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A fellow author who left earth way too early

__________

"There are children in the morning

They are leaning out for love and

they will lean that way forever"

Leonard Cohen
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"You should come over to my house?"

"My parents would never let me do that!"

"So, you're a big girl Jeana, don't tell them."

"I couldn't do that."

"Think of all the fun we can have."

"Don’t you live with someone?"

"No, I have this big empty house just waiting for a special person like you. I want to make you happy and show you just how precious you really are."

"Oh come on Harry, how many times have you told a girl that one?"

"Never, I've been waiting for someone special just like you. I thought I'd never find you."

"You really like my picture?"

"Oh absolutely, you're beautiful."

"I liked your picture, never knew it could be so big."

"Oh it would get much bigger if you were here beside me!"

"I don’t know very much."

"That's what a guy does for his special lady, teaches her how to be happy. You want to feel like a woman don't you?"

"I'm not a woman just yet."

"Haven't you had your first cycle already?"

"Yes."

"So then you're a woman and you should learn how to be happy."

"Can you really teach me?"

"Meet me at Fifth street and Palmore Ave. tonight about 9 PM."

"OK, I'll meet you."

__________________________________

"That's the end of it," said Chief McBride. "The rest of the messaging on her computer was obviously this scumbag's slow build up to getting her to go meet with him."

"It's horrible to think what happened to her, but although it's been over month, it is still an open police investigation. Why call me?" asked Walker.

"Well you were one of my best detectives before you retired and now that your private investigations specialize in cold case missing children, I can't think of anyone better qualified to help out."

"Come on Bill, give me the real reason."

"I asked him to call you," came a voice from the office doorway.

"I might have know you were behind all this," chuckled Walker as he got up off the couch and gave Special Agent Brandy Barrows a hug and kiss on the cheek.

"Hello Uncle Bill," said Barrows giving the Chief a hug and a kiss on his cheek before taking a seat next to Walker on the leather couch.

"So how's your, what, daughter?" smiled Barrows.

"Yes Emily has fit right in with Nancy and I, and yes we do think of her as our daughter," grinned Walker. "The one I never had."

"Well after all the stuff she's gone through it is really nice to hear she has grown into a fine young woman. Can't believe it's been two years since I've seen her," smiled Barrows.

"Not to doubt your sincerity, but I'm getting the feeling it's more about Emily than my grand investigative skills you're both after."

"Hey don't look at me, you know my niece can twist me around her little finger," chuckled Chief McBride while throwing up his hands and shaking his head.

"OK, evil FBI Agent Brandy 'Devil Spawn' Barrows, spill it," sneered Walker staring at Barrows.

"Hey I saved your ass a number of times over the years."

"Yes you have, but I've saved yours as much and besides, I wouldn't have been in any of those messy situations had you not put me there in the first damn place. So, give it up, why do you need my daughter Emily?"

"This case involving the missing fourteen year old Jeana Razzior is only one of over sixteen cases we have connected to this Harry dirtbag. We need to stop him," explained Barrows.

"As I've asked before, why the hell would the FBI need a broken down retired detective like me or, in this case, my daughter. You know what she went through being sexually abused and her mental issues. Now that she's on the mend you want me to risk her stability because you guys can't find one dirtbag."

"This guy is the emperor of pedophiles.!"

"I understand that, but no offense to his victims, he's only one of thousands of monsters roaming around the USA."

"We can’t catch him using the normal cop behind the computer screen tricks we've learned. Aside from having live webcam chats with his victims he knows how young girls talk and think, like he can get into their heads. We've had some of our best cops, male and female, try to trap him but it never works. We are convinced it has to be a real live girl."

"So, you don’t have any young women in the FBI that can pull it off?"

"Walker I hate to hurt you, you are like my other uncle, I care about you and Nancy and I feel horrible about even suggesting this but, Emily has heavy sexual experience, she would know how to deal with this guy, how to stroke his ego," said Barrows.

"That's it, I'm out of here. You stay away from me and my family. I can’t believe you would want to make Emily go through something like that and risk bringing up all those suppressed memories. She was taken advantage of by her family and became mentally unbalanced causing her to go through a promiscuous phase. It is in the past, let it stay that way," shouted Walker as he left his old boss' office, slamming doors as he exited.

"Ah, that went well," remarked Chief McBride.

"I feel like crap."

"You should and a FBI agent should not be crying," said McBride opening his desk draw to retrieve a hand full of tissues. "I've know Ed for over thirty years, I feel like a traitor for even letting you suggest such a thing. That poor girl had a horrendous life, now after all the mental hospital stays, she got herself back to school, got all the necessary licenses and is a junior partner in Ed's private investigations business. You come along and want her to throw it all away just to catch one dirtbag. I'm on Ed's side on this one."

With her teary eyes blotted, more composed, Barrows looked right into her Uncle's eyes. "We found Jeana Razzior's body last night. That makes seventeen kills attributed to this Harry dirtbag. I want this guy bad. I don't want to risk my friendship with Ed, Nancy and Emily but I will if I have to in order to get Emily to help us out," warned Barrows with an icy stare.

_________________________________

"Hey Ed what's up?" asked Nancy as he entered his house and gave his wife a quick kiss.

"Long story," he winced flopping down onto a kitchen stool.

"I know that's not your happy look," chuckled Nancy as she prepared lunch.

"I really don't want to get into it."

"OK, splash some water on your face and have some food, that'll bring you around."

"Oh you think my inner most feelings can be bought off with some of your culinary expertise?" laughed Walker as he washed his hands in the kitchen sink.

"Hey if it don't I might as well close my business."

"Although your food is top notch, way over the top for a cop bar, most of them guys would eat dirt sandwiches with a slice of American cheese on it as long as they have a place to hide and some cold beer to wash it down."

"Actually the place next door has gone out and I was toying with the idea of expanding the dining area," said Nancy taking a seat next to her husband at the center island.

"Mr. Fong went under? He always does my shirts so nice."

"Well, Mr. Fong turned seventy-five and decided he had enough of police uniforms and cheap detective suits. He and his lovely wife are moving to Florida."

"Hmm, I never thought about his age much, he was always scurrying around like a teenager, figured he was in his fifties."

"Ed, darling, you're in your fifties," chuckled Nancy.

"This is a pretty good lunch," smiled Walker taking another bite of food.

"Sure, skip over the obvious," she laughed "So, what is really bothering you?"

"Barrows."

"You're too hard on Brandy sometimes."

"Not this time."

"What does she want that's so horrible?"

"She wants to use Emily to catch a pedophile."

"Now I've lost my appetite!" said Nancy dropping her fork into her plate.

"Who's a pedophile?" smiled Emily as she entered the kitchen.

Caught off guard, Walker and Nancy just exchanged silent glances as Emily headed towards the stove. "Sorry I meant to call you in for lunch but I had to deal with grumpy here," grinned Nancy getting up to get Emily a plate of food.

"Sit, I'm twenty-two, I can serve myself, mother," snickered Emily.

"So any luck with that Fieldcrest kid?" asked Walker as Emily took a stool next to him.

"Not really, this cold case stuff is tough going."

"Yeah, that's why most private investigators don’t bother with it, you can go broke and lose your mind at the same time," laughed Walker eating once again.

"Well I did find a grandfather up in Maryland, out on some remote farm somewhere, but can't find a phone for him," remarked Emily.

"See if you can find a neighbor or local cop, then if we can verify the old man is still alive and at that address, perhaps we can take another of our field trips and go up there to interview him," said Walker.

"Sounds good to me," smiled Emily. "Now, who is this pedophile you don’t want to tell me about?"

"You ain't letting that go, are you?" winced Walker taking a sip of iced tea.

"Nope, you taught me to be tenacious in my fact finding, so give it up, daddy."

"Might as well tell her before Brandy comes a knocking on our front door," grimaced Nancy having trouble swallowing her food.

"Brandy? Agent Barrows?" asked Emily. "I miss her."

"Well one of us does," muttered Walker, wiping his mouth with a paper napkin.

"What's wrong Ed, you always liked Brandy," said Emily.

"About a month ago a fourteen year old girl was lured out via the internet and met a notorious pedophile. The FBI has had trouble tracking him down and basically wants to use you as bait."

"Sounds exciting," grinned Emily.

"You do realize the FBI just wants to use you and there would most likely be a lot of open talk about sex," said Walker.

"I think I can handle it."

"But should you go through such stuff, you know, in view of ...," recoiled Nancy.

"Look, I don’t know where I'd be, most likely still in some mental hospital, if it were not for you two guys. I know we are sort of tongue-in-cheek about it but I do consider you guys like my adopted parents. Considering what I went through I am damn lucky to have met you both. For once I feel like I'm in some sort of family dynamic and proud to be living with you guys. Regarding my past, I've seen more sex than most twenty-two year olds or thirty-two year olds, for that matter. Now, most of it was unwilling with my family members and strangers, but I'm not saying it was all the result of the wrong prescription because in addition, there was something inside of me that made me feel worthless and doing the things that I did pleased at least one guy in that moment and that was enough, at that time."

"Today I shudder at the thought of it all, but realize I was like another person back then or I am now. I don’t know, but the truth is with your loving help, guidance and encouragement, I got my GED, two year college diploma in Criminal Justice and got my private investigator's license. I am a full person. If I can help out the FBI to save some other misguided teenage girl, I'll jump at the chance. I understand your protective instincts and it may be hard to deal with but trust me, this pedophile scumbag ain't going to say anything that will shock me. I've seen and done it all," grinned Emily with a slight redness forming in her eyes.

"You have turned out to be a fine young woman that would make any father proud," smiled Walker giving Emily a hug. Emily then hugged Nancy who was slightly crying. The front doorbell rang to interrupt the family mood. "I'll get it while you two females pull yourself together."

"Who you kidding Ed, I see you wiping your eyes with your shirt sleeves," shouted Nancy as her husband walked down the hallway towards the front door.

"Ah bananas, my eyes are tearing because your crab cakes are too spicy for me," laughed Walker.

"Now before you say anything, at least give me the chance to say something first," said Agent Barrows as Walker opened the front door.

"Oh great, now my lunch is ruined."

"Ed this is important to me."

"Come, step into my office," joked Ed pointing outside towards the front porch.

Ed flopped down into his favorite willow chair lined with a plush cushion that was well worn or as he called it 'broken in'. Brandy took the chair next to Walker as he was tilting his head back to enjoy the warm May sun as it filtered down through the branches of the large hundred year old oak that was fully leafed and stood guard directly in front of his house.

"Ed listen to me, I didn’t tell you the entire story."

"Oh you mean the part about how the poor girl's body was found last night?"

"Oh, you know about that?"

"Listen Agent Barrows we've been, I want to say friends but it sticks in my craw a bit, so I'll just say sometimes partners, instead. We have earned respect for each other's professional abilities and personal accomplishments, so you should know I don’t abide liars, even if it's by omission."

"I am sorry Ed, I've always been square with you and I should have been more upfront," said Barrows.

"Now who's telling porkies, you always hold back something, it's an old Uncle Bill trait. Look I admit I was interested so I stopped and did some investigating on my way home. This Razzior is victim number seventeen. This pedophile is also a serial killer, what he does with these young girls is disgusting enough but then to kill them on top of it all, makes him a super fiend, so I do get it. All the more reason why I don’t want Emily involved, you know my past, I couldn't take losing another one."

"What's he talking about?" whispered Emily as she and Nancy were eavesdropping just inside the partially opened front door.

"Follow me," murmured Nancy leading Emily across the house into the office at the rear. "You ever notice the photos on the wall?"

"Sure, why?"

"Did Ed ever mention this one?"

"No, we are usually too busy working on a case," smiled Emily.

"Well a few years back Ed had a case in which this young girl was involved. He got close to her and thought of her as the daughter he never had. He blames her death on himself. Aside from being very attached to you and liking the thought of you being his daughter, Jenny here, was his first, 'daughter I never had', she is never far from his thoughts."

"Think he'll ever tell me the story behind it?" asked Emily.

"Perhaps someday," smiled Nancy. "You could ask him where we got old Teddy here."

"Your dog?"

"Yep, that's the case that gave us that lazy old chocolate Labrador," smiled Nancy as she began to scratch Teddy's ear as he lay on the office couch. The dog rolled over onto his back and stared up at her. "Oh alright," she groaned feeling compelled to scratch his belly.

On the front porch Walker and Barrows sat quietly each just observing the quiet residential street and enjoying the occasional breeze, while deep in thought. "Well ain't you two hard at work," smiled Nancy as her and Emily walked out onto the wooden porch. "Hello Nancy, how are you," smiled Barrows as she rose to hug Nancy. "Oh my gosh, aren't you the fine young mature lady," said Barrows as she hugged Emily.

"Well it is nice to see you again Agent Barrows but you can lose the southern charm, I already know why you are here," chuckled Emily as she took a seat and flashed her Cheshire grin.

"Oh hell, a female Ed Walker in the making," remarked Barrows sitting once again.

"Emily she's from California, she doesn't have a clue about southern charm, in her case it's pure west coast bull-turd," laughed Walker.

"Oh just listen to the old Richmond gentleman wax on about the modern world's lack of civility," snickered Barrows.

"Now, now, there is a certain degree of truth to that. Everyone would be a lot happier if all the people turned down the familiarity nonsense a notch or two and supplanted it with a bit of old fashioned 'mind your own damn business' respect for one another instead of posting on some damn social network every time you farted," scoffed Walker. 

"Don’t you just love my dinosaur," laughed Nancy.

"Tell you one thing, you need to stop calling this Harry guy a pedophile," said Walker.

"How's that?" asked Barrows as the laughter quickly crashed to a halt.

"Well I didn't make it up and I don’t know who the hell did, for me it'd be anyone under eighteen or perhaps even twenty-one. If you look it up, a pedophile is someone who goes after pre-pubescent girls or boys. In other words, once they, ah you know, start the menstrual cycle, they are no longer considered a victim of a pedophile."

"That's sick," commented Nancy.

"Well it's still child abuse," remarked Barrows.

"Yes, of course, I guess I'm just saying how come that group of deviants does not have a name like pedophile," said Walker.

"I don’t understand your point," said Barrows.

"If all your analytical data is amassed with both pre and post pubescent attackers, then it will be harder to drill down and find specific patterns. A pedophile will hang out at a school with children under fourteen. Where as the, let's call him, child molester, is only interested in older children. In other words he's a different animal altogether and should have his own classification."

"Got ya, we may have a harder time tracking him," said Barrows.

"Right, this is not some sicko who looks at little girls sexually, which I can't even begin to understand. This type likes them more woman-like but very immature so he can easily con them into sex. All the worse, this particular Harry dirtbag, kills them. Do you have a psychological profile on him?" asked Walker.

"He is very intelligent, white male, in his thirties or forties, well-educated and technological wiz."

"Why tech wiz, because you can't trace him?"

"We can find his computer's IP address except it's a phony and always changes."

"So how do you propose to catch him?" asked Walker.

"Well, if Emily can get a hit online from this guy perhaps she can slowly reel him into a meet up, then we pounce."

Walker looked towards Emily who sat looking downwards and pensive. Then he looked at Nancy, who just shrugged. "What are you thinking Emily?" asked Walker.

"I'm thinking how brave I felt when I knew I had to help out these poor girls..."

"And now?"

"How shit scared I would be if I'm within ten feet of this maniac."
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Chapter 2
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"I am sorry Mrs. Cular but the decision of the case review committee is final."

"I don’t understand this, I've made a home for three, why deny a fourth?"

"Sorry, but with your limited income and being a single mother, the board feels that three adopted children is the absolute maximum that can be allowed."

"You know I tried to save as many children as I could, I just do not understand," said Cular getting up from the office chair.

"If your situation changes, like an increase in income or perhaps if you get married, then you can apply again, otherwise there can be no fourth child," said the woman trying to maintain professionalism in the face of Cular's obvious growing anger.

"We will see about that," shouted Cular exiting through the office door and then muttering to herself as she made her way across the lobby. Forty-five minutes later Linda Cular began to shout the moment she entered her rented house. "Sandy, where the hell are you?"

"Mom, what's up? How'd you make out, we getting a fourth kid?"

"Yes."

"When will they they let us meet her. I assume it's a girl."

"They aren't, so we will make one the old fashioned way," glared the mother as they met up face to face in the tiny filthy kitchen.

"You're forty-two, isn't that a bit risky?" asked Sandy.

"Not me you silly little bitch. You are going to give me what they won't."

"What?"

"You heard me, you are going to get pregnant and give me the new baby. Once I line up someone, you will douche every week with vinegar, lemon and limes, so when you do the deed, we will be assured it's a girl. We can slap some pink paint on that little bedroom and be all ready for when you give me what I want."

"But what if I don't want..."

"Excuse me, I gave you a life. Your teenage tramp mother gave you up and your father hasn’t been seen since he did your mother. It's only fair you pay me back. You want to argue or do I have to get out my belt?"

"No, no belt, it’s just that, well, I'm scared."

"Nothing to it. I'll find a good candidate and you'll do it until it takes."

"Wait, I thought you meant, like that artificial insemination stuff," said Sandy with a look of terror about her face.

"No, can’t take no chance like that, could be any asshole jerking-off for some cash at a sperm bank. No, I'll choose you a fine specimen, don’t you worry. You just lay back and enjoy the ride," laughed Linda as she began to make herself some coffee. Two weeks passed then one night Linda Cular unlocked her front door and entered the house followed by a mildly handsome young man about nineteen years of age. "Sandy, get your ass down here."

"Mom, what's up, I was doing my homework."

"Where are your brothers?"

"I checked about a half hour ago, they are both asleep."

"Good, but we will do this down in the basement just to be safe."

"Do what?"

"What do you mean, 'do what'? This is Jeff, he's your baby maker. Did you douche this morning like I told you to do?"

"Yes. So, are we are just suppose to go down into the basement and do it?" asked Sandy.

"No, of course not, we'll send out for some beer and Chinese, then invite the neighbors over," said Linda sarcastically. "Get your ass down those stairs missy, right now."

The three of them walked down the stairs into the musty partially finished basement. Linda tossed the couch cushions onto the floor in one corner and preceded to pull out the fold away bed. "So are we supposed to kiss and stuff before we, you know?" asked Jeff.

"Hey this ain't no date, I'm paying you a hundred bucks to use your baby maker. We will check on her in a few weeks, if there ain't no baby, then you'll come back and do it again," explained Linda.

"So what do I do?" asked Sandy red-faced.

"Take your clothes off and lay down. He stays on top, that's the best shot at getting pregnant. Come on, let's get this over with," laughed Linda.

"So, are you going to watch us?" asked Jeff.

"Absolutely, I'm paying so I get to watch. I want to be sure it goes the right way. Now both of you get your clothes off and get to it," ordered Linda taking a seat opposite the bed.

When it was over Jeff lay quietly beside Sandy. "Ok, this ain't a romance, put your clothes back on and let's return to normal," shouted Linda as she watched the young man dressing and Sandy pulling on her panties. Linda walked the young man out and locked the front door. As she walked towards the kitchen she saw Sandy just standing in the doorway. "What's with you?"

"I thought the first time would be a bit more romantic," sobbed Sandy.

"You got plenty of time for that nonsense. This is business, Missy. I get another baby to raise and we get more money from the government. When the kid is born here at the house with a dodgy mid-wife I know, we will get a birth certificate that says I'm the mother and then I can apply for more government assistance. If it works out, perhaps we can have you push out a few more of the little buggers," laughed Linda as she downed a double shot of Bourbon. "Best of all, I don’t have to give up my drinking for the next nine months," laughed Cular.

___________________________________

"I can't believe I'm going along with this, I was not prepared for this set up," groused Walker as he sat uncomfortably in a hotel room looking at professional grade studio lighting, high end HD cameras and several FBI personnel all
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