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The night’s fresh with the
stink of death and Lieutenant Alex Mahone knew it wasn’t the four
bodies and just the normal smell of the Hudson River. Positioned as
a compass rose on a map with each directions carved into their
foreheads. On their chest is numbers. The “North” looked like
coordinates, the “South” Psalms 97, “West” 3.1415, and “East”
“HELLS KITCHEN.” He had no clue what it meant, and the randomness
is bazar and gave him deja vu. Inches away from the dead, naked
with ocean water coating them, he recognized the man he’s looking
at, the others too.

Flood lights are set up,
the Coroner’s truck arrived, and everything’s in motion. Half a
dozen forensic workers scoured the scene for evidence. The Coroner
checked the lividity, and the temperature said time of death is 36
to 48 hours. Until autopsy he can’t give the cause. With the first
body, turned over onto its side, realization to the eating
sensation in his head hit him. This case will be number one in the
books on deranged. The first victim has a brand covering most of
his back. The skin still blistering and fresh. Burnt onto them is,
1, 2, 3, and 5, which threw him off because he count’s four bodies
not five.

Closer to them
he can smell the dead flesh over the Hudson. He examined the
wounds, and they told him these knife and burn marks are
professional. Someone who took his time and in joyed this. He stood
with a gut wrench as the seconds ticked by staring at the dead
trying to place the nagging in his head why they’re so familiar.
What it kept going back to is the mountain of unsolved murders on
his desk right now. There’s the Trasher Thrasher who’d kill his
victims’ inside garbage cans. The Alien-Nator, as the media is
calling him, killing illegal immigrants, and a body found missing
organs. Right on cue when Mahone makes leeway on a case demented
bastards laugh at him. “Thought you got rid of us sick-o’s and wack
jobs, nope, sorry.”

He stood and looked at a
Detective on the scene and gave the nod clearing the primary.
Officers started the preliminary sweep checking the streets and
buildings for witnesses. He told the Medical Examiner they’re clear
to transport the bodies to the lab for autopsy. As the last ones
loaded his pocket chirped off at him and he had the urge to smash
his phone. Same as a fat kid with a bag of Skittles he answered.
Assistant Chief Livingstone is on the other end destined to fuck up
his night more than it is.

“You better get over to
St. Clement Episcopal Church in the Kitchen there’s four more DB’s,
and they have you written all over them.” The Chiefs voice harsh
and worn from years of verbal abuse he gives everyone around
him.

“I’m on a quadruple now,
isn’t there anyone else who can take care of it? And you don’t mean
in a literal sense Chief because these have engravings.”

“No not your name but have
the same markings. What’s your 20 with the scene?”

“CSI is searching the
crime scene now but they won’t find any evidence. No sign anyone
drove in, no cameras, tire marks, or clothing. There’s garbage
around the bodies but it’s the Hudson and its low tide. This guy
knows what he’s doing,” said Mahone.

“Well I guess you’re up
shits creek with a runny turd for a paddle because you have to take
lead on both cases.”

“Yes Chief. I’ll send the
meat wagon back to the pit and bring the M.E with me I’ll be there
in twenty minutes.”

“Twenty goddam
minutes to drive five. Get your ass over there, not then,
now goddam it!”

Had it been a land line
he’d have heard the smash against the wall. Sense it’s an iPhone 5,
and his fourth this year he bet the Chief treated it nice. Instead
he figured he’d get back to the office to discover a bag of shit in
his desk. Livingstone is allergic to cute, so it won’t be
Fluffie’s. One time he pissed him off just to get in his Crown Vic
and find half a Tuna in the back seat. Mahone cursed him out he
kept half and offered none. He opened his locker and found the head
rotted. Didn’t matter who you are you learned not to piss him off
because he’d piss in your coffee and talk to you while you drank
it.

Mahone told the M.E to
join him when he’s ready and to send his assistant back with the
truck there’s another waiting. They drove the whole way there in
silence being the M.E isn’t much of a talker and neither’s Mahone.
It’s why they liked working together. Everyone called him Lurch
from the Addams Family because that’s what he resembled in every
way. Except the skin colour and Lurch’s face from the show is
fuller.

It took five
minutes to get from the Hudson Yard to the Church on W
24th Street. He turned off the Lincoln Highway and made his way at
a crawl through the patrol cars and media whores blocking the road.
It’s the same scene here as the Harbor. Mahone can see the triple
he’d pull and not even able to claim the hours. In this city the
budget’s fucked and if you don’t hail Hitler you’re given the
minimum if you’re lucky. You learn to put up and shut up with heaps
of bull shit in this business. Remember, the squeaky wheel doesn’t
get the grease it gets replaced, so to hell with whoever came up
with that one.

He walked around the
bodies and took in the brands burnt into their chest. He recognized
two of them but can’t put a finger on their names. The resemblance
to the first set is the carvings except these were religious
symbols. Another God nut on the loose and they are the worst
kind.

The first one had a large
rectangle cut out of his chest and 666 carved in his forehead.
Second a rounded off square with swirls under and a line pattern
going from upper right to lower left in an upside down L shape.
Third he recognized as the Tomoe, a Japanese symbol he remembered a
little of. Fourth had the Trident of Shiva, a well-known artifact.
The Trishula resembles the Trident of Poseidon. Not the same as the
first scene to is the man sized white stone. Once placed in the
back of the church’s yard and now stood in the middle. The bodies
laid out around the same head in feet out. Taped to the stone is a
hand written letter on what looked like parchment made of human
skin. If re-hydrated it will fit the piece missing from a
victim.

You found north south east
and west,

Now let’s put the wit of
the finest to the test.

What’s humble and
kind?

Ask for a life in peace of
mind?

What’s truth? What’s
bliss?

But forces people to lose
faith driven from happiness?

What is the course our
country is bound to take?

Know all that is law is my
foundation to break.

This stone will open to
show this state,

The lengths we will go for
a buck is this our fate?

Under it for a
signature is another symbol with a million different meanings. It’s
Celtic, the triple spiral, it had From a
Friend written above and on the stone is
the word “Entropy” wrote in blood.

“What the hell is going on
here?” said Mahone out loud to no one. The nagging in the back of
his head pulsed something is right there but he can’t see
it.

“Maybe I can be of help,”
said the Priest.

“What do you know
Father-”

“Just Joseph my son. The
symbols you see there have both ancient and modern religions. You
have Mayan or Inca who represent the west with the Caban symbol of
The Keeper of the earth. For the east the circle spiral is the
Japanese Tomoe. (toh-moh-ya) The one pointing south is the Trident
of Shiva. The direction not represented here is the north. As for
the rock we use it to represent the stone used to entomb Jesus.
There’s no religious significance to the stone other than
that.”

“Thank you father you have
helped. Spencer!” he yelled.

“Yah boss,” said Sgt.
Ball. They call him Balls Deep around the station and city. Not
because he’s on the task force for high profile crimes and dives in
head first. But his propensity to stick his dick into anything
moving. Mahone bet not moving objects would be fine to if their
warm. Might be why he’s got electric blankets in his trunk, to keep
them fresh.

“You still
playing naughty teacher with the geezer at Columbus University?
Your fuuuucked man
she’s 70.”

“Fuck off she’s 65, and
yah I am why?”

“You said she teaches
history of religion didn’t you? She’s someone’s grandmother man.
How old are you 40? Man you’re a prick.”

“Ancient Ruins and
Philosophy. She got a doctorate or some shit in religious
artifacts. Tell me how she became a fucking granny the Immaculate
Conception? Nineteen kids’ means she likes dick… Dick,” said
Ball.

“You’re still
messed up man. You need many hours of therapy. Many, many,
many fucking hours
of therapy. You’ll fuck anything that walks won’t you. You’ll be
the one to say ‘but it wasn’t rape, she was coming onto me. Come on
she’s wearing a tight dress. She was asking for it’. Your one
depraved sick puppy."

“Can’t joke about rape man
it’s not funny,” said a uniformed officer.

“You say it’s not funny
and I say fuck you I think it’s hilarious. How do you like that?
Picture Porky Pig raping Elmer Fud. Why do you think they call him
Porky?” said Balls Deep.

“What I wonder, is there
more rape in the North Pole, or closer to the Equator? These are
the things going through my mind sitting at home alone when the
power goes out,” said Mahone.

“And he’s the one who’s
fucked. I bet in the south,” another uniform answered.

“Nope the North Pole.
People around the Equator are naked all the time and drunk so there
has to be tons of fucking. Up north it’s fucking freezing. I think
the hardest thing an Eskimo rapist has to worry about is getting
leather pants off a kicking woman. Try keeping a hard on with that,
plus in -50 weather your dick will shrivel up like a stack of
dimes,” said Ball.

With the rest of the
pictures taken, and the evidence bagged Mahone released the crime
scene for cleanup. The priest had his garden back which will go
unused for a long time. He got into his car and sat there for 10
minutes in silence. Then the M.E climbed in ruining the last bit of
piece he’d get for a while.

Mahone drove the Medical
Examiner back to his office and headed across the street to his.
When he got back he found out there was another immigrant drugged
and then stripped and stabbed to death. Nine bodies today so far
and the sun hasn’t even risen yet.

“Sir, we got
the results back on the rope from the victim in the rape murder,
sorry, murder rape. Sick fuck! There was male DNA this time, he
fucked up. It came back to Paul Jefferson he owns a sporting goods
store at West End Avenue and 106th Street. I got under cover’s
watching both the shop and is home but he isn’t at either place.
Will get him in the morning how do you want to handle it?" said
Amber Smith.

She’s a Police Academy
honor student who flew through the course with the highest grades.
Mahone tested her dignity having detectives promise her
advancements in her career for sexual favors and she turned them
down and each one could keep those promises. Mahone pulled strings
to have her placed in his department because if not when she
finished her probation orientation he’d lose her to Vice or
Organized Crimes Division. He needed all the brains he can get, and
he’d be damned if he lost her to Pauline in Vice. The
self-righteous cunt wouldn’t let him live it down and would gloat
it over him.

“Take no chances use
tactical and go in hard.”

“Will do, sir I’d like to
be on the breach team myself I want this asshole more than anyone.
I told you Katie was my friend in grade school. I need her mother
to sleep now I got the bastard, plus I’m the one who caught the
guy.”

“You are the one who
cracked it, dealt with all the lab work oversaw the collection and
storing of evidence. You didn’t let a single piece out of your
sight in fear of botching your first big case. Who am I to deny you
the satisfaction?” said Mahone.

“Thanks boss. I can’t wait
to put the cuffs on the fuck, I’ll handle the paperwork now and
make sure everything’s in place. I’m going to station myself with
tactical at his store when he is out all night he is seen there
first.”

Mahone sat there as his
office door swung shut with a sick turn in his stomach. Even though
there on the right trail, it’s not his last kill. Something is
bound to go haywire though he couldn’t see how bad his day can grow
to get. Or it’s the wrong case he’s thinking of.

Mahone called the Medical
Examiner’s office and asked Lurch if he had the cause of death.
What came back is a massive coronary arrest, in layman’s terms a
heart attack. He informed him the other four, in his opinion, had
died the same way and is still waiting for the victims’ from the
Church to arrive.

It made little sense. How
can they all have the same COD and its natural? Eight people die of
heart failure, the oldest looked to be in his late 30s. Eight
physical fit people dropped dead within minutes of one another,
what’s he dealing with here? He’d have to wait on toxicology to
find out any useful information. He understood none of it but it’s
familiar to him, but how. The North South East and West, the poem.
It’s familiar to him but in a strange way like there’s five kinds
of déjà vu going on at once.

As he scanned through the
pictures at the carvings he wondered what the numbers are. So he
turned on his computer and typed it as longitude and latitude. What
came up on the map was like being kicked in the nuts and punched in
the face all at once. Google Earth zoomed in on his own house. With
his heart pounding he called his wife but didn’t get an answer.
Same time he had a radio in hand barking commands into it sending
units to his house. It’s now four in the morning and the time of
deep sleep. With his phone in hand he headed for the door yelling
orders for no one to enter his home and await his
arrival.

Mahone hits the road tires
squealing lights and sirens blazing. He loved his wife, but he
always hated the fact she lived so far from the city. To get from
the Justice Building to his house in normal traffic takes 45
minutes. When in any real crises a criminal needs three or less to
kill you and have his way. He picked up a tale of other cruisers
and had over a dozen before he took the off ramp from the Long
Island Expressway to Douglaston Parkway into his neighborhood.
Before he turned on to Regatta PL. the scene is complete
pandemonium. Fire trucks, ambulances, 30 cruisers and a half dozen
news vans packed the street. Mahone jumped out of his car without
putting it in park and it slammed into the back of another. He saw
the cops with their guns drawn poised and ready for action and
stood for a moment looking at his home, heart jack hammering in his
chest. A linebacker’s drive he went through the front door knocking
two officers down as if they were children.

“Where is my family!” he
screamed as he entered his home expecting the worst. Yelled their
names but stopped midway when he caught sight of the living room.
The room drenched in blood, walls, ceiling, floor, every bit of
furniture covered. It dripped off the fan and soaked two inches
thick into the carpet. He walked in not caring to preserve
evidence, all he can think of is his wife and kids’, murdered their
blood drained, and he’s now standing in it. Blood rushed to his
brain at an accelerated rate causing him to go dizzy as he pictured
his family slaughtered like pigs. He collapsed onto his
needs.

“Alex!" Came his wife
Maria’s voice behind him and he jumped to his feet covered from the
knee down in thick coagulated blood.

“Oh thank God you’re
alive, where are the kids’?"

“Their next door at
Halal’s house I didn’t want them to see the blood. Dylan would say
cool man and Kim would never sleep again. What’s going on here
Alex?"

“Why the hell didn’t you
answer the phone? How the hell did he manage this?" A sadistic man
entered his home and violated his sanctuary.

“The line is cut and a
cell jammer is hidden, were looking for it now. There’s a recorder
on the coffee table. Your wife said she doesn’t own it, do you?"
asked one of them who got tumbled when he arrived.

“Tape player?
No it’s not mine,” he said and made his way in when the cop grabbed
his arm to stop him entering. “Boy I suggest you let go right now
wearing a badge or not I will break you in pieces,
my family, not yours.”

“But sir
forensics is on the way and you will contaminate evidence if you go
in there.”

“There is no crime scene,
just blood, it’s too late to worry now isn’t it. Everybody has two
choices. One is to shut the fuck up, and the others to get the fuck
out. This is my house and I am a Lieutenant top of your food chain.
Got it?”

Mahone walk through the
blood and it’s thick and slippery under his feet. He picked up the
voice recorder using a cloth and walked back to the doorway and
stepped out of his shoes, no sense tracking blood through his
house. They walked down the hallway and set the player on the
island in his kitchen and the rest filled in around him. Mahone
took a deep breath as you can tell everybody else did too before he
pressed play. You heard the tape crackle before the man cleared his
throat and spoke.

“So tell me Detective
Mahone do you feel the anger of somebody violated with no cause
given? Are you feeling the horrors I see every time I close my eyes
and that white-hot grip of death closing around your soul, your
spirit, your being. As the cold hand death provides seized for that
one instant you walked into your safest of dwellings seeing all the
blood. Did you think your family is dead? I think even now as you
are listening to this you are holding her tight in solace and
comfort they are still alive. Unlike when you swore to protect mine
and failed to do so. Tell me Detective Mahone in your heart do you
believe anyone to be safe? The reason I didn’t kill them is because
they are not involved in this. Though it doesn’t mean I won’t use
them to have fun tormenting you like you tormented me. As much as
I’d like to make you suffer as you made me, but not with their
blood, not yet. A narcissist like yourself I know why you didn’t
notice who they are at the Harbor and the Church. Detective do you
recognize none of them? After being handpicked by you special
circumstances and placed in the tactical division. You can look
into their faces and don’t have a clue who they are? I can
understand everybody else at the scene not knowing right offhand
working in different districts. But you Detective. I thought you
would have, tisk-tisk, Detective. Is that any way to show you’re a
born leader, or a borne loser?”

It hit Mahone like a ton
of bricks who the eight men are. They were ESU, SWAT. A team he had
bred and groomed himself to be the finest entry squad in New York.
Each straight from the Academy to tactical unit after serving two
tours in Iraq. He has used their skills hundreds of times over the
last 10 years. It hit him, the man on the tape is right, he hadn’t
recognized them. Why he didn’t was because all they were is
government paid bodies to go into dangerous places for him. Come to
think of it he could come up with half their names offhand and it
sickened him he didn’t care enough to even recognize them
earlier.

“Those men you have been
using as human shields for years you don’t even care enough to know
even their faces. Arrogance is all and by the time I’m done
stripping your life apart you will know what it’s like to be
humble. To know what its like lose everything you care for most in
this world. We will start now. Your kids’ are safe at the neighbors
and those inside the house has 10… 9… 8… 7…”

“EVERYONE GET OUT
NOW!"

Everybody is quick to get
as far away from the house as possible as the recorder
counted.

“6… 5… 4… 3… 2…
1…”

There’s a few second lag
between one and the house exploding into a fireball of splintered
wood and debris flying in every direction. By the time the smoke
cleared in the dust settle two beat cops were dead and three
injured. What the hell is happening?

Mahone stood beside his
wife looking at the ruins. Memories, picture’s every bit of his
children’s upbringing and their achievements. His wife’s work and
his case files erased in the blink of an eye. Mahone couldn’t think
of how he did this or who’s talking on the recorder. What he can
think is, whoever’s on the tape is right. He didn’t care for the
people he worked with and who he worked for, the citizens or the
victim’s, even the victims’ families, none of it mattered. Not a
single thing but the end results and be the one to catch the bad
guy making himself look good while doing it. Egotistical is what he
is and never took inventory of what is important to him and now
look it’s all gone.
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SETTING THE
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The street’s alive now,
its 5: 30, and not a soul is asleep. Mahone stood on the cement
block where his front door used to be. Unable to understand how a
man got into his house, plant explosives everywhere, and fill his
living room with blood without his wife hearing. He Looked into the
hole in the ground and couldn’t believe everything he and his wife
worked for is gone. He stood with the words of that psychopathic
lunatic echoing in his ears. Was he right? Throughout his life he
has been blind to those who suffer and cause the pain in them as
their abusers did. Is being ignorant enough to spark such rage? His
mind raced too fast to think on the who and what of it. The list of
who he could have wronged to drive them to such measures and to
kill with such velocity filled with pure anger and hate is
endless.

In every case he has ever
taken he has done everything in his power to protect everybody, to
make sure the job got done right, he was by the book. Who’s he
kidding? No one is perfect and people died and there was nothing
you could do to stop it. You try to prevent the worst from
happening but sometimes it still happens. It didn’t mean the
screams of those victims’ still don’t ricochet around his mind at
night. Now according to the killer it’s his fault eight SWAT are
dead, and the blood is on his hands. Plus the two officers who died
at his home. Ten men gone with all they worked for in life
destroyed, stripped away from him. He felt like puking
again.

The bomb tech showed up to
take samples of the ashes and debris to figure out what explosive
substance is used to incinerate his house the way it did. He’s glad
there’s a good side yards to the neighbours the windows broken and
blackened but its minimal damage. For what it was it could’ve been
worse killing more than two people.

“Mrs. Mahone I must ask
you to step into the trailer and remove your clothing and shoes
please. We are getting readings of an RDX substance off of you,”
said a bomb tech holding a machine up to her.

“What the hell for?”
Mahone asked as the man handed him and his wife white jumpsuits or
bunny suits is what they all them at the station. For suicidal
prisoners and victims’ covered in evidence.

“We’ll need
you to remove your clothes as well sir.”

“Jesus Christ,
lost everything now you are taking the shirts off our backs.”
Mahone made a stink but they were doing their jobs as he has done a
1000 times. He stood there going through the steps his wife at his
side both of them now victims’. Faceless victims’ for the men he
works with conducting their investigation. It’s were Mahone should
stand. Now he felt what they feel, helpless. He’s now what he swore
he’d never allow himself or his family to be, prey.

Mahone and his wife
changed clothes putting on the suicide suits feeling more and more
pathetic. He looked at his wife as tears fell over her cheeks, she
wasn’t takin this well at all, how could she? Her whole life’s work
was in the house, he had items in safety deposit but nothing to
what they lost tonight. He stood there for a minute and watched his
wife getting dressed looking so broken and helpless. When she
looked up at Alex the complete emptiness of it filled them both and
for the first time in years he cried.

"Everything, my blueprints
my models my plans are gone. This will cost me the contract and I’m
going to be liable for millions. I can lose my job everything I
worked for Alex is gone. What are we to do baby?"

She’s an architectural
engineer at one of the most prestigious firms in the world. It took
years of hard work to get to where she is and in one moment it can
be taken away. She’s the one who made the money in the
family.

They stood in the street
looking at the hole in the ground and Mahone knew it’s his fault
why this was happening to them. Well that’s what the psychopath
claims. It wasn’t right to blame himself but it’s obvious he did
something to someone who thinks he deserve this by pushing them to
their breaking point.

“Excuse me
sir,” came the voice of a teenage kid standing on the curb behind
him.

“What is
it?”

“I have a
delivery for you. Sorry to bother you."

The kid handed him an
envelope that is thick and heavy and Mahone’s heart sunk. What now,
a severed human ear, this guy going Van Gogh on me?

“Thank-”
Mahone started but when he looked up but the kid vanished. He
noticed a smaller envelope attached to the bigger one and opened it
first pulling out a single piece of stationary that’s a page
long.

“Detective
Mahone, I imagine by now you are feeling the loss you swore to
protect your family from succumbing to, victimized because you fail
to keep your promise. Your wife stands there in a bunny suit as do
you but the impact is greater. I mean look at her biting her nails
it’s a terrible habit to have-”

The killer was
here or still is. He waved for a Detective to come over, a cop from
the 57th District, and told him to videotape the crowd. He looked
around at everyone to see if anyone isn’t from this neighborhood
but it’s impossible to tell.

“The kids’ are
safe, tucked away, protected from the violence that is your life
and what it will be for the rest of it. This is a sad day in the
Mahone homelessness-hold. You think what’s left is guarded with the
key kept in a false clip in your locker at work but it’s not. It’s
as unsafe and unprotected as the bank it’s held. Your prized
possessions in box 119B I must say you had a magical reception
Detective Mahone. The following documents are your children’s birth
certificates and one wedding picture. Enclosed is a list of
everybody you’ve ever harmed and anybody who has ever died at
you’re hand and the governments' arrogance. Those who have
succumbed to you and the charm you use to persuade the weak to do
your bidding. Those who are in need you exploit for what you want.
You are not a man but a coward. Those you have accused, and you
yourself victimized for your own benefit. Listed are those
responsible for the innocent blood that pours in the streets. The
court systems used not for justice but for personal gain and
profit. Sacrificing a lamb to the wolves to let a wolf run free for
your own influence and political gains. Every person in the city
involved in corruption is named as is their victims’. I wish by the
time I’m done the city will have learned. It’s a smart idea to take
the advice of those in a crisis when it’s their kin’s life on the
line and not their own. Maybe you will place the pieces of the
puzzle together before I am finished with you. But I doubt it very
much. As intelligent as you think you are your narrow sighted and
arrogant and need to open your eyes to the possibilities. So go
through your files and know I plan to get retribution for those you
call civilians. You don’t see the pain they live with and innocents
they lost because of people like you. The hostages lost, and the
people killed, the men and woman set up and the children made
victims’ for your governments pleasure. You were once someone who
stood against the tyranny of corruption and your morals could not
be bought with bribes or blackmail. One who can’t be threatened or
scared into what you believe is wrong and never forsake what you
believe to be right. You were a man of honor and respect, I don’t
know you still might be, and perhaps by the end of this will find
out. Your track record is not perfect, my friend, not as you want
it to be. You have a black cloud hanging over you the same as I do.
It will come into the light for all to see. Plans for you and I
together to cleanse the justice system and return it to its
righteous glory. Everyone knows the error of your ways it’s time
for the public to as well, you are civil servants and you work for
the people. Now you need to answer them.”

Mahone sat on the curb
beside his wife no longer able to stand. Everything that’s happened
it looks as though a hurricane is on its way leaving what happened
tonight the light drizzle before the storm. He felt the weight of
the envelope in his hand and imagine the worst case scenario. He
took the thick stack of paper out and looked at it and nobody could
ever be prepared for what he will to see on them.

First he pulled out an
8x11 picture of his wedding day. Two people caught dancing lost in
time locked in their love for one another. They smiled unaware of
the camera as the most rememberable moment they have ever shared is
captured, the thing is it’s not him and his wife. It’s his cunt
mother in-law who tried to sabotage the day including bringing her
24-year-old cabana boy toy with her. Next he fanned through the
stack of paper not even taking in the names. Or did he notice them
broken into two labeled columns. When Mahone flipped back to the
beginning the index read: “As disorganized as your life is. I give
to you the answers of everything you need in the same fashion. One
side is victims’ and the others predators, your job is to figure
out who is who?” The ledger is as thick as the Manhattan phone
book.

He went over the names on
the list and recognized a few of them. Name after name was popping
out the longer he looked. He couldn’t place most of them as to
being a victim or predator. People such as Lurch he knew well along
with a couple judges, crowns, people in the District Attorney’s
Office, people he’s arrested and a few who are victims’. There was
hundreds of political officials and big wig CEO’s. The never ending
list. Page after page of people he both recognized and didn’t. He
was flipping through for the third time when he notices something
on a page. Three names had a black line through them and once he
read the first name the rest came to him. He needed to radio it in
to tell the next of kin no matter what his problems are he’s still
alive. Plus the two being put in the back of the van in front of
him. Every cop in the city will be in an up roar and the streets
will soon become violent.
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The scene was a symphony
to Jordan Peterson. The fire trucks, ambulances and cop cars jammed
in the street. With news vans and spectators flashing their cameras
creating a thousand stars, helicopters above and their dancing
lights. It was, with the Mozart playing, complete peace and
serenity for him. He wished he could stay longer and watch but time
was running short the cleaning service should be there
soon.

The news played on the
T.V. beside him. They still have no clue who handled this onslaught
of violence to hit the streets of Manhattan. Or to confirm the
bodies found in the Hudson Harbor and Church uptown are connected.
Lieut. Alex Mahone and his wife watched as their house is
demolished in front of them. Such a beautiful skeptical for Jordan
and he’s thankful his host can provide him with such a perfect view
of the carnage. The man was a high profile lawyer or a Butt Plug as
their called by prosecutors. They screw you in the ass letting the
anal leakage of society leak back into the streets spreading their
skid marks. He’d use any form of corruption to get his clients off
and now Jordan had the proof to show the world and most of them
were murderers and rapists. The police will be able to arrest them
once the proof is delived.

Both he and
the man he watched through the telescope planned to change the
city. Every time he brought it up and tried getting the ball going,
something would happen. Jordan would manipulate the situation and try to make things
come to light but Alex would pull his disappearing act avoiding
him. Then assholes in suits would show up and say it’s wise not to
pursue any suspicions they have so Mahone hides. So it got to a
point where push meets shove and Jordan will shove the entire
meaning of justice over the cliff before he bowed down to its
corruption.

He looked at his watch,
it’s now seven, and the maid will be there in a few minutes. Jordan
had work to do and as it stood there was too much for the police to
handle. With the multiple homicides happening around the city let
alone adding his on top of it with cryptic messages. Messages that
meant nothing to most and everything to a few.

He loved the hunt, and he
has been doing it for years. Predators who are good enough to avoid
justice to prowl the streets of New York free and unjudged. Jordan
took extra pleasure in his after work activities even before his
wife died. Though it was too slow of a process and this plague of
darkness consumed his sole knowing what he did. By not stopping it
or doing something, is as despicable as joining them. Within three
days’ the news will say a one man wrecking crew brought New York to
its knees. Succeeds where the NYPD fails in catching its killers
and bringing them to justice. A cheaper more efficient
justice.






# # #






Mahone closed the door
connecting the adjoining rooms where the kids’ were sleeping in the
Fairmont Hotel he and his family now called home. He sat next to
his wife and massaged her knees the way she likes. She got up at
noise from the other room leaving Alex alone sitting on the bed
with the envelope. He had to turn it over to strategic crimes to be
analyzed but he wasn’t doing that without making his own copy. He
didn’t want names to do a disappearing act and vanish off the list.
If he is being thrown in head first there was no getting him off of
this case.

His wife came back into
the room several minutes later, eyes and face swollen red and the
tears on the verge of spilling again. “The kids’ are asleep
honey.”

“What did you say happened
to the house?”

“What do you think I told
them? The truth is what. They’re old enough to be told what is
going on Alex. Remember Dylan finding body parts on the door step
and what it did to him when we lied? Do you want to go through that
again? The kids’ will tell them when they go to school if there not
in there texting each other. What was it Alex?”

“I don’t know. Couldn’t be
C-4 because it wasn’t the sound of blasting caps. It was the
straight bang of the house. It wasn’t gas we’d have smelled it.
I’ll be told what it was when the lab results come in, you heard
nothing through the night?” Mahone asked rubbing his wife’s knees
again the list tossed on a chair forgotten for now.

“No. You know I’m dead to
the world on Ambien I’m glad I got up for a snack and noticed the
blood. That’s when I took the kids’ to the neighbor’s house then
hell broke out on the street. It was strange Alex. I can understand
police and emergency services showing up because you telling them,
but I don’t even think they were at Ground Zero as fast. Please
tell me what’s going on, are we safe? Are you safe?”

His wife is scared for her
family with every right to be. Anyone who watched that happen right
in front of them and isn’t, she didn’t want to meet that
person.

“Yes my love you and the
kids’ are safe and have nothing to fear. Protection around the
clock and escort wherever you need to go. I am understanding more
looking through the list placing more names with more faces and
weather they are victims’’ or a predator. Once we understand who’s
who, we can better work what he wants and what his goals are and
stop him before anyone else gets hurt-”

“Alex knock
off the bullshit!” said Maria. Alex has never given her the run around of double talk
he fed the news when he knows the truth. “Tell me, are
you safe? Are
you Alex Mahone safe in this? Please baby we have faced nothing like this before don’t lie.
Will you come home in the end?”

“Let me be honest with you
then and tell you what’s happening as far as I can tell. The
victims’ here are the 8 SWAT members crossed off scattered around
the ledger. I don’t know if they are in the new victim category
because of me and something I did. Or if they are predators’ being
taken care of as promised by whoever is doing this. Every name on
this list has meaning, some are good, some are bad and others are
both. Look here, you see this name, Susie Cinch, she was 8, took
hostage along with five children from a day care. He took them into
a building and there was one dead on scene when we arrived. This
man then took this little girl and threw her off the balcony on the
tenth floor. Her parents and I stood and watched her body bounce
off a cop car before you hear her bones crumble at your feet as she
skidded to a stop. Tried and sentenced to a mental hospital instead
of jailed and put to death for what he did. Escaped four years
later killing a mother and her young daughter and fleeing the state
in her minivan never to be heard of again. I mean I hope someone
recognized him and did the world a favor and killed him, but I
could wish in one hand shit in the other. The fact is he’s out
there free and able to do anything he wants. It’s the justice
systems fault how easy it is to corrupt and manipulate it to get
what you want. Well if you are a criminal.”

“This guy here
had his wife and two kids’ held hostage in his house, a complete
barricade with no visual. It was going on 22 hours of negotiations.
The reason it went so long was because he could confirm everyone
was alive and unharmed. But because he was talking rational and
appeared as though he will give any moment. Protocol dictates
extreme measures only be used if hostages are in imminent danger.
He was lucid, and we were doing our job.”

Mahone broke off trying to
hold himself together remembering what he saw, and it still wasn’t
the worst.

“We devised an
entry strategy, and we had him on the phone. It was quiet in the
background but it was on and off the whole time. We heard him
grunting and becoming agitated again. We thought he was
hyperventilating, so we breached the door and entered the house. He
was on top of his wife cutting her throat with a knife while raping
her. His kids’ lay dead on either side of him stabbed to death.
Twenty one wounds’ in his son and 14 in his daughter. His wife’s
head was near decapitation by the time we pulled him off her. But
that’s not what makes this case one of the unique ones. If it were
as simple and played out as that then everything to be done had
been. What’s wrong with the case was the kidnapper is the brother
to Chief Justice Carrel Hanson and he had his finger on the wait
button. There was other circumstances that would have made our
response times quicker. We found out he kidnapped them before but
it got taken care of by the family and there was never a report of
the incident. The domestic cases got dismissed in court so his
record was clean. Does it make me justified in my actions? No it
doesn’t. It justifies none of it because I could have done
something different but let others influence me to wait. It’s not
even the worst. To protect my future I allowed them to
die.”

Maria sat there holding
her husband head in her arms as he told his story. One she never
heard the full details of and it didn’t matter what happened. If
any of that got out it be the end of his carrier and possible
freedom. “That wasn’t all,” echoed. “Not even the worst of it,” she
feared what it could be and how deep this went.

Mahone looked up at his
wife. “Had none of this happened today and you asked me to name any
of these cases. I’d have told you I need to check my files. I
wouldn’t be able to tell you them off hand, I’m pathetic. These
years spent protecting people in a job you get into because you
care and want to be the difference you are trying to make. He is
right if you look at my stellar carrier I have benefited my own
reputation and never took time out for the victims’’. I’ve saved
thousands of lives but did it to play the hero and now it’s coming
back on me.”

“You can’t blame yourself
or say you’re a bad person for not getting emotionally involved
with the people you help. With other detectives I have seen both
good and bad results. I have always thought you were one of the
smart ones because you left work there and had more time for me and
the kids’. You devoted yourself to protecting the innocent and even
the criminals. When you come home you weren’t a cop you were a
husband and a father. You did so much more than most of the force
combined. Don’t put yourself down that’s my job to do and I will
not do it with this. Now tell me, will you be safe?”

“Something is
wrong and I can feel it. I can’t describe it but it’s not
wright.”

“Alex look me
in the eye and tell me the truth tell me what you feel? Please I
half to know, are you going to
die?” she asked never wanting him to
answer.

“It has to be
him or me, one or the other. We both can’t live,” he stared into
his wife’s eyes. “Yes, this time I think,
I’m going to die.”
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Jordan walked
along E 57th street near 2nd
Avenue keeping track of a red Honda accord
trolling the district for the early bird special. He knew the spot
under the Queensboro Bridge where his target brought his other
victim. He watched as the lights turned off and everything in the
car went dark and quiet, he had seen what will happen to the woman
in the passenger seat.

They climbed out of the
car and ducked behind a dumpster when then there’s a muffled scream
and her being choked unconscious. A quick sprint across the street
with flap jack in hand he brought it down fast and hard onto the
man’s head knocking him out. He had his fiber wire around the man’s
neck and twisted it like a screw, blood crawling down as it broke
the skin. Jordan kept going until he heard and felt the soft snap
of his spinal cord. He hoisted the body into the passenger’s side
of his car. As he turned to leave a faint small voice came out from
behind him sounding so young. Abandoned by her parents and
scrapping for food in the garbage cans and giving thanks for half a
hot dog he tossed in.

“Thank you-”

“Go home to your parents
or where ever you come from and if you have nowhere, then leave the
city, get off the streets and change your life.”

He got into the car
without looking back once at her making sure she didn’t see his
face. A ski mask in the middle of July will draw unwanted
attention. Best thing to do is act as if you are meant to be there
and no one will notice you.

He drove to the Justice
Building and when you’re within a twelve block radius you’re on
camera in a dozen different angles. When he leaves he will need to
be careful. He pulled up his hood on his sweater and climbed out of
the car. He then dragged the body over the center into the driver’s
seat. With the car still idling he wrote Mahone’s name on a note
then taped it to the steering wheel. As he walked away from the car
he concealed not just his face but hands too. Jordan altered the
way he moved and made himself appear right handed to the cameras
watching.






# # #

Mahone entered the car
park and sat in his spot for the few precious moments of peace he
will have. It was a couple hours since everything in life got taken
from him. He and his family survived and were together, it had to
count for something didn’t it? Unlike the list sitting in his lap
feeling as though it was a five hundred pound dead weight. The
people in the ledger who lost their loved ones or had their entire
family’s turned into dust. He’s not stupid because whoever’s behind
this could have killed him last night. There was a delay and Mahone
thinks he was watching and triggered the bomb to go after the house
cleared. He found out local police were called before he even
finished searching google.

He sat there trying to get
his anger under control dreading going into the bull pen. Everyone
with a badge is in on this and will want the details about last
night. Detectives and News Reporters, the one thing they have in
common, there fucking vultures, and nothing can stop them when they
smell your blood.

Straight past
the Bull Penn wanting to get out of the bunny outfit and ignoring
the condolences thrown his way as he passed. He locked the door but
before he got half the suit tore off there was banging. He screamed
at them to leave the knocking stopped at once, good to be the boss.
Next he picked up the phone and dialed forensics. Placed on hold
for Erick Hagans head of toxicology and pathology in the lab he
sparked a smoke for the first time in over ten years. He figured
they’d be the last thing to kill him and put it somewhere between
getting an infected scrotum and setting his own house on
fire; cocksucker.

“Mahone I was going to
call you,” Eric’s voice came on bringing Mahone back.

“Tell me what you have so
far and include what you’re guessing. Even farfetched, I don’t
care.”

“On the blood in your
house, positive as being human, by the picture taken my guess is
five victims’. As for the explosive used preliminary results have
come back to a mixture of cyclonite and C-14 plastic explosive and
underline of high density thermite. How he administered it into
your home is unknown but whoever did it has military training at
least. He’s got access to the explosives because this grade isn’t
available to just anyone. Plus not everyone knows how to cook it up
in their back yard.”

“But could a civilian make
it himself without military connections?”

“Anything is possible,
will Hallie Barry come over and give me a once around while
Florence Henderson licks my balls? Sure it could happen, but it
won’t.”

“Now what Henderson is
that, back in the 60s when she looked good?”

“2013 Henderson she looks
better now as an eighty year old then when she was
younger.”

“What is it with this
department your fucking degenerates?”

“I don’t know what to tell
you other than 70 is the new 20.”

“What’s in the Tox screen
on the dead officers? Lurch said they appeared to be heart attacks
but there has to be something more.”

“We are conducting test on
them now. There are a hundred different poisons that can kill you
and can’t be traced in the body within hours of death. I won’t
count on getting much out of them other than the carvings. My best
bet is he turned the explosive into a liquid. Able to incorporate
the elements the way he did, created a dangerous and volatile
explosive to transport. What you need is the spark from a plug
socket to set it off and blow up your house. As for the poison
Lurch said Ricin, but I don’t. Clouding in the eyes and cerebral
haemorrhage in the brain point that way and the Tox report will be
clean. Untraceable and there’s no cure you get hit with that shit
walk into a hospital and tell them. They’ll make you comfortable
until you die. You wanted my guess.”

“So you’re telling me a
guy out there can blow up a small building and it’s a bottle of
water. That same bottle can still kill as many people if all they
do is take a drink?”

“Shit a man
with half a brain and a few Castor Beans can produce enough ricin
to equal two packs of sugar. It takes a couple grains to kill a 200
pound man. So either way, going up in a blast or poked with a pin,
he could do significant damage. I should say has,"

“Fuck. Alright thanks.
Call me when you learn something new.”

A deep draw on another
cigarette he couldn’t remember why he stopped. His wife never did,
and he never smoked indoors but still had lung cancer making Alex
quit. But options are less in the favor of life every minute this
case continued. He looked up and then took notice of Amber standing
there judging him. Mahone has never thought of her with a sexual
attraction, or younger girls, didn’t stop him from appreciating
true beauty when he saw it.

“What’s wrong sir? Do I
have a cliff hanger?”

“What do you think of me
Amber?”

“I think you are a
brilliant man, intellectual and in tune with your surroundings. You
give off an energy others can draw inspiration-”

Mahone cut her off with a
wave of his hand. “Now I want you to get off your knees and stop
stroking me. And what was that, was that a pinky sneaking in the
backdoor?”

“Let me
finish.”

The first lessons he
taught her in the Academy. You never meet someone you don’t know
intimate facts about beforehand. He thought he was introducing
himself breaking new ground for her in the big exciting world of
the N.Y.P. D Police Academy. But a month later he found out she was
the one pulling the strings and pushing the right buttons to get
into homicide. Amber always felt true talent in the force is best
used to protect those who cannot protect themselves. To provide a
voice for those whose voices got taken from them. She lectured she
could go into gang and drugs and fight the good fight with them.
But where is it Homicide is when the gang bangers bang gangs and
the dead litter the street? They are there talking with those there
to suffer and the ones she can reach is the most important
generation, our children. The one's left behind either too young to
start or just getting into the game. That’s where she let her voice
be heard and help every child who will let her. In the short time
she has been working she has made more street level contacts than
anyone else ever has. It had nothing to do with who her father is
suspected of being, it’s about being human and caring.

“I love you as a dad but I
will need your gun if I’m to say what I want next. I need to be
assured you won’t shoot me. First off you’re a dirt stinking, you
know that whore, skanky, sower, yeast infection smell we get from
the hookers along Lexington? Well you make one of those old cunts
look as fresh as a strawberry shortcake you want to sink your
teeth. That’s what you are in a nut shell. You’re an ignoramus and
narcissist. No one likes you but me and a few of the guard cops
too-dumb-to-get-off-the-desk-but-still-have-a-badge. Couple the
guys around here don’t mind you but you don’t get invited to social
events do you? Whose birthday is happening out there they cracked a
40 year old bottle of your favorite Scotch? Even with the shit
piling…..”

She waited a minute
watching his face get red. It wasn’t because she was calling him
out but what they were drinking without him.

“See you’re an
asshole. A fucking prick and no one likes you, you know that right?
You have worked with Jamal for fifteen goddam years, on and off,
and you didn’t even have a clue it’s his fucking birthday. You’re a
real piece of shit.”

Amber stood up at this
point at first not wanting to be so belligerent with him. He is an
asshole, and she never took shit from people and was always told
she’s opinionated. He never gave her any more headache than the
regular T.O. gives his student, and nowhere near what other people
get thrown their way. If ever there was a time for someone to call
him an asshole though it was now. She was a daughter to him in more
ways than one. They were family, and as much of an asshole he can
be if anyone in the department was ever in danger he’d help. Flat
tire: fuck you walk the ten mile to town and get fixed. She was
ready to leave when he proved who he is and she burst out
laughing.

“You’re telling me those
cocksuckers have a bottle of Whyte and Mackay and didn’t invite
me?”

“To be fair the Chief, not
the Deputy, took it from the stash you got for talking the
importers kid out of committing suicide. Wasn’t it the same day
another woman jumped off a building?”

“Perks of the
job.”

“What is, the scotch, or
the splatter effect from a jumper?” those are one's Amber didn’t
feel bad they died. If someone has a gun to your kids’ head telling
you to jump, jump. There’s no reason otherwise acceptable. “Now
what’s this colossal shit storm we got brewing?”

“Never mind my case you
got the raid in forty five minutes what’s the status? Is everything
signed?”

“I will let Mathew and
Spencer handle it and help you. The ledger he sent you with the
names what have you made of it so far? Did he give you a clue to
help work it out?”

“Now where’s the fun? Miss
the opportunity he created himself to put one of the finest
detectives in the country through flaming hoops of dog shit. You
can help when you get back.”

“What of the officers and
the markings? How is it connected to you?”

She noted the time, four
minutes until the squad left for the raid.

“I’ll know in a few hours
when we go to Columbus to see a Professor there who can help with
the symbols. The SWAT members have dealt with dozens of the cases
on here. I’m not saying their guilty and deserved to die. By the
end of this we may find everyone has something they don’t want the
world to find out. The situation is this Amber, It doesn’t matter
if I live through this my carrier is gone. A shit load of other
dirty people, real low life’s who are high ranking, will get locked
behind bars. Their names are on the ledger and it doesn’t say who
is who, so it’s anyone’s guess but a few are obvious. I might not
go to jail, but I’ll lose my job at the least. I want you to be
ready for the worst kid-o. Alright go on your raid you deserve it
you worked hard for this. By the time you get back the command
station will be at the Justice Building. Thanks for the finger
earlier it felt nice.”

With her gone he’d be on
his own between now and seven. That’s when the Brass shows up to
show off on T.V. Giving empty promises there pulling in every
resource to catch these cop killers. Yah when its ten dead cops
they will stop the city 23 kids’ get murdered a few years back and
there wasn’t even half this action.

There’s two large board
rooms set up with detectives and officers being assigned duties but
Mahone bet they’d find nothing useful in the ledger. Not without
the key, every map has a key, even if it’s just names. The names of
the people that were victims’ he put into a list on its own he
called “Survivors” because he’d never call himself a victim out
loud. He didn’t even think he could say survivor. He didn’t feel to
be one of those either. Not until this was over and he’s the last
man standing. By then his career will be over and he has accepted
it and even deserve it. There was more than once he acted an ass
out there trying save lives. Boy what we tell ourselves to justify
our actions.

The tactical team was
back, and it was too fast and without its normal cheer to be good.
This ended one of two ways: (1) the suspect killed himself
depriving them of the honor. (2) He wasn’t there because it should
have taken them another hour to be cleared to leave the scene. One
thing you learn working the pit when it’s a kill you can hear them
hooting and hollering from downstairs.

Mahone’s phone was ringing
when Amber came through the door looking glum. She knew raids don’t
always go as planned. Sometimes the suspects are there and other
times their not. They have their man identified, and it was on roll
for the morning edition news so it was a matter of time
now.

“Mahone.”

“Sir head to Pearl Street
we have a report of a man in a car with his face covered in blood.”
Said Mary-Ann the receptionist thirty years old and insists on
everyone calling her Mary-Ann.

“What?” He didn’t wait for
an answer he picked up his SIG Glock 31 and headed out the door.
“Emergency downstairs all hands off dicks come on we got work to
do.” Though with most of the team across the street at the Justice
Building the Bull Penn was near empty.

The street is cordoned off
on four sides by the time they got there and the bomb squad had a
rover sweeping the car for explosives. It was nerve racking
standing there waiting to see if the car will blow having escaped
once today. Makes you look at life closer and your significance in
it. It’s not an accident you walk away from that happens every day.
An asshole picking you out to be his source of entertainment,
that’s winning the fucking lottery. With a wave of the hand from
the one with the remote they approached the car.

Mahone, Amber
and Spencer, walked to the car when Mahone grabbed them, “hold on a
sec. Get to the clear
zone!” as everyone got behind the cars,
trucks and buildings Mahone went to Captain Anthony Cortez head of
Bomb Squad. “You have one of those electric guns they use to stop
street racers?”

“Yah the EMP gun, but are
you sure? It means no evidence or whoever’s in the car. Fire works
for everyone, Alex.”

“Answer me this what is
the alternative?”

“You and two of your men
go to the car while my guys move back to the safety zone. We watch
as you name the man or you shower us in bits of roasted Mahone and
Friends.”

“Shoot the
car.”

With no plates to make an
I.D. the man in the driver’s seat needs to be identified if
possible. There are photos being run through facial but it will
take hours plus the face is covered in blood making it
harder.

One of Cortez’s men stood
behind a large blast shield holding a sci-fi looking toy and
waiting for the signal to fire. This was the safest way to see if
they were safe to approach the car. After being told the
preliminary work on the explosive used at his house it could be set
off with a simple electrical pulse. Mahone didn’t want to be face
to face with an explosion again without protection between him and
death. There was a sharp pulsing sound but no big show of a gamma
beam hitting the car. After thirty seconds the officer gave a
wave.

They walked up to the car
and Amber was the first one at the driver door. Mahone was leaning
in the passenger side looking the dash and interior over for
visible evidence. There was nothing in it anywhere not even the
registration. The only thing other than the body was an envelope
taped to the wheel with the same slanted writing he saw a few hours
prior.

He knew what it was and
who it was from, his new BFF. Without worrying to put on gloves and
preserving the envelope Mahone reached through the window and
snatched it off the wheel.

“Sir, it's Paul Jefferson
the Dumpster Strip Strangler. Why is he here?” said Amber using a
pen and move the head to better see the man’s face.
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Mahone pulled the single
piece of paper out of the envelope and took a minute in unfolding
not wanting to read what’s written on it. But the detective in him,
that curios cat chopped in half on the train tracks, forced
him.

“Detective Mahone, what an
exquisite morning it’s turning out to be. So full of surprises you
never know what you may find in the Cracker Jack Box. With the NYPD
all you find is a box of Cracked Jack-offs. Let’s see if we can
have fun shall we. With so much on your plate to handle in this
beautiful city I thought I may lend a hand to the department. With
the new excitements’ set to come your way let me save you some
time. The bank is a dead end for you so don’t worry yourself.
Everything is gone and I hope it feels good deep down inside losing
everything. Dora Hazel should provide you with insightful
information though it won’t be her who gives it. Before your head
spins she’s not on the list so you need not worry for her. I hope
you are ready for the action packed day I have scheduled for
you.”

“Where is he getting this
Intel? We found out the appointments today at noon when I got back
from the raid,” said Amber.

“Couldn’t tell you. I’d
say he’s guessing and an easy one. Columbus is the only University
with someone who specializes in symbolism and he’s planning this
out. Remember in an investigation the killer is making the plans. A
good one will work his around any potential case knowing where we
will go and who’ll will interview. A way he can keep tabs on us and
have the same information to an extent.”

“That’s smart. Why don’t
all killers and criminals do that?”

“Because most of them are
dumber than a second coat of paint. This guy isn’t just focusing on
what he’s doing but what we’re doing. We need to be careful with
Intel on this case. Hay look at it this way, we got the
son-of-a-bitch and you can give your friends mother one better than
catching the guy.”

“You don’t remember her
name do you, boss?”

“Not a clue,” he said and
led the way back to his office.

“So even with him telling
you he knows where you will go you’re still going? Isn’t that
dangerous and stupid?”

“He says she isn’t on the
list. Sometimes with these people you have to play into their hand
to see what they want or what they plan to do next. One thing for
sure, the safest place you can be is right beside me. For the time
being but that won’t last long, and when I say stay out of it and
run, you run,”

“Why’s that?” Spencer
asked.

“If he wanted me dead then
I’d be so, right now I’m homeless and without a change of
underwear. But you need to remember this; when I tell you it’s no
longer safe anymore it’s not. Come that time anyone close is
collateral damage.” His cell rang.

“This is
Detective Bryan Miller 111th Precinct I got a DB and it’s
got your name written on it. The deceased is Franklin
Deere,”

“The dip shit mob lawyer
of the stars?”

Said to be untouchable and
working for not one but four major crime families. It’s understood
if any of them ever killed him then it’d be a war. Mahone couldn’t
understand it the guy was good yah, but why put so much on the line
for a lawyer. He always suspected Deere had the cream of the crop
on each family which made him a god in some circles.

“The one and only. I got
primary of the case but it's connected to what happened last night
at the Harbor and at your home. So I guess it’s your case. This
guy’s got a genuine hard on for you doesn’t he? A whole SWAT team
in one scoop I’d like to know how he did that one.”

“Well I have to figure it
out. Send me a copy of the letter and work the case same as any
other. I will put a call into your captain and get you transferred
down here for the case I can use all the help.” It was
rhetorical.

“No problem I’ll have it
out to you. Is there anything you want me to look for specific?
This guy doesn’t come off the normal coo-coo killer kind. Thiers no
markings on this one?”

“Get a feeling for the
room and what’s around see if something pops out at
you?”

“The thing moved is the
telescope. Taken from the bedroom to the living room balcony, odd
because there’s nothing to see except water. The bedroom you got
other buildings and people to peep on, here nothing.”

“What’s the
address because there’s few high rise condos in the
111th?”

“Were at Bell
and 18th Ave.” For the next several minutes he stood there wondering
what to do. This guy will be his boss for this case and it’s never
smart to piss off your boss, and even less so when you’re a
cop.

“Where was the letter
found?”

“Taped to the telescope,”
said Miller.

Without touching he took a
glance through the scope and couldn’t believe where it’s pointed.
Across the water he saw the smoldering of Mahone’s
house.

“You need not tell me what
you’re seeing and you won’t find shit to help you there. Free
yourself and get your ass downtown.” Mahone slammed the phone.
“Cocksucker was watching my house the whole time it happened. The
high profile lawyer is murdered and uses his balcony and telescope
to watch his tormenting my family.”

“You got to hand it to him
though, he’s on the list and a monster. The same as people he gets
off of murder. Plus used his place for a front row seat to the
show, creative if you ask me,” said Amber.






# # #






Jordan sat in his
warehouse overlooking his bulletin boards with its pictures and
notes spread over every inch of all fifteen. He put down his pen
and looked at the picture of his family. His beautiful wife, Jena
so full of life and never know what she’d get you into next. His
two children, Jordan Junior 9 and daughter Brooklyn 7. He closed
his eyes to fight tears always burning to flow but Jordan never
allowing them. Not yet, he wasn’t ready. When he was will be the
time he accepted everything and be able to mourn them knowing he
did something right. They were dead because of him and he has a
promise to keep. Made to his wife when the burden of what she did
was too much to bare. He swore he would stand true to the justice
Lady Liberty stood for and never break his Oath. But he didn’t, and
they’re dead.

He stood and walked to a
cleared space in the room were five bodies lay waiting for him on
stainless steel tables. Each of them repeated sex offenders who got
there jollies by playing doctor with kids’. As he loaded them into
the van he felt his skin crawl in disgust and slammed the doors
shut glad to get them out of his warehouse. Jordan noted the time,
9AM. He’s on schedule and he climbed behind the wheel glad he never
fails to plan. He sat there a minute as the urges seizing him again
since his wife and kids’ died got stronger. It was because of her
he can control the monster. The one who drives him to the lengths
he will go to protect the innocent.
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The SWAT team got scooped
up easy as an unwatched kid filling his pockets with candy in a
store. That night they were at their usual watering hole, and as
cop bars are, it was full. After a day of saving lives and picking
on people, we like to indulge. Hell if it wasn’t for cops the small
bar would be out of business. You get an unknown substance thrown
in your face a few times a week and tell me you don’t drink.
Several of them there the last night anyone saw SWAT alive are on
shift now giving statements.

The team had been in a
shootout with a Vietnamese gang and there was two fatalities. After
any officer involved death mandatory psych appointments and no less
than three day decompression period. A paid vacation to Atlantic
City for most on the force. No one at the bar remembered anything
out of the ordinary. They did what they do every other time, get
drunk and go prowling for tail. None of them were in a relationship
and it wasn’t odd for them to disappear for a few days following a
shooting. The killer could have known, and might be why he chose
them. Then his eye’s wandered to the original copy of the ledger
and doubted it.

“Boss, one officer at the
bar that night left with them. They got into a stretch limo after
driving around downtown for an hour he had to go. He doesn’t
remember them ordering one and as far as I or anyone else knows
they never have. Not on our salary. Get drunk and crawl home on a
normal night and money for the bus on a good one, but not a limo.
We contacted the limo company just waiting for them to get back to
us,” said Spencer.

“What the fuck do you mean
call you back go there if you have to!” Mahone needed a stiff
drink.

“Sir its ten
to nine by the time we get there we’d have got through
calli-”

“I don’t give a shit get
out of here and get results!” He threw his whisky glass at the door
shattering it, Amber is almost hit with shards.

“Gee thanks boss just what
I’m looking for workers comp. for you taking out one of my eyes.
Can you try not to blind someone today what’s the problem?” Without
waiting for his answer. “I’ve been checking auto theft, seventeen
limos stolen this year, three private four commercial. The officer
remembered lemons branded on the interior. Its Lucky Lemons Limos.
They are used for charters to Atlantic City and they reported one
missing a few weeks ago. Do you think it’s how he got them in one
place? Your drunk come out of a bar high on life and cheap pot they
took off a kid. Hay there’s a limo, and the driver tells you it’s
stocked with booze and paid for the night. Hell I would have
climbed in there.”

“No you wouldn’t. But yah
it’s plausible. Administer a sleep agent in the air system or the
liquor wouldn’t be hard once you had them in the limo. Good vehicle
to transport multiple bodies. Call Yen and tell him we need him on
video to go through the city footage see if we can’t find the way
they traveled.” Said Mahone getting up from his desk and grabbed
his thermos of coffee. “Delegate your task we have to get to the
University.”
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Jordan parked in the car
park at Center and Whites not far from the courthouse. Marked with
the city catering service used to provide for jurors and criminals
alike he moved without restrictions. Next to Judge Richard Brown’s
space, and five minutes to spare, he got his gear ready.

While he waited he checked
the syringe filled with a mix of Etomidate 1.0mg inducing a
hypnotic state. Propofol 3.0mg to induce fast acting sedation and
Ketalar 3mg to keep him out for two hours. Once the needle finds a
vain its lights out in an instant leaving no time to react. If you
get a muscle then it takes a few seconds longer. Biggest reaction
was a yelp of shock and turning to see what stabbed them. By that
time their down for the count. It was a wonderful combo. He climbed
out of the van and left the door unlatched setting the sliding side
the same.

Jordan was in position
when the Jag pulled into its parking spot and cut its engine.
Jordan stayed crouched out of sight and waited for the right
opportunity. The judge got out and closed his door then opened the
back leaning in to get his briefcase. This is when Jordan made his
move. He plunged the needle into the neck and he didn’t even have
time to stand up right before he collapsed into the car. Jordan
moved the limp body from the car to his van. He took the judges
briefcase in hope the last nail he needed for Judge Richard Browns
coffin is in it. It didn’t matter ether way for Jordan but it was
the bigger picture he painted that mattered. The public
one.

He pulled out of the car
park making his way to Columbus University. It was ten in the
morning and the halls would be empty at 11. When he got there he
had ten minutes to spare when parking in the loading bay of the
Riverside Theater on Riverside Drive. He used his access card to
get into the maintenance hallways and making sure the janitor had
left for his lunch. He liked the parts of this he didn’t have to do
much preparation and having taught here a few years so he had the
lay of the land.

Jordan went to the storage
room and wheeled out a large blue container made for recycling and
big enough for what he needed. Next he went back to the van and
opened the back doors. He’s exhausted after he loaded the five of
them. Hated himself for not keeping up with his physical fitness
his wife making him lazy over the years. He wheeled the bin through
the tunnels running under the whole campus. If you hadn’t been
there you will get lost in minutes and never make it where you
want. It is a labyrinth going in every direction.

Once he was across the
street under Knox Hall he would have to make three trips because
only the smaller bins could fit in the elevators. He transferred
the bodies and loaded two of the carts. He hid the others behind
ones in the hall throwing trash on top to cover them. While the
elevator made its way up he used the bin as leverage to hoist
himself and retrieve his bag from the escape hatch. The way to open
it would be from the outside in the shaft unless you are a fire
fighter and have the magnet slide and know how it works.

He wheeled the carts down
the hall and into the Department of History and Religion and closed
the door behind him. He made quick work in setting everything up in
the room having retrofitted the thing the room didn’t have is a
rope pulley on the ceiling. It wasn’t hard to install and conceal
in the roof with a couple bolts, putty, sanding and there you have
it. Once everything was in perfect position Jordan went back for
the third bin. Now quarter passed eleven he had 45 minutes for the
morning break when the halls will swarm with people for fifteen
minutes then be deserted again.

The odd person is all
right in a place like this. In 99% of places, if you look and act
the role you’re portraying, you’ll be a blur to people. Pair of
light glasses and not dark shades inside a building. A hat, not a
baseball hat, sports hats are fine nothing to plain nothing
extravagant. Always make your disguise in suit with who you are in
personality and look. A good fake mustache in tone with your skin
and a pinkish scare healing on the cheek. You make sure nothing
sticks out you don’t want. If all goes as planned then your clean
and need not worry your descriptions remembered. You will come face
to face with someone you shouldn’t have it’s inevitable. A
distinguishing mark they will remember more than everything else is
good. Jordan has heard people get the easiest observations wrong in
court. But they remember the scar, horrid teeth, large eyebrows,
and often a body odor some people can’t help.

Once he had what’s needed
he went as fast as he can while being delicate and vigilant. With a
nail gun it’s easy to hold the pedophiles up right in desks in a
half circle Bibles in hands. Kind of wished they were alive for
this, to watch the show and be part of it. Their blood is needed
and plans can’t always be perfect so you have to use what’s on hand
sometimes. He then laid a large cross of Jesus on the ground face
down and grabbed the judge. The judge regained consciousness, a
surprise to Jordan, the dose used they stay out for a few hours. Oh
well time to talk. Once he had him tied to the cross Jordan stuffed
a cloth in the judge’s mouth. He then shot several nails threw his
arms and feet securing him.

“Wakie, wakie Judge. I’d
like chat for a minute before I leave you to die at the hands of
Alex Mahone. You know him well don’t you your honor. Please feel
free to speak we are not in your chambers or your court. You’re in
the house of God and a higher Judge is presiding, can’t you sense
his presence pressing on you?”

“Who are you, what do you
want?” the Judge fought to gain enough vision to see who was
standing in front of him.

“Never mind who and what
of the situation for the time being and turn your focus to the men
sitting before you. Every one of them guilty of child abuse in the
most disgusting way. I’m willing to nail you to a cross with Jesus
but I won’t even say what they did. Isn’t it sad your worship? A
man of justice lobbying against the age limit children involved in
violent crimes can testify. Plus using your own daughter’s
molestation to justify it. You used your child to protect your
brother. He’s the one up front. Sorry I got carried away skinning
him.”

Jordan took a minute as
the Judge flailed and made the cross rock in the middle of the
room. The judge’s hands coming through the nails but the rope
holding him in place.

“You see your honor the
Supreme Court ruled in your favor. Because you presented evidence
your daughter was too young and to traumatized by the event. She’s
to broken to testify as children are at that age. You even went so
far to say the identity of her attacker may not even be truthful
out of fear from threats made by the real predator. That’s fucking
sick how could you? How the fuck can you use your child like that?
Then I remembered what she said once, you had a different iPad that
wasn’t the same one investigators searched. She said daddy’s robot
pad. At the time and the whole time I thought of it as a child’s
mistake. I can imagine what you did to shut your wife up. Then I
see you in court take out an iPad with a silver circuit board case
and put it away fast to pull out a black one. I thought on it and
the little girl came to mind. I realized what could be on it and
was it the right one. You care to fill me in before I have a
gander?” Jordan walked to the Judge with the iPad and pulled the
cloth out of his mouth.

“There is nothing in
there. Its files are protected. Why are you doing this…”

The Judge swayed back and
forth trying to focus unable to see the man in front of
him.

“Passwords slow the
process. I’m uploading everything on here to my SkyDrive and the
world will see as I do. I’m sorry we have little time I was
thinking you and I were getting somewhere.”

“Jordan… Jordan, is that
you? What are you doing? Why are you doing this? What would Jena
think of this, what would she say?” Judge Brown is coming back
faster realizing who is standing in front of him.

“Thanks to assholes she
doesn’t think much of anything anymore now does she? Ether will you
here in…. Look at that 22 minutes to go I bet Mahone is using his
Irish charm on the professor.”

Jordan stuffed the cloth
back in the judges’ mouth and walked back to his bag dropping the
IPad in it. Jordan used a squirt bottle of flammable kerosene gas
mix and covered the bodies giving a good once over to the Judge.
Next he soaked a good line of rope and led it from the door to the
middle of the room. A wireless cam in the far corner of the room
will give him a front row seat to the show. He opened the door and
looked out and the hall was empty. He leaned down and taped a few
strike anywhere matches to the bottom of the door. Closing it he
separated the heads from the floor with a piece of paper. Jordan
then stuck a letter to Mahone on the door. He went out how he came
stopping to shut off the sprinkler valves preventing the fire
system from delivering its water. Jordan climbed into the van and
pulled out of the loading dock.
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Mahone and Amber got out
of the car being greeted at the front of Knox Hall by Professor
Haze who even though Mahone knew her age, you could never tell.
Every bit of her was perfect and Mahone could wonder how she wasn’t
an aerobics instructor and ended up being a teacher. Don’t let
professor’s hear you call them one they’d give you an ear
full.

“Detective Mahone a
pleasure to meet you though the circumstances are grim.” She shook
each of their hands and then led the way into the Hall.

“Thank you for seeing us
today. It is the departments understanding this study is a small
percentage of the curricular here? Taught in few schools?” Mahone
jumped right in not even waiting for her to get into her
office.

“What can I do to help?
And no it’s not a common curriculum what you are investigating.
From what Sgt. Ball has told me the symbols you are dealing with an
individual with what is called the God Complex. Long story short,
he wants to make himself a god, and he believes threw acts and
sacrifices he can achieve a cleansing of the earth.”

“Well that’s nothing new
with my job. Can you think of someone who stands out to you from
your class who has or had obsessions with symbolism? With a focus
on the ones that make you a god? Or someone come in the last few
months who isn’t a student?”

“Anyone studies the
subject because of other courses they are taking. There have been
several over the years that have had more than a healthy interest
but those are the Goth groups,” she stood and walked to the door.
“I need to check my files but I don’t think any of them would be
intelligent enough to achieve what Ball told me.”

She led the way down the
hall and as they walked she explained the different symbols and
there meanings.

“Shiva’s
Trident and the beliefs the ancient religions of the south believed
the Trishula would be wielded by Shiva and used to sever the head
of Ganesha. The Trident, believed to be the true trinity as it has
multiple acts, destruction, maintenance and creation. Past present
and future. When looked at as a weapon the Trishula will destroy
the three worlds. The physical world we live. The world of our four
fathers the traditions and coulter of old. Spiritual world of the
mind hindering you in decision made and understanding. To leave you
confused and unable to act. Shiva will demolish the worlds to
rebuild them in a conflict and corruption free way of living in
peace and happiness.

“From the west you have
the Mayans Caban symbol for the Earths Keeper. It sanctifies the
earth and venerates all life that exists. It’s reminding everyone
that larger forces are at work all around them and behind all
creations. The symbol represents transition and synchronization. It
makes people patient and observant and take in the synergistic
workings of destiny and one becomes centred.

“The East Thamoe is energy
and promotes infinite power and knowledge of the mind. Along with
the others it to is a trinity that produces the energy from a never
ending cycle-”

She stopped talking when
she came to a door and by her hesitation something wasn’t as it
should be. Mahone walked past her and noticed the envelope and the
slanted righting on the front taped to the door. He peeled it open
and pulled out the single sheet of paper.

“Welcome to the Fires of
Hell!”

“Shit!”

Drawing his gun and
pushing the Professor back away from the door. He turned the knob
and opened. At the same moment thought of what the note said, but
it’s too late. Friction from that one inch is enough to ignite the
matches.

In a flash Mahone saw the
amber light of the fire as it ran across the room. He threw caution
to fire and pushed the door the rest of the way and by the time he
did it was raging. Mahone and the others could nothing but stand
and watch as the fire raced around the room swallowing everything
up in its rage. The cross in the middle of the room had someone
strapped to it and they were still alive. The cross was swinging
back and forth as the man tied to it thrashed for his life helpless
to fight the rope and nails holding him.

Mahone grabbed the fire
extinguisher and emptied it with no effect. The alarm was screaming
and Mahone seen the bulbs pop in the sprinkler heads but nothing
was coming out. They could just watch and wait to clean up the
mess. Before he left the room he took one good look. Aside from the
man swaying no longer thrashing death taking its grip and claiming
him. There’s men in the surrounding desks with books in their
hands, he couldn’t tell if they were alive or dead when the fire
was lit.
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Jordan watched as the fire
raged in the room spreading until it took over the camera. He
opened his satellite phone and dialed Mahone’s cell number. He
turned on his voice scrambler and spoke in a much lower tone then
his normal to obstruct it further.

“Mahone…” hacking greeted
Jordan as Mahone chocked the Judge deep into his lungs.

“Hello Detective. I see
you have found the present I left for you. I hope it brings you
pleasure when you get to unwrap him and find out who, but Boo for
me I don’t like to wait. His name is Richard Brown the now former
judge. How does it feel to light the match that killed him? Then
again taking life and seeing life taken isn’t new for you. The
dirty deeds will be public knowledge soon.”

“Why are you doing this?
These people can’t all be responsible for what happened to you.
Those names in the ledger, you’re saying they had a hand in
it?”

“Still so narrow minded
you are Detective. I hoped you’d see what’s right in front of you
but you’re too stupid. I gave you everything you need to find out
who I am and what the final straw was to brake the camel’s back.
Piece by piece is the way I planned it to be, and it looks like it
will be. I based it on the man you are and the pure predictability
of you and names to be named. So simple and blunt is the truth you
ignore.”

“Well considering what
I’ve gone through in the last 30 hours I haven’t had time to read
that list. Every time I process one body ten more come right behind
it what do you expect me to do?” said Mahone.

“Temper,
temper, my friend. You need not waste your time or the departments’
resources on the dead and more on what they have done. Let the
bodies build up other than their names they won’t tell you
anything. You need to focus
Detective.”

“So blowing up my house
what does that mean? Where are you going with this? Why not just
kill me and be done?”

“Because Mahone
if I kill you then you wouldn’t be able to see the errors of your
ways and how you could have prevented this. You killed that man
today, and you did nothing to stop it. If I kill you now you won’t
know why. You may not have lit the match and thrown it yourself,
well you did, and I bet you would have when you see what he did.
You’ll feel better when you have the facts trust me
my friend.”

“Were not fucking friends.
Give me 24 hours to get a handle on this without you butchering a
bunch of people. I need time to understand this,” Mahone
pleaded.

“That isn’t possible for
you Detective. Look at you with a thumb up your ass all the time
doing the least of what’s required of you. Think of everything
Mahone, what you have seen so far everything can tell you what the
end will be.”

“So it’s no on the 24
hours? I won’t stop until I get you, you piece-of-shit!” said
Mahone.

“Your so blind
you couldn’t find sand in a desert that’s how blind to the world,
you are. I have something in the works for you that will shock the
nation. I will give you five hours to figure out what I want and
what my pattern of attack will be. If you can tell me then you will
save lives my Defective
Detective.”

Mahone stood there, the
line as dead as the men in the room. Amber stood beside him on her
phone reporting the situation and requesting fire and E.M.S. The
fire trucks can be heard, and the smoke bellowed out of the broken
windows. Spectator’s covered their faces others not bothering and
none had a clue they’re breathing in human remains. The taste of
burnt flesh will stick in their mouth for the day and on them for a
few more.

“It was him wasn’t it?”
Amber asked.

“He will do something to
shock the nation unless we can answer his questions. Why he is
doing this and what pattern he’ll take to do it? We have five hours
to answer them so make sure everyone is in the conference room set
up ready to go when we get back.”

Mahone felt
sicker than he ever has. Five hours is nothing in a case like this,
in any case. He
couldn’t imagine after that how bad this can be if he didn’t answer
the questions. There was a million other questions bagging to be
answered as much. Mahone’s though didn’t have a stop clock on them
with innocent lives hanging in the balance
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There was twenty
detectives in the conference room when they got back to the
station. The walls around the room were now pages of the ledger and
twenty theories on how it could be compiled from Predator to
Victims’. A projection screen emanated the NYPD Shield onto a white
wall and a dozen phones lie around the table. For an investigation
just starting it’s as if it was in full swing for a
week.

Mahone walked to the board
with the pictures of the dead so far. Not even 48 hours in and 18
dead and the promise of more to come. He looked at his watch, four
hours. They have had little results on the evidence processed and
this guy wants answers to why he is doing this. What is he unable
to see? He’s told its right here, right in front of him, screaming
his name.

Files got passed around
like dinner plates and they each had a stack. Amber was having them
look into everyone named on the list then hand the file off for
another to double check. Mahone looked at the cops in the room and
took names of everyone to cross reference with the list. At the
same time looking for people he could trust and weren’t on the take
or being quiet out of loyalty. He had Amber and Balls Deep but they
won’t be enough support for an inside circle. It bothered him he
can’t trust anyone in his own department and paranoia gripped him
tight.

“This is how this will
work. I will tell you what to do and you will do it and if you
don’t three months suspension with no pay.”

He paused for a second to
make sure his words registered around the room.

“Good. Now we
have four hours to find answers to two questions: one what is his
pattern and two, what he wants? If we can’t tell him then more
people will die. He said this time it will shock the nation so I
can imagine it will have to do with kids’. Let’s get to
work.”

“So you talked to him? Why
isn’t it in the transcript?”

Mahone looked up to see a
British punk rocker asshole. Didn’t even look like he had gone
through puberty yet and he’s throwing questions like that out.
Little shit.

“I gave everyone the run
down were you not listening? We have four hours to go through over
3000 case files and you want to question me? I don’t have the time
or the want to answer your stupid questions. So you can shut the
fuck up and do you’re fucking job, or get out?”

Mahone looked at him, and
the room went as quiet as a church before a funeral, to hear what
he’d say. But all he did is stair, and that was the nail in the
coffin. If he would have said sorry boss and got back to work,
fine, but he didn’t.

“There’s the
door three months no pay. If you need the number for a good PBA rep
or the directors’ I’ll be more than happy to give it to you. Just
remember any complaint lodge won’t get filed before the suspension
is up and you won’t win your review because I’ll be dead before the
hearing. Now get the fuck out!”
Mahone screamed.

The kid left the room
bitching the whole way and everyone stood watching him as he went.
As soon as his foot broke the thresh hold a senior detective told
someone to bring the first crime scene photos up on the monitor.
That’s what Mahone was looking for cops there to work and not ask
stupid questions.

“You.” Mahone pointed.
“You were talking to him do you have his name?”

“Yah it-”

“Don’t give a shit. The
password to my computer is Morningstar101 I want you to go right up
the paperwork and bring it for me to sign. Saw what happened
right?”

“You gave an order, and he
didn’t follow it. Then gave him the opportunity to apologize and
knowing the consequences’ for what his action are, he disobeyed.
Sound right to you?”

“As if I wrote it myself,
thank you.”

If you want to get out of
paperwork you have to be nice sometimes. It doesn’t hurt to have
more than one ass kisser around either if you can get
them.

The room is buzzing with
noise as people worked a hundred different angles at once and not
one of them fit. Phones chirped filling in bits of information on
the bodies but none of it helped right now. Only way it ever will
is if they caught the guy red handed with it on him. Mahone kept
repeating in his head, “There’s more to come. There’s more to
come,” and the more he repeated it, the more his minds ran
wild.
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Jordan drove
back to his warehouse in Hunters Point at 2nd street and 54th Ave. Queens.
Most of the original buildings got demolished but Jordan still own
the most prized portion. As he pulled into the Sally Port he noted
the time and smiled at how well he planned everything out. He now
had a couple free hours to kill before he had a couple more people
to kill.

Jordan went to
his desk to double check the schedule of St. Anthony’s school bus
even though he knew. He sat there and with the wave of his hand his
HOLO-DECK came to life scattering his files and applications’ into
the surrounding air. He opened the SkyDrive file and submitted it
to every television station in the state. Then he used a program
looking for keywords to do with the judge. It scanned every channel
until it picks up stations broadcasting the story. “O happy
days, oh happy days! When Jesus washed when Jesus washed
our sins away.” he sang to himself in his
head.

He stood and walked to his
burn room at the far end of the building. It was a vault which
turns into a giant furnace if anyone tries to enter. There are
sensors around the factory that will lock it and cook everything
within three minutes. Jordan, knowing how they will breach his
building, picked the three perfect spots to place sensors where
SWAT would set up visual of the factory floor. You need to make
sure they are triggered by people and not animals so always read
the box before you buy.

The room itself was twenty
feet by twenty feet used as hosing and delousing station for
chemicals. Now gutted, and the piping rewired for jet fuel and
oxygen mixture with a thermite initiated dust cloud it will burn at
three thousand degrees. He walked to a wooden file cabinet that
have a thick layer of flammable tar covering them. The file he
pulled was a man responsible for planting a bomb in a school
killing 13 students and teachers wounding more than a hundred
others. His phone broke his bliss.

“Hello mother what is it
this time?” He could say what will come out of her mouth next. What
surprised him though is how lacking her words are in drunken
slurs.

“Jordan, sweetie, when are
you going to go back to work? It has been over three years now.
Your underling keeps calling to get me to push you back into it.
You can’t hide forever.”

Jordan was his mother’s
prize possession. Her good achievement in life. The Strong Arm of
Justice she’d call him and tell anyone willing to listen to drunken
banter.

He has two
brothers and a sister. His older brother is serving 100 years plus
life for a double homicide and capital murder. Younger brother is
finishing the last three years of a 10 year sentence. He ran drugs
and guns for the cartel from Mexico to the US. Sister is in Saint
Raymond Cemetery in the Bronx. She was with her husband and kids’
visiting her in-laws at 135th Street and
5th Ave
when bullets peppered the windows of the apartment. When everything
stopped she got killed protecting her son and niece. Her husband
got shot three times and her father in-law died. He didn’t blame
him for having her in that neighborhood they used to live around
there and his parents refused to let Jordan move them out. Home is
home no matter how bad it may be and he understood.

“I talk to Jesus all the
time, mom. The man can’t turn around without calling me to ask what
way he should turn back. Are you all right?”

“I was wondering if you’ve
turned on the TV in the last couple days. There’s a killer out
there and in two days he has killed more people than most serial
killers do in their life.”

“I get the news out here
you know that right?” said Jordan more irritated then he’d
meant.

“Well sorry. I didn’t mean
to disturb you on your three year retreat from the real world. Must
be nice having money to burn. Jena wouldn’t want you to live like
this and I loved her too. We both lost people, you more than me,
but I lost my daughter and my grandkids’ that day.”

Raised with a father
involved in the Cold War and covert military operations it took a
toll on her. Took until he was older to understand why she was
taking those drugs and drinking all the time. But when you are a
kid the truth is hidden and you see just the good. She has been to
rehab for everything from heroin to valium and meth. Even though
she drinks like a fish it’s never been the problem. The problem it
turned out to be was his kid brother mailing her the tar. It got to
where Jordan snapped. He opened a box with no return address on it
but it had the Mexican international postmarks. Jordan unwrapped it
and saw nothing but red. It was bad enough she was on and off the
shit but for your own kid to be feeding it to you knowing you have
a problem. Now that’s fucked.

Jordan found out where the
package originated within twelve hours. Next he was on a beach in
San Partico with a gun jammed in his brothers’ mouth. Packed with
locals and a white guy putting a gun in another white guy’s mouth.
Either they thought it was a movie being filmed, or, fuck it that’s
white people problems. His brother got the message Jordan will kill
him because he stopped sending her drugs. When he got home he told
his mother what he did.

“You don’t seem to mind
living on her money. Have you had anything to eat
today?”

“Does vodka and watermelon
count?”

“It depends how you have
the watermelon.”

“Well what you do is dry
it out as much as possible. Then infuse it with Grey Goose to get
it soaked again,” she paused for a minute giggling. “Then you eat
it.”

“That’s not a
meal.”

“It’s all right Pat is
picking me up soon and taking me for something to eat.”

The clink of ice in glass
signaling the departure of the eleven o’clock morning drunk. One
way trip non-stop from On-The-Rocks to Wasted-County located off of
highway 180 proof. Required state of travel is high as shit and
drunk as fuck. Please don’t fasten your seat belts because whoever
made this train got too baked to remember them.

He hated his mother like
this and it hasn’t changed sense he was a kid, the drug of choice
did. His father, killed in action on a mission still deemed top
classified, as are so many others in the Cold War. In official
documents the war wasn’t a major conflict and has no counted death
toll. Jordan knew from his father a great number of men and woman
died, over 2 million Americans to date. People dying not just for
the country they lived in but their allies around the world and the
freedoms of everyone. It was that that drove her over the deep end
and the real hard drugs came out to play. Pat has been a blessing.
He has been there to take care of her for him. He ‘s gotten her off
the drugs and to cut back on the booze. With luck, she’ll be clean
soon.

“So you will
attend the memorial for your father tomorrow?”

The service is in memory
of the countless lives lost throughout the Cold War because most
deaths are still unknown. Most operations are top secret and
resulted in the agents involved to go unaccounted for except by the
government. There was over 22 million Americans to do there duty’s
for their country and each one of them willing to give their lives.
Held in a different location each year they commemorated the men
and woman who died in clandestine missions that get declassified
because everyone involved is now dead or law permits. This year his
father is being honored with nine others though he knew the ones
responsible are alive and watching.

“Yes I will be there. I
have errands to run, so will Pat be taking you there?”

“Yah, he is a good man.”
Sounds of stirring and gulping.

“Yes he is mom.” He hung
up his phone a put it in his pocket. With a glance at his watch he
decided its time to go. Prudence is important in a business such as
this and always being early and with time to spare is better than
having no time and making mistakes.






# # #






Min Yun Chow followed in
behind the East Indian shopping in Little India Jackson Heights
Queens. He has been watching his prey for two days. Where he will
go from the market Chow mapped out in his mind. He was hunting
immigrants as he’d done back home in China. There he stalked
American’s killing them as they hiked the trails. Wanted in the
death of thirteen missing tourist and forced to flee. America
looked like a fitting place.

Now in America and five
victims’ claimed the cops were onto him. He didn’t care and it
wouldn’t stop him. They had little and when they had more he’d
disappear again.

He watches as the man made
his way along his normal path. They were getting to the spot on
Pettit Avenue. Once there he’ll cut through the alleyway between
the buildings to get to Gleane Street. He got into position on
Hampton and waited for his prey to walk into his trap. It wasn’t
long before he heard the steps of the man coming up the
alley.

He removed a chloroform
bottle and a rag out of his pocket. Once the man was past his spot
by a few feet he jumped onto him and wrapped his hand with the rag
around his nose and mouth. The man fought hard slamming into the
walls and doing whatever he could to knock the little Asian off
him. He couldn’t and within a minute he was on the ground
unconscious.

Min worked fast stripping
the clothes off the man slicing them with a Buck knife. Once naked
he took a few pictures and then masturbated over the body. Light on
the chloroform so the man will wake up soon, so he positioned his
blade at the man’s neck. As his eyes opened and looked into Min’s,
he plunged the knife deep into his throat cranking it back and
forth. Min kept pushing the knife deeper through the neck
ejaculating into a condom. He cleaned his knife, changed outfits,
tied the condom and did a once over for missing blood spray.
Everything bagged he walked away.






# # #






Mahone sat at the head of
the table as everyone buzzed around him moving one idea from pile
to pile. Every time one possibility looked possible another one
disproved it. It was going on three thirty which meant he had an
hour to have his answer or it was more blood on his hands.
Thousands of cases and those were all his. After he added in
everyone on the list it will be tens of thousands and they kept
getting brought in by the gurney.

Over twenty people now
working in the room and not one solid answer anyone there will give
with the lives of others on the line. And that wasn’t even the
worst part to it. There was an attack going to happen somewhere in
the city and there was nothing to tell him where it will be. From
his experience these types of psychopaths give you the opportunity
to save the victims’ and he has, but there’s no location or sign of
one.

He looked at the board
covered in photos of the dead. The judges’ picture was up there
beside the one of him charred and burnt. Dead cops made to be
sacrificial lambs. Five blackened bodies encased the judge in his
own shrine. A dead lawyer along with the dead at his house. It
didn’t add up because there was no connection between them. And if
there was it’s lost to him.

Mahone noted the time,
half hour to go. Tech division rigged his phone to record the call
and locate him. Last time he was on the line long enough to so
Mahone hoped he’d be brazen again. While they did that he headed to
his own office for a minute of solitude before someone else died
because of his apparent incompetence. He closed the door and
retrieved the scotch he used on special occasions. Mahone drank
right out of the bottle and enjoyed its burn as the gold liquid
covered his insides with its love, he was glad to steal the
moment.

“So it’s that kind of day
is it?” said the Assistant Chief of Police from the corner of the
room on the couch.

“You here to fire me?
Because I think if you wait long enough a bullet will do it for
you.” He poured a glass for the Chief and kept drinking from the
bottle.

“Not today. But in the end
of this if you live they’ll force you to retire.”

“If I’m not dead by the
time this is over I’ll be in jail with everyone else who escapes
with their life. As soon as the FBI gets involved which should be
any moment because it was a federal judged killed. Everyone’s name
in the ledger will have their lives torn apart. What about you
Chief where do you see yourself, your name is on the list. My dirty
secrets don’t matter anymore. Three people, two of them kids’,
died. One of my many sins what’s he got on you?”

“He wouldn’t have anything
on me I’m clean.”

“I’ll believe it when my
shit turns purple and smells like rainbow Sherbet. You aren’t a
victim like a few others around here right now and we are all on
the chopping block. So help, don’t help, I don’t give a shit you
will burn with the rest of us.”

“Well I see no one on that
list admitting to what they did. Even if we released their names to
the media all it will achieve is panic. I want this dealt with
Mahone and I don’t care what it takes to get it done either. When
the FBI shows up and take the case from you I’ll be glad. You have
been dropping the ball. This better not become an epidemic fuck up
like you are. We don’t need everyone with a grudge against a
government official to take aim and fire.”

“Listen I don’t have time
for your sanctimonious bull shit speeches. I came in here to have a
drink before I go clean up another pile of bodies you prick. I
don’t see you stepping up to help you just come around for the
press.” He left the office taking the bottle.






# # #






Jordan made his way
through the city watching the hordes of people moving. The cops
walking there beats had a nerves look in their eyes and its
justified. Jordan had the city in the palm of his hand, they didn’t
realize or understand yet though they will soon. Even though in the
news reports today on last night’s events though related are
localized to the police. Still no mention of the judge and Jordan
wondered what they had put together so far to have kept it quiet.
It has been two hours since he sent out the files.

The duffle bag with the
logo of a prestige school in the Tribeca neighborhood near Murray
and Greenwich St. sat beside him. Inside is a two pound charge of
RDX and Cyclonite mix. He whistled “She’ll Be Coming Around the
Mountain” as he made his way the forty minute from the shop to the
school.

He felt his pocket to
insure the flash drive is still there. What he will do is wrong
but, “the ends will justify the means,” as every killer proclaims.
If he didn’t take care of it this way then evil can live with no
balance for justice or fear of real consequence. There was
complaints on the depravity of the swim coach at Bartholomew High
but nothing to prove it. A high school for advanced technology,
mathematics, science and physical fitness. Reports of rape from a
girl stating the baseball team drugged her and took turns abusing
her the coach standing in the corner filming them.

Unable to locate the video
she claimed existed and the lack of evidence was preventing them
from filing charges. The girls would be sedated and the students
under strict instructions from the coach they were to be gentle
when penetrating her as to not leave bruising. The videos were
horrific, and the coach was always coaching never taking part.
Jordan found the apartment the coach was using as his own movie
reproduction studio. He knew there was no other way then to make
him part of his bigger plans. After seeing the snuff film found in
the coaches night stand. With some research Jordan found out it was
him behind the mask cutting a fifteen year olds throat. A web he
will weave for them and he will turn himself into their own
creation of mythical societies and secret clubs. Assholes in suits
is what he called them. Scull and Cross, CIA cunts, Mytharites,
rich cunts, and they run the world along with dozens of
others.

Jordan turned up the radio
as the explosive news of Judge Richard Brown hit the
waves.

“So far the
report is the federal judge is another subject of the mad man who
we have no name. Who has come out of nowhere and taken hold of the
city in less than a weekend. Now confirmed the incident at Knox
Hall this morning is tied to the situation last night that turned
out ten dead NYPD officers and destruction of Lieu. Alex Mahone’s
home. Thirteen dead and all connected to the same source it leaves
them asking, is he working alone? And what is next to come? Most
important, how are they all connected to each other?”

“Well I have the latest
for you on the case of Judge Brown and the verdict is in at the
station.” Bells and whistles’ made a racket of celebration over the
air. “A good day of justice and when you hear what the story is
behind this we want to hear from you. We received an email today
regarding Federal Judge Richard Brown. Known as ‘you’re going down
kiddy Brown’ for his ruthless prosecution of anyone involved in a
crime against woman and children. Over his carrier he has made his
reputation by being the mighty hand of the law for victims’ of
weakness and hate crimes against anyone. Speculated but never
proven to be in favor of vetoing a bill to lower the age kids’ can
testify. He avoided the bad press he got that day explaining his
presence in court as dropping off paperwork. There was several
closed court testimonies given to the benefit and downfall of
lowering the age limit. It’s said because of the testimony of one
high ranking officials present the Bill got vetoed. Now reviled
through classified document is the transcripts of what went on in
the courtroom. It tells us the golden star of the voiceless was the
one to rule over there silence. Several times questionable verdicts
dismissing cases having sufficient evidence, though circumstantial,
to go to trial. Now revealed is the identity of the five men
surrounding the judge. Set on fire alive nailed to a cross
surrounded by Disciples are men he acquitted from his court room.
So all six of these men were predators, and all six had justice
find them. I’m not condoning murder here people but not having a
problem with it right now either. What we want to know is what do
you think? Read the articles posted on our site and turn on your TV
because this is turning into a bigger story then the police
murdered hours prior.”

Jordan listened as he got
a mixed review on his actions. Though disgusted with the fact ten
cops had lost their lives last night they were glad the judge was
no longer ruling their city. Their thoughts will be changed, for
the better and the worse, in the days to come and the city will get
altered forever and for the better. Jordan could hope it will
resonate throughout the entire country like the music of a
thereminophone.

He pulled into the parking
garage and parked. Hat pulled low with the school crest visible to
the cameras, he made his way to the other side of the building. He
found the bus he was looking for got in and placed it in the
overhead storage in the back corner of the bus. If he put it in the
front the coach may find it.

Off the bus and back to
his car without a problem he was back on the road. This time
whistling the theme to the Andy Griffith show. He looked at his
Brightling and being early gave him time to get a dog off a meat
wagon.






# # #






Mahone looked at his
watch, it was twenty to five and he felt his heart jump in his
chest. Twenty minutes left with nothing to show. He walked into the
conference room and every face looked at him all with the look of
doubt plastered on them. He stood there looking at the main
bulletin board where there was the ideas and theory’s they had
compiled. There wasn’t much there and the more he looked at it the
more smoke he saw.

The number one idea for
why he’s doing this is to make Mahone relive his career as a cop
from him as a rookie up to now, the finish. Something he had done
on the job to someone ending with their family dead. He’s now
taking revenge on him and he will make victims’ out of people on
the list he has worked with or has dealt with through a case. What
he wanted is Mahone to feel the pain and loss the victims’ he
couldn’t save go through every day.

Mahone thought none of it
was right. In a vague sense it may be part of the point, but not
what’s going on with this case. Could this be a simple personal
vendetta against him? Was there a bigger meaning to this and a hole
other agenda other than him? If there’s more to this then he or
anyone could imagine then how dark can it get? He was right on all
those questions and he knew it wasn’t all to do with him. He’s the
last straw added that broke the camel’s back. With the hundreds of
killers and psychopaths he has apprehended he had never felt the
cold white flash of fear pumping through him right now. He wasn’t
feeling it for his own life or knowing this was the end of it. Not
the dead the city will bury in the days to come, but for his
family. He knew he’s needed home with them as any man should. But
the psycho terrorizing the city is making him jump through hoops
like Flipper. Mahone wanted nothing more than to be home with them.
Even if home is a double suite at a hotel and not the one they had
been building for so long. In the blink of an eye is a colossal
understatement.

“So what do you want to go
with?” said Amber breaking his thoughts.

“It is me yes, but that’s
just to sweeten the pot for him. There’s something else he’s trying
to carry out here I can’t see it yet and when I do it will be too
late.”

His phone rang, and the
room went quiet at once. Mahone looked over to the tech squad, and
they gave the thumbs up to answer. He let it ring three times
before answering it standing there looking at it as though it will
kill someone if he did.

“Detective Mahone how do I
find you on this beautiful day? I hope you have had enough time to
mull over what I asked you to do for me. It is after all a matter
of life and death. I’d like to say hello to everyone else. Are you
ready to understand true meaning to devastation? Or who knows it
may be a warm up drill for times to come.”

Mahone stood there with
the phone pressed to his ear stuck on stupid. He couldn’t think of
what to say and everything to come to him is a bullet to another
person’s head. People handed him notes and writing ideas on the
white boards but he wouldn’t commit to any of them. If he did and
when it’s wrong they would have to live with it forever. He’d make
the choice and except the consequences’ himself.

“No not the
one you’re asking. You are centering you’re hate at something but
I’m not the sole focus of it. Make an example out of me at the
expense of others sure but there’s more to it. What we aren’t
seeing is the answer, and it lies with the dead. Or trying to put
the city on edge without a care who gets made collateral
damage.”

“A good theory
Detective but that say’s nothing and not what I want by the end of
this. Think Detective its right there for you to see you are so
close. It’s there for all to see if they knew what you know. You
have thirty plus people looking at one thing and not a one of them
can answer what is only
in your heart. Look to the collateral damage for
the answer they are the key.”

Mahone stood there still
in the same spot and not knowing what he is supposed to see. What
it was this psycho was trying to make him understand. What is it he
knew the others didn’t, connecting to what’s happening?

“There is no pattern to
what you are doing. You’re a psycho and the pattern of a psycho is
to kill people and make them afraid. I’m not afraid of you and you
are the one making these people suffer. You are the one who killed
those cops and blew up my house. The one who lit the match burning
Judge Brown to death. You are the one going to kill someone else to
prove a point and won’t tell us what it is. I’m not the one pulling
the trigger on this, you are. So what do you want from me tell me?
Do you want me dead is that what it will take to end
this?”

Mahone lost the little
calm he had. He ranted on not knowing what to say and trying to say
something, anything, to get this to stop.

“Now what did I say, you
need to mind you’re temper, Defective Detective? It will get you
into a world of trouble one day. As for killing you now is not the
time. You will half to work harder at this if ever there will be a
time for you to save lives. You say I am responsible for the blood
pouring in the street and that may be true. I will take
responsibility for everything I do. What I ask is you and the
guilty also do the same. Now tell me with the new task force
growing you have moved into the federal courthouse. That will put
you on the north east side, do me a favor and go to the window and
look west.”

Everyone in that room and
the one next to it went to the windows looking out over Worth
Street. The tension built and everyone held their breath. The only
sound in the room was the sound of the man on the phone breathing.
They were looking up the street trying to figure out what he saw
and looking at everything around there was multiple targets in the
street. But it was the school bus coming up the road that got the
attention and you could hear the sphincter of everyone’s ass
tighten.

“Less than a minute left
Defective you have to give me something. Look at the target and
take in the life it holds. Can you see it? Can you taste the
innocents?”

“You can’t do this give me
more time I’m bagging you. They don’t deserve this there innocents
you need not kill them. Kill me. Please kill me
instead.”

“One of us will be dead in
the end of this and I plan to live while you fail to plan. You are
out of time Mahone… Tick,” the second hand hit the 58.

“Please,
don’t-”

“Toc…”
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THE MIND OF A
PSYCHO





















When the bus turned off
Worth St. onto Center the explosion was tremendous and everyone got
thrown back from the windows as the shock wave hit them. The room
was full of flying debris of everything in it and whatever came in
through the window. People were choking around him on the smoke and
those good enough to move were checking on people. It took a few
minutes for them to get their bearings and to find out the damage
in the room and other than minor wounds’, they’re alive. Well, no
one had died in that room and they are on the third
floor.

Mahone stood there head
ringing and on the verge of throwing up when the voice coming
through the speakers brought him back to consciousness. Though he
never wanted to be conscious again and has yet to face the horrors
of the aftermath in Foley Square. With over 1700 schools in
Manhattan there’s no telling how many people were on the bus, or in
the square.

“Have a nice day Detective
Mahone. To the rest, I hope you are ready for the ride of your
life. A few of you even now as you fear my voice knowing your
truth. You can see just the tip of a very big and nasty iceberg on
the verge of breaking the surface. It’s in your hearts what you did
and you know where you are safe. Now the city needs you, dust
yourself off and go help your citizens.”

The line went dead and
everyone stood frozen. Mahone looked around the room at everyone
and Amber was standing beside him waiting for him to bark out
orders. For the first time in his career he had none to give. No
injury other than the ringing in his ears that will pass in a
minute. Mahone couldn’t wait any longer and it was time to
go.

“I want his location and
the recording stripped and his voice analyzed. Take list of the
injured and move them according to trauma. Two of you stay here
with him and the rest of you come with me outside to
help.”

The lobby of the federal
courthouse got blown apart from the pressure of the blast and the
vast room littered in people struggling to their feet. The first
floor of Justice Hall is elevated, so it got protected from the
killing power the explosive shockwave packed. But out in the Civic
Center the story was anything but safe.

Through the doors at the
front of the building leading onto Center Street resembled the
scene of a bombed neighborhood in the Middle East. Those in the
initial blast radius are either dead, wounded, or in critical
condition. From a quick look around Mahone’s unable to add the
number of dead. He heard the scream of sirens and saw the air
ambulance hovering overhead.

People choking, standing
stationary in shock, bodies everywhere around Foley Square and the
school bus is gone. The time of day meant it’s not crowded, but any
casualties were great and it will take a while to put back together
the damage. People were holding others and crying as they screamed
for help and Mahone can tell there’s too many injured for everyone
to be saved.

Foley Square got charred
from the bomb and you can’t find pieces of the bus you couldn’t
carry away by hand. Reminded him of the Pentagon. Cars along the
street got thrown off into the park and the hood of the bus impaled
into the statue knocking off the top. Triumph of the Human Spirit
crushed under the weight of innocence. The smell of graphite and
chard flesh is pungent and overwhelming to the normal scented nose.
Mahone still stood there as those who are able around him helped
the wounded in the street.

Used in 9/11 for emergency
triage Mahone remembered the tents and people with superficial
injuries who got treated there. Now it’s the site of a war zone and
the worst kind possible. One that has no target to shoot back at
and there’s no country but their own responsible. What’s worse of
all, it’s one of their own. It’s an American setting off these
bombs and bringing the city back to those days of dark. Twelve
years ago and the people of this city still heard the planes crash
and peoples screams as though it’s yesterday.

The school bus, what
school was it? How many dead? What did it signify, and why use
kids’ to make a point? Was the bus full or empty? Were they teens
or preschool age? They were racing around his head and everyone
else here that was coherent.

Fire and ambulance
services littered the street within minutes classifying people and
taking them away. The mess of rescue workers got tripled by every
federal agency with initials in the country arriving. Mahone didn’t
want the aggravation of who will take jurisdiction when the FBI
will win. It is hard to invoke military law on domestic soil but if
the bombs keep up at this rate then Marshall Law may be implemented
in the city.

As the crowds of
lookie-loos’ gathered around the perimeter the crime techs erected
a tent covering the entire square, the dead, and the debris from
being disturbed. It was like nothing Mahone had seen for a no
terrorist attack but in all sense of the word that was bull shit.
Terrorist means to invoke and promote fear in civilisation, to make
you scared, and if anyone is making you feel that way then they
themselves are a terrorist. Written in the faces of the people,
Mahone seen the fear on each of them now a victim of a
terrorist.

The media whore’s where
moving in and the helicopters flew overhead. Mahone got bombarded
by a reporter that came out of the court house. Close to being
knocked out for his effort as four FBI agents swarmed him having
come out of a restricted zone. With media headquarters and World
Press Alliance located across the street the show was on the air.
There was a massive array of captains and head machos from every
department fighting over jurisdiction and Mahone wanted nothing to
do with it. He didn’t care who took lead and every minute arguing
is time wasted. Time he should use to drink the rest of the bottle
in his desk. Now that be nice.

His phone rang and the
caller ID said it’s his wife. She’s sitting at home watching
everything going on and he forgot to call to tell her he’s
fine.

“Honey you can’t stand
there like that looking clueless. The whole city is looking to you
for leadership and results. They need you to make them feel safe,
you can’t let it get to you.”

Mahone looked around and
there was the camera’s pointing at him and his wife watching him on
Nancy Grace. She loved her while Mahone didn’t like her. Thought
she was a self-righteous cunt and wouldn’t piss on her until she
finished burning.

“Is the news right, was it
a bus full of kids’? What’s happening to our city? Is this involved
with what happened at our house is it the same guy?” his wife went
a mile a minute and the sound of fear no matter how hard she tried
to hide it, was there.

“It was a
school bus and I don’t have a clue what’s going on in the city.
It’s the same man responsible for all of this. Listen, pack up you
and the kids’ and go to your sisters in California, and stay there
until this is finished. No hassle on this just go baby I love you
and need you safe. Not tonight, now.” Mahone’s phone beeped, and he
switched over without saying goodbye.

“Get your ass back up to
the third floor there’s discrepancies you have to answer. Unless
you want me to consider you an accomplice then I’d move. I want a
handle on this before the Mayor gets here,” the Chief barked in his
ear.

“Yah, I’ll be right
there.”

His phone rang again and
the private ID made his heart sink because he of who it was and
didn’t want to hear that voice.

“Mahone.”

“The burnt flesh and death
is rich in the air but still does not hold a candle to the stink of
fear filling my nostrils. The city is captivated in both fear and
wonderment by what’s going on and you are the one responsible to
answer for their fears. Tell me Mahone have you had a moment of
realization or is your tunnel vision hindering you from seeing the
truth? Look to the victims’ Mahone they are the key. Or are all the
people you think to be victims’ real? Could it be possible that the
dead here today are meant to be? Well, most of them. Mind you that
in any cleansing there’s casualties and they are not my intended
targets.”

“You know that every
department is involved and there will be a lockdown of the city no
in no out what will you do then?” Mahone was spit-balling nothing
was right, and he wasn’t able to get a grip on a rope covered in
shit.

“Good to see intrust being
taken in this by higher powers than you. I can only hope it
attracts the people I want to kill. Remember Mahone everything has
a purpose and nothing happens that doesn’t have more than one
meaning. You will see the true face of this city and watch as the
diseased infrastructure is healed.”

“What’s with the fucking
cryptic language? Why the fuck don’t you tell me what you want?
What is it?”

“My dear friend I have
told you. It’s not my fault you were too ignorant back then to help
and to stupid now to remember. Time and time again we talked, and
you never helped me. So now I will help myself, and this
city.”

“How is killing dozens of
innocent people helping the city?”

“There is no prominent
innocents left to run office and if you look hard enough everyone
has something to hide. A dark secret they would die before letting
the world find out. There is nothing I don’t know hidden inside
this city and no one safe that’s guilty of the disease that
Manhattan’s become.”

“If that’s true then you
know how this works. Everyone on that list gets classified and then
placed in witness protection. Moved around the country until there
gone and your left without a target and by that time we will have
everything on you and have you identified.”

“My dear friend you know
who I am and as for those of you who are on that ledger are now
prisoner to this city. You should turn on the news Defective
Detective you may hear a storey this city needs to know. We are at
the beginning, you and I, down this road of redemption. I cannot
let you spoil the fun for me.”

The phone went dead and
when Mahone went to turn he felt a sickening squishing under his
foot that wasn’t good. When he looked he was standing in dead guy,
leaving his shoe covered in charred flesh and remnants of human
brain. He didn’t care right then there was nothing he could do for
the dead. He wanted to get to a television to see what the rest of
the city is seeing.

When he got to the third
floor the bull pen was full of cops and ever agency that there was
going. On the far wall was three large flat screen TV’s angling off
the ceiling, and they had the same news report airing on
them.

“We received this video
that’s reported as just one in dozens collected from Aaron
Anderson’s apartment. Sent in by the man claiming responsibility
for the horrific attack in the Civic Center moments ago. We warn
viewers that the images you will see are the only ones allowed to
be aired by law, are graphic, and will disturb anyone with a
sole.”

A steady image of the
backs of several naked people standing around a bed with a girl
tied to it. No faces were visible in the frame other than a
reflection of the man holding the camera. That was all they could
air on television and Mahone was sick with what he saw.

“It’s said the Coach of
Barthalamues School for the gifted is responsible for more than a
dozen counts of sexual abuse of a minor. What is reported, and
seeing the video, the numbers anticipated will be much higher. You
can hold him accountable for each teenager present. The city
terrorist reported in an Email the bus in today’s blast is carrying
the teenagers who star in the movie. Today has been eventful so far
starting with the discovery of eight slain ESU members. The
demolition of Lieutenant Alex Mahone’s residence. Judge Richard
Brown roasted alive along with five men believed to be alive when
the fire was lit. The reports of the Judge being involved in
corruption in office are confirmed and the men chard broiled with
him were predators’ and not innocent victims’. The events at Civic
Center leave us to ask the questions, what is Lt. Mahone’s dirty
little secret? Why is he still alive when everyone else that is
guilty is dead? To still be answered is what the SWAT team had done
to be reaped in such a way. If this killer is holding true to his
cause then whatever it may be there will be more gruesome stories
to follow in the days to come. Now we are being informed another
audio file from this man has a message for the city.”

The voice Mahone was
talking to came out of the speakers making the room grow colder.
Mahone knew everyone in the country is glued to their
televisions.

“People of this city. This
is not to warn you of the dangers to come. For those of you living
a just and righteous life will be able to live it in peace. You
need not to fear death finding you unless there’s a reason for it.
Those in Foley Square today may not have been predators’ like Coach
Arron Anderson was and their deaths are not what I want. You can
hold me responsible for that. The elected members of this
government are hiding the truth from you and I wish to bring this
city to clarity. They will let you believe your safe because they
are doing everything they can to catch me. To stop the monster
you’ll see in me whether you agree with what I’m doing or not. You
will see the monster because innocent people will die in the strive
to rid the problems infecting our city and I am sorry for that. I
do not mean for my actions, no matter what comes of them, to be
justified by exposing the truth. There is a mass rush in government
right now to protect the higher ups on a ledger I gave to Defective
Mahone after I blew up his house. In the ledger is thousands of
names of both victims’ and predators’ and who they are is scrambled
not to protect any specific person. So tell me good people of this
city, is it fair that the more influence you have the more
protection you will receive by the government? Is it fair they will
live and the innocent will die in the streets as they have been for
so long? Is it fair to you they are evacuated when they are the
evil you fear?”

“This is my
warning to the City of New York and the agency’s now involved in
this. Do not evacuate no one from this city. This is the only
warning I will give. Failure to do so will insure the death of
innocent lives and yes I am the one responsible for killing them,
but you will be the one pulling the trigger. I’m nothing but the
gun. However you try to remove the sick twisted members of congress
and courts they will be up dead. Anyone helps will be dead, so will
the innocent in the streets. The blood will be on your hands as
much as mine. The ledger is available now for the public to let you
the citizens in on what’s going on and who is involved. To tell you
what they never will. Do what you want to protect them but
remember, do not leave the city.
And please if you are a victim on the list, you
are free and have nothing to fear. I apologize for pulling you into
this even if by name alone, you’ve suffered too much by their hand.
As for the rest, you know the consequences of trying to run from
your sins.”

“Jesus Christ. That’s
fucked. What does he think that we will keep everyone in the city
when we don’t even know what the hell he’s doing or why he is doing
it? Haven’t even got who on that fucking list is guilty or not,”
said an FBI agent standing beside him. “How the hell will he know
if we moved people?”

“How does he know anything
that has been going on so far? Do you want to take the chance in
moving anyone and him killing a bunch of innocent people?” Mahone
interrupted.

“Until we have the names
sorted we have nothing on anyone. That list may have criminals on
it but how can we prove any of it. We are under obligation to
protect everyone on that list,” said someone from the justice
department.

The arguing went on and on
and Mahone snuck away to visit his desk.
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Abul Shaha sat on a branch
outside the three story home on Avenue L and Remsen Ave Brooklyn.
Hid inside the tree for three hours ever so patient watching and
waiting. The man of the house ready to call it a night after the
run of 11 o’clock news. He watched the lights go out on the main
floor and then on the second. A minute later he saw his figure move
in the bedroom. Go time is close.

The lights stayed on for
half hour before all was dark inside the house. He waited another
two hours still and hidden in the tree giving the Sand Man time to
do his job. He had been watching them for two days and had their
schedule. With the baby fed and changed he will sleep until five in
the morning.

As limber as a cat he
climbed down the tree and slinked his way through the backyard
invisible to the world. He stood in the dark and took inventory of
the items in his pouch. With everything there he made the climb up
the back of the house to the third floor. He hung by one hand off
the rain gutter and used a diamond glass cutter to make a four inch
circle in the window. With a piece of adhesive he covered the hole
then tapped the pane with the back of his stainless steel knife to
break it. When he pulled off the tape it left a hole big enough to
reach in and unlock the window.

He climbed into the room
without a sound and took quick inventory of what was there. Abul
walked over to the dresser and turned off the monitor. In the
middle of the room he stood over the bassinet looking at the baby
as he slept. He set up two cameras in on either side of the crib to
catch both angles.

A meat cleaver in one hand
he covered the child with a blanket. Abul then crushed the tiny
bones from head to toe full forced. He brought the hammer up and
down, time after time, Abul worked his way around the fragile body
until every inch is shattered. When he lifted the covers to see how
well he had done he smiled at what is there. He packed his cameras
and exited the house the way he came. Abul made his way back to his
car whistling, He’s off to see the Wizard, and he felt like a
wizard. A wicked wizard indeed.
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When the list hit the
waves the city was mixed and reacted in a peculiar way. Panicked
and scared wanting the war to stop. Others expressed approval
wanting the guilty to pay and some are in dismay at what’s taken
place. Names in the ledger were being black listed from flying and
were at that moment being put under federal protection. The feds
have brought in every resource they had and every federal
department is being sworn in to give complete assistants by
Presidential order.

Mahone sat in his suite
with his wife trying to make her understand that she couldn’t leave
and that was because her name was on the list. They both didn’t
have a clue why it was and could come to believe it was to keep her
here with Mahone. The FBI have done every check he could get them
to do on short notice and ahead of more prudent names. There was
nothing on his wife and he knew there wouldn’t be. She couldn’t
think of anything and there was never a time she had fallen
victim.

“But how will he know if
we left? There’s nothing that’d give it away we are cleared by the
FBI so no red flags at the airport. The victims’ on that list can
leave that’s why you’ve been able to blacklist anyone you think
will endanger people if they leave.”

“We tested with three
people and its gone smooth so far. We have everything the country
offers to fight crime, and it’s useless. Anyone that’s a victim by
someone on the list is free to go, the rest that are unknown have
to stay. There is a few that can and still so many that cannot. We
are trying to understand what he is doing but there’s so much he’s
done we must process.”

He gave his wife a Benzo
and took three himself but could not sleep. How many dead is still
being counted but so far 23 are confirmed. Nineteen of them were on
the bus. There was still over fifty in the hospital and 18 in
critical condition. The burnt bodies littering the Square, the
people lying in pools of blood as they fight for their lives. The
screaming of the injured crying out for answers.

Even if Mahone jumped off
the roof of this building and killed himself it wouldn’t stop this
man from doing what he wants. It will enrage him further causing
more damage than he is intending to cause. There was so many dead
with the promise of so many more to come. Mahone knew that he
couldn’t get to sleep and drugged out of it he regretted taking the
pills.






# # #






Jordan slept from the time
he laid his head down until 4 am when his alarm woke him. Hasn’t
had a night’s sleep like that sense his wife was alive. He
stretched long and hard and relaxed back into his bed. Hasn’t felt
that ease in release of tension in a while either. The room was
still dark as he got to his feet and spoke “room on,” to bring his
room to life, turning on the television and lights in the bathroom.
A hot shower and starting the coffee on a table by the
door.

The memorial service for
his father was today, and he knew that it would be a spectacle due
to the secrecy of the Cold War. It raged on in quiet and whispers
yet it was still a violent and relentless war that no one knew the
real damage, or plans they made for us. For those of us who had
family give their lives for their country feel honored and proud.
To be a part of the sacrifice given to make the world a safer place
to live. But that’s not how Jordan felt with the way his father
died at all.

Jordan showered and got
his morning cup of coffee watching the recap on everything that his
computer placed together over night. Nothing that was useful and
going to help them in catching him.

“Factory half
awake,”

Turning on the lights and
TV he looked at the main floor to what is left of his wife’s
military production facility. The factory was still operational,
but the government had come and taken anything they owned leaving
him the mechanics and testing grounds. The materials to build the
items they needed got stripped out for scrap metal.

He walked to the west side
of the factory and turned the lights on to the garage. It once
housed tanks and military trucks being geared with an array of
weapons and technical equipment. Now it had over fifty different
vehicles he owned and fitted to his different needs. The one he
climbed into was a catering truck favored by the NYPD to serve
their larger operations and Police events. It’s used by all
agencies state and federal.

He took inventory of
everything he’d need. The canisters of halothane and methoxyflurane
(Military knockout gas) where stored and secure. He looked at the
dirt devil looking filter and turned it on and everything in the
back looked good.

Jordan’s wife was the
contractor of military weapon’s and advancements. She had developed
a new tracking system and stabilizer for the back of a vehicle. A
rifle capable of firing a thousand rounds a minute over four
hundred yards while moving. It didn’t matter what the position the
truck got put into or how fast it moved. As soon as the weapon
locked onto its target by the operator, he can then unleash a rain
storm of bullets with pin point precision. There was several other
weapons she had invented and when the contract was up for bid, the
government financed her to take the seat as CEO.

She was a genius of
anything that had to do with chemistry and physics. A master of
mechanical engineering and fabrication. She was brilliant at taking
ideas of others and helping them to see the full potential of their
mind. A beautiful person with a peaceful sole and didn’t even kill
spiders. But for defense and keeping her country safe she’d do
anything. She was what you call a 100% military family where not
one member in the last three generations had done anything but
serve their country. She couldn’t be drafted and she would not be
the first to take a desk job so she turned to her knowledge and
used it to her advantage. The government used the fact she wanted
to be a part of protecting America and not a pencil pusher. One to
always honor family heritage and Uncle Sam used it to bend her to
their will.

Jordan was there when she
was first building the infrastructure for different weapons, so
Jordan had her put in a secret basement. A place he could play with
the toys made upstairs. Unable to give him something unknown to the
government contractors she did the next best thing. Altered her
plans of the factory she “filled in” the sub-basement to hold the
weight of tanks being built. That gave him more than enough room to
have all the fun he wanted. Over the years he built and stored
weapons and explosives whenever there would be a scheduled dump. He
had an impressive collection of toy’s that would impress the
pickiest of Generals in the army.

Everything was there, and
he was in good timing. He put on the catering service uniform and
climbed into the driver’s seat. He pulled out of the sally port and
made his way to the Ritz Carlton. The FBI took over half the Hotel
and turned it into protective custody for the rich. The roster
comprised hundreds of agents being placed around the building and
city monitoring and protecting the names on the list.

But there was a trio of
agents not on the list that fit his bill. There were several names
left off that would die. The three agents he was intending to lure
to the city, along with so many others, were there in full swing
and he couldn’t be happier. And the three men he was watching at
the back of the hotel would play a perfect part to the next step of
his plan.

He drove passed the
building on Battery Place and circled around to make sure the
building is vacant of other cops. They were the only ones with a
badge outside the building. He pulled up and parked the truck along
the path across from the hotel and climbed into the back. He had
everything ready, so he opened the door to greet the
agents.

The thermos that Jordan
held in his hand was not a thermos. When he unscrewed the lid a
cloud of vapour smoke blasted them causing immediate paralysis and
unconsciousness. He took out the HEPPA dirt devil and used it to
suck up the smoke that clings to the air and surfaces it touches.
Once clean he loaded the three men into the back of the truck. He
took a look out at Lady Liberty standing proud in the bay and
enjoyed her glow in the night. Jordan was back on the road within
two minutes of arriving.






# # #






Detective Spencer got the
call at past six that morning to attend the scene on Avenue L. The
home belonged to Mike and Debra Banks in Brooklyn. As he entered
the house the silence had the feel of death and the moods as grim.
The looks on the faces of everyone in the room was dire and Spencer
dreaded what was to come next.

Spencer walked up the
stairs to the third floor and could smell the iron in the air
before he even got to the landing. When he walked into the room he
knew the father had moved items but put everything back. He didn’t
want his wife to see their son dead in his crib. Spencer inched
towards the crib the blood more pungent from a baby then an adult.
He looked into the crib, a blanket covering the figure soaked
threw, so innocent. That meant there’s a new killer out there
hunting infants like they do sheep in their sleep.

There have been three
incidents involving babies in Brooklyn and Queens in the last two
weeks and each one is ruled a homicide. The parents in each case
were the prime suspects but tonight it wasn’t what he thought
anymore. The first case the child got suffocated with a pillow and
the second baby died of shaken baby syndrome. Spencer only had the
parents to look at as suspects because more times than not they are
guilty.

He looked into the crib
and waited for forensics to give him the OK. After taking the
hammer away he lifted the blanket using clamps. What he was looking
at was like nothing he seen before and couldn’t imagine how someone
could be so evil. The head, now a pile of mulch, with fragments of
what there was for a skull splintered like the ends of beaten
bamboo. Shards of bone poked through the flesh with brain leaking
out at different angles. Like mushing hamburger through your
fingers. One eyeball popped, the other hung loose but still
attached. The body was the same with bones and organs smashed to
bits and crushed everywhere inside the crib.

“What are you able to
determine so far?” Mahone asked a tech.

“I’m sure you have
concluded that we are dealing with a serial now with this third
victim. He entered through the window and left the same way. Once
entering the room he turned off the monitor. The room is clean
other than the crib with the cleaver being the only physical piece
of evidence left. Until now we were under the assumption that the
parents were the one's responsible but it’s not looking that way
anymore. For one there’s never three dead babies because of the
mother in two weeks like this and the parents have no stainless
steel cookware in the kitchen. The point of entry in this one is
different because the other two didn’t lock their doors at night.”
Said the tech taking pictures of the window.

“What the hell is going on
in this city? We got a guy blowing the hell out of everything and
another killing immigrants and now this psycho killing babies. The
city will go into a complete state of pandemonium soon enough. I’m
going to interview the parents now, I can’t imagine what they’re
going through.”
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Mahone, woken by the
pounding at his door, looked at the time and groaned in annoyance.
He had fallen into an actual state of sleep an hour ago and was now
being disturbed. He had to get out of bed and it’s something he
didn’t want to do today. His wife asleep beside him under the
blissful covers of the Benzo’s. He went to the door and peeked
through the peephole. He looked out at the face of a man he wanted
to talk to as much as he wanted to be kicked in the
nuts.

Patrick O’Malley came into
the room not concerned to wake his wife or kids’ with information
he didn’t want them to hear.

“Three agents
kidnapped from outside the hotel and fuck all to tell us who it is.
A catering service truck that doesn’t exist, according to the
company, is all we have.”

“And let me guess sense
it’s FBI being snatched we’ll put everything into recovering them.
That’s because of who they are and not to stop the monster who took
them, right?”

“What it’s not important
to save a life or three.”

“It’s good to protect the
city by protecting the government that runs it. This whole hotel
got high-jacked by the bureau and filled with the people of most
importance on that list. I’ve had dinner with Judge Brown’s family
and he turned out to be a pillar of justice. How many people are
you protecting by housing them here?”

“Listen I know you and I
have had our differences over the years, Alex, but can we not work
together on this. The Mayer and the Joint Chiefs of Staff left you
in charge on the case even with the bitching I did. What does that
tell you?”

“That you’re incompetent
and in every case you dealt with sense the bureau gave you the post
I turned down, Director Perkin’s calls me to consult on it. That
every moment of glory you had over the years was thanks to me, not
your cunning and wit.”

“See what I mean? You
always think you’re better than me when I’m the one that got the
job and the corner office. And now tell me who’s the one that’s
incompetent me or you. Let’s count ten dead of yours and a city on
the brink of collapse or three agents will find. You going to do
your fucking job here Alex you are the one this whole storm of shit
is centering.”

“Well considering that
everyone that has come into contact with him so far, if it was him
that took them, you can count your men as dead. And even though
their names aren’t on the list I will stake my life on it they are
not innocent and free of sin. We get to wait and see what kind of
skeptical he’ll make of them. Or are told to go clean them up by
the killer.”

“Their names are not on
the list so there’s nothing to sagest that there anything but
victims’. I know these men and served with them. Whatever it takes,
will find them and bring them home safe.”

“You will bring
them home in body bags Patrick, you know that as well as I do. We
have to work the people on the list and finding out what dirty
deeds they’re involved with. That’s the only way we will get a
grasp of what this man will do and what he wants.”

“Do you fuck’s mind taking
this depressing conversation somewhere else? I have to take the
kids’ to school.” said Maria mumbling about assholes in suits
fucking up her house.

They left the room and
made their way downstairs to the command center in the hotel. There
was five of them set up in the city and the preparation for more.
There was computers and phones everywhere. Everyone who is a law
man has a copy of the ledger in their hand or open in front of
them. Everyone was working on a grid pattern for going through the
files so they got circled around the different groups to get
multiple angles on every case. Mahone always saw this technique
flawed and stupid.


CHAPTER
SEVEN






LIBERTY OF
DEATH!





















Jordan parked the truck in
the sally port and made his way to the kitchen for a bite to eat
before he had to leave. The phone rang and he let it go to the
machine not wanting to talk to anyone. He had a schedule to keep
and he couldn’t afford to take on any unwanted distractions right
now. The memorial service is tonight and he couldn’t risk it
because what he’s doing would be risky enough but well planned.
With who he is he got the information he needed before even the
police services. If he wasn’t careful he’d be on death
row.

He ate his sandwich as he
filled three syringes with his serum and knew that the dose would
have to be efficient to keep them under. He had an hour before he
had to leave so he checked the news. When he saw the headline story
at the moment is the discovery of a butchered baby found in its
crib this morning. The police released the information that this is
confirmed to be a serial incident and the parents of the other
kids’ are no longer suspects. Due to the sudden anarchy that a one
man army is taking on the city every available resource is put into
this. The FBI has even assigned their agents to assist in the
case.

Jordan looked up what he
could on the case so far and even he felt sickened by what happened
to these babies. He knew this would throw further stress on the
NYPD. With so many agents and agency’s pouring into the city it’s
now a full blown official police state.

He picked up his coffee
and went to the sally port where he moved the three agents. Three
large crates lay open with the brand of Stan’s Stages and Special
Effects. Once loaded he injected them with the solution and nailed
the lids shut. Placed into the back of the truck with everything
else that he’d he was ready to go. It is always wise it have
everything ready long before you ever need it.

The day looked to be a
good one and plans haven’t come together this perfect since he
started his family. Ever since they got taken away from him he knew
that life would never again be the same. How could it? You can
start a new family and there’s are those out there that do. Jordan
did once and hasn’t been able to think of anything but they’re
deaths. He doesn’t think he will get blessed in life enough to have
a third family. They say that bad shit happens in three’s don’t
they. Why should the loss of family after family be any
different?
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Mahone and O’Malley along
with over a hundred agents and police officers were in the
courtroom turned into a massive operations room. Everything on
everyone that is confirmed predator or suspected is on boards
around the room. They were getting warrants to search homes offices
and anything else they may own to hide evidence. So many resources
being used and nothing to give them help to stop the blood from
pouring in the street.

“Fill us in,” said
O’Malley to the man standing at the main computer projecting a map
of the city on the wall.

“We have agents dispatched
to the unknown’s in the ledger and we are working on warrens for
anyone that is a predator to put them into protective custody.
Though I don’t know why. Any marked green is cleared and yellow is
under watch, blue is victims’’ who requested protection and the red
are the known predators. If we cover everyone then we could get
lucky because other than that I don’t know how we would get ahead
of him.”

“And the D.A has anyone
got him in on this yet? We can use his influence to get the
warrants we need. Even with the Presidential influence in getting
the man power placed here people still have rights,” O’Malley
asked.

“He has been out on
personal leave for a while. I don’t know if he is even in the
country right now. The A.D.A has taken care of everything for him
and he doesn’t have the same pull.”

“We have agents at his
house in the Hamptons. He is in the country and his house keeper
reported seeing him two days ago so will wait there.”

“You know that he has more
than a dozen houses littered between here and the Hamptons not to
count his apartment buildings, townhomes, condos and other livable
real estate. He even owns an apartment in the hotel you took over.
A place in Trump and has time shares and other real estate in the
country and out. It’s a needle in a hay stack. To top it off anyone
in his employment is told to say the same thing. He is not at home
and the last time I heard from him was two days ago,” said Mahone
with a chuckle at O’Malley’s stupidity.

“What do you mean? The
only place registered to him is the house in the Hamptons where’d
he get everything else from?”

“He and his wife set it up
that way. Everything is registered to one corporation and the
actual registered owner to the deeds are with a charity for Kids’
in the Hood. A charity she made to bring vitalisation to the
schools and streets of the poverty stricken places in the city. Did
you check his known organizations?”

“Yah. That along with a
few other charities and small business adventures.”

“Well everything is housed
in that charity he pays the legal taxes on and secures his assets
to the organization when he dies. He made his wives legacy a
profitable organization through a dozen companies registered under
the same name. No matter what no one can ever contest it and turn
it back into a private company. Plus you can never lose what you
don’t legally own.”

“So it was his wife that
made the money?”

“On the ball now aren’t
you, I’ll call him but I don’t see him being any help in this.
Everyone is on edge and watching what they are doing with every
agency in the country probing everything they have ever
done.”
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Jordan sat at the docks
waiting to load onto a ferry along with a dozen other trucks from
Sam’s. Credentials being checked at every stop and the police and
agents were thick and even the undercover officers were doing
little to hide their identity. He could see the nervousness in the
cops’ eye’s as his credentials got checked and verifying the code
given at the first check point. Thanks to high tech equipment he
could roll through that stage by duplicating the owner’s
credentials. He was now on the boat making his way across the
Hudson towards Lady Liberty’s Island.

They docked and the five
trucks on board with him rolled off being directed to their
designated location. He teamed up with Charlie setting the stage
with special effects. Jordan found him on the front side of the
statue. If you are standing on the main part of the island then you
are looking at the back of Lady Liberty.

Jordan pulled up behind
the teenager standing there organizing his equipment. He made sure
his mustache is in place, glasses and hat doing their job, before
he climbed out of the truck to approach the kid. Jordan could hear
the bass of the music blaring in his ears from his Beats
headphones.

The kid, without taking
off the headphones, asked Jordan if he knew what he’s doing. He
gave him a thumbs up, the kid turned and left the back of his
truck. Jordan took the box of fireworks and followed him. They
placed charges along the edge of the star foundation. It didn’t
take long to get everything where it’s needed.

“So what do they have you
setting up? They told me there’s a special presentation and I’m to
assist you,” said Cyrus turning off his music but keeping the
headphones in place.

“That’s classified. I need
your help in loading everything into the statue and up to the
observation deck.”

The kid asked nothing and
helped load the crates up to the observation deck. There’s a pulley
systems setup to raise the flag and additional lights. With
everything in place he told the kid he’d call out for him if
needed.

Alone on the observation
deck being the last on the roster to set up and the island closed
to the public today he could work undisturbed. There was a
makeshift elevator constructed beside the statue big enough to fit
him and one crate. He hit the lift butter, and the elevator shot up
fast and it surprised him. Hidden behind a 300 foot tarp that
covered the American flag and Lady Liberty from top to bottom. The
statue itself is 150 feet tall to the base and 200 to the ground.
Visible from one angle and the island is crawling with cops its
risky having to leave the other bodies and the rest of his gear at
the bottom. Act as you are meant to be there and do the job you are
pretending to do.

Quick work in rigging up
the pulley he will need to suspend the three men. He made the trip
up and down with the crates and hooked the agents spaced three feet
apart around the face of the statue. Though the main part of the
service is being held in Liberty Park, the memorial service was at
the face of the statue to revile Liberty and Justice for all. A
stage is constructed up on the star and people were moving around
doing their jobs. No tourist on the island today there isn’t anyone
left to watch him. The multiple levels of security you had to go
through, the cops were paying more attention to the boats then the
workers.

With the agents in place
and the charges set he is pleased with the ease and stupidity of
the security. Able to duplicate an owner’s identification and
setting a spoof program to change the image in the NYPD cleared
list of workers. That would gain you cleared access to do what you
want. Though there is a huge risk of being caught doing what you’re
doing, you will have access. The spoof program will change the
picture and erase any record of the one you uploaded. You will need
over a million dollars in computer equipment to do it.

Back at his truck he
grabbed the last set of charges and headed to the stage. There he
could wire his charges he had placed to the main control panel for
the special effects and fireworks. He ran the wiring along with the
actual wires blending them in. The only one that would look out of
place is the single charge set under the stage. The wire itself ran
outside the speaker cable, but the explosive was inside the
speaker.

Jordan looked at his
watch, it was going on three in the afternoon and he knew the real
security would swarm the island soon. Guest would arrive and
military personnel would take their seats to honor the dead along
with the citizen’s they fought for to protect. He set one more
charge in the truck as he wouldn’t be able to take it. The
construction crews setting everything up will not leave but the
material vans could. Ceremony of The Lost is scheduled to start at
five, the timing was working out perfect, and he was feeling an
excitement he had not felt in years. That he had forgotten how to
feel. A feeling he has watched those around him enjoy in life and
now here in this moment he was alive with them. Right now there was
no other way he’d want to feel. So he savored it for the moment and
then let it pass knowing he has to keep the mask he has chosen to
ware exposed for all to see. Five seconds is it, five seconds is
all he ever allowed himself inside of the moment people take for
granted.
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Abul walked into the
internet café and paid the three bucks for an hour. He went to the
third floor were at the end of a curved hallway was a bank of
private booth’s known as perv’s curve. People came there to
download porn and talk in sex chats.

Though what you are
downloading is monitored and key strokes recorded with “watch
words” setting off security along with any inserted external
drives. It was simple, bring a mouse that has a USB slot with the
data stick inserted, disconnect their mouse and connect your own.
The computer will recognize the mouse and accept it as a known
device. You open the mouse in program files and the files you need
will be available to send without security ever registering a new
external device.

He opened one of his dummy
emails and loaded a program allowing him to send emails to every
news agency known. The photos were in an encrypted file that if you
are not a receiver of the file, then all you will see is a set of
weather photos.

As he clicked send he
realised how excited this all made him. What he’s doing to the
nation, and not the babies, caused him to explode in his pants. He
smiled the smile of a boy who saw his first set of real life tits.
Abul walked the street and stopped to watch the news in a store
front window. It featured him now they realized there’s a serial
killer on the loose. This isn’t just mothers with postpartum.
There’s no footage of the family but plenty of the house. Extensive
coverage on the other victims’ and the damage this evils caused so
far. He knew he would get their attention.

The first two had not
enough panache, so he had to fine tune his methods. This got there
attention though and boy did it ever. The report on the manner in
which the murder happened said the first two families got spared
the torture as the third is used for batting practice. The shire
brutality of it was unheard of in America with all the sick people
she produces a savage from another land had to be responsible.
Americans starve, deep freeze, microwave, let people perform their
sick fantasies on them, drown them in the tub. Chloroform tie them
up and stick them in the truck to party letting them suffocate to
death then dump them in a ditch. Beat, shake, bake, drug and fuck
them to death, and sell them. Americans have done and will continue
to do some twisted things but we have never seen one killed like
this.

Savage am I? Abul thought
to himself as he made his way back to his car. The city hasn’t seen
savage yet. The truth was he was just starting. Now he has claimed
their attention it was time to spice it up and show them who the
real maniac is and what he can do. Bombs are fun and all but to
feel the life end under your hands was so much more intimate and
gratifying to do.
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Mahone got off the phone
with the Chief who wanted him to go to the memorial service with
the agents on protection detail. There was a few people whose named
in the ledger attending. Mahone didn’t think it was a wise idea to
let them, but the joint task forces think it might be a good
opportunity to catch there man. Yah right.

He joined the ten agents
paid tax dollars to protect three people Mahone believed are guilty
of something sinister. After all everyone else was, and it was a
realization that was too little too late. He thought to that had he
known that when the bomb went off it wouldn’t have mattered if they
lived or died. Given the opportunity Mahone may have pulled the
trigger himself. But not on the kids’. Because their teen’s doesn’t
mean they should have died when the real monster was the one with
the camera.

It didn’t take long to get
mobilized and on the road to the docks. There was tension as Mahone
sat in the chase car and thought it would be the second one to
blow. He will go for the front runner first to demobilize the unit
and then take out the last to block there path. Next he’ll take out
everyone that’s around. Even though his car is ripped apart and the
agents with him are dead, he alone will survive. He realized the
only way he would die in this, is if the killer decides it. The
only way to live, is to kill him. He’s in a fight with the devil.
He can shoot and blaze away at everything to come at him all he
wants, but with no target to shoot at. Stuck fighting his own
demon’s spawned from every choice he’s made and the innocent are
the ones to suffer. Will irony be his shield from the storm that’s
making land fall? Will irony be what allows him to watch everyone
around him both innocent and guilty die sparing his life? To be the
one to live with it forever locked away caged like the animals he
arrests his family to live with it all. Is death a better way out
in the end then a life watching everything you love destroyed by
name alone?
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Jordan walked down the
maintenance stair well at the back of the Statue. The statue having
gone through so many retro fittings and upgrades in the last few
years’ sense 9/11 and the slow dangerous evacuation procedures. The
camera network is wired for the main lobby the exits and
observation deck leaving the rest of the island unmonitored by
video.

He found a place behind
the boilers and changed his clothes. Removed the fake hair,
mustache, contacts, mole, eyebrows and other gear. Jordan placed
them in a triple layered paper bag with one filled with packets of
thermite. Once lit it will melt whatever it touches until ash is
left. Jordan left the way he came and placed the bag in the back of
the truck. In good time he made his way to the front of the complex
as people arrived. He knew that he’d have to hide out talking to
the maintenance crew until there was several more ferry’s docked.
Then he can slide in with the masses and blend.

His phone rang, and he had
taken notice to how many people had arrived before answering. He
was talking with Charlie who handles the special effects. The
youngest one hired in the company trusted to handle potential
explosives. He looked a slacker pot head, but was certified to
handle more explosives than most military professionals. As bright
as he was Jordan was glad he didn’t recognize him when he sat
across him at the card table.

“Sorry guy’s it’s my
mother. Hello mom, I’m here where are you?” he left the tent to
join the crowd.

“We are in the beverage
tent where else would I be.”

“Having a double are you,”
it was rhetorical, “how much have you drank? Are you able to go up
on stage?”

“A triple. I won’t talk, I
can’t. You know why too though don’t you? After what you told me. I
can’t honor those alive when my husband is dead at their hands. I
know you have to-”

“Mom it’s ok. You know why
I have to speak. I can’t let my anger and hate for the one's
responsible turn me from doing my job for this city. We’re not even
supposed to know what we know. What I told you was to give you the
closure you needed even if it wasn’t what you were looking
for.”

One could live with the
thought if someone gives there life for a good cause, an honorable
death. When that death however is at the hands of your own, the
pain runs deep.

A voice called for those
attending the memorial to head to the front of the statue echoed in
the background and he told her to meet him on stage. He watched
movements of everyone who had a gun on their hip. With a quick
count realized the numbers he thought and what it is are off by 15.
He looked at the stage and smiled at who sat in the center and all
around him. The Assistant Chief to the left and the director of
operations to his right. There was a few others between him and the
Mayor to his left and himself his mother and three other military
officials. Jordan climbed the stairs and his mother hugged him. The
appropriate pleasantries exchanged with the others, Jordan had to
wave the Mayor off from bombarding him with questions. He had
ducked his calls and all the aides he has sent out to look for
him.

The ceremony took place as
any other did. Remembered others who die in war and giving the dead
their moment of silence. Those that came today have either lost
someone in the Cold War or are involved in it themselves. As
Jordan’s father is remembered he watched the men and woman in the
crowd who knew the truth. Lips of the general that served over his
father curled in disgust and Jordan knew it was because he knew the
truth himself. Photos of the declassified dead graced the screen
and there is few of them up there that lies didn’t shroud their
sacrifice.

“Now for a few words from
the son of Captain Jordan Peterson, our District Attorney Jordan
Peterson.” said The Chief motioning Jordan to the mic.

Jordan hated that the man
called himself Chief and demanded everyone else did to. He’s the
Assistant Chief and there’s another four higher ranking officers
above him. Though he’s more involved than the rest of them with
street level crime and Jordan knew why. There’s never been a time
Jordan liked the man or called him anything but Assistant
Chief.

“It has been twenty years
sense the end of a war, portrayed to be pen and paper, and not
rifle and bomb. Though the majority of it got fought in the
boardroom, the blood still poured in the streets. The walls went up
bordering not countries, but the progress of peace and relations
between them. Those of you who fought either by answering a phone
or pulling the trigger yourself, your sacrifices are honored and
held in time forever. The difference being WW2 bombs got dropped
and the dead could be counted. The Cold War, or as my father called
it The Cold Death. When you died, there was no report, no one to
come bring you home, and your government denies you even exist if
captured. Many cases ended with the complete eradication of the
dead’s existence. We don’t know why? The covert operations get
declassified and even though they are now public knowledge, it
still doesn’t give us the closure we need.

“So many of us
know what I mean. The same as me with my father, you had friends
serve this country in ways this country nor any other will ever
admit. That is the darkness of war. There are no rules and there
are no boundaries that a man will not take to achieve their
countries goals. If it wasn’t for greed Hitler may have succeeded
and we would be speaking German now,” a few chuckles in the
audience.

“This was not a war of
dominance but instead a war to prevent dominance from taking over.
The war is kept quiet to lower the severity of the dead and world
powers both with their fingers on the trigger of world demolition
and both willing to strike. Thank you to everyone that fought to
prevent that. I give thanks to every one of you sitting here who
was a member of the winning team. Thank you for the will to give
your life to not protect the rights and freedoms of yourself, but
for the people you didn’t know. The ones who couldn’t protect
themselves both domestic and foreign. You are heroes, and I am
honored to be with now and you deserve the recognition that my
father and others received here today just as much. Thank you for
our flag we will always be able to fly high and with honor. This is
in thanks to you.” Jordan hit the first switch on the panel that
controlled the vale covering the 150 foot American flag.

He hit the second switch
setting off the fireworks behind the statue and everyone looked up
to see the show. But when the vale dropped, and they saw what was
up there, there was a collective gasp of screams and people
standing. Jordan wasn’t paying attention to any of them. Instead he
focused on Mahone with the other FBI at the back of the crowd. By
the time the first firework lit the sky Jordan was flipping the
rest of the switches causing a chain reaction.

Half the crowd scrambled
around looking up, the other still with cellphones in hand
recording, when the charges detonated. The explosion ripped through
the three men showering those below in human remains and entrails.
Next the charges took Lady Liberty’s head off sending the debris
following the agents. Chunks of the copper and stone that make the
face came crushing on people all around him. Next the charge set
under the stage ignited and blew the left side to shreds killing
and maiming those sitting there. The rest of them, Jordan included,
got thrown off the stage. It was a huge risk to take but well
calculated and executed to make himself a victim. Before he lost
consciousness he saw the scene that was his design.

Crushed bodies lie around
him from the falling statue and blood spatter sprayed everywhere.
Ten feet away there was a man whose head is crushed flat exploding
his brain and scull in every direction by part of the forehead and
crown of the statue. He saw the Chief, laying twenty feet away and
still alive, was missing a leg and an arm and had shrapnel sticking
out of his face. As Jordan went under two things played in his
mind: Mahone running towards the stage screaming for him to stop.
And when he woke up he hoped they’d be dead. Pieces of
shi…
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The scene on Liberty
Island made yesterday look like a pathetic practice run for today’s
big bang event. It was the worst possible place that someone could
need medical attention in the city, let alone a crowd of patients
in need of a surgeon. There’s a panic of people running around like
chickens with their heads cut off. Others were trying to help the
bleeding and dying mourners there to remember the dead. Not become
one.

New York and Jersey EMS
sent everything they had to the island. Every helicopter on deck is
commandeered and a massive new retrieval pattern is implemented
using military guidance. When there is a situation on an island the
fastest way to get the injured to a hospital is in the air and not
the water. There was rescue boats and ferry’s dispatched and a mass
call out to anyone in the New York harbors to see the pier office
to get a ticket. With so many vehicles heading to the island at one
time they had to give each a number to take. Three helicopters at
one time would load people into them and three more would hover to
take their place and three were always on deck ready to
fly.

Those needing minor care
got transported by boat to a triage center set up on the main land.
Fire and EMS along with a couple field surgeons were assisting with
the worse cases. They were the one's being loaded into the Air
Ambulance and taken to hospitals in both Jersey and New York.
Mahone had counted 12 dead and the injured are taken away too fast
to count. There’s 125 registered guest, 100 police officers and
FBI, 50 servers and catering staff. The reporters and crew. Plus
the official aides there to assist whatever white collar cocksucker
too lazy to answer his own texts. He could have killed everyone if
he wanted.

The majority of the
injured are cleared away and the ones that didn’t get hurt boarded
the ferry. The day of remembrance of the dead turned to one of
mourning and loss. Lady Liberty left decapitated to stand tall with
torch in hand. Littered at her feet are the victims’ of his
creation.

He knew what was coming as
soon as the D.A revealed the flag and the three men thrashed. Who
were they? Were they the missing agents? Mahone thought so. There
was no time from the initial reveal to the first explosion to do
anything. Now as Mahone was a pawn in the death of Judge Brown, the
D.A is made to take life unaware of what he’s doing. Mahone knew
that this event would be his next attack and didn’t do enough to
protect the victims’. The worst part whoever is behind it was here
when it happened. They had to be. No one had left the island from
the time the last truck with gear rolled off the ferry until the
first helicopter took away the first two trauma
victims’.

At least they’d have him
on tape. Unless he swam back to shore, not impossible. Across to
Governors Island or the same to Liberty State Park. Mahone bet he
used us to take him out with the injured. Mahone radioed the
officers on the ferry taking the non-injured back to shore and told
him to detain them. Any non-injured are taken back to Police
Headquarters on Lafayette Street across from the Justice Building.
There he’d have each of them stripped apart from the time of birth
too today. He placed officers at each of the hospitals to watch
everyone else that was there. He got an earful for detaining active
military personnel but with this being a bombing by a domestic
attacker he didn’t care. Plus the active threat to the government
official’s in attendance who have the President on speed dial. This
was now turning into a National Threat and the Military is waiting
on the green light to take hold of the case.

At least the news now
wasn’t all on his incompetence, it now includes the bad judgment
used by the FBI, ATF, and Home Land Security. With three of the
biggest federal authorities on the same case the city demanded to
know not how they let it happen. But what did the dead today on
Liberty Island do to deserve it? They can’t all be depraved
individuals. Who were the main targets? He would have to tear apart
so many live to find out. If that’s what it took, if people who
have buried their demon’s get exposed, then so be it. Innocent
people have died here today, and if one man in the crowd is guilty,
then he’s as responsible as the one who detonated the
bombs.

The hospital they took the
city employees too was on the main island and Mahone caught a ride
in a helicopter to get there. When he arrived the hospital was in a
pandemonium it hadn’t seen sense 9/11. But at least sense then
emergency protocols and response is tripled in efficiency. That
didn’t mean when you got to the hospital you are seen right away.
When you arrive in a trauma situation with multiple victims’ you
get classified with a triage tag. If you had a green tag and yet
were holding a bleeding hand with a missing finger, too bad for
you, you’re the walking wounded. Yellow same thing but you have a
head injury you get quicker response, red you are in the ICU,
black, your fucked. No other way to put it. They give you morphine
until you die because unless they can save your life in a mass
casualty they won’t help you.

Right now he stood in a
private room of the ICU and he knew that the man on the bed
wouldn’t want to waste money on it. He’s never been able to
understand his friend. Wife’s a billionaire, and he got it when she
died. Even when she was alive until now he has kept post as a
simple civil servant to the people of New York. He lives at one of
his smaller homes or in an old factory office his wife use to work
out of. He’s an enigma and Mahone is honored to be friends with
him. Never compromised or swayed to break his oath to fight for
liberty and justice. The Poster Boy of All American
bullshit.

One time his son got
kidnapped, and the ransom was to throw a case. He sunk the guy he
was prosecuting and then destroyed the Armenian mobs organization
himself to get him back. They heard nothing on the force until the
dust settled after Jordan destroyed everything in their compound on
Long Island. There were other people reported to have been there at
the time with Jordan. By the time NYPD showed up it was just him
lying on the ground with a slug in his gut holding his unconscious
son in his hands. Mahone has asked him the once how he could do it
but Jordan told him nothing. With no evidence linking him to what
happened they never filed charges. Not against the law to be shot
or in a building full of contraband as long as you aren’t connected
to it. The reports of people assisting Jordan given by members in
the neighborhood that seen a group in all black go in. With the
number of dead inside its believed Special Forces helped Jordan.
The type of person Jordan is, and what he had done to not only save
his son, but to protect the integrity of the courts to. No one in
the department wanted to pursue it. No one in the city wanted
answers, what they wanted is an address to send a care basket to
the brave D.A that took on the mob and won. The story was huge and
then not even three years after his family is taken from him for
good. So much righteousness inside the man before him filled with
the loss of a thousand.

On that floor is Assistant
Chief, Bureau Chief, a Mayer’s aide and a federal judge. The Chief
had lost an arm and a leg and had several broken ribs. The damage
was the same for the Mayer’s aide and the judge was suffering
internal bleeding that is poisoning his body. There were, so many
others packed into the rooms and the dorms of the ICU. As for
Jordan other than the two broken ribs and bump on the head he was
still unconscious and all the doctors can say is it isn’t life
threatening. They figure he will wake up in a few hours on his own.
If not they will try to bring him out of it using medication. If
that doesn’t work then they would have to wait. There’s no bleeding
in the brain but there is slight swelling that would cause this to
happen. When the swelling goes down they’d have more
information.






# # #






Jordan lay in the bed
listening to his mother go at the nurses and is glad to hear her
scream. He feared that she’d become collateral damage. It’s a risk,
and there was no other way to take it. She’s yelling at them
because they wanted her to leave. Mrs. Peterson threatened them
with everything she thought of and even used the fact that her son
is the District Attorney and would make their lives hell. That
wasn’t working she came to her sense’s remembered that that wing of
the hospital is owned by a charity of Jordan’s. One call to his
lawyer she had a cot set up in the room.

It’s another three hours
until he heard the steady breathing of someone entering not REM
stage sleep but a medicated one. He is fast to attach the heart
monitor leads from his chest to his mothers and place the oxygen
reader on her finger. When she took her Ambien you’re able to
perform surgery on her and she wouldn’t budge. Plus the booze on
her is a perfume she adored. Other than a few scrapes and bruises
she’s unharmed by today’s events and Jordan is relieved. Though he
would have accepted her death if that had happened. This is not
child’s play. It's war.

He opened the door to his
room and slipped into the storage closet. As fast as his body let
him he put on a pair of scrubs and a mask to cover his face? He
then took a trolley cart and loaded it with the essentials to do
the bedding. He made his way to the trauma dialysis department and
rolled past the cop standing outside the wings entrance. Soon he
was standing at the foot of Judge Franklyn Montel. He was the one
that would send your child to the insane asylum for a quick profit.
Jordan found out that the Judge is a psychotherapist under a
different alias and had been visiting the kids’ in the loony bin.
Using psychoanalytical mind morphing techniques to make them his
slaves willing to do what he or a client wanted. It would have been
easier to expose him the evidence wasn’t circumstantial either but
there’s no fun in that. Hell more than half of them he can prove
what they did and have them thrown in jail, but again, after so
much innocent blood is spilled by them. Where would the fun be?
There’d be no point made.

He removed his shoe and
took out the sole and slid back part of the heel to reveal a small
vile with what looked like salt inside it. He then took a bottle of
saline and popped off the lid. A few grains of the Ricin, a shake,
you have the lethal cocktail needed to kill. A few grains is enough
to kill a 200 pound man so ten in a shot should do the trick. He
filled a syringe and injected the solution into the IV. Being on
the verge of death from the blood poisoning, this should speed the
process. On a normal day with a healthy individual ricin can take a
couple days to take effect which is its intended purpose, so you
are not there. It will look like the flue and your heart will stop.
Even if they have what it is, even if Jordan put a note on the body
saying its ricin, there’s no cure. Even if they look for it
specific in autopsy, it’s impossible to detect.

The drugs administered and
the Judge sleeping to a peaceful death was too humane for him. It
angers him he has to waist a good moment of power with a poison.
Not able to stay and watch him take his final breath. To tell him
he knew his secret and America will too. Oh well. He left the room
and went back to his dumping everything he had on into the hospital
laundry cart. He reset the leads to his body and got back in bed as
the nurse came in to make her rounds. A minute later and he’d be
caught.

In bed he laid and
wondered on what would kill the judge first. The poison he gave him
or the poison coursing through his veins. Falling asleep as soon as
his head hit the pillow he let a smile tickle the corners of his
mouth as images of today floated around his head. Lady Liberty’s
head exploding raining her skull onto those who she stood for. The
tired and the weak, ones who wouldn’t have made it if it weren’t
for America and her freedoms. Chunks of her landing around him
crushing those he despised. Watching the blood rain as the men
responsible for his father’s death being brought to justice at his
declassification was a gift. He had no clue they’d be stationed
here and together, it felt too easy when he snatched them, but hay,
maybe there was a God. The justice in Jordan’s court The Court of
Peterson, were the only verdict is guilty and the sentence is
death.
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Mahone had the list of the
dead on Liberty Island and with the sheer volume of destruction and
number of people in attendance, 13 had died so far. There were
however still many undetermined due to medical status. The massive
crime clean up and decapitated Liberty showed with the news
helicopter flying over the island. Thirteen white sheets covering
the bodies stood out on the ground. They were still looking for the
source of the explosion to determine what type it was and to the
Military and FBI that was the most important job. Fucking morons.
Who gives a shit what type of trigger is used to set off the bomb?
We know that it was military grade, and no reported missing stock
so whoever’s doing this is connected. We knew that the explosive
substance is a highly classified military secret and grade. So why
focus so much energy on putting a bomb back together that will be
useless in finding the suspect. There’s our tax dollars hard at
work, hardly working. Sure the trigger is important, but this guy
hasn’t left evidence behind yet so remove the bodies out of the
spot light.

They think if they have
what type of trigger is used they may find a list of people that
can build one. Open Google and type in “bomb building for dummy’s”
and 101 million results come up. Today’s a different day from
twenty years ago with the ease of what a private citizen can get
their hands on. Now a day any asshole with a bank roll and a Wifi
connection can get anything he wants. They needed to focus on the
ledger and they put it on the back burner and forgot. “The answers
are in your hand,” he said to Mahone and he couldn’t see it. What
was he meant to see? It wasn’t as if this was a stack of reports it
was names. Who was he meant to find?

It had been more than 40
hours sense he rested and wished he could now. As he sat leaned
back in his chair he tried to sleep but the images that infected
his brain were making it impossible. The explosion in the street
still being processed trying to put a number on the dead. The burnt
bodies fused to the ground around the blast site. Body parts and
torsos littering the stairs of the Justice Building like confetti.
The scene at Liberty Island was worse not because he was right
there but because he had a chance to do something and he failed. He
let those people die today. Twice in a row.
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Jordan’s room is packed
with at least one high ranking official from every department on
the case. They had filled Jordan in on what was going on in the
city, like because he hadn’t been to the office he didn’t get the
news. The irritation he felt with the men that were investigating
him standing in his room praising him telling him how brave and
strong he is. How he has been a pillar of justice and hope in the
city for years and would love to see him at work in the court room
again. He was watching and listening to them give there different
ideas. They are there to get his opinion as he’s worked on cases
with Mahone and valued his opinion. Bunch of morons.

He left the hospital and
went to his compound in the Hamptons. His wife had taken shit from
the town, city and the state when she built her dream home. It was
more five huge mansions attached, in the middle of a vast field
that once use to produce corn. The house is a labyrinth of rooms.
It featured major architecture from the greatest minds of time.
Though not the biggest in the country. Jordan never liked the house
but when his wife got killed he couldn’t part with it. He couldn’t
even move anything inside.

When he went into the
house he checked the sensors and could see that Berta, his house
keeper, was in the entertainment room watching a movie. Without
telling her he was home he made his way to his office. Back at his
desk he went through the unlocking process to his computer vault.
He opened drawers to different lengths and set a combination for
the west wall to open into another room.

Inside the chamber is
where he kept everything that meant anything to him from his wife
and kids’. The room was a large rectangle twenty five feet long and
fifteen feet wide by twelve feet tall. Inside is the heart of his
world. He walked into the middle of the room and sat at a
chair.

“Jena awake,” and the room
came to life.

At once his
world came back to him as it was so long ago. The room projected
life like holograms of his wife and kids’ as he used to sit and
work in his office with them around him. It didn’t matter how big
the house is and the three arcades it has. The kids’ would always
be with him in his study. And he missed that so much. His daughter
was chasing his son around in circles screaming,
“I’m going to get you!” Oh how he longed for those days. His beautiful wife coming to
sit on the corner of his desk to watch him go through legal paper
work as she always did. She smiled at him so proud of her Public
Defender.

As he looked up at her
hologram that will allow for everything the original person once
was except the touch. Oh how he missed her warmth.

“Please do not
cry my love. I am here,” his wife said reaching a hand to his
face.

“I have given my blood for
this city and watched as its Liberty is raped and abused. Now I am
the corruption I swore to eradicate. So much blood spilled and
nothing is different. I don’t know how to make them
understand.”

“They will my love. You
are not hurting the innocent but making this world a safer place
for them. Remember what I use to tell you, everything will always
get worse before they can ever get better. You are doing what you
know to be the answer in fixing the city. It isn’t Rome my love you
cannot burn it to the ground in a day.”

His wife’s integrated
systems keeps her up to date on current events and she knew
everything that’s on the web. His wife and kids’ are now the memory
of them from home video and social media. The program creates the
likeness of them, you can do and say what you to them but you can’t
touch. You can even play a game with them and act as you always
did, but they’re just a program. Cheaper and safer than a
shrink.

“I’m trying to but the
innocent get caught up in it and no matter what the outcome is. No
matter who lives because of what I’m doing I’m responsible and the
blood is on my hands. Now in the end of days I cannot stand beside
you because of the innocent lives I have taken I am condemned.
That’s all right though. As long as when I’m done a new city can be
born,” he cried and his wife held his face. How he wished he could
feel it.

His son ran up to him and
put a law review book onto his desk, the last book he ever climbed
the shelves to get for him.

“Please don’t
cry, dad, we are here for you. I love you dad,” his son said so
innocent and sweet. Such a small voice.

“I love you to JJ, daddy
isn’t sad baby he feels empty right now but seeing you guys makes
it better.”

His son smiled up at him
and he reciprocated fighting the tears as he ran off this time to
chase his sister.

“Please my love, hold the
truth of what justice is and what it’s meant to stand for in your
heart and never let it go. That is why I fell in love with you.
Even with my money you couldn’t be bought. Even when the mob took
JJ and what did you do? Without the police. You are a brave and
honorable man and you need to get yourself out of the darkness that
has shrouded your life.”

“I want my family back and
no political blood will ever do it. It was the corruption inside
the police and inside the government I stand for that took you and
the kids’ away. Is what I am doing right my love?”

“Innocent blood has
stained the soil at your hands. If you stop now then it will be for
nothing and the corruption will continue. Without someone like you
that knows the truth and is not afraid of it, the city will decline
deeper into the darkness you so woefully fight. You are the only
one that can do something because you have the means and the
knowledge to do it. There is no other way but through
blood.”

“I know my love. Know that
I do not do this for you but for Liberty and Justice. The real you
wouldn’t except it and would make me find another humane way to
take care of it. But when they took you away from me killing you
and the kids’ like that. There isn’t anything that could get me to
stop now. I’ve never wanted something as much as you guys and I
can’t have you.”

His son ran up to him as
did his daughter and they stood there looking up. Smile’s for miles
and so full of life. Then they turned to the right, and the flesh
melted away from over half their face. The eye socket sunken in
bulging the eyeball out of it blackened and ready to burst from
fluid buildup. The lower mandible free of flesh and missing teeth
the jaw bone raw and melted. Over half his body exposed to the bone
and muscle tissue.

“Go to sleep.”

He stood in the middle of
the room blood pumping hard in his veins and he felt ready to burst
from anger. He hated running the last images of the program showing
the three of them and what they looked like when they died. It
keeps him focused on his plans and takes away his willingness to
give up on it.

He walked into the kitchen
to find Berta cooking him a steak on the kitchen grill. She always
knew when he was home and he found that eerie but comforting. She
refused to learn how to work her iPhone and used an original flip
phone instead.

“The city is falling
apart. Do you know anything that the news doesn’t on the case?” she
asked setting the plate in front of him.

“Nothing you don’t know.”
The steak was perfect but not what he wanted.

“You are on the list. FBI
was out here looking for you. Are you all right Jordan?”

“Yes I’m all right and
will be. Please do not fret for me.”

“Well,” she said sitting
adding salt and pepper to his steak and taking the bite he had on
his fork, “that one’s terrible.” She slid the steak in front of her
and ate like a refugee. She put the plate in the dishwasher and sat
back down.

“Gee it must be nice to be
the owner of this place doesn’t it.”

She lifted a tray and his
lasagna was steaming in front of him.

“Wasn’t my
fault you assumed the steaks yours.”

“So I get lasagna and you
get an 800$ steak?”

“That’s how the cookie
crumbles.” They both laughed and Jordan’s ribs shot out in pain.
“I’m worried Jordan I don’t want you to die.”

“Don’t worry I did the
paper work the house is yours if I do.”

“Should I send the killer
a message telling him you’re ready to meet your maker? I’m being
honest with you and how it’s effecting me you are all I have up
here.”

“Please don’t worry Berta,
one man can’t wage war against the US government and get away with
it. They know who he is and are tracking him down.”

“Is it true the military
is taking over the investigation?”

“Yah they might be. It’s
the only time the military can operate on American soil. Now if you
will excuse me Berta I’m going to go rest my ribs.”
































CHAPTER
NINE



SWEET BABY, OH BABY!





















The night was dark and
Abul had been staking out this target longer than the others and
the timings perfect. He obtained the alarm code having a view
through the back of the house into the front. He’s wanted her sense
he arrived in this wretched country. Ran into her in a grocery
store with her kid. He asked her the time, and she called him a
terrorist and ran away from him. He wanted to feel her suffering
and be the one to make her. Just because a brown guy may or may not
have been responsible for the attacks doesn’t mean we are all bad.
Well I am, but not all of us. Who did she think she is,
sanctimonious cunt? Took him a week, but she was back to shop and
so was he. She picked up diapers and wipes and he picked up her
trail.

He sat hidden in a tree
and watched her move around her room naked and he fantasised on
butchering her two babies in front of her. Have her drink their
pure virgin blood, the sweetness of her children. The nectar of
life and all that is youth. The house went dark, and he got excited
to just be disappointed when a car pulled into the driveway and it
isn’t her husbands.

Another man went up to the
master bedroom and the two of them wasted no time getting down and
dirty. What a fucking whore. The whore of Babylon. Whores all of
them, everything that is a woman is a whore. How could you ever
trust something that can bleed for a week straight and not
die?

He went back to
his car to retrieve his Walter PPK.22LR with silencer and returned
to the house in a rage. His whore of a wife up there fucking
another man with our kids’ in the room. I’ll show her who the
fucking man of the house is. Fucking
cunt.



# # #






Mahone sat in a pew while
a hundred people from every agency scoured the ledger looking at
every name and running it threw every data base. So far what they
turned up is a nightmare, and it was getting worse. People thought
to be a victim in this turned out to be one of the head predators.
It is circumstantial evidence and most of it obtained without
warrants.

“That’s the beautiful part
of the patriot act Mahone. The military in a time of national
emergency or even slight suspicion of terrorism can do what we
want.” Staff Sargent William McAlister who flew in today from D.C.
chipped in.

“It’s wonderful that the
government can implement an act and take away your freedom and
fundamental rights. Makes me feel all warm and cozy knowing that.
So it looks like that this is running deeper than any of us
expected and now everyone in any position of authority is a
suspect. It’s circumstantial and it won’t hold up. It will sully
their names but without whatever Intel this maniac has we have
shit,” said Mahone.

“That’s why we half to set
a trap. Whatever happened at Liberty Island shouldn’t have. We had
every angle of that island secure and triple checked everyone going
in.”

“Well you didn’t check
good enough because as of now 16 are dead and thirty more are
fighting for their lives. Where are we with the phone taps for the
three high targets?”

“There in place and we
have locaters planted on them in their shoes. Were still hoping
forensics can come back with something from one of the bombs but
were not hopeful on that,” said agent O’Malley.

“So we have nothing then
right?” said Mahone feeling the blood pulse at his
temples.

“No I’ll tell you what we
have in this fine city we call the Apple. We have a man blowing up
monuments, another guy killing immigrants at random, this sick son
of a bitch that’s sending pictures of murdered babies to the news.
Another guy harvesting organs and we have nothing on any of them,
bodies that’s it,” said Sargent McAlister.

“Fuck Vegas this is Sin
City.” Mahone was at a loss and he didn’t care anymore. It was a
shit rope. The harder you gripped on and pulled up, the faster you
slid down it getting covered in shit as you slide.

They had some physical
evidence and a sketch artist working with a witness in the
immigrant killings. So if they could close that case then this, ah
shit, who’s he kidding the cities gone to shit and the police are
helpless. There was too much at once and with the Military high
jacking their labs, they couldn’t run any of the test they need on
any other case. There was another five city homicide’s in the last
five day’s still sitting in the cooler waiting for trace and
autopsy. The evidence piled in faster than it can be processed at
twenty labs running samples.

“We will set the trap for
him on these three. They are his next targets, according to the
profile created. We will be ready to move on him as soon as he
makes his,” said the Sargent.

“What type of military
engagement are you putting into this?” asked Mahone.

“That’s the thing here,
were putting nothing into this. The legality of Habeas Corpus is
the right to due process and we can’t implement military personnel
on an official status. We can assist the existing government and
authorities with whatever they need in maintaining order. There’s
no military authority on this because even though presence of
terror is there and lives are in danger. You haven’t lost control
of the population and we can’t invoke Martial Law until you do.
Hell before Obama we wouldn’t even be able to help you this far. We
have access in and out of the city under surveillance.”

“What is the point of
having Martial Law if we can’t roll tanks into the streets?” Mahone
bitched. Made to take orders and work for them but we can’t use
their toy’s, it isn’t fair.

“Yah it sucks, but until
you lose control of your policing or a riot breaks out in the
street there’s not much we can do.”

Mahone sat there staring
at his own list and notes on what he thought may happen and how
they are wrong on who to watch. Sure one of them may be right for a
pressing target for the killer to get, but, he was understanding
more of the way this guy was thinking. Maybe it had to do with
children. He had an idea where the killer is going next.
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Abul stood
outside the master bedroom door and listened to the squeaking of
the bed as the whore cheated on him. Why did she half to do that
and with that piece of shit. My twin brother. I’ll teach both of
them who the man of this house is and they will know that I am the
ruler. He stepped inside the room and watched as she rode him like
a cowboy. Dirty whore.

The woman seen the gun and
the man in the mirrors reflection. She screamed and jumped off the
man in the bed covering her breasts and raising her arms to protect
them. Abul didn’t say a word, he pulled the trigger twice sending
two slugs into the man’s head. Brain and scull splattered the wall
behind him and sprayed the whore in blood and chunks of her lover.
She was screaming and Abul could see a piece of brain hanging out
of her mouth. Soon after he could hear the sweet sound of a child
screaming for its mother. Mozart’s symphony he never had the chance
to write.

“Pleasing isn’t
it, the thrill of adultery? The philandering of another man’s wife
is a disgrace. How could you do that to the father of your
kids’? Whore! Whore! WHORE!”
he screamed at her as she wept in the bed the
babies screaming louder and louder bagging for their mommy to come
and suckle them.

“Please I have money in
the wall safe. Take it and leave, it’s yours. Please let us
go.”

She bagged for
her life not knowing his plan’s for her to live with so much
more. Whore.

“Follow me,” he said gun
to her head prodding her along.

“What are you going to do?
Where are you taking me? Please don’t hurt me what do you want?”
She shook all over as she held the sheet up and walked.

Abul stepped on
the sheet. “Don’t be modest now, whore. Hurt you! I wouldn’t dream
of physically hurting you. No that’d be too easy and no fun at all. You’re
not innocent and I want you to feel my pain, whore. Your children
however-”

She screamed and fought
but Abul clocked her in the head with the butt if the gun hard
enough to calm her.

“Look what you
do to your husband. I want him to come home to find another man in
your bed naked still with the wetness of your passion on his dick
and a lovely after sight. Do you want to see what I see
whore?” Abul shoved her
into the baby’s room hard onto the glider.

He used flex
cuffs on her hands and feet and then duct tape on her torso and
head to keep them in position. He lined her up in the middle of the
room with the double changing table and then lowered it so it was
level with her. She closed her eyes hard and was screaming into the
gag. He took out a vile of super glue and applied it to her eyelids
keeping them open. Dirty whore you’re not
allowed to close your eyes you need to see what you made me
do. He looked at the two babies in there
bassinets crying out ever so pleading for mommy.






# # #






Mahone still
awake in bed with his wife asleep in an Ambien coma. He however lay
awake thinking of everything so far and how in all meaning of the
word they had nothing to go on. Every angle they ran came back a dead end, and they
were running out of leads. Who was he trying to kid they hadn’t had
one of those yet. They keep getting further and further behind.
What they had to go on was who his targets are and it’s most of the
ledger. The FBI that got killed were not. Either were 9 of the
people that died at Lady Liberty, the dead in the street of the
second bomb and the two cops at his house. None of them are on the
list.

It was simple. This was
war and like any war there’s bound to be casualties on both sides.
In this war it is one man they know of and no targets to fire back
at. Anyone, who is anyone, in the city are walking targets, and
nothing else. There was more at play and he knew it was egotistical
but in the end it would be him and his new friend. Battle of the
wits.

He wished he knew what he
did to set this plague loose on the city. A dark cloud of his own
doing. Was it his creation? Sure he may have conducted himself in
an unorthodox manner threw the course of his career, but it was
never for money, he did to help someone in need. He has broken the
rules of enforcing the law he swore to uphold and be faithful when
he discharges his duties. Has he done that though? Has he been
honorable and true with the number of dead hanging from his
fingertips like puppets? The people that have suffered because of a
maniac he couldn’t help and now he wants revenge. But why so much,
and how do I know him?

Every time he
tried to sleep he saw the little 8 year old girl thrown to her
death. Screaming the whole way to the ground as she watched
everything a person can fear at the same time. Her abductor beating
her and abusing her able the whole time to hear her mother’s
screams from the street below unable to help. Then the sight of the
balcony as he drives her full throttle at the glass slider. Then
the image of the railing and the sky above as she’s hoisted up and
over. Swirl of the earth coming back as you start the journey.
Bringing what’s below into focus with the sight of her parents
looking at her, looking right back into her eyes. The sight of the
ground and even though you are a child you know what will come.
Darkness. Nothingness. No more mommy, no more daddy, no more little
brother or big sister that when she goes to work you miss her.
Abuse, fear, family, ground, darkness. That’s her last moments on
earth, so innocent and pure, how could she ever believe in God.
Mahone often wondered that, her last thought. Where is God? Not in New York
sweetie. I’m sorry.

He tossed and turned.
Jordan came to mind next in the hospital bed. One minute giving
remembrance to his father, the next showered in blood and blown
away. He thought of the struggles he has been through and how he
hasn’t been there for his friend. The only man he ever saw outside
work. His wife and kids’ and what happened to them. The
acid-

“Honey are you still
up?”

His wife’s voice brought
him back to a reality he didn’t want to be in.

“Yah I’m still up.
Thinking things is all.”

“What’s bothering
you?”

“Everything. Ever sense I
swore to protect and serve the United States, to honor and respect
the constitution. I was doing it so corrupt politicians can get fat
while the poor and helpless suffer. I guess the statement at Lady
Liberty is a good and grand one. ‘Give us your tired, you’re weak,
and the decrepit so I can rape and pillage their livelihood.’
that’s what the motto should read.”

“You will work through
this you always figure it out and come out the victor.”

“I hope so baby. Get some
sleep.”
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Momma thrashed against her
binds when realization hit her on what the situation is. She tried
to scream but gagged and unable she moaned in agony. The real fun
hadn’t even begun yet. Abul set up three cameras capturing multiple
angles and pressed record on each of them. Made sure his balaclava
is snug and walked to the mother to make sure her angle has an
optimum view.

He then grabbed
the double bassinet and wheeled it around the room in circles. The
babies screaming for their mother but she couldn’t help. He circled
her a few times before spinning the babies fast and bringing them
to a stop at the changing table. Mommy was hyperventilating in
hysteria and it brought a smile to Abul’s face. Whore.

He reached into his back
pack and pulled out a plastic body suit used to keep paint off you.
Great for blood. He took out a surgical kit and a malice then
placed his bag outside the room. Checked the cameras one last time
to make sure they too are covered from blood spatter he smiled in
satisfaction.

He lifted the first twin
out of his crib and placed him on the table. Abul looked straight
at mommy as he held the baby firm with his left hand. She was going
nuts now unable to help her baby, to protect him from this monster.
But it was too late for prayer and there was no god but him there
tonight.

He made the initial Y
incision into the baby’s chest clean to the bone. His weak and
tender skin was like cutting warm butter. The baby was crying and
fighting against Abul but it was useless and it excited him
further. It wasn’t a sexual excitement he took away from this. It
was power and dominance over his domain. Abul had never ejaculated
once while killing someone but he got sick thrills later on though
as most killers do.

Next he used rib cutters
to cut the small fragile cavity and open the cage to expose the
internal organs. The baby slowing now but still alive and still
fighting. Abul could see the heart after the first cut into the
chest. The second he could see parts of the lungs. So beautiful so
perfect. Abul watched the mother as he made the second cut and like
the baby she was losing her fight to live. Abul waited a further
second to insure the child was knocking on heaven’s door before
making the third and final cut cracking the rib cage open. Not that
there was much there one cut could have done it, but again, where
is the fun in that. The third made the baby give one last scream
and Abul couldn’t believe he’s still alive. He took out the heart
slowing to a stop and held it in his hand for mommy to see it take
its final pump. So exhilarating. So commanding in glory of life and
death and how easy it can be controlled.

With his subject open he
stopped to spray water in mommy’s eyes so she can see. Glue was
holding nice, and it was time for step two. He removed the baby’s
organs out of the small space that held them. He placed them one by
one into the crib in the exact position as in the body. Once all
the internal organs were out he removed the lips and the ears. Next
the noes the eyelids and eyebrows. Then he took an olive spoon and
plucked out the eyes and placed them under the lids in perfect
position. They will look at you as you peer over the
edge.

Another squirt to mommy’s
eyes and a slap to make sure she’s still with him. She had gone
quiet while removing the child’s eyes, she screamed, and he smiled.
So beautiful when you can taste the fear and smell it in their
sweat. The second twin had fallen silent as well and it irritated
Abul making him shake the crib to bring Mozart’s unwritten symphony
back to life.

He picked the screeching
child up by the leg and held him up to mommy and twirled him
around. He shook him like a can of paint and you can hear the bones
breaking in his hands over the screaming baby. Fragile like
porcelain and cracking so vivid in sound. If you were in the room
you would have felt it yourself resonating threw your spine and
into your soul.

He danced around the room
in circles screaming along with the baby. Mommy was again
thrashing, fighting her bindings trying to free herself to save her
son. Abul did one final spin and then slammed the baby onto the
change table next to the shell of his brother. He spun him so he is
upside down to Abul.

He opened his little bag
of tricks and selected the modified lobster cracker first. With its
teeth indented and sharpened he wouldn’t have the tearing he had in
his practise piglet. He lifted one of the baby’s arms and closed
the clamp around it. The baby was still alive and awake trying to
cry for mommy unable to get out a sound with his little ribs poking
into his lungs. He squeezed hard feeling the tiny partial bones
that babies have break apart and give away, the skin and arteries
doing the same. He squeezed until the arm gave way on its own and
fell to the table beside him. The babies face squinting and his
body convulsing. Abul did the same to the second arm with a second
clamp pinching off the blood keeping his subject alive as long as
possible savoring the moment.

The nerves
system of the baby convulsed and went into shock, he will be dead
within twenty seconds. He took out a Buck knife and sliced the
baby’s head clean off in one cut. The head rolled onto the floor
and Abul scooped it up like a bowling ball. He then popped out the
eyes with his thumbs ripping the eyelids off with them. He then
took the Buck knife and removed the lower mandible before placing
the baby’s head into his mommy’s safe and loving lap. Maybe to
loving. Whore!

He then chopped the baby
up, he cut at the wrist, elbow, ankle, knee and hip. He had the
thirteen pieces and put them into a garbage bag. Then with a hammer
and six inch nails he walked through the house and nailed pieces to
the doors. Took the torso and impaled it onto the coat rack. Then
he went to the back of the house were the family retriever is
hiding in the laundry room. In one fluent motion he had the dog on
the ground and his knife through its neck.

He removed the
dog’s head and took it over to the torso and stuck it on top. Then
using a spring he nailed it to the door and hung the babies had off
it so it appeared to be waving at whoever came to say hello. A
quick round he cleaned up what he brought with him, satisfied, he
took one final round with the camera. He filmed as he whistled an
overused classical piece he hears in western film.
Oh to be American. Abul
set off the panic button on the alarm then closed the door behind
him and the little hand waved goodbye.
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Detective Spencer arrived
at the alarm call when the first on sight saw the hand and followed
protocol and called the M.E and homicide. He called into the house
several times threw a four inch gap but got no response. He placed
a unit at the back of the house on both sides of the street front
and back making a square.

When Spencer saw the hand
on the door he was glad he hadn’t eaten. The smell of iron was
coming out at him through the crack and the breeze that brushed his
face while he listened for sounds from inside. He shivered, this
motherfucker was escalating and in a dramatical way. With the hand
waving at him he couldn’t imagine what was waiting for him inside
the Henderson’s sanctuary.

He announced himself and
waited for a response and heard nothing. He nudged the door open
with his foot and the two officers standing at his six both broke
off and vomited into the lawn. Spencer stood there looking at the
head of the dog, face twisted into a smile tongue hanging out eyes
popped out of his head. Below the head impaled threw the pelvic up
through the neck was a babies torso split in two from the coat
rack.

Blood dripped
all around the house and there is foot prints but they are covered
with socks. The smells pungent on the inside and the putrid horrors
of this monster would meet him with a vengeance. This time it will
be worse judging by the hand on the door. The dog head in place of
the babies what the hell’s up stairs? There was twins according to
the husband now on his way back from work, to this, the end of his
world. Where was the mother and the other baby? He knew that as
well as anyone right now. Butchered. Slaughtered like cattle
upstairs and made to watch her kids’ die before she did.

He and the first on sight,
dinner chucked when he first arrived, were making their way slow
threw the first floor announcing themselves as they went. They
found the dog in a puddle of blood no doubt it’s where they’d find
the rest of the family. There’s no way of doing this without the
parents hearing something. The last scene he had entered through
the window and kept the killing quiet, clean and efficient. Not
here. This scene is mayhem and destruction. Not caring for anything
but the moment of the kill and presentation of his victims’. The
pictures would be next, but the pictures wouldn’t do what he’s
looking at justice.

With the husband on his
way and the house still being cleared it will be a scene when he
arrives. No matter what he found after opening the bedroom door to
find another man in the bed they shared, his kids’ butchered. They
will have to detain Mr. Henderson until cooler heads prevail. The
baby room was next and the other hand is nailed to it in the same
fashion as the front. Spencer inched the door open with his foot he
saw the mother strapped to a chair. She’s looking downward, as much
as she can with her head confined, at her baby’s head. He couldn’t
tell at first they are glued, but it looked as though her eyelids
got removed. Couldn’t imagine her pain nor is there anyone in this
world he’d wish this on. What she must have seen in the last half
hour. That’s all it was from the last time the alarm is set to the
time the alarm is triggered. Twenty seven minutes and he did all
this.
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Detective Spencer stood in
the room taking everything in for a moment. Then in a flash was at
Mrs. Henderson’s side lifting the infants head and placed it inside
the crib. He then took receiving blankets and laid them over the
exposed innards of the baby and his remains. Everything covered he
had EMS come in to assist.

Spencer stood back from
Mrs. Henderson and swallowed deep taking in a deep breath from his
nose and the second he did he regretted it. He was, so he thought,
immune to the stench of blood and death but what tickled his
olfactory receptors would never leave his memory. The smell of
death when dealing with a gang banger that has a list of bodies
attached to his name, smells like roses to a cop. But this, the
butchered remains of two four month old babies was like nothing
before. You could smell the innocents and the sweetness of the
child laying in his blood.

The paramedics took Mrs.
Henderson to the ambulance. Spencer noticed the house was alive
with FBI forensics and he knew none of them there. He would collect
his own samples himself and document the scene. Didn’t give a shit
for the guy blowing up monuments he wasn’t causing any real damage
other than mental. This however. Butchered babies. That is fucked,
and it needed to stop. Kill all the crooked cops and lawyers you
want. Leave the innocent in peace and let them live as life is
meant to be lived, free of fear. But fear free America means no
profits.

As he took his photo’s he
had to stop and wonder how there could be a God in Heaven. How
could a pure all powerful being let an evil sole like this exist
and shatter the sole of an innocent. People who believe will say
that God is calling that angel home to him, that he needed that
baby for reasons we could never understand. He understood fine,
there is no God. There is no invisible man in the sky that has a
place full of fire and suffering he will send you if you disobey
him. He destroys villages and cities and we say it’s Mother Nature.
He allows men to highjack government and massacre entire colonies.
You know that there are villages they remove the sexual organs of
woman so they can’t feel pleasure? But he loves you and cares for
you. Bull shit. There is no God never has been never will be. Fuck
you, period.

The pictures he was taking
were making him sicker and sicker. The baby laying there in his
blood, chest ripped open, and organs removed as though practising
anatomy in tenth grade science. Everything right where it should be
to the eye balls placed outside the body. They looked so out of
place as if they got taken out of an adult not a baby. So big and
blue. He knew the eye balls are the only organ to stay the same
from birth to death. He knew that what that baby saw in the four
months he lived was more beautiful and more horrific than anything
he had ever saw himself. We don’t remember our birth as adults, but
we do not know if a baby does. Spencer can’t help think they did,
and now his death, so violent and dark. This child is shown first
hand that there is no God to protect innocents, only
man.






# # #






Agent O’Malley stood in
front of his list of 22 names of suspects that have the motive and
the means to conduct such a military precision attack. Everything
he has done so far is performed with perfect execution. He was
using military grade equipment and even though the list of actual
suspects runs into the thousands, the ones capable are a few. There
was every person that has access to the exact equipment used and
the narrowing fact to it is the van explosion. The van contained
the detonator in a fused heap of plastic. There was nothing else
that has happened so far that supported a military knowledge other
than this. It’s the mistake they’re looking for proving it’s an
incendiary device used and government made. The one responsible
wasn’t counting on it surviving and it’s those times that gave the
investigators what they need. And a person willing to stand in
court point at them and say: “That’s the guy.”

“Sir, we have a report of
another attack on a baby. This time its twins.”

“Send whatever support
needed in this. Forensics the whole nine yards. I know that we are
not on the case but I don’t care. If the director gives you any
shit tell him to talk to me,” O’Malley didn’t even turn to
look.

His blood boiled, and he
is sickened more at the butcher then the man blowing up buildings.
He could handle people who are pieces of shit in the first place
dying but for kids’ it’s a different story. He wasn’t the only one
that thought that either with the news and radio bouncing back and
forth between the guy terrorizing the city and the butcher. It’s
understood that if a man killed a dirty pedophile protecting judge
the country will throw everything it’s got in its arsenal at it. To
be the powerful. He’d use whatever it took and take whatever flack
he got with a spoon of pepper, fuck the salt. And fuck the director
if he say’s shit for delegating out resources to a district case
they weren’t working.

It’s been three days sense
the last attack. With a case that has such a high caliber of
attack, with such an explosive and violent attack. The only way
they would catch him is through his own demise. It wouldn’t be
there investigative skills but the lapse in judgment committed in a
moment of stupid calculation on his part. The only way they would
catch him was if he fucked up and the only way he would is if he
attacked again. That’s what they were doing now, and it was all
they can do. Waite. If ifs and buts were candy and nuts, we’d all
have a Merry Christmas.

There was a knock on the
court room door and O’Malley walked through a curtain that is set
up to prevent anyone glimpsing what was going on inside. He yelled
through the door for the person to identify himself.

“Jordan Peterson, District
Attorney. I was wondering if I could have a word with the agent in
charge,” he struggled against the pain of his ribs. Thank God for
Vicodin.

The agent offered in
helping the D.A into a chair but is brushed off. “A couple broken
ribs, I’ll live.” He made a show of the pain to make it real for
the agent he was a victim in this.

“So what can I do for you
Mr. Peterson? I have looked at your file and I’d like to say I’m
sorry for what happened to your family. Nasty shit that was. You
wanted to trade your life for your family and got detained so you
couldn’t. That’s not right. Every man should be given the chance to
save his family if the opportunity presents itself.”

He was pushing his nerve
button to see how he’d respond. Though his name wasn’t on the board
with the other 22, the D.A was a suspect but looking less so by the
minute. He needed to gage his level of anger to what happened to
him and see how he reacts.

“Please call me Jordan.
Yes it was. I live with it every day and can do so because the one
responsible is dead thanks to Alex.”

“Wasn’t he the one that
stopped you from entering? Had you cuffed to a chair?” Button
pushed now let’s see what it does.

“Doing his job. There are
parts of it we can’t understand at the time they happen why they
happen that way. If he would have let me go in there then I would
have died as well and it would have been suicide. Alex knew that
and he saved me. Even though he couldn’t save my family,” Jordan
saw what he’s doing and played the hand of an innocent.

Not the response O’Malley
hoped for, no trace of irritation or anger. No sound of anything
but sadness and remorse. The sound of a man that has accepted his
loss and doesn’t blame the one responsible, in a way, for their
deaths. The question most have is, what if I’d gone in, would my
family be spared, or would we all have died? He could do nothing
but believe the pain he saw in the D.A’s eyes and thought it a good
idea to change topics.

“What can I do for you? We
could use your help on this. You have been MIA for the last few
years and the city needs its District Attorney.”

“I’m here to help in any
way I can. This son-of-a-cunt is fucking up my city and I can’t
hide and let him. How would that look if I wish to keep my
job?”

“Isn’t the saying
son-of-a-bitch?”

“A bitch is a female dog
and have you ever seen a dog do this shit. A cunt is a stupid
person by definition, but in this sense it’s the place that this
animal crawled out of. I can get any blanket warrant you need and
get the right judges to subpoena what you want. What do you guys
have so far?”

“We got a list. These
people here have the resources that live on the eastern coast of
America and they have a tie to this city.”

“Are they connected to
Alex though?” Jordan thought he’d throw them a bone.

“A few of them aren’t, but
most do. We have been working on that angle what’s your take on
Mahone? Do you think it’s wise to keep him on the case or block him
from the investigation?”

“I wouldn’t do that yet it
may provoke the killer. Everything that has happened so far is
connected to him though so this guy is focusing his anger at him.
The 8 dead ESU got murdered same way as a serial killers MO that
Alex caught when he started as a detective. The school bus bombing
was similar to another case that involved a man blowing up part of
a school to prove a point. It looks as though there is a pattern
there.”

Jordan pointed it out to
the Agent and watched the wheels turning in his head and smiled.
Even giving them that could be catastrophic for Jordan but with
this brain trust working the case he wasn’t too worried. He turned
and left the room without another word to the Agent.
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Jordan left the Justice
Building with a smile from ear to ear. The Fibbies didn’t have a
clue. With their resources being spread so thin on the baby
killings they can’t protect their charges and heads will roll. He
knew that no man, himself included, could stand by and do nothing
to stop it. He knew that there resources are limited and he will
use that. Even though he is sickened at what was happening he was
thankful at the same time. If it was any other killer slaughtering
hookers or men in that fashion then they wouldn’t care to help.
They would leave it to metro to take care of. With babies they will
put more resources into catching him then Jordan.

He got into his Range
Rover and made his way back to the warehouse to get supplies. He
would not let a couple broken ribs slow him down in fucking with
Mahone. There may be a bigger goal then Mahone in the end game, but
he had to make his point known to his friend. He could have avoided
this and if he’d think for a minute he would know who is behind it.
Know that it’s Jordan being the thorn in his side. Jordan had told
him often that he was planning on eradicating the justice system of
the corruption by any means necessary. Not his fault he didn’t
listen.

He opened his laptop and
entered the code he got on the agents involved on the case. It gave
him access to the GPS location of everyone. He needed to know where
everyone is and it’s the reason he went to the command station. As
advanced of a computer he has, there was systems you couldn’t get
into without the proper codes. It’s easier to hack into NSA files
than the GPS locaters the FBI uses for their agents. They are coded
on site and the algorithm is created and known by those on the
case.

He made a quick job of
getting ready for the next leg of his mission. Showered and fed he
packed the items he’d need. Flex cuffs, trank gun, satellite phone,
etc. He slapped florist magnets to the side of the van and did a
quick check of the tires. Can never be too careful. You need to
check everything more than twice, fuck Santa and his
list.

He drove the same as a
delivery driver through the neighbourhood in search of the right
place. The agents that watched the house of defense attorney
Catherin Harris stuck out in their Sedan. She got the most
dangerous well connected criminals off their charges and would use
anything she could think of to do so. Kidnap, black mail, threats
to jurors presiding over the case. She had no conscious or morals
on any of it and in more than one occasion a captive has died.
There was nothing to connect her to any of it with the high profile
of her clients. If anything went wrong then they would get the
blame. She was the one orchestrating the abductions. She would,
through her connections, get the information needed to get the
juror to vote the way she wanted. And the verdict wasn’t always for
innocent.

He parked the van a couple
blocks away and made his way to where the FBI sat. Jordan
approached the car slow and noticed one is watching the house, and
the other is laying back in the seat asleep. Surveillance is a
sleeping drug on its own and without a partner to take shifts you’d
be out in no time.

He pulled down his
balaclava and rushed the driver’s side putting two tranks into him
and then the passenger. The driver went out fast, but the passenger
was trying to go for his gun, Jordan put another two into him. He
then took off the balaclava and made his way back to his van. If
you’re in a place looking as though you are meant to be there, then
no one will notice you. If they do they will register nothing other
than a man in a florist suit.

Jordan parked the van in
the driveway backward and walked around to opened both back doors.
He took out the two dozen long stem roses and walked to the door
covering his face with the flowers.

“Who is it?” Catherin
yelled looking through the peephole.

“Floral by Design
delivery. Is Miss. Harris home?”

The door opened and even
though he couldn’t see her he can smell the freshness of the
shower.

“Oh Stevie is
such a lost puppy. Wants to leave his wife for me and everything.”
Loose lips for a defense lawyer.

“Steven Teller yes.”
Jordan said the name and suspected but couldn’t prove and to think
all he needed to do is deliver flowers.

“Yah he’s such a hopeless
romantic. Hold on I’ll get you a tip.”

She was bent over a chair
and Jordan plunged the syringe into her neck and she dropped within
seconds. Jordan could see straight to China and realized that with
a package like this she could stand tall as the mighty Cuntress of
the court room. Pussy so tight and vicious it will swallow you
whole and shit out a diamond. Flex cuffing her hands and feet he
dead man carried her into the garage for cover then placed her in
the back of his van. Jordan stood there for a moment breathing
shallow refusing to give into the pain deciding he will take a
Vicodin when he got back to the warehouse, no sooner. Constant
Vigilance. You must always have constant everlasting never wavering
vigilance to everything around you.
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O’Malley got a call from
local PD that two of his agents are nonresponsive in their sedan. A
unit got dispatched and EMS is called to take them to the hospital.
They got tranquilized and the defense attorney they were in charge
of is reported missing. There’s no witnesses or anything to suggest
fowl play other than the agents who got tranked. He knew what it
was and his mind raced. This is another chance he’d get to catch
this asshole. They had to find out everything on who she is and
what she is into. If it’s true that there’s a connection between
how he’s killing and Mahone then maybe they can figure out how he
will kill her. Find the most heinous thing she is involved with,
that’s how she will die.

That still didn’t give him
the where or the when this will happen and without that whatever
else they knew is pointless information. He dialed Mahone’s
cell.

“He took
Catherin Harris from her home. If plans go as they have been you
need to get your ass down here to wire your phone.”

“That won’t work. We tried
to do that with the same gear the military uses and whatever he is
doing has to be the method they use to make ghost calls themselves.
That was the first thing that told us this was military. Thing is
they say their gear is accounted for country wide.”

“You think the military
will admit to a whole arsenal of weapons, explosives, and
technology missing from one of their warehouses? Not in a million
years, wouldn’t want Uncle Sam to look bad now would they. Not with
the shit storm they have taken sense 9/11.”

“I’ll make my way there so
we can be mobilized and ready to clean up the blood in the
streets.”

“That’s what this case is,
going around cleaning up bodies.”

O’Malley hung up standing
forever in front of the names surrounding him color coded and
everything as wrong as the man killing babies is. It’s sad the only
way they can make an advance is to wade into another crime scene.
Look into the face of the dead not asking why did he kill you, but
instead, what did you do to deserve to die? So far each person was
evil in their own ways.
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Lurch looked at the babies
on his table still unable to believe. He had put the baby who got
dismembered back together as best he could but the damage done left
a Franken-baby for burial. He still needed to sew the limbs back
together. The second baby with all of his insides taken out and
transported to the morgue in mason jars he hadn’t replaced them not
seeing the point. He replaced the chest cavity and sewed him
up.

Lurch could tell by the
incision to the child he had been alive for the worst of it feeling
every bit of the pain. When he got called onto the case, being the
only M.E willing, he said a silent prayer they got killed before
the torture. He looked at them laying on his table and knowing the
pain they suffered, for the first time in thirty years, he cried
for the dead. Lurch felt there pain so many times before, but this
is the first time he cried.

He sat down to replace the
infant’s limbs and is working on the second arm when the buzzer
rang. Lurch looked at the monitor and saw Detective Spencer with a
man he could only presume is the father. The last thing he needed
right now and if requested the parent may see their kid no matter
the condition. They say everything they can and refuse if able
until they can put them back together so they don’t have to see the
damage at its worst. But there was those that knew there rights and
when they pulled the lawyer card they had no choice.

“Detective Spencer, I’m
sorry but we don’t open until nine for viewing.”

“Save it I know
what my rights are. Day or night you can’t deny me viewing my
children as they remained at the time of the murder.
So open up!” said Mr.
Henderson.

“I will need a minute to
put away my other wards.”

Lurch didn’t wait for a
response and went back into the cooler to put away the jars and
place sheets over the babies. He then thought that if the babies
heads were showing he may not take the sheet all the way
off.

There was a buzz on the
outer doors to the morgue and Lurch let them in. He looked at the
men standing there and couldn’t tell who this was effecting more at
the moment. Spencer looked as though it was his own children back
there.

“Mr. Henderson our Medical
Examiner Dr. Frank Fillman will tell you more.”

“Mr. Henderson I’m sorry
for your loss. I want you to know the severity of the situation
before we go back. Has anyone explained what happened to you
yet?”

“I know the brutality used
and no I will not wait until the morning to see them. I want to see
them now and I know my rights.”

There would be no
convincing him otherwise so he led the way down the hall. He will
show the father images that would haunt him forever. To infect this
man with the same tortured images that his job’s putting back
together and help answer the question why they had to die. Except
this time he never thought there’d be an answer why such an evil
thing had happened. He stopped at the door for a moment before
opening it to reveal the work of Satan himself.

Mr. Henderson took a deep
breath, not sure he wanted to see the handy work of God’s Handyman.
But he knew that there was no other way. He knew that he had to go
in there and face the nightmares all parents dream. He had to look
at the horrors we are awakened by in a cold sweat sent running to
check on our children.

They walked into the room
and approached the table on the far side of the large space, bodies
lay covered between them. Mr. Henderson walked behind Lurch up to
the table and looked at his twins and couldn’t understand. He had
seen them not that long ago alive and giggling at his funny faces.
Now they were blue and lifeless. He didn’t wait or ask if he could,
but as soon as he got to the table he pulled back the sheet to
reveal their entire bodies.

“Daddies so sorry. I
failed you and you had to pay for my mistakes with your lives. I’m
sorry that I wasn’t there to protect you as a father is supposed
to.” He kissed them both.

What happened next
happened so fast that there was only time to watch. Mr. Henderson
pulled out a snub noes and shot himself in the head spraying the
wall beside Lurch and his face with scull and brain. Two inches to
the right and the bullet would have hit him. The man is dead before
he hit the ground. Lurch stood there with brain and blood dripping
off him and looked at Spencer who’s dumbfounded.

“Well,” said Lurch using
his lab coat to clean his face. “I could have told you that was
coming. Though I hoped it would’ve been in a bath tub where it’s
easy to clean and not in my office.”
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WE GO





















Eleven thirty the next
morning Jordan altered the plans. Unable to place how Steven is
involved with Catherin, and deeds were dirty being the one in the
office giving out vital information needed to the enemy. Guilty to
in other ways and Jordan planned on him dying later but needed a
strong body for what is happening today.

Catherin Harris, high
powered defense lawyer to the elite pieces of shit slurring around
Manhattan like locus. In 5000$ suits with hands in every major
development in the city making every important decision for New
York. Wonder why the cities gone to shit?

“Hay man how’s it going?
Wasn’t expecting to hear from you, you have been MIA for so long,”
said Steven Teller squeezing into the seat.

A bear of a man and Jordan
moaned and popped three pills for the pain ahead of him.

“I’m doing all right,
how’s life in the office? You kept this meeting to
yourself?”

“I’m good. Yah I told no
one. What’s up, you said that you wanted to discuss the DA
position? So you’re thinking of retiring? No one thought you
would.”

Jordan had
pulled the seat forward for a purpose. Pallamall reached under to
push it back and wrapped his hand around five quick inject
needles. “What the fuck!”
he screamed and tried to get out but can’t. Steven
fought with Jordan against the seatbelt strapped across his chest
until he went still a moment later. Jordan double checked no one is
watching.

He drove back to the
warehouse and parked in the sally port then got a dolly and let the
weight of the man do the work. Jordan rolled him into a side room
where he’s got Catherin strapped to a chair and slammed into it
causing her to jump.

“Wakie, wakie, my little
Cuntress I brought you a play mate. He will be out for a while
though.” He dumped the cart, and she looked at the man sprawled on
the floor.

“Steven! Steven! What did you do to him you sick son-of-a-bitch?”

Jordan smiled at her. He
didn’t think she had any real feelings for him but she did. “Bear
trank to keep him under a few hours.”

Flex cuffing the man to
the pole in the middle of the room. Able to use her as leverage
instead of one of his kids’ to get him to cooperate though the
video will insure he does. He was in pain and didn’t want to lug
around 300 pounds of dead weight. There is a few security cells he
can use, but he prefers for them to have a moment together to
talk.

Back to the Civic Center
and parked in the garage two blocks away. He was only waiting
seconds when the sound of high heels echoing off the walls greeted
him. He saw his target open the back of her Jag and he took his
shot hitting her in the side with a trank. Jordan had to act fast
with the husband to arrive soon so he loaded her into the back. He
sat for a minute to catch his breath. You can be as physically fit
as Arnold Schwarzenegger it won’t stop broken ribs and bruised
bones from making you remember you’re human.

The second set
of steps approached and not caring at the moment stood back from
the door, “Mr. Zimmerman I have your wife and if you prefer her
dead then keep walking. If not then get in the back like a good
little boy. That’s it, niiice and
easy.”

The Judge walked to the
van and peered inside to see his wife bound and gagged. Jordan shot
him before he can think to react on it and pushed him into the
back. Flex cuffed him then looked around and listened. He heard and
seen nothing.

Judge Zimmerman still held
onto his wits when Jordan pulled out of the parking lot. “You can
thank your wife when she wakes up judge. You understand why you’re
here so don’t act surprised. Looks like I kicked the bees hive good
and now your all in a rush to bury your dirt.” Jordan tapped the
case and could tell its got gold inside.

He got back to the
warehouse in good time he can rest for a moment. His head was
spinning, and he was taking to many pills. He was glad it was only
a couple ribs and not a limb that got broke.

Back in the warehouse he’d
have to make use of his resources. Even with what he will do to
them in a few hours. Jordan cracked smelling salt under Steven’s
nose and brought him around fast. He took a moment to gather the
fact he was a hostage, and it wasn’t a bad dream.

“Up and at em’ fuck face.
I have work to do and in my current condition I have done too much
so you will give me a helping hand.”

“What makes you think that
I’ll help you do anything?” He said still fighting the
drugs.

Jordan picked up an iPad
and held it out to Steven. It showed his wife and kids’ bound and
gagged in a room same as the one they sat in now. Around them was
bricks of explosives and a large timer showing him he had 3 hours
left to do what he’s told. In truth they were at home doing what
they do, GCI is a beautiful thing. You can make it appear that you
kidnapped someone’s entire family and have them moving. Can even
have them talking if you got a pre-recorded sample of their voice
to work with making them say what you want. Given fifteen minutes
he can have the President make a phone call to anyone.

“So what now you will kill
kids’?”

“Where have you been I
blew up a bus of them so don’t think that your kids’ are any safer.
You were on a short list of suspects but thanks to your little
piece of Sunday-side-squeeze over there. It’s been you that has
given the locations of protected assets to the pieces of shit we
get paid to stop. You should erase your conversation history more
often.” Jordan smacked him hard in the head with his cell as he
stood. “You know what’s at stake here and it isn’t who is in this
room or the next, your all walking human point makers. No screwing
around and your family lives.” He cut the flex cuffs and handed him
a couple.

With Steven doing the
heavy lifting the job got done fast and Jordan can let his head
stop spinning. The still unconscious people in the back of the van
had gag balls in their mouths. He stood at the desk watching Steven
as he loaded the trank gun with a fresh clip. He then looked into
the duffle and took inventory. Sawed off shot gun, snub nose.38
both taken out of police evidence, and 12 ounces of plastic
explosives. He placed it into the van and instructed Steven to get
behind the wheel.

“Where are we going, and
what sick shit are you going to make me do?”

“Such disgust in your
voice being responsible for the death of so many innocent
people.”

“I never killed
anyone.”

“No, perhaps not, but you
provided the information that that little Cuntress in the back
used. I don’t have the exact number but there have been four this
year alone and two of them were children like yours. So young and
innocent, coming into life.”

“I didn’t-”

Another smack to the side
of the head not caring they were doing 40 miles an hour.

“Yes you did you piece of
shit and now you and your queen there can watch each other
die.”

“So what is your plan with
all this killing? Do you think that it’ll ever make a fucking
difference? That a couple judges and lawyers die the system will
change. When you get caught it will go back to business as usual
and you are forgotten same as Bundy.”

Jordan can feel the anger
and the strength in his conviction on that. Steven believed what
he’s saying is true, and it made Jordan chuckle. It’s good to laugh
for real and not a forced social laugh. He never understood the
human emotion side of life until he met his wife and had a family,
and those were the only emotions he had ever felt. Well other than
killing people, you can never have too much fun killing
people.

“The delusions of a fool.
This will end only by my means and when it does the number of dead
will not matter beside the list of names of who is dead. Numbers
are nice and impressive to people yes, but, when you kill the
powerful and the rich as if they were nothing more than prostitutes
in the streets. Whit such ease and ferociousness, all that is left
is a state of awe. A realization that if you get caught with your
hand in a ten year olds skirt. I will use that hand to bring down
everyone and anyone involved in the slightest of ways.”

“So you will kill even if
they did nothing themselves?”

Jordan hit him with the
gun again. “Stop trying to say you didn’t. When you do nothing it’s
as bad as doing it yourself. It’s called the Human Decency Law and
our government will get a good dose of Common Decency and Respect
of Power training. That Oath we all swore to uphold, and no one
gives a shit for. Well I do.”

“So do you want to tell me
what we’re doing at the reform center?”

“Inside that file is
everything you need to get me my next two clients. Worried I would
have to use the Judge for this but you have the right clearances to
show up no questions asked. Now remember, in less than three hours
your wife and kids’ will paint my dungeon so don’t drag your
feet.”

Steven got out of the car
and opened the file. There’s the forms to take two of the inmates
out to question and from the District Attorney’s office he’s
cleared to do so. He walked up to the building that’s a co-ed open
custody jail for youths. Couldn’t help but think, what they did to
be on the list with the rest. He knew what he did, and he knew he
deserved to die for it but these were sixteen year old kids’. What
could they have done? A look at their photo and all he saw is a
normal boy brown hair green eyes and the girl blonde and blue eyed
with fair skin. She looked helpless and weak.

He Buzzed at the door and
held up his badge even though it was open custody the doors are
locked and the fence is still 18 feet tall. Chicken mesh on the top
to prevent people climbing. If you behaved then you get a few hours
out a day on your own and they did outings three times a
week.

He handed the file over to
the guard and was glad he wasn’t one for small talk.

“I’ll get them, wait
here.”

Ten minutes later the man
was back with the two kids’ and the paper work for him to sign.
They both looked as though they were expecting someone and it
wasn’t Steven. Both of them looked at one another with a
questioning look that only made him wonder that much more. What
their dirty secret is and who else was signing them out.

The three of them left
still without a word spoken and Steven made sure they were in front
of him leading the way.

“To the van
I’m taking you to 57th
for a line-up.”

Back at the van he didn’t
see Jordan in the passenger seat. As they got close the door slid
open and there he was with a hat pulled low over his face and a gun
in his hand. He could feel the two in front of him realize
something wasn’t right and grabbed them both shoving them into the
van slamming the door closed.

“Such enthusiasm you’d
think that you made all the plans yourself. Your family will be
proud of you.”

“Don’t mention my fucking
family they’re the only reason I haven’t snapped you like a twig
yet. When this shits over you better believe I will.”

Jordan laughed again this
time harder, “so naive to think you will live aren’t you my friend?
Now drive us to the White House Motel like a good
soldier.”

He hit record on the GoPro
cam strapped to his shoulder. With a voice modulator on his throat
it’ll alter his vocal signature making it untraceable.

They arrived at The Motel
and it’s crawling with its normal array of bottom dwellers. It was
a fuck and chuck motel in Harlem and the end of the road for people
looking for a five dollar blow job or shake and baked meth. It’s
where Alex Mahone put three bullets in the head of a spree killer a
few years back. He only felt it fitting it should be the staging
ground for his next unveiling. Besides that you can take someone’s
head off with a shot gun and yah the cops might get called, but
they wont come.

He got Steven to park the
van in the back where three rooms side by side are waiting for him.
He had his minion take the Judge and his wife into the first room,
the two kids’ in the second and the Cuntress into the third. Jordan
made fast work on setting the props up in each room while Steven
stood watching him. The smell of fear dripping off him and the
knowing look of a man going to sit in the electric chair. He would
die for his family willing and able and Jordan couldn’t help but
admire him for it. Given the chance, he would have and now he would
prove that he is not alone in that.

He stood beside the judge,
coming around now, and placed the snub nose with a potato jammed
over the end. Not the best suppressor but is used in the case. He
pulled the trigger and showered the back wall with the brains of
justice. The wife was moaning and crying like the grieving do and
Jordan stood over her holding a file out to her. She took it and
looked at the page inside and screamed even harder but not in
sorrow, but anger. He pulled the trigger sending the bullet threw
her brain as fast and as the words she just read. Even with their
closet stocked with the skeletons of children some secrets still
remained a secret between the judge and his wife.

Steven stood there looking
at him in horror but not moving a muscle to stop him. “What was in
the file?” he asked now with the sound of acceptance in his voice
mixed with sadness no longer full of anger and life.

Jordan looked at him and
thought for a moment on how to answer him. After all he wasn’t
asking the normal questions people in this situation would
ask.

“A tale of two woes. Time
will tell and all your dirty secrets are exposed to the world. But
too bad you will be dead before that and will miss the ending. Now
prop the Cuntress up in the bed and climb in beside her,” he took
out a dagger and threw it on the bed between them. “Now cut her
throat.”

“What are you sick? I
won’t kill her.”

The anger returned to his
voice and Jordan’s glad to see fight left in him.

“Who is worth more to you,
your family, or some bitch who gives you head? Either way the
clocks ticking on your kids’ so I don’t care who you think you love
more. Kill her.”

“Why do you have to do
this? There is other ways of accomplishing your goals no one need’s
to die.”

There it is, the
insufferable idiotism of the doomed sole. Always with the plea of
reason in the end.

“Yes there’s a
dozen different ways I can get my point across, but it isn’t
justice for the blind. This is the need to show the world how
corrupt this city is. How real that corruption is and how it
affects everyone weather you realise or not. Make the country take
a good hard look at their justice system. I tried to do this in a
peaceful way but no one would listen. Thank God for a billion bucks
because I should have died by now. Knowledge is power and
protection. Now take that knife and slit your loves throat to save
your family. I know you will do it because given half the chance
and ten times the bodies I would have done it to save
mine.”

Steven looked at Jordan
with the dagger in his hand as tears rolled down his face. He knew
why he’s crying but can’t understand his hesitance to kill her and
spare his children. He sat there letting time go by as if it’s
nothing. Steven wasn’t looking into her face but at her stomach and
Jordan smiled as he realized what it was.

“So how far along is she?”
He asked not hiding the amusement in his voice.

“You’re getting off on
this aren’t you, you sick fuck?”

“Yes I guess I should be
ashamed to admit it, but I am. It fits so perfect into the meaning
I’m trying to get across to Alex. Now if you want you’re living
family alive in an hour I’d move faster. The quickest death, insert
the knife into the aortic valve she will bleed out in a
minute.”

He moaned like a wounded
bear the knife in his hand he knew the moment was close. With a
final scream he shoved the knife into her chest. Even under the
subduction of the drugs she shot awake to look into the eyes of her
killer. In her last moment she looked into the eyes of a man Jordan
knew she loved. Steven was crying over her still holding the knife
as Jordan screwed the silencer onto his Walter PPK 9MM.

Jordan tossed the
cellphone with the video of his family onto the bed with his home
number ringing.

“Hello,” came his wife’s
voice and you could see the rage in Stevens face as he realized the
truth. He never had his wife and kids’ so this was all for
nothing.

Jordan put two rounds into
his chest and another into his head before Steven can react. He
went into the room with the teens tied on the bed and rigged the
shot gun above the door pointing at them. The magicians wire is
pulled tight, so the trigger is on the verge of sending its high
impact explosive round into them. He looked at the kids’ and knew
that even though people would say he was wrong, who knows he might
be, and sick for doing this, but he wasn’t. They’re people didn’t
have a voice to speak for themselves. Taken away by greedy
government officials and sold to the bidder with the deepest
pockets. He injected them both with a half dose.

Jordan set the charges in
each room with 2oz it will do the job he intended, and he hoped
that Alex would get the point. They may not understand what the
point he was driving home is, and he didn’t care if they did. As
long as Alex did. One last charge in the van to blow with the rooms
he walked away from the Motel and climbed into a Jeep around the
corner.

Six blocks away he parked
in the underground of a building and went to the roof where a lawn
chair, table, binoculars and a cooler with two beers wait. He sat
and cracked open one of the Heineken’s before taking out his SAT
phone and dialed the number.
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TWELVE






DEFECTIVE
DETECTIVE





















Mahone looked at his phone
as if it’s cancer in his palm. The chime of looming death as some
philosophical cunt may say when writing his story for True Crime
fans. They had gotten the call reporting a suspicious odor coming
from a room at a Sleep and Fuck Motel. Units had cleared the rooms
and had everyone 100 yards back. It was good thinking by the first
on scene given this guy’s love for the Big Bang, his own
evolution.

The phone rang, and he hit
the ignore button not wanting to hear the deep computerized voice
of the Monster of Manhattan. It rang again and again he ignored the
call thinking that no good could come out of this by indulging him.
A third time and a fourth but he still wouldn’t answer and he
didn’t call again.

Agent O’Malley was getting
the specs on the rooms and what they can see inside them using
scopes. From what they can tell without opening the door and
sending a rover in, there was no visible charges placed.

“Yah but what does that
matter when he blew up Mahone’s house and a dozen guys had cleared
it?” A rookie agent on the BAU team pointed out.

“We can do extraction
tests of the air and carpet at the front of the door to see if
there is any trace explosive found.” Sargent Barker of the bomb
squad gave the order.

O’Malley’s phone rang,
“Agent O’Malley this better be good.”

“It is a pleasure to at
last speak with you Agent O’Malley, you know who this
is?”

“By the sound of your
alteration it’s the prick that’s killing innocent
people.”

“You and I, and perhaps
more people than you think, have a different idea of innocent Agent
O’Malley. I see the victims’ who suffer in the streets while
bureaucratic suits like your boss use them to profit. Now that
Mahone wishes to avoid my call’s and not take responsibility for
what he’s done then more blood should be spilt in his honor. Your
bomb techs are 8 minutes behind schedule with a procedure such as
this you should be in the room by now.”

“Well giving your need to
make every explosion bigger than the last and don’t care who dies
in the process we’d like to take our time with this. So why not
give us a hand and tell us what the trigger is to set it
off?”

He looked at the Geek
Squad as they tried to get the location but had stupid looks on
their faces. The phone was quiet for a whole minute and O’Malley
thought he hung up but he didn’t and he had no worries the call
being traced. He’s in no rush to end the call.

“I’m going to
do two things here that will ensure a warm and fuzzy outcome for
me. With a hole in the ground with blood on your hands for
you.”

O’Malley could see why
Mahone didn’t want to talk to him. Two minutes on the phone with
his voice modified he could feel the smugness and arrogance of this
guy. “What’s that?”

“I’m going to tell you
where I am, well a general direction, and watch you kill two kids’.
Are you ready?”

“How can you make me kill
two kids’ everyone in there is dead and there isn’t anyone in any
of the other rooms. So where are you?”

“The trigger to the
explosive you are right to assume I would use is in my left hand.
The kids’ are drugged on the bed, they should be moving around by
now. As for where I am, I’m looking right at you. Straight at all
of you listening in on this call. Now that the clock is ticking for
me you have thirty seconds to get the kids’ out of the room before
they get blown. One more thing, I left something in the trash for
Alex to help him,” Jordan hung up and watched the action through
his binoculars.

“Son of a bitch.” O’Malley
was charging for the door and he could hear Mahone.

“Don’t do it he is making
you the trigger man like he did me!”

O’Malley didn’t listen he
ran and kicked the door in hard. He got blown back causing him to
stagger as the explosive round fired out of the sawed off shot gun.
Dazed from the blast he could see the head blown in half of the
girl and the arm and part of the boy’s torso. The boy was still
alive though screaming in pain as blood squirted out of him.
O’Malley was entering the room when a set of hands pulled him back
in time.

The chain reaction of
explosions was small in comparison with his other performances so
far. They are not meant to kill but to show off instead. It still
however demolished the three rooms and destroyed the crime scene.
No one outside is injured, and it was a good thing the rooms close
got cleared out.

“Motherfucker. We need tactical searching every building. I want birds in
the sky and if it’s moving it’s searched, the driver detained until
there cleared. I don’t give a shit for bureaucratic bullshit on
this either General. If the army is going to strong arm this
investigation then why not strong arm this city until we can
squeeze him out?” O’Malley was barking orders and screaming in the
Generals face.

“It’s like I said we
cannot deploy troops on domestic soil unless the city has lost
control of its population and needs order to be restored. You have
one man and a city divided between him. You do not meet the
requirements. We can only offer support staff and
resources.”

“No, only good
thing the fucking army is useful at is invading countries that
can’t defend themselves. Then you cocksuckers have the audacity to
call yourselves war hero’s because were looking for WMDs.
How many of those fucking things did you find
over there? None! Why? Because you’re as
useless as little tit’s on a whore. You try to tell me what we can
and can’t do when we can simplify the matter.”

“Locking everyone on the
list up will not help. It will keep them safe or provide a onetime
kill all assholes' opportunity for him and might be why he gave us
the list.” Mahone said not caring what happened. He’s been
listening to the two of them have a pissing match since the
President authorized military presence.

“Then who will he have to
go after? No one, that’s who. If we put everyone into protective
custody then he won’t have a target to blow up or make one of us
kill.”

“You think the names on
that list are the only ones he is going after? What about the three
agents he strung up on Lady Liberty? They weren’t on the list. Do
you think he has told us anything yet that we aren’t meant to know
to benefit him in his plans? Why do you think he gave it to us, to
figure out who he is on there? Yah he may have put his own name
there but there is nothing that will lead us to him. We are moving
the pieces around the board for him.” Mahone’s head was hurting as
it always did when he dealt with that slimy fuck of a
FED.

“I want this neighbourhood
locked down now!” O’Malley yelled.

“Don’t take your anger and
frustrations out on your men it doesn’t promote a healthy work
environment. They didn’t kill those kids’, you did,” said Mahone
leaning on a cruiser arms crossed glad it wasn’t him this time when
O’Malley came lunging at him.

The two of them where
swinging at one another but it’s a joke. O’Malley swung like his
life depended on it and Mahone was slapping them away like fly’s.
Mahone chuckled then twisted O’Malley into a human pretzel and
asked him if he is done yet.

“He said you didn’t answer
your phone it’s your fucking fault not mine. I’m going to have you
this time Mahone. If I’m lucky you might even end up in jail by the
end of this you piece of shit. Your boyfriend left you a present in
the trash and I hope it’s a bomb.”

“OH such vernacular you
possess is that all I am is a piece of shit. Try your best you dumb
ass. Do you think that any of us will have a job in the end of
this? Me I’ll be lucky to be alive and so will you. He had you
brought up here for a reason.”

Mahone walked over to the
trash and everyone backed away fast. Package in hand he headed back
downtown.
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Jordan sat at the desk in
his office at the warehouse and watched the recap of the news so
far. He loaded the files he scanned and the flash drives of clients
and potential sex slaves to be recruited. He had everything that
linked them together and the subliminal message was there for
Mahone. Though he still didn’t think that he’d get it.

He uploaded the files to
the major news stations and kicked his feet up to watch the report.
He could see an aerial view of the Motel and thought it was a
missed opportunity to kill O’Malley. Oh well next time. The News
was now screaming the headlines of salvation for the weak and
defenseless of Manhattan.

“New evidence that has
arrived by an anonymous source exposes the true darkness that gets
our children when their young and in need of guidance. Judge
Franklin Zimmerman and his wife were finding youths easy in
persuading to move away to a better city and live in a home that’s
safe. Targeted young teens with no parents they would use two local
kids’ to dazzle their young impressionable minds. Once hooked
they’re to be sent to Mexico and further south and sold. If a child
is found that meets a client’s specification and the mother or
father is in the picture. They will either buy the kid from him or
kill the father and have the child’s paperwork for adoption filed
without hassle. There’s evidence showing the defense attorney is
involved in a relationship with city Prosecutor Steven Teller. He’s
been providing her information that led to the acquittal of high
profile cases. Jury tampering from bribery to murder these lovers
had a bombshell in the making. Though not confirmed yet by the
Medical Examiner’s office but it’s reported she was pregnant whit
his kid.”

“…. We are
finding out, sorry people there’s tons of information to go through
and I’m getting it in pieces. Judge Zimmerman is reported to be the
father of both the kids’ used as bait and they didn’t know. There
is a video we will play for you that could be the reason Mr.
Pallamall killed Catherin Harris. Even though we are told that the
image-… Just confirmed now they are fake, and the family is safe at
home. Please remember they are still disturbing having your family
used to do the deeds of a killer and to die to protect them. The
evidence is compelling against the dead that suggests anything but
the innocent being victimized. Is this the work of a psychopath on
a killing spree? Or the work of a highly intelligent strategic
operative that knows more than he should regarding our government
stopping at nothing to make things right? You tell us.”

Jordan is pleased with
what he’s hearing and the video of Steven’s family is a warm image
to his sole at the moment. Even though he hadn’t done it the terror
in Stevens face was priceless. He planned to set him up later to be
blown away, but this worked out for the best and he might make
leeway with Mahone. The news got it and they were going through
what he sent to the cops first. The willingness to not only die to
protect your family, but kill for them and your unborn. To do what
it took to ensure they live to die another day.

That night he slept like a
baby. No tossing and turning, and no images of his children’s
disfigured bodies, peaceful sleep was all there was to be had. When
he woke he put on the news which now had the story of events in
order and were telling it how it was. They could account for the
evil deeds of all dead accept the ESU team and the FBI agents. They
told the public to stand by because the information would come to
light soon enough. And they were right. He knew that everything
must come out in proper order so the hammer falls in the right
place when this comes to an end.

Western omelet made,
turkey instead of ham, Kopi Luwak brewed and feeling alive for
once. Jordan climbed into one of his Rovers and made his way
downtown to little India district and let the smells of Indian food
fill his SUV. Loved their food and if you make friends shopping
there you can eat free every day, but that isn’t why he is here
today.

He stood talking to his
friend Aadesh who he had first met a few years back when he got
arrested for supporting terrorism and funding them. Aadesh was in
fact paying for his son’s education in Pakistan for nuclear
physics. Now he is working in the nuclear research and developments
lab in Darlington Texas. He was listening to his friend tell him
his son’s newest work in developments on fusion when he spotted the
real reason he came. Though it’s tasty, he put the lamb kabob back
on the plate and excused himself.

He fell in behind the
Asian who was more out of place in this neighbourhood then he was.
He crossed over to the other side of the street and watched as the
Asian tracked a target of his own. Predator stalking predator to
protect the prey. He watched as the Arab walked through a shop and
exit into the back alleyway that connected the markets. He watched
both of them strolling through and one minute the china man was
there and then he’s gone. Jordan knew even in his prime he wouldn’t
be able to keep up with him. So he stuck to following his targets
target knowing he will come back to his own.

In an alleyway that was a
twister of paths cutting through the buildings, Jordan heard the
sounds of a struggle followed by the thud of a body hitting the
ground. He crept around the corner and knew that the adrenalin
pumping threw the china man’s body would cause his hearing to be
compromised. As fast as his ribs would let him, he plunged a needle
into the soft spot of the china man’s scull above the spine. He
injected the full dose right into the man’s brain causing him to
collapse and convulse. The drug is meant to coursed through the
vanes and then the brain.

The man lay there his eyes
still wide and the balls looking like they wanted to pop out of
there sockets. Jordan had always wondered what a straight dose to
the brain would do. He moved fast stripping the china man of his
pouch and took out the Buck knife. The China man fought against the
drugs pumping into every pore of his body and winning. He had to be
a PCP junkie to pull that one off considering the increase in
dose.

The sight of the knife and
Jordan lunging at him gave him more power than he had ever had.
Even though the china man can feel every bit, he could not move any
part of himself. The needle severed his spinal cord and even though
the drugs were having little effect in subduing him, he’s helpless.
Jordan’s knife sunk deep into his chest feeling like a balloon
popping as it passes through his heart traveling into his lung. He
could feel the air get sucked out of it before the china man felt
the cold blinding fear and realization of death coming for him.
Still trying to fight to live but the twist came, and he felt the
walls of his heart shred apart and give in on themselves. It was
only seven seconds in total but he felt every nano second of it as
if each were an hour.

Jordan reached
into his pocket and pulled out a piece of parchment and a
calligraphy pen and dipped it in the china man’s blood. He wrote
out: A Gift to The Defective Detective
Alex Mahone from an old friend. I am only trying to keep you
focused on the task at hand. Now get back to work.

He then drove the pen
threw the paper and into the china man’s eye causing it to pop and
its fluids to soak the sheet. He stood and looked at the man who he
just saved and wondered if he should move him out of here but
decided not to. No pain pills in his system his ribs hurt, and he
didn’t want to risk being seen. He may not be known by everyone but
when you are the District Attorney your face is on the news and in
the paper often. That is the single most hazardous part to what
he’s doing. It will take one person who watches the news to see him
and he’s done.

He made two calls, the
first to the News headquarters office in the Civic Center and the
next to Alex Mahone but got his secretary. He told her the
situation in the alleyway and hung up the phone with Mary-Ann
sounding confused and asking questions. Back in his Rover he drove
to his warehouse thinking that there may be a God after all.
Everything was running smooth as clockwork and he could ask for
nothing more. Then the images of his family flashed into his mind’s
eye. He dropped from cloud nine to the ground like a tone of shit
compacted into a bullet traveling at terminal velocity. Fucking
Mahone. He was quick though to push the thoughts out of his
head.

When he turned on the news
he was happy once more. Not for his latest trophy, but what the
headline screamed across the top of the screen flying by over and
over.






DEFECTIVE
DETECTIVE VS THE DOMESTIC TERRORIST:






“We received a
call reporting a victim that got murdered only moments before we
arrived on sight. We got reports of a body being left next to his
intended victim of the Foreign Fornicator. Killing East Indians the
last few months with no leeway by our own city’s Homicide
department.”

“Could the man who is
terrorizing the city be a vigilante, is that all he has ever been?
Since this started we’ve had two of the five known serial killers
put down like rabid dogs and the city couldn’t be happier. If we
could only understand his motive for killing Lady Liberty then we
may not hate him in the end. My thoughts on this is, there is no
liberty left anymore, well now there may be once again and threw
the ashes shale rise a new city. Defective Detective Alex Mahone
and the rest of government has no answers for us. So that leaves us
to make up our own minds.”

“Defective Mahone’s team
arrived moments after I did but not before I got a picture of a
note pinned to the killer’s eye. Can we get that image up there?
Good. There it tells us it’s a gift and to get back to work. I
don’t know what it means but I’m sure like everything else time
will tell. We may get the facts right from the horse’s mouth as we
have been so far this entire time.”

“Please folks write us, go
to our blog, Tweet and Facebook or call one of our hotlines. Tell
us what you’re thought are on this new breed of killer that lurks
in our streets. Is he intending to make them safer for our kids’ to
play? Or does he intend to burn the city to the ground and kill as
many people as possible?”

Jordan smiled as the
Defective Detective ran across the screen for the world to see. He
would have never thought that would get out. He figured he’d only
hear whispers of it in years to come in the halls of the Justice
Building, not splattered all over the news. Boy is he glad he
called them first.











































































































CHAPTER
THIRTEEN






THE HEADLESS
HORSEMEN





















Mahone sat in Internal
Affairs on the fourth floor of the Justice Building without his
Union Rep. to coach him having been through this a hundred times
before. He knew he wasn’t the one to sign out the weapons a year
ago and he couldn’t explain why they’re gone. Not to mention for so
long and no one knew of it. The man that came in looked nothing
like Mahone other than they were both six two. What they knew is
Alex Mahone’s ID and badge number got used to sign the weapons
out.

“Alex we got
word there’s a, present,
waiting for you in the alley off Delancey and
Suffolk Street. We got units securing the scene now, but it looks
like the News crews got the message first.” Detective Miller barged
into the interview room not caring there in a meeting.

Mahone got up and walked
to the door and the IA officer was yelling after him not to go. The
two of them walked to the elevator and got in.

“Sorry this
one is asshole free only you will have to take the next one.”
Mahone pushed him back to stop him getting in. Mahone knew there
wasn’t anything they could do without charging him with
something.

“So what did the Internal
Assholes have to say?” Miller asked hitting the G.

Alex was glad he brought
him in on the case because he has proven himself to be a valued
asset. “Regarding what happened last night. A year ago someone used
my ID to sign out weapons kept in evidence. Cases I closed a while
back involving a serial killer. They think that I know who took
them out of evidence. If I knew that would someone still be blowing
shit up? Or would I be in my hotel room right now banging my wife?
Fuckin’ morons. You’d have been a rookie when Spencer and I worked
it. The first victims’ we found staged to appear like a murder
suicide and the kids’ added in to make it a family package deal.
Anyway, we bring them to the morgue and Lurch is doing the
reconstruction of the mothers face, it was a mess everything
covered in blood the little girls soaked. Lurch was standing there
when the little girl walked up and tugged on the back of his lab
coat. Scared the shit out of him and gave him a minor heart attack.
If it wasn’t for his assistant he may have gone into arrest. The
little girl was standing there covered in blood eyes so bright and
blue against the red of her face. Turns out the drugs used made her
heart slow enough to be unnoticeable. Three of the weapons used by
the serial killer were the ones used tonight so I guess I’m the one
to blame for it. Yah like this asshole would have a problem getting
his own guns and knives to kill people with.”

“Spencer was telling me he
has had it in for you for a while.”

“Yah that greasy little
cocksucker has been gunning for me ever since what happened with
the D.A and his family. Its jealousy.”

“What the fuck are you a
twelve year old little girl?”

“He’s been friends with
Jordan for years and pissed ever sense Jordan asked Maria and I to
be the God parents. Brings me in on every little complaint made and
I have even found him investigating my investigations to make sure
everything is by the book. Thinks I could have prevented what
happened that day.”

“Sounds like a real prick.
I don’t give a shit what you think. I’m the man that will ask a 600
pound girl how much she weighs if I think it will help me. What
happened that day? We only have what’s in the news and what’s
floated around the departments from those that were there but
nothing is ever consistent. Do you think that you’re responsible or
could have done something?”

Alex looked over at him
and knew that most people wouldn’t ask such a blunt question to
their superior officer but that made Alex like him that much more.
Showed him he wasn’t afraid to step on toes to get his answers even
if those toes are a steam roller able to flatten you.

“The only
answer I can give to that and believe me I have been thinking of
the choices I have made in so many cases, but it is yes. Yes I felt
responsible in more than one way. And doing more would have been to
let my friend walk into the storm. Thinking of it now and with the
Pallamall hostage faking I should have let him. I would want to be
given the chance if the situation called for it.”

The doors to the elevator
opened and the squat little cocksucker was standing in front of
them blocking their path.

“Mr. Mahone I must inform
you that this is an open investigation and if you don’t return with
me right now I’m going-”

Mahone cut him off
reaching his limit of bullshit he would take from assholes in this
city. He was getting it from every angle. His boss, his bosses
boss, the Mayor’s office, the FBI, ATF, DEA, the news, the city and
the piece of shit bombing the city. He’d be fucked in the ass dry
without a drop of spit before he let this little limey bastard tell
him what to do.

“You’re going
to what? What can you do? Let me tell you. Not a fucking thing
that’s what. I asked you three times up stairs if I am being
charged or placed under disciplinary suspension and you said there
was nothing to warrant that action. Nothing, not one fucking thing. So I
got news for you Frodo, get out of my way now, or I’ll have you
brought up on charges. Hindering a police investigation and
obstruction of justice.”

Mahone stood there for a
moment looking down at the little man and couldn’t understand what
he’s compensating for? He heard from a receptionist he’s hung like
a horse so what was it?

“I
demand you by the power
of the Attorney General’s office to return-”

“Don’t say I didn’t warn
you Bilbo, Officer Hubert could you assist me with an arrest
please. Mr. Collins you are under arrest for obstruction and
hindrance, officer if you could please.” Mahone was reading him his
Miranda rights as Officer Hubert cuffed his hands tight behind his
back. “Do you understand these rights as they are given to
you?”

“You can’t arrest me. I
demand to talk to my lawyer-”

“Please take him to a cell
I’ll be back later to get him his lawyer and process him. Until
then stick him in isolation I think he may be suicidal, or throw
him with the rest it’s up to you.”

Mahone and Miller walked
away leaving him standing there yelling he would have his job by
the end of the day. Mahone knew it was an empty threat and didn’t
care, he could have it then maybe he can sleep.

“Remind me not to piss in
your corn flakes will you? You going to make them stick or kick him
loose? The rest of IA will gun for you.”

“No I’ll kick him loose.
In this game you have to know how much you can kick the hornets’
nest without threatening the hive. Besides no one in the department
likes him much so some abuse is all right. Mind you if I stuck to
it your right, IA would want my nuts in a vice. Just like us cops,
every precinct has a dick in it that has herpes on it so no one
wants to play with him. But when the dick has an outbreak and is
infected we will always go to their aid to help them.”

“Yah that’s true. We got
two of them and they don’t like one another and no one likes them.
You would think they’d be friends.”

“You will have to remind
yourself not to piss me off because I’m sure my reputation precedes
me. When we get there you know all will find is a crime scene to
clean up and a mockery of some sort.”

“This is a new breed of
killer. Never heard of anything so violent by the hand of one man.
Sure you got your Hitler’s out there but they have an army to do
their dirty work. As far as anyone can tell this is one man. He
must have deep pockets and good connections' everything’s military
grade,” said Miller flipping on the lights and sirens.

They arrived at the scene
and it is cordoned off with police tape blocking not only the
alleyway but a good perimeter around it to prevent people getting
to close. They had their badges hanging off their necks to get
under the tape and made their way to were cops and detectives were
marking evidence and taking photos. There was a man sitting at the
back of an ambulance refusing to go to the hospital and demanding
to go home. A uniformed officer was standing beside him trying to
explain that he could as soon as he gave his statement. What’s the
point? The man who chloroformed him is dead and didn’t get a look
at the third person. Doesn’t know why he got drugged and he’s a
victim and wanted to leave. The lack of cooperation to give ID and
knowing the law he didn’t have to unless being arrested, he’s here
illegally. Mahone didn’t want INS throwing him out of the country
because he’s a victim it wouldn’t be fair.

Mahone barked out the list
of common commands given at a crime scene. Even though everyone
there is doing their jobs it’s a show to look like he’s taking
control for the cameras watching him. He stood there reading the
note soaked in ocular fluid and blood and dreaded the news he knew
would follow because of it.

“This guy’s clever called
the news crews before us then waited three minutes between the two.
Made sure there’d be enough time to get pictures and video before
being thrown off the scene by the first responders.” said Miller
standing beside Mahone reading the note. Detective Spencer was
joining them now.

“So how is the
Defective Detective this afternoon?” he bore a wide grin and didn’t
care to contain himself.

“Fuck off. Is there any
footage from the street we can use? There was no way he could have
known this would go down here and there is no way of being
invisible all the time.”

“Not a single shot. Or no
one wants to help because they’d see it as more of a hindrance to
them to help us. There was a man killing their own people. It
didn’t look like we’d ever catch him and now he’s dead and no
longer a threat to them. Their safe and they have him to thank for
it, not us. So if I had the one picture on tape that could ID the
guy that’s protecting me. A foreigner, the people blamed for 9/11,
and a white guy is helping us. I’d burn the tape in front of you
and smile while doing it.”

That couldn’t be truer and
Mahone knew it. He knew that there’s a hundred people in the
milling crowd that saw who went into the alley threw the market.
They were standing there with a smug dopey smile on their face
laughing at us and feeling safe in their own neighbourhood once
again with no thanks to the police. Well safer. Spencer was right
Mahone wouldn’t say anything either having been in the same
situation himself on more than one occasion. Why put a good man
behind bars for killing or taking out a bad guy?

If it wasn’t for the
images of the burnt and blown up bodies of the teenagers on that
bus he wouldn’t want this guy so bad. The square when the bomb went
off devastated the park and even though he detonated the explosive
when casualties would be a minimum they weren’t. The SWAT team, the
FBI agents. He knew there had to be something on them and couldn’t
stop wondering what it could be. We all have skeletons in the
closet don’t we?

There was more to this
then killing to kill. This wasn’t the man who took life without
purpose and a just reason. Even if everyone that has died and will
die is dirty and involved in something sinister, do they deserve to
die for it? The coach getting the kids’ to rape that girl. He knew
they’re not forced to do it and he didn’t care what anyone else
said. They were old enough to know what they are doing and how
wrong it was and still did it. But did that mean they deserved to
die for it? He knew as well as anyone that a predator is always a
predator and a sexual one is the worst. This guy could have it
right, a dog bites your hand you don’t pet it with the other, you
put it down. What’s the difference?

# # #






Peter Palermo sat at his
wife’s side listening to the machines helping her breathe and
filtering her blood. The sounds of the pumps that kept her alive in
her drug induced coma. The doctors having given up hope to find her
a suitable donor left her to die in hospital not willing to give
her the drugs necessary to keep her alive. FDA and there rules
would have cost him his wife had she been a normal citizen. But
when you are a One Per-center in this world, you get what you
want.

But that is not always
true. To get what you want you had to get them yourself. Sometimes
it didn’t matter if you had a billion dollars. Life sometimes puts
you into a position that no matter what you’re political
connections are. No matter who you know and can buy, money and
power isn’t enough. He’d give every cent he owned to take back what
happened to his beloved wife.

The victim of a killer who
was poisoning vitamins and causing renal failure of the kidneys.
She needs two new ones or they would poison her blood sending her
into a cardiac seizure that will kill her. So here she has laid in
a coma kept alive by experimental medication and pigs. She needs to
be on dialysis 24/7 but has to have her blood pumped into a pig
that is alive using his kidneys to help keep her alive. The pigs
only live for ten days before dying from the poison.

He can bring her out of
the coma. However once a coma patients woke from a drug induced
state they must remain awake for no less than twelve hours. He’d
only have two or three before her heart rate raised to where the
blood poisoning would kill her. What he was doing was experimental
and illegal.

He pulled the Parka high
and tightened it. The room is kept cold to put her heart and immune
system into a cryogenic state to slow the progression and keep her
fresh. He’d do nothing but sit beside his wife and leave the house
when he was getting supplies to bring her back. He was losing
support of the board of directors of his company and will lose his
contracts with the government but still he didn’t care. Though
owning the majority of the defense disposal contract was a
beautiful pay cheque.

One doctor came into the
room and handed him a file that contained the name and medical
history of the next potential match. It read “lungs and liver”
indicating that they could save other lives. The head of his
medical research team had explained to him that the other organs
will help people like him that are trying to save their family
members. They had agreed that they would go to those who did not
have the resources that Peter had and he would cover the expenses
of anything they needed.

He had everyone on standby
to perform the test to see if there compatible. Even though it says
there a match there is still the chance that the body will reject
the organs and kill the person faster than the disease. If there
was no match then the organs are no good. Her system being as torn
apart as it is she could not live on one alone and needed two.
Before he had her pronounced dead, funeral and all, one kidney was
available. They tried it and her body, even though she’s alive,
shut down again. If she didn’t get the other one within six months
she’d be dead. Three years later and she’s still alive. If you can
call the state she is in living.

He checked his kit the
doctors’ pre packed for him to make sure it’s how he liked it.
There was no easy or safe way of doing this but there had to be a
sanitary way and everything must remain sterile.

An hour later he sat
outside the house of the elderly woman he will kill. He didn’t know
her name, always skipping that part, nor did he care. What he wants
to see on the paper is compatible. He took extensive training on
how to extract the different organs in the human body without
damaging them. If it isn’t done right, and the arteries cut wrong,
the organ is no good.

Quick work of the lock
using a lock gun he was inside the dark house and up to the second
floor in a flash. He could hear the television going but knew from
the scouts report on habits she slept with it on. He inched the
door and rolled in a nerve gas that renders you paralyzed and
unconscious for hours.

The gas would evaporate
long before he needed his organ donor and went back downstairs to
set up the operating room. He opened the garage door and pulled his
SUV inside. Peter unloaded the wash station and sanitizer that
would disinfect the room and his next client.

Once it got set up it
looked like the inside of a garbage bag and his surgical tools are
all in place. Peter made his way upstairs and entered the room and
having administered a high dose of ketamine she is dead to the
world. He then cut her out of her clothes and sanitized every inch
of her with the aerator. In the kitchen were two wash station he
set up to sterilise both of them.

Peter had her on the table
and made fast work in opening her up and exposing the kidneys
underneath the blanket of flesh. With spreaders he opened the first
incision and lifted the kidney an inch out of its resting place. He
severed the tendons pinching them off at the right points to lock
the blood from leaving the kidney and her. If she died wrong, and
he is not done he could compromise the organs. He opened a large
cooler packed with dry ice and placed the organ inside a vacuumed
sealed bag.

The first kidney out, the
second is a breeze, and he’s making good time. He removed the lungs
and liver and packed them inside the cooler. Peter packed his
medical equipment after sterilizing it and loaded his SUV. He left
the room as it was with his victim open blood pooled on the floor.
None of that was important only what is on him. He triple bagged
everything and then bagged the four smaller ones into a large heavy
duty. He took proper care to cover his tracks for physical evidence
and left when he felt satisfied. It didn’t matter what the mess is
when you left a crime scene. It matters that none of you is left
behind and none of it comes home with you. Whatever you touched
must be removed from the scene.

Peter felt sick every time
he finished and couldn’t help it, he is taking life after all. He
wasn’t a killer and didn’t believe in violence by nature.
Regardless of owning the majority shares in the defense disposal
contract for the US. He didn’t want to take life and wanted to take
just what he needed. The medical team’s deal is to help them as
much as they help him. Though he’s the one taking life and not them
they are still covered in the blood of innocents.

# # #






Jordan sat at his desk
going over the paperwork the FEDs and Metro were working off of.
Those dead at the site of the memorial service were on the list and
the wounded are expected to live. The bomb set off out front of
Justice Hall sent several bystanders to the hospital. It killed the
four lawyers working for Barrister Bach and Brier. Defending the
drug company responsible for faulty heart valves implanted in more
than fifteen thousand people either dying or dead.

It’s looking right in the
world and the storm brewed as it should. He looked at the pictures
of a vice squad that works the Port in Brooklyn with the Port
Authority. Busting smugglers and boosters on the docks trying to
get drugs and weapons in and out. Those were the three highest
crimes in the shipping yards but most profitable is human
trafficking.

He called up the CIA
footage from the satellite they have had situated over New York for
the past 24 hours now. Good thing is you can see, to an extent,
what’s happening on the ground, but it was an aerial image. That
meant even though you knew where your target is, you still didn’t
know who he is. It’s stationary and very slow in moving to the
right coordinates to get the prime shots. Though it can follow you
until police arrive but New York has a huge underworld to hide
in.

He was looking for the
approach of the right vessel that would tell him he’s on time for
tonight’s adventures. He watched in triple play and saw the ship
pull into dock and tie up. It’s now six in the evening. Customs
agents would need a few hours to go over everyone on the ship
before it can be unloaded. Everything he needed on his end is set
and he knew the team will be in place. Put ten cops in a room with
a pile of unaccounted for drugs, money, and guns. Sooner or later
one of their fingers get sticky, then the whole team’s fingers get
sticky.

It didn’t take him long to
get in on the action though to them he is known as a gun runner and
by the name of Julian Gannon. Three shipments later and he can now
get the whole crew in one spot at one time. It would be one or two
of them the first couple times. Then he let it slip down the
pipeline the money isn’t being divided even. They have insisted on
everyone being together ever sense. Greed was a great motivator and
the thought of not getting your fair share in a dirty deal, bullets
will fly.

He dialed the head of the
squad and Tony answered expecting this call for the last three
weeks. It will be his biggest pay out yet and it would get Jordan
his four amigos into the container together.

“Hay Tony its Julian I was
wondering what the action is tonight? I got the girls ready to go
to the game and the tickets to get me in, are we good?” He put on
his Brooklyn accent and fell into character. When assuming an
identity you need to not only say that is who you are, but be the
person you say you are. Every characteristic different from the
real you.

“Yah the games going to be
hot tonight, we are waiting for the ball to drop and get drunk. Did
you bring the big girl for Eddie?”

“Yah, tell him there’s no
need for protection with this one she’s a virgin.”

“See you then,
buddy.”

Jordan hung up the phone
with a smile of anticipation lurking on his face. Midnight would
come quick and when they open the back of the door to the van it
won’t be the 50 caliber rifle they were hoping for. He will have
them and he will use them. So many resources wasted to find him
when they are no closer now than in the beginning. It was time to
raise the stakes and show them that there is nowhere he can’t go in
the city even with its satellite hovering above.

At the docks he parked at
the far end nestled between two tweedy bird logos on the sides of
the cars. Though dark all around the yard was lit up by flood
lights and he saw the van approach and lights flash twice telling
him everything’s good. He flashed back, and they made a cercal
around to the back of him. He pulled forward ten feet putting the
noes of his van at the edge of the cars forcing them to have to
move deeper in.

“Hay Julian how’s my
favorite client doing. We were glad to hear from you, haven’t had a
good pay day in a while. Fucking DEA has set up shop here sense the
Bulgarians butchered one of their kids’. So do you have
everything?”

Everything meaning the
cash because that’s all a dirty cop wants. He handed him the duffle
bag.

“Everything is
good. Here’s the money you guys load the product I broke a couple
ribs can’t lift shit.”

“Did you get me the toy I
asked for?” Eddie asked boyish with excitement.

“It’s in the back for
you,” said Jordan taking a step back from them blocking the way out
from between the carts.

The four of them, as every
other time, gathered at the back of the van doors to see the
shipment. A predictable thing with both criminals and those
aspiring to be, they want to be the first to see the goods. As soon
as the back doors opened a high powered aerator blasted them in the
face with the chemical mix he used in syringe form. Jordan put on
the gas mask as the cloud engulfed the alley way between the carts
and within seconds all four of them are on the ground. He approach
his prize, four dirty cops in one clean package.

Next he opened the
container meant to transport his weapons and set up the four chairs
on inside. He stretched and felt his ribs pull then ease back into
place. It’s been a week sense they broke, and the doctor said
they’re healing as they should. However he took two pills and
chewed them because he knew this would hurt like hell.

He carried the four of
them into the container and closed the door. Turning on a portable
flood light he climbed into a plastic painter’s suit and pulled the
Katana out of its sheath. Looking at the four men, heads are
supported by a fishing hook driven into the scull tied to the
ceiling. He held the blade at an even level and made one fast clean
swipe of all four of them. Regardless of what you see in the movies
it being a flawless clean cut, it is flawless, but not clean.
Squirting out of them causing a mosaic arc of blood showered the
room in crimson red.

Jordan stood there for ten
minutes letting the majority of the blood settle. He had every inch
of himself covered in plastic and didn’t want the blood to seep
into his vent holes at the mouth. It didn’t stop the taste of
victory in the air by way of their blood. He opened the doors and
killed the light then filled a duffle bag with the heads. Taking
them to the water he submerged himself first after covering his
mouth hole. Blood washed off clean and suit in a garbage bag he
washed the heads clean letting the blood drain from the
skulls.

Jordan went back to his
van and put everything away. He then put on fisher man stockings
that go over your boots and keep your feet dry and a paint brush
back to the container. Using the blood pooled on the floor he wrote
a message for Alex on the door:






THE HEADLESS
HORSEMEN

MAHONE THIS
ONE’S FOR YOU MY FRIEND
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Jordan drove to the Ritz
Carleton stopping to peel a sticker covering the allowed vehicle
tag number for records transfers. He hid the heads under files
stacked sideways in a box cut to accommodate while looking as
though they were standing upright. That way if checked people don’t
lift up what they can see. If something is flat then something can
be concealed underneath. Magicians do similar tricks.

Jordan looked one last
time to make sure everything is right. Mole on the left cheek bone,
makeup to raise the bone height in the cheeks, bright green
contacts for the eyes. Hair greased and slicked to the side, Harry
Potter glasses pushed high and a plate to give him a cleft tooth.
Didn’t even recognize himself when he finished.

He got into the building
without a problem and wheeled his cart into the service elevator
seeing two agents guarding that entrance. It’s going on four in the
morning and shift change is in two and a half hours. That meant
everyone on shift right now is in the state of rest didn’t matter
if you were awake or asleep. If this is the hour of the day your
bodies adapted to reach REM sleep then your mind will go through
the stages even if you remain awake. The exception to that rule is
when a person has spent many years adapting to the
night.

He got off the elevator on
the tenth floor that’s now housing people on the list in protective
custody. He himself arranged for it and is covering the bill.
Wasn’t irony a bitch? He owned a luxury apartment in the building
and didn’t need to take the level of precautions he is. Besides
other than him still alive that’s aware of the apartment is Berta
and Mahone. He let the elevator open, and he wheeled the cart into
the hallway and got the same check as downstairs. They opened the
lid and saw that the boxes contained rows of files, and unless you
pull on them all fanning them in the box does is enhance the
effect.

One thing he can’t
understand is, where were all the cameras at? He figured this place
would be rigged with everything the FED’s can get their hands on.
Other than the ones on the outside of the building, in the lobby
and guest elevators, there’s nothing. Full of the tired eyes of
people pulled out of their homes from all over the country because
“they’re the best at what they do,” yet here he stood.

He’s able to make his way
to the stair well at the other end. Owners in the building can open
those doors and he hoped they were unmanned. Jordan got to the door
and used an access card of another tenant in the building and
placed four of the eight boxes into the hall. Then he took the
cases of files he had put together to look good, all the Mahone
files. Signed the form with his wrong hand and pocketed the
pen.

He left and
made his way back to the stairwell and headed to the
15th floor where the maintenance room is. The whole floor was
nothing but boilers elevator maintenance rooms and shafts the air
system and access to the roof. Once there he dumped out the heads
and got to work drilling screws into the crown of the sculls and
attaching a thin metal wire to them. Twenty nine feet down would
put the heads right outside Alex Mahone’s suite.

Before lowering the heads
to their desired location he pulled out a surgical scalpel and
carved a message into the foreheads. He lowered them down inch by
inch so they wouldn’t bang against the window and wake anyone. With
all four down he packed everything left into one box and collapsed
the other three boxes and threw them into the Hotels bins. He
walked back down to the floor where the FBI would expect him to
come back through. He had no problem leaving as they didn’t care
what was going out of the building just what was coming
in.






# # #






Abul sat once more in
perv’s row, no one around to watch him, flipping through his latest
additions to his portfolio. The details more enhanced this time
having gotten a higher resolution lens with wide angle. He let the
video play with the screams of the babies bellowing into his ears
as he relived the first incision made. The screams of the mother
muffled by the gag and the brother crying out for its protector
with no one but Satan hearing his call.

He watched as the blood
flowed and the life left the child leaving him dead in a pool of
innocents. Even though you could tell the exact moment that the
sole leaves the body the child still looked alive after. The
screams were like the cries of happy pigs to a farmer. He uploaded
them and let the world enter his world through the lens of his
camera.
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Mahone woke as the light
shone through the darkness of the room. Even though the sun is so
bright it still could not penetrate the darkness that clings onto
the city. So poetic, he thought as he opened the curtains to take
in the glorious view of the Hudson, and Decapitated Liberty. On any
other day it’s a beautiful view from this hotel. His children awake
in the next room gave a scream that scared the shit out of him
before he even had his hand on the knob. He barged into the room to
both of his kids’ running to him freaking out.

“What is it? Please calm
down and talk child.”

“The window, daddy, the
window. Its soccer day all over again.” His son cried hard into his
chest his little girl off to get mommy.

“What the hell is going on
in here Alex?” Maria came into the room pulling on her house coat.
She saw what the kids’ were freaking out over and joined in on the
commotion.

“Calm down everyone
please, Dylan it’s not soccer again remember what daddy showed you.
That man can’t come back.”

He stood and
walked to the window to look out at the four heads twisting back
and forth in the wind. “GOOD MORNING MAHONE FAMILY” is carved with
care into the heads each with a word. “Son-of-a-bitch,
goddam it!” he screamed
but before he can continue his rant his phone rang,
“what?”

“O’Malley here down at the
Port in Brooklyn with the Port Authority and you’re written all
over it.”

“Let me guess you got four
bodies with no heads?”

“Let me guess, you found
the heads?”

“Yah. Hanging outside my
kids’ fucking window wishing me a blessed morning.”

“Is that what it says, a
blessed morning?”

“No. Good morning Mahone
Family. What do you have there?”

“Four bodies in a
container with five inches of blood pooled around them and a Katana
sticking straight out of one of the neck holes.”

“Any ID on them
yet?” Alex asked walking closer to the window now the kids’ were
out of the room. “Son-of-a-bitch there NYPD Vice division based in
the port authority undercover working for the Gambino
family. Goddam it!”

“Well that answers that
question. The next one is, what does it mean Alex?”

“What does any of it mean?
I don’t have the faintest fucking idea David. What else is
there?”

“Nothing. Just what I told
you which is nothing on its own. It’s you though, you’re the star
in all this.”

“Blow me you
son-of-a-bitch at least I care to do my fucking job and what its
entitlements are, so what I break the rules. I can admit it, can
you?”

The line went quiet and
Alex listened to O’Malley talk to someone. He wanted to hang up on
him but wanted info on what the other guy said more.

“Looks like we know why
they’re put on the chopping block. There van is parked on the other
side of the freights and loaded with contraband. There is a dozen
guns and a duffle bag with a quarter mill in it. The Port doesn’t
have them registered on active duty they’re to be on surveillance.
There’s no need of having that in your possession without it being
dirty.”

“Have to assume everyone
that dies is dirty do you?”

“Until I’m told otherwise,
besides they have been so far except the casualties in the civic
center. Anyone not on the list got wounded at Liberty Island not
killed. So why not think the truth when it’s staring you in the
face?”

“There’s been plenty of
innocent blood spilt. The two cops at my house, the ESU team we
have nothing on them. Plus there still trying to figure out the
shit storm in the Center and this is far from over.”

Mahone hung up the phone,
and the room is filling up with FBI agents and forensic
investigators. His wife and kids’ had split, and he’s left with
assholes throwing questions at him while he stood there looking
into the eyes of four more dead cops. The government’s willing to
push their resources on us but not the man power. Military
personnel could bring a stop to it all.

“I want footage of
everyone in and out of this building, hotel and residence, and
don’t give me any shit on rights and privacy’s I want them. If you
need the right pull with the judges and the committee of the
Millennium Point Residency board get a hold of the D.A his wife was
on it.” He didn’t bother answering anything the prick in front of
him is spitting out as he stormed out of his room pulling on his
clothes as he went.

“Sir, we need to ask you a
few questions can you stop please?”

The agent was blocking his
path now, not to bright. Alex charged forward mowing him down like
he wasn’t there at all,

“If you will
excuse me I need to go make four next of kin notifications. I don’t
care what you or the Bureau wants I’ll answer anything you want
when this is all over.”

He couldn’t understand any
of it. How one man can cause complete chaos in a city of over 8
million people and the streets be calmer than they have in years.
He watched as kids’ played in a park that last week was full of
gang bangers and now they were nowhere to be seen. If they were
smart they were gathering all there cash and laying low or getting
out of town. There was the normal traffic, but that was all it was.
Every cop with fear in their eyes but the citizens walking beside
them were calm and relaxed.

The toll is in and even
though there are victims’ made and blood spilled in the reign of
terror sweeping through the New York government. More people wanted
him to accomplish whatever he is aiming at before he got caught.
There’s arguments with the explosions that have ripped apart two
land marks could have ripped apart more people than they did. That
there’s minimal casualties in this one man war. There could have
been dozens or hundreds killed in the blasts but there wasn’t. They
all agreed on one thing though, one innocent life taken even in a
war is one to many. Even though they’re shocked at the corruption
uncovered so far and thought that everyone in power right now in
the state should be removed and new ones appointed. But that wasn’t
possible. Even if it is the smartest choice to make. Start over
from scratch and it’s looking more possible for the city as time
goes on. With every death opens a new door.

He could only wonder when
it would be his own turn on the defense stand waiting for his
judgment. His plea will be guilty, and he knew that better than
anyone, the killer included. He’s accepted and come to terms with
the ending which is why he’s meeting with his lawyer today to
complete a few documents.

“Where are we
with the Butcher?” He shouted into the bull pen as he entered the
room wanting to think of something other than his meeting that
afternoon.

“He is
stepping up the killings, and it’s all over the internet. We have
NSA closing down sites but there popping up faster than we can
work. It’s disgusting, and it’s not only his virus that is making
it hard to shut it down, but people fighting to keep the videos and
pictures up. Why the hell would anyone want to see this shit?” said
Miller.

There’s as many nerds
working on the virus and the hackers posting the Butcher tape as
there is to catch the DT Killer. Neither of them were any closer to
being solved.

“Have we
located the place he emailed the original virus from?”

“Yah we have
officers over there now but there’s no video footage of him the
place uses dummy cams for show. He either knew that or was
concealing his identity. The clerk working at the time doesn’t
recall who he is. They use a coin system you buy tokens on the way
in and each terminal has its own feeder. He’s there for IT
support.”

“We know how
he’s sending out files. Why take the risk when McDonalds’ and
Starbucks all have free Wifi and you don’t even need to go inside.
I want every café under surveillance in the downtown core if they
don’t have an operational security system then the city will
install it. I will have approval for budget spending from the
mayor’s office. If not I’ll go downstairs to where Captain Crunch
is and ask nice for a direct line to the President.”

“You think it
will work with that asshole?” asked Sgt. Ball.

“You would be
surprised what you can get by asking really, really nice with a.45 caliber gun
jammed behind their ear. One way or another will get this sick
fuck.”

He needed his right hand
man, who was a girl, off the bench and in the game. She’s a blood
hound, and he knew that it was too soon for her but didn’t care. He
had to do whatever he could to stop the blood. The first number he
dialed was the Mayors' private cell.

“Mr. Giuliani
I need to meet with you. In person.”

“What is it
Alex? The city isn’t calm right now if you haven’t noticed,” said
the Mayor. With the noise in the background Mahone knew he’s
dealing with his own shit.

“I need your
help and so do the many people who will die if you don’t give me
five minutes when I get there. I’m on my way now,” he hung up and
dialed Amber’s number. “Get to the Mayor’s office now you have ten
minutes where are you?”

“Where do you
think I am? I’ll meet you downstairs what’s up?”

“I need your
help with something and we need to talk to the Mayor to do it get
your ass moving.”

They were standing outside
the Mayor’s office as he was screaming at a small man in front of
him. He’s told to get out and Alex walked in without being
asked.

“What is it
Alex? I don’t have time for this shit.”

“I need you to
swear Amber in and give her a gold shield.”

“Can’t do that
Alex she’s still a cadet and should be at the Academy not running
lead on a high profile case. She even have her firearm
certification yet?”

Amber stood there watching
the back and forth between them and couldn’t believe what she was
hearing. This would set so many records inside the department that
no one could ever beat them. If it wasn’t for what’s going on she
wouldn’t be in this room. She would be in weapons assembly and
dismantle right now or another psychology class.

“I didn’t say
lead on the case but who else has even come close her scores in
academic and physical? She out did everyone to step foot in the
department and how many agencies have tried to recruit her? Shit
there still pitching to her at Langley. If it wasn’t for her street
life upbringing and a trust fund left for her she’d have left by
now. I need her.”

“You expect me
to give a gold shield to a cadet in the police academy?”

“Yes I do and
if you want any hope in solving any of this shit, the Butcher for
one. Then you will take her off of research restrictive duty and
put her on full assignment active duty?”

“Are you
certified?” the Mayor asked looking at Amber now.

“Yes I am sir,
in everything but full auto and explosives haven’t got to that
level in training yet.” said Amber without hesitation. It was a
lie.

“Raise your
right hand and repeat after me. I hear by do pledge and declare,”
he waited for her to repeat him. “To uphold the constitution of the
United States and the constitution of the State of New York. To
faithfully discharge my duties as a New York City Police Officer,
to the best of my abilities. So help me God.”

She repeated everything he
said and felt a wave of exhilaration wash over her. She did it. Ten
years faster than she ever thought she would and even though she
was only a third class, she had her shield and not just a badge.
Wait, where is my shield?

“You won’t get
your shield for a few days and Alex I want her certifications’ on
my desk by the end of the day. It should be enough time for you to
either pass the course for real or dummy up paperwork, right now I
don’t care which. Amber if it wasn’t for you solving the cold case
in training. Seeing what everyone failed to for more than thirty
years being used. I wouldn’t approve of this at all. My family
thanks you, it’s good to have closure on that. Be careful and watch
out, people will gun for you in the department having a gold shield
with no blood and sweat given to get it. So earn it and show me I’m
not making the wrong choice here by giving you this.”

“I’ll make you
proud that you did sir.”

They left the room and
Amber was stammering trying to string two words together and make
sense of what happened. She went from being a cadet to being a
Detective of the New York City Homicide in the blink of an eye. Was
it even legal to do that?

“What happened
in there?” she could speak now.

“You’re on the
force and no longer restricted duty. I want you on the
Butcher.”

“Who with
because the Mayor said I couldn’t run lead on an active
investigation.”

He pulled his Glock out
and handed it to her, taking off the belt and handing her that to.
“Take this I want you armed at all times. I have seen you use it so
I’ll take care of the paper work. Now go find that
son-of-a-bitch.”

He didn’t know how she
could do what she did and never cared to dig to deep and find out
in fear of losing her. She didn’t work a case in a conventional
manor and even though blackmail was against the law he suspected
that was how she was always so full of information. “Information is
power more lethal than a hundred hired guns.” And she’s right.
Sometimes to make a bad situation good you had to manipulate the
right people into doing what you need them to. If that meant
threatening to expose whatever dark secret they would want to stay
buried, you do what is necessary.
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The first thing Amber did
when she got back to the office is submitted the paper work for her
shield having Alex sign it on his way out. They were trying to
figure out what the latest message means, and she had better things
to do then worry who the DT Killer will kill. If there was any case
she would ever want to work it was this one. She called Miller who
disappeared from the bull pen.

“I got my shield and I’m
on the case.” They had only met through the DT case and she liked
the way he operated. Not dirty but enough conniving in him to
manipulate a situation to suit his needs.

“Aren’t you still a
cadet!” it wasn’t a question.

“Not as of fifteen minutes
ago. Alex had the Mayor swear me in and give me a Detective shield.
Don’t have the badge yet but I’m on the case and your primary as of
now so drop what you’re doing and get back here.”

“Who’s the senior officer
me or you?”

“In this house I am but
you have lead on the case. Sorry you’re a Queens cop I’m a downtown
cop.”

“Might be a downtown cop
come the end of this if Alex has his way. He submitted the paper
work for my transfer and I approved it. We’re waiting on the
department heads. It took a maniac blowing shit up and a piece of
shit chopping up babies before they would consider a
transfer.”

“Been trying to get down
here for a while have you? Listen get back here. I’m going to pull
everything on the case and we are going down to see Lurch and pick
his brains.”

“That’s only if he’s done
picking up the brains,” said Miller.

They both laughed. “That’s
not right, come on, the guy found his kids’ butchered and his
wife’s side dish with his head blown all over his bedroom. Show
some dignity.”

“Fuck dignity it’s
overrated. Feel bad for the guy yah sure, but will that stop me
from cracking a joke if I can? Hell no. It’s who I am I call it
like I see it.”

She knew she would like
him. She hung up and printed off two copies of everything that each
division has collected on the BB killer’s case. It would take more
than two hours to print one copy so she sent it in parts to every
printer on the floor.
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Peter stood watching
through the window as the doctors went through there procedures.
The organs are transported and he could hear his helicopter lifting
off the plat form with the other organs. They will die so why let
the organs go to waste?

He watched as the doctors
conducted the stem cell structuring and analyzed for compatibility
of tissue. The first time they thought the kidneys would be a
match, but they failed. Had they not preserved her old kidneys and
replaced them she would have died. Now they have synthesized a
method of determining long term compatibility without having to
perform the procedure.

He hated this part of the
day. When he would have what he is looking for in his hands and it
still may not work. The rarity of her blood and organs made her
unique.
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Near pitch black in the
alleyway Jordan parked down is heavy in the traffic of street
walkers. The soulless of human kind, eyes sunken from years of drug
abuse, and the crystal meth poking through their skin causing large
sores all over their body. This is where the bottom of the barrel
came to make a buck. The perverted desperation of men trying to get
some quick jollies before heading home to the wife and kids’ is
endless. Degenerates. You have love and family and all that’s good
in life. Yet here you are getting a quick orgasm for 50 bucks from
a prostitute.

The good thing is street
walkers see everything. For a few bucks and a supply of what they
need to stay drunk and high they take notes. They were the eyes and
ears of the city and the information they provided was better than
any P.I. could get you. So if ever you find yourself in a place in
need of quick information or long term information civilians are
perfect. Give them the vague idea of what you’re looking for and a
few bucks you will have what you need.

His information on Charles
Bolton is a high mixture of fucked and he sure knew how to put his
fucking foot in his mouth. He is the editor in chief at the New
York Flash. Known as a womanizer and labeled as a homophobe when a
conversation he was having with a friend got recorded. Thing is
what the person didn’t know was the other member of the
conversation was Elton John’s ex boy-toy and they were making a
joke.

Charles getting recorded
was bad enough, and he’s caught saying the most hateful words you
can to a group. Didn’t even refute it after rumors spread he
himself is gay. Taking the defensive bashing anything to do with
the gay community when one of them got in trouble. He covered his
ass legally while doing it though. Had his gay editor and gay
publicist write them and print them in their names. Along with
reporters and editors from every news agency they control what is
printed and who is printed. They keep the powerful a secret and
fill the public with minor crimes when the secret organizations in
this world stay hidden.

He wrote the most damaging
stuff himself when he praised the workings of a Brooklyn gang
called the Latin King Goonies. It was a dark time in a city that
the LGBT population was growing so fast and he threw gas on a fire
that needed not to be lit. He financed the gang in finding and
beating any gay man they could without causing too much damage at
one time and to not be seen doing it.

The
anti-sematic remarks and out and out hatred for his own passion
because like his eyes told him; “they saw,
they did they saw by golly they sure did!” Here is his Jeep strolling down Park Ave. south of E 53rd
street. Slow as a cat looking for its prey and knowing it’s here in
abundance. Time to decide what one to pick up, then pick
off.

He had killed only one he
knew of and it was a hooker infecting Johns with HIV knowing she’s
a carrier. He figured it was a retaliation out of anger at being
infected but it wasn’t. It was his first taste at life’s true
power, the power to decide who lives and who dies.

He’s come
around these parts more often sense then and Jordan knew that it
was a matter of time before he killed again. He will make a grate
spectacle out of him and the world will laugh and say, “I always
knew.” The Jeep made a left onto E 51st street and was heading for
Madison to an alleyway used often by hookers to service clients.
Jordan circled around to the back entrance and parked in an L cove
in the alley.

He took out his thermal
vision camera and recorded the jeep parked behind a couple bins.
Two images were in the back doggy style and the jeep rocked back
and forth. You can hear the moans coming from inside and the sounds
of a man saying, “Harder, harder. You’re not big enough.” This went
on for several more minutes and Jordan heard the prostitute tell
her client she was going to cum. Jordan watched as the prostitute
pulled out and came in his mouth after a bare back ride. Jordan had
switched camera modes and caught the money shot in HD. The light on
the camera lit up the inside of the Jeep to show the Big Bad Wolf
of Gay Street in all his flaming glory. He would know what flaming
meant soon enough.

The prostitute screamed
like a man child and it kind of freaked Jordan out he had never
heard a sound like that before. Within a flash Jordan put two
tranks into her chest and she was out before she could inhale for
another scream. Charles was rushing trying to pull up his pants and
Jordan was now pointing a gun at him and not the trank.

“Charles, Charles,
Charles, my dear perverted fellow. How are you?” Jordan asked
opening the driver’s door and looking in at them.

“Who the hell are you? Get
that fucking thing out of my face, what, you going to trank me?
You’ll need more than-”

Jordan popped off two
rounds, and the suppressor gave the silent thuds into the trash
bins and a sound that shut him up echoed. “Charles, please there is
no need for the hostility. I’m not the one who got caught with his
dick in the wrong cookie jar, no my friend that was you. Now I want
you to follow my directives. If you don’t your wife, kids’, and the
rest of the world will see the footage of you being New York’s most
eligible Catcher. Never took you for a bottom always thought you
would be on the mound pitching the fast ball, not catching it in
the mouth. WOW! You’re fucked.”

“Jordan? What the hell is
going on here who put you up to this? I know that’s you behind the
light I can tell your voice.”

“Wasn’t trying to hide it.
No one put me up to this except the government and the lackeys
behind the decisions including the media. Look at you getting
pounded like a little bitch, heard the story’s and WOW! Did I say
that already?”

“What are you getting at?
What do you want?”

You can hear the fear he’s
trying to hide. Such a big powerful man caught with his pants
around his ankles and another man’s dick in his mouth. If you can
suck your own dick and get caught, fuck it, it’s your own dick, but
a transsexual hookers, that’s pathetic.

“I want you to
pull up your pants and walk with me. You try anything and this is
on the news in fifteen minutes and your wife’s phone in
five. Now move it.” Jordan turned the camera off and banged the barrel of the gun
on the door resonating the realness of it all and making him move
faster.

“Where are we going and
what are you going to do to me?”

“Not to you Charles, no.
I’ll leave the doing up to your friend Alex Mahone and the Fibbies.
I’m getting good at getting them to kill for me I would like to see
if I could do it again. It’s always fun to have others kill for
you.”

“What does that mean? What
are you going to do to me?”

“Hush now that’s enough
out of you.” Ten feet from his Rover he shot Charles with a trank
and brought him the rest of the way. When he was loading him he
could feel his ribs pulling on their healing breaks.
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FIFTEEN






A TOUGH CHOICE
TO MAKE





















Amber looked down at her
watch, it was going on one thirty in the morning. When she and
Miller got as far as they can in the Baby Butcher case she went
through the logs of evidence from cases Alex closed. So far she had
found sixteen murder weapons missing from inventory and she wasn’t
near finished. What was he planning on doing with it is in the case
files and has been so far. Everything that has happened can all be
linked to cases that Alex worked on himself and he was making sure
Alex had to relive the horrors in vivid details.

She’s able to find one
consistency, that there’s none to be found. There’s no direct
pattern and everything’s all over the place. With psychopathic
killers who direct their anger at one individual and is using their
life’s work as a pretence for it. Then they go in order of the life
they are trying to destroy, but that wasn’t the case here. It’s all
there everyone Mahone’s cases but no pattern to make a hypothesis
on what his next move would be.

With evidence missing from
the vault he can do one of sixteen different methods. If he would
even use them at all or in the original manner. She’s found sixteen
so far and still another 700+ files to go through. With this
killers level of resources there can be hundreds more around the
country. She had something though she had sixteen known
possibilities and if she crossed the weapons regarding everyone on
the list. She may get lucky and connect it to an intended victim.
It’s a long shot in the dark blindfolded on one leg and the barrel
of the guns bent, but she would take the shot. If she can burn the
hay stack to get to the needle she would but can’t here so she had
to be right.






# # #






Mahone spent the night
with his family, the first sense this all started, and his kids’
were dealing with it well. His son was right in one way the Soccer
incident was the head he found in his gym bag on the front steps of
their house. A Yakuza contract killer had cut the heads of the four
families and Mahone got what the reference was to the horsemen
right away.

“When will this all be
over Alex?” His wife asked with fear so rich in her voice that a
husband can understand better than anyone.

“It is far from over my
love. We’re doing everything we can and the military is giving us
all the equipment we need forensic and tactical wise, though
without the man power, just the guns. I don’t know what to tell you
baby.”

“Tell me you will be
alright like you always have before. Promise me our promise Alex,
promise to come home no matter what, promise that our family is
more important than any other as we have always promised each
other. Promise me Alex, please.”

Him saying the words alone
would bring not complete peace to her but little. That’s all it
would take to make this easier on her but would be short term and
the end so much more unbearable to handle. Could bring peace to her
and yet he couldn’t speak the words. He can only sit there and let
the tears flow from his eyes.

“Don’t Alex,
don’t you dare, promise me now goddam
it!” She hit him and he let her for a
minute before pulling her in to hold her tight. Still he can’t
speak anything but two words, I’m sorry, over and over.

“I can’t this time my
love. I’m on borrowed time as it is and I have to get this out now
while there’s still time.”

“Time for what Alex don’t
say shit like this you will be OK you always are. Your better than
them because you are a good man-”

“Stop Marie, the only ones
we are lying to is ourselves with that. I may do good deeds but I
am not a good man and it’s all going to come out.”

He took out a thick manila
envelope and handed it to her.

“What’s this Alex?” she
looked down at the folder ready to open it but he stopped
her.

“This is for the end my
love. This is for you to understand when it is all
over-”

“Can you stop talking like
you’ve got shot and are on your way out?”

She demanded of her
husband, she isn’t used to this, she’s used to him telling her
everything will be alright. That he will be home for dinner and if
not dinner then to wake her with his morning wood. Now he’s telling
me she won’t have it anymore. How was she supposed to take it, to
understand it all? She wasn’t ready to give him up, and she refused
to. Why was God so cruel and evil?

“Marie this is what it
will be and I want you ready for it. Please don’t argue and do not
look for a way out for me because there isn’t one to find. I’m
guilty and if I could stand before a jury of my pier’s I would
admit to it and be the first to. Even though I have hidden so much
as you can feel by that folder, I am not afraid to face judgment
for what I have done.”

“Judgment of the court
Alex not a mad man who wants to kill you end of story. Why are you
so willing to giving yourself to him?”

“If I fight it then
innocent people will die and I have enough blood on my hands. I’m
at the end of it myself Marie and want to sleep without hearing the
screams of all those people I couldn’t save.”

“But you’re not
responsible for the deaths of people committed by a mad man or a
serial killer or a hostage taker. It’s not your fault so why should
this man make it so what is he saying you did to him?”

“It isn’t me alone but the
New York Government in hole. He is marking everyone that’s corrupt
dead and sweetie I’m on that list with them.”

“But you’re not a crooked
cop, you aren’t dirty Alex don’t tell me you are.” She looked down
at the folder in her hand again.

“I’m not clean either my
love, I’ve never taken money or compromised a case to help a bad
man go free, but I am dirty. I have done things that are not moral
and have cause the deaths of so many people by not holding my oath
as an officer.”

“What is it baby please
tell me don’t make me read it when you are dead. Don’t be selfish,”
the anger in her voice scared him and he had never felt this fear
before. It was new to him and he can guarantee whatever he’s
feeling is nothing to what must go through his wife’s mind and
soul.

“There are things I have
done that could and will make many people angry. Spouses that could
do nothing but witness as a hostage situation takes a turn and
their loved one is killed. Sometimes through the course of an
investigation the opinions of the family involved fall on deaf
ears. We don’t listen to them, and sometimes it turns out they were
right. Take Jordan’s case for instance, you remember that one don’t
you?”

“I do Alex but what does
that mean? What happened?”

“There’s always been the
debate if the man who took his family would’ve traded Jordan for
them. You need to stay safe baby you and the kids’.”

“How can we being held
hostage like this? Why can’t me and the kids’ leave get on a plane
and go?”

“Because anyone on the
list trying to leave the city will cause the deaths of everyone
involved. Anyone else there is collateral damage.”

“But he hasn’t taken his
anger out on the citizens why would he?”

“We don’t know what he
will do and how far he will go. He will kill without blinking and
there is a fine line to his morals and will see it as our fault and
blame us. Tell us we got a warning not to run from our mistakes and
to own up and go to jail or face justice in other ways.”

“So what you’re saying is
I’m a rat stuck in a trap and the kids’ and I are patsies to this
sick fucks games. Why are you letting him do this to us Alex? What
have you done every time someone has threatened our family? I want
you to say it.” She’s crying hard now.

“I kill them, but this
time is different, this time its someone close, and he knows
everything about not just me but everyone in this city. He has the
Key, and he is unlocking all the closets in this town and were
helpless. Even if we do get him and I don’t die he’ll have a way to
expose everything. He’s too intelligent to not have a failsafe for
his plan. He dies and an email is sent with everything in one neat
little package. It may not get the results he was looking for but
it will still be enough to sink whoever is on his master
list.”

“Mamma don’t be sad,” the
sweet innocent voice of their little girl now standing at their
side taking it all into her pure mind.

“Mamma isn’t sad baby
girl, she is frustrated is all.”

“Furstrurded makes you
cry, what’s that mamma?” she repeated the word best she could, it
being a new one added to her vocabulary.

“Frus-tra-ted,” she
pronounced out for her and she mimicked. “Good angel you got it.
It’s when you get angry that you can’t fix something so you are
bothered and upset by it. Do you understand now baby?”

Whenever her kids’ would
hear a word they didn’t understand she would make them look it up
in a dictionary and learn how to use it in a sentence. Though now
isn’t the time for it but Kim didn’t understand. She’s learning how
she’s taught, to ask as many questions as you can until you can
understand the question you are asking. Not only knowing the answer
to what you’re asking isn’t enough, you must know why it is you
asked that question.

“Frus-tra-ted is when
Dylan takes Henry and hides him and won’t tell me what he did with
him and makes me mad?”

“Yes angel your right.”
She looked down at her little girl and saw herself as a child and
knew what fear is at such a young age. She didn’t want her own
kids’ to feel that pain.
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Agent O’Malley was
standing before his CIRG team comprising the tops of the SWAT entry
and extractions, the HRT (Hostage Rescue Team) and the CNU (Crises
Negotiation Unit). There’s fifty agents in the room and thirty five
of them are suited up for full tactical breach and combat. They had
a suspect, and they had the evidence they needed to support a
blanket warrant on the property and all of his holdings.

“I want to go through this
again and make sure everyone knows where they will be. Agent Cruz,
go," O’Malley pointed at the first in line.

“My team will secure the
roads leading away from the property and set up the ATV’s for
roaming to ensure he doesn’t go through the fields.”

“Packer.”

“My team approach the west
side locking down the atrium and back deck.”

“Arcady.”

“Team go to south. We
enter exits secure.” He spoke in thick accented Russian.

“Arcady learn English.
Damask, better be English you’re speaking.”

“How’s this, open your
mouth nice and wide because I want you to tickle my nuts with your
frenulum.” He’s got an accent but at least it’s
understandable.

“You break out the
thesaurus on that one?” O’Malley shot back.

“No just your wife’s
hymen.”

“Man’s got jokes. How does
your eastern white dick hold up against a black hammer?”

“Yah you may be black boss
but that was your mom, you got your daddies dick I bet. White as a
snow flake where it matters.” Damask was quick to
retort.

“What are you spying on me
in the showers? Turn tootie-frootie on me? You want to talk? It’s
2013 were okay with that life style now,” said O’Malley.

“Not what you’re wife
said. It looks like your projecting your own insecurities out on
me. I can’t help it if she said my white dick is bigger than
yours.”

The room is in a better
mood at the back and forth and it felt good to laugh for a change.
To not be a man stone faced having to be deprived of emotions
because of the horrors you’re encountering. But goddam it he was a
quick tongued prick.

“Johnson.”

“We will assist the breach
team on the roof covering exits.”

“Welsh.”

“We will breach through
the roof entering the study and the master bedroom.”

“Forbs.”

“We will assist you
entering in trough the wall of the ball room.”

“St. Clair.”

“My team will enter
through the front door ten seconds after the breach on the
roof.”

“Carter.”

“My team will cover the
two server entrances leading to their quarters at the back of the
property and to the sheds.”

“Good you all have where
you need to be. Timing is crucial and we need to get it right. If
one of us is off it can mean everyone dead.”

It is as dramatic as that
and it’s always good to go into a mission planning for death and
preparing to meet him with a smile on your face. If you took that
portion of the fear away from your enemy’s then you’re free to act
not in fear but a cunning calculated attack free of
nervousness.

Triple checked the gear
and made sure it’s stored safe before leaving to their suspect’s
compound on Long Island. It would take them an hour to get there
and there was scouters giving regular updates on the situation
inside the home.

Felix Balladur was an
American born French diplomat that made a fortune off of a guidance
chip he invented for the American military. He may not have the
direct background in military involvement they were looking for.
What he had is ample access to everything used in the killings, the
money to fund it, and the motive to want Alex Mahone dead. Then
again if we got a line going of everyone that wanted him dead it be
around a city block. Hell same went for most Agents as
well

The suspect has more than
one personal tie with Alex Mahone. Mahone was the lead on a school
bombing and his kid was the one the bomber snatched up to use as a
human shield from the school security guards Taser. This meant that
the breach had to happen when the house is full of friends and
family to contain him without incident. Either way it would be a
gamble with everyone’s life both inside the house and his men
breaching the grounds.

It will be midnight when
they arrived and they would wait as long as they could to let as
many people leave in case all hell broke out. They would need the
right number of people left inside to make the loss on his half too
much to kill our half. The ideas were bouncing around in his head
and the more he thought, the less he’s liking using civilians as
puppets. Wasn’t this thinking and acting by the government the
reason he’s so pissed off in the first place? Something I will have
to ask him if ever the chance presents itself.
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Jordan checked the dosage
again before giving Charles the shot that would keep him out until
it was time for his big performance. It felt like he’s not having
the desired effect on the city he was trying to get. Jordan figured
it’s no longer time to play with kid gloves on. To many precautions
on preserving the lives of citizens the city is supposed to
protect. What the hell goods a spy drone when you need to know
where your target is to watch him in real time? As long as he
didn’t look up for the camera he can slit the throats of a hundred
people and all they can do is watch it happen.

City street cameras were
becoming a huge part of the city and knowing what one's are real
and what one's are fake makes a huge difference. The stores and
vendors are easy to learn all it takes is a few bucks. A story on
how you’re trying to find evidence of your wife cheating is always
helpful. For the cameras springing up for traffic control, they get
damaged by kids’. As a result it is hit and miss unless you have a
log in account to the city system. Then you can tell what one's are
on and off by the maintenance log coloring system, red the camera
is out and green it’s active.

Knowing where the cameras
are and the angles is everything as well as knowing the surfaces
that will reflect you’re image. Constant vigilance to everything
and you can never be wrong when your gut tells you to get out.
Listening to your instincts that come natural is the best thing you
can do. People that don’t are the ones that come into problems
because your first answer is more often than not the right one to
make.

He burnt off ten flash
drives with the video he edited to remove him talking. What he
wanted is the 80 dollar oral money shot the hooker gave him. The
demise of a self-made man to be made into the new Queen of the
Century. He couldn’t help but laugh. The video played and thought
that the great people of this city will know that they can be
brought down by an old Bag Lady. Eyes and ears on the street are
cheaper than the gas it takes to gather the Intel they give
him.

He checked the gear loaded
into the back of his SUV with NYC PARKS across its side and
equipped with everything a standard unit has. He didn’t want to get
stopped or bothered by the other park department employees. With
over 200 electric golf cart cars that are quieter than a beard
trimmer roaming the grounds, anything can happen. The time he
planned on doing it and where he planned the staging, is based on
the employees schedules. The cops who stroll the park and the
homeless are a hazard and the main groups to watch for.

Everything is packed, and
he’s ready. He watched the news to see if the raid on that poor
bastard has taken place. They have gone complete radio silence to
prevent their target from picking up chatter on their
frequency’s.

He stopped on
his way to drop the envelopes into the curriers mail box with
payment then rang the buzzer. He could have emailed them but
thought this presented a more personal touch. Jordan was getting
excited for the raid that will blow up in their faces and smiled as
he pulled into the park entrance off 5th Ave. and E
75th Street. This late at night the only workers were emptying
trash bins, minding the zoo, Baseball Diamonds and skate park.
There’s a fraction of the workers from day to night in the park.
But it’s still crawling with every other type of person imaginable
in the fine Apple we call home.

He made his way to the
statue of Hans Christian Andersen where he will stage his next
victim. He thought it fitting, a fairy who is a writer to feel
right at home with a writer who writes about fairies. There’s the
fact that people believed Hans to be gay but the era he lived in
prevented him from being so. He wrote about the love he would never
have and blamed it on being shy. They should be a perfect fit for
one another.

He finished his
preparation of Charles without incident and without being spotted
by anyone. The statue’s surrounded by foliage and unless you were
in the clearing you wouldn’t see him at all. He worked under the
flood lights of the park are there to make woman feel safe as they
walk through at night. In retrospect, they gave better lighting for
the rape scene they will star in. The city’s wise thinking on
installing crime prevention lights. It never occurred to them with
all the lights yah we may see them but they can see what they’re
doing better.

Jordan took out his SAT.
Phone as he made his way to his warehouse and dialed Alex Mahone’s
cell. He thought he would wake him up today on the right foot and
full throttle. After all isn’t the thought of a life being taken
better than an espresso in the morning?

“Lt. Mahone.”

The voice was groggy from
a restless night’s sleep and Jordan’s day’s looking brighter. He
can always tell when his friend was grumpy and in no mood for
games. So let’s play.

“Defective, so nice to
hear your voice, please tell your wife I never meant to give her a
scare.”

“No just my children
right?” said Mahone, wide awake now blood pumping hard.

“How right you are my dear
friend, how right you are. Now to the point of the call. I have
left a care package for you at the statue of Hans Anderson the two
of them fit so well together. This is the deal. You go alone and if
you can guess what they have in common I will let him live. If not,
well you know how fond of a good explosion I am. Here are the
rules. You go alone you tell no one and you do not touch the man
strapped to the statue. If you so much as breathe to close you and
everyone else for a city block will go up in flames. You will
identify the subject and tell me what his dirty little secret is.
If you are right you win. Now the clock, oh yes Defective Detective
every game has a clock, and you have twenty minutes to get there.
Remember Alex if I see anyone else with you then your all
dead.”

Jordan hung up the phone
now sitting at his desk across the river and with no visibility of
the park at all. He knew that he could give the orders and Alex
comply with them and not bring anyone else in. Plus Alex wouldn’t
take the chance he’s watching ready to blow them all apart. What he
didn’t know is that it wasn’t an explosive charge but an incendiary
charge. He didn’t want Mahone dead yet just feeling like he got
burnt is all.
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They stormed the house
with perfect timing and executed the directives as planned. The
teams breached simultaneously and took all points of entry and
covered the outside windows and yard. O’Malley had the first sight
at the shocked look on the guests face when he entered in through
the Ballroom wall.

If your goal is to enter a
room with your own door carved into the wall it’s easy. Using a
shape charge held to the outside of the wall with water filled
steel brackets. When the C-4 is placed around the boarder set with
the blasting cable and detonated, it will give you a hole big
enough to enter through.

When storming a fort it is
best to enter in from as many angles as possible. If your target
reacts to cover one entrance and you come in another door that’s
improvised you can take him down before he can react to the second.
Off by a second on the timing there’s a good chance the 1.5 seconds
it takes to react to your surroundings is all they need to kill
you.

Inside the
mansion took five hours and thirty people ripping everything apart
to find out there in the wrong house. When they stormed in and told
him why he is under arrest he laughed at them. O’Malley thought it
was the laughter of a mad man but instead the laughter of a
mad man. The threats they
would all regret this were valid because his brother is some
up-a-di-up to the governor. Heads would roll after this one. The
Ballroom all but destroyed and holes pounded at random in the walls
looking for hidden rooms and closets. They could have used ultra
wideband radar imaging system that reveals hidden compartments in
solid objects, but there was no fun in that. There wouldn’t have
been the serious pile of shit brewing at his feet
either.

“Excuse me sir,” an agent
tapped O’Malley on the shoulder.

“Unless you have evidence
I don’t have the time or want to listen to you,” he snapped at the
agent.

“You want evidence there,
dick. I’ll give you some evidence,” said another.

The agent, one of dozens
on the case, and tired of taking shit from a man that will be out
of a job after this case. Hell they will all be on the bread line
soon enough.

“The guy
that’s been dancing circles around you while you’re too busy
playing keep the pedophile Senator safe. This son-of –a-bitch has
rigged a man to a statue in Central Park. Is that evidence enough
for you. And before you open your mouth to be a whiny little bitch,
remember, I told you this was a waste of time. This guys a fucking
moron and couldn’t conduct such a sophisticated form of attack. A
nerd not a killer. He plays with chips and software not guns and
explosives.”

“Got a real set of balls
on you don’t you kid?” O’Malley wanted to smack the smug little
prick. That wasn’t because he’s right, or had told everyone he
wasn’t their man. It was because he hid behind his Daddy the
Director of the FBI. “What do we know? Is the victim still alive?
What are the terms? Do we have eyes on the situation?”

“Mahone called to notify
us of the situation. There evacuating the park in the blast radius
as covert as possible and Mahone is in the vicinity.”

“So they can see the bomb
then? Did they get pictures? We need to know what device he is
using to trigger them.”

Up to now there’s only
melted fragments of the trigger found at the Liberty bombing. It
was apparent that there’s a secondary triggering device that
exploded to further destroy the trigger. It’s a military tactic so
the enemy can’t reverse engineer them.

“We can only get the
people away from the blast site. If anyone approaches or is seen
other than Mahone he detonates the bomb. There is no visible device
and a motion perimeter is set around the statue and victim. We are
waiting to find out who he is,” said Agent Carson.

“I want you to get over
there now the chopper is leaving in five and I want you on it. You
are to get there and find the bomb and get images of it. Think you
can handle that or is it too much?”

“Yah sense you’re too much
of a sissy to go there yourself.” Even though he can’t get fired
for back talking O’Malley and calling him every name in the book.
He is still his superior officer and had to follow orders. O’Malley
and his father were in the Academy together and his father thought
he could learn something by working with him.
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Maria was awake when she
heard her husband and hadn’t slept yet getting the kids’ ready and
making reservations. She waited most of the night for someone to
die so she can finish making her plans. Didn’t care at this point
for anyone other than her children and their safety. Not some
bureaucratic asshole that caused all this death. She knew the file
Alex had given her in case he is killed wasn’t why he was doing
this.

Maria text her sister
again to make sure everyone’s ready on their end. She is going to
Toronto Canada with the kids’ and didn’t care what Alex said would
happen. She just had to make it to the airport and the security
there will keep her safe. There was no other place to get out of
the city that was more protected. There was no way that anyone can
figure out she bought the tickets having her sister get one of her
friends to order them.

She covered every angle
and if she moved fast when the time came she could make it to
safety. She would meet her sister’s friend at JFK with their
tickets. The only way the killer will find out she’s going would be
when she gets to the airport and checks in. Then if he’s watching
the check in’s, he will see her name. By then it will be too late
to stop her and it will cause damage to Alex and the city but she
didn’t care. She didn’t care as long as her children were out of
his reach.
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Mahone was driving more on
the sidewalk then the road to avoid traffic. Where the traffic’s
coming from this early was God’s hand turning his middle finger all
the way up so he can feel it tickle his prostate. Five in the
morning and the traffic looking like it’s seven, and he’s on a
clock that’s running out fast.

He approached
59th and
Park Avenue and cut across the median not only taking out a sapling
but slamming into the Languorous Repose Statue. By the time he’s
done fighting cab drivers to get onto East Drive he found what the
holdup is. FBI was stopping traffic going into the park using the
Park staff uniforms. What there’s Park Employees who came to work
totting Glock 22?

Mahone didn’t wait for
anyone. He drove through the Grand Army plaza he blew out two of
his tires on the steps to the William Tecumseh Sherman Statue. He
didn’t stick to East Drive as the most direct route to the
Conservatory Pond is the pathways. There wasn’t anyone on them and
any jogger in the park is being sent elsewhere. Though any idiot
walking by can tell there’s something going on in the south of
Central Park. They were not stopping to gawk, so whatever the feds
were telling them is enough to get them to leave. That sill didn’t
change the fact the killer is watching and knows what is going on
as much as he did. Mahone was waiting on the ground to shake and
the mushroom cloud to rise.

He stopped his car on the
path and ran the rest of the way stopping dead when he saw what’s
left for him. He can hear the questions coming over his earpiece.
They were a tiny whisper compared to the one's racing the tracks of
his mind on roads leading nowhere. There’s a circle of motion
detectors set up that only registers human presence and Mahone had
seen a military demonstration. You can hook it up to your lights
but the military used it as a trigger to detonate explosives at an
optimal time. He did as he’s told and took out his phone to snap a
few quick picks before something went wrong. Before Mahone watched
him die.

He walked around the
perimeter and couldn’t take it in. He’s looking at a friend. A man
he has known for so many years. Mahone can’t believe what he’s
seeing and didn’t know how someone could still be alive after
enduring so much. He couldn’t help but vomit and feel woozy in
confusion and disgust. There’s nothing that anyone can do to
deserve this treatment is there? But then he thought of the abuse
children suffer every day by people who swore to protect them. That
only left one thing. What did he do?

His friend’s naked
straddling Mr. Anderson’s statue in the cow-girl position with a
large bronze dildo sticking out of his rectum. There looked like a
thick syrup substance dripping off him and pooled to the perimeter.
Mahone then noticed an envelope on the ground under a rock, he
walked over and picked it up looking at the time and noticing it
was running out.

“Dear Defective I do not
care for anything but you watching the flaming truth come out in
all that’s before you. I will not call to give you salvation nor
will there be any for the depraved man before you. Here is a movie
I filmed, I can only hope it’s to your liking.”

The flames grew fast and
the screaming that came from within is deafening as Charles is
brought back to consciousness by the fire. Mahone can see the man
in the middle thrashing back and forth trying to move but unable to
do so. Mahone ran to his car and took out a plastic bin from the
trunk. He dumped the files on the floor he filled it with water and
ran back to his still screaming friend.

The smell of cooked human
was pungent in the air and made Mahone gag as he threw the first
bucket. He turned and ran back for a second one. When he got back
and threw it he noticed the fire had grown in size and the second
bucket enraged the fire. Mahone stood helpless listening to his
friend not only take his last breath, but scream it as though the
body knew it would be the last sound it ever made.

It took FDNY forty minutes
to put the fire out. They had to use sand to deprive it of oxygen.
The fire investigator said he has only ever seen it in books on
fires that can burn like that and be fueled by water and not put
out by it. They didn’t think that a private citizen could make a
compound that could. There chemical hoses did little to work but
sand did. Too little too late and now Mahone was standing there
looking at the charred remains of his friend. A man he had dinner
with and played a game of poker every month. All he had left of him
is a flash drive he didn’t want to watch. Plus a widow he now had
to inform that their kid’s father got sodomized and roasted in
Central Park. Shit his kids’ play in the park right around
here.

When the bodies removed
from the statue the skin peeled off him like a grape to his entire
front. The look of him is cooked through and through. Muscles
visible and cooked well done, and the smell doubled when the body
is moved. He looked at the flesh attached to the statue and
wondered what would become of it. Will the city take it out or
leave it in hoping that everyone will be OK with it.
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Mahone sat in his car with
his cellphone in hand and Charles wife’s phone number ready to
dial. He hated this part of the job. The dead and dying. This
brutal violence with innocent people made to feel pain and to
suffer at the hand of a man who suffers himself. Who thinks
everyone should feel his pain. Now not only was she going to go
through the death of her husband she will have to handle the
community and all of his protest against gays. Mahone didn’t have
to see the tape to know that and the media will have a field day
with this one. The only people to suffer Charles actions will be
his wife and kids’.

The phone rang and with
each ring he prayed there’d be no answer so he could leave a
message for her to call back instead. It didn’t sound good that a
cop would prefer to leave a message when giving a death notice but
then anyone would. Alas she picked up on the fifth ring and made
him choke on his cigarette.

“Hello. Alex, is that you?
Please tell me it isn’t true Alex please.” The sobbing of a
bereaved woman greeted him on the line.

He can hear the sounds of
her kids’ fighting in the background and the smashing of the big
old school picture tube television. Lost for words and urging his
mind to make his mouth talk but all he could do is listen to her
tears roll down her face.

“It is true Fiona I’m
sorry for everything,” is all he’s able to choke out.

He was feeling her pain
having for a moment thought his own family got murdered. It wasn’t
like you see in the movies or on TV for notifying the spouse that
their loved one is dead. For people you’re close with and care for
it’s even more difficult. They not only expected answers for what
happened but to be there for them as a friend.

“I haven’t been able to
watch the video, the kids’ are freaking out fighting with one
another, and the media is camping outside my house. Please help me
Alex.”

“I’ll have more units sent
out to your house right now to make a perimeter but there isn’t
much I can do to stop them, you know that.”

“What the hell’s going on?
The media’s got a video and a file with Charles involvement with
the Lord fuck-heads and no one will tell me what’s going
on?”

She’s panicked and in her
state it wouldn’t take much to push her over the edge. Enough, she
suffers Bipolar disorder but to have a child in her early forty’s
means she’s suffering postpartum depression. He couldn’t protect
her from the nightmare she will live.

“I’ll come over
Fiona.”
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Peter sat by his wife’s
side waiting for the results. He watched as the blood flowed from
her into the pig and hated that animals couldn’t be used for more.
It has given him time only to become a monster like the person who
did this to his wife. He was growing deeper and deeper into a man
he didn’t even recognize anymore and the path to saving his wife
has killed his sole.

To take life even to save
life is not always the right answer. When war’s happen taking life
to establish order and save more lives lost isn’t even right. But
it happens, and it’s necessary to act when it does. Taking life to
save someone you love and cherish isn’t right, and he knew that. He
knew that if his wife ever found out she wouldn’t be his wife
anymore. She would despise him in every way she despises the
companies he owns producing weapons to kill. She has changed him in
so many ways and he accepts that. If she is ever awake again he
will lose her and its OK, as long as she lives, she needs to
live.
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Sense 9/11 getting
anything but your fillings onto a plain is near impossible. With a
private hanger and billions to your name you can accomplish
anything. Jordan was now reading his Horoscope, a stupid ritual his
wife got him into and though she’s dead he still reads it every
day. He is waiting for the 727 to taxi onto the runway a few
hundred meters away.

He had arrived three hours
ago preparing his G6 to transport clients from one of his wife’s
business adventures. They’re not to arrive for a few more hours. It
took little to get the cover story why he’s here today, he had it
ready to go for months now. Though the people flying out he thought
would be different. Oh well, a point is a point, and it will prick
no matter where you stick it.

To get on the field with
the right players he had to have clients willing to be flown out at
a moment’s notice. Then when you find out the people supposed to be
paying for their crimes are trying to flee. You can put yourself in
a prime position raising no red flags. When the bomb goes off
everyone there will get held for questions.

To get the small device,
enough to cripple the plain, into the luggage compartment he only
had to add it to the cars that transport the luggage to the plain.
The size of a shaving kit bag it wasn’t hard to throw it onto the
car as they crossed paths. Jordan made many trips back and forth to
the terminals pilot entrance having his own on call at all times.
All he had left to do is wait for when dear Maria Mahone thought
she’s safe and free. Then he will bring the world down around her
making her and everyone else realize that there is no escape. That
the choices we make are what can condemn us to death or be our
salvation. The choices we make cannot only affect us but destroy
the lives of those around us. They needed to know that the choices
we make shouldn’t affect them and make the innocent suffer. But
they will, and it will be her fault.

The plain was in sight and
Jordan set his iPad aside. He picked up the remote detonator and
watched the plain move into position. He heard the engines revving
up and watched as it rocketed forward down the runway. Jordan
pressed the button and watched as a huge hole blew out the bottom
of the plain causing the landing gear to blow out. The plane
skidded along the ground its fuel leaking out behind it giving it a
flaming tail. Jordan can hear the emergency trucks making their way
to the disaster because nothing here today is
accidental.
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JFK International is
locked down within minutes of the explosion. When it’s made aware
of the passenger that unleashed the fires of hell on the others,
security separated Maria and the kids’. The scene in the employee
lounge where the passengers who didn’t require medical help is
nothing to what’s still unfolding on the runway. Even though the
one's inside were calling for the death of the one not trying to
flee but the person who she feared. Her husband. His point is made
and as Jordan stood at the door watching everything he fought not
to smile.

Out on the runway they
were still treating people trying to get them to the hospital for
extreme heat exposure and smoke inhalation. There was still people
buckled into their seats when the cab caught fire and killed them
before the fire fighters could put out the blaze. In all five
people died in and three are taken by helicopter to the
Presbyterian Hospital burn center.

Jordan listened to the
people on the flight and all have the same incantation and it’s
like a magic spell to his ears. Everyone agreed the wrong people
died today. They didn’t say Maria and the kids’ should have died,
they said Alex Mahone should be the one to die. Blamed him now and
not his wife and not the one responsible. The one that pulled the
trigger and made the plain burn the innocent people to death in the
worst way that most people thought one could die.

He was making an effect
even with the lives of the innocent lost in the battle to cleanse
the city. No longer did they blame him for killing but instead
blamed the government for driving him to do it. They didn’t have
the whole story nor did anyone, himself included. They knew enough
to want to ask questions, that’s all Jordan, for now, is aiming to
accomplish. He wanted their anger not pointed at him but instead at
the government and it was working. He looked down at his iPad and
sent the audio file to the major news broadcasting agencies. They
got shut down by the FBI and NSA on being able to air his messages.
Had to go through them first he guessed, but the message will get
through. He stepped into a bathroom and pulled out his SAT.
phone.

“Defective Mahone I hope I
didn’t get you at a bad time.”

“Listen asshole I’m not a
Detective I’m the Lieutenant. What the hell do you want
now?”

“A little bitchy today,
someone take a piss in your Cheerios this morning?”

“No you torched a fruit is
all, is that where you’re going with this? Classy.”

“Glad to see you have your
wit today. Central Park must be a circus by now. I can only wonder
what they’ll do with poor Mr. Anderson, surly a toasted faggot
fused to his body should dampen the mood of people. Or who knows I
may have just created a revenue source for the city, you can thank
me later.”

“You don’t give a shit for
this city or anyone in it. So don’t use that line with me.” Mahone
spat into the phone wishing he could reach through it.

“Don’t care do I? Let me
show you how I do not care. Please turn to channel 9.”

The line went quiet for
several minutes before Jordan heard the breathing increase in
Mahone. The rage is taken over by fear to the question of why he’s
so keen for him to watch.

“I thought I made myself
heard when I told you no one on the list is to fly out. I see you
excluded your own family off the list when I put their names under
your own. Why should your family feel safe when the rest of the
city has to live in fear?”

“Their only in fear
because of you. What did you do to my family?” Mahone was screaming
the panic and the hurt that brought the tears to his eyes is taking
over his vision.

“No they are in fear
because of you. Now listen, this isn’t an analytical discussion on
motives, and the five W’s. Your family is fine and if you wish for
them to remain that way you’ll do two things. First I want you to
make it understood to everyone in the city who’s free to come and
go and who isn’t. Next you will release the list and all my audio
files I have sent to the media. That way the fine people of this
country can get answers to the questions that burn their minds. If
you don’t then the next plain I blow up won’t be near empty and
still on the ground. No one will live and I’ll be sure it crashes
over heavy population.”

Jordan hung up and watched
through the doorway at the victims’ having more of a debate on his
morals then the bomb that could’ve killed them. It was a unique
mixture of opinions and hypothesis going around the room even
dividing family members in the quest to sort it all out. Too much
is still unspoken and so many people need to die before that
question is answered.

Airline officials and FBI
were swooping through the room taking names and any information
they can. There wasn’t anything though, and it didn’t take long to
get through everyone. The FBI were making sure that everyone in the
airport is identified and photographed before cleared to leave the
terminals. An agent noticed Jordan and came over to him looking
like he had a bone to pick. What the hell, did I take his cookie in
third grade?

“You are the District
Attorney correct? Jordan Peterson,” he snapped out at Jordan and
his tone screamed accusation, this could be a problem.

“Yes I am how can I be of
help?” Jordan asked stretching out his hand, not shook, but instead
looked at with disgust.

“What is the D.A doing
here? You are not on any flight records departing
today.”

“I was here to meet a
client I was having my Jet prepped for departure.”

“You’re Jet? Right,” he
smirked. “How does a D.A on government pay afford a
jet?”

“Your new around here I
take it? I have a G6 parked in hanger 22 and I could buy this
airport if I wanted to. Now if you can send an officer that knows
what the hell is going on around here I’ll be more than happy to
talk to him. Until then I’ll be assisting the airport with helping
these people because that’s what someone who works for the city
does. He helps people. Not bombard them with stupid questions. Why
am I here? Why are you here?” Jordan shot back at him stepping
closer invading the agent’s personal space.

“I’m here to do my job and
find the son-of-a-bitch that did this.”

“Then you go do that and
leave the suffering to suffer. Good innocent people died here today
because of a stupid decision.”

“So you’re blaming Alex
Mahone’s wife for what happened?”

“What she’s here? She was
on the plain?” He sounded shocked and looked around the room for
her as a concerned friend would. He knew where she was and it
wasn’t in that room. “Where is she? Is she hurt? The kids’? Have
you notified Lieutenant Mahone of the situation?”

“We have men taking care
of that and they are fine and being kept in a separate room to
prevent retaliation from one of the pass-”

Jordan didn’t care nor did
he need to listen to the Fibbies. He left him standing there and
walked over to the executive talking to a passenger. He told him
loud enough for everyone in the room to hear he will provide
everything needed until flights are rescheduled. Car, hotel
services, and funds to replace anything lost they had with them
including electronics.

“Please everyone you need
to understand that this is not the airlines fault and I am not a
representative of them. I am not offering this in compensation but
in good will to make a horrible experience less horrible in any way
I can. Please I want you to not worry the expense on a private
citizen taking on this financial expense is too much. I’m only
human as you are and deserve to be treated with respect. I hate to
tell you this but it will be a long wait getting a payout from an
airline.”

He looked over at Albert
Fisherton the executive of communications for the airline that
owned the plain.

“Sorry
Fisherton but you fucked up, and this airport fucked up, and that’s
on you to make right. I’m sorry that these people have gone through
this and I only hope you make it right for them. A fucking bomb on
the plain? How the hell does someone get a bomb on the plain? Wake
the fuck up man.” said Jordan looking at the chief of airport
security now.

He left the room getting
thanked by everyone there and made a couple calls for the
arrangements to help them. Jordan asked the cop standing in the
hall where he could find Maria and the kids’. He’s told they took
them to the main terminal waiting for her husband. He rode with
security back to the terminal and found Maria and the kids’ in a
break room. They looked like they visited hell and are back with
scorched hair to prove it and a horror story for a
souvenir.

When he entered the room
Dylan came running to him and jumped as high as he could into his
arms. “Uncle Jordan you’re here, where’s daddy is he with
you?”

“No little man he is on
his way. I’m here for a client. Maria are you and the kids’
alright?”

“Yah were fine. But there
are people that aren’t fine Jordan and I have to live with that. It
is my fault.” She punched herself in the head crying.

Jordan went over to her
and pulled her into his arms telling her to calm down, she isn’t to
blame. It took several minutes to get her to settle down and tell
the kids’ she’s fine.

“You can’t blame yourself
Maria people act out of fear and when they feel as though they are
cornered they’ll do anything to survive. Throw a couple kids’ into
it and they’ll do even more. You can’t beat yourself
up.”

“Alex told me that bad
shit would happen if anyone tried to leave, he warned me. Why
didn’t I listen? Why, why, why!”

“Calm down please, drink
your tea. Have you called Alex yet?”

“I just got off the phone
with him, he will be glad you’re here knowing we didn’t have to
wait alone for him. Can I use your phone to see where he
is?”

Jordan handed her his
phone and then went over to the small table and chairs where the
kids’ were playing together. He sat in the chair and Dylan jumped
into his lap flying an airplane and making a diving crashing
sounds.

“How’s my little man doing
are you scared?”

“No I’m not scared
anymore, but it was scary.” The plane crashed into Jordan’s knee
with a huge explosion. Kids’ a sociopath. In a plane that blew up
and ten minutes later he’s crashing one of his own.

“Tell me what
happened.”

Dylan stopped playing and
looked at Jordan. “Mama and sis and me, we going to aunty in
Toe-on-to and we came here to the airport to meet her. We got on
plane and sis is scared to fly but not me. I was brave and not
scared. Until the boom and fire came then I’m scared. I did what
daddy told me though and was strong for sis an mama. The fire was
so hot.” His broken English was improving from last they spoke.
“Then the fire trucks and ambulances all over the place and we got
to slide down a big slide that was fun. But the fire wasn’t and
you’re here,” he bounced on Jordan’s knee.

Jordan watched the change
in emotions switch from scared to sad to happy to scared to
confused back to happy again. Kids’ are a modern wonder to him. No
matter how hard he tried, or anyone tried. They couldn’t understand
the enigma of their brains and how they handle things.

“Can we come stay with
you? It’s been so long. You’re sad now but you always have us,
right sis?”

“Yah Uncle Jordan you have
us. We miss them to.”

Kim cried which made
Jordan feel sorry for their suffering. A suffering caused by their
father and they are the only two it hurt Jordan to see in pain
because of his loss.

He looked down at her so
sweet and innocent as his own children were. She is too young to
have lost a friend and go through that pain. He had closed himself
off to everyone, and it has been three years sense he entertained.
That was his wife’s field not his. As much as he loved the kids’ he
hated the empty feeling he got when their around and it wasn’t fair
to them. They knew that they didn’t see him as much anymore they
are kids’ not retards.

“He wants to talk to you,”
said Maria.

Jordan looked down at the
kids’ and wiped his face and could hear them asking their mother if
they could go to his house. He planned for them to end up there but
he didn’t think it would be this way. It didn’t alter his plans at
all and it only made it easier when the kids’ are asking. He didn’t
think they could make him feel the emotions he is right now. From
sadness to anger satisfaction and happiness. He didn’t want Alex’s
wife to die for him, no, what Jordan wanted is for Alex to be where
he needed him when the time was right.



# # #






“This is turned
out to be a day of blazing horrors as the DT Killer strikes again.
From a human bonfire in Central Park to a plain lighting up the
runway at JFK with jet fuel and human bodies and it isn’t even
lunchtime yet. We’ve been able to confirm both events are connected
to the DT Killer. The explosion on the runway was a direct result
in a member of the list trying to flee the city. What is this list
you ask? Get ready people because the media blackout is lifted and
we can now fill in some of the blanks for you…”

“Motherfucker!” Agent O’Malley threw the remote at the wall. “I need Judge
Jorge Ortiz on the phone now. Who the fuck lifted the blackout
order?” He turned back to watch the shit show on the news again
because he didn’t think his blood pressure was high enough yet.
With the blackout order lifted who knows what reactions people will
have to their names on the list. This could cause a full scale
riot. Good he thought maybe the military will help them instead of
breathing down their necks for results and slowing them.

“We will post the names of
everyone involved onto our website. The names being listed here are
the first couple of pages in a three hundred page ledger. Listed is
everyone from simple citizens, homeless, civil workers, contracting
companies and government officials of all kinds. There are people
here that I know and have dinner with and there is no index to tell
us who is who. The questions run deep as we can only wonder who on
the list is guilty and heading to the chopping block. Who is safe
and can walk up and shake DT’s hand and live to tell the
tail….”

Yah something fucked up
will happen and the city would explode in violence and chaos. He
couldn’t wrap his head around it all and the more he tried to
understand it the more confusing everything got. Everything from
the beginning until now has all been staging’s of cases Mahone
worked but he didn’t know why he’s taking it out on everyone so
viciously. Why doesn’t he give whatever he’s got to the authorities
and let them handle it?

“Mr. O’Malley Sir, you
will want to turn to channel 6,” came the voice of someone behind
him and he did so.

“What we have is an audio
recording of the man claiming responsibility for everything that
has happened up to date. From the first victims’ at the piers to
the bombing of flight 197 earlier today.”

The voice Agent O’Malley’s
heard came through the speakers like a dagger. Made to kill two
teenage kids’ because of an animal that calls himself a just man
with morals.

“This is the list as the
police have it. You will find the names of victims’ and predators’.
They are not distinguished in the list but instead in your hearts.
The bombing of flight 197 was to keep those meant to answer for
their crimes to stay and face justice. I wanted no one to die but
to make the point by telling you not to run like a coward. Alex
Mahone’s wife Maria tried to run with her children and as a result
three people are dead. It is not her fault but mine because I’m the
one that detonated the bomb. So don’t blame her for acting out of
the fear her husband placed in her heart. I warned Alex the game of
Russian roulette he is playing with your lives but refused to
enforce the one rule to this ‘Terrorist Attack’ as you call it. No
one can leave. There is no escaping the sins of your
heart.”

“You know who you are and
will see your name on the list. Those of you who are mentioned that
are victims’. Please forgive me. I do not wish to bring up old pain
and make you relive the worst time in your life. If you are a
victim do not read the ledger for you are safe. Those of you that
are predators’ know who you are more than the victims’ do. For most
of you, the powerful of this state and country in hole, will lay at
the victims’ feet bleeding with no help in sight. You cause the
pain we feel and the suffering we must go through every day to
live. You feed off the weak and make the innocent lose their spirit
to believe there ever was a god. They say the statue of Lady
Liberty had her blindfold taken off so she can look at the just and
fair lands of America. Instead she is left to see her land pillaged
and raped. They have Lady Justice blindfolded, so she doesn’t have
to witness her people suffering and the laws she stands for thrown
in sewers.”

“I am the sole person
responsible for the blood that runs deep in the streets and our
cities parks. I am the one to take down the symbols of justice
hoping to rebuild it in a fair and honest way. I am the one that
will do whatever it takes to see it happens. So tell me now, what
do you do when you have my motive, say I am a monster when it is
monsters who made me? I can say what I have done and when I am done
I will be more than willing to answer for my crimes if the public
feels I should. If they think that the lives lost was a hurtful
loss in a domestic war that is rightly had against its own
government. If they ask for my blood then my blood I swear I will
give to them, but not you, not the corrupted and bought. Not you
O’Malley or anyone in the FBI. Not Franklin Porter from Homeland,
or the boys in the CIA investigating on domestic soil. Is that not
illegal and what’s pissing me off. I won’t get brought to justice
by anyone controlled by the mighty dollar but to the people and not
until I’m finished. Remember why the Second Amendment was wrote, I
am just holding true to its meaning.”

O’Malley stood there
listening to it along with the other fifty people in the room. He
was blaming us and taking responsibility at the same time. The room
is silent and everyone’s looking at everyone else hoping that
someone would come up with anything they can go on. A theory or
something. But there’s nothing to be had but what looked like the
inevitable outbreak of a lynch mob with pitch forks and hanging
nooses. Anyone working for good ol’ white Uncle Sam will get strung
to a tree and burned at the steak. Even if he didn’t answer the
question of what the predators’ on the list did to set this all
off. It will all get worked out in the end and it’ll be the DT’s
end game no matter what way you look at it.



# # #






Chief Levantine sat in his
hospital bed half the man he once was in a literal sense. His right
arms gone as is his left leg. His face ripped in two and thankful
his jaw is still intact and able to speak because he has calls to
make now he had five minutes peace. The first call is to his number
two.

“I want the meeting pushed
up.”

“But sir the clients won’t
be ready in time we won’t be able to sell the entire
herd.”

“I don’t give a shit will
take the loss in the market. Will sell what’s left to the Mexicans
at a discount.”

“I’ll make the calls when
do you want it done?”

“Why would I call you and
tell you to set it up? Come on think.” The Chief hung up and dialed
the second number.

“I want everything put
into the secondary accounts you can take the extra 15% but I want
it done tonight.”

“That can be arranged. Do
you see problems with the upcoming shipment of
inventory?”

“I hope not but with all
the shit that’s going on right now I don’t want to take any
chances. For all I know he was trying to kill me as well in that
explosion we have to be safe.”

“Do you think he knows
this?”

“I don’t see how he could
but sense I’m a gambling man I’ll put my chips on the winning
player in this fight.”

“You don’t think your men
will win?”

“That sorry sack of shit
lot working for the NYPD couldn’t find a missing child sitting in
the precinct. No I’ll put my money on the winner and pray to God
I’m alive to spend it.”

He pounded on the morphine
pump with no relief being maxed out. He is an intended target and
had the floor of the hospital locked down. Until this is over he
was staying right here and not leaving for any reason.






# # #






Alex was on his way to
meet Fiona for the viewing of her husband. She is at the bar down
the street and by the sound of her she’s half way through her
second bottle of scotch. When he got there he found out it’s her
third. He sat down beside her and ordered a beer and a coffee. They
got there, and he handed her the coffee and drank the beer in one
go motioning for another. She wanted to view her husband and by law
he couldn’t stop her. He advised against it to anyone in a
situation like this. When she spoke her voice isn’t filled with the
sadness and grief she was in before. Instead filled with an acid
hatred at the man she once loved and spoke so gracious
of.

“Why did he do this Alex?
Why did he have to put me in this shit storm and then die leaving
me to clean up his mess? Fucking faggot. Don’t get me wrong.
Brothers’ gay, barbers’ gay, daycare workers gay I got no problem
with gay people Alex I don’t. What I have a problem with is faggots
who have a wife and kids’ at home but go out to pay for a man to
fuck him. Not even a clean Escort but a dirty street whore. Then
keep it a secret the whole time running down real gay people trying
to live a good life. Fucking faggot.” She drank the glass of coffee
in one go then took a triple of scotch even faster.

“You can’t hate the man
that much you were together for over twenty years.”

“Don’t tell me about hate
Alex. He hated me every time he found a prostitute to fuck and
catch a disease and give it to me. That motherfucker will make an
HIV positive. Why the fuck shouldn’t I hate him tell me that Mr.
Holier than Thou? Tell me what rights to my tears and sadness does
he have? Nothing. Not a fucking thing,” she snorted in laughter.
“Wanna hear what he gets Alex? Shit and syphilis, that’s it, that’s
all he gets from me.”

She giggled again like
there’s an inside joke that only she was privileged to and Alex is
curious. “Why shit and syphilis?”

“Shit and syphilis. Look
those two words up in the dictionary and you won’t find me giving
what’s in-between to my dearly retarded husband.”

“What’s the word in the
middle? And don’t you mean departed.”

“Sympathy. That’s the
word. He won’t get any of it from me. No I mean retard because he
is anything but dearly departed, that nob gobbler.”

“Better be careful with
the gay hating remarks they can be taken the wrong way.”

He pointed to the man in
the corner who hadn’t taken a sip of his beer. The room other than
the three of them is empty, and it’s your average run of the mill
pub. But drinkers drink, they don’t sit with their ear tuned to the
radio.

“He is a faggot. I don’t care if he’s recording me he can go fuck himself.” She
turned on her stool and looked at the man. “On the record my
husband is a closet faggot that liked to get fucked in the ass and
cum in his mouth and I hate faggots. I like gay people that are
honest who they are and not bigots who bash their true nature. You
get all that motherfucker.”

She was angry and didn’t
care who recorded or printed what she had to say. Nothing could be
as bad as what is out there regarding her husband and father to
their nine month old daughter. How long has it been going on
for?

Alex had never heard her
swear like this she was always well spoken and used her vocabulary
as a weapon. Now it was on full auto mini cannon killing everything
in its path. He sat there and let her rip into the reporter who no
longer hid his mini recorder. He had a smile on his face and was
enjoying the one on one with Mrs. Bolton. Alex let it go for a
minute then thought it wise to cut her off.

“Fiona do you think it’s
time to go see your husband?” Though he didn’t want to do that
either, but it’s better than feeding the hounds any
more.

“Yah let’s get it over
with. I bet he never said that to any of those hookers. Bet he took
his time with them. No wait he was the catcher wasn’t he. Fucking
faggot.”

As drunk as she is her
speech slurred vary little though she needed help to stand upright.
He took her to his car and let her rant on her husband the whole
way to the M.E’s office. She was out of the car and at the door
before Alex could even take off his seat belt. He sent Lurch a text
telling him she is in an evil mood and to be ready for anything.
Well considering the last viewing didn’t go so well. He warned him
not to console her either. She signed her name and Lurch took them
into a side room that led to the viewing room.

“Mrs. Bolton my name is
Frank Fillman we have not met, but I met your husband-”

“Did you know he liked to
suck cock?” she asked.

“No ma’am I
di-”

“Well he did now let’s get
a move on here I want to get back to drinking.”

“I must inform you that
your husband is in a horrific state and it is advised that you do
not go through with this.”

“Had he not been a faggot
and died like a man I would take that advice with a grain of salt
but for now it’s all pepper. And once again in case you’re
sensitive to the word faggot I have nothing against gays just
homo’s like that man in there. Bum Dart playing Banana
Banger.”

Lurch looked over at
Mahone who only raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

“This way
please.”

She stood at the bed for a
moment swaying back and forth looking at the lump covered by a
white sheet. She walked up and pulled it all the way off and stared
at him for a while. The room was quiet and Mahone was waiting to
see what she’d do. He noticed a knife in her purse and figured she
would stab him a few times. Instead she cleared her nose and throat
of all mucus and hocked a loogie into his crispy disfigured
face.

“You
fucking faggot.”
She spat on him again.

Mahone’s phone rang, and
he swore his heart stopped. It was him. Felt it before he even
looked at the Unknown Number across the screen.

“Mahone here
who can I help you kill today?”

“Detective Mahone. The
Defective Detective, not solving murders near you, sorry you said
Lieutenant Mahone last we spoke didn’t you?”

“I’m in the middle of a
viewing what do you want?”

“Please give my
condolences to Mrs. Bolton, not her husband is dead, but he liked
to pay for men. So much action today I wonder where it will take us
next do you care to know?”

“What sick game do you
have this time?”

“Is it sick to kill people
out right so they only suffer for a moment? Or is it sick to strip
someone of their innocents and make them suffer for the rest of
their lives? Tell me Mahone do you think time will heal all
wounds?”

“No I don’t.”

“Then death is the only
cure for true pain and loss. Death is the only true release to stop
the suffering and the emptiness that fills victims’ of the crimes
these men commit. These victims’ that are alive and survive their
tormenter have to suffer their life away from the moment it happens
until the moment they die. It may be worse in some than others. I
don’t care how strong you are and think you have control over and
beat that fear it is still there. A piolet light readying the
stove, but it’s there. Is it fair to feel that pain?”

“No. what is your point?
Where are we going with this? Do you want me to tell you you’re
right? That killing these people is a just cause and you are a
martyr? The truth, the hand to God’s truth, is yes. I do think they
should all die. If everything is true what they did then they
should all pay for their crimes, myself included. It isn’t your
right to make that choice because not only bad people are dying in
this war you started.”

“No it isn’t only the
predators that roam free in this city. There are the 1% who make
the choices not in just this city or country but on a global scale.
They are the true evil-”

“The city.” Mahone cut in.
“They make the choices for the country. What happens to the rest of
the Nation? When you’re done hear you plan to go to California next
or maybe Chicago? Fuck it lets go big, let’s go to D.C. and put the
Presidents head on a silver platter for you, is that a
plan?”

“Why I think the President
is doing a bang up job. Better health care, rich ass holes have to
pay higher taxes than the middle class. He kept his word on
stopping the horrible shit happening in Guantanamo Bay. He’s made
huge leaps in the foreign regions sense Bush fucked it all up. So
please don’t say he is in the class of assholes you are I may have
to move up your execution.”

“That’s another thing why
haven’t you killed me yet?”

“Because my
dear old friend
you need to realize what’s going on around you. The true meaning to
the words, ‘I told you so’. Then we can have our little parlay you
and I. Believe me Alex you and I will have our face to face but
then again you know mine as any friend should. I hope tonight’s
dinner with the D.A is nice and you can enjoy it. You deserve a
Mojito.”

The line went dead and
Mahone stood there for a minute with Lurch and Mrs. Bolton staring
at him. Mrs. Bolton only breaking eye contact long enough to spit
on her husband again. They were both looking at him. Their eyes
asking him what the fuck that was? He can tell in the quiet of the
room they heard both sides of the conversation.

“When I figure it all out
I’ll fill you both in.”

“What’s going on Alex are
you going to be safe in all this?”

“You’re a smart man what
do you think? I’m a walking corps as the mob would say.”

“You’ve got threatened
before and made it out alive.”

“Those were only the
psychopaths with a normal IQ. This guy could decapitate the statue
of Liberty and rain hell down on an Island cleared by Metro, FBI
and Home Land. So what do you think?”

“I guess it was nice
knowing you and we should have dinner before you decide to pussy
out and fold to this guy.”

“Fold? Yah I’m getting
ready for that outcome but believe me I’m not going down without a
fight. As long as he doesn’t blow me up without me knowing then I’m
going to shoot until I’m out of bullets.”

Mrs. Bolton took Mahone by
the arm and led him to the door telling Lurch she will have her
husband picked up. Mahone took her back to the bar and made sure
one of her kids’ could pick her up. The reporter is gone to print
the latest scoop of Intel on the once great Charles Bolton. Mahone
could only think of how much he wanted a drink himself right now.
Back at the station he was walking through the staff entrance and
saw Officer Hubert waving him over.

“Lieutenant the IA dick is
still here crying the blues. I don’t know how his lawyer got wind,
but I backed you when he said the allegations were
bogus.”

“Thanks you can release
him, I don’t want the paperwork.”

“Thought you might say
that and I wrote it up for you all you gotta do is sign here and
I’ll file the charges.”

“What made you such an
eager little beaver on this?” Mahone asked but didn’t hesitate to
sign the papers.

“Pricks caused my brother
problems ever sense that shooting a few years back. One of his
rounds got found in a fifteen year old kid that was shooting at him
first.”

“That the one the kids’
seven year old brother picked up his gun and shot two cops before
running out of ammo?”

“Yah that’s why that prick
said it was a bad shoot because the gun wasn’t with the body. Said
the GSR (gunshot residue) was from other shots fired around
him.”

“That one’s fucked up as
far as shoot outs go. Three thousand rounds fired in close quarters
and only one dead and five wounded. Well then have at it brother
he’s all yours.”

Mahone went to his office
and noticed a new suit hanging on his rack. He smiled putting it on
admiring his wife’s fashion sense and loved the material. Alex
looked at the cuff and a Barneys tag’s held there by a pin. Back at
his desk he read his wives text for dinner plans with Jordan
tonight. Wondered to how DT knew first and put a call into tech to
check for a hack. He felt the phone vibrate before the ring and
again his heart stopped. This fucking thing would kill him before
the DT Killer ever gets the chance to. He looked down and noticed
it was Jordan and answered it.

“Hay Jordan thanks for
getting back to me. Listen about us staying at your
place-”

“It isn’t a problem and I
won’t hear anything else.”

“But I don’t want to put
you in danger or Berta. In case you haven’t noticed there’s a big
ass target on my back buddy.”

“There’s a target on every
one's back and it will be safe there. No reason for you to worry
you can go to sleep.”

“What are you saying
you’re not a victim? You’re on the same list as me?”

“My wife synthesized and
manufactured the chemical liquid form of RDX used in the Twin
Tower’s and she’s dead. I’m on the same list as you
buddy.”

“You have no
secrets? Nothing other than what your wife didn’t do and no one ever blamed
for?”

“I like to keep my dirty
laundry out on the hangers swinging in the wind for the world to
smell my shit stains you know that. What’s with the third
degree?”

“Nothing, only known you
as a straight shooter with starched white underwear. Not cleaned in
a year but still as fresh as day one.”

“No I get shit stains like
everyone else. Now don’t worry I’ve made all the arrangements for
you and your family. Besides it will be nice to have someone in the
house for once God knows Berta could use the company.”

“Are you sure on all this?
Our reservations tonight, he got them before I did. He may have
something planned and I don’t want to put you in
danger.”

Jordan swallowed hard
pinching the bridge of his noes as he listened to Mahone. Not put
me in danger. That piece of shit.

“Everything
will be fine and you guys relax tonight and the kids’ can watch all
the movies and play all the arcade games they want. It will be good
for them.”

He meant in the sense they
will feel safe. The kids’ to relax and have a good time in all this
darkness of a storm brewing over New York. He hasn’t even scratched
the surface so far.

“Alright I will be
downstairs waiting for you guys. Where are we going?”

“That is for me
to know and you to find out my
friend.”
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Peter stood at his wife’s
side listening to the doctors tell him she would reject the organs
if they attempted the transplant making him want to throw up.
Another person has died to service his needs, and it was in vain
and he would have to kill again. Why wouldn’t anything they try
work on her and why was God so determined to take her away from
him.

He left the room and
walked the halls until he found himself in the portrait hall.
Thousands of pictures in all sizes covered every inch of the walls,
ceiling and floor. Every moment he and his wife shared plastered in
a story line. From when you enter the long hall to the other end
where it led into a ball room. She planned on making it into the
kids’’ memory chamber.

The story started out so
beautiful and showed her in the light of love only the pure of
heart can have. So kind to take him into her heart and help him to
change the world and help build it up. Kind of ironic he built the
bombs that destroyed them to but it was another type of circle to
life’s conundrums.

His anger was so deep at
the situation he’s forced into. A man kills nine people, ten
including his wife, and lives in witness protection. He had
information that led to the arrest of high valued target inside Al
Qaeda. When the terrorist got arrested along with seven others they
all ate cyanide pills and killed themselves. The man who did this
to his wife was the only one who can read the map locating five
bombs in Hotels downtown New York. That got him witness protection
new identification and a bank account paid for by his tax dollars
that’s the fucking system we live in. America, where you can come
kill people and get away with it as long as you can save more lives
than you took. Be a killer and get paid for with the blood you
spill in hard earned tax dollars. If this was any other country
they would have tortured the information out of him or found
someone he cared for to torture. He wouldn’t be getting paid that’s
for dam sure.

He wanted his wife back,
another twisted joke God likes to play. With no, “ha ha got you
good with that one,” coming in the end. Left to suffer for his
amusement. He has anger not only towards the man who put his wife
where she is. But for the man that can make a deal with the devil
and still be able to live with himself, is despicable.






# # #






Jordan pulled into the
parking garage at the Time Warner Center and parked next to the
elevator. The three of them are dressed for the occasion and Mahone
still asked where they are going and Maria not telling. When they
got out of the Rover he realized it was Masa’s Japanese restaurant
and felt like a small boy taken to Disney World.

“How could you get a table
at such short notice? Can I get a menu please?”

“Jesus calm down Alex.
There is no menu for food only drinks you get what the master gives
you and you will like it. Will start with a bottle of Les Chais and
a bottle of Sake, oh, and three Toro Tartars. Alex what’s with the
look?”

“You ordered more in
appetizers and drinks then my suits worth.”

“I wouldn’t say that dear,
by the time we leave yes, but not yet,” said Maria.

“So your telling me that a
big purple dinosaurs clothing is worth more than two grand?” He
sounded like he wanted to slap her, and making a cops salary, she
was lucky he didn’t.

“When I go shopping for
you I don’t go to Moors I go to John Vavatos and Armani, places
like that. I don’t know how you can stand those wool suits you
ware.”

“And that’s why I don’t
let you shop for me.”

“Sorry dear I
can’t help it if I went to school and gots me’s an ed-u-ma-cation,
and a good job. While all you did was party and take the first
thing you figured you can do. Alex I love what you do that’s why I
married you. But I’ll be dammed if I’m going to catch shit from you
for buying clothes and shit you need. With my money. That’s with an emphasis on
the mine dear.”
She sipped her wine. “Oh that’s delicious Jordan good
choice.”

“Come on Jordan you have
to be with me on this you’re a public servant like me making a shit
wage help me out here.”

“Sorry buddy but I’m with
her on this one. I can make good money being a private lawyer but
serve the D.A and the government. Too much of a coward to follow my
father into war, or to smart. Never fight for what you don’t
believe in and be willing to die for what you do. Besides, I make
more from intrust a year then I do at my job in 100 years. Another
trust fund baby and like the better tasting items in life.” Their
Toro arrived and vanished just as quick.

Mahone sat there looking
like a five year old you tricked into eating a War Head and doesn’t
know what to do with it. They both laughed at him.

“What do I do?” He mumbled
trying not to be noticed by the Master Chef at the bar wowing his
guest with his culinary wizardry. He wasn’t the only one looking at
him and smirking, Toro is wonderful on its own, but tartar is fish
eggs and an acquired taste.

“You spit into the
napkin.” The Master Chef is now at the table with a tray of Kobe
Beef. “Then you drink Sake to wash the taste out before you have
real food for the first time. You are a trickster. Comes in here
all the time with people giving them fish eggs knowing they won’t
like it funny as hell.” The Master Chef went back to his creation
of art you would put on a wall as much as want to eat.

“So you spent 500 bucks on
that for a laugh?”

“Worth every penny to.
Come on Alex you’re a Detective you didn’t see all the employees
stop what they were doing and watch you? The whole room went quiet
when she set down the dish. That didn’t tell you
anything?”

“No it didn’t I
have never been in a place like this. Now what’s this dish and how
much is it going to cost you
for me to spit it out. Come on man don’t ruin this
for me I’ve wanted to come here for years but was never willing to
pay for it.”

“Kobe Beef. It’s delicious
you’ll like it.”

They all took pieces of
the meat and within a minute the tray was clean and another course
brought in to replace it.

“So Alex tell
me how it’s going with the DT case?”

“Like hell in a hand
basket. Let’s keep the talk to do with anything else tonight can
we?”

“Last meal and all?”
Jordan asked.

“Last good
one.”

“What you don’t like my
cooking?” his wife chipped in.

“Compared to the beef I
just ate, I’m sorry honey I love you and all, it’s like Kraft
Dinner,” she threw a cloth napkin at him. “Come on what do you
expect this place is awesome.”

“Yah thanks for taking us
out tonight Jordan, how did you get a table it takes three weeks to
get in?”

“Throw money at the
situation and if that doesn’t work you throw more. As much as I am
loved here by everyone they cannot accommodate a standing seat for
me so I resort to buying people off.”

“Rich ass holes like you
are what’s wrong with this country you realize that
right?”

“Same as the man
terrorizing the city does. I can’t help it if I’m loaded my friend.
What am I to do not spend it?”

“No, you’re not like the
normal 1% and I hate those fucks the most. This man that’s
terrorizing the city I don’t know what to make of him. He has to be
in that category of the rich.”

Jordan reached under the
table and hit the power button on the phone in his pocket. It
powered the laptop in the back of his Rover activating the auto
dial program. Mahone’s phone rang and Jordan had to fight back the
smile as he watched the colour drain from Alex’s face and swallow
hard. He cleared his throat dropping his cutlery hard to the table
his wife grabbing his arm as he pushed his chair back.

“What is it Alex, what’s
wrong?”

He picked up the phone,
“I’m trying to have a peaceful dinner you son-of-a-bitch what do
you want?”

“Defective Detective, I
hope you are enjoying dinner, I felt my ears burning. How is your
conversation with the D.A? Such a shame he lived on Liberty but
it’s good for him to witness what is to come. He after all believes
in a justice you sell to anyone who has political influence to help
you climb the latter or owe you a favor. You are for sale for power
in office because you’re a coward and that’s worse than taking
money.”

“Is there a point to this
conversation?” said Mahone.

“No, no point,
I wanted to put a damper on the mood at Masa’s and I have. Remember
Alex there’s nowhere out of reach and nothing I won’t learn. Have a
good evening, my friend.”

The line went dead. Maria
and Jordan watched as he slammed back his Sake and poured another
but not in the shot glass. He downed the wine glass full, and it
brought him back around because his face went from paper white to
bull’s eye red in seconds.

“That son-of-a-bitch can’t
let me eat in peace, no, he has to fuck that up too.”

“Come on buddy you gotta
stop calling his mom a bitch. I never liked that saying because
you’re not calling him a name.”

“Listen! At this point
he’s the vilest piece of maggot eating shit that’s ever slipped out
of a human beings harry ass hole. He’s human waist, his sole is dog
shit and we have to play puppet to his mastertiering?”

“I think there called
Puppeteers. The word you used doesn’t exist.” Jordan
corrected.

“Fuck off I know what it
is. He’s pulling the string saying: ‘Dance Puppet Dance!’ and were
all dancing to his music.”

“Then perhaps you need to
change the music on him and throw him off. Speed up the tempo and
make him move up his time table. You never know he may make a
mistake that can help you find out who he is,” said
Jordan.

“It might but with the
Presidential oversight to every decision we make it’s all gotta be
by the book. Not going by it could piss him off further. I’m not
talking DT because since this started the President is trying to
change laws to flush out the guilty.”

“This might not be a wise
time to keep the investigation in order. He’s looking for that.
Discombobulating him may give you what you need.”

He urged his friend to
take more drastic measures. This was all a game to him and he would
be happy to take the credit publicly. But if everything works as it
should this will get swept under the rug like every other bad
American choice. This is all speculation though and Jordan is
prepared at any moment for the storm troopers to come down on him.
He won’t kill himself if it came to that nor would he go gangster
and shoot it out with them. If he gets caught then so be
it.

“Last time someone,
meaning me, stepped out of line three people died in an explosion
on a plane that should have killed me and your God children
Jordan!” said Maria.

“If he wanted you dead
Mari you would be,” said Jordan.

“How can you say that for
sure Jordan?”

“Because everything that’s
happened hasn’t been causing maximum casualties has it?”

He paused a moment before
he went on.

“No it hasn’t.
It’s to making a point. He can set off a bomb in your house yet
told everyone to get out first. Then he blows up a bus in the Civic
Center at a perfect time when the park is empty. When twenty
minutes earlier or later it’s packed with people. The bomb on
Liberty Island is in a zone shy of the Presidential seal of
security. Yet few died when he could have decimated everyone there,
myself included. The plane could have been in flight when he set
off the bomb but it wasn’t was it? Again, no, and the people that
died wouldn’t have if the crew followed the evacuation protocol.
They didn’t and three people died and more than a dozen injured.
None of it’s centered on killing but instead making a point. Am I
wrong my friend?” Jordan asked smugger than he meant to, but it’s
lost on Mahone.

“No you’re
right on all that,” said Alex not meeting his gaze. “That asshole
ruined my last meal I think, well, good one.”

“Berta will take care of
you,” said Maria.






# # #






Jordan was back at his
warehouse after dropping Mahone off at the Heli-Carry Taxi service.
He used it at night when his pilot was home with his family. He
looked at the itinerary for all the Funeral Homes on the island
knowing that Mrs. Bolton would keep the affairs as quiet as
possible. She had a talented tongue though, Jordan had to admit to
himself. At the same time she can bash fags and stick up for the
rights and securities of the homosexual man. He listened to the
recording the reporter had posted on line and baffled at the
tenacity she could show at coming to grips with all of this. He
thought she would crumble but as people do to him all the time, and
when he doubted them the most she surprised him. She turned the
hurt into anger and the anger into the motivation needed to be a
strong person in this. So much more though she is yet to
face.

Checked the city registry
to see what morgue released bodies. Fifty eight pickups on the city
registry that day. Jordan then opened Mrs. Bolton’s email and
confirmed her husband is being delivered and the registry code that
would give him the funeral home. Then he routed a map of the
location and traffic conditions in the neighborhood before heading
out. He needed to memorize the lay of the land and the fastest exit
points. The layout of the funeral home and where the bodies are
prepped for viewing.

Jordan parked on Jewel
Street and walked to Café Royal and got a coffee to blend in with
everyone. He stood and watched the funeral home up the street on
the corner of Nassau and Russell. He wasn’t standing there long
when he saw Mrs. Bolton and her eldest son walk in. Then walked the
rest of the way there observing the building as he went. A pale
pink and three floors it resembled all the buildings in Queens
attached in long rows stubby and old. He saw no cameras on the
outside and figured there would be only those in the office and in
the storage room where valuables are kept for services.

He has what he needed on
the place and made his way back to his car. It is best to get every
angle on every possibility and a failure to plan is a plan for
failure. You can never over anticipate anything that could go right
or wrong when you are on a job. Don’t waste time planning on things
to go right, instead plan for everything to go wrong and prepare
for it. Every time Jordan opens the sliding door to go out he
thinks the ESU will wait for him to come out so they don’t have to
go in. He never thought he would get this far into his endeavours
but here he is to make a mockery out of yet another holy and sacred
event.






# # #






Agent O’Malley sat looking
at the two dozen white boards lined up in front of him all covered
with photos of the dead. The names where broken down into
categories from non-important to high priority. Nothing on any of
them told him who he’s looking for. With everything he’s taken from
the ledger the man responsible didn’t put his name on it like he
claimed. No one in the ledger could commit the acts of terrorism
that have happened so far. There’s nothing at any of the scenes
that came back to anyone alive. Hair samples taken from the limo
used to snatch the SWAT team came back to the driver.

Nothing that could help
them from any of the bombings other than narrowing the pool of
suspects to anyone that has a background in explosives. Not
counting military personnel there were thousands of Americans that
are qualified and not qualified any longer to handle explosives.
The grade of the explosive tells them it is military and not
available but anyone on the approved ATF list can order the
materials needed. They are running everyone in the country through
the system to pull a rabbit out of a hat too fat and stupid to come
into the light. Instead he’s left to stand there and wait for the
call that the DT Killer has struck again.

Able to limit what the
media can publish would not help them contain the tension that’s
created in the state. It wasn’t only the city that sat on the edge
of their seats praying they would live to see the end of all this.
Nowhere is safe and locking down the bridges and airports is harder
and in O’Malley’s mind a waste of resources. They had the train and
bus stations locked down as well and no one could leave without
getting checked against the list. If you are found trying to leave
you will get arrested on charges of endangering the public and
hindering a federal investigation. So far they have arrested
seventy five people known to not be a victim.

O’Malley’s thoughts when
the numbers came in was if your innocent then why run? If you have
done nothing to hurt anyone what retribution are you afraid of?
That’s why he ordered them to all be held. He wondered if finding
them mattered or if it’s best left for DT to handle. Even if he
found them they wouldn’t talk and there is no evidence to make
them. What was he protecting them for? Hell if he could get away
with it he’d kill more people than he arrested. What was he not
seeing he’s meant to?






# # #






Jordan sat at his work
bench inserting the blasting caps into the half ounce blocks of C-4
he would use to show his next act of valor. Or terror, you take
your pick. The influences of media and politics went hand in hand.
Jordan now figured it’s time for everyone to see, no one is
excluded.

The funeral home was only
ten minutes from where he was. Jordan knew sense it’s a closed
casket he would have no problem concealing his device. He placed
his lock pick gun and the explosives into a duffle bag and headed
to the funeral home. It didn’t take him long to get in through the
back door. Once downstairs he turned on a light as there are no
windows down there.

He found Mr. Bolton’s
casket locked next to the elevator for the service tomorrow. With
an Allan key he had it open in seconds and the explosives placed on
both sides of the charred remains. The stench when he opened the
lid is putrid, and the body was burnt so bad they didn’t use
embalming fluids. Jordan can see swelling of the torso and in a day
or two the body will explode on its own from internal fluid
pressure.

He took a look around to
make sure he dropped nothing. Looking at the three other bodies he
noticed one of them was Officer Henry Holgan, killed at Alex
Mahone’s house. He stopped beside the body and looked at the
disfigured face put back together by the mortician. Even though it
looked like a face once again you can still see the half that’s
ripped off. Scull caved in on the side where it smashed against the
brick wall of the neighbour’s home crushing it like an egg shell.
He looked into the one good eye that was wide open and staring into
the nothingness that Jordan put him in. He couldn’t help but feel
bad for his death because no matter how hard he looked he found
nothing on him that could warrant this. The other one was on the
take with the local gangs in Queens and would hinder instead of
help cleaning up the streets.

Officer Holgan is married
with a kid on the way and just five years on the force. Twice
decorated for acts of bravery and was head of the Queens Kix for
Kids’’ soccer team. Attended church, not that that mattered, and
was the organizer for their events. A good cop and a good person
and here he is because of him, no one else. He can’t blame what
he’s doing on anyone but himself for the death of an innocent. Same
as the dead in the Civic Center and on Liberty Island, they didn’t
need to die. There is no need for the innocent to be anything but
innocent and live life in peace. Yet here he stood implanting the
fear of a predator into their hearts. It didn’t matter what he told
them until this was all over they would be afraid for their
lives.
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Alex woke in the morning
in a panic not recognizing his surroundings but then realized he
was in Jena’s oversized house. If you hadn’t spent several days
there getting the lay out of the place you will get lost or locked
in a room. Unless you’re allowed you can get into most of the rooms
but you won’t get out. As for the doors they close and lock on
their own. His wife may have built the house but Jordan was the one
who added the security system that makes the Pentagon look like the
airport. Even to get into his drive way you enter through a
container that scans your car for any unknown devices or
chemicals.

He never understood why
it’s set up that way and when he asked why he could get into a room
and not get out. Why not lock them out altogether? Jordan said he
wouldn’t know what they were looking for that way. If he locks you
in the room with whatever you’re looking for then he gets you and
the information you’ll take to your grave. For some of the things
in the house he could see why they would it was a museum of modern
times to times of old. Mahone liked walking through this house with
Maria and the kids’ more than the city museum. The pieces you see
on display in most of those places were nock offs. Mahone laughed
every time he saw the painting in Jordan’s office, Reading at the
Table by Picasso, because he knew this one to be real. While the
one in the Metropolitan Museum of Art is a fake.

When he got to the kitchen
he found a note attached to the fridge with a magnet of Jordan’s
kids’ telling him his breakfast is in the warmer. She had taken the
kids’ into the hedge maze and not to forget the service is at noon.
Body still smoking and Mrs. Bolton wasted no time in getting him
into the ground. Alex set the plate of food and the pot of coffee
down on the table and turned his phone off. He would enjoy this
meal and wouldn’t let anyone interrupt it. Kill the President he
didn’t care, not until he’s done. Mahone used the home phone to
call the funeral home and then the station to verify the extra
police protection and escort today. With everything in order he
hoped he can get to three o’clock today without a bomb going off
somewhere. He just wanted one day with no bodies to clean up and no
paperwork to be filled out. The Chief didn’t care if he die as long
as his portion of the paperwork is done before he checks
out.

He got up from the table
and put everything away, he was turning around and his body took
over from years of fast reactions. Alex had his gun out and is
yelling at a man that was not there a moment ago to get on the
floor. He stopped himself when the look of terror on the man’s
face, who’s in a chauffeur outfit, told him he is doing the wrong
thing.

“I’m sorry sir please
forgive me. I have been twitchy the last couple days how can I help
you? Are you looking for Jordan?” Mahone holstered his
gun.

“No trouble sir. My name
is Rodriguez and Mr. Peterson asked me to assist you today. He has
asked me to inform you that no one will call to take you away from
today’s services. I am ready to take you to the funeral home
whenever you are.”

“Is Jordan still here? Is
he coming with us?”

“I am not aware of his
plans only yours but he has left on his own.”

They walked to the east
side of the house that took you to the garage. The driver held the
door open for the most extravagant car Alex has or will ever see.
It was a 2014 Rolls Royce Phantom extended limo that was pearl
white and not the accustom black you would see going to a
funeral.

“Why is the car white?” He
asked the driver running his hand over the smooth hood of the car
stopping to feel the hood ornament. To replace that alone would be
his salary for months.

“White is requested. Mr.
Peterson has made arrangements for you. If you would please, the
inside is as nice as the outside.”

“But the colour, I don’t
want to be the asshole showing up in a white car.”

“Mrs. Bolton assured me
the only asshole there today is her husband. Please, it’s all
arranged and if we are to make good time then we need to go
sir.”

Alex didn’t have to be
told twice, red green blue, he didn’t care he would be in a Rolls
Royce. What did the colour matter? He got into the back and even
though in sense it resembled the inside of many high end limos with
elegance. This was a higher standard of the word and Mahone didn’t
want to touch any of its pearly white surface. The leather felt
smooth and silky and the sleekness going from front to back with
mahogany was perfect. A flat screen TV for the divider and the bar
is stocked as is the fridge. There was a panel next to him with an
LCD screen to operate the different functions of the car. Mahone
was too worried to break something he tapped on the TV to get the
drivers' attention.

The slider came down and
Mahone only just realized they’re moving not able to see anything
out of the back windows.

“If you could
leave that open I don’t want to touch anything back here. This car
makes me nervous. Why did he send me in it and why can’t I see
out?”

“I’m not paid to ask
questions sir I do not know. I’m to drive you today and take you
where you need to go those are my orders. To see out the windows
the tablet in the back controls the tint darkness.”

“That’s Jena’s staff
always so full of information.”

“Sorry sir but she is not
around anymore and Mr. Peterson is the boss. Do you want me to
contact him for you?”

Alex heard his tone harden
at the reference to Jena. He shouldn’t use her name around the
staff of Brooklyn Manor not knowing what ones were on staff when
she was still alive. It’s a sore topic for most of them. Even
though she ran a tight ship and made sure everyone was only
watching what they were doing and not what everyone else is. She
took good care of every one of them and knew them all on a personal
level. Each of them knew not to ask a question they didn’t need the
answer to in her home.

“I will park along Russell
Street to wait for you when the service is complete. If there is
anything you need please ask and I will facilitate it,” said
Rodriguez.

“I will do that,” said
Mahone.

He didn’t care if it’s
smelled on him or if his wife saw, he lit up. The cigarette is as
smooth as Tequila Gold when the smoke’s burning reached his lungs.
It filled him with the toxic substance that suffocates this
city.

Mahone walked up to the
front entrance barricaded by the police to prevent the News
reporters from crashing the funeral. Fiona is standing inside the
door and Mahone got no glimpse of her sons beside her. He finished
his cigarette and walked into the funeral home listening to the
flash of the cameras fighting the urge to give them all the
finger.

“I’m glad you’re here
Alex, it will make today more bearable having a friend. I know that
you don’t do funerals so I want you to understand what this means
to me.” She hugged him and didn’t let go even when more people
arrived behind him. “Listen, I can hear what you will say before
saying it but I have to ask you, will you help carry the
coffin?”

“I’m sorry Fiona but I
can’t. CJ and Dillinger won’t do it?”

“No. I’m lucky that they
even showed up today. Told me the only reason they came was so I
wouldn’t light the casket on fire.”

“What’s the reason you
came?”

“To light the casket on
fire. Are you not listening Alex? I still might brought lighter
fluid and his Zippo and don’t you be trying to confiscate it
either. I won’t do it it’s just a comfort to know that I can. CJ
wants to see and now so does Eve. I can stop her but I can’t stop
him because he’s an adult. The funeral director has this thing for
getting sued and not wanting to be.”

“I will talk to him and
see if I can’t change his mind. It’s been hard on them and they
will have to handle it in their own way. What have they
said?”

“They hate their father.
Eva doesn’t know what he did but will find out soon as she sees her
friends then its game over. I’m going to have to move Alex, fuck
sakes. What the fuck do I do with this shit?” Tears were rolling
down her face, but it wasn’t from being sad but angry at everything
her husband left her to cope with on her own.

“Do you need help to find
people to be the pall bearers?”

“No. There are people he
works with going to. Jordan took care of it for me when he got
here. He’s a good man and I feel so bad for him. This is the first
time, other than Liberty Island, I have seen him out. Death is the
only thing that brings any of us together.”

“Jordan’s here? Where is
he now?” Mahone asked.

“Around here somewhere
taking care of something or other for me. So is he back at work
now?” She wanted to discuss anything but her husband.

“Not yet but I hope that
with all this shit going on in the city he will.”

“Any ground breaking leads
on the case?”

“Not a fucking thing. It’s
like he spent ten years making sure everything was in place for
this. How the hell do you catch someone that knows everything there
is worth knowing on all the power players of the city?”

“You will figure it out
Alex you always do,”

“Never alone like
this.”

Alex walked into the main
room and saw Eve and Mary sitting on the love seat beside the
casket. Plain looking and fitting for someone buried on the States
dime. Few flowers around the room looking as though they were part
of the decor and not the service. CJ was in the far right corner
where the bar is and had a bottle half empty in front of him. A
glass with six fingers that vanished fast.

“CJ can we talk for a
minute.” It wasn’t a question and Mahone took the bottle making
himself a six finger poor.

“I guess my mother sent
you over here to talk me out of taking a peek at the creep and
defend his morals.”

“Just the opposite. If you
want to look then look and I will not defend a man that cheats on
his wife and family.”

“And the cock smoking part
of it? You telling me that that shit isn’t fucked up?” The glass
emptied, and he reached for the bottle but Mahone pulled it back
from him.

“Hay if someone wants to
smoke cock and play the garden game that’s their choice. Don’t be
lumping someone’s sexual orientation into it there is nothing wrong
with gay people.”

“No your right and I agree
with my mother on that one. There isn’t a dam thing wrong with
sucking a dick. Something however is not only wrong with cheating
on your wife with a man, but a hooker? Why not get someone that has
to get checked out every couple months at least? I’m not pissed off
that he’s a faggot, don’t hate them but I don’t like them either.
I’m pissed off because he could have given my mother
aids.”

Mahone hadn’t thought of
that one himself. Life as a cop he got stuck with a needle on two
different occasions and it’s a hazard of the job. He got lucky both
times not to get infected. He let the bottle go, and the glass is
filled and gone.

“If you open that coffin
then you will see him and be able to spit on him and call him names
like you want. Ask yourself if it’s worth seeing him like that? To
smell the charred flesh and fluid secretion because they couldn’t
use formaldehyde on collapsed veins. What are you going to tell
your little sister when you make everyone leave the room? Then what
are you to tell her when she comes back in to take in the essence
of her dead dads BBQ remains? Don’t worry Eve I just got Cajun
Chicken from the deli. Come on man think on this there’s nothing to
be gained here. You are a student at the medical school I’m sure
you saw an extra crispy in there haven’t you?”

“Yah I have.”

“Well there all the same.
Teeth sticking out looking extra white against the charred
blackened skin. Eyelids burnt off leaving two sockets with the eyes
popped out from boiling to the bursting point there film still
white on the inside. Ears, hair, and skin burnt off to his scull
exposing the bone. Tongue melted away and bone showing everywhere.
Do you want to see that shit and remember it forever as the last
time you saw your father. I know what he did is wrong and I cannot
let it go either but he’s dead. Don’t you think he paid for what he
did enough?”

“He was on that list isn’t
he?” CJ stared right at Alex focus coming into his eyes as he asked
the question.

“Yah he is on the list
but-”

“Don’t but me Alex. You
know as well as I do that he wasn’t a victim, and he doesn’t kill
people for fucking hookers. So tell me what did he do? Why should I
give that man a second thought knowing he had to have done
something evil enough to warrant being on this guy’s list. Every
one of you motherfuckers on that list are all pieces of shit put
into power to protect not corrupt and abuse the people in this
city. If you ask me. I’m happier than a pedophile let loose in
Disney with a bag of skittles and a tube of lube he’s dead.
Everyone on that list who have bled this city of its innocents dies
at his hand. Isn’t your name on it Alex? What the fuck did you
do?”

People were staring and
Mahone and he recognized most of them. He is stuck because CJ’s
right that his name wasn’t on the list because he’s a victim. He
stood there in silence for a moment and then thought on diverting
CJ’s attention.

“I haven’t a
clue what your father did CJ, I don’t. I do know you don’t want to
put your sister through any more than they have to in this, do
you?”

It didn’t work. “No Alex I
don’t. I’m going to open that casket and I don’t care what anyone
in here thinks. Other than my mother I’m the only one with legal
rights to do it and there is nothing anyone in this room can do to
stop me. Now talk Alex.”

“Why you turning this into
a scene CJ? Look at every one staring at us like a side
show.”

“No Alex you’re the side
show everyone here wants to know why you’re the focal point to this
man’s rage. You think that they all showed up today to see my
father? No they showed up to see the great Alex Mahone the FBI
heavy hitter quitter to work in homicide.”

“What if Detective Mahone
could tell you what he did then will you spare your little sister
in seeing that?” Jordan asked stepping to the front of the
gathering crowd.

“That’s right Mr. Peterson
what a good idea. Tell everyone here what’s got this man’s panties
in a bunch over you?”

The room went quiet and
everyone was watching Alex. Even the funeral director came out of
the office and the kids’ who came all put down there iPads to watch
the show. All Alex can do is stand there. It wasn’t as though he
didn’t know what to say, he didn’t know how to.

“I don’t know I’ve dropped
the ball so many times and have had to do things that have no moral
standing in any cop. I’ve fought for the safety of everyone I work
with. Everyone here remembers what happened to our own District
Attorney, Jena and the kids’. What happened to them and I could
have prevented it and did nothing but watch it happen. Jordan could
want me dead for that, sorry you’re the only one in the room to
verify what I’m saying, but he doesn’t. I don’t know why, because
he is a bigger man then me, it still doesn’t change what
happened.”

Everyone was listening and
Jordan wondered if he would tell the whole storey but he didn’t. He
stood there and looked at everyone not knowing what would be the
right thing to tell him. To protect the kids’ from the nightmares
seeing their father like that will give them. Not including the
fact he didn’t conceal the explosive device and it would be seen if
CJ opened the coffin. Even though he didn’t want to be in the same
room with another bomb going off. If he had to he would detonate
it, take cover, and hope for the best.

“I will tell you anything
you want CJ just please leave the lid closed. After the funeral if
you must see him and when people leave I will let you climb into
the grave and open the coffin before it is buried.”

“Alright.” He went back to
his drink and didn’t look over at Alex again giving him the
universal fuck off and leave me alone signal.

Alex stood and when he
turned everyone adverted their eyes making it as though they
weren’t watching him. But Jordan stood there staring at him a
sickening feeling inside him wanting to stick him with the cork
screw sitting on the bar. But instead he gave him a sideways smile
and raised his eyebrows. People went back to their own conversation
debating Mahone and just how crooked he is. How far he’ll go to get
you if you piss him off for any reason. There’s half a dozen new
story’s made up before the service even started.

“Have you read the papers
at all today?” Jordan asked poring himself a drink.

“No why? What’s new on the
fuck you Mahone front?”

“Not you, him, the
headlines. ‘Charlie the Gay Hater Loves Trannies and Ate-Her.
‘Charred Charlie the Backdoor Bandit.’ ‘Hidden Charlie Eats the
Forbidden Fruit.’ There are a few good ones out there that made me
laugh.”

“What you’re hating on him
too. I thought you guys got along alright.”

Wow, was he that stupid?
He couldn’t be. “He could have brought something home to his wife
and killed her. Or ruined her for everyone else having to find
someone she can share her herpes or gonorrhea with. The stigma this
shit will bring on her. I wouldn’t have bothered to even bury him
he’s an asshole. Heart Island would be his resting
place.”

“Am I the only one to not
think of that? He’s an asshole but was this necessary?”

“Depends how you feel
protecting the people that killed three homosexuals. Then making
sure one of them gets off on a technicality then bash them every
chance he got. Using the press to manipulate the minds of the
citizens in New York.”

“Sounds as though you put
some thought into this.”

“Yah as you would recall I
did, and we had plans.”

“Well it looks like we
have to put them on hold until all this shit that has been
happening stops and will go after whoever is left.”

“It’s supposed to be us
Alex. You and I cleaning the system aren’t you sick of it
all?”

“My hands are tied right
now and there isn’t anything I can do with this shit
happening.”

The preacher called the
crowd to join him for his sermon and Mahone walked away avoiding
Jordan’s looks of disapproval. He wasn’t able to help his friend
knowing he would have to take down himself included. Jordan was a
friend he wanted to keep other than his family and freedom. He was
his only real friend that has wanted nothing from him and gave
everything he could to help anyone around him in need. A girl got
denied the insurance to rebuild her grate grandmothers’ bakery and
would lose everything. Jordan heard her crying in the halls of the
Justice Building and surprised her with a brand new bakery paid for
in full. He did that all the time and if it wasn’t for his wife and
him half the day cares and youth shelters would be closed. They
focussed on the young and not the old so much. He told him once
that there is more vacant homes in America then there was homeless
and it’s true. Shit that prick had half a dozen homes in this state
alone when he stated that, but it didn’t make it untrue.

The rooms packed from the
front to the back. Even though his family hated him and wanted him
in the ground as fast as they could. People showed up to offer
support and mourn the dead. There was a split vibe in the room and
you could feel it all around you. Charles parents were there and
hated on their own flesh and blood but his sisters and brothers
defended him.

The eulogies took longer
than anticipated and the words were harsh from those not afraid to
speak their minds. The reporters that spoke so kind of him were
pissing Fiona off and people could tell. She couldn’t understand
why they are all defending him telling the world how good of a
person he is. Everyone ignored the facts of what he did to her and
their kids’.

“That’s enough speaking
for one day I think. If all you cocksuckers will do is stand true
to one another and ignore the fact I’m more of a victim here than
he is. Remember he didn’t get murdered by this supposed terrorist
for no reason. Remember the word Terrorist implies that fear is
being instilled into the population. As far as I can tell the
population is not afraid.” She turned and looked at the cops
keeping the reporters at the back of the room. “You are. Everyone
named on that list is afraid and my name isn’t and I’m not afraid.
From what I know the public isn’t all that afraid either and it’s
just you. The power trapped in this state that is afraid and with
everything you have done I see why and he has my vote of
confidence.”

Jordan watched as the cops
tried to stop the cameras from catching what she said. Mahone tried
to shut her up as people cheered her on kids’ included. He could
have stopped the media from attending today and got asked to by
several high profile figures on the list. Instead he felt the joy
of telling them she owns majority shares in the press so how could
he? He didn’t want to. Since this started the New York Times has
been his number one supporter asking every day in their paper.
Why?

It took several minutes to
calm everyone down and get on with the service. The Pallbearer’s
lined up around the coffin and carried it to the Hurst. Everyone
going to the graveyard got FUNERAL signs to put on their cars. The
line of cars wound through the streets until it reached Green-Wood
Cemetery in Brooklyn. They all parked along the streets inside the
Cemetery and made their way to the grave thirty yards from where
the Hurst had to park. The pallbearer’s all lining up at the back
ready to carry Charles to his final resting place.

Mahone’s phone vibrated,
and he answered without looking at the ID.

“Hello Alex. I
take it the funeral is going without to many problems. Have you
been able to relax now you are living in Brooklyn Manor with the
D.A? Do you think that he can protect you and your family? Looking
at you now you haven’t yet been able to see the bigger picture of
what is going on today. Do you think that everyone before, or I
should say behind you, is innocent. Do you not see the men chosen
not only because of their influences in this city, but because of
who they were working for? When you stopped CJ from opening the
casket you saved everyone’s life inside the funeral home. Though
you made sure I could get those intended to die and spare everyone
else. Turn around Alex.”

It was too late. As he was
turning the shock wave from the explosion knocked him backwards.
Everyone there is on the ground and thrown from the blast. Fifty
feet away and still packing a punch when it reached them. The
coffin and the six men carrying it are blown apart and raining down
on the people up on the hill.
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The blast shook the
cemetery and sent body parts and coffin debris in every direction.
Charred Charlie blown apart sending burnt bits of him everywhere.
By the time the bodies settled five people near the grave got hit
with human shrapnel and screaming in pain. Mahone was lying
unconscious when he hit his head on a grave stone. The 8 carrying
the coffin are dead and only to be seen here and there in pieces.
The old man who drove the Hurst was safe inside but now stood in
the hole the bomb made looking at the demolished ass end of his
car.

Mahone sat up stunned and
ears once again ringing. The blast was small and still able to
throw everyone off their feet. He looked around the grave site,
Fiona lay unconscious a few feet from him Dillinger and Mary were
sitting up looking dazed. CJ held Eve in his arms as she screamed
in pain and noticed a piece of coffin stuck into her leg. Jordan
was leaning against a grave stone pulling a piece of human bone out
of his shoulder and had another sticking out of his thigh. It was
like that for a few people there having pieces of human lodged into
them from the blast. It was a miracle no one died from it, well
other than the dead carrying the coffin.

The police that escorted
them there were helping the wounded, and the reporters were in a
gold mind for footage being at ground zero of the explosion. They
can be heard reporting the scene to the cameras and Mahone is
tempted to shoot them for not helping the injured. EMS approached
and back up arrived to help mop up more dead people.

With everyone having
superficial wounds and able to be transported to the hospital on
their own the graveyard was growing bare other than the media that
was showing up. They had moved all the reporters outside the
cemetery but the worst of it is playing on loop on most of the News
channels. Another bombing orchestrated around the life of Alex
Mahone.
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Jordan popped out his ear
buds letting the screams climb inside his head and walked over to
where Mahone was sitting on a grave. He sat down next to him and
pulled out a bottle of Vicodin popped three and handed the bottle
to Mahone who did the same. They sat there watching the fire
department put the car out and others scraping the body parts away
from it into a pile. Who was who would have to be put together by
the M.E There was pieces everywhere and going out as far as Fort
Hamilton Parkway. The Suits and their toys were showing up to take
over the now active crime scene and Mahone could see O’Malley
getting out of an SUV.

“Were just turning out to
have a wonderful time with this aren’t we?” said Jordan.

“We? Like fuck. Look at
you, at least I haven’t got injured yet and still have all my
limbs. You aren’t even apart of this shit and got blown up
twice.”

“Could have been worse.
What if we would have let CJ open the coffin at the funeral home?
It would have killed everyone.”

Jordan was glad he didn’t
have to because he thought no one in the room would have survived.
It’s the blast radius that mattered and as long as you’re not in
the bubble you can survive. Too close the shock wave will liquefy
your insides killing you.

“Yah it could have been.
That looks like it might hurt.”

Jordan looked down at the
piece of bone sticking out of his hip, grabbing hold of it he
pulled out the two inches stuck in. “I hope this isn’t Charles
because that hooker he was with didn’t look to clean.”

“You should have let a
doctor take that out. I’d go get a tetanus shot if I were
you.”

“How the hell are you in
what four explosions so far and not a fucking scratch?” said
Jordan.

“Beats me. My thought on
that is he is saving me for last. But when the time is right I will
be as dead as Charlie. I just hope I don’t die like he did. The
screaming is fucked up and lasted longer than it ever should
have.”
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Amber was interviewing
next of kin and family members of killers that Mahone locked up.
She was going through everyone not in the Ledger because she knew
one of them will be the connection she needed. Her thought was that
perhaps he wasn’t on the list at all or left off the only people
that could connect him to it. She was listening to Alex and
conducting her own investigation into the victim’s as well as the
predators. So far she had as much as the FBI did and didn’t care
she was going through files that have been triple checked and
cleared. What they didn’t do was meet with the victim’s. The
Predators are protected and used as bait by the FBI to trap the
killer.

Told the stories of the
family members to live with the horrors their loved one's left them
was hard to listen to. Telling them stories of her own pain and
horrors was a comfort to them she can say I understand what you
feel and mean it. So many times people say they know what others go
through and share their pain. But they are nothing but empty words
and meaningless unless you have lived those pains yourself. Amber
got soaked in the blood of her brother left in its pool as it grows
around her. Her brother hung by his feet from the ceiling, throat
cut, and bled out like a pig as was her sister. Doesn’t know where
her other brother and father is.

She shook her head and
after telling the story ten times to ease the minds of the victim’s
she is talking to it wasn’t becoming any easier. Amber can smell
and taste the blood again and the screams she heard that knight
echoed into her head once more. She would have to live with that
forever and there was nothing she would ever do to take it away.
The only connection she has left to her family is their
screams.
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Detective Spencer and
Miller stood in the forensics lab with Darrel Sheaves waiting on
CODIS (Combined DNA Indexing System) to come back with a match. The
hair found had enough follicle to run a test. Spencer was betting
it came back to one of the lovers she entertained over the years.
Miller bet it wasn’t. It didn’t fit with her type of man which has
all come back to being short haired men and not one that has
shoulder length hair.

They had found five
different male semen samples in the kid’s room, which sickened even
Spencer, and the five plus another four in the master bedroom. The
neighbour told them she was a whore and had men in and out of there
for years and thought the kids’ were someone other than the
fathers. When asked why she said nothing to him she told them she
was a nosey neighbour not an intrusive one.

“Sorry guys nothing in
CODIS, I’m going to run it through Interpol and see if they can get
anything but that will take a while. What I can tell you from the
hair is that it’s from an East Indian and male. Other than that I
can’t tell you fuck all,” said Darrell.

“Cocksucker. So it is his
then? The killer’s hair. We got the mother fucker, and he isn’t in
our system. I know it’s his because she is a racist and thought all
brown people are terrorist. You owe me fifty bucks buddy pay
up.”

Spencer handed over the
money shaking his head. “I thought she was fucking the brown man
behind her husband’s back and bashing them to hide it because she
got caught in a lie.”

“What else you can tell us
on the hair?” Miller asked.

“From what I can tell in
the twisting he is a Sikh Muslim, turbans twist the hair and hold
it and is noticeable in the follicle. He is in his early forties
and is from somewhere dry and barren, but that could be anywhere in
the Middle East. He takes care of it and uses Blue
Magic.”

“How can you tell he uses
Blue Magic?”

“Because I’m black and I
use the shit.” He shoved the strain of hair up to Millers nose.
“Distinctive odor and is the closest thing that east Indians get
around here to the hair food they use at home.”

“Let us know as soon as
Interpol gets back to you.” They left the Forensics Lab and headed
back to One Police Plaza thinking on all the shit they have seen
and wished none of it was true. They can handle murder and people
killing each other but for babies it was a whole new form of sick.
She can never imagine how someone could.
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Jordan left the hospital
and went home where Berta was waiting for him. The only one he had
left in his life he cared for, well he cared for his mother. Berta
has done more for him than she ever could. The smell of lamb chops
sweet potatoes and wild rice greeted him at the door like an old
friend. After a day like today he can use a hardy meal. He went to
his room to shower first and when he saw himself in the mirror he’s
baffled. The wear and tare he has put himself through is more than
he ever wanted. His whole left side was one giant bruise from his
broken ribs, his shoulder and hip now had large bandages and the
black eye was healing. He didn’t think putting himself in the thick
of it was a good idea but he sure liked the rush of it. Front row
and center for the blood to rain down on them. It’s a joyous
experience to be in the middle pulling the trigger and stand on the
other end when the bullet hits its mark to make himself a
victim.

He could hear the voices
of everyone downstairs and decided he was too tired to eat. He
instead let the sleep he’s not had since his wife was alive wash
over him. Take him away from the screams of this world into the
screams of his own. Even though his dreams were still horrors
unfolding they were now his horrors of justice and the dead that
needed to be put that way danced in his mind.

The next morning he woke
refreshed and sore as shit but loving every bit of the pain. Even
though if the shrapnel that had hit him in the chest was an inch
lower he would have died. He felt wonderful, felt like the day will
be good and missed waking refreshed and ready to go and with a
place he needed to go.

Today got planned a long
time ago. The information today would be the icing on the cake for
the city by justice reaching out and taking hold of those that need
it. The story today will not be what’s done or who is killed but
why they were. Today Jordan’s headline stories will go to the back
burner and make way for Governor Bradly McBain and friends.
Political power put to the test and we will see if any of them can
escape. It’s taken longer than Jordan anticipated for them to get
there ducks in a row and move the merchandise. But the meeting has
made and the power players will be in one spot for one big fire
sale.

After the essential three
S’s of life (Shit, Shower and Shave) he went to the kitchen and
brewed himself a pot of coffee. It was quarter to six in the
morning and he had an hour until everyone would be up. He was still
trying to get used to the kids’ being here. Even though it pained
him to see them run through his home as his children once did, he
was glad they were. He went down into his basement through to the
boiler room. Once there he walked to the furnace and opened the
concealed door that was an elevator to take him to his
sub-basement.

The room used to be a
harbor when the water came up this far. His wife never liked the
feel or look of it and had it paved over. Jordan got the
construction crew to leave two entrances for him. He hired private
contractors to make it a bulletproof ballistics bunker. Firing
platforms raised fifteen feet above the flooded pool used to stop
the bullets. The room is three hundred yards long by one hundred
and fifty wide and a majority of it is filled with water. Back wall
ceiling and walls all around is two feet thick of ceramic with
Kevlar coating it. He could let loose with any round of gun he
wanted and never worry a round will get away from him.

He walked to the end of
the room where he stationed his .50 Caliber rifles and Dillon M134D
Minigun. He punched a few orders into a laptop and targets came out
of the walls along their tracks and discs flew through the air.
Jordan positioned himself behind his Barrett M82 and felt the power
he held in his hands. Let the first round loose from the chamber to
find a disc traveling fifty miles an hour. He took a breath and
held it before he let it out to hit three targets one after the
other. Kept pumping rounds until he heard the click and reloaded.
Every shot he fired was another face of justice being corrected.
The anger with every shot fired made what his life is now that much
more real to him.

He felt the anger of his
wife murdered and hearing her screams. Another clip. The anger of
what that monster did to his children while he’s bound helpless.
Another clip. He screamed stood and walked over to his Minigun and
sprayed every target popping up. He kept screaming and he willed
the tears to come but they wouldn’t. The anger overwhelmed the
grief, and he could not cry for the dead. He collapsed beside the
gun with its smoke clouding around him.

He picked up the briefcase
that held a collapsible version of the .50 Cal. he was shooting and
left the bunker into his garage that connected by a tunnel large
enough to fit two golf carts crammed side by side. Jordan placed
the case into the back of his Rover then went to his room to have
another shower and get the gunpowder off of him. With an hour to
kill before people to kill he had to go down for his guests to keep
up appearances of normalcy.

He stood at the door to
the kitchen and watched everyone. Mahone sat at the island reading
the paper. Maria and the kids’ at the stove making breakfast while
Berta drank coffee playing Angry Birds on an iPad. For a moment he
could see himself sitting there going over a file while his wife
helped Berta teach the kids’ how to work around the stove and be
safe. For a moment it wasn’t Mahone’s family but his own, and only
for a moment.

“Oh Jordan, good you are
up, would you like breakfast? There is fresh coffee in the pot and
Berta made muffins.”

“Thank you
Maria I could use a good breakfast. Why are you behind the stove
and not my hired hand?”
Berta waved him off and kept to her game. Kids’
just got there, and she was neck deep in technology she swore she
would never understand.

“It’s OK I’m
teaching the kids’ how to make scrambled eggs. Don’t worry Mr.
Hard-ass your omelet’s made by your hired
hand.”

“And how is Detective
Mahone today? You going to come crawling for help on this one yet
or are you still pouting?”

“Eat me. I told you Jordan
it isn’t my fault we can’t play Batman and Robin with your billions
just because you’re the D.A.”

“No because I know all and
see all my friend. You know that I can sink them all if I do it my
way and no one would get hurt. Look what you have right now the
city torn in two and on the brink of a riot. You let this animal
take what was ours Alex.”

“Jordan you know that he
wanted to help you but how could he? What you wanted was illegal
and I know how moral with the law you are,” said Maria.

“May not have been legal
but there wouldn’t be blood in the streets and bombs going off
either. I would be disbarred then arrested and thrown in jail with
them but at least justice would have got served. Did you think that
I cared in the end Maria? I would’ve used Mahone as the face of
justice and now he is the face of what is wrong with it. How am I
supposed to let my friend live with that when it didn’t need to
be?” Jordan asked.

“I know this is eating at
you more than anyone and I wish you would help instead of whining,”
said Mahone.

“Just pointing out a fact
is all. You’ll be ruined in the end of this and I would have
protected you from that.”

“Ruined. I’ll be lucky to
be alive in the end of this my narrow minded prick of a
friend.”

“Language,” said
Maria.

“Sorry. But he’s the one
not helping.”

“Jordan stop being a
bully,” Berta chipped in “help your friend save the city, stupid
bird.”

“What are we in the fifth
grade here? I got things to do and like I’ve said when Alex can own
up and apologise like a man then I’ll help him. I’m sorry he’s
arrogant and always expects my help on a case.”

Everyone looked at Mahone
who ignored them, just read the paper and sipped his coffee. No one
expected any different and this time Jordan was being honest with
him, only Mahone didn’t see how honest Jordan was being.

“Well thank you for
letting us stay here Jordan,” Maria tried to lighten the
mood.

“That’s not a problem.
There has been no one here in years and it’s good for the house,
and Berta, to have life in and around them for once.”

“We can pay our way,”
Mahone looked up from his paper now the subject had
changed.

“You mean your bread
winning wife pay the way right?”

“I can afford to pay for
my own kids’ and wife to eat and live.”

Mahone was touchy on the
subject of his wife making more than he did. “Yah right. You know
what it cost for the lamb chops and steaks you cooked up last night
and enjoyed with my pacific blue caviar? That’s 2300 bucks and I
don’t take cheques.”

“Are you fucking kidding
me, were the hell do you shop gold-imbedded-rich-assholes-R’-Us?
How the hell dose it cost that to feed the four of us?”

“Well per-jar of caviar is
a grand, the steaks are 300 a slice, the bottle of wine was 400.
You do the math and tell me how you can afford to live in my house
without your wife paying Mr. Broke Ass?”

“Language. You know
Jordan’s just screwing with you Alex calm down.”

“And the
price?”

“No that’s right on the
price, I’m saying with everything else. You get worked up so easy.
Jordan, stop picking on my husband will you. You know he’s touchy
he’s poor and only half a man don’t you?”

“Oh now you will start
to?” Mahone picked up his paper and left the room.

“Touchy one that one is in
the morning isn’t he. He get any loving from you today?”

They laughed as he made
his dramatic exit.

“Yah that’s not the
problem. He needs help on this Jordan and you know that he is to
big-a-man to admit when he is wrong and ask you.”

“He will. It’s all a
matter of time. I have things I need to take care of if there is
anything you need Berta will send for it. If you need to go out
then stay on the property there is enough of it to enjoy the
outside. There are boats if you want to go out Berta will provide a
driver. Please Maria I want you and the kids’ here safe and out of
the cross hairs.”

“Don’t worry I learned my
lesson. I think everyone else did to. We won’t go
anywhere.”
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A place to park in New
York is useful when you planned to kill and having multiple safe
exits when needed was wise. Most parking garages will rent by the
month and it’s safer than having to find a place when you need to
with no record of it. The closest garage Jordan rented a spot to
his next target was a Quick Park at Broadway and Tomas. A ten
minute ride, traffic pending, on the M5 Bus. He liked the fact NY
had one of the largest transit systems in the world and could blend
in without a problem. To get to the location wouldn’t be the
problem it was getting away. If he didn’t time it right, if traffic
got backed up and held up the timing, he would be on foot back to
the garage. City buses have cameras in them and a low hat, side
burns and glasses cover the downward angle they see you from. Most
cabs now have a camera that gets a direct picture of your face and
when you’re killing someone, anyone, it is best to be seen by no
one.

Once at the
corner of Houston and 6th
Ave. he pulled a stop watch out of his pocket.
Eight minutes until the next bus, and 32 to the one he needed to be
on. He entered the building and made his way to the roof giving him
a good line of site up 6th to Central Park. The wind was
heavy, and he hoped it settled by the time the senator was in site.
With elections coming Senator George Hough’s was still submitting
himself for re-election. He thinks he stands a chance to win his
hearing he’s now on his way to. His guilt was not what was in
question but it was the wrong questions that are asked is all. Who
cares for the money he embezzled when his sins run much deeper than
that. He and Four other members of the Senate along with five
members of congress, the Mayors aid, the Deputy Chief of Police and
so many others are connected. Oh how the sins run deep.

Jordan set the legal
briefcase on the ground and opened it. The Barrett M107 is
beautiful in every way. Modified to be disassembled and reassembled
in a minute, barrel modified by an extra inch with a quick add
silencer. Explosive armor piercing extended ten round mag can
penetrate and kill over two miles away. Though Jordan is only
comfortable in a situation like this at half of that. The furthest
he has hit a target was 1.4 miles, and he felt he could get one
clip emptied safe before someone spotted him.

Through the
scope he could see the faces in the cars coming south on
6th avenue and counted the busses heading in his direction.
There’s four spaced out, and he knew that the last one would have
to be at W 52nd
street if the timing’s to be right. One mile was
all he needed to stay clean and get out in time. Three minutes to
disassemble the gun and get to the bus stop and let the city drive
him to safety.

Jordan looked
at his watch and expected the Senator to be late as he always is
and watched his SUV turn onto 6th and make its way south. It
will take fifteen minutes to reach the kill zone. Jordan would hold
his position and hope the wind holds its own for when the time
comes.

A quarter mile out of the
kill zone and Jordan focused his aim on the spot the Senator would
be in less than three minutes. Loaded the chamber took in a breath
and closed his eyes tight to focus them only to see Jena smile back
at him. The last time together as a family before they got
murdered. He would only get the one clip, ten shots, to hit his
target from a mile away.

Jordan opened
his eyes and sent the MK211 Raufoss round into the first SUV’s
engine stopping it in its tracks with a brilliant little explosion
from the bullet. The second round went into the rear SUV’s engine
preventing them from a fast U-Turn. Third he killed the last SUV as
the men in the lead and chase cars surrounded the Senator. He took
aim as people fled the corner of 6th and W
19th.
One last look into his mind’s eye at his children, then he sent the
last six bullets into their new home. The skull of Senator Hough’s
his personal Aid, driver and guard killing them and left the men in
the street alive. They had nothing to do with his sick sins the
Senator is heard saying were the best part of life. Jordan can see
from the time the muzzle muffled out its smoking cough of death and
the time of impact three seconds passes. Each shot taken in rapid
fire the shooting lasting for only ten seconds. The shower of blood
from the convoy painted the street and Jordan felt satisfaction
tickling his spine.

He could see the bus
coming south a couple hundred yards ahead of the carnage he just
created. The last he saw of the street was empty for everyone but
the security and the dead in and around the SUV’s. He had the gun
collapsed and back in the case. Picked up the shells and is back
through the building to the bus stop within a minute and a half of
the first shot. On the street he stood with everyone else waiting
for the bus. Everyone is calm down here and didn’t know what just
happened and where the sirens are going. He was on the bus and back
at the Quick Park before a basic perimeter can get set up. They
will learn where the shots had originated from but that will take
time. There’s no operational cameras on the block which means they
will have nothing. If someone saw him and they looked through
footage for someone with a case he stopped counting others who fit
his description at fifty.

He only hoped that the
rest of the rats will come out to play. It would be the only way to
get them all at once and free the children. Greed was a fickle
bitch and losing more than five million each in profit was enough
to get everyone together for one last sale. If this didn’t work, if
he could not get them all, then they will keep for now and face
justice later. The ledger was and always will be the key, and if he
was lucky to live he will finish. He wanted to live, but death like
taxes, is the debt that all men pay.
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YOU CALL
YOURSELF JUSTICE





















Mahone was ten minutes
from the Civic Center when he got the call to the scene of Senator
Hough’s and his entourage. By the time he got there the
neighborhood is locked down and road blocks are set. Every vehicle
to match the descriptions given by eye witnesses are stopped.
Fucking eye witnesses were as useful as little tit’s on a whore, or
as his mother in-law would say “Any more than a mouthful is just a
waist.” He looked into the SUV and Mahone can only think this whole
investigation was a waist.

The rounds in the engine
blocks told Mahone its bull shit. Eye witnesses stating they saw a
man place what looked like a gun into the trunk of his black Sedan.
Another said he saw the muzzle blast out of the back of a white
truck. The third said the back of a black Ford Excursion as he
owned one himself. They’re all bullshit and anyone that knew
ballistics can tell the shots that hit the Senator came from no
less than half mile away. Others are quick to come to the same
conclusion as most veteran cops on the force would.

Mahone did the math in his
head from the time the first shot hit its mark. From then until
now, the DT Killer could be twenty miles or more away. Free to rage
on and rub it in the systems face it’s the system who corrupted and
raped the people of this city. He will turn them all against us and
there was nothing they could do to stop a publics rights to speak
and be heard. To fight for America and all that Lady Liberty stood
for.

Spencer had arrived and
stood beside Mahone with an amused look on his face and chuckled to
himself. Mahone looked at him and wondered about his partner’s
sanity. “What the hell do you find so funny?”

“Well my
father was a sniper for SOG (Special Operations Group). He had me
in training from the first time I could hold a rifle.”

“Again, what’s
funny?” Mahone asked.

“I bet you
clocked the distance at half mile right?”

“Yah,
and?”

“Double that and you may
be right. The rounds were incendiary, and he’s packing a .50 Cal.
If he was any closer the charring around the edges gets darker with
a higher impact velocity then at half a mile.”

“Still haven’t told me
what the hell you’re laughing at, or am I just the ass end of yet
another joke this week, you fucking dicks.”

“The fact he hit every
shot where he meant for it to go. At that distance a spotter is
needed for clean shots over half a mile and he did it alone. There
may be a hand full of people in the world that can do that ten
times in a row and not one shot miss. Maybe less than that even.
Fucking awesome I wish I could have been here to watch
it.”

“You would have been dead
to then.”

“Nope, not me my compadre.
I’m not on that list and I may shake his hand if we ever catch him.
Besides the men in that car and the woman all had their hands in
some sick shit. Are they on the list, has the media received a
package yet?”

“Two of them are on the
list, the Senator, and the driver. You can’t be a personal aid to
someone without a hand in what they’re up to.”

“Sir, we checked the
entrance and exit wounds and all shots, two in the driver, two in
the passenger, hit the same place each time. The shot that killed
the driver would have killed the Senator. He didn’t need to fire
the second, it was just to make sure they’re dead. Then why repeat
fire on the passenger side if they are not on the list?” A
ballistic analyst told him.

“So one shot two kills?”
asked Spencer.

“Yes sir.”

“Could you determine the
ammunition used?” asked Mahone

“Buy the penetration of
the armored hood and windows of the SUV I’m going to say a Raufoss
MK211. There made to go through most materials, that’s what you’d
need here.”

“So why are the passenger
in the front and backseat both dead if there not in the ledger?”
Spencer was sniffing the bullet hole then licked it several
times.

“You want a
litthe privacy? Just you and the car? A little Barry White and
Chardonnay for you and a lube job for her. Why are you licking the
hole?” said Mahone.

“To determine
if it was a MK211.”

“You can do
that by licking it?”

“The Zinc
powder leaves an odor, and the Tungsten gives the taste. In answer
to your next question, yes, it is an MK211. Shitty part is the .50
Cal is considered a long gun and less regulated then
handguns.”

“Any asshole
on the street, criminal or not, can walk into a gun show and walk
out with one loaded in twenty minutes. I wish they would do
backgrounds at those events, but nope sorry, we want as many dead
in this world as possible.”

“Yah our
double standard to the Second Amendment,” Spencer licked the hole
again.

“What the
fuck’s wrong with you? Can you stop that? You make us look like
freaks.”

“To late for
that one buddy.”

They were both at the back
doors to the SUV looking in. The interiors covered in blood and
brain matter. Bits of shattered cranium is stuck on the road. The
explosive rounds traveled through the same path and painted the
picture of death just warming up and stretching its legs. Soon they
will see Death rear its hooded head and swallow us all quick and
efficient. He could have if he wanted to, but that wasn’t what this
is. Not the people dead, but what they did to deserve justice. If
he would have wiped us all out fast he would be just a terrorist.
With this method he makes himself a man of morals and justice. The
delusions of a killer.






# # #






Peter stood waiting for
his jet to taxi into the hanger with his new doctor from Sweden. It
has been too long without results with the team of doctors he
hired. He felt something off in them for a while now and will know
the truth soon. Money can buy you anything and if you work hard at
it happiness will follow. The Jet came to a stop, and the stairs
descended from the plain and the man who would bring his wife back
to life is here at last. With few complications he secured his
services, but like everything the one with the most zero’s on the
page wins every time. Life over Death and Money over Life is a good
doctor’s motto.

“It is a pleasure to meet
you Dr. Gallus was everything to your satisfaction?”

“And then some. Please I
know every Doctor becomes one to be called one, call me Alton. I
would like to review the medical records to date. Is everything on
record?”

“Everything that has
happened in or around my wife is recorded with audio and video. I
have kept every medical record from first diagnosis to most recent
tests. You will go through the medical and personal files on all
the staff and tell me if I’m being bamboozled. I want you to call
in your team I have the rooms set up for them and what they
requested is on site. Is there anything else that you
need?”

“Just a patient to heal
and a client to make happy. You know in this work losing a patient
is millions in future revenue?”

“Intrusting? How does it
work?” Peter asked as they climbed into the helicopter.

“Word of mouth and very
hush hush referrals. When you have a trusted client lose a loved
one they may never call you or speak your name again. They will
kill you if driven to point. I have lost patients and I’ve gotten
shot more than once. Though even in death they do not blame me
because I’m a last resort.”

“As old as you are why
haven’t you quit with the risk level so high?”

“God gave me a gift to go
where most doctors won’t and be able to come back from it with the
patient alive. Who am I to give up God’s gift to play it
safe?”

“Thought doctors don’t go
for the whole God and religion?”

“Most don’t. They think of
themselves as gods more than there being a real one in the sky
somewhere. Those of us that do believe in God do so because of how
we got raised. A good family heritage is what we keep alive to pass
on to our own kids’. Will I put my life in God’s hands when I’m
ill? Hell no get me to an old fashioned American
hospital.”

“I get your point with
that one,” said Peter.






# # #






Jordan’s recorders are all
blinking when he got back to his warehouse after dropping the
diversion package off downtown. With the calls made tonight a very
safe, very rich, neighborhood will get a piece of what a real war
zone is. The neighborhood of Sands Point is known for its quiet
nights and fun filled days. It will become much quieter for the
days to come.

He opened the side doors
to one of his large Mercedes work vans and looked at one of his
prised possessions. A modified Dillon Aero’s M134D-H electric fire
Minigun and with a gun so beautiful you get lost in a trance
looking at it. He opened the custom feeder box that’s the whole
under carriage of the van with 100,000 rounds of alternating
sequence ammunition. He took three months of work here and there to
put together. You could buy them preassembled for you but you would
have to be a real asshole to risk it.

The rounds were in stages.
Full metal, incendiary explosive and armor piercing rounds. They
are all tracers that gave a bright red glow as the bullets travel
through the air showing him where they hit. The time was right to
leave and felt a pain of sadness that tonight will be the last with
his old friend. He climbed into the driver’s seat and turned on the
radio to listen to the latest in the rash of murders committed by
the DT Killer. It wouldn’t take him long to get there. He had one
stop to check on his Mini Coupe in the woods of a golf course off
Cows Neck Road and Tudor Lane. Jordan parked it two days prior and
hoped it’s still there having watched the police reports in the
district. Not reported didn’t mean it didn’t go to a chop shop and
resold.

Mind at ease and thumbs
itching to press the trigger button and let the breath of the Devil
huff and puff and blow down the house of sick. The house that
Virginity and innocents built. Jordan estimated the group’s made a
billion in five years off the sales of child slaves.

He parked across the
street from the house at 75 yards away. The Mini will peel the
house in two like a kid shooting BB’s at the red star in the
carnival games. He will pump out 7000 rounds a minute with his
modified feeder and coolant system. He had it built with an extra
barrel to increase rate if fire. Jordan only needed the 50,000
dollar machine gun to last 14 minutes max. Then he dialed the
number to trigger an incendiary bomb distraction giving him the
extra couple minutes needed.

Looked down at his watch
it’s 11pm and time to light up the house. He turned on the
computers that used the combined technologies of sonar, radar,
thermal, and X-Ray images to see what’s going on inside the house.
With one large two story main house and a two story garage, thirty
feet long and off from the house but attached. He’d be able to
pepper the house without worry. The girls are kept on the second
floor of the garage so they will be safe.

Looking at the monitors he
counted twenty people in the main living room seated with five
standing around, and another three just outside the entrances to
both doors. Four were out front of the house and two more just
inside the front door. Another twelve scattered throughout the main
floor and six more roamed the top. Out back it looked like another
four are there as well all with automatics. Jordan checked on the
children in the garage and cannot get a good picture. The building
is long ways away from him and not left to right as the main house
is. He can make out at least four men downstairs and assumed the
same for upstairs. The rough count of unarmed people is seventy
five scattered making this one hell of a mow down. Know what I
mean?

That’s where the danger
came in. It wasn’t the Mercenary’s inside and outside the house but
the ones around the children. He’d stake his life they have a kill
order if something goes wrong. Hiring fifty Murk’s to protect
yourself spoke volumes on what you do and who you are. He ID twelve
of the twenty at the table with certainty the other eight are mob
and gang leaders. He watched the screens as the images recorded
onto his external drive.

At 100 yards this will be
dangerous for the kids’. Didn’t worry for the people there
attending the party getting killed, they can, and will, all die.
Jordan had to keep the children safe. He opened an extended hatch
on the side doors to catch spent shells leaving the side doors
closed to muffle sound. Then he closed the ballistics shield around
the back of the van giving him moderate protection. As long as no
one got within 5 yards of him and emptied an AK-47 he will be fine
inside his van with ear buds and muffs.

Jordan took aim at the
upstairs of the garage first the hall runs straight down and one
burst of fire well placed will kill them. That will, in hope, keep
the kids’ safe and freeing him to let loose on the house. But what
if the 250 rounds in 2 seconds he lets out rips through the walls
and kills the children? The angle’s good from across the street to
the garage, one straight line. What if? Could he live with himself?
Can he handle killing innocent children? Or is death a release for
them if he fails tonight? Isn’t death better than being a cadaver
sex slave?

He closed his eyes and
held his breath feeling fear for the first time since the day of
his families’ murder. His heart pounded hard and the blood that
flowed to his brain caused him to see black spots. The acidic burn
and chunks of puke crept up his throat. He held the gun firm and
gave one fast burst of bullets. The tracer rounds can be seen as
red fire balls racing through the air like Darth Vader’s lightsaber
killing anything it touches. He looked at the screen and the
hallway’s empty. People downstairs tried to go up.

Jordan aimed low and shot
off another burst this time twice as long and everyone dropped. He
can now open the Minigun for what it’s worth. He kept away from the
part where the children are to not damage the structure and
shredded the rest of the house.

The bullets can be seen
hitting their targets in different fashions on the different
screens. The incendiary rounds rip open the wall and when the
second round hits the hole it kills more than one target at a time.
Blow their heads clean off their bodies so the biggest piece of it
you can find is an inch in diameter. It’s all around nasty using
this combination of weaponry on a common unfortified civil dwelling
unit. If there was anything Civil to the people inside he may have
cared, but he didn’t. Jordan held firm on the trigger moving in a
small circular pattern all around the mansion. He watched the
screen as blood showered the room time and time again as frantic
people ran from room to room and out the back. That was of very
little use because as soon as he dropped everyone in the living
room he knew the back would be there best option.

The rounds ripped through
the mansion and into the back turning anyone fleeing that way into
human confetti. He held firm the van shaking from the gun his whole
body vibrated. Every time he felt the tick from a round, it gave
him joy as bullets leave home to find a new one. Round after round
of spent casings showered his feet and within five minutes they are
buried. So much for the shell catcher working.

The dust kicked up at the
initial random shots. Gun smoke made the cameras he’s using kind of
useless so all he could do is shoot and pray. Bullet after bullet
ripped into the house like it’s made of paper killing everyone in
its path.

Jordan took one last look
at the house before getting out of the van. It would need to be
demolished then rebuilt. Part of the front had collapsed in on
itself and the bullet holes peppered every part of the main house.
Bodies could be seen inside the house from across the street and
littering the front and back yards. Everyone is dead or dying and
the moans of someone across the street came back to him like a loon
call. Jordan looked into the upstairs at the children again and can
see a few small movements in the rooms from this angle. Then he
picked up his external drive and walked away. He got to the road
and detonated the thermite a white phosphorus solution to destroy
the van and everything in it. The owners of the home may not have
heard the chain saw like sounds of the Minigun as most the houses
here are sound proof. But when a bomb goes off out front in your
driveway, you felt it.

Jordan thought for sure
he’d hear the sirens before he ran out of ammunition but the
streets, except the explosion, are quiet. By the time he jogged the
mile to his car he can and see the lights of EMS from Port
Washington Fire Department only minutes away. The police station is
a mile from where he decimated a mansion filled with
people.

Behind the wheel, E-Break
pressed in one notch to turn off all the lights, he headed south on
Cow Neck near Sands Point Road. When the fire trucks can be seen
coming up the street he hoped to be on Bay Drive when their paths
crossed and off the main roads. Useing the E-Break he had the car
pointed the opposite way then backed fast into a driveway to avoid
being seen by them. It’s safer to be caught going into a crime zone
then it is out of one.

He slid in unnoticed and
four trucks flew by him followed by a half dozen Police cars. As
soon as the last tail lights are gone so is he. Through the
subdivision over to Middle Neck to make his way to Shore Road where
he can cut back to his warehouse. Even if the roads are blocked off
he is coming from his home in Huntington. It’s all needless
precaution to go around like that because they hadn’t blocked it
off yet. He crossed over into Queens when it came over the scanner
there was another attack. Additional units would be needed and
everything forensics has for mass casualties. Jordan couldn’t help
but whistle Mary Had a Little Lamb all the way back to his
shop.






# # #






Mayoral Aid Kahale Sabella
waited five minutes from the time the last bullet ripped through
the house and climbing out from under the two dead bodies that
saved his life. He’s covered in blood, and even though little
light’s shining in the room, he felt like he’s in the middle of a
war zone. Which in all sense it is. He’s shaking and can taste the
blood in his mouth and knew he had to get out of there.

When he got to the back
yard he looked at the main concentration of people with limbs
ripped from their bodies or hanging off. There was a man with both
legs gone and most of his pelvis, still alive feeling everything.
The flesh burning and nerves ripped apart, intestines spread out on
the grass. Though half of his body is gone and there’s a puddle of
blood around him he bled little. He reached for Kahale to help him
but all he could do is stair. The sirens kicked him into high gear
and he’s at the home of a clients in minutes.

He punched the numbers
into the keypad lock and was in the studio apartment above the
garage. A quick shower, clothes bagged and body checked for bullet
holes, he was calm enough to make the call he didn’t want. The New
Jersey Governor picked up after two rings.

“What in the
fuck do you call that shit you dumb fucking nigger. How the fuck
are we going to get out of this shit tell me that
motherfucker!”

“Governor Corelli please I
can fix this ju-”

“Who owns that house you
just got torn to shit and condemned rotting with bodies. The
fucking News is airing it so don’t tell me you can contain
this.”

“I know it’s tied to
you-”

“Yah you dumb nigger now
we are all going to jail or the fucking morgue-”

“Call me a nigger again
you fucking Dago and I’ll cut your tongue out and feed it to my
kid’s pet rat. You can ride this out and act as you are in real
life.”

“What’s that?”

“A stupid
prick.”

Kahale hung up the phone.
He had a car parked and a GO bag with cash, ID, passports and
credit cards. This wouldn’t last forever and now he had to run.
Stupid to think they would get away with it. Working with gang
bangers and mobbed up motherfuckers and your nothing but collateral
damage. When the money stops flowing, so does the blood to your
heart.






# # #






Mahone’s at the bombing
which is nothing more than an elaborate stunt to pool the
departments’ resources. Looking for a needle in a hay stack you
can’t burn. There was a small explosion in three different trash
cans inside Central Park. A note taped to the wall of a pedestrian
tunnels told him there’s three more cans in the city with 100 times
the explosive. They had two hours to find them. The two hours given
was just enough time for the chief to call in all units from all
divisions that can be spared. That left the rest of Queens the
Bronx, Brooklyn, and all the towns out to the Hamptons without
police of their own.

“How many dead?” he asked
Agent O’Malley over the phone.

“So far we have counted 37
dead and one in critical, do you want to guess who it
is?”

O’Malley sounded amused.
“Who?”

“Governor of Rhode Island
Martin Shell.”

“And he’s still
kicking?”

“In a manner of speaking
he is. What do you know about this, how does it tie into it
all?”

“You mean what case is
it?”

“Yah.”

“DC Sniper back in 04
sir,” Amber just arrived and took control. “We have to get over
there as fast as we can before the Fibs fuck everything up and hide
what they find.”

“What do you have every
case memorized?”

“I do but I upload every
file in the system that’s connected to you in an organizer. You
just have to type in a keyword and it will pull up all similar
files so you can find what you need. They are political shootings,
and it’s all politics so it wouldn’t be far off.”

They arrived at the crime
scene and it looked like a Bagdad residential home attacked by a
convoy of trained Military Officers and not just one man with a
Minigun. The damage to the house is too much for being standard
7.62X51mm rounds because some of the holes looked like .50 Cal. The
van had one gun in it and the estimate of rounds fired so far is,
“a shit load.” They will have a more precise number in the morning
when they’re done processing the scene.

“No.”

“What the fuck do you
mean, no, this is a crime scene, and it needs to be swept for
evidence not swept under the fucking rug. That’s the bullshit I’d
say Alex what’s going on?”

“I know just as much as
you on that one. Did you fuck’s even sweep the house?”

“Are we looking at the
same house? Looks like 20,000 square feet of cleared real
estate.”

“They weren’t all on the
list, look at that one, she’s a high end whore.”

“We have people clearing
the home now but with the damage it isn’t safe-”

“We got survivors! Send help to the
garage!”

It was Amber’s voice he
heard and grabbed the radio out of O’Malley’s hand, “What do you
have?”

“Kids’, little kids’ no older than
ten and these rooms they are kept in!”

Mahone was listening to
her as he made his way to the only part of the house that’s safe
and looked like it had taken very few shots. He found out why when
he got to the second floor of the 120 feet long by twenty five feet
wide Hall of Horrors. He can tell by the officer puking in the
hall. Before even looking into the first room it’s as though you’re
eating the human decay in the air and Mahone didn’t want to go to
Amber. Children are taken out of the rooms on the left and the
first two had children still alive. Mahone didn’t know how they
were. The state of a child carried by is a bone rack with ribs
exposed from lashes to his paper thin skin.

Mahone stood in the
doorway and didn’t understand what he’s looking at in the sense
that this was senseless. The room is square fifteen by fifteen with
a drain pipe in the middle of the sunken marble floor covered in
blood three inches deep. The reason Mahone can tell there’s a drain
is a bubble that will pop every few seconds. There’s fifteen meat
hooks hung from the ceiling and five of them had kids’ swinging off
of them. Hook threw the lower jaw and out of the mouth, jaw hanging
ripped out of its socket, held by stretched muscle and tendons.
There’s one threw the mouth out the back of the head. Another
impaled threw the pelvis the hook sliced through the stomach
pulling the intestines out. That’s at the first look in the room
after seeing the blood on the floor and walls he registered the
rest.

Hooks are drilled into the
walls with parts of kids’ hanging in different positions. Another
on a table laying on its stomach, arms and legs missing. Bodies lay
maimed and disfigured on the ground as bottles of lube floated in
the blood. There’s a large one way mirror on the wall to his left,
the hooks hanging to the right and tables with kids’ in different
positions dead. Mahone then noticed the numbers. Most because they
are so covered in blood and disfigured. Burned into their backs and
different places on their bodies. Mahone looked at the mirror and
then up the hall but there’s no door. Ten feet of wall that’s it.
Then why have a mirror that looks like the one's in any
interrogation room.

He stood there for a
moment thinking on it and knew he’s right what the mirror is but
can’t see a door. He pulled out his Glock. “Fire in the hole!” He
yelled and shot it two times to reveal the room behind. Now he had
to find the entrance because he wasn’t walking into another room
filled in blood, and never again the blood of children. When he
turned and looked down the hall they were still bringing kids’ out
to weak or broken to walk or move on their own. He looked at the
state of them and they resembled the kids’ you see in Africa or old
Holocaust pictures. Then the worst part came, the kids’ able to
move on their own, healthy looking and clean, chunky and muscular,
what the fuck. How long did they suffer to get like that, to such a
severe state of famine and malnutrition? With all the colors of the
rainbow but only able to tell the different races in the healthy
kids’. The one's being carried out were all different shades of
black.

There is four more rooms
the same along the hall on the left the only difference is method
of murder. The innocent lives painting the walls with their blood
made the Butcher look soft. The main lobby downstairs is where
clients sit and enjoy endangered meats, smoke cigars and drink.
Then when a seat became available in one of the viewing rooms you
went to one of the five columns where an elevator is hidden. Big
enough for a 300lb man to squeeze in. Once upstairs they go into
one of five viewing rooms equipped with a mini bar, reclining sofa
chair, audio controls to make requests. Lube, condoms, dildos,
dongs, pocket pussies, wet and dry towels for clean up when you’re
done the show.

Now perhaps you
don’t want to watch, you want to pay and play, you want to
be watched. You want to
feel the blood and heat off their bodies as fear escapes them
because they are dying. You want to get naked with other men,
woman, and as many children as you buy, no problem. To do with as
you please, in any of their
fun-fill-themed-for-your-desires-torture-rooms.
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A SIMPLE
DEATH





















Allan Pike paced in his
living room trying to get Chief Livingston on the phone, with the
bottom out of the barrel, he needed the information the police
have. The Prosecutors' office got cut from the investigation into
the DT Killer and the only one with access was the D.A. He wouldn’t
help him on this. His phone rang, and it scared the shit out of
him.

“Allan it’s not safe to
talk on the phone. Kahale’s coming at five meet him
here.”

The line went dead and
Allan was no more reassured than before even though he’s told to
come to the hospital. It had to mean he’s good for now and has time
to escape if he needed to. That’s a lie and the operations a bust,
he got their shipments in the Port, now the kids’. It’s coming to
an end and Allan wouldn’t be caught without his GO bag. He grabbed
the duffle bag and put it in the trunk of his car. It’s now 3pm,
and they recovered one iPad from the scene the News showed bagged
and not shattered to pieces.






# # #






Agent O’Malley stood in
the Mayor’s kitchen explaining to his wife that everything is fine
and they had no reason to think he’s involved. They wanted to cover
everything from a legal stand point as the government demanded
anyone involved in any way investigated. He showed her the consent
to search form signed by Paul as he wanted his innocents
proven.

They had gone through
every document, bank record, phone records, email and social
networks and nothing came back connecting the Mayor to the house in
Sands Point. They recovered several tablets, laptops, and
cellphones from the home. An iPhone that belonged to his Aid is
found, and no one has seen Kahale since last night. That’s what
they needed right now another investigation. He sure as shit isn’t
involved in this and if his aid got away last night he will tell
the other rats to scurry. They were still pulling Data from the
devices and have confirmed six people on the list connected to this
house of sick and there being picked up now. Two caught fleeing the
city. The only thing to be done right is keeping these monsters in
Manhattan for a more lethal one to kill them.

# # #






Mahone sat at his desk as
agents brought in file after file of the dead at “The Slaughter of
Sands Point” as the news was calling it. One hundred and thirty
eight people cut down by a gun that shouldn’t exist. Its estimated
a hundred thousand rounds are fired, and the person knew of the
children upstairs. That’s why so few shots hit the garage.
Professional shooting is shown because though the house is ripped
to shreds the homes behind and to the sides have no
hits.

One hundred and thirty
eight dead and the one that survived died at the hospital five
hours later. Mahone ran the numbers and couldn’t believe no one
heard or saw anything with twenty minutes of gun fire. The owners
of the house the van parked only felt their house shake. No shots
just the explosion. One thing with a house sound proofed is you
don’t hear what’s going on around you. One cause of robbery in the
city is people with headphones in both ears.

Mahone’s phone rang and
the caller ID came up private and he wondered when the last time he
would answer it will be. It wasn’t the DT this time just a friends
kid who works for On Star getting back to him.

“Mr. Mahone what can I do
for you?” said Aaron Hicks.

“I need you to tell me
where a car was last night the Lo-Jack for county car 0B-135.” Any
car that’s a part of any government agency from day care to Home
Land are tracked.

“It was in… holy shit… the
shooting last night, parked at the house, registered to Kahale
Sabella, that’s the Mayor’s Aid isn’t it?”

“Yah it is, and the FBI
thinks it’s the Mayor, I owe you one listen-”

“Don’t you mean you owe me
two?”

“Why two?”

“Because I told you where
he was last night you will want where he is now right?”

“Smart ass, yah I’ll owe
you two, just don’t get arrested for anything crazy and I can help
you. Where is he now?” Even though the government owns the cars he
still needed and didn’t have a warrant for this.

“He is circling
between E 68th
and 70th.”

Mahone hung up and pulled
up the city on Google Maps. Where Kahale is driving around is a
medical complex. The only one there is the assistant Chief of
Police in rehabilitation after Liberty came down on his head. Is he
involved in this, was that his big dirty secret? Mahone had to get
to him first and its luck they had this connection now and not on
the six o’clock news. Still he hoped the DT would get to him first.
Was he rooting for this guy like Spencer did?

Mahone walked out of his
office and the only ones there was Amber and Miller but they were
working the Butcher and it needed solving more in his opinion. He
went to MaryAnn and found her playing Farm Land on the city dime,
but then again she was worth it, if you wanted anything done right
around here.

“I need you to work your
magic Mary. I need as many officers you can get to meet me in the
sally port in ten minutes. We have a situation and we may get our
chance to nail the DT.”

She had the phone in one
hand and the schedule in the other. “What about the
FBI?”

“Fuck the FBI.
There all uptown with our evidence collected at their lab keeping
us out of what they find. You can tell them when I’m out the door.
Call 17th 19th and 23rd
Districts get them to send what they can to the
Wells Carnell Medical Center.”

He went back to his office
as Spencer got out of the stairwell and followed him. “So we have a
chance to get this son-of-a-bitch? We got where he will
be?”

“The Chief’s involved in
the Sands Point massacre and I’m not talking of the shooting
either. So let’s hope the Chief’s dumb and calls a Pow-Wow.” Mahone
checked his Glock.

“You gotta be fucking
shitting me? That greasy cocksucker was in on it, I’ll fucking kill
him myself.” Spencer punched three holes in the wall.

“I think you need a hug,
you wanna stop by your mom’s so she can give you a hug, calm you
down?”

“What did I tell you
prick’s? I’m not a momma’s boy.”

He got shot, and yah it
was a bleeder, but he screamed and cried on the ground for mommy.
Bagged for his mother like all hell broke out around him. When the
paramedics got to him and exposed the wound it was a scratch the
size of a tooth pick. His own mother even gets in on it by showing
up at random times when she knows he is out. She will hang around
until the receptionist tells her he’s on his way, then fuss around
his desk bitching as mothers do cleaning their kids’
bedrooms.

“Why didn’t you tell me we
got a break boss? I’m going with you.”

“Yah me too you brought me
down here for the DT case not the Butcher,” said Miller.

“Who is more important to
catch a man killing the people that kills kids’, or, a cocksucker
like the Butcher?”

“Yah, we know, we all know
who is more important and who is just giving us a headache for
nothing. That we need the Butcher taken out more than the DT
Killer. There isn’t anything we can do tonight we haven’t tried. We
won’t have new Intel to work with until Interpol gets back to us,”
said Amber.

“Fuck it. Let’s
go.”

In the Sally Port there
was another dozen officers waiting for them. With so much shit
going on in the city it was a wonder there’s anyone left to answer
the call of duty.

“Alright listen up because
if there’s one question when I’m done you’re fired. We are going to
the Wells Carnell Medical Center and we are looking for the Mayors
Aid. You don’t got a description, Google it? My team will enter the
hospital and there will be additional units when we arrive. I want
you all to secure the hospital exits and have someone in the
basement covering the main hall. We’ll be blind when we enter and
it can be a simple bullet to the head or blown to bits. So if
anyone wants out now it’s up to you God wont judge, just me. I want
this son-of-a-bitch as you do to. We don’t have where he is, who he
is, or how he will attack. We now have where he will and who he’s
targeting, that’s more than we have ever had.
Questions?”

“Is he involved
wi-”

“You're
fucking fired!” Mahone
screamed at him. “Now let’s move.”

Everyone climbed into
their cars and the only one in a uniform stood there looking lost
and is left behind fired. The three cars came out of the garage
fast and hard, MaryAnn came over the radio telling him that there
would be more officers when he got there. She told him not to worry
there going to hold back until he arrived. They pulled together a
hefty crew on short notice with cops on protection and running down
leads. With every other fuck in this city making things hard, he’s
now 75 strong and able to lock down the perimeter before
approaching the hospital.

Mahone
organized units to be on a circular patrol from E
65th to
74th Ave, and from York to 1st, 2nd and covering both sides of
FDR Drive. Stationary units parked at intersections and spotters
are placed on roof tops. He had every officer load into a city bus
then headed to the rehabilitation hospital. When they pulled up and
everyone filed out Mahone told the driver to go back to work.
Everyone had their orders, and they separated into teams to cover
them.






# # #






Kahale was in the
hospital. His face wasn’t all over the news yet so he took that as
a good sign. If the Chief can take suspicion away from him and the
others as he’s done before by shifting the blame to someone else.
He just hoped this time was no different.

When he got to the room
the cop standing at the door frisked searched him for weapons
before letting him into the room. When he entered the large private
suit the Chief stood at the window looking out at the East River
and Allan Pike sat in the corner flipping through a magazine. If he
was here than that could mean the Chief had everything under
control. At least that’s what he hoped, he didn’t want this to be
how it ends.






# # #






There’s a couple dozen
Officers surrounding the hospital and all possible ways out. They
were in the security office of the twelfth floor Rehabilitation
wing. They watch playback of the last hour and saw a city
prosecutor go into the Chiefs room followed half hour later by
Kahale meaning they’re right. The Chief is in on it and they had
him first before the DT Killer.

“What is the situation in
the room is there any weapons?” Mahone asked.

“We frisk everyone who
entered the room, but the Chief wasn’t.”

“Jesus Christ you didn’t
search him?” Mahone snapped.

“Sir, he is the Deputy
Chief of Police I wasn’t searching him and he asked we search those
going into his room.”

“The patients on this
floor are the priority not the Chief. What do we do with them? I
won’t let them become collateral damage because your Chief likes to
play with little kids’. I’m not talking consenting at the park play
either. Sick cocksucker, and you guys call yourself the Frontiers
of Justice, more like sicko’s,” said the security guard.

“Are the elevators and
stair wells secured?”

“Yes,” said
Spencer.

The security and nurses
moved the patients off the floor as fast as they could. They had
officers cover the stair wells, exits and street. If DT is perched
on a building waiting to take a shot then there are officers
waiting. There was cell jammers on the floors to prevent calls and
radio signals from getting into the hospital. With the hospital
covered it left the sniper rifle or a time delayed device as his
methods. Mahone hoped it’s the sooner and not the later.

Mahone looked around and
Amber had disappeared. He went to look for her when he saw her walk
up the hall with an ultrasound machine. Everyone stood looking at
her and wondered what the hell she’s up to.

“So do you want to listen
to what they’re saying before we go into the room, record it for
evidence?”

“Is that legal?” asked the
security guard.

“As long as we have the
hospitals' permission so call up someone in charge and get it for
us will you. If you get any problems from them show them this.” She
handed him an iPad that showed pictures of the Sands Point
Massacre. The security guard looked ready to puke.

“Whatever you need we will
provide, I don’t see the hospital denying you. You have permission
and I will state I had the administrations so get started. I will
go talk to them now.”

“You want to fill us in on
what you’re doing with that?” Miller asked what everyone’s
thinking.

“I dated an MIT graduate.
He worked for the Manhattan advanced technologies' division for
sonar, thermal imaging, and shit like that. When we were dating
he’d force me to learn one new skill a week, I fucking hated it. I
said I would never need to know any of it, but here we
are.”

Amber stood there taking
the ultrasound machine apart, wires and boards stripped out and
moved to different places. Speakers hooked up and wired to her
laptop with half dozen other cords. He’s looking at an electrician
not a cop, she handled the wire cutters and tools better than a
gun. A representative with the hospital came into the room they are
hunkered in. Mahone checked with the cops stationed outside the
door and is told its quiet inside.

“What the hell do you
think you’re doing? That piece of equipment is worth 20,000 dollars
I demand you stop what you’re doing at once and tell me what’s
happening. I do not have a problem with you here but not to destroy
our equipment. Who will pay for that?”

“You said 20 grand right?”
Amber asked putting down the tweezers and picking up her iPad.
“Make it an even 50 and will call it a day.” A few taps on the
screen she handed the iPad to the dick in a suit.

“I… we …. Please if there
is anything else you need I will be more than happy to
assist.”

“Yah there is one other
thing you can do for us, leave.” She continued on the ultrasound
machine as the administrator looked at the table
baffled.

“Where the hell did you
get that kind of money?” Miller asked.

“You don’t investigate the
cops you work with do you?”

“No why would
I?”

“I could have told you
before this rain of fiery shit came down on us why half of these
fucks got picked off. I mean I didn’t think they would be killed.
But there are many people I have come into contact with since I
started each one of them I’m sure has someone out there that want’s
them dead. Now what no one saw, is one man. One person with
collective anger of everyone who’s made into a victim in the city
and making it right for them. So they no longer feel the fear they
have felt ever since they had their innocents taken from them by
someone who’s empowered to protect it. There are a few around here
I’d like to shoot myself.”

“What about Alex is he’s
made a victim in this hasn’t he?” Miller asked.

“Like fuck. The only ones
innocent in this room right now are you the two in uniform and the
other suit and myself. The rest will be dead by the end of
it.”

“Is it that time of the
month?” Spencer asked.

“Yah that was a bit much
don’t you think?” said Mahone.

“Aww, baby feel scared,
thinking on all those people he fucked over all these years
expecting to skate by. Fuck the Butcher and every other fuck on
that list after what I saw today. The Butcher aint got shit on
this. Why the fuck are we spending so much tax money to catch this
Hero who claims to be nothing more than a simple servant of the
city? These decorated officers and politicians left to pillaged
rape murder and steal what they want. What’s the only difference
between a fucking politician and a Viking? The Vikings only ever
pillaged to survive and lived on such poor land for food and
attacks from others forced them to fight back, they did it to
survive-”

Static came through along
with muffled voices and a minute later you could hear everything
that was going on in the room next to them.






# # #






Abul had found the third
piece to his next eradication, so dark and pure, walking out of a
Wall Greens. She just got off the Metro bus so she must live close.
He followed her at a distance as she wound around into a
subdivision out in Queens in the Woodmere district. He followed her
all the way to her street and watched her go into her home. Three
in the same neighborhood and close together. A little perseverance
and the job will get done as planned.

With all the excitement
going on in the city he could roam free with very little being done
to stop him. Abul dropped off the headlines, that wasn’t fair. He
was worthy of the air time that this DT persons getting. As he
watched the mother in the house he thought to himself that she
would bring him back into the light.






# # #






Agent O’Malley stepped off
the elevator in homicide along with three others in need of help to
go through evidence collected in Sands Point. The computers found
are encrypted and most of what they have pulled added up to people
that have got killed by DT. There was other people involved and
with every victim and predator requesting police protection they
were running short on man power. When asked of the victim’s why
they wanted protection they stated it’s protecting them from the
people who made them lose their innocents. Until the hand of
justice can make things right for them once and for all they
wouldn’t feel safe. As for the predators, they stated that they
paid our wages, and it was their constitutional rights. Even he’s
wondering who is right and who’s wrong.

O’Malley blew passed the
receptionist, even though she called for him, and went right to
Mahone’s door walking in to find it empty. He went back out to the
bull pen and noticed it too is empty then back to the receptionist
playing Farm Land ignoring him.

“Where is
everyone?”

“What now you want to
acknowledge me? As you can see there isn’t anyone here,” she picked
up a nail file and pruned.

“Listen I don’t have time
for this shit if you haven’t noticed there is a man out there
blowing up monuments and killing cops. So do you want to do your
fucking job?”

“You see that square box
with all those numbers and buttons and a weird shaped thing you put
to your head? That is called a phone and my job is to answer it if
it rings and to make coffee. Other than that I’m not a monitor of
who is where.” Though she is and her computer can tell her where
anyone that has a walkie-talkie or police vehicle signed out
is.

“Where is Lt. Mahone is I
need his help?”

“What to go through papers
and do the grunt work to catch the guy as he always does and you
lot take the credit.” She planned on calling them before but
thought better. The times they’ve had run-ins with the FBI, and
though they tried to work together, they can’t. It looked like it
worked to the public, but it didn’t. The FBI takes over and its
fuck you in layman’s terms. “You see the other little black box
over there, that’s called a radio, why don’t you try
that.”

Agent O’Malley needed him
to do a press conference and alert the public to the Mayors Aid.
They confirmed it was him and not the Mayor, and two other known
suspects. One a congresswoman and the other on the Board of Health.
A third is still unknown to them. They had units sent to see what
the Chief’s involvements are and rip apart his home and life. He
needed to show the neighborhood that the rich and powerful are not
protected in this city.






# # #






“I’m telling
you David we are fucked on this one. Everyone on our side in this
is dead, arrested, or pleading as we speak and all you can say is
relax look at the view. You need to get off the drugs and back to
reality.” Mahone recognized the voice as Kahale.

“I have plans in place if
anyone is arrested. They’ll be silenced before there
processed.”

“He has a point Dylan we
have to pull out of this and get out while we can. If not we are
all sitting ducks. I don’t want to be used like Kahale for target
practise,” came the voice of a man Mahone recognized but couldn’t
place off hand.

“We don’t need to pull the
plug. How many of our operations get shut down in the country and
out of it? This is no different. Will do what we always do and
survive as long as we stick together. We need to be on the same
page and you both know that,” said the Chief.

“Oh what, like those
lackeys down at the Port, hell of a lot of good they did. What
happened to them, oh yah, they got their heads chopped off not to
mention the colossal mess at the mansion,” still trying to place
the voice.

“If I, or any of us, were
a target in this then we would be dead. After the attack on the
island the Judge got poisoned by someone and not his blood like the
autopsy report. We need to get a hold of this city now before it’s
too late. More and more people are rooting for him, they’re at the
council halls and courthouses, police stations and government
buildings demanding answers. They are screaming for the blood of
the one's responsible, and it isn’t him it’s me and you,” said the
Chief.

“What the hell am I
supposed to do? The feds were at my office today ripping it apart.
They know someone from there is in on this and it’s only a matter
of time before everything else gets taken out too. How much money
do you need? Do any of us need?”

“It isn’t our fault you
lost your phone last night. You better just hope they can’t trace
it back to you,” said the Chief.

“Yah no shit David, what
we need is what he knows and what needs to be erased. They shut
down four other homes since last night and the heroin has stopped
since the tack team got taken. We have contingencies and the people
to see to them if we have to run so I don’t want to take that off
the table yet,” said the faceless voice.

“You don’t get it do you?
With the key players taken out of key position in the government
then everything else collapses. The gas and oil stations, the gold
traders, loan offices, it will all come down. He is taking us out
and hanging our shit stained underwear on the line for everyone to
smell.” The Chief smashed something.

“What we need to ask
ourselves is; why hasn’t he killed you yet? He may not know or just
hasn’t gotten to me yet. Poor Kahale the stupid cunt should have
died in that house tonight. I don’t understand why he’s here now
there’s no chance for him to escape this. Wonder why you’re trying
to convince him to stay longer.”

“Yah why is that David?
He’s right I should have gotten out of here as soon as I brushed
the dust off myself. What are you playing at here?” Kahale
asked.

“You want to run then run
I won’t stop you. I’m only trying to get us all out of this without
going to jail,” said the Chief.

“And the morgue you trying
to keep us out of there too?” Asked the voiceless man who
antagonize both sides.

“I don’t care stay or run
it is up to you. Sure if you stay there is a chance you catch a
bullet before the DT Killer is arrested, but if not, then you live
to make a dollar another day.”

“That’s all this is to
you, money. When people you have known your whole life get killed
in the streets,” said Kahale.

“Don’t act righteous with
me you cunt.”

“Listen! It doesn’t matter
if we escape the long arm of the law. We will get bitch slapped by
the mother of Lady Liberty for letting her kid get used as a sex
toy. Our judges and lawyers are all getting picked off like flies,
how many last night?”

“Over a hundred people in
the house.”

“Everyone dead in one
swipe.”

“But they were not all our
men,” said the Chief.

“Fourteen last night and
how many the day before? How many dead tomorrow? How many today?
You can’t answer any of this and I think we should all run,” said
Mr. No Name.

…“I think it is time to
join the party before it breaks up. I’ll go in alone you all wait
in the hall.”

Mahone checked in with the
outside units and all’s good. He left the room and walked next
door. Mahone wanted a chat with the only living suspects and
victims’ of the DT Killer.






# # #






Jordan was lying flat on
his stomach on the roof of a building across the East River on
Roosevelt Island. He had everything set for a quick escape across
the river in a sinkable dinghy and a five minute ride to his
warehouse. The only thing good in all this is convenience because
he sure could use a good night’s sleep.

He watched the action
across the river and enjoyed it. To see a well-organized police
show how quiet and unobserved they can creep into a neighborhood.
Sealing it off before they walk up to the front door to knock. They
were a good force and there was many officers that stood for
justice. A couple in fact in the room next to the trio of scum.
Amber, she had grown into a beautiful spirited woman and strong at
heart as he hoped she would. She’s like her mother, he was always
happy to see more of the mother in her, then anything
else.

He lay there watching as
the rooms on the floor are cleared out on this side as were the
rooms around and below. They were thinking of the three B’s,
bullets, bombs and brutality and knew to get everyone off the floor
when he attacked. He could tell by what’s going on, without
listening to his scanner in hours, they connected what their
involvement is and will go in. He knew that Mahone would go in
first to see if he couldn’t draw him out.






# # #






“I am sorry
Peter but it is what you expected, did you know that your wife is a
Kymira?”

“No, what is that? Is it
what’s caused her condition, is it fixable?” Peter asked with a ray
of hope never there because this information is unknown to
him.

“It is very hard to detect
because so few people have the condition and each one's can only be
found with a unique test to them. Your wife never showed the
pigmenting of the skin and the only physical element she shares is
the different coloured eyes.”

“We always wondered, and
the doctor told us it wasn’t to worry over. Is he part of
this?”

“No please calm yourself.
He told you what is true and what is right, it is a condition
shared by many, and not every Kymira has them. Your wife’s
condition is called split embryo consumption. Two twin eggs before
turning into the first staged of the fetus is swallowed by the
other. She was to have a twin but the other egg and its DNA makeup
got consumed and two became one,”

“So she is two for the
price of one then?”

“Yes she is.”

“Why haven’t any of the
doctors over the years found this? Why can you have the right
answers when I have had every doctor look at her?”

“It is rare. I will not
say the doctors here didn’t know. By the findings of what I have
accessed and what got deleted they knew of it and didn’t tell
you.”

“We can only transplant
from another Kymira.”

“Did they all know?” Peter
asked not registering the good news.

“No. I think the day nurse
that’s in with her now is doing her job, the rest of them did,
nurses included,” said Dr. Gallus.

“Thank you. Find me what I
need. For now I have errands to attend to.”






# # #






The New York Secretary of
State Benjamin Gates listened to the information to go out over the
radio on the Chief and others involvement. He needed to know if his
name got mentioned or if they will arrest the Chief. What came over
the radio is vague.

Gates needed to learn what
they were doing here. No one knew he’s here, not even the Chief. He
drove up to the hospital noticed the cops everywhere and that meant
he’s tagged. They will have his identity in seconds. At the front a
security guard came up and he held out his ID.

“I’m sorry sir there is no
visitors allowed in right now you will have to come back later. Who
are you here to see?”

“A kid who just had a limb
attached. Why else would I be here? I want to know what’s going on
right now and as a member of the house I have authority to. Now do
you want to tell me or do I call your boss?” He pulled out his
cell. One thing that works with low level security, they know what
you need and are afraid to lose their job.

“Yah not a problem you can
contact any of the officers on site. The main security station is
to the left of reception.”

Not this asshole. Then he
noticed the piece of paper on a clip board and saw Kahale’s
picture. His throat went dry. He drove away without another word
and stopped to take the duffle bag out of the trunk. Gates always
wished he didn’t need it but is glad it’s on hand now. He got back
in the car and stared at the cube that swung off the mirror with
his family. Never again will he see them and they would have to
live with it now. The horrors of it all, and what he’s done over
the years.






# # #






Mahone walked into the
room just as Kahale is leaving but Mahone grabbed him and pushed
him back into the room. He closed the door behind him and walked to
the middle of the room taking a look out at the view.

“Please don’t
let me be a party pooper. We were having such a stimulating
conversation a moment ago, why don’t we continue it?” He looked at
the faceless voice. “Should have known it was your slimy ass. I
wonder how they’ll take it at the office, two of the top brass on
the take.”

“He is just
here to go over that homicide I witnessed last year-”

“Cut the shit
David. What’s he here for then, posture, go over the electoral
schedule, or the slaughter he escaped last night?”

“Why are you
here alone then Alex?” David asked.

“Told them to
wait outside for a few more minutes besides the hospital is locked
down.”

“That’s you as
well Mahone. Don’t think that you will get out of this
alive.”

“No I don’t
plan on it. I do hope I make it out alive. I would love to live and
grow old with my family. But I know and I accept what my end will
be in all this should it come to that, can you?”

“Fuck off
Mahone, feed that shit to someone else, what are you waiting for
then let’s go.”

“Not
yet.”

“When
then?”

Mahone’s phone rang. “Hold
on a second this is the call I expected, Mahone here.”

“Defective
Detective, so nice of you to join the party, I am right to assume
that you were waiting for me? A nice entourage you have mustered up
on such short notice. I must commend you you did a fair job
reaching this point with no aid from your cat and his magical bag
of tricks. I spy with my little eye an underling about to die. One
word you are on the phone with me and its game over for everyone in
the hospital, not just those who need to die.”

Mahone looked out the
window and could see the FDR but police had it covered. The Island
across the East river, is he there, or is the whole place going to
blow. He said everyone in the hospital didn’t he? Mahone didn’t
know what to think. How did he planned to attack? Questions ran
wild but he couldn’t take his eyes off the lights across the
water.

“Is it fair to
assume, with the carnage you saw in Sands Point, is the reason you
are in there alone? Have your men stay out because you are now
reaching out for true justice my dear friend? You want me to kill
them for you. A person who can do that to children, deserves to die
No?”

Mahone didn’t think he
should tell the truth. He didn’t know what made him either. With
what’s happened it may be time to be honest, even if it is with
himself. Besides it may be the only form of justice they
get.

“Yes.”

“Yes what
Defective? Speak up I can’t hear you.”

“Yes!
They deserve to
die!”

“One foot to the right if
you would please.”

Mahone shifted and before
he heard the window shatter in front of him he felt the blood and
skull pelt him in the face. The same as when an icy chunky slushy
snow ball is whipped at you, but warm. Two more shots followed and
hit Kahale and Allan dead center of the chest painting the walls
behind them. The sound is deafening with the ammo used and the
man’s head exploding two feet away. Mahone’s head rang and has
trouble hearing the voice on the phone.

“Take care of yourself
until we speak again my friend. We will have our face to face Alex
as I promised, and I proved how I like to keep my promises. Please
do tell Maria that I’m sorry the suit got ruined, you look
sharp.”

The room filled and even
though he heard the last words spoken by the DT Killer he couldn’t
hear the surrounding voices. Amber tried to get him to look at her
but he just couldn’t take his eyes of the island across the river.
That’s where the DT Killer is and would be long gone before anyone
can be mobilized.
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CHAPTER
TWENTY ONE






WOULD YOU TAKE
THE SHOT?





















Jordan stabbed a large
hole in the side of the dinghy and the small motor to pull it to
the bottom. He walked a block and a half to his car and made his
way back to his warehouse to get a location on Secretary Gates. He
dialed the number and let the computer do the work. What he needed
is 45 seconds max for any system to be traced. Unless you have a
military connection on the black market for SAT phones then you’re
traceable. It didn’t take long for Gates to answer.

“What a close call for you
today Mr. Gates had you shown up fifteen minutes sooner you and I
would not be having this conversation. Did you enjoy the show? Your
sick minded kind you probably came in your pants. Did you cum to
the sight of all that blood Mr. Secretary? Did it tickle that
little kid deep down inside you you want to let out every time you
see something like that? I understand the need to tickle that
little lost boy turned so wrong inside you. So young and innocent
wanting to be free to play but forced to turn into the monster you
and I are. Such a lovely family you have here and to think with
this stigmata they will suffer more darkness in life than either of
us.” He had the signal and was waiting on the final
coordinates.

“Please don’t
hurt my family, please,
I’ll do anything you want just don’t hurt
them.”

“Calm down Mr. Secretary
your family is safe it is up to you who pays for the sins of the
father. They say it is the son who pays for them. Is your son going
to pay, is he going to suffer for you?” He sat down with one of
those pre-wrapped sandwiches and enjoyed it.

“Please what
do you want, tell
me I’ll do anything for them, is it money?”

Jordan laughed and choked
out a chunk of chicken. “Money! Are you fucking kidding me? Do you
think that I need money you piece of shit? I can buy ten of you in
a week and not break a sweat. I chose not to because I believe in
Liberty and Justice for all. Not the ‘Just-is’ system where you
bend over and they tell you what it ‘Just-is’ so if you listen your
family will be safe.”

“What do you want me to
do? I’ll do it. Me and my family will be safe right?”

“Believe I said your
family numb nuts pay attention. I would like to have a face to face
with you Mr. Secretary that is all, and I swear, your family will
be safe.”






# # #






Mahone washed the blood
out of his hair, and mouth, the suit his wife bought him is ruined,
he can’t keep anything. The Media covered every angle of the
hospital and they were out for blood. The stories that ran around
the clock are not of the DT Killings but who and what the dead had
done to deserve it. Amber was right, every one of them had at least
one person that would want them dead. Most of them would have a
lynch mob after them for what they did.

The media now called the
DT Killer the Swift Sword of Salvation, The Son of Lady Liberty,
who the hell did they think this guy was a Saint? They were calling
people in the state and around the country to take a senses. In the
United States 38% said he’s a monster, while 45% said the NYPD
should take a seat and let him work, 17% didn’t care. It was nerve
racking that the city was against the police, the country was
falling in behind him, and there’s nothing to be done. The Ledger
is a dead end at every end they work the case. The only case that
came together is how fucked up and dark this city is.

Biggest news right now was
the dead mutilated and used as objects by the people we the
citizens elect. There was little mention at the more than 100
people killed there or who they were and Mahone couldn’t blame
them. Who gives a shit a suit is slaughtered when they do that to
children? Mahone thought he saw it all but the last few days have
been more than anyone in any lifetime should handle.

“We have confirmation on
Secretary of State Benjamin Gates as the prime suspect in the house
of sick,” said O’Malley.

“Are you sure on that?”
Amber asked.

“We are locking down the
island he wouldn’t have gotten off it yet. A guard spoke with him
just before the massacre so he has to be here. Air and water are
both stopped and searched. The heli-taxi service can work within
city limits and for emergency cases only. Will get him.”

“Shit he was outside, it
would have been nice for him to have been in there with us,” said
Mahone.

“What do you think our
chances of getting him alive?” asked O’Malley.

“This is what you do,
first buy a lotto ticket and then go out on a sunny day, you’ll win
the lotto and get hit by lightning twice.”



# # #






Abul watched the home, not
having scouted it like the others, he needed an idea of what the
lay of the land was. He wouldn’t be deterred from this one in any
way. The skin so smooth and perfect like the others and they will
go together like a puzzle. The time was getting late, and the first
subject will be in bead soon. By the time he went two blocks they
should be well asleep.

He stood outside Wii Min
Yun’s home watching it for any signs of life. Abul loved the babies
at this age. It was perfect for when the time came when the baby
wouldn’t get up to feed or in need of an ass-wipe every two hours.
At around 12 months old, if you are a lucky parent, your baby
should need the last feeding at 11pm to keep them quiet through the
night. When they get quiet in the night you take advantage and get
some much needed sleep.

With everything quiet he
made his way through a basement window their eldest left unlocked
to sneak in. The house was silent except for his breathing that
only he could hear. He was inside the Master bedroom looking at the
couple in the bed asleep. He would be dead in a minute if they
woke, the husband is a cop, so this was a new level of excitement
for him.

Slow and quiet he lifted
the baby out of the crib and cradled him in his arms gentle and
soft to not disturb his peace. He made his way out of the house
through the back door. On his way there was a man with his dog and
Abul took cover in some shrubs. He knelt down, and the baby
stirred. He looked down and remembered his own children, the ones
he thought were his own at least. Abul remembered how deep and pure
the parents love is for their child and what they will do to keep
them safe. The babies face scrunched up and Abul knew what it will
do next. He snapped the babies’ neck to silence him before he can
even take his final breath.

First child placed in the
trunk he went two blocks south and made easy work of the lock on
the back door into the kitchen. The dreams of so many some do
witness in the night. Whether it be a kid prowling in the knight
breaking into cars, or a man outside your child’s door with no good
thought in his mind. Dreams keep us safe at knight because you know
the horrors you face in there are far more frightening than the
one's in real life, but then you wake up.

“BABY ANFERNEE” is on the
door and Abul stared at the child awake in his crib playing with a
shaker. His little feet kicked in the air eyes as big as life and
smiled as he looked up at the man standing over him. There was no
fear in his eyes and he didn’t cry out just smiled and shook the
shaker with one hand and reached out to Abul with the other. He
rolled over and tried to climb up on the bars and Abul picked the
baby up and looked into his face. The baby stuck out his tongue
made a fart sound and sprayed spit at the same time. Anfernee
grabbed Abul’s face the whites of his hand magnified by the dark
pureness of his skin. The baby bounced up and down in his arms as
he made his way back downstairs and out of the house.

How this baby made him
alive more so than any other, awake and laughing in his arms.
Unafraid and safe with the monster, he continued to bounce as Abul
walked back to his car. He looked into the babies eyes one last
time and made the fart sound with him. Then he snapped his neck. He
collected the third child in the same fashion and placed the white
baby in the car with the others. Abul let the exhilaration wash
over him at his achievements so far. He felt more powerful than he
ever has and he will be a legend.






# # #

Jordan is in his Rover
with the Secretaries' location. He’s able to track him with just a
laptop and GPS number. He watched as Gates made his way towards the
Harbor to make a run for it by water, well, so he
thought.

“I want you to turn around
Mr. Gates there is no way out for you. Do you not wish to at least
stand like a man and die for what you did? For the pain you caused
your family, all the scrutiny they will be subject to for the rest
of their lives. I want you to go to Central Park. Do you believe in
God, Mr. Gates?”

“Yes I do.”

“Well I want you to look
at me like your families own personal God, the God I am is up to
you. Am I a vengeful Hell hath no fury type, or a peaceful only
make those who deserve to suffer type. It’s up to you so I would
listen.”

“I understand. Can I call
my family to say goodbye?”

“You audacious
son-of-a-cunt. Did any of the kids’ in those rooms get to say
goodbye you fuck. You leave the phone on until you get to the
statue. Remember I burned your fucking cunt news reporter so I want
to hear you breathe. I want to feel it on my cheek like I was
spooning you. Cocksuckers don’t get phone calls. Listen if you
disobey me in any way then I’ll slaughter them like the Chinese do
dog’s for their meat. With complete fear through physical
torture.”

Jordan got angrier the
more he spoke, so he shut up. He concentrated on his breathing and
thought of how he would get to feel him take his last. Jordan will
be there, he will make sure he feels it. It has been so long since
he made an intimate kill like this without a gun, bomb, or poison.
A knife or strangulation is a more intimate kill.

He pulled into a parking
spot three blocks east of where he burned the reporter. “I want you
to go to the Alice in Wonderland statue and have a
seat.”

Jordan watched if anyone
followed him. If the one you’re following won’t cooperate staying
stealth is difficult. If police had placed a tracker on him they
can hide, within a few minutes you can see if someone is following
them, or you. Jordan hung the phone up and took a seat on the
mushroom beside Gates.

“It is a beautiful thing
is it not? The joy of a child, free, able to live in a world all
their own. Lost in a pure imagination that a grown-up has long lost
threw evil like you. Stripped of everything they know to be true in
innocents sold to the highest bidder.”

“Hay I never
slept with or-” taking notice of the man who sat next to him he
stopped for several seconds. “It’s you? This whole time you have been
terrorizing the city, you.”

“Ta-da! Hello cocksucker.
We are not here to talk about me but the dirty deeds of you and
your kind.”

“Me? How many
people have died because of you? How many of them were kids’, what
about that bus, how many?” said Gates.

“Everyone has a
reason to die, yes, but not in the way you make them. Not buy
fantasy and domination in the sickest form. The power you sell to
people to watch the innocents be taken from them. By bringing them
into one of your kill chambers tossed around stripped naked made to
be so much smaller than they already are. You would stare into
their eyes and watch as the horrors of abuse penetrated their tiny
bodies stabbing through them with both pain and fear. Watch as the
fear of death enters into them and the panic that drives the pupils
to expand and the eyes to vibrate. Then you get to feel them die
and watch as life leaves their body all while fucking them,
you cocksucker.
You’re the one who came up with this capital venture and got the
others on board.” Jordan would hock a loogie into his face but DNA
is an invisible rat.

Gates sweat stunk of fear
and you can see the same realization the children did before they
died, that’s what Jordan wanted. He had the buck knife in his hand
and it clenched tighter.

“Do you know the only
thing I’m sorry for in all of this?” He brought the knife hard into
Gates chest and severed his aortic valve. “Is that though I wanted
to do the same to you, I couldn’t, because not even I can do that
to another person. This is mercy so be thankful.”

Jordan didn’t know why he
said that perhaps from before he met Jena. Back when the darkness
was all he can think of because those were the only real emotions
he had. He had a good life and twice now it’s taken away. It may be
God telling him he is more important to the world doing this. With
a wife and kids’ he didn’t need to because what he felt was real,
and they weren’t evil. Or is this God making the score even for
everyone innocent he’s killed.

Back in his Rover he
dialed Mahone, and he picked up fast. “Let me guess you have the
Secretary dead with a cat, no, don’t tell me, with the corps of a
dead baby shoved up his ass? Am I close?”

“My, my, Detective you do
have a sick mind. But yes, I do have him. He’s in Central Park
playing in the imaginary wonder land the government lives in with
the only difference being, people die in this world.”

“You sure can make a
spectacle. Nice and public make sure it’s all out in the open for
any child to find.”

Jordan hung up then
uploaded the files on their operation and every location both here
and around the world. Tonight was just to prove the first one and
let the others fall like dominos. To be honest, I know it’s sad and
sick but if all the kids’ had to die in that house so be it. If
Jordan had the choice and its kill everyone there to expose them on
a global scale to prevent them reacting and save some of them. Or
all the kids’ die in every house, he would kill them. He sent the
file minus this house a week ago so surveillance should be in place
to take them all down. Around the country and world they have shut
down 23 homes and more are planned. So if Jordan had to he would
have killed every living person to save them all. Now before you
say, you could have gone through with it other way’s without the
death of kids’. Yes that’s true, but, every time he tried they
would move before anyone can arrest them. They would torch the
houses and erase everything and they would do that with every house
regardless if it’s compromised or not. They would have all died to
stop one house and then started up new. The high power players
needed to be caught in one place and in the house. He looked at it
from every angle you could and the way he chose was the only way to
get them out alive. So far they have saved more than 350 healthy
and another 246 with mild to critical injury. More than 500 kids’
they would have slaughtered.

He thanked whatever God
was out there that no kid got hit with any of his bullets. He
thanked God that he didn’t have to kill everyone in the house but
he would have. To save a thousand would you kill one child? Most
would say no. Then what of the thousand killed? They are not all
adults, but children included. To be given that choice and forced
to decide is not anything anyone would ever want to experience.
Most couldn’t make the choice and it would cause the death of
everyone. Jordan would choose. He would sacrifice one, his own
child included, to save the lives of many. Why? Because every child
deserves the sanctity of innocents and life. How can he condemn
1000 lives and say that what he does is righteous if he’s not
willing to sacrifice his own. His own life, children, and family,
everything to protect them as he can only hope others with the
strength to choose would do for him. Humane is to think of everyone
as equal no matter if there is blood shared or not. To do what is
right for the majority, to ensure their survival. Children are the
only innocents left in this world.






# # #






Abul made quick work
snatching the babies and now stood in a neighborhood under
renovations and able to work in peace. He laid the babies down on
the counter and walked over to the island where his tools are set.
Reciprocating bone saw, scalpel, super glue, needle and
thread.

He picked up the white
baby and brought him over to the island. With the bone saw he
sliced through the limbs and made clean cuts. Minus the beautiful
spray of blood the blade made as it spun removing the hands at the
wrist, elbow, and shoulder. Abul did the same with the legs laying
all the pieces lined up on the counter. Next he gave the head a
quick tug to separate the scull from the spine and vertebra. Then
he used a Buck knife to slice through the neck to separate the
head. He used a scalpel to remove the eyelids, ears and lips and
repeated this for the other two. With everything lined up he took a
mix of salt water and washed each piece clean of blood.

Abul started the next step
once they are clean and recognizable. He worked on the heads first,
the white baby got a black ear sowed on and then an Asian ear. One
black one Asian lip and eyelids and then he gave him a black nose
to finish. He thought of changing the eye’s as well but thought it
better the mothers could see their big once colorful eyes one last
time. He did that with all the babies sowing them back together
with different limbs for all. With dark thread on light skin and
white thread on dark skin gave it a highlighted look Abul felt
proud of.

He gathered the cameras
and tools and put everything into the trunk, he placed the babies
wrapped in the blankets he took them with, into the back seat. He
parked where he did before and placed the white baby in his crib.
How he can tell what one went where is the eyes, and he did the
same for the other to. He did this while the parents felt like they
were getting some much needed sleep and not awakened every fifteen
minutes to see if their babies alive.






# # #






“What did he
tell you this time?” Amber asked.

“Told me we can find the
Secretary in Central Park in the imaginary wonderland that this
city has made for itself. I don’t care what he said get the park
security to search-”

“I know where he is. It's
Alice in Wonderland, imaginary wonderland, what else is in the park
that direct?” said Amber.

“How do you know that?”
Miller asked.

“Used to go there when I
was little. Unlike most people that live in this city I take time
out of my day to get to know it and its history. Did you know that
there used to be a pond separating Manhattan that now makes up the
Civic Center?”

“You a cop or a history
teacher?” Spencer asked.

“Who cares let’s just get
over there before some unlucky bastard sets off a bomb.” said
Mahone then called Bomb Squad to meet them there. The techs set up
on the spot the reporter got torched, still taped off, just to the
south of Alice in Wonderland.

They took half hour to
drive the perimeter with the rover looking for wires or secondary
devices. With the camera pointed at the sculpture they drove around
to look at the base and scanned for any signs of a bomb but didn’t
find one.

“So how do you wanna work
this?” Miller asked.

Amber had her camera out
snapping pictures while the rest of them stood there watching. Not
one of them cared to help at all but yet the bare minimum still
needed to be done. She had yelled at them several times to help but
they weren’t paying attention. She stood five feet ahead of them
and bent over taking shots of the chest wound.

“You guys get a good look
because when we get back I’m telling your wives.”

“Mine knows what a pig I
am that’s why we separated,” said Miller continuing to
stair.

“I’m just a pig and you
know that so the better question is why are you bending over in
front of us?” Spencer asked.

“Because I have a nice ass
and it’s used to get you dicks to pay attention. I’m not the only
one here with a fucking badge now help.”

“You’re not my boss little
Miss Prissy, what kind of cop wares a jump suit to work?” Miller
asked.

“I’d be careful in pissing
her off I’m betting that by the end of this your all going to be
reporting to her,” said Mahone.

“Yah and where will you be
boss?” Spencer asked.

“Dead or in jail. I’m
hoping for jail but that’s not looking likely. Now let’s get this
shit cleaned up.”






# # #






Mahone stopped in front of
Mr. Chow’s home with Amber going through her equipment bag. You
would think she was on the forensics’ team with everything she kept
in there. She was making more of a hassle than normal and Mahone
couldn’t blame her because he didn’t want to go in there
either.

“Are you ready to go in
the house? You don’t have to do this Amber if you’re not ready for
something like this yet,” said Mahone.

“What because of my
history? No I’ll be fine. Someone has to do it and why should I be
spared, besides I’ve gone through everything so far and know what
to expect, I need this Alex.”

“To see the photos and
walk the bloody trail is two different things Kid-O.”

“Well then let’s walk it
together. Just another number like it should be right? No personal
involvements' no attachments' nothing like that so there is nothing
to take home with me.”

“I was wrong in that. Look
at everything that has happened because of me shows we can’t keep
living life like that. We can’t keep making each case just another
number and not care for the victim’s family, and the one's left
behind.”

“Taken you 20 years to
come to that one and unlike you Alex, don’t get it twisted here,
but you’re a fucking asshole always have been. I love you and you
are a brilliant cop and I have learned more from you than anyone
else combined. But the biggest thing you taught me you never even
meant to teach me was to care. You always say distance is best, but
it isn’t. The people that call for our help are people and they
shouldn’t be written off as just another case file stored away.
Your willingness to take the easy road has always been your
weakness but you make it work wonders for you.”

“Just luck I
guess.”

“No it is because
regardless of your attitude and willingness to bend you can find
the monsters that make people scared to sleep at night. You can
catch the bad guys and make people feel safe again. Even though I
don’t agree with your methods all the time it doesn’t make you a
bad cop just a dumb one. Why do you think you’re still
alive?”

“I couldn’t tell you that,
may save me for last. Might need me alive to get someone in the
right spot for him or out of protection. Might just be fucking with
me.”

“Wait get someone out of
protection what do you mean?”

“Pull some string he has
and force me to move the people on the list who have the VIP
package of protection. The ones on the list that came in on their
own though wouldn’t say what they did. There’s a few in there that
could be snuffed out without a care from most if you asked
me.”

“What about
Redemption?”

“What do you
mean?”

“Redemption of your sole.
The religious opening in all this shit the Trinities in life to
recreate the city it must first be destroyed. That’s those who
infect the government. He doesn’t hurt the innocent and hasn’t
killed you because he thinks he can save you to save
himself.”

“That could be Amber but
the level of violence and the fact he said he knows me. Gone
through everything in my life and no one has made any connection
from him to me. Come on lets go handle this it’s more urgent than
the DT Killer.”

They walked
into the home and the Chow family is in the living room with
detectives of both the 101 and Nassau County
4th precinct. Since the case covered the city Downtown had
primary. Mahone watched the family in hysterics yell at one another
in Mandarin and he could only imagine what they were saying. The
husband is stationed at the 101st station and worked with the
men standing there to witness your weakest moment.

Miller was in the bedroom
taking pictures of everything and compared to the other scenes this
one was spotless. There was nothing to show anything happened other
than the mutilated baby lying in the crib ten feet from the parents
sleeping like babies. It’s been eating away at Amber but she knew
this reminded her of something. Times like this she both loved and
hated the fact she read so much. The East Indian hair found, and
the babies butchered though there was more to it before and this
was the same but she couldn’t think of it.

The baby was in the crib,
now exposed but covered to start, eyes wide open and mouth
contorted into a smile. Without the horrific disfigurements the
baby still looked alive and happy. But the scene inside that crib
was nothing but sick and evil, horrors you don’t see in the movies,
and can only be from real life.

This hit home for Mahone
as he used to live in this neighborhood and they still owned the
home but rented it out. He looked out the bedroom window and
thought of the peaceful days not too long ago chasing gang bangers
and drug dealers for killing each other. The city has turned on
itself and not for the worst. The reports of violent crimes have
dropped since this all started, and the gangs have kept to
themselves.

“We got another one two
blocks west,” said Spencer.

“We’ll take it one, is
there a name,” Amber asked.

“Melisa and Julia
Tullie.”

“Son-of-a-bitch
they took ten years to find out they can’t have kids’. Another five
to get the adoption because there gay and now gone like
this. Cocksucker!”
said Mahone.

“Is that the sound of you
caring for someone or is it only because you knew them why you’re
angry? You didn’t get that upset for Officer Chow and he is a cop,”
said Amber.

“I don’t want or need your
psycho analytical bull shit right now let’s go. Spencer call me
when they find the third one.”

“There’s the selfish cunt
I know and love. Couldn’t care for a minute could you?”

“Fuck off, Spencer I want
you to look into the timing and see how far he could go and where
he would be safe to do this without being bothered. Will work with
local, you two come with me, I’ll want both of you at the third
scene Amber you can’t go solo yet.”

“What the hell
is happening to the city? We have one guy taking out every dirty
cop who wrote a bad parking ticket. This asshole
fuck, is doing this to
babies, and he is letting him do it. He knows who it is, and this
cocksucker is letting him why?” said Amber but it isn’t where
the blame lye. Still how could you not be angry when you see
something like that?

“Could use it as a wrench
to give him the time and freedom to do what he wants. To distract
from him, or he could know as much as we do, could be how he’s
gotten this far. Piggy back off police knowledge,” said
Mahone.
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A new day had started and
with the shit stinking as bad as it did the most anyone could hope
for sleep was at One Plaza on a cot. Mahone was lucky to have an
office but Amber looked like a bag of that shit he was smelling.
This case, every case, was taking its toll on the city in whole.
The media were asking when it would collapse and give in on itself.
They asked what the DT Killers demands are, who is good to stay,
and who should be locked up.

It wasn’t as easy as that
bowing down to his will and let him take control. They couldn’t
negotiate with terrorist and even though that’s what the military
said even they have had no luck to find him. The CIA has had a lift
on the sanction forbidding them to operate on domestic soil. What
they have is a list the same as what’s floated around the office
and city like a cosmic joke. The invisible Terrorist that the
majority of the country was routing for.

There was nothing any
agency had on the case because there was no suspects. There was no
one man with ties to anything foreign, domestic, personal, nothing
that links them. The ones that do link to a few are not funded
enough and have no dealings in the east coast any more. There was
no “Citizen” that fit the profile or means. Every one that’s anyone
got vetted and there alibis have come back clean.

Now Mahone stood on the
porch of a couple that were close friends to his wife. He felt bad
for them the years wasted to get a child both medically and then in
the courts. Now stood clinging to him for dear life. Pattie looked
as though she would choke on the snot and tears on her face.
Chrystal stood cradling the baby in her arms and sang Twinkle,
Twinkle Little Star to him. He wanted to cry himself and he should
show more than he is but with the constant question eating away at
him he can think of nothing else.

With the lab so spread out
over the city they were still waiting for the two CSI vans to
arrive. On a usual case there would be a dozen techs per scene, but
now they have one per single body. That made the work of the police
slower casing the families to suffer more. Miller and Amber were
inside the home and taking care of Amber. The baby is laid on the
coffee table and covered and Melisa is taken outside to the EMS.
Thank God something was still operational.

Amber went right back
inside once the EMS took Melisa and headed for the room with her
bag. She walked in and jumped to the center. The floor was a shiny
tile so there would be foot prints. She pulled out canister that
blasted a fog over a surface sticking dust to the imprints. Not
good for fingerprints but she wouldn’t find any of those here. Feet
even covered, leave faint prints. There was smooth prints found at
other scenes she needed to find them and what way he
went.

She noticed the same
prints and wondered how they could stick be smooth and not make the
person in them slide everywhere. They wouldn’t be able to walk on
their tip-toe with so wide a gap unless you were nine feet tall. It
was as if he hopped tip-toe through the house.

“Go to the front and wait
for CSI. I’m going to do a perimeter sweep to see if I can find a
point of entry from the street. See if anyone’s house has a camera
facing the road.”

“Yes boss right away,”
Miller saluted.

Amber had a uniform tape
off the scene and another to get men to canvas the neighborhood for
any house with cameras. She walked the yard and there’s nothing to
tell her what way he came in. No broken branches, no steps in the
grass, nothing. She climbed on top of the garage behind the house
and got a better aerial view of the other properties but still
nothing.

“Detective I have a
gentleman here says he saw a car drive onto the site last night.
Tells me security and workers are in and out in the night but drive
company trucks.” The voice came over the radio and she was still
not use to the word Detective.

“He had to stay close we
may have the primary.” She climbed down.

“Do you want me to call
downtown for a warrant?” Miller asked.

“No we don’t have time.
Something is eating at me, and the harder I work it the sooner it
will click.”

“And the third scene? If
you in there like that someone will get in shit and I’m the senior
officer so that’s me.” Miller bitched but got in the car with
her.

“Alex can handle it. I
need three two man units to assist me. We may have the primary
crime scene. Do what you want I’m going?”

Miller shut the door and
knew that he couldn’t just let her go alone she may end up shooting
someone. She drove to the construction site and had the patrol cars
flank the building and the main entrance. She was still waiting on
more units to cover the rest but until then she figured go in heavy
and heated.
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Peter sat watching the
news and admiring the brilliance of what was happening in the city
and how it was helping him. With the police so preoccupied and the
body count so high that nothing else can be discussed including
him. He hated Alex Mahone as much as anyone who has met him does.
If his wife wasn’t still alive and had she not made him promise not
to blame him or to take revenge. Told him it wasn’t Alex’s fault
she got poisoned. Though he wished it wasn’t him to live this pain
and suffer. For this to happen he wouldn’t be able to wait so long
to kill him. But love is a promise that no hate could make him
brake. That didn’t mean he can’t watch him suffer and enjoy it. He
kept a detailed account of it in a scrap book meant for his son’s
first year of life. Now full of death and the pain he felt every
day unable to help or end it.

“Sir the team has
arrived,” said one of his aids.

Peter paged Doctor Gallus
and told him to meet in the pool house and to bring his findings.
When he entered a moment later he is greeted by the team of doctors
responsible for keeping his wife sick and their pockets lined with
his cash. The blood of the people he killed when he didn’t have to.
One victim is needed to save her yet he turned himself into a
monster to do it.

“Good afternoon Peter.
What is the urgency is there some-”

“No she’s fine. We’re
waiting on our guest of honor to arrive. Here he is now, I trust
you are acquainted with Doctor Gallus, or as he is better known,
Israfil.”

He watched the faces of
everyone and how the colour vanished replaced with fear and
realization. Just a name referring to the Angel of Healing Raphael,
it now the world over brought fear to anyone who knew its
origin.

He was a ghost and a
pariah. The cure and the plague who brought death and life
everywhere he went. He’s thought to be dead, killed in Tibet China
five years ago. How he’s stayed alive is a wonder in his line of
work. It’s the question on all the faces there and Peter saw they
believed the stories. Hell he did to, and the only thing that
mattered for the Good Doctor, if he or anyone else wanted you dead,
you would be. If he wanted you alive you would be, but that’s not
the problem for the team.
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“You do like to
give orders to people on the job with more seniority. You know how
much shit will get over this-”

“I gave you the option,
your choice to get in, I’m not doing anything wrong. I’m telling
you to calm down and not worry I’ll take any heat and tell them I
ordered you.”

“Well you kind
of did, boss.”

“You better get used to
saying that.”

“The days will turn dark
when you take over and I’m stuck now my transfers
filed.”

“Well just remember how to
follow orders and I won’t have you playing traffic cop in the hood.
Let the Home Boys break a piece off your little white ass and turn
you out. Your downtown now dumb, dumb, I can send you
anywhere.”

“Nice to hear
your checking out my tight
ass.”

“You’d like that wouldn’t
you? Take that little tight ass and spread it into a Man-Hole, you
a cock boy, huh, you batting for the other team?”

“Wow that’s a set of lips
on you.”

“They were on your
ex-wife’s pussy last night shit was dusty.”

“The mouth on you, should
take you down there, let the brothers give it a filling,” Miller
shot back.

“At least with a brother
it would be a filling and not just something I can floss
with.”

“I don’t even think the
brothers can fill that mouth.”

“Fill it better than you
would Leonardo De Vinci.”

“What did you just call
me?”

“I called you a
guinea fuckin’ homo from the 15th
fuckin’ century, you ever
get told you look like him? The air and whoft of a man that likes
to play the bag pipe?”

“I see we’ll get along
just fine,” said Miller.

“As long as you know that
you’re the Bottom Bitch we will. Let’s lock down the trailer and
have officers round up everyone on site.”

Everyone that was arriving
for work all stood frozen as the cop cars came flying into the
site. They were out of the cars and two workers made a run for it
and didn’t make it too far.

“Can I have everyone’s
attention, we are not here on any warrants, and we are not here
with INS. What we want is your cooperation to locate the house used
to commit a murder. No one here is under investigation and no one
is leaving until I say otherwise. Though I just stated that no one
is under investigation you will be if I don’t get your cooperation.
There’s that word again, let’s do that, and we will be fine and we
won’t suspect you to be the Butcher.”

“You know how to get
someone’s attention don’t you?”

“I like to.”

“Hay lady what the hell do
you think you’re doing? You can’t just come in here and shut down
my site without a warrant,” said the Forman when they entered the
trailer.

“There’s no one you can
call that will stop what’s happen-”

“I’ll sue every one of you
were on a fucking schedule no one has seen anything and if a house
is used it would have got found by now.”

“No. You listen
you fucking scumbag. Not one, not two, but three babies got taken
from their beds and mutilated reassembled and put back together.”
She had the iPad on his desk the portrait playing. “Now if you want
to be a dick and stand there waving your dick in the wind at the
law. If you think your dicks bigger than mine then whip it out
baby, let me see it. I’ll cock
slap you so hard the mushroom shape will heal
before your site gets reopened. Then when you do get back into
business and that bruise fades. I’ll slap the other cheek and have
Inspectors write you citations and shut your ass down again.
Now, am I going to whip
out my dick to compare width and length? Or are you gunna put that
little thing away and play nice.”

Amber was standing three
inches from the man that towered over her and stared him down. The
room went quiet and Miller swore the site went still outside. He
didn’t want to know if she would put all those guys on the site out
of work or if she even had the clout to do it. With no solid
evidence to get on the site he’s worried he may be suspended. Had
it been any other case he would have waited for the
warrant.

“How long will this take
because were behind and it cost me money. I’ll bet you’ve never had
satisfaction in bed, they say that about bitches. Woman who are
power hungry cunts act like this because they’ve never come in bed,
is that true?” His team laughed.

“You want me to whip out
my dick right now don’t you? Higher better workers and ones that
don’t run away every time a cop shows up afraid of INS. You hire
Americans, then you may get some work done. Until then I’m going to
take as much time as I need and extra for thinking your dicks
bigger than mine.”

Amber left the trailer,
and the Forman was making calls but in this case there was no one
to call. Even if you had dirt on the Mayor it couldn’t stop these
cops here today from locking everything down to find the killer.
There was five people being arrested outside and it looked like her
warning meant little.

“I want you to run
everyone on the site and anything outstanding take them in. If
their immigrants kick them off the site and tell them to find work
elsewhere. Run their plates and I think those tractors over there
are the ones stolen last year have them taken to the Yard. You hear
that in there dickhead it’s time to show you how big mine is,” she
yelled at the swinging door.

“You do know how to make
friends don’t you?” said Miller.

“Not here to make them.
Listen everyone! This is now an active crime scene and everyone
here and there vehicles are now suspects and evidence. That’s how
you make friends.”

“You know how much shit
will take for this, we don’t know that this is the primary, we
don’t have enough to shut it down like this-”

“Ma’am a worker in grid
two is reported he found blood and tools in a home. Dispatch
radioed it into us he’s on his way back to show police. Did you
notify HQ of our location?”

“No, you did though,
thanks.”

Ten minutes later they
stood in the kitchen looking at the tools and buckets of soapy
bloody water on the ground. The floors and ceiling are covered in
blood but the island and counters are cleaned and Amber can
remember Sunlight dish soap on the babies. Now she could smell it
again though this time mixed with iron strong in the room from the
baby’s blood. You can taste it in your mouth when it’s this strong,
this innocent, and you could never get used to it. Innocents taken
away with so much violence and hate.
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Peter stood looking at the
men and woman exchanging looks of realization and fear of the
inevitable death sure to greet them soon. The looks of how on some
of their faces is what Peter looked for. The ones who wanted to
know how they would die. Not the ones to plead their fear and
clustered excuses thrown at him as he stood there. There was only
three that didn’t plead their case and bag for their life. Peter
smiled at them with content that the time should be here to witness
the end of sanity and the birth of the insane mind.

“It should take effect in
a moment Peter. Are you sure you want to watch this? Each case is
different, and it depends on how much is ingested,” said Dr.
Gallus.

“Oh no, I wouldn’t miss
this for the world, what is the seriousness of what they
had?”

The men and woman stood on
the other side of the room. Too afraid to move with the gunmen
standing there yelling different questions now and not pleading for
their life. Peter is eager for what will happen.

“None of you will die,
that would be without merit in my eyes. So I asked my new friend
what else I can do. He told me there was a problem with how LSD got
manufactured in the 70s and it caused tons of soldiers to lose
their mind. Go psychotic in different ways that depended on the
person who took it but they all lost their minds. Who they were is
no longer there just complete madness. The Viet-Kong gave them
spiked doses to drive the best soldiers mad in a state of babble
constant moans and screams. Not from going mad but from the burning
in your brain that never stops and you believe it’s on fire. No
pain medicine can help it either and unless they know what happened
you get locked up in an asylum for violent people. That’s the only
emotion you will ever feel again.”

“There look at her? Do you
see the sweat? The pupils as they explode? She will be-”

The doctor didn’t finish
before she grabbed her head and screamed ripping chunks out of her
hair. One after another they screamed in agony bashing their heads
unable to make words with the drugs taking hold of the brain. One
of them ran across the room head first into the marble wall. The
screaming is a joyful deafening pitch followed by the hollow clunk
as his head hit. Blood stuck to the wall as he slid to the ground
but the screams never stopped. The man didn’t knock himself out
until he bashed his head a few more times.

“I will have further
confirmation tonight on suitable transients,” said Dr.
Gallus.
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The news had mentioned
very little of anything but the Butcher and the latest victims’.
Three families on the screens and the reports told little of the
real pain and horror that the mothers and fathers must feel. There
was little that could be shown on American television but the
internet was a different world with no limits.

Abul picked up on the cops
at the internet cafes. He noticed two men, side by side, playing
solitary. With that avenue burnt he went to a Wal-Mart and bought a
notebook he can ditch when he’s finished. Uploaded the pictures in
a more private place gave him the time to enjoy his work. He didn’t
like phones or computer devices because of how easy it was to trace
them. The little screen on the cameras sucked compared to a larger
screen.

With the photos and videos
sent to the news agencies and placed on various sites like
You-tube, but on black market Onion sites. In the deep web spread
wide for the world to see the full show for free. He sat in a bar
and watched the reports of this morning’s gruesome discoveries and
recaps of the Sands Point slaughter. He felt the ripple of power
you feel when you take a life travel up his spine. Part of the
house caved in and yard covered in bodies, from the angles the
helicopter and ground cameras captured, are ripped apart like
confetti. Bodies looked like they got put through a paper shredder.
Legs, arms, and heads littered the back yard with torsos gone,
blown to oblivion. The blood, he had never seen so much blood. The
reporter said it looked as though the gun man walked off with the
heads but said later explosive rounds explained them
missing.

He enjoyed the story until
the Breaking News banner came fucking it up with shit he didn’t
want to see. A warning ran across the screen of extreme graphic
footage and information if squeamish please leave. Then what he
thought he would never see on the Daily News. A brief report on the
Butchers gruesomeness and an image of one baby. But for just a
moment to give the graphic description no one believed earlier to
be true.

They had the screen split
playing both the DT Killer and the Baby Butcher. The reporter had
the image up of a mother holding her baby in her arms crying and
entering the Ambulance. The words, True Evil! on the banner. On the
other side is the video of the children taken from the home that
looked like a war zone. With the men responsible for the tortured
kids’ dead, the banner read: TERRORIST OR HERO?






# # #






Amber had the whole site
shut down and everyone is detained. She had flatbeds take their
vehicles to the Yard and did the paperwork in a way that Concrete
Contracting would have to pick up the bill. She walked into the
kitchen and noticed how spotless the island and counters are to
keep the babies clean.

“Hello,”

“When you get a chance
check your email the Butcher posted it on the internet and its gone
viral,” said Mahone.

“Where are you we have the
primary and it’s spotless other than the floor and walls. Why did
he go through the trouble of keeping them so clean and the others
so bloody?”

“I’m in rout now. He
wanted them to be clean and as alive looking as
possible.”

“So he wanted the parents
to feel safe one last time before picking them up or turning on the
lights to see Franken baby staring at you. That’s why he kept the
eyes the same.”

“That or to keep track of
what child went where. Though I don’t know why the heads needed to
go home when everything got scrambled.”

“Giving them the videos,
he wants to be the focus, he feels like he was the first terrorist
of the city. He’s sent videos to the police and news before the DT
even started. Those movies we still can’t ID the victims’ and they
were well before the first confirmed American victim. Interpol has
no reports of countries with babies killed and videotaped that fit
this pattern.”

Amber climbed into the
work trailer taken over by police. A TV is set up and has nine
channels with different News reports. The images they shoed were
horrific even with Amber being there first hand and held the baby
herself. The room was quiet, and she didn’t know what reporter is
talking but her face wasn’t dry. None of the reporters can contain
themselves and the cameras wouldn’t leave there faces as they did
any other time. Whoever worked the cameras for each station were
all doing a good job showing the impact this had on New York. The
cameras went from image to image of different people watching the
report live around the country and at the scene. Back and forth
from the DT Killer to the Butcher flashing different banners for
both. Though DT was a conflicting header most giving him
praise.
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Jordan woke in the state
of rest and can still sleep another ten hours no problem. He
however made his way to the kitchen and popped two Hot Stuffs in
the toaster and pulled out a bag of Kopi Luak coffee. Five hundred
for a pound of cat shit, his wife had class not him, but he’s loved
it ever since. He looked down into his warehouse and spoke a few
commands so the TV was to the most recent reports of the Butcher.
He then dialed Mahone’s private cell he never turned that one off
and it will wake him.

“Defective you sound like
a bag of shit are you not getting enough sleep? Your District
Attorney is taking adequate care of you I trust? Do I need to teach
him a lesson in manners having that money and not being a gracious
host? We can’t have that.”

“No its psychotic pieces
of shit like you and the Butcher that keep me awake.”

“Now is that a way to talk
to an old friend? I see you got roped into the Butcher, now isn’t
that a real monster, the real psychotic one?”

“Your both
psychotic now get to the point!” said Mahone.

“A little testy when you
get no sleep. I’m filled with such real pride and accomplishment I
slept like a baby.”

“Gee aren’t you
lucky now what do you want? I got shit to do today thanks to
the both of you.
Not to mention the piles of bodies around the city with no work
done on them. There is someone harvesting organs and no one’s even
on the case!”

“You know what that is my
friend?”

“What?”

“A personal
problem.”

“Can we cut the shit what
do you want?” Mahone asked.

“I saw you on the news
helping those families in their darkest of times and wondered what
you experienced? Pride, self-gratification, glory, happy to be
there for your wife’s friends? I wonder how you can help yourself
when the time is right, with so much hate thrown at you because of
me. To be a help when someone is in need and hold them tight for
the cameras to show your human and you shouldn’t be the one they
all hate. But they do Alex.”

“Is there any other reason
you called or was it just to be an asshole?”

“You see I like that sass
you have to not handle this like a normal case. With a psychopath
terrorist as you like to call me. I would like to play a game with
my friend that’s it.”

“We
aren’t friends you
son-of-a-bitch!”

“Oh but I am
your best friend and the only one in this city who likes you. Even
your wife doubts you and looks at you like the predator you are. I
bet the only reason the D.A allows you to stay there after what you
did to him is because of your wife and kids’. She will risk the
lives of so many because she doesn’t believe in you and thinks you
are a monster like the rest of them. She ran away from not me
Detective, but you.”

“What do you want with all
this shit? How much blood must you spill to be
satisfied?”

“The significates to all
this is far greater than anyone of you can understand. Do you think
this was for those only on that list, Defective?”

“No.”

“And who else have you
shared that with my friend?”

“No one.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know
why.”

“Yes you do Detective, now
tell the truth, and tell what is inside of you. Inside of every
citizen in this city, this country. Tell me why you play slow ball
on this case you know who I am. Now tell me and I will give you the
Key. Tell me why you won’t tell them who I am my
friend?”

“I don’t know who you
are.”

“Yes you do now tell me
why, if not who Alex, the why will do?”

“Because they
should all be dead! Every one of them. Every last fucking one of them myself included.
Is that what you want you fucking cunt! D-E-A-D, dead!”

“Good now were getting
somewhere. Soon you will see the truth to who I am though I suspect
it wouldn’t be news to you. You refuse to admit it perhaps. Or you
may not accept it and it’s made you blind with the rage from what
you and those around you have done.”

“I told you the truth now
who’s next?”

“Straight to
the point no banter I like that Alex. This has been a political
strike, but not only for the cities' redemption, but for a personal
vendetta you could say. Though I have made you the center of this
and justly so given what you did. This is far greater than a man
fighting a war. There is one way to get people out of hiding its
killing the people who have their secrets. This is what I need you
to do Defective Detective and there is no negotiations. I need the
Keeper on a plane and brought to me.”

“And what in
your twisted mind makes you think I’ll deliver a man to his
death?”

“I have been
playing a child’s game up to this point have I not?”

“You call this
child’s play, how many dead, how many more? I call this
war.”

“War would
entail you can identify who you’re fighting and not with your own
citizen. This is not war this is a correction in justice were the
powerful are met with greater power.”

“100,000 shots
of explosive rounds from a Mini Gun is meeting power with power?
There was kids’ in that house you fuck.”

“Not one dead
because of me. With them killed you could find their other
operations and shut them down before they can kill the kids’, did
you not? One call from any of them and all those kids’ would’ve got
slaughtered like the rest.”

“Can you get
to the goddam fucking point? I’m not bringing a man here to
die.”

“Do you have a
tablet out of the D.As home? You can find them in every
room.”

“Yah.”

“I want you to
turn it on. He keeps access to the city camera feeds on all his
devices. Turn it on and open the globe app. Then punch in
CCTV34-B.”

“Alright I see
it. I’m look-”

Mahone thought
he could feel the explosion threw the iPad. He watched as a series
of explosions imploded the building. I know I’m fighting a losing
battle with this one, but I refuse to surrender: Collapsing a
building with explosives is not an implosion. An implosion is a very specific
scientific phenomenon. The collapsing of a building with
explosives, is the collapsing of a building with explosives. The
explosives explode, and the building collapses inward. That is not an implosion. It
is an inward collapsing of a building following a series of smaller
explosions designed to make it collapse inward. Period. Fuck
you!

“The Keeper
Alex or I attack civilians. You said it yourself that this hasn’t
been child’s play so far and I will show you it has been. I will
make sure they all die and I will detonate the bomb at 3 AM so it’s
full.”

“I don’t think
you will.”

“To kill this
man I will destroy this city because he’s bombed multiple cities.
Now shall I go public with this or will you save the lives of five
thousand people? Minimum.”

“What’s wrong
with you?”

“I can admit
what is wrong with me and I want you to get off your ass and do
some work. What I haven’t been able to find out is who the CIA
Keeper is and you will give him to me. Have you wondered anything
of the dead not on the list? This is my own personal list I am
working off and for you to save those lives you will have to get
involved Alex.”

“How will me
telling you who the contact is get this keeper to New
York?”

“Why is the
CIA even here have you thought of that Alex? Prohibited under law
to conduct or proceed in operations on domestic soil. Unless danger
to the United States Sovereignty threatens the population. Posse
Comitatus Act, habeas corpus, and all that. Military has more
authority then they do so why is there a team of them lurking in
the shadows?

“I don’t know.”

“They know who
I am to an extent, there is only a few of us it could be, and even
fewer with the means to pull these strings. They have been
eliminating their own targets for the last ten years and before I
get picked off I brought the game to them. I am the one that has
all the secrets to their dirty little war my father conducted and
they will do anything to stop it coming to light. The thousands of
dead helpless people that was WW3. The billions in gold stolen and
covered with the blood of the innocent and they are responsible.
Have I killed the public and put them in imminent danger the police
can’t control? No I haven’t, and I admit there have been deaths I
wish I could take back. But I am not to answer to you but to them
the people.”

“What the hell
are you saying, responsible for what? Why rage war in the city like
this?”

“It was the
only way to get them out of hiding before they unlocked my codes
and cracked my computers. Before they can find out who I am and
stop me. I would be surprised if your friends in the CIA didn’t.
Get me the CIA connection Alex and you’ll get the rest of the
story. Save a couple lives won’t you, because I will kill them, you
realize that now right?”

“Yah I
do.”

Jordan hung up and stared
at the boards that told a story from when his father signed up for
duty in 1940, to his death in 1980. With everything he’s found out
on his father it didn’t compare to what it leached into today. When
looking for answers to his father’s death he found more than he
ever thought he would. Those involved alive today are up to their
eyes in the same sick shit that went on in the war but corporate
and on a global scale. When he looked into one person curiosity
what it is he wanted to know everything. Not just those connected
to his father but connected to everyone still in power.

The evidence he has
collected started with his father’s death and how something was
wrong with it. The Cold War was cold as being lethal and silent to
the world on the more heinous actions committed on all sides. Most
of those who served their country then are paid from it now. They
used the knowledge the government gave them to protect the
constitution for their own profit. He found them in the search for
the one's responsible for his father’s death. The team who stole
the gold they seized from an Afghani war lord. He still didn’t have
the whole story and was putting it together when the larger picture
of it slapped him in the face. As the D.A he always took pride in
what he did and the fact is he’s a straight shooter in the
courtroom. He wanted the words honor and justice for all to be
meaningful again. That meant not justice for his father but
everyone not just in the city but around the world.

This wasn’t to do with him
alone and his vendetta against those that killed his father. When
he found who they were and what they are involved in today he had
to take a bigger action. After his wife and kids’ got taken from
him there was no other choice and no reason not to. Not family
anymore. He had built the case for fifteen years and tried to
convince Alex to help him arrest them now he can prove what they
did. Alex argued the evidence wouldn’t be admissible having come
from an unidentified source and through illegal seizure. It was
that or a thousand other reasons to stall. So Jordan looked not
only at the politicians but the police. Three years later he’s
sickened to even have called them friends including Alex
himself.

Since he was a small child
and the horrors he had to endure will never be forgot. Thanks to a
rare brain condition called eidetic memory there is nothing he
cannot recall like a DVR playing your recorded episodes of TV.
Whatever he chose and some things he can’t delete can be recalled
in 100% vivid accuracy. Most people, say it is a blessing, but It
isn’t. Far from it. A normal person without a way to control the
anger it puts into you having no choice but to remember the evil in
your life, would commit suicide.
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Mahone couldn’t understand
what the CIA had to do with any of this and can imagine whatever it
is wouldn’t be nice. He will hand over a group of men to a
psychopath to save the lives of 5000 people. Will he hand them
over? Tell the DT Killer who they are, to make more children grow
up without a father? The answer is yes, but even though they are
here, no one can say who they are. The problem with the CIA is they
are an established member of the department they want to keep tabs
on. A man you worked with fifteen years as a detective may be
CIA.

The Keeper is the only
person at Langley who has the identity of every field agent and
their current location. He took three hours of screaming at
different departments in both the congressional building and the
White House to even confirm he’s a real person. With all the
political involvement in this and everyone trapped like a rat you’d
think they would be more cooperative. He was on the phone with the
President’s secretary trying to convince her he needed the name of
the man and she wouldn’t budge. He then reminded her he was the one
that saved her sons life. Covered the fact he’s the only witness
alive in a quadruple homicide which would have botched any chance
her husband had to become governor of Michigan. He could still
convict the one responsible is why he destroyed the evidence he was
there.

It still didn’t help
having her risk her job to give out private information from the
President’s personal phone book. When he called the number he got
hung up on. Five separate calls to different departments at both
Langley and the Pentagon he’s told no such person ever existed.
They remind him the laws with CIA operations on domestic soil. He
was running out of time to find out who this guy is when his phone
rang.

“Defective I must say I
didn’t think you would look for him. Thank you for doing something
right for a change, the bears awake now it’s time to
wait.”

“What do you mean I found
nothing out? I’m told he doesn’t exist, what did I do?”

“You got the response I
hoped for, a flight is cleared, and the keeper is on his way. What
you did is call and asked for the one person who will never exist
to the CIA. It forced him to check on his team here. He’s the only
one that has their identity so he has to come in
person.”

“So what are you doing?
You say there’s more than just the dirt in this city what is
it?”

“A few years ago when I
looked into the death of someone I came across more than I was
looking for. One name led to another and soon enough I was over my
head in the sins of the city that never sleeps. With so many people
here it was easy for them to set up shop and I don’t blame them.
The gangs and organized crimes in the city kept you lot busy and
left the real crime up for grabs. Political domination and control
organized from an authoritative position and controlling the top
levels gave them the Intel to keep off the radar.”

“I still don’t understand
what this has to do with me?” Mahone asked.

“You were and are the one
that just didn’t care. You try to hard now to appease me in any way
you can. I demolish a building set to blow tomorrow and tell you I
will kill a bunch of citizens unless you cooperate. A good little
puppet you danced. I haven’t hurt civilians and I don’t intend to.
Now you just got who I want on a plane headed to me. You need to
read that ledger Alex and look into who is on it closer. The people
I want are all on it and only a few are close to you. I can’t make
it too easy for you but heat may reveal through acid a better
glimpse into the truth.”

The line went dead and
Mahone still understood none of it. What the hell was this guy
driving at other than killing people? Was this city chosen because
of its vulnerability buy the government to operate the most
despicable crimes he has ever seen? He knew that the sex trade was
more than a billion a year in revenue. Was that cash flow going
into the pockets of the men and woman who wrote our laws and govern
our country?






# # #






Jordan knew that they
would scurry like ants from the kid pouring water into their home.
No sooner did the last bullet hit its target ripping his head
apart, did the calls go out to meet. Once a week there is a whole
sale of stocks shares bonds and negotiables at the financial stock
exchange giving the members of the 1% clearance to meet without
question.

There is 200 billion
traded daily and 700 people trading in the three rooms of NYSE.
Even though they handled the money of the true men of horror they
didn’t deserve to die. There’s only one chance to get the group
before they broke up the rest of their organization. He found out
it was the CIA protecting them as they do their major investors.
The Stock Exchange was the only place in the city they would be
safe to meet now that not only the government is watching them but
the public to.

For the last few days with
all the media coverage on the dead it has only shed light on those
still alive. The city protested in the streets and outside
politician’s offices and homes asking why they let such corrupt
business men fund their campaigns. They were outside the homes of
the right and powerful and the news cameras were there recording
every bit. He could tell that the bottom of the barrel’s gone. The
ripple he created would rip through the country. There are dozens
of arrest so far from New York to California up the political
ladder to the White House. The President is interrogated and Jordan
felt kind of bad because he’s the only good President America has
had since Ronald Regan.

Though not everyone is
taken to jail for what they did and several of them were not in New
York and out of his reach. Those here are scared and one email that
said fire sale and it’s what he hoped will happen. It means he
slapped the bull in the nuts just right.
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Amber sat in the
passenger’s seat watching the video and couldn’t stop the tears
running down her face. Even though her insides screamed she
couldn’t utter a single sound as she watched the mutilation from
four different angles. The next she smashed her iPad on the
dashboard until pieces flew everywhere and glass cut into her hand.
Miller had to grab her and hold her tight to get her to stop
hurting herself though the same anger burned in him. She calmed but
wanted to lash out on the animal who can do that to a baby and live
with himself. To take pride in it the way he is and boasting it for
the world to see.

“Please don’t cry, will
get him, you and I will make this right and give him what he
deserves.” He held her and let her cry into his chest.

“I want to kill him, I
don’t want to arrest him to make a spectacle out of the evil he is.
I want him dead, and I want to be the one to do it.” Amber is safe
in his arms and didn’t understand why? Maybe he isn’t like most of
the pigs in the department and listened to what she said instead of
staring at her tits and ass. “Why did your wife leave
you?”

“I left her because she
can’t keep her legs closed. We still live together because it’s
cheaper with kids’. I do love her but she loves to be loved by five
to many men at the same time.”

“Bit of a whore is
she?”

“Careful that’s my wife
you’re talking about so until we divorce its Mrs. Whore to
you.”

“You don’t act like a
player, like the rest of them, so what’s your game?”

“In 34 years I have been
with two woman that’s it. My wife when we got together said I was
her second as well but to date I have confirmed 23 more and stopped
looking.”

“And your
kids’?”

“Their mine. I had DNA
tests done last year when I caught her in bed with another
cop.”

“How long?”

“What since the last time
I had sex or the length of my dick? Why are you
offering?”

“No.” She sat up and
looked at him but saw the face of a man asking but not intending to
act on his wants.

“Calm down sugar tits.
Call me old fashioned but I like to date a girl before I fuck
them.”

“Well let’s hit up an IHOP
and see what we can figure out,” said Amber.

“The hair found you don’t
want follow it back to the lab?”

“No I’m hungry and need to
think of something other than butchered babies for an
hour.”

“I thought we’re having
sex?”

“No IHOPs is IHOPs don’t
fuck with my food.”
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Abul headed to the
district known as “Bum City” were a collective number of homeless
have made shelters under the bridge. There was more than a hundred
tents and shacks built protecting their owners’ crap that could
only ever be wanted by people like them. He wouldn’t be looked at
down here. Lots of immigrants have made their home because whatever
family they have here wants nothing to do with them.

Here he would be safe to
burn the bag of clothes and bloody materials without being looked
at as there was a dozen other fires in barrels. In a greasy track
suit and hadn’t showered for three days to fit in with the others.
Abul burned the clothes and the bag until its ash and then burnt a
pile of other materials on top of it mixing the burnt materials
into one another.

Homeward bound to wash the
stink off himself and prepare for his next outing and watch his
deeds on the news. Though it would be wise to take a break for a
while. Abul couldn’t calm the rage inside himself. Couldn’t control
it and the more he tried the more he blacked out and didn’t
remember. When he did it isn’t what he wants. Wanted to remember
every drop of blood and cry from the mother as she screamed out for
her children. To remember the smell and taste of their fear and see
in their eyes the realization there child will die. If he hadn’t
made the movies he wouldn’t remember he mutilated those babies and
put them back in their cribs last night. He tried to remember but
he couldn’t which meant that he left something behind that will
lead the police to him. But that wouldn’t stop him.






# # #






Amber hadn’t slept at all
and standing at the counter waiting for David to give her and
Miller the results sleep was the furthest thing from her mind. It
had been days since anyone in the department had gotten any sleep
and it didn’t look like any relief was coming soon
either.

“I can tell you it’s a
match to the first hair. The shoe impression is made by someone in
slippers over their shoes or in rock climbing shoes. Five nine 180
pounds and from the Middle East, that’s what we have on
him.”

“There’s nothing else from
the blood collected? No DNA from another contributor a finger
print, drop of sweat, anything off the samples collected?” Amber
asked.

“Sorry there’s nothing I
can give you,” said David.

Amber and Miller rode in
the elevator in silence frustrated they couldn’t help. Miller
stared at her and wondered what the anger is born from that drove
her so hard in life. What scarred her so deep the pain of what she
felt bled into whatever she did in life? He has heard stories from
other cops in One Police Plaza but left them as just that, a story,
not the truth.

“You look like a kid that
knows how to do something but just can’t find that one screw to
hold it all together,” said Miller.

“I’m missing something,
it’s in front of me and I just can’t see it. There’s that feeling I
have studied something like this before but it wasn’t just the
babies killed. Do you recall anything from school or the academy or
heard anything like this? Now think?”

The way she asked him was
an interrogation, and he felt frightened of her. “No I haven’t.
Don’t you think if this sick shit happened in America it would have
compared it to this case? You have looked like this for days now
what are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking I have read
this before somewhere and I know this case.”

“You know I read in a
Cosmo magazine once that if you go to sleep thinking on what
troubles you then the answer may come to you in your
dreams.”

“Are you sure you’re not
half fag, or quarter queer? Any man that reads Cosmopolitan in my
book is at least a touch fag deep down trying to fight his way
out.”

“You want me to show you
how straight I am,” he grabbed his junk and licked his
lips.

“That was just creepy you
sure you’re not on a registry list somewhere? Are you allowed to go
to parks and playgrounds, do I need to do a check on
you?”

“I ran your name the first
day I met you.”

“Well I’m preoccupied with
real work. We need to go to my house I want to look something up in
my records,” said Amber.

“Where do you live,”
Miller asked.

“Trump Tower.”
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Agent O’Malley sat looking
over the arrest made both in the city and around the country
because of everything that has happened. There is blood on his
hands as much as those men being housed in the Metropolitan
Detention Center. On the same block in another building connected
to him. O’Malley wondered why the list is missing names he knew
himself should be on it. He wondered what it all meant and when it
will end.

The bottom two floors are
cleared of inmates and now housed those that could be connected to
the slaughter in Sands Point and the Vice team killed on the port.
They could connect most of the dead to one another. Though there’s
several killings that didn’t fit their new theories and none of it
fit together to begin with. What did Mahone have to do with this?
Why make him the center of attention when he is nothing but a push
over as far as his investigation could tell? Eager to make
advancements or solve a case if it meant getting his hands dirty,
but that was the game you played when dealing with
psychos.

Military presents is
allowed not to help with the DT Killer but keep the citizens in
order. They are camped out on the lawns of the Justice Buildings,
police stations, court houses and parks. With picket signs and
bullhorns they demanded answers that no one has or will give. The
military was doing nothing because the protesters are peaceful and
not stopping traffic or causing any real disturbance. They listened
to the DT Killer and didn’t act out in violence but showed the
restraint the government is, most of the time, unable to show
themselves.

He couldn’t connect one
case to another and what it had to do with Alex Mahone’s cases.
There was so many dead that the actual number’s still unknown and
bodies still being put back together. The one thing it came back to
was: the number saved is much greater. That is what the city knows.
What the country doesn’t know yet is most of the arrest made in
this are people in different states or countries all together. What
they didn’t know and what he suspected was that New York was the
head of the snake and this guy was cutting it off to kill the
rest.






# # #

“How did you
swing this place?” Miller asked.

“I don’t know who owns it.
It, along with a trust fund, got left to me,” said
Amber.

“Checked out the places
when I tried with the ex. Three grand for the weekend.”

“Sounds right,” she stood
on a ladder that ran along the wall covered in books and files from
floor to ceiling. The condo was two stories and looked like a
billionaire lived in it.

“No idea who owns
it?”

“I do, but it’s in trust,
the person that left it wished to remain anonymous. Now can I get
help here?”

“What are you looking for
in all that?”

Looking down the hallway
and the first room he saw books and ledgers lining the walls. There
had to be tens of thousands he can see without the upstairs and
whatever is down the hall.

“Have you read all these?”
Miller asked.

“No I just put them up
here to look at, yes I have, and this is my wall of sick. You will
find every case around the world involved with demented forms of
killing.”

“How do you distinguish
crazy’s and sick-os?”

“A crazy person will beat
you to death with a steal dildo. A sick-o will beat you to death
with a steal dildo wearing bunny outfit then play the banjo with
your intestines. On this wall is bazar sick fucks that like to
torment and torture children and that asshole is in here
somewhere.”

For the next five hours
they sat going through the paperwork she has accumulated in her
short life. Miller didn’t know how one person could have read all
these books and court briefs and not be 100 years old but still in
her twenties. He gave up an hour ago and watched her curse as she
pulled down stack after stack not finding what she swears is there.
She held a bible and swore it’s there he didn’t know why but he
believed her. Curled up in a chair he’s falling asleep when she
yelped out in joy like she had just won the Power Ball.

“I got him! We
got the cocksucker! I know who he is and there is only one way to confirm it,” she
dialed a number on her phone.

“But this says he got
executed.”

“Bull shit! There was a
prison riot the same week he’s scheduled and twenty inmates
escaped. They say they captured them all but when NATO did a count
there was five missing. When executed the families and media are
prohibited from attending and the only confirmation they could give
was DNA samples processed by their own doctors. I know it’s him it
has to be.”

“How are you going to find
out?”

“Hay Jordan its Amber how
are you? I was wondering if you were available I have a break on
the Butcher and could use your help.”

“A little busy at the
moment do I need to be there?”

“We need to borrow you’re
Video ID programs to process every face in this city in the last
three months. I have an image to work with I just need your
computer can I go up?”

“Yah that’s not a problem
use what you need and I hope you get your man.”

“Hay Jordan I have meant
to ask but how are you dealing with all of this? You were close
with some of the victims’, and events themselves are you
alright?”

“I’m fine Amber thanks for
asking. I wouldn’t call those men friends.”

She hung up the phone and
Miller stood there looking at her like she’s crazy. “The D.A has a
place here to? What the hell’s wrong with you doing civil work when
you already have your fuck you money?”

“Jordan wasn’t always
rich, and I got none of this until I turned 20. I had to work my
whole life, and this is what I wanted to do. Come on I want to show
you something cool.”

Upstairs they entered into
a room with the walls bright white from lights until Amber
commanded it to run the Video ID program. She spoke the case
reference number and a photo of the East Indian man she’s looking
for came up in front of her. At once the holograms of the city
raced around her as the cameras used by the private, commercial and
government came on. Live virtual images of what is going on. It is
cool software, and she loved using it but the government wouldn’t
fork out 10 million on a computer. Even if it can remake anything
in a virtual world.

“Jesus fucking Christ your
right it’s him.”

Images of Abul at
different times around the city recorded on camera in his car and
walking. They could track him as far back as three months and as
recent as two hours ago.

“I got you now you
son-of-a-bitch,” said Amber.
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Jordan sat looking at the
device he’ll use to wipe out the next batch of degenerates. The
only problem was that civilians may be killed as well. Three floors
of the prison contained the political advisors and fortune CEO
Representatives arrested in the last couple days. The guard
stations on each floor are connected to the units and will get
exposed to the gas.

Killing people wasn’t a
problem for him though he didn’t like to take life if he didn’t
have to. If there was a way to do something without innocent blood
spilled he would find it. The only way he could is a risky decision
and dangerous if you want to live. The MDC is built in an
individual grid pattern ventilation system meaning that each wing
had its own. Where the CEO’s, politicians, dirty lawyers and plain
scum, are kept have four guards each that would be effected by the
gas.

He looked at the antidote
for the toxic nerve agent he would pump into the air system of the
jail. If not given within twenty minutes the guards will be dead.
So if the FBI and the rest of them don’t respond fast enough to
enter the jail, they’re dead. Or if they think it’s an air born
pathogen, which it is, they may wait for Hazmat and their dead. He
would have the bike messenger deliver the package one hour after he
placed the timed device. He needed the timing right because an
alibi is crucial.

There wasn’t much time
left for him to get through everyone before the walls closed in
around him. He never thought that his plan would work this far and
get the right people in the Sate he wanted. Every one of importance
and high on his list were all in play. He needed to be extra
careful now he’s near the end. The end of the beginning to a whole
new city.

Jordan got in his Rover
and made his way to the Civic Center. He parked a few blocks away
and made his way into the tunnels of the city. With the right key
cards you have access to the cities' underworld maze that can get
even the city planner lost. He wanted to be positioned in the main
court room used as the command station for the FBI when this
happens. Early in the day so Agent O’Malley will check the forensic
reports to see if there was anything new which there wouldn’t be.
Jordan hoped that by the time they got anywhere the stacking bodies
would slow them down. With the Sands Point Slaughter and bodies
still at the scene, they were at a loss. The American Constitution
and Bill of Rights is what kept him operational. Even though they
didn’t know it was him yet if the military was wide spread he would
be shut down. For now though he could move free but that wouldn’t
last much longer. Though he gave praise to the President for
keeping his word and is true to the grounds he’s elected on. It
didn’t stop the order for a full military presence. The publics out
cry at the corruption, cover-ups, and plain failure to govern their
own people. Instead they pick on the innocent civilians. It was a
matter of time when push came to shove. No matter how many toys he
has and like Felix with a magical Hat he is bound to run out of
tricks.

“Good morning Agent
O’Malley I wondered if the subpoena’s for the lawyer’s records had
come in yet? I want to get a look at them if I can?” Jordan
asked.

“What makes you think that
I’ll let you see anything we get? Your loyalty is to the NYPD not
the FBI,” said O’Malley.

“Because all I care for is
this city. To see it come to this, to see the justice and liberty I
fight for rain down on my head. When I see that the people I work
with are no better than the people they prosecute or arrest.
Manipulation of justice is all it is and I maybe I’m not on the
same list as those fucks in PD but am a victim. I have given your
agents access to everything I own and let them invade space I
haven’t even entered in more than three years. So yah I believe
you’ll let me read what I want.”

“I don’t want PD apprised
to what you see and hear when we get it, is that
understood?”

“Chrystal. What’s the
status on it?”

“Will have the warrants in
twenty minutes and I have men ready to move on the office and homes
of the lawyers so in an hour.”

“I’m going to get a
sandwich and coffee from the deli do you want one?”

“Sure a turkey club on
rye. You don’t have a 24/7 butler to fetch you stuff?”

“Nope I like to do things
myself as I always have.”

“What do you do with all
that money?”

“Give away all my profits
to charity and keep my balance at a sufficient number so the
intrust pay’s for it and whatever else I want. I’m a simple man it
was the wife who’s the money maker I’m a civil servant like
yourself.”

“Just saying if I had what
you pay in taxes on one of your properties a year I wouldn’t be a
fucking civil servant. You sure your mother didn’t drop you on your
head a couple times?”

“I’m sure she did on more
than one occasion. I don’t care for the extravagant the opposite in
fact, I do indulge because I can, but nothing more than
that.”

“Can I have a mill to
indulge with?”

“Can I have a blow
job?”

“If I get the mill you
can,” said O’Malley.

It was a 100%
honest-to-God-I’ll-suck-your-dick look that gave Jordan the creeps.
Not that he had anything against gay people but this guy’s
fucked.

“I think I’ll stick with
getting you a sandwich.” Jordan left the courtroom and had a dozen
orders he had to fill by the time he left which was what he
wanted.

At the front door he said
hi to the guard and pulled out his phone as soon as he’s outside
and placed the order. Across the street to City Hall Station Subway
entrance he made his way into the maintenance tunnels that connect
the underworld of the city. With fifteen minutes to plant the
device and be back at the diner to pick it up.

Once inside the
maintenance rooms that delivered the air and water supply to the
jail he’s thankful they had a grid guide on the main electrical
panel. If they weren’t there it’s a one in three chance he’d get it
right. He placed the device between the HEPA filters and air
exhaust fans. When the timer goes off the thermite ignites first
which insures complete destruction of the detonator. It will
release the gas and make it look as though the device is triggered
by hand and not a timer.

He had the device in place
and his watch told him that in one hour the antidote would be
delivered. He had set it up three months ago for the bike messenger
service to deliver the package using a homeless person to deliver
it. Fortunate for him the Ho-Bo is found dead the next day of an
overdose. Jordan couldn’t help but feel responsible when the
details came out.

The device planted he made
his way back to the diner and back to the Justice Building to feed
those he wished to see dead. He’s tempted to add Ricin to
O’Malley’s coffee but that would be too easy and nonexplosive end
to his miserable life. Besides he needed him in play and without
him there would be no hearing. The last players would be kept away
from him in protection on Riker’s Island or another
jail.
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Amber and Miller stood in
the forensics lab dancing at their success in identifying the Baby
Butcher through the DNA found on the hair. It took sending
everything they had on the Butcher to the United States Forensics
and Pathology lab in vivid context to get them to cooperate. If it
wasn’t for the American occupation of the country then she thought
they wouldn’t have gotten anything. Thank God for war
right?

“Do you think we have time
to make the morning paper with his picture?” Amber
asked.

“No but we can get it on
every channel it’s all their reporting. That and the Sins of Sands
Point, the children they found there, and all over the country.
Little mention of the DT Killer. They reported who he kills then
the story is what they did,” said Miller.

“Congratulation Detective
Smith, this being a high profile case and hitting home for
everyone. You will receive a medal from the city and it’s always
good for advancement. Better yet why didn’t the department put her
on this to start you guys could have wrapped it up sooner?” said
David from pathology.

“Fuck off. Come on we have
to get this out to the public and they will help with this one,”
said Miller.

“Do you think it’s a good
idea to show his face? I mean, white is white to blacks as they are
all the same to us, it’s like that in every race,” said
Amber.

“That’s
racist.”

“No it’s the truth is what
it is. We put a picture of a man from the Middle East on the news
then I bet we have ten dead cabbies in an hour or less.”

“Well get Mahone on the
phone and run it by him. It will be the population in full force
through the streets looking for him and riots will break out. None
of it is because of the man we call a Terrorist but instead a real
terrorist.”

“Now you saying that
sounds racist.”

“Hay I have
kids’ and what this shit-ball is doing scares the fuck out of me.
So yah he is a terrorist and not because he’s brown,” said Miller.

“I knew I read something
before and everyone looked at me like I’m crazy.”

“I thought you were
because when that happens in your country you remember it but no
one had. Then I saw your house and books, no TV just an iPad.
You’re clueless how you got that place or why?”

“I finished four years of
University in criminal psychology and behavior studies I decided I
wanted to be a cop not a paper pusher head shrink. I got called
into a lawyer’s office and handed the deed to the house and a trust
fund worth 100 million dollars. A letter told me it’s all mine and
to do what I want in life and let no one influence me to betray my
morals. It involves my mother because she used to put lilies all
over the house. They were there when I first walked into that
apartment. There was nothing to show it’s her other than that and
as much as it’s not true I believe it.”

“Why can’t it be
true?”

“Because I watched my
mother and two brothers being butchered. There is no one left in my
family and my father died trying to save us but his bodies never
found. There was so much blood in the room it pooled around me. I
remember I had to hold my breath so bubbles couldn’t be seen in the
blood. When I woke up two days later I got placed in foster
care.”

“How do you know it wasn’t
your father that did it?”

“He got shot four times I
don’t know why they took his body and left the rest of us. The
lilies and a note on the table that said I’m sorry, that’s all I
got.”

“Why are you a
cop?”

“That’s what I wanted to
be. Money didn’t change that for me but means I can be a better cop
because of it. I’m not worried to get a pay cheque or not work
extra hours because I won’t get paid for it. That means I can focus
on the victims’.”

“If I had that money I
wouldn’t be getting shot at and piss thrown on me when you’re try
to keep a man from pounding his wife.”

“Perks of the job,” she
said and text Mahone unable to reach him by phone. “We have to find
him lets go check the Plaza.”
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Mahone arrived at the home
of Judge Richard Patel and sat in the driveway unable to come to
grips with what he’s learned in the last day. If he wanted to save
lives and find out why this was happening then he would have to
convince one of them to talk. With no blanket immunity none of them
would and he had only three names connected to the storm that has
hit the city.

“Yes may I help you?” said
Richards’s wife.

Mahone took out his badge,
“yes ma’am I would like to speak with the Judge?”

“Is there something
wrong?” the high octave in her voice could be heard by the
deaf.

“No nothing is wrong I
just need to go over a few details on a case with your husband
everything is fine.” Mahone wanted to keep her calm.

“Richard! There is a Mr.
Mahone here to see you! He is in his study.”

Mahone walked down the
hall and gazed at the pictures lining both sides and one caught his
attention. It’s taken a long time ago and the men all looked young
and eager dressed in there camouflage suits and M16 assault rifles.
There was ten men and right in the middle he saw O’Malley next to
the Judge. At the end of the line is the three FBI agents strapped
to the Statue of Liberty. He took out his phone and snapped a
picture of it.

He walked into the office
and closed the door. “Mr. Patel I would say I’m sorry for
disturbing you at such an hour but if I wait too long you may be
dead. So let’s get right down to business shall we.” Poured himself
a drink and sat in the chair across from the judge.

“What the hell do you
mean?”

“You, your squad from the
War, and death that awaits all of you. Now this is how this works,
you talk you live, you don’t I leave you to fend for yourself and
go shopping. I have three names to see and one of them will sell to
me.”

“Talk to you regarding
what?”

“That’s just it, I don’t
know, he does though that’s what would worry me. I wonder why he
left you guys off the list, can you tell me that?”

“Listen I don’t know what
you’re saying. If I’m not on the list there’s no reason to worry
because I’ve done nothing wrong.”

“You remember the three
men strapped to the statue?”

“No idea who they
are.”

Mahone chuckled. “So that
isn’t them in the photo with you O’Malley and the rest?”

“Again what do you want
Alex?”

“I want to know why this
man is so hell bent on killing you and everyone in that picture and
why leave you off the list? I want to save lives are you going to
help me save lives?”

“Again what do you
want?”

“When I leave this house
you’re on your own and the bombs will go off or the bullets will
fly and he knows how to make it rain lead. I’m going to be on the
shit end of it one of these days, but until then I’m working this
case. Now do you want to live or die?”

“There is nothing to hide
no secrets.”

Patel’s face turned a deep
red and Mahone thought it was a good time to drop the bomb shell.
“Does the words Dirt Squirrel and Nut mean anything to you?” Mahone
asked. He had a long talk with a contact at Langley and is told
mentioning that could be the magic words.

Patel’s face went white in
an instant, “who told you that?”

“Thought there was nothing
to hide? I touched on something with that do you care to elaborate
for me or do I just get the body bags ready for you and the
rest?”

“I can’t say, there’s
nothing to say or will to incriminate myself.”

“Nothing happened, you
can’t talk, and you will not incriminate yourself. For a Judge you
are stupid with your words. What I’m told is that I should kill you
all myself and you deserve it. That there is nothing I can do to
save you and the rest. Whoever is doing this is only killing
everyone else to cover up the main plot and keep the players on the
field. Grounded the air traffic to anyone in the government and
locked down the bridges and tunnels checking the ID of everyone.
They arrested those on the list who try to run. They told everyone
if you’re named and did nothing wrong then you’re safe and so far
no one innocent has tried to leave. Just the people like you,
pretty smart in fact. Scare you all and see who makes a run for it
and we scoop you up, now talk to me.”

“I don’t have a clue what
you’re going on for Mahone. I’ll take my chances now if you don’t
mind.”

“Get your affairs in order
is wise, funeral arrangements, last will and testament. Things like
that because in fifteen hours you’re all dead if I’m to believe
him. He’s been right so far.”

“That’s bull shit and I’m
not buying it, now if you don’t mind closing the door on your way
out, and please leave my wife alone.”

Mahone left the office and
closed the door. Mrs. Patel stood in the hall and she heard what’s
said.

“I don’t know
what to tell you but the clock is running out for your husband so
if there is anything important now is the time.”

“Is it true? Is he on the
list?”

“Not the list we have no
but he is on the master list the DT Killer has. The rest of it is
fun and games for him.”

Mahone tried to call Amber
back but there was no answer and when he arrived at the Justice
Building found out why. There was a dozen news vans and an army of
reporters jammed in the interview room. Mahone went to the next
room over and found Amber getting ready to go on camera. There
wasn’t even that many there when he brought in the Green River
Killer out west in Washington.

“Please tell me you didn’t
hear? I want to be the one to tell you,” said Amber jumping into
Mahone’s arms and talked a mile a minute.

“No I’ve heard nothing why
what’s going on?”

“We got him, well not yet,
but we have a positive ID.”

“Who’s who?”

“The Baby Butcher! Who it
is, his name is Abul Yusuf Shaha and will release his photo and
name to the public. It was too late to get it in the paper but the
news agencies say they will do another run of the same paper by
11AM. Is it a good idea to release it to the public?”

“You mean safe, and no it
isn’t, innocent brown people will get hurt.”

“Are any brown people
innocent?” Spencer asked.

“You’re a dick. So I
shouldn’t?”

“You should, I would, its
better a few people get beat up then more babies get butchered
don’t you think?”

“Did you ask the D.A if he
can help? He’s in the building I saw him with O’Malley in the court
room.”

“What are you
thinking?”

“We get him to go on the
news and tell the city not to act out in violence. Anyone caught
taking matters into their own hands will get prosecuted to the full
extent of the law. Do you think that would work?”

“I think it would and it
is a great idea. We need to inform the public and protect it,” said
Jordan from the door.

“Your ears burning? So
you’ll do it?” Mahone asked.

“Amber will give her
speech and tell them all of that and I’ll confirm it and tell them
I’ll be the one prosecuting them. I doubt it will work and when
he’s caught if I was there I’d kill him myself.”

“No you wouldn’t you have
too much pride in justice and would prefer to battle him in court.
You like humiliating them too much to kill them,” said
Mahone.

Amber stood and was ready
to meet the press. The noise of the room when they entered was the
normal barrage of questions no one can make out but
themselves.

“Quiet!” Mahone
yelled, and the room went still even the cameras. “You will listen
and when she is done she will answer your questions and everyone
just shut up.”

“Mr. Cranky pants,” said
Jordan holding the wall up beside Mahone.

“You look well rested.
Must be nice to get sleep and food when you want.”

“Oh how sweet it is my
friend.”

“What brought you in
today?”

“Was downtown and thought
I’d check on the progress of the DT Killings. The list is running
short on available targets are you worried for
yourself?”

“Yah I am but there isn’t
anything I can do but wait. He is throwing so much shit in the fire
we can’t put out one without lighting another. Now there’s a clock
on more lives and I know who is involved and none of them will
talk. Including that cock sucker in there.” He jabbed a thumb
behind him towards the court room.

“Why what do you
have?”

“I have ten people that
aren’t on the list who are targets and none of them will help
themselves stay alive. Why I’m bothered to save them is beyond me?
I should let them die.”

Press conference finished
when the radio’s and load speakers gave reports of a biochemical
attack at the jail. Everyone scrambled out of the Justice Building
and made their way on foot towards the jail. The front entrance is
barricaded by FDNY and Hazmat and no one could go inside. They
tried to figure out how the first three floors got compromised but
the rest is still alive.

It had been fifteen
minutes, and no one put two and two together the ANTIDOTE was in
the box sitting on the back of a car. Jordan made his way over with
Mahone and ripped it open.

“How many guards are on
shift right now?” Jordan asked the Supervisor.

“On those floors there is
12 staff and 96 prisoners.”

“The gas isn’t lethal
anymore!” he yelled at one guy in a Hazmat suit. “There is 12
needles and 12 guards on shift if you give them this they will live
if not then there dead.”

“How do you know that?”
Mahone asked.

“Because has he meant to
take an innocent life yet? No he hasn’t and why send these, where
did you get this?”

“Bike messenger dropped it
off this morning,” said the Supervisor.

“Are you sure?” the man in
a Hazmat suit asked.

“No but their
dead in there right now aren’t they? What harm can it do to inject
a dead guy with something? Worst case scenario you save a life and
besides that why send only enough for the guards and write Antidote
on the box. It’s not that complicated. Go now.”

It’s nerve racking waiting
outside to hear weather or not the injections would still work.
There was science to it all, and he knew that the test he had done
gave him a twenty minute window but that wasn’t always a guarantee
with toxins.

“It worked their alive.”
Came over the radio and everyone there cheered and high five one
another.

“That was quick thinking
Jordan,” said Mahone clapping him on the back.

“No its common sense
telling me this guy doesn’t want to kill the innocent. You dumb
fucks like to make things worse. Whose bright idea was it to keep
them all in the same place like that? Why not scattered?” Jordan
put on his D.A hat and played his part.

“That was the Feds call
not mine,” said Mahone.

“Well another 96 dead and
all for nothing right?”

“What do you want me to
say Jordan that you’re right you have always been right and that I
should have listened to you five years ago?”

“That would be a start.
But for now I have to go find out why these men are all in the same
building.” Jordan walked away leaving Mahone standing there feeling
like an asshole.
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Abul sat up straight and
let the car seat come with him. He’s awake, vigilant, and ready to
move on his next subject. He found them a few hours ago and
couldn’t believe his eyes when he did. Triplets this time and he
had never been so lucky before. They were a Unicorn and just a
myth, well to him, but they’re out there. Big Foot walking hand in
hand with the Yeti and Sasquatch.

It’s was midnight and he
can hear a party on the beach a few hundred yards away. Abul took
the duffle bag out of his trunk and made his way along the beach to
the house he’s watched most of the day. Unable to stop himself and
he didn’t want to, he wanted more, he wanted to taste the life as
it drains from the body. Abul spotted them by chance and had he
gone right to the hardware store first instead of stopping to get
coffee they would have never crossed paths.

He walked the pedestrian
pathway along Atlantic Beach Long Island to Queens Ave and Ocean
Blvd. Moving as though he lived in the neighborhood but brown in a
white part of town is a white guy in black Harlem. Sticks out like
an orange hat with a green bill with all eyes on him. Though in
Harlem it’s because there is a bet on how long he will live. It was
quiet tonight and other than the party on the beach Abul heard and
saw no one. He hid in the backyard for an hour listening to
everything around him and heard the nocturnal creatures moving. It
was time.

He pulled the balaclava
down over his face that had a camera fastened to it and walked up
to the back door and banged. This time he wanted it to be a family
event and everyone to join in on the fun and games. The door swung
open and as soon as it did Abul hit the man in the face as hard as
he can with the butt of the gun. Not enough to knock him out, it
took two more hits to do the job, and Abul closed the door behind
him.

He cuffed the man and left
him in the living room to go retrieve the rest of the family. As
loud as he banged on the door he figured everyone would be awake
but they were all still asleep. He stopped at the first door and
pushed it open to find the daughter peaceful in bed. He walked up
to her and set his bag on the ground. With an Ether covered rag
over her face, the fight is brief then she’s out, Flex cuffed and
taken down to the living room.

He went back up stairs and
could hear faint music coming from the second room, cracking the
door, he saw the son sitting at his desk with headphones on. Abul
walked into the room and used the gun to hit him on the head
knocking him out. He cuffed the teenager and drug him by the feet
down the stairs into the living room. What’s left is the mother,
and he knew he would find her as any mother is when she can,
asleep. He walked into the master bedroom and saw her naked body in
bed legs spread wide for the world to see. Stood over her for a
minute and pondered about the peace she must be in. The bliss of
sleep and not a worry in the world, how beautiful it is to dream.
Dreaming the dream of dreams is a place you go when you have the
world in your hands. Kids’ a faithful husband a home and not a
worry in life, boy that was the dream, wasn’t it?

He watched her stretch and
snuggle herself deeper into her pillow with a smile on her face.
Wondered if he can remember what that had ever felt like but didn’t
care to anymore. He jabbed her hard in the side of the face with
the barrel of the gun. She woke up and screamed but only for a
second as Abul hit her in the head and with one she’s silenced. He
cuffed her and grabbed a leg to drag her naked body down to the
rest of her family who’s waiting for them.

When he got back
downstairs Jr. coached his father awake who’s now aware of what’s
coming the more he saw. The daughter’s still out and Abul didn’t
know why he used the Ether on her. Oh well, he will wake her for
the main event.
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Using the situation at
hand with all eyes now on the jail and everyone spread out thin
from Sands Point, Queens, and Harlem. The Justice Building is a
ghost town and how he needed it. He can slip past the first guard
and not get noticed but with law clerks and secretaries arriving he
can be recognized by anyone.

He backed out of the
parking space and drove slow down the ramps to not cause too much
movement to the jugs in the back. Liquid Cyclonite with crystalized
mercury fulminate made one nasty bang and took little to make it
happen. There was five standard cooler water jugs filled to
capacity strapped together. If it went off in the street it will
kill him and everyone within five hundred feet and destroy
whatever’s in its path. It's 8AM which meant the streets are full
and it will kill a thousand people easy.

He took two years to set
this up and have the people he needed to be in place where they are
to be placed. Three bailiffs, all worked for different crime
families and helped to smuggle drugs and weapons into the jails.
Court reporter used to work as a grief councillor and though can’t
be proven raped three patients while under a hypnotic Ketamine
state. The prosecutor is in the Gambini families’ pocket and the
court clerk is a child predator. Though Jordan can’t prove it other
than the overwhelming stench of pedophile to wash over him when he
got close. The defendant and family of the Gambini’s were the only
people permitted in the courtroom today and there was no jury as
this was to sequester the evidence. Witnesses were there but only a
few and they are for the defense.

He has the players needed
on the field and it was a hard enough problem to manipulate them
there. Had the problem of keeping them there and it was a five year
old kid who gave him that answer one day so simple. Magnets. So he
got the building maintenance worker to install magnetic locks on
all the doors instead of keys. With that all he had to do is lock
out all the key cards and that will lock them in. The jammer will
prevent the fire system from opening the doors.

He wheeled the barrels
through the back shipping doors and passed the guard without a
problem. To give you a sense of what the building looks like look
at the Pentagon. With one main ring that surrounded a Rotunda
building and is six sided instead of eight. Where he’s placing the
barrels will be inside the courtroom on the south-west wall facing
the alleyway. Court starts at 9:30 and the clerks arrive at 9 to
get things ready giving Jordan 45 minutes to have everything in
place.

In the courtroom he placed
a jug in each back corner under the pews, one under the witness
booth and judges’ bench. The fifth one in the middle of the room
under a pew. Jordan could have accomplished what he needed with one
jug but he didn’t want to kill everyone only. What he wanted is to
eradicate everyone as well as destroying the House of Justice. With
the same electrical pulse timer set to each jug they will go off at
the same time. He set a cell jammer in the back and turned it on
though it wouldn’t activate until he decided. Placed one last small
fire based explosive in the garbage can in an office and he’s all
set.
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Abul gagged the family and
sat them beside one another. Though the daughter is still
unconscious he thought it will make a beautiful portrait, so he
snapped a few pictures. Up to the babies’ room and gentle when he
lifted him out so not to wake him. He brought the baby down to the
living room and when he entered the parents fought there binds and
screamed. It made him chuckle. He lay the baby down on the carpet
and headed back up for the second child.

With all three babies in
the living room with the parents who are all convulsing flopping
around like fish out of water. He punched the father hard in the
face and propped him back up on the couch doing the same with the
others. He placed the babies into their laps and snapped a few more
pictures. The babies all woke and screamed together.

Abul turned on the TV then
grabbed the babies and placed them on the floor. He went to his bag
and took out smelling salt and thought it’s a good time to wake up
big sis to join in the party. Babies screaming Abul danced around
them and took out the tools he will use setting them on the coffee
table in front of the family. He picked up the scalpel and set the
first baby on the table. Abul drove the scalpel into the babies’
face and carved a circle peeling the flesh back severing the
tendons and tiny muscles that held it in place. He then enlarged
the eyeholes and used a staple gun to fasten the babies face to the
mothers so she can watch the horror through her child’s
eyes.

He picked up a pick, both
a straight poker and hook and drove it threw the lower mandible up
into the baby’s head and the screams stopped. It’s followed by a
bubbly sound as he dug in and ripped it out with the child’s brain
shredded but still together.

Looking at the family he
noticed he forgot to glue the lids of their eyes open and they
tried to cheat him out of his performance. He glued them and waited
for them to set before bringing the second baby onto the table and
placed the first one on juniors lap. Abul picked up the battery
powered bone saw and removed limbs starting with the feet. The baby
rolled around and tried to fight his way out of Abul’s grip. So he
picked up the ice pick and drove it into the baby’s hand to hold
him in place. He removed the second foot while he pinched the first
stub to stem the blood flow and keep the baby alive. The baby
didn’t move anymore and Abul watched him as his chest slowed and
his eyes flicker twice before they closed to slits.

Abul removed the rest of
the limbs and screwed wire into the ceiling fan, three to a blade,
and hung the body parts off of them. A leg, hand and piece of arm
or foot hang down at different heights. Abul took the head and
drilled a bolt down deep the scull broke apart and he worried it
may not hold but it did. The brain hanging with the head and for a
final touch he took the first baby and placed him under the fan and
turned on a lullaby. When set to slow speed it will look like a
baby mobile.

Abul went over to the baby
and picked him up and placed him on the table in his brother’s
blood face down. The baby couldn’t help but swallow his brother’s
innocence. He took out a cross he had made and set the baby onto
it. With cable he tied the infant onto the cross to hold him in
place and nailed the limbs the same as Jesus. Next a thorn crown is
driven onto the head the spikes held it in place. He took the baby,
left him strapped to support the weight and preserve life as long
as he can, and nailed the cross above the TV.

A few more pictures before
heading back upstairs to use the son’s computer and print off a
copy of each. Abul went back into the living room and hung them all
over the walls. Packed whatever he brought with him while whistling
Camp-town Races.

He stood back to admire
his work allowing his cameras to catch the show in many angles.
That’s when he saw his face on the TV and the caption “BABY
BUTCHER” written underneath. Screamed and threw the stapler into
the TV breaking the screen but his face is still there. He packed
everything away and dialed 911 before he left and turned the fan
on. On his way back to his car he can only wonder how they found
him and what did he do for them to be able? Where did he go wrong
and how long did he have? He wondered that and even though the jig
is up he’s still high on the after-kill-thrill. Why let that ruin
it for him when he knew this was coming.
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Amber was on the couch and
Mahone is on his computer trying to track down the other men in the
picture. A uniformed officer came in and woke her up for a phone
call from Miller and she thought he was home doing the
same.

“What the hell is it
Patrick I’m trying to get an hour?”

“Well you got to put it on
hold we have to get to Long Beach right now.”

“Motherfucker did it again
didn’t he?” she didn’t need coffee and was pumping adrenalin as she
stormed out of the office not even looking at Alex.

“Yah. A triple this time
again but all in the same home,” said Miller.

“Have you contacted
Spencer?”

“He gave you the case.
Your lead on it now and he’s still in Sands Point.”

“Am I allowed to run lead
am I not still on probation?”

“Honey you shouldn’t even
have your shield right now. You cracked it open and even though he
has struck again so soon we should be able to get him before he
does it again. We have the media leaving his face on the news and
digital billboards. So get your ass down stairs I’m out
front.”
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Mahone had worked every
angle he can but the military won’t budge and give him an answer
and he wondered if he wanted one. He thought he should let them die
and hoped no innocents get killed. Alex ran into the Judge this
morning and the smug son-of-a-bitch smirked at him and asked if he
knew who else was in the picture yet. Alex had Agent O’Malley and
the other dead FBI agents and a pathologist with the
FBI.

There’s nothing he can
find online and the police and military records were separate. That
meant any name they didn’t want found will get blocked and with the
names he knew, they never served according to the records. When he
sent the photo of the men in military issued gear in a military
base. They said that people get those pictures with friends in the
army and borrow their clothes. Bull Shit Stew with a side of Cock
Soup is given to him from every branch of the military he called.
the clock has run out and people will die.

He thought of confronting
O’Malley but the fact they deserved to die kept popping out at him.
If this is to do with why he’s angry then why save them. Whatever
they did must be worse than the death of the people named in the
ledger.

His phone rang, and he
jumped in his seat as the fire alarms screamed in his ear. He got
up and left the office his cell rang in his hand and felt an
explosion go off somewhere in the building. That’s when people
headed for the stairs and exits.

“Defective I trust you
felt that shutter under your feet. That is to help evacuate the
building and I do hope you are quick on your feet because that was
a tickle to what comes next. If you don’t have my answers and the
one's responsible arrested for war crimes and
terrorism.”

“Get everyone out of the building now
call down and get them to set off the hazmat alarms! Move your
fucking ass!”

“Focus Defective you have
a small window to work with. Now what are your
thoughts?”

“Do you want the
truth?”

“Please I would love it,”
said Jordan.

“I don’t give a shit for
them. You want these answers to slow us down that’s it. Not your
sick games but to eat up time.”

“My, my, Defective you are
a smart one is that all?”

“No. They should die and I
won’t stop you,”

“But what of the innocents
do you think that they should die as well?”

“No not the innocent, but
them, yes I do, and I won’t stop you but I will catch you. I’m not
playing these games any more I’m coming for you. Go ahead and kill
them because so far you have kept the innocent out of this so
whoever will die should die.”

“But it’s not just the
guilty this time Defective but whoever is left in the building your
in, now give me an answer. This may be to waste time and resources,
but I want you to learn something you already know. You are the
only one alive other than Maria that knows the truth and yet you
are too stupid to see it my friend and I wish you
would.”

“What are you going to do
to the building?”

“I think it is time to
cleanse the dirt and rebuild Justice Hall by committing to justice
and all she stands for. So what will it be Defective the clock is
ticking?”

“I need more time I know
what it is just give me more time.”

“Tick-Tock Defective. I’m sure you know what comes next.”

The line went dead and
Mahone got thrown into the wall as the floor shifted under
him
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Mahone hit the wall and is
dazed, defend, and the glass from the windows sliced open the side
of his face. He scrambled down the stairs and is greeted by two
more cops helping each other. The lobby is shattered and cracked in
half. Marble exploded off the walls like a fallen painting. People
are injured and though a woman is crushed by a slab from her knees
down she’s still alive and screaming. The explosion cracked the
building down the middle and Mahone is sure it was about to fall
over on either side of him.

There was now only five
sides to the Justice Building and the center column has collapsed
in on itself. There was a huge cloud of dust covering everything
including the park and surrounding buildings. No one on the street
is hurt from the explosion and no one knows the number of people
still left inside. One officer reported that there was a courtroom
full of people and the doors wouldn’t open. He evacuated the floor
and went to get help when the blast went off.

They took three hours to
figure out who’s in the courtroom and who’s in the building when
the bomb blew. Thank God for the Hazmat alarms it got the majority
out before the blast took out the back of the building and cracked
it in half in the front bringing the statue on top down crushing a
beat cop to death. There are injuries, but they were minor and the
23 people inside the courtroom are dead. Agent O’Malley and Judge
Richard Patel are found in the debris bodies ripped apart and
blackened. He stood looking at the photo he’d taken from the Judges
and didn’t care they are dead.

He still understood
nothing going on nor did anyone else and all the public can ask: Is
it over? Are they all dead? Was that the end of it? He thought no
to each of those questions and not because the ledger is still so
thick with names that aren’t victims’. Still alive because he’s yet
to have that face to face he’s promised by the DT killer. He
figured it would be there one chance to get him and he will
sacrifice himself if needed.

The dust hadn’t settled,
and the crowd filled in Foley Square. Protesters had their cameras
and picket signs in the faces of the police trying to make a
barricade around the building. There’s 100,000 people crammed in
the park and streets bringing movements of EMS and Fire to a halt.
Military trucks pulled up and the tear gas came next sending the
crowd in every direction. It will only get worse from here and it
isn’t the DT Killers fault. There was no need to gas them but with
the sheer number of people to police. Outnumbered 50 to 1 anything
can ignite them so in sense it’s better to disperse the crowd
before they use their strength in numbers.
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Jordan is home by the time
the dust settled and in the living room with Maria and the kids’
watching the news. Jordan smiled on the inside that those of
significant are dead. Though there was still so many to die time
for now is running out and he needed it to end. Before he’s the
prime suspect, and it wasn’t what he spent years of his life and a
billion to accomplish. The justice system will get rebuilt and new
methods of investigating people before they get hired. The rights
to privacy is meant for private citizens who do not get involved
with politics. Not for those who wish to make the choices that
effect the country.

“There he is Maria I told
you he’d be alright.”

“Thank God. What the hell
is happening to our city Jordan? I mean there has never been such
darkness and evil in one place and to think of the dead and what
they did. Then there’s the Baby Butcher, some psycho with an organ
fetish, and the Domestic Terrorist. The trinity of darkness let
loose on the city like a plague and we are helpless to do anything.
Alex told me the city right now is not investigating the Organ
Harvester on the scale they should be. This has brought the city to
a stop and I’m afraid that it will collapse. The police are no help
to anyone and not just because they are too busy with the DT Killer
and the Butcher. But because there’s 300 officers who stopped going
into work and another 200 arrested. Every one of them are on the
list. Though what’s found on them is they were lazy bad cops, took
bribes, and didn’t arrest friends. But it takes away from the
protection the city needs now more than ever.”

“Do you not think the DT
Killer protects the City?”

“I’m like most out there,
split 50-50. He hurts no one who hasn’t hurt people themselves. I
can’t tell you what to think of him but innocent people have died
because of him. Even though they may not deserve such extreme
measures taken on them the ones he has killed deserve it. They are,
for the most, bad people who hurt others.”

“Do you want him
arrested?”

“I don’t care. I don’t.
Sometimes I think so but my kid has dawned him Captain Justice the
Bogeyman Killer, and it’s true I guess. But all these people are
sick and twisted and yet Alex’s name is right there with the rest
of them. He won’t be honest with me and he isn’t like them. I mean,
he isn’t a child molester or a baby killer so what did he
do?”

Jordan laughed at the name
and how a kids more creative than what the media calls
him.

“Does he not tell you
anything Maria,” Jordan turned to look her in the eyes.

“He tells me what he
thinks I need to hear. What I can say is that he isn’t corrupted
like the rest of them. So why is he the vocal point in all
this?”

“Do you want the truth
Maria? The reason people, and I’m not talking the ones he locks up,
but the victims’ and the families left behind would want to see him
dead? Why he stays out of the media and doesn’t do interviews? Why
he questions suspects and never talks with the families and those
who ask why their loved one is dead in the street? Never consoles
anyone but himself. Is the truth what you want Maria? I won’t lie
to you and I never have but it will change you. If he doesn’t make
it out of this alive is that how you want to remember
him?”

“Are you going to tell me
he deserves this? To be made the focal point and the world think
it’s his fault? Please Jordan why did this happen?”

“Because he only cares for
himself. No matter what happens he thinks his way is the right way
to do it. He never listens to the victims’ and has had them
restrained to stop them interfering with the situation. He’s
influenced by those higher up then he is and the only way you can
get him to do anything is to give something. You can poke an Ox in
the ass with a prod and the Ox will walk. If you’re not a
politician and you poke Alex in the ass with that prod he will turn
around and beat you with it. I couldn’t even influence him when
Jeana and the kids’ got taken. Instead cuffed to a chair and forced
to watch the torture of my family. You see the good in him Maria
and there is.”

“So what you’re saying is
if he would’ve listened to people more than he wouldn’t be the
center of attention right now? That’s fucking bullshit
Jordan.”

“Is it Maria? Look at my
family, I would have died for them. I would’ve went in there and
traded my life for theirs, but he stopped me. That choice got made
for me by Alex and now they are dead and I’m alive. Can that be
different? He isn’t the worst mentioned in the ledger by far and he
shouldn’t even be in the same category as most of them. He’s there
because of a personal connection he shares with the killer and even
though the list of possibilities is endless with Alex it is someone
he knows.”

“But he tried to help, he
was trying to get them out alive. If he let you go in there then
you would be dead to.”

“Isn’t that better than
this? To live alone in a compound afraid to touch anything of
theirs because I wanted to freeze the last moments we had forever.
Who knows he may have let my family live and killed me like he
wanted. I will never have the truth because Alex made the choice
for me and I’m not the only one to suffer like that. There’s a
group of people who meet once a week to talk in a session and
there’s 30 last time I went to it.”

“Are you
serious?”

“As a heart attack Maria.
Once a week at the Ebenezer Gospel on the corner Lennox and 121.
It’s been there for the last 5 years.”

“Do you blame
him?”

“If I did I wouldn’t move
you into her home.”

“I’m thankful and so is
Alex we have you. We weren’t safe at the Hotel and after what
happened at the airport.”

“It’s nothing Maria. Jeana
would kill me if I didn’t help someone, anyone, in need of
it.”

“It’s just-” her phone
rang, and she answered it before the first stopped. Jordan used the
opportunity to leave the room.






# # #



Peter waited for the
doctor and given he wanted to talk in person the worst went through
his mind. When he’s told for the first time the rare condition his
wife has he lost hope. He spent the last three day’s holding her
lifeless hand. The city collapsed, and he took joy in it wishing it
was him behind the wheel. Justice for his wife and to get revenge
is ever so sweet.

It looked as though a full
military strike and New York is the country invaded. Short of tanks
in the streets there was hundreds of military personnel now active
in the city. They had declared Marshall Law but with limited
authority to police the citizens. The President was on the TV
telling America this is the end and he can’t stand around and let
laws protect a killer. Stated if he’s indicted for it then so be
it. The Butcher and The Domestic Terrorist will not make this
country victims’ even if it is the victims’ that the killer fought
for. Spoke of honor and dignity and how the rape of justice that
has gone unchecked for so many years will get reformed from ground
up. He asked the DT Killer to stop and let him take care of it and
bring the guilty to justice no matter who they are. The President
said he will not negotiate with him and even though the DT Killer
has never asked for anything but justice. He begged him to stop
because as planed out and methodical you can be, you can’t be sure,
and innocent people can die.

No mention of him at all
unless a victims’ reported. There’s little investigation into him
as far as he can tell and he took comfort in it. There’s a knock at
the door and the doctor stood there in silence. Peter tried to tell
what secrets are in his eyes but can’t and is afraid to speak. “You
will tell me that there is nothing you can do for her aren’t you
doctor?”

“No I’m here to tell you I
found a donor.”

“Cocksucker!” he jumped up
and went to the doctor grabbed his hand as the two of them allowed
a laugh. “When you said you wanted to speak in person I thought
she’s dead?”

“In my work the one joy I
take in is the hope and excitement on peoples’ faces when I tell
good news. If I tell you over the phone I do not get to share the
moment.”

“So there is hope for her?
She will live?”

“Yes and she will need one
kidney and not the two. I need to go over the severity of the
situation with you and the condition of your wife. If she lives she
may not be the same. You did good to work her muscles and keep her
rotated and joints and tendons mobile but that’s not the
problem.”

“Don’t pussy foot doctor
just give it to me.”

“Her immune system may be
compromised and I cannot tell what the brain damage may be. She may
wake up be sick for a while and her body work fine. Or she may not
know who she is, not be able to talk and even feed herself, she may
be brain dead. You might go through all this for nothing and the
worst case scenario. Perfect, to some damage, up to brain dead but
she will be alive. If I got here sooner than that wouldn’t be the
case.”

“You have the name and
location of the patient?”

“I have everything you
need I just need the kidney.”

Peter left and went down
into the basement into an air tight room with a tank large enough
to fit a shark. It drained into the Atlantic Ocean and is filled
with a thick red stew, a mixture of his medical team dissolved in a
Sulphuric and Floroforic acid. It will turn anything into soup and
emits a deadly toxic gas. Without a chamber like this combining the
two acids will kill you in seconds. Now broken down and safe to
enter he turned on the mixer that would mulch any chunky parts left
in the tank. He wished he could kill them again as he hocked a
loogie into the tank and hit the flush button.
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“We need to get
this guy and the fucking streets are packed with protesters and no
one is focusing on the real fucking problem,” said
Amber.

“You mind slowing down
before you kill us? Will get him his face is on every screen in the
city someone will notice him. The city will bring him in for us
dead or alive and I know that they will not give a shit they’ll get
prosecuted for it either.”

“I don’t care either I
just want to hear he’s dead is all.”

Miller’s phone rang and
the little colour that had come back into his face had drained and
she knew that something bad happened. She pulled over and waited
staring at Miller until he hung up the phone but said
nothing.

“You mind filling me in
there Skipper?”

“Justice Hall is
gone.”

“What the fuck? What do
you mean the Justice Buildings gone what happened?”

“Well not gone but fucked
up.”

She had her iPad out and
the story played as Miller muttered to himself. She watched until
she saw Alex help others in the building out of it and the dust
cloud coming down around everyone. With the reporters camped out in
the Square with everyone else in the city who demanded justice
caught it on camera. Though there’s nothing so far on how the
explosive got placed and who the targets were. She turned on the
lights and sirens and flew out into traffic.

“It says here he called
Lt. Mahone and gave him enough time to warn people and get them
out. There was one officer though who said he couldn’t open a
courtroom door. It’s kept shut with magnetic locks. It unlocks in a
fire. Holy shit, the National Guard entered the Square.”

“I don’t care for that
goddam it.”

“Do you think he’s getting
near the end? I mean most of the heavy hitters in the ledger are
dead. What’s this mean for Alex should we get him into protective
custody?” Miller asked.

“He wouldn’t go. He would
go into the man’s house and sit down have a bite to eat and a beer
just to look in his eyes.”

“Even if it meant his
death?”

“Right now I’m kind of
curious myself who he is.”

“So you think he’s working
alone?”

“I think that he has
people who do things for him and don’t realize what it’s for.
Whatever they do for him is what they do 9 to 5. The weapons though
are military and not available in the grade used. I think he killed
everyone himself though.”

“Do you think he will
die?” Miller asked.

“Knowing Alex he will walk
in even if he will die. He’ll have himself covered to get him as
well so one way or another will get him.”

“I sure as shit hope so.
How would it look if he got everything accomplished and then
vanished into thin air?”

“Do you think if he does
I’ll lose my job?” Amber asked.

“You got the Butcher
that’s a fucking huge win. Bigger than DT, you’ll be
alright.”

It took twenty minutes to
get one block in the thickness of people in the streets. They had
sectioned off most of the Civic Center and still worked on
dispersing the crowds though it moved at a snail’s pace. When she
got to the Justice Building she stood looking up at it in
disbelief. You can see how it cracked in two and the foundation
gave out on one side and sunk five feet. The fire raged on the
inside and structural damage stopped FDNY. The interior of the
building crumbled and smoke poured out of it in a thick dark
cloud.

“Hell of a sight isn’t it
Kid-O?”

Amber turned and grabbed
Mahone not wanting to let him go. She cried, and it took a while
for her to catch her breath and control herself. She’s relieved
he’s alright and didn’t want to let him out of her sight until this
nightmare is over. Though she hadn’t known him for that long they
had grown close. Not the cliché bull shit, like he’s a father to
her because she never had one, but in the sense he’s been a friend.
He’s told her what she needed to hear in the Academy to help her
get through and how not to let the powers to be influence
her.

“I thought you were dead
at first. I thought that this is it, it’s all over, he’s dead. But
then I saw you on the news. That means it’s not over, it means he’s
still coming for you. What’s next Alex he can’t have that much more
to do?”

“Not dead yet, soon
though, I suspect your right. With the level of police and military
presence I can’t see him attacking anyone else but me. Here’s what
the CIA and MP can pull together and they have four people under
surveillance now. If any of them makes a move they will have
him.”

“What do they
know?”

“Who can have these
materials and three of them got reported dead but are alive and
well. CIA knew the whole time, and the cunts didn’t tell us. Could
have saved how many lives?”

“Yah but are they worth
saving?” Amber asked.

“Not the point. So what’s
the latest on the Butcher?”

“It was a
horror show and I’m not going over it again, I’m sure will all get
the HD version soon enough. He made portraits of the family this
time and hung the pictures around the living room.
Goddam-it-mother-fucking-cunt cocksucker! The fucking cocksucker
made them watch. Makes them all watch, I’m gunna
kill him I swear to
whatever fucking demented God we have I will kill him.”

“I know you will and I
hope you get to but you got four or five million people that will
get to him first.”

“So what’s new you have
learned on DT?”

“I have my own ideas other
than what the FBI and CIA have. They’re on the right track just not
looking in the right direction. We have been looking for
manufacturers and people that have access to that field and this
whole time we never looked into the disposal division. When
munitions are faulty or needed to be destroyed who takes care of
it. There not always broken weapons and explosives are easy to
rebuild if you got the equipment. You looked into them didn’t
you?”

“Yah I was, there are
three people, Abraham Gunderson, Parker Chapman and a Peter
Pallmall do any of those name mean anything to you?”

“Yah Peter Pallmall he’s
the only one of them I can remember. His wife got poisoned killing
her and their unborn child. Told by doctors they can never have
kids’ or some shit and she got pregnant. He took it hard at first
but I never miss treated the case. We arrested the guy so I can’t
see why it would set him off like this but he has the means to be
our guy.”

“That’s fucking awesome if
we can get the Butcher and DT you might not lose your job. You
should call Maria and tell her this to put her mind at
ease.”

“I called her and told her
we have solid leads on who he is. Though only you and I are privy.
She bets I’ll have cuffs on him before he has time to kill
me.”

“What did you tell
her?”

“Told her I made
arrangements with a funeral home and my lawyer has my revised will.
The coffin is paid for and if not then an urn and I filled out the
paperwork for my pension.”

“You didn’t
say that did you?
We can go right now and get him,” she spat out.

“Why do you think just
because we know it’s him we can go pick him up all willy-nilly with
no actual evidence? We need to play this smart and only let a few
people in on it so we don’t tip our hand in his favor. He’s got his
information from somewhere and we don’t know who we can trust. With
so many name still in the ledger that are alive and on duty.”
Mahone filled her in on the conversation he had with DT on the
ledger and cryptic messages.

“So a small entry team and
when he’s in custody we call in the rest of them?”

“Yah. I’ll find a judge
that’s still alive and get the warrant. Come on lets go get some
food, poor Miller over there looks peckish,” said
Mahone.
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Jordan sat in a small boat
100 yards away from the Pallmall Compound and watched the thermal
images move around the house. He saw the mail go to bed an hour ago
and the assistant is in his room having finished checking the
equipment for Peter. Not long after Peter leaves the house and the
medical team is in the hospital preparing for surgery.

The house is massive and
the separation from him and the occupants is optimal for what he
needed to do. He dry docked the boat on the shore half into a shrub
and half in the water. He then took the two hockey bags and groaned
at the pain in his ribs the pills no longer doing there job.
Walking along the hedges linging the property he’s able to get next
to the house with a twenty foot gap between the shadows and the
house.

He set the duffle bags
down and took out a thin long vail and set the bags on top of it.
With cameras covering every angle he has a sliver of black shadow,
from a flood light in case of intruders, he can’t walk across with
the bags. He slithered his way to the other side and then pulled
the bags over. He set them in the shadow of the corner and took out
a signal freezer that will freeze any camera within twenty feet as
long as its stationary and its beams of contact aren’t broken. He
set it on the ground and waited for the light to go green on the
three cameras that are in the line of sight. He then walked up to
the back door and made fast work with the lock and he and the bags
were inside as easy as that. Why? Because rich people don’t set
their alarms when others are staying at their house so they don’t
have to worry about falls alarms and giving out the password to
people. Their paranoid and don’t like to remember new codes all the
time.

Once in the basement he’s
able to plant the incendiary triggers, plastic cyclonite, a copy of
the original ledger with the names of the dead crossed off and all
its secrets within. The only other coy of it and it contains
fingerprints and DNA belonging to Peter. He planted the hard copy
case files of his wife’s death and others close to him who have
died. Then he cloned his haed drive into an identical model
containing all of the DT Killer files though most of them will be
destroyed when the tech geeks try to open them. He looked around at
the room he knew Peter to never use and gave it a quick dusting and
cleaned the floor. He made it look as though it was used and
considering the last internet usage from Peter in this laptop he
won’t notice it missing for the time being.

Jordan left the way he
came and is back on the open water floating back towars his own
home allowing himself this rare moment that are becoming less rare
as the days go on. He was for the first time in yeas feeling
gratified about doing something and not watching it happen and
becoming the corruption he swore not to be.
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Peter sat outside the
house waiting for the lights to go out and when they did he stood
and walked over to his SUV. Backed into the driveway and made quick
work of the front lock and is inside within three minutes of
arriving. Peter can hear nothing in the house and was thankful that
the person was alone. Walked into the back and dropped the gas in
the bedroom and then headed back to his SUV for his supplies. The
garage is full and meant his car is left in the driveway
exposed.

He made fast work setting
up the surgery room a routine in his life now like going to work.
Peter went to the back room and turned on the lights and looked at
the patient. When he rolled her over he looked at a girl who can’t
be any older than fifteen. He took out his cell and called his
doctor who may die tonight instead.

“What is the age of the
patient?”

“My report has her at 20
why is that to young? You just said no kids’ was all.”

“I’m going to send you a
picture and I want you to tell me how old she is?”

“I would say she’s 26 if I
was a pedophile. Goddam it, you saw the reports I got, I didn’t
know, we will double check the medical records. She may just look
young for her age, but she looks sixteen tops.”

“I know you
didn’t. Shit! What
do I do now because I’m not killing a kid?”

“Then don’t kill
her.”

“How the hell am I going
to manage that one Einstein I know how to take out the kidney not
keep them alive after.”

“Do you have a standard
packed triage kit with you?”

“I made sure they equipped
my SUV with everything needed for surgeries.”

“You need one kidney, not
two. So when you operate I will talk you through how to keep her
alive for the paramedics when you’re finished. Do you have a
satellite phone with you?”

“You’re an educated man
what do you think. I’m on one and I will call you when I finish
prep work. You confirm her age by the time I do.”

Peter went back to his SUV
and took out IV solutions and Morphine. Rewashed everything
including the girl to make sure she stayed healthy until the
ambulance can get there. He inserted the IV into her hand and
rubbed her down with iodine to ensure small bacteria is dead.
Looking down at her so small and helpless his hands shook, and the
scalpel fell. He sat for a minute not knowing if he can go through
with it, she may die, but if he didn’t his wife will.

The doctor on the phone to
talk him through the procedure he felt calmer but he’s still unable
to get his emotions under control. His other victims’ were dying
anyways and he didn’t need to preserve their life as he does the
girl laying in front of him.

He stood and picked up the
scalpel and made the small incisions that will allow him to take
the kidney. Though this time he had to do it and keep the patient
alive. That meant arteries veins and vessels he hacked away at
before and never cauterize needed to be. Now he had to and do it
without the practise he had with the pigs. Going through the
process and what took him an hour to do now took him five. When
he’s done and the kidney’s in the cooler he sued her up and cleaned
her off.

Cleaned out everything he
brought with him though he can’t take the drugs, besides there
untraceable. He replaces the IV fluids with fresh bags and then
left the home and called the paramedics fifteen minutes after. If
the kidney brought his wife back to life then he will have up to
another 20 years with her.

“I want you to open an
account for the girl I took the kidney from tonight. Get online
right now and make sure it’s done. Send her a telegram with the
information but postdate it three weeks. Lie to her and tell her it
was for my daughter and the only way for her to live.”

“Why boss?” asked one of
his staff.

“You answered your own
dumb ass question. Give her 25 million and come find me when it’s
done. Here’s the kidney doctor.”

“We have everything ready
and we will have results within a few hours. It will take longer
than normal to test for permanent damage.”

“That’s
alright.”

He watched the surgery
performed on a television screen showing him his wife’s insides and
how torn and shredded they looked. This was his last opportunity to
save her. His last chance at redemption. His one last
hope.




































































































































CHAPTER
TWENTY SEVEN






ONLY ONE CAN
LIVE





















Jordan can hear Alex and
Maria in the kitchen with the kids’. They woke up and refused to go
back to bed until their father got home and Maria didn’t put up a
fight not wanting to be alone. Jordan used the PA system of his
house to ask if she’s fine every so often while he’s out to look
like he’s still home. He’s instead setting up his interview room
for his guest of honor.

A warehouse he had bought
and sold to ten different people in the last couple of years. The
current owner doesn’t have a clue it’s in his name. He had the
explosives in place. What he needed to do now is run the micro thin
wire to each barrel and pray to god he doesn’t set it off. With
such a thin wire small amounts of kinetic energy can transfer and
detonate.

The room now lined with
rows of plastic water jugs with a thick layer of natural dust on
them. He then placed the one's full of explosives in there and
sprinkle dust over them to blend in. Five jugs was easier to cover
up then 3000 of them. How they are positioned gave SWAT a partial
view of the staging room and they will have to advance deeper to
get a look at him. If it went as planned it will be game over. With
everything going the way it was with such smoothness and grace its
times like this everything falls apart, or you succeed. Vigilance
is more important now than ever.






# # #






Amber and Miller went over
what they can find on Peter Pallmall and they came up with a saint.
He may dispose of arsenals for the government but that doesn’t make
him a monster, and all they got was he isn’t. Charity and the whole
9 yards, but so did any priest charged with touching kids’. There’s
nothing other than some circumstantial evidence to tie him to it
and there are hundreds in the country if they went on that alone.
It wasn’t enough for a warrant so Mahone went home and looked
forward to time with his family.

“We have been going over
this for hours now let’s go get something to eat,” said
Miller.

“We aren’t stopping until
we find something we can use,” said Amber.

“Not even to get food,
come on I’m starving?” Miller whined.

“You see that black box
beside you on the table what is that?”

“What?
My phone! What of
it?”

“Good you do know what it
is now use it to order us some chines. I’ll take a Shanghai Chicken
Lo Mein, tangerine beef, half Braised Duck in Scallion sauce and
three egg rolls. Call Shanghai Asian Manor they deliver and there
the best in town. You’ll love their popcorn shrimp its way better
than that KFC crap you eat.”

“Was there anything else
your majesty?”

“Yah a Pepsi not a Coke
they suck.”

“No they snort not suck,”
said Miller.

“Just get the dam
food.”

They enjoyed the food and
plowed through file after file to find any discrepancy in his
paperwork that would say he didn’t destroy what he said he did. How
can you prove that something isn’t destroyed? Miller passed out in
the recliner and she’s stuck in her head. No answer at Mahone’s,
and she didn’t want to disturb his wife but she wanted to talk to
him. She liked the view of Jersey City from her window because she
was here in New York the greatest city in the world. Its stink is
far away from her though it’s a beautiful skyline.
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Mahone closed the door
soft to not wake his wife and headed back down to the kitchen to
make himself a stiff drink. He stood there pouring the third round
of scotch when he noticed Jordan at the open doors looking out at
the yard. He grabbed another glass but Jordan had one so he brought
the bottle out onto the deck and sat down in a lawn chair. Jordan
followed in behind him.

“So how are things for you
Detective? Have you made any significant progress on the DT case? I
hear Amber has the Butcher case cracked and there’s a million
dollar reward for him brought in alive. That won’t be
enough?”

“No but we had to try. As
for DT we should have him by now we just need to connect him to
anything at all and to convince a judge to sign the warrant. Ever
since this started it’s been impossible to get one.”

“Now can that be because
the ones willing to bend the law are dead?”

“More than likely but you
would hope one of them would sign the dam thing.”

“So what’s your next
step,” Jordan asked.

“I wait for him to call me
for that face to face he promised will send me to my
grave.”

“So you figure he’s in the
final faze then?”

“Have to be insane to take
out the rest of them in the ledger with the military spreading
through the city. I think right now he has it set up, and he’s
waiting for the time to be right.”

“What do you plan to do
when the call comes?”

“What can I do? I need to
know who the hell it is and it may be the only chance I get to nail
him. If I have to go to stop the flow of blood then I will, to
protect my family I will do what is needed. I will die for
them.”

“What do you think would
have happened this whole time had you stuck to his rules? Do you
think that you could have saved any of them?”

“With what they did I
don’t think I’d want to. Every time he wanted me to learn a lesson
he made it impossible. How am I to figure it out if I don’t
question those involved?”

“When you warned them of
the threat they still wouldn’t talk?”

“Not a fucking peep to
save their own ass. Whatever it was they died to protect it and we
may never know the truth.”

“You know the truth
Detective and you’re the only one who does. Now think Detective,
why would I go to such lengths to destroy them all? Kill the one's
responsible for turning this beautiful city into their personal
cesspool of corruption?” Jordan stared right into Mahone’s
face.

“There’s no other way. He
didn’t give me any chance at all, he just kept killing. Telling me
he’s on the list with the rest but he isn’t.”

“Yes it is. It’s the first
name on the list under the word Predator because that’s what you
turned me into. This was a test to see if you could pick out what
was right in front of you.”

“No… it… didn’t…” he
slurred as the drugs took hold. “What do you mean ‘I’
Jordan?”

“I mean I Alex.
Me myself and I Defective Detective. Signs were there but your two
stupid my friend!”

“You? What do you mean
you? You can’t be responsible for all of this you can’t. It’s Peter
Pallmall not you,” he fought to keep awake but is losing the
battle.

“Yes me Alex and thanks to
you, you made my plans possible in more ways than you could think.
Wonderful predictable Mahone always so quick to act and never
stopped to look or listen to what people say.”

“But why
Jordan?”

“Because I’m tired of
seeing Lady Liberty raped and abused by those who are to hold her
values true. I’m tired of every day walking into the courtroom and
seeing the sick demented fucks that run this country keep doing
what they do with no punishment. You laughing with them making
friends because it may or may not help you later on down the road.
You sit here and talk about saving Maria and the kids’ and how you
would give your life for them. Why do you get to decide and no one
else gets to hinder your decisions making them for you? Why do you
get to play the hero while I’m forced into being the coward? Why
should your family live while mine feeds bugs as they decay in the
ground?”

“You said you forgave me
for that. You said you understood the laws and procedures and I
can’t give a hostage to someone who won’t negotiate.”

“Yah well I fucking lied
you piece of shit,” he took out the voice modifier. “Tell me
Defective do you feel the grip of deaths hand closing around your
heart. Do you feel the fear I smell every day when I’m in the
streets. Citizens afraid to speak out against their abusers because
they are the same people who write the laws?”

Mahone’s face went white,
and he fought to sit up after hearing that voice. Jordan wasn’t
lying, and he is the Domestic Terrorist.

“So you will
kill my family then? Why save the innocent when you plan to
slaughter children yourself? You’re as fucked up as the rest of
them.” Mahone did a good job in fighting the Propofol he laced the
scotch with.

“This is the only comfort
I will give you Mahone and I can’t say why I am. I would take you
to your grave believing I would kill your family when I’m done with
you but perhaps I am more kind. Your family will be fine and can
stay here as long as they like. I will take care of them and
protect them like you swore an oath to protect mine. I couldn’t
have done to your family what you did to mine. Jeana raped with a
hot curling iron, beaten and fucked by that monster, my kids’
forced to watch. Then when he’s done with her he slit her throat
and showered my kids’ in her blood. Jordan and Brooklyn tortured
for looking away by having sulphuric acid poured on them. My
daughter raped as her flesh melted off her penetrating her until
she died to start over again on my son. Raped and melted with acid
after a shower in their mother’s blood.”

“You know that I didn’t
want for that to happen. I would have done anything to stop it but
I couldn’t my hands were tied-”

“No! You
cocksucker I’ll chop
those hands off. Mine were because you’re the one who tied them
you fuck.”

“Ples… Jorhan… I hever ent
for any o tha to… happ.” Mahone fought to speak.

“Well it did Mahone, and
this is the price you must pay. Be thankful it isn’t your family
dying alongside you. Or slaughtered like animals and you left to
live with it, no Mahone, this is mercy I give to you.”

Mahone was out and Jordan
took the bottle and glasses into the kitchen. Dumped the scotch and
put the glasses into the dishwasher and turned it on. He went back
to the deck and wheeled the lawn chair through the kitchen and down
a hall to his garage. Flex cuffed Mahone, hands and feet, then
removed his badge, gun, wedding ring and items out of his pockets.
Jordan stuffed him into the back of a cube van.






# # #






Abul had done everything
he can to change his looks. Cut off his hair, trimmed his beard
into a goatee, but other than that there wasn’t much a brown guy
could do. They all have brown eyes and dark hair. Where white
people can change everything even there eye colour and no one would
think twice. With what he did he still saw himself in the eyes and
it’s a matter of time before someone else did to.

He can’t get off the
island and he got chased twice and escaped. The good part he
thought was anyone that resembled him got beaten and then taken
into the police. With a million dollar bounty on his head if caught
alive most people wanted to collect the reward. If it worked out
he’ll get deported back to his country where it’s much easier to
break out of prison.

Even with the city hunting
him, he’s hunting for his own target and the thirst for blood
mounted and he wanted to kill. Didn’t matter what or who? As long
as when he started it had a pulse and when he stops they don’t. Or
a face, or limbs left attached. Wanted to kill, kill, kill and then
kill more. He should have killed the whole family who cares if they
live to suffer he just wanted to take life.

Abul went to Bum-Ville
were the homeless that can’t get into shelters lived with those who
don’t care for them. They have had a bad name for a long time in
this city and at one time a shelter had 1 murder every night for 15
years in a row. Picture Yankee stadium, it can hold 50,291 people
and if you filled it with the homeless in this city several
thousand won’t get a seat. There are more billionaires in this city
than anywhere else in the world. Oh how easy they make it for him
to hide until the dust is settled.

So he made himself into a
homeless person getting dirt all over and scuffing up his clothes.
Hid his car and wanted to stay on foot as anyone that’s brown is
pulled over and questioned. He wanted to be invisible for as long
as he could but worried less he’ll be found and more on killing
someone.

Abul found a spot and made
a makeshift home that would make any homeless man proud to call his
own. Sat and watched everyone go through their business doing what
homeless do. It’s 1AM and there’s few people left awake, the
homeless sleep the same time as 9-5 workers do. He watched them
sleep and the sadistic rage he didn’t care to control screamed at
him to find another baby and butcher him. Abul thought of his
brothers kids’ he raised and how sweet it was to kill them
all.

He looked
closer at the mass of bums sleeping at 125th and 1st Ave under the Robert F.
Kennedy Bridge heading onto Wards Island. With the number of them
he’s seen in the city he was sure they wouldn’t miss a few. He
wondered how many of them he can kill before he’s seen or heard. He
bet there was fifteen or twenty of them crammed near him. How many
throats could he slit before he had to run? Or could he get them
all? He wondered that as he flicked a Buck knife in his hand and
licked his lips. Abul wanted to kill them all.
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Jordan had Mahone strapped
to a chair with the same restraints they use in mental hospitals.
The room is set up and all that’s left is to connect the lead wire
to the electrical source. The center of the in-curve where Mahone
is positioned has a dozen large white boards in a half moon around
him. They told more than one story and included Mahone’s tale.
Every inch covered with one dedicated to his family and those
closest to Mahone who are dead. There was the others, voiceless,
nameless and unable to get answers for themselves.

Jordan knew the pain every
person on the board who is a victim. Each of them victims’ because
the powers to be made them into one. Alex Mahone swore the same
oath that all honorable men swear weather there in the government
or not. If you believe in liberty and justice for all then it
doesn’t matter if you wear a uniform or spray paint fuck you
coppers on billboards. If you see someone suffering and have the
power to help, then help. Every one of the dead eyes looking at him
as he stood there thinking what’s happened and more important
everything still to come. The ledger was still ripe with
opportunity for Liberty and when the sound of her bell chimes it is
ignorant to leave her waiting.

He looked at the children
that have died from every horrific event you can imagine and then
some. Picture the worst most heinous things you could have done to
someone. For most as timid as your minds are to dabble in dark
demented delusions of the depraved individuals who serve you coffee
or pump your gas. Picture it in your mind because that’s all most
can do. The majority of people live sheltered white picket fence
three kids’ and a Labrador lives. Where the worst the neighbourhood
needs to worry for is kids’ being kids’ and fucking up your yard.
An unfaithful spouse or home’s broken into. What was in front of
him was the evil that lurches into the safety of your homes and
gated communities. What he saw in his job every day is the darkness
that goes bump in the night though most of the time the boogie man
is seen in the day.

He looked at the story of
his father and the dead soldiers because someone didn’t want to
report stolen gold and keep the blood money for themselves. They
slaughter innocent civilians and men fighting for reasons that the
western world could never understand. But because we are civilized
more than most countries we must bear the burdens of them to. We do
and we do so with honor and is what makes America the best country
in the world. We will stand and fight for the oppressed and stand
for human rights of freedom.

Jordan had the board with
his family on it closest to Mahone and the eyes that looked at him
were at the happiest they had ever been. Beside them are the
autopsy photos of their naked mutilated remains the flesh melted
down to the bone and stab wounds everywhere. His beautiful daughter
butchered and Jordan’s name carved into her chest covering the
parts that didn’t get melted. Her blond hair now a deep red with a
gold tint and missing in chunks from the acid or ripped out. Jordan
had prosecuted the man’s brother and lover for a murder he’s
convinced someone else committed. Then he got arrested and
convicted by Jordan for stalking a woman and sexual assault,
claimed Jordan made up the allegations to put him away with his
brother. When he got out of prison and kidnapped Jordan’s family.
Demanding that Jordan turn himself over to him if he wanted to see
his family alive again. Jordan wanted to but Detective Alex Mahone
stopped him and had him restrained. The one to walk away from it
alive was Alex Mahone. Jordan is dead and can feel nothing, but
Mahone moved on because it’s just another case to him.
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Peter paced outside the
operating room and watched through the window as surgery is
performed. This time he’s more anxious he has ever been because she
may live to smile and laugh once more. Paced, sat, and drank, the
procedure was over but he still wouldn’t confirm acceptance for
several hours if she took to the kidney or not. Then he had to wait
longer before the medical coma can be lifted. Then he still had to
wait one last time for her to wake up on her own. If the process is
rushed and not done how it’s supposed to she will die and this will
be for nothing.

He watched them enter the
sterilizing room and two nurses now took his wife into the post-op
room where it will be touch and go. Dialysis is hooked up and her
blood would need to be pumped in half capacity. That will help the
organ have a better chance to take hold by not working on its own.
The doctor came through the door to Peter and he knew to never play
Poker with the man. The surgeon walked right passed him without a
word.

“Not vary social that one
is,” said Peter.

“He’s out to lunch if you
ask me but if I need to go under the knife I would want
him.”

The doctor took a seat and
poured himself a glass then took out two Cohiba Behike and handed
one to Peter.

“I wouldn’t play cards
with you I’ll tell you that much.”

“That wouldn’t be wise you
are right. Everything went as planned and now the rest of it is up
to her and her immune system. We will know in a few hours what the
outcome is but with how fast the colouration came back to the
kidney it looks like she will be alright. There is the brain and we
don’t know what the damage is to it. You ever think being a surgeon
may suit you? Did a fantastic job in removing the organ. I reviewed
the footage you took, and you did a perfect job in cauterize and
dissecting.”

“Thank you Alton. I so
wish I would have found you sooner.”

“You lived a normal life
up to when your wife fell ill and had no need of such people’s
existence. I am surprised you got her this far to be honest with
you. The team of doctors that used you had preyed on people like
you for years and they are a pariah to good doctors. People like me
that wish to help and don’t mind if their hands get dirty for the
right reason and the right price. So what are you to tell your wife
if she wakes up in a hospital you had built in your
home?”

“I will tell her the
truth. When she wakes up she will learn of everything that has
happened and the people that have died because I took their organs.
She will want nothing to do with me. This was to bring her back for
one last day with her and I’ve accepted it a long time ago. She
will leave me. She won’t kill herself because of her Catholic
beliefs and how this will toll on her I couldn’t guess. That
worries me more than her waking up.”

“What if you can hide the
truth from her?”

“She knows when I lie.
Nothing I can say to her will get her to look past the evidence
that stares her in the face. The hospital records showed she’s
dead, the reports of people missing organs and the kidneys taken in
each case. I will tell her because it’s what’s right.”

“You don’t think that she
could overlook it and still love you?”

“A small chance yah I
guess. But I have given her something that will haunt her for the
rest of her life. A stolen kidney differs from stolen
internet.”

“So all of this is for one
more day with her?”

“Yup. Once the dust
settles with the Butcher and the DT Killer they will hunt me down.
Even though there is no physical evidence of me at the scene
there’s a kidney in my wife that will always show another girls
DNA. I have to run there’s no other choice, and it’s my
fault.”

“That’s stupid, noble, but
fucking stupid.”

“I know but it was all I
could do to keep her alive and keep a shred of dignity. I had
chosen people dying of other illnesses and who I thought had
healthy kidneys. Now tonight that pour kid will wake up in a
hospital scared wondering what happened hoping that it’s only rape.
Then find out someone drugged her and took her kidney. The money
isn’t enough and I don’t know what else to do to make this right.
Did you have time to look into the other people to see if they were
dying?” Peter asked.

“They were. So at lest you
need not feel guilty. The longest any of them would have lived was
a year.” Dr. Alton lied to spare him though he didn’t know
why.

They sat smoking and
drinking and Peter was glad the doctor will talk to him right now.
He didn’t want to be alone and there’s hired hands in the house and
they are paid to agree with him. A doctor will tell you the truth
and tell you the best thing to do in any situation involved in life
and death. His job’s done and he could have walked off after he
told him what the condition of his wife is. Went back to his room
or anywhere else.
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Abul could hear the
Morning Birds chirp their song in this dark decrepit part of the
city where the city dumps its useless citizens. Too afraid of the
shelters or there wasn’t room to take them. He watched as they grew
more still in the knight and let the Sand Man take them into the
land of dreams further away from reality.

He had slipped into one of
his plastic body suits and had his knife sharpened to a razors
edge. His thirst to see the sole drain from a person took control
of him and he no longer worried. It felt good to have a companion
to share it with even if it’s just his twisted self. Plotted out a
path through the homeless he thought would be the safest and most
lethal. Homeless are lighter sleepers than people with a home but
he knows he can make a good dent in them.

There’s several box homes
set up near him and he had to work from back to front to maximize
casualties. He knelt next to the first box and lifted the flap
enough to see in but not cast the light onto the man’s face inside.
He moved his blade over his throat like a hot knife into warm
butter. The same warmth can be felt as the blood arched out of his
throat showered the inside in blood and Abul could feel it running
down his arm. A gurgle is what’s heard as the man tried to scream
out choking as his trachea tried to allow air in but blood entered
his lungs instead.

He moved on
tip-toe with silence gained from many years of rock climbing and
right now being agile on his feet was life and death. He moved from
each home slashing the throats of every person in the campground.
When he’s done not one person is left alive, and he’s covered in
blood. He worked again back to front on the bodies dragging them to
the East River. Before he dumped them in he carved “Baby Butcher”
into their foreheads. Twenty three of them were dead and now
floated in the East River with the rest of the trash the city dumps
into it every day. As he stood there and watched the last body go
into the water the thirst for blood still choked him and made it
hard to breath. The voice inside told him, “Kill,” and “we need more blood, more blood,” so
he listened.
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Jordan sat in the chair
five feet in front of Mahone who’s bound to one bolted to the
floor. Wanted to make sure the main portion of the drugs had taken
its course before he woke him so he’s alert to what’s going on
around him. Jordan has given him far more than he could ever
dreamed or wished to get with his wife and kids’. He let him put
his affairs in order legally and he had given him time with his
family for the past few weeks. This whole time deaths been
inevitable and used the time for family and Jordan didn’t think he
would. He spent more time with them in the past few weeks then in
five years. Jordan stood and cracked the Smelling Salt under his
nose and he jumped awake.

Mahone sat there letting
his senses come back to him and it took a moment for him to see the
white boards around him. He looked at each one and scanned the
pictures passed Jeana and the kids’ until he got to the one on the
table next to him of his family. Then he screamed and went back to
looking at Jeana and the kids’.

“I didn’t believe it, I
can’t believe it, and you Jordan it can’t be real.”

“I’m sorry to
be the bearer of bad news but hello my
friend, it is I and no one
else.”

“Why have you done this
Jordan we could’ve talked we could have figured another way without
blood spilled.”

“No my friend we talked,
and you didn’t listen and now the time for words is over and action
is here. There was no other way. Do you think dear old Uncle Sam
would let the truth come out to what they’re involved with? The
lengths they will go to keep gas in their war planes and bullets in
their guns. Billions funded through crime gone to support war and
keep the world unbalanced. I talked, and you didn’t
listen.”

“I didn’t think it was
possible.”

“You know me Detective.
Has there even been a time when you or anyone else said it isn’t
possible and I can’t prove you wrong? Better, have I ever been
wrong with anything, and I mean anything in the most literal sense
I’ve ever said or predicted would happen?”

“No but-”

“Then why did you doubt me
and never give me a chance to make justice right for this city? For
my father, the men woman and children who died the day he did, and
the soldiers killed with him? How could you not have known or seen
this coming? How can you be so ignorant to not see I won’t stop
until the victims’ are no longer scared? So they can sleep at night
without a gun under their pillow. I told you over the years that
this is what would make it right for my kids’ and
Jeana.”

“Jeana wouldn’t want
this.”

“I know she wouldn’t want
me to use her name to kill but she wanted the rest of them as dead
as I do. She wanted me to do it the right way, and you were that
way. You never got on board the ship and now the battle is over
your ship’s sunk because you chose the wrong side Defective. You
chose dishonor and disloyalty to Justice and that isn’t what
America stands for. We do not prey on the weak because they can’t
defend themselves but it’s all we are good at. Now America wants to
know the truth and it’s what they deserve.”

“I may have turned the
sickness that rules our nation into a personal vendetta in more
than one way and in all truth none of it was needed. Three quarters
of the men and woman to die didn’t need to. They died because I
know one day they may be free again and I won’t allow that tyranny
of justice roam free any longer. I will not let the people who
swore oath to protect the American Constitution abuse its
privileges and freedoms. You were nothing but a side show to keep
the games intrusting. Why not just kill them quick and quiet?
Because like I have said this whole time, where’s the fun in that?
Besides isn’t every psychopath meant to have a calling card of
sorts?”

“It all started long
before my father’s death and he was only a mere blimp on the radar
in the history of power hungry monsters who took control of
America. What anyone couldn’t predict was more than 30 years later
their secret war wouldn’t be so secret anymore. What you see on
this board are victims’ you have had direct contact with Detective.
You will see thousands of ID photos of men and woman you’ve never
seen on the other boards. In fact 99% of the world doesn’t realize
but they are all the confirmed members of secret societies’. Tell
me how can a war we’re told is not confrontational have a higher
death count then both world wars?”

“What does that
have to do with today and Democracy of the
21st Century?”

“Everything. One lesson we
learn as kids’ is that History is a circle and will continue to
come back around unless someone breaks the cycle.”

“You think that this will
accomplish that?”

“Yes I do.”

“What connects your father
then to now Jordan you never told me the full story?”

“My father got killed in
the end of the Cold War when US military was setting up camp in
Kuwait when Iraq had invaded them. There was a large United States
presence in the country because they were storing three nuclear
warheads there to launch into Russia if needed. They had seized a
large stash of drugs guns and weapons from locals there and
slaughtered everyone including my father and his team. The other
team made it look like it was enemy fire.”

“They were guarding silos
in the caves retrofitted by the Kuwait’s in the Second World War.
When the Russians thought America was helping stabilize conditions
between Kuwait and Iran it was really dismantling its long range
nuclear warheads. When the war was over they needed to take them
out of there and used the Kuwait invasion as an excuse for their
presence in the country. Cold hearted is what the Cold War was and
as much as we like to fool ourselves into believing it the Cold War
is far from over and its only warming up.”

“So your father is
murdered because he didn’t agree with killing
insurgents?”

“They’re allied forces, do
you not know history, do you need a rundown of Desert Storm and the
real reason America got involved? You can forget all that
entertaining fiction of having to defend the model democracy that
the Kuwait’s get to live under. For the moment you can put aside
America’s need to test their latest toys out on human flesh. For
the moment let’s leave out George Bush Sr. need to protect the oil
interest of his family, and friends. There was several
considerations at work. Here is what happened.”

“The simple fact is
America was not only trying to retrieve their weapons, but they
were long overdue to drop high explosives on civilians. People who
have no argument with us. Hay it’s been a while and like any killer
the hunger gnaws and America as a nation is hungrier than the rest.
Remember that’s our specialty; picking on countries with marginally
effective air forces. America is controlled by the leading
interests in the end of one war that never happened and that
they’re so desperate for and wanted so they jumped in. So many dead
because of them and they had no one to answer to until
now.”

“Yugoslavia is another
example of America’s need to make people suffer unnecessarily. But
that aside The Golf War was the first war aired on National
television including cable. Even though the show’s comprised of
Pentagon War Criminals displaying their latest maps of places they
bombed it’s interesting, why? Because we are a war liked people. We
love war that’s because it’s the only true profit anyone can make
as a country and we can’t stand not to be screwing with someone. We
couldn’t wait for the Cold War to be over so we can jump into the
Arab sandbox and play with our toys.”

“The reason we like war so
much is we are good at it and you know why we are? Because we get
tons of practice. This country is only 200 years old, and we have
had 10 major wars. We average a major war every 20 years so we’re
good at it. That is all we are good at because we can’t do anything
else right. Can’t make a TV set a cellphone or a DVD player.
There’s no steel industry left, no textiles, and we can’t build a
car worth a shit. Can’t give health care to our old people, can't
educate our young people, but we can bomb the shit out of your
country alright. That’s what we can do keep dropping the bombs on
them, just keep dropping them.”

“What was the
saying? If you’re brown
you’re going
down! If your country is
full of brown people then we like it don’t we. Our hobby now, but
it too looks like it’s our job, in this world, is to bomb brown
people. Iraq, Panama, Granada, Libya, Iran, Afghanistan, Pakistan,
Syria you got brown people then tell them to watch the fuck out
because we’ll bomb them.”

“It isn’t true Jordan we
don’t just bomb brown people.”

“Well who’s the
last white people you can remember we bombed? The Germans! That’s
it! And it’s only because they were trying to cut in on our action
and wanted to dominate the world. Bullshit that’s our fucking job!
The Germans are ancient history and these days we only bomb brown
people and not because their cutting in on our action; we do
it because their brown. Even the Serbs we bombed in Yugoslavia aren’t that white are
they? To the one's controlling the war they’re considered down
towards the swarthy end of the white spectrum and just brown enough
to bomb. Me. I say it’s time to bomb the people who deserve
it.”

“Who are you recording
this for?” Mahone asked taking notice of the camera.

“For America
because they deserve this explanation more than you do or anyone
else I have killed. You all know why you have died and Americas’
got the right to. I don’t feel about these wars as we get
instructed to by the United States Government. My mind doesn’t work
that way and I have this real moron thing I do and it’s
called thinking! And I don’t make a good American because I like to form my own
opinion and don’t just roll over when I’m told. Most Americans, you
included, roll over on command like a good dog. Not me there are
fundamental rules I observe.”

“My first rule
America: Never believe what anyone
in authority tells you. None of them. Not government, police,
Clergy, the corporate criminals and anyone in a powerful position
outside the government like the media. Who, in the case of the
Defense Department and most of the time operate as unofficial
public relations' agency for the government and
industry!”

“I don’t believe in any of
them and I have to tell you folks I vary little believe in my
country anymore either. Don’t get all choked up for yellow ribbons
and American flags. I see them as symbols and I leave them to the
simple-minded.”

“What war has come to is a
big dick waving competition and men insecure on the size of their
dicks are killing each other. You need not be a history major or
Political Scientist to see the Bigger Dick Foreign Policy theory at
work. It goes like this. ‘What they have bigger dicks? Bomb them!’
And the rockets, and bullets are all shaped like dicks. Phallic
weapons and the unconscious need to project the national penis into
everyone’s affairs. Then they say there only trying to help and not
just screwing them.”

“The whole
thing in the Persian Gulf, once they secured the weapons, was a big
cock fight Bush was itching to have. In this case Saddam questioned
the size of Bush’s dick in a political statement. George Bush being
called wimp for so long felt like he needed to act out his manhood
fantasies. To send American white
children to kill other peoples brown children.”

“This has nothing to do
with race what are you saying?” Mahone asked.

“No it all has
to do with war and the effects both here and around the world and
the anger everyone’s in because of it. It’s true our government is
the biggest bullies on earth, and bullies only pick on people who
can’t fight back. Look at Vietnam we left some woman and children
alive over there and we haven’t felt good about ourselves since.
You can tell a lot about this country by the language it uses, what
did we do with Vietnam? We ‘Pulled Out.’ Not a very manly thing to
do when you’re screwing a country. During the Persian Gulf War
George Bush had to say: This will not be another Vietnam. He
actually said, ‘This time we’re going all the way!’ Imagine the
American President and leader of the free world using the sexual
slang of a teenager to describe his foreign policy. And in the end
what did he do? He pulled out, couldn’t get the job done. When
faced with going into Baghdad he pussed out. No balls. Just Bush.
And if you want to learn what happened in the Persian Gulf just
remember two names, Dick Cheney and Colin Powell. Someone took it
in the ass and it was us American’s. Now there back for an encore
and the war still continues today and the man who has kept every
promise he made is blamed. America wanted troops pulled out, and he
did it, they wanted Guantanamo fixed so he changed regulations.
Better healthcare and taxation system, better research into
medicine and stem cell. And America blames him for all the shit
created by the leader before him. True bullshit. You attack
the brown no
matter where he stands even if it’s in the White House and elected
by Americans. They blame him when it was Bush who brought the
Towers down. He has taken control of a country broken and in debt
and he’s fought to bring it back from destruction. Another Great
Depression. But they won’t let him rule in a righteous manner. The
names in that ledger are everyone who would see him burn and the
old America brought back. The War America. We should bomb someone
who deserve it like the British.”

“So this is how it
ends?”

“No this is just the start
and in a few hours this will be aired over the Presidential
frequencies along with other information and all of America will
know the battle is over and the war has only begun. I hope it
resonated all around the country as a war that’s fought in honor
and by the right forces. This is the start of a war that will strip
the rest of them out of the dark and bring them to the light. The
White House is locked down, and the Government has come to a halt
until they can decipher the rest of the ledger. Find those
responsible for making America a skid mark preying on the innocent.
Goodbye Alex.”

Mahone is left sitting
there alone to stare at the pictures all around him. One percent of
them are dead and a generous number to give it. He knew that the
wars fought are never black and white and that there is always
something deeper to it. Side wars fought for blood money. Looking
at it all everything connected together from find to kill. Everyone
on the boards had something to do with the war from the Cold to the
Afghan Invasion of 2001 that still raged on today. Bankers and
investors all dead. Mercenary’s working for higher to protect them
all dead. The politicians that helped launder the funds and the
judges to sign the orders all dead. The corporations that were
shells for War Crimes were all being stripped apart and that Jordan
is right. That it’s far from over and they will work hard to take
it all down but he knew that they would bury everything they can.
He looked at his family and wondered when the last moment he had
would be. Left alone in the warehouse to his thoughts to think how
he wished it would be over and the bombs he knew surrounded him
would blow up. He knew the time wasn’t right and someone else
needed to die with him.
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Peter sat beside his wife
as the doctor gave her the drugs that will lift the medical coma
and allow her to wake naturally. They had taken her off the
machines and her body responded better than the doctor said it
would. Peter was eager to gaze into her eyes full of life again.
They were no longer Jaundice, and the yellow left her skin. She has
a pink glow of her former health.

His wife’s eyes opened
into slits as she tried to focus her mind. Looking around the room
but seeing fog for several minutes. She turned her head to the
right and can see the image of someone sitting there. Rubbed her
face and opened her eyes to her husband there with tears on his
cheeks and a smile from ear to ear. Squeezed his hand and breathed
heavier as she realized she’s not dead but alive and not a clue
how. What she can remember they told her she’d go to sleep and
never wake up. There’s no hope for her, they didn’t know what to
do.

“My beautiful wife, my
Humming Bird, you are alive,” he kissed her.

“My Bumble Bee,” she said
so weak and frail though life so full and strong inside of
her.

“Please do not move too
much, my love, you are very weak and have been through surgery. You
won’t be able to move until the doctors say. Surgery was a few
hours ago but due to your condition they had no hope you would
wake.”

“I remember the doctors
telling me that.”

“We have a new medical
team, well this is the third, but he was the right one to
choose.”

“So I’m going to be well
again?”

“We hope so.”

“How long have
I-?”

“Three years my
love.”

“And I’m going to be
alright now?”

“Yes my love you will be.
You waking this fast and able to talk and swallow water is more
than expected. They put it a week from now before you could and if
your body hadn’t rejected the organ after all.”

“Thank you for never
giving up on me.”

The Doctor motioned that
it’s time.

“We need to let you rest
my love. He only brought you out of the coma to check your
conscious self was still there. To give us a minute together. You
need to stay sedated for a few days to allow your immune system to
regenerate the white cells to fight off infection.”

“I love you Bumble Bee. I
will see you soon.”

“Sooner than we hoped my
Humming Bird. My one love. Go to sleep and will be together soon; I
love you.”

The drugs took effect
fast, and she was back to sleep though no longer in a medical coma.
Her body needed time to rebuild its immune systems and accept the
kidney. Peter kissed her again before getting up and leaving the
room feeling more alive than he could ever remember feeling. Things
might be alright and they may love one another again and live
happy-ever-after.






# # #






Carol Cox, Amber Smith,
and Bryan Miller stood around a table going through every record
direct or indirect in connection to Peter Pallmall. They had to do
it themselves because Amber trusted no one else and with so much
known by the DT Killer there is a leak in the department somewhere.
No one can locate Lt. Mahone and no one had seen him since the
night before. They are jammed inside the D.A’s office with all the
files Amber could bring from home. The fire that raged through the
Justice Building destroyed most of everything they had.

They couldn’t get a judge
to sign a warrant worried there wasn’t enough legal grounds to.
Said if he did he may as well dig his own grave first. Peter
Pallmall was the one they were looking for and it looked like no
judge was man enough to face him. They called everyone who would
know where Mahone is and even sent units out to the house and his
wife told them she spoke to him last night at 11 but that’s
it.

“Hello,” said Amber
answering her cell.

“So far 8 bodies got
plucked out of the East River and they all have Baby Butcher carved
into their heads. A man reports seeing a person fitting the
Butchers description come out of the hardware store up the
street.”

“Where they
babies?”

“No. None of them are
babies they are all homeless people. I think the Butcher has
snapped and is attacking anyone now. Looks like a spree killing.
The makeshift homes are empty and there are reports of other bodies
taken out of the River.”

“Do you have the primary
location yet?”

“Not yet but I can use a
hand on this one.”

“I’ll send Cox your way
with as many men as she can scrounge up. We’re trying to find
Mahone he has been MIA since yesterday.”

“He aint missing DT took
him.”

“You say that so
matter-o-fact,” said Amber.

“Well if you can’t find
him and he hasn’t called you yet then the DT Killer has him. I
don’t know that man not to call the office bitching for
something.”

She didn’t want to think
its true, but he’s right and it explained where Alex is. Then
there’s a beep on her phone and she opened the image file with Alex
strapped to a chair and a fridge over him. Then her phone rang
causing her to jump.

“This is Detective Amber
Smith. Who am I speaking to?”

“Who is not important, but
the why is if you wish to save your mentor the great Defective
Detective Alex Mahone.”

“He’s a
Lieutenant not a
Detective,” said Amber. “What is it you want us to do?” her phone
beeped again.

“There are two pictures
and in one of them you will notice a timer rigged to the pulley
system. It will drop two thousand pounds of steel and make a
pancake out of him.” The fridge was empty and just a prop he hoped
she didn’t look too close at. “You can find him in a place that
used to be full of workers and the source of fifteen thousand jobs.
Decommissioned by the government and now it only breeds’ death in
its empty walls.”

“I’ll need more to
go-”

“For such an intellectual
person like you it shouldn’t be hard to find. Then again the
government likes to make misery its number one import and export.
So it’s a dime a dozen but one should have tickled your fancy and
remember the timers ticking Amber,” he hung up.

“Why don’t we start with
all the places abandoned or closed we can make a list.”

“Don’t be a dolt there are
hundreds like that. We need to focus on the ones closed by the
government and see what ones never reopened and big enough to have
15,000 employees working for them.”

“Well why don’t you rack
that brain of yours and remember what else he said. You should have
taken a fancy to it so it has to mean something to you.”

“So what now I’m being
dragged into this I just got my fucking badge?”

“No he’s trying to give
you a chance to save him by telling you you know where to look.
That something happened in a factory that would have caught your
intrust. Think,” said Miller.

“Can’t be the factory fire
in 1911 that’s part of the collage now and full of
people.”

“You’re going too big on
this one. What can you remember in your readings, factory, and
death? Come on use that brain.”

She hated
explaining her condition to him and how trigger words work because
he finds it, cool,
and she felt like a side show attraction. However she closed her
eyes and let her mind wander the halls in her library of death. She
had a library for every subject that interested her and could
discard anything she didn’t want to remember like the DELEAT button
on a computer. Though anything from before she mastered that
complete control of her mind was there in vivid detail. She walked
the halls looking at all the case files she had read over the years
and wondered what one it could be. She narrowed it down to
factories alone and still came up with hundreds of factory related
deaths.

It’s when she narrowed it
down to multiple that only a few emerged and one she remembered as
being strange. There was a factory, 1500 employees and not 15,000,
that the government wanted to turn into a research lab but never
did. The workers in the factory all lost their jobs and pensions
and many of them never found work again. A couple years after it
closed workers hung themselves from the rafters on the inside. That
may be all fine and normal, man down on his luck kills himself. But
they would all be hung from the same rafter in the same spot with
the same rope cut tide and hung all in the same manner. Thinking it
was a serial killer they started an investigation to have one
officer follow an old worker. They found him reading an instruction
manual left by the first guy to kill himself. The rope and guide
were kept in an office off the main room and never searched. Cops
hard at work hardly working.

“I know where he
is.”

“See I didn’t have to do
all that bullshit work, and you figured it out.”

“What bullshit work your
fucking job?”

“Yah that,” said
Miller.
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Amber and Miller called in
everyone they could but there’s a shortage of people willing to get
involved. Four tactical members can be found and Amber didn’t trust
them. Since this started she questioned everyone she came into
contact with who wears a badge or swore oath. There’s more evil in
the political environment then in the ghettos of this city. Don’t
see the brothers snatching up little kids’ and selling them for
torture at a million to watch, ten to join in, do you? No you
don’t. That’s a white crime.

Amber, Miller, and Cox
waited with five other uniformed officers at the back of a building
a hundred yards from their target. Owned at the time by Peter
Pallmall she didn’t give a shit for a warrant and time was running
out. Amber can see two men sweep the outside of the building and
the other two on the roof. The two on the roof were gone out of
sight for several minutes until one came back in view. He reported
they can see Mahone and they would have one man drop down into the
building. The other two on the ground climbed up to the roof as
entering through any of the door’s is too risky and the only visual
of the inside is through a skylight.

No sooner did the glass
break in her ear piece did the blast raise into the air. A second
later the ground shook and they are slammed back into the building.
The explosion shook hard enough to buckle the walls of the factory
and collapsed it in on its self. The flying debris has time to
settle before any of them can get to their feet and the ringing in
their ears is deafening. A white cloud still grew upwards and the
fog of ashes surrounded them cutting off visibility. FDNY is a
sweet sound followed by the paramedics though there was little fire
she can see to put out and no one alive to save.

Someone screaming sounded
as though she’s under water and it took a while to realize it’s
her. Was this it? Was he dead? Why the hell did he give her the
answer to have it blow up in her face? What the hell’s going on?
She wondered and had no answers to anything because as far as she
or anyone else can tell nothing connected one to another. This was
just a random act of violence committed in her mind by an
organization trying to get ahead of the nightmare before they get
implemented in it themselves. It can’t be true and she will never
believe this is the end. That he die for nothing, and this is
connected to Peter Pallmall alone.

The ground stopped
shaking, and it’s like hours have passed sense the blast first
knocked her down. But three minutes had gone by and the cloud has
grown thicker. She can see detective Cox assist one of the
uniformed officers and Miller came over and helped her up. Though
she just wanted to lay on the ground and be buried by the dust and
bits of her mentor. A man that was the closest thing to a “father”
she had and now he’s dead. It isn’t supposed to be like this. The
good guys are supposed to win and even though they knew who they
were looking for, they still lost. She stood watching what’s left
of the one man she trusted fall back to earth.

She went over to her car
and grabbed the iPad and loaded local and national news. CNN and
World Press Alliance, had the story first on the Presidents'
frequency:

“From the horse’s mouth
comes the tale of truth and justice. We have received a video
message from the DT Killer and it is not just a warning to the city
of New York but to the country in whole. What we will play is two
separate videos of the DT Killer himself. He wishes to shed light
on everything that’s happened: The truth why they needed to die.
Hay at the price of my job, I’m on your side DT and I’m safer now
knowing the truth then I was before. This brings a question to mind
and I’m but one voice. Is it better to expose what’s going on? Or
is it best left in the dark where the ones operating the sea of
sickness wished for it to remain? You call in and tell us what you
think. For now I give you DT or as I call him the Sword of
Salvation.”

“…This is to the citizens
of New York. I speak to you in truth, I am but one man, and one man
alone. This is not just a personal vendetta of mine and I can’t,
nor will I ever, claim otherwise. I had a personal grudge to settle
and in the end that’s what any man wants. So much innocent blood
has spilled since I started this and I wished so much for it not to
be that way. Even though yes, I could have prevented it, I alone
chose not to. For that I am guilty and put myself not at your
mercy. Every scenario I ran in this war meant innocent lives had to
be taken to ensure the safety of the rest and securing America’s
future. Expose the evil people sewn into our government placed in
power through lies and deceit and I wish it wasn’t true but it is.
I do not ask for mercy because I have caused the same pain the
people I kill do. I am the same darkness who swore oath to protect
our innocence and chose to profit off them instead. I may not be in
the same decrepit category as them but I am the same monster you
try to protect your children from in the night.”

“There comes a time when
one man who knows the truth must decide if he will stand by and let
it happen. To let every drop of innocent blood spilled stain his
sole as much as the men responsible. Or am I a man to do something
about it? In life if you can help someone in need and choose not
to, you are guiltier then the ones inflicting the pain. The methods
I used as unorthodox they may be, they were in fact, the safest way
to get the job done. Killing: the taking of life without lawful
reason, is wrong no matter how you spin it. Even though the
innocent who died some may say it was lawful to stop the horror I
exposed through their blood. Blood must have blood and war is
innocents raped by both sides and each with their own ideas of
justice. Take the Civil War, if the South won we would still have
slaves, woman would have no rights and children can be sold like
cigarettes. The North gave us freedom and hope for everyone to be
treated equal. No one man’s life is greater than another’s and no
innocents should ever be taken.”

“I’m empty inside and the
hallowedness that fills me is because of their deaths and I can’t
take it back and I’m sorry for that. This is to those whose lives
are affected because of me; I surrender to you and you alone. If
your loved one died because of me then all you need to do is speak
out and I will atone for my crimes. I will come to you and you
alone to answer for what I have done, but never will I submit
myself to the government I hate and most now despise.”

“There is no excuse for
taking life even when children are abused and sold off into
slavery. Even if the elected government was a front runner for why
our streets are full of drugs and illegal guns. The death of an
innocent to save countless lives is wrong, but it is necessary. I
give myself to you and in any way you call for justice I will
answer. You need to look at the City and the state it’s in, unaware
to the public, and ask yourself if the future looks better now than
it ever bas. Or should America continue down the tunnel of darkness
and too far into Satan’s grips to be redeemed. I repeat if you ask
me I will come to you and answer for my crimes however you want.
Though if you wish to kill me then I only ask that you allow
everyone else who’d like to see me dead equal
opportunity.”

“I will die for what I
have done, for all the lives I have saved, the children and yours.
If there was two options, and it’s, to kill a child, or, let
100,000 die? What would you chose? You may say it wasn’t your
choice, and it’s out of your power. That isn’t true. You are given
the power to decide whether you want to or not. It is now your
choice. Most can’t choose but I can and I would kill that child
even if it was my own because I did.”

“So this is my final
message I bring to you citizens of New York. More decisions are
made for this world in New York then Washington. I bag you to
listen and take my warnings and advice to heart. Take it as I took
the cries for the victims’ who can’t get answers.”

“Do not bend to government
and always be willing to get in their faces and ask why? Do not let
corruption hinder you in any way and never let your morals be
bought by money but the answers you seek. Never let power feed on
you in a weakened state. Instead step away from your own problems
to look at them from the outside. Come to your own third party
conclusion. Never believe government and what they tell you because
it’s only what they want you to hear and never the truth. Instead
fight back and become the Victor and not the Victim of oppression
in government. Stand for what you know and believe in your heart to
be right, just, and true to better humanity. Hunt for those who
feed off innocence and expose them for who they are, cowards. This
was my way to right so many wrongs I see the government I work for
commit and not bat an eye. I do this for you in hopes we as
Americans and us as the Citizens of the best Nation on earth can
stand with our heads held high. Proud to say: Even in our darkest
time, no one knew existed, we can shine a light into that darkness
and bring it to justice. We can see past the gargantuan loss of the
innocent lives taken since I started and say it was for the greater
good. So the children and innocents of all those American’s can
rest now it’s safer for all. Know that this doesn’t end here. As
Dominos do, the rest will fall. It’s just a matter of time before
they do. It is now the governments turn to act on what I and so
many of you know. The names are out there now and there is nothing
that can take it back. On every radio station and every news
channel. It cannot be hidden anymore and now it is known not only
by me but by so many others in authority who can help. Help us.
That is all we as Americans ask.”

“So honor that badge you
carry or that position you hold in office with dignity and respect.
Do not forsake Liberty and let justice be truly equal for all. This
is everyone’s city and we own that responsibility together as one
no matter who you are. If you are a gang banger or a clergy man you
are equal and deserve to be treated the same. Both hold that
responsibility as much as the police to protect the innocents from
violence. I’m sorry that the government continues to fail you. I
hope through this cleansing they can get their act together and
show us true strength and nobility in this dark time.”

“So this is my last piece
to give you in this chapter. It isn’t over and far from it. This
was one head of Scylla severed and a new head will emerge. The one
responsible here was Special Agent Patrick O’Malley along with the
Keeper of the Keys from Langley as it is the CIA Patrick worked for
and not the FBI. I released everyone’s names though there’s one
true Ledger with every person who will die in the possession of the
NYPD. This wasn’t to upset finance and movements of trade but to
eradicate those who feed off it through the innocence and not
honest marketing. I give to you the so called Secret Societies that
have controlled our world since long before the days of the
biblical era. You just have to look around you in every city you
visit and now you have a face to put to those societies you hear
of. If you want me I am yours. I ask you wait until the end to cast
your stones.”

“They will do everything
they can to hide and run from what they have done and will continue
to do until you the citizens don’t just speak out, but act out as
well. This is the time for action on our own home front instead of
desecrating nations abroad and calling it humane. America may have
been the greatest county to call home at one time and it will be
again because I know there to be more people in this country to
believe as I do then don’t. I know that the anger you have felt
whether it be just a subtle spark deep down inside hating the
government and what it’s become, or a forest fire of rage. The
anger is there in most of you and I ask that you join together and
fight for the freedoms that we have a right to have.”

“They say we have 50
states and every state has a voice in its decisions but in truth
there is only ten states with ten representatives. They call it
Conspiracy Theory only to muddy the truth and force the average
person to become blind to the truth. They hide the truth in plain
sight because of the ignorance of the human kind and how easy it is
to corrupt and manipulate our minds into believing what they say
happened and not what our eyes saw. I will continue to fight for
you long after the government finds someone to blame this on and
bury it like they did 9/11 and every other war driven crime to
happen. The truth will be told but only if you are willing to hear
it and look for it yourselves.”

“…You heard it here and
from the Domestic Terrorist himself. Though I fail to see how I, or
any innocent citizen, can feel terror from such a man. Willing to
take the burden and guilt of such events on himself for not only
himself but every man woman and child. Now you will see Lt. Alex
Mahone’s final encounter with the Sword of Salvation. You may glean
some understanding of what and who the elected officials of this
country are and what they’ve done. It looks like you think you know
everything and there is something more to the story and with
government there always is…”

Amber slammed the tablet
down unable to watch Alex strapped to a chair and the creepy voice
talking to him. Alex is chained like a psychopath strapped down in
a mental hospital. Left to die knowing that there wasn’t a chance
for him to live. Everyone that was still alive and willing to work
crammed around her watching the news. She picked up her tablet and
got into the car brushing the glass off the seat from the broken
window. She’ll stick a gun in a judge’s mouth to sign a warrant to
search Pallmall’s home and office at least and didn’t care. She
knew it wasn’t him deep down and the governments been cooking him
up as the fall guy while the real monster runs free. They need a
face to pin this on after all don’t they?






# # #






Jordan left the roof of
the building once the news helicopters came into view. The show was
good while it lasted though it’s best not to be seen by anyone. He
left the lawn chair there and took the Cuban cigars and Scotch with
him. He then set the incendiary device in the van and climbed into
his Range Rover to head back to his warehouse. The van exploded as
he rounded the corner onto the on-ramp to the highway of
safety.

With the death of Alex
Mahone and four members of ESU nothing but a pleasant memory he
drove high on life. As he drove, military trucks flew past him
towards the destruction and there helicopters were now overhead.
Jordan’s heart raced, and he hoped he didn’t get pulled over. He
can claim he’s coming from home into the city but why he was in
this district he would say to respond to the crises. When does the
D.A respond to emergency like this?

Jordan stood in the main
chamber of his warehouse looking at everything he put together over
the years and hated having to put it in boxes. He didn’t want to
destroy it all, but he knew for this to work he had to. Everything
must go into the cooker. For now it’s over, now he must take a
breather and step back from his own problem then go at it from a
third party perspective. Now he needed to erase everything that
will connect him to this in any way but kept one hard drive with
those who still lived in the safety of the shadows.

When the last of its boxed
up he sat at his desk looking at a family picture filled with pride
in what he’s done. Nothing he did would ever bring them back but he
can make this a safer place to live so others don’t experience the
pain he lives with every day.

“I’m sorry Jeana. Jordan.
Brooklyn. You are the ones that should be alive and I should be
dead. But I couldn’t protect you and for that I can never call
myself a man. I will only ever love you and I will always hold you
in my heart. You will be the only ones that can ever fill it for
you are my everything. I failed you and the kids’ and I’m so
sorry.” After sending everything to the burner he climbed behind
the wheel of his Rover.






# # #

The four men surrounding
the Butcher in an alleyway closed in on him slow and menacing. They
had chased him the last two miles, and would’ve got away but took a
wrong turn into a dead end. It will now serve as his execution
chamber no matter how much the award was for him alive. Each one of
them holds a different item meant to cause as much pain as possible
and followed by death only when they decided. Each of them had a
smile on their face they can kill this man any way they wanted and
no jury will ever convict them, and who gives a fuck if they
did.

They all laughed at Abul
looking around like a rat cornered with nowhere to go. He had taken
off from a bar he thought he’d take shelter in for a few hours
until night fell. But when he walked in he got hit in the face with
a bottle sending him backwards followed by screams of “BUTCHER!”
Next thing he knew he had a small mob chasing after him. He made it
as far as he could though now he’s cornered and without his gun for
protection.

Now with nowhere to run he
knew it was all over for him and this is where he would die. He
thought back, for a moment, to the days he had real feelings of
happiness. When he thought the kids’ he raised were his and had the
true meaning of life in the palm of his hand. Before his wife
showed him it was always his brother she loved and his kids’ she
bore. She taunted him the day he found her cheating with his
brother and what he couldn’t understand is why? They were 100% the
same in looks so what was it she saw in his brother he didn’t
have?

She yelled at him telling
him how worthless he was as a man. How Allah is ashamed for him to
call himself a believer of the One God. She said his brother loved
her and made her alive in a ways he never has. The kids’ he raised
from baby to preteen had been his brothers not his so he snapped.
Those good times he had before he knew the truth, the best moments
of his life, were a lie.

The hits came from all
directions one after another and sent the Butcher flying in all
directions being bounced back and forth like a pin ball. He hit the
ground and tried to cover his face with his arms. It was no good
because the baby sledge hammer was shattering his arms and legs
before working over his torso. Smashing every inch he heard one
yell out.

“Keep him alive as long as
we can.”

“What for? You want to get
caught doing this or kill him and leave?” asked another.

“I don’t care what you
want but I want to make him suffer as much as possible,”

“So do I,” said another
voice.

“I want him dead
now!”

“Yah, well, it
was my sister’s kid first mutilated by this motherfucker so
I say he lives
until I say he
dies. Does anyone else here have a family member who’s a victim
because of him?” he looked around but everyone is quiet. “I say he
stays alive, and I’m not saying for long, but long enough he
experiences the same pain my nephew and the others felt before they
died.”

“What do you want to do
with him?”

“What are you a fucking
brain dead dolt? Make him suffer.”

It wasn’t long before
they’re at his auto shop with everyone sent home and the doors
closed giving them complete privacy. They could have done it in a
packed Madison Square Gardens and no one would give a fuck, but
still, the host wished not to be disturbed for now. They strapped
the fighting Butcher to a body length dolly and watched as he
flopped around for several minutes. The host gave the other three a
beer to relax the mood, and they clinked glasses over Abul as he
fought against his binds.

The host picked up a flat
piece of metal and left a torch burning on it. He picked up an old
wood saw and took off his belt to strap around the Butchers arm.
Used the mechanics pit for a clearing and began, slow and lite to
the touch, to saw off the right hand at the wrist. When the hand
had come free and fell into the pit the host took the flat metal
and cauterised the nub. He handed the saw to the next guy, and they
each took turns cutting off a limb and cauterising it, but small
pieces of him at a time to keep him alive like he did his
victims.

The burnt flesh and sweat
is thick in the air so they stepped outside for a breath of fresh
air. They left Abul with no hands or feet and so far the left calf
and right forearm were severed and seared closed to prevent blood
loss. It isn’t long before he’s armless and legless but still alive
screaming in agony wishing it would stop. It’s another hour of
battery acid poured on him and screwdrivers jammed into his limbs.
An eye ball plucked out, and genitals removed and forced down his
throat before one of them handed the host an axe.

“What’s this
for?”

“To chop off his
head.”

“We want to extend the
torture don’t we?”

“I suppose. What do you
have in mind?”

The host left and came
back with an olive fork. “Something more delicate.”

“Where the fuck did you
come up with this?”

“George Carlin on Capital
Punishment. Thought it sounded cool and wondered if someone could
take a head off with an olive fork. I guess will find
out.”

Abul’s one eye bulged, and
he wiggled his torso as it’s all that’s left to him. The host cut
into Abul’s neck at the back cutting slow and avoiding major
arteries as long as possible. His head severed and held on by his
jugular vein and throat allowing Abul to scream one last time. Then
death came for him when the worst of the pain is passed and no more
can be felt.

The head got
kicked around as they enjoyed another beer and a scotch before
cleaning the garage. They put the body parts into a 50 gallon oil
drum and took it down to the 25th Precinct two blocks from the
bar they found him.






# # #

US General Banner stood in
the conference room with Amber, Miller and a few dozen FBI and
local cops. People from the Defense Department that are nameless
and with Home Land bringing up the rear. The President had signed
off on limited domestic military deployment in the city setting up
in the downtown core. Since there was no divers’ neighborhood to
squeeze their suspect out of so their presence was just for show.
They would deploy only when they can confirm the identity of the DT
Killer. They had everything needed for a weak warrant. Everyone in
the room knew without that piece of paper it didn’t matter what
they found it would all be inadmissible. The General had them
contact the D.A and have him convince a judge to sign off on the
warrant because they were unable.

It kept coming back to
circumstantial evidence and if they are right but have the wrong
location he will destroy any evidence. The D.A arrived and took a
seat next to the General going through the file as though he didn’t
know everything they have on Peter Pallmall. It’s taken him years
to get everyone where he needed them to be. He couldn’t drop the
ball now when he’s going to slam dunk it. He hoped anyway, and with
the limited evidence he was able to plant on Mr. Pallmall is both
good and bad. On one hand it limited the number of real-estate
assets they can search and on the other it meant making this stick
to him will be difficult and a trial is the last thing Jordan
wanted. There can only be two outcomes to this and he still planned
to live while other fail to plan.

“I know everything’s
bullshit and any law student can beat it but it’s all we have. Alex
thought it’s him before he got kidnapped. The President is leaving
local authority to handle issuance of warrants and if it was up to
me I’d kick in his door right now. ”

“What’s the time line on
everything? Could he have done it, did you check alibis, have you
even questioned him yet? If you play it too soon without hard
evidence then it’s your ass on the line and not mine Amber. What is
the surveillance on him right now?”

“Military took over and
that’s not the problem. If we can get into the fucks house we can
find something to link him to this. The warehouse he used to blow
up Alex is owned by him. He has the means the finances and the
motive to kill Alex no to mention the equipment to blow the fuck
out of Liberty and the Justice Building.”

“So are seven others that
are all empty and accessible to anyone with a crowbar the warehouse
isn’t enough nor is the contracts with the government. All records
have been checked and he’s clean, I mean yah sure its not hard to
dummy reports but that isn’t going to stand up. Not to mention Alex
was a nothing but a pawn in all this. A side show.”

“Get me the fucking
warrant Jordan don’t need your prosecutorial political pissing. I
need the goddam motherfucking warrant. You going to get it for me
or do I go to his house and shoot him in the fucking
face?”

“I’ll get you the
signature. Has anyone notified Maria what happened before she hears
it on the news?”

“I talked to her after the
ringing died down in my ears. She’s with family and she said she’s
alright. Wants me to go out there when I can.”

“I will check in on her
when I’m done getting you the warrant.” Jordan left the
room.

“Alright everyone lets
gear up and remember we are the secondary entry team once the
military has secured the property and detained the suspect. Is that
understood?” she asked looking at the people in the room who didn’t
just out rank her but have worked longer than she’s lived. The
General just nodded his head in agreement and told everyone to
follow suit.






# # #






The military evacuated
homes closest to Pallmall’s compound in case it went up in one big
bang taking out the neighbourhood. They had boats in the water and
helicopters ready to come in from above. When the troops surrounded
the property DELTA entry team is given the green light to breach
the building. When they were inside troops approached from all
angles blocking off the windows and doors. Flash Grenades can be
seen going off inside but there wasn’t any gun fire.

It’s over faster than they
took to get into position and the rest of them are cleared to
enter. The home is checked for explosives and the suspect is cuffed
behind his back on the couch. A couple nurses, a maid, and
Pallmall’s assistant. They found his wife sedated in the hospital
wing.

“What do you want to do
with the patient in the back right now?” asked Detective
Cox.

“You! What’s her
condition?”

“She’s stable and in
recovery. She just had surgery and in her condition I don’t
recommend moving her without a proper medical transport,” said the
nurse.

“Un-cuff the nurses and
let them do their job but keep a man on them. I want this house
ripped apart from top to bottom. Call in the EMS surgeon and get
the paramedics back there.”

“Amber he isn’t just DT
he’s the Harvester to. We have medical records of thousands of
potential matches. Dates of performed operations but there is no
names of the doctors,” said Miller.

“What’s the connection to
the DT case?”

“They are trying to get
into a hidden basement. The rest of the house is clean other than a
scrap book of the DT’s kills so far but hell you have one of
those.”

“Detective Smith we found
the mother lode down here, bomb material, weapons, you name it and
he has it-”

The sound of glass
shattering behind Amber sent her instincts into high gear. On the
ground and her gun out. She turned to look where the shot came from
and saw Peter with a large red stain growing on his chest. Three
more shots came through the window, one more into Peter, and two
into his assistant killing them both a second later she felt the
bullet miss her head and hit the maid square in the face popping
her head like a pumpkin you shot with a 12 gage at ten
feet.

“What the fuck was that!”
the General yelled. “Who the fuck fired those rounds?”

“General the snipers
evacuated once the primary target was secured. There is only the
DELTA team there with you inside the building and the roamers
patrolling the grounds.”

“I want people
outside now find that son-of-a-bitch goddam it! I want two birds in the
sky call them back. Motherfucker”
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Jordan was on
his electric three-wheeler driving away from the house by the time
the fourth bullet hit its target. He lived ten minutes away from
Peter Pallmall along the shore line meaning he will be gone before
any real search started. It was over for now and all he had left to
do was pick up the shattered remains of this Hump-Me-Dump-Me-City
and put it back together. All the Kings horses and all the Kings
men couldn’t do as I do, but I will miss
my friend.

He was home and Berta
tended to the kids’ as Maria sat in the kitchen on the phone with
her sister making arrangements for her to come down. Everything
else got taken care of by Alex before he died. What’s left is to
make the notifications before the press tells the world the
explosion today was Alex saying goodbye. Since the video only
showed an edited conversation he had with the DT Killer they
haven’t reported who died in the explosion.

The televisions off so the
reports on the raid of Pallmall’s compound and the capture of both
the DT and Organ Harvester were unknown to them. He stood watching
the kids’ play a board game with Berta and he wondered if they’ve
been told their fathers dead.

So many people dead and
for what? They will rebuild and start over again because no matter
how hard you fought against the tide it pulls you back out further
away from safety. For the time being the city is safe and he will
get around to removing the people who think the DT is dead they are
free. The underworld has never been so active and yes they too have
a secret society of their own and now the fire is burning and the
rage is in the streets. For now though he will get something to eat
and a hot shower before a good night’s sleep. His ribs hurt but he
enjoyed the pain and welcomed whatever life gave him.
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Amber had
showered twice but still stunk of blood and figured she’d smell it
for a while. She looked out at the Jersey City Skyline and thought
how peaceful the glow looked. She made a stop at the
25th to
look at Abul and spit on him before she went home with Miller
adding the Butcher file to her wall. He’s passes out on her Lazy
Boy too exhausted to even kick back the chair when she came out and
was glad he didn’t expect to get laid tonight.

The evidence taken from
Peter Pallmall confirmed he’s the Organ Harvester. What they have
connecting him to the Domestic Terrorist Killings is weak and would
have got tossed in court. With him dead no one wanted to ask
questions, and the city didn’t calm down when they heard it’s over.
No one can believe that the Organ Harvester and DT Killer were the
same person and too many loose ends are left untied. But Amber is
told to close the case and accept it. Every agency is trying to
bury it under the same deceit and lies that started
this.

The woman in the house got
taken to the hospital and the D.A’s office doesn’t wish to pursue a
case against her for possession of stolen property. Victim doesn’t
wish to press charges either. She’s trying to figure out how it
would all work in court when there was no knowledge of a crime
committed by Mrs. Pallmall. There’s the civil suit that would come
and all Amber can wonder in this was how this woman would live?
Live life because of a kidney stolen out of another person. The
more she thought of it it grossed her out and that isn’t easy to
do.

Amber dropped the towel
and walked naked out of the living room laughing as she went Miller
missing his chance to see her. She got dressed and stood in front
of her mirror with the Detectives Shield slung around her neck.
Still couldn’t believe it’s there, and she herself is the one
warring it. With all this blood spilled and the dead still being
counted, she wondered if the city would ever be normal again.
Wondered if the citizens felt more comfortable and safe walking the
streets now than before? Not knowing what true darkness preys on
their innocents. Everything leading back to the Cold War she was
still trying to put it all together to make some resemblance of
sense. The harder she tried the more she knew this wasn’t how it
ends and that it’s only the beginning of a long hard road before
we’ll be free of the secrets.

The video tells them the
story but bleeps out any of the names and location to the missile
silos installed in Kuwait and along the Russian boarder. The
country being controlled by the billionaires and our voting is a
cover to make us feel better as a population letting them rape
us.

She got called in to speak
with the Commissioner and Mayor. Though she didn’t want to talk to
them but she has no choice. She leaves Miller sleeping on the chair
and heads down to the garage needing her own vehicle in case he
wakes.

Amber hadn’t driven her
truck in a few weeks so she noticed the wrapped package on her
passenger seat right away. She gloved up and peeled open the card
to read the poem:






Detective Smith I hope
this finds you well,

Thought you’re done in the
pits of Hell.

This is the first of so
much gore to come,

I wish for you and I to
have a little fun.






She opened the lid
figuring there wouldn’t be a bomb and looked at what was in the box
and couldn’t help but chuckle at the humor of it.

cover.jpg
7 e.‘
,

-

ART OF THE KILL
INNOCENCE

ALVIN MACKEY






