
KILLING COUSINS

THE TRUE CRIME STORY OF DAVID ALAN GORE AND FRED WATERFIELD

KENT MCGEE


Table of Contents

Title Page

Killing Cousins

The Moment of Decision

Family Background and Childhood

Signs of Trouble in Adolescence

Early Fascination with Power and Control

Fred Waterfield: A Dangerous Partnership

Escalating Criminal Behavior

Psychological Profile and Early Signs of Sadism

The First Known Victims: Hsiang Huang Ling and Ying Hua Ling

Judith Kay Daley

The Near Capture

The Murders of Barbara Ann Byer and Angelica LaVallee

Lynn Elliott and Regan Martin

Confession and Discovery of Victims’ Remains

Trial, Sentencing, and Execution

Waterfield's Role and Denials

The Psychological Profile of David Alan Gore

Impact on the Community

Reflections on the Justice System

The Legacy of David Alan Gore’s Crimes

The air that morning was dense and wet, clinging to everything, even the cracked asphalt of the old highway that wove like a thread through the sleepy streets of Vero Beach. David Alan Gore had been driving since dawn, circling the town like a vulture, eyes scanning for something—someone. He could feel the sweat gather under his uniform, that auxiliary badge pinned to his chest with a sense of authority that both comforted and empowered him. He wasn’t a real cop, not really, but the badge said otherwise, didn’t it? And in this world, people believed what you showed them, not what you were.

It was a slow, smoldering February day, the kind where time seemed to sag under the weight of the heat. The sun hung low in the sky, glinting off the windows of the modest houses, and casting long, stretching shadows. He liked days like this, liked how the haze dulled the edges of everything, like the world itself was tired of pretending. People didn’t watch too closely in the heat. They were too busy with themselves, with the sticky sweat on their necks or the sound of a fan churning in a back window. Nobody paid attention to a man like him, not here.

He drove aimlessly, eyes never still. Then, as he turned down an ordinary street, he saw her.

She was walking quickly, head bent, a slim figure with the kind of presence that caught his attention immediately. Ying Hua Ling. She was young, seventeen maybe. Her dark hair hung in a neat ponytail, bouncing slightly with each step, and her clothes—modest, simple—told him enough. He knew she was alone. Knew she was someone he could take.

He slowed the truck, watching her through the corner of his eye. Something stirred inside him, the familiar heat of desire mixed with the thrill of power. He could feel the beginnings of it in his chest, that quickened pulse, the shift in the pit of his stomach. It was the same feeling he always had, that moment of knowing that this was it. His hands tightened on the wheel as he watched her cross the street, oblivious to the predator that had spotted her from a distance.

There was something about her—something pure. She had a way of moving, not too fast, not too slow, just deliberate. He could see the faintest trace of concentration in her face, the way her brows knit slightly as if she were lost in thought. She had no idea. No idea that he had been watching her for several blocks, no idea that she was about to be a part of his world now. That her life, in that innocent, unremarkable moment, was about to change in ways she couldn’t possibly understand.
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The Moment of Decision
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David Alan Gore was not a man prone to snap decisions, not usually. His were the cold, calculated actions of a man who planned, who took his time and played it safe. But today, something was different. Today, the impulse came harder, stronger, a pressure in his chest that he couldn’t ignore.

He pulled over, just ahead of her path, the truck coming to a quiet stop. His heart was beating now, fast, loud. He glanced down at his badge, smoothing his fingers over the metal, feeling its weight. The badge made everything real, made everything permissible. No one questioned a man with a badge. The plan came together in his mind with precision. He knew exactly what to do, the words to say, how to hold himself—just enough authority to coax her into his control, but not too much to raise suspicion. It was all about balance, after all.

She walked closer now, her pace steady. He could hear her shoes scraping softly against the pavement, could see the slight rise and fall of her chest as she walked. There was no one else in sight. The street was empty, the houses still. She was his for the taking.

The door of the truck creaked open, and he stepped out, making sure to adjust his badge so it caught the light. The sun gleamed off it, reflecting just enough to draw her eyes. He could feel her notice him before she even looked up. The presence of authority was unmistakable. People always knew when they were being watched by someone in power.

“Hey, miss,” his voice came out steady, controlled, the practiced ease of someone who knew exactly how to sound harmless. He smiled, a small, reassuring smile, the kind that invited trust, even from someone who should know better. “Can I have a word with you?”

She stopped, just a few feet away now, her face half-hidden by the shadow of a tree that stretched lazily over the sidewalk. She looked at him, then at the badge, a brief flicker of confusion crossing her face. He could see the doubt, the hesitation. It was there, but it wouldn’t last. It never did.

“Everything alright?” Her voice was soft, polite. She wasn’t afraid—not yet. He liked that. The fear would come later.

“Just doing a routine check, making sure everything’s okay around here,” he said, the words slipping out smoothly. He gestured to the badge. “I’m with the sheriff’s office.”

It was a lie, but he had said it so many times it no longer felt like one. It was a tool, and like any good tool, it had to be used at the right moment. He watched as her eyes flicked to the badge again, lingering there for just a moment longer this time. She was beginning to relax, just a little.

He stepped closer. “Can I ask where you’re headed? You live around here?”

She shook her head, still unsure, but the doubt was fading. He could see it in the way her body shifted, how she wasn’t retreating, wasn’t pulling away. He was pulling her in, slowly, carefully, just like always.

“No,” she said, “I’m just visiting my mother.”

His mind hummed with the thrill of it, the way the pieces fell into place so perfectly. A mother. That meant they were alone. That meant no one would notice for a while.

“That’s good,” he said, “I just need to ask you a couple of questions, standard procedure. Won’t take but a minute.”

He could see her pause, hesitate again. The doubt was creeping back, but it wasn’t strong enough. He reached into his pocket, pulled out a small notepad, a cheap prop he kept just for moments like this. It was all about appearances. People believed what they saw, and right now, she was seeing authority, trustworthiness, safety.

“Do you have an ID on you?” he asked, his voice calm, even. He watched as her hand moved toward her bag, that split-second of trust, that moment of compliance.

And then, he moved.

It was fast, the way he stepped in closer, just enough to take control but not enough to alarm her. His hand was on her arm before she could react, his grip firm, unyielding. Her eyes widened, confusion flooding her face, and for a moment, just a moment, she tried to pull away. But it was too late. He had her now.

“Get in the car,” he whispered, his voice low, menacing, the mask of authority falling away, revealing the predator beneath. Her face went pale, her mouth opening in a small gasp of shock.

She froze. That was all he needed.

Before she could scream, before she could run, he pushed her toward the truck, his hand clamping over her mouth. Her breath was hot against his palm, muffled, panicked. He could feel the tremble in her body, the way her muscles tensed, ready to fight. But there was no fight left in her. He had made sure of that.

He shoved her into the passenger seat, slamming the door behind her. She was still struggling, her eyes wide with fear, her body twisting in the seat, trying to get away. But there was nowhere to go now. He was in control.

Sliding into the driver’s seat, he glanced at her, his pulse racing, the adrenaline coursing through him like fire. Her breathing was rapid, shallow, her chest heaving as she pressed herself against the door, eyes darting around, searching for an escape.

But there was none.

He turned the key, the engine roaring to life, and as he drove, the world outside blurred, the heat rising off the pavement in waves. In his mind, the plan was already unfolding, piece by piece, like a puzzle he had solved a thousand times before.

She was his now.

The Early Life of David Alan Gore

David Alan Gore, born on August 21, 1953, in Florida, grew up in what seemed, from the outside, to be an average household. However, beneath the surface, Gore’s formative years laid the groundwork for the darkness that would later define him as one of Florida's most notorious serial killers.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Family Background and Childhood
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David was raised in Vero Beach, Florida, a small, relatively quiet coastal town known more for its picturesque beaches than for its ties to violent crime. He was the eldest of two boys, born into a family that, while not impoverished, struggled financially. His father, a hardworking man, was employed in the local citrus industry, and his mother worked odd jobs to support the family. David’s parents were stern but loving, doing their best to raise their sons in a moral environment. However, family members and later acquaintances would describe the home as being somewhat strict and authoritarian, with little room for emotional expression.

From a young age, David Alan Gore exhibited behaviors that, in retrospect, painted a troubling picture. Though not formally diagnosed, his psychological issues were apparent early on. Gore was often described as a quiet and reserved child, with a tendency to keep to himself. While his younger brother seemed to integrate more naturally into the fabric of the community, David struggled socially. He found it difficult to make friends and preferred solitude, spending much of his time alone exploring the woods near his home or engaging in quiet hobbies that required little social interaction.
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