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    This book is dedicated to the innocent, defenseless victims everywhere throughout the world.


    Please believe, “somebody does care.”

  


  



  
    Prologue


    The lone, dark figure watched from the shadows as the plain, brown sedan slowed to a stop. The young girl, not yet eight years old approached the car. She was walking along the sidewalk, very unaware. Right before she reached the car, a Hispanic looking man stepped out from behind the wheel.


    Stepping in front of the pretty, young girl, he bent over to talk to her. The girl made a step back and the man grabbed her arm, forcing her towards the car. He opened the passenger door, suddenly struck with a force of blinding speed. He moaned loudly as he was thrown back, landing solidly and painfully onto the pavement. His head hit the pavement with a loud crack.


    Trying to stand, the heel of a large leather boot struck him squarely shattering his nose, chin and cheek bones.


    The city of Las Vegas is a multitude of lights and towering casinos. The marquees are so bright and spectacular. You can’t help but be amazed. It is not just the vast array of glittery lights, endless nightclubs, strip clubs and gay bars. It is an endless ocean of every known debauchery to man. Las Vegas is a cesspool of immoral behavior. Without the strength or will power to survive, it will suck the very life from you. It is a safe haven for a multitude of child predators and sex offenders from all over the world. Known for its lax, uncontrolled system, that is why they come here.


    There is something about seeing a bug, an insect, a spider, or some other creepy crawly thing on the floor, or a wall, crawling across the table or some other place. For some reason you know it’s there for no good reason. Most people, they see them and they get all prickly all over, rubbing or scratching. Instinct says, “Kill it” so we do. Swat it, stomp on it, and spray it with a chemical. Use what ever is handy. What ever it is, we eradicate it. We eliminate it and remove it from our presence so it will not harm others or us. The odd thing is, even after it has gone, the feelings we had about it, the uneasiness that creepy-crawly feeling is still there.


    The perverted pedophiles are the same. I use the word perverted with the word pedophile because pedophile is a Greek word for, “one who loves children”. There is a strong misconception. They are, in fact baby rapers, child molesters, a disgusting waste of human flesh. They walk the earth, always preying on helpless, defenseless, innocent children. Even after they’re gone, they leave behind this sick uneasy feeling. For some, this feeling is much worse than for others. A feeling for them that will never go away. There is permanent, emotional damage. Sadly, very often a new monster is born. They just are not aware of it.


    There is one man who will not sit by idle, watching as everyone else does. He will not let the guilty walk away from their crimes. The laws do not protect the children. The punishments are not severe enough or tough enough. The already incarcerated criminals in our penal system will not even tolerate child molesters. They are kept away from the general population. These parasites sleep with the rats, snitches and other sex offenders. Their lives would be in danger otherwise. We are making progress, but it’s moving too slowly. The laws do not defend the helpless; they only defend and protect the guilty. The laws we have are too vague, too many holes for the guilty to slip through. Lady Justice is blind.


    However, there is one man. This sole protector of the weak, this gladiator for the defenseless has seen and heard enough. “Vengeance is mine," sayeth the Lord. Unfortunately, that is not swift enough.


    He is the champion of their cause, their protector, their savior from the Hell in which they live. He is, “The Guardian”.

  


  



  
    Part One


    A Child Is Born

  


  



  
    Chapter 1


    The sky was dark and ominous. The clouds looked like smoke damaged cotton. Musky, dark shadowy puffs, barely moving, were hanging over the city as if waiting for some opportune time to open up and drench the filth of the city away. The wind blew a cold chill across the ground, scattering the trash and leaves in little whirlwind funnels, sliding effortlessly from one place then to no place in particular.


    It was barely drizzling. The streets were wet from the recent downpour. It had only given a sample of the torrential pounding that was coming. Off in the distance thunder boomed its warning. Lightning cracked and lit up the sky.


    In the center of the courtyard, on the large grassy area leading up to the huge, concrete steps of the courthouse was a lone figure. The figure was slumped forward. His arms outstretched, bound to supports of some sort so that it would not fall over.


    Far off in the distance, sirens were blaring. A low mumbling was coming from this lone, bound figure. It was unintelligible, seemingly incoherent.


    Officer Sam Reynolds and his partner Officer Jack “Jake” Jacoby were doing their usual cursory rounds. It had been slow, not much going on. It seemed that even the junkies, the whores, and the other creatures of the night couldn’t find it in their hearts to trudge out in this nasty, cold, damp weather.


    “Hey Jake, hold up.” Officer Reynolds said. He shined the spotlight across the grassy area of the courtyard.


    “What the hell is that?” Officer Jacoby said. He slowed the cruiser and pulled over to the curb.


    “Hell, I don’t know, but call it in and let’s go take a look.”


    “Control, this is Unit 10, 10-107 in front of the courthouse, we’re going to take a look.”


    “10-4 Unit 10.”


    The two of them got out of the cruiser. With flashlights trained on the figure in the middle of the courtyard and hands on their weapons. They slowly approached the lone figure in the center of the court.


    As they approached, they could hear the sounds of sobbing, mumbling, and pleading. They watched the figure as it trembled.


    “Holy Jesus, what the hell….” Officer Jacoby couldn’t believe his eyes.


    The lone figure was mumbling incessantly, “I’m sorry, really, please, I won’t do it again. Really, I won’t. I’m sorry, I’m sorry, yes, yes, I’m sorry…”


    The two officers froze where they stood. In front of them, fastened to a short, sturdy, wooden shape of a cross was a man. He was on his knees. His head hung to his chest. His arms had been held to the cross member by metal tie wire in at least four places, two to each arm. His legs straddled the vertical piece, bound at the ankles behind him with the same type of tie wire.


    Officer Reynolds took a step closer. Staring at the man’s head, he shined the light on him, shining the beam over the figure from head to toe. He gasped, unable to believe what he saw before him.


    The first thing that he noticed was the man’s thumbs had been removed. Shining the light on his face, he noticed that it appeared that his eyelids had been sewn shut. The mumbling and sobbing that they heard was coming from an audio device fastened to the man’s legs behind him. As he shone the light closer on the man’s face, it was apparent why the audio machine was there. The man’s tongue, apparently, cut out. There were trails of dried blood where it had stained his chin. That was the mumbling that they heard as they were approaching. Across his forehead in bold letters branded the words, child molester.


    Reynolds looked at Jacoby, eyes wide in disbelief. “What the hell do you make of this Jake?”


    The man, completely naked, was bound to the makeshift cross. Nearly all of his senses were mutilated. For what they did not know nor had a clue. There was a small sign hanging from a cord draped around his neck. “Voi testamento sapere il veritas e il veritas testamento fissato voi libero, John 8:28”


    “What the hell is that?” Jake said, pointing to the small sign around the man’s neck.


    Reynolds bent down, looked at the small sign, and tried to read it. “It’s some sort of foreign language for sure. Looks like something in Italian maybe. We’ll have to get it translated.”


    “Let’s get the paramedics and the crime scene guys out here. We don’t want to touch him. There’s probably evidence here. I don’t think we’re gonna get much outta this guy, especially tonight. As they looked down at him, it was apparent that the lone figure wasn’t even aware that they were there.


    “Control, Unit 10” Reynolds said into his radio.


    “Go ahead 10.”


    “We have a 10-47, need 10-78 ASAP, also send investigative CS unit, medical team, the whole bit.”


    “10-4 Unit 10”


    Reynolds had to let them know that they had an injury and needed an ambulance as quickly as possible. This was out of their area; they needed to let the people who dealt with this kind of thing come in.


    A dark figure watched from across the street. He sat atop a three-story building. He could see everything very clearly through his night vision glasses. He slipped the remote device to the audio player into his pocket.


    They would be struggling, rifling through what little evidence they may have trying to figure out what had happened. There wouldn’t be any evidence. They would never figure it out on their own. They’d discover who the man was sure. They’d even uncover his past. However, they would never know the why of it. That was the sad thing. Therefore, the cast was set. This was just a message, a sample of what was to come. It wasn’t the smartest thing for him to do, but they had to know. First thing in the morning, they would find out who and what this monster was. It would be the first of many, only then would they understand the reason and justification of his actions. Yes, it would be the first and definitely not the last of such messages. The others who were yet to come would simply be reminders. All he wanted was to let them know. Let them know that there was a new judge and jury in town. He would keep reminding them until they got it right and there were no more abused children left. All of the news stations would be all over it. It would most probably be Channel 8’s big breaking news story. They were pathetic with shit like this. They’d run the story repeatedly until you were just sick to death of it. They went back and forth between this and the stupid weather. They repeated it every three minutes. That’s what he wanted though. It was important to let all of those parasites out there know that he was coming. He wanted to let them know that he was here, and that he wasn’t going away. He couldn’t go away. The children needed him. He’d seen and heard enough. He was their protector, the champion of their cause, their savior from the hell in which they lived. He was the Guardian!


    Chapter 2


    He had grown up a nothing. He had no name. He had no mother or father. He had no family at all. He had nothing connecting him to anything even remotely resembling a life. He was nothing more than a product of the state. He was just another piece of the foster home system. It was a life forced upon him not unlike so many other children. Those forced to live a life in a system that gave minimal care. Like so many others, being brought into this world by those who cared even less.


    His mother had left him at one of the clinics and walked out. She disappeared forever before anyone could find out who she was. She was probably a hooker or a junkie who didn’t need the extra responsibility in her life. Therefore, his life began.


    This lonely, sole human being did what he considered time. He had bounced from one foster home to the next. He was abused, mentally, physically and even sexually, leaving an everlasting effect on what would later become, unbeknownst to him at that time, his purpose in life.


    Neglected and ignored, quite simply he was nothing more than a paycheck for the families who took him in. The problem was, the older he got, the more trouble he became, and the harder it was to get another family to take him in. Constantly returned to the home like trading in a car at the local dealership was normal.


    It was becoming a torment, a mental torture to watch the other children around him subjected to the same things, often times even worse things than he was. For some, it would mean an early death.


    There had been unreported child deaths of the younger children while under the care of Child Welfare Offices, the local federally funded child welfare facility. It was under investigation to determine if in fact there could be justifiable cause or some inexplicable reasons for such things. Some local lawyers had even stepped up to help solve some of the problems. There were 79 unexplained child deaths over a three-year period. None of them had been investigated.


    One of the things that had helped him through was his friendship of one of the older boys whom had befriended him. He was younger and just going through the adjustments of foster care living.


    Joshua, the older boys name had come to him one night as he lie in his bunk, crying, feeling lost and helpless. He wondered if this was the life that he should expect and what had he done to deserve such a damnation as it was.


    “Can I help in some way?” Joshua had asked, sitting on the edge of the bed next to him.


    “No, no one can help me. I don’t know who I am, where I came from, what’s going to happen to me.” The young boy sobbed.


    Joshua spent a long time talking to the young boy. He explained that they were all the same, that they all had a common core of existence. Trying earnestly and sincerely to comfort him and to reassure him that things were only as bad a we let them be. All it took was faith and the belief that everything happened for a reason. It was, however, not ours to question that reason, only to accept it as it was and to do the best with what we had. Only that faith and our strength would help us change the way things were.


    The young man listened intently, trying hard he wanted so badly to find someone that he could trust and depend on.


    They had become close, sincere friends. They would spend long nights talking and sharing their thoughts and dreams. It was probably the single best time in the young man’s life. Joshua would become the one and only person that he would ever trust.


    As all things begin, they also must end. Joshua had reached the age where he was no longer eligible to be cared for by the state, no families had wanted him and quiet frankly he was ready to get out of the system and start a life of his own.


    Joshua had read and studied everything he could get his hands for life as a man of the cloth. He was not sure exactly which religion that would be; he just knew that he would join a clergy of some sort. He was a catholic. They told him that they knew this because his father although unknown and his mother, a catholic, had been killed when he was very young. He had been wearing a St. Christopher’s medal. Joshua had never known where the medal came from. He presumed from the mother he never knew, but he never took it off from around his neck.


    Rumors spread quite quickly in a foster home. It was no surprise to the young man when Joshua came to him to tell him he was leaving. He already knew yet he was still not prepared.


    Joshua was to leave very early the following morning. He sat with the young man through the night. He tried assuring him that he too would one day be free of the system that held him. That he too would survive to do good on his own one day. He encouraged him to keep the faith, as he had told him, keeping his bible with him. The one Joshua had given him. He would keep it with him until his dieing day. It was then that he would be free to live his life as he saw fit. To do whatever good he could. It was this information and more over the years that Joshua had imparted on the young man that gave him the strength to persevere and make it through to the end.


    Right before he left his side, Joshua took the St. Christopher’s medal off from around his neck. The young man knew how Joshua felt about that medal. He also knew that Joshua had never ever taken it off for any reason.


    “Here” he said to the young boy. “I want you to have this.”


    The young boy just looked with surprise in his teary eyes. He was amazed as his heart beat so hard and fast he could feel it pounding against the walls of his chest.


    “What are you doing, you can’t do that? What will you do?”


    “It’s okay my friend. This medal has brought me through many times of fear and hardship, it’s time to share it and give someone else the same thing that it has given me.” Joshua said. He leaned over and placed the chain around the young boy’s neck.


    “It’s a St. Christopher’s medal. According to the story, he was a powerfully built man who wandered the world searching for adventure. He had came upon a stream where a hermit lived, guiding others to safe places to cross. The hermit instructed the traveler in the truth of God and the traveler soon took the hermits place. Then, instead of guiding them as the hermit had, he carried them across on his strong shoulders.


    One day a child had come and as he carried him across, the child’s weight almost crushed him. Once on the other side the child revealed himself as Christ and explained that he weighed so much because he carried the weight of the world upon himself. He then baptized the traveler with water from the stream. He was then the Saint of things related to travel and people who carry things. This will protect you in your travels through life and protect you from what ever burdens you carry.”


    The young boy didn’t know what to say, so he cried and hugged Joshua tightly. “I’m gonna miss you Joshua, you’re my only friend.” He sobbed.


    “You will always be my friend” and placing the young man’s hand on his heart, “you will always be right here.”


    After Joshua had left, the young boy lay in his bed. He cried softly to himself, his hand tightly holding the medal that his dear friend had given him.


    He did not know it at the time, but that would be the last time that he would ever see his friend Joshua. A short time later, he would discover that his dear friend had been killed in a robbery. The thief, caught a few hours later had gotten less than twenty-two dollars and fifty cents for his trouble. The young boy would always carry the guilt that if his friend had not given him the medal that day he would still be alive.


    As soon as he was old enough, after turning 18, he enlisted into the Marine Corps. He quickly got into the Special Forces unit. The major war of the time was Viet Nam. It did not take long to get orders. He had survived two tours in Nam. While in the corp., he had spent a considerable time in the Asian countries. He toured the Philippines, Thailand, and Korea. Thailand was the worst. Even today, these monsters go there to find young, under age sex with these innocent children. They were all the same though. The sale and black market trade of sex was rampant. Young children, little girls especially were nothing more than items in an exploding meat market that would reap millions upon millions of dollars for the sick and depraved worldwide. The young girls and boys sodomized so many times, their insides destroyed would no longer work. They would soon die a very young age.


    The things that he saw would make him physically sick to his stomach. Many, many times he would grab the medal he still wore from his friend Joshua. He swore that he would some day be the one to break the chains that bound them and carry the children to a safe place to cross. He knew he’d never be a saint, but he would surely be their guardian.

  


  



  
    Chapter 3


    The paramedics and a large assortment of official vehicles arrived, lights flashing, commotion everywhere. Of course, the media had shown up almost as soon as Jacoby had gotten off the radio to central.


    “What the hell?” One of the medics said his mouth hanging open, eyes wide. “Man, I ain’t never seen nothing like that.”


    “Ya, us neither. As soon as the crime scene guys get their pictures and we’re cleared by the lead investigator, just cut him down. Be careful not to disturb anything so we can maybe get some prints, check the area.” Reynolds was saying.


    As soon as the CS guys were done with their pictures, they got the okay to go about their business. They cut the man free, starting at his ankles, then, one at a time. Each wire tie cut, until all the pieces of wire had freed him from his cross. The man slumped to the ground.


    “Keep those wires, we want them tagged.” A voice from off to the side said, as the medics were going about checking the man for vital signs, the routine stuff.


    The voice, the lead investigator, Lieutenant John Halloway was walking towards the two officers. “Well, what do we have here gentlemen?”


    Reynolds was shaking his head, rubbing his forehead, “Dambdest thing I ever saw Lieutenant.


    “We just see this guy, out here, tied down and cut up like some ritual sacrifice or something. Whoever it was had left this recorder behind, running like this.” He said. He was pointing down at the device as he walked over to it.


    Halloway walked over, knelt down, looking at the audio device, “I’m sorry, really, please, I won’t do it again…..”


    He looked up at the two men, “What’s all this, any idea?”


    “We don’t know. It’s been playing the same shit, over and over.”


    Halloway stood up, looked at Jacoby. Jacoby just shrugged and said. “Just this guy we presume, or whom ever it is on that tape, going on and on about being sorry, won’t do it again, shit like that. We thought it was him, but his damn tongue had been cut out. Don’t know what the hell to make of it.”


    “His tongue was cut out?”


    “Ya and his thumbs cut off, eyes sewn shut. Some sick fucker did a real job on this guy.”


    One of the medics came over, sweating, shaking his head. “You guys aren’t going to believe this, but the guy’s dick was cut off to a two inch stub and gets this; it was cauterized to stop the bleeding. Can you believe that? They didn’t want him to bleed to death; they wanted this guy to live!”


    They all stood there looking at each other. They didn’t have to say a word. Each one of them knew exactly what the other one was thinking. “What the hell was going on and who would be sick enough to do such a thing?”


    “Okay,” Halloway was saying. “Let’s get this guy to the hospital. You people finish up here and let’s see if we can’t get the sick son-of-a-bitch that did this.”


    He wanted to know everything about this guy, who he was, where he lived, what he did for fun, work, habits, what kind of cereal he ate. Somebody had a reason for doing all of this to him and he wanted to know exactly what that reason was. If the evidence was right, he liked children; he liked them too much.


    Everyone went about his or her business. The medics loaded the lone figure into the ambulance, and they sped off, sirens blaring and lights flashing. The CS guys went about taking pictures, picking up anything and everything that looked even remotely like it might be evidence. It was going to be a long night.


    Chapter 4


    Halloway sat in his office going over the information that he had in front of him. This was a hell of a thing, even for Las Vegas. He had seen a lot of shit in his years on the streets. The city had grown to one of the fastest growing cities in the country. The city of Henderson was right behind them. The crime rate was escalating just as fast as the population.


    Of course, they blamed all of it on all sorts of excuses. There wasn’t enough manpower on the police force. There were not enough teachers. The corrupt politicians were led by a flamboyant mayor who was an X-mouth piece for the mob. Nevertheless, the fact of the matter was, with all the other stuff, it was the increasing illegal immigration population. Over crowding had proven to be a major factor in increased violence and crime. Known as the capitol of the adult entertainment industry, Las Vegas was at the top of the list. It was an adult playground. Their motto, “What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.” It spoke volumes of immoral decadence. It drew the sick whacko types like a damn magnet.


    Every single perversion, habit, addiction, desire, kink, you could think of was here. It was here, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Sexual deviates, pedophiles, whacko nut jobs come here to either hide or feed on their sickness. They even have a bar that brags, “The only transgender bar in town.” You see the she-males and transsexuals, parading up and down Karen Ave. Their main source of income is prostitution.


    He had lived in Vegas all of over 39 years of his life. He had seen it grow from a city run by the mob where things were actually good, to this. Sure, the mob had their way of dealing with problems. Nevertheless, locals were taken care of; the city was clean overall. Now, it was just an immoral, politically corrupt toilet where every perverted, sex crazed, out of control party animal can live and thrive. They could pretty much hide and get away with what ever they want. We have strip bars and gay bars like 7-11’s. Massage parlors specializing in “happy endings” lined on end of Paradise Road. The other, the gay bars. Commercial Center on Sahara Ave. caters to predominantly gay clientele. There’s the Green Door for the swingers, two men’s clubs, Plutos being the forerunner. It was just another fancy word for gay bathhouse. These things didn’t exist when the mob ran things.


    This was not a mob hit though. It wasn’t a gang related thing either. If it were, he’d be dead. The gang bangers didn’t have the balls or the stomach for something like this. No, their thing was strength in numbers, drive by shootings, cowardly stuff. Gang bangers would kill you to show they were tough, initiation rights, what ever. They were always in a crowd, never alone, and always with a gun. Whoever did this took his time. He knew what he was doing, and did things for a purpose.


    So, what did he know so far? All he knew was, just the basic information. He had a white male, approximately 40ish. All his senses attacked, the perpetrator was definitely leaving a message. Nevertheless, what was the message? They wanted this guy found, that was obvious. He knew that there would be very little if any evidence at all to lead them to whoever had done this.


    He knew he couldn’t do any more tonight. He had to wait for lab results and tests to come back. He may as well just go home, take a hot shower and a cold beer. He needed to get some sleep. Halloway had a feeling that this wasn’t going go be the last message. They were going to get more from this person or persons and it may very well get worse.


    Halloway had been on the force for over fifteen years. He’d worked his way up, faster than most the hard way, busting his ass. He was lead investigator and his job was pretty much his life. Divorced, just like most cops in this town, his wife got tired of his never being home. She tired of his never wanting to talk about things. What was he to talk about? He swam in a river of shit every day. There was everything from finding babies in dumpsters, to bodies in the desert. The number of cold cases outweighed the ones they were working. What was he to say, “Hi honey, boy what a day, we found some little two year old today locked up in a cage with bruises and scars all over her body. She was wallowing in her own waste. The foster parents only had her for the monthly check. She was treated worse than nothing more than a house-pet, something huh? Man, you should have seen it.” That sure would make for some relaxing conversation over dinner. She also wanted to have children. However, looking at the filth around him it was hard for him to want to bring another poor human being into this world. Maybe he was selfish. He looked at all the kids who didn’t have parents. He saw the ones who were abused by the system. The educational system sucked. The School District was one of the poorest in the nation. He wasn’t going to see one of his kids go through that educational system not learning anything. Therefore, he was very reluctant to have any.


    By the time he got home at night, all he wanted to do was wash the filth of the city off him and sleep. He did not blame her. It really wasn’t her fault. He admired and respected her for putting up with it for as long as she did. It was something that he felt compelled to do. Somebody had to be out there protecting the people of this city. In some morbid way, he loved the challenge. He loves it when he finally gets the bad guys and they are punished. Therefore, she left, and he continued his quest with his fight against the evils of the city, to save as many victims as he could. You were always trying to fight the endless, never winning battle against crime.


    He turned off the lights, shrugged his coat on and left for home. He was going to try not to think about it anymore until morning, but he knew that was a wasted thought.


    The challenge had been thrown down. He would face it and see it through.


    Chapter 5


    Charles Radcliff wasn’t a normal person. He was a monster. He was a predator, an evil, vile waste of human flesh. Of course, he didn’t think so. Charles wasn’t even aware of it. In his mind, he was quite well adjusted. Charles thought that it was quite normal for him to show this affection to young boys. He was simply showing them love and affection.


    Charles appeared to be normal. He had a good paying job at the VA working in the management area. He had friends that thought the world of him and had no clue as to his sexual preferences. His appearance was clean cut, he was well dressed, and he was always in good physical health. He worked out at 24 HR Fitness three times a week to keep in shape. It was the perfect Ted Bundy syndrome.


    The fact was he liked little boys. He especially liked prepubescent, dark haired, small framed little boys. The absence of pubic hair is what really aroused him. Charles had even made sure that he himself was clean-shaven in that area. He also knew that society frowned on this sort of thing. He could not understand that. After all, he had lived through it without any problems. To him this was normal behavior. He even considered himself a child trapped in a man’s body. He felt as though he was their peer, not their elder. Regardless of what he felt or knew to be true, he knew he had to be careful with what he did and how he went about things. Society just didn’t understand.


    His behavior was very typical. They call them predators for a reason. He would hang out in schoolyards, parks and play areas, anywhere that young children would gather to play. He would work or volunteer at places that put him near children. You had to be a very patient person to work as he did. The one thing in his favor was the weak link in the chain, their parents. It seemed that no matter what the news or media had to say or the warnings that they would put out, the parents just didn’t seem to care. On the other hand, if they did they were very lax in showing it.


    The playgrounds and other areas were always full of kids. The thing was you never saw that many parents or adults. He would just sit, watch, and wait. Eventually there would be one lonely little straggler. Someone would eventually say goodbye to his friends. They would go off alone to go home or where ever it was he was off to.


    The lonely stragglers were the ones he was watching for. He was careful not to move in too fast. Watching for a couple of days, maybe two or three, and then a brief encounter just to establish a contact and then on to a friendship of trust. Just say hi, move on. Then watch some more.


    The candy thing was kinda lame; kids were starting to catch on to that. They were becoming more and more aware from information given to them at school and on TV. You had to be more and more creative. He would often times ask for directions. That was why you had to watch them. He would watch to see what their habits and their patterns were. If you watched them long enough you would discover all sorts of things. He would find out if they had a special superhero or other favorite character. He looked for a special kind of shoes, or if they needed new shoes or a coat. You’d look for vulnerabilities. Something that they wanted that the parent just couldn’t or wouldn’t get for them. You looked for whatever you could use as your persuasion. What ever it was, you would use it to your advantage.


    He would befriend them, offering sympathy and understanding. “Your parents just don’t understand you,” “Other kids make fun of you.”


    “But I trust you, I respect you” “I really do understand what you’re going through, trust me” “I’ve been through it myself” and so the game goes.


    Sometimes he would even go as far as to befriend the child’s parents. God, it was unbelievable how gullible and easy the parents could be. The single mothers were especially easy. It seemed that in today’s society, there was a large amount of single mothers. They were the easiest to manipulate. For some reason they felt that their sons needed a man or manly figure to give them examples to follow. Often times they were just too busy with their own lives and it was easier to pawn them off onto someone else.


    It took some time, but more often than not, the rewards were worth the wait. Of course, by this time, you’ve established a bond with them. It’s easy to convince them that saying anything would be very harmful to them. He would introduce secrecy. He would bind them together. In the beginning, it’s, “Here, but don’t tell your mother, she’ll be mad at you.” Then it works into, “Here, but if you tell your mother she’ll beat you,” or “She’ll hate you, and “it’ll kill her” Or, “I’ll kill you.”


    Once the defenses are broken down, it was simply a matter of the first physical contact. The first one is an accidental touch. The nonsexual touch makes them less sensitive. Removes the inhibitions and helps work its way to the more sexual kind. Of course, this is where he wants to go in the end.


    Charles had been caught several times. The sad, ungodly truth was that he had never had any convictions. He had always managed to manipulate the system by turning everything around and putting the blame on the family. It was easy to do.


    One thing that was in his favor was the hours and hours he spent studying law books and reading about legal issues. He would spend hours at the library reading the books. He needed to find out as much as he could about laws to manipulate the system.


    The key words were, “beyond a doubt.” All you had to do was instill the slightest bit of doubt and you would win the jury over. That and the fact that he was always considered the nicest, friendliest, most polite man they had ever met. They considered him compassionate and caring. He was such a polite well-mannered man.


    He’d been doing this a very long time. Charles had only had to move a few times because he had to avoid prosecution. Usually he would manage to get away with it. He’d been arrested only twice. Once arrested for performing sex acts on an 11 yr old boy at his Las Vegas home. He was charged with numerous felonies involving a 14-year-Old boy. There were charges of several counts of lewdness with a minor, several counts of sexual assault with a victim under 14 and statutory sexual seduction and sodomy. They all dismissed and his record expunged. All the other serious charges were dropped only because the District Attorney, for what ever his reasons let him choose to plead guilty to the lesser charge of annoying a minor. God, people really were incredibly stupid. It wasn’t until later that the state Supreme Court ruled that the charge of annoying a minor was unconstitutional. It was too vague they said. What a hoot. Oh well, he had already been cleared. “Too bad, so sad” ha, ha, ha, he laughed to himself. He would just be more careful.


    One of the main reasons he had moved to Las Vegas was because of Nevada’s reputation for lax enforcement of registration and notification laws. Las Vegas is particularly inept at its ability to monitor them. It was getting even worse with the increased growth of the Mexican population. Most of them were taking the children back to Mexico to sell into prostitution or child labor.


    Oh yes, he had done his research there as well. It was common knowledge that Nevada is not a bad place to be. Out of nearly 5,000 known sex offenders, Nevada authorities don’t know where over 40 percent of them are. The beauty of that for him was he wasn’t even a registered offender. With any luck, he could keep it that way.


    With Las Vegas the town that it is, parents are not taking the responsibility that they should. The numbers of children to prey on is endless. They try so hard to make it a family oriented town but as the old saying goes, “What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.” Now there’s something to be proud of. Las Vegas is on nearly 8 of the 10 “worst of lists” in the country.


    Charles was always careful to win the trust, friendship, and confidence of his prey. Once he had that, it was simple. He had one boy, Michael. He had managed to manipulate and sexually abuse him for over a year. There were others of course.


    The last one was close though. Once arrested for supposedly fondling a young boy. As usual, there wasn’t enough evidence to substantiate the accusations and the boy’s testimony was considered totally hearsay.


    The prosecuting attorney wanted to bring up his prior arrests on similar charges but it was thrown out as they didn’t relate to the particular charges and everything had been expunged anyway. They weren’t even allowed to bring them up. Saved by the law again, he was a free man.


    He did have one habit that could come back and bite him in the ass. It could ruin him if he weren’t extremely careful. He had an insatiable taste for kiddy porn. He had quite a few videos and magazines. Once he had an established relationship, he would use them to entertain his young friends. He was very careful not to video himself with the children he was with. That was incredibly stupid and self-incriminating. You could buy what ever you liked at a better quality than you could make yourself anyway. The internet was full of sites you could go to. You just had to be careful not to download or print anything. Even if someone did find out and turn him in, he knew that the Nevada laws would let him off with probation or some other light sentence. He was very careful not to go to sites to solicit any of them. They were already targeting MySpace for the ones stupid enough to hunt there. A sting or some other operation like the one on TV, Dateline NBC was high. There was too much of a paper trail for that. No, he was smarter than that. One of his fellow workers was surfing the child porn sites at work. That was very stupid. Putting yourself in harms way, not only at work but at a government job where the entire computer networking system is monitored, screened, and easy to track your every move. They did nothing to him however. He was allowed retirement. He moved to Massachusetts to work at a grade school. Only in America.


    He walked out of the courthouse that day, a smug, self-righteous look on his face. Charles had an air of confidence about him that said, “Yep, this is the place to be.”


    Charles wasn’t aware of the fact that someone did know him and his past. He wasn’t aware that someone was watching him at that very moment. He strode down the steps of the courthouse, walked out to the grassy area, looking up to the sky, arms spread wide, and “Thank you Jesus” was all he said. He took his sunglasses out of his pocket, slid them over his eyes, smiling. He chuckled to himself, “God I love this town” and walked away. He was unaware he was being followed and watched. It was just as he did the innocent victims that he stalked. The man following him had patience too. He also had an agenda. Justice was its name.


    Chapter 6


    Lieutenant John Halloway was at his desk early the next morning. He needed to get busy and find out exactly who this mysterious victim was. He was not looking forward to any of this, but it was his job and even as dirty as it would get sometimes, somebody had to do it.


    There was a knock on his door; Captain Gregory stuck his head in. “So, what’s the deal on this guy? Any word yet?”


    Gregory was a large, black, very intimidating looking man. However, that was only the outward appearance. He always dressed to the nines. He was nothing but professional all the time. Everyone in the department knew him as a straight forward, up front, no games kind of guy. They had a great deal of respect for him. Gregory made it up through the ranks the hard-way as well. Being a black man in a predominantly white man’s domain, getting to a position of authority was even harder for him. Las Vegas has always been about politics and money.


    Known as a very compassionate leader, he cared a great deal for his officers. He knew the river of shit that they had to swim in everyday. He would back them to the death. He always played fair and never used the race card that so many others before him had tried to do. He’d always allow you one screw up. After that, you had better know better or have a damned good excuse. He had made it very clear to anyone new to the department, “I’ll back you 100 percent, but don’t make me look like the fool doing it.” He had zero tolerance for liars.


    In all his years on the force, Gregory had never had to pull or use his weapon one time. However, things were changing. Officer involved shootings were on the rise. They’d had twenty-two shootings in the past two months. The pressure was on.


    “Hey Captain. So far nothing; I’m waiting for the lab and CS guys to send me what they found.” Halloway said.


    “Okay, well, keep me in the loop. If you need anything let me know.” Gregory told him and stepped out closing the door behind him.


    That’s what John liked about his boss. He kept everything short and to the point. Gregory let him run his investigations his own way and only interfered when it was necessary or to run interference with the higher ups who probably couldn’t find their ass with both hands. Elections were coming up. They were too busy worrying about who would be the next Sheriff. One guy was trying to buy the office because he had money and could. The other had the experience but was equally as corrupt and didn’t actually deserve the job but would get it by virtue of the “Good-Ole-Boy rule. The down side was all the bullshit promises by both sides. They couldn’t keep them. In the end, the casino moguls would be telling them what to do.


    That was their problem. The first thing he wanted to do was confer with Desert Springs Hospital and see how things were going with their victim.


    He grabbed his coat and headed for the hospital. He was certain that the guy wasn’t going to be much good for information himself. However, the docs could give him an idea of his physical state. It was obvious that his mind would need to be rearranged some if he was ever going to get it back to normal.


    Halloway’s office was practically down town on the corner of Stewart Ave. and Las Vegas Boulevard. It was only about a 15-minute drive. Sometimes depending on the time of day, it could be a real pain fighting the traffic.


    The Department wasn’t exactly in the best part of town. Hell, just one block over on 4th and Fremont was where you could find all the whores, pimps and pushers your heart desired. Anybody who has ever lived in Vegas for any length of time will tell the visitors to stay away from that end of Fremont at night. The good Mayor was trying to improve the downtown area with such uplifting ideas like legalized prostitution.


    He headed southeast down Las Vegas Blvd then headed west on Charleston. This was another of the least popular areas of town. Just south of the Medical Center, on Shadow Lane, was the area that used to be the development where the entire towns wealthiest lived. All the fancy, ranch style homes with their wrought iron fences, circular driveways, and fancy landscaping earmark these houses of the well to do. If he wasn’t mistaken, Jerry Lewis still had a house over in that area.


    There was a small little shit-hole dive bar that sat down the street from UMC. The homeless and mentally helpless were released, go in there, and try to get drinks. They’d still have on their hospital armbands and sometimes still in their hospital gowns. Of course, Diana, the swing shift bartender had been there for what seemed like forever. She was on to them, especially the obvious ones still in their hospital gowns. She somehow managed to handle it all.


    As he pulled into the parking lot, he couldn’t help but wonder how awful it must be to have been mutilated to the point damn near every one of your senses was taken from you. Christ man, he couldn’t even pee. The poor bastard would never be the same again. Somehow, he would have to find out about this guy without his help. He sure as hell wasn’t going to get it from the victim.


    He went to the information desk, badged the lady sitting there, and got directions to the victim’s floor and room.


    Halloway went to the Nurse’s station first. He didn’t want to make enemies or step on any toes. These people could be the source of future information and as the old saying goes, “you catch more flies with honey than you do vinegar.”


    “Excuse me; I’m Lieutenant Halloway, Las Vegas PD.” He said, showing his badge.


    “Yes Sir, how may I help you?” The nurse said, looking up from her charts.


    “Good morning young lady, I’m here to inquire about the gentleman brought in early this morning from downtown, a John-Doe with some serious physical trauma. Perhaps you know the one I’m referring to.”


    She smiled at the reference of the young lady comment. Good Lord, she was pushing 50. Even if he didn’t mean it, it’s always nice to hear.


    Smiling broadly she said “Oh yes, I’m afraid I do. Everyone knows about that one. My goodness, who on earth could do such a thing?” She started shaking her head.


    “We don’t know yet ma, am, but we are trying to find out. I’m sure he isn’t capable of giving me any information, but I would like to speak to a doctor or someone who could fill me in a little bit.”


    “That would be Dr. Kreekmore, let me page him for you.”


    “Thanks, I’ll be right over here.”


    He heard the page go out over the PA system, “Paging Dr. Kreekmore, paging Dr. Kreekmore. Please come to the nurses’ station.”


    Halloway stepped over to the water fountain and took a long cold drink. He couldn’t believe how incredibly thirsty he had gotten. He didn’t like hospitals very much. There was no clear-cut reason. Perhaps it was the smell of the antiseptics, the sick and dying everywhere you looked. It yanked at his heart to see these people. some here at the hands of others. It just made him feel weak and helpless.


    “Lieutenant…” He heard from across the room. “I’m Dr. Kreekmore.” He said as he walked briskly towards Halloway, his hand out and ready to shake.


    Dr. Kreekmore was a tall, handsome man with thick graying hair, neatly and expertly combed back. He wore green scrubs with his white smock and stethoscope around his neck.


    “Lieutenant Halloway Dr. Kreekmore. Thank you for taking the time to see me.” Shaking the Dr’s hand, noticing the smoothness of the skin that covered his fingers and the skill they must have. These hands obviously had never done any serious, physical work before. They were more valuable and skilled in the healing and saving of lives.


    “Always glad to help. I hear you’re here about the fellow who came in last night.”


    “Yes, I was hoping you could bring me up to date on his condition or any other information you might feel helpful to us.”


    “Well, we had to do a certain amount of surgery on him. As you know he had suffered a great deal of physical trauma.”


    “I saw him right after two of our officers found him. He wasn’t looking in very good shape then; I presume he’s some what better now.”


    “Not much I’m afraid. Physically, well, there’s a lot of permanent damage. We had to do surgery on his penis to have a tube inserted through the urethra so that he could urinate. That will be a permanent fixture for him. Since we didn’t have the rest of the “parts” if you will, there really wasn’t much else we could have done.”


    “Pretty sick individual to do damage like that I guess.”


    “Well, that wasn’t the worse of it. His rectum had been abused by what appeared to be a roughly sanded piece of wood. We found some splinters of wood left behind. The abrasions were very intense. His thumbs also removed. The skin was cauterized. We could only clean them up. He may regain the use of his eyelids. We’re not sure what that is. There was some sort of chemical used to blind him before they were sewn shut. We are running lab tests to see just what that may have been. Of course, as you know, his tongue was also removed, and again because of the way it was done there was nothing we could do.”


    “I presume that it would take a considerable amount of time to do this type of damage to someone.”


    “Oh yes, and I would think that he had to have been taken somewhere very isolated. No human being could withstand this type of torture without screaming his head off.”


    “I don’t suppose there’s going to be any chance of getting information from him?” Halloway was really grasping at straws here. He pretty much knew the answer before he even asked it.


    “I doubt it but you never know. He’s been severely traumatized and his mental state is very fragile right now. I wouldn’t plan on anything for; oh I’d say at least a month maybe longer.”


    “Thanks again Doc, you’ve been a big help.” Halloway said as he handed him one of his cards. “If you think of anything or you need to reach me, just call this number here, it’s my direct line.”


    “You’re quite welcome and I will, now if you’ll excuse me I must get back to my rounds.”


    They shook hands again and Halloway turned and headed for the elevators. Well that certainly was a bust. He had gotten little else but a medical update and virtually no hope for getting information from the John Doe. Maybe the CS guys got some prints off of him and we could at least find out who he was and start profiling his background. Somebody out there had a serious hate for him and he wanted to find out who and why.


    Chapter 7


    He walked out of the courthouse knowing exactly what he had to do. It was the same old story. Trial after trial, it was the same thing. Very few of them ever got what they deserved. This one was no different. The one big difference was that Charles Radcliff had been getting away with too much for way too long. It was time to put an end to his rampage.


    Standing off to the side, unnoticed by anyone, he watched as Charles Radcliff walked out of the courthouse and down the steps. He wanted to walk over and slap that arrogant, self-righteous smirk off of his face. He watched him as he walked out to the grassy area, looked up, and arms spread wide and shouted, “Thank you Jesus!”


    Well, he thought, you may be thanking Jesus right now but soon you’ll be praying to and begging for mercy from God almighty.


    Charles put on his sunglasses and headed towards the small lot across the street to his car. The Guardian was following, staying back being careful not to be noticed.


    Charles had a nice car, a BMW, Z4 Coupe. The VA paid him pretty well. He lived alone and figured he owed himself a few luxuries. Even though he lived in a town that thrived on it, he never gambled or hung out in the casinos, clubs or bars. He hit the little button on his remote, the lights flashed, it chirped twice and he climbed in. Of course you couldn’t see him; he had the windows done in a black out limo tint. That had a two fold purpose. He would brag to everyone about how it cut the heat by 35 percent and saved the interior from the tortures of the sun. The real reason was he wanted to keep his passengers from being noticed. What Charles didn’t notice was the dark figure that had been following him from the time he entered the courthouse. He had watched him through his trial. He watched him as he left and was watching him now. No, Charles Radcliff wasn’t the only one who had patience and predatory skills.


    Charles pulled out, turned north onto Las Vegas Blvd. and headed for home. The sleek, black motorcycle pulled out behind him, ready to fulfill the fate that Charles wasn’t even aware awaited him.


    He had a house out in the Summerlin area. Most people called it the Snoberlin area. It was the upper crust area. They weren’t the extremely wealthy, just the better off than most variety. Either way, they were damn full of themselves.


    Once on the freeway, it was easy for the Guardian to stay back far enough that he wasn’t noticed. It didn’t matter; The Guardian already knew where Charles lived. He’d been following this piece of shit for some time now. The frustration was almost more than he could bear. He felt that surely the courts would see to it, the parasite he was, was removed from society. But, no, that didn’t happen. As usual the legal system had worked in favor of the predator. Well, that was okay. There was a new sheriff in town. He would be judge, jury and executioner. Charles Radcliff’s reign of terror was about to come to a very abrupt end.


    They came up to Summerlin Parkway and exited heading north. With the tint on the windows, Charles didn’t notice the sleek, black motorcycle shoot past him.


    The house on his left was a two story, split-level. The yard had desert landscaping with only a few cacti for effect. He didn’t have time for yard work. Made your hands all rough and callously. He didn’t like that.


    He hit the garage door opener, the door slip open and he pulled the car into the garage. Hitting the button again, the door slid down quietly. Charles also didn’t notice the figure that had slid into the garage right behind him. The Guardian had been waiting, hidden along the side of the garage between the houses.


    Once inside, the Guardian stayed low. He crouched down along the passenger side of the car. The only thing he heard was the creaking and popping from the hot engine as it began to cool off and settle. He heard the car door open, close, and then a quick chirp and the alarm had set. He waited. He would wait for some time. He wanted Charles to be very comfortable, unaware, and relaxed. Then he would surprise him.


    The time had passed slowly, but patience was the one thing he had the most of. He looked at his watch. It was after 11 pm and he was sure that Charles was sound asleep in his bed. Using a small pen light, he found his way to the entrance door leading from the garage to the main part of the house. Pulling a small pick set from his pocket, he carefully worked the lock on the door. Silently he slid the bolt back and as quiet as a cat he slithered into the house. He left the door ajar so it wouldn't impede his departure if he had to leave suddenly.


    The Guardian scanned the house, silently using his pen light. He moved from room to room. He was searching for anything that might prove to be a hazard. Once he was satisfied that there was no one else there, he made his way up the stairs. He slowly tested each step very carefully, listening for any creaking from any loose steps.Checking the second floor where he would run through the same procedure, ending up in the master bedroom where Charles would be.


    At the end of the hallway was the master bedroom. It had a large set of double doors. One was latched closed, the other wide open. Staying low, he slowly crept to the open door and looked in. He could see Charles, sleeping comfortably. He was unaware that his pleasant dreams were about to be awakened into a nightmare that would be beyond his wildest imagination.


    He stood over the bed, looking down, watching him as he slept. It was just amazing how this vile waste of humanity could do such heinous things and sleep so well at night. Well, looks were deceiving. That’s how the likes of Ted Bundy got away with the things they did.


    Did you ever notice how you can almost, always sense when someone is staring at you? It’s almost like a sixth sense. That’s what Charles was noticing when he, for some unknown reason woke up and saw this tall dark figure standing over his bed. It took him a minute to focus and get his head clear from his sleepy haze but once he did, the shock hit him like a brick wall had fallen on him.


    “Hey, what the f-------“And the lights went out as 50,000 volts hit him square in the chest.


    The Guardian used the Taser M-18. It was an EMD weapon. The new Electro-Muscular Disruption Technology was far better than the standard stun weapons. It used a more powerful 18 to 26 watt electrical signal to completely override the central nervous system and directly control the skeletal muscles. Rather than simply interfering with communication between the brain and muscles, the advanced Taser EMD systems directly tell the muscles what to do: contract until the target is in the fetal position.


    That’s what he wanted. Total shut down. This would make him easier to handle. It was damn humbling too.


    Chapter 8


    When Charles came to he was neatly and securely tied to the large, leather chair at his desk facing his computer monitor. Across the room from him sat a man, completely dressed in black. Even his head was covered in some type of form fitting hood. All he could see were the eyes.


    “What do you want from me?” Charles said, nervously, dry mouthed and quite scared.


    “Want? From you? Don’t flatter yourself.” The man said, just staring at him.


    “Well then why have you done this to me?”


    “You are a vile piece of shit. You know the things that you do and have done are crimes against innocent young boys, yet you laugh at the system that sets you free.”


    “You’re crazy, I’ve done nothing wrong.”


    “Oh really? Let’s just see.” The man got up, walked over to Charles, and hit a few keys with his gloved hands and the monitor lit up.


    “Give me your password.”


    “Fuck you, I’m not doing that.”


    He responded with a sharp pain to the side of his head. “Ughhh!”


    “The password, I won’t ask again.”


    Charles gave him the username and password and the man opened the homepage of the computer.


    The man took the pointer up to the little green icon that symbolized “history” and clicked once. A drop down window opened on the left side of the screen, giving a list of all the sites visited for the past week. It even listed them by day if he chose to pick one.


    “Let’s see where you’ve been Charles.” The man said as he started at the top.


    The first one, which was one of many, pulled up a web mail site, some other search items, Amazon, Google search and then there it was. One of many sites listed with connections of kiddy porn. He opened one of them. On the site was an area for a log in access user code.


    “Give me your code.” The man said.


    “I don’t have one; I don’t know how that got on there.”


    Again, there was another sharp pain to his head. “Aghhh, shit! Do you have to keep doing that?”


    The man grabbed a handful of hair at the back of his head and yanked back as hard as he could so the man was looking up and straight into his eyes, his neck straining painfully back until it would go no further. “Obviously, yes. You want to keep lying to me? You think I don’t know what you are or what you’re about. NOW GIVE ME THE FUCKING CODE!” He whispered through clenched teeth shoving his head forward.


    Charles was almost in tears now; his breathing had turned into a gasping for air. He gave him the code. The man typed it in and what flashed in front of him on the screen almost made him vomit right there on Charles’ lap.


    “This, this is what you do you sick, disgusting piece of shit. This and worse is what you do to them.” He spun him in the chair so that he was facing him. Charles could see the hate and loathing in the eyes that were staring down at him.


    “Well, Charles, I am here to see to it that you never do this again. You will never lever your sickness on anymore defenseless little boys.”


    “It’s not that bad, really, it’s just that they are in need of the love and tenderness…..” There was another sharp blow to his head. “Aghhh”


    “Shut up, you disgust me.”


    The Guardian picked up the phone. He hit speakerphone and dialed a number. He then put the receiver up to Charles. “You’re going to call in sick, you’re going to tell them that you have had an emergency and will be out of town for a few days. It had better be convincing.”


    Charles looked up into those cold eyes and knew that he was serious. He could feel the warm, sticky blood trailing down the side of his face.


    A ladies voice came on, “You’ve reached the Southern Nevada Health Care System. If this is an emergency….” The voice went on to explain which options and buttons to push. Once he got the connection he wanted, nervously Charles left his message.


    “Um, yes, this is Charles Radcliff, I’ve had an emergency come up and um, and I’ll be out of town for a few days.” The Guardian hit the receiver button.


    “That’s good enough.”


    And with that, he hit him again, just for the pleasure of it. He pulled a small needle and vile from his pocket. He inserted the needle into the rubber cap of the vile, drew some of the clear liquid into the needle to just the right level, and withdrew it. Charles looked at him through wide eyes, “What are you doing?”


    Flicking the needle a few times with his finger, squeezing the plunger just enough to expunge any air bubbles. He didn’t want him dead. He wanted him alive so that he could remember and reflect for years to come. Pulling back the sleeve of his left arm, he found a vein and injected the fluid. There, that would keep him quiet. He had things to do and he didn’t need ole Charles here interfering.


    He only had about an hour or so and he wanted to get this done as quickly as possible. Methodically he went through the house. He knew that Charles had to have something other than what was on his computer for hard evidence. He checked for any safes, wall or floor type, hidden panels, any place that secrets are found. Once done, they would discover who he was. That’s when the investigation would bring them to his house. They would find the incriminating evidence that would explain everything that had happened.


    It was amazing how despicable these sick bastards were. There were magazines, videos, and sex toys in the bedroom. There was a large wooden cabinet against the wall, locked. The Guardian picked the lock and was amazed at the amount of videos that were there. The content that he found there was disgusting.


    The videos weren’t labeled with anything that would give specific information, only numbered. He was sure that Charles knew what they meant. It made him sick to his stomach at what he found. He would be careful not to leave them too far out in the open, he just closed the cabinet, and left it unlocked. That would appear to be too much like a plant and he didn’t want there to be any chance of his not getting out of this. But, then again, that didn’t really matter. By the time he was done with him, it wouldn’t matter if they convicted him or not. He truly would be a worthless piece of human flesh.


    When he had finished, he went out to the garage. He opened the trunk lid and left it open. Going back inside, after cutting him loose he grabbed Charles, hauled him out to the car, and placed him in the trunk. He bound his feet and hands so as not to have to worry about any interference if he should come to before he got them to where they were going. He didn’t want him pulling any wires, disabling any lights to draw any undo attention.


    Next, he went back inside the house. This was the most crucial part, going through and making sure that there was absolutely nothing left behind that would in any way trace this back to him. He took a painstakingly long time, cleaning every place he had been and everything he had touched, he knew that it was necessary. Still, he had to hurry. It would be coming up daylight soon and didn’t want anyone seeing them leave.


    He grabbed Charles’ keys, made one last look around, and went out the garage door. Using the keys, he locked the door and hit the garage door opener button. Quickly jumping into the car, starting it up he backed out making sure the garage door closed tightly behind him.


    The Guardian looked around at the parasites house and said to himself, “Well Charles, you are about to begin a significant emotional event in your life.” He drove off. Where they were going, no one would hear him scream.


    Chapter 9


    Lieutenant Laura Griffin knocked on Halloway’s door, a look of anxiousness on her face. She had run all the way up from her office.


    Halloway looked up from his desk, “What’s up Laura?”


    Detective Laura Griffin was the closest thing to a partner that Halloway had. She had worked her way up the hard way, just like he did. Only it was harder on her. It didn’t help that she was woman, but also she was a damn good-looking woman. Everyone figured she was just another dumb, blue eyed, curvy, Las Vegas blonde-haired woman. How far from wrong they were. She had a master’s degree in criminal investigation, black belts in Tai Kwon Do, Kenpo Karate and spent a regular schedule at Las Vegas Athletic Club. She wasn’t just another pretty face. She had a wonderful personality and a sense of humor to match. Laura, known to embarrass more than a few rookie officers by walking into the men’s room to confront them after they had pulled some lame, sexist little bullshit prank. She’d walk right up to them at the urinal, looking down she’d say, “Yep, just what I thought, you’re just compensating your little pecker with some macho bullshit,” and she’d turn and walk away. Halloway couldn’t ask for anyone better.


    Laura didn’t flaunt the fact that she was built well. She just couldn’t hide it. Her clothes fit her snug but not so tight she couldn’t move in them. She didn’t want anything impeding her if she had to chase some scum bag down or heaven forbid jump walls. There wasn’t a piece of property in Vegas that didn’t have walls. However, if Laura Griffin was going out on the town, she could knock them dead just walking into the room.


    “We got the results back on your John Doe in the hospital. It seems he’s been a pretty naughty boy over the years.” Griffin said, entering the office. She handed Halloway the paperwork that she held. “You need to take a look at this. I think it may explain a lot.”


    Halloway took the papers and started to scan over them. The victim’s name was Charles Radcliff, 45 years old, with arrests for a variety of sexual misconduct. His sheet read like a resume for the sexually depraved and demented. There were arrests, but no convictions.


    “Well, you’re right.” Halloway said looking up at Griffin. “Get everything you can on this guy, where he works, eats, and shops, went to school, his whole past life. I want to know everything on this dirt bag.”


    “Already beat you to it Lieutenant.” Griffin said, smiling handing him another set of papers.


    “Good job Griffin; let’s see what we have here.”


    “Anything on that note he had around his neck?” Halloway asked.


    “Oh ya, well, it’s in Italian alright. Castellano over in special details says it’s got something to do with Karma or the bible or something. It says, “Ye shall know the truth and the truth shall set you free, John 8:28” Not sure exactly what that means in this case, but once you read that file there you may be able to come up with something.” Griffin explained.


    “Well he was obviously quoting from the Bible.” Halloway said.


    As Halloway started to read over what Griffin had given him, it was the same typical pattern he had seen a thousand times before.


    Radcliff grew up in the Midwest in a small rural area in Missouri. His mother was also a victim, along with his two other brothers. Their father had been a drunken, abusive son-of-a-bitch who, according to the sheet had grown up in an abusive home himself as a young boy. There had been numerous reports of abuse. The schools would call and make inquiries as to the bruises and marks on the children at school. The mother had even called the police on numerous occasions. However, as was typically the case, she would later change her mind and refuse to press charges saying that it was an accident. Back then it worked because they didn’t have the policies like they do now. Now days if an officer has to respond for a domestic violence call, somebody’s going to jail. End of story.


    As for the boys, it was always a playground accident; they fell down, clumsy, etc, etc. The boys would never say what really happened. The mother wouldn’t admit to anything and the old man sure as hell wasn’t giving anything up. No, the laws protected the parents. They still do by in large, but we are making some progress.


    Halloway read the scenario, knew all the signs. There were no charges ever filed. Nothing had ever been done. There had never been any arrests and it was clear that what ever was going on all those years ago, continued for a very long time. The very sad, awful truth was, he was very surely convinced that there were far worse things going on than anyone ever knew about.


    Chapter 10


    The old man was a control freak. Charles’ mother beaten for little or no reason regularly also had scars. From the time they could walk, the three boys, physically and sexually abused, would suffer the rest of their lives.


    Charles, the oldest, was forced to sleep with his father until he was 12 years old. When they were bad, the old man would sodomize them with broom handles covered with Vaseline. The first time it had happened, Charles was only 8 years old. His father had come home and Charles wasn’t home from school yet. He had stopped to catch frogs by the creek. When he got home, the old man sent him to his room, gave his mother some money, and told her to get lost. He made Charles lie on his bed, face down, naked and spread eagle with his hands and feet tied to the bed posts. After beating him with his belt across his buttocks and the backs of his legs, he grabbed the toilet plunger out of the bathroom and proceeded to abuse him with it. He left him there, sobbing. His hind end covered in blood. The old man made his brothers clean up the mess so they would know what could happen to them. Having made the mess, Charles was beaten again. After that, it seemed a never ending occurrence. Being forced to perform oral sex, and would be sodomized repeatedly.


    All the boys were being beaten for what ever reason the old man could think of. The boys never talked about it amongst themselves. His two younger brothers were living the same nightmare as he was. They each knew about the punishment to the others. You could hear the screams. All you could do was hide, for fear you would be next. They never resisted the sexual abuse, for if they did then the beatings would start.


    The old man was a mean son-of-a-bitch, to that there was no doubt. When he drank, which was often, he was even worse.


    An older boy had befriended Charles when he was in High School. Raymond Burrows. Raymond was about 4 years older and didn’t seem to have many friends. He was always hanging out with Charles at the local soda place after school. He bought him cherry cokes, French fries, what ever he wanted. He always seemed very friendly and concerned about him. They would talk about how his parents never really cared about him or understood anything about what he wanted or needed. Raymond was a very understanding, sympathetic friend to Charles. This had gone on for some time. Raymond had won the trust of the young Charles to the point that he was confiding in Raymond some of the things that were happening to him at home. Raymond was always compassionate and understood how Charles felt. Raymond was grooming Charles, and he didn’t even know it.


    Raymond had an old 64 Corvair. One day after school, he invited Charles to go for a ride with him on the pretext that he wanted to show him something. There were many dirt roads where they lived. Some only traveled by the farmers to access the wheat fields or areas where the cattle roamed.


    Once out of town, Raymond told him to pull out a notebook that he had hidden there under the seat on his side. “Here, take a look at those and let me know what you think” he said. Smiling a wicked smile as he was looking over, watching Charlie’s reaction.


    Charles gasped as he opened the book. Inside were pages and pages of young boys and men. All of them were naked; some were engaged in various forms of sexual acts alone or with other boys. Some of them were just posing naked, deliberately showing off their erections or fondling themselves. There were pictures of oral and anal sex, masturbation and everything in between. The one thing that they all had in common was the young, hairless, prepubescent boys in the pictures.


    Charles was speechless. He didn’t know what to think, but he couldn’t help looking at the pictures. He kept turning the pages, wanting to see what was next. He was sweating very profusely. He was scared, nervous, but excited at the same time. He became extremely embarrassed when he found himself getting an erection of his own. He kept the book firmly in his lap so that Raymond hopefully wouldn’t see. He just kept turning the pages, surprised at how much he wanted to look.


    “So, what do you think, pretty hot stuff huh slick?” Raymond asked.


    Charles didn’t know what to say, he was really afraid now. He was also very aroused and embarrassed. His mouth was dry. He could hardly speak.


    Raymond had pulled in to a small, open, grassy drive in area. The farmer who owned the acreage pulled his farm equipment in to work the field.


    Realizing his worst fears, Charles came aware. His father was the only one who had sexually molested him. This scared him. Instead of the forceful, vicious raping, Raymond was tender and loving and he found himself really enjoying it. This would continue as long as he knew him.


    On one rare occasion, Charles would spend the night at Raymond’s house on the pretext he was helping him work on his car. It was the first time that he’d ever slept over with another boy, since he didn’t really have any friends. After that night, Charles would let Raymond do what ever he wanted with him. They were mates.


    After several years, Charles couldn’t deal with the abuse at home any longer and had run away. He was about 16 then. When he had been found and authorities returned him home his father had beaten him so badly that he lie on the floor and couldn’t get up for hours. Then when he did get up the old man beat him again for leaving a mess. He was in such a mental state that he tried to commit suicide as a result. He spent a year in a mental hospital and was subject to intense therapy sessions during much of that time.


    A few of the neighbors had come over to complain to the old man about things he supposedly had done to their little boys. Of course, he would deny it and pass it off as adolescent tall tale telling. He assured them that nothing had gone on. There were no witnesses since no one had seen anything. The neighborhood boys never came around after that. Charles had very few friends.


    The sad truth was the damage done. He tried his best to tell the people at the hospital what had happened to him. They had done nothing about it. It obviously was his entire fault. He was no good and nobody loved him. it was apparent that if he had behaved differently he would never have gotten the punishments that he did. His mother always ignored the things their old man did to them. Perhaps it was her own safety she was concerned with or just plain fear of the old man. She did nothing. It didn’t matter; she could be lying right next to them in bed while the old man had his way with the boy and she said nothing. Again, his father was not charged. When the police came out, he would tell them he had had a bit too much to drink and got carried away. They never knew the damage done. Before the cops left, they would tell the old man to “take it easy, lie of the hooch, and don’t make us come back out here.”


    It just made sense that Charles would turn out like his old man. The only difference was, he’d never been married, never had kids of his own and just had a thing for young boys.


    He had run away from home when he was 18 and never looked back. He hadn’t seen either of his brothers or Raymond since. He often wondered if they were dead or alive. He just figured that the old man replaced him with one of his brothers.


    After enlisting in the Army, he did a few tours overseas. He got out and he used his GI Bill to get an AA Degree in Business Management. While in the service, he developed a liking for what they called the Ladyboys while doing an R&R in Bangkok Thailand. These were young boys that you couldn’t tell from a girl if you tried. The difference was they looked like pretty, young girls but had the equipment of a male. They had no body hair and Charles had grown fond of that. It was a sort of disguise for him. He thought that no one would know that he liked the boys.


    After his discharge, he drifted around awhile doing odd jobs and what not. He worked his way west stopping in Las Vegas to see the sights. All the lights, the lack of morals, the easy way to get what ever you wanted, especially the string of gay bars and massage parlors, he had no trouble deciding that this was the place to be. He loved going to the Apollo over in Commercial Center on Sahara Ave. At the time, it was the only Gay bathhouse. Now there were two or more. It was where the gay men went for casual sex with other men.


    Charles had gone over to the VA clinic to be registered, got lucky, and landed the job at the VA. After he completed his probationary period, he was in. Once you’re in a permanent status with a government job it takes almost an act of Congress to get rid of you. He planned to stay here for a long, long time.

  


  



  
    Chapter 11


    As Lieutenant Halloway read the report, he concluded that this sick twist, Charles Radcliff was probably just like his old man. Quite possibly, he had grabbed the wrong young boy. And whoever it was that had caught up with him was getting even for something.


    He knew it was wrong but he couldn’t help but feel the bastard had gotten what he deserved. Still, whoever had done this to him had broken the law and needed to be punished. Las Vegas had enough nut cases running the streets. A vigilante is the last thing they needed.


    When he was done, Griffin, still there waiting, said, “Pretty sick shit huh Lieutenant?”


    “How’d you come up with this much anyway, this is good work?”


    “Well, when we got the results from the prints back, we figured we’d run them through the system. Sure enough he had a record. After that I just took the Social, ran everything I could get my hands on and of course, the mental hospital came up and we followed up with the staff. The ones that were still there, and the ones who had left we had to track down. Basically other than specific counseling sessions, you know HIPPA shit, the rest was given as we asked.”


    Halloway wanted to know, “Any chance of contacting the mother, brothers or even the dad?”


    “We tried that. The whereabouts of the siblings is an unknown at this point. The mother died of unknown causes about ten years ago. The old man was killed in a drunken driving accident. He was on life support for about two to three weeks, suffered a lot I guess. He had a lot of internal damage.” She said sounding a little too pleased.


    “The bastard probably beat her to death and that far back; up in hillbilly heaven nobody asked any questions.”


    “Do you want us to track the siblings down or do you think we have enough?” Laura asked.


    “Well, see if you can locate them, just so we have a contact point. We won’t bother them unless this thing leads us directly to them. I think you’ve got enough here for now. We don’t want to drag any of their skeletons out of the closets for them. All we need to do is to let them know where he is.


    “I don’t suppose there was any evidence at the site?”


    “Nothing, zip, nadda. No surprise though. It didn’t help that it rained all night either.”


    “I didn’t really expect to find anything. Whoever did this is too smart to leave shit around. Only the sick ones who want to be caught do that. They want to be found. I have a feeling that this guy wants to stay in business for awhile and the last thing he needs is to be caught.”


    “Ya,” Laura said, “But, they always make a mistake somewhere and we find it and then their ass is cooked.”


    “Well, let’s just hope it happens pretty soon.”


    Halloway looked at her, “Can we get an address and go by Radcliff’s house, get a warrant, look at what’s there, maybe get some leads.”


    “I’ll get right on it.” Laura agreed.


    Griffin left and headed for her office. She was going to get the warrant, dig up the brothers, see what she could find out, go to the house, and see what surprises lie in wait.


    Halloway stared at the pages in front of him. God Dam it, this was going to be one of those cases that you just hated to deal with. Everything about this was wrong, it was just all wrong.


    Chapter 12


    It had taken the Guardian almost two hours to get to where he was going. There was a small, isolated building out of town, just inside a little drink water place called Chloride. There was nothing there; the population was so small the roads weren’t even paved.


    The building was very sparsely equipped and had just the minimal necessities. The building was going to be eliminated anyway so it didn’t really matter what was there. It was a very short term lease if you will.


    It had a small area in which he could pull Charlie’s car in out of sight and would not draw any attention. The residents of Chloride just did not drive fancy little sporty models.


    He killed the lights as he came up to the building. After stopping in front of the two large, double doors, he got out, removed the lock that was on the outside. He swung the doors open, and quickly and quietly pulled the car inside. Once inside, he closed the doors he secured it with the lock from outside. He put a large wooden beam across the braces mounted to the inside of each door. It was probably over kill but he wasn’t taking any chances. He was very careful about covering his tracks and would be very surprised if he had been followed.


    After securing the car, he went inside the main part of the building and lit an oil lamp that was sitting on a small wooden table in the middle of the room.


    He went back out to the car, grabbed Charles, and dragged him into the building throwing him to the floor.


    “Ughhh” Charles groaned as he hit the floor.


    Charles was a bit groggy from the shot he had gotten but was still quite aware of what was happening to him. His body was aching from being cramped in the small confines of the trunk of his car.


    He looked around, the dim light from the lamp didn’t help him to see very clearly, but he could tell that he was not in the best of accommodations.


    “Where are we, what are you going to do with me?’ Charles was asking very nervously.


    “Shut up!” was the only reply.


    Charles watched as the man went about the room doing what ever it was that he was doing, collecting things, putting things on the table. He was taking inventory of these items he started to panic at what he saw there. In front of him, on the table, were a butane torch, knives of different sizes, and what appeared to be a recording device of some sort. There were sheers and other very scary items.


    Across the room was a single, bed obviously an old army cot of some kind. A door in the corner that led to a small bathroom, there was a small kitchen like area with a sink and small counter. A large, wooden bench lined one wall and was full of all sorts of tools and gadgets.


    The Guardian walked over, picked Charles up off the floor, put him in the chair, looking him straight in the eyes and said, “Its pay back time.”

  


  



  
    Chapter 13


    “I don’t understand, please, what have I done? You don’t need to do this.” Charles was pleading for his life. He knew by looking at the things on the table that nothing good was going to happen, of that he was sure.


    The stranger just looked at him. Those eyes were staring, drilling holes into his flesh. “You destroy lives. The young people that you have damaged, both physically and mentally will never be the same because of you.”


    “You’re crazy, you have no proof, and you’ve got nothing on me.” He spat.


    “I have to go out for awhile, I’m going to leave you to sit here and think about the things you’ve done. I suggest that you think really hard about it, and maybe, just maybe if I think you’re sorry enough, I may just spare your life.” At that, the stranger walked over to the table, picked up a roll of duct tape, yanked off a long piece and tore it off. He walked over to Charles, placed it over his mouth, and wrapped it around his head. He made sure that he could breath; he made sure that he was securely bound to the chair and blew out the lamp. “I suggest you think about what I said.” He turned and walked out.


    “You know shit, you know that. Hey. What about my life? You think my life was so fucking great, you self-righteous son-of-a-bitch. I survived, I turned out okay, hey, hey…” His thoughts screaming through his mind, he heard the door slam and the locks being set.


    Charles sat there in the dark room, only dimly lit by what little bit of light was coming through the cracks in the heavily covered windows.


    He tried to wobble the chair but realized that it was securely bolted to the floor, his arms and legs had been bound and moving was absolutely, impossible. He didn’t know what in the hell he was going to do now. All he could think of was how helpless he felt and that he had absolutely no control at all.


    After about an hour, his shoulders started to ache. His legs were cramping badly. Christ, he had to pee badly as well. Perhaps his captor would return before he was forced to go in his pants. First chance he got he was gonna kill this fucker, no two ways about it.


    Chapter 14


    The young boy was all of fourteen. His life seemed pretty well set for him. His father seemed to make good money. They never needed for anything. They lived in a nice house in a nice neighborhood. For all he knew his friends and their parent’s friends all lived in a nice neighborhood.


    His parents were proud of him. He always did well in school, not straight A, but always above average. The basketball team was his main passion and his involvement in the science club kept him busy. For Las Vegas, he did pretty well for a kid growing up in this Sodom and Gomorra. It was a cesspool of a rotting pit of a city. It was no place to raise kids, for that was a fact. Therefore, yes they were very proud of their son. It was fortunate that they had the money and could afford for their son to do things other than hang out. Far too many kids in this city didn’t have that luxury. Some of the parents who did have the means just didn’t care. This was an adult entertainment city. Raising kids here was dangerous.


    He was walking home late one afternoon after basketball practice. He was thinking about Cheryl. She was a cute girl who sat across from him in Algebra class. She would pass him notes in class. A faded blue van passed him slowly and stopped along the curb about a block up the street.


    The young boy hadn’t even noticed it. His iPod earpiece stuck in his ear, his mind on other things. Once he got even with the van the side door slid open, someone reached out, grabbed him, and yanked him inside. The door slid shut. It all happened in the span of about 3 seconds.


    Once inside the van, the man inside who had grabbed him punched him hard in the face. The searing pain shot through his jaw into the back of his neck. He suddenly felt his mouth fill with the salty, irony taste of his own blood.


    He was dazed, the man hit him again, and he was having trouble keeping conscious, his heart was pounding; he was sweating profusely, his eyes watering. His assailant threw him down, face first, slamming his head into the bed of the van. The stranger had him pinned to the floor of the van.


    He could feel his pants being yanked off of him, he was trying to struggle but he couldn’t move, his attacker was incredibly strong, plus the weight of his attacker kept him pinned down.


    A white, hot, searing pain ripped into his rectum. The fierce pain repeated. He thought it would never end. He tried to scream but the man had stuffed a dirty rag in his mouth, the man forcing himself on the boy. The pain so bad he finally passed out.


    Charles bolted up right in his chair. Sweat dripping from him, his clothes were soaking wet, his heart beating. God what had happened? He’d dozed off, so tired, unable to stay awake. He had kept hearing the stranger’s words in his head “….think about the things you’ve done.”


    He’d almost forgotten about the boy in the van. He wasn’t sure why he had been so violent. Charles had watched the boy for a week or so, thought he was sexually appealing but couldn’t find anything that he could use to get close to him. He was always with his buddies, some girl or seemed otherwise unapproachable. All he knew was that he wanted him and come hell or high water he would have him.


    It was a stroke of luck that the kid had decided to walk home alone this one afternoon. He knew he was taking a terrible risk with such a move, but what did it matter. The kid didn’t know him, he’d make sure he didn’t see his face and he’d never see the kid again anyway.


    As he waited for the boy, his heart was racing; he was so excited he couldn’t contain himself.


    Once he’d grabbed the boy and closed the door to the van, the rest was nothing at all. He had over powered him very easily and did what he needed to do. Ripping the boy’s pants down, he viscously and violently raped the boy from behind.


    After he was done, the boy lay unconscious, and at first he thought he had killed him. Making sure he was still breathing, pulled his pants up and he bound him so he couldn’t move and blindfolded him. There was blood but it wasn’t his so he didn’t care. He pulled his own pants up, checked to see that no one was watching and climbed into the front and drove off.


    He drove to a safe area, opened the side door, hauled the boy out, tossed him on the ground, and left him. As he drove off he thought, what the hell, he’ll get over it.


    Once he had disposed of his blood stained clothes, he had cleaned out and dumped the van. He sold it to some Mexicans. They were probably illegal immigrants that would take it down to Mexico. Never to be seen again. Nevada had one of the highest auto theft rates in the nation. Because of that, they had the strictest license and registration laws. The Mexicans would buy anything we wanted to get rid of. Hell, with all the shyster car lots in this town, that’s how they got rid of all the ones that they couldn’t unload on anyone for what ever the reason. Be it a rolled back odometer, fake or questionable title, what ever. The Mexicans would take it. They wouldn’t pay you shit for it, but it would damn sure disappear. They kept few if any records so there was likely no paper trail. Charles thought it was total irony that Nevada would spend more money, pay more attention to and worry more about how they were loosing money than they did about anything else. They didn’t care about the kids that were there. That is why he loved it in Vegas. It made things easy for him. He was tired of that old van. Anyway, he didn’t need that thing around. The kid may spot it and recognize it and that would only lead to more trouble for him. Yes, that was the thing to do. Just dump the van and move on.

  


  



  
    Chapter 15


    The Guardian had made his way back to his bike. He kept a large van, just for such purposes. The motor was a large 454 with more power than a Mack truck. The suspension had been reinforced with a heavy duty suspension and tow package. The plates weren’t traceable as they were a weld job he’d done from two separate plates he had acquired.


    He drove the two hundred miles back into Vegas and found the bike just where he had left it. It sat, undisturbed just the way it was when had had parked it. He had made sure that he had gotten rid of his black clothing and put on something less conspicuous before he had left.


    After quickly looking around the area, opening the two back doors, pulling the ramp out from inside, he walked over to the bike. The bike kicked to life, he climbed on pulled it up into the van. He tied it down good and secure. He checked to make sure no one saw him and drove away.


    As he rode away thoughts of what he was doing and the things he was about to do flooded his mind. He didn’t like what he had to do. Something had to be done. Things just could not go on the way they were.


    He knew that he couldn’t get all of them. That was just an impossible task. His focus would be on the ones that were continually getting away, always escaping the hands of justice. Those were the ones he would go after. If the laws couldn’t catch them, he would see that they got their just rewards in his own way.


    There were those caught, yes. Punishment for their crimes was minimal. The problem was that the majority of them were getting minimal sentences, probation or some sort of psychological treatment. This had proven repeatedly that it didn’t work.


    One other problem was, you couldn’t stop them from being what they were. At least that’s what they said, but the Guardian knew better. There were ways. He couldn’t stop them from thinking their evil thoughts, but they’d have one really hard time acting on them.


    No, he couldn’t get them all but he damn sure could take care of the more serious ones and as many of those as he could.


    He was secure out in Chloride where he lived. There wasn’t much left of the once thriving mining town. The population was only 323. At one time in the early 1900’s it was over 2000. It only consisted of about one square mile. The streets were mostly dirt, and when it rained most of the main road, Missouri Ave. was a mess with the dirt and gravel. What would be left after the rain would subside.


    The main store was a little, ramshackle place. It was a Visitor’s Center. It also consisted of the “Mine Shaft Market.” Allen, the owner was a friendly, personable guy. There was a Rat Pack Porch in front of the building. The folks, invited to sit a spell and just converse or relax. They could share a tale or two or just sit and do nothing but listen to the others tell their stories if they had one. He kept saying that he wouldn’t be around much longer; “the place is for sale,” he would say. It was always for sale. Not that many people were interested in owning it. They didn’t want to run it. They just wanted to come and enjoy the hospitality and the friendly atmosphere of the place.


    The Town Hall was across from the Baptist Church on Payroll Street. That was about the extent of the major buildings besides the little bitty post office. Of course, there was Van Meter’s, who was a silversmith and it was the home of the Chloride Serpent.


    There were only two places to eat, DJ’s Café and Yesterday’s Restaurant. The Guardian preferred “Yesterday’s” restaurant. It was a rustic, old building.


    Out in front were a couple of old gasoline pumps no longer in use. The pumps were made by the Wayne Pump Co. out of Ft. Wayne, Indiana. It was considered the fuel pump capitol of the world. These particular models were called the Mae West pumps for their shapely design. They were the old 1920’s type that had the glass fuel tanks on the top.


    Once past that, you walked up an old wooden walkway and inside. Once inside, the wood planks on the floor would creak and crack as you walked on them.


    As you entered, the band stand was immediately to your right, which consisted mostly of Turner’s Karaoke equipment. To the left was the kitchen area. They still used the old wooden cooler boxes with the glass in the doors. You felt as though you had stepped back into the 1800’s. You could hear the old country music wafting out of the old jukebox that sat in the corner.


    There was only about 10 or 12 small tables. Most of which had folded up napkins or some other form of paper under one or more of the legs to keep them from wobbling. There were two large tables which were basically several of the smaller ones pulled together. At this table was a group of senior citizen types that would go there on Sunday afternoons at two for Turner’s Karaoke.


    Turner himself had a damn good voice. Then there was George in his black pants and black western shirt with the fancy white embroidering on the front and down the sleeves. He wasn’t too bad, singing Merle Haggard’s “Mama’s hungry eyes”, but he looked great. George would be followed by Bob, Nancy, and the rest as they all took turns singing their favorites. Nobody cared how good you were or how you looked, just that you were there sharing a good time with old friends on a Sunday afternoon.


    He would go in and eat his meals, not talk to anyone other than a polite “howdy,” or some very short, one or two worded conversation. It wasn’t anything personal. He loved it here, it was quiet, the people were friendly and nobody bothered with your business. He just felt that the less said, the less questioned and the less to worry about later. The people here minded their own business. He liked that especially.


    The buildings weren’t fancy or expensive looking. It was quiet, with memories of its own. Even the cemetery was unkempt. There was one lonely grave where an old biker was laid to rest. You could tell by the seven various rims and rusted old gas tank from what may have been his bike or one like it.


    As you looked around, all you saw was wooden crosses, faded, aged and weathered. Most of them you couldn’t read what had been put on them years before. The burial sites, each one encircled with stones that had been scattered about, were sadly uncared for. Some had gravestones detailing who they had been in their life. It told of a mother, father, son whom ever. Most of them, unfortunately, said nothing.


    There were many graves for the dead soldiers who had died defending their country. Either World Wars I, II or Korea. One young man, Ronald Hulse, Jr’s grave was the exception. Across the top of the grave was what appeared to be a handmade throw. It consisted of eight, large Marine Corp emblems. The cover had been carefully covered in plastic to protect it from the weather. There was a bench with a full color picture of the young man in his dress uniform. As you stood and looked upon it, you could not help but feel a sense of pride and sorry for the loss of such an obviously much loved young man.


    For the most part, the graveyard here in Chloride was ghostly looking. The graves unmarked or poorly marked. There was no grass, just stony, desert ground everywhere. There was no caretaker to keep it up, so it just weathered away as though all these souls had been buried and forgotten. Some of the stones and markers were leaning, some had fallen over completely, and just forgotten.


    The Guardian would visit the site often, particularly the children’s graves. He had painstakingly found each one and remembered where each one was. He would try to make sure that they were clean and kept up as best he could. He felt that someone needed to look out for them, even after death.A higher power took care of their souls. Down here, someone needed to show them the respect that they would never know.


    Chloride was nothing more than an old ghost town. They even had an old street set up across town specifically for their gunfight show. Every first and third Saturday at noon, they’d put on a show in their make shift western street of the old west. A lot of tourists would find this place. And even with that, with all the attraction to this small, idealistic, quiet heaven in the middle of nowhere, it just never seemed to change very much.


    Yes, he liked it here. He liked it just the way it was. He feared that one day it would all change and go away. That it would become what he hated most. It would become another Vegas or LA or some other town that had grown too fast. The people who were running away from the large, over grown, over crowded cities would come to the solitude and turn the places like Chloride into exactly what they were running from. What a sad, twisted way to live.


    Chapter 16


    Charles was beginning to wonder if his captor was ever getting back. He had already had to pee in his pants. He didn’t know what he would do about the other.


    This sitting in the dark, muscles cramping, his shoulders, neck and back aching so badly.


    For the next several hours, Charles sat there in that chair, against his will, the dark and total silence, weighing on his mind. He started to think. What else could he do but think. This stranger had planted the seed. He couldn’t help but think, what was it he had said, “Think about the things you’ve done”, he couldn’t help but trace his memory back over the things that he had done.


    Charles sat there, remembering the young boys he’d taken advantage of, sexually abused, fondled, sodomized, all the things that had happened to him as a young lad. The difference was he was abused by his own father. This was different. He was simply showing the kids love and affection. That wasn’t so bad was it? He didn’t deserve this. Christ, they’d get over it, he did.


    He was deep into his thoughts when he heard a car pulling up. There was a car door slamming, then keys in a lock. The stranger was back. He didn’t know whether to be scared for his life or relieved that he might be cut loose.


    The stranger entered the room. The dark, ominous silhouette stood in the doorway, just looking at him.


    “Have you thought about what I said?” He asked.


    “Yes, yes, oh yes, but I haven’t done anything wrong, really, I haven’t.”


    The stranger just looked at him, shaking his head in disbelief. All of this, and still he doesn’t have a clue.


    Then, just as before, Charles was hit with 50,000 volts, square in the chest and the lights went out.

  


  



  
    Chapter 17


    Lieutenant Halloway had nothing. The few leads they did have went nowhere. It was as if this bastard had fallen off the face of the earth.


    They did discover that their mysterious Charles Radcliff had a legal past. There were numerous arrests for child abuse. He had a long list of complaints filed by parents, friends, acquaintances, and others. but never any convictions. Charles Radcliff had never done one minute of time for his crimes.


    Griffin got her warrant and took a team out to Radcliff’s house. Once inside, they discovered all the evidence they needed to justify the suspicions that Griffin had. They found the movies, the assorted toys, lubricants and a vast array of other pornographic material. They confiscated the computer, which would be gone through completely. They would find all the child pornography sites that he had frequented. It nauseated her almost to the point of physical illness at what had been uncovered.


    All the reports were there. Even though his record was expunged and those cases could no longer be used against him, they were still there. It was obvious to the normal human being the things he had done. They were just plain wrong. All they could do was wait and hope that it didn’t happen again. They would hope for another victim to come forth with enough evidence to put this parasite away. Or, did it really matter anymore?


    That was not even a possibility any more. With Radcliff’s physical, not to mention his mental state, it was likely that he wouldn’t be chasing any little boys, if not for a long time, possibly never again.


    It had been over two weeks and things had been quiet. Halloway had been given other cases that he was actively working or had assigned to others under him to work.


    The problem was, he didn’t like cold cases. Halloway didn’t like knowing that there was a vigilante out there either. He didn’t want someone who was taking the law into his or her own hands. He didn’t want someone who was playing judge and jury. It was very clear that Radcliff had gotten his just rewards, but unfortunately, that didn’t make it right. Halloway’s opinion was the piece of shit got off easy. However, that was his opinion and he had to keep it to himself.


    An interview had been set up with Radcliff to try to see just what had happened. He hoped to get a description or some other form of evidence that would put a lead on the person or persons responsible.


    That turned out to be a dead end street. The physical damage done left the bastard fairly incapacitated. The trauma of the incident turned his mind into pure mush.


    They couldn’t even get him to write his answers. He was now blind and couldn’t see to write anyway. He couldn’t answer them as his tongue had been cut out. When he did try to speak it was just a guttural, unintelligible noise with spittle running down his chin. It was useless. At first appearances, if you didn’t know the history of it, you would have this urge to feel sorry for him. You’d feel some sort of sympathy for him. However, once one learned of Charles’s behavior and past, you quickly got over that.


    Radcliff would probably spend the rest of his days in a hospital bed or in a home for the mentally handicapped. He could lie there with his memories of the sick shit that he had done. Halloway feared that this case would never be solved. You couldn’t prosecute Radcliff. At present, he was mentally incapable of standing trial. His victims would never know justice for what he had done. This was the sadist thing of all. They couldn’t undo the damage that he had done to others, creating a new breed of monster.It was a vicious cycle. It would never end.


    This vigilante would screw up somewhere. He’d make one little mistake, they all did. Then they would finally get him. It was just a matter of time.

  


  



  
    Part Two


    A Matter of Convenience

  


  



  
    Chapter 18


    He sat in the back of the courtroom, watching, listening. He went unnoticed as the proceedings played out in front of him. It was the same story, the same scenario. Nothing but the names of the guilty and the victims had changed. The last one had been in the papers for over a week.


    The story told of the poor man who had been brutally mutilated and deformed by some unknown madman. Who could do such a thing they wanted to know.


    The article detailed about what an upstanding citizen of the community he was. He was a Viet Nam veteran. He was a government employee, on and on about what a wonderful person he was. It made him sick to his stomach. They had briefly touched on his criminal past. They stated only that he had been in trouble with the law. His record, expunged because of certain circumstances. It was likely the verdict, given erroneously exonerated of all his past offenses. The poor man had been given a pardon. The news wouldn’t give a hint of the vile, worthless piece of shit that he really was. They made him a victim. That’s okay. It was only a matter of time.


    Here, in this courtroom, now in the current trial that was playing out before him the young girl sat on the stand. Her eyes filled with tears. The fear she felt for that terrible horror that sat there glaring at her. At the table in front of her was her father. Steadily staring back at her, the father sat motionless. The Guardian couldn’t see his face. His back was to the spectators in the courtroom, but he knew. He’d seen it before. That’s why it was so hard for young children to be used as witnesses. It was the same thing for rape victims. The hardest part was the testifying. Our society has made them feel as though they are the guilty ones. They believed it was their fault these things were happening to them. It was the fear and intimidation that made them unable to do the right thing. “And justice for all...” Bullshit!


    No matter what the guarantees you gave them, they knew the truth. It didn’t matter that what they said was the truth. They would have to go home with the evil that they lived with and it would only be worse.


    “Now, Melissa” The prosecuting attorney was saying. “Didn’t you tell us that your father, this man here” he was pointing to the man at the table now, “regularly beat, fondled you and abused you and that’s why you have the bruises and scars that you have?”


    The young, blonde haired, blue eyed little girl, all of eight years old sat there, motionless. Her eyes glued to her father. You could see the fear on her face. Even as far back as he was in the very last row, the Guardian could almost smell her fear.


    “Melissa, please speak up” the judge encouraged her to answer.


    “Well, um, he’s not really my daddy, but we have to call him that.” She stammered.


    “Yes, I see” the prosecutor added, “Let the record show that the man seated behind me is the legal stepfather not her biological father.


    “So, now we understand that he’s not your biological father, meaning he married your mother after you were born. Didn’t he put the bruises and scars on you from the beatings you got from him?”


    Her eyes still glued on the man at the table. “Well, he does spank me when I’m bad, and I know I deserve it, but I wouldn’t say that he beats me.” Murmurs fell over the court room; the Judge pounding his gavel had to quiet everyone down.


    The prosecutor was stunned. He didn’t know what to say. It was a complete reversal of the statement that they had gotten earlier. He shook his head, knowing full well that pursuing any further testimony would be useless. Because of the girl’s age it would be impossible to prove anything now. The intimidation from her stepfather was stronger than any jury. She had simply rendered herself an incredible witness. Without her testimony or the testimony from her mother, they had no case.


    And so it went, on and on. When it was done, there simply wasn’t enough evidence to convict on a felony charge. Even the medical people who had given testimony about the scars that they presumed were burn marks from cigarettes or other similar devices were speculation. The child admitted she got burned playing with matches with her brother. She knew it was wrong and deserved a spanking.


    You could see the frustration in the prosecutor. The child had obviously spilled her poor little heart out, privately, behind closed doors away from her evil stepfather. Now, here, with the man sitting there staring at her, you could smell her fear. You could see it in her eyes. It was like the beatings and the abuse. Surviving was the only thing that mattered. If not telling them the truth meant her surviving another day then that’s what she had to do. There wasn’t one single person in that courtroom that had seen anything. No one who had was willing to testify out of fear of retaliation.


    Melissa was developing a skill that would be a pattern for her for the rest of her life. She would devise ways of making sure that she did nothing wrong, she’d develop a sixth sense of sorts. Her hearing would be so astute that she knew to listen for creaking doors, foot steps in the hall, how to hide and avoid situations. Her behavior would change to the point that she would do what ever was necessary to keep from being beaten or abused. The only thing she couldn’t do was keep him from coming into her room. There was nowhere to hide in her room that he couldn’t find her. That was the worst thing of all.


    She knew she was probably going to be beaten anyway for bringing it this far. But maybe if he saw that she wasn’t telling them, maybe he wouldn’t be so mean to her.


    The stepfather was given probation, told to attend counseling with the child and they were sent home.


    Outside the courtroom people went on about their business, no one paying them any attention. Inside, it was the next case, just like an auto factory production line. To the judges, the clerks, the bailiffs, and the rest it was just a day at the office. Nobody cared.


    He followed them home. It was a little after four in the afternoon. It was the typical Las Vegas, 112 degrees in the shade. The humidity from the past weeks rains was all but gone or it would have been worse.


    As he watched he knew that the so called stepfather would be very careful not to do anything out in public, to do anything as stupid as to give a credible witness the chance to burn him.


    So, the Guardian watched. He had patience too. He would wait, and watch and then this one too would know the truth. It was only a matter of time.


    Chapter 19


    It was well into the night, after two in the morning. Staying in the shadows, moving along the shrubs and bushes, he kept in close to the house. The Guardian moved to the back and crept up to the back door, with him his bag of tricks.


    Having checked the situation thoroughly before hand, he knew there weren’t any dogs. There was a small grave in the back yard with a make shift cross. Buried there was probably the pet they used to have. He imagined the stepfather mercilessly killing the pet for no reason other than to punish the little girl.


    He picked the lock and quietly opened the door. All you could hear was the ticking of the clock on the wall in the kitchen.


    He moved through the house. He scanned for anything that may surprise him or be harmful to him.


    Moving through the house his light shone upon a small figure in the middle of the room. Lying, naked, spread eagle, on her back was the little girl. Her mouth covered with duct tape, her face, arms, legs, and chest bloody and bruised. There were new damages that the father had done. Tears in her eyes, she looked up. There was a longing, pleading look as if to say, “Save me, please!”


    Ropes around her feet and wrists, he had stapled the ropes to the floor. Lying next to her were two 1 X 3’s, one broken in two with bloodstains on it.


    He knelt down beside her. He had tears in his eyes too as she looked up at him. She had her tears, but there wasn’t any fear in these eyes this time. It was a look of pleading, begging, and yearning for help.


    The Guardian gently placed his hand on the young girl’s cheek. He looked into her eyes, and said, “He won’t hurt you ever again.”


    He crept into her bedroom, snatching a blanket from the bed. The small boy sleeping in the other bed did not stir. He took the blanket out and covered her up with it.


    “I’ll be right back.” He said. “You don’t need to be scared anymore.”


    Quietly he crept into the father’s bedroom. The man lay there, snoring, dead to the world. He was not aware that his world was about to come crashing down on him.


    Next to him, his wife, also probably so badly beaten and abused that she allowed this to happen. Why couldn’t they understand? This didn’t need to go on. Well, it would stop. It would stop now. Maybe it wouldn’t stop for all of them. Right now, the reign of terror from this man was over.


    Standing at the foot of the bed, he shone the light in the man’s face. He waited for the reaction, waiting for this piece of shit to wake up. He would realize that he had met his match.


    The man started to move, with a hand over his eyes, he rolled over and sat up. At that precise moment, 50,000 volts slugged him right in the chest.


    He convulsed, twitched, and folded up into a fetal position. The wife, realizing that something was wrong was about to scream. The Guardian was way ahead of her. He had a rag on her nose and mouth before she could. In only a moment, she was out cold. He couldn’t help but notice that she too had bruises and cuts on her face and shoulders. He laid her back down pulling the covers over her. He softly stroked the side of her bruised face, and quickly went to the man on the other side of the bed.


    He gathered his gear, using the same type of needle that he had used before. He injected the serum into the man’s arm. He would be out for a very long time.


    After dragging him into the same room that the young girl was in, he dropped him on the floor next to her.


    Next, he went about removing the staples and rope from the small girl. Once she was free, sobbing she hugged his neck so tightly that she almost cut off his oxygen. He hugged her back, patted her on the back. He wrapped the blanket securely around her. He told her to go to her room with her brother and not to come out.


    After she had run off, he got busy. He had things to do and not much time to do them. He didn’t want the child to witness what he was going to do. She had already seen enough.


    He was only slightly concerned about the mother. The fact that he was removing the main problem was assurance enough for him. She would do what was right. She couldn’t tell what she didn’t see. The fact that she too was a victim to the abuse would insure that she would side with him in the event she did happen to come out.


    The Guardian moved the man to the center of the room, lay him face up, arms and legs spread eagle just as he had the little girl. He stood there looking down at him. The disgust, rage, and loathing that he felt at this moment seemed almost overwhelming. He realized that he couldn’t let his emotions cloud his senses and interfere with what he had to do. Grabbing his bag of tricks, he quickly went to work.


    Chapter 20


    Inspector Laura Griffin came running down the hall to Lieutenant Halloway’s office. She didn’t even knock, just came barging into the room.


    “Excuse me John, we’ve got another one.” She was panting and could hardly contain herself.


    “Another what, and don’t you ever knock?” Halloway was trying to be perturbed.


    “We’ve got another victim from our mysterious vigilante.” She said, catching her breath.


    “Good God, how bad is it this time?”


    “It’s not as bad as the last one, but it’s pretty bad.”


    Halloway sat there, momentarily stunned, “shit” was all he said. He got up off his chair, grabbed his coat, and headed out the door with Griffin. “Okay, let’s go.” He said Griffin right on his heels.


    “How’d we find this one?” Halloway wanted to know.


    “Oddly enough, the wife called it in. I guess our vigilante went in some time last night and surprised them.”


    “Was the wife hurt in any way?” Halloway had a million questions, as they sped down Las Vegas Blvd.


    “She has cuts and bruises on her head and shoulders, but we don’t think it was from our intruder,” Laura answered.


    Heading north towards Lamb Blvd he headed east on Lamb to Alexander Rd. They found Flossmoor St. and could see all the black and whites with the rollers going in front of the house.


    And, just like before, it was a media circus. All the stations were there in force. They were trying to push their way into the front so they could get the story “first.”


    Griffin pulled up to the curb and they both go out. They badged their way through the media and the officers standing outside making their way into the house.


    Once inside, it was apparent that it was the work of the same person or persons.


    “In here Lieutenant” the officer said.


    Halloway looked at the officer, “Officer O’Malley sir. I was the one got the call and was first to arrive.” He said.


    “Well, what do we have...?” Halloway started to ask as he was led into the room where, there in the middle of the floor was their second victim.


    In the middle of the floor was the man. He was spread eagle lying on his back, naked, just as the girl had been. His hands and legs, tied with the rope. The ropes stapled to the floor. His face covered in dried blood. His arms and legs had been broken. His nose looked like it had moved to the side of his face. The Taser marks still showed on his chest and there was a note around his neck. His scrotum cinched with wire at the base of his penis. His penis had a piece of wire twisted tightly around it’s circumference about half way down its length. It was the same type of note left on the first man and had the same message. In the middle of his forehead, branded was the words child molester.


    “Where’s the wife?” Halloway wanted to know.


    “She’s in the kitchen with one of our female officers. But she ain’t the only one Lieutenant.” O’Malley said.


    “What do you mean, not the only one?”


    “There are two kids. They’re in the bedroom there. They said they didn’t see or hear nothing.”


    Halloway told the CS guys to cut the guy loose, let the paramedics do their thing and get him to the hospital. They would try to talk to him later.


    In the kitchen, Officer Stone was sitting at the table with the man’s wife when Halloway entered. She stood up, “Hey Lieutenant”


    “Officer Stone. How we doing here? May I have a word with her?” Stone nodded and stepped out of the way.


    He looked at the woman sitting across from Stone. “Hi, I’m Lieutenant John Halloway and this is Detective Griffin. This is going to be a little rough but I need to ask you a few questions. I may repeat some of the ones already asked, but I hope you’ll bear with me.”


    “Yes, that’s fine.” The woman said.


    “Can you please tell me what happened? Try not to leave anything out if you can?”


    “Well, I’m not sure really. I mean we were sleeping. This man, a dark figure I mean, I don’t really know if it was a man or not, you couldn’t really see, he was standing at the foot of our bed.


    “I noticed that my husband was tossing around, that’s what woke me.


    This man had put something over my face. Then I was out. That’s really all I know.” The woman was visibly nervous and didn’t really want to make eye contact.


    “I see. He didn’t harm you in anyway, just your husband, he didn’t harm the kids?”


    “No, no, the kids didn’t see anything either.”


    “Lieutenant, you might want to see this.” One of the other officers was saying from the doorway.


    “Excuse me just one moment. Officer Stone, stay with her.”


    Halloway and Griffin went into the other room and followed the officer into the bedroom where the two children were.


    The small boy, about 6 years old was sitting on his bed. His legs crossed Indian style, arms folded, trying his best to be invisible. The little girl was standing beside him with her arm around him. Her face, clearly bruised and bloody just looked up at him.


    “Hi there, I’m John Halloway and this is Detective Griffin, we’re with the police trying to help you here. What’s your name?”


    “Melissa.” She said shyly.


    “Are you okay? You look like somebody punched you a couple of times?”


    The little girl just looked at him, then away. Her mind was going a mile a minute. She wasn’t sure what to tell this man. The last time she did, nobody believed her. They had beaten her just the same.


    “Was there somebody in the house with you last night?”


    “I didn’t see nobody.” She said, looking away from him. “I didn’t see nuthin’.”


    Chapter 21


    “This is bullshit, you know that?” Griffin was saying on the way back.


    “I know, but what can you do?” Halloway knew that something was just very wrong about this whole thing, just like the last one.


    “We can’t force them to say anything. They weren’t attacked that we know of. There was no robbery, nothing other than this woman’s husband stapled to the floor with the crap beat out of him. His genitals all wired up. He’d been tasered, did you see the marks?”


    “Let’s find out what we know about the man. See if it’s some kind of gang thing or if it’s a jealous husband. I really don’t think so, not one guy working alone. We need to check out everything. All the evidence says it’s our vigilante character. The MO is the same as the last one. But let’s look at all the angles anyway.”


    “Okay, but what about the little girl? She had some pretty good bruises on her face?” Laura wanted to know.


    “Child Services will look into that. It seems that if our perp had done it she would have said so.”


    They drove the rest of the way back in silence. Both of them lost in each other’s own thoughts.


    Halloway couldn’t help but think that the reasoning was the same behind both of them. That prick Radcliff had a history of abusing kids. He wasn’t absolutely sure at this point. By the looks of that little girl, it was clear that they were dealing with the same type of abuse.


    He looked over at Griffin and said, “Let’s look at this father and see if there isn’t some trend for child abuse or something along those lines.”


    “I think there may be a trend here and if I’m right I think our Mr. Vigilante has his sights set on certain targets. It may be a way to nab him.”


    “I’ll check it as soon as we get back; I was thinking the same thing myself.”


    Chapter 22


    Halloway was sitting at his desk when he heard a knock on his door. It was Griffin.


    “Man, you are not going to believe this, well okay, you probably will.


    “Our so called victim had just been in court yesterday on abuse charges. You’ll never guess for what. They dropped the charges. He walked out with probation and counseling, that’s it.” Griffin said a disgusted tone in her voice.


    “You’re right, I do believe it. It’s no wonder that little girl was so scared. He probably beat her because she talked the last time. You can’t blame her. She didn’t want to go through it again.”


    “And it’s also another good bet that the wife won’t say anything because of the same reason. You noticed that she had evidence of a beating too by the bruises on her face. The whole damn family can’t be that clumsy that they’re all falling down all the time. I’d go one better and say they figure the bastard got what was coming to him. They don’t want our vigilante caught.”


    “So what do you want to do from here?” Griffin asked.


    “Unless Child Services presses charges against the man or investigates and comes up with something there really isn’t anything we can do. The mother and the child say they don’t know anything.”


    “We don’t have any leads other than the fact that we presume the victims are connected by prior acts. We have no suspect and no clues. All we do have for sure is a really pissed off individual. He’s trying to make a point. The only other thing we do have is the note, the branding, and the lab guys say the wire used matches that of the first victim.


    “I think he’s done a pretty good job of making his point already don’t you think?” Griffin said shaking her head as she walked out.


    Halloway sat there, contemplating this mess. Well, this guy could talk and he damn sure was going to get some answers out of him. One way or the other.


    Chapter 23


    The Guardian went to the bedroom where the two small children were at. He took the little girl by the hand and knelt down beside her.


    “No matter how bad you want to, no matter what noises you hear, please stay in here where it’s safe, okay?”


    The two of them nodded their heads in agreement. The little girl hugged him again.


    “Don’t you worry about anything” he said and walked out of the room and closed the door.


    He went through the house as quickly as he could until he had found the stapler that the man had used on the little girl. It was a large industrial stapler. The kind used for carpeting and heavy carpentry work.


    He went back in the room where he had left the man spread eagled out on the floor. After stripping all of his clothes off him, He tied the man’s legs and arms. It was the same rope. He made sure that the ropes were good and tight he stapled him to the floor. He made sure that there was no way he could get up.


    Next, he plugged in his soldering iron, the one he used to brand their foreheads. He wanted to make sure that there was a permanent mark to let everyone know who and what this monster was.


    While he waited for the gun to heat up, he got his roll of wire. He then tied off his scrotum, and twisted a piece half way down his penis. After that, he picked up one of the boards and he proceeded to inflict the same punishment that he had given the little girl. Only he was stronger and the blows were more powerful.


    Every blow he laid he thought of the times that this piece of shit had done the same thing to that innocent little girl. He was still out so he wouldn’t realize the pain until he came too. He’d look in the mirror and see just what it looked like to be battered. He’d know what it felt like to be defenseless. He had to be careful that he didn’t beat him to death. He didn’t want to kill them. That was the easy way out. He burned the words child molester into his forehead. He slipped the note around his neck.


    After he was done, he gathered his things, double checking, making sure that there was no evidence left behind. He went into the bedroom where the two kids were cuddled together on the bed.


    “Everything’s going to be all right now. If you ever need me, I’ll be watching, I’ll know and I’ll come to help you. That man in there will never bother you again. I promise.”


    With tears in her eyes, she hugged him around the neck for one last time, softly crying said, “Thank you, I love you.”


    At that, the Guardian stood up, placing his hand on the young boys face, “that goes for you too little guy.” He turned around and left.


    He made one last check through the house. Everything was quiet. He stood over the man, looking down he said, “I told you it was only a matter of time.”


    The sun would be coming up very quickly. He checked to make sure that there were no cars coming from any direction. He checked for joggers and early risers walking their dogs and silently and invisibly made it back to his bike.


    He stowed the bag and slowly drove off. He was just another rider, someone leaving for work.


    As he drove off, the man’s wife was coming around. She put her hand to her temple. Her head was throbbing. What had happened?


    Suddenly remembering, thinking of the children, she jumped out of bed. She ran down the hallway, “Melissa, Tommy” she was yelling.


    The two children came out of their bedroom. She ran to them, hugging them. “Are you okay, let me see?” She was turning them, feeling their arms, their legs, looking for any damage.


    Melissa still had the bruises from earlier that her husband had given her. She looked at her little girl and started to cry, hugging her tightly. “Oh my baby, I’m so sorry, I’m so, so sorry.”


    All at once she remembered the man. Panicking she shoved the kids back into the bedroom. “Stay here” she said as she ran out.


    As she started through the house, she almost fell over her husband. He was lying in the middle of the floor, all beaten and bloody, unable to move. He lay there in the same manner as he had left the little girl.


    The woman bent over and picked up one of the 1X3’s. She began beating him. Repeatedly, sobbing uncontrollably she beat him. She had never had such a feeling in a very, very long time. This was a feeling of release, letting go all the anger and hate spilling out of her in floods. This was the last time this man was ever going to abuse her or her kids again. She would make sure of it. She didn’t care what the cost.


    Chapter 24


    The next morning Halloway was talking to Capt. Gregory. He filled him in on the past events.


    “So, you think these cases are linked or what?” Gregory wanted to know.


    “I don’t have anything concrete, but yes it seems that way.” Halloway proceeded to explain his theory to the Captain.


    “Both of our victims have in one way or another abused children or their families. They’ve both been through the court system. They had charges brought against them. The charges have been dropped and they’ve been allowed to continue to go about business as usual.”


    “I agree that there does seem to be a connection. What’s the status on little girl? Did we get anything back from Child Services yet?”


    Halloway didn’t really know where to begin there. “Supposedly, the mother had run out of excuses to the people at school, friends, whoever about the bruises on herself and the kids.


    “One of her friends had called it in and we had an officer go out. They saw evidence of abuse on the child and some residual evidence on the woman.


    “So they took him in. It went to court. Unfortunately, neither the woman nor the child would verify once they got to court. Therefore, they let him go.


    “The next day, the guy’s lying on his floor, stapled down with the shit beat out of him. End of story.”


    Gregory wasn’t satisfied. “Are there going to be new charges? You said the girl had new bruises right?”


    “We can only hope. It’s up to the woman and unless Child Services investigates. The mother and the child have to be willing to come forth with testimony and be willing to push charges.


    “The woman was interviewed and she has stated that she will cooperate as much as possible.” Hallway told Gregory.


    “Okay. I can’t say that these sick bastards don’t deserve what their getting, but we are here to uphold the law. We can’t have vigilante’s going around taking matters into their own hands now can we?”


    “No Sir, that’s my thought exactly.” Halloway said.


    He left the Captain’s office feeling helpless. Not one single lead on who this guy was. Nothing, it was almost like he didn’t even exist. Then, bam, there he was. He was only around when he wanted you to know he was there. There had to be a way to track him down. But how, that was the question?


    There were so many abuse cases in the court system; he knew he couldn’t get them all, so the trick was trying to figure out the ones he was going to go after.


    He couldn’t afford the manpower to sit in every court room, listen to every case to determine who was next. Obviously, this vigilante didn’t really have a time schedule. He also knew that this vigilante didn’t have the time or the capability to sit in on every single court case, figuring out who was going to be his next victim. It had been several weeks since the last one. There was no telling when the next one would be. Maybe they would get lucky. But he wasn’t counting on it.

  


  



  
    Chapter 25


    It was all over the front page of the Review Journal. There was continual coverage from the local TV channels, 3-5-8 and 13. The news was spreading like wild fire. It was like a sign from God almighty himself. There was a vigilante out there. Everyone knew who he was after. It was no trouble at all for the media to dig up all the dirt on his past two victims.


    Sheriff Jack Youngblood had no leads or no clues. For some reason, there were people defending this person that would take the law into his own hands. He was developing a following. He was a hero to the victims of the predators.


    Word had gone out that the two men had been child abusers. They were sex offenders and child molesters who had recently been in the court system. The system had allowed them to walk away. People wanted to know how this could be happening. Why wasn’t something being done. When would it end? They begged the new vigilante to do more. They prayed for him to get away. They praised him for doing what the legal system could not or would not do.


    The woman, the wife of the last victim found some new strength, a will to stand up and not take it any more. She had gone on TV and was telling reporters about the abuse. How she had lived in fear for the lives of her children and herself. Because of her age, the little girl would not be shown. They explained that the bruises and scars were from her stepfather. Dr. Kreekmore was called in as the expert witness. He was testifying that there were definitely signs of physical and sexual abuse to both children.


    As the camera came in for the close up, the woman sobbed. She explained that it was her fear that prevented her from telling the truth. She begged for forgiveness and understanding from people. It was a sign given to her. It was an act of vengeance and help from the unknown stranger. She would not let anything like this happen to her children ever again. The woman and her kids were in therapy to help them cope with the devastation that they had lived.


    The ambulance had taken her poor excuse of a husband to the hospital. He had been admitted and would be treated for his injuries. His nose and jaw had been severely broken. Most of his teeth were missing. The lips had split where his teeth had broken through. His legs were severally bruised and broken. Four ribs were broken, and the words child molester burned into his forehead. He had severe bruising to his genital area where he had apparently been kicked repeatedly. The wire twisted around his genitals would surely mean the loss of its use for other than basic waste disposal.


    After his release from the hospital he would be charged with sexual assault, child endangerment, child abuse, sodomy and lewdness with a child under the age of 14. He was looking at serious prison time and with any luck, Bubba would show him the true meaning of abuse. His wife and daughter would testify against him. The daughter who was now stronger would not be afraid of the man anymore. She no longer had to worry about him being there when she got home. Along with her testimony the woman would file for divorce and seek monetary rewards for the damages done. The money wouldn’t heal all the wounds. The children would need years of counseling and therapy. But it was a beginning and the reign of terror had ended.


    The really sad thing about this is that nothing would have been done if something drastic hadn’t come of it. It took another violent act to get the people to notice. It was like the busy intersection with no traffic light. Only the stop signs that people complain about repeatedly. Accident after accident and nothing is done. Then one day some poor undeserving person is struck and killed by a drunk or otherwise careless driver. Now, there are lights at the intersection. It always seems to take the extreme price or sacrifice to make a change.


    Charles Radcliff's verdict was already in. He would be in an institution for quite some time. He couldn’t take care of himself anymore. He could not dress, eat, or any of the things he had taken advantage of. All of it suddenly gone. It was just like he had taken advantage of his victims.


    Without his eyes, he couldn’t look at his kiddy porn. Without his thumbs, he would always have difficulty handling anything, anything. Without his tongue, he couldn’t groom them and tell his lies to the defenseless. With only a stub of a penis with a plastic tube to urinate, it was good for nothing else.


    The authorities had found Charles Radcliff’s house. With a search warrant they found everything they needed to prosecute and convict him of his crimes. Not only did he have a collection of commercial books and videos of a vast array of child pornography, he had all but video taped himself engaged with young boys.


    The Guardian watched the news, read the papers, and sighed with disgust. Sure, he’d had managed to bring these two whacko’s to justice. He had even gotten an outcry of support from the people. But, there was not one mention of the laws. They weren’t talking about making the changes that needed to be done.


    They were crying, “How can this happen?” No one was looking at the judicial system as the reason. It made no difference to him. He knew what he had to do. Until they changed the laws to protect the innocent and weak he would be the one to see that justice was done.


    Chapter 26


    Finishing his meditation and prayers, he realized that he needed a few things. His supplies were running a bit low and he couldn’t afford to be without anything if a situation came up and he needed it.


    After making his list, he grabbed his keys and headed out the door. It was a two-hour drive into Vegas from Chloride. It would give him time to think. He needed to make sure that he was covering all his tracks. The last thing he needed was to lead them to his residence. He didn’t personally care if he got caught. It would mean he couldn’t protect the children and they would be helpless without him. That is what he feared most.


    Making sure everything was locked up and secure, he jumped into the van and headed into Vegas.


    He would be glad when the new roadway going around the dam was finished. It would make things a lot easier. The trip would be a lot quicker. As it was, security at the dam made things slow going. It had been that way ever since the 9/11 incident. It was even worse on the weekends. All the traffic coming and going into and out of Vegas. If he had to travel in a hurry, it wouldn’t do him any good to be slowed down or stopped and searched.


    The Guardian had spent a good two days cleaning and sanitizing his place. He had to make sure that in the event it did happen, they couldn’t trace anything back to him. There wouldn’t be any evidence left behind for them to find. He didn’t have unlimited funds. The money he did have was from investments he had made while in the service and over seas. It was a lot easier in the Asian countries. He would use the guise that he had the means of getting first class child pornography and child prostitutes. He’d take their money then turn them over to the authorities.


    They were so pathetic in their need to satisfy their sickness. These meatheads didn’t know who he was. They had never seen him, and because of the simple fact that what they were doing was morally and legally wrong. They knew there was risk and they did it anyway. He baited them, took their money, and rolled over on them.


    It was like the thief who stole drug money from a drug dealer. Who’s the drug dealer gonna call? Not the cops, that’s for sure. The risk there was usually the drug dealer. They had the muscle to take care of it themselves.


    The parasites that wanted the child pornography weren’t going to go to the law and say, “I was robbed trying to buy illegal child porno.” It was easy for him to rip them off. Nor did they have the muscle to retaliate. The sad thing, he had burned some of the same guys more than once. That was the level of their stupidity.


    He would take the money and sock it away into secured bank accounts. Some of them, listed under different names. It didn’t take him long to amass a great deal of money. The money then, invested legally, drew large returns. It just totally amazed him the amount of money that these sick bastards were willing to pay for their smut.


    It was a great deal more difficult after he had returned to the states. Some of the money he had had been invested in order to generate some returns, yes, but he had to be careful. He moved his money around a lot. It was never in one place for any great length of time. He didn’t like banks as they left a paper trail. He only used them when it was necessary. Everything he did was in a cash and carry basis. He never used plastic. What little mail he did get went to a P.O. Box. It was under an assumed name as well.


    He had more than one identity. It was easy to establish an identity. You just needed to know where to go. Once you had an identity, you went to a few places, used the ID for some small insignificant thing, established yourself, and let it go. In the event one was discovered, he would simply assume another. So far, he had never had to use but the one. His ability to disguise himself was a plus. He rarely went out to places where there was a lot of people or they may notice him.


    Dressing to adapt was the key there. He was always careful to dress down. His clothes were never fancy, just plain, blend in everyday stuff. He never looked like a tourist. They always dressed loud and obnoxious. No matter where he went, he was always sure to dress to blend in.


    Arriving in Vegas, he went to one of the large discount chains, pulled into the parking lot. He parked at the far end of the lot, far away from the building. He didn’t mind walking and it kept his van away from the heavy foot traffic that went in and out of entrance to the store.


    He had gotten what he needed and was walking back to his van. He saw a Hispanic man, holding a small girl by her arm, screaming at her. The little girl was all of about 5 maybe 6 years old. She was crying loudly, her hand trying to cover her face as he shook her violently by her other arm and he was hitting her up side her head.


    The Guardian watched as he quickly sped up his pace. He didn’t want to run. It would bring unwanted attention to him. When he was about ten yards from the man and little girl, he put his bags down. He walked up to the man. The man catching him out of the corner of his eye stood up quickly. He had anger in his eyes. The Guardian walked up, with lightning speed, struck the man square in the middle of his forehead. He had hit the man so hard that his head snapped back. His eyes rolled to the back of his head and he hit the ground in solid thump. He lay there like a large sack of flour.


    Looking up at him, the little girl’s eyes, filled with tears were wide with surprise. The Guardian quickly looked around to make sure they weren’t being noticed. He knelt down in front of her gently taking her in his arms. She hugged his neck. He took a hanky out of his pocket and wiped her eyes.


    “There, is that better?” He asked her.


    She just nodded her head yes and smiled.


    An older woman came up and asked, “My Lord, what’s happened here?”


    The Guardian looked at the little girl and winked, “Her father seems to have passed out. Would you mind staying with her while I go get help?”


    “Why no, go ahead, I’ll be right here.” She said as she took the small girl in her arms.


    The Guardian went back to get his things then went to the security inside the store.


    “There seems to be a man who’s passed out in your parking lot over there. You might want to check on him.” He said pointing in the direction of the crowd starting to form.


    He told the wanna be cop where the man was and made his way back to his van. He walked several rows down and around out of his way to avoid being seen. A small crowd was starting to appear and he just wanted to slip away unnoticed. That probably hadn’t been the smartest thing to do but he couldn’t allow that man to beat that little girl like that. He thought about that. If the man was willing to do that out in the open in front of witnesses like that, what must he be doing behind closed doors.


    It was decided right there and then that he would follow them home and see where they lived. This guy may need some of his specialized attitude adjustment.


    After he got into his van, he waited until he could be sure that he hadn’t been noticed. He pulled around so that he could see the small crowd where the man and little girl had been.


    As he watched, he could see that the man was being helped to his feet. There was no doubt that the people were giving him sympathetic response as he told the few there that he had been assaulted by a strange man. The Guardian just smiled to himself, he didn’t know how lucky he really was to get away with just a bump on the head.


    It was a short time later that the man and little girl got into his car, backed out and started to leave. He waited until he was sure that they hadn’t seen him and he pulled out and followed at a safe distance.


    The man could be seen turning his head, yelling at the girl, waving his arm. Obviously he hadn’t learned his lesson. He was blaming the little girl for the assault.


    He followed them to an area off of Eastern and Bonanza. It was a predominantly Hispanic area. The business buildings had little if any lettering in English. The advertising was mostly in Spanish.


    They turned west onto Bonanza and made a left turn onto 19th street. They made a right turn onto Walnut. He passed the car as it pulled into the driveway, making note of the number. It would be safer to come back at night; he definitely didn’t want to make a move now.


    The Mexicans would stand around, hanging on the bed of the small pick up truck that was parked in the yard, drinking beer while their annoying Mariachi music blared away. The man he had knocked out bragged about his incident. He would probably be telling them how he would have taken this “puta, polvo ano cerdo” out if he had not sucker punched him.


    Well, he had been a lot of things but a “whore, fucking asshole bastard” wasn’t one of them. At any rate, he didn’t care. That grease ball, bean counter was the asshole. He’d have his time as well.


    Chapter 27


    It was a two hour drive back to Chloride so the Guardian decided to stay in Vegas for the night. He got a room at the sleazy little motel, “Blue Angel on Fremont and Eastern. He didn’t care that much about comfort. Just clean and dry. That was all that really mattered. Quite honestly, clean and comfortable was a bit questionable. It was a low budget motel and just about everyone there wanted to stay under the radar, just like him. He wanted to blend in, just like everyone else.


    After grabbing a bite to eat, he went back to his room. He took some of his left over dinner with him. Leaving his clothes on him, he stretched out on the bed and dozed off. He was a light sleeper, always sleeping with one eye open just in case. He was only going to be there a few hours until it was very dark. He would then drive back to visit his friend in the barrio.


    He awoke around two in the morning. After freshening up a bit, he loaded the van and headed out to the Mexican’s house. Early on, he had decided that this was going to be a freebee. There would be no dramatics, no traumatic effects, no life long scars, and no worthwhile news coverage. This was simply going to be a matter of teaching the boy a lesson. He would get the message across.


    As he drove through the night he couldn’t help but wonder how grown men with ten times the size and strength as these small children could do the mean and vicious things they did. Something was wrong with our society that was for sure.


    The Guardian stopped several streets down from the house on 15th and Linden. He walked back staying in the shadows out of sight.


    When he got to the house, everything was quiet. It seemed that all Mexicans had dogs or some other form of pet roaming around the yard. He never knew when he’d encounter some vicious animal that passed as a pet. They were fond of pit bulls. He brought a piece of the prime rib that he’d had for dinner. Before he left, he had made sure that it was laced with enough sedative to put out whatever beast he would encounter, yet not enough to kill it. He also kept a small fridge in the van with meat treats and other forms of bait for just such purposes.


    Approaching the back of the house, he peered over the back wall. He saw the dog house in the back corner of the yard. The dog, a pit bull came out of the small house, growling, showing his large teeth as a sign of threat to the intruder.


    He tossed the meat over the wall and the dog immediately jumped on it. Devouring the meat greedily, the dog consumed the whole piece. The Guardian watched patiently as the dog gradually began to show signs of weaving, shaking his head. Then, staggering slightly he simply just lay down and went to sleep. “Good doggie” he said and slipped over the wall.


    Once inside the house he slowly and quietly made his way through each room until he found the one he wanted. The woman, on the left side of the bed was obviously his wife. On the right was the asshole, snoring enough to suck paint off the wall.


    Pulling the small vile from his pocket he dabbed a small bit onto the rag in his other hand and gently covered the woman’s mouth and nose. She startled awake, eyes wide with fear but only for a moment. She settle back down, out for the count. He returned the rag to his pocket then walked around to the other side of the bed.


    He shone his small maglite in the face of the man. He pointed the beam directly into his eyes. It only took a few moments and the man awoke. He sat bolt upright, he reached under the mattress when a fist came crashing down on his face. The man recoiled, “Aghhh” he moaned. His hand covering his cheek where he’d been struck.


    The Guardian reached under the mattress. He found the .38 Special that the bean counter had hidden there. It was, he guessed, supposed to protect him from intruders. Too bad it didn’t work. The Guardian shoved the barrel into the man’s face; he could see the bead of sweat running down his face. The man could hear the smooth, metal ratcheting as the hammer was pulled back, cocking the gun to fire.


    “Que’ usted dean” “what do you want?” the man said.


    “Speak English you fuck, this is America.”


    “Clavo usted” “fuck you” he said.


    The gun slammed into the side of his face, “Try again.”


    The man groaned in pain. “Okay, okay” he muttered, spitting blood as he spoke.


    He grabbed the man by his dirty, food stained t-shirt, yanked him up from the bed. “I’m only going to tell you this once, do you understand me?”


    “Ci, yes,” The man said, the fear now in his eyes.


    “I’ll be watching every move you make. If you ever lay your hands on that little girl in there again, do anything to harm her in any way what so ever I’ll be back. Instead of reading about it in the papers, you’ll be the one everyone else is reading about. Do I make myself clear?”


    “Ce, Ce,” “yes” the man stammered.


    “This is only a warning. I will cut your balls off.” “Corte sus bolas apagado, comprende?” He said and shoved him back into his bed.


    The man was nodding furiously. His hand was covering his face as it bled where he’d been struck by the barrel of the gun, “Ce, Ce, comprende, yes” he was sobbing now.


    “I’ll keep this just in case I have to come back.” The Guardian said as he backed out of the room. He quickly exited the front door, looking around to see that he wasn’t noticed. Shoving the gun into his jacket, he pulled the hood off. Casually he walked down the street. Whistling, he looked back over his shoulder he noticed lights coming on in the bean counters house. He turned the corner and quickly headed back to his van.


    Once he got back and was inside the van, he pulled the gun from his jacket and tossed it under the seat. It probably wasn’t even registered. He’d double check it though. Even though he knew that it probably came from Mexico. More than likely had taken more than one life before resting between the mattress of the bean counter.


    As he drove off towards Chloride, he wondered how the bean counter was going to explain his face to his buddies. He wondered what wild, fabricated story he would have to weave to make him look like the victor. It didn’t matter to the Guardian, what he did know was that the bean counter knew the truth. He could tell what ever lies he wanted to. The fact of the matter was that the next time he would go to raise his hand against the little girl, he would remember. The man may even pause to look over his shoulder, so unsure of what may be there. The Guardian thought that he might even stop back, just as a reminder. “Ye shall know the truth and the truth shall set you free.”


    Chapter 28


    Lieutenant Halloway and Detective Griffin were at wits end with the dead ends they were running into.


    The only thing that linked the two victims was the note around their necks and the words child molester burned into their foreheads. Those two things assured them that they were dealing with the same person or persons.


    They all had gotten away with being charged and convicted of child abuse.


    Las Vegas was full of sexual predators. It was going to be a fulltime job trying to cover them. The SCU, Special Crimes Unit was specifically designed to handle these types of cases. It wasn’t that he really wanted to, however, he was to uphold the law. That meant that even the predators had rights.


    What made things worse was the media frenzy that had started. Somehow, it had leaked out there was a vigilante out there. The MO’s were the same on both victims. People were actually wanting the vigilante to go free so that he could keep doing what he was doing.


    The headlines in the RJ were glorifying this person. They were saying that he or she was single handedly doing what the court system was unable to do.


    Justice was finally being dealt with a swift and serious blow. The whole media was making it a Circus. It was only making his job that much harder.


    Courtrooms were being monitored wherever there were cases involving a child abuse case of any kind. The court officials were to keep their eyes open for any suspicious looking persons, male or female and report to the bailiffs immediately.


    Halloway didn’t realize that they had so many cases involving child abuse. Family Court was inundated with complaints. His main area of involvement was the high crime, felony stuff. He never really got that close to the child abuse end of it. He didn’t like what he was seeing.


    Well, it was very clear to him that whoever this vigilante was, he was playing judge, jury, and executioner. It was apparent that he was not to be reckoned with.


    Chapter 29


    Gil Johnson had married Jane Cartwright just over a year ago. It was a marriage of convenience. Her son, Jason was twelve and her daughter, Amber was only ten. They had dated for about a year after they first met. The kids took to him right away. He played games with them and took them to the park. He gave them rides on his motorcycle, and often would listen to their juvenile silly problems with false concern and interest.


    Gil was a construction worker. He had gotten a good paying job working on the new Wynn casino.


    Considered a handsome man, Gil Johnson was tall. He stood six feet four inches and was a solidly built man. He had medium length, brown, wavy hair, and piercing blue eyes. He turned many women’s heads just walking into a place. However, Gil had issues.


    He’d only been in town about six months when he had met Jane. He was living in one of the Budget Suites in a small studio. It was a cramped room and a good drive from the strip where he worked. The CAT buses were worthless as far as being timely or on schedule. If they weren’t broke down due to the overheating, they were just plain running behind.


    He was shooting pool one night at the Rum Runner Bar on Tropicana Ave, and ran into Jane and a couple of her friends. They hit it off right away.


    Jane was a good looking woman with long, sculptured legs that ran all the way up to her perfectly, heart shaped ass. Her breasts weren’t large, but were full, firm, and real. It was a fact that she was very proud of. Especially here in Vegas where it was almost a prerequisite to have fake boobs to get a job or anything else for that matter. Her hour glass figure was definitely an eye catcher and she was a woman who damn sure looked good in a pair of tight jeans. She had long blonde hair, obviously bleached, but still those electrifying, dark brown eyes couldn’t be resisted.


    She was a good looking, well built woman. Even with her outgoing personality, she still had a hell of a time meeting Mr. Right. She was a single mother with two small children. She had baggage.


    Gil and Jane had hit it off so well she ended up taking him home with her the first night they met. This was totally out of character for her. Her friends warned her that in a city like Las Vegas, doing a one night stand was the wrong thing to do.


    “Don’t be silly” she insisted. “Look at him, how could there be anything wrong with that?”


    “Just be careful” they insisted.


    The next morning a blaring stereo coming from the other side of the house wakened them.


    “What the hell is that?” Gil asked, startled.


    “Oh, I’m so sorry, you’re going to hate me, I didn’t tell you my two kids live with me.” She said. She was sure that she’d blown it for not telling him, but to her surprise, he just said…


    “Kids huh? That’s okay, just startled me I guess.” Gil said as he rolled over and puller her to him.


    Jane had to admit it. She was a bit disappointed. He didn’t perform as well as she had hoped. It was probably just the alcohol. She would just try harder the next time.


    A short time later, after another attempt at lovemaking, they both had showered and got dressed. They made it out to the kitchen for coffee and breakfast.


    This really struck her as odd. He seemed aroused. He got an erection. They went thorough the motions just fine. She could have sworn he never climaxed. He couldn’t blame it on alcohol. Maybe she was doing something wrong. She put it out of her mind and got dressed. It never entered her mind that this was a normal trait of child molesters.


    While standing in the kitchen making the coffee, Amber came into the room and just stood there staring at him. He sensed the eyes on the back of his neck and turned around. When he saw Amber he just smiled.


    Amber, only 10 was definitely taking after her mother. She was slender, shapely and had the cutest, sweetest face. He hadn’t seen one so pretty in a long time.


    He stood there, looking at her for what seemed a very long time. He had caught himself staring. “Hi, I’m Gil.” He said looking away, going back to his coffee.


    “Hi, I’m Amber.” She said. “Are you my mom’s new boyfriend?”


    “Well, I’m not sure yet, we just met last night.”


    A funny look came across her face as if she was trying to decide if she liked that or not. Even at just ten years old, she knew about things like that and when people slept together.


    “Is that okay with you?” Gil asked.


    “Sure, I guess.” She turned and ran off down the hall.


    After she was gone, Gil stood there smiling to himself. Boy, that little girl was sure a cutie. He could feel his jeans tightening where they shouldn’t. He reached down and rubbed himself with his hand, “down boy.”


    He proceeded to finish the coffee.


    Jane came out of the bedroom, freshly showered and dressed, looking radiant, smiling from ear to ear. She went up to Gil, put her arms around him and hugged him tight.


    “You’re awfully cuddly this morning. You want some coffee?” He said.


    “Sure, thanks.”


    “So, my having kids isn’t a problem for you?” She asked.


    “No, not really, I mean. I don’t really know, I’ve never had any of my own.” He admitted.


    “Well, it’s just that when ever I meet someone I like, it always turns them off as soon as they find out I have two kids. I guess that’s why I was afraid to tell you last night. I hope you’re not upset with me.”


    “No not at all. It was just a surprise, that’s all. Your daughter is very cute, she looks just like you.”


    “Yes, thanks. That’s Amber. She’s going to be a handful I can tell. She’s already getting ideas. There’s also my son. Alan is 12. He’s starting to feel his oats too.”


    “Alan huh, I didn’t see him.”


    “He’s usually up and gone out to play with his buddies on the weekends. I’m sure he’s outside somewhere. That was his radio that you heard blaring so loud.


    “I hate to be nosey, but I noticed you weren’t driving last night. Is your car broken down?” She was asking.


    “Well, truth is, I don’t own a car. I just got here a few months ago and I’ve been getting around on the bus. I own a bike, but it’s not running right now. I’ve actually been thinking of getting one though. A car that is.”


    “My ex left an old junker out by the side of the house. I’m not sure what’s wrong with it. It may not even worth fixing up. You’re welcome to it if you want to put the time and money into it.”


    “Well, that sounds like a deal. I’ll go take a look after we eat.”


    After they had finished eating, they went out to look at the car that was stashed on the side of the house.


    It wasn’t a classic or rare find for sure. It was just an old Chevy Malibu. It was still in good shape. The body was straight with faded and dirty paint. The interior wasn’t all torn or ragged, just a little faded and dirty as well. Gil had taken the battery out of her car and put it in the old Malibu. After a bit of fusing and priming of the carburetor it fired right up. It looked like this was going to work out quite well.


    Surprisingly, it started. Gil acquired the car and fixed it up so that he could drive it and they dated for about a year. Eventually Gil moved in with them. He had already established a bond and friendship with the kids. He was especially fond of Amber. Things were about to change.


    Chapter 30


    Amber was at the age where she wasn’t stupid about things that went on between people. Heck, even she saw why her mom was attracted to Gil. He was handsome and nice to be around.


    The problem was she noticed that he was always putting his hands on her. He would put his arm around her, a hand on her shoulder, rub her arm or put a hand on her knee if she sat next to him. They were very subtle little things. It probably meant nothing. She was just being weirded out or something.


    Sometimes though, he made her feel all tingly inside and she didn’t know what that was about. He would tell her how pretty she was, and what a beautiful woman she would grow into. It made her feel really, good.


    Therefore, it went on. It got to the point that Gil was coming into her room in the middle of the night. It started as innocent little talks and then to minor petting and then it progressed to him having her perform sex acts on him.


    He would make her perform fellatio on him while he fondled her. At first, she didn’t know what to do. She was really scared, nervous, and embarrassed. However, he would tell her that if it felt good it was okay, but that they had to keep it their secret. If her mother ever found out, she would be very jealous and be very mad.


    She was scared and didn’t know what to do. Amber couldn’t tell her friends. It was too embarrassing. Her brother was an idiot and didn’t care, and they never saw their father. He had gone off when they were very young and she didn’t even remember him.


    After about eight months of his visits to her room, she tried to tell him she didn’t like it and that she was scared and wanted him to stop. She wanted to tell her mom. That made Gil very mad. He told her that if she said anything that he would have to punish her. He made her take her clothes off and he put her over his knee and spanked her bare bottom, telling her that that was just a sample. If she told her mother anything, her mother would hate her and send her away.


    She sat there crying softly, not knowing what to do. She let him have his way with her as she stared off into nothingness. Amber waited for it to be over. She prayed that this would be the last time. She was just praying to God that it would be the last time. However, it never was.


    Chapter 31


    The next evening while sitting in front of the boob tube, Jane cuddled up next to Gil. She asked, “Have you noticed anything strange about Amber lately?”


    “No, why, what do you mean?” He said innocently.


    “I don’t know exactly. She has just been moody, not really herself. She’s not been very talkative.”


    “Have you asked her what’s troubling her?” Gil was curious now.


    “I asked her but she says it’s nothing.”


    “Well I’m sure it’s just some eleven year old’s growing up pains. It’s probably nothing to worry about.”


    Jane didn’t answer. She wasn’t so sure of that. Amber had always been a bubbly, outgoing, talkative type. She was worried about her mood change. No, she was convinced that something wasn’t quite right with her.


    She was going to make an appointment with her doctor. She needed to make sure that her kids were okay. She was the only thing they had and she wasn’t going to let anything happen to them.


    Gil was the best thing that had come into her life in a very long time. She couldn’t help but notice the changes in the kids since he had moved in. She couldn’t put her finger on it though. That whole first year that they dated the kids had really taken to him. He was like a father to them. Hell, he was the father they never had.


    It just seemed that after he had moved in, everything seemed to start getting different. It wasn’t that Gil wasn’t a good man. He made good money and made sure that he did his part in sharing the expenses. He took care of the cars and the house. He drank but wasn’t a drunk or abusive. Their sex life was really below average. It proved that you couldn’t judge a book by its cover. However, he made up for it in other ways. She just couldn’t put her finger on it.


    That’s what she would do. First thing in the morning, she would call her doctor and get Amber in for a check up. Jane would see what he had to say. You never know, now days all the weird stuff out there that kids have to deal with. She was just glad that she didn’t have to do her growing up in this era of time. She didn’t know if she could handle it, let alone knowing that her daughter was faced with it now.


    Chapter 32


    Amber was thirteen years old now and was not stupid by any means. She read the papers. Even at school, the teachers and other classmates talked about these types of things. She knew that what Gil was doing wasn’t right. She was scared and alone and didn’t know what to do. She was afraid that her mother would hate her and accuse her of trying to take Gil away from her. She tried to convince herself it wasn’t her fault. That Gil had come to her first. She knew better. She’s the one that had let him do these things to her. It was all her fault for even letting him do these things.


    It was eerily fun at first. The things he had done made her feel special. It wasn’t long before it got really, scary. He started doing things she didn’t like. He would do disgusting things and he would threaten her. It wasn’t fun anymore. Therefore, it was her fault. She didn’t make him stop when he first started.


    Amber sat on the bench in the park, her thoughts running through her mind. She softly sobbed to herself not knowing what she could do. She felt so helpless. She wished she could only find that stranger. They talked about him in the news all the time. The one they called a vigilante or whatever. He would help her.


    That’s how she knew that what Gil was doing wasn’t right. She read the stories of how he would go after the people who abused children. She was old enough to know that what Gil was doing was wrong. Her friends would talk. She knew that some of the kids were already sexually active. This was different. Gil was a grown man. He seemed so nice. He was so understanding and caring at first. She just didn’t know how she had let it get started to begin with, and worse, how she was going to be able to stop it. She sobbed harder now, confused, scared, and lost in her whirlpool of torment and torture that was so out of control.


    Amber wasn’t even aware of the people that walked past her. Other children played and ran around her screaming and chasing each other as though they were very unaware of her existence.


    It was as though she were invisible to them. Of course she didn’t care, she really wasn’t even aware of them either. She was so lost in her own thoughts trying desperately to find a way out of her dilemma. She kept wishing, and praying to God that he would somehow show her a way to find this stranger, this man, the only one who would understand and could help her.


    Her mother had asked her if she was all right. She knew something was wrong but she just couldn’t find the strength or the courage to tell her. Amber had been lucky so far. She had thrown away the panties that had yellow semen stains on them so her mother wouldn’t know about them. Gil had made her use them to clean him up. That really had scared her. She didn’t know how she’d ever explain that to her mother.


    The doctor’s appointment was the worst. He had asked her all these questions. Of course, she had denied everything. She said that she was worried about school, just kid stuff. She had to explain that no, she didn’t do drugs or drink. That was silly, her mother would surely know if she did, or at least she thought she would.


    They had taken some blood and urine samples and would run tests. She knew they wouldn’t find anything. That wasn’t what was wrong. It wasn’t any sickness. It was Gil. The lab people wouldn’t be able to find that. She didn’t know what she would do. She thought about running away, but where would she go. She had no money. Her friend’s mothers were friends with her mother so that wouldn’t work. Anyway, they’d only make her go home and then things would just be worse. That was over a year ago. Things were getting worse now.


    Oh God she thought, what was she going to do. She was so tired all the time. She would lie awake at night, listening, waiting, then she’d hear the footsteps, the creak of the door, her heart would stop. She would know what was about to happen. She’d pray, “Please, no, please, not again, please.” God never answered her. He didn’t answer because she was doing something wrong. He must be punishing her. It was her fault. That’s why God ignored her. She was starting to loose her faith in him. Why wouldn’t he answer her? It went on and on. Gil would come in; make her do what she had to do. When he was finished with her, he would quietly go back to his room and she would roll over and cry herself to sleep.


    If she only knew how to find the stranger, they talked about in the paper. That was her only hope. What would she do? Oh God, she felt so helpless and all alone.


    Chapter 33


    “Well Ms. Cartwright, I’ve spoken with Amber and I don’t find any thing that would indicate a serious problem.” The doctor explained.


    “I just don’t get it, she’s so moody.” Jane said.


    “Well, I’ve taken some samples. We will run some tests. She says that’s she just worried about school, boy stuff. She is going through puberty and I think that that may have a lot to do with it. Her body is developing more than most other girls her age, and being, well, larger than other girls her age could be a difficult issue for her.” He explained.


    “I guess you may be right. When will you have the results from the tests?”


    “We should have something in about three days. I’ll give you a call as soon as we know anything. I wouldn’t worry too much though. I think everything will be fine.”


    As Jane left the doctor’s office, she didn’t feel that everything would be fine. She had a gut feeling that there was something terribly wrong and it was pissing her off. She just couldn’t put her finger on it.


    She would just have to be patient and keep her eyes open. Just handle it, whatever it was. That was the best she could.


    Chapter 34


    Lieutenant Halloway and Griffin were working another case. It was a drive by shooting that left two dead. The increased numbers of illegal immigrants coming in from Mexico was having a significant effect on the gang population.


    Because of this, the number of violent and gang related crimes had risen. The numbers of children that were missing was increasing. The attempted child nabbing, kidnappings and sexual attacks were on the rise as a result. They were becoming more blatant and bold about their carryings on. It was because they were here illegally that it made it so difficult to track them down.


    They were still looking for that puke “Jose” who had taken off after the mother found him molesting her eight year old daughter. He was almost sure that that piece of shit had made it back down into Mexico. He would never be found unless he came back and tried it again.


    Halloway half heartedly wished that his vigilante would go after that guy and find him. However, the truth was the puke had gone back to Mexico and the vigilante would not go there. He was sure of that. Having that thought it suddenly dawned on him that they hadn’t heard from their mysterious person in about a week or two now.


    It wasn’t that they weren’t looking for him. They had people scanning the courts, sifting and resifting through what little materials they had. They looked for anything that remotely resembled evidence. They always came up empty handed.


    The media had all but quieted down on the subject. Every once in awhile some shock jock on some talk show would stir the shit. Something similar would happen and the paper would make a short piece about it. Every now and then, another victim of his would pop up. It was never anything as serious as the first one they had found.


    He would have to give this stranger credit though. Whoever he was he had stirred up some serious interest and people were talking and showing genuine interest if not genuine concern about these predators that hunted down our young.


    It was just a matter of time though. In a town like Vegas, there was enough shit flowing around that something was bound to happen. Our mystery man would show himself, and he’d be back in the news.


    The only good thing was this stranger wasn’t killing his victims. That was the one thing that he didn’t understand but was glad that he didn’t have to deal with. Halloway had concluded some time back that this stranger was simply leaving a message. It was a rather blunt, very direct one. it was a message and people were taking notice. Moreover, it wasn’t just the victims.


    Their vigilante was becoming so popular that they were getting crank callers claiming to be The Vigilante or The Avenger or The Punisher or some other sick name. Therefore, they would go through the process, bring the guy in, go through the questioning process. They would never be able to give anything more than they had read in the papers.


    In every case it was SOP, standard operating procedure, for the cops to keep some little, pertinent piece of information about a case private from public knowledge. That’s how they could filter out the bullshit when they did get a bogus confession. If someone came in and knew some piece of secret information that only the perp or cops could know, then we’d sit up and take notice


    That’s what busted that idiot in the Jon Benet case. He claimed all this stuff and nothing fit. He was just another nut bag trying to get his 15 minutes of fame. Even his family tried to secure a damn movie deal and he hadn’t even been convicted yet. In his opinion the whole family was nuts. Personally, in his own humble opinion, the guy had been busted in Bangkok for some sex crime and decided that if he were going to do any serious time anywhere, he’d rather do it in the states. He obviously fabricated the shit. However, that was just Halloway’s opinion.


    This stranger, this person who was doing his justice thing had become a hero. People wanted to find him. They were calling in to radio stations and TV stations. They were even calling the police station. People were putting ads in the paper, begging to know how to find him so he could save them, help them, or in some other morbid way be their saving grace.


    Hell, even women were putting in ads offering marriage for the Christ’s sake and they didn’t even know who he was. This town definitely had more than it’s fair share of sickos and nut jobs.


    Some anonymous nut with money even put a full page ad in the Review Journal asking this person to make him available so that he could be a gun for hire. They actually wanted to hire him and pay him to do what he was doing. They wanted him on retainer and under contract. That was just nuts. What in the hell could people be thinking?


    Chapter 35


    The Guardian read the papers, watched the TV and listened to the radio. He wasn’t shocked. He wasn’t a bit surprised at what he was seeing and hearing.


    He knew that it wasn’t a matter of putting an ad in the paper and advertising his services. What he hadn’t expected though was the attention that his actions would put on him. Oh, he knew that he would generate attention. He had not calculated the part where it may become more difficult for him to operate.


    People wanted something or someone to fight their battles for them. With all the problems and sadness in the world it was no wonder that the current flow of movies revolving around super heroes was so popular. In times of trouble, people needed something positive and uplifting that they could focus on. Even if it is some make-believe person like Spiderman, Superman, or the X-Men.


    Well, he surely wasn’t anywhere close to being a super hero that was for sure. In fact, he was very different from it. He simply wanted to protect the children. They were the ones who were helpless and defenseless against the wicked.


    He just had to be a lot more careful about what he was doing. He’d been in and around the courthouse. They were watching for him there. Fortunately, there hadn’t been any serious cases where he felt the need to get involved. He would like to think that perhaps the monsters that were out there were either having second thoughts about their habits and carryings on or there had just been a significant drop in the crimes. But, sadly he knew that wasn’t the case. The truth be known, they just hadn’t been caught yet. That was the bottom line. They simply were just being more careful.


    The Guardian didn’t have super powers. He couldn’t foresee the future, and he didn’t have a crystal ball. He couldn’t find the ones in trouble by having super hearing like Superman, picking out the screams and pleas for help. If that were the case, he really would be a busy man.


    No, he had to do things the hard way. He was very astute at keeping his eyes and ears open when he was out. Years of martial arts training, which he still worked at staying fluent in had taught him to be very observant and aware of his surroundings. He never bothered with a belt ranking. He’d earned his black belt years ago in the service and since then it didn’t really matter. He just got better and better. The constant, continual training had made him deadly. He was constantly aware of the people and happenings around him when he was out. His senses were as sharp as a cat.


    He had a talent for mingling within a crowd unnoticed as though he weren’t even there. He’d become very good at blending in. That’s what kept him alive and out of the hands of the people who wanted to put him away. What was it they called it, hiding in plain sight, yes, he thought, that’s exactly what it was.


    He concentrated mostly on the school yards, playgrounds or anywhere children would play or hang out. That’s where the predators would hang out. He had studied them enough to know them so that he could pick them out of a crowd. Anyone else would only see a normal person, unaware of what they were really doing there. However, he knew. That’s why he was there. It was all about patience. Just like them. He would watch, observe, and be there if they needed him. He was their Guardian, and he took his job very seriously.
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    Chapter 36


    It was a Saturday and the weather was almost perfect. It wasn’t too unbearably hot. There was a nice breeze coming in off the mountains from the north.


    The Guardian had driven in to Vegas and decided that he would cruise the parks. Being that the weather was so accommodating, he was sure that the parks would be full of children. Unfortunately the predators that stalked them would be there as well.


    He had taken the bike because, one, it was such a nice day and a damn sight easier on gas. The van was a workhorse. It was a powerful machine designed for a specific purpose. Cruising wasn’t part of that purpose. It consumed the fuel it burned in vast quantities. Therefore, for surveillance he used the bike.


    Today he chose Rainbow Family Park. It was right on Oakley between W. Charleston and W. Sahara. It wasn’t a big park, but it was busy. It didn’t seem to generate many homeless people. The homeless situation in Vegas was really out of control. Many of the parents didn’t want their children going to some of the parks. A large number of homeless used them for living quarters.


    He had parked the bike and was just making his way through the park. His senses were not really picking up anything. His sensors weren’t going off so he felt that things were relatively quiet here today. However, it was early.


    As he made his way around the park, he noticed a young girl sitting alone on one of the benches. He head was down, face in her hands. She was trembling slightly. The young girl was obviously crying. He slowed his pace, hands in his pockets he scanned the area. He looked to see if someone was with her. After a few minutes he was assured that there were no other persons with her. He made his way over to where she was sitting. He stood there for just a moment. He carefully and ever so cautiously sat down next to her.


    She noticed the stranger sit down. She raised her head ever so slightly, looked over and inched away down the bench away from him.


    “Are you feeling okay?” He asked.


    “Yes, I’m fine, thank you.” She said not looking at him.


    He reached into his pocked and pulled out a handkerchief and handed it to her. “Here, looks like you could use this.”


    She just sat there, not moving. She was scared to death and didn’t know what to do.


    “It’s okay really. I’m not here to hurt you. It’s just a hanky. Please, I don’t mind.” He said. “It’s even clean.” He added smiling at her.


    His voice was so soft and gentle. It had a comforting quality to it. She had never known anyone who sounded like that. She couldn’t explain just why. It just had a very soothing tone to it.


    Amber reached over and took the hanky, “Thank you.” She proceeded to wipe and dry her eyes with it. She finally got the courage to look up and look into the face of the man who sat next to her.


    As she looked at the man, she couldn’t help but notice that there was something about his eyes. There was this sincere, caring look to them. For some odd reason she wanted to unleash the flood of her problems on him.


    “Are you sure you’re okay? He asked. “You seem a little troubled to me. You know, it sometimes helps to get things off of your chest and talk about them.” He said with his smooth comforting voice. He crossed his arms in his lap. It was a non-threatening position. He didn’t want to her to feel fear in any way.


    “Nobody can help me with my problems. I don’t even know you, why should I tell you. I don’t know why I’m even talking to you now.” She said, scooting a bit further away. She was finding it hard to look away from him.


    “Well, that’s just it isn’t it? You don’t know me. I’m in no position to judge you and if you never see me again, all you’ve lost is the time to share your troubles with a stranger. You could even lie and I’d never even know it.”


    There was something about this man. She could see it in his eyes. Amber didn’t know why. She had this inner feeling that she could trust him and that was a little scary. She didn’t even know him. Worst of all, she thought she could trust Gil. He had turned on her and made her do vile things. What made this guy any different?


    “Why should I trust you?” She wanted to know.


    “I’m not asking you to trust me. I’m just giving you an ear to talk to. If you’d like me to leave I will. I have a funny feeling that you don’t want that. I sense that you have a terrible burden on your shoulders and you’re dieing to tell someone before you burst.” The Guardian said as looked straight into her eyes. He could see it. The eyes were the windows to the soul and he had hit the nail right on the head. There was something very wrong and he wanted to find out jus what it was.


    Amber started crying again, “Oh God, how did you know.” She buried her face in her hands. “I’m so ashamed. I’m so scared I don’t know what to do. I’ve been so terribly bad.” She was sobbing now.


    The Guardian slid down the bench closer to her. Looking up he scanned the area for possible intrusion and saw none. Nobody cared.


    Without touching her, he leaned over next to her. “I can help you with your problem. That’s what I do.” He said whispering softly in her ear.


    Amber’s head shot up. She turned and looked at him. Her eyes darting back and forth, she studied his face. “It’s you isn’t it? you’re him. you’re the one their looking for aren’t you?”


    He had to be very careful here. Everything that happened from this point on was critical. He decided to take the chance.


    “Yes” was all he said. He watched her face for a reaction.


    It was as if a great weight had been lifted off of her shoulders. She looked at him intensely, tears in her eyes, “You did hear my prayers” she said to herself. She looked into the eyes of the Guardian and smiled broadly. For the first time in almost a year she felt there actually was hope.


    For the next hour she spilled forth everything that had happened over the past three years. She explained how this man Gil had come into their lives. How he was such a wonderful, generous, and caring person at first. Amber went on to explain how once he moved in with them he started coming to her room at night.


    It was very difficult for her, but she forced herself to share these things with this stranger. Sharing her most private experiences with this man she didn’t even know. He somehow had this aurora about him that made her feel comforted and safe.


    The Guardian sat there, quietly, patiently listening intently. His anger was burning inside of him. He showed no emotion what so ever. When she had finished, she leaned her head against his chest. The hanky tightly pressed to her eyes as she sobbed. He put his arm around her, comforting her. She could feel the strength of him. She felt safe and secure. So much so that she never wanted to leave.


    “You’ll be okay now. He’ll never bother you again. I promise.”


    She sat there and listened as the Guardian explained what was to be done. He got the information that he needed from her. The plan was set.


    The only thing that was scary or that bothered him about any of this was going in expected and known. He was placing a great deal of trust in this girl. Then again, he felt that it was okay. He truly felt that she could be trusted. She had nothing to loose.


    Chapter 37


    Gil Johnson got up early, before the crack of dawn. He did every morning. He showered, shaved and dressed for work. He walked out towards the kitchen, stopping to look in on Amber as he always did. He cracked the door open wider and peeked in at her. She was sleeping soundly as though she hadn’t a care in the world. He smiled to himself, felt his manhood start to rise, “down boy” he said to himself and quietly closed her door.


    He went to the kitchen and gathered up the coffee and lunch. There was an “I love you have a great day” note that Jane always had prepared for him. He headed off to work. He hadn’t even started his day yet and he was already thinking about the visit that he would be paying to Amber later on that night.


    The Malibu fired up and he backed out of the driveway and headed towards the strip. The Wynn had been completed and he was on another super casino going up. His thoughts were about what he would do once it was completed. He was a good, hard worker. He knew he’d not have to worry about finding work. The only problem was the illegal immigrants that they hired. They undercut the wages so badly that nobody wanted to work for that kind of money. The development companies didn’t want to pay the straight guys what they were worth when they could get the job done so much cheaper. It was a crime, pure and simple.


    As Gil drove off to work, he was wrapped up in these thoughts. He had gotten Amber to the back of his mind and didn’t notice the sleek, black motorcycle that was following him.


    The Guardian followed safely enough behind that he wouldn’t be noticed. Even at four in the morning, there was a considerable amount of traffic. He wasn’t concerned about it though. This was simply a surveillance run. Making a move, anywhere that there would be witnesses was just unheard of. That would put his whole operation at risk. All he wanted to do now was watch this monster. To see him move, work and watch his actions and reactions. Gil’s body movements, actions and reactions would speak volumes to him. He didn’t like surprises and Gil was not a small man. He was a tall and solidly built. Even though he was no match for the Guardian, he had learned many years ago from his sensei that you never underestimate your opponent. It always led to ones eventual undoing.


    Gil parked his car, grabbed his lunch and thermos. After locking it up, he made his way to the job site. Off in the distance the Guardian was watching. Nothing was going unnoticed.


    The Guardian spent the day there. He watched the man through his lunch. He watched him hamming it up with his buddies, joking, back slapping, even getting serious when the man came around. Obviously the boss came around and exchanged a few words with them. He had a memory like a steel trap and the information was filed away and stored.


    At the end of the day, he watched as Gil walked back to his car. He tossed his belongings into the backseat, and pulled out of the lot. He didn’t go right home though. He would stop at the local bar first. Gil always stopped at the little shithole bar, Office Bar 2 on Desert Inn. All the guys went there after work for a few cold ones. It was a tiny little bar on the south side of DI, not much parking except for the 7-11 next door but it was always busy.


    They didn’t notice the Guardian when he came in. That’s what he did, blended in. He sat at the end of the bar closest to the table where the beer swelling, hard working, macho construction workers sat. They bragged about their macho bullshit. They bragged about how they were the king of the castle, rulers of the roost. They were talking down and belittling the women that loved them more than they deserved. These women were merely slaves to them. They were maids in the kitchen, whores in the bedroom and that was all they needed them for. At least that was the impression they gave away from home to their macho friends.


    It didn’t surprise him that they all knew about the hot little daughter that Gil’s wife had raised. A few of them had seen her when Jane would bring Gil his lunch or some other little favor on occasion.


    Of course Gil would never admit to anyone what he was really doing. You just never knew how some people would take shit like that. He had a good thing and he didn’t want to spoil it that was for sure.


    “Well, you know for damn sure she’s gonna be hot like her mama is. That’s a fact.” Gil was bragging now. “She’s fillin’ out right nice too, just like her mama, let me tell you.”


    “Ya, you sure got lucky there Gil.” One of them was saying.


    “How’d an ugly putz like you get such a hot lookin’ woman anyway Gil?” another man wanted to know. They were all laughing loudly now.


    “Shit man, it’s this big ‘love lizard’ of mine that women want so bad. I ain’t gotta be good looking,” he said grabbing his crotch. Loud, uproarious laughter filled the bar.


    “Ya, right, in your dreams man.” There was more laughter and shaking of heads. It went on and on.


    When the Guardian had decided he’d heard enough and he couldn’t stand to listen any more, he paid his tab and quietly and unnoticed walked out the door.


    He smiled to himself as he mounted his bike. “I hope you had a good time tonight asshole. It’s probably gonna be your last.”


    Chapter 38


    They were sitting at the table eating their breakfast. Dreading the thought of another day at school. Amber’s mind, preoccupied with her new found friend, a big smile on her face.


    Jane couldn’t help but notice. “Amber, you seem unusually happy this morning.”


    “Good morning mom. Ya, I guess if you say so.” She was afraid to look her mother in the eyes, afraid she’d give something away.


    “It’s okay honey, really. I guess I’m just glad to see you smile for a change. You were beginning to worry me is all? I’m your mother. I’m allowed to worry about you.”


    “I know mom, sorry” she said. She got up, grabbed her bag, and headed for the door. “Love you, bye” and she was gone.


    Jane just looked after her in surprise. “Love you too” and the door slammed behind her.


    She wasn’t sure exactly what had changed in her daughter to make the metamorphosis that it had. She wasn’t going to question or complain. As far as she was concerned, it was a step in the right direction. Perhaps the doctor was right. It was just a puberty thing and it was all just going to pass.


    Jane got herself ready. She finished picking up the kitchen and headed out to work. She was running late and didn’t want to be any later than she was already going to be.


    Alan was ahead of them all. Already finished he was out the door. Alan was oblivious to anything except his own little world.


    As Jane drove off to work, she decided that she wasn’t going to worry, question, or try to figure out the mood swing that had changed Amber literally over night. She would just take it one day at a time. She would deal with what ever came along. The problem was she had no idea what lie ahead. Fortunately, she had the strength that she would see it through. She wouldn’t think so at the time, but it would bring her and her daughter closer together than they had ever been before. It would change their lives and the way they looked at things forever.


    Chapter 39


    He watched the house. It didn’t take long. All the lights went out, one by one. He would wait. He was good at that too. Amber had told him that there were no dogs, no noisy pets to give any alerts. She had explained the lay out of the house as best she could. She assured him that the patio door would be unlocked so that he wouldn’t have any trouble getting in.


    The Guardian wasn’t very comfortable with the situation. Yet, he felt that he had enough confidence in the girl that she would not betray him. If things were to go south on him, he could still get out without any trouble. He never went in without a way out.


    When he was sure that things were safely quiet and he could get in unnoticed, he made his move. Just as she had promised the patio door was unlocked. Moving as quiet as a mouse, he slithered in, accessing the area. Orienting his self with the layout that Amber had given him, he worked his way down the hall.


    The agreement was that if her door was closed it meant that he was already in her room. If that were the case he would have to alter his plans only slightly. He hoped that he could get in there before Gil made his move. The element of surprise would be on his side and that was something that he needed.


    Her door was open, good. He oriented to where the master bedroom was and focused on the door. He watched it and listened. He made sure that it stayed that way until he was set.


    Stopping just outside her door he peered in. Amber sat there on her bed. Her heart pounding in her chest so hard she thought it would burst though. He looked at her, a finger to his lips as he scanned her room.


    Amber pointed to her closet. It was at the far end of her room, away from the bed. He nodded and as he quietly slipped into the closet, she pulled back her covers and slipped into bed. Now they would wait. He had warned her that it probably would be hard for her to relax. She may be feeling very anxious. However, it was important for her not do anything to give him away.


    What seemed like hours was only a short time when they heard footsteps coming down the hall. The Guardian slowed his heart rate, his breathing becoming very shallow, and he practically became invisible.


    Amber, feigning sleep, peeked through the slits she’d made with her eye lids. The Guardian watched as Gil came into her room. He quietly closed the door and walked over to her bed. His boxer shorts were bulging out in front. She knew what that meant, and she started to get scared. What if something went terribly wrong? Suppose this doesn’t work? What if Gil killed them both? Her mind was going a hundred miles an hour.


    Gil had his back to the closet. He was so focused on what he was about to do. He didn’t hear the silent, dark stranger come up behind him. The Guardian put him in a choke hold. His arm was around Gil’s neck. It was like a vice. With his right foot he executed a thrusting front kick into the back of Gil’s left knee. Gil would have screamed if he’d been able to.


    The Guardian was surprised at how strong he was. As Gil went down on the one knee he tried to throw the Guardian over his shoulder. It was no use. It was like he was anchored to the floor.


    Amber was up on her knees on her bed. She watched with excitement, covering her mouth with her hands so that she wouldn’t make any noise.


    His eyes were bulging. He was trying to gasp for air as his hands desperately clawed at the arm securely gripping him around his neck. He felt himself being pulled to the floor. Suddenly he was on his knees, being pulled backwards. The stranger had incredible strength. His arms were locked in a sleeper hold around his neck. Gil was getting light headed. What was happening? He could see Amber sitting on her bed. There was no fear in her eyes. She had no shock on her face. It was just a smile and a satisfying look. Then, it went dark.


    The Guardian let go of Gil and laid him on his back. Looking up at Amber, whispering he said “You go somewhere for a bit. You don’t need to see this okay?” He went out and grabbed his bag off the patio.


    When he came back in she said, “What are you going to do? Are you going to kill him?” She was starting to get worried.


    “No dear, I’m not going to kill him. I promise, I’m just going to make sure that he never bothers you again. Remember what we said. You won’t wake your mother until after I’m gone okay?” She nodded her head yes.


    “Okay, quickly now. I’ll come out when I’m done. Be very quiet.”


    Amber waited impatiently in the hall. She was pacing, back and forth between the kitchen and her room. She was nervous as a cat in a room full of rocking chairs.


    A brief time later, he came out of her room carrying the bag. She came over, anxious, excited.


    “What did you do, can I go in?” She was pleading.


    “No, you stay out here. Remember our plan?” He asked her again.


    She was nervous and very excited, “I think so.”


    He smiled at her, “Okay. I’ll run it by you one more time. It is easy. You are just nervous. Once I’m gone you can wake your mom. She’s going to be very upset, but don’t let that bother you. You didn’t do anything wrong. Always remember that. You didn’t do anything wrong.”


    She nodded her head, trying to take it all in.


    “She will call the police. They will do the rest. You must tell your mother everything. Tell her the truth. They will help you. She won’t hate you or blame you, nothing like that. Do you think you can do that?”


    “Yes, yes. I can, I will I promise.” Amber said crying now.


    He took her hand and placed it over his heart, “You’ll always be right here. If you need me I’ll know and I’ll be right there.”


    Amber gave him a kiss on his cheek through the black silk mask that he wore. He brushed her cheek with his hand, turned and was gone.


    At the last minute she realized, and whispered, “Thank you.” It was too late. He had already gone. Somehow she knew inside that he already knew that.


    Amber, her patience totally gone and her anxiety at its peak, rushed down the hallway. Forcing herself not look into her bedroom she made her way to her mother’s bedroom.


    Standing next to her mother at the side of the bed she reached out and gently shook her mother’s shoulder.


    Jane stirred, rolled over with a surprised look on her face. Sleepily she said, “Amber, what are you doing, what’s wrong honey?”


    Amber’s heart was pounding now. Somehow, from somewhere deep inside she surged up the courage to do what she had to do next. Then she said, “Mom, you need to get up, something’s happened.”


    Chapter 40


    The blue and red lights lit up the small cul-de-sac like it was Christmas. There were about a half a dozen black and whites, a couple of unmarked police cars. The whole neighborhood was awake.


    Lieutenant Halloway and Detective Griffin were sitting in the living room with Jane as she explained what had happened. She was crying, shaking her head. She had no idea. How could she know? Before the police had arrived, Amber had explained everything to her mother. She told the whole story from beginning to end. The two of them were sobbing. Jane sat there shaking her head in disbelief. Amber’s head hung down in shame. Neither one of them had the courage to go into the small bedroom where Gil had been left.


    The police busied themselves going about the house doing their routine business. Amber sat next to her mother, forcing herself to be calm. She appeared unmoved by all the chaos and commotion that was going on.


    Gil had been taken by ambulance to UMC for treatment of his wounds. His weren’t as bad the others. Nevertheless, they knew who had done it. The MO was there. There was the sign around his neck and the words child molester on his forehead. He had the same wire ties around his genitals.


    Halloway looked at Amber. He was trying to read her demeanor. Finally, he said, “I have to ask you some questions Amber. I know it may be uncomfortable for you, but I’m afraid we need to know.”


    Amber looked at him. He had similar eyes like the Guardian. She didn’t see any meanness or anything like that. What she did see was trust and compassion.


    “Okay” was all she said. She moved closer to her mom. Jane’s arm snuggly around her daughter, letting her know she had her support.


    “First we need to know if you saw who it was who came into your room, other than your father.”


    Amber’s eyes went wild, Halloway could see the hate and anger in them. “He wasn’t my father!” she said. “He just lived here.” Her mother hugged her tighter to her side.


    “You’re right. I’m sorry. Let me rephrase that. Did you see who it was that came into your room?”


    “No not really.”


    “How is that? Not really, what didn’t you see?”


    “He was all covered in black, even his head. The lights were out so it was really hard to see him.” She said. “He was like a shadow come to life.”


    “How did you know it was a man?”


    “I know because he spoke to me.”


    Jane almost fell over. She turned and looked at Amber. “He spoke to you, you didn’t tell me that.” She was in shock.


    Griffin reached over and put her hand on Jane’s shoulder, trying to calm her down.


    “Well, was it a good thing? Did he try to hurt you in any way?” Halloway asked.


    “No. He told me that he was here to help me. He said that he was my Guardian Angel and I know it’s true because I kept praying to God to help me. He heard my prayers and he sent the Guardian Angel down. He said that Gil would never hurt me again.”


    Halloway looked at Griffin who was franticly taking notes. This was the most they had gotten since this thing had started months ago. Someone had actually spoken to him. There was an eye witness.


    “So, this Guardian Angel, why was he here to protect you? What was he protecting you from?”


    Amber was sweating now. She had known that this question would come. He had told her it would and had told her she had to be brave and not to worry. He assured her that he would be there to protect her.


    She looked up at her mom, Jane smiled and said, “Its okay honey, just tell the Lieutenant what you told me.” Jane’s eyes were filled and overflowing with tears. She was shocked at what Amber had told her while they sat and waited for the police to arrive.


    “Well, Gil was making me do things.”


    “What types of things?”


    “He would come into my room at night.” She looked over at her mother again for support. He’d make me take my clothes off and, and,” she looked to her mom again for support, she was scared to death they would think it was her fault. Even though the Guardian had assured her that it wasn’t, she knew they would blame her.


    “Go ahead, its okay.” Jane said to her.


    “He made me put his thing in my mouth and, and he put his fingers up in me and. Oh God, he made me do all sorts of nasty things to him.” She buried her face in her hands. Her eyes were filling with tears again. She sat sobbing. It was like a great heavy weight had been lifted off of her chest. She buried her face in her mother’s chest and sobbed uncontrollably.


    “You know what? I don’t think we need any more right now” Halloway said the sorrow and anger tearing at his heart like a great sharp claw.


    “Detective Griffin, Ms. Cartwright, we’ll need to have her examined for evidence of physical abuse if you know what I mean. I’m sorry.”


    “That’s okay, I know you do.”


    “God, I had no idea, no idea. I mean, I knew something had been troubling her. I even took her to a doctor. No one even had a clue it was anything remotely close to this serious. My poor baby, why didn’t you tell me, why?” Jane said, stroking her daughter’s hair.


    “I was afraid you’d hate me. You’d think it was my fault. Gil said you’d make me go away.”


    “Oh my poor, poor baby” was all Jane could say.


    “Well, I think we’re done here for now. If you could come down and fill out the reports and the appropriate paper work we can proceed with filing charges. You can do this at your convenience, but please don’t wait too long okay?”


    “Yes, yes, I want to do that as soon as possible.”


    “He won’t be allowed in my house again will he?” She was anxious to know.


    “No ma,am not if you don’t want him here. Actually, he’ll probably spend some time downtown with us after he gets out of the hospital and they’ve treated him for his wounds.”


    “Thank you, thank you so much.” Jane said as they stood to leave.


    Halloway handed her one of his cards. “You call me if you need anything, anything at all, any time of day or night. That’s my private number there.,” he said pointing to the card.


    “I will, and thank you again.”


    “And again, you’re welcome, that’s why we’re here. These people will see to it that you’re taken care of and that your daughter is checked out and a report is filed on anything they find.”


    Halloway and Griffin turned and walked out into the cool night air. He looked around at all the flashing lights, the media frenzy that was happening. They would put this shit right back into the paper and all over the news. Only now their vigilante had a die hard fan and word would spread like wild fire. There was nothing he could do. They knew who and what they were dealing with. They just didn’t know where or how to find him. The problem now was that their vigilante had a name. He would come to be known as the Guardian.


    Chapter 41


    The next morning the papers, TV, and radio were all over it like a bad habit.


    The City of Las Vegas has a new hero.


    The Guardian!


    Halloway looked at the headlines. “Holy shit” he thought. As he read the accompanying article he couldn’t believe what he read. They were making this guy into a hero. Christ almighty, now they’d never be able to catch him. Every child rights supporter and activist in the country would go out of their way to protect this guy. This has turned into a real nightmare.


    The article explained, without giving any names or pertinent information because of the girl’s age, the criminal charges that were pending. It went on to say how this Guardian had come to the girl because she said she had prayed for help. She said that God had sent her a Guardian Angel. It exposed Gil Johnson as a child molester.


    Apparently, Mr. Johnson, the boyfriend of the girl’s mother had moved in with them. He had moved in after having dated the mother for about a year. Shortly after that Mr. Johnson began sexually abusing the young girl. He was being held in the Clark County Detention Center pending a hearing on his charges of sexually abusing a child under the age of 14.


    Of course, Lieutenant Halloway had little faith in this guy actually being sent down as an angel from God. He saw what this so called angel was capable of. It did seem to him that this so called angel wasn’t very forgiving. But then again, who was he to question the powers above.


    The “Today” show, Katie Couric on the evening news, hell, even Paul Harvey, Larry King, and all the others was talking about him for the Christ’s sake. The news of what this guy was doing was spreading like wildfire. He knew what that meant. There would probably be a shit load of copycat heroes popping up everywhere.


    How improbable it was that in the City of Las Vegas, the cesspit of the country, a hero, a champion of causes called “The Guardian” would pop up here. Nobody really cared about the kids in Las Vegas. The school district didn’t. The politicians sure as hell didn’t. Anyone who said they did was a liar. It was usually a smoke screen. It was just lip service to generate donations for something or someone. It was only those interested in generating money for themselves. However, this was an election year. Anything was possible.


    As sad as it was, it took one man, one series of events to bring about the attention to the things that are most neglected. Child Welfare Offices was seriously over crowded. They had to turn kids away. They were faced with lawsuits. Lawyers were offering free service to find homes to protect the kids. With the population explosion in this town, the number of kids who needed this help was overwhelming.


    The sad part of it was they were popping up billion dollar casinos all over the place. How hard would it be for all the casinos in Vegas to get together, pool some funds and build a new Child Welfare Offices facility? How did these needs reflect on what would accommodate the needs of the City? They could even write it off for the Christ’s sake. It wouldn’t cost them a billion dollars. They all piss away millions of dollars on a regular basis.


    If they would take their greedy ass attitude and look at the positive publicity that they would generate for themselves, it would be staggering.


    Alas, they wouldn’t do that because then, heaven forbid somebody else would want a fair share. Why waste good real-estate on a bunch of kids when you can put a new, perfectly good, money making, profit generating casino in the same spot.


    Halloway put the paper down. It made his stomach hurt to think about it. He hated to admit it. This guy was actually doing a good thing. It was too bad he was going about it in all the wrong ways. But, it was getting everyone’s attention. That was a fact. He wondered how long it would be before they got another call. If in fact God really did send this guy down as a Guardian Angel for abused children, he better prepare himself. He was about to be inundated with prayers from all over the world.
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    Chapter 42


    He’d been watching the news and reading the papers. It was making him sick to his stomach. Who did this asshole think he was? What made him so fucking special? Whoever died and left him in charge? He was no Guardian Angel. He couldn’t stop them from doing what was natural.


    There was nothing wrong with showing some kid some attention. They were only sharing their love and affection with them. He understood how it was. When he was a very young boy it had been explained to him how it was. Sure, it’s scary at first. Once you learn that it’s only a more direct way of showing how much someone cares about you, it makes things a lot better.


    Well, this Guardian, whoever he was, wasn’t going to be able to catch him. Everyone was starting to look at every stupid thing someone did for no good reason. He was finding it more difficult going to the parks, arcades, schools. He liked to go there and watch them play.


    He knew that if he lingered too long someone would probably call this Guardian asshole. They would accuse him of all kinds of stuff. He definitely didn’t need the heat.


    His collection of child pornography was extensive. Still, masturbating to the pictures and videos that he had was getting old. He was starting to need the real thing. His urges were starting to get a bit harder to control. He’d made several trips to the Orient where it was easy to get young girls, very young girls. They were more than willing to accommodate his sexual desires. However, here, here in the states it was becoming increasingly more difficult to find and get what he desired.


    Well, that was okay. His mother had died leaving him a substantial inheritance and he could probably buy what ever he needed. Just not here. The problems with that was the risk involved. He sure as hell didn’t want to go to prison for trying to share his love with a child. Society didn’t understand. Many of these kids are dying for affection and attention. They just didn’t understand.


    He had a plan though. It was a bit risky, yes. If things went the way he planned them, he could have his little friends on a permanent basis. Nobody would ever know.


    As he sat and watched the little girls running about the school yard, the only thing separating them was the chain link fence. He imagined their sweet, young innocence. He imagined their virgin bodies just waiting for his loving touch. He could teach them much more than some stupid school system. They would be his to control as he wished.


    He liked young boys too. But he preferred young girls. He had to be careful. He was starting to get an erection just thinking about it. Watching the young girls definitely was not helping him at all. That was the reason he always wore loose pants and baggy athletic jerseys that hung down low.


    As he watched the school yard, he had to force himself to take his eyes off the girls. They would climb on the Monkey Bars, their skirts flying up showing their panties. He scanned the area to make sure that he wasn’t being watched himself. He’d already been there longer than he should have been.


    With a deep, heavy sigh, he turned and started walking away towards his van. He never parked in any area near the places where he liked to watch. Damn that Guardian asshole. Of course, they couldn’t really prove anything. He didn’t want anyone following him home and finding his collection.


    He was tired of this. He had been giving it a lot of thought and had a plan. There were just a few details to work out and he knew that it would work. Once he got what he wanted, he wouldn’t have to worry about going out anymore. He’d have all he wanted right there at home.Chapter 43


    Halloway and Griffin were having lunch at The Coachman’s on DI and Eastern. They sat discussing their case load and a few speculations.


    Steve the owner was good friends with John. Every time John went there, John insisted on paying. Every time, Steve would refuse. So, they just left a big tip for the waitress.


    They liked the Coachman’s because it was a small, quiet little Italian restaurant. The fact that it reeked of atmosphere was a plus. The lights were always low, with red candle lighting giving it a comfortable, romantic, intimate feel. The bar was to your left as you went in. You went down two small steps into the dining area where there were only four booths and about a half dozen tables. It was perfect.


    As they sat there eating, they quietly discussed they’re new unobtainable, unsolicited partner.


    “So, what is it about this guy anyway?” Laura wanted to know


    “Like what exactly?”


    “Christ John, every time we turn around there’s some sick-nut-job turning up with a brand on his forehead for some sicko kiddy rape or something. We can’t put a finger on him. It’s like he’s a phantom or something.”


    “He’s definitely a slick operator, that’s true. But quite honestly, I’d rather concentrate on the other piles of shit we have to deal with and let this guy help take care of this stuff for us.”


    “Come on John. We can’t just let this guy run around snagging all the baby rapers. I realize that he’s doing good, only in a bad way. I’m afraid that he’ll make us look bad.”


    “Is that what this is about? He’s making you look bad.” John was smiling as he slurped his pasta.


    “Damn it, no, you know me better than that. It’s just that we’ve been lucky so far. We’ve been damn lucky we don’t have a rash of copy cats or some other nut bag going after him.” Laura was trying to calm down. She hadn’t touched hardly a bite since they’d gotten their orders. “We’ll be lucky if dead bodies don’t start showing up soon.”


    “Look, we’ve got every officer that’s available and some are volunteering their free time and we can’t catch him. What makes you think some revenge freak is going to outdo us?”


    “Well he sure knows a hell of a lot more about us than we do about him. How does he operate under the radar? And how does he find all these perverted pedophiles?”


    “You got me. We’ve been watching the courtrooms. We even tried setting a sting, but nothing. He’s just too damn smart I guess.”


    “Honestly, I don’t care if we get him or not?” Laura said.


    “Truthfully, I agree. It’s not at the top of my list. Like I said, he’s doing us a favor.”


    “Ya, he’s helping us. He’s also helping the University Medical Center. But he’s breaking the law John, what about that?”


    “And so were those pieces of shit out there preying on those little kids. They were breaking the law too and the courts were letting them go. It’s a lesser of two evils as far as I’m concerned. These sickos are doing long term, permanent damage to young, innocent children. These are children, who by the way are defenseless. Add to that the fact that these monsters are grown men who know better. They do these vile things with total disregard for the consequences. All they care about is satisfying their own, greedy needs. You gonna eat that?” He asked, pointing at her plate.


    As they sat their finishing their lunch, across town on SR160 towards Pahrump was a man in his big, comfortable, compound estate. He was working vigorously preparing his domain so that he could have the ultimate sleepover. He would be in control then. He’d take the power right out of the Guardians’ grasp. Then watch them squirm. They’d know he wasn’t the hot shot they thought he was. Within the next 48 hours, the Guardian was going to be the least of their worries.


    Chapter 44


    The Guardian sat and listened to the news while he did his usual routine. He was on his row machine as he always did at this time of the day. He had learned a long time ago that you had to sift through the bullshit in order to find out what they really wanted you to know. It was a very sad thing about the news media. They never gave you any information that was worth while. They gave you the damn weather every three minutes, making sure everyone knew how much profit the pocket gouging casinos made. When ever there was a story that was worth while reporting about, they beat it literally to death. It was like the only news there was, for days and days on end.


    He was glad that he hadn’t been very busy. The media frenzy that was swirling around him had died down to a low murmur. He would see ads in the RJ asking him for his help. As much as he hated to he shied away from the ads. It was too easy to set a trap for him that way. It would truly defeat his purpose if he should find himself locked up.


    Operating the way he did was safer. The results were positive and more solid. If he could save them all he would. But, he knew that was just not realistic. So he concentrated on the worst ones and did the best he could.


    The free time had given him more opportunity to work on his katas and sharpen his defenses and senses. His workout room wasn’t all that great but it had what he needed. Keeping up on his Martial Arts was something that he’d made a point of never forgetting. His gym had all the free weights and benches he needed. He had speed bags, heavy bags, and a variety of workout dummies. Working alone as he did made it more difficult. He didn’t have anyone else. He wished often that he had someone to spar with. He wished for someone to help hone his defenses. Unfortunately he had no partner. He had no “crew” that he could rely on for back up. He was a loner. Even though he preferred it that way, it made for some tricky, risky situations. Often times he had thought it would be nice if he had someone as a backup. He could have saved some valuable time on more than one occasion. However, he chose to work alone. He would deal with the drawbacks and continue to operate as he always did.


    Something wasn’t right though. He could sense that things had been too quiet. Living in a toilet like Vegas there had to be something going on, somewhere, somehow. The gang bangers never took a day off. Everyday there were reports of a hit and run or a shooting. A body was found or a high-speed chase. There was no shortage of some stupid macho stunts. They felt they needed to pull this crap because somebody looked at them wrong or spoke to their girlfriend. They always had some insignificant thing for a reason. They looked for reasons to be stupid. And they really didn’t have to try very hard at all. They were already there.


    He had just finished reading the story of the 11 year old girl who had been raped and sexually abused by 20 other boys. Another girl, 16 had supposedly coached the girl telling her what to do. The booby prize was that the 11 year old was HIV positive.


    There was only a 1% chance of getting infected. They had made major break through in medication and treatments. But hey, would you want to take the chance of being in that 1%?


    It simply just broke his heart every time he would read stories like that. How could people be so foul and vicious to another human being? It was true. He had inflicted pain on others. But he wasn’t doing it for his own enjoyment or self satisfaction. It was a simple matter of justice being served and penance being paid.


    He would like to think that it was because of the examples that he had left for them. Perhaps people were taking notice. He knew he couldn’t change the predators from behaving as they did. At best he could only hope that the awareness would make people more careful. Maybe they’d be more watchful over their children and others.


    Often times he would come home feeling so tired. It was exhausting because he felt that it was a battle that would never be won. But he refused to give up. He could never do that. The Guardian was put there for a reason. Now that they knew he was there more and more children were looking to him for help. It would be devastating for him to bail on them now. No, that simply was just not acceptable.


    He would enjoy this lull, this false break in activities. That had him very curious. He wasn't able to relax. It just wasn't like him. Something wasn’t right and he knew that. In the not too distant future there would be a shit storm coming. He was just hoping that he would be up to the task.


    Chapter 45


    Jack Gorman lived alone, mainly because he had money and he could. It wasn’t that he was unattractive or anything. Jack was a fairly good looking man in his mid thirties. He had thick, red curly hair that he kept styled. It just covered his ears and went down just over the collar in the back. Standing at five ten, he was of average build. He worked out all the time and was strong as an ox. He never smoked. He hardly drank and never had friends over. That was only because he had no friends.


    He never really knew his father. The old man had died when he was very young. He’d left his mother a ton of money and the wine business. At that time it was just a small busy little mom and pop thing.


    His father was never around. His mother’s so-called associates were constantly abusing him. From her lovers, business associates and others all the way down to the hired help.


    Being an only child, he was of course, a spoiled little brat. He had little or no respect for anyone, least of all women. He blamed his mother for the abuse and neglect that he had to endure while growing up. His mother was always too busy with the business. Therefore, like all professional, hard working people, she continually left him at the hands of others.


    One of the Mexican landscapers had sexually molested him. One of the housekeepers was a mean spirited Spanish woman that spoke little if any English. Or at least that’s what she led on. She was constantly slapping him upside his head for sneaking into the kitchen and stealing scraps of food. She’d grab him by the ear, rattling off her high speed Spanish, pulling him out of her kitchen. He didn’t do it because he was hungry. He did it because it pissed her off. Jack hated her.


    His entire life, bullied and shoved around, he learned resentment. He was made to do things that he didn’t want to do. Jack had tried to tell his mother what was happening. She just couldn’t believe that these people that worked for her would do such a thing. People that she trusted would do such a thing to her little Jack. If she confronted them, it was always, “Oh we love Jack, and he’s such a silly boy, always pretending.” It would infuriate him to no end. They never listened to the kids. You weren’t old enough, or smart enough to know what you were talking about. You were just making things up to get attention. That’s what the counsellor had said. His poor mother had such a busy work schedule. There were meetings and business lunches. He was surely only doing it for her attention. “You know, negative attention is better than no attention,” she would say. Therefore, the abuse and mistreatment went on. He endured it as best he could. He made up his mind that one day he would be the one in charge. He would be the one that would control everything.


    His mother had left him a sizeable amount when she died, just as his father had left it to her. Only she had made sure it had grown a great deal more profitable. Southern Wine & Spirits on south Jones had been her baby. The old lady had devoted all she had to it. She had amassed a fortune in the wine business. With all the new casinos going up with all their fancy restaurants, she could barely meet their needs. She even had a wine Cellar built into the large piece of mountain behind the mansion where they lived out on SR160 towards Pahrump.


    Once the old lady was gone, Jack set about firing everyone that worked for her. They didn’t get any severance pay. They got no references, kiss-my-ass, go to hell, nothing. All they got was a kick in the ass as they went out the door.


    The estate was out there in the middle of nowhere. At least what used to be nowhere? It was quiet, peaceful, and isolated from everything and everyone. There was nothing around them but desert. Now look at it. It was pathetic. There were housing tracts going up all around them. They couldn’t even be original. They used generic names like Trail Ridge, Sterling Ridge, Mountain’s Ridge, Wine Ridge. That’s what they did all right. Las Vegas was growing so fast they were building right up to the ridge of the stupid mountain. It was disgusting. They didn’t even have the common sense to put the roads in first. No, they were in such a damn big hurry to get their money and get the houses sold. Now they’re putting the roads in after the fact and traffic is not only a mess but it’s become a hazard. There are deaths on that stretch of road as regular as clockwork. It had gotten so bad it was dubbed, “Dead man’s highway.”


    They had their little 5.5 acres back off SR160. Surrounding the compound was tall, flush, very large trees. They had maples and elms. They even had palm trees that reach to the sky so high that looking up at them strained your neck and made you dizzy. Along with the trees, they had large pieces of railroad timber sticking upright out of the ground. They looked like a grand, ugly, huge, brown picket fence. Only there wasn’t any cross members. All the timbers butted up against each other. They stood side by side like a perpendicular wall of huge, brown Tootsie Rolls.


    The house itself was a huge multi-level mansion with God only knew how much Spanish tile covering the roof. There was wrought iron everywhere. It was covering all the windows, the patios on all the levels, the gates and even the entryway to the front door. It almost looked like a huge bird cage.


    The house really was excessively big for him alone. He could have sold it many times for a great deal of profit. Paid for free and clear, there was a ton of equity in it. Three times a week he would have a house cleaner service come in. They would go through the place. They would come in, clean and be done with it. It needed done every day. Living in the desert was a very dusty venture. He wouldn’t even do it weekly but living in the desert as they did it was a full time job. trying to keep up with the dust was near impossible. No more of that live in housekeeper shit. He’d had his fill of that as a boy growing up. Even though he hated to admit it, he enjoyed the security that his mother had seen to. He had laughed at his mother for doing such a stupid thing. If, and that was a big if, any burglars could get over the damn wall they probably would be too damn tired to try to get into the house. But, honestly, it was a plus and it did make him feel secure.


    They had dug the wine Cellar deep into the huge mountain ridge at the rear of the estate so that. As his mother explained, it would be better at keeping the wine at a specific temperature. Bullshit, who cared? He hated wine. Sure, it was fine once in awhile with a meal. To be surrounded by it was ridiculous. Monitoring the temperature, inventory, stock listings, rotations, sorted by dates for the Christ’s sake. So, with the exception of a very few bottles he had gotten rid of all of it. No wine was worth all that bother.


    Any normal person would have thought he was crazy for selling such vast quantities of rare, expensive wine. However, in Vegas, with all the casinos, he not only made a fortune all his own, he got the damn stuff out of his way. He planned to sell the whole business as soon as he was able. He wanted to be done with it all together. As a matter of fact, he would have his lawyers start on that as soon as he finished with his little project here.


    Once all the wine was gone he had hired a bunch of day laborers. They were easy to find. All you had to do is go to the corner of Martin Luther King and Bonanza. They were like roaches. He knew they were illegal and hardly spoke any English if any. They would take his money south of the border once they were paid. He didn’t care about any of that. Paying them well was a given. It was on the condition that they kept their mouth shut about what they had done.


    The project, built from left over railroad ties that his mother had. He didn’t know where she got them. He was just glad he hadn’t gotten rid of them.


    There were six rooms total. Each had its own bed, dresser, small table with a chair and a washbasin. Fixed into the ceiling was a fan to circulate any stale air that would accumulate. There was a large hole in the floor in the corner of each room. Over the hole sat a wooden box. It was a seat just like an outhouse for their toilet purposes. They weren’t fancy but they were comfortable.


    The doors were three inches thick. Each with a slot cut into the Center at the bottom. This was for sliding through a large fiberglass food tray like the ones they used at the prison.


    As for the lighting, that was primitive. It would have to do until he could come up with something better. Bare 60-watt bulbs suspended from the ceiling by large electrical cables.


    Unfortunately there was no heat. It would be comfortable in the summer, being cool inside. The thick walls kept out the hot summer temperatures. It wouldn’t be that bad in the winter. After all, his mother had stored her wine in there, how bad could it get?


    Once the workers had finished their job, Jack paid them. He thanked them and sent them on their way. He stood back admiring their work. As he looked at the front of his little mountain you couldn’t even tell there was anything in there. They had secured foliage up around the front so that it covered the door and was virtually invisible.


    Smiling, proud of his accomplishment he decided that he would go about getting his first guest. His heart raced, goose bumps on his arm he could hardly contain his excitement.


    Tonight was the night and he knew exactly who his first guest was going to be.


    Chapter 46


    The woman was hysterical. Her daughter hadn’t come home after school. She’d called all her friends, the school. She then went to each and every 7-11 and strip mall in the area trying to find her. Her friends had tried to help her but it was just too much for them. So, reluctantly, not wanting to admit that she may have been taken, she called the police.


    Halloway and Griffin were on their way as soon as they got the call. It had been only a couple hours since the girl was reported missing. Time was a major factor.


    As they sat in the woman’s house, Halloway asked her about details that he needed to know.


    “I know this is difficult for you. It would be a big help to us if you can give us a description of your daughter. A photo that’s as current as possible would also help. We can put it out there and have the whole City helping us look for her.” He said.


    “Well, she’s only 8, and I know she must be scared to death.” The woman sobbed.


    “She’ll be fine.” Laura said trying to comfort her. “Just give us the description okay, and try not to worry about that right now. The sooner we get the information out, the sooner we can start looking for her.”


    “Okay. It’s just so hard. She’s 8, like I said, thin with medium length blonde hair.” She showed them the picture she had. “This is about a year old. Her hair is shorter now.”


    “As I remember, she had on a light blue, pleated skirt with a white, short sleeve knit blouse. A pullover one I think.” She was trying very hard to contain the emotion she felt.


    Halloway and Griffin sat there listening, getting as many details as they could. Laura wrote down everything in her notebook and Halloway gave the woman their questions.


    It didn’t take very long. They didn’t want to keep her and there really wasn’t much they could do sitting in the woman’s front room. They needed to be out in the street.


    The CSU was going over every inch of the house. It was mainly the girl’s bedroom and the yard surrounding the house. They continued to question the neighbors or anyone who may have seen or heard something. They weren’t having very much luck.


    When they got to the car, they climbed in and Laura looked right at John. “I guess you were right.” She said.


    “I hate being right. I had a gut feeling that something was going to happen. It’s been too quiet.”


    “You know” she said, “I almost hate to say this out loud, but maybe our friend the Guardian can help us on this.” She was looking at Halloway, waiting for his reaction to her last comment.


    “Our friend?” he said. “Since when did he become our friend?”


    “Okay, that was a bit sarcastic but you know what I mean. Look at the guy. He has no problem finding the sickos that are out there going after the kids. He simply disappears when he’s done. Maybe we can use him on this is all I’m saying.” She was staring hard at John from across the front seat of the car.


    “Ya, I know. You’re right. I hate it even more when you’re right.” He put the car in gear and they headed back to the station.


    “So, how do we solicit this guy’s help without the whole damn world knowing about it?” John asked.


    “For all we know he’s probably already on it. Surely, he keeps up on the news. How else could he be one step ahead of us all the time?”


    “I guess we could do a news conference. We could make some sort of blanket statement. Something like, if you find anything let us in on it, no questions asked or something along those lines.” Laura said.


    John was thinking hard. His brow furled and eyes squinting. “We’ll have to be careful how we handle that one. We don’t want an army of vigilantes out there.”


    “How about we offer him a deal, we offer him total amnesty for all the prior stuff in exchange he helps us with this one?”


    “First of all, I doubt the DA’s office would even consider such a thing. Secondly, why should he be given any special treatment? Don’t you remember his handy work that we found?”


    “Of course I do. And I agree. It was some very criminal stuff, but so what? Those dirt bags deserved what they got.”


    “Okay, so let’s say we get the blessing from the higher ups. How do we convince this guy we won’t bag him if he comes in? Not only that, we have to find him first.”


    “Finding him doesn’t seem to be the problem. He knows where we are at all times. We just need to get him to come to us.”


    “We obviously have some kinks to work out. I just think it’s worth looking into.” Laura said, looking out her window into the nothingness of the Las Vegas skyline.

  


  



  
    Chapter 47


    The small girl woke up with a terrible head ache. She looked around from her bed. Where was she? It had a dank, decaying, musty smell. Like a bunch of old wet rags or something that had been left unattended for a very long time.


    She sat up in her bed, her head throbbing. Her clothes were gone. All she had on was a thin cotton nightgown. She had no idea where she was. Oh God. She suddenly felt very scared. She ran to the door, pounding on it with her hands, yelling at the top of her lungs,


    “Help, help me please, help.” She knew on one could hear her. Hitting the door was like beating against a wall of rock.


    Getting down on her hands and knees, she noticed the notch at the bottom of the door. She tried to peek through. The door was too thick and all she could see was blackness.


    She tried putting her ear to the opening but could hear nothing. Sitting back on the heels of her feet, wrapping her arms tight around her she started sobbing. She was so scared. She didn’t know where she was, where her mother was, or what was going to happen to her. Crawling on her hands and knees, she found her way back to the bed. She slowly climbed under the covers and cried herself to sleep.


    The sound of a key opening a lock and a large bar being slid back woke her. Startled, she cowered to the back of her bunk. The door swung open and a dark figure filled the doorway. She couldn’t see his face. The light was poor and he was silhouetted by the light spilling in behind him.


    “I take it you slept well.” A man’s voice said, soft, almost soothingly.


    “Who are you, I want to go home. Where are my clothes?” She sobbed.


    The man chuckled, “I’m not surprised you’re full of questions.”


    “Don’t laugh at me. I need to go home, my mom will be worried.”


    “She need not worry. I’m not going to hurt you. As long as you behave and do as you’re told. You’ll see. We’ll get along marvelously.


    “Sorry my love, but this is your new home now. There are some things that you need to be aware of and understand.”


    Her heart filled with fear. She was suddenly very scared. He was sitting next to her on the bed explaining to her that this was her new home. She would never see her mother or her friends again. It dawned on her that she was in a prison and started to cry. She didn’t know what to do.


    “Now, now” the man said, sitting next to her on the small bed. He put his arm around her, pulling her close to him. He could feel his manhood start to rise. “Everything’s going to be just fine, you’ll see. It’ll take some getting used to I know. Once you’re here for awhile, you’ll see. It won’t be that bad.


    “We just need to have an understanding about some things. You know, rules just like at home.” At that he proceeded to remove her nightgown.

  


  



  
    Chapter 48


    It had been a week since the little girl had gone missing. Everyone was saying they were still searching for her. The sad truth was that they had all but given up hope. She had disappeared without a trace and there wasn’t clue one and no leads to go on.


    Everyone thinks it’s about the sex. Sometimes it is, yes. More often than not it’s about power and being in control. Having control over someone. It’s about being able to manipulate and control them. That is what it is all about. These monsters don’t look at some eight year old girl and think in terms like some college kid reading a Hustler magazine. The older, more mature women intimidated them. Oh sure, they got off on the kiddy porn. It just wasn’t the same thing at all. It was all about the prepubescent, absence of body hair. The young, virgin like qualities was what really turned them on. It was about being in control.


    The local paper was crying out. Where was the Guardian now? This so called God who was sent to protect the children? It wasn’t very long ago that they were singing his praises. They didn’t even know who in the hell he was.


    Whoever had taken the little girl was making him look like a fool. As he sat listening to the news and reading the papers, he knew that he couldn’t help them all. He refused to allow this person or persons that had taken her get to him.


    He was smarter than the abductor. The key was finding his one weak link and breaking it. A chain was only as strong as its weakest link and he would find his.


    The Guardian had spent every waking moment talking to the children around the parks. He went to the housing development where the girl lived. He hung out in all the areas where the little girl was known to have been at least once.


    It just didn’t make any sense. Something was terribly wrong. He expected something to happen. He was hoping that it wasn’t going to turn out to be anything this serious. However, he knew. He felt it. As sure as the sun comes up, it did.


    They had wanted his help. He wasn’t sure how to react to that. Not long ago he was the subject of a manhunt. Now, because he was able to trap these monsters and do the things that they themselves could not do, they were soliciting his help.


    It could very well prove to be a double edged sword. It was the result that concerned him. Working together, they could increase the chances of finding the young girl alive.


    There had been no ransom. There hadn’t been any clues that the girl was taken for any reason other than sexual assault or possibly murder. If that were the case, they would eventually find a body. There would be another statistic and another crime that some shitbag had gotten away with.


    What ever it was he decided to do, he needed to do something very quickly. Time was running out.

  


  



  
    Chapter 49


    It was almost seven days exactly when the call came in. Another young girl had come up missing. A ten year old walking home from the library never made it home.


    There was a small library on Jones between Harmon and Flamingo. It wasn’t a big library. There were enough books to keep a young, curious ten year old busy for an hour or two after school until her mother got home.


    This one had long, wavy brown hair and big brown eyes. She was a bit bigger than the first girl. She walked up Jones towards her apartments where she and her mother lived. She had her attention stuck in the middle of one of the old Nancy Drew mysteries that she had checked out.


    She didn’t notice the white mini van that had pulled into the parking lot of Jack Potter’s Bar. The bar sat right on the corner of Harmon. It had pulled in and was facing out towards Jones. The van was sitting, idling, and waiting.


    The young girl started to cross the parking lot cattycorner like she always did. She was not paying attention to anything but her book. She didn’t even notice the van or hear the side door slide open.


    Passing in front of the van, Jack watched her. Quickly he slid to the back between the two front seats. As soon as she got close to the door he reached out and grabbed her. Quickly he put the cloth over her face and had her inside. He did all of this quicker than you could spit.


    Pushing her to the floor, she struggled to get free. His weight was too much and he was extremely strong for her. Gasping, she breathed in the chloroform that saturated the rag. In just moments she was out like a light.


    Jack looked out the windows, making sure that no one had seen him. He quickly gagged her, tied her hands and feet with the rags that he had bought. He tossed a blanket over her and jumped into the front seat.


    He sat there for several moments. Nervously he was looking and checking both ways. He saw nothing. He heard no sirens. His heart pounding, he pulled out slow, calm, and headed south down Jones.


    It was about a twenty minute drive usually. However it was just after five in the afternoon and traffic would be a real bitch. That was okay. It forced him to drive slow and unnoticed.


    As he was passing Lucky’s Lounge and Restaurant in the Concorde Plaza, he heard sirens. He franticly checked his mirrors. His heart rate had escalated to cardiac mode.


    “God Damn It! I can hear you but I can’t see you. Where are you?” Jack was franticly, searching, watching, and looking back in the back of his van. He wanted to make sure that his precious cargo wasn’t moving about. He eased his way off to the right shoulder.


    Then he saw it. The large blue and red lights flashing, people moving out of the way. Some of them were almost hitting others. Some too stupid to know what to do so they just sat there in the way.


    It was an AMR ambulance. There was probably another accident on SR160 and they were on their way to pick up the pieces.


    He breathed a sigh of relief. Checking his cargo again he pulled back onto the road and moved along with the traffic. Jack was starting to wonder if his heart was going to be able to handle all of this. He had four more empty rooms to fill and he needed to scout for more prospects. Jack wasn’t in a hurry though. These two would do fine for now.


    He needed to stay low for awhile anyway. If he got too anxious or greedy he’d start making mistakes and get sloppy. He couldn’t have that. Besides, he liked watching them go crazy trying to figure out what had happened.


    “That’ll teach you, you Guardian fucker.” He said to no one but himself. “I’m the one who’s in control now, not you.” Ha, ha, ha, he laughed to himself. He was actually having fun with this. He may even taunt them a little bit. That he would have to be careful about. Jack didn’t want to leave them any clues.


    The traffic on SR160 was just brutal. Bumper to bumper, a snail’s pace because of all the big trucks. Christ he hated this. They were ruining his oasis in the desert.


    Jack finally got impatient and jumped out into the traffic. Closing his eyes and praying nobody hit him he tore off. Horns were blaring and tires were squealing as he shot down the road to home.


    Pulling up the drive, he hit the remote and the front gate slid back. He slowly pulled forward. The gate began its slow return as he headed for his little mountain with its hidden surprises.


    He parked as close as he could to the front. He jumped out of the van. He quickly pulled the cover away from the opening, unlocked the huge padlock that secured the door. Next he entered the code into the Trilogy lock that he’d had installed and swung it open.


    He was searching and scanning the area. Why, he didn’t know. He was just getting paranoid he guessed. He grabbed the girl and took her to her new home.


    It was the same as with the first girl. All her new clothes, what little of them there was were laid out on her bed. He laid her down and quickly went out to secure the entrance just in the odd chance someone came by.


    He hurried back to the girl. He undid her bindings, and very slowly, very meticulously undressed her. He liked taking time to admire her. He became very aroused and very badly wanted to take her right then. However, he just looked at her naked body. As he stared down at her he was planning his next visit with her. He just smiled and put her new things on her.


    After tucking her in nice and comfortable, he gathered her things. He took one last look and with a big smile on his face he turned and walked out.


    Chapter 50


    Across from Jack Potter’s bar, on the south west corner sat Spring Valley Highland apartments. They were white wood structure, one story buildings with grey trim. It was a gated community. These were nice places and they had several of them all over town.


    Approximately a hundred yards up from the corner was a wrought iron gate. It was never used for regular traffic. The gate was only used for emergency or service vehicles such as fire trucks, vendors and the like.


    Right inside this gate was one of the dumpster areas. It was a three sided, block wall structure open at the top. There were two large, metal, green gates right in front to conceal the large, green dumpsters.


    Gladys Meyers took her trash out at the same time every day. Her two cats weren’t bad. You couldn’t even tell she had pets if you walked into her place. However, she didn’t like her trash from the day sitting all night in her kitchen. Kitty and Kramer would probably smell what ever she had made for supper that night. They would surely wind up spilling it all over. No, that would never do. Therefore, the trash went out.


    Gladys had opened the gate. It was so wide, she had to step back to swing it open. She just happened to see a white van sitting in the parking lot of Jack Potter’s across the street. Normally she wouldn’t have paid much mind to it but it was sitting there idling with the side door wide open.


    She shrugged it off, picked up her bag of trash, and tossed it into the dumpster. When she stepped back to close the gate she gasped. She put her hand to her mouth, not believing what she had just seen.


    A young girl, about eight or ten years old had just came from across the parking lot, walked in front of the white van and just like that, a man reached out, grabbed her, slammed the door shut, and sat there.


    She wasn’t quite sure what to do. Perhaps it was the girl’s father. The van hadn’t gone screaming out of the parking lot. It didn’t seem to be in any big hurry. She started to leave but couldn’t take her eyes off the van. She paced a bit, starting to walk away. Then going back, looking. The van sat there. Then, just as calmly as you please, it drove off, pulled out onto Jones, and headed south.


    Gladys had walked back to her apartment, confused. She really didn’t know what to do. She lived alone and she didn’t want any trouble. Minding her own business was what she did best. She would wait and watch the news. If something came up she would tell someone. Anyway, it was probably nothing.


    While she watched TV that evening, she didn’t see anything on the news. It was still bothering her that she hadn’t done something. She felt that maybe she should have yelled at the van or something. Maybe somebody else saw it too and they would call it in.


    She went to bed early that night. She was trying not to think about what she had seen. All night long, she tossed and turned. Sleep was not coming easy to her. Gladys was a very intuitive person. She knew that her gut was telling her something wasn’t quite right and that she should listen to it once in awhile. However, for some reason she never did. She eventually fell asleep, restless as it was.


    The next morning, after little if any sleep, she got up and made her coffee. She fed her kitties, and turned on the news.


    What she heard almost floored her. The anchor woman was telling of a young girl, ten years old, long, brown hair who had disappeared coming home from the library. Gladys dropped the cup she was holding. Her hand covering her mouth, tears filled her eyes. “Oh my God, what have I done?”


    Chapter 51


    “I can’t fucking believe this” Laura was so pissed she was seeing red.


    “Calm down.” John said as they walked to the interview room.


    “How the hell can I calm down? This woman actually watches the perp grab the girl, goes to bed, has a good nights sleep and then because she sees something on the news she decides to call. You calm down!”


    “I’m not hysterical, you are. But you’re right she should have called. Even if it turned out bogus. For some reason the mentality in this stupid town is mind your own business, don’t get involved. Because of it we may have another victim on our hands.”


    Once outside the interview room, Laura composed herself, forcing herself to be all polite and professional.


    They walked in and sat at the table across from Gladys Meyers.


    “Ms Meyers, I’m Lieutenant Halloway and this is Detective Griffin. We’re investigating this case. We were told that you may have some information that could possibly help us find the two girls that have disappeared.”


    “Well, I just hope so. I mean, I just feel awful. My God, you have no idea how badly I feel.” She said


    “You should feel worse than bad,” Laura thought, but didn’t say it aloud.


    Instead she said, “Well, we know, and we’re sorry you have to go through this. If you could just please tell us what you saw. And please take your time. Try not to leave anything out.”


    “Can we get you something, coffee, soda, water?” John asked.


    “No, no thank you, I’m fine.” Gladys said. She was not sounding fine at all.


    “Okay. How about just starting from where you first saw the van.”


    Gladys started with the details of her daily trash removal. She told about her cats, the little black one was such a pest and the big grey one was so laid back. Laura had to get her back on track a couple of times. Once she got to the part where she was at the dumpster, she got very serious.


    She closed her eyes, looking down at the ground as if she were running a rerun of the whole thing in her mind. She explained how she had noticed the white van just sitting there with the side door open. Then she went on to explain how when she looked back, all of a sudden the man grabbed the girl and pulled her inside.


    “And you didn’t think that maybe you should call someone at that point?” Laura pushed.


    “Oh yes, I did, but he just sat there. They never moved. And I thought to myself, well maybe it was her father or something. Maybe it was okay. I mean they didn’t go tearing out of there or anything.”


    “I see, and you didn’t think that maybe you should call anyway. Maybe he didn’t drive away because he was raping her or just in case. Haven’t you been watching the news?” She was starting to loose her cool.


    Gladys looked at Laura, wide eyed. “Are you accusing me of something?” She wanted to know.


    “No, no, not at all” John interjected, throwing a look at his partner.


    “We’re just all under a great deal of stress over all of this. We do apologize, please go on.” He threw another look at Laura.


    “Like I said, they just sat there for a few minutes and then just pulled out nice and easy as you please. So, I just thought that everything was okay and that the girl must know him or something.”


    “I don’t suppose that you got a license number or any good description of the van by chance?” Laura said. She had more calm in her voice now.


    “No, I’m sorry. Anyway, with my eyes so bad I couldn’t have read it.”


    “Would you by chance know the make or model? Or maybe you could recognize it if you saw it again.”


    “Well, I don’t know anything about cars, but I do know that is was one of them fancy mini vans, and it was white. The windows were all blacked out. I would probably recognize it if I were to see another one like it.”


    “That would be a big help.” John threw in. “How about we get you some lunch? We can take a break and then we can have you look at some pictures for us. Maybe see if we can’t find out what they were driving?”


    “Yes, that would be fine, thank you.”


    Halloway and Griffin left the woman with one of the female officers and told them to see that she got fed. John had the officer set it up for her to go over some pictures of some mini vans. With any luck, this may be the lead they needed. It was thin, but it was all they had.


    “As soon as we get a description of that van, we’ll get it out everywhere, the TV, radio, flyers what ever we can.”


    “That will help. But do you know how many freaking “white” vans there are? White is a particularly popular color in this town for some God forsaken reason.” Laura said, showing signs of irritation.


    “I could give you a list of reasons as long as my why people prefer white. The bottom line is that I suspect that our perp picked his color for one reason only. He wanted to blend in. He wants to be invisible.
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    Chapter 52


    There was a knock on Halloway’s door. As he looked up, Smythe; one of the other investigators stuck his head in the door.


    “What’s up?” John asked.


    “Got a guy on the phone out here. He says he won’t talk to anyone but you.”


    “Well, I’m up to my ears in this missing girls thing, give him to someone one else.”


    The officer went back out only to return a few moments later. He knocked, poked his head in.


    “What now?” John had a feeling he knew what it was.


    “Won’t work John. He says to tell you that you’re the only one he’ll talk to and that if it’s of any interest to you, he said to tell you its The Guardian.


    Holloway practically jumped out of his chair. “Where’s Griffin? Find her and get her to get her ass in here. Then put the call through.”


    Son-of-a-bitch, he couldn’t believe it. The Guardian was coming to him. Well, he must be having as much trouble as they were for him to want to talk to him.


    A few minutes later Laura was walking through the door. “They said you have the Guardian on the phone, is that true?” She was almost as excited as John.


    John was nodding his head, looking at the light that had been blinking on his phone. Knowing who was on the other end, he reached over and punched the button to put it on speaker phone so that Griffin could listen in.


    “Halloway”


    The voice that came out was scrambled. The caller’s real voice was inaudible. “I think you’re looking for me.” The caller said.


    “You could say that. If you’re who you say you are. A lot of people are.”


    “Oh, it’s me. You want details?”


    “No not now. We’ll find you if your our man.”


    “Well, save your energy. You’ll never find me. That will never be possible.”


    “I wouldn’t be so sure. I really don’t want to debate that right now. You’ve called me for something other than to gloat I’m sure.”


    “You’re right, but I’m not gloating. I have no reason to. I’m out here, doing what I do for a reason. I can’t afford to be caught, not right now.”


    “So, what do you want from me?” John wanted to push him to get him talking. They were going to try to trace the call.


    “Don’t bother trying to trace this call, it won’t work. It will only come back to your office anyway. So, now that you know that, you can focus all your attention on what’s at hand here.”


    Halloway looked up at Laura, shaking his head. She just shrugged her shoulders as if to say, “What can you do.”


    “Okay then. What can I do for you?”


    “It’s what we can do for each other.” The Guardian said.


    “Each other I don’t see how…..”


    “Listen to me.” The Guardian cut him off.


    “We have a man out there with two small girls. You can’t find him and I can’t do it alone. I know that you’ve only got one lead and that one is thin at best.”


    “How do you know about that lead? Where are you getting your information?”


    “Don’t worry about that. That’s what I do. That’s why you’ll never catch me. Just stay focused okay. We need to meet so that we can discuss this without any interference.”


    “What do you have in mind?”


    “Some place remote, so I can watch that you aren’t followed and that you’re alone. The only one who comes with you is the girl. Your partner can come with you. But I will need some guarantees. Without them there’s no deal.”


    “Sorry slick, we don’t make deals….”


    “Nice talking to you.” The phone went dead.


    “What the hell was that about?” John said looking up at Laura, surprise on his face.


    “He obviously didn’t like your tone.”


    “Who does he think he is? Just call up here demanding deals like we’re some humanitarian outfit.”


    “He’s obviously someone who can control our phones. He knows what we’re doing and what’s going on without us even having a clue. That’s probably who he knows who he is.” Laura said sarcastically. “And besides, we were talking about the possibility of working with him. Why’d you have to go and piss him off like that?”


    John turned in his chair and looked at her. “Whose side are you on here?”


    “Look John, I’m on your side, you know that. But damn it, the guy’s right. We can get more done with his help. We discussed that already. Don’t you remember?


    “Okay, we cut him a deal. How many of those dirt bags that get hauled in for serious crimes like murder and God knows what all that we cut for the Christ’s sake?” Laura was very firm on her issue.


    “Okay, I know. You’re right. I hate it when you’re right. What now? We have no way of contacting him.”


    “I don’t think you’ll have to worry about that. He’ll be calling us back. You heard him. He’s all about the kids. He won’t turn his back on those two little girls. He needs us as much as we need him right now.”


    Chapter 53


    The Guardian paced back and forth. He was trying to make up his mind as to what he was going to do. He knew what he had to do though. It was stupid to even think about it.


    He had purchased several prepaid Cell phones and decided that he would use one of them to make a call to the LVPD. He’d try to talk to this guy Halloway. He’d feel him out. He’d see if he could figure out where the guy was coming from. He hated to admit it but he needed some help if he was going to save those two young girls.


    Over the past two weeks two young girls had gone missing. No bodies had been found. There was no concrete evidence other than the white van with the second girl. He was pretty sure that it was by the same predator.


    The Guardian took one of the phones and attached the scrambling device to the mouth piece. It was also attached to a satellite redirection unit. He dialed the number for the LVPD.


    After several rings and going through the annoying “push this number for this” routine, he finally got a real person. “Las Vegas Metropolitan Police Department, how may I direct your call?”


    “Lieutenant Halloway, please.” He said.


    “One moment, I’ll put you through.”


    “Officer Smythe, can I help you?”


    “Halloway”


    “He’s kinda busy right now, can I take a message?”


    “No, I’ll speak only to Halloway, put him on.”


    “Okay, hang on. This may take a minute or two. Let me see if I can find him.” Smythe put the caller on hold.


    He came back a moment later, “He’s tied up right now, can…..”


    “Look, I want to talk to Halloway, right now and no one else. Tell him it’s the Guardian, that should put a bug in his britches, I’ll wait.”


    Smythe went back to Halloway’s office. He couldn’t believe he had the Guardian on the line, he relayed the message. When he got back, he said, “Okay, he’ll take your call. I’ll put you through.”


    The Guardian held his breath. He sure hoped he knew what he was doing.


    “Halloway”


    And so it had started, but it ended just about like he thought it would. What an arrogant asshole. All he cares about is his image and his reputation. While he’s playing his stupid macho games, those two young girls out there are running out of time.


    He’d gotten so pissed off at him he’d hung up on him. This bastard was worrying about deals. All that the Guardian really wanted was the assurance that he wouldn’t get hauled in. He was no good to those kids if he was locked up in a jail somewhere. Well, he’d have to see. He needed their help. Strength was in numbers. They could accomplish a lot more working together. Damn it, he thought and threw the phone across the room.


    Every time he tried to put faith in the police force, they had let him down. He had worked as a bartender at a CD’s Bar on Pecos and Desert Inn for a short time after getting out of the military. It was a local watering hole for a lot of off duty metro officers. He wanted to get a feel of the area. See where the hot spots were. It was there that he had developed his strong disrespect for most of the cops in Vegas.


    Night after night, they’d come in, drinking, bragging, sharing their stories of how they operated. It was embarrassing to listen to them. He remembered these two, partners, Donnie and Steve. They were in nearly every night. Donnie was a big, tall tree trunk of a guy. He was usually quiet sitting playing a couple rolls of quarters drinking on average two to three pitchers of beer all by his self. Steve was a young, blonde haired, blue eyed rookie. He’d only been on the force about a year.


    Steve hadn’t been in for about a week and Donnie was coming in by himself.


    “Hey Donnie, where’s Steve, he ain’t been in for awhile?”


    “Oh, he’s on sick leave, he’s okay.” Donnie said, not looking up from his Double/Double Poker machine,


    That following Monday Steve and Donnie come in, just like usual. As soon as they had sat down at the bar, I could see why Steve hadn’t been in. He had the remaining evidence of a real good ass whooping.


    “Jesus Steve, what the hell happened to you? Did you get hit by a truck or something?”


    Long story short, he had pulled over a car full of Mexicans, just for something to do. He was bored. Hey, it was a car full of Mexicans and it was late. He was just messing with them. They hadn’t actually done anything wrong. He hauled them in, had their car towed the whole bit.


    They made bail. A few nights later about three in the morning Steve got jumped coming out of a 7-11 on Washington and Nellis. They don’t know exactly who it was, but the money was on that car load of Mexicans. They beat the holy be-Jesus out of him.


    After he had told his story, “You know what? I don’t feel sorry for you man. You got exactly what you deserved.” He told him.


    That was the way they were. That and the off duty cops that would offer him lines of coke to help him stay up. First, even if he did do drugs, which he didn’t, he sure as hell wouldn’t be stupid enough to take it from an off duty cop in the bar where he worked.


    Their arrogance just never ceased to amaze him. So, here he was, dealing with another arrogant cop. The problem was, this was one cop that he needed help from. The woman who worked with him could possibly be of more help than him. If nothing else, keep him in line. He’d have to think on it. But he couldn’t think too long. They were running out of time.


    Chapter 54


    Jack Gorman was pleased with himself. For the past two weeks he had been having his way with his new companions. No one knew where they were or what he had done. It was working just like he had planned.


    He’d go about his business every morning, do his errands, go by and check on the business, maybe a meeting or two. No one had a clue about what he had done or what he was doing. The girls in the office greeted him. The guys at the plant nodded. Everyone was so polite and friendly. He would just smile and think about what their reactions would be if they knew who he really was or what he had done. God he loved it. It had actually given him a hard on that wouldn’t quit just thinking about the control he had over them.


    Once he got home he made sure that the girls were fed well. It was good healthy food too. He wouldn't give some crappy TV dinners or kid stuff. Jack was also making sure that they were made as comfortable as could be, all things considered. He would let them shower in the house every so often. One at a time so he could watch and help to scrub them. The whining and crying had pretty much stopped. They had finally concluded that it wasn’t going to do any good. The walls to the old wine cellar were so thick no one could hear them even if they did scream.


    When ever Jack went out, he always made sure that he wasn’t being followed. He never took a direct route home. Considering where he lived made things a bit complicated. But he’d rather be safe than sorry. Quite actually, it was becoming a pain in the ass. If anyone were following him, they surely would have nabbed him by now. Perhaps he could slack off a little bit. After all, he rarely took the van. It was always the Jag.


    The problem was he wanted to bring home another playmate. Two weeks had gone by. They surely would think that the first two were gone for good. At lest that was the impression he was getting. He didn’t want to get to careless. He couldn’t afford to let his guard down. Jack was in need of a new plaything. The urge was very strong. He’d just be careful and take his time. That was all. He’d just take his time and be extra cautious. That’s what he would do. First thing in the morning, he would go out and start scouting for his next victim. It would take him a few days to work out the details. He couldn’t just pull up and snag some kid off the street. That would be too careless. Look what happened to that black guy who tried to snag that one girl. Some woman that the girl didn’t even know saw him. She had followed him, and confronted him. Even though the girl got out of his car, she took down his license number and the cops were all over him. He damn sure didn’t need that kinda of heat. Especially with the two he already had. No, he’d take his time. He had the two other ones as it was and could use them in the mean time. He would have to make do and be patient.


    Jack busied himself in his kitchen making dinner for the two girls. He was humming and whistling feeling rather pleased about it all. It was Friday night. It was steak and potatoes night. He’d do up a little stir fry mix for vegetables. Even though the silverware was plastic, he’d cut everything up for them so they wouldn’t have any trouble. He knew that they didn’t have any complaints really. He was actually pretty good to them. He was almost sure that they enjoyed their little games as much as he did. Yes, this was working out quite well.


    He finished making up both trays and loaded them on the small cart. He used it to wheel the items down the walk that led to the wine cellar. He grabbed a bottle of Chablis off the rack. It was a nice vintage white. Next he grabbed three glasses. It would be a special surprise for them tonight. He’d get them a little buzzed and maybe they’d be more relaxed for him.


    When he got to the cellar he looked around, making sure that he wasn’t being watched. He felt utterly ridiculous. No one could possibly see over the walls. The whole thing had made him a bit paranoid. It never entered his mind that it was the guilt of it all. However, it’d only been two weeks. He’d get over that.


    Moving the foliage and unlocking the door he took the cart inside. He started to get excited just like he always did when ever he came to visit them.


    Switching on the lights, the tunnel lit up as he made his way to the two rooms at the far end.


    “Hello girls, Daddy brought you dinner. You’ll love it too. We’ve got steak and potatoes, nice steamed vegetables, and for an added surprise a nice white wine, how about that?”


    They never answered. They just waited for him. He looked in through the little trap door centered on the big door at the first girl. She had sat up on her bed.


    “Here you go my dear.” He said as he slid the tray through the slot in the door.


    The small girl slowly got up off her bed, came over, and took the tray. She took it to her table and began eating without saying a word.


    As for the second girl, she was older. She had more spunk in her. “Here you go my dear.” He said again, and again sliding the tray through the slot.


    “I’m not your dear. When are you going to let me out of here?” She hissed at him. She was tired of having to be quiet all the time.


    “Look, we’ve been all over that issue. Just enjoy your dinner and I’ll be back shortly. The wine is very good. It will help you relax. Go ahead, try it, you’ll love it.” He said and watched as she bent over, grabbed her tray and went to her table.


    She could be as spunky as she liked. But she wasn’t stupid. The food was damn good and she knew she had to eat. She had thrown her tray at the door once. Not eating for a day or two had cured her of that little habit. In addition, he’d taken all of her clothes away. Turning her over his knee and spanking her bare ass not only taught her a lesson but got him uncontrollably aroused. After he had used her to satisfy himself, he took all of her clothes and made her stay completely naked. It was very humiliating for her. He would purposefully come to her room and make her do things so she would have to parade around in front of him. Two days later, he came back with her nightgown and she was quite a bit more respectable.


    She’d be fine. It would just take her a little longer is all. She was just a little older and would need some more training. He’d come back after they were done eating and show her who was boss. Jack would make sure that he went out of his way this time. He couldn’t allow any back talk or smart ass attitudes. They had to understand who was in charge here. That was the bottom line. They were here to obey, that was all, nothing else.


    Chapter 55


    The phone was ringing. Nobody answered it. Halloway and Griffin looked at each other. Singletary was motioning to them from the outer area through the big glass window in John’s office. It was the Guardian, calling back.


    Laura looked at John as if to say, “I told you so.” He ignored her and picked up the receiver.


    “Halloway”


    “Okay.” The voice said. “No more bullshit games. This is your last chance to work with me or I find a way to handle it myself. And trust me. You won’t like what you find. I’ll leave an even bigger mess. This guy isn’t just a perverted pedophile. He’s a kidnapper, maybe even a murder.”


    “What do you have in mind?” John wanted to know.


    “Regardless, no matter what happens, I walk away. You guys can have all your glory bullshit. All I care about is making sure these girls are returned home safe. After we have them home safe, if and when you ever catch up to me, then we’ll worry about my consequences. That’s my deal.”


    Halloway thought about it for a minute. “I can’t give you any guarantees, you know that.”


    “I know that’s bullshit too. Your cop buddies walk away from their screw-up’s all the time. In case you’ve forgotten, we’re on the same side here. We both want the same thing.”


    “Okay, I’ll do the very best that I can. That’s all I can promise.”


    “Trust me John. You don’t want to cross me. Okay. I will be in touch. I’ll give you a place, time and specific instructions about the meet.”


    “How will we know who you are?”


    “You won’t. To be perfectly honest, you won’t even see me.”


    “Well then how…...


    The Guardian cut him off, “Just leave that to me.” Suddenly the phone went dead.


    “How do you like that? What an arrogant asshole. He thinks that he can just call all the shots.” John was seething mad.


    “Well honey, I hate to say it but I think he is.” Laura said, trying not to laugh.


    “I guess you’re right. I’m not sure what to expect at this point. I guess we’ll just have to play along and see how it goes.”


    Laura was standing there, rubbing her chin, thinking aloud. “He’s got to know that we won’t go anywhere without somebody knowing where we are. Surely he does right?”


    “It’s for sure he’s not stupid. He doesn’t want to trap us. He just wants to make sure he has an escape route. That’s all. I honestly think that he sincerely wants to work with us.”


    “What about Capt. Gregory?” Laura had brought up a good point.


    “What about him. We just let him know enough to keep him at a distance.” John said, looking at Laura as though it were a question not a statement.


    “Oh sure. And what if all the shit goes south on us? You gonna be the one to clean it all up with him?”


    “It’ll be fine, I’m sure of it. I think. Well let’s just hope so anyway.” He was actually feeling a bit nervous about the whole thing.


    “We’ll get Singletary and Smythe to back us up. They’re pretty much up to speed on this whole thing anyway. They can be trusted to keep a lid on things.”


    “That sounds good to me. Let’s get them both in here and get them caught up on what has just transpired so they’ll be able to make arrangements if they need to.”


    John got on the phone and called both of the other officers to his office. It was only a matter of minutes before the two of them were knocking on his door.


    “Come on in here you two. Close the door. We’ve got a job for you, and we need to go over a few things.”


    Smythe and Singletary looked at each other, smiled and at the exact same time said, “The Guardian” and did a high five.


    “Don’t get too excited.” Laura pointed to them, “He’s working with us.”


    The two officers looked at each other again. Only this time they didn’t say a word. They just had a look of surprise on their faces as they turned to Laura, same blank look on their faces.


    “How the hell did that happen?” Smythe was asking. “Did I miss something here?”


    Halloway just looked at the two of them, shaking his head. “No, you didn’t miss anything. There have been some things we’ve discussed and he’s willing to help us find the two missing little girls.”


    “In exchange for what?” Singletary wanted to know.


    “Well,” Laura started, “He walks away, we get the collar and all is forgiven.”


    “What bullshit.” It was Smythe’s turn to bitch. “He’s broken the law, injured people…..”


    “Ya, but who did he injure? He only brought justice to the ones who deserved it.” Laura was trying to be the convincing one playing the Devil’s advocate.


    “Man, you two are nuts. This guy could be a nut bag. You don’t know what he’ll do.” He looked at the two of them. He wasn’t having any effect on either of them what so ever. He just shrugged his shoulders. “Well, okay. Where does that bring us into this little love triangle you guys got going?”


    John came from around behind his desk and sat on the corner. “He wants to set up a meet with us, just us two. We need you two as back up just in case something goes goofy on us.”


    “And he’ll be expecting this right?” Singletary was anxious to know.


    “I’m quite sure of it. We know it, he knows it, but we’ll feel a lot safer if you two are there and out of sight, just in case. It’s a show of faith if you will. He doesn’t see you, he feels comfortable, we know you’re there, we feel comfortable.”


    “When is this going to happen?”


    “We’re not sure exactly. He’s going to call us back. We just wanted you guys to be aware so you can plan around it so we can move at the last minute if we have to.


    “Either of you have any questions? Okay then. Keep your radios on and we’ll give you a shout as soon as we know.”


    Now it was just a simple matter of waiting. That was the hard part, the waiting. However, if it brought this sick bastard in and saved the lives of those two young girls, he could have the patience of Jobe. Chapter 56


    Jack sat outside the Andre Aggasi boys and girls club on the corner of Martin Luther King and Washington. It was a fairly long drive from his house out on SR160. That was okay. He wanted to keep the points that they focused on as separate as possible.


    If he kept to the same area, they might start to figure who he was. They’d figure out where he had them or just start following him. It was important that he not concentrate on one area. Besides, on this side of town it would be easier to influence some young girl who was in need of things. It would be easier than some snobby little bitch over in Summerlin.


    As he watched from the bank parking lot across the street, he noticed the majority of the kids were black or Hispanic. He realized that he’d never been involved with a black girl before. The thoughts of such a thing excited him.


    He’d made his decision. He would watch for a young black girl. He always did like trying new things. A thought crossed his mind. Every black woman that he had ever come in contact with or seen had a fiery disposition. They all gave the impression that they were the ones wearing the pants in the family. Even the TV commercials showing a black couple, the woman was always bossing the husband. She was the one in charge. He wondered if the young girls were the same way. If that were the case he’d surely show them who the boss really was.


    Watching the kids as they came in and out of the club he focused on one girl in particular. She was by herself, walking with her head down. Hands in her pockets, she just shuffled along. She was just kind of dragging her feet. She didn’t seem to be in a hurry. She was oblivious to her surroundings.


    Observing the kids around her he noticed that several kids just ran past her. They didn’t say anything to her. She was saying nothing to them. As he watched he thought, perfect.


    Starting the van, he watched where she might be going. He pulled the lever down and into drive. He looked in all directions, making sure that there weren’t any interference. He slowly pulled out of his parking space and pulled up to the light in the left turn lane. He was heading north on MLK. As he sat there, he watched the girl as she walked up Washington. She was heading west. His heart was racing now.


    The light turned green and the car behind him honked his horn. He’d been lost in his thoughts and was taking too long. He just waved and gunned the engine and shot through the light. Christ, he thought. He needed to make sure that he had everything in order. He pulled into a small parking lot of a small car donation Center. After putting it in park he climbed into the back to make sure that everything was ready. It was no big deal really, just a roll of duct tape, a couple of rags and his bottle of chloroform. He put the bottle in his pocket. He slipped on a pair of rubber surgical gloves, and grabbed one of the rags. He kept his eyes on the girl all the while. He didn’t want her disappearing on him. He jumped back into the driver’s seat and pulled back out onto Washington.


    The girl was walking on the right side of the street, perfect. He could pull ahead, sit with the door open and grab her as she went by. It would work just like the last one. He’d knock her out and be gone before anyone even saw anything.


    Finding a spot up the street, he pulled over. After slipping into the back, he could hardly detain himself. Pulling the bottle from his pocket, he soaked the rag. He coughed as the fumes wafted up to his nostrils, he slid the door open just enough to see out.


    Just as the girl got along side of the van he threw the door open. He reached out to grab her but she was too quick. The young girl punched him square in the eye with her small fist, and took off running.


    Stunned for only a second he took off after her. She was way too quick for him. “FUCK!” he shouted and stopped running. His mind racing, “FUCK, now what?” He decided to go back to the van and get the hell out of there.


    Forcing himself not to run, he strode quickly back to the van. He quickly climbed into the side door, slammed it, jumped into the front and squealed the tires pulling out. “Slow, slow, slow you dumb fuck,” he thought to himself. That was all he needed was to draw attention to him.


    Christ, what had happened? How could he have blown that? He was franticly looking around to see who, if anyone had seen what had just happened. Fucking stupid little black bitch anyway. He would have to go straight home, wait, and see what kind of shit, if any, popped up on the news.


    It was his fault. He was too impatient. She was probably there every day. He should have waited. Coming back the next day or even the next, just watching for awhile. But, Nooooooo, he had to think with the wrong head, like a dumb ass. Well, no harm no foul he thought. Hopefully she hadn’t gotten a good look at him.


    As he drove slowly, back to his house thoughts of anxiety were racing through his mind. Now he would really have to lay low. He thought about getting rid of the van, maybe she had gotten a description of it. They’d be watching for it. if she did she would surely give them the description. He didn’t like having to worry about shit like this. Damn it, it was his own fault. How could he have been so stupid? Well, worry was a wasted human emotion anyway. He’d just focus on maintenance and recovery from it. He’d go home and take it out on his other two little visitors. Yes, that’s what he’d do. As he drove on thinking about it, he began to get aroused.


    Chapter 57


    Angie jumped startled, eyes wide with fear. She had seen the van pass her out of the corner of her eye. It drove past her slowly, acting weird. She had heard the wheels squeal and turned to look. It was that van pulling out from the light. It suddenly slowed down, drove by her all cautious, and stuff. After a short ways, it just pulled off to the side of the road. She looked up and saw the side door open slowly, just a bit.


    Her heart was racing. She wasn’t sure if she should just turn around and walk the other way or what. She moved over to the far edge of the sidewalk. As soon as she got even with the van, the man had jumped out at her. If she hadn’t been thinking about it, she would never have been able to react so quickly. As soon as she saw him, she lashed out with her right hand, curled firmly into a tight fist. She swung as hard as she could. She knew it had hurt him because she could hear him cussing as he stumbled back. She knew it was her only chance and she shot off running across the empty field next to her.


    She could almost feel his hot breath on the back of her neck as she pumped her skinny legs for all they were worth. Running for all she had, her lungs were burning. She was gasping for air as she sucked in as much air as she could through her clenched teeth. Her arms swinging madly, legs pumping feverishly, she didn’t stop until she got to the 7-11 on the next block over.


    Running inside, panting for air, trying to catch her breath, the young girl stopped. She hung onto the counter where the clerk, a large breasted, big round, black lady looked down at her, “My Lord Jesus child, what be wrong wit you? You look like you done seen a ghost or sumtin’.”


    “Help….Pl…please. There’s…there’s….this man. Grabbed… tried to…man tried to grab me.… help me please.” She was all out of breath. She kept looking back over her shoulder through the door hanging onto the counter.


    The big black lady came running around from behind the counter. She knelt down taking the girl into her arms. “There, there, now, it’s okay. We’ll call the police and get them here right away.”


    Taking the girl by the hand she led her to the back room, “You just come back here with me” the lady said. She sat her in the chair at the small desk, and said, “You’ll be safe back here, ain’t nobody can see you back here.” “Anybody come in here, they got to deal with me.” The lady then went to the phone and dialed 911.


    Chapter 58


    Halloway and Griffin arrived shortly after they had gotten the call.


    Ms. Maple, as her friends called her met them at the door.


    John and Laura flashed their badges, “Lieutenant Halloway and this is Detective Griffin. Are you the lady that made the 911 call?” John said.


    “Yes sir, I sure nuff did. The little girl, she is back here in our back room.” She said and led them to the back room.


    The small girl sat at the desk. Her hands were in her lap, head down, deep in the thoughts that ran around in her head.


    “Hi there, I’m Lieutenant Halloway and this is Detective Griffin. We’re here to help you with your problem.” John said. He knelt down in front of the girl.


    Laura pulled up the small chair that sat next to the desk and sat down next to her.


    “Can you tell us what happened out there?” Laura said.


    “I was comin’ home from the club, down on the corner there. Like I always does. Some man jumped out of this van and tried to grab me. But I punched him and ran away.”


    “Good for you. I’m very glad that you got away from him. We’re going to need you to be a little more specific so we can figure out who he is and catch him. Can you do that?”


    The young girl looked up at Laura and then at John “I didn’t see too much. It all really happened really fast, you know.”


    “Ya, I’m sure it did. So tell you what, we’ll just ask you a few questions, maybe that will jar something loose and help you remember. Maybe you will think of something you didn’t realize that you’d seen. How would that be?”


    “Okay, I’ll try.” The girl said.


    “Great, now you said it was a man. Was he a black man, a white man, what?”


    “He was a white man.”


    “Did you get a good look at him? Was he a big man, a small man or just somewhere in the middle?”


    “Gee I don’t know. He was kinda in the middle I guess. He wasn’t real big, that I do know.”


    “Okay that’s good. Did you see what color hair he had, or maybe the color of his clothes?”


    “Well, like I said, it all happened really fast. But I think he had red hair, and he was wearing some kinda rubber gloves.I only know he had gloves because I saw them when he tried to grab me. I don’t remember seeing his clothes.”


    “That’s fine. Let’s forget him for a minute. You said he had jumped out of a van. Do you remember what kind of van? You know the color or anything about it?”


    “I noticed it cause I heard these tires squealing as he tore out from the light on the corner. When he got turned, he just slowed down and drove past me real slow. That’s what spooked me I guess. It drove pass me really slow, like he was lost or something. Like maybe trying to find something. Then, it just stops on the side up ahead of me. I saw the side door come open, just a bit though.


    “It was white with black windows, and that’s about all there was to that. Other than that it was really just a plain white van. If he hadn’t been drivin’ so slow, I wudn’t of seen him.”


    “That’s really good. You did really well. You’re a very brave little girl. You should be very proud of yourself. Does your family, your mother, or somebody know where you are?” Laura asked.


    “No ma,am, I can’t call her on a count we gots no phone at our house.”


    “Well, that’s okay. We’ll give you a ride, go in, and talk to your mother. We’ll explain everything to her for you.” Laura said. She looked up at John who had been standing by taking notes all of this time.


    “That’s right,” John said. “You ever ride in a police car before?”


    “Uh, uh she said. I ain’t ever been rested before. This is my first trouble.”


    “Well, first off, you’re not in trouble now okay. You should understand that. You did nothing wrong. We’re here to help you, not punish you for anything, okay?”


    “Okay.” The young girl said. She just looked up at him with her big, brown, innocent looking in eyes.


    As they walked out of the store, John turned to Ms. Maple and handed her one of his cards. “If you hear of anything else, see anything, please give me a call. That’s my private number. You can call any time, day or night.”


    “And thank you very much for your help” Laura threw in.


    “Oh, you are quite welcome. Somebody needs to look after these yungins, all them sickos runnin’ around out here. I swear I don’t know what this world is comin’ to.”


    They walked out to their car, the young black girl in tow. “You can ride in the front.” Laura said. Give you a first hand look at what’s up there.”


    “Wow! Really, thanks.” Angie said. She was starting to feel a lot better. That’s what they wanted to do. Help to take her mind off her ordeal.


    Laura jumped into the back. John slid in behind the wheel. Everyone fastened their seatbelts and they pulled out and headed for Angie’s house.


    John couldn’t help but think this was one of the few lucky ones. It didn’t ease his worry about the other two. This just meant the bastard was still out there and he wasn’t done yet. It was time to turn the heat up, a lot.


    Chapter 59


    It was all over the news. It was the first and only clue into the mystery surrounding the two missing girls. It told of a white, Plymouth Mini-Van with blacked out windows. The first witness had ID’d it from the pictures, the blacked out windows confirmed Anyone seeing this vehicle or having information or the owner should not try to apprehend the individual but should contact the LVPD as quickly as possible.


    Henry, the secretary from the IOOB Motorcycle club stated that they had offered a reward of $5,000 for the information leading to the arrest and conviction of the person or persons responsible for the disappearance of the two young girls. They were encouraging other bike clubs to meet or exceed their offer.


    Jack sat there, glued to his TV. He couldn’t believe it. How could he have been so stupid? Well, he’d have to do something different with the van that was for sure. He couldn’t just get rid of it now. Even through the Mexicans. Hell, for $5,000 they’d turn their own mothers in. If he tried to have it painted that would only draw attention as well.


    He definitely had to do something. First thing would be to change the damn windows. That would be the easy part. It was only film. Aside from some serious elbow-grease he could clean them off. Then, using a different color film, say bronze or silver, he would recover them. It wouldn’t be as good as the shops did it but he could make them look good enough for his purposes.


    Jack walked out to the garage where the van was parked. He went through the cabinets and shelves until he found everything that he needed to remove the film from the windows. Then, with the vigor of an obsessed man, he set about removing the film from all the windows.


    He wasn’t that concerned about transportation. He had the old Jag. His mother had left him a vintage E-Type Jaguar. The old XKE’s were worth a serious amount of money since they didn’t make them anymore. He’d drive the Jag into town to get the film. Maybe even some black and yellow spray paint and put some half assed flames on the front. It would just look like some beaner owned it. This was turning into a real pain in the ass. He was starting to think that he would have to settle for the two girls that he already had. However, he was tiring of them and wanted some new meat.


    It took him hours to clean the film off the windows. Scraping with a razor blade and cleaning solution, he got it all off. He also had to make sure that there was no evidence of the cleaning left on the upholstery. It couldn’t look like the film had been changed. God he hated it. But, that was the price he had to pay for his stupidity.


    Laying low for awhile seemed the thing to do right now. It could be worse he thought. He had his two pets to entertain him. It wasn’t like he was doing totally without.


    If Michael Jackson can get away with his bullshit, he thought, surely he could pull this off. He focused on the windows and tried not to think about it.


    When he was finally done, he decided that he’d make a list of the things he needed to change the appearance of his van. His list consisted of silver privacy film, red and yellow spray paint, masking tape and butcher paper. He would need a lot of paint so he would have to get it from several different places. Buying too much from one place at one time was too risky. That would surely send out red flags. The window film he could get at the nearest AutoZone. A roll of butcher paper could be gotten from any postal shipping place. Everything would be paid for in cash. No paper trails. He would toss the receipts at various bus stops along the way. Christ, what a lot of effort this was turning into. But, he already knew it was his own damn fault. He definitely had to have more patience. There would be no more mistakes.

  


  



  
    Part Six


    The Meeting


    Chapter 60


    Halloway and Griffin were on another call from the Guardian via their speaker phone.


    “So, what’s the plan Mr. Guardian man?” John wanted to know.


    “Don’t be sarcastic with me. I don’t particularly think this is a joking matter.” The Guardian said. He had little patience, and loosing more by the minute.


    Laura jabbed John in the ribs, “Okay. I’m sorry, just trying to lighten things up a bit. Go ahead.” He said


    “Go out on SR160 towards the Red Rock Canyon Recreation area.”


    “I know that, go on.”


    “A ways out there’s a look out area on the right. It’s fairly large you can’t miss it.


    “Park your car as close to the street side of the lot as you can. This time of year there should be heavy traffic. It may be busy. Walk to the rail as though you’re there to site see. Keep your hands were I can see them at all times.”


    John knew the area very well. It would be a bit difficult for him to have Singletary and Smythe and the Guardian not see them. They’d have to be very creative. There was nothing past the railing at the far end of the parking lot. There was only a drop off. Then open desert going out to the Red Rock.


    “I’ll call you on your Cell phone so make sure you have it with you.”


    John looked at Laura, a puzzled look on his face. “How’d you get that number?”


    “Does it really matter? Once I am sure that the area is secure I will call you and we can discuss a plan.”


    “What time do we need to be there? It’s about a forty five minute drive from here you know?” Laura asked.


    “Be there early, 10 AM sharp, tomorrow morning. Don’t be late.” The phone went dead.


    “Well, there you have it. Tomorrow morning, 10 AM and don’t be late.” John mimicked.


    “Try to be civil John,” Laura said. “He’s only trying to help.


    “I know that. I’m having a little trouble trusting him, know what I mean?”


    Halloway caught Singletary’s eye through the window to his office and motioned for him to come in. “Get Smythe and come in here.”


    A few moments later, the two officers sat in front of John’s desk.


    “Laura, John” they both greeted them.


    “Okay, here’s the plan. We are to meet this Guardian at the look out area at Red Rock off SR160 tomorrow morning at 10 AM. You two will need to be there ahead of us. I don’t know. Somehow you need to figure out a way to stay out of sight.”


    “No problem. We’ll get there plenty early. He won’t even know we’re there.”


    “Don’t bank on it.” Laura said. “This guy’s a pretty sharp number.”


    “Ya okay. But if he wants to work with us, it shouldn’t matter that we’re there, just like you said.”


    “You’re right and I agree.” John said. “But we don’t want to spook him off either. At this point, like it or not, we need him on our side.”


    “Well, that’s all I have, either of you two have any questions?”


    They both shook their heads and said no, stood up. “See you guys in the morning.” They both left.


    “I don’t know why all the secrecy with this guy. It’s not like we’re not trying to meet him half way you know.” John sighed.


    Laura looked at him, shaking her head, “Remember, he’s a wanted man. How comfortable would you feel meeting with two police officers?”


    “Well, I guess you got a point there. Let’s just hope everything goes okay.”


    They had spent the afternoon going over a list of all the owners of white, Plymouth, mini-vans in Clark County. Singletary had gotten them the list and it was apparent that were quite a few.


    Looking down the list they couldn’t help but notice the number of Spanish names. They outweighed the Anglo names three to one.


    “We can divide the list up into three parts. We’ll break it down into areas. Each one of us can take an area, canvas that section, and rattle the bushes. See what we can come up with.” Laura suggested.


    “That’s a good idea.” John agreed.


    So, they spent the afternoon, and even using their Thomas Guide street guide. It had taken them quite awhile. There were several hundred of various years and models. Since all they knew was the color and the make, they had to look at all of the white ones. They were lucky to get that information. A nine year old that was nearly abducted and one old lady had given them the information.


    It was like looking for a needle in a hay stack. What they feared most was the media telling everyone and their brother about the van they were looking for. There was nothing to prevent the perp from switching vehicles. He could even be changing the color of the one he had. All they could do was post an alert to all the body and paint shops in town. They would offer a reward to anyone who reported a white van wanting a paint job. That’s the best they could do. It was starting to wear them down, but they wouldn’t give up. They sorted their list and hoped for the best.


    Chapter 61


    Jack had gathered all the stuff he needed. He filled the small trunk of the Jag with the bags of paint, paper, and other things he had gotten from the various places he had gone.


    There was a small strip mall right on the corner of Flamingo and Jones. The parking lot went right up to the bus stop that sat right outside the Subway shop. He pulled the Jag into a parking space in front of the sandwich shop. He grabbed all the receipts, stuffed them into a paper trash bag that he had with him. He got out, walked over to the overflowing trashcan inside the bus stop and shoved them down inside.


    He ran back to the Jag, backed out and headed south down Jones. He was in a hurry to get home and get the van done. His patience was getting thin. He wanted to add to his collection.


    While at the store, on his way out he went by the magazine rack. He noticed a current issue of Car Craft magazine. It had an article on how to “do it yourself” flame job. How fortunate for him. He grabbed it, slipped it inside his jacket, and was gone.


    On the drive home, he was sure that he wasn’t going to spend all the time and effort that would be detailed in the article. It would give him a good idea of some basics so the van wouldn’t look like a total piece of shit.


    Using his remote opener, he waited while the gate opened for him. Quickly he pulled in and hit the remote again to close it. He gathered all the bags and went to the garage to start the arborous task of changing his van.


    He’d do the windows first. Of all the tasks, that was the easiest. He’d never done window film before but looking at the instructions, it didn’t seem that hard. Even though people he knew that had done it say, it was a messy pain in the ass.


    Three hours later, the windows were done. It was actually a major pain in the ass. But, all things considered, it actually wasn’t not looking too bad. It was a good thing he’d bought extra film. He had managed to waste a considerable amount of it until he finally got it figured out.


    The film was perfect. It was a silver colored privacy film and you damn sure couldn’t see in at all. He liked that. With the old stuff, you could still see in a little bit. This stuff you couldn’t see anything. Things were off to a good start.


    Making sure the van got washed well before hand, he set to work. Using the butcher paper taped across the hood and fenders, he secured it about half way down with the masking tape and drew some flames with a pencil onto the paper.


    He looked back and forth at the article in the magazine. He got the flames drawn, trimmed the edges away with an X-acto knife. Next, he masked off the rest of the van. The only thing showing was the front half of the hood and the fenders.


    Quickly he backed the van out of the garage. He didn’t want any overspray getting on things in the garage. He pulled on a pair of coveralls, rubber gloves, and a cotton painter’s mask. Jack had forgotten to get a respirator so he just used an old rag instead.


    Once outside, he double-checked his masking job. Taking a deep breath and he grabbed the first can of paint. Here goes nothing” he said to no one and began his Rembrandt of auto body painting.


    Chapter 62


    It was eight thirty on the button when Singletary and Smythe showed up at the viewers’ site in Red Rock. There wasn’t a car around. It was going to be hard for them to be invisible. They would pull in and hope that more cars would show up in the mean time. They were sure that was the reason the Guardian had picked this place. It was going to be very tough not be seen.


    They sat there drinking too much coffee out of a thermos they had brought. They had finished their Jack-In-the-Box breakfast sandwiches. Stake outs were the pits. Definitely not like they showed it in the movies.


    Across the desert, up in the rocks off in the distance sat the Guardian. He was watching the two as they took turns going to the can. Drinking coffee and were no good at invisibility.


    That was okay. He knew the other two wouldn’t come without backup. That would have been stupid and against procedure. At least he knew where they were. He' be able to deal with them should the necessity arise. He wasn’t going down there anyway. Everything he needed to do would be handled from right where he was, on the phone.


    At exactly five minutes to ten Halloway and Griffin pulled into the parking lot. Finding a spot near the road as instructed, they parked to be relaxed and quite comfortable.


    John and Laura got out of the car. They looked around scanning the area and walked over to the rail at about the half waypoint.


    “Well, here we are. Let’s see if he keeps his word.” John said.


    “I’m sure he will. Why wouldn’t he? We’ve been all over that. We need each other. We all have the same objective. Frankly, he is not the bad guy. He just made some bad career choices is all.” Laura said.


    “Bad career choices, you’re kidding right.” His phone was ringing. It was 10 am, straight up.


    “Here we go. Halloway”


    “What do we have so far?”


    “Meaning what exactly?”


    “Look, you give me information that I need, I give you what I have and we pool our resources. Do we have any leads on the van?” He said, knowing that there was. He was fishing to see what they would do.


    “Yes, as a matter of fact we do. We have a list of all the owners of the white Plymouth mini-vans. We’ve broken it up into three areas. One is for each of us. We can cover more ground that way.”


    “Okay, that’s good. I’ll take the south east and south west area. It’s a larger area. I can get around quicker alone the way I travel.”


    “Don’t matter to us, either way it’s gonna be a lot of leg work. So we thought we’d get some other officers to help us.”


    “That’s fine. As long as they know not to move on anyone until we give the word.”


    “That’s a given. Sorry pal already got it covered.” Halloway said. “And no vigilante shit from you. You call us in if you find this guy, understood?”


    “What was that you said to me, no guarantees, something like that?”


    “Ya, but….”


    “No buts. I’ve been watching your two guys in the brown Ford sedan over there since eight thirty this morning. I thought we had an agreement. You pull this shit, and now you want me to trust you?”


    “Okay, look, you know we couldn’t come in here without backup. You had to know that its procedure.”


    “Yes, I did know that. I expected it. They obviously aren’t you’re sharpest in the drawer. They didn’t even attempt to be inconspicuous. That was very blatant. I should be offended. You obviously think I’m totally stupid or something. It was a test.”


    “Oh come on. Look around you. Where in the hell would they have hidden? You knew it would be difficult.”


    “That’s exactly right. Honestly, I really don’t care about any of that. What I do care about is getting those two girls back alive. I hope that there won’t be anymore. He’s already tried again and failed.”


    “Okay. So how do you want to do this? What do we do with your list?”


    “Go over to the men’s restroom. Leave it behind the first stall toilet seat. I’ll take it from there.”


    John was looking around. I don’t know where you’re at but you have to come down here to get it. Aren’t you afraid we’ve set you up?” He said smiling, toying with him.


    “No, I’m not. I really don’t think you’re that stupid. The lady with you wouldn’t allow it.”


    Halloway looked over at Laura, frowning. “What” is all she said?


    “And remember.” John said. “You get anything, you give it to us. No hero, vigilante shit. You got that?”


    The phone had gone dead already. The Guardian watched them. He would hesitate before he would start on his way down. They’d have to be gone by the time he got there. He would get his list and things would finally start to happen.


    Halloway and Griffin walked over to the car where Singletary and Smythe were sitting. As they got closer, the two got out and met them half way.


    “You guys were made, you do know that right?” Halloway said as they approached them.


    “Jesus John. Look around you. Where the hell were we gonna hide?”


    “I know I’m just giving you shit. At any rate, the guy didn’t even care. Here’s your part of the list. I’m gonna put this one in the can for him. Let’s get this nut job and get those girls back before it’s too late.”


    The Guardian watched as they dropped of his list, went back to their car, and drove off. He waited until the other two we headed off as well. When they were all gone and he was sure there weren’t any other patrol cars he rode his bike down to the parking area. He’d get the list and get busy.


    Chapter 63


    The Guardian waited until he was sure that everyone had gone. He fired up his bike and rode slowly down from the ridge. Parking the bike, he left it running. He walked into the men’s room. He tossed the prepaid phone he had used in the trashcan, retrieved the list, and left.


    Scanning the area to make sure that he wasn’t going to be followed he straddled his bike and headed off for home. The two hour ride to Chloride would do him good. Riding his bike on long stretches like that helped him think better.


    He was watching his mirrors. Constantly checking to make sure that he wasn’t being followed. Surprised that they had kept their word he gunned the throttle and shot down SR160 towards home.


    Some of the addresses that he had been given were in this particular area. It was a bit early in the day to start doing any serious checking. It was better at night. He would see if he could at least check to see where they were.


    He pulled off to the side of the road. Punching up his GPS, he entered the first address. Making a mental note, he entered another one, then another.


    It had been almost 45 minutes that he sat there entering the addresses. He decided that he would map out a sequence of the addresses. That way he wouldn’t be doing any backtracking or wasting more time.


    This was going to be a bit more time consuming than he had originally thought. It was all they had right now. Unless somebody came forward with some astonishing information that is all they could do.


    As he was riding down SR160, he couldn’t help but notice the houses that lined both sides of the freeway. They were predominantly large, multi-level houses. People of means owned these houses.


    Most of them sat back off the road. They were up on ridges, secluded. There were houses surrounded by walls. There were houses surrounded by trees. Most of them had nothing around them at all. They had horse stables, corals, and small mobile homes off to the sides. They probably had housekeepers or ranch hands.


    This area had a lot of development of going on. The number of housing tracts that were going in was astonishing. Just for the sake of killing time, he decided to ride through a couple of them. He just wanted to see if any of the addresses popped up.


    Most of them weren’t nearly completed yet. The roads hadn’t been finished. It struck him as odd that they hadn’t put the roads in first. It didn’t take him long to conclude if anyone was hiding two young girls. It wouldn’t be in one of these tracts. It would be somewhere that they would have privacy. He gave that some considerable thought. He hit the throttle and headed for home. He had to get his maps out. He wanted to do some double-checking of those addresses. It dawned on him that it could very possibly be one of those large, secluded places set back off the road. That, he thought, made perfect sense.


    Chapter 64


    Jack was admiring his handy work. Okay, so it wasn’t Maaco quality work. It didn’t look so bad. You could definitely tell that it was done by an amateur though. Who cared, it wasn’t his primary transportation. Everything was in his mother’s name so he figured he’d be in the clear if they discovered either of them. He really did need to get that taken care. He decided as an after thought, he’d take care of it. . He hated lawyers. They were just a bunch of money grubbing, low life, bottom feeders. The ambulance chasers were the worst. God, Vegas had tons of those.


    The Jag and van both were registered to his mother. He simply went on line and renewed everything every year. They weren’t even aware that the old woman was dead. The only people who even saw him were the guys at the Jiffy Smog places. Why would they? They just wanted your money. Who would go to the trouble to smog a stolen car? The Jag was so old it didn’t need a smog check. It was just easier this way. As long as he kept them up and kept the maintenance on them they’d last forever.


    Jack pulled off the gloves and removed the rag from his face. The coveralls, and the rest of the stuff he pulled off and put them in a pile beside the garage door. He gathered up the paper, masking tape and empty paint cans and put them in large plastic trash bags.


    Next, he took off all of his clothes. Standing there naked, he put the clothes and other items into another bag and tied them off. He set them outside the garage door beside the others. He didn’t want any piece of clothing with any of the over spray on it anywhere near the place. His paranoia was high. He was taking no chances what so ever.


    You could see a bit of over spray had blown back onto the body of the van. That was to be expected. It only made sense that it was on his clothes. It would probably not wash out. The finish of the paint was rough. It did not have that smooth, shiny finish that he had hoped it would. He guessed that it was because he had done it outside. Especially with spray, cans. He couldn’t buff it out. He surely wasn’t going to invest in any buffing machines or compounds like the article suggested. This was a good, as it would get.


    The coats weren’t even either. You could see where he had gone back and forth, where there were strips that were lighter or darker in spots. It really was a crappy job. What could he do? He didn’t have time to worry about that right now. He wasn’t going to spend any more time or money on it. He just wanted to disguise it. He pulled the van back into the garage. He looked around and made sure that he’d thoroughly cleaned up his mess and locked the van. He closed the garage doors and locked it as well. Satisfied with himself, he turned and left.


    Jack walked back to the house. He went to the huge master bath to take a shower. He turned the water on so it was as hot as he could stand it. He climbed in and stood there, gritting his teeth. His arms out straight in front of him. He leaned against the wall of the shower. His skin was beat red from the pounding, hot water as it hit his back and shoulders.


    He turned around. The piercing stream of hot water sprayed over his back. When he could stand it no longer he grabbed the body wash and lathered all over. Remembering his two little friends in the Cellar, he immediately got an erection, smiled and proceeded to relieve the pressure in his loins.


    When he was done he toweled himself dry. He walked around the large bedroom trying to decide what he was going to wear. He liked walking around the house naked. He could never do that when they had all those housekeepers and staff. Now he was in control. He could do what ever he wanted to and no one could do anything about it. Jack was in charge, just like it was supposed to be.


    He paused in front of the large mirrors on his wardrobe doors. Turning and profiling, he looked at himself, admiring his well developed body. Standing there looking at himself got him erect again. He liked what he saw. He was sure that his little roommates felt the same way. How could they not.


    Smiling he pulled out the clothes he was going to wear and finished dressing. He had too much to do and couldn’t waste time admiring his image in the mirror. He had decided though it would be a good idea to bring each one of them up here, one at a time. They could watch themselves as they played their games with him. Oh, yes, that was a good idea.


    That was enough of that for now. He was getting aroused again. He must concentrate and get dressed. He had time for his fantasies later. Yes, later that would be it. He’d play later.


    Chapter 65


    Halloway and Griffin rode back to the office after their meet with the Guardian. It wasn’t the tense and drama like situation that they had expected.


    “You know John, this guy doesn’t seem as bad as all that, don’t you think?” Laura asked.


    “I know. He’s become a hero to you, but don’t forget your position on this okay?”


    “He’s not a hero, Jesus. I just think that we need to use what ever means are available to us.”


    “Well, I hate to agree, but you’re right. We need to focus on the end result.”


    “And you hate it when I’m right.” Laura said smiling


    “That too, but I’m thinking, what if he doesn’t turn whatever he finds over to us? What then?”


    “I think we need to give him the benefit of the doubt.” Laura was trying to keep it positive.


    “Focusing on the what-ifs and negativism isn’t going to help us concentrate on what’s in front of us.”


    “He doesn’t have the best track record.” John added.


    “Why, because of the way he deals with the filth of Las Vegas? It isn’t quite kosher?”


    “Not quite kosher? It’s illegal Laura, for Christ’s sake. Jesus, sometimes I think you’ve forgotten what side of the law you’re on.”


    It was very difficult for her to keep the two separate. As an officer of the law, she knew that what the Guardian was doing wasn’t in line with the law. However, he was getting results. If somebody steals money from the bank or a charity or some old lady’s welfare check it’s just scandalous. On the other hand, if you steal money from drug dealers or people who deal with human trafficking you never hear about it. Thieves are not going to go to the cops. That’s the bottom line.


    The Guardian had done physical harm, some irreversible. So was the scars they inflicted on their victims. He had caused life long scarring true, but the result was the mistreatment and abuse of others had stopped. So, was it worth harming one to stop the damage to countless others? There was a very fine line here. It was a moral issue at best.


    There were many supporters to what he was doing and what he stood for. It appeared the only ones apposing him were the predators and the sickos that were out there hunting down innocent children.


    “Okay, let’s suppose for instance we did bring him in.” Laura wasn’t done making her case, obviously. John just smiled and sighed.


    “All right, I’ll bite.” He said.


    “What are the odds that we could get an impartial jury? Practically everyone out there is on his side. Anyone standing up against him would be presumed as one of the types of people that he is going after, don’t you think?”


    “You’re probably right” John said, “But, what about the religious activists? Whose side do you think the Catholic priests would be on?”


    “Oh John, please. They’re probably the worst offenders out there. Don’t you read the news papers?”


    “Okay, that was a bad example. However, if it will get you to get off my ass about this, I concede. I’m going along with it. I’ve agreed to work with him, see how far it goes. But the first sign it gets out of hand, we end it and that’s it, end of story.” John said, trying to stand his ground.


    He knew what the Guardian was doing was wrong. He also knew that he agreed with him. He was just like Laura.


    “I just don’t think you have to worry about him, so yes, that’s fine. I’ll take that bet. I promise not to bring it up again.”


    John just looked at her, “today maybe.” They drove the rest of the way back in silence. Each one lost in their own thoughts. Sometimes Laura hated her job. It wasn’t easy riding the fence. There was a fine line between right and wrong, good and evil. Everything was a damn judgment call. The laws were so vague. There was so much room for interpretation. The bad guys were going free, getting plea deals. They walked away with nothing but a slap on the wrist while the victims were the ones that were suffering the most.


    You can almost see why someone would want to take matters into their own hands. Children were being picked off the streets like apples off of a tree. What was the fascination in young children? What would drive a grownup, an adult to want to sexually abuse, sell, trade or torture the young innocent people? It was all about money and control.


    The child pornography industry was booming. All of the web sites, prostitution rings, and human traders were all operating overseas. They were all in the confines of no extradition countries. Everyone had the impression that that’s why Michael Jackson decided to move and convert to Muslim.He even moved to some weird country. Staying under the radar he can’t be reached by US officials. It was business as usual. It was sickening to think about.


    Until something was done about the laws in this country, things were never going to change. Thailand, Korea, and the Philippines were starting to get on board slowly and were showing signs of changing their laws. It may have been for show. The arrest of Gary Glitter in Viet Nam, and a few others was a start. The illegal cartels controlled the governments. That was the bottom line. Money is a very powerful thing. With the billions of dollars made in the child markets, there was plenty to go around.


    No, she was willing to accept the small things like The Guardian if it meant working towards keeping the children safe. She had never had kids of her own, but she did have siblings. Her friends had children and it made no difference to her. She would still feel as badly if anything were to happen to them as if they were her own. Yes, sometimes she really hated her job. Especially times like this.


    Laura looked over at John. He was an attractive man, nice build, personable. She wasn’t sure how he looked at her though. What ever the impression she was sure that she was perceived as a hard ass. The tough, hard, untouchable outer exterior that she displayed was for her protection.


    Being a female cop was very demanding and a complicated life. Most civilians thought that she surely had to be a lesbian to be a cop so they never approached her. It was very stereotypical indeed. Fellow police officers wouldn’t think of asking her out because of the image that she had to display. That was only to get to where she was. No one would have taken her seriously otherwise.


    Laura often thought about her lack of social life. How nice it would be to have some male companionship on occasion. Unfortunately, when she did meet someone as soon as she mentioned that she was a cop, it was an instant deal breaker.


    Oh well she thought. It was her choice. She loved her job and the gratifications and rewards made it worth the effort. Looking over at John, she couldn’t fathom in her wildest imagination how anyone could be sexually attracted to a young child. It was just beyond her comprehension. Well, that’s what she was here for, to protect the innocent.


    John sensed Laura staring at him. “What?” He asked.


    “Oh nothing, I was just thinking.” She said and turned away. If he knew, what she was thinking.


    Chapter 66


    The Guardian got home, parked the bike in the large shed next to his house, locked everything up and went inside.


    After powering up his computer, he gathered up his maps and charts of the area. He was going to focus on all the areas that had an address that was secluded or in some other means tucked in out of the way.


    As he looked over the area, he could see that there were about a half a dozen homes, specifically off SR160. They all met with the criteria he was looking for.


    He went to the computer, pulled up the Clark County web site. Next, he pulled up the Assessor’s Office Property Records. Under real property records, he clicked on address. The page that came up was parcel number inquiry. Below that were a series of blocks to fill in information such as street number, street direction etc. Then the street name and type like street or, avenue. He continued to fill in what ever was next. The last one was city or town. He was interested in prior and current owners so he clicked on that.


    Entering the information in the blocks from the sheet he had been given from John and Laura he clicked the submit button. Then he waited.


    After retrieving the information on the owners of the property on his list, he then went to Map Quest and entered each one. He was using the address of the Harrah’s Casino just inside the state. He never used his address and that was closest to him. He wasn’t going to risk putting his address in there in the event something or someone traced it back to him.


    Once he had the directions to each one, he laid out his large city map. He marked each one with a pushpin and drew lines with a yellow highlighter. It was just like connecting the dots.


    When he’d finished he stood back, looking at the map. There were only two addresses with large secluded acreage. They also had a white van in the addresses on SR160 where he passed coming in. He would focus on those two addresses first.


    He was convinced that whoever had the girls had to have a place secluded enough to feel safe with that fact. Taking a red Sharpie pen, he circled those two addresses.


    Picking up the maps, papers and the items he had strewn around, he tidied up his mess and decided to take a nap. He’d wait until it was dark and pay his first two suspects a visit.


    It was almost like a vision coming to him. He could feel it. It was a feeling that it was all coming to an end very soon. It was just a feeling he had. He trusted his feelings. He could feel it. He couldn’t wait.

  


  



  
    Part Seven


    The Chase

  


  



  
    Chapter 67


    Jack Gorman pulled the van back inside the garage. He had to let the paint dry. He didn’t want to be driving it around and have it start running or something being stuck to the paint.


    After locking up the garage, he went back to the house to change. He was going to go scout another guest for his little harem. He liked that, harem; it had a nice ring to it. He chuckled, harem, he said again. Ya HAREM, he was feeling quite pleased with himself. That’s what he would call it from now on. “Jack’s Harem” He really liked that. Okay so he wasn’t a Muslim, what the hell. He had the young girls who were his entertainers or servants.


    The fact they were so young assured him he could train them to do and behave just as he wanted them to. If they didn’t, well there would be consequences. He’d never kill them. That would make him a monster, a murderer. He wanted to enjoy them. After all, they were there for his pleasure and entertainment that was all.


    So far, there hadn’t been any major problems. Of course, it was taking them some time getting used to their new surroundings. Both of the girls were becoming a bit moody. The one girl, the first one had tried resisting, but only once. Once he had shown her what resisting got her, she was more willing the next time around.


    He really did need to reward them he thought. The games were more enjoyable if they weren’t so morose all the time. That’s what he would do. He would get each of them a new outfit to wear. They needed something sexy. It would be something revealing, something that would give them a good feeling about themselves. That should make them happy. They needed something to boost their spirits.


    Dressing quickly, he grabbed the keys to the Jag and wallet and headed out the door. What a wonderful idea, he was quite excited about it. He’d never really done shopping for anyone. When he was growing up, usually around Christmas, the maid had gotten things for him to give his mother. Most times, he hadn’t even seen them until Christmas morning when his mother opened them.


    “Oh Jack dear, this is so lovely, how did you know?” She would say. The whole time Jack was trying very hard not to show his surprise. Of course, the old Spanish bitch of a housekeeper would be standing there, beaming, gloating over her handiwork. His mother probably knew the truth anyway.


    This was definitely a special occasion for him. He would get something that they would like. Feeling a bit generous, he decided that they shouldn’t be kept in night gowns all the time. He had to admit that it was probably a little depressing. He’d get them both something sexy to wear. He wasn’t exactly sure where to go though. This was all new territory for him. He couldn’t ask anyone. Surely, a grown man inquiring about lingerie for two small girls would raise suspicion. Well, he’d just have to work it out. He’d go to Mervyn’s or maybe Malstroms. The Fashion Show Mall was a good place. Nobody ever questioned you there. The stores there were above the norm, Neiman Marcus, Saks, Adrienne Vittadini, and the likes.


    He pulled the Jag out of the garage. He closed the doors securely. After he locked them, he headed for the strip. The Fashion Show Mall it was.


    With any luck, he’d be able to spot his next guest. Of course, he wouldn’t be able to do anything about it, not with the Jag. He would come back with the van. He would follow them home and watch them for a day or two. After establishing their habits a little, he’d work it all out. He wasn’t going to rush this time, no more mistakes.


    A big smile on his face, he headed out to do his shopping and search for one more little friend. Chapter 68


    It was just past midnight and the black, gleaming projectile sped down the road. It headed to its first of several destinations of the night.


    Killing the lights, he used his night vision glasses to see where he was going. Installing a special switch on the bike, it allowed him to turn off his lights. Many of the newer bikes, with the exception of the Harleys, the lights automatically came on and stayed on after started. Because of the way he sometimes had to maneuver and operate, traveling with any lights on was a major hindrance.


    He parked the bike far enough off the road so it wasn’t seen from any traffic that may happen by. It was far enough from the house so they wouldn’t see it.


    The first house sat back up on a ridge. It didn’t have any fences or gates. There were a few trees scattered around the property. Other wise there was no barriers or boundaries to be of concern.


    Built of rich, redwood timber, the house was quite impressive from the outside. The huge, floor to ceiling windows at the front gave a view of the expansive living and dining area. It was so large it consumed the entire front portion of the house.


    There was a large fireplace against the right hand wall. The stones on the face were large, polished, precisely cut sandstones. They were set in precisely to give the image of a large eagle with its wings wide, legs outstretched. Its talons were open as if ready to grab its prey. It was very impressive indeed.


    To the left was a large spiral staircase leading up to the second floor. It appeared to be the master bedroom. The railing ran the edge of the stairs and along the walkway at the top. It was made of a rich, highly polished mahogany that showed your reflection when looking into it. He couldn’t even imagine what it would take to keep a place like this clean. Living in the desert was a nightmare of dusting and cleaning.


    The Guardian wasn’t interested on the inside of the house, as impressive as it appeared. His focus was on the outside. He was looking for the van.


    He made his way around to the left side of the house, noticing the large, four car detached garage. It was also rich redwood material. The roof was made of wooden shingles to give a more rustic appearance.


    He made his way along the side of the house. There parked in the large, semicircular drive way sat two cars. One was a BMW 7 series sedan. The other was a Lexus Ls. Both were worth at least 70K. They had money.


    He moved cautiously, stealth like, up the fine gravel driveway to the garage. He was listening for any noise that would indicate that something was awry. There were two medium sized widows. It was total darkness inside, but with his night vision, he could make out what appeared to be an early model dune buggy. It was complete with bright, orange whip antenna with a small, purple flag attached at the top.


    Beside the buggy was a new model, white, Plymouth Town & Country. There was a single entry door on the side at the far end, opposite of where he was. He made his way around to the other side. He noticed that there was no lock on the door, just a hasp with a cheap Master padlock. He pulled his pick set from inside his jacket. He had the lock open within seconds.


    Once inside he was able to get a better look into the van. He got along side the van and peered in. It wasn’t the one he wanted. In the back seats, directly behind the driver’s and front passenger’s seats were two, large, very secure child car seats. Behind those were the third row seats. This was a bust.


    It couldn’t be the one they were after. It would take too much time and effort to unfasten, remove, and replace those child seats. Leaving them in would afford no room. It wouldn’t be worth the while. They would want something that was quick and easy. Just to be sure, he opened the side door, removing his night vision glasses. Pulling out his mini maglite, he proceeded to search the interior.


    After about thirty minutes of searching all he found was some old candy wrappers, a Styrofoam carton with a half eaten Mickey D’s sandwich, an empty Star Bucks cup about fourteen Cents in change. No, this was not the car.


    He looked at his watch. It was just after one in the morning. He wanted to check two, at least one more house before the sun started coming up.


    One of the things about living in a town like Vegas, it’s a 24/7 town. People worked at all sorts of hours. They came and went on some of the most, unspeakable shifts. Hanging around any one place too long was not a wise choice. Besides, there was nothing here.


    He made his way back to the bike, donned his night vision again and cut across the desert heading for the next residence.


    Chapter 69


    Jack walked through the mall with his packages in hand. Casually smiling, nodding at the children as they walked past him. He’d picked out a nice, sexy little outfit for each of the girls. He thought about it, threw caution to the wind, and went into Victoria’s Secret. In there he explained to the girl that his girlfriend was very petite and that he needed something small, yet incredibly sexy. After about an hour of going through some very sexy nighties, he ended up picking out two rather sheer, skimpy little out fits. One was red, the other blue. He made sure that they had the skimpiest of panties and very little material for the bra. The teddies that came with them were also very sheer, lacy and not much to them. They were perfect. He pictured each of the girls wearing them. He was quite pleased with himself and was aroused for quite some time.


    He stopped at the Starbucks Plaza and got himself a vinte caramel frappaceno. He knew that they were no good for him. They had more calories than a French cheesecake. But they were so damn good and besides, he felt the urge to splurge. He’d work it off at the club later.


    He saw many little girls that he would love to take home with him. However, he was just shopping now. He’d come back by this way in a day or so, pick one out and follow her home.


    As he walked along, he spotted a very attractive woman. She looked to be in her mid to late thirties. She had shoulder length, chestnut brown, wavy, hair. She had nice curves. Her breasts were full and firm. They were probably fake but very nice. Her hips looked tight and round. Holding her hand was his focus. It was a young girl looking to be between ten and twelve. She had the same pretty face and soft features as her mother. She was wearing short, form fitting pink shorts. They showed the curve of her tight, little ass. It had a sleeveless matching pullover shirt that fit snugly enough to show her prepubescent breasts. They were filling out quite nicely just like her mother. These were not the breasts of a normal ten year old. She appeared mature for her age, yet she had that young innocent look.


    There was no doubt in his mind. His heart was racing. Thoughts of her naked, smooth, pink skin as he watched her made him almost crazy. She was the one. He had to be careful though and not follow too closely. They could be here for hours yet. If he weren’t careful someone would spot him and know what he was up to.


    For the next couple of hours, Jack followed the two. First in one store and out another. He was simply window-shopping. He was staring at the little girl’s ass. He strained to see if her nipples were poking out against the thin blouse she was wearing. He was forcing himself not to make it so obvious that he became a spectacle. The woman looked over her shoulder at him. She looked away, apparently satisfied. They stopped at the food court and so did he. He had picked up a copy of CityLife just to have something to read while he watched them.


    Finally, thank God, he thought they’d never leave. They exited the mall and went down to the parking garage. They waited to collect their car from the valet. He was right behind them. They handed their valet stubs to the attendant who ran off at a mild trot to retrieve their cars.


    The young girl looked up at Jack and smiled. Her mother, noticing, pulled the girl closer to her.


    “You have a very lovely daughter.” Jack said, smiling at the mother. “She has your looks for sure.”


    “Thank you” the woman said pulling the girl close. She was putting her arm around her, putting her back to him. She recognized him as the man she felt staring at them.


    After about twenty minutes, the valet pulled up with a Toyota Camry. Jack rushed over and opened the front passenger door for the little girl. “Allow me.” he said. The valet looked at him with disgust, having been beaten to the punch.


    “Thanks” the girl said and climbed in. She immediately fastened her seatbelt.


    The mother tipped the valet, got in, fastened her belt, looked at the man, forced a smile and pulled away.


    Now Jack was getting impatient. He had to follow them to know where they lived. “Where the fuck is my car? Damn it!” He was starting to pace when the valet pulled up with the Jag. He tossed his packages into the passenger seat, jumped in and tore off. He didn’t even bother to tip the valet, say thank you or kiss my ass nothing. All he knew was that he had to catch that Camry.


    The traffic on Las Vegas Boulevard was always a nightmare. It just seemed to crawl, going nowhere very slowly. But, fortunately for Jack this was a plus. It gave him the opportunity to catch up with the Camry.


    He stayed back; following just close enough. He made sure to keep them in sight. Once he had their address he could go back at his leisure and watch and take notes of their habits and behaviors.


    They went as far as Flamingo Ave and turned right heading west. Jack made the turn, staying back and watching.


    When they got to Jones, they headed south. “Good,” Jack thought. It’s on the way home.


    They made a right onto Harmon, then a left on Silvershore. He had to slow way down. He didn’t want to be noticed. They pulled into the house on the corner lot. He drove past heading west on Harmon. He noticed the elementary school on the right just up from there. That must be where she goes to school he thought.


    The next street he made a left and worked his way back around the block to the house he had seen them pull into. Once he was back on that street, he pulled over to the curb about three houses back.


    It was an older house. White sidings with green trim. The garage was a small one car, attached. The yard was surrounded by a very green, wrought iron fence. It was almost grass green. There was landscape rock in the front with an assortment of rose and other bushes. Sadly, they were all either dead or dieing.


    Jack couldn’t see the two of them. They were already inside the house before he had gotten back over there. While he sat there, watching the house, he was rolling around in his mind how he would be able to pull this off.


    The houses were close together. The school was relatively close. It was right around the corner. He wasn’t for sure, but it was a good bet that going to or coming from school there would be several if not quite a few other kids doing the same thing. This was definitely going to take some planning. Not to worry though. He would watch for a day or two, wait for the young girl to be alone, make sure that the mother’s guard was down and then make his move.


    Well, enough for today. He was in a hurry to get home and share his presents that he bought. After the day he’d had, hell, he might just play some games with both of them together. He was feeling greedy.


    Chapter 70


    It was a long, boring dead end process. It was something that they had to do. Halloway and Griffin were checking out every address they had. Singletary and Smythe weren’t having any better luck.


    Checking off the names with a red marker, they moved down the list, one name at a time. Some of them were too elderly to think about abducting young girls. Most were housewives with kids of their own doing the usual run around taxi-mom thing they do.


    None of them had blacked out windows. Nearly all had anti glare film of some sort, but none blacked out.


    The ones that weren’t home, they left a card and asked them to call. If the person didn’t return the call within twenty four hours, by noon the following day, they would retrace their trip and revisit them.


    All they were turning up were dead ends. They wondered how they’re new silent partner was doing. Of course, there was no way of contacting him. Unless he had found something and contacted them, all they could hope to do was wait.


    As they were coming up on Desert Inn heading south on Maryland Parkway, out of habit, John was glancing the parking lot. His eye caught something and he had to take a double look. It was a white van with blacked out windows. For a second his heart did a double beat.


    “Laura, over there, the van, you see it?”


    She leaned over looking through the driver’s door window, scanning the parking lot, “Got it.” She said.


    “Let’s go take a look,” John said as he made his way into the left turn lane. Once the traffic cleared he swung the car into the lot and headed back to the restaurant parking area.


    Just as they were coming around, they saw a man walking towards the van. He was holding a young girl by the arm. He was bent over as they walked. It appeared he was yelling at her, shaking her vigorously.


    They both had seen what was happening. At the same time John was mashing the gas pedal, Laura was jabbing his arm yelling, “Go, go, go get over there.”


    Screaming to a stop about ten yards from the white van they were both out of the car, guns drawn. John was yelling now, “Freeze, Las Vegas PD. Don’t move. Let the girl go!”


    The man had a surprised look on his face frozen. He saw the two of them standing there with their guns drawn. He froze like a deer in the headlights. After a moment of panic, he started to turn.


    “I said freeze asshole. Down on the ground, NOW!”


    The man, still panicked, looking around took off like a shot. He had totally ignored the little girl. He was running out across the parking lot.


    “Shit, get the girl, call for back up, he’s headed for the mall.” John said. He took off after the man.


    The man had run down the parking lot and into the Sears store on the corner.


    John hated the runners. He was getting way too old for this shit. He reached the mall. People were screaming and scattering about when they saw John with the gun in his hand. He pulled his badge, “Police officer, everything’s okay. Did any of you see a man run through here?” He was asking anyone that would answer him. A young boy about 17 pointed towards the food court. John took off after him.


    At the same time that John was chasing the suspect, Laura had taken the little girl back into the restaurant. She got the manager, and told them to wait until the other officers arrived. She explained that she was going to help her partner.


    She took off running towards the mall. Laura didn’t know how she’d catch up with them and find them but she was sure that all she had to do was follow the commotion.


    Once inside the mall she heard the entire ruckus down by the food court and headed that way. After several minutes, she finally caught up with John. “Where’d he go, do you see him?”


    “No, but I don’t think he’s too far. He’s not stupid though. All these people and the damn stores, it’s easy for him to blend in. We could loose him in the crowd.”


    They were scanning the people. They were watching the stores and searching. People were hustling their children and each other out of the way. The two made their way through the mall with their guns drawn.


    John heard his radio. “Ya, we’re in the mall. Seal the outside exits and don’t let anyone in or out.”


    “Do we have a description?” The voice on the radio came back.


    “He’s a Hispanic male, five-five or so, heavy set, dark blue shirt, tan pants.”


    “There he is” Yelled Laura. He was running towards Mervyns at the opposite end of the mall.”


    They took off after him yelling at people. “Move. get out of the way, get out of the way!”


    John’s knees were killing him. He’d blown them out in high school running track, and doing hurtles. He blocked out the pain and charged after the runner.


    Laura was in damn good shape. Passing John, she looked back, “You okay?”


    “Ya, ya, just get him. I’ll be okay.”


    They got to Mervyn’s, panting, sweat soaking through their shirts,


    John was limping and sucking air through his mouth. His lungs burned. God he hated this. “There he is, up the escalator”


    They took off running after him. Laura almost tripped on the first step, “FREEZE!” she yelled.


    The man kept running. He looked back over his shoulder to see where they were and ran square into a large metal rack full of designer blouses. Stumbling he tried to keep his footing, but the suede cowboy boots that he was wearing weren’t made for running. He slipped and fell getting tangled in the blouses and scattering the rest all over the floor.


    Several women standing around were screaming, hands over their faces, wide eyed, not sure what to do.


    He tried to get up and run but John was on him in a flash. He shoved him to the ground, pressing the barrel of his gun into the back of his ear. “Move and I’ll blow your fucking brains all over these nice new clothes.” He said.


    Laura was right behind him, pulling her handcuffs out as John wrenched the man’s arms behind him.


    The man was struggling, wrestling trying to get his arms free, trying to fight to get John off him.


    “I didn’t do nutting man. What chu want wit me man?”


    John, shoving the man back down to the floor, finally gets the cuffs on him. He pulled the man up by his wrists, making him scream in pain, “Ughhh,” “Wachit man. Dat hurts you puta” John slapped him in the back of the head.


    “Ya, you didn’t do nutting man. Then why you run, dumb ass?”


    “Fuck you. I want a lawyer”


    “Okay smart guy. Did you do something that you need one?”


    John was checking for a wallet, shaking him down while Laura held him by his wrists. He found nothing but a large lock blade knife. “What’s your name there Poncho Villa? What’s this for? Holding up the knife, rabbits, and such?”


    “Fuck you,” he said.


    “Ya, I bet you’d like that. But I still need your name.” He slapped in the back of the head again,


    Two of the back up officers came running up, saw that everything was under control.


    “Take this puke down town and we’ll be right behind you. And don’t let him go he runs like a freaking jack rabbit.” John told them.


    “Yes sir.” They proceeded to escort the man away.


    “Well, what do you think? You think that’s our man?” Laura wanted to know.


    “It’s too early to know. He has the van and the little girl. Speaking of the girl, where is she?”


    “I left her with the manager at the restaurant. I thought you might need some help, you know. You’re all gimpy and old and everything.” She smiled at him.


    “I got your gimpy. Let’s go see about the girl and maybe run that van.”


    On the way back to the van, John couldn’t help but notice what good shape that Laura was in. They’d been spending a lot of time riding around with each other, getting pretty comfortable.


    He was like any other normal guy. He noticed how attractive she was. He noticed how sexy she was and they laughed and got along really well. Who knew, maybe something could happen. Hell, he’d even be happy with a one night stand. She definitely looked damn good in her jeans. There was no getting around that.


    When they got back to the restaurant, they found two officers. The manager, the little girl, and a large, heavyset Hispanic woman were standing there. The woman was talking a mile a minute. The restaurant manager was shaking his head trying to explain something to her in Spanish.


    “Hi, I’m Detective Griffin, and this is Lieutenant Halloway. Can we ask you some questions?”


    The woman looked at her blankly, looked at the manager, then back at Laura. She started the rapid-fire gibberish.


    “She don’t speak so good the English,” the manager said.


    “Appears to me that she doesn’t speak any English at all,” John said. “Tell her we need to ask her some questions.”


    The manager rattled off some gibberish in Spanish. The woman answered back in the same rapid-fire tongue she was using when they got there.


    “Jesus, why can’t they learn the damn language? If they want to live here they should learn it.” John said under his breath. Laura patted his hand, “its okay honey.”


    John couldn’t help thinking. That’s kind of thing that got his mind going about Laura. She did those subtle little gestures. If he didn’t know, better he’d think that she was flirting with him.


    “She says she come here from Mexico to make a new life and to get away from Juan, the man you chase. The little girl is her daughter.”


    “Okay, so ask her why she’s running away from him.”


    More gibberish back and forth between them, then, “She says he comes here illegally. The little girl his daughter but they not married. He try to take her back wit him. The mother very scared.”


    “So that’s why he was running?” Laura asked.


    “Yes, he was afraid he would be sent back to Mexico without her.”


    “He got that part figured right.” John said.


    “Tell the lady here that she is free to go, but she needs to give her name and address to this officer here and that we will be in touch with her.


    “Officer Sanders, take the info for us. Give her my card, and see if they need anything then their free to go.”


    “Yes sir.”


    Halloway and Griffin walked back to their car. The tow truck was already there hooking up the van. It would to be taken in and the lab guys would go through it. They knew they probably wouldn’t find anything. Just the wrong van, wrong man, wrong everything. All they had done was to eliminate one illegal. That wouldn’t even put a scratch on the surface as far as the illegals in this town. He’d probably be back within a month; hunting the woman and the girl down again. It would start all over. They were like roaches in a dark room. As soon as you turn on the light they scatter. It looked like John and Laura had turned the light on this guy because he sure didn’t waste any time taking off.


    “How are your knees?” Laura asked, sincerely concerned. She was watching John limp across the parking lot.


    “Oh you know. They’re fine. I’m just gimpy.,” he said grimacing in pain as he limped back to the car.


    They both laughed at that but Laura knew that John was in some serious pain. “You should put something on those, you know, hot packs, ice packs, some heating ointment.” She said, stopping to look at him.


    He stopped up short and looked at her. “They’re fine really. I’m okay.”


    “No you’re not okay. Look, this is me, not some dumb blonde okay. You should see the way you’re walking. On the other hand, I should say limping. Please don’t try to pass that macho bullshit over on me. It’s an insult.” She was standing with her hands on he hips, legs slightly apart.


    Jesus she was sexy standing there like that. His mind was racing.


    “What?” She said.


    “It’s nothing.”


    “That’s not a nothing look John Halloway.”


    “Look, it’s nothing really, okay; I’m having lewd thoughts about you, okay? Now let’s get some work done. Jesus, Women!” He walked away.


    “You were having lewd thoughts? I can believe the lewd thoughts. But the fact that your knees are okay is nothing but pure macho bullshit. And what’s that crack about women?”


    John just shook his head, laughing aloud. Laura was right behind him. She caught up and put her arm around him as if giving him support. He put his arm around her waist and he limped along beside her.


    They walked the rest of the way in silence. They knew that even though they had done one small thing they still had a more serious problem to deal with. The real kidnapper was still out there. Laura couldn’t help feel that they were running out of time. Christ, she was tired of the running and the stress of trying to figure out just what in the hell was gonna kick their ass next.

  


  



  
    Chapter 71


    The next morning Jack was on the corner down the street from their house. He had parked in the same spot the day before. He wanted to get there early so he could watch and see how things went.


    About 7:15, he saw the woman and the girl come out of the house. She locked the door, and they headed towards the corner. He presumed they were walking to the school.


    Starting the car, he waited until they had rounded the corner and then pulled out. He drove slowly trying not to be in too big of a hurry. Stopping at the stop sign, he pretended to be looking for traffic. He made the left turn and slowed to 15 mph. He watched them cross the street right in front of him. They were staying in the crosswalk, protected by the crossing guard.


    The woman looked right at him. She furled her brow as though thinking something, and looked away. She had recognized him from the mall. Jack had quickly put his head down so as not to be noticed. But it was too late. Once they had crossed the street, the woman looked back over her left shoulder. She pulled her daughter to her and hurried along the sidewalk and into the school. She was whispering something into the girl’s ear, turning to look back, whispering again. The young girl looked back this time.


    Jack cruised by, slowly, making sure he was doing the speed limit. Being in front of the school like this made it easy for him to drive by slowly without bringing any undo attention to himself. He was so wrapped up in his selfish little quest that it never dawned on him that the mother would become a problem. It never entered his mind.


    He watched them enter the school. Clearing the school zone, he sped up, made a left at the next corner, and went around the block parking in the spot where from where he started. Then he waited.


    It was about ten minutes to eight when he saw the mother coming back around the corner. Checking his watch, he made note of the time, watched the woman enter the house and he slowly drove past the house.


    What he didn’t notice was that the woman was peeking through her curtains at him as he drove away. When she was walking back to her house, she had noticed that the same car was parked up and across the street from her house. She was feeling very creepy about this guy. She didn’t know why, but she didn’t trust him at all. Something was not right about him, she didn’t know what it was, but she didn’t like the feeling. She had recognized him as the man from the mall. Was it purely coincidence that he had shown up at her house like that? She didn’t think so. She seriously considered calling the police but he was driving away. Even though he was driving slowly past her house, she couldn’t see well enough to get a license number. Instead, she wrote down the information of the car as best she could. It was for just in case. Perhaps it was just by chance. Well, she definitely would have to be very cautious from now on. If she saw the car again she would know it wasn’t just coincidence.


    Later that afternoon, Jack was back by the school. This time he was parked at the far corner, just close enough so that he could watch the kids as they came out of the school.


    He waited for some time and finally he saw the little girl, walking with a girlfriend. That wasn’t good. He couldn’t control two of them. Then, just as he was having that thought, the other girl turned the corner heading the opposite direction, waving, looking back over her shoulder, shouting something at the little girl. Jack just smiled, that was a good sign.


    Pulling out, driving the 15 mph through the school zone, he followed the little girl, and instead of turning on to her street and following her, as the house was right there, he drove past.


    He noticed that the mother was standing at the front door waiting for her; saw her wave at her daughter, the little girl breaking into a run waving back.


    The lady couldn’t help but notice that same car, driving by going the opposite direction, as it was earlier. She hurried her daughter into the house. She would have to call the police. That was her gut feeling, and she didn’t like it.


    This was going to be a bit of a problem. It wasn’t offering him very much opportunity. For one thing, she lived very close to the school; secondly, mommy was very protective. He’d figure out a way. There was always a way. It still hadn’t dawned on him that the mother had made the car. Jack was getting careless and he wasn’t even aware of it. He couldn’t help himself though. It was like an addiction to some drug, or chemical. Most times, he couldn’t control himself. This uncontrollable urge took over. He lost all sense of rational or reasoning. His mind would tell him it was worth the risk. This one was special. She was better than the other two. She would be his number one. His reasoning was irrational as well. His mind would talk him into anything.


    He drove around the block, parking in his same spot and decided to watch the house. If he couldn’t grab the girl coming from school, perhaps she would be out playing, or going to a friends house, or in some other way be alone without mommy’s watchful eye.


    Sitting there for what seemed like hours, he watched as the little girl came out once or twice, played in the drive way and went back in. The mother had come out once, unlocked and opened the garage door, went inside, got what she needed came back out and locked it back again. All in all it was pretty boring. However, he had to have patience. This one was worth the wait and he wasn’t going to mess it up.


    Chapter 72


    The Guardian had gone home and had gotten a good night sleep. He was up early and was going back over on SR160 to check out those houses. He had a good feeling about it and he wanted to double check everything.


    Traffic was light and he made good time getting there. Sometimes coming over the damn was a pain in the ass. On days when he knew he had to be careful or the traffic was heavy, he would take the extra time to go through Laughlin to get in. It added time, but he didn’t have to worry about security checks or slow traffic. It was worth it and actually saved time in the end more often than not.


    Recently, a bad windstorm had blown over two cranes they were using for work on the new bypass. The damn access was closed for three days. You didn’t have any choice but to take the alternate route.


    Everyone bitched, especially the ones living in Boulder City. They were loosing revenue don’t you know.


    The bike ran smooth and quiet, running at about 75 mph. The big motor didn’t have to work at all. That was the reason he had done what he had to the motor. It was a Honda with an 1800 cc engine. The engine, torn down, bored, stroked, was blueprinted. It had a turbo charger added for the extra power. Beefing up the suspension was another plus. It had an onboard air compressor already and he was able to totally adjust and fine-tune the suspension to any ride level he wanted.


    Besides the little extras such as the AM/FM stereo, police monitoring system and a two-way radio, he had electric cruise control, reverse, and GPS guidance system. It had a high tech alarm system installed. The bike was all black with ghost flames done in blue with purple tips at the ends of the flames. Everything was black, even the chrome was black. The lights had smoked grey covers over them so as not to reflect the red lenses if he were being followed. There were no yellow or otherwise reflective devices anywhere on it. This bike was built to move without being seen and it did that very, very well.


    The plates weren’t traceable as he had cut and welded two halves of two different plates. He had developed a way to duplicate and make the registration sticker. He’d just find out what the color was for that particular year, duplicate it and he was good to go.


    His van was the same way. It was a large Chevy Express. It too was all black. He’d pulled the small V8 out of it and put in a large, completely overhauled 454 cu. in. It put out well over 900 hp. The suspension had been beefed up to support anything that he could ever want to carry, even the Brooklyn Bridge if he wanted to. The tires on the van and the bike were puncture resistant and self-inflating in case one of them did happen to go flat while in operation.


    The suspension was equipped with an anti-roll, anti skid system. It would automatically decelerate the engine and working in conjunction with the ABS brakes, would prevent any serious rollovers. It would prevent any other loss of control. Hydraulics had been added so that, if needed, the entire body would lower itself down over the wheels, resting on the ground.


    He had installed steel a floor to roof roll cage. It would resist any structural impact from any direction. The cage was sealed within a thin metal skin so that it wasn’t visible. The floor even had hidden compartments. The Center compartment was big enough to hide a grown person, lying lengthwise.


    The glass on the van and the windshield of the bike were all bullet proof. The metal in the doors of the van were all bullet proof. He wanted to be sure he covered all the bases.


    As he cruised along SR160, he was focusing on the one house that sat back off the road. Surrounded by railroad timbers, they looked like trees. They were flush up against each other all the way around.


    Someone really wanted their privacy. He slowed down and prepared to turn in. Suddenly he noticed that the large gate in the front was opening. He hesitated, slowing slightly and kept going straight. As he watched, an immaculate, like new, 74 Jaguar XKE came pulling out.


    Going up to the next drive, he saw a post with about a half dozen mailboxes attached. He pulled in and made a U-turn. He watched the Jag make a right turn out of the drive and head east down SR160. He watched for several minutes making sure that the car wasn’t going to backtrack. He proceeded to head back to the large house where the Jag had come from.


    Once there, he steered the bike off the main drive and circled to the back of the compound. It didn’t go all the way around as the house and wall had stopped at the base of a large mound. From the looks of it, they had used the extension of the mountain as part of the property. Using it for what he did not know. At any rate, this large mound was definitely a part of the property. The fact that the timbers butted up against this large, protruding mound meant no one was getting in over that wall.


    He climbed off the bike, and proceeded to walk around the compound. The wall was very high. Getting over it would take a considerable amount of work. He didn’t have the right type of equipment to do it with him. Annoyed at himself for not considering those when preparing for this trip, he proceeded to walk around the compound.


    He went all the way around, trying to find some crack or small area between the timbers where he could see in. He checked and found nothing. Whoever had built this wall did a very good job of it.


    Reaching the front gate, he thought that there surely would be some sort of gap, which he could see through. There was a small space between the gate support and the skin of the gate. With a squint to his eyes he tried to see in. It wasn’t a very good view, but from what he could tell, it was a large, multilevel house. It had a large unattached four-car garage. He could see the front of the mound that was protruding out of the ridge of the mountain. It didn’t look as though they were using it for anything since he didn’t see any way to enter through the front. Perhaps they only used it for landscaping effect.


    He wasn’t doing any good here now. He would have to come back with the proper equipment to get over the wall. His curiosity was peeked now. He had to get in there and check things more thoroughly. He would plan to come back later in the evening. He worked better at night anyway. There were no dogs or at least no evidence of dogs. That was one thing he didn’t have to worry about. Frustrated he made his way back the bike.


    First, he would check out the last of the addresses on the list and head for home. The supplies that he needed were there. If not for that, he could have just holed up in Vegas somewhere. No mind, he had time. He’d be back tonight. With any, luck the Jag that he had seen leave would be there and he could have Halloway or Griffin run the tags for him.


    Climbing back on the bike, it fired to life and he headed out to finish checking the other houses. The houses that he found were nowhere near acceptable for the purposes of someone wanting to hide two young girls.


    They were either too close to other properties or too small. Some had no garages or other buildings or shelters to accommodate such a scheme. His attention kept going back to the second place he had been to. That property where he had seen the Jag had to be it. He was almost sure of it. That one place, the setting was almost perfect. The security, the secrecy, seclusion, everything about it said, “Here they are.” Until he could get himself in there and make sure, all he could do now was speculate.


    He had finished up with the last of the houses. He made some mental and written notes and decided that he would call it a day.


    The Guardian headed out on the freeway towards Chloride. He would take a power nap and make his plans for later tonight. His senses told him he was getting warm. It was almost a given that he would find what he was looking for at that first house. So it was decided. He would come back and do a thorough search. He could hardly wait.


    Chapter 73


    Halloway and Griffin returned to the station, booked, processed, and got their Mexican bandito all set for deportation. Since he was an illegal, here without papers or authorization, it seemed stupid to try to prosecute him for anything. He’d make bail and be gone back to Mexico never to be seen again anyway, so they just let the Immigration Office handle it.


    The little girl was returned to her mother, who had said that the only reason she had let her daughter go with him was because she was so afraid of him. It all sounded lame, but she was the child’s mother. There was nothing they could do. The woman had gotten her green card. Because of that she was allowed to stay. Laura didn’t want to get child services involved, they had enough of their own problems as it was. Adding one more helpless child that they couldn’t keep track of was going to do the little girl any good. She was better off with her mother.


    John was getting anxious. They hadn’t heard from their unseen partner and they were nearly complete with their list.


    Laura and John were sitting in his office going over what they had found when there was a slight knock on the door. It was Singletary and Smythe.


    “Come on in guys, have a seat.” John said, motioning them in. “What have you got? something good I hope?”


    “Sorry Lieutenant. We came up empty on every one of them. Some of them were taxicab moms, others business people. They were just regular schmucks doing regular schmuck stuff.” Smythe said.


    “There’s got to be something there. Just one little thing that can give us this van.” Laura added.


    “The sad part is there are nearly 500,000 people in this valley. Over 5000 more people that move here every month. God knows how many leave.”


    “So what are you saying?”


    “What I’m saying is it’s like a needle in a hay stack. There are nearly 24% Hispanics living here. They are constantly commuting back and forth between here and Mexico. Who’s to say that this mystery van is even in the US, let alone Las Vegas.”


    “Jesus John, that’s a pretty scary perspective. Almost knocks the wind out of our sales.”


    “He can’t help it guys. He’s suffering from some old high school injuries. Isn’t that right John?” Laura was digging him.


    “I keep telling you, my knees are fine. It has nothing to do with that.


    “Look, I’m not trying to discourage you. It’s a sure bet the guy is still in town. There were two girls in a two week period. If the guy were from Mexico, my hunch is that it would have only been the one girl and that would be it. It’s just a gut feeling, but my gut feelings are usually right on.”


    “Well, we’re hoping that your gut is right on this time as well.” Singletary said looking over at Smythe.


    “Let’s go over the lists, make sure we haven’t missed anyone. Point out any that we want to go back to because of suspicion or any other morbid curiosity if nothing else.” John said making room on his desk.


    They pulled their chairs over to the desk. They spread the lists out, along with a map of the area. The map had already been marked with the areas that he and Laura had been to. They proceeded to mark the areas off the list that Singletary and Smythe had.


    After about an hour and a half and two pots of some crappy but tolerable coffee they came up with a condensed list of about eight names.


    Of these names, they broke it up into two areas. They divided the areas equally and agreed that they would go back and question the parties involved. They hoped that it would clear up any doubts they had. They figured they were pulling straws having not heard from the Guardian. They could not get in touch with him. It boiled down to a waiting game. It wasn’t so much the waiting that bothered John. It was the not knowing. What was it someone had told him once? “The unknown cause’s chaos and panic.” he wasn’t at the panicking point yet. It was certainly starting to cause them some ancillary chaos.


    Singletary and Smythe left John’s office. John just leaned back, pushing his fingers through his thick hair and moaned.


    “You sure you’re okay?” Laura asked.


    “Ya, I’m okay. I just need a break from this shit. I’m just getting tired of, no life, no down time, and it’s starting to get to me.”


    “I know what you mean. I know what you mean.” Laura was already thinking of some down time. She wasn’t going to tell John. It was going to be a surprise.


    Chapter 74


    Jack had been keeping his eye on the house where the little girl lived. It was the same routine, day after day. He couldn’t wait any longer. Today was the day. He had made up his mind to that. He could almost feel her in his arms, sense the smell of her. It was more than he could handle. Yes, absolutely, it had to be today.


    He went out to the garage and began preparing the things he needed. He loaded them into the van. It was barely daylight. He hadn’t slept all night just thinking about the girl. The time had come. He’d made up his mind, and he needed to get the van loaded with the things he needed and be on his way. It wasn’t very much. It was just some things to bind her and blindfold her and his bottle of chloroform. That would knock her out for a while. Still, he wanted to make sure that everything was just perfect.


    Going into the kitchen, he decided to prepare a nice breakfast for his other two guests. It would help him pass his time a little quicker. Maybe take his mind off the third girl.


    After he was done with the preparations, he fixed up the trays. He put them on the cart, and headed out to the rooms where the girls were.


    Knowing that she got out of school at 2:15, he didn’t want to get there too early. Looking at his watch, he saw that he still had some time. He didn’t want to be sitting in front of the school, waiting. He wasn’t taking any chances that someone would see him. There were parents that were there every day picking up their kids. They would know which vehicles were regular or not. Now that he had these stupid flames on the front, he was beginning to think it wasn’t such a good idea. It was too late for that now.


    Double checking the van, finding everything in order he headed out. He was very nervous this time. That was unusual. He resigned it to the fact that this one would be a bit tougher to get but not impossible.


    The other two girls were doing well, considering. He had taken them the new things he had bought them. For some reason they weren’t as pleased as he thought they would be. He liked watching them dress into their new things. They seemed a bit uncomfortable with that. Jack couldn’t really understand that either. It wasn’t like it was the first time or anything. He’d seen them naked before. They had played their games together. The fact that he had helped them dress into their new outfits shouldn’t have bothered them. However, they did look very sexy in them. He had them model for him. They were posing in provocative poses, bending over, showing off for him. After, he had them play some more games with him.


    Still having problems with the older one, he had to teach her yet again, who was in charge. At first, she had refused to wear the new outfit. Then, after having put it on, modeling for him, and thinking she’d had enough she took them off and threw them on the floor. She was saying she wouldn’t wear it again. She was defiantly standing there naked in all of her glory.


    So, to instill upon her that she would wear it when ever she was told to do, Jack had tied her wrists together and with a piece of rope suspended her from the ceiling. She hung just off the floor enough so that her feet didn’t touch the ground. He made sure he could swing her freely back and forth.


    After he had secured her and got her swinging, he went out side and got a branch from one of trees. Using his pocket knife, he shaved the small branches away and put a nice little point on the end.


    Once back in the girl’s room, he took a rag, covered her mouth so that she couldn’t scream and started swinging her back and forth. Every time the girl would swing towards Jack, he would stick her with the sharp end of the branch. After about 10 minutes of this, the girl had dozens of small holes with thin lines of blood trailing down from them. Her naked, shivering body, sore and bleeding, she wept silently.


    Jack had gotten a clean damp rag. The girl hung there, her wrists red and swollen from the rope that bound her wrists. As he gently and tenderly wiped the blood from her body, he caressed her, whispering in her ear. “You know, I’m very sorry that you made me do that. I don’t like to hurt you, but you must learn to obey what I say.”


    The girl just sobbed. She couldn’t speak. The gag was still in her mouth. She couldn’t believe that this was happening to her. She could feel every puncture on her body made by the point of the stick.


    “You mustn’t make me do these things to you,” Jack was saying as he applied dabs of ointment to her wounds. “Things will be much better for you if you just do as you’re told,” he continued. He rubbed his hands over her naked body, trying not to get aroused. It was too late.


    He untied her hands, removed the gag from her mouth and led her over to the small bed. “Well, now, you’ll just have to show me how sorry you are.”


    She would just take a little longer than the other two to bring around was all Jack told himself. Some people were just a bit slower to learn than others.


    Well, no mind, this new addition would lighten things up a bit. There would be three of them now. If it weren’t for the fact they’d probably plot an escape together, he’d have let them talk to each other while he was away. That just wasn’t acceptable.


    Jack was a bit concerned though. He was starting to think that perhaps he couldn’t keep them forever. He couldn’t just let them go. On the other hand, if he did, he’d have to take them somewhere that they didn’t know their way around. Let them find their way back. No, that was a stupid idea. He would just keep them there. It was all he needed to do. Things would work out. It would just take a little time.


    He wasn’t worried about them finding his house. They had been unconscious when he brought them here and they couldn’t give any directions or ID the surroundings. He’d always made sure they were blindfolded when he took them to the house to shower. They probably weren’t even aware that they were buried deep inside the base of a mountain.


    He wasn’t going to worry about that. Not only was he not ready to give them up, he was just beginning. He had to stop feeling paranoid. It was just a nervous twitch. He’d get over it. He had other things to worry about.

  


  



  
    Part Eight


    Third Time, Not a Charm


    Chapter 75


    Laura was sure she was making a big mistake. Common sense wasn’t her strong suite. She and John had been spending a lot of time together the past few months. Even though they weren’t really partners, they functioned really well together like partners. They thought a lot alike, even though they seemed to poke fun at each other all the time. The result was always good and they always agreed.


    She also knew that he was a very attractive man. He was no slouch, was well built and he took care of himself. Chuckling to herself, she thought about his knees. That wasn’t his fault. However, she couldn’t help teasing him about it. She was however going to use it to get her foot in the door.


    As she drove home, she decided that she would go over to his house and administer some tender, loving care to his injured knees. God, she must be crazy to be considering such a thing. Oh well, it wasn’t like she had them lining up at her door. She knew that was her fault though. It was her attitude that got her where she was. It was her tougher than nails, take no shit, make no excuses attitude. The sad truth was they were afraid of her. It seemed that most often men were intimidated by good looking women with a brain. They felt threatened for some reason. Moreover, it was a known fact that women in the business world were far more successful. The majority of men who were successful, more often than not, had an intelligent woman either behind them or beside them. The good looks part was irrelevant.


    Shortly after arriving at home, she fed her fish, cat and the one best friend she had, Buster. He was her German shepherd that she had gotten as he just turned six weeks. He was almost four now and had been thoroughly trained in every aspect imaginable from house pet to serious guard dog. Buster and her cat, Jasmine got along like best friends. They didn’t even know that they weren’t supposed to be. Having both been fixed and Jasmine having been de-clawed, could have been what mellowed them out so. It really was irrelevant. They didn’t care. Whenever she would come home, they’d both rush to meet her. She would get up in the middle of the night and they would be curled up together on the little sofa bed she’d had made for them.


    After taking care of everyone and was sure they were comfortable, she quickly stripped off her clothes. She tossed them into the hamper and started a shower.


    Walking past the mirrored closet doors, she caught her reflection. She paused for a second, looking at herself. She really was in damn good shape. She knew it, and she knew that the guys she worked with knew it. Built incredibly well, she was all real as well. There were no plastic parts here. She refused to allow herself to turn into another piece of plastic, Las Vegas, made over wanna-be whatever. She hated that part of the Vegas life style. Any woman worth their salt in this town was expected to have that certain look. They wanted that certain appearance. The women in Vegas spent God awful amounts of money for all sorts of make over’s from boob jobs to Botox to crowns and bleaching to whatever they could. All just so they could look the way these self-righteous men that ran this town wanted them to. Smiling to herself, she padded off to the shower.


    Laura let the hot water soothe her aches and her tired muscles. She should have taken a bath, but she was in a bit of a hurry and knew that she’d overindulge herself if she were to do that. She knew if she submerged herself into a hot tub of water, she’d never get out.


    She turned off the water, stepped out of the shower, and quickly dried herself off. After wrapping the towel around her, she went to the closet to find something appropriate to wear. She didn’t want to appear too sexy or too pushy. Yet she wanted him to look at her, not as a fellow police officer, or the too hard to crack nut that the guys were afraid of. However, she did want him to want her. After all, if she had to be very honest with herself, that’s exactly why she was doing this?


    Laura wasn’t much for makeup. She wore little if any. The fact that she didn’t smoke, and rarely drank and took care of her skin, she really didn’t need much. So, she did her hair, makeup and decided that little was more.


    Good God, she couldn’t believe she was actually doing it. However, she needed a break from all the stress. John sure as hell wasn’t going to make any moves, so it was up to her.


    She picked out the sheerest bra and panties she could find. Next, was a pair of brown, silk pants that fit her snuggly around the hips but were just loose enough at the legs to not appear to suggestive.


    Next, she pulled on a cream colored, sleeveless, silk blouse. It was open at the collar about half way down, exposing just enough cleavage to entice but not to appear whorish. The blouse also had snaps instead of buttons, which she hoped would be a plus. It fit snugly enough to accentuate her breasts but not so tight as to appear to not fit her at all. She picked a small, heart shaped necklace. She stood and looked at herself in the mirror. She smiled and liked what she saw. Perfect, she thought. Buster and Jasmine were sitting on the bed watching her. They each had the look of approval on their mugs. Their tails and tongues wagging happily so she knew she was ready to go.


    “Okay guys, here goes nothing” she said. She gathered up the things she wanted to take with her and headed out the door.


    Chapter 76


    The Guardian got home, unloaded his things from the bike, put them away, and decided he needed a short nap. Of course, he didn’t really sleep. His mind was full of thoughts about what he was going to do later that night. He was working out the details, going over every little thing in his head. That’s what he always did. In fact, he couldn’t actually remember a time when he’d actually had a full night of completely restful sleep. That was why he was as good as he was and had never been caught. He was a perfectionist when it came to the planning part.


    After about three hours, he got up, went through his work out and his katas. After that he showered, and made something to eat. He was sure how he would get in, and what he would do once he got there. He’d been playing the scenario repeatedly in his mind. Leaving nothing to chance, he was working out every little detail so there would be no mistakes.


    The only thing he didn’t know was what he would find once he was inside. He would have to check for any alarm systems, or any other device that would indicate his presence. He hadn’t seen any motion sensitive, area or perimeter lights. He would double check just to be sure. He wanted to be able to spend enough time to check the inside perimeter and any buildings thoroughly. He wasn’t sure, but he had a gut feeling.This was the place he needed to find.


    He would watch the house. After his last surveillance of the property, he had found an area where he could park the bike out of sight. He could lay low and keep an eye on the front gate. The plan was to wait until he someone was going through the gate. He would give them enough time to get settled and comfortable or out of sight. Then he would go in over the wall. He had initially thought about going in behind the van, staying low so as not to be seen, but that was too risky. It was easier to go in after the fact. It would also increase his element of surprise.


    Checking his watch, he finished loading the last of the equipment that he needed. He secured the building, and prepared to leave. He had approximately a two hour ride ahead of him. If everything went according to plan, he should be there way ahead of his target. He secured his helmet, pulled on his gloves and fired up the bike. It was time to go.

  


  



  
    Chapter 77


    Jack pulled the van over to the side of the curb. He was heading east, towards Jones so he didn’t have to back track. The idea was to grab the girl and get gone. Timing was everything. He removed the rear license plate just in case anyone would see it and remember it. This was the closest he’d ever gone to the edge and he had to admit it was scaring him.


    The odd thing was, the idea of being caught was morbidly exciting to him. He could feel the adrenalin pumping through his veins.


    He had decided that he would get this one and then force himself to lay low for a long time. However, this one couldn’t wait. This was too fine a prize to let go. The longer he waited, the more intense his desire became. He was incredibly impatient, why he did not know. Something was driving him from within. It was making him crazy with want. When you want something so badly that you forget about the consequences and your common sense fades, you have no control over your actions. It’s like an addiction. You rationalize everything to the point that you just know you can pull this one thing off. You fail to see the pitfalls. In addition, if you do, you rationalize them away. Everything seems quite clear. You convince yourself that nothing can go wrong. You become invincible.


    No matter how many times you go over it in your head, you just don’t see the flaws in the plan. It had become like an obsession to him. Like a junkie needing a fix.


    Jack was convinced that once he had her back at his place, explained things to her, she would see. She would see that he wasn’t going to hurt her. If she would mind and cooperate as the other two girls were doing, everything would be fine. He was sure that she would grow to accept and enjoy the games that they would play. They would all grow to accept the situation and everything would be just as he had planned it.


    All of these thoughts were going through his mind. It was like a whirlwind, spinning, constantly buzzing around in his brain. The thoughts never stopped. Sometimes he would get unbearable headaches from it.He couldn’t help it. He was constantly planning, scheming, trying to figure all the angles to make everything work. He was constantly going over every detail in his head. Some times, he would see a snag in the plan, but like the writer of a play, he would rewrite the scene so it worked in his favor. He was sure, that if it were to happen that way for real, the characters would play it out, just as he had done it in his head.


    The fact that he was starting to lose his mind was the one thing that never entered his head. Why would it? In his mind’s eye, he was perfectly normal. If he were in control, he could force them to obey him. He would force them to adjust and to behave as he willed. They would do as they were told and they would like it. Eventually they would like it. They would come to appreciate the love that he was showing them. That’s all there was to it.


    He prepared the things he needed. He opened the side door of the van and pulled out the jack, the small, plastic, red and white reflective sign and the spare tire.


    Jack placed the tire against the wall that surrounded the house that sat on that corner. He then walked over and placed the small, triangular sign facing the oncoming traffic a short way behind the van.


    While he was doing this, he watched the school the whole time. The kids were coming out, heading home or to their perspective destinations. He watched for the little girl with the blonde hair.


    Making sure that he put it behind the wheel, he slid the jack under the van and raised it. It was just enough to touch the frame. He was going to have to leave it and the tire and didn’t want to worry that he’d be driving over it.


    Ducking into the side door, he made sure that the ties and gags were ready. He had the chloroform in is pocket ready to go. He came back out and saw the girl coming up the sidewalk towards him. His heart pounded, he started to get aroused as he watched her walking towards him. He panicked. She was walking with another girl. He hadn’t figured that part in. The last time the other girl had gone off in another direction. It wasn’t supposed to be happening this way. He suddenly lost his erection. How could this be? This wasn’t part of the plan.


    His mind was racing, he was trying to look occupied with his wheel, but he was sweating, trying to figure out a new plan. His mind was blank. Damn it, it had to be now, he couldn’t wait any longer.


    The girls were crossing the street, getting closer, he had to come up with something pretty damn quickly, or the moment would be lost. He was thinking about his being in this area too many times, always showing up when the school let out, how many people would remember him, the van. How many times had the woman seen him? Would she be here? Would she remember? He had to stop that. He had to think positive. He was just being paranoid. Dam it, why was that other girl there. He watched nervously as they got closer and closer. He was sweating more profusely now.


    Chapter 78


    The pain was incredible. John was limping all the way to his car from the office. Jesus, he was going to have to do something about his knees. He knew it. The running had made them flair up like that. He’d be okay once he got home, soaked in a nice hot bath with some Epsom salts. That would do it. All he needed was a hot bath, a cold beer, and a good long soak in the tub. Just what the doctor ordered for a middle aged, beat up, broken down, worn out cop.


    As soon as he got home, he hobbled into the house, threw his keys on the table, and grabbed a cold beer from the fridge. Hobbling to the bedroom, he threw himself on the bed. He could die right here and now and he wouldn’t even care.


    After about twenty minutes, he forced himself up off the bed, dragged himself into the bathroom. He turned on the spigots and started to fill the tub with hot water. He grabbed the Epsom salts, poured some in, and let the steam fill the room as the hot water rose to the top. Tossing his clothes in a heap on the floor he grabbed the beer and took a long pull. The cold liquid felt good going down.


    When the tub was full, he turned off the water and tested it with his hand. “Shit!” He said to himself. It had gotten hotter than he had wanted. “What the hell” he thought. It would probably do him some good.


    Slowly, and ever so carefully he eased himself into the hot, soothing water. His face showed the reaction from the burning of the water. Gritting his teeth, he slowly forced himself all the way into the tub.


    Once in, he lay back, letting the hot water sooth the aches and pains. He had been acquiring them over the past several weeks. God he needed this. He rolled the cold bottle of beer over his forehead, letting the cold ease the tension.


    As he lay there letting the hot, soothing water do its magic, his mind began to wander with thoughts of Laura. She was an incredibly attractive woman. She had a body to die for. She had good looks and was great looking in a pair of tight jeans. She had it all.


    What had impressed him most about her was her ability to work under pressure. He had known Laura for a long time and he knew men who weren’t as good a cop as she was. Granted, she had this tough, can’t break me, I’ll kick your ass exterior about her. John knew that deep inside she was probably all woman just dieing to get out. All she needed was the right man to help her make that happen. He didn’t know if he was that guy, but he’d sure like to try sometime.


    The fact was they weren’t even partners. John always took her with him because he knew he could count on her in the pinch. she was smart as hell, knew more than most cops ever forgot and worked hard at her job. A lot of guys ribbed him about always taking her along. They’d say he was just trying to get into her pants. “No use buddy” “She’s probably gay,” they’d say. The bottom line was they were just jealous. The truth of the matter is every single one of them wished that she were riding along beside them.


    Oh sure, they ribbed each other a lot and didn’t agree on everything. That would be impossible. When all was said and done and the smoke had cleared, the result is all that counted. They worked together like a fine tuned machine. Everyone was happy with the results. Even Gregory was happy. Her looks were just an added bonus.


    He must have lay there for some time because he noticed that the water was starting to get cold. Grabbing the soap and rag, he quickly lathered himself up, knowing that it wouldn’t get all the filth of his job off of him, only the sweat and dirt of the day.


    After he had covered himself with a good lather, he stood up, turned the shower on and put it on cold water. “Jesus H. Christ” he shouted as the freezing water hit his beat red skin. It felt good and he knew he needed it.


    When he knew he’d had enough, he shut the water off, climbed out of the tub, toweled himself off. He proceeded to do the tedious stuff. He realized that he was starving. He hadn’t eaten all day. John chuckled as he thought about calling Laura and asking her if she wanted to go out and get something to eat with him.


    The thought was gone almost as quickly as he had gotten it. There was no chance of that happening. He wouldn’t waste his time. What in the hell would she see in him anyway?


    Chapter 79


    Jack was sweating profusely now. Suddenly, out of nowhere, he heard it. “Rachel, Rachel, over here, come on, let’s go.” A voice from across the way was yelling at the girl walking with the little blonde girl. They both stopped and looked across the street at the woman waving her arms at them. Several other kids were piling into the large station wagon parked in front of the school. Obviously, Rachel was to join them. He prayed his little girl wouldn’t follow.


    Rachel turned to the little blonde girl, said something, and waved as she ran off. She looked for traffic as she ran across the street to the woman waiting for her. His heart rate quickened, no time for celebration. There was still a lot to do. It was far from over and the hardest part was yet to come.


    The little blonde girl waved back and turned towards Jack. She walked faster now that her friend was no longer with her to chat. She was in a hurry to get home.


    Kneeling down next to his van, he put his hand in his jacket pocket. He found the small bottle of chloroform and with one hand popped the lid off. He soaked the small rag that it was wrapped in.


    Stopping just beside him, the little blonde girl looked down at him and smiled, “Is your wheel broke? She said.


    Clearing his throat, he said, “Um, yes, just a flat tire, it’s fine, thank you.


    “Just real messy” he said as he stood up, pulling the rag from his pocket at the same time, acting as though he were going to clean his hands. Instead of wiping his hands, he quickly reached over, grabbed the little girl, shoved the rag into her face, and shoved her into the van. He was franticly looking around; searching for anyone who may have seen him. Seeing nothing, he bound the girl quickly. Her skirt had risen up around her waist and he caught himself staring at her bare legs and panties. Forcing the thoughts he was having from his mind, he reluctantly and gently pulled her skirt down and jumped into the front seat. He forced himself not to drive away speeding. He pulled out into the street; barely stopping at the light on Jones tore off down the street.


    His hands were sweating terribly and his arms were shaking. Constantly checking his mirror, he drove south down Jones trying desperately not to bring attention to himself.


    So far so good. He knew that leaving that stuff behind would definitely draw the attention of anyone who had seen him sitting there. Thinking back, he wished he hadn’t done that. He probably would have had time to throw the stuff in the van. How could he have been sure? Well, no matter, it was too late now. That would be something he would have to deal with when the time came. All he wanted to do now was get home, get the girl off the street and into his little harem. “Harem”, he said it aloud and smiled. He truly did like the sound of that.


    Chapter 80


    The Guardian turned the corner, saw the large house with the large wall and slowly made his way up the rough finished road. There was no one about. There were no other cars and no one out doing any work or walking about. That’s what he had hoped for. It wasn’t quite dark. It was barely five in the afternoon. It wouldn’t be dark for at least two or three hours yet.


    Finding the spot that he had picked to stash the bike, he parked it. He grabbed the bag of equipment out of the trunk, and prepared to settle in to watch the house. The spot that he had picked was on a bit of a rise so that he could look down. In order to see him they would have to look up a considerable ways. No one would do such a thing. If they were worried about someone seeing them, they would scan the area. That’s exactly what he was watching for.


    It wasn’t long before he saw a white van coming down SR160. It wasn’t speeding but he wasn’t being very cautious either. The van turned sharply on to the road, no turn signal, no slowing down. Just an abrupt turn that sent the back end fishtailing and sent rocks flying off the rear wheels.


    The van headed right for the house the Guardian was watching. He watched more intently now as the van came to a jerky stop in front of the gate. The man inside jumped out, looking over the area, scanning as though he was being followed. He jumped back into the car and waited as the gate began to open. The Guardian had ducked down out of sight; just to be sure he wasn’t seen. He smiled, “well, well, the cock has returned to the roost.” He said to himself. He wasn’t sure this was the one they were after. However, given the odd behavior this guy was showing, he acted like he had something to hide. The Guardian wanted to find out what that was.


    He watched as the van quickly pulled into the compound area, the gate was closed, and that was that. It was time to move.


    The Guardian quickly grabbed his bag and started down the grade from where he had been hiding. He scanned the area, looking for any sign that he was being watched. Of course, there was no way of knowing. He doubted that. The houses here were too far apart.


    Reaching a small clump of trees near the rear corner of the wall, he sat the bag down and opened it. He pulled out the long, black, nylon rope with the large plastic hook on the end of it. He made his way to the wall. He swung the rope several times in a large circle getting enough momentum for it to reach the top of the wall. The hook hit the wall with very little noise. He gave it a tug to secure it. He then secured the black bag with the other items he needed to the end of the rope. He could pull it up to him once he was at the top of the wall.


    The wall made of timber and the hook made of plastic, the noise of the hook hitting the wall was minimal. That’s what he had been counting on. He tugged the rope again to make sure that it was secure. He waited a few moments, listening intently to make sure that he hadn’t been discovered and started up the wall. The short spikes on the bottom of his shoes made it easy for him to scale to the top quickly and quietly.


    At the top, he raised himself up slowly, carefully peeking over the top. He scanned the area. He saw the van parked in front of the large mound of earth that protruded from the ridge of the mountain. What an interesting surprise. There was an opening in the front of the mound. He hadn’t seen anything like that since his tour in Nam. He recalled how they used to put netting with foliage attached to it to simulate the jungle to camouflage their equipment, guns and what ever else they didn’t, want Charlie to find. It had obviously been concealed, and it was probably for a reason.


    The branches of the trees outside the wall helped to conceal him. He pulled the rope up with the bag at the other end. He carefully slung it down the inside of the wall, making sure that it didn’t hit the side. It gently came to rest on the ground. He was making sure that the rope wasn’t tangled in any way. He slid down the rope quickly, checking that his target hadn’t come out and had seen him. Giving the rope a quick flick and a sharp tug, the hook came free. He caught it as it came down. He lay the rope down along the wall so that he could retrieve it when he was ready to leave. Leaving the bag and the rope where it was, out of sight, he made his way towards the van.


    Chapter 81


    Jack was trying not to hurry but it wasn’t doing him any good. He couldn’t help it. When he got to his road, he just cut the wheel hard, made the turn. The back end was sliding sideways, throwing gravel everywhere. Checking his mirrors, he sped towards his gate. He looked back to check on the girl. She was still out but wouldn’t be for much longer. He had to hurry.


    He stopped in front of the gate. It wasn’t opening. What in the hell was wrong? “Jesus, not now!” How could this be happening? He jumped out, ran to the gate, opened it manually, and ran back to the van. He sped though the gate, got out, ran back and quickly closed the gate. He ran back to the van. He could not believe this shit. These little things were very, very annoying to him. He didn’t like annoyances. It pissed him off that he hadn’t thought things through thoroughly enough. It took away his control of the situation.


    The girl was starting to come around, great, he thought. He quickly pulled up to the shelter. He ran to the opening and haphazardly pulled the foliage back, and unlocked the door. He swung the huge door back. He ran to the van, opened the side door, grabbed the girl, and slung her over his shoulder. Quickly he got her inside and laid her on the bed he had made up for her.


    Once the girl was on the bed, she was trying to sit up. Rubbing her head and her eyes, she coughed trying to clear her senses. Jack ran over and closed the door. The young girl sat up, with a look of total shock and panic on her face she said, “What have you done to me?”


    Jack was in a bit of a panic himself. He had started to pace. This wasn’t feeling quite right. Not like the others. This didn’t feel good like the others. “Shut up, okay. Everything will be fine. Just sit there and shut up and let me think.” The young girl started to cry.


    “Oh for Christ’s sake, don’t start that. Everything will be okay, really.” He said. He went over to her; putting his arms around her, he tried to comfort her. She pulled away, “Get away from me!” She yelled.


    It was reflex, he didn’t mean to but as quickly as she had opened her mouth his hand shot out and he backhanded her, sending her flying across the bed into the wall. “DON’T EVER yell at me, EVER!” He yelled back. “You are not in charge here, I am. We have a few things to get straight, some things that you will have to understand. When you do, you will see that things really aren’t that bad. I won’t hurt you, I promise, as long as you do as you’re told.” He was glaring at her. He had temporarily lost his compassionate demeanor. Actually, he was just plain loosing it all the way around. He had to get control of himself.


    “Okay, look, I’m sorry but you made me do that. I’ll be right back. Take your clothes off; put those there on the bed on. Do it now, and don’t give me any trouble about it.” He stood there watching her.


    The little blonde girl, tears in her eyes, rubbed her face where he had hit her. She just sat there, not believing that any of this could be happening.


    “I said, put those clothes on, and do it now!” He said.


    Slowly she got up off the bed, shaking terribly she turned her back to him. She began to take off her clothes. Jack stood there watching with an evil smirk on his face.


    “Turn around and face me. I want to see you.” He said


    “What?” she asked a surprised, shocked look on her face.


    “I said turn around and face me. I want to watch.”


    She turned around facing him. Her hands were trembling as she undid the buttons and removed her clothes. She stopped at her bra and panties, her arms folded in front of her.


    “All of it, your under things too.” He said sternly, a hungry look in his eyes.


    When she was completely naked, she was reaching for the nightgown that he’d laid out for her. As she reached for it he said, “Wait, I want to admire you for a minute.” She was trying to cover herself with her arms again, but he was insistent, “Put your arms down to your sides, yes, that’s right. Now turn around for me.” As she slowly turned around for him, the tears were welling up inside and she began to sob. Her head was hanging down in shame. She could feel his eyes burning into her flesh. She could feel the burn deep in her very soul and her entire being. He just smiled, admiring how well developed she was. Her body was pure and innocent, with no signs of hair or visual maturity. He just said, “Okay, you can dress now, dinners at six.” He picked up her discarded clothes turned and walked away.


    As she picked up the nightgown and proceeded to dress she heard the heavy bolt of the door slide into place. She jumped as it hit home with a sudden finality. It was then that she truly felt that there was no hope for her. The little blonde girl was consumed with fear, helplessness, and total abandonment as if she’d just been buried alive.


    After she was dressed, she stood there looking around the room. Taking in her surroundings for the first time, she was appalled. She couldn’t help but wonder what kind of place this was. The little blonde girl had never seen or heard of such a place before. It was cold, dank, and smelled of rot and mildew. She looked at the bed. The linens were clean and crisp. The small table seemed clean and tidy. Everything seemed clean and tidy. It was just, so out of place here.


    She walked slowly around the room, looking to see what was there and if there was any thing, she could use to escape or defend herself. She found the hole in the floor. It was her makeshift toilet. She put her hand over her mouth, and clutched her stomach. God, where was she? There wasn’t even a real toilet. It dawned on her that she’d been caged just like an animal.


    She turned and slowly made her way back to the bed. Not knowing what else to do, she pulled the covers back on the bed, slid beneath the sheets, curled up into a tight, round ball, and began to cry. There was nothing else to do. She was going to die here. She just knew it. It was at that moment she started thinking about all the mean, awful things that she had done and said to her mother. She was wishing that she could go back and undo all of them. Now, she sobbed.


    Chapter 82


    John had pulled on a pair of boxers, a clean white t-shirt, and robe. He decided to see what was in his kitchen that was eatable. As he was half way down the hallway, there was a knock at his door. He looked at the clock. It was almost seven at night. Grabbing his Glock from the kitchen counter, flicking the safety off, he slowly went to the door and peered through the eye piece.


    Standing there in all her sexual, stunning glory was Detective Griffin. John stepped back, stunned to the point that he just stood there staring. The knock came again. He was pacing, “shit”; he put the safety on and shoved the Glock into the pocket of his robe. He smoothed his hair with his hands, smoothed the front of the robe, and opened the door.


    “Well, this really is a surprise Laura. Won’t you come in?”


    She came in, leaned over, and kissed him on the cheek. When she did the Glock in his pocket pressed against her leg.


    “Oh John, what is that? Are you that happy to see me?”


    “Um, sorry” he said backing away pulling the gun from his robe pocket holding it up. He turned and put it on the counter. “Sorry” he said again.


    “I guess it is a surprise. By the looks of you, or did you dress up knowing that I was coming over?” She said with a sly smile on her face.


    “Um, no, uh, no I didn’t, but uh, let me go put something on real quick.”


    “That’s okay John. Actually, you’re better off dressed that way. I’m here to help you ease your pain.”


    John was looking at her with a very puzzled look on his face. “And how would that be exactly?”


    “Your knees John, remember, gimpy, knees, pain, limping, those knees.”


    “Oh, yes, yes, of course. I knew that.”


    Smiling she handed him the bag that she had been holding. “Where would you like me to put this?”


    “What is it exactly?”


    “It’s some hot and cold packs, some Theragesic ointment, some rubber gloves so as not to get my new nails messy and a bottle of cold Chablis.”


    “Well, I see you’ve certainly come prepared.” He said.


    “You won’t take care of yourself, so someone has to.”


    John didn’t know what to say. His mind was reeling. He couldn’t help but notice how stunning she looked. God she was beautiful. He’d never really seen her dressed up away from work. She was a knock out.


    “John, John, earth to John, earth to John” she was teasing him now.


    “Oh sorry, but um, you know you look smashing, just fucking great.” He felt stupid for saying it as soon as the words were out of his mouth.


    “Thanks John. What is that, Armani bath collection?” She said smiling broadly at him.


    “Very funny, but I didn’t know you were coming or I’d have dressed.”


    “I know that silly. That was the plan. To surprise you and I guess it worked.”


    “What now? Are you hungry? I’m starving. We could eat.”


    “Well, I took care of that too.” She said as she pulled an array of Chinese take-out from the bag.


    “Jesus, is that bag bottomless or what? What else do you have in there, the Ringling Brothers Clowns?” He said as they both started laughing.


    While Laura removed the little square cartons out of the bag John went about getting some plates out of the cupboard and silverware from the drawer. After the table was set, they each enjoyed a nice, hot meal and some very good wine.


    After they had finished, they loaded the dishwasher and cleaned up the mess. They worked together as well in the kitchen as they did at work. When they’d finished that, they stood there looking at each other.


    “Look” she said. I just wanted to give you a little TLC for your knees. I know you needed it and knew you wouldn’t ask. You sure as hell wouldn’t do it yourself. So I just did what any good hearted woman would do.”


    He just looked at her for a moment. He was truly surprised. “Thank you Laura. I really mean that. It was very nice of you. Thank you for everything.”


    “Okay, enough of the small talk mushy shit. Sit your ass down on that sofa there and let me do my thing.”


    John sat down on the sofa. She propped his feet with a pillow on the coffee table, pulled the items out of the bag and set to work. As she massaged his knees, John couldn’t help but admire this woman who, with her cast iron outer shell was going out of her way to show some tenderness and care.


    As he watched her, he just couldn’t help but think how beautiful she really was. He noticed that she wasn’t wearing hardly any makeup. She was as natural as they came.


    She caught him staring at her. “What,” she said.


    “Nothing, well, no not nothing, actually something, I guess.” God he was stammering like a highschooler.


    “Jesus John, just spit it out. I’ve never seen you like this before.”


    “Well, funny you should say that. I was just thinking that I’d never seen you like this before either.”


    “Just don’t let it get around at work. I don’t want anybody thinking I’m a freaking Mother Theresa okay?”


    “No, really, I mean it. I guess, well, you know what I’m thinking. you’re just one hell of a damn good looking woman Laura. I think I want to kiss you really badly right now.” He just blurted it out. He couldn’t believe he’d said it. “Jesus, what are you doing JOHN!!” he thought.


    “I don’t know what to say to that John,” she said standing up. “So I won’t say anything.” and straddling his legs she sat down right on top of him and before she knew it, they were in each other’s arms.


    Their mouths met. Their tongues were darting in and out. The kiss was a long, hot, wet passionate release of all the pent up feelings that they had been stifling. He pulled her close to him as she pressed herself into his lap, slowly rotating her hips.


    The kiss lasted a long time. When they finally came up for air, they just looked into each other’s eyes. Both of them smiling like cats that had eaten the canary, breathing hard, cheeks flush.


    John gently and slowly began to undo the snaps on her blouse. His hands were shaking slightly, slowly descending the front, undoing each one. Slowly holding his breath with the anticipation of what was beneath the silk material.


    Once her snaps were undone, he pulled the blouse back over her shoulders. The view of her milky, white breasts held only by the sheer, lacy bra she was wearing simply took his breath away. Finding the base of her neck he began a slow, gentle caress. kissing her ever so gently, working his way down her shoulder, finding her breast, he cupped it. He kissed her nipple through the sheer material, and felt it grow against his tongue. She gasped as he worked with eagerness. Her head was thrown back, biting her lip as a wave of hot desire shot through her. God how she needed this she thought.


    She couldn’t stand it anymore. Standing, she took his hand. “Lead the way big boy” she said.


    John led her into the bedroom. Standing at the edge of the bed, he took her in his arms. Her blouse fell to the floor at the same time as his robe. Franticly he worked on her slacks as she tugged his boxers to the ground. She pulled his t-shirt up and over his head. She stopped briefly gently kissing his chest. Grabbing the cheeks of his ass with both her hands, she pulled him tightly to her.


    Standing there, both of them very naked, their hearts were racing. Breathing in short gasps, they threw themselves onto the bed. Legs and arms entwined together, their breath short, rapid, and hot on each other’s flesh.


    John covered her body with his hands, lips, and tongue. She returned the favor. They were in a fever pitch they couldn’t control. The passion that they felt for each other was immense.


    Laura lay back opening wide to him. He entered her easily. Wrapping her legs tightly around his hips she pulled him to her, eagerly wanting more. Both of them were gasping at the wonderful sensation that it sent through their bodies.


    They made love like there was no tomorrow. It was wild and passionate, with total abandon.


    Afterwards, they lay there. Laura snuggled tightly in his arms. He was content and satisfied for the first time in a very long time. Surely, he’d died and gone to heaven.


    John gently rubbed her shoulder. She ran her foot up and down the length of his calf. If she were a kitten, she’d purr. God, why had they waited so long?


    “So, how are the knees?” She asked.


    “What knees?” He said, rolling to face her


    “Ooo, John, you devil. you’re not done yet?” She said as she felt him against her.


    He just smiled. “Not by a long shot.” This was going to be a very long night indeed.


    Chapter 83


    Jack locked the door behind him and headed outside. His thoughts were consumed with the images of the little girl’s nakedness. She truly was worth the risk. He would give her a little more time than he had the others for adjustment. He’d wait to explain to her real reason she was there. She was his number one, for that there was no doubt. He would have to go fix his fit of rage that he had shown. There was no doubt about that.That was not a problem to deal with now.


    He decided he would have to get rid of the van. It would be too risky to keep it around. Especially after today, there was no doubt that someone had seen him. They were already looking for a white van. His half assed paint job that he had done was a very poor excuse for camouflage and he knew it. Yes, he would have to dump it somehow.


    He was totally immersed into these thoughts and the next few moments would take him by complete surprise. He would never see it coming and he would only pray for an end.


    He pulled the large door shut and put the large, heavy padlock in place, and secured the door. He pulled the foliage down around it and turned to go to his van when it hit him. As he turned to go towards the house, 50,000 volts slammed into him, shoving him into the large wooden door. It was gripping his every nerve and muscle, doubling him over, and bending him into a painful fetal position.


    Jack’s mind was a cloud, a big mass of fog. He was unable to think clearly, unable to move. Twitching uncontrollably, his only thought, “What the hell is happening to me?”


    The Guardian walked over to him, knelt down beside him and just glared into his eyes. He knew what was behind that door. He knew that this piece of shit lying on the ground in front of him was responsible.


    The man looked up at him. The Guardian pulled the leads from the man’s chest. “Aghhh” the man cried. The Guardian stood there glaring down at him. After a few moments, the man started to come around, fear in his eyes, he looked up, “You’re him aren’t you? You’re the one they want?”


    “Shut up. You disgust me.”


    At that, the Guardian bent down, grabbed Jack by his shirt, and hauled him up to his feet. He slammed him into the front of the mound that just exited. “Where are those girls, in there? Is that why it’s so well hidden and locked?” He asked him pointing to the front of the mound of earth.


    “Fuck you. I’m not telling you shit.” Jack said. He obviously didn’t know who he was dealing with. Intimidation wasn’t going to work here. He wasn’t in control any more.

  


  



  
    Part Nine


    Harem Scarem


    Chapter 84


    It was after three and her daughter wasn’t home. The woman started to panic. She had been out in the driveway three times in the past thirty minutes. She had already called the school. They assured her that her daughter wasn’t there and that all the children had left for the day. She called her daughter’s friends, the two that she could think of that she might have gone with after school. She knew that wasn’t right. She would never go off without coming home first. She would at least call her. The woman was in a panic. She was blaming herself for not being there to walk home with her daughter.


    The lady ran down to the corner. She stood there searching, scouring the other children as they walked home. There were only a few left. There was no sign of her daughter. Her heart was in her throat. Her stomach ached with a knot the size of Texas. She ran back to the house.


    Suddenly her mind flashed the image of the man in the sports car. That man always seemed to be there. The car, what was it about that car? She’d seen, heard, or read something. What was it…? She stopped mid thought. Then she remembered and gasped, her hand covering her mouth. He had been watching them. He was the same man at the mall and across the street. He was at the crosswalk. It was the same man. She was sure of it. Tears filling her eyes she ran to the phone and dialed the police.


    The lady explained to them everything that she knew. The officer on the other end of the line explained that an officer would be by and that she should not leave. They tried to assure her that everything would be all right, but she knew better. Those other two girls hadn’t been found yet and they had absolutely no leads. Well, none that she knew of anyway.


    As soon as she was off the phone, she called the mothers of her daughter’s two friends. She explained to them everything that she had explained to the police. She asked them if they would mind letting their daughters come over to her house so that they could possibly share any information they had with the police. Perhaps they would know something that could help them find her daughter.


    Next, she called her best friend. Finally, sobbing almost out of control, she told her friend she needed her. Would she please come over? She hung up, shaking uncontrollably. There was nothing else to do now but wait. The waiting was the hardest part.


    Thinking back, looking at that man, she’d had a feeling. She knew, “Oh God, why hadn’t she done something then?” she thought. This was all her fault. She just hung her head and sobbed.


    It wasn’t long before her friend Claire was at the door. She’d let herself in.


    “Oh Claire, what have I done, what have I done?” She explained everything to her. She told her about the trip to the mall, the man in the sports car, everything.


    The woman sat next to her on the couch. She was taking her in her arms, trying to comfort her. Claire tried to reassure her of something she knew was vague at best. They sat there like that just waiting for the police.


    Chapter 85


    Halloway and Griffin got the call at the same time. Their phones were ringing in chorus. They had been up, dressed and ready for a short time before getting the calls. They had spent the entire morning in bed. Both of them were catching up on all the lonely, frustrated nights. It was a marathon of love making, napping, more love making, then doze off again. It was truly incredible.


    There wasn’t much conversation. It was a bit awkward to say the least. Finally, John said, “last night and today was truly great. I mean, I really enjoyed it.” He was blushing.


    Laura walked over to him, put her arms around his neck, kissed him deeply, and then said, “Ya, it was. Unfortunately, we’re needed elsewhere. We can finish this later.”


    They gathered their things and headed out the door.


    “Well, looks like he got another one.” John said as they got into the car.


    “Jesus, I don’t believe this. How can this bastard keep doing this with over half the city watching?” Laura was visibly pissed.


    “It’s better this time. The girl’s mother says she can ID some guy who she says was hanging around. He kept showing up at the same places they were all the time.”


    “I hope you’re right and this turns out to be the lead we were hoping for.”


    They sped up Las Vegas Blvd. to Sahara, headed west to Jones, and then headed south until they got to Harmon. It didn’t take much to find the house once they made the turn onto Harmon. They could see the reflections of the blue and red lights from the rollers as there were three black and whites parked in front of the lady’s house. Of course, without fail, it was media frenzy. Christ, they were like vultures. They didn’t care about a victim’s emotions or feelings. It was all about getting a story.


    “Good God John, how the hell do they get here so much faster than we do? What ever it is, we need their secret.” Laura said with disgust.


    “Okay, take a deep breath. Pretend they don’t exist and head straight to the house.


    They parked the car and headed straight for the front door. They badged their way in and saw the girl’s mother sitting on the sofa with Officer Stone. The officer was talking to her, taking notes on the girl’s description and other pertinent information.


    “Officer Stone. How we doin’ here?” Halloway said as they approached the two on the sofa.


    Stone stood up, “Lieutenant Halloway, this is Ms. Sanford. Her daughter, Melanie is the one who’s missing,” she said.


    “Ms. Sanford, I’m Lieutenant Halloway and this is Detective Griffin. We’re going to be working on finding your daughter for you.”


    The lady just nodded her head, rocking back and forth; constantly wiping her eyes with the hanky. Laura sat down next to her on one side, John on the other.


    “We’re going to have to ask you some questions. I’m sure that some of them have already been asked of you. I’m sorry if we they seem repetitive, but we need to get all the information we can.”


    “I know that’s fine. Just find Melanie, please, what ever it takes, that’s all I want.”


    “Yes ma’am, we understand. Now, you gave Officer Stone a description is that correct?”


    “Yes, yes I did. She also asked me for a current photograph, but the newest one I had was almost a year old. I knew I should have taken others more recent, what if I never see her again?”


    “Well, we won’t think about that. I think the one you gave us is fine.”


    “Now, you said you think you saw the man who may have taken her?”


    “Yes, it was so odd. It bothered me at the time, but I didn’t really give it any serious thought. The first time was at the mall. We just bumped into him, you know, like you do with so many people everywhere. I’d caught him staring at us. Then again, the other day while I was walking Melanie to school. He was at the crosswalk. Looking at us with an evil kind of smile on his face, it made my skin all prickly feeling. Then later on, I saw his car parked across the street. I don’t know why I didn’t give it more thought?”


    “Do you remember what he looked like? Could you describe him?” Halloway asked, anxious that they were on to something.


    “Oh yes, definitely, I could never forget that face. He wasn’t a young aged man. I hate to say it, nice looking, and probably mid thirties with thick, red wavy hair.”


    “What was he driving? Do you remember that? Was it a white van?”


    “No, no it wasn’t. That’s what took me so long to put it together. I don’t know what kind of car, it seemed some sort of sports car, probably foreign, not a new one. I think it was probably an older one. I’d have remembered that van. It’s been on the news a lot.”


    “Would you recognize the car again if you saw it?” Laura asked.


    “I think so, maybe, yes, definitely.”


    John felt that they were finally getting some where. “We would like you to talk to one of our police artists. You can give him any information that you can remember. He’ll sketch a face out for you and maybe we can come up with something pretty close to what your man looks like.”


    “Can they do that?”


    “Absolutely” Laura added, these guys are very good. “They may even be able to rough out a description of the car you saw.”


    “Okay, yes, that would be fine.”


    Halloway and Griffin sat with Ms. Sanford for another thirty minutes collecting all the information that they could from what she could remember. They had talked to the two young friends of the little blonde girl. Even though the information not pointed, they discounted nothing. They talked with Claire for a few minutes getting what additional info they could from her. For the first time John and Laura felt that they had some very substantial leads.


    The scent was getting stronger as they got more and more information. It seemed as though our serial predator’s little game was about to come to a very abrupt end John thought.


    He was also thinking about how great it was to wake up with Laura in his bed. He just smiled and kept that thought.


    Chapter 86


    The Guardian had forced the man to unlock the door to the large room inside the mound. Dragging Jack inside with him, he threw him against the far wall, and told him not to move. “Give me the keys, now” was all he said. Jack was fumbling in his pocket, shaking so badly his fingers wouldn’t work.


    “GIVE …ME…THE…KEYS!” His voice was calm but it cut through the air like a bullet seeking bone.


    Jack finally freed the keys from his pocket and tossed them to him.


    “Don’t move!”


    His mind was racing. He had to get out. He would loose everything. This couldn’t be happening. The one thing that he hated more than anything, feared more than death, this “Guardian” fucker had bested him. How could he have let this happen? He was so careful. He was in control, and he did everything just right.


    The Guardian went to the first door, it wasn’t locked, he swung it open. It was empty. He went to the next, the same thing. The first three rooms were all empty. As he swung the doors open he couldn’t believe his eyes. This piece of shit had gone to a great deal of trouble to set up house in here. He saw the small beds, the tables, the small dressers, like a little studio apartment. The only difference was they were dank and depressing.


    Just as he came out of the third room, Jack was coming at him with a large wooden beam, raised high over his head. It was in the down stroke of the swing. The Guardian had just caught a glimpse of him out the corner of his eye. He immediately did a right, spinning back kick, squaring the ball of his feet dead Center of his chest. He felt the sharp points of the spikes on the bottom of his shoe pierce the flesh.


    “Aghhh” Jack cried, dropping the beam. The force of the blow doubled him over and sent him flying back against the far wall where he landed in a heap. Blood seeped from the small puncture wounds, covering his shirt with the scarlet droplets of his blood.


    “You fucker” he screamed, obviously having no clue what so ever that he was about to initiate his own undoing. He scrambled to his feet, hesitated just for a moment. Looking down he put his fingers to his chest, then holding them up seeing the blood. He picked up another beam, holding it like a lance and charged at the Guardian.


    The Guardian only watched in disgust. Jack ran at him. Once he was within reach, the Guardian side stepped, grabbing the beam and Jack’s arm, using Jack’s own momentum against him, the Guardian wheeled him around, up and over landing him squarely and painfully on his back.


    “Ughhh”, he moaned, rolling over onto his stomach. The Guardian tossed the beam to the side. As Jack raised himself up on his hands and knees, he was suddenly met with a full, snapping front kick to the ribs. The blow forced him down and across the floor.


    “Stay down you dumb bastard” The Guardian warned.


    Jack was too proud and too stupid to listen to any reason at this point. He was up on his feet, holding his ribs, pain searing inside of him. He was charging at the Guardian like a mad banshee out of his mind.


    He was met with a rapid fire combination flourish of full knuckle strikes, back knuckle strikes, elbow strikes and ridge hand strikes that started at his ribs, up to his shoulders, down his solar plexus, into his stomach back to his rib and up to a final elbow strike to the side of the head. The Guardian had landed almost forty blows in the matter of seconds. The final blow rendered him unconscious. He landed in a heap at the Guardians feet. “I told you to stay down you dumb bastard.”


    The Guardian quickly went to the three remaining rooms. These were locked. His blood ran cold, fearing what he would find inside. Trying each key, he found the one that worked. He unlocked the first room, swung the door open. There, crouched on the small bed tightly curled into a ball, the first girl, her eyes wide with fear. He quickly went to the other two rooms, finding the other two girls in the same condition. He thought he was going to be sick. The stench of each room overwhelmed him. How could anyone force another human being to live this way?


    One by one, he gathered the girls into the open area. Kneeling down he checked each one for any serious injuries. Then he took the girls in his arms and hugged them. “You’re safe now. He won’t be able to hurt you anymore.” They were all looking at him. This strange man was all in black, even the hood that covered his head. But the eyes, they were so soft, understanding and trusting. His voice was more comforting than anything they could remember.


    The girls were sobbing now, “Oh God, thank you”, “Oh God, where’s my parents?” “Can we go home now?” “Thank you.” The bombarded him with their questions as they released all their pent up fears and emotions.


    “Where are your clothes? Do you know?” He asked them.


    They were shaking their heads. “Where are our parents?” They wanted to know.


    “They’ll be coming very soon, but first we need to get some clothes on you. We can’t have them finding you like this now can we?


    “Do you know where your clothes are?” He asked them again.


    “We don’t know. He took them from us when he brought us here. We’ve been in these since then.”


    The Guardian was thoroughly disgusted.He had to do something. He went from room to room, searching for anything that resembled clothes but found nothing. Frustrated, he started yanking the sheets off of each bed. He went out to where the girls were standing, handed one to each of them.


    “Here, wrap these around you, wear them like a toga, you know what a toga is right? Just like the Romans used to wear?”


    They all nodded and took the sheets wrapping themselves in the white material.


    “Look, nobody knows we’re here, understand? I have to call some people, let them know where we are. I have to do something before they get here though. I need you girls where you’ll be safe and out of the way. Is that okay?” He said looking at them.


    They were looking at each other, trying to understand why they had to wait.


    “You don’t have to stay in here. It’s better that you wait in the house where it’s more comfortable.”


    He led the girls out of the cold, dank dungeon that they had been living in. Like a small parade, they went to the house. Of course, it was locked. He fumbled with the ring of keys he still held in his hand, found the one that fit and opened the house.


    Turning to the girls he said, “You’re out very far away from anything. It will take them awhile to get here. They don’t know where we are and it may be a few minutes is all I’m saying. I just want you to stay in here where it’s safe. You need to know that I can’t take you with me. I won’t leave you alone until they get here, Okay. I promise you’ll be safe now.”


    They all nodded in agreement. Once he was sure that they would be all right. He told them to raid the kitchen. He instructed them help themselves to what ever they wanted. He told them to lock the door behind him and not to let anyone in except himself or the police when they showed up.


    As he started to leave Amber came up to him. “You’re the one they call the Guardian aren’t you?”


    Not knowing exactly what to say, he knelt down. He brought the three girls close to him so they could all see into his eyes. “That’s right, but that’s going to be our secret, okay? You just remember though, no matter where you are I’ll be watching over you, deal?”


    They all smiled and gave him a big group hug. He pulled them close, hugged them tight for a moment. Standing up, he smiled down at them knowing they would be okay. As he walked away, he heard the door locking behind him.


    He had to make a call and move very quickly. He knew that with this case it wouldn’t take Halloway and Griffin long to get there. He had to hurry if he wanted to be done and gone by the time they did get there.


    Chapter 87


    It didn’t take the woman long at all to come up with a composite sketch of the man she had seen. Halloway had it plastered all over the TV and flyers were going out. He was unaware that the Guardian already had his man secured and the girls out of harms way.


    Griffin came into the room from the kitchen where she had been talking with Ms. Sanford and the police artist. “We think we know what car he used,” she said. “We think it’s an early model Jaguar. We’re not sure of the exact model, but probably an “E” type.”


    Halloway looked pleased. “Good, put out an all points and see if we can’t coral this guy before he feels us coming and slides away.”


    About that time, his phone was chirping. He snapped the phone from its holder, “Halloway” he said.


    The voice on the other end came through scrambled, just like the other calls. “I’ve got your man. The girls are safe.”


    “You’re kidding me right. This is a-okay?” Halloway said unable to believe what he was hearing. He started pacing, waving at Laura, and motioning her to come over to him.


    “Sorry, not okay. I wouldn’t see the humor. Do you want directions or do you want to stand there and analyze why you couldn’t find them first?”


    “Of course I do. Don’t be so smug. Where are they? You’ll have to give me the details.”


    “Go out SR160 towards Pahrump. There’s a large house on the south side of the freeway about three miles out. It has a large wall of railroad timber and bunch of large trees surrounding the house. There’s a large gate in the front. Once inside, head to the rear of the property. There’s a large mound that protrudes from the base of the mountain. That’s where he was keeping them. He’ll be in there and the girls will be in the house, safe and sound. Any details you can get from them.”


    “Okay, but you need to fill out a report…” the phone went dead.


    “He hung up on me.” Halloway was more hurt feelings than pissed.


    Griffin came over, “What’s up? Did I hear you talking to our Guardian?”


    “Ya, he’s found the girls and the suspect. He gave me directions on where they’re at. Then, as I tried to get him to give me more info, the bastard hung up on me.”


    “Well, we can worry about that later. Let’s get some units out there. Where is it?”


    “It’s in a house out on SR160 towards Pahrump.” He said as he headed back into the kitchen to tell the girls mother.


    “They’ve found them and they appear to be alive and unharmed,” he said as he entered the kitchen.


    Ms. Sanford jumped out of her chair. Her eyes immediately filled with tears, her hands covering her mouth “Oh thank God. I have to see her. Where is she?”


    “One of our officers will take you with them. You can meet us there.” He said. “I’ll have Officer Stone take you over with her.”


    Halloway was on the radio, pointing fingers and giving orders to everyone getting things going so that they could get to the girls as quickly as possible. From where they were on Jones, it was about a thirty-minute drive. He was hoping that at this time of day the traffic wouldn’t be as bad.


    As they raced down Jones, Halloway was still stewing over the fact he hung up on him.


    “You know he won’t be there when we get there. You know that right. That’s why he called. How in the hell did he find them so quickly? I can’t believe this guy.”


    “Look, just try to calm down.” Laura was saying. “He doesn’t have to stay there. He said all he cared about was getting the girls back safe. His only condition was that he not be busted in the process. He’s only covering his own ass. You do remember that conversation right?”


    “Ya, I remember. It still pisses me off. God, he’s such a self-righteous son-of-a-bitch.”


    As they made the turn onto SR160 they could already see the circus that was developing down the road. He just could not figure out how in the hell the media could get there so quickly.


    You could see the house from the road. The large wooden fence, the tall, flush trees, the leaves were blowing gently too and fro. It seemed like such a peaceful day for such tragedy and chaos to have been happening.


    They pulled up in front of the house, jumped out of the car and ran to the gate. They were badging their way in. Singletary and Smythe were already there.


    There were officers already in the house. The girls seated on the couch giving all the details of their horrible ordeal. A female youth counselor from the department was there with them.


    They saw Ms. Sanford jumping out of the cruiser that had followed them. She ran towards the house. At first she met considerable resistance from the officers outside, but John yelled over at them, “She’s one of the mothers, let her in.” They all stepped aside.


    The woman ran inside, yelling for her daughter, “Melanie, Melanie, God where are you?”


    When Melanie heard her mother’s voice, she ran to her, jumping into her arms. Both of them were sobbing uncontrollably.


    The other two girls looked around wondering why their mothers hadn’t come at the same time.


    The counselor explaining they were on their way. She explained it was just coincidence. The other girl’s mother just happened to be talking to police when the call had come in.


    It wasn’t long before the other two mothers had shown up. The girls running to their perspective parent and the same emotional scenario played out again.


    The girls would have to go to the hospital for tests for sexual assault. The mothers knew that. As for Melanie, fortunately she hadn’t been there long enough to have to go through that ordeal. However, it would still be necessary for an evaluation. The girls didn’t mind. They were just glad to be free from their captor.


    Halloway and Griffin looked on as the girls were rejoined with their parents. It made his heart fill with emotion, bringing him almost to tears as he watched. This was one of the rare, happy endings. All he had to do now was find the suspect.

  


  



  
    Part Ten


    Just the Beginning


    Chapter 88


    The Guardian ran over to the wall where he’d left his bag of tricks. Grabbing it on the run, he ran back to the mound where he had left Jack. He was securely bundled and lying on the floor.


    He quickly went inside and found Jack right where he had left him. Jack was lying in the middle of the floor, moaning, struggling with his bindings trying to free himself.


    Putting the ball of his right foot against Jack’s right shoulder, he pushed hard, rolling him over onto his back. The spikes of his shoe were digging into the shoulder. “Aghhh, God, please, stop doing that. What the fuck’s the matter with you?” Jack said grimacing in pain as the blood stained his shirt even more.


    “You’re getting a break that someone in your position does not deserve.” He said to Jack as he sat him up against the wall. “Trust me when I say that, you have no idea.”


    Jack didn’t feel very fortunate at that moment. His whole body hurt, his face was a bloody mess. He was sure that two or more of his ribs were broken. Christ, now he had new punctures bleeding all over his chest, shoulder, and God knew how much hair this bastard had yanked out of his head.


    The Guardian had to move quickly. Halloway and the rest would be there in no time and he had to make sure that he was long gone. It was starting to get dark so he knew that would give him the advantage.


    As he went about his tasks, he proceeded to give Jack a piece of his mind.


    “People like you have no useful purpose on this earth. Monsters like you turn the weak and defenseless into what you are. I’d as soon kill you myself, but I’ve got too much work to do.”


    Jack just looked up at him, “You, you’re so fucking self-righteous; you think you’re better than me, but I’m smarter, you’re just some punk ass bully who thinks he can throw his weight around.”


    The Guardian just stood back, looked at Jack shook his head. “Shut up, you disgust me.” He said and shoved a rag in his mouth. He grabbed the roll of duct tape from his bag, yanked a long piece from the roll and wrapped it around Jack’s head to hold the rag in place. He didn’t have anyway to plug his iron in to heat it up so he did the next best thing.


    Pulling the needle and small vile from his bag, Jack watching, his eyes bugged out the whole time, the Guardian gave him the shot. Quickly Jack was out for the count and the Guardian set to work. He didn’t have much time so he had to hurry. He would make sure that this pervert wouldn’t do anything like this again, ever. He had lost all faith in the judicial system, so he couldn’t count on them to put him away forever. He’d just do what he did best.


    When he was done, he looked down at the man who lay before him. He felt sick to his stomach because, truth was, he hated what he had to do. However, someday, some how, the message would get out and things would be as they should be.


    He pulled the phone out of his pocket, dialed a number, and waited.


    “Halloway”


    After he had hung up, he tossed the phone in the corner next to Jack. “Here, you might need this.”


    Picking up his bag, checking to insure he’d left nothing, he walked out. He paused. He could hear sirens off in the distance. He looked back at the bloody, broken heap of vile, human waste that sat on the floor in front of him. He shook his head, turned, and ran to the gate in the front of the compound. Making sure that there were no cars or sirens he would need to avoid, he ran out through the gate, around the side to the wall where he’d left his bike. He quickly threw the bag into the trunk, fired up the bike, not taking the time to bother with his helmet. He tore off across the desert avoiding the roads. He’d give his buddy Halloway a call later on to fill him in and answer any of his questions.


    As he sped away, he could hear the sirens in the background getting closer. He had gotten out just in time. For some reason, the only thing that he felt good about was the fact that he had gotten the girls out safely. They would have to deal with the mistreatment they had to endure. He was sure there would be permanent damage. However, they were alive and they were young enough that with the right counseling and treatment they would be able to lead a stable life.


    That part bothered him the most. The aftermath left behind. It wasn’t a simple matter of catching the bad guy and making him pay. Those poor girls would be paying for the rest of their lives for what he had done to them. It would never end.


    When he was far enough away, he pulled over, got off the bike and looked back towards the horizon. After a few moments, he put his helmet on. He sat looking back at the glow from the red and blue flashing lights as they lit up the sky. The girls would be okay now. They were going to be with their parents. Straddling his bike, it fired back to life and he headed for home.


    Chapter 89


    One of the officers came out of the large mound where the girls had been held and found Halloway and Griffin. “Excuse me Lieutenant, we found our suspect. You should come take a look at this.” He said.


    John and Laura followed the officer to the front of the mound. John scanned the outside of the area, shaking his head. “Jesus, if the Guardian hadn’t stumbled upon this thing we probably would never have found them.”


    They went inside and Laura stood there with her mouth agape. John was just speechless. “Holy Mother of God” is all she could say. Before them were the six rooms. The doors were wide open exposing what had at one time been the prison for the three young girls. Walking down the short aisle that separated the rooms, three on each side, they peered in. The stench from the rooms was overwhelming. It was just amazing to them what people were capable of.


    The crime scene guys were busy doing photos, taking notes and lifting prints. It was like a scene from CSI. As they finished visually examining each room, they walked over to the front of the Cellar. Sitting there, trussed up like a Christmas turkey. Was their suspect, Jack.


    “Yep, our boy was definitely here. This is most assuredly his handy work.” John said.


    Standing there, they took inventory of what they saw. Instead of the usual branding into the forehead, he had carved the words into his head with his knife and rubbed indelible ink into the wounds. The ink and blood were running down his face. It made him look like a distorted Halloween mask. The sign, quoting John, 8:28 hung around his neck. It was becoming a calling card. His thumbs had been broken to the point they just hung there. They were attached only by a piece of skin.


    One of the officers removed the tape and pulled the rag from Jack’s mouth. He moaned loudly as the tape pulled his hair away. He tried hanging his head. His arms pulled back, they could go no further. The wire was wrapped tightly around his neck. The wire went up from his arms that tied his arms so he couldn’t move it. It pulled his head back as far as it would go, It was tight enough to choke him, but not so tight as to choke him to death. This was unless of course he tried to relax either his shoulders or his head. He was covered in blood, his face, head, shoulders. He had serious bruises to his face. There would definitely be some long term shiners on both his eyes. One eye, the left one, had the eye socket broken. The eye lids were swollen shut with a deep, purple hue to them. His lip was split with two of his front teeth missing. The insides of his lips were like hamburger where his teeth had cut into them. What they wouldn’t find until much later at the hospital was the tie wire that was wound tightly around the scrotum. Another piece had been tied tightly around the penis itself about half way down the length. By the time they discovered it, it would be too late to save anything.


    After the crime scene guys had him cut loose they had him sitting up straight. His back was against the wall. Halloway and Griffin approached him.


    “By the looks of things, you are one lucky son-of-a-bitch, you know that?” John said smiling down at him.


    “Ya, well, that’s what he said,” He sobbed, “but look at me. I’ve been assaulted, tortured, abused, and I want to see a lawyer. Jesus, look at me. I want to press charges.” Jack said. He was almost unintelligible as he tried speaking through the blood and busted up mouth that he had been left with.


    “Oh, you’ll need a lawyer alright” Laura said.


    “You’re lucky because we saw what you did to those poor girls in there. You’re lucky because we saw what he did to the other guys who tried the same shit. So trust me you piece of shit. You got off way too easy.” After he Miranded him, John just stood and walked away. “Cuff him and haul his sorry ass down town.” He said over his shoulder.


    Griffin was outside already talking with some of the other officers when Halloway came out.


    “You think he’ll live?” she asked


    “Ya, he’ll live. Just like the other ones did. He’ll live to stand trial, and, with any luck, it will stick this time. Our boy did a good job on him.


    “I don’t suppose you had happened to see him out here anywhere did you?” John wanted to know.


    “Well, I’ve been scanning the horizon, checking all the areas around the compound here. You know John, we have no idea what he looks like. Quite honestly, who would know if they did see him? He could be standing right next to us and we wouldn’t even know.”


    “I suppose you’re right. Christ, he doesn’t even hang around to watch the show.”


    “Why should he? He made it pretty clear that all he was concerned about was the girls. We get the credit he walks. And that’s just what he did.”


    “You know we can’t take credit for this. First of all this would blow up as police brutality all over us. Secondly they’d throw his case out because of it. We would have had to come in without a warrant.”


    “He knew that. I think that’s why he played it this way. Nevertheless, I really don’t believe he wants any credit. I really don’t.” Laura said.


    “Well, that’s too bad. He’s getting it all on this one. I’m not taking a chance with this filth in court. We’re keeping this one clean and we’re playing it right by the book. All the way down to the phone call telling us they were here and where to find them.”


    “You do realize that if you do that you are going to make a national hero out of him. More so than he already is. He’ll not only be a hero but he’ll be absolved of whatever he’d done before.”


    “Personally, and I really hate admitting this, but I’d rather have him as an ally than an enemy I don’t much care anymore.”


    “Now John, is that any attitude to have? He was a tremendous help to us.”


    “Sure he was. If the lists had been separated differently it could have been us or Singletary and Smythe that found them.”


    Laura just looked at him, “I know that, you know that, but nobody else knows that. You know that’s not what’s going to matter. The only thing the people are going to be focusing on is the results, the suspect, and the girls.


    Out in front of the compound of Jack’s house it was another media circus. Light and camera crews were every where. All the TV stations were there. Everyone was fighting to get a sound bite. Some little bit, anything to give them their breaking story.


    As Halloway and Griffin came through the gate, the mob of reporters converged upon them, sticking their mikes in their faces, pushing forward. “Was the Guardian here?” “No comment” “Did the Guardian do the work for you?” “Did the Guardian help you find them?”


    “Sorry. No comment at this time, you’ll get your story when we know something” is all they would say.


    The mob followed them to their car, still vying for that all important news break. “Aren’t you going to make a statement? Don’t you have any comments?” “Where’s the Guardian now?”


    They just looked at each other, nodded and headed for down town.


    Chapter 90


    Captain Gregory was waiting for them in his office. He was a patient man but his patience was running thin. It was almost as though they were keeping him out of the loop all together.


    There was a soft knock on the door. “Get in here.” He said. “Have a seat.” The two of them, John and Laura sat in front of his desk like a couple of grade school kids in the principal’s office.


    “Do you two mind telling me what the hell’s been going on? No, wait, first I want to know why I haven’t been kept up to date on this thing, JOHN! I put that on your ass.” Gregory said.


    John wasn’t sure where to begin, so he just started in. “I know we haven’t been exactly punctual with the information that we’ve been receiving. Things have been moving along really quickly.” He said.


    “Bullshit, you don’t work twenty four hours a day. You go home, you eat, sleep, shit, do normal human things. I expect at least thirty minutes of your precious time to keep me in the loop of things. I told you that from the very beginning.”


    “Yes sir, I know that and I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.” And he proceeded to fill the Captain in on everything that had gone down in the past 48 hours. He was trying to avoid bringing up the issue with the Guardian. He wasn’t sure how he’d deal with that. That was the main reason they had avoided Gregory to begin with.


    “So, everybody’s happy?” Gregory asked. “The girls are safe and at home. At least they will be after their visit to the hospital. We have our man in custody and life is good, right, am I understanding you correctly on this?” The Captain was looking at them both. The expression on his face told them that he knew a lot more than he was letting on.


    “For all intents and purposes, yes sir.” Griffin threw in.


    “Good, then tell me how this Guardian fellow could have possibly managed to get to the scene before any of our people? He had to call us. Can you please explain that one to me, because I’d really like to know?” Gregory was not going to let this one slip by.


    Halloway and Griffin looked at each other. Griffin just shrugged her shoulders, remembering that John had said, “I’ll handle it when the time comes.” So now, the time had come and she was letting him handle it.


    “Well sir,” John started clearing his throat. We had a very long list of suspected areas when we were looking for that white van. He called us; the Guardian approached us. We had no way of contacting him.


    “We used him in the same manner that we would a snitch. He was given a part of the list. He just stumbled on to them before we did, and that’s all there was to it. He kept his end of the deal. He called us, we went in, made the collar, girls were safe, bad guy went down, end of story.”


    Gregory just looked down at them. He was just standing there, arms folded in an authoritative, parent scolding the child look on his face. “There are stories that he’s out there butchering our suspects. What about that?”


    “Look Capt., this guy is some kind of hero to people. Granted, he has a rather bizarre way of giving out justice. We just can’t seem to catch him. Anyway, it’s turning into a positive thing. We may not have found those girls in time if it hadn’t been for him. You didn’t see where that bastard had them.”


    “Okay, I don’t like it but you two are the best detectives I’ve got. I’m willing to cut you just a little slack. But by God, from now on, if you don’t keep me fully apprised of what the hell is going on, I don’t care if you walk on fucking water. I will pull your badges and put you at a desk. Do I make myself perfectly clear on that?”


    “Yes sir” they both said simultaneously.


    “Good, now get out of here before I change my mind.”


    “Thank you sir.” They said as they both got up to leave.


    They froze half way out the door when Gregory said, “Good work.” He was already sitting behind his desk never looking up.


    Looking at each other, they just smiled and walked out the door. They knew it was a good job. Everyone involved had done an excellent job. Like everything else, you take the good with the bad Gregory’s little ass chewing was just to keep them humble.


    Chapter 91


    The Guardian hadn’t hung around. He’d left the scene. He didn’t need to watch. What was there and what he had found was permanently etched in the back of his mind. It was the same old story. It was getting tiresome, the same thing time and again. As weary as he felt, as frustrated as it was for him to keep going on, he had to stay focused and motivated. There were still a lot of children out there that needed his help.


    Pulling into the drive in front of his house, he actually felt relieved to be home. Getting off the bike, he visually scanned the area checking to see if anything had been disturbed. Everything seemed in order. It would have surprised him if things hadn’t been. After all, he was out in the middle of nowhere. No one knew who he was or where he lived. It was only out of habit. That’s why he did the things he did.


    He stowed his gear and locked up the bike. After a long, hot shower and a bite to eat he hit the rack for some long overdue, much needed sleep.


    The next morning the Guardian got up early, went through his routine work out and katas. He showered, ate and decided to head back into Las Vegas. He wanted to go through the dockets at the courthouse, just to see what or if there was anything there. Maybe something would peak his interest. The fact that he had been a major player in their last case, he didn’t really think that he had very much to worry about. Still, he would utilize some sort of disguise, just to be on the safe side.


    He chose a medium length wig, colored contacts, a long, handlebar mustache, and sunglasses. He was almost ready. Next, he pulled out some old, worn out jeans with heavy leather boots and a worn out Harley T-shirt with the sleeves torn off.


    Looking in the mirror, he decided that it wasn’t perfect but it would do. He would only be there a short time and would be visible in the courthouse.


    He wouldn’t need his bag of tricks. This was merely a surveillance run anyway.


    There was one case in the back of his mind. He wanted to see if by chance he would be lucky enough to stumble onto it.


    The case involved a Martin Dorsey. He was a 51 year old truck driver. So he far had been avoiding any arrest or prosecution. Things were about to change for Mr. Dorsey, in a most dramatic way.


    Chapter 92


    Martin Dorsey was like the rest of them. He was a piece of shit. He was a perverted pedophile, a baby raper and child molester. He was a monster that would slaughter the innocence. It was just another example of the “Ted Bundy Syndrome.” Dorsey had hepatitis C, was gay, and was an avid supporter of the HepFest, a festival for people who have that chronic illness.


    All of the facilitators were duped into believing that he was harmless and safe. They were convinced that he just liked kids. As it would turn out, he was just playing the role. He would do anything to be near the young kids as much as possible.


    Young Tony met Martin at one of the HepFest events with his mother. Martin was immediately attracted to Tony and immediately hit on him. It wasn’t very apparent to anyone at the time. Martin was doing what they all do, grooming him. The man was continually inviting him to go for rides in his big rig. He even invited the two of them, Tony, and his mother to spend time with him. He explained that they would get to know him better.


    Like anyone else unfamiliar with how these monsters work, they had no idea that it was all just some evil plan.


    Martin was so slick about his operation. He never felt that he was doing anything wrong. His belief system was telling him that what he does is normal. Tony’s mother never saw the signs. He would refer to him as pure, innocent, God sent, or blissful. It never really struck her as odd that a 51 year old man would have these feelings for a young boy of 12. After all, he was such a nice man. Everyone thought so. He just cared about kids.


    Martin was a prominent member of an organization for truck drivers called “Trucker Buddy International.” He was even honored as “Trucker Buddy of the Month.” Even after being informed of Martin’s behavior, the director did nothing about it.


    After a time Tony’s mother finally agreed to let him go for a ride in the big rig with Martin Dorsey. Tony’s mother knew nothing of what was going on at this time. However, Tony was very excited about it. The truth being, she had let him go twice. Both times, they were gone for about a week. She didn’t know that it was to be the beginning of one of her worst nightmares.


    Martin would usually sleep in the top bunk and let Tony have the bottom one. This was, as Martin explained, to keep the young boy safe in the event he had to get up and drive. He added that it would prevent the young boy from going through the windshield in the event of an emergency or panic stop.


    On one occasion, Martin had slipped down into the bottom bunk, laid down next to him and, putting his arm around him asked him “Is this okay?” Tony said, “Move your arm” and Martin immediately did so. It was a simple matter of the slow, progressive process of grooming. He had even gone so far as to ask Tony, “You’re not going to sleep naked are you?”


    It went on like that for over a year. Things would continue to get progressively worse. As is usually the case, before anyone would know what was going on, it would be too late.


    Not only was Martin going after Tony, he already had frequent access to the children of his roommate, Jane Wilkins. Jane was a boozer, barfly and a poor excuse of a mother. When ever Jane was at work or out boozing, Martin would watch the kids. He would have no problem taking a bath with the two younger children. Whether or not Jane knew or didn’t care, Martin was having the time of his life with her children.


    Jane had a 14-year-old son that would often share Martin’s bed, which, coincidentally was only a single-sized bed. This was a very damaging thing. It would ruin the young man for the rest of his life.


    It was rumored that Jane knew all about Martin. Even with this knowledge she continued to let him baby-sit her kids, bath with them and let them sleep in his bed. Perhaps she was a sympathizer, no one really knew for sure.


    It was very difficult to surmise that these things were being made aware of. The things were becoming known, but Martin continued to do his thing. It was as though he were invisible. Well, he wasn’t invisible to everyone. The one that could see right through him would be the one that would bring him down.


    Chapter 93


    Griffin went back to her desk, only slightly shaken by her little ass chewing from the Captain. However, what was really on her mind was something far more important. Halloway had made the comment that they had used the Guardian in much the same manner that they used their informants. She knew that it was a knee-jerk, shoot from the hip response, but she actually liked the idea. She was going to make a point of bringing it up to him.


    As she sat behind her desk, she went over the many messages that she that had piled up while they were out working the last case they had.


    It was very exhausting sometimes. The river of shit was never ending. You would finish one case and there would be six more. You had to keep your emotions out of the equation or it would affect your judgment. And that could get her killed.


    There was a soft knock at her door. It was John. “Got a minute?” he asked.


    “For you, anytime I wanted to throw something at you anyway.”


    “Whoa, don’t go throwing things at me. I just go my ass chewed too you know.”


    “No, you jerk, not throw as in the literal sense. It’s got something to do with what you said in the Captain’s office, that thing about the informant.”


    “Oh that, I was just grasping at straws. I wasn’t sure what the hell to say.”


    “Well, I knew you were winging it. You did a pretty smooth job, but you know, maybe that’s not such a bad idea.”


    “Look, we’ve been all through this. The Captain wouldn’t have it, you saw his reaction.”


    “Yes, I did, and when you told him how we played it out, what’d he say? He said, good job, that’s what he said.” She was watching him for a reaction.


    “Right, but I don’t think he would agree to that sort of thing on a full time basis.”


    “You want to go ask him?” She said, baiting him.


    “Hell no, you go ask him, but honestly, he’s right. We do need to keep him in the loop. The next time, we keep him fully informed. He can’t protect us otherwise.” He said.


    “I know, you’re right. So, what did you want?”


    “Well, I was checking over my messages, did you get anything on that Child Welfare Offices thing?”


    “Ya, I got this one here.” She said handing him the memo she had just received. It was about a 15-month-old boy who had died at the county’s shelter for neglected and abused children. The government had already sent a strongly worded letter about their failure to make the conditions there better. They had also sent the same message to other county-run foster care services.


    “So, they want us to investigate the death?” John asked.


    “That’s right. Supposedly, the conditions have worsened since they examined the system back in 2004. And supposedly, the Clark County Department of Family Services violates its own polices by frequently keeping children at Child Welfare Offices for longer than a month.”


    “Well, it must be a terribly difficult job. Everyone knows that children are not of any major importance to anyone in this town. They are probably having an extremely difficult time placing them. The other thing is, the majority of these kids are either crack babies, drug addicted babies or in some other way have a birth defect or handicap. People are not willing to take on such a huge responsibility unless they have the means or the heart to care for them.”


    “What are they to do, put them out in the street?”


    “I don’t know what the answer is, but we’ve been tasked with looking into this death and I think we should give it our best. If for no other reason than for that little boy.” John added.


    They went over the notes that they had gotten and together they would work out a game plan.


    The first thing John wanted to do was interview the people at Child Welfare Offices. They had to find out exactly what the Circumstances were surrounding the death.


    It was still early in the day, so they decided to go over there and see what they could find out.


    At approximately 9:30 that morning they pulled into the parking lot of the child services Center. They each took a deep breath, stepped out of the car and headed inside.


    The lady at the reception desk smiled up at them. “Good morning, how may we help you today?” She seemed very pleasant and friendly.


    “Good morning, I’m Lieutenant John Halloway, and this is Detective Laura Griffin.,” he said flashing his badge. “We’d like to speak with Ms. Lori Towns please.”


    “Yes, of course, may I ask what this is in regards to ?” she said as she reached for her phone.


    “Actually, no, it’s personal.” Laura said, half smiling.


    The receptionist lost her smile. “I see, just a moment.” She abruptly turned and walked away.


    As they waited for Ms Towns, they looked around the facility, taking everything in, making mental notes of what they saw.


    After a few moments Lori Towns came out. She was walking towards them, arm outstretched, ready for the cursory hand shake. “Officers, I’m Lori Towns, and how may I help you today?”


    “Hi, I’m Lieutenant Halloway and this is Detective Griffin. We’d like to ask you some questions about the recent death of the 15-month-old boy who was in your care here.” He could see her tense up as he answered her question. He was quite sure that she had already been grilled on the subject and here she was yet again, having to explain herself.


    “Well” she said, “as I have already explained to the people from your department, one of the staff noticed that the child wasn’t breathing.”


    “And what time was this, do you remember?”


    “Well, not exactly but it was near about 2 PM I think.”


    “I see. Did you know that the LVFD said that they hadn’t received a call for dispatch until 2:52 PM?”


    She just looked at him, not sure or trying to decide what to say next.


    “Oh, I’m sorry, I made a mistake. I believe it was more like 2:50 when we noticed the boy was not breathing.”


    John and Laura looked at each other, rolled their eyes. “I see.”


    So went their interview. It was a slow, boring process. They would have to turn their information over to an investigative unit. The procedures and protocol currently in place for notifying law enforcement needed to be researched.


    They thanked Ms. Towns and bid her goodbye and left. This case wasn’t going away. It was a county organization. Unfortunately there were many politics to deal with. After all, this was an election year. Halloway and Griffin both wondered if there would be nearly as much attention to the child abuse issues if it weren’t. No one would ever know.


    They were bombarded by call after call and tons of e-mail from people wanting to know what was being done about Family Services. They expected something to be done, and by God someone had to take care of it.
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    Chapter 94


    Arriving down town when it was still early gave the Guardian the advantage. He always parked down the street several blocks away. He did this for several reasons. One, the parking was just a mess down town. It was easier and the walking didn’t bother him in the least. Secondly, it kept his vehicles out of the sight of anyone who may be watching for him or any suspicious looking vehicles. His vehicles weren’t all that odd looking. It was always just better to be safe than sorry.


    As he made his way down the street towards the courthouse he couldn’t help noticing the people as they walked past him. They were hurrying, with their suits and fancy dresses. The professional people who worked down here, the ones always in far too big of a hurry. He wondered if they ever slowed down enough to take time to smell the roses.


    Then of course, there were the homeless and disadvantaged. They were everywhere. They were never in a hurry it seemed. Why would they be? Where did they have to go? Outside, as you passed them, their hands were out, begging for change. The stench of them was just too overpowering for words. The sad thing, most of them choose this way of life. They probably had millions if not thousands in a bank somewhere.


    He trotted up the steps, went through the metal detectors, and past the sheriffs there. He climbed the stairs to the court rooms. He was starting from one end and went through all the courts, one at a time.


    The doors were all closed. Courts were obviously in session, so he wasn’t too worried about disturbing anyone. All he wanted to do was read down the lists of names, seeing who was charged with what. If he happened to catch something of significance, a name that he might recognize he would stop. If it seemed important enough he would go inside.


    As he read down the rosters, his eye caught the name. It literally jumped out at him. Martin Dorsey, right there bold as brass. He was in a preliminary hearing for possible child endangerment and sexual abuse.


    Looking around he saw no one at all in the hall ways. He carefully and quietly opened the door and slipped inside. He carefully closed the door so it didn’t make any noise. He made his way silently over to the nearest bench and took a seat.


    What played out before him was neither shocking nor surprising. It was the same scenario. It went on, day after day, case after case.


    The Guardian was just catching the tail end of the hearing. It was enough to fuel his anger. The judge had ruled there wasn’t sufficient evidence to proceed with a trial. He hadn’t actually been caught in the act. The system was releasing yet another monster onto the streets to prey on our weak and innocent. All based on hearsay.


    He rose from his seat and quietly left the courtroom. As he left the courthouse he thought to himself, “Well, breaks over, time to go back to work.”

  


  



  
    Chapter 95


    Tony’s mother had finally put two and two together. She compiled her information and evidence. She retained a lawyer and filed charges against him. Unfortunately, because no one saw him do it they dropped the charges and let him go. Martin got this break nearly every time. That’s how slick he was.


    Martin Dorsey was a smug, arrogant and a self-righteous individual. Right now he was walking on water. He felt damn confident. He was controlling just about everything in his life.


    That bitch and her son tried to get him, but the joke was on them. They tried to bring him down but they all failed. He was so smug about it all that he bragged about it. It was almost as though he were glad that he got away with his sick, disgusting and perverted pedophiliac activities. There was no witness. How slick was that?


    Martin had even gone so far as to admit to the men in the AOL gay men chat room and a trucker’s message forum about his fantasies of young boys. He believes that there is nothing wrong with that.


    He didn’t care. His roommate would let him bath her youngest and he slept with the 14 year old. Life was good.


    Martin Dorsey was so full of himself, so self-confident that he marched out of that courthouse, holding his head up high strutting down the sidewalk as if he’d just won the battle at Valley Forge.


    Across the way, totally invisible to the people around him was a lone dark figure. He wasn’t missing a thing. That, was one of the things he did best.


    Starting his bike, he thought to himself, “Enjoy it now, for soon it ends.”


    Dorsey found his car. He unlocked it, jumped in and fired up the engine. It was a piece of shit Dodge, but it ran good enough to get him from point A to point B. That’s all that mattered. He backed out of his spot, exited the parking lot, and headed for home. Martin didn’t notice the black, sleek motorcycle that followed behind him. He was too busy thinking how nice it would be to take a nice hot bath when he got home.


    The Guardian followed Dorsey as he headed north out Las Vegas Blvd. They went out past the Silver Nugget Bowling Center, down past Cheyenne Ave. They kept going past Craig Ave. They were nearly at Nellis AFB. There was a small housing trac off to the left. They sat right next to the 25 Club. It was an all GI bar. It had been there forever and probably would be until the end of time.


    He passed by and pulled into the parking lot of the club. He did a small circle and stopped by the edge of the road. He cut the engine, sitting there watching. He saw the beat up Dodge pull into the driveway and watched as Martin got out. He went into the house, closed the door, and was out of sight.


    This was not good. The Guardian didn’t like the set up. For one thing, getting in would be a major hassle. The houses were too close together. There were too many neighbors. Most of the people living in them were more than likely GI’s. He couldn’t count on getting in or out with out being seen. There would be people working all hours, coming and going day and night.


    There was the bar right next door. There would be traffic going in and out 24/7 there also. The fact that the parking lot was lit up quite well for security reasons didn’t help him. No, doing anything here was going to take some planning. He would have to take his time and sort this one out. That was okay. He couldn’t expect all of them to work out in his favor.


    He fired up the bike, checked the traffic, and pulled out. With nothing he could do, he just headed for home. The one thing he was going to do was to get as much information as possible on the father of the children living there.


    Apparently, the father had been trying to regain custody. He knew what was going on with his children and the perverted pedophile that lived thee. He was constantly going to court only to be shot down by an uncaring judge. No one saw him do it was always the reason. The other problem, it was near impossible to prove a woman an unfit mother. This was especially difficult in the state of Nevada.


    The kids’ father felt very confident with this last case that he would finally get the kids back. However, because of the dysfunctional justice system, that was not going to happen.


    Once he had finished with this vermin, the father would be able to get the custody that he was unable to obtain. The children would be safe with their father. The mother was incapable and unfit. The courts were wrong. Forget the fact that she was a boozer, she willingly allowed this monster to abuse them. The hard part was in proving it.


    As he rode for home, the one thought that kept crossing his mind was the 14 year old. If Martin had been doing this to the point that the boy was willingly sleeping with him, the serious damage had already been done. He wasn’t exactly convinced the boy would willingly separate himself from the older man. That didn’t matter. He was only 14 and the law would have to protect him. There would be counseling and treatments for what he was sure was some sort of trauma.


    Slicing through the warm, late afternoon air, he was barely aware that he was on his bike. His mind was so occupied with all the other thoughts that he missed the turn off to take him home. Cussing himself for not paying better attention, he turned around and got back in the right direction. Missing the turn was one thing. Letting his mind wander like that was a good way to get himself killed. Daydreaming in a car with four wheels was bad enough. He was doing it on two. No, that wasn’t going to do. He had to start paying attention and keep his focus. He had to think this one out and think it out to the point there was absolutely no room for error. He wouldn’t be able to do that if he were dead because of some stupid stunt on the bike.


    It was different than other times when he would be so in tune with his bike it seems he was one with the machine. The machine would purr effortlessly under him, gliding along the road. It would lean, smoothly slicing through the turns as though he were invincible. Nothing could go wrong. However, those were times when he was totally relaxed. His focus and attention were at its peak. It was something that someone who’s never ridden before could not possibly understand.


    As you rode through the mountain passes you could feel the temperature changes. You are aware of all the scents as they engulf your sense of smell. You be come of aware of the pines, the water from the falls and river beds. You smell the flowers, fresh cut grass and all of the things around you. No one riding in a closed up automobile could ever appreciate such awakening of the senses like you do on a bike.


    He prayed for a break, just a short one to go and ride through the mountain passes again. In a city like Las Vegas, full of sicko, whacko, nut jobs like Martin, there would be no rest for the weary.He sped for home where at least he could be somewhat comfortable. However, that was rare. Sleep seldom came anymore. There was too much work to be done.


    Chapter 96


    Dorsey wasn’t really all that cleaver. He was just lucky. He was too arrogant and stupid to be any good and not get caught. He bragged about it for the Christ’s sake. He was arrogant to the point that he just thought he could never get caught. He bragged to his trucker buddies.


    One of his fellow truckers even caught him performing oral sex on a 15 year old boy at a rest stop toilets. It was in the wee hours of the morning a few months earlier. The trucker never asked him about it. He just stopped dead in his tracks, turned and walked away. Nothing ever came of it. He didn’t normally take such chances. It was usually in the cab of his truck. It was an opportunity and he took it.


    No, Dorsey wasn’t good at the game. He was just lucky. Just like everything else in Vegas. Luck has no mercy and his was about to run out.


    He made good money driving truck. He’d lost the one job because of that woman who turned him in for trying to get her son. Well, he’d gotten away with that and he would again. He didn’t need that kid. There were plenty more where he came from.


    The company that he drove for didn’t even care that much. They were only concerned about they’re end of it. How it reflected on them. They didn’t have any proof, just like all the other times. To keep from being sued into oblivion, they fired him to make a good show of faith. That was even okay. He got a good reference from them. He was driving again almost immediately.


    His roommate worked, but drank most of her money. That worked out okay because that left him home alone with the kids. She hadn’t made any claims and willingly let him baby-sit, so what the hell. They wouldn’t be able to prove anything there either. The kids were groomed damn well. They knew they’d better not say anything or there would be some serious consequences. Ya, things were going along pretty well. As long as she kept drinking and the kids kept quiet, things would be just fine.


    That last court date, he had to admit, had scared him. But, fortunately there was no proof. Those kids weren’t going to say anything. He was snug as a bug in a rug. Things just couldn’t get any better. What he didn’t know was that they were about to get a whole lot worse.


    Chapter 97


    It was bright and early. The Guardian had gotten up before daybreak and made it into Vegas before the sun had come up. He sat across from Dorsey’s house watching. He was waiting for the man to come down and head to work.


    He didn’t have to wait very long. At around 6 AM, Dorsey came out of the house, walked over to the rig, unlocked the doors. He climbed inside and prepared to start it up.


    The Guardian was wondering what in the hell he was doing. It was taking him quite some time and nothing was happening. Suddenly the cab rattled on its frame, black smoke bellowed from the stacks and the engine exploded into life. A few moments later, Dorsey climbed out of the cab, the engine still running. He headed back into the house.


    Dorsey was getting ready to move and the Guardian was going to be on him like glue.


    Approximately twenty minutes later Dorsey came out of his house and climbed into his truck. He hit the throttle a few times, pulled out of the spot, and rolled out onto Nellis heading south. The Guardian was right behind him.


    He followed him to the entrance ramp of the freeway. They got on and headed south on I-15. They pulled off on Blue Diamond Road and into the truck stop there. Evidently, Dorsey was picking up his load. It was very difficult for the Guardian to stay unnoticed here. The place was lit up like Christmas. It was very busy with trucks and cars coming and going. All he could do was pull in off to the side, away from all the traffic and hope that he wouldn’t be noticed. All the while he was keeping Dorsey in his line of vision. He didn’t want to loose him.


    Dorsey went inside, was gone about thirty minutes or so and then came out. He climbed back up into his truck and proceeded to go for the box he was going to be pulling.


    The Guardian watched as he backed up to the box, made the connection, climbed out. Next he connected all the air lines, and various other connections necessary to make the lights and brakes work. He cranked the support wheels of the box up into their storage position. He climbed back into the cab and proceeded to pull out. The Guardian wasn’t sure where he was going, but that would give him time to watch the house while he was gone.


    This one was definitely going to be a challenge. That was no surprise as this monster had been flying under the radar for a very long time and for good reason.


    As they rolled down the highway, the Guardian’s mind began to work. Perhaps he should focus on the roommate, the mother of the kids that he lived with. He could give the information to Halloway and he could put someone on her. They would be able to monitor her and do surveillance on her. They would be able to use it as evidence to help her ex-husband get the kids. He wasn’t exactly sure about the legality of that though. Did they have to have probable cause? He could video tape them from a distance. Should he try to give him the video to substantiate that? He wondered if he should video the mother. He could give that to Halloway. They could use that to go after the mother. Could they even use it as evidence? He had a lot of questions that needed to be answered. It was evident that he would have to call Halloway to get some advice.


    Many things needed to be taken into consideration. However, he wasn’t going to sit on his butt and just think about it. It was much better to be out here, tailing this scum and getting something. Anything was better than nothing that could be used as evidence.


    What he really needed to do was to find a way inside that house. As far as he could see that was just not an option. Right now, he would have to come up with something very creative. He’d have to watch the place for a time to determine any patterns that they had. The Guardian decided that was what he would do. It seemed as though it was going to take longer than he planned.


    That was okay. He had the patience for it. He knew that the end was worth the means.


    Chapter 98


    Halloway and Griffin left the Child Welfare Offices facility. John was driving, heading nowhere in particular. He just wanted to get away.


    “Want to go get a bite to eat somewhere. My stomach thinks my throats been cut?” He asked


    “Sure, I think I ate sometime yesterday, let me see, I think it was Chinese.” She said smiling.


    “That’s right, God, it seems like that was days ago.”


    “Ya, well, speaking of that, what’s next?” She was looking at him.


    “What’s next as in what exactly?”


    Geez-o-petes, she thought. That was just like a guy. A night of the best killer sex she’d had in God knows how long and he wants to know what exactly, typical guy.


    “Well, gee, let me see. I came to your place, massaged your knees, filled your gut with some excellent Chinese I might add. We ripped our clothes off of each other like sex craved maniacs and made love all night. We made love nearly all of the next day then went to work feeling half dead. So what part don’t you get exactly?”


    “I know, I’m sorry. I guess I wasn’t sure exactly what you meant.” He had a sheepish look on his face now.


    “Okay, John, let me see if I can decipher this for you.


    Am I just a one night stand, an occasional thing, a friend with benefits, a long term deal? You know. Where. Is. It. Going.”


    “Well, geez, you’re not just a one night stand. Come on, you should know better than that.”


    “How would I know that exactly? I came on to you as I remember. I have no idea what your feelings are on even that. I should know what they are if any for me.” She had turned in the seat and was facing him now.


    “I was shooting from the hip because I was picking up some nonverbal from you. I presumed, or at least hoped that you had the same feelings for me.” She added.


    “Yes, of course, I guess I know all of that. And you’re right. I have feelings for you. I guess it was just a shock thing I was doing.” He admitted.


    “Well, thank God for that. I was beginning to wonder if I was playing like a whore or something. I don’t know if you appreciate how hard it was for me to even go through with that.”


    “Actually, yes I can. I mean, well, nobody thought, I mean, the impression was, well, you know what I mean.”


    Laura was starting to have fun with this now. “No, what does everybody think? That maybe I’m a lesbian or something?”


    “Oh God no, well, yes, maybe. I don’t know exactly. They just think that you’re a hard catch. They think that you’re pretty particular about who you hook up with is all. I was just feeling pretty damn lucky if you must know the truth.” He was avoiding the gay thing completely. He didn’t even want to go there.


    “Look, I’m not trying to put you on the spot here, and I’m not really trying to pressure you. It’s just that, as hard as it was I guess I’d just like to know how you feel about me. If we are going to keep going with this, is that so bad? Don’t worry John. I know the guys at the department think I’m gay. So what, I haven’t had any of the female officers who are gay hit on me.”


    “No, no you’re right. Hell, nobody wants to hit on you. I’m sorry.” He said as they pulled into the nearest parking lot he could find. He put the car in park and turned to face her.


    “Look, I really like you, a lot, really. The truth is I don’t ask you for assistance because you’re damn good looking or that you’ve got a great body and all. A lot of it has to do with your qualifications as a cop. That’s also a widely known fact. You’re damn good at what you do and everyone says so.


    “Aside from that, I really like having you around me. However, the downside to that is that I’ve had a failed marriage because of this job. I’m just like a lot of other guys and I’m afraid that if we hook up and it fails, the working relationship we have as partners fails too. So I’m really on the fence here. Does that make sense?”


    “Jesus, John, that’s the most you’ve said to me in I don’t know when. And yes, that all makes sense. We won’t know unless we try. Quite frankly, I think that we should try, don’t you?”


    John just smiled at her. “Well, yes if you think we should. I mean, why the hell not. The sex is killer, and anyway, what else have we got to loose?”


    At that, he leaned over in the seat and took her in his arms. He kissed her deeply, passionately, holding her tightly. They stayed like that for what seemed a very long time.


    They pulled apart, Laura breathing heavily. “Wow, we better stop before I take you right here.”


    “Ya well, I can’t walk in anywhere looking like this.” He said looking down at the front of his jeans.


    “Did I do that?” She asked shyly.


    “I would say yes, you certainly did.”


    He kissed her again, pulled away, and decided that they’d do a drive through at Jack-In-The-Box. They would do a take out, go home, and eat. After all, he had other things on his mind, and it wasn’t work.


    Chapter 99


    Gwen wasn’t an exceptionally attractive woman, but she wasn’t chopped liver either. She had a nice figure, despite the little bit of a gut she had. That was from the booze and she knew it. It didn’t matter that much. She still had her share of lovers that found her attractive. The truth be known, they just found her easy. Hey, any lover is better than no lover she always said.


    The crows’ feet around her eyes and hairline wrinkles around her mouth were from the cigarettes she smoked. Her voice had that raspy, deep, whiskey edge to it from smoking and drinking too much. She thought it made her sound sexy. Her best feature was her piercing blue eyes.


    She had curvy, full hips and nice firm breasts that weren’t sagging yet. She was usually hit on by the other fellows at the bar on a regular basis. She never took them home though. She didn’t not want to give a bad impression on her kids. Martin never brought any of his gay lovers home with him. She didn’t need to bring men home with her. There were more than a few backseat quickies though. Gwen was considered fun to be with and a bit of a partier.


    She was lucky to have a roommate like Martin Dorsey. He made good money and took care of a large percentage of the expenses. He spent a lot of time with the kids and that freed her up to do the stuff she liked to do.


    Martin just loved kids. He was involved with all those youth programs. He was always doting over her young ones. Michael, the oldest spent a lot of time with him. Her kids never seemed to have any complaints. Quite actually, they were quiet most of the time.


    They had been roommates for some time and things seemed to be going well. There had been that mess about his behavior being questionable. That had come about from that lady friend of his. She just blew that off as jealousy and hurt feelings. That woman was accusing him of going after her son. That had to be one of the most ridiculous things she’d ever heard of. She didn’t really believe it. Her kids would have surely complained if anything funny was going on. It must have been quite a shock to discover that the man you have the hots for is gay. After finding that out she used the only weapon she had, and that was her son.


    That was probably the one reason she didn’t have any trouble trusting him around her kids. He seemed like such a nice, sincere, loving person. He always talked about the kids in a loving, positive way.


    Going out to the bar after work and hanging with her friends was her past time. The nice thing about that was Martin never seemed to mind. He was always willing to stay home and watch the kids. He would occasionally have his nights out. Michael was all of fourteen and quite capable of watching the younger ones if they were both out.


    Gwen couldn’t imagine what she’d do if Martin wasn’t around to help so much. Occasionally he would be gone for a week or so at a time. He would always come back, take care of the financial stuff which freed up her money to socialize with her friends. She’d never be able to do that without Martin around.


    The fact that he was gay didn’t bother her. She knew lots of gay men. Las Vegas was full of them. It was almost like the new San Francisco or something. Anyway, she had other men friends that could take care of her physical needs when she got the urge. If she ever had too much to drink, there were lots of places she could crash and drive home. She always knew that Martin would look after the kids. He never complained and he understood completely. If he were straight, he’d probably make the perfect man.


    This arrangement seemed to be working out quite well for everyone.


    The sad thing was, everyone wasn’t happy. Things weren’t as rosy as she painted them to be. Her children were being molested by a monster. They were scared to death of him. Their fear of him and the threats that he had leveled on them were the sole reason that they never complained. They feared his retaliation if they ever did.


    As for Michael, he was well beyond conditioning. Martin Dorsey had been grooming him and molding him for a very long time. Michael had grown to accept it as a way of life. There were a lot of conflicting thoughts going through his head. His indecisiveness, his inability to think rationally about everything going on made it extremely difficult for him to behave any other way.


    So, life went on and the things never changed. The only ones that were truly happy were Martin and Gwen. They were the only ones getting what they wanted. Both of them were locked into their own selfish, inconsiderate, addictive consumptive behaviors. Neither one of them ever really considered the children. The only person who really cared about those children was the father. Unfortunately the courts in their infamous wisdom kept ignoring everything that it was being told. Things were going to change. And the change was going to be coming very soon.


    Chapter 100


    Martin Dorsey was doing a run to Missouri. It was one of his longer runs, which he liked. It gave him a chance to scout some new boys and he could be gone before anyone got wise to him.


    He hooked up the lines and raised the support wheels. He climbed back into the cab of his truck. He checked his log and his maps. He made sure that everything was in order before heading out. Checking his maps, he figured he’d take 95 south to Bullhead City then pick up 40 east all the way to Clarksville. He’d never been to Clarksville but figured it wasn’t any different than any other place. There were some nice rest areas on the way. He knew there were at least two of them on 40 inside Oklahoma that were good spots for picking up some action.


    Settling in he hit the throttle a couple of times and headed out. This would be a nice long trip, very nice indeed.


    Martin had made a trip like this trip many times. He was due to go out this way again in about a week. The roads were flat. There were no serious obstructions and the traffic was never very heavy.


    He would go through many small towns that weren’t heavily populated. More often than not, he was able to attract the attention of some young boy. They were always interested in the big trucks. That big truck was becoming his candy offering.


    His truck was one of the nicer ones. It had a large cab of 86”. It had seven feet of head room, stereo with CD and TV with DVD player. It had all the comforts of home. The windows were tinted so no one could see in.


    It was their new model, the T660. It had a 15 liter, 600 hp engine with an AG380 air suspension support system. The dash of the cab had wood grain and a wide array of gauges that left nothing to his imagination. The seats were all done in rich leather.


    This was a very impressive truck indeed. Most times he would find some young boy hanging out and would catch him eyeing his truck. Of course, the conversation would start innocently enough. Then it would lead to offering him a tour of the cab. From there it would go to “hey, wanna watch a movie?” Martin would put on some gay porno that he would just happen to have.


    From there it was all down hill for the young boy. Being that the cab was a small confined area, he had nowhere to go. He was at the mercy of Martin Dorsey. Before the kid got his wits about him, his head was so mottled by what had just happened Dorsey was long gone. That’s exactly what Martin banked on.


    Dorsey also knew that the kid would usually not think to try to remember any license numbers. The kid would be so humiliated and embarrassed about what he had done, he’d never say a word. Martin would be nowhere around. The kid wouldn’t get any plate numbers. Even if he did there was more than one because of the interstate traveling that he did. He couldn’t describe the truck. There were so many trucks on the road that looked similar to his he’d be pointing out trucks for days. It was almost like a perfect set up for him.


    On a couple of occasions, Martin had actually managed to meet a young boy that would go with him. He’d have fun with the boy for a few days and get tired of him. He’d just send him on his way. Martin Dorsey thought that he had about the best life a man could have.


    He just couldn’t figure out what all the fuss was about. He wasn’t afraid to admit he fantasized about young boys. Hell, just about all the guys he drove with knew and they never had much to say about it. Most of the kids he would interject with were missing something or another in their lives. He was just simply filling a void. What was so wrong with that? It didn't matter that he got aroused and things would happen. It was obviously a natural thing or it wouldn’t be happening.


    However, many people did think it was a big deal, so, he would continue to try to keep everything a secret. At least until they came to their senses and realized that he was only trying to show them the affection that they obviously missed and needed.


    That was another benefit of being on the road. He could travel and no one could really keep up with him. They’d never know what he was doing. This was definitely a sweet deal alright.


    Chapter 101


    Halloway and Griffin had ended up back at John’s place. They barely touched their take out dinners, ending up together for the second time. With Laura staying two nights in a row, John thought it could become a habit. He definitely liked that and of course, Laura felt the same way. However, they both had a job to do. The forced themselves to get up early and headed for the office.


    “Do you ever wish it were like the movies or TV?” John asked as they sat doing the previous days paperwork.


    “In what way?” Laura answered.


    “You know, go out, catch the bad guys, turn them over to processing, back out on the street, catch more bad guys, and turn them over. That stuff. Not this catch the bad guy, take him in then sit and do four or six hours of paperwork before you can get back out there.”


    Laura just laughed. “Well, sorry honey, but the job isn’t finished till the paperwork is done. Ever hear that one before?”


    “Ya, ya, I know that. If people really knew what it was like, they surely would think twice about what we do.”


    “Well, the media isn’t helping us you know. We had another officer involved shooting, and of course the media was all over it.”


    “I know that and those taser incidents. They don’t appreciate that the people who are being tasered are either doing something or somewhere they shouldn’t be.”


    “That and the media will only cover the downside. They never want to cover our side of it. They only say that the IA is investigating and that the officer is on paid suspension. How positive is that?”


    “Well, there’s nothing we can do about it, so just roll with the punches.” Laura concluded.


    “Any word from our mysterious Guardian? He just kind of slipped out of the lime light on this one.” John asked.


    “No, but we need to get with Gregory on this. He’s going to be giving a press conference on those three girls and will want some answers. He needs to have something to tell his public. I don’t relish the idea of another ass chewing, know what I mean?”


    “Well, let’s finish up with this and then we’ll go pay him a visit. Maybe by then our Guardian will let us know what he’s up to. I already told you, he’s getting all the credit on this one. I have a feeling our boy kidnapper is going to cry foul and we can’t afford to be involved if we want to save the case.”


    So, the two sat there, finishing their paperwork. Each of them wondering just what their Guardian was up to. With any luck, they would get a call, a fax or something. They needed some indication that he was aware of what was going on around him.


    Little did they know that as they sat there the Guardian was already working on their next case. It was almost like he was becoming the point man for them. Quite actually, it was working out just fine.


    Chapter 102


    The Guardian watched as the truck pulled away. He had made his decision. He would go back to the house and watch them, make notes of any behavioral patterns. It was time that someone got something concrete. Something so the father of those kids could get custody. Their current living conditions just were not acceptable.


    As he watched the big truck head north, he casually pulled out of the truck stop parking area. This monster had developed a rather sleek way of getting out of things. He had to make sure that everything was perfect. Filling all the squares was of paramount importance.


    Surveillance of the house would require some video equipment and a few other devices. He wanted to document the actions and anything else that he found. It was apparent right from the beginning he would need help on this one. Working alone and then bringing in Halloway and Griffin after the fact wasn’t going to cut it this time. He would have to call them when he got back and see just what their feelings were on the whole thing. He was a bit more comfortable and he was starting to feel that he could trust them. Okay, so the word trust was a bit strong. It was more like rely on them. It would take a bit more time to be able to establish a good working relationship with them, but you had to start somewhere.


    His mind went back to the problem at hand. One thing crossing his mind was the difficulty in converting the older boy back. He needed to find a way to talk to him and find out just where his head was at. The fact that he was fourteen years old would have a lot of bearing. He was old enough to know what he was doing. If he had been under the grooming process of Martin long enough, the argument could be made that he really didn’t know any better. The bottom line, he needed to be a creditable witness against Martin. They needed to make sure the charges stuck. If the boy was willing to defend Martin, the possibility was there he might even lie to do so.


    Brainwashing was one of the main tools that these perverted pedophiles use to control their prey. Convincing them of all sorts of things. They manipulate and control their behavior and the way they think and feel. This is the reason it takes so long getting them on a path of recovery. The damage is long term and often times permanent.


    Well, he would do his best. He would keep things on an even track, and turn over all information that he could acquire to Halloway and Griffin.


    As he rode along, he thought back to the recovery of the three girls held at Jack Gorman’s place. It would be awhile before the case would come to trial. He knew that they had enough against him to put him away for a very, very long time.


    In the mean time, there would be other monsters to deal with. He would just pick them out of the pack, find them and deal with them one at a time.

  


  



  
    Chapter 103


    It had been well over three weeks. Halloway and Griffin had been going about things as usual. There were attempted kidnappings of kids right off the street. It was fortunate however that none of them were successful. Kids were becoming more and more aware of the predators that were out there. The sad thing was the fact the kids themselves were becoming more responsible than the parents.


    The school district wasn’t really getting any better either. Their biggest step was the consideration of allowing teachers to carry firearms. The increasing number of arrests of school kids carrying weapons on campus was amazing. Not only were the teachers being paid disgustingly low salaries, they were forced to deal with overcrowding, student violence and worse. These child predators should probably fear being shot by the ones they are trying to grab. It was not surprising to hear of fourth grade students being caught carrying guns to school.


    Their silent partner, The Guardian, was still out there doing his thing. Keeping a low profile was what he seemed to be doing best. Halloway wanted to put all of the responsibility of the arrest of Jack Gorman on him. However, due to the ever revolving political arena, that wasn’t going to happen.


    With the newly elected sheriff out to make an impression, he was adamant that his officers get all the credit. After all, this was a high profile case and they couldn’t have some vigilante who was technically wanted by the law upstaging the LVPD. It would make the department look bad. They were barely into the New Year and they already had their first officer involved shooting. Officers had been called to a domestic violence call. The husband had exited the house wielding a large butcher knife. Some witnesses say the man wasn’t threatening at all. Others say he lunged at the police officers. Either way they gunned him down. With all of the officers who were on scene firing at once, there was no way he had a chance. It was one butcher knife against all those guns.


    This was a serious political issue. For one thing, the coroner’s inquests were being questioned. Since 1976 when the inquests had begun, out of over 150 officer involved shootings there had been only one death found criminal. In that case, the grand jury never did indict. It’s fair to say that these inquests are too easy on the police officers. They should be held accountable. However, there also are those who feel that with the job they do, the risks they take, all is fair. The odds aren’t good though. A 17 year old, a murder suspect had gotten out of a police cruiser and was running away. His hands handcuffed behind him, he was shot in the back and killed. A mentally ill man, whose family said was harmless was shot and killed by police at his home. A man blocking traffic with his vehicle, loud music booming from his speakers was shot and killed after a series of unexplained events. This list goes on. Well, the verdict is still out. Las Vegas is an ever growing city with too many illegal immigrants moving in from Mexico where guns and violence are a major way of life. The Guardian didn’t want to be a judge on that panel.


    As to the physical abuse received by the suspect, Jack Gorman, this Guardian fellow would surely get the blame for that. After all, there was enough news coverage of police involved shootings and death by tasers. They surely didn’t need that on top of it all. Not to mention that it would hurt their case if there were any indications that his officers had acted out of line.


    The investigation into the problems at Child Welfare Offices would not be resolved for some time. That too would be an ongoing situation. There was no quick, sure fire remedy for any of it. No one would willingly accept responsibility. The finger pointing and blame would be shifted. You couldn’t keep up even if you had a score card. Meanwhile the children would be the ones suffering. The sad truth is nobody cares.


    There were landmark casinos to implode, mega hotels to build. We’re talking money here. The physically and mentally needy kids could wait. If their own parents didn’t even care about them, how on earth, could we possibly expect total strangers to care. It is a mystery in itself.


    The Guardian definitely had his hands full. He would find it extremely difficult to do his job. However, saving one child from abuse would be a reward and a beginning.

  


  



  
    Chapter 104


    Halloway’s phone was ringing as he and Laura walked in the door.


    “Halloway”


    “Ready to go to work?” The voice said.


    Halloway looked at Laura, he mouthed, “It’s him” A big smile spread across her face.


    “Well, we thought you had fallen off of the face of the earth. To what do we owe this honor?”


    Ignoring his sarcasm, he got straight to the point. “Are you familiar with a man named Martin Dorsey?”


    “Can’t say that I am. Should I be?”


    “You disappoint me John. He’s a truck driver, just had a hearing for supposedly trying to molest a fourteen year old boy. The mother figured things out, pressed charges, the freak walked because nobody saw it happen. They said it was hear-say, no witnesses.”


    “Wait a minute, seems I do remember that. I didn’t know his name though. What happened, you catch him in the act?” Halloway was curious now. He put his phone on speakerphone so Laura could listen.


    “Sorry, didn’t catch him. I wouldn’t need to make this call then would I?” The Guardian chided. “I’ve been following him for some time now.”


    “Why doesn’t that surprise me?” Laura jumped in.


    Sticking to business, “Okay, here’s the deal. I know where he lives. I think I have a plan where we can nail this prick and put an end to his little game.”


    Halloway was trying to decade how far into this thing he wanted to go. It was better to hear him out, see what he had in mind before making any hasty decisions.


    “Okay, let me hear what you have and we’ll see if we’re interested in any involvement. You seem to do a lot of wet work, if you know what I mean.”


    “I don’t know how much you know about this guy but I’ve done a lot of homework. I will be sending the information to you so you can look it over. In a nut shell he’s living with a female roommate, she has three kids. One is a 14 year old boy, two younger siblings. Apparently, he’s molesting them all. Still, as always, no proof, no witnesses.”


    “If there are no witnesses, then how do we know this to be fact?” Griffin injected.


    “The lady who had pressed the most recent charges had tried to use information witnessed by her son. As you know, it was tossed for lack of evidence.”


    “So if this trucker is molesting the roommate’s kids why doesn’t she press charges?” Halloway wanted to know.


    “I missed the mind reading class that day so I can’t answer that for you. What I do know is that Martin carries the financial burden. She’s a boozer and my guess is she likes the situation. It takes the pressure off of her to be responsible.”


    “Makes sense to me,. So okay, what do you want from us?”


    “I can’t be in two places at one time. He’s on the road and gone some times. If we team up we can watch them together. You can do surveillance on the woman and the kids. Since you’re shackled to your job it would free me up to follow him while he’s on the road.”


    “Shackled to my job? Is that what you said?” John was almost laughing.


    “Okay, you do the road trip, I’ll baby sit the house.


    “Never mind, I get your point.”


    “Fine, then it’s settled.” The Guardian gave him the address and when he finished he added. “I know you don’t really owe me one, however, do me just one favor okay?”


    “I don’t know, what’s in it for me”


    “You can have all the credit.”


    “I don’t know. With the messes you leave behind, I’m not sure it would be credit, probably more like blame.


    “Look, I’m serious. I do what I do because there’s no other way. Are we on track here?”


    “Okay, okay, Jesus, you’re so serious.”


    “Don’t put this on just any cop. If you can’t do it yourself let me know, I’ll take over.”


    “Look, I know where you’re coming from but I have two guys that I can trust, seriously trust.”


    “You’re not referring to you’re so called backup are you?”


    “Okay, that’s not fair. That was a shitty location, and you know it. Those two guys are top notch. You don’t have to worry about them. I swear on my mother’s grave.”


    The Guardian thought for a moment, knowing that he really didn’t have much choice. He would need to have some leeway if he was going to get their help.


    “Okay, we’ll give them a shot. Once I get the details worked out I’ll get back with you. Dorsey just left town for where I’m not sure. You could find out easy enough, but we want to be careful. We don’t want to spook him.”


    Laura jumped in, “I can handle that. I’ll just pretend I’m the roommate or something. A call to his work will set me up I think. It’s a no brainer.”


    “Good, once you get the information, let me know and I can try to track him down. In the mean time you can start you’re watchdog stuff.”


    “Well, you know, she added, we can’t actually get in touch with you now can we?”


    “I’ll be in touch.” The phone went dead.


    “God, I just hate it when he does that.” John was a bit peeved.


    “Its okay honey,” Laura smiled at him, patting his shoulder.


    The remainder of the afternoon was spent trying to come up with a plan that would allow them to keep an eye on the house, the woman, and the kids and still keep up with their case load.


    One of the things they needed to do was get in touch with Smythe and Singletary. They needed to bring them up to speed with what was going on. The other thing would be to pull up all the information they could on this Martin Dorsey. It was a sure bet that if the Guardian wanted to go after this guy he was a major catch.


    John looked at Laura, a sheepish smirk on his face. “What?” She said as she tried to read his mind.


    “Oh, I was just wondering if a pizza delivered and a couple of cold beers sounded good to you.”


    “Hmm, let me see. I suppose you could sweet talk me into it. As for the beers you don’t have to get me drunk to take advantage of me you know?” She said cuddling up next to him, lacing her arms in his.


    “Why I would never think of trying such a thing. I’d just come right out and carry you to my bed” At that he leaned over, kissed her gently on the lips, “Okay, where’s the phone.”

  


  



  
    Chapter 105


    The next morning Halloway and Griffin were in the process of finding out what they could on their man Dorsey. John got the information on the recent case in which Dorsey had walked away.


    Everything that the Guardian had told him was true. The information contained in the brief was just amazing. All of the proof was there. The handwriting was on the wall. The problem was it was all circumstantial. The fact remained there were no witnesses. It did indeed appear that this Martin character was slick.


    John felt confident that between them they would be able to come up with a plan to corner this scumbag and put an end to his victim’s nightmare.


    While John was going over the file on Dorsey Laura was busy calling around trying to find out just where their suspect had run off too. She had managed to drop the idea of pretending to be someone else. Instead, she just called and told them she was from the courthouse and that she needed to reach him concerning his past case. It wasn’t actually a lie. It did pertain to his last case and in a round about way she was acting for the courts so it was fairly easy. It was easier getting information that way then pretending she was just a roommate. There would more than likely be privacy issues and she didn’t want to deal with that.


    They had told her he was on his way to a place in Missouri called King City. She was told that he would be gone approximately a week and that they would give him the message when he returned.


    So, that was that. She would wait to hear from the Guardian and pass the information on to him. Laura liked the fact that they were working with him, developing a trust, a partnership of sorts. What she didn’t like was that they couldn’t reach him. That would have to change somehow.


    It was like he had some sort of psychic powers. Her phone started ringing.


    “Griffin.”


    “Thought I’d give you a call, find out what you learned about Dorsey.” The Guardian said.


    Laura was silent for a moment. She was finding it difficult to believe this guy could operate like this. How the hell did he get “her” number?


    “Hello, you there, Detective Griffin, hello?”


    “Yes I’m here. I was just trying to figure out how the hell you do that.” She said.


    “Trade secrets, you know.”


    “Right, well, anyway I found out that our boy went to King City Missouri. I’m not sure exactly where that is so I did a map quest. It popped up in the north east part of the state. It’s just North of Kansas City. It’s a straight drive if you follow 40 east then jump on 35 north. You’re looking at a twenty to twenty four hour drive. Depending on your road habits and how you drive. I would say a trucker could make it in considerably less time. They drive like maniacs.”


    “Thanks, that helps. Anything else I should know?”


    “Only that they expected him back in about a week. I told them I was from the courthouse and needed some information from him. It didn’t seem to faze them at all.”


    “Okay, that’s good, thanks. I’ll see what I can do about tracking him down. I’m not sure if it’s worthwhile going out there or just wait for him to return.”


    “Well, you know, if you did go out there and find him, you could feed information to us as to his whereabouts and keep us posted. That would help our surveillance and we would have better control here. Knowing where he is keeps us in control with this situation.”


    “That’s a good point. I’ll get back with you by the end of the day tomorrow. I’ll let you know what I decide to do.”


    “Oh, and before you hang up on me,” Laura threw in, “Don’t you think it would be a good idea for us to have a way of contacting you? That seems only fair don’t you think?”


    “No, not really, but hey, thanks for the concern. I’ll be in touch.”


    The phone went dead, just like it always did. She knew now why John hated that so much. Actually, the more she thought about it the more perturbed she got. Unfortunately, there was nothing they could do about it. As long as he was in touch, things were going smoothly, and they didn’t have any problems with it working well. They would just have to live with it.


    John had heard her on the phone and came in. “Was that our friend, or should I say partner?” He asked.


    “Ya, God that guy is spooky. I was just thinking that we needed a way to get in touch with him. If we were going to be working as partners like this and damn if the phone didn’t ring.”


    “See, now you know how it is with me. And I bet he just hung up on you, no good bye, take care, nothing, right?”


    “Pretty much just like that. But you know John, to be totally fair I think that he has reasons for all his quirky behavior.”


    “Ya, he’s a freaking nut ball.”


    They just laughed about it, sat down, and started going over what they both had. They would work out a plan to stake out the house.


    First thing in the morning, they would meet with Gregory and fill him in on the plans they had made. It made it easier since they had convinced him that working with the Guardian was a plus in their favor. Of course, there was the unwritten agreement that the Guardian was totally alone. If anything came down they would disavow any knowledge of his involvement and they would not assume any responsibility for his actions or repercussions from such.


    The Guardian was okay with that. He had been working on his own anyway. For him, nothing had changed. They were the ones that were living in the corporate, organized, cover your ass world. He preferred it that way.


    Halloway and Griffin got their things mapped out and called a meeting with Smythe and Singletary. Between the four of them they would try to set up a round the clock surveillance on the house, the kids and the mother.


    They considered contacting the father but decided against it. He would get the information when the time came. It was just a bit too early. Besides, the father already had his suspicions and there was no need in getting him anymore excited than he was. It was all just a matter of time.

  


  



  
    Chapter 106


    The Guardian got home and took a long hot shower. He fixed a nice meal, put some wood in the fireplace and sat down to make his plans.


    It was a sure bet that Dorsey was nearly in Missouri by now. He’d had a day or better jump on him. He wouldn’t be able to catch him before he got there. The best he could do would be to find him on the other end before he left. Then, all he had to do was follow him back.


    The time on the road wasn’t bothering him. It’s what he was doing once he got there. The down time between his jaunts on the road is what bothered him the most. All truckers had people, ladies, whatever that they knew or saw at the points that they frequented.


    Often times it was a lady or perhaps a brothel they would stop and visit along the way. Martin was gay so a brothel was out of the question. He was sure that he would have gay contacts from his AOL buddies. That would surely cause some interference.


    Well, it was decided. He would go to King City, nose around the area and see what he could dig up. He check all the truck stops. If by chance he ran into Dorsey, he would tail him. Otherwise, he would just try to get information from people that he knew or associated with. He would work what ever he could find.

  


  



  
    Chapter 107


    He sat there in front of the cozy fire, his maps laid out. There was a steaming cup of hot coffee on the small table next to him. He sighed, rolled his shoulders to try to relieve the tightness that was there and set about making his plans.


    While going over his maps a thought suddenly came to him. He had heard about a small prostitute operation over in the North Las Vegas area. There were quite a few trailer parks over near the AF Base and they were going unnoticed by the authorities.


    The Guardian put his maps away and decided to see if he could find it.


    He could see only one problem. He would have to go out without disguises of any kind. That in itself was not the problem. He had done that many times. The problem was the cops working under cover.The LVPD had increased their undercover operations. This would pose a dangerous situation for him if he were caught. Getting away from them was not the problem. Injuring the officers was not something he would enjoy. It would ruin his working relationship with Halloway and Griffin. This would be a dangers obstacle indeed. This made it possible he might encounter one. If he was arrested, it would blow his cover and he would be done. It would take a great deal of manipulation to get out of it. His only hope would be to go to Halloway and Griffin and come clean. He didn’t think that would be an option but decided that the end was worth the risk.


    It was early enough in the evening he decided that he would go now. Going there without a lot of preparation was not a wise decision. However, he looked at is surveillance and decided that it would be safe.


    He dressed like a normal tourist. The clothes were loud, stand out colors. Making sure that he wore clothes that didn’t show his tan to ensure the impression he was from out of town.


    Before he left, he went to his computer. He had installed a special device that would prevent anyone from hacking into it. They were also unable to access any search or history information. This was done to guard him from any legal problems. There was always a possibility that his cover would be blown and things would go south rapidly. It would leave him no way out. With his operation, it was necessary to search the sites that would give him the information. This information was needed to run his operation successfully. It didn’t take him long to pull up the information he needed. He would not be able to use the GPS. This information was not easily obtainable. He would need a considerable amount of cash.


    He packed very little gear. All he wanted to do was get the location. The planning would come later. He had to know what he was dealing with.


    As he rode into Vegas, his mind ran full speed. He had to decide where he would go first. The people that wanted this type of thing would need to go unnoticed.


    North Las Vegas was full of bars. The one thing that GI’s love to do was drink and play pool. NBC’s Dateline operation caught a large number of GI’s.


    The places he needed to work weren’t located in North town. He would have to go to the seediest part of Vegas. This area was near 4th and Freemont streets. Most of the pimps whores and drug traffickers worked this area.


    He parked in the parking garage of the Golden Nugget. There were no guards at the gate. All he had to do was validate his ticket at the Cashiers cage and ride out.


    It was easy to go unnoticed as he walked the canopied area known as the Freemont Experience. At the end of this tourist attraction was 4th street. It was like walking into another dimension. Immediately it became dark and eerie. All the lights and glitter were left behind.


    A working girl immediately approached him. They worked fast down here.


    “Hi there. Give a girl a light?” She said holding a cigarette up for him to see.


    It was habit to always carry a lighter just for such occasions. You never knew when it would come in handy.


    “Sure do. Besides, I’m a sucker for a pretty face.”


    “Well, then maybe you’d be interested in a date.” She was smiling broadly.


    As she leaned over to get the light, she made sure that the Guardian got a good look at her cleavage. It was hardly necessary as the clothes she was wearing was quite revealing.


    Putting a hand on her hip, she smiled broadly. “You like what you see, I can tell.”


    “Yes, yes I do. There’s only one little problem.”


    “Oh, and what may that be?”


    “Well,” he said looking around.


    “You’re a bit, let’s say, a bit old for me.”


    She looked at him, the smile gone from her face.


    “I see. Just how young to you like them”


    “Let’s just say that most people find it a bit on the strange side.”


    She threw the cigarette to the ground grinding it out with her foot. “You sick bastards should be shot. It’s hard enough working out here. Look some place else.” She turned and walked away.


    Looks like even the working girls drew the line. He didn’t condone what they did, however he was in their favor to have some morale fiber.


    Going from one to the other, he found no one knew or walked away in disgust. It wasn’t long before he was approached by a tall, lanky black man.


    “Yo brother. Hold up there.” The black man said walking with a slanted, casual saunter.


    “What’s up?” The Guardian was watching him closely.


    “I hear you’re looking for some special candy to satisfy your sweet tooth.”


    “Perhaps, it depends on what you heard.”


    “Ok, brother. I’ll cut right to it. You seem pretty cool. Word is you want something really young. Under the radar young.”


    “That’s right. The younger the better actually.” The Guardian was locked eye to eye with the black man.


    “For a reasonable fee I might be able to help you out.”

  


  



  
    Chapter 108


    It had cost him an extortionist’s fee. However, he got the information he was looking for.


    The sun had gone down hours ago. The darkness was a plus. It had gotten very late. It took him longer than he realized to get his information. Once he got the information it didn’t take him long to find the area he was looking for.


    It was a trailer park located in an area near the base. There were several bars in the area along with businesses that were dark and eerie.


    The trailer park in question was behind a large block wall. This wall was not the normal six foot height. He guessed it to be at least ten feet.


    Regulation required residential lots with swimming pools have a higher wall for safety purposes. This gave the impression the park had a pool. It made sense. The park would have a clubhouse as well. He thought that made a good cover and a good excuse for the height.


    Parking the bike away from the park in a dark, secluded area, he made his way.


    There were only five trailers within the walled area with evidence of electrical power. The others sat dark and unoccupied. Walking along the path, which led to the most centrally positioned trailer. He was suddenly met by a large burly man. The man appeared extremely muscular with no neck. He obviously abused steroids and spent a great deal of time in the gym.


    Suddenly, as the man approached there was a cataclysm of lights. The whole area was as bright as day light. The perimeter was surrounded by motion sensitive lights. He hadn't thought of that. The lights were set to go off after a certain time for security reasons.


    “Hold up there slick.” He said sternly.


    “Hey, um, how ya doin?” He said trying to sound intimidated.


    “You lost or lookin for sumpin?”


    “Well, uh, actually I was looking for something.” Now his appearance was nervousness.


    “What chu lookin’ for you gotta come sneakin round here?”


    “Uh, well, I was directed by a man down town actually.”


    The large man just looked at him. You could see by the expression on his face that he wasn’t impressed. It wasn’t good.


    The Guardian took a shot and said, “I was told you had special interest services available.”


    “That depends on what special interest you’re looking for.”


    “Um, well, I, uh, I mean..”


    “Just spit it out. I ain’t got time to be foolin’ with you.”


    “Well, your girls are of a young and tender age is my understanding.” The Guardian looked at his face for a reaction.


    “How much money you got?” The large man said.


    “I’ve got enough. How much do I need?”


    “A lot. Come on this way. Don’t try anything funny or you’ll live to regret it.


    The Guardian followed the large man to the center of the park where a large doublewide trailer sat. It was surrounded by large trees and very isolated.


    Once they reached the trailer, the large man told him to stay put until he was told to move. The Guardian stood there scanning the area. He wanted to commit as much of it to memory as he could.


    A few moments later, the man came to the door and motioned him inside. He climbed the steps very cautiously.


    There was an older woman sitting at a table right inside the door. She was a rough, haggard looking woman. She was probably all of thirty-five years old and looked to be fifty. Her blouse was undone half way down with her large breasts barely covered. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra and appeared to be proud of it.


    “What is we can do for you mister?” She said. A fourth of her teeth were missing. Her breath would knock a buzzard off a shit wagon.


    “As I told this gentleman here, I was told you had girls of a special interest.” He didn’t like the set up. Everyone was very evasive, noncommittal.


    “You must mean girls of a certain age, isn’t that right? Or perhaps maybe boys?” She cocked her head slightly and squinted at him.


    Jesus, he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. This was worse than he thought. He would have to reconsider this plan and regroup. Halloway and Griffin would need to supply him with some back up in the event that things went wrong. He needed to see exactly what was here first. They would want proof before bringing any warrants. His gut was telling him to bail. His heart was contradicting it.


    “Yes, uh, yes. I mean no, not boys. What do you think? I'm no pervert. I prefer girls.”


    The two of them just looked at each other and laughed loudly. “Okay, look here, it’s gonna be twenty five hundred dollars. That’s for one hour to do anything you like. Just don’t kill um. If you do, you do the clean up.” Said the woman with a stare tat would freeze Lake Mead.


    The Guardian pulled a large leather billfold from inside his jacket and counted out the money. He fanned out twenty-five one hundred dollar bills.


    The woman with the large, ugly breasts and rotting teeth looked at the large man and smiled.


    “Follow me” the man said.


    The Guardian was led down a narrow hallway to the far end of the trailer. It was dark but he could see into the rooms as he passed by. Each room was illuminated by candles or small table lights. Some of the doors were open. It was all he could do to control himself. Each of the rooms held a small girl, nearly naked, sitting on her bed. They had a zombie, half-dead look to them.


    As he passed the room second from the end, he could hear loud moaning and cries coming from inside. That was the final straw. He couldn’t tolerate it any longer. He stopped dead in his tracks. He grabbed the handle but it was locked.


    “Hey asshole, what do you think you’re doing?” The large man said.


    The Guardian kicked the door just above the door handle with everything he had. It barely moved. It was reinforced within the doorframe. He kicked it again, this time dead center. His foot splintered the wood with a loud crack making a large hole.


    Suddenly he heard a muffled pop and felt a sharp pain in his neck. Instinctively his hand went to his neck. He felt something sticking out from the side of his neck. The last thing he was aware of was the large man with no neck slamming him to the ground. Then it all went dark.

  


  



  
    EPILOGUE


    Charles Radcliff was the first of many to face the wrath of the Guardian. For his sins, he would spend the next five years in a state hospital. No one would ever know if he ever had thoughts of young boys, girls or any perverted thoughts of the children that he’d abused or perverted thoughts of any kind. Charles would never speak again. It wasn’t so much that he had no tongue to do so, he would just sit and stare out of the wired, fogged up window in his hospital room.


    The Mexican man who unknowingly had met The Guardian in the middle of the night was secretly looking over his shoulder all the time. The Guardian had gone back on two other occasions over a series of months. His first encounter with the Guardian had left a lasting impression on him. The man hadn’t even done anything to the little girl. He just woke suddenly in the night with a light shining in his eyes. “Just letting you know I’m out there.” Is all the voice would say, and then he was gone.


    As for Gil Johnson, he was sentenced to fifteen years in prison for his sexual crimes against a child under the age of fourteen. Along with his prison term, he would be required to register as a sex offender. He would be required to attend counseling sessions for his mental problems. Just like other sex offenders, he would be isolated in a different section of the prison. He was in special danger because it was children. They had a section for the special ones. The rats, the snitches, and the child molesters are kept away from the general population for life safety reasons. Even convicts have a limit.


    The grand prizewinner was Jack Gorman. He not only had child sex offenses against him, he had kidnapping, enslavement, and a laundry list of other federal charges. Each one tripled for the three girls that he had held captive. He would spend the rest of his life in prison. He would never know the luxuries of freedom least of all the control with which he abused his captors.


    The legal investigations into the practices of child care and welfare of the children assigned at Child Welfare Offices are on going. At this particular time, no decisions or convictions have been made either way. Again, the fate of the children is in the hands of courts.


    The fact that all of them, the perverted pedophiles, were permanently marked to display to the world who and what they were. The state could not see fit financially beneficial to have the scars on their foreheads removed. It would be a constant reminder to all who would see them. It was just as the Guardian had planned it. Gorman’s estate and all that he had owned would be taken over by the courts and dispensed with accordingly. Jack had no family, relatives, or other persons of interest to take control. Therefore, the state took care of that for him. The mothers filed suite and the three girls would be handsomely compensated from any monies that were gotten from the liquidation of Gorman’s estate. Even though the money was more than they would spend in a life time, it wouldn’t help ease the pain of the years of counseling that they would have to endure just so they could lead a normal life.


    These are only the few. The domino effect that had been caused by these monster’s actions could never be undone. It was only the beginning.


    Halloway and Griffin didn’t realize it but their work had just begun. They were nowhere near done yet. There were more surprises in store.
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