them harm.”
“Yeah. Just look at this mess. Fifteen people, all of whom took an
oath to do no harm, and they knew people were being murdered horribly
for their parts.”
“Hippocratic Oath.”
“It should be the hypocrite’s oath, and they vow to do no harm.”
“Actually, that’s not in the oath.”
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“You’re kidding me?”
“Nope. Just ask the girls; it’s not in there. The oath is a lot more
complicated than that. However, a physician is to first and foremost heal
not harm. In this case, these animals broke their oath.”

Lance and Philly arrived at the lair and found Sara and Karen asleep
in the room with Troy, who was also asleep. Lance asked if they should
wake them, and Philly shook his head and pointed to the operating
rooms. Hardin was in a low-grade Deliverance induced coma, and
Philly lifted one of his eye lids, dropped it, and said, “That son of a
bitch is in agony.”
Lance laughed. “He doesn’t know what agony is yet. If he hasn’t
given the Eagle all the information he needs, he will. There hasn’t been
a person yet that the Eagle couldn’t break.”
“That’s true.” Philly saw Joe’s emasculated genitals and asked,
“How bad do you think that hurt?”
“How about I kick you in the balls, and you tell me?” The two men
checked on the others in the operating rooms and then walked out into
the foyer and sat down with bottles of water.
Chris walked in from the garage and said, “If you two aren’t too
busy, would you be so kind as to help us bring in some more guests?”
Lance laughed. “Guests. That’s funny. I don’t know a single person
who would want to be a ‘guest’ of the Eagle.”
Jim had just walked into the room and said, “I’ll second that.”
Chris looked at him and asked, “How are Sam and Maria?”
“Shaken up but okay. Maria is on a tirade over the Eagle.”
John had his mask off and Delgado over his shoulder and said,
“Well, when she learns how close she came to being a living/dead organ
donor, it might just change her mind.” Jim had made his way to the wet
bar, poured himself a drink, and sat down. “Jesus, Jim. It’s four in the
morning.”
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He took a large swig off the drink and said, “It’s five o’fuckin’ clock
somewhere on this god forsaken planet.” Chris just shook his head as
Lance appeared in the doorway with Brown over his shoulder. John had
the two stripped and restrained.
Sara and Karen were awakened by the activity and walked out of
Troy’s room bleary eyed and asked, “What time is it?”
“A little after four.”
Sara saw Jim drinking his scotch and asked, “A.m. or p.m.?”
“A.m.”
“Jesus, Jim. You’re a damn alcoholic.”
He had stepped out onto the balcony and lit a cigarette and said,
“No. I haven’t had a drop in almost two days. I also haven’t had much
sleep, so I figure since I haven’t been to bed, had a decent meal or
showered, a drink was appropriate.”
Sara just shook her head and asked John, “What do we have?”
“A need for information. We’re crowded here, and I have at least
one more to grab, so we need to get that information quickly, so I can get
my final victim before I set the law enforcement world on tilt and have
to be on a crime scene I created.”
Sara nodded. “Sure, sure. So, who do you want to start with?”
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Chapter Twenty-Three
“So… who wants to be next?”

D

“

octor Turnbull, please come to the operating theater, stat.”
The hospital P.A. was the one constant in an ever-changing
medical field and world of instant communication and technology.
Glenn walked the halls until he came to one of his surgeon friends who
pointed to an organ harvesting room and said, “We have a family that
needs a little more convincing that their daughter is dead. Take care of
it, please.”
Glenn nodded and walked into the room where three people sat
around the bed of a young woman. He pulled up the chart and looked
over the EEG machine and its reading then did several tests on the girl
before speaking. “I know you have been told that your daughter is dead.”
There was a young girl sitting in one of the chairs next to the bed,
and she said, “My parents don’t speak English. They are terrified even
being here.”
“What’s your name?”
“Annie Gomez.”
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“How old are you, Annie?”
“I will be fifteen next month. My sister Lisa is dead?”
“Yes, Annie. Your sister is dead. She is brain dead. The only thing
keeping her breathing is the machine she is on.”
“Then, why does she grip my hand and react when people start
talking about taking her organs?”
“Involuntary reflexes. Even though her brain is dead at the brain
stem, the body still has reflexes, and that’s all that you’re seeing. Why
are your parents afraid to be here?”
“They are in this country illegally and fear deportation. That’s why
my sister is in this mess. She got sick a few days ago, and as she got
worse I implored my parents to take her to the doctor, but they refused.
Even Lisa, before she slipped into a coma, begged them to take her, but
they did nothing. It wasn’t until she started having trouble breathing that
they called for help.”
Glenn nodded and read over the chart. “There is no diagnosis code.”
“They don’t know what’s wrong with her. One minute she was
happy and funny and having a good time, and the next she was not.”
“Do you know what she ate or if she drank anything before
falling ill?”
“Nothing out of the ordinary. We all had the same dinner the night
she got sick, and none of us were ill. She just turned nineteen and didn’t
use drugs or drink. She is a freshman at Pierce College in Woodland
Hills and wants to be a pharmacist.” Glenn pulled a penlight out of
his coat pocket and shined it into Lisa’s eyes. Annie noticed that Lisa’s
pupils were wide when her eyes were first open, but when the light hit
them, they went to pinpoints closing rapidly. “Dead people don’t have
responsive pupils, doctor.”
Glenn was abrupt and asked, “Are you a doctor, young lady?”
“No, but I have seen my fair share of dead people. We live in a tough
area of Van Nuys, and dead people have wide open eyes and pupils.”
Glenn put the light back in his pocket and said, “Your sister is dead,
Ms. Gomez. I’m sorry for that, but from her death many can be saved.”
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He started his speech about organ donation as well as the lives it would
save as Annie translated for her parents.

Terrence Guthrie was a bloody mess. Sara had been administering
drugs, and John and Chris had been interrogating him for nearly an hour.
Guthrie folded under the torture and by the time the men were finished
they had a good picture of the operations at his clinic as well as others
in the area. The man’s hands and feet had been removed, and his lower
jaw hung from his upper. It was a grisly scene, and Chris asked, “Is there
anything else we need from Doctor Guthrie?”
“I think he has given us all we need.” John had been walking across
operating room one and came back pushing a cherry picker. “I think it’s
time for Mr. Guthrie to really grind on what he has done.” Chris nodded,
and Sara pulled the tarp off the industrial meat grinder as John put the
hook between the leather straps on Terrence’s hands and lifted his nude
body off the gurney and moved it over the blades. Chris placed a catch
basin in front of the output on the grinder and then lowered Terrence
until his legs were just inches from the blades. “Doctor Terrence Guthrie,
you have admitted to your role in the brutal murder of dozens of people;
murders so heinous and merciless that you should not be allowed to
live.” He paused then pressed the button on the picker, and as it slowly
lowered Guthrie into the blades, John said, “May God NOT have mercy
on your soul.” Terrence’s legs hit the blades, and he gurgled out a highpitched scream.
Blood from his body was splashing up on the stainless-steel
protectors, and Chris said, “Wow! He sure has a lot of blood left in him.”
John looked over as the grinder struck Guthrie’s lower ribcage and
said, “Well, Brown and Miller have little to offer. Bring them in, and
they can watch each other die.”
Chris left the room, and Sara asked, “What about Delgado and
Hardin?”
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“They will be last. I still need more information from them, especially
Delgado. As for Hardin…Mr. Carter wants to finish him off.”
“Is that a wise idea, John? He is going to learn way too much about
you and the Eagle.”
“He won’t learn anything, and what he might learn we can wipe
away with our cocktail of medications. You can put him in a blackout
state, right?” Sara nodded. “Then prepare the medications and when we
finish with the others, we will get to Mr. Carter.” Chris had rolled Miller
in and had gone back for Brown. Drake saw the upper chest of the dead
Guthrie as it was being chewed up by the grinder and started screaming.
Brown was being pushed into the room and saw Guthrie’s head shoot
out the side of the grinder and promptly turned her head and vomited.
John looked at the two and asked, “So…who wants to be next?”

Karen had been called to console the Gomez family. When she
arrived, she was led into Lisa’s room where the family was in hysterics,
and Glenn stood off in a corner with a slight smile on his face. Karen
had been brought up to speed on the case and read over the reports on
her tablet. As Glenn looked on, she spoke to the family in Spanish,
which brought a surprised look to his face. When she had finished the
back and forth conversation Glenn asked, “Are they going to donate
or not?”
“They want their priest to come in to deliver last rites.”
Glenn shrugged, and Annie said, “We also want another opinion.”
That angered Glenn, who said, “I am the expert; you are a snotnosed kid. Your sister has been seen by our experts, and all agree she
is brain dead. Now, what you don’t understand is while those machines
can keep your sister breathing, the viability of her organs is slipping
away along with the lives that they could save.”
Annie stood up and said, “We want another opinion. My parents aren’t
going to have their daughter removed from life support without one.”
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Glenn shook his head and said, “Fine. I will make a call.”
Karen looked up at him and said, “I already have. My medical school
professor of neurology is going to come in and do an exam.”
Glenn flew into a rage. “You are calling in an outdated neurologist
from USC to make a call on this kid? The guy hasn’t seen the inside of a
hospital in years, and he works in a classroom, not a hospital.”
“Doctor Myers is well respected in his field and is an expert in these
types of brain injuries. I have also asked Mark Bench to work up her
labs again as he is a brilliant pathologist.”
“She’s fuckin’ dead. Don’t you get it? The girl is fuckin’ dead. Get
the family to approve the donation or just remove her from life support.”
Karen had a well-known dislike for Turnbull, and she looked him
up and down and asked, “Why are you so upset, doctor? This is normal
protocol. A few hours isn’t going to make Ms. Gomez’s organs any less
viable. You’re misleading the family.” Glenn stormed out of the room,
and Karen apologized and excused herself.

John had pronounced sentence on Brown, the last to be lowered into
the meat grinder, when he received a text message from Karen asking
him to call her. Brown was screaming, and he, Chris, and Sara all had
earplugs in. When Brown’s head shot out the side of the unit, and it had
been shut down, he asked Chris to take care of the remains and left the
room. Sara followed John, and the two went into the conference room
and called Karen back. John had her on speaker phone, and Karen said,
“I have an interesting situation here at the hospital.”
“What’s going on?”
“We have a nineteen-year-old patient who was admitted yesterday
with an unknown illness. She was in a coma and is now believed to be
brain dead. Dr. Turnbull is pressuring the family to donate her organs
and is acting very irrational. He’s outraged that the family is asking for
a second opinion before agreeing to allow the young woman’s organs to

Middlemen • 181

be harvested. I called my professor of neurology, Doctor Wayne Myers,
and I have Mark Bench working the patient up again, and Turnbull is
being even more of an ass than he usually is.”
“I understand. When will Doctor Myers be there?”
“He should be here any minute, and Mark is working up the girl
again now. The family priest just delivered the girl her last rites, and if
she is indeed brain dead then we will turn her over to Turnbull.”
“Do you have doubts?”
“I haven’t examined the patient. The family doesn’t speak English,
and Turnbull is doing the hard sell as he always does in these situations.”
Sara spoke up and asked, “Have you at least done a reflex test or
looked into her eyes?”
“No.”
“Do that, please.” Karen walked over to Lisa and lifted her eyelid
and shined a light in, and her pupil went from dilated to narrow.
Karen did the test several more times and was about to speak when
Doctor Myers showed up. She hugged him, and he walked in with his
medical bag, took out several tools, and before he did anything he checked
Lisa’s pupils. “Interesting.” Karen nodded at the fit seventy-five-yearold man with grey hair and glasses. “Dead people don’t have reactive
pupils. Who called this young woman brain dead?” Annie pointed out the
glass window of the ICU to Glenn, and he motioned for Glenn to come
in. “Doctor Turnbull, you have been a medical doctor for over a decade,
correct?” Glenn nodded. “Did you look in the patient’s eyes?”
Annie was looking at Glenn, and he said, “I did.”
“And what did you see?”
“There was slight movement of the pupils.”
“Slight?” Glenn didn’t say anything, and Myers didn’t realize that he
was being heard over speaker phone. Sara spoke up and asked, “Glenn,
what the hell are you trying to pull? This girl isn’t brain dead.”
Myers kept on with his examination while saying hello to Sara.
When he finished, he looked at the family and spoke in Spanish to them,
“I don’t believe that your daughter is totally brain dead. I believe she is
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in a deep coma. I don’t want to give you false hope that she will recover,
but I do not recommend organ donation at this time as she still has some
life in her, and we don’t know what has happened here.”
Mark Bench arrived at the room with a piece of paper in his hand and
asked, “Has Ms. Gomez eaten any canned foods in the past few days?”
Annie nodded and said, “Yes. She likes canned beats, and my mother
buys them from the scratch and dent bin at the store when she sees them.”
“It’s botulism.”
Glenn’s face sunk, and he started to leave the room when Myers
asked, “Where are you going, Glenn?”
“You heard Mark. The kid has botulism. Even if she dies, her organs
are of no use.”
Karen walked to the doorway and slapped Glenn across the face.
“You don’t behave this way in front of the family of a sick or dying
patient. How dare you.” Glenn apologized and left. Karen looked at
Mark and asked, “Is there hope with the antitoxin?”
“You have nothing to lose, but you better start the treatment now.”
Karen made the order, and the drug was started into Lisa’s IV within
five minutes.
Annie looked at Karen and asked, “How long before we know?”
“It will take time. I will check back in tonight.”
Sara called out to Mark and said, “Great job, Mark! You may have
just saved this young woman’s life.”
“That’s my job, Sara.”
Mark left the room, and Sara and John hung up the phone and looked
at Chris who had joined them mid-conversation, and said, “Get over to
the hospital and grab Turnbull. Karen is in danger.” Chris nodded and
left the lair.

Glenn was pacing and cursing under his breath in the doctor’s
lounge. There were two other doctors in the lounge, and one asked,
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“What’s wrong, Glenn? Did someone get better?” Glenn shot the doctor
a dirty look and stormed out.
Karen had gone to her office to check on Cindy and the patient load
that she had left on her shoulders for the past couple of days. Cindy was
sitting in her office with her tablet and listening to one of her sessions.
Karen asked, “What are you doing here at this hour?”
“Jim hasn’t been home in days, and I couldn’t sleep, so I thought I
would get caught up on some patient charts.” Cindy could see the anger
on her face. “What happened?”
“Fuckin’ Turnbull. He was going to kill a patient that might be
treatable.”
“Whoa…are you serious?” Karen nodded. “Jesus! Does Sara know?”
“Yes. Shit. Half the hospital knows. John and Chris know, too. I
even had Doctor Myers, my neurology professor from USC, come in
for a second opinion.”
“And he caught the mistake?”
“He caught that the girl wasn’t totally brain dead. Mark Bench was
the one who saved the day by finding botulism in her bloodwork. We
have her on an antitoxin right now.”
“Will it work?”
“It’s hard to say. It depends on how long the bacteria has been in
her body and what organs it has impacted. I think there’s a chance, but I
think that it is a small chance.”
“And Turnbull was trying to get the okay from the family to harvest
her organs while she was still alive?”
“Yes! That sick fuck would have cut into that young woman alive if
I had not been able to stop him.”
Cindy shook her head and said, “I know it’s irrational, but that’s one
of the reasons I have it clearly set out in my living trust and advanced
directive that I do not want to donate my organs. It just creeps me out, and
to have vultures like Turnbull watching and waiting is even creepier.”
“I’m a donor but seeing something like that almost happen really
startled me. But what was more startling was Turnbull’s behavior
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when he learned what the girl had. He had a mini fit in front of the
family and said that the organs wouldn’t be viable even if she died
then stormed out.”
“What did you do?”
“Slapped him silly.”
Cindy laughed. “I bet that went over well.”
“He skulked off to whatever hole he stays in here at the hospital. I
don’t think he has left yet.” Cindy nodded, and the two began to talk
about the cases she had been handling while Karen was out.

Glenn Turnbull returned to the lounge and was pacing as several
doctors and nurses came and went. One of the doctors stopped and asked
if he was okay, and he nodded. His right eye was starting to blacken, and
the doctor asked what happened.
“I was assaulted by Doctor Karen Mantel.”
“Shit! Karen did that to you? Was she standing on a ladder?”
The doctor laughed as he left, and Turnbull whispered to himself,
“I’m not going to let that little bitch get away with this.” He had been
calling all of his organ contacts, but everyone was out of the loop. He
walked out of the lounge and headed for Karen’s office. When the
elevator doors opened, he stepped in, seething and unaware that Chris
was standing at the very back.
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Chapter Twenty-Four
“What an asshole.”

T

ony Delgado was stretched across the rack, screaming as his joints
cracked under the pressure of the table. John was sitting at the end
of the unit as Delgado spilled everything about his business and
those he did business with. He explained how the donors were selected,
both foreign and domestic, and how they were harvested. “I have only
been involved with one harvest, and that one never happened because
you took me and Shirley before we could harvest the two lesbians.”
“Are they subhuman to you as well?”
“I don’t make the policies. I’m a broker, a middleman. I just make
sure that the organs are harvested and then delivered to the right party.”
John pressed a button on the unit, and Tony’s arms were ripped out of
their sockets. He let out a blood curdling scream as his arms dropped
onto the table, held by only skin and muscle. “Oh, for God’s sake. If
you’re going to kill me, just kill me.”
“Oh, that’s too easy, Mr. Delgado. Think of all those men, women,
and children who died at your command. No drugs to stop their pain.
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Just harvested alive, so that the rich could have their life-saving
organs.”
“That was Guthrie and his people. I just took the orders. I just
put out the information.” Delgado was crying as John pressed another
switch, and the man’s legs were disjointed at the knees. Delgado
screamed again, and John called Sara and asked her to bring in a
surgical kit.
Tony’s screams were so loud that he didn’t hear John make the
call, and soon the door opened, and Sara came in in surgical scrubs and
handed a pair to John, who left for a moment and returned dressed in
them and said, “Well, we should get started.”
“Oh God, oh God. You can’t do this, you monsters.”
John laughed as he held a scalpel over Tony’s right shoulder. “I’m
the monster? You are the monster, Mr. Delgado, and now you are going
to feel every ounce of pain that your victims felt.” John made the
Y-shaped incision on Tony’s chest as the man continued to wail in pain.
He removed Tony’s ribcage with a bone saw and poked at his internal
organs. Tony had passed out several times, and Sara kept waking him
up. As Tony looked on, John started removing organ after organ and
placing them into steel tubs as the man screamed for mercy…a mercy
that would never come.

Karen was sitting alone in her office when Glenn entered. He didn’t
say anything, and Karen asked, “What do you want?”
“An apology for your behavior.”
“That won’t be happening. If anyone should apologize, it should be
you…to the family.”
Glenn pulled a small knife from his pocket and said, “You will
apologize to me, or I will gut you like a pig.”
Karen stood slowly and backed away from Glenn and her desk.
“Look, Glenn, I understand you’re under stress, but you’re scaring me.”
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“Oh, I’m going to do more than scare you, you little bitch. I’m going
to kill you and make you taste your own liver. You don’t understand the
type of pain your insolence has caused me. I’m a well-respected highly
educated transplant surgeon, and you just made me look like a total and
complete ass.”
Karen was pressed against the wall of her office as Glenn moved
closer. “I didn’t do anything, Glenn. You were trying to harvest the organs
of a living person. That girl isn’t dead. You started to storm off when we
learned she had botulism. And then you stated that even dead her organs
would be of no use. Jesus, Glenn! What the hell has gotten into you?
That little girl speaks perfect English, and she heard a doctor state that
her sister was worthless dead or alive.” Glenn continued to move closer
to Karen’s desk. His hand was steady, and his eyes were evil slits.
Chris opened the office door and saw Karen against the wall and
Glenn closing in on her. He raised a tranquilizer gun and shot Glenn in
the neck. Glenn jerked then turned quickly. He tried to move forward
to strike him but fell to the floor, and the knife landed at Chris’s feet.
He leaned down and picked it up and ran the blade across his palm
sideways as to feel the sharpness. “This is a really sharp instrument,
Doctor Turnbull, and you were going to hurt my wife with it?”
“Humiliation and pain. She has caused me great anguish.”
Karen was shaking her head as Chris leaned down close to Glenn’s
face as he was going out. “Oh, Doctor Turnbull. You don’t know pain
and agony like I do. You are going to feel firsthand what it is like to be
a living donor, and I’m going to be wielding the blades.” Glenn tried to
scream but passed out.
Karen looked at Chris and said, “What an asshole.”
“You have no idea, honey. You have no idea.”

Troy was sitting up in his bed when Sara walked into the room. “You
are looking much better, Mr. Carter.”
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“I’m feeling much better, Doctor Swenson. A hundred percent
better.”
Sara checked his vitals and then his catheter bag, which held clear
urine. “I think we can remove your catheter. Have you been walking?”
“Yep. Lance and Philly helped me, and I was able, as you might
remember, to walk into my brother’s murderer’s room.”
“Yes, well, that was yesterday, and you were still very weak.”
“Please tell me he is still here and alive.”
“He’s still here; not in very good shape, though. Extracting
information from him has taken a toll, but he’s alive.” Sara pulled the
catheter out, and Troy winced. “Sorry about that. There really is no way
to remove those without some discomfort.”
“Discomfort? My pecker is burning like I have the clap.”
Sara laughed. “Spoken like a man who knows.”
Troy smiled and said, “It’s one of the perks of being single and a
cop. You get a lot of sex, but you also get a lot of infections.”
“Have you ever heard of a condom?”
“Of course, but that doesn’t always mean you’re safe, and then
there are those times when you’re in a rush and…well, you know what
I mean.”
Sara smiled and said, “I do,” and reached out her hand and helped
Troy sit up on the side of the bed. “Still burning?” Troy nodded, and
Sara told him to go to the bathroom.
He walked on his own and after a few minutes returned and said,
“Still burning.”
“It will for a little while. How about we help take your mind off
of it?”
Troy smiled and said, “Sex?”
“Um…no, Mr. Carter. My husband would not be very happy about
that, and believe me, you don’t want to make my husband angry.”
“Special Agent John Swenson, FBI?” Sara nodded. “He really
took an interest in this case and has worked hard to protect me.” Sara
nodded and as she did John entered the room dressed in his full body
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armor and mask, which made Troy recoil. He looked John up and down
and asked, “You’re the Iron Eagle?” John nodded. “You’re also John
Swenson.” John nodded. “Then why the getup? I mean, I have been in
your company for several days. Your wife has been treating me along
with Doctor Mantel, and that is Agent Chris Mantel’s wife, right?” John
nodded. “So, what’s the deal? I know who you are. Are you afraid I’m
going to out you?” There was a tense pause in the room, and Troy’s
face lost its color. “You brought me here to confront my attacker and
brother’s killer, and now you’re going to kill me?”
John pulled his mask off, and sweat was dripping down his face.
“No, Mr. Carter. I have no intention of hurting you. I am finished with
your brother’s killer. I have gotten all of the information I need from
him, and I am ready to kill him.”
“That’s my job, Agent Swenson.”
“John. Just call me John.”
“I want to kill him, John. By killing him, I am no better than you,
and I’m not going to go to prison for the rest of my life, so your secret
is safe.”
Sara smiled and said, “His secret is safe no matter what.”
“I don’t understand.”
“I have given you a medication that will…modify your memory.”
“Modify?”
“You won’t remember any of what has happened over the past
few days.”
“Will I remember killing Hardin?”
“Yes, but it will be more like a dream than a memory. Don’t worry.
It will be very, very vivid, and you will remember everything that you
do to him, but you won’t remember when, where, or who was present
when you killed him.”
“Shit. You can do that?” John nodded, and Troy smiled and said,
“Can I have some of that shit for my dates?” John frowned as did Sara,
and Troy laughed and said, “I’m just kidding. So, I will remember
killing this guy, but that’s it? That doesn’t seem fair. The son of a
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bitch murdered my brother, his best friend, and countless other people,
and I don’t get the satisfaction of having the details of remembering
everything clearly?”
John sat down on a chair and said, “Mr. Carter, I can’t risk you
remembering me. I have worked too hard for too many years for that to
happen. Even revealing my identity to you today is uncomfortable for
me. You wanted revenge, and I felt you should have it. You will learn
all of the evil that Joe Hardin did later, and it will turn your stomach.
For now, you will have to be satisfied with this approach, or I will have
no choice but to have Sara black you out completely, and you will just
wake up in Northridge Hospital with no memory of anything that has
happened. Just some scars and missing organs and no story to tell at all.”
“I might just as well have been dead for the past several days.”
“Exactly, so you choose: revenge or coma?”
Troy was standing next to the bed and said, “I will take the
dreamscape over nothing. Take me to the son of a bitch.”

Chris and Karen were sitting in her office when Cindy walked in and
saw Glenn on the floor near the desk. “I have to say I miss a lot when
it comes to hanging out with the two of you. So, what did dumbass do
this time?”
“Doctor Turnbull passed out, Cindy. He came into my office and
mumbled a few words and then collapsed.”
Cindy was looking at Chris and asked, “Were you here?”
“Yep. Karen and I were going to get some food. Turnbull walked in
and the next thing we know he’s on the floor.”
“Have either of you called for help?”
Chris laughed and said, “Doctor Turnbull doesn’t need medical help.
He’s just exhausted and needs to sleep.”
“Okay…well, he doesn’t look very comfortable on the floor, and he
is drooling badly. Are you sure he’s okay?”
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“He’s fine. We just need to get him to his home, so he can get some
much-needed rest.”
Cindy was staring at them and said, “I don’t get it. Turnbull comes
to your office, passes out while Chris is here, and neither of you seem
concerned.”
Chris walked over and locked Karen’s office door and said, “Cindy,
we need to get Doctor Turnbull out of the office, but we can’t have
anyone see us taking him out.”
“And why not?”
“It’s complicated,” Karen said.
“I can see that. A world-renowned transplant surgeon is out cold on
your office floor, and your FBI husband is sitting next to his passed-out
body very relaxed. You, Karen, seem quite relaxed, and you don’t want
anyone to know this happened?”
“Well, it would have negative repercussions on the doctor’s
reputation. It could make the medical board want to review his health
records and even place him in a situation where he could have problems
with his licensing.”
“Sure, sure. I certainly would not want him operating on me.”
Chris smiled and said, “See. You understand. He’s just tired. We
need to get him out of the hospital without anyone knowing about it.”
“I see…well…then we should get a laundry cart and put him in that.”
Karen asked, “Don’t you think that will be suspicious?”
“Not if we dump it down the laundry chute.”
“That’s a three-story fall.”
“He will be fine. There is enough material around him, and the chute
diverts several times. As long as Chris is at the bottom of the chute and
has everyone cleared out of the room, he can back his truck up to the
loading bay, roll old Glenn over to his truck, and off he goes.”
Karen nodded, and Chris asked, “Where is the nearest chute?”
“Right outside of this office. In fact, right on the wall next to the door.
Karen has been trying to get maintenance to move the chute because it
aggravates her when she is with patients but no go so far.”
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“Well, isn’t that convenient?” Chris said with a smile.
Cindy nodded, and Karen called the laundry and asked them to stop
by her office with a laundry basket. Chris left, and when the basket had
been dropped off the two women fought to get Glenn’s body into the
hamper then wheeled it to the chute. They pulled a strap on the front of
the basket, and the laundry and Glenn disappeared.
Cindy said, “I don’t know what he did, and I don’t want to know, but
I’m pretty damn sure he’s not going home.”

Seconds later, the laundry and Turnbull hit the catch basket that
Chris was holding under the chute with a thud. He checked Turnbull’s
pulse, put him in the truck, and drove away.
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Chapter Twenty-Five
“That deserves extra special attention.”

H

“

ow long do I have?” Troy asked John and Sara.
Sara smiled and said, “Take as much time as you need.”
Hardin was strapped to a board with his arms and legs spread.
His face was almost unidentifiable. Troy walked up to him and asked,
“Do you remember me?” Hardin’s head was tied down with barbed wire
as was the rest of his body. Blood had soaked through the wood and was
dripping onto cloths on the operating room floor.
“You’re supposed to be dead.”
“Yeah. You said that before. Well, pal, I’m not, but you’re going
to be.”
“I’ve been wanting to be dead for some time.”
“Well, I’m here to make that wish come true. The thing is, I’m not
going to allow it to come fast. Nope. My brother died fast on the back of
that bike after you shot the driver, but you know that. His organs were
harvested to save lives, but you know that, too.” Troy looked at Sara and
asked, “Do you know what instruments this guy used to hack me up?”
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Sara pointed to a table. “Every instrument that is used for harvesting
and transplant is on that tray.”
“Can you help me?”
“What would you like to do?”
“I want him to feel what I felt when he cut into me.”
“Okay. Where do you want to start?”
“Hmm, decisions, decisions. Hell, let’s take a kidney.”
Sara took a blue marker from the table and drew an outline on
Hardin’s left side. “That scalpel is extremely sharp, so you want to make
long, smooth strokes around the area that I have drawn.”
“Too much pressure?”
“You could go too deep and hit an artery, and he could bleed out.”
Troy’s hand was steady as he ran the scalpel over the lines, and Hardin
screamed. John was standing behind Troy, and Sara was sponging up
blood and assisting with the harvest. Hardin was unable to move, and
the barbed wire was cutting into his flesh deeper and deeper as Troy
worked. It took ten minutes, but Troy finally cut through the last of
the muscle in Hardin’s side to reveal a pink and fleshy kidney. “Okay,
Troy, this is where things get a little more complicated.” Sara lifted the
organ and showed him the major arteries as well as the urinary duct,
and clamped off the blood supply and allowed Troy to cut the organ free
from its spot. Hardin had started to pass out, so John injected stimulant
into his IV, and he became alert once more. Troy delivered the organ and
showed it to Joe.
“Pretty…this looks like a nice kidney.” Sara nodded, and John took
the organ from him and laid it on Joe’s neck, so he could smell the flesh
and urine. Troy continued harvesting with Sara’s help until all that was
left of Joe were his heart, lungs, and liver. “Wow! I should have been a
surgeon.”
Sara smiled, and John asked, “What would you like to do to him
now?”
“I can’t believe he’s still alive.”
Sara looked at Troy and said, “I could say the same about you.”
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Joe had been screaming, and John had put earplugs into everyone’s
ears and said, “I think it’s time to send Mr. Hardin to hell…if such
exists.”
Troy nodded and asked, “What is the most painful way of doing
that?”
John picked up a bone saw and said, “If you remove his head, Mr.
Hardin will still have brain function for up to five minutes. You can
show him his body from a bird’s eye view, and you can press the severed
head into a salt mixture I have developed that will cause his last minutes
to be the most painful of his life.” John took the marker and drew a line
on the side of Joe’s neck and said, “Cut here and cut fast.”
Troy took the saw and pressed it against Joe’s neck and sawed with a
fury. John had his hands below to catch the severed head, and he raised
it to look at Troy. At first Troy said, “He’s dead.” John smiled and placed
Joe’s neck in the solution, and the eyes and mouth began to move in a
contorted fashion. “He’s alive?”
“Only for a few minutes.” Troy stood staring at the disembodied
head in silence. John lifted it to his own face and said, “May God NOT
have mercy on your soul, Joe Hardin.” With those words, John flung the
skull into the catch basin of the meat grinder, looked at Troy, and said,
“Let’s get you cleaned up and back to the hospital.”
Troy nodded and asked, “I really won’t remember you?” John shook
his head. “Then let me thank you now. Thank you for working so hard to
find my brother’s killer. Thank you for saving me, and most of all thank
you for allowing me closure.”
“How does that closure sit with your badge?”
“It sits just fine. And if there is something after this, I have a feeling
that my brother is feeling satisfied and most likely greeting this dirtball
before he gets sent on to whatever hell lies beyond this plane.”
The three left the operating room, and as they got Troy back to his
room Chris walked in with Glenn’s body over his shoulder and Karen
behind him. Sara took Troy into the room, and John asked him, “How
much do you know?”
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“What we knew before…and that he tried to kill Karen.”
“Really? Well, that deserves extra special attention, doesn’t it?”
“I think so, but first we need to know everything that he knows.”
“Then we shouldn’t waste time, Chris. Let’s get him strapped in for
a wild ride.”

Jade and Jessica were on scene at Guthrie’s clinic, dressed in full
hazmat suits. The calling card of the Eagle was on every corpse, and
the video monitors were playing in a loop in the lounge. Jade’s hazmat
team was getting everyone into body bags while she and Jessica worked
on the corpses not yet processed for as much information as they could
yield. Jessica laughed and said, “That’s a hell of a speech that Doctor
Keizer was giving just before he was gassed.”
“We don’t need to look too far for a motive for the Eagle.”
The team was working through the room, and one of her men asked,
“Is he a hero or a horror?”
Jade looked up at the man asking the question and said, “Look
around. Listen to Keizer’s speech. We haven’t even been through the
rest of this facility, but I’m pretty sure that while the Eagle is in his own
rights a monster, his actions make the actions of this group of people
look like child’s play. So, to answer your question, the Eagle is hero and
monster, but he’s the type of monster I like having on our side.”
Harold Zimmerman had arrived on the scene with a team from
Interpol and the FBI and was aghast at the carnage. He was dressed in a
hazmat suit as well and asked Jade, “Sarin gas?”
“Yep.”
“The Eagle has access to Sarin gas?”
“Anyone can if they have a general understanding of chemistry. And
if not, the internet is filled with tips.”
“I have seen a lot of things in my years with the Bureau but nothing
like this.”
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Jessica laughed and said, “Well, think of these fools as the lucky ones.
The Eagle got the people behind this plot, and I can guarantee you that
they either have suffered or are suffering the pains of hell unto death.”
“And when will the Eagle release that information?”
Jessica shrugged. “That’s one of the fun things about the Eagle. You
just never know how he is going to deliver the bad guys and or their
deeds. But don’t worry, Mr. Zimmerman. You and the world will know
sooner rather than later.”
Jade finished with the last body, and it was bagged up. She ordered
everyone out of the lounge, shut the door, and asked the fire department
to activate the fire sprinklers inside.
Harold said, “What if it’s chemical fire retardant?” The fire chief
told him it was water, and as the sprinklers came on there was a light
green fog that could be seen through the glass of the lounge and then it
cleared. Jade asked them to turn on the venting.
“That’s Sarin gas! It’s a nerve agent. You want that released into the
open air?”
The fire chief had no sooner spoken the words when John said, “The
active chemical agent gas is gone; there are nothing but inert gases left.
They’re harmless.”
Chris was standing behind John, and Jade looked up and said, “I
wondered when you were going to show up.”
“I had some pressing business to deal with. So…what do we have?”
“It’s an Eagle killing, and it appears that the Eagle stumbled upon an
organ harvesting ring.”
Chris looked around the room as the vents cleared the lounge, and
he opened the door and walked in as others in the outer room screamed.
Only Jade and Jessica were unmoved, and Chris looked at the monitors
and said, “We don’t have far to look to know what these people were up
to.” John walked in, and Harold tried to follow, but John told him to go
down to the hazmat trailer and get showered off and come back in his
work clothes. All of the team left the building, and Jade and Jessica were
the first ones back.
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“I have to hand it to you. When you do a mass kill,” Jade said, “you
do it right.”
John smiled, and Jessica asked, “Are we needed here any longer?”
“No. Come by the house later, though. I’m sure that Sara and Karen
could use your company.” They both nodded and left as Jade barked out
instructions to her team.
Harold returned with his men, and John and Chris were picking up
the remnants of ID cards and wallets and purses with gloved hands. The
video was still playing in the background, and Harold stared at it and
exclaimed, “You found the ring!”
John shrugged, and Chris said, “We are in a room with a video
playing. The Eagle found the ring, now it is up to you and your people
as well as our people to work on breaking it up around the world.”
Harold was listening to Keizer’s impassioned speech and said,
“Jesus! That’s one messed up guy. Are you two collecting information
on the doctors?”
“Nope…the Eagle. He made one hell of a mess here, and we have to
handle that job as well as this organ harvesting ring.”
“Are you two telling me that your search for the Eagle is more
important than the murder of fifteen people as well as most likely many,
many more?”
“We work the cases in order of priority, Harold. We collect the
evidence the Eagle leaves to help in our search for him and then we’ll
work on the organ harvesting case,” Chris said with a slight smile.
“Is there something funny, Agent Mantel?”
“There’s nothing funny about murder, Agent Zimmerman.”
Harold was about to speak when one of his men came into the room
with a large manila envelope and an evidence bag of flash drives. “What
do you have?”
“I’m not sure, sir, but there is a note from the Iron Eagle that states
everything we need to break up this ring is here.” Harold looked at
John and asked, “How do you want to handle chain of custody here,
John?”
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“You take it and send me and Agent Mantel copies when you’ve
gone through the evidence. I imagine that you’re most likely going to
know the players and where they are in the country and world before we
do. This is what your primary focus has been, right?” Harold nodded,
and John and Chris moved to the doorway of the lounge, and John
said, “I will send in my CSI team. You guys appear to have everything
under control. Drop me a line when you get the evidence processed.”
He turned to leave the room but stopped and turned to Harold and said,
“Zimmerman…don’t sit on that evidence. You might have twentyfour to forty-eight hours tops before people start going back into the
woodwork.”
“And just how the hell could you know that?”
“One, it’s not my first day on the job, and two, I pay attention.”

It was ten after six when Cindy arrived at Santiago’s. She saw Jim
and Sam sitting off in their corner and waved before stopping to give
Javier a hug.
“So, what are you drinking, Sam?”
“A beer. You?”
“The same.” Jim popped the cap off a bottle in the bucket and pushed
it across the table to Cindy. “Well, it’s been one hell of a week, huh?”
Sam nodded as Jim pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket,
opened his Zippo, lit it and said, “More so for some than others. How
are you doing, Cindy? It’s been a few days.”
Cindy took a drink of her beer and said, “Missing you. I look forward
to you coming home.”
Sam smiled. “I bet you’re looking forward to this old stallion coming
home.” Cindy chuckled as did Jim, and Sam stood up and said, “I need
to get home to Maria. She’s had a hell of a week herself, and we could
use a little quiet time together.” Sam kissed Jim on the cheek and left
the bar.
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Cindy moved over next to Jim and asked, “So, Jimmy, are you going
to get some downtime?”
“You bet your sweet ass, I am. How about some breakfast and then
we take the action back to the house?” Cindy nodded enthusiastically,
and the two ordered food and sat and talked.
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Chapter Twenty-Six
“You mean the Eagle?”
“No…Santa Claus!”

S

ara and Karen were sitting in the hot tub drinking wine and waiting
for John and Chris. “So,” Karen said, “Troy is back in the hospital?”
Sara nodded. “Are you certain that he won’t remember any of us?”
“He won’t remember anything but the foggiest of memories of
killing Joe Hardin.”
“How did he finish him?”
“He removed his head and then burnt the body in the incinerator.”
“That’s effective. Troy Carter is one tough nut.”
“No. He just loved his brother and his friend. He wanted revenge,
and he got it.”
“Don’t you wish everyone could have that kind of closure?”
Sara shook her head slowly. “Not at all. When the Eagle makes
his kill, he has evidence beyond a reasonable doubt of the guilt of his
victim. It would never work in an unregulated world. There would
be more innocent than guilty put to death. The Eagle isn’t promoting
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the vigilante approach, but rather working through the justice system
with the tools to find the bad people and bring them to justice. I know
sometimes you think that it is an endless parade of killers that the Eagle
kills, but it really isn’t that way. John and his men arrest killers and
rapists and all kinds of scum every day, and they go through the system,
and John and his team work hard to build solid cases and help the U.S.
Attorney get convictions. He and Chris are in court all the time testifying
and helping take bad people off the street. The Eagle is a whole different
situation. For someone to end up in his lair, their crimes have to be so
reprehensible, so vile, and endanger such a large portion of society that
he feels he is the only one who can first, stop them, and second, mete out
a punishment that fits the crime.”
Karen put her glass down and said, “You know, Sara. I have been
watching Chris more closely since the baby died, and he’s changing.”
“How do you mean?”
“It’s been hard to put my finger on, but I believe that he has really
started to take to heart what he does with John as the Eagle. Not that he
wasn’t committed before, but Andrea’s murder solidified his need and
desire for revenge and for protecting those who can’t protect themselves.
He just has taken on a new fervor for what he is doing with the Eagle.
He has a new energy that he hasn’t had in the past.”
“And does this worry you?” Karen paused, and Sara could see it in
her eyes. “Karen, Chris might have become more passionate working
with John as the Eagle since the death of your child, but I don’t think
that he is going to go over the edge.”
“I wish I had your confidence. Chris doesn’t have the same
pathology as John. At his core, John is not a true sociopath. He has a
strong conscience; he understands good and bad behavior. While he can
separate himself from the punishment he metes out, he is meticulous in
his manners and movements, and this is why he has never murdered an
innocent person. He is, in many ways, a hybrid personality with some
of the traits of both a sociopath and a psychopath but not all. He is also a
very, very well trained machine. The Marines made him that way; they
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altered his mental capabilities when he was in the Corps but not for the
worse. That’s not Chris. Chris doesn’t have the training and conditioning
that John has. He also doesn’t have John’s patience or temperament.
Left to his own to mete out justice, I do fear that he would kill innocents
because of his impulsive nature. And while he’s never been angry or
violent toward me, I know that he keeps a lot of anger in check by
working with John and me…but I do worry.”
Sara was resting her head against a pillow in the hot tub and asked,
“Do you fear that he might go after John?”
“Not at all. That’s one thing I know would never happen, and it is
part of the anger he carries. He’s afraid of John, of John’s alter ego as
the Eagle. He knows that head to head the Eagle would not hesitate to
kill him if he became a danger to himself or others.”
“So, you’re afraid he might snap and become a killer?”
“Yes. I watch him sleep. When he does sleep, he sleeps restlessly
and is always in an agitated state. He has nightmares and wakes in cold
sweats, and when he talks in his sleep, he is always addressing someone.
I don’t know if it’s male or female, but he is curt and angry, and he wants
to hurt them but something holds him back.”
Sara pulled herself out of the tub, and she sat down on one of the
lounge chairs. The steam was coming off her body as the cool early
morning air and light ocean fog swirled around her. “So…what do
we do?”
Karen got out as well and put on a robe and sat down next to Sara.
“We watch him. That’s all we can do. But if something seems off, we
move.”
“What do you mean move?”
“I mean just what you think I mean.”
Sara sipped her wine then put on a robe as well and laid back down.
“I don’t think that you have anything to worry about, but would you like
me to speak with John about your worries?”
“Oh no! If John even had a clue I felt this way, who knows what he
might do. No. We keep this between us.”
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Sara nodded as she heard John call out to her from the living room.
“Out here, honey. Karen is here as well.” John walked out onto the deck
with Chris behind him. Chris gave Karen a huge kiss that melted her,
and Sara looked at John and asked, “Why don’t you do that with me?”
He leaned down and gently kissed her and held her head in his hands.
He released her, and she was bleary eyed and said, “Sorry. You do do
that.” John laughed and stripped off his suit and undergarments and
jumped into the pool.
Chris started laughing and asked, “What the hell are you doing?
That’s a side of you I have never seen before.”
Sara laughed and said, “He does it all the time, just not with
company.” Chris stripped and jumped in as well, and the two men swam
laps before getting out of the pool and putting on robes.
John sat down at the table, and Karen asked, “Is this case over? Are
you two finally going on vacation?”
“We would have been on vacation if it weren’t for Sara,” John said.
“Are you two going now or not?”
John smiled, and Sara got an excited look on her face, and he said, “I
have a few things to wrap up, but we should be able to leave on Friday.”
“That’s two days from now. Are you sure?”
John nodded. “Chris can hold down the fort for two weeks. Right,
Chris?” He nodded after taking a sip of Karen’s wine. “Well, it’s settled.
We leave for vacation in two days, so get packed.”

Maria was sitting in a lounge chair sipping a glass of vodka that Sam
mistook for water until she saw the bottle. “Are you okay?” she asked.
“I was nearly raped and murdered as were you. I came face to face
with the Iron Eagle. I’m far from okay.”
Sam poured a glass for herself and sat down in a lounge chair next
to Maria and said, “He saved us.”
“Not before using us as bait and almost getting us killed.”
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“You didn’t have to do it.”
“How many times have you been bait for the Eagle?”
“Not as many times as Jim.” Sam laughed slightly, but Maria was
not amused. “Maria, we helped save lives. The Eagle stops terrible
criminals that you can’t even begin to imagine exist in society.”
“I’m a damn lawyer, Sam. I see the underbelly of society every damn
day. You forget that I was a prosecutor and a public defender before
going into practice with my father. Those animals were going to harvest
our organs.” Sam nodded. “So, this is an illegal organ donor ring?”
“Was, Maria, was. The Eagle has taken out the bad people, and he
will get information into the pipeline to try and save more lives.”
“And just how the hell is he going to do that?”
“He has the connections. He’s most likely already put it out there.”
Maria sipped her vodka, and her speech slurred a bit. Sam took the glass
from her and said, “You’re not much of a drinker. Leave the hard stuff
to me and Jim.”
“How long have you known him?”
“Jim?” Maria glared at Sam. “You mean the Eagle?”
“No…Santa Claus!”
“I learned his identity during the Dark Canyon battles. I learned
about it the night of the firefight with the gangbangers.”
“And you did nothing?”
Sam laughed. “I pulled my weapon and told him he was under arrest.”
Maria laughed in spite of herself. “You pulled your service revolver
on the Eagle?”
“Yes, I did, and at that moment it wasn’t funny, but it is in hindsight.
We weren’t alone.”
“Does Jim know who the Eagle is?” Sam said yes. “Do other people
know who he is?” Once more, Sam said yes. “Do others help the Eagle
in his vigilante justice?”
Sam took a sip of her vodka then pulled a cigarette from her shirt
pocket, lit it, and said, “Wow…this is complicated.”
“Well, uncomplicate it for me. Explain it to me like I’m a three-year-old.”
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“The Iron Eagle is actually a subset of law enforcement that hunts
down and kills the worst of the worst.”
“There’s more than one Eagle?”
“Yes and no. There is a dark secret in law enforcement. I thought
it was just rumor for years, a boogieman, if you will. I had heard that
different law enforcement agencies around the city, state, hell, the
country, had different unsolved murder cases that were chalked up to a
single serial killer, and then I met the Eagle.”
Maria took her drink back, sipped it, and said, “Go on.”
“The Iron Eagle is one of countless men and women in law
enforcement that mete out justice. He’s the most well-known because
he doesn’t hide behind a serial killer moniker. You might recall the
Basin River Killer, who murdered people for four decades. The Eagle
finally tracked him down and killed him. Most of the killers in law
enforcement have nicknames. I’m sure you have heard of the Hudson
River Killer in New York.” Maria nodded. “That’s not a real serial
killer. It’s actually a team of officers with the NYPD who do the
killing, and they have been in existence for over fifty years. The group
has been handed down from generation to generation. These types of
situations exist across the country and around the world. What makes
the Eagle unique is, one, he doesn’t hide, and he is only one man. Are
there people who help him? Yes. Is his identity more well-known than
you might think? Yes. Has he ever killed an innocent person?”
Sam paused, and Maria looked at her and said, “You can’t possibly
know the answer to that question.”
“In the time that I have known him, he has never hurt anyone who
didn’t deserve it.”
“Have you ever helped the Eagle kill?” Sam got teary eyed, and
Maria did as well. “Sam…please tell me that you have never been
involved in an Eagle murder.”
“I have helped him, and I have no regrets over it either.” Maria stood
up a bit wobbly and walked into the condo. Sam followed, but Maria
pushed her away. “Maria, the Eagle saved you. Don’t forget that.”
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“Forget it? How the hell can I forget it? But I didn’t know it was the
Eagle. I didn’t know much about that killer back then. All I knew was
that John and Jim feared for my safety, and they saved me.” Sam saw
the horror cross Maria’s face, and before she could speak, Maria said,
“Oh my God! Jim or John is the Eagle.”
“It’s a lot more complicated than that.”
“How can it be complicated? These two men were the ones who
saved me. These two men were the ones who learned what Simon
Barstow was doing and that he had me. Come on, Sam! It doesn’t take
a rocket scientist to figure this out.”
Sam didn’t speak, and Maria put her glass on the wet bar and walked
back to the bedroom. She grabbed a suitcase and started putting her
clothing in it, and Sam said, “Maria, I love you. Please don’t do this.”
“You love me? You love me? You’re in with a killer, and you’re a
killer, too. You’re the top cop in Los Angeles County, and you’re in bed
with a vicious murderer. Jesus, Sam! I thought I knew you, now it’s all
making sense. The late-night runs, the sudden need to leave the house
without explanation. The long days and even longer nights. The cryptic
phone calls that you never explain.”
“Maria, I only wanted to protect you.”
“Protect me from what? Jim? John? You? What were you trying to
protect me from?”
“You’re an officer of the court, and you’re dogmatic about the rule
of law.”
“I’m dogmatic because it is the only thing that stands between us
and the total and complete meltdown of our society. I’m passionate
about the law because it gives rules, orders, and structure to society, and
evens the playing field.”
“You know damn well that’s a crock of shit. The law is not blind. It is
not just, and it certainly isn’t justice. The person with the money controls
the world. Have you forgotten Howard Cohen and the corruption he
revealed both in lawyers as well as the courts themselves? Have you
forgotten all of the lawyers who were disbarred or jailed for the lives
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they ruined over money? Judges removed from the bench? Fuck the
rule of law! The law works only for those who can pay; everyone else is
at the mercy of whatever ambulance chaser or wet behind the ears law
school graduate is in the public defender’s or prosecutor’s office, and
you seem to have forgotten who uncovered the plot and who dealt with
the evilest of players.” Maria stopped packing her bag as tears welled
up in her eyes. “Don’t do this, Maria. Don’t throw us away. I can help
you understand. I can let those who are involved speak to you. They
know how passionately I love you and how you love me. This can be
explained and understood. You just have to want to give it a chance.”
Maria walked to the bathroom and removed a makeup case and some
other toiletries and put them in her bag, closed it, and said, “I can’t deal
with this right now, Sam. I have been sleeping with the enemy. I have
been associating with killers and worse.”
She closed the bag and started for the door, but Sam blocked her.
“Where are you going?”
“I still own a condo, Sam. I still have property. I have to think this
through.”
“You have no facts. You have only conjecture. You’d be wise to
keep your ideas to yourself.”
“Are you threatening me?”
“No. I’m telling you that you are drunk, and you are on a tangent.
You have no facts, and if you start pointing fingers and making claims it
could destroy your career.”
Maria put a long coat on and looked at Sam and said, “I might have
had a few drinks, but I’m a lawyer. I’m not stupid enough to shoot off
my mouth or make allegations until I have the facts. However, with that
said, I will get to the bottom of this and soon, and when I do, heads are
going to roll.” She stormed out of the bedroom, pushing Sam aside, and
then headed to her car.
Sam heard the tries squeal as she took off down the alley behind
their home, and she pulled out her cellphone, pressed speed dial, and
said, “John, we need to speak right now.”
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Chapter Twenty-Seven
“And if she learns
I’m the Eagle?”

Glenn Turnbull was strapped to the rack in the lair. His nude body
had been whipped with razor and barbed wire. His flesh looked more
like hamburger than skin, and his lower jaw and upper teeth had been
removed. What were once the gentle steady hands of a surgeon were
now reduced to nubs, and the feet that he stood on for hours in surgery
had also been removed. The blood had been stopped with the Eagle’s
branding iron, and he lay on the table, his arms and legs wired to the
rack, moaning in agony.
John walked into the room in a pair of coveralls with nothing
hiding his face, and Glenn gurgled his name as John pulled a small tray
of instruments over to the rack and sat down. “You have told me your
sins, Doctor Turnbull. What a sad state of affairs. A gifted physician and
surgeon now reduced to this and all for the sake of money. You had it
all, but doing transplants legally wasn’t enough.” Glenn had no way
to speak, and John said, “Our time together is at an end, doctor. Right
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now, the FBI and Interpol are rounding up other killers across this city
and around the world. All of those that you worked with and got organs
from have been killed by me, except Doctor Hardin. I tortured him, but
Troy Carter, whose organs you transplanted into several patients, killed
Mr. Hardin.” John pulled two syringes off the table and stuck one into
Glenn’s IV and said, “I almost forgot to tell you. Young Lisa Gonzales,
the girl you wanted declared brain dead to harvest alive, is responding to
treatment for botulism and is out of her coma. I know you were worried
about her, so I thought you should know. He pressed the plunger and
as the fluids entered Glenn’s body he began to shudder and make highpitched screaming sounds. John looked him in the eye and said, “That
burning is from formaldehyde and a few other chemicals used to embalm
people. I need it as an accelerant as I intend to cremate you alive, and this
will ensure that you will burn nicely. Don’t worry, though. While it hurts
like hell, it won’t kill you. Now, back to what brought you to my lair.
Greed. I’m not a religious person, Doctor Turnbull, but greed is one of the
seven deadly sins. Are you a religious person?” Glenn gurgled something
unintelligible, so John injected another syringe of liquid into his IV. “This
is something you’re really going to enjoy. It’s called Deliverance, and
it was being developed as an anti-anxiety medication, but it was killing
people. It has been modified to execute prisoners and is used around the
country now for lethal injections. It has really helped out states as they can
manufacture this drug on-site and don’t need to use outside facilities. It’s
quite effective, though I have modified it to make it an agony inducing
agent. I feel it’s a nice touch to ending lives of murderers like you.”
Glenn was still, and his eyes were wide open. The Eagle released the
wire from his body and then drug Glenn onto a steel table. “I know you
can hear me. I have no illusions that my efforts in stopping the organ
harvesting operations I have discovered are going to do a lot to stop
the illegal trade. I feel that I made a dent in it, though, and I have to be
satisfied with that. Through the years, many people have been in this
room and this lair, but none like the men and women that you worked
with and for. This is a cruelty that I have never known, and savagery and
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torture on a level that I myself am appalled by. There is no true justice
that I could mete out to the group of you, but I have done my best.”
John was pushing the gurney out the back door of the lair as he spoke.
He pressed the button on the incinerator, and as the steel doors slowly
opened he said, “What I have tried to do is give you some semblance
of what your victims felt. As for your colleagues, some I removed
organs from alive; some I tortured in other ways. Everyone gave me
the information I needed, and every one of them ended up here.” He
pushed the steel gurney into the oven and said, “Well, you’re off to meet
your maker, if such exists. Only a few more minutes, and, yes, you will
feel the flames. I send you into death with these final words. May God
NOT have mercy on your soul.” He pressed the button on the unit, and
it closed on Glenn Turnbull. And as the fire started, John could hear the
muted screams, and he smiled and walked back into the lair.

“Maria has left me, and she has narrowed down the identity of the
Eagle to you or Jim.”
John was seated at his kitchen table along with Jim, Sara, and Karen.
“Where has she gone?”
“Back to her condo in West Hollywood.”
“What do you think she is going to do?”
“She will do what she does best. She’ll pull every string she has in
and out of law enforcement to try and figure out if you are the Eagle.”
“And if she learns I’m the Eagle?”
Sam looked down at the floor and said, “She will turn you in. She
won’t listen to reason. She will do everything in her power to destroy you.”
Jim was seated with a glass of scotch in his hand and said, “Well, we
can’t allow that to happen, can we?” There was consensus at the table.
“So, I would guess she was pretty unstable when she left.”
“She’d been drinking vodka straight. She was pretty lit by the time
she left the house.”
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“And you let her get behind the wheel?” Sara asked.
“There was no way I was going to stop her. She was hell bent on
leaving, and she wanted to be as far from me as she could.”
Jim asked, “Will she be more rational when she sobers up?”
“No. She’ll be worse. She will start to dissect everything as soon as
she sleeps it off. What are you going to do, John?”
John had a sad look on his face. “Let’s not overreact. There is hope
of speaking to her and keeping her quiet.”
Sam shook her head. “No, there isn’t. Once she gets her teeth into
something, she doesn’t let go until she solves it. The look in her eyes as she
walked out that door told me everything I needed to know. Our relationship
is over, and she is going to take me down along with the Eagle.”
Karen asked, “How altered was she?”
“A lot.”
“Why don’t you have a unit pull her over and arrest her for DUI?”
“Bad idea,” said Jim. “If she is in this state now, getting her into the
hands of police or even our deputies is only going to start a wrath of shit
that is going to flow to everyone at this table and beyond.”
“So, what, Jim? Do you want to kill her?”
John spoke up. “No one is going to kill Maria. We will let her sleep
it off and then go to her home tomorrow morning and sit her down and
talk to her.”
“There really is no other option,” said Sara.
All agreed and adjourned for the night.

Maria was crying and screaming as she barreled down the 405
Freeway. She was talking to herself and drinking from a small bottle she
had in the car. She was calling out Sam’s name and saying, “I have been
sleeping with a killer. I have been rubbing shoulders with murderers.
Oh my fuckin’ God.” She approached her exit but entered the wrong
offramp too fast and didn’t see the blacked-out dump truck that was
parked in the construction zone.
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A Note from the Author About Organ Donation
While Middlemen is a disturbing novel, I am a firm believer and
supporter of organ donation. It saves lives, and there is a global need
for donors. The level of crisis is sobering. For more information on how
you can make a difference for someone either through a living donation
or at the end of your life, please visit https://optn.transplant.hrsa.gov/
Sincerely,
Roy A. Teel Jr., Author
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Suburban
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Twenty-Two

Prologue

M

ary Owen was yelling orders to her daughters as the sun was rising
over their upper middle-class home in Woodland Hills. “I swear,
Casey, if you don’t get dressed and down here for breakfast, I’m
going to spank your bottom.” Casey had just turned ten and was a slow
mover in the morning. Her older sister Sally was a morning person most
of the time but was a little slow moving today. “Sally, I’m sure you’re
tired, but you need to eat and get to school.”
“I’m up, Mom. I just need to shower. It’s picture day.”
“You’re sixteen-years-old. I bought you that car, so you can get
yourself and your sister to school.”
“I know, I know. We’ll be fine. I know you need to get to the office.”
Casey walked into the bathroom where Sally was showering and
asked, “What were you doing last night?”
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“I had a date. Mom knew about it, now get downstairs and eat before
you make Mom even more angry than she already is. Do you want a
belt on your behind again?” Casey shook her head and ran out of the
bathroom. Sally smiled, finished her shower, and dressed quickly, then
she grabbed her makeup bag and headed downstairs.
Mary was drinking a cup of coffee, and Casey was eating a bowl of
cereal when Sally walked in. Both girls were in school uniforms, and
Sally’s was a little wrinkled.
“Jesus Christ, Sally! Do you know how much it costs for the two of
you to attend Barenwood Prep?”
“Yes, Mother. A hundred and twenty thousand dollars a year, or
sixty-thousand dollars each.”
“At least wear a clean uniform. That thing looks like it has been
crumpled up on the floor for a week. Do you have another clean uniform?”
“Yes, Mother. Let me eat some breakfast, and I will put on another
uniform.” Sally poured herself a bowl of cereal and scarfed it down with
a cup of coffee. “Will you be working late tonight, Mother?”
“I hope not. I have several houses to show today, but I should be
able to give some of the night showings to one of the girls in my office.”
Mary had started her own real estate company ten years earlier with an
insurance settlement after her husband’s death. She had grown from
a single office in Woodland Hills to offices throughout Los Angeles
County. She had single handedly built her own real estate empire, and
she was proud of her accomplishments.
Sally was reading a copy of the Los Angeles Times that was on
the breakfast table and said, “Nice writeup on you in the real estate
section, Mom.”
“Thank you, darling. I have worked very hard to make a go of this,
and we are finally seeing success.” Mary was an attractive woman in
her early forties, a natural blonde with blue eyes and a riveting figure.
She worked hard on her appearance and dieted and exercised regularly
to keep in shape. She also made sure that her purchased breasts were
maintained for maximum exposure.
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“They really took a great shot of you. A little more cleavage than
you allow me to show, but you look great.”
Mary laughed and said, “You’re sixteen, Sally. You are a stunningly
beautiful young woman, and you know that, but there is a reason I have
you two in private school, and that is to keep you out of trouble. Skirts
that are below the knee, blouses buttoned up to the neck, and high socks
help to keep your blossoming figure under wraps, and that’s the way I
want it.” Sally nodded, and Casey asked if she could watch cartoons
until Sally was ready to leave. Mary shooed her out of the kitchen, and
Casey ran out smiling. Mary looked at Sally and asked, “So…how was
your date?”
“Good. I’m sorry I got home so late. Time got away from me.”
“I’m aware of what time you came home, but I’m not going to say
anything about it. You’re nearly a woman now, so you know what is expected
of you.” Sally nodded, kissed her mother, and ran upstairs to change. Mary
kissed Casey and was leaving the house when her housekeeper Marina
Salto walked in the front door. “Where have you been?”
“I’m sorry, Ms. Mary. I spent the night with my husband and
children.”
“You live here, Marina. If you want to spend time with your
husband and children, you clear it with me first. This family comes
first. Am I clear?”
“Yes, Ms. Mary. I’m so sorry. I thought I asked.”
Mary was putting on a light jacket and grabbed her laptop bag and
purse and said, “I know, Marina. You probably did, and I didn’t put it
onto my calendar. Just email me when you are going to be out all night,
so I know. That way I don’t get upset with you.”
“Yes, Ms. Mary. I saw the article with you today. Nice picture.”
Mary smiled and thanked her and then left. Marina saw Casey in the
family room watching TV and asked, “Where’s your sister?”
“Upstairs getting ready for school.”
Marina yelled out, “Sally, you need to get to school now. Your
mother will blow a gasket if you’re late again.”
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“I know, I know. We will be out of here in five minutes. What’s for
dinner?”
“Ms. Mary want steak, so I will be shopping this afternoon. Do you
want anything special?”
Sally appeared in the stairwell and smiled slightly. “A little time to
myself would be nice.”
“That’s what you get for being so popular at school. You need time
for yourself, but you’re always running around with your friends.” Sally
nodded and called Casey. Marina handed them both their backpacks
and kissed them on the cheek. She looked out at the blue BMW 440i
convertible in the driveway and said, “That was one heck of an expensive
birthday present.”
“It was, but I earned it, and it fits my personality.” Marina nodded,
and the girls left the house for school.

Jim and Cindy were sitting at the kitchen table eating breakfast.
They’d just finished their first pot of coffee, and Cindy was making a
second when she asked, “When are John and Sara due back from St.
Lucia?”
“Today. I can’t fuckin’ believe that they really took a vacation.”
Cindy laughed. “Sara was a mess before they left.”
“With good reason. There was a lot of shit going on.”
“Yeah. She and John were acting so strangely.”
“Well, they had to delay their vacation by a few extra days, which
didn’t make anyone happy.”
Cindy nodded. I’m going to take a shower. Care to join me?” Jim
smiled and ran after her enthusiastically.

218 • Suburban

Jade and Jessica were still in bed. They’d been up all night on several
crime and accident scenes, and both were exhausted. Jessica was lying
on Jade’s chest and asked, “Have you spoken to Sam?”
Jade took a deep breath and heaved. “No. I’ve called several times,
but she’s not calling back.”
“You can’t really blame her.”
“I have the reports. Everything is in, but I don’t want to publicize
our findings until I speak with her.”
“Then you know what you have to do.”
“I know.” Jessica asked if she wanted her to go along, but Jade said
no. “This is something that I need to do alone with Sam.”
“What about Jim?”
“He already has the report. I don’t think he will want to be there.”
“Have you talked to him about it?” Jade shook her head. “Talk to
him, Jade. Talk to him before you go over to their office.”

Sally got to school on time and went right into first period. Several
of her friends were off in a corner cackling amongst themselves, and
she strode up to them and asked, “So, are any of you interested in a little
party after school?”
Judy Bench shrugged her shoulders and said, “I think you’re full of
shit, Sally, and a party isn’t going to convince us otherwise.”
Sally laughed and said, “What? Are you afraid?”
Judy shook her head. “No one can make that kind of cash doing
what you claim that you’re doing.”
“Well, there is only one way to find out, and that’s to come to my
party after school. The rest of you are coming, right?”
Four teens in the circle all nodded their heads emphatically, and
Judy said, You guys are wasting your time.”
One of the girls spoke up and said, “You can say she is full of shit,
Judy, or you can come with us to the party this afternoon and see for
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yourself. If Sally is lying, then you will prove her a liar, and if she’s
not…” There was a pause. “This could be a great way to pick up some
extra money for college or to get a car like Sally drives.”
“Sally’s mother bought her that car.”
“My mother helped me out with it, but I paid the rest of the cash for
that convertible out there, and it’s nicer than anything you or the rest of
the girls drive.”
“Well, goodie for you. My mother and father make me work for the
things that I have. They don’t try and buy my love with trinkets and
cars.”
Sally started laughing. “Believe me, Judy. My mother didn’t help
out with the car to buy my love. I had the cash to pay for it myself. I
earned every dollar that I put into that car, and you ladies can do the
same if you’re not too afraid.”
“I have to take my little sister Tabitha home after school.”
“Tabitha is what? Seven?”
“Eight, and she is an honor student here at the school unlike your
little sister.”
“What does my sister have to do with anything? Forget about the
party. You’re too immature for my world. Go home with Tabitha and
play dolls or something. The rest of us adults are going to join up at the
house for a party.”
Judy got red-faced and said, “Fine, fine. I will come to the damn
party but only to prove you’re a liar.”
“Now, see girls, that’s how you persuade the fearful to step out of
their safe zones.” There was laughter all around as the school bell rang
and everyone took their seats.

Sam was sitting in her office. It was ten after seven, and she was
staring intently at her tablet. She heard Jim’s office door unlock but
didn’t see him enter. She remained glued to her tablet, and in a matter
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of minutes Jim peeked his head through their adjoining office doors and
said, “I’m going to have a smoke. Care to join me?” Sam put her tablet
down on her desk and walked slowly over to Jim’s office. He pulled
two cigarettes out of his top left pocket, lit them both, and handed one
to her. After snapping his Zippo shut, he asked, “Why are you avoiding
Jade’s calls?”
Sam took a deep hit and blew the smoke out of her lungs with force.
“I don’t want to know.”
Jim nodded his head slowly. “I understand, and I don’t blame you.
You’ve had one hell of a time these past few weeks.”
“Don’t go there, Jim.”
“I’m not, but believe me, I do understand.”
“So, John and Sara come back today?”
“That’s what my calendar tells me.”
“Have you spoken to John since he’s been gone?”
“Nope. Not a word. He has been on full shutdown mode for two
weeks.”
“That’s nice. I bet that’s really fuckin’ nice. I mean for him and Sara
to have more money than God and to be able to jet set around the world
without a care. It must be just fuckin’ wonderful.”
“They have given away more than they have spent on themselves.
They give to every charity known to man, and they do a lot for the
community. I think your anger is misplaced.”
“The fuck it is. I have to worry about making enough damn money
to pay my mortgage and other living expenses. I don’t have billions
of dollars in some fat bank account. You don’t have to worry about
money. You’re set for life. Chris and Karen are working, but John
and Sara bought them a damn multimillion dollar home on the beach
in Santa Monica. Fuckin’ Jade and Jessica basically live off John
and Sara in their plush five-bedroom guest house on the beach. No
rent, no responsibilities. It must be really fuckin’ nice.” She stubbed
out the cigarette and stormed to her office, slamming the door
behind her.
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Jim’s cellphone rang, and it was Jade. She said she wasn’t getting
any response from Sam and was coming by the office. “Not today, Jade.
Don’t do it today. Sam has a hair-trigger temper right now, and she
won’t handle the information well.”
“Look, Jim, I have been holding this report back from the press
and the public for a week. People want answers and are accusing me of
stonewalling.”
“You can stonewall for one more day. John will be back as well as
Sara, and then we will work it out for you to deliver the final report on
the accident.”
“It wasn’t Sam’s fault, Jim. You’ve read the reports. Her blood
alcohol level was. 45. Jesus Christ! I don’t even know how she stayed
conscious let alone alive. 0.08 is legally drunk, Jim.. 45…that’s dead.”
“Not today, Jade. Just give it a day, please.”

Judy arrived at the party at a little after five. She didn’t know the
house or the people. She just punched it into her navigation on her phone,
and it guided her. She could hear loud music and laughter coming from
inside, and she hesitated for a few minutes before ringing the bell. Sally
answered the door with a Solo cup in her hand and a smile on her face
and yelled out, “Guess who showed up?”
She invited Judy in, and she saw many of her friends and a lot of
other young boys and girls dancing and singing and having a wonderful
time. “So, would you like some punch?” Judy nodded and followed her
to the dining room where there was a long table and a huge spread of
food and beverages. Sally dipped a cup into the punch and handed it to
Judy and said, “So, what do you think?”
“I think it’s a wild party, but I don’t understand how you make money.”
Sally smiled and said, “Drink your punch.”
Judy smelled it and then took a drink and asked, “Is there alcohol
in this?”
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“Not much. Let me guess. You don’t drink.”
“I’ve had some before. I just wanted to know.”
“Well, come on. Let me show you around and introduce you to some
of my friends.”
Judy followed her from room to room. Most of the people were either
preteen or teenagers. Some were pretty hammered, and Judy stopped
Sally after the third room and asked, “Where is this all coming from?”
“What do you mean?”
“The music, the food, the refreshments.”
“Our host.”
“I thought you were the host.”
“No, no. This isn’t my house. This is my friend’s house. She’s close
friends with my mother, and she hosts these types of parties two or three
times a month.” Judy finished off the punch, and Sally asked if she
wanted more, to which she nodded. Sally brought her more punch then
continued introducing her around.
Judy noticed kids going up and coming down the stairs from the
second story and asked, “What’s going on up there?”
She was a bit tipsy, and Sally could see it and said, “It’s where you
make money, but you’re not ready to go up there yet.”
Judy took a couple of big drinks from the cup and asked, “How is it
that I’m not ready?”
“You have a lot of options when it comes to making money up there.
You might want to have a little more punch first.” Judy watched people
going up and down the stairs in a steady stream, both boys and girls but
not as couples. They looked as happy coming down the stairs as they
did when they went up. Judy was wearing a lowcut sundress, and Sally
was dressed in a short skirt and a lowcut top. Judy noticed that a lot of
the girls and even the boys were dressed pretty skimpy.
Sally put her hand on Judy’s shoulder and said, “Has anyone ever
told you that you’re hot?” Judy started to blush, and Sally asked, “Have
you ever kissed another girl?”
“No.”
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“Do you want to?”
“I’m not like that. Are you?”
“I like to kiss boys and girls. Does that surprise you?”
“Yeah. You’re so reserved and proper at school.”
“That’s the point of these parties. It gives us an opportunity to let our
hair down and experiment.”
“Experiment with what?” Sally leaned in and kissed Judy softly on
the lips and then moved to slip her the tongue, and Judy reciprocated but
then pulled away and asked, “What the hell is in this punch, and what
are you doing?”
“Just playing. Aren’t you the least bit curious what it would be like
to be with another girl? I mean, you have had sex, right?” Judy was a bit
wobbly, so Sally led her into another room that was empty and sat her
down on a sofa. “Are you feeling okay?”
“I…I don’t know. I feel strange.”
Sally smiled and asked, “It was my kiss, wasn’t it?”
“No. I feel drugged.”
“Oh, you’re fine.” Sally stood up and removed her clothes and
asked, “Do you find me attractive?”
“Sally, what was in my drink? I feel all hot and sweaty.”
“Well, take off that dress, and you’ll feel cooler.” Judy stood up, and
while she hesitated at first, she removed her dress and then her bra and
panties and sat back down on the couch. “There. Do you feel better?”
“A little. Did you drug me?”
“I put a little Ecstasy in your punch to help you relax. You have had
sex before, right?”
Judy shook her head. “I’m not ready for sex. Are you having sex?”
“Of course. It’s a real rush. I only do oral and anal with the guys, no
pussy. I’m not on birth control, and I don’t like condoms. You seriously
have never had sex?”
“No. My mother and father are both doctors, and they’ve warned me
of the things that can happen if you do. You know…STDs. God forbid,
HIV, and, of course, pregnancy.”
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Sally put on her best bedroom eyes and spoke softly, “If you have
sex with a girl, you don’t have to worry about babies.”
“I don’t know.”
“I tell you what. You lay down on the couch and spread your legs.
You don’t have to do anything, just relax and enjoy me licking you
out. If at any time you want me to stop, just say so, and we will put
our clothes back on, and I will even have someone drive you home.”
Judy was barely conscious but shook her head weakly and slid back
on the sofa.
Sally went down on her, and after several minutes she realized
that Judy was passed out. She locked the doors and then ran up a set
of back stairs and returned with two older men with video and still
cameras. A third man came down with several umbrellas and lights for
photography, and Sally said, “This is Judy Bench, boys, and she is a
virgin.” There were smiles all around, and Sally said, “Photos and film
only, just straight lesbian sex, no penetration. I will eat her out, and she
is awake enough that she will eat me out, and you can shoot the photos.”
She paused. “Since she is a virgin, the rate is five thousand.”
One of the men with a thick British accent said, “Five K for a virgin?
Are you bloody mad? I have been shooting virgins all day long, and
they have been getting five hundred dollars. What makes this one so
special?”
“Look at that body. What would you guess her age to be?”
“How the bloody hell should I know? Twenty? Twenty-one?”
“Seventeen. In my class at school, boys, and you get me eating her
out and having sex with her, and she has never been with a girl before.
Think about how much more you will make off the photos and video.
You aren’t going to stand there and tell me that you’re not going to have
this up on the boards and in the video and photo rooms within minutes
of the end of this shoot. Your members will be more than willing to
pay, and you will make that amount a thousand times over. Plus, I have
her driver’s license to prove her age. You just shoot the ID and then
that gorgeous face and those tits, and your subscribers will be creaming
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themselves before they can get their cocks out of their pants. Plus, you’re
getting me, and as you all know, I’m your poster girl for the platforms.
I do it ALL.”
“And who gets to pop her cherry?”
“Next time, boys, next time.”
“And if there’s no next time?”
Sally smiled and said, “Oh, there will be. She has a younger sister
who looks exactly like her and is already well endowed. She’s very,
very protective of her. She’ll play ball. Between the cash and the drugs,
she’ll play, and if she doesn’t, then I will just tell her that we will grab
her sister and do all kinds of horrible things to her.”

The photo session lasted a little over an hour, and Judy began to
get into it, and the men were happy with their shots. When they were
finished, Sally dressed and then helped Judy get dressed. One man
stayed behind in the room, but he was off in a corner as Judy started to
come to and Sally was counting the cash.
“What the hell? What happened, Sally? I dreamed that we were
having sex.”
“It wasn’t a dream. We had sex. Really, really good sex. Lick
your lips.”
Judy licked her lips and then started to throw up. “What the hell
have you done, Sally? You raped me?”
“Not so. The willing can’t be raped, and we have you on video
giving consent to sex with me.”
“On video? What kind of video?”
“Porno, silly. You were great, and the guys and gals are going to love
you.” Sally handed Judy twenty-five hundred dollars.
Judy took the money and asked, “This is what you were talking
about? You have sex and make pornos for money?”
“Yeah. Not bad for an hour’s work, huh?”
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“An hour? I don’t remember an hour. I was drugged. I’m calling the
police.”
The man walked out of the shadowed corner, and Judy was startled
by both his presence and his look. He knelt down near her face, and
he breathed right on her. “Do you like the smell of my rotting breath,
Judy?”
“Who are you? You’re scaring me.”
“Well, let’s just say that I’m your new friend in the adult entertainment
industry. I’m going to make you a star, and you’re going to do exactly
what Sally tells you, or the last thing your little sister will smell will be
my rotting breath as I fuck her. Then, I’ll drive a nail through her temple
and leave her on a park bench right next to your house. I can get to your
little sister anytime I like. So, you run along. If you breathe a word about
this to anyone, your sister dies. Do you understand me?” The smell of
cheap liquor, cigarettes, and tooth decay had assaulted Judy’s senses,
and she was shaking violently as the man pulled himself away from her.
“I want Judy back here next week for another party. I’m going to punch
her balloon knot and pop her cherry.”
Sally nodded, and the man left. She looked into Judy’s terrified eyes
and took her cellphone from her purse and made her unlock it. Once
in, Sally deleted all of the GPS information from the phone and said,
“Listen to him and make sure that you listen to me when I speak. There
is no one who can protect you or your sister from him. Welcome to your
new life.”
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