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He was nearly bald, and scars covered most of his face. The man walked with a limp, and as 17-year-old Angela Massetti left Rainbow CDs & Tapes, she saw him right by the entrance to the mall. His cold, dark eyes and blank stare reminded her of the cold-blooded killer whose face still graced the walls of the post office in her town. When she arrived at the exit, her trembling fingers made holding her bags very difficult. Even in the glistening Florida sunlight, it was easy to see the white of her knuckles and fingernails as she clasped her keys. Her hand was in the deep pocket of her shorts with her finger pressed against the panic button, just in case she had to summon help. His eyes were expressionless as they looked her up and down as though he were visually undressing her. Many wrinkles showed all over his face, making his advanced age obvious. The sunken cheeks were evidence of his lack of teeth. His old and torn clothing emitted the smell of both alcohol and marijuana and filled the surrounding air. 

Angela could have gone out one of the other doors, but what if he followed her? She had parked only three aisles from the entrance where she was now standing, and if she left now, she would be amidst a large crowd of people who were leaving the mall for dinner breaks or because they finished their shifts for the day. With her finger on the panic button of her car’s key fob, she flew past her stalker and ran swiftly to her car with her stalker in close pursuit. She increased her speed, and as soon as she reached her car, she quickly unlocked the door, jumped in, and locked the doors again. He was still close behind her and attempted to stop her from leaving by jumping in front of her car. The shrill sound of her car’s alarm drew the attention of mall security and caused her stalker to flee in the opposite direction. 

She had veered off to the side of the road to compose herself when the motorcycle appeared alongside her. One look at his face and he could have been her father’s twin—at least the way he looked at that age. She continued shifting the car back into gear so she could floor the accelerator to get away from yet another stalker—-first the toothless hobo who tried to prevent her from leaving the mall and now this motorcycle hoodlum was following her. 

“Hi, gorgeous! Wanna go for a ride?”  

He put the kickstand down to stabilize the bike and leaned back on the sissy bar with his feet propped on its frame. 

“I don’t ride with people I don’t know.”  

Her heart began beating faster, and her rapid breathing almost caused her to hyperventilate. She had one hand on the panic button of her key ring while she held her purchase and her purse with her other hand. 

“Name’s Joey Spinelli. What’s yours?”  

His foot was on the clutch of his motorcycle, and he gunned the engine. His eyes met hers, this girl who had caught his eye.

She dropped her hands to her side as her hands shook. “Umm...Angela. Angela Massetti. He was much rougher than any of the guys she had ever known at school or in her neighborhood, and she wasn’t sure if she should trust him.

“You live around here?” he asked with eyes shining like stars in the sky. 

“No, I’m... just...shopping.” Her legs were unsteady as she put her hand on the railing to maintain her balance.

“So, are we going for a ride?”

“I told you I don’t ride with strangers.” Her knees shook harder then as she steadied herself against the door of her car, Part of her wanted to go with him while another part of her was afraid to even think of going anywhere with this guy her parents would refer to as a “hoodlum.”

The black leather motorcycle jacket, his hair pulled into a ponytail, and tattoos of snakes and dragons covering his arms reminded her of a native from one of the tribal lands with their drums and noises His sense of freedom and the way he took off on his motorcycle like a wild wind in the night drew Angela to him. The thought of riding free in the wind sounded fun. She had never been a “wild child,” but she wanted to try something new.

She pulled into a nearby parking lot, parked, and locked her car. Angela grinned at him as she seated herself behind him on the motorcycle and instinctively placed her hands around his waist. She was red-faced and sweating as she worried what her parents would say when they found out. 

“Where are we going?” Angela asked him as they drove away.

“I thought we would just ride around a while and then stop for something to eat. Do you have any place special you would like to go?”

“No, just so they serve proper food. I’m not a junk food lover,” she said with a shy smile.

“Yeah, I can tell.” His eyes looked her up and down as his eyes seemed to look right through her clothes. She was several inches shorter than his nearly six feet, and her long legs made her look more like a movie star or model than a high school girl. Her language sounded much like a college student: soft yet clear and articulate. 

After picking up her car from the parking lot, she got home about 10:00 that night. They started dating more often, but it wasn’t long before she noticed another sign of Joey. He reminded her of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde: he could be the sweetest guy one minute and ready to explode like a bomb the next. Walking on ice became a way of life for Angela. Her parents saw the other side of him before Angela did and approached her with it one evening when she arrived home half an hour past curfew.

“Angela, we are really concerned about your relationship with this boy. He isn’t the kind of boy we want you to date, and the fact he has you coming in past your curfew tells us he is irresponsible.”

Angela ran upstairs to her room, loudly stomping her feet on each step as she ascended. Her face was red like fire, and she was breathing deeply as she yelled down the stairs to her father. 

“Why blame everything on Joey?” she asked. “Did it ever occur to you I have a mind of my own and didn’t tell him what time I had to be home? You always want to blame someone else when I do something that doesn’t meet with your approval.”

“Don’t be curt with me, young lady, or you’ll find yourself confined to your room for the next week.”

“Whatever! You don’t even know him, but you want to judge him! If you would take the time to find out, you’d see he isn’t at all like you think he is.” The tone of her voice was one of disrespect and completely unlike Angela. 
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They had been dating about three months when he showed signs of controlling behavior. In addition, various behaviors showed there was a potential for this to turn into an abusive relationship. Her face nearly dropped to the floor when his lies became noticeable. An Internet search showed his address was in the middle of a shopping district that had existed for over 20 years, and the school he said he attended had only opened the previous year. She gathered the information she found and took it to Bill Winters, her brother Michael’s roommate, and a Florida state trooper. 

“Bill, can you do me a favor?”

“Always for you, Sugar. What do you need?”

They met at the apartment because she didn’t want everyone else to know about her suspicions until there was more information. She was also fearful if he knew what she had done, it would cause her at least emotional abuse.

“I’m not sure exactly, but something just doesn’t seem right with Joey. The information he gave me just doesn’t add up.”

“Give me what you have, and I’ll see what I can find out. Can’t have my roommate’s little sister getting hooked up with unsavory characters.”

Once he had everything in his hand, Bill took it with him to the station and immediately started on the investigation. When he finished, he shook his head in frustration as he picked up the phone to call Angela. 

“Can you come by the station after school today?”

“Sure. What’s up?”

“I’d rather tell you about it when I see you. It’s complicated.” 

“Okay. I’ll be there.”

When she entered the station, a tall, burly police officer whom she had met twice at Michael’s apartment met her as she entered the station

“Angela, it’s good to see you again. What can I do for you?”

“Bill called and asked me to stop by.”

“Oh, yeah, the research on Joseph Spinelli. I don’t think you’ll like it.” He buzzed her through the door where she found Bill waiting for her with his computer logged on and a file so thick it looked like a book.

“Hi, Bill, what’s up?”

“Sit down, Angela. I found some disturbing information.”

“Oh? Just how disturbing?”

“It took me a few days to even get a lead on this guy because Joseph Spinelli is just one alias he uses. In fact, he has so many that no one seems to know his real name.”

“I saw his driver’s license.”

“If you know the right people, creating a false identity is easy. I also discovered he was an active member of the Oakland Chapter of The Warriors. before moving here. He was a person of interest in several suspicious deaths that had occurred in the Los Angeles and San Francisco Bay areas when he lived there. I’m waiting for confirmation, so say nothing to him and put yourself in danger. I want to make sure this charge is valid before I start the extradition procedure. Be very careful in the meantime. Promise me.”

“I will, don’t worry. The last thing I need is to subject myself to domestic violence at the hands of an abusive and possessive boyfriend.”
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She had been trying to see less and less of Joey, and he gave her the perfect reason after she went to the Oceanside Mall with her friend Diane. She got home later than expected and Joey was furious.

“You said you would be home by 10:00,” he yelled. “I know the mall closes at 9:30 on Saturday night.” His voice was loud and very hostile, and the anger pulsating from his veins made him look almost like a sumo wrestler. 

“So? We went shopping, and then we went for ice cream. What’s the big deal?”

“What’s the big deal? The big deal is you told me you would be home by 10:00, so I assumed when you got back, we could just chill for a while. But, no, that was too much to ask of you! I guess you’d rather spend time with Diane than with me.”

“Oh, stop it, Joey; you’re acting like a possessive boyfriend! I never said I was going to quit seeing my friends, and I never will. Diane and I have been friends for years, and for your information, she left her boyfriend at home, too, so we could go out, and he isn’t sitting home sulking! I will not tolerate your controlling behavior!” She was so angry her voice was trembling, and her face was as red as a
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