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CHAPTER ONE
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It was Wednesday. Another “gotta go to work” day for the dozens of people rushing to various office jobs in the city of Wilmington. The hardworking men and women who have dedicated their lives to climbing the corporate ladder in hopes of one day finally occupying “The Big Chair”. Some will achieve their goal, eventually retiring, finding comfort and succor at the local country club playing endless rounds of golf. Then afterwards, dining on prime rib or crab imperial regaling their dinner companions about how they “made it”. 

Others will toil away in that purgatory of a treadmill known as “middle management”, always grabbing at the brass ring, yet always missing it. Then, there are those who work in the lower echelon of a company merely trying to earn a living for themselves to support their families.

Many of them commute to work by car, storing their vehicles in overpriced parking garages, while others ride buses to save on gas as well as parking. The buses converge daily at Rodney Square, discharging their passengers. They shuffle in groups toward their destinations of employment, reminiscent of the factory workers scene in the film Metropolis.

However, this Wednesday was different. On a bench lay a man; his back facing the steady stream of commuters as one arm dangled downward.  At first glance, it appeared he might be asleep after a night of binge drinking or perhaps, he was in a comatose state from a drug overdose. 

Speculation filled the air, theories and conjecture abounded. Upon closer examination the onlookers noticed the pool of blood beneath the bench. Some of the braver spectators moved closer to the body to have a better look. After all, they just had to know. It was a prime example of bread and circuses and would be the topic of office conversation of that day: “Did you see the guy lying on the bench at Rodney Square? Did you see the blood? What do you think happened to him?”

Officer Tom Grady was the first one to arrive on the scene. He examined the body and found the victims throat had been viciously slashed. Grady checked the man’s wallet for identification. The cash was missing, but the credit cards remained untouched. 

Tucked into the man’s shirt pocket was an index card with detailed drawing of a sleazy looking prostitute wearing a halter top that barely concealed her large breasts, a short black mini skirt, fishnet stockings and high heels. In her hands was a switchblade with a bloody tip. Near her feet was a pool of blood. The lettering at the bottom read Road Lizard beneath that was the phrase: The Thrill Is In The Kill surrounded by a pool of blood.  

He closed his eyes briefly. His blood ran cold. This was the third victim of the killer who called herself Road Lizard. The M.O was similar to the other murders: the victim, male, stabbed with a switchblade knife, an illustrated index card stuffed into the dead man’s pocket. This was the killer’s way of saying, “Come and get me.” It was a warped and twisted game the perpetrator obviously derived pleasure from. 

Lieutenant Ron Spear of the CSI unit showed up to gather evidence at the crime scene. Sargent Grady walked up and handed him the card left in the victim’s shirt pocket. “The Road Lizard’s struck again”, he said to Spear matter of fact. “The body was discovered early this morning. When I arrived, this place was like a freakin’ circus. Goddamn rubberneckers.”  “She’s a very good artist,” Spear said with a touch of admiration. “Yeah, a female Rembrandt,” Grady replied sarcastically.   

At police headquarters, Lieutenant Spear was examining the evidence on his desk. He created a timeline for the murders. The Road Lizards latest victim was a 38-year-old business analyst named Ed Taggert. As with the other two men, after having sex with him she then severed his jugular vein with a switchblade. As with the others murders, the cash in each man’s wallet had been taken, but the credit cards remained. The killer was very careful not to leave finger prints. For a gruesome added touch, the ghastly hand drawn index card was left at the scene.

Taggart was divorced, leaving behind three girl’s ages eight, ten and twelve. His brother Steven was called in to identify the body. Spear then called Taggart’s ex-wife who stated, “The bastards better off dead.” then afterwards abruptly hanging up on him. As Steve identified his brother’s body, he remembered joking with him a few days before that “too much sex could be dangerous.” Still, he couldn’t fathom why someone would kill Ed. He was fun and jovial; the type of guy who would give you the shirt off his back if you needed it.

The Road Lizard’s first victim was a trucker named Dave Capper, a forty-year-old married man with two young children. His body was discovered inside of his rig parked at a truck stop in Newark close to the Delaware State Line. His truck was parked near a wooded area that faced away from the truck stop. He was stabbed in the side and then his throat was slashed immediately.

Upon discovering the circumstances of her husband’s death, his wife Rhea’s first reaction was one of horror which then morphed into loathing and disgust. Dave, had a history of marital infidelity and even went to counseling for his sexual addiction. He promised her that he was a completely changed man. 

Now, she was identifying his body at the morgue after he was killed by some slutty whore. On her face was an expression of anguish, hurt and anger.  “Yeah, he changed alright. Just couldn’t keep his dick in his pants,” she thought bitterly, feeling inadequate both as a wife and as a woman.  The second victim, Rick Slade, a man in his mid-fifties, preferred the sexual conquest of much younger women in the twenty-five to thirty-year old range, although he occasionally pursued girls much younger. One time, Rick had sex, a terrible misunderstanding according to him, with an underage girl of sixteen. 

Rick vigorously claimed he thought she was nineteen or twenty, although she did tell him upfront her actual age. Proving the adage “the flesh is weak” he took her on a weekend cruise to the Bahamas for three days of sun, fun and sex with his underage sex kitten.  When his underage lover began threatening to cry “sex with a minor” to the proper authorities, a shiny, late model car and ten thousand dollars in hush money spared Rick from being arrested as well as being on the sex offender registry for fifteen years. It was a lot of cash to throw around, but Rick owned a lucrative advertising agency, so he had the means to make the problem conveniently go away.

Rick, a proudly confirmed bachelor, held the notion that the woman he came into contact with were nothing more than one-night stands to be conquered and then said goodbye to in the morning. Then it was on to the next one. He cavalierly referred to the women he slept with as “broads.” 

One day at the gym, Rick was complaining to one of his gym-rat buddies about how all of the twenty something broads he tried to seduce told him they were engaged. It never even entered his consciousness that they were lying in order to stave off his advances. They instinctively knew he was a middle-aged wolf in search of a one-night stand with a younger woman and weren’t the least bit interested in becoming another notch is his sexual belt.  

Rick’s body was found in the backseat of his Cadillac Escalade. His throat was slit and there was a look of terror mixed with disbelief on his face. Rick’s pants were pulled down, his wallet emptied of the cash. The Road Lizards calling card was stuffed in his mouth. Rick didn’t know it, but the moment he let her in his car, she would turn out to be his last and deadliest conquest. 

The three murders had occurred during the last six months and despite every effort of Spear to figure out the motive for the crimes, he was coming up empty. Even the Forensic Psychiatrist could only deduce that the women responsible suffered from rage possibly stemming as a result of sexual abuse suffered as a child. But it was all theory and conjecture for the moment.

Why did this woman call herself Road Lizard? There was a prostitute down in Lock Up named Texas Sally, picked up for soliciting an undercover police officer, who might be able to help provide an answer. Texas Sally, actual name Louise Schinberg, was a gorgeous six-foot four red head who hailed from New York possessing an incredibly voluptuous figure and who spoke with an acquired southern accent. Through the use of diction tapes, Sally shed her naturally nasal Bronx voice in lieu adopting a charming Texas drawl. No one would have ever suspected she never as much as set foot in The Lone Star State. 

Sally was escorted by the bailiff to Spears office, dressed in a white bustier, black miniskirt and cowboy boots. Soon as she saw him, Sally smiled exclaiming, “Well, it’s been a dog’s age since we last saw each other, Ron! How ya’all been?”  Spear shook her hand.  Sally looked at him with disappointment. “What? No hug? It ain’t like we’re strangers, Ron.” “Just keeping it on a professional level, Sally,” he said with a smile. “Ron, you’re just afraid one day I’m gonna jump your bones.” Embarrassed, but managing to keep a straight face, Spear asked her to have a seat.

She sat down in a chair and asked “Now what can little ole me do for you?”  Getting right to the point, Spear said, “I need your help, Sally.

We have a suspect in a series of murders. She calls herself Road Lizard. Does that term have any particular meaning?  “Honey,” Sally told him, 

“A road lizard’s a prostitute who hangs around truck stops doing tricks. Truckers, customers-any guy with a spare dollar. These ladies, and I use the term loosely, are considered the lowest common denominator in my profession.”

“Sally, this is important,” Spear told her. “Do you know or have you heard anything about her?” Sally shook her head adamantly. “Not a thing, sugar. You know I’d tell you if I knew something. You and I

go back a few years. Now, I don’t know anything about this pro, but she appears to be a lone wolf, staying under the radar as it were.”

“Thanks, Sally,” Spear said appreciatively. The bailiff came into the room to escort Sally back to Lock Up. Before leaving, she asked Spear,

“Still married?” “No,” he replied matter of fact, “I’ve been divorced for over a year.” “Well then, you and I have to get together sometime,” Sally mentioned suggestively. “Maybe, Sally. We’ll see”, Spear said with a laugh.

She impulsively grabbed a pen and a piece of paper from his desk, writing down her name and phone number. “I’ll be out in a couple of days. Gimme a call.” Sally winked at him. “Don’t worry, sugar I won’t bite. Then again, I just might.” After she left, Spear put the paper in his shirt pocket. Maybe he would take Sally up on her offer.
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CHAPTER TWO    
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This would be the third trip to the altar for Joanne Mazzerella. She had such phenomenally bad luck when it came to choosing the men in her life, it was to the point where even her friends felt this might not be her last attempt at marital bliss. Her first husband was a chronic gambler and although he claimed to attend Gamblers Anonymous meetings, in reality he continued to gamble huge of money on horse racing and poker games instead. The marriage ended up in divorce court after he cashed out his 401k, blowing every penny of it during a wild weekend in Atlantic City.  

Joanne’s second marriage to a chronic alcoholic was unfortunately no gigantic improvement. Even though each and every one of her friends and family members advised her to cut him loose, Joanne stubbornly remained with him, magically thinking that she could change him. 

His attendance at AA meetings was spotty at best; he could not or would not give up drinking. After five years of financially supporting him, bailing him out of jail and watching him laying around the house drunk while she was the breadwinner, Joanne knew it was time to cut the cord and marriage number two was officially in the dumper. 

Joanne’s good friend, Jack Deakins, had trekked all the way from Newark, Delaware to Alexandria, Virginia to attend the festivities. He had been at Joanne’s other two weddings. While he kind of admired her “never say die” attitude, Jack
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