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        This novel is entirely a work of fiction. As a fiction author, I have taken artistic liberty to create plausible experiences for my characters void of confirmed scenarios. Any resemblance to actual innovative developments in any scientific area is purely coincidental. My writing was thorough, and editing accurate; hence active depictions of any kind in this book are attributed to creativity for a great story. It was my pleasure sharing these stories with you! ALL glory to GOD.
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      GOD executes…justice for the oppressed. – Psalm 103:6

      

      Fall leaves crunched under his feet as retired Police Chief Newt Summers entered the Broken Falls Bar, the only bar servicing his small town, dusted his boots at the door, and strode to the counter where the bartender was mixing drinks. “Give me something strong.”

      “You got it, sir.” Cody, knowing Newt’s preference for whiskey, went to work.

      Newt shed his coat onto the chair’s arm. When he was served, he saluted Cody with the glass, took a few sips, then angled sideways on his barstool, and sneaked a glance around the dimly lit interior.

      The rock music jarred his nerves, and he wasn’t quite sure he was enjoying it. These days, loud noises and music brought him little excitement. Maybe he was simply at a place in life where it took a lot to get him excited about anything, especially after his son, Dean, left town to join the Secret Service.

      “Fifteen years ago,” he muttered into his glass before he sipped again and felt it burn its way down his throat. Fifteen years since his boy chose to fight crime in the President’s circles instead of right here at home. Broken Falls was too small for Dean. Moreover, when his mom had passed away and the will was read, Dean said he wasn’t taking any of the money. Wealth she had inherited from her father, which was now legally his son’s, had gone into a trust he’d created—for when Dean got his senses back and returned home.

      Except, he never did. Probably never would. Newt didn’t think it could happen when Dean wrote him saying he’d found God. It could be something else…or nothing. The boy had been quite independent as a kid and rarely allowed himself to depend on anyone. Little did Newt know his son had also gained his stubborn streak—all of it.

      Groaning, he downed his drink just as the door squeaked open. Someone entered, and a moment passed before Newt recognized who’d walked in—the one man he could not put away, accused sex offender Adam Zamperini, the basest of criminals, because of how and who he targeted.

      The bar suddenly felt cooler, and Newt grabbed his coat and shrugged it on.

      Grinding his teeth at the one failure of his otherwise illustrious career, he curled his fingers inward to avoid giving in to the temptation to punch the creep. If only Dean had stayed in town… If only his son was the police chief… He would’ve been in a position to stay on this brute and finally put him away.

      All his son did was give him this alarm…thing…to clip to his waist belt whenever he went out of the house and told him to press it if he was ever truly in danger. What a poor substitute! There was nothing like having Dean close, but Newt couldn’t readily keep his son close forever. Someday, somehow, Dean would’ve left. Would he have felt better if Dean had bonded with this community he’d labored to protect, and then left them?

      Nonsense. Newt told himself the truth. No time would have been a good time to say goodbye to his son. Dean might as well have left back when he did.

      Newt gulped down the second regret of his life, unclenched his fist, and pressed a hand to the gleaming counter, making to rise.

      Another hand clamped down over his, and coffee-stained molars met his gaze in a crude smile. “You’re not leaving because of me, are you?” Zamperini slammed a fifty-dollar bill on the counter. “Wait. Let me buy you a drink.” A wicked glint tinted his gaze.

      The bartender, possibly aware of the enmity between them, froze, then slowly set the bottle in his hand down. The last time both men were here together, their heated exchange had traveled farther than this bar. “Guys, I like this job. My boss is out sick, and I don’t want any trouble. Please.”

      Newt was not interested in a repeat session, anyway. He glanced over at the young man whose cheeks were reddening in blotchy patches. “Son, there’ll be no trouble. I’m just about leaving. I’ve drank enough anyway.” He paused. “Plus, Zamperini isn’t worth any trouble.”

      A former colleague and friend waved him over, and Newt gladly retreated from any confrontation and went over to say hi, asking after the man’s family and well-being. He sat down to listen as his friend talked about his health issues and Newt wished him well. He wasn’t given to prayer, or he would’ve prayed for him. But he and God were a strange item, and maybe part of why he and Dean had grown distant.

      Sighing inwardly, he offered the man consoling words and spied, from the corner of his eye, as Zamperini finished his drinks and got up to leave, stumbling a little. “You think you’ve got a handle on yourself, or do you need an officer?”

      A ride home for the man would ensure two things—that he didn’t trap anyone to molest them, while in his drunken state, and that he didn’t cause an accident. Of the two, the first concerned him more.

      As a pattern, Zamperini targeted those who couldn’t defend themselves and allegedly molested them when drunk, according to past records, then later claimed it was either consensual, he thought they were older, or that he didn’t remember. He’d gotten away each time on a technicality or lack of physical evidence. It was the word of the victims versus his. Something told Newt that he’d committed such crimes more times than he’d gotten caught for. And Newt had made it his goal to ensure Zamperini never touched another young girl inappropriately again. So far, it looked like previous pressures from law enforcement had worked to keep him under control.

      “I don’t need a cop, Summers.” Zamperini drew close, close enough for Newt to inhale the alcohol on his breath, stronger than his own, and spoke through gritted teeth, wagging a finger in his face. Oh, how Newt would love to break a few of those fingers, but, with the way he felt about the man standing in front of him, it might not end with only broken fingers. “Now, you keep out of my business, or else…”

      As the man stomped out the door, Newt itched to trail him but sat back down at the bar and turned to face the bartender. “Another drink, please. And that should be it.”

      When Cody served him, Newt took one sip. Then two. But his stomach rebelled against taking more. More than his belly, his heart didn’t trust Zamperini.

      No.

      Not when the man was drunk.

      Not tonight. Zamperini drunk at night was not a frequent occurrence, and every time it happened, someone got hurt. If memory served him well, every one of Zamperini’s past victims had been picked up at night and had said he’d been drunk.

      Therefore, if his track record was anything to go by, someone—a minor most likely—was in danger.

      Options warred in him. Should he stay and trust Zamperini to keep out of trouble? Or should he go and convince his mind that his gut instinct was wrong?

      Two minutes later, slamming a bill enough to cover his drinks on the counter, he rose and marched out the door. His gut had won.
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      And there is no [thing] hidden from His sight, but all things are naked and open to the eyes of him to whom we must give account. – Hebrews 4:13

      

      After pushing the door of the bar open and stepping out into the dark night, Newt managed not to stumble. Clearly, he might be the one calling the station for a ride home. Although he hadn’t thought he’d drank too much, he wouldn’t take chances either way. First, he would try to make it down the block to be sure Zamperini either got in a cab or was already on his way home—alone.

      Turning from the entrance and striding down the street with as much steadiness as he could muster while staying clear of the road, Newt reached an alleyway just before the intersection, and an image caught his eye, freezing his steps. He turned and stopped, looking away from the red stoplight ahead.

      Zamperini stood like someone lying in wait, knowing someone would turn up. Zamperini was already in the middle of the alley, and as soon as a teen girl—possibly trekking home—with a backpack emerged, he strode toward her. This looked like he’d planned it. This was not a coincidence. He intentionally hunted for this victim.

      Their shadows crossed. “Oh no. Bad timing.” Newt wished he could grab the girl and get her out of Zamperini’s path. Even as an older fellow, the guy was strong and could overpower a female teenager—or outsmart her until he got his hands on her.

      Thinking swiftly, Newt ducked when Zamperini swept a glance behind, probably seeing the shadow or, perhaps, sensing someone trailing him. When Newt heard Zamperini continue toward the unsuspecting girl, he managed to stay squatted but inched toward the large garbage bin separating him from Zamperini’s view.

      As he reached the garbage bin near the center of the alley, wincing from the stench of urine staining the air, he listened for any more movement but heard none. Neither Zamperini’s nor the girl’s. Had he looked up, he might’ve seen the object before it hit him.

      But it was too late.

      A hard object slammed against his head, and he slumped. The roughness of the concrete wall scratched his skin. He leaned away from the wall, and his head spun.

      Zamperini towered over him, his breath coming in gasps and his enraged eyes wide. “Summers. The stubborn shadow that never gets old. You couldn’t stay away, could you?” He pointed in the direction of the girl who was now gone—to Newt’s relief—unaware of the danger she’d just escaped. “She was just going to walk with me until I got home safe,” Zamperini lied.

      Newt wiped blood dripping from the side of his mouth and struggled to his feet. “Was that what you said to your previous victims, huh? They would just walk you home? But they never got to walk back safely to their own homes after being in yours?”

      How could he forget those names that had plagued him for years—when he’d spent just as much of that time seeking justice for them—because of Zamperini?

      “Was that what you said to Lynn Brooks? Stephanie Baker? And Linda Broderick. Before you raped them? Tell me, Zamperini, hasn’t old age taught you that some things do have to come to an end at some point? For a cat with nine lives, you should’ve learned that by now.” Newt wiped more blood off, cleaning his hand on the side of his pants—and feeling Dean’s alarm clipped to his belt. Dean, you’re a good son. “You certainly don’t understand the value of your freedom.”

      A slap hit his cheeks, and Newt returned the favor with a blow to Zamperini’s abdomen as he struggled to his feet, wishing he hadn’t drank at all. He drank on nights when he missed his wife and sought the company of others. Tonight was one night he should’ve simply chatted at the bar as alcohol left his vision blurry.

      But, before he was through regretting his choices, a punch hit his other cheek, and he punched Zamperini back more times. Zamperini staggered back. “For an irregular drinker, you sure still got a good stomach.” He punched Newt hard along his rib cage—the place he had shot Newt when he’d tried to apprehend him years ago—a place he knew there was a healed wound and where he was vulnerable.

      Newt tackled him, grabbing his knee, and both men tumbled to the ground. Another strike hit Zamperini on his jaw, and he cursed, hitting Newt again. Newt kicked at his knee again, the only part of him he could reach, and rose to his feet. But Zamperini scrambled to his feet too, landing another hit on Newt’s rib cage, which had him doubling over.

      Pain throbbing through him, Newt groaned reversed to get back to the road toward the traffic light.

      But Zamperini caught his coat, yanked it hard, and spun him around. “Where do you think you are going? I should’ve killed you back then. Instead, you got away with a wound. Now, I will finish the job.”

      “And is your memory too short to remember I should’ve killed you too, and I didn’t?” Would Zamperini—the man whose life he’d spared when he had a gun aimed at him and ready to shoot but chose not to—kill him now?

      The hard object, which turned out to be a broken baseball bat this man must’ve gotten out of the garbage bin, landed hard on Newt’s head, and his knees buckled. His vision blurred further, and he stumbled on a pothole. Another hit struck his head, and he fell to his knees, gripping the edge of the garbage bin for support.

      “Won’t you beg? Beg for your life, cop? Will you wimp out like those girls? I never did like them. They were just sport so there is no need to suffer for their sakes.” Zamperini sneered at him. “You were like a dog. You wouldn’t let go of that bone. You kept chasing me. Why did you have to get into my business? Were you the only cop in Broken Falls?”

      He swiped sweat off and shoved at Newt who was struggling to breathe, knowing his lungs had taken a serious hit. “Who did you think you were to go after me as hard as you did? You were the police chief, so what? Huh? Yes, I killed that girl, Linda whatever her name is. What will you do now, huh? Lock me up?” Adam Zamperini sneered at him.

      Newt’s mind spun. He had been right. Zamperini had not only been a child rapist, but he was also a murderer. God, if You are out there, even if this man kills me, please don’t let him get away. Avenge those people he’s raped and the ones he’s killed. Bring him to justice.

      “Are you confessing to me now when you think you have the upper hand? Why didn’t you admit it in front of the world if what you were doing was so right, huh? Zamperini, if no one has ever told you this, hear it now—you are the worst of the worst, and you can never wash evil away with soap and water, nor drink it down with a bottle of beer.” Newt raised a trembling finger with as much strength as he could muster. “Justice never hides. The truth can never be buried. It always rises, no matter how long it takes.”

      Another swipe at his rib cage sent a shaft of pain into his lungs.

      “Shut up!” Zamperini bellowed, staggering his stance, his chest rising and falling rapidly. Rage shook his body, and his eyes reddened.

      Newt told himself he should’ve called for help before turning into this alley.

      He shouldn’t have tackled Zamperini alone.

      He shouldn’t have thought the man wouldn’t see him. “I didn’t even come here to tackle you. I came to be sure that girl got away fine.” He glared into the deathly eyes looking back at him. “And, if my last act was to save someone’s child from you, Zamperini, it would be worth having lived this long.”

      Another hit landed against his temple, and unarmed, Newt knew he wasn’t getting away. He couldn’t. Not after Zamperini hit him the first time. Once that first blow took hold, this man couldn’t risk prison for assaulting a retired police chief. One of them was not leaving this encounter alive, and Newt accepted it at this point—it was him.

      Dean. His heart knotted when he remembered his son. His adopted son.

      If they hadn’t been from different races, no one would know Dean had been adopted. His mon was a widow when they met. They’d married and formed a blended family. Newt had raised Dean like he was his own, and loved him like his own flesh and blood. It pleasantly surprised him how Dean had responded in like manner, leaving him no doubt that his son loved him, ever.

      Newt’s throat closed that he could not say goodbye. With every pain-filled ragged breath, he released all of his regrets.

      He wasn’t dying in vain.

      A girl reached home safe tonight because of his intervention.

      Innocence was protected.

      He died fighting crime.

      And, as the pain in his chest burned upward and fluid entered his lungs and his breathing grew painful, he clutched his belt and pressed the red button—for the first and last time—so his son would know his father was in trouble.

      And so Dean could find his body.

      And, if possible, bring his killer to justice.

      He prayed his second prayer of his life, his second tonight. “God, let Dean find me. Let him put this man away. Don’t let this man get away with the evil he has done.” He pressed the button again, stronger this time, and held it. He held onto it even as Zamperini lifted his body, cast him into the dumpster, then stared into his eyes one last time.

      “You lost. I won. Goodbye, Summers.” Zamperini swung.

      Another hit met Newt’s crushed ribs from the broken bat, and he bade this world goodbye.
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      And the peace of GOD which surpasses all understanding, will guard your hearts and minds through Christ Jesus. – Philippians 4:7

      

      “Hold your position, team.” Dean Summers stooped low in the matted grass, hidden from view by the boulder on his left, and raised his binoculars. Three months, two weeks, and five days had passed since he left his base in pursuit of those who had kidnapped Rita Udo.

      Teamed up with four officers from their police department, they’d secretly come to the county next to the one he’d grown up in, where the call Rita made had come from. The man whose phone she’d used had stayed in town, so they assumed he was still holding her captive. Trailing him around town without being noticed, they tracked the places he went, but he seemed to have taken strong precautionary measures against leading them to where Rita was being held.

      Until tonight.

      Months ago, they had tracked the prescriptions filled at neighboring pharmacies and found two places that dispensed medications that could be directly associated with the symptoms Rita had complained about in her phone call. One was filled for an elderly woman, so it couldn’t have been her. Pharmacy records showed the second had been picked up by a man—this man—and since that time, he had done nothing to lead them to Rita.

      Tonight, they got a tip that he had picked up an antibleeding and cough, as well as antibiotic medications, and they’d gotten in their truck and trailed him from the pharmacy to this lone two-story apartment building at a new development area on the outskirts of town.

      No doubt remained in Dean’s mind. Rita was in that building. Now, if they could enter undetected and reach her, they could extract her alive. His heart tightened at the prospect of leading this girl who was said by her best friend, Lucy, to have endured so much in captivity, home. She had to get out. And tonight was a perfect night for her rescue. Rita was coming home.

      He tucked his binoculars and nodded to the officers crouched behind him in the bushes on undeveloped land across the road, where a construction truck parked beside a dumped load of sand likely leftover from backfilling the landscape of the newly finished building. The moon glinted off the hood of a Caterpillar adjacent to the truck. “Let’s move.”

      One officer neared him and tapped his shoulder. “Dean, you have an emergency.”

      Impatience threaded through Dean. “No, I don’t. The only emergency I have is getting Rita out.”

      The man inched closer, touching his radio. “I’m sorry, but you do. I was told to pull you out and ask you to return to the local police station immediately, or as soon as possible, sir.”

      They had come this close for him to walk away? Anger flared his nostrils. “Yes, as soon as possible—meaning after we get Rita out.”

      The man laid a hand on his shoulder. “You’ve worked as hard as we have—much harder than anyone thought you would—to help get Rita home. No matter what happens here tonight, you will get full credit for your role. We really need you to get to that police station. They are waiting for you.”

      Caution tempered Dean’s anger just then. “What’s going on?” He searched the faces of the other three, but their countenances gave nothing away. His gut tightened as his frustration rose.

      “They’ll tell you when you get there. We have to move in now,” the officer insisted. “I was told to take over this rescue mission.”

      Wanting to scream, Dean could only give the team one last look as someone tossed the truck’s keys to him. “Get her home alive, guys.”

      One officer nodded. “If she’s there, we will. And they have sent backup and more trucks so don’t worry about us—or Rita. We will keep you in the loop. Take care.”

      At the tenderness in the man’s voice, worry climbed in and replaced Dean’s anger. Something could really be wrong.

      He spun, walked away, and entered the truck. Without turning on the lights as a precautionary measure, he drove for about half a mile before flipping them on and joining traffic. Loosening the tightness of the collar of his tactical gear, he shot a glance upward. “God, please, what is wrong? I don’t understand why they
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