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Vigil is a gripping, compelling read....one that will keep you guessing until the end....and maybe beyond.
Linda Livingston
"Vigil" is extremely gripping and absorbing from the opening pages to the ironic ending. Jim Patterson's writing is brisk and the short chapters as well as the intense drama help move the story along. Readers should keep "vigilant" regarding this unknown , but creative new suspense writer. There is still more to solve!!
Patricia Portwood
The day started out just like any other. Jack awoke at 6:00 AM. However, this morning his mouth tasted like crap. He had gone out celebrating with his friend Larkin, and Larkin's girlfriend Katy O’Malley. It was Katy's 28th birthday. He and his friend Bambi had gone to the "Lackluster Bar and Grill" on 7th street and had dinner then went to O’Tooles and drank until 2:00 in the morning. Sometime during the evening Jack met up with a girl named Anna. A statuesque blonde several years younger than him with long legs and a body that would turn any man's head. He rolled over expecting to see Anna but Saw Katy instead, lying on her side, still sound asleep breathing lightly. She was a beautiful girl with smooth skin, long red hair and a bronze tan. "Uh oh", he thought. How had Katy gotten here? He was sure he spent most of the evening with Anna. Somewhere along the line he had ended up with Katy in his bed. This could end badly. She was, after all, his best friend's girl.
Jack groaned and rolled out of bed padding softly into the bathroom and closed the door. He took a couple of minutes examining his face in the mirror. He had dark bags under his eyes and looked, for the most part, like he had been in a major fight. He knew that this was caused by heavy drinking and too little sleep over the last few days. It must have been quite a night because he didn’t remember coming home with Katy. He couldn’t even remember whether they had sex or not. He looked down at his flaccid penis, as if expecting it to tell him.
"Ah well" he thought. "I hope you had fun fella.”
Jack was a cop with the San Francisco police department. A former marine, he had joined the San Francisco police department 10 years previously at the age of 25. While he was in the Marines, he had served three years as a guard at Guantanamo Bay.
Jack was not a good cop. Given a choice, he would rather shoot a suspect then bring him in. He had a mean streak and that got him into many fights. He won most of them. On one occasion, he beat up a barroom bully so bad that he was unable to speak an intelligent word for more than a year. During his teen years, he had raped a 10 year old girl. He had cut her throat leaving her to die in the cornfield of a small farm in Sonoma County.
On that day, Jack was 17 years old, stoned out of his mind on mushrooms and driving a stolen car that he and his buddy Joe “Joey the Flake” Flack, had stolen from a parking lot near the movie theater on Geary street. They drove north across the Golden Gate Bridge into Sonoma County and eventually stopped at a 7-11 store to get some cigarettes and some gasoline for the car. As he was going into the store, a pretty little redheaded girl was coming out, after having bought some candy and a bottle of soda. She gave him a wary look as they passed.
Jack walked up to the counter and gave the attendant $10.00 telling her to give him a pack of Marlboros and put the rest on pump number three. After filling the tank, they started the car and headed out on the highway and turned left at the first street. Halfway down the block was the little girl in the blue dress that had come out of the 7-11 store. Jack said to his friend Joe "hey Joey, let's have a little fun and snag us some young pussy.” Jack gave Joe some instructions and drove down the block and pulled up next to the girl. Joe jumped out of the car and grabbed the little girl and threw her into the back seat covering her mouth with his hand to keep her from screaming. She fought against Joe’s hand, and managed to knee him in the groin, at which time Joe loosened his grip on her mouth, and she let out a scream. Joe then balled up his fist and hit her hard on the side of the head, knocking her unconscious.
Jack drove quickly down the street which soon became a country road with farms spaced far apart. He found a secluded place on the edge of the road and pulled into it. Jack grabbed the girl and carried her into the field of corn. The girl had on a pretty blue summer dress and Joe grabbed the front of it and ripped it open exposing her young body. He then ripped off her "Little Mermaid" panties and threw them to the side. At this point, the girl regained consciousness and started to scream. Joe covered her mouth and told her to "shut the fuck up and do what I say, and you won’t get hurt.” She kept squirming and trying to scream even though her mouth was covered with his huge hand. Jack reached into his pocket and pulled out his switchblade knife and placed it against the girl’s throat. He hissed "shut the fuck up.” This had the desired effect and the girl quieted down. Jack took her first. He was a large man and caused the young girl severe pain. So much so, that, thankfully, she fainted. Joe was even bigger than Jack and did considerable damage to the young girl’s previously unexplored womanhood.
Afterwards, while getting dressed, the two men discussed what to do next.
Joe said, “Let’s take her with us. We can have our own little sex slave.”
Jack said, “No, we can't do that. We have no place to keep her. Let's just kill her and be done with it.”
Joe shrugged and walked to the car. Jack walked back and knelt down beside the young girl. She was awake. Her beautiful blue eyes were staring straight up. He said, “Such a pretty little thing.”
He grabbed her hair with his left hand, and pressing down with the knife blade, drew it across her throat. He stood up and left, leaving her there to bleed to death. He walked back and got into the driver's seat of the car, wiping the blade against his pant leg. They headed back to the city.
By the time, they got back to San Francisco, they had both sobered up but neither could fully remember what had transpired in that Sonoma corn field.
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Jack got out of the shower and toweled off. He was a handsome man, and he knew it and took full advantage of it. He was raised in Taos, New Mexico. His mother was full Navajo Indian, and his father was Mexican. He had thick black hair, dark eyes and light brown skin. His father had owned a gold mine in the Sangre de Cristo Mountains and during the summer and weekends, Jack worked at the mine. It was hard work. He had a massive chest and big arms and was exceptionally strong. He could bench press over 300 pounds. He was also very vain and spent considerable time in front of the mirror.
After brushing his teeth and shaving, he walked nude, back into the bedroom. Katy was still asleep. He looked down at her inclined his head to the side and thought to himself once again, "how did she get here? It must have been some night because I don't remember very much of it.” After getting dressed, he Walked into the kitchen and grabbed a box of Cheerios, a bowl and spoon and then sat down for a quick breakfast followed by a glass of tomato juice and a cup of coffee.
He lived on the top of a three-story flat on Castro Street near 14th a nice neighborhood just a couple of blocks up from the infamous Castro district. He walked down the stairs and standing on the front porch, looked around and thought “This is going to be a beautiful day.” Little did he know.
Jack was a detective with the San Francisco police department. A year earlier, as a patrolman, he was involved in a shootout with a drug dealer in the Mission District. On that day, he was driving his squad car down Mission St. and noticed a man backing out of the local doughnut shop, with what appeared to be gun in his hand. He then heard the muffled sounds of the gun being fired into the doughnut store. The man turned and ran down the street. Jack quickly made the radio call to dispatch requesting backup. Traffic was blocked so he jumped out of the car and chased the gunman down the street. The man ducked into the goodwill store and ran down the aisle and out the back into the alley. Jack was right behind him and yelled "stop, police.”
The gunman picked up speed and ran faster down the alley. Unfortunately for him, a large truck had backed in and took up the entire alley. When he saw the truck, he tried to run around it but the side space was to narrow. He turned around searching for another avenue of escape but found none. Seeing no other alternative, he turned around, dropped his weapon and raised his arms shouting “don’t shoot.”
Jack looked at him and said “Paddy, you’re the dumbest ass-wipe I’ve ever met.” He then pulled the trigger hitting the man in his forehead killing him instantly. Jack knelt down and looked at the gunman's face. He then picked up the gun and placed it back into his hand.
His name was Pat O’Brien, but they called him Paddy. He had actually been a classmate of Jack's when they both attended Mission high school. Paddy had been one year behind Jack, but they were both on the wrestling team which had become state champions. Paddy had been the one to supply the whole team with the steroids they used. He had not seen paddy for many years but had seen the wanted posters and knew that he was wanted for drug trafficking. He was actually one of the main kingpins in the trafficking of drugs on the West Coast.
Just seconds later, two cops came running out of the Goodwill store and a pair of squad cars entered the alley from the opposite end. Backup had arrived.
Sargent Larry Davis was in one of the squad cars and immediately took control of the scene. After giving the sergeant a verbal report of his self-defense version of what had happened, he turned around and walked back through the Goodwill store onto Mission Street. Then walked into the doughnut shop where other cops had already taken control. One man lay dead on the floor and another in the booth up against the wall. Both had been shot.
Jack returned to the precinct station and made his written report and was immediately put on administrative leave pending the results of the shooting report. That was just fine with him. He decided to take out his houseboat and spend some down time cruising the Sacramento Delta.
The following day, the San Francisco Examiner newspaper ran a front-page story about the incident. They credited patrolman Jack Alvarez with saving the lives of many innocent people, by taking down this felon in a kill or be killed shoot out. His photograph was prominently displayed. A couple of months later he was promoted to detective. His partner was the veteran detective Larkin Adams. They became not only partners but best friends.
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Katy had not been asleep. She waited until Jack had left the house before getting up. In her purse, she had a pair of white cotton pants and a man’s tee-shirt. She got dressed and put the clothes that she had worn the previous night, into her purse.
They had not had sex. In fact, Katy hated sex and men in general. After looking around, she stripped the sheets off of the bed and put them in the washer, added soap and bleach, and pressed the start button. She went to Jack’s dresser and opened the top drawer. It was full of underwear all neatly folded. Carefully, still wearing the gloves, she removed a small-caliber gun from her purse and slipped it under the tee-shirts. She then slipped out of the house and walked down 14th street to Market and caught a bus on the corner. Thirty minutes later she was back in her own apartment and got ready for work. Katy was a pharmacist Technician and worked at the Walgreens in the Mission district.
At work, Katy thought about the night before. She was supposed to be the girlfriend of Larkin Adams, the best friend of the man whose bed she was sharing.
She had met Larkin a couple of months ago when Larkin was responding to a bomb threat at the Walgreens. Katy had called in the bomb threat herself. She had seen the newspaper article about detective Jack Alvarez, whom she had been looking for, for quite some time. She needed to get close to Jack and was hoping that he would be a respondent to the bomb threat. He wasn't, it was his day off. While giving her report to the Police, she discovered that Larkin was Jack's partner. She decided that he would be a good source and a way to get close to Jack. She batted her eyes and flirted. Larkin, being a single guy, responded and became interested in her. Later he made several trips to the Walgreens store even though he did not need anything. It was just an excuse to see her and talk to her. One day, after building up the courage, he asked her out, and she accepted. For their first date, they went to "Alioto’s" on Fisherman's Wharf for dinner then they went to" O'Tooles" for a couple of drinks. Katy actually had a good time she liked Larkin. He did not come across with that macho bravado that most men seem to have, he was very sweet. On their second date, they had gone to Golden Gate Park to have a picnic and listen to the music. Larkin took her home. There was a good movie on TV that they watched. They ate some popcorn and Larkin went home. By the third date Larkin was hoping to get lucky. However, Katy was not ready and came up with the excuse that she was not feeling well and Larkin went home to a cold shower. Eventually, she knew, that sooner or later, Larkin would be pushing for sex which she had no intentions of doing. One evening after a delicious meal cooked by Katy, they set on the sofa in the living room and Larkin begin the ancient act of seduction. Katy was repulsed by the touch of a man, even a man such as Larkin but she couldn't tell him that. So she told him that she had been molested by her step-father as a young girl and had been gang raped by strangers. Larkin was very moved by her revelation and told her that he understood and would not pressure her.
“I do enjoy your company Larkin and maybe someday I can do more but not now.” She said.
Katy and Larkin went out several times after that and everybody's started referring to her has Larkin's girl. It was during one of these evenings that she met Jack for the first time. She and Larkin were sitting at the bar at "O'Tooles" when Jack came in accompanied by a beautiful young woman who appeared to be in her late teens. She looked and acted like a bubble gum chewing "valley girl". Jack had never met Katy, but he walked over and planted a big kiss right on her lips. Katy was stunned and for the moment, speechless. Larkin and Jack both laughed heartily. The young girl with Jack didn't even seem to notice. Jack introduced her as Bambi Hunter. An appropriate name it seemed. Jack looked at Katy and said, “You look very familiar, have we met before?”
“Not that I can remember”, she lied.
The bartender came over and looked questioning at Bambi and asked to see her ID. She showed it to him, and he appeared satisfied. He then asked, "What’ll ya have?"
Jack said, “I'll have a glass of Guinness, and give the young lady anything that she wants.”
Bambi said, “I'll have a martini please.” She gave the bartender a big smile, and a wink.
The bartender asked "You folks need a refill?"
Larkin and Katy both nodded no. Katy said, “No thank you.”
The evening went quite well. There was a good conversation, and it soon became apparent that Bambi was not a “valley girl” at all. She was actually quite smart and worked as a newspaper reporter at the Examiner. She was the reporter who wrote the story about Jack being a hero. She and Jack had become friends, but not intimate friends. Bambi was very sexual but she just couldn’t see herself in bed with Jack. He didn’t have what she wanted. Jack could never understand why she wouldn’t go to bed with him. He was arrogant and believed that she should be grateful for even being allowed in his company. Bambi played him along because she wanted to keep the friendship alive, so she could have an informant within the police department which, at some point in time, may prove invaluable.
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Katy snapped out of her reverie when a customer came up and asked if his prescription was ready. She asked him his name, and got his prescription and rang it up and the man left. Katy started thinking again about last night and how she had managed to get herself into bed with Jack.
The pharmacist was an old man and was getting close to retirement. He wanted Katy to finish her schooling and become a licensed pharmacist and take his place someday. His name was Dick and he had a daughter named Anna. Anna sometimes worked in the store helping her dad. Dick and Anna were the only friends that Katy really had. She was not a socially active person and stayed pretty much to herself most of the time. She had other friends in the store of course but none that would be considered close.
She said to Anna “Today is my birthday, and I would like to invite you and your dad to help me celebrate it by having a drink at O’Toole with me this evening.”
Anna yelled over to her father “Dad, today is Katy’s birthday”
Dick hollered back “Hey girl, congratulations. Just how old are you now anyway, sixty-nine or seventy?” he smiled as he walked to the counter where they all stood.
They all chuckled. Anna then said, “She wants us to meet her for a drink tonight at O’Tooles. Want to go?”
“I have to meet your mother and drive her to Palo Alto tonight. Remember?”
“I forgot. Mom never did learn to drive “, she explained. “ But yes,” nodding, “I’ll be there. Can I bring a friend?”
“Of course, I’m going with Larkin, and I think his partner, Jack, will be there too” she said.
“Ooh the hero? I would really like to meet him. He’s sexy” said Anna “Maybe I won’t bring a friend along after all,” she smiled. Dick raised an eyebrow and left.
Larkin picked up Katy at 7:00. She answered the door and Larkin had to smile. She was dressed in a beautiful red dress and a matching neck scarf. Her red hair was long and flowing around her shoulders and she looked terrific. He helped her into the waiting cab and took her to “The Smelly Rose”, a wonderful Italian restaurant in north beach. Katy ordered calamari and Larkin ordered spaghetti. With dinner, they had a bottle of zinfandel called 'Seven Deadly Zins', a fine wine from Lodi in the central valley. For dessert, they shared a slice a tiramisu. After dessert, Larkin ordered a couple of cups of espresso. The waiter brought the two cups and asked “Anything else I can get you?”
“No thanks, just the check” Larkin said.
Larkin brought out a small gift wrapped package. Katy said, “I told you not to buy me anything for my birthday.”
“I didn’t” he lied. “Just a little something I found on the street this afternoon.” She opened it with gusto.
It was a friendship ring. Katy looked at it in surprise and said, “What does this mean?”
“It means that I want to be your friend forever” he said. “I don’t think we will ever be able to have an intimate relationship, but I would dearly love to have you for my friend. May I be your big brother?”
This was exactly what Katy had wanted from the start. She said, “Larkin, I feel terrible about the way I treated you, and you are a wonderful guy. You deserve so much more than I could ever give you.” She stammered with tears in her eyes. “I would like nothing better than to have an older brother.”
Larkin said, “Whoa, wait a minute girl, I didn’t say older. I said big brother.”
“I know but to be my big brother, you also have to be my older brother.” She smiled.
“Then so be it”, he said, and they clicked their cups together in salute.
They left the restaurant and caught a cab to O’Tooles. They were the first ones to arrive so they sat at the table that Katy had previously reserved. A few minutes later, Jack and Bambi arrived. They were all chatting and having a good time when Anna walked into the bar. She was stunning in a short black dress which was deep cut in the front, showing so much skin that it should have been declared illegal. Every male in the room looked at her with desire and every woman looked with envy.
Anna walked up to Katy’s table and sat down. Katy did the introductions and Jack asked “What would you like to drink gorgeous?” Anna blushed and said, “What are you drinking?”
Jack said, “Guinness, but I don’t think you’ll want to drink that.”
“You’re right” She said smiling, to the cocktail waitress, “I think I’ll have a slippery nipple.”
Jack choked on the beer he had just swallowed and said with a leer “That’s exactly what I was thinking.”
She looked sideways at him and smiled. He thought, “So much for preliminaries.”
Anna leaned in and looking around Jack, said, “Happy Birthday Katy, again.”
“Thank you Anna. By the way, you look fantastic. You’re making me look absolutely frumpy” she replied.
“No way you will ever look frumpy, Katy O’Mally.” She said. The guys all nodded in agreement.
It was around midnight and Bambi, having had a couple of drinks to many and feeling a little lightheaded, decided it was about time she went home. As she was getting up to leave, she staggered a little. Larkin asked if she was OK she said she was fine but Larkin decided that it would be better if he escorted her home to make sure that she made it safely. They excused themselves and walked through the front door and left. Meanwhile Jack and Anna had their heads together sitting at the table laughing and giggling at things the other had said.
Katy walked over to the bar and ordered three ‘slippery nipples’ and carried them over to the table where Jack and Anna were still sitting and sat down in the chair opposite Jack. She said, “Well I guess it’s about time I left. But first we need one last drink to celebrate my birthday and she sat down a glass in front of each of them. Taking the remaining glass she gave an Irish toast “Here's to being single...Drinking doubles...And seeing triple!” They all laughed and swallowed the drink.
Jack raised his glass again and said “Katy, may you live to be 100 years, with one extra year to repent.”
“You two seem to have hit it off OK so I will now be leaving you.” Katy said with an Irish bough.
Jack said with a big toothy grin, “I’ll make sure the young lady gets home safely.” Anna raised one eyebrow and looked at Katy and winked. Katy told them both good night and with a wave to the bartender, left. Neither Anna nor Jack noticed that Katy had spiked both of their drinks.
Katy had waited outside in a darkened doorway. Soon her two friends exited the bar and started walking down the street. Katy followed them but stayed far enough behind so she wouldn’t be seen. By the time they got to Jack’s car. They were both staggering just a bit. Jack helped Anna into the car, closed the door and walked around to the driver side. But before he got the door open he started to black out. Meanwhile, Katy had come up behind him, opened the back door and gave him a push into the back seat. She closed the door and got into the driver’s seat. She looked over and saw that Anna too had passed out. She leaned over the back seat and grabbed the car keys out of Jack’s hand. She started the car and drove off. She had the bastard.
Katy drove to a secluded spot in Golden Gate Park and pulled over. She sat there for a few seconds thinking about the next step. She could just shoot him but decided that he must suffer first and for a long time.
She got out and went to the passenger side door, opened it and dragged out Anna and pulled her off into the bushes. She arranged Anna on her back with her dress pulled up and her panties down around her ankles exposing her lower body. She then opened her purse and pulled out a large dildo and shoved it forcefully into Anna’s dry vagina. She replaced the dildo into her purse and threw it onto the front seat of Jack’s SUV. She then took Jack’s revolver out and walked back to Anna.
She thought, “Sorry Anna but it’s for the greater good.”
Then she hit her in the face several times with the barrel of the revolver. Carefully she wiped off the gun and placed it into Jack’s hand to make sure only his fingerprints were on the weapon. She then replaced the gun into its holster. She checked the area to make sure she had left no evidence that would suggest that it was not Jack that had committed the assault. Satisfied, she drove the car to Jack’s flat. By the time she got there Jack had started to stir. She parked the car in front of the building. Got out and opened the back door and helped him sit up. She then helped him up the stairs and into bed. She undressed and got into bed beside him. She was still wearing the white cotton gloves however.
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Jack had only driven a couple of blocks when he heard the siren. He looked in his rearview mirror and saw the patrol car directly behind him. He pulled over to let it pass but it pulled in behind him. The patrolman got out and drew his gun and ordered Jack out of the car. Wondering, “What the hell is his problem?” He got out and started to reach for his badge but the cop said, “Don’t do anything stupid. Turn around and face the car and put your hands on the top where I can see them.”
“What the hell are you talking about” Jack yelled, “I’m a cop.”
“I know who you are asshole, now do what I told you to do”, said the young cop.
“Ok, ok don’t get excited. I’m cool.” said Jack and turned and did as he was told. The cop came up behind him and grabbed his wrist and slapped on the handcuffs. Turning to look at the cops name tag, Jack said, “Look Martinez, I’m a cop; my badge is in my pocket. You have obviously made a mistake.”
Martinez said, “Sorry man, no mistake, you are under arrest for the rape and assault on one Anna Lee Morgan.”
“Rape? Assault? What the fuck are you talking about?” demanded Jack.
A moment later several more cop cars arrived and cops were all over the place. None of them knew Jack but they knew of him. He was “the hero.”
Sargent Larry Davis then pulled up and got out of his patrol car. He walked over to Jack and said casually “Have a good time last night Jack?”
Jack asked “What the hell is going on Sarge?” I didn’t rape anyone let alone Anna.”
“So you know her then?” Asked the sergeant.
“Of course, I met her last night at O’Tooles. We were getting along just fine. We left the bar about 1 am. I didn’t rape her.”
“I don’t think” he thought. “I really don’t remember anything after leaving the bar. Except waking up and finding Katy in bed. Or was she?” That was weird but he said nothing to the sergeant.
Officer Martinez read Jack his rights and assisted him into the back of the patrol car. They drove to the hall of justice where Jack was officially booked. Because he was a cop, they did not put him in a cell with other prisoners. He sat alone trying to figure it all out. Later that same day, he was taken before a judge and arraigned for rape and assault. The police officers association sent over a representative to discuss the possible involvement of union lawyers but they had advised him that because of the nature of the crime and because of the amount of evidence, they would not work on his defense. He was assigned a public defender.
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Katy was waiting on another customer when Dick came into the store. He spotted Katy and came up to her and asked “can I talk to you?” Katy rang up the customer’s order, gave him change and walked back to the corner where Dick had gone.
She said, “What’s up Dick? You look like hell”
“Anna’s been hurt” he said, “last night she was assaulted and ra..raped.” He was crying now.
Katy looking shocked said, “When? How? Whaaat? I don’t understand. I just left her a few hours ago. She was with detective Jack. How could anyone attack her? Where was Jack? Where is she now?” It all came out fast. She had practiced this moment.
“A jogger found her this morning around 5am. She was unconscious and the, the, the jogger called 911” he stammered. “They took her to St. Mary’s Medical Center. She’s all banged up Katy. Why would anyone do that to my little girl?”
She hugged Dick and whispered “I don’t know.”
Just then, she heard a noise behind her and turned around. Larkin was standing there looking forlorn. He said, “I just heard, but don’t understand any of it.”
“Can we go see her?” asked Katy.
“Sure, I haven’t been there yet myself” Larkin said “Would you like to come with us Dick?”
“I’ll go over again later. I have to get someone in here to take my place.” Then added, “and Katy’s too.”
It was Katy’s 10th birthday on that eventful day. Her mother, Debbie, was a single mom, and they lived in a small single wide trailer, which they were lucky to have. Debbie’s only source of income came from State Disability. She was not a beautiful woman, quite average in looks, and extremely overweight. But that was not always the case. Ten years ago she was a beautiful, full figured woman with long red hair and pouting lips. Now, she is 30 years old but looks more like 40.
Debbie didn’t know who Katy’s father was. She had been given the drug ‘Ecstasy’ by a supposed friend, and taken to a fraternity sex party where she had non-consensual sex with at least a dozen different guys. The father could have been any one of them.
Debbie’s own father had left her mother the day she was born and had not been heard from since. Her mother had remarried a high school boy friend that became very abusive towards both mother and daughter. He raped Debbie several times during her adolescence and, she swore to herself that she would never place her daughter in a similar position. Since Katy’s birth, she had shunned all men and turned herself into an undesirable recluse.
Katy was outside playing on an old tire swing which hung by a thick rope from the lower branch of a large pine tree.
Debbie called out the kitchen window “Katy, can you come in here please. I want you to go to the store and get me a pack of cigarettes.” Katy came running into the house and said, “OK mama.” Debbie gave Katy a $5.00 Bill and said, “Get me a pack of camels and you can have the change, unfortunately, that’s all I can get you for your birthday this year.”
“That’s ok mama, I understand and thank you”, said Katy enthusiastically as she skipped out the door.
The clerk at the 7-11 store knew Katy and Debbie and knew that she was getting the cigarettes for her mother. It was a common occurrence; many kids bought the cigarettes for their parents. Katy had enough money to buy a can of soda and 2 candy bars with a little bit left over. She paid the clerk and left the store.
When she was a couple of blocks from the store, she was humming a song and eating her candy bar when a man jumped out of a car and grabbed her around the waist and clamped a hand over her mouth. It happened so fast she didn’t have time to scream. She was thrown into the back seat of the car and the man who grabbed her was lying on top of her. She struggled but he was too big and heavy and was crushing her with his weight.
A few minutes later the car pulled over to the side of the road. The door was jerked open and the man grabbed her and dragged her into a corn field and threw her onto the ground. She started to scream and the man hit her hard in the face knocking her unconscious. She regained consciousness a short time later, and again tried to scream, but another man placed a knife against her throat and told her to shut up. He then proceeded to rape her. She lost consciousness again. The next time she’d regained consciousness the man was standing over her and there was a knife in his hand. He knelt down next to her and said something. She felt the pain on her throat, and she knew what had happened. She knew she was going to die.
Sandy was 12 years old he was riding his bike on the way to the 7-11 to pick up some milk and bread for his mother. He noticed a car coming out of the thicket on the side of the road ahead of him, and took off very fast towards the highway. Thinking it was strange for a car to be in there, he decided to stop and see what they had been doing. He saw Katy’s feet sticking out from between two rows of corn. He ran over and looked down on Katy. He knew who she was, she was one year behind him in school, and he knew where she lived. He quickly got back on his bike and pedaled to the 7-11 store and yelled to the clerk “Katy’s been killed. Call 911.”
The clerk thinking the young man was putting him on said, “Yeah sure, come on Sandy. You don’t kid around with things like that.”
Sandy said, “I’m not kidding; Katy is dead in the corn field, 2 blocks down. Call 911.”
When the police got to the 7-11, Sandy was waiting for them and guided them to the field where Katy lay. The officer was Dave Hamilton, a 6 year veteran for the Sonoma County Sherriff’s department. He took one look and said, “Oh my God that poor kid.” Then he knelt down and noticed that her eyes were open, and she was looking directly at him. He moved his hand toward her face to close her eyes, but she flinched. He was shocked to see her move assuming that she was indeed dead. He quickly checked her pulse and although faint, she did have one. He immediately radioed his dispatcher and said, “Get an ambulance out here pronto. She’s still alive.” The paramedics arrived a few minutes later and managed to stabilize her and got her into the ambulance. The county hospital was about 10 miles away, and they got there in record time. Katy was immediately taken to the operating room. She was in surgery for over 6 hours but the quick response by Sandy, the 7-11 clerk and the emergency personnel managed to save her life. However, she would carry the scar on her throat and her psyche for the rest of her life.
The police conducted an investigation but there was no evidence and in those days, no DNA testing. The two rapists were never found. At least, not by the police.
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Katy woke up to a bright light. She was thinking that she was dead and in heaven. Then, she heard her mother’s voice. “Katy, baby are you awake?”
She tried to talk but it hurt too much. It felt like someone had poured hot sand down her throat. The light finally went away and Katy could see her mother, several nurses and a doctor all looking at her and smiling. She tried to talk again but it was just too painful. Her mother explained that she was in the hospital and the doctors had bandaged her throat so she would not be able to speak for a while.
Suddenly, Katy remembered the two men and frantically looked around the room to see if they were here. Her mother said “Honey, they’re gone. They won’t hurt you anymore.” She started to cry.
The doctor asked everyone, except her mother, to leave the room and asked a nurse to send in the police detective that was waiting outside in the hallway.
A large man of about 30 years of age walked in and smiled at Katy and her mother. “Hi, my name is Detective John Fallon and I am working on finding out who did this to you Katy.”
Debbie said “She can’t talk detective. They cut her vocal cords. She may never talk again.” She sobbed.
“Now Ms. O’Malley,” said the doctor. “Don’t give in to that way of thinking. Katy is a very strong little girl and I’ll bet you that she will be back to her old self in no time. She is also very lucky. This type of injury is almost always fatal. Fortunately for Katy, the person that did this hesitated at the last minute. I don’t think he really wanted to kill her.”
Debbie smiled at him and said “I know she will overcome this doctor and thank you.”
“The young heal quickly but she will require therapy. They can do wonders these days.” The doctor said and left the three of them.
“Katy, do you remember what happened to you?” Detective Fallon asked.
Katy shook her head yes. She flinched because moving her head even a little bit hurt.
“Do you know who they are or have you ever seen them before?”
No she nodded. Unfortunately, Katy had no information that would assist the police in finding the duo.
It took another 2 days in the intensive care unit and then 2 weeks more before the doctor would let Katy go home. This was followed by several years of intensive physical therapy.
During the many days spent at the hospital, Debbie became more outgoing and started cleaning herself up. She actually enjoyed the brief period of fame that she and Katy received. She met several male nurses and doctors and found one physical therapist had started paying special attention to her. This evolved into a romance and after a six month engagement, a marriage.
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It took 14 years but Katy finally met up with one of her rapists. Joey Flack was a major drug user and had been busted many times for petty theft, robbery, dealing drugs, drunk and disorderly or breaking and entering into places he had no reason to be in.
Katy was taking classes at the City College and working the night shift as a sales clerk in a liquor store in the Tenderloin district. One night around closing time a man enters the store and looks at the shelves for a cheap bottle of muscatel. He finds what he is looking for and walks up to the counter and places the bottle down and reaching into his pocket pulls out a small caliber pistol and points it at Katy. He says “Give me all the money in the cash drawer, and you won’t get hurt.”
Katy said with bravado, “Fuck you, asshole, I’m not giving you anything.”
Joey said, “Shut the fuck up and do what I say and you won’t get hurt.”
Katy had a very vivid memory of the words spoken by her rapist many years before, and she knew that this asshole in front of her, holding a gun, was the same one that had spoken those same words to her 14 years earlier. Joey of course, did not recognize her and did not know that Katy had been taking self-defense classes for the past 5 years and was considered one of the best pupils in the school. She was also an expert marksman. She had sworn years ago that no one was ever going to hurt her again.
Now here was the same scum bag. She actually smiled when she realized that this was her chance for some payback. She said in a quivering voice “please mister, don’t hurt me.”
“Now that’s better bitch!” he said, “put the money in a bag and hand it to me.”
“Yes sir,” she whimpered and grabbed all the Bills in the cash register and placed them in a paper bag. She reached across the counter with the bag but dropped it on the floor next to Joey. He said, “Fuckin butterfingered bitch”, and he stooped down to retrieve the bag. He never knew what hit him. Katy had reached under the counter and had grabbed a shortened baseball bat that the owner kept for just such occasions and hit him solid on the back of his head. She held nothing back in that swing.
Katy went around the counter and grabbed Joey’s ankles and dragged him into the back storeroom. She then went back to the front of the store, locked the door, replaced the bottle of Muscatel on the shelf and placed all the daily receipts into the bank bag and placed it in the stores safe. She surveyed the room and turned off the lights.
She was smiling as she reentered the storeroom. She sat Joey onto the wooden chair and tied him up with some nylon rope. She also placed a piece of duct tape over his mouth. She waited.
Joey woke up with a splitting headache. Wondering where he was. He looked around and found himself tied to a chair. “What the fuck?” he thought “where am I?” he saw movement to his right and turned his head in that direction.
Katy said, “Welcome to hell shitface”, as she hit him in the neck with a Taser. Another security feature the owner had tucked away.
Joey cried out but he couldn’t open his mouth. “Oh shit, what’s happening”, he thought.
She hit him with the Taser a few more times then said, “you don’t remember me do you shithead?”
He looked up at her and tried to remember but couldn’t. He shook his head no. Katy said, “16 years ago, I was only 10 years old, remember now?”
He stared again, and then a memory came back like a sledgehammer. Katy ripped off the tape.
“You”, he said, “you’re dead.”
“No, not yet I’m not. But you soon will be.”
She placed the duct tape back over his mouth and reached for the baseball bat. She showed him the bat then swung it hard against his left knee shattering it. She moved slowly to his right side and swung the bat again hitting the other knee. Joey was yelling and crying as much as he could with his mouth taped over. He was pleading “don’t, don’t.” The pain was excruciating. However, Katy wasn’t through just yet. She wanted the son of a bitch that had caused her so much pain, to know what it felt like to know that you’re going to die. She also wanted to know the name of his partner. “What was the name of the other asshole that raped me?”
He shook his head and tried to say “I don’t know.” She ripped off the tape again and repeated the question. He didn’t say anything just glared at her.
She smashed his right wrist, “what is his name?” she snarled “The next one will be to smash your balls, and then I’ll cut them off and stuff them down your throat.” At that point Joey decided the best way out was to tell her what she wanted to know. This was one crazy bitch.
“His name is Jack Alvarez. I don’t know where he is. I haven’t seen him in years. Last I heard he was in the Marines”, he stammered. “Please don’t hit me again, I’m sorry, please.” She picked up the gun that he had brought in with him and checked it to see if it was loaded, it was. It was only a .22 caliber but at close range it could be just as deadly as a larger one. Katy placed it against Joey’s forehead and fired it 6 times, until it was empty. “You got off a lot easier than Jack Alvarez will”, She said.
Katy drove her car around to the back entrance of the store and, making sure no one was around, half dragged half carried Joey’s body out and dumped it into the trunk. The small caliber bullets did most of the damage inside the skull and left very little blood, bone or brain matter to clean up. Katy took plenty of time and erased all evidence of what had happened to Joey. She then drove to Sonoma County and to the old landfill site. She dumped Joey’s body just a few miles from where she was raped. She gave him one last kick, got back in the car and drove back to the city. The next day she went to the ‘Bank of America’ and got a safety deposit box and put in the gun, thinking, “I may need this again, someday.” Then she began her search for Jack Alvarez.
The body wasn’t found until a week later. When the cops determined who it was and that there were numerous warrants out for him, they associated it with a drug deal gone bad. “Someone was really pissed off at this guy.” One of the officers said. “Busted him up pretty good.” Said another.
It was raining and it was cold. The wind chill was near zero. Robert waited in line hoping to get into the Glide Memorial’s parish hall before they ran out of beds. Robert was an ‘Information savant’ and during his teen years was unable to handle all of the information that his brain was receiving and as a result, he was admitted, by his father, as a psychiatric patient at the Napa State Hospital. After five years of therapy by some of the best doctors in the business, he had “achieved personal recovery” and was released. He had no family, his father died of a heart attack a year after Robert entered the hospital and his mother had died in childbirth. He didn’t have any friends either and with no money, he joined the homeless people of San Francisco.
An arctic storm had blown in from the north and was making it difficult for anyone to spend the night outdoors. Robert did not like to ask for handouts but it was just too darn cold to be proud.
Finally his turn came and he was let in the door and pointed towards a room that contained about 100 cots aligned in several rows. He walked towards the back of the room and laid his dirty backpack on one of the empty beds and sat down. The room was packed with people, all moving about and all talking at once. A few minutes later a rather large woman wearing a full length black coat and carrying a large plastic garbage bag came in and sat on the bed next to Roberts, “Hi” she said as she sat down on her bed for the night.
“Hi Betsy.” Robert responded.
“Looks like we’re gonna sleep together agin, huh Bubba.”
“My name is Robert, not Bubba, you twit.”
“Rob..ert” she said dragging it out. “I had a husband once named Robert. That son of a bitch took off with his tiny assed, piece of shit, secretary one day. Leavin me to fend for myself. So buddy boy, your name ain’t no Robert. You gonna be Bubba to me. B’sides, you look like you could kick some serious ass an Bubba is more fittin to that image.”
Robert just laughed, something he didn’t do very often, and laid down. He had shoved his backpack under the bed and rolled over to sleep.
Morning came and everyone was told to get up and head over to the kitchen where they were given a bowl of oatmeal and a cup of coffee before being asked to leave the building. It was 6:30 when Robert left the warmth of the church and headed for the library. It didn’t open until 10:00 but he had nowhere else to go so he just sat on the bench outside. The librarian was an old lady that looked like the wicked witch but was in reality a very nice lady that encouraged Robert to learn from all the books available to him. Robert was an avid reader and extremely smart. He would read at least one book every day. Sometimes two or even three. He had taken an interest in computers and was working his way through several programming languages. The library had many computers available to the public and Robert would spend hours working on them. During his time in the hospital, he had learned how to assimilate the massive amount of data that was being received. Everything he heard, read or saw was recorded within his brain. He had finally learned how to control what was kept and what was deleted. He read many books on computer programming and would have been considered a genius in the field had he taken any tests.
The librarian opened the doors at preciously 10:00 and welcomed her first customer. “Good morning Robert”.
“Good morning Mrs. Lambert.” Robert said. “I hope you had a great time at the party last night.”
“I did, Robert. Thank you for asking. It was my daughters thirtieth birthday. We got her a new laptop computer. She was so surprised. It was nice seeing all the family again.” She went on. “By the way Robert,” she said as he was starting to walk off towards the row of computers. “I have a gift for you.”
“You have a gift for me?”
“Yes, I do. Actually it is from my daughter. She wants you to have her old laptop. Now that she has a new one she has no need for this one.” She said as she holds up a package.
Robert just looked at her and stuttered “I…I..I don’t know…I don’t”.
Mrs. Lambert just smiled and placed the package in his hands. “Actually, she was going to give it to Goodwill but I told her I knew of a much more deserving person who would make good use of it.”
“I don’t know what to say, Mrs. Lambert except thank you very much.”
“You’re quite welcome Robert and I know that with your current housing situation that you may not be comfortable carrying it around with you so, until you find permanent housing, I will be happy to keep it here at night for you,”
Robert was almost in tears and said “I don’t know how to thank you.”
“You can thank me by getting yourself cleaned up and use the brain that God gave you and get out of this situation that you are in.”
“I can do that Mrs. Lambert and I’ll get started on it today.”
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He went over to the computer stations and sat down at his favorite machine and started looking for a job. It’s not an easy thing to do when you have no home or nice clothes to wear to an interview but Robert was determined. Not having much luck in his online search, he went to the Goodwill store on Mission Street and asked if they knew where he could find work.
The store manager advised Robert to get up to Napa County and go out to the wineries. “They are hiring right now for field work. The grapes are just about ready for harvesting and you should be able to find something.”
“So, how do I get to Napa?” Robert asked.
“I can give you a charity voucher for Greyhound. It is only a one way ticket but you can buy your own ticket back with the money you’ll make.”
Robert took the voucher and walked over to Seventh St. to the Greyhound depot. He presented the voucher to the agent and was given a ticket to Napa. Since the bus would not be leaving for two hours, he walked back to the Library and asked Mrs. Lambert, “Can you please hold on to my laptop for a couple of weeks? I am going to try to make a few bucks working the vineyards then; hopefully, I can come back and get an apartment and buy some clothes for my interviews for a real job.”
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Three months later, Mrs. Lambert was looking at the laptop wondering what had happened to Robert when he walked in to the library and strode over to where she was standing. He put his arms around her picking her up and swung her around. He set her back down and gave her a kiss on the cheek.
“Where have you been Robert? I was just wondering if you would ever come back.” She said laughing.
“I have been working. Doing just about anything to make some money. I worked on the grapes then apples then milking cows. I can tell you now that I have great respect for the itinerate farm worker. That is back breaking work but now I have saved a couple of thousand dollars. That’s enough to at least start building a resumé so I can get some work doing what I like to do.”
“You will Robert. I have great confidence in you. And,” she added “If you need to list any personal references, you can use my name.”
They talked for a while and finally Robert left. Mrs. Lambert noticed that he actually had a smile on his face and a spring in his step. He looked like a brand new guy.
Robert left by the side door and was walking through the civic center park when a couple of guys came up behind him and grabbed him and threw him to the ground. One of the men leaned over him and hit him in the jaw while the other man stood watching. As the assailant was reaching into Roberts’s pocket, Robert saw his opportunity and brought up his steel-toed boot and caught the man hard in the crotch. He yelled out in agony and placed both hands over the injured appendage. Robert, still on his back brought up both legs and kicked upward into the man’s stomach knocking him backwards; he landed on his back and rolled over onto his side into the fetal position, in extreme pain. Robert then reached out for the other man’s ankle and gave a sharp tug knocking him off of his feet. He rolled over on top of the man and placed a knee in his chest. He then hit him a dozen times in the face and would have continued if not for a voice yelling “Bubba, stop! You’re going to kill him.”
Robert stopped and looked at the man under him. He was a bloody mess. It was obvious that he had a broken jaw and one eye had been knocked out of its socket. Robert shook his head and slowly stood up. He heard a siren and looked at Betsy who was pulling him and telling him to get going.
Betsy pulled a cloth out of her pocket and wiped some blood off of Roberts face then handed it to him and said “Quick, wipe the blood off your hands and just walk away.” She put her hand on his arm and they walked away as if nothing had happened. The police arrived a few minutes later and although the park was full of people, no one had seen a thing.
Betsy led him to a condemned building and pulled open a door. They entered and walked down a dark hallway that led to a small room with a mattress on the floor and a coffee table with three legs and a stack of books acting as the forth leg. Actually, it was quite clean and comfortable looking considering the location. Betsy entered behind Robert and began taking off the heavy coat and several other layers of clothing. Once she had removed all the bulky items, Robert saw that she was actually a pretty good looking woman. A bath, a good haircut and some makeup would make a world of difference.
Robert stared and said “Betsy, you look… ah..um. Thanks for stopping me. I lost my head back there. Thanks.”
“Those shitheads deserved what they got. Those two have beat up and robbed several people that I know. It’s time someone fought back. I’m glad it was you.”
“You live here? Alone?”
“Yes, but not entirely alone. There are 2 more rooms down the hall. Bobby Johnson and Skip Wilson are staying in them. It’s not the Ritz and there is no heat but, for some reason, it still has running water and a working toilet. Bobby’s trying to get the shower fixed so someday we can live like real people. But, we do okay. What about you? Where are you living?”
“Nowhere. I was working up in Napa County and just got back today. I made a few dollars and plan on renting a place and get myself some decent clothes so I can get a job.”
Ahh, ambition, I had that once but now all I do is try to live life one day at a time. The Lord will take me when He sees fit. So until then, I just wait.”
Robert looked closely at her and said “You’re a lot younger than I thought and, a lot prettier too.”
“I wear all the frumpy coats and things so nobody will bother me. When I first ended up out here I was attacked on two different occasions so I decided to make myself look as uninviting as possible. It has helped. I haven’t been attacked or even hit upon since.”
Betsy took another look at Robert and decided she liked what she saw. “If you want, you can stay with me until you get that job you’re after.” She said softly.
“As good as that sounds I can’t do it. I need a real home with a real address. But, thanks anyway.”
Betsy smiled and stood up. She was wearing a simple house dress. She pulled it up over her head and dropped it on the bed. She was not wearing any underwear. Robert let his eyes roam up and down her beautiful body then slowly walked over to her and put his arms around her. They hugged and Robert started nibbling on her ear and kissing her long neck. She let out a low moan and said “Take me Bubba, now.”
She moved backwards until her back was to the wall. She unbuckled his belt and released the snap. His pants fell to the floor. She grabbed his hard cock and guided it inside. Robert had not been with a woman for months and lasted only a few seconds before exploding inside her. The convulsive nature of his orgasm quickly led to hers. Within moments they were holding on to each other and gasping for air. “Oh my God.” Betsy said. “That was fantastic.”
“Sorry I came so quickly.” Robert said.
“That is entirely okay Boo-Boo.” She whispered. “But now let’s do it on the bed and take your time and go real slow. I want to savor every stroke.”
Robert woke up the following morning and was happy to find Betsy curled up beside him. He stroked her leg and hip. She rolled over onto her back and he started rubbing her naked stomach and breasts. They made love again.
“That’s four times now but who’s counting.” Robert said.
“Me”, she said. “I want more, lots more.”
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Robert found a small room in a residential hotel and began his job search. He had several interviews but none were offered to him. It wouldn’t be long before he would be out of money if something didn’t come up soon. He was amazed how quickly the money disappeared. One day he was talking to Mrs. Lambert at the library and told her that he couldn’t get a job because everyone wanted experience and a formal education neither of which he had. Mrs. Lambert thought for a while and suggested that he apply at some consulting companies. They would give him a test to determine what he knew. She said “Robert, you have the brains to do anything. You just need to convince someone of that. A friend of mine is the HR director at a nationwide consulting group specializing in computer software support. Call her and tell her I sent you.” She handed him a card with the name and phone number of her friend. Later that afternoon he talked to her and they set up an appointment for the following day.
Palmetto Consulting inc., was located in the Transamerica Building. Robert rode the elevator up to the 29th floor and found suite 2903 and walked in. A gorgeous red head sat behind a tall counter and smiled at him as he entered. “May I help you?” She said.
“My name is Robert McCall and I am here to see Mrs. Davis. I have a 10:00 appointment.”
“Of course Mr. McCall. I’ll call her and let her know you’ve arrived early.” It was only 9:05. “Mrs. Davis has asked me to give you an application form and would like you to fill it out for her.”
Robert sat down in one of the large overstuffed chairs and began filling out his application. He finished it and was looking at the magazines on the coffee table when a small woman of about 50 years of age entered and said, “Good morning Mr. McCall. It is a pleasure to meet you. I’m Emily Davis, please follow me back to my office.”
They entered a small office with a desk and two guest chairs. “Please have a seat.” After reviewing the application, they chatted for a few minutes about her, the company and what the company was looking for in an employee. Apparently, she was satisfied that her time was not being wasted. She picked up the phone and punched a button and said “Please send in Mr. Adams.” A moment later a young man entered carrying several folders. He shook hands with Robert and sat down.”
Mrs. Davis explained “Mr. McCall, this is Rick Adams, our Director of Software Support. We have discussed your application based on what Mrs. Lambert has told me and have decided to give you a battery of tests, to determine if you would be a good fit in our Support Division. Mr. Adams will take charge of you from here and will let me know what our next step will be.” They all stood up and Mr. Adams said “Pleasure meeting you Robert, and please call me Rick. Let’s go downstairs to my office and we can begin.”
They entered a room that was full of servers and switches and cables going all over the room. Then they entered another room at the end of the first one, which was Rick’s office, it contained a desk and a conference table. Rick sat down behind his desk and indicated that Robert should take a seat at the table. “Robert, I have several tests here that I would like you to take. The first one is to determine how much you know about hardware. When you finish this one I have another for networks and another for general software applications. Once you finish these three, I have one more for you that gets into programming skills and will require you to analyze several pieces of code. Once we have these, we can determine where you will fit. Our business is to supply corporations with experts in various areas of the computer field. We supply Network Engineers, Software Engineers and Programmers with expertise in various languages. The rate of pay for our consultants is based on the specific type of job they do. So, you may work for AT&T, for example, as a network administrator for a month then go to another company doing a different task, so we need to know what tasks we can assign to you. Do you understand and would you like to take these tests?”
“Sure, how long do I have to finish?”
“Take as much time as you need. I will be out in the server room. Just leave the tests on the table, when you’re done and come find me.”
Three hours later, Rick called the HR director and said, “This guy is a genius. He didn’t miss a single question and was able to do complex algorithms in his head in minutes. Those things normally take 15 to 20 minutes to do but he did them in less than a minute and in his head. Hire this guy quick before a competitor gets to him.”
That afternoon Robert got the call he was waiting for. He was to report to work the following Monday at a pay rate that made him stagger. “Do people really make this kind of money?” He wondered. He decided to walk over to Betsy’s room. He needed to celebrate and could think of no other person he would rather be with than Betsy. He got to the building and noticed that the alley door had been removed. He walked down the hallway but when he got to Betsy’s room it was vacant. Everything was gone; bed, books, everything. He walked further down the hall and discovered that things had been removed from all the rooms. Apparently, the building’s owner had evicted all the squatters. He left and started looking for her on the streets and shelters. However, he wasn’t able to find a trace of her. Nobody knew where she had gone. Robert felt bad and berated himself for not keeping in touch with her. He left word with some of the street people, but he knew that it was a waste of time.
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Monday finally arrived and Robert was at the main entrance an hour before anyone else showed up so he waited in the lobby. The first person to arrive was the pretty receptionist. She saw Robert and walked up to him and said, “Good morning Mr. McCall. You’re here awfully early. People don’t usually get here until almost 9:00.”
“Please call me Robert and I guess I’m just excited to start work.”
“Well Robert, my name is Jenifer Wilson and I am in need of my morning coffee fix. Care to join me? The coffee shop is just around the corner.”
“Now you tell me.” He said smiling. “I could have used that information an hour ago.” She grabbed his arm and guided him to the coffee shop.
“So Robert, all the girls in the building are going to want to know all about you. So you might as well tell me everything and maybe I can make it easy on you. First of all, are you married?”
“No”
“Girl friends?”
“None”
“Are you gay?”
“No”
“You are definitely going to enjoy this job.” She said smiling.
Just then three more attractive young women came in together and each one gave Robert a full appraisal and they all liked what they saw. One of them, a pretty blonde came up and said hi to Jenifer but was looking at Robert the whole time. Jenifer laughed and said “Robert this is Mitzi. She is a harlot and don’t trust her past your nose. Mitzi, meet Robert our newest consultant.”
“Oh Bobby, you are going to be my new ex-boyfriend.”
“Robert, not Bobby.” He said.
“Tomato, Tomahdo.” She said walking up to the counter. She looked back and winked.
“F-Y-I Robert, she has screwed almost every man in this building.” Jenifer said.
“What about you Jenifer, Married?”
“Yes, happily, and you can call me Jen.”
“Shit” Robert said and they both laughed.
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The first couple of weeks were scheduled for training but it became evident very quickly that Robert didn’t require that much time. On the morning of his second day, he met with Rick Adams and they discussed a placement for him. He needed to learn a complex program that was built for the human resource departments of very large companies with thousands of employees. Rick gave him a whole stack of user manuals on the program and told to study them. “If you can learn this program in 2 weeks, we can assign you to a large Fortune 500 company and bump your pay up to around $150 an hour.”
He took the manuals back to the small office that he was assigned to and began reading. Around noon, Rick checked in on him and asked. “Are you getting anywhere with those manuals?”
“Just finished the last one.” Robert answered.
Rick Looked surprised and said “You mean that you have read all of these?” Waving his hand over the pile of manuals.
“Yes and I should tell you that I found 3 errors in the code. Either the code itself is wrong or they have a typo in the manual. But the manuals are just copies so I believe the code is wrong.”
“The code is wrong? You have just read through a dozen technical manuals in less than 4 hours and you have found errors in the original code?” Rick said disbelievingly.
“Well, yes.” He said. “I have a talent; I guess you could call it, in that I can basically take a mental photograph of a page and store all the words. I can read a page almost as fast as I can turn the page and I remember everything that was on it.”
“Okay, so show me the errors.”
Robert picked up a piece of note paper and wrote down the manual name, page and line number for all three errors and handed it to Rick. Rick looked at the paper and picked up one of the manuals, turned to the page and found the line. He read the line of code and said. “Robert, I don’t understand this code, I’m an administrator not a programmer. So,” He said slowly, “I am going to take this to one of our guys and have him check it out. I’ll get back to you.”
He left and Robert decided to go get lunch. As he walked out he stopped at the front desk and asked Jenifer if she had wanted to join him and she agreed.
“I don’t know of any restaurants around here so I have to rely on your good judgment.” Robert said.
“My favorite place is ‘Maxines’, just down the block. They have the best salads. You can also get sandwiches or burgers.”
“Sounds good to me.” He said and took her arm as they walked down the street.
The restaurant was crowded and they had to wait in line to get a table. Ten minutes later they were seated at a table near the window and ordered soup and salad. Jenifer was talking and Robert glanced out the window and spotted a familiar figure sitting on a bench. He got up and excused himself saying, “Hold on a minute Jen, I see someone outside I need to talk to.” He got up and walked outside and sat down beside Betsy. “Hey you.” He said.
“Bubba?”
“Yeah, what ya doin girl?” He said and gave her a hug.
“I’m still just waitin.” She replied. “I missed you.”
“I came looking for you but you were gone. I’ve been looking everywhere.”
“The cops came and kicked us out and took all our stuff. Probably threw it all away. Been staying in the shelter when I could and sleeping in doorways when I couldn’t. But, you know how it is. But enough of that crying shit. What are you doin? You’re lookin really good. Got some nice clothes and just look at them shoes shine.”
“I got a job and making good money. Are you hungry?”
“Do bears shit in the woods?” She replied.
“Come on then.” They got up off the bench and he led her back to the Restaurant and introduced her to Jenifer who was sitting and staring at this strange looking woman. “Jenifer, this is my friend Betsy. Betsy this is my co-worker Jenifer.” Jenifer looked at the dirty woman in the long black coat and, barely able to smile said. “Pleased to meet you.”
The waitress brought the food and looked skeptically at Betsy. “Please bring the same thing for my friend.” Robert said as he pushed the plate of salad in front of Betsy.
“Certainly sir.” The girl said as she walked away.
Betsy ate all of Roberts’s salad and soup and when the additional order came, she ate that too. “I’ll bet you haven’t eaten this well in a long time.” Robert said.
“You’re so right Bubba.”
“Bubba?” asked Jenifer.
“Yea, Betsy and I have been friends for a while and she won’t call me by my own name.”
“He will always be Bubba to me.” Betsy said, still eating her second salad.
After lunch Jenifer left the two of them alone and they talked about life on the streets then Robert said, “Betsy, I have a nice little room at the ‘Pinnacle Hotel’ just down the street. I want you to meet me there this afternoon when I get off work. Can you do that?”
“Well,” She said. “Let me check my social calendar. Humm, seems like I have an opening. Want to fill it?”
“Don’t talk dirty.” Robert said and they both laughed.
When Robert got back to his cubicle, Rick was sitting at the desk waiting for him. “I’m sorry,” Robert said. “Did I take too much time for lunch?”
“No, don’t sweat the small stuff Robert. I just got back from talking to Jim Wells, our chief programmer for ‘PeopleDB’, and showed him the three errors you found. He said that you were absolutely correct. They were discovered a few months ago and the code has been fixed. It’s just that the manuals haven’t been updated. He said that it took him and two other programmers a month to uncover those same errors. He didn’t believe me that you did it in just a couple of hours.”
Robert said, “Well I’m glad to hear I wasn’t wrong.”
“Jim wants you to come see him this afternoon. He has a new assignment and would like to try you out on it.”
Robert met with Jim at 3:00 and after verifying in his own mind that Robert was for real, he told him to report to the IT manager at the City of San Francisco at 10:00 the following morning.
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When Robert got off of work that day he walked to the hotel, Betsy was waiting for him outside. “Why didn’t you wait inside?” He asked.
“They don’t like people like me going inside buildings.”
“Well, we’re going to take care of that sweetie. I’m going to take you shopping. Let’s go.”
They went to the Four Season’s Hotel first and Robert booked a room for a week. They went upstairs and when Betsy saw the size of the bathroom said “My God Bubba, look at the size of this thing. I could die and go to heaven now.”
“Why not wait until after you’ve had a bath.” Robert said and started undressing her. They stepped into the shower and he started washing her all over. After the shower, Robert filled up the gigantic bathtub and added a shot of scented oil. “Now, you slide your beautiful bod into that tub and soak. I am going downstairs and pick up something for you to wear. We’re going out tonight to celebrate.”
He left her and walked over to ‘Macy’s’ across the street and went to the ladies department. He picked out a skirt and blouse and some frilly panties. He was stymied at the bra department and just decided that she didn’t need one right now. He carried his purchases back to his room and found Betsy still languishing in the tub. “I’ve added water half a dozen times already just to keep it warm. I haven’t had this much fun in years.” She said laughing.
Robert called down to the concierge and asked if she could recommend a beauty shop for his friend. The lady said that the hotel had a beautician available and could come to their room if the lady desired. Ten minutes later a knock at the door and a young woman entered with a bag full of her tools of the trade. An hour later Robert returned from the bar where he went to wait, and couldn’t believe his eyes. Betsy had turned into a Goddess, at least as far as Robert was concerned. “You’re beautiful.”
“Thank you kind sir.” She said and curtsied. She was wearing the clothes that Robert had purchased and they fit, much to his surprise. “Okay sweet stuff, now we go shopping for some real clothes. They went to ‘Niemen Marcus’ and Robert placed Betsy in the hands of a lovely salesgirl who helped her pick out several outfits.
Later, they were sitting at a table at the ‘Cliff House’ overlooking Seal Rocks. Betsy said “This is the best day of my life Bubba. Thank you very much. I feel like the girl in the movie ‘Pretty Woman’ where Richard Gere falls in love with Julia Roberts and… oh never mind, I’m rambling.”
“You are lovely, and better looking than Julia Roberts.”
Jack was escorted to the jails visiting room that was reserved for lawyers and clients to talk in private. No cameras or recorders were permitted in this room. A few minutes his new public defender walked in.
“Hi Jack, my name is Melvin Eichenbaum, I’m your attorney. You can call me Mel.” He said
“Get me the fuck out of here.” Jack said
“We have a bail hearing this afternoon”, said Mel. “I’ll have you out by 3:00. Now tell me exactly what happened.”
“I ain’t got a fuckin clue”, said Jack. “I met this good lookin chick last night and we, you know, kinda hit it off. I figured I’d get lucky for sure and would be banging her all night.”
“What was her name?”
“Anna, Anna something,” said Jack
“Anna Morgan?” offered Mel
“Yeah, that sounds about right. I wasn’t paying much attention to names.”
“What were you drinking?”
“Guinness”
“And what was the lady drinking?”
“Slippery nipples”
“I beg your pardon?” asked Mel
“It’s a drink made from Sambuca and Baileys, I think”, said Jack.
“OK, so when did you two leave?”
“Must have been about 1:30 or 2:00.”
“And where did you go from the bar?”
“I don’t remember anything after leaving the bar”, he said
“Nothing?” Mel asked incredulously
“Not a fucking thing, until I woke up to my alarm clock at 6:00 this morning.”
“I don’t remember getting into bed with Katy, or, even if I had sex with her”, he said.
“Katy? Where does Katy come into this and who exactly is Katy”, Mel asked.
“It was Katy’s birthday party we were at. Katy is my partner’s girlfriend. Why was she in my bed this morning?”
“Very good question, Jack. Did you ask her?”
“No, she was still asleep when I left the house”, he said
“Have you told this to the police?”
“No”
“Why not”
“I don’t know. She’s my partner’s girlfriend and she was in my bed. What’s Larkin going to say to that?”
“Good question. Guess I’ll have to go ask him. And her too”, said Mel.
“Ah shit, he’s going to be so pissed off.”
They talked for another 20 minutes or so and Mel left. He had decided that the first order of business was to go talk to Katy. Jack had told him that she worked at the Walgreen’s in the Mission district so he headed over there hoping to get some clarification.
When he arrived, he asked where he might find Katy O’Malley. He was directed to the back of the store to the pharmacy. As soon as he spotted the gorgeous redhead, he knew he had found at least one good reason for Jack to be in bed with her. She was spectacular. He asked if he could talk to her in private for just a moment. She said, “And just who are you and why would I want to talk to you?”
“Mel smiled and said, “Two very good questions. My name is Mel Eichenbaum and I am the attorney for Jack Alvarez. You know him of course?”
“Oh I’m sorry I was so rude but it’s been a rather hectic day. What would you like to know?” she asked.
“Well first of all, what time did you leave the bar last night?” he asked.
“Oh let’s see, it must have been around 12:30 or so. I left just after Larkin and Bambi. They left about midnight I’d guess.”
“So you left about an hour before Mr. Alvarez?”
“I have no idea of what time he left”, she said.
“Didn’t you leave with him?”
“Oh heavens no”, she said. “He had his hand on Anna’s crotch all night. They were definitely heading to his place or a motel for sure. I’m not into 3 ways.”
“But didn’t you end up in his bed last night?” Mel asked feeling a little puzzled.
“Me? Oh hell no”, she said. “Whoever gave you that information?”
“Well, Mr. Alvarez told me that when he woke up this morning you were in his bed next to him.”
“No, Mr. Eichenbaum. I woke up in my own bed this morning like I do every morning. I have never been to Detective Alvarez’s house, condo, flat or whatever. Mr. Alvarez is not my type.”
“How did you get home last night?” he asked.
“I walked. I only live a couple blocks from the bar and it was a beautiful night so I walked.”
“What about Larkin Adams? Didn’t you two arrive at the bar as a couple?”
“Yes we did, but Bambi needed a ride home so Larkin drove her. She was a little tipsy I think. Besides Larkin and I are not romantically involved so maybe he got lucky and got a little last night. If he did, more power to him.”
Katy’s frankness embarrassed him but he asked once more “so you did not sleep with detective Jack Alvarez last night. Is that correct?”
“That is 100 percent correct”, said Katy. “Now if you don’t mind, I have to get back to work. My boss is the father of the girl who got beat up last night and he’ll be spending some time at the hospital, with his daughter. That means that I have his work to do on top of my own. Good day sir.”
“Weird, why would he lie about that?” thought Mel. He stopped at the counter at the front of the store and bought some gum. He was trying to quit smoking.
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When Mel got back to his office, he made a phone call to the Examiner and asked the receptionist for Bambi’s extension. She picked up on the first ring.
“Hunter”, Bambi said.
“Miss Hunter, this is Mel Eichenbaum speaking. I am the attorney for Jack Alvarez. Do you know him?” he asked.
“Of course I do. I wrote a story on him awhile back”, she said.
“Were you with him last night?”
“Yes, he picked me up and we went to a birthday party for his partner’s girlfriend.”
“Katy O’Malley, correct?”
“Yes. I heard what happened. In fact, I’m writing a story about it for tomorrow’s paper”, she added. “I really can’t give you any information other then what you probably already know. When I left, he and Anna were making goo goo eyes at each other. She appeared to be enjoying his company and I can’t think of any reason why he would turn violent.”
After hanging up with Bambi, Mel called the Mission District police station and inquired as to where detective Larkin Adams could be contacted. They gave him his cell phone number and he called him. Larkin gave him the same story as Bambi. Mel hadn’t mentioned Katy being in bed with Jack.
Mel was sitting back in his chair thinking about the facts as he knew them when the phone rang. It was his assistant, Lois Grant. She said, “Mel, while you were on the phone you got a call from Jim Swane at the prosecutor’s office. He said to give him a call when you get a chance. It involves your new client Mr. Alvarez.” She gave him the number and he dialed it. He and Jim were friends. Both had been in the same graduating class of Hastings Law College. They had faced each other in court several times and it looked like it was going to happen again.
“Hey Jimbo, what’s happening? You drop the charges against my client?”
“Nope, not today boyo. In fact we are adding a charge.” Said Jim.
“OK, what dirty conniving little plan has hatched in your tiny brain?” asked Mel.
“Mel, this is serious. We just got word that a gun found in Jack’s apartment has been connected to a murder in Sonoma County. The DA wants to add a murder charge.”
“Whoa, hold on”, he said. “Who was murdered?”
“Well, it seems that, a few years ago, a guy got busted up with some sort of club then shot in the head with a small caliber pistol. The pistol was found in Jack’s apartment and ballistics match it to the weapon used to kill the victim. And the victim, it turns out, was a high school buddy of your Mr. Alvarez and his fingerprints are all over it.”
“Oh shit”, thought Mel.
“Sonoma County? Why then is the San Francisco DA making a murder charge?” asked Mel.
“The victim, one Joe Flack, lived in the city and it appears his body was dumped in Sonoma County making it a San Francisco problem. The DA has accepted that and will make the charge here.”
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Bambi Hunter got the news about the gun almost at the same time as Jack’s attorney. “This is bull shit”, she thought. “But what a story, and I’m on the inside of this one.”
It turned out to be Bambi’s ticket to fame. Her story was picked up by Associated Press and appeared in dozens of newspapers across the country and all carried her byline. She even appeared on CNN several times during the trial.
The trial itself was fairly short and ended up with Jack receiving 25 years without the possibility of parole. On the day of the sentencing, Anna, Katy and Bambi all sat together in the front row of the courtroom. TV cameras were not permitted inside but there were dozens of them out on the street. No one saw the triumph in Katy’s eyes or the pleasure that she felt knowing that the bastard that raped her, cut her throat and left her to die was finally going to pay, hopefully with his life.
The busiest gateway for illegal immigrants crossing the U.S.-Mexico border is the 261 mile long stretch of Sonoran Desert in southern Arizona. According to the Border Patrol, it is considered the deadliest point of entry. It contains ‘Organ Pipe Cactus National Monument’, considered the country's most dangerous national park, claiming at least 125 illegal immigrants' lives each year.
Juan Medina had started out about four o’clock in the morning along with 3 other migrants. The three other men had each walked the route before. They weren't following a trail. None existed so they were using geographical landmarks like mountain ranges.
They rested as much as they could. Which isn’t easy when you're tossing and turning on the hot sand in your shorts and tee-shirt. They were up by 4:30 a.m. and walked until 8 p.m. If you’re a person that is physically fit and acclimated, you really don't notice the heat too much, until you become dehydrated. Then, your muscles become cramped from lactic acid and from the number of hours you're standing upright. You get dizzy, feel nauseous. You can't hold down water. On the first day, Juan lasted for about 40 miles then he passed out. The other 3 men stopped and decided to wait until it cooled off a little before continuing. An hour later they were off again. Finally, their goal was in sight, Interstate 8 traffic could actually be heard while still several miles off. That sound spurred them on. They had walked almost 120 miles in extraordinary heat to get into the United States.
Juan had to get out of Mexico; the police were looking for him. He had raped and killed a total of 12 women but had never been a suspect in any of them until Maria Hernandez.
He had stalked Maria for 3 weeks. He knew her habits and knew that every Friday night, her husband Jose, would go out to the local cantina play cards and drink with his amigos and come staggering home in the early morning. Maria liked being alone. It gave her time to read and study. She was trying to learn English with the hope of someday immigrating to America where she would get a wonderful job that paid her a lot of money and maybe become a famous movie star.
Maria was a beautiful, 21 year old, full breasted Latina with sparkling eyes and an upturned mouth that made her look like she was always smiling. They had no children yet, but Maria was hopeful that she would soon become pregnant and have a daughter to spoil.
It was Friday night and Jose gave her a quick kiss and headed out the door. Maria liked Fridays because she was able to spend some time all by herself. During the rest of the week, she worked the fields from dawn to dusk then went home to cook dinner and do all of the other tasks that are necessary to keep her house in order. This night she went to the part of the small 2 room house that was considered the bedroom. Which was simply a tiny bed pushed up against the wall and a bedside table with a small lamp on it. The rest of the room contained a stuffed chair and a floor lamp. The second room, or the main room to be more accurate, was the kitchen, dining room and living room. The bathroom was outside about 10 yards from the back door.
Juan waited patiently by the outhouse. He knew that Maria would be coming out eventually so he waited. An hour later, Maria got up from her position on the bed and went into the kitchen. She poured water into the teapot and placed it on the stove to heat. She then opened the back door and walked toward the outhouse. She went in. Exiting a few minutes later, she started walking back to the house when she was struck a glancing blow on her head. Juan had misjudged the swing of the club. The blow, however, was enough to knock Maria down but not enough to knock her out as was the intent.
Maria hit the ground and rolled over immediately. She saw her attacker above her with the club raised above his head. She quickly brought up her foot and caught Juan hard in the crotch. He screamed and dropped the club and placed both hands on his injured parts. Maria scrambled backwards and managed to get to her feet. She was screaming loud enough to bring out all the neighbors and residents for blocks around. Jesus lived in the house next door, and he was a big man standing over 6 feet tall and 200 pounds of pure muscle. He saw Maria on the ground and Juan standing over her. He charged, but the adrenalin was already racing through Juan’s body, and he took off into the darkness with Jesus right behind him. Juan managed to avoid the chasers but knew that if he didn’t get going, they would catch up with him soon. He headed north.
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