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A lot of well intentioned people have tired to crawl inside the mind of a serial killer, at best they are taking snap shots in time. The in the moment peek can not produce a comprehensive video of how it all comes together, resulting in sketchy at best conclusions of what is actually occurring inside the bizarre logic at work. Innocent victims fall prey year after year as the science of profiling the disturbed mind, continues to allude law enforcement revealing a scary truth, anyone can become the next target, or the next serial killer.

"I know you want me to stop, sometimes I want me to stop. You hope you'll catch me, but I'm too smart for that, so I guess I'll go find another to kill."

"His note is more than creepy," winced Walker.

"How do I catch him Ed?"

"No idea, follow the trail I suppose."

"The FBI has been doing that for over twelve years now. He has been quiet for the past two years, now we have four new victims," said Agent Brandy Barrows.

"When we hooked up I didn't think you'd be bringing murder cases into our bedroom," grinned Walker turning out his bedside lamp.

"For an old man you are pretty frisky all the time," chuckled Brandy.

"Don't tell me my forty-something choice is running out of steam already?"

"I love you Ed but for a fifty-something I didn't expect you'd be so loving," cooed Brandy turning out her lamp.

____________________________________

"Good morning my frisky parents," chuckled Emily pouring coffee into her mug.

"Damn it, guess it's time we look for a more sound proof house," muttered Brandy a bit red-faced.

"It'd be a whole lot cheaper just to buy the little brat some ear plugs," snorted Walker reaching for a clean coffee mug.

"So how come Teddy's bowl is soaking in the sink. Did he eat already?" asked Brandy.

"Yep he gobbled it down, guess he was hungry from all the exercise," said Emily.

"What exercise, the only time he moves is when I take him to the park," grunted Walker.

"Well he has been doing some construction or should I say demolition. Apparently a rabbit has taken up residence under the rear deck and Teddy has sort of dug a trench around the entire platform trying to get at him."

"Cute I bet the bunny is having fun in Ed's garden," snickered Brandy.

"This ain't funny," shouted Walker looking out his back door noting piles of freshly dug earth alongside his deck. "Don't know if I should help Teddy catch the little veggie eating bugger or make him put all that dirt back. Good thing I put stone piers to support the joists otherwise it'd move when we walked on it."

"You going to work on it today?" asked Brandy pouring another cup of coffee.

"No I have to go meet a client at nine."

"What's the case?"

"Teenaged girl found dead in family pool about ten years ago. A female cousin always had suspicions it wasn't an accident, she wants me to investigate," said Walker.

"Well I have to get on this serial killer," said Brandy.

"I have a weird one to look into, guess we all have a long day," commented Emily rinsing her breakfast dishes and placing them into the dishwasher.

"How about we all meet at Trilliano's for dinner at 7 PM," said Walker getting up from the kitchen table.

"Four star Italian food, I'm in," smiled Emily.

"What's the occasion Ed you're normally rather cheap," laughed Brandy.

"Hey, can't I take my favorite adopted daughter and favorite live-in girlfriend out for some vittles?" protested Walker.

"He sure can take a kind, almost romantic gesture and stomp on it with his sized eleven boots, can't he," laughed Brandy.

"Huh?"

"I think she means the part about reminding us that I'm your adopted daughter and she's your live-in hook up," sneered Emily.

"You're both right, I am sorry. You are my daughter for all intents and purposes, the only one I'll ever have and I love you," said Walker facing Emily placing a hand upon her shoulder.

"What about me, am I just the slut that lives with you guys?"

"Careful Ed it's a trap, but then again, if you say the wrong thing I might finally get some sleep tonight," laughed Emily.

"Brandy you saved me, you are the bright spot in my life," smiled Walker.

"Good answer," chuckled Brandy.

"Nice save, but I thought I was the bright spot in your life," grinned Emily.

"I get it, living with two strong willed women may be the death of me. Come on Teddy, let's go to the park perhaps you can find a squirrel to chase," quipped Walker.

"Think we rode him too hard," laughed Brandy as she rinsed off her plate after Walker exited the front door.

"It's good for him, keeps him young," chortled Emily.

"So are you alright with me living here?"

"Wow, where did that come from, thought we were well past all that history."

"I guess I have flashbacks, makes me feel uneasy," said Brandy.

"Hey we had a fling, it's over, you like boys and I'm alright with that. Having you live with us is great. You make Walker happy and I like having my best friend around. I really have no problem with any of it," reassured Emily giving Brandy a hug.

"Good, I'll always think of you as my little sister, BFF's for life," said Brandy giving Emily a kiss on the forehead.

"So I don't get to call you mom?" laughed Emily.

"Only if you want me to shoot you."

____________________________________

"So let me see if I understand this," said Emily talking with the clients she had just met. "Your neighbor accused your dog of having killed his four backyard chickens so he shot your dog."

"Yes, that's correct. We took him to court where he was found to be guilty but he only got a five-hundred dollar fine. Not for killing our little girl's puppy but for discharging a fire-arm within the city limits," said Mrs. Reese.

"So what can I do about it. I mean the police investigated, arrested him but the courts sort of let him off the hook. Not to talk myself out of some much needed income but what can I possibly accomplish for you?" said Emily.

"Well, we are upset that our little girl is still crying every night at bedtime even after three months. I still get misty thinking about poor Dublin, he was only an eight month old yellow lab. I know he didn't kill Sageman's chickens, he used to tunnel under the fence sometimes and get in the neighbor's yard but he'd only smell the birds, he wouldn't do anything to them. In fact I did see a red fox one day, more than likely he's the culprit, but then again four in one night seems like an awful lot," said Mrs. Reese.

"So you want me to find out what happened to the four chickens? You think perhaps Sageman killed his own chickens to try and cover up what he did to your dog. Did the cops look real close at the chickens, I mean did it look like a dog or animal did it?"

"The cops were useless, thought it was all just one big joke, even saw one of them giggling, the bastard," said Mr. Reese.

"It's the principle of the incident, besides we suspect he's up to something. Always has cars coming and going on his property, day and night. I want him busted," demanded Mrs. Reese.

"So you are willing to pay $500 a day plus expenses to have me find some dirt on your neighbor. Just want to make sure everything is clear," said Emily.

"Yes, if you find something, great, if not, than its another life lesson. From now on I'll do what my brother-in-law said."

"What's that?"

"Before we get another dog, I'll bury chicken wire in a trench along the entire fence line. That'll slow down any dog from digging."

"Good idea, except chicken wire is pretty soft and bends easily, I'd use something like welded cage wire," suggested Emily before getting up from the living room couch.

Emily sat in her car across the street from the Sageman house observing. From the lack of sleep she found herself nodding a bit in the cool rainy May afternoon. She woke with a start from her catnapping when she heard a tap on her driver's side window. There was a sour looking man, early sixties, with a three day beard wearing filthy clothing, staring at her through bloodshot brown eyes. Her first impulse was to reach down alongside her driver's seat until she felt the butt of her thirty-eight caliber revolver. With her left hand she lowered the power window. "Can I help you?"

"How come you staring at my house?" grunted the man.

"Excuse me?"

"Ain't going to excuse no one from staring at my house. You keep that in mind Missy," snarled the man slightly exposing a sawn-off twelve gauge under a dark green plastic poncho with a tear on the side. He stared at Emily for another moment as she slowly began to retrieve her pistol. Then the man just walked off back toward his property.

"I ain't liking this case already. He could definitely kill some chickens," muttered Emily starting up her car.

__________________________________

"Now that we have had dinner and desert I suppose I should reveal the real reason behind this fine dinner with two lovely females," grinned Walker.

"I knew it couldn't just be a straight up evening out," laughed Brandy.

"Oh shit," whispered Emily when she saw Walker get up from his chair then go down on one knee.

Violins softly began to play romantic background music and the patrons fell silent watching the event unfolding during their dinner. Brandy began to blush as she took in the situation. Her stomach churned, even having faced life and death situations working for the FBI, this scared her more.

"Brandy what can I say other than you have made me very happy to be alive and sharing a life with you. Will you marry me," said Walker opening a ring box exposing the sparkling modest diamond engagement ring.

"Absolutely Mr. Walker, I accept your proposal," giggled Brandy as she extended her left hand.

"I accept your proposal? How predictable, always the FBI agent," chortled Emily as she began to clap while the customers and staff followed suit, creating a warm and supporting atmosphere. Walker took his seat and the three toasted with their wine glasses as the fellow diners offered their salute with whatever they were drinking. Things settled and Brandy and Ed stared into each others' eyes. "I guess this is my cue to find my own way home," snickered Emily.

"Don't be silly, you are my family," said Walker toasting Emily.

"And don't you ever forget that," said Brandy holding up her glass once again.

"You two are a lot friendlier than the guy this afternoon," winced Emily while she proceed to explain the incident with the less than cordial Mr. Sageman.

"Be careful, he sounds like a nutter," warned Walker turning serious.

"You want me to have a chat with him?" asked Brandy.

"Naw, I can handle him, besides you'll be too busy."

"How's that?"

"Picking out your wedding dress."

"Oh hell, I didn't even think about any of that nonsense."

"Don't fret, we can make it as simple as possible. Figured you'd want just a quiet ceremony at city hall," said Walker.

Emily shot a look towards Brandy then Walker.

"What did I say?" asked Walker.

"Oh so you thought you'd get off easy huh. A quickie appearance before some city official then what, hot dogs at the diner?" huffed Brandy.

"Ah you are screwing with us right?" said Emily.

Brandy laughed. "Of course, you both know I don't care how it happens. Ed and I are already married as far as I'm concern."

"Good, for a moment there I was trying to figure out how I could take it all back," winced Walker.

"Too late Daddy, that ship has sailed," laughed Emily.

_________________________________

"Good morning Janice, glad you could meet me here," smiled Walker pulling out the woman's chair.

"I guess it's true what I heard, you are a dying breed."

"How's that?"

"No one pulls out a lady's chair anymore, it's not PC."

"Maybe a level of respect for women needs to be brought back into society and schools. It has nothing to do with being weak or less than equal, just plain and simple courtesy," said Walker.

"I can see it in your eyes, you are not only an old fashioned southern gentleman but one of firm convictions."

"Frankly we are not meeting to discuss my traits Mrs. Tiller. You have a case for me?"

"Please call me Janice. The quicker I can get rid of my jackass husband the sooner I can drop his last name."

"The case?"

"I have brought you newspaper clippings for a start, although I'm sure you have access to a lot more detailed information such as police reports and insurance investigations."

"This Linda Harrison was your cousin?" asked Walker browsing the yellowed newspaper stories.

"Yes, our mothers are sisters. My Aunt Jill Jarin is the third sister. Linda and I grew up in a typical upper middle-class family. All the usual weekend gatherings throughout the summer and of course all the holiday dinners, were mostly at our house. My mother Sandy was the oldest, which usually means your house gets all the traffic," laughed Janice.

"So what was so different about this greeting card lifestyle?" inquired Walker.

"Well first off it was all bullshit. Linda's mother, Aunt Maggie was a bit of a drunk and slept with Jill's husband. They had a major meltdown when it came to light, but eventually they all kissed and made nice. I was only about five years old and the details I heard are still a bit fuzzy."

"Was that the only family secret?"

"I could seriously write a book. Jill's husband, Uncle Peter was in business with my father David. They did salvage work on sunken ships."

"Lucrative?" asked Walker.

"It paid all the bills and quite a bit more. Then one time everyone was very happy, I guess I was about eight or nine years old. I didn't find out what really happened until just a few years ago after my mother passed away. She had all of dad's papers. As I went through them I realized there was a big family cover up."

"Did they find Captain Morgan's buried treasure," grinned Walker.

"Close, apparently they found items not on the ship's manifest. The ship had left the port of Hong Kong in the early 1940's, it sunk off the coast of Cuba. Everyone thought it had hit a reef or went afoul in bad weather. Years later in some old World War II papers in some dusty library in Europe more facts were found. My father, Peter and Ralph went on a business trip / vacation. A let's hit on some foreign women and see how drunk we can get kind of trip."

"What did they find?" asked Walker.

"It turns out the ship Ella Gina was torpedoed by a Nazi sub. No one gave it a second thought as merchant ships of all types were sunk by submarines. From what they could piece together the ship was actually of nefarious background and thought to be involved with smuggling, but the war broke out and everyone forgot all about it. They found in some old Kriegsmarine papers, that specific ship was hunted down on purpose, not a random target. No stated reason but the orders came high up the Nazi food chain."

"So your father and the two uncles decided to go after it by themselves," remarked Walker.

"Yes in a big way, they mortgaged everything. Even Uncle Ralph, the mild mannered weasel that everyone hated behind his back. He owned a landscaping and irrigation business, ripping off senior citizens, real low life. He sold his business and went in with my father and Peter," explained Janice.

"What kind of booty did they rescue from the sea?" smirked Walker.

"Gold. Coins, bars, crude castings of statues and busts. It was stolen gold that some one turned around and stole from the Nazis. Some of it had been melted down and quickly cast to look like antiques. They were pretty bad artistically but with the war and all that was going on, no one was looking too closely at cargo ships, especially those heading for South America."

"Ah ha, someone was stashing retirement funds for after the war."

"Exactly. Some of the Nazi officers knew the war would fail and didn't trust Hitler. They started early on and looked like they were going to be rich men after the conflict ended. It wasn't the first trip for the Ella Gina, but it was the last."

"Did any of the Nazi officers make it to freedom?" asked Walker.

"No one knows for sure but two of the three officers were on the ship when it went down. Some survivors were rescued by fishermen, but there is no record of their names, or what happened to them," said Janice.

"So the family was known for keeping things quiet and you suspect they did the same about the death of your cousin Linda."

"Perhaps I'm overreacting but I always had a bad feeling about the whole matter. The police were too quick to close the case with an accidental drowning ruling from the coroner."

"Why don't you buy that?"

"Well for one, Linda swam like a fish. It was a pool, not some ocean wave or riptide that took her down. I mean she would go into the pool early in the morning and swim until lunch. We used to make a joke about not giving her any tuna sandwiches for lunch because she might grow gills and fins," recalled Janice with a tear rolling down her cheek.

"Any suspects?" asked Walker.

"There are two male cousins, nasty pieces of work the pair of them. They are matured a bit now but back when we were kids they were monsters."

"What did they do?"

"Typical boy brat stuff, hitting us with snowballs, pushing us into the pool, making fun of us, the normal. But as we got older it turned sexual. Shortly after Aunt Jill got a built in pool most family summer get-togethers switched to her house. Ray and Lou would try to catch us changing into our bathing suits, pulling our bottoms off in the pool. One summer when Linda had just turned twelve and I was ten, Ray was twelve and Louie was thirteen they got Linda in a sandwich up against the pool wall. Ray had his back to the wall and Louie pushed Linda back into Ray while he dry humped her from the front. She was petrified. Then I saw Louie put his hand under the water then try to pull down her bikini bottom. She screamed and in a few seconds Aunt Maggie came flying out of the house asking what's going on. The boys swam away in an instant."

"What did Linda say to her mother?"

"Nothing, I think she was still in shock. I said the boys were trying to rip off her bathing suit then Aunt Maggie flipped out on the two boys. Saying how they were getting too old to be doing that sort of stuff," explained Janice.

"Did it end there?" asked Walker.

"No, Aunt Jill came running outside and she said the boys were just playing around. I thought Aunt Maggie was going to deck her, but everyone knew you didn't mess with Jill and her precious boys. They of course were sitting across the pool with their feet dangling into the water laughing like two jerks. They thought it was all a big joke."

"So Jill didn't even ask Linda what had happened?"

"No, she always protected her boys. In addition she never liked Linda, even as a small child Jill felt she was too much of a princess. I heard Maggie and my mother, Sandy, talking one time and they thought that Jill was unfair to Linda. Best I could figure Aunt Jill just didn't like her. Always thought Linda was making up the stories to get her two boys into trouble. But she didn't, those two were always bad news."

"I take it that the crap still continued?" asked Walker.

"Oh yes, they still hounded her every chance they got. One day about a year later I saw them sneaking into the garage during a big family cookout. I couldn't figure out where they were going with a cantaloupe. I thought they were going to stick firecrackers in it to blow it up. They always did stuff like that
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