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A Large populated, academic high school with extremely aggressive 
kids,was targeted by a vengeful, hooded mask serial killer call the 
Nightstalker. The principal of the school attempts to deal with the 
aggressive and unethical behavior of students, including a white 
supremacist group, by delegating six gifted and athletic students who 
were just as aggressive to contend with the serious problems. The six 
super athletic females, who were seniors, vowed to clear the school 
aggressive and corrupt students.They uncovered a conspiracy by a 
white supremacist group to terminate the small number of African 
Americans studentsfrom the school at any cost. 

The sinister Nightstalker stalks and blows away victims of the school 
with a 44 magnum at a certain hour of the night. The killer only 
leftgruesome bodies, but no otherevidence or clues, making it very 
difficult for law enforcements to apprehend the perpetrator,which 
propelled the school and city into a terrifying panic. 
   The police department was suffering from budget woes, and had only 

two detectives assign to the most gruesomemurders ever to occur in 

the city;theywere Linda Russo and Jackie Williams. Their work was cut 

out for them, investigating the serious situations at Lakewood High at 

times,and tracking the illusive Nightstalker at night.  

Linda Russobelieves that the gruesome killings were somehow 

connected to the 1990Nightstalker killings in her hometown in 

Michigan in which a relative was a victim.  
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O N E 

 

 

Linda Russo, a homicide detective arrives, to a house that sat on the 

corner to investigate a murder.Four other units had already arrived 

asshe departed from her gray Crown Victoria and entered the house. 

There, in the living room just at the left, was her partner Jackie who had 

had arrived a bit earlier;he was speaking to a young woman who 

appeared to be inprofound grief. 

Jackie turned his head and laid eyes on Linda,then he turned back to 

the young woman. 

“Excuse me for a moment, I will be right back”     

The young woman nodded her head. 

Jackie moves toward Linda.      

“Jackie what have we got?” 

“We’ve got a gruesome murder.”  

Jackie gestures to Linda. “Come on, the body is back in the kitchen.” 

Linda followed Jackie down the hall.  

Jackie glancedback at Linda for a second, “Watch where you step, there 

is glass from a lamp that wasbroken by the killer.” 

She glimpsed down briefly and moves around the broken glass lying on 

the floor. 

Jackie stopped andpoints to a bedroom that the forensics crew was 

examining for evidences. “This is her bedroom that the killer trashed.” 

Linda stopped briefly and glanced at the bedroom.  

Jackie strode along with Linda and glanced at her, “the victim’s name is 

Cathy Ross;she and her sister,and Laura Ross are coaches at Lakewood 
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high.  The coroner checked the body and declared the time of death 

around 1 am.” 

 Jackie entered the kitchen, followed by Linda.  

 He stopped, and pointed to the body that was lying on the floor by the 

kitchen counter, covered with a black tarp.  

“Her sister came by to pick her up for work; the front door was ajar, so 

she entered the house and walked down the hall to the kitchen, after 

seeing the bedroom torn up, and found her sister here on the floor.” 

Linda moves to the covered body and crouched over it; she looked back 

at Jackie. “Is it really bad?” 

He bobbed his head a little. “Go ahead and see for yourself.” He added, 

“I just hope your breakfast can stay down.” 

    Linda wrenched the black tarp from over the body. 

She quickly placed her hand over her mouth, “Oh my god!!” 

A puddle of blood surrounded the body. 

She stood up from her crouching position, removed her hand from her 

mouth and looked at Jackie. 

“Her face is deformed! What happen to her?” 

“She was shot in the head through her mouth with a 44 caliber 

magnum revolver. The 44 magnum blasts open her skull, leaving a 

massive gashing fissure there. The skull around the eyes is all warped 

and deformed, but the eyes themselves seem in pretty decent 

condition. This was after the killer shot her in both knees. 

 Linda quickly covered the body and she turned to Jackie. 

“So what do you think happened here?”  

    “Far as we can tell, she was in bed when she heard a loud noise.” 
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Jackie directed Linda attention to the pots and pans on the floor next to 

the storage cabinet. The killer lured her out of bed and into the kitchen 

by throwing pots and pans on the floor.” 

He steps over by the door and picked up a bat, clinched it in his hand, 

then turnedto illustrates. 

“She is awakened by a loud noise in the kitchen, so she got up and 

grabbed this bat that was in her room.” 

Jackie shook the bat, and then he clinched his hand around the bottom 

of the bat. 

“She came out of her room; maybe she tiptoe down the hall and turns 

on the kitchen light.” 

He glimpsed at the pots and pans on the floor. 

“She saw the pots and pans laying on the floor.” 

He placed the bat back at the kitchens door without looking back. 

“So she was relieved to see that it was just pots and pans that fell out of 

the closet, and had no idea that someone was hiding in her house.” 

Linda pointed at an entrance that intersects to the hall just outside the 

kitchen door. 

“Probably that area there, I would assume.” 

Jackie stepped back outside the kitchen to check the room, and then 

walked back into the kitchen. 

“Yes that would have been a perfect spot, he may have been hiding just 

in that corner next to the washer, and not ever been noticed.” 

 Jackie continues, he walked over to the pots and pans that were on the 

floor, and crouched down, facing them. 

“So, she went to pick up these pans.” 

He glanced up at the kitchen door suddenly. 

“She saw someone standing at her kitchen door.” 
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He looked at Linda and emphasized with his hand. 

“Now, he could be identifiable, or maybe he wore a mask, we don’t 

know for sure.” 

Jackie stood up from his crouching position, stepped over to the 

counter, and stood next to the body.  

“The counter drawer was ajar”, as Jackie motion with his hands. 

“So she reached in this drawer and pulled out a knife. She turned and 

then he draws his weapon, which was a 44 magnum revolver.” 

Jackie walked over by the kitchen; he turns, holds up his right hand, 

points his index finger and moves his thumb up and down, as if he was 

discharging a handgun.  

“He shot her not in just one knee, but both knees, which would put her 

in excruciating pain; but that was not enough.” 

Linda shook her head and said, “He shot her in the head, blowing her 

brains out! And he did it point blank!!” 

Jackie glancedat Linda as he drops his arm. 

Linda stared down at fragments of brain, blood, and teeth on the floor 

around the covered body. “Only a sick psycho would do something like 

this.” 

Linda turned to Jackie, “Let check with the forensic crew and see what 

they have come up with; and, did you question her sister about 

whether or not Cathy had any relationship with a jealous boyfriend, or 

ex-husband maybe?” 

“That would have been my next question just before you walk in the 

door.” 

Linda walked out of the kitchen, followed by Jackie, and into the 

bedroom.The forensic crew was combing the room for evidences. 

“Have you guys found anything?” 
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One of the forensic crewmen picked up a plastic bag that contained a 

wallet and handed it over to Linda. 

“It looks like he may have removed her driver’s license and maybe one 

of her credit cards. The wallet was open and laying on the bed. We are 

going to take it to the lab for fingerprints, just in case, but most likely 

he was wearing gloves. 

 Linda handed the bag containing the wallet back to the forensic 

crewman. 

“He left the cash in her wallet. Obviously his plan was not a robbery.” 

Linda and Jackie turned and walked out of the room into the living 

room, where Laura Ross who was sitting on the crouch with her hands 

folded together and head down. 

 “Miss Ross.” 

Her gaze met Linda’s, but her mouth and eyes conveyed deep sadness. 

“I’m detective Linda Russo and I am very sorry about your sister but I 

need to ask you a few more questions.” 

“Sure,” Laura replied softly. 

“Do you have any idea who might have done this to your sister?” 

“Yes, she was dating a man who works as a service advisor at Sears, 

Johnny Short, but she broke it off because he was controlling and 

abusive. His temper was like his last name. She had to call the police to 

get rid of him. He told her that if he could not have her, no one would.” 

“Do you know his address?” 

“Yes, he has a condominium downtown it 1412 William Bury road.” 

“Okay Miss Ross we are going interrogates this man.”  

Just at that minute, another man entered the house and walked toward 

Jackie and Linda.  

Linda and Jackie turned around, “who are you?” ask Linda. 
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Laura quickly jumped up from her seat, “That’s my fiancé, John 

Connors. 

The two embrace. 

“Thanks for coming John.” 

“I am so sorry Laura, who would do a thing like this to Cathy.” 

Jackie and Linda walked toward the door, and, once outside, Linda 

grabbed Jackie by the arm.  

“Jack, I need to tell you something.” 

Jack stopped, “What is it, Linda?” 

“I have seen this type of murder before, but I had blocked it out for a 

very long time. This happened over 20 years ago.” 

“So do you think this murder is related?” 

Linda hesitated for a moment. 

“Well, I hope that this murder was a coincidence, and the only one, 

because there was a series of murders in 1990 involving a serial 

killer,and this murder is so identical;God, I hope that someone- 

Linda stopped and looked away for a minute. 

“Do you think this is a copycat murder maybe?” 

Linda shook her head. “Maybe I am jumping the gun.Let’s go and find 

her ex-boyfriend; and I hope this murder doesn’t repeat like the ones in 

1990.But I have a very weird feeling here, and it not going to go 

away.This is only the beginning.”  

 

 

 

T W O 
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Lakewood High was one of the largest schools in the Southeast. The 

highly academic school enrollment is 3980.  The school was built in 

2000 to accommodate some of the overcrowded schools in the 

Richmond and ColumbiaCounty. The school boundary was located 

between both counties. The student’s academic grades were above 

average, and the school’s GPA scale is 4.5, the highest in the south.  

The predominant white school is 60% female which, has less than 15% 

non-whites  including Black Americans, Asians, and Hispanics;was not 

immune to violence. 

Principal John Koon is the second principal to take over the school. He 

has advice a plan to the board of education to liberate the school of 

violence, because the state could not provide security for the school 

due to budget woes. He has been given a nod from the Board of 

Education to implement the plan into the school, which has been in 

effect for two years. 

He has called a meeting with six of his favorite students, and two of 

those students were his twin daughters Tara, and Mara. 

The six female students were gifted students with 4.5 GPA, athletic, 

robust, smart, ruthless;they suitable for the job. Three of the girls were 

on the cheerleading squad, and the otherswere super basketball 

players. They were the Lakewood High Corridor Patrol assign to 

monitor the halls between classes by Principal John Koon. They 

wereknown as the sinister six by many students. 

The six were seated around his desk; theireyes fixedon Principal Koon 

as he briefed them. 

“As you know, it’s only been one month since school started, and I want 

to let you know some of the serious problems in this school that has 

been brought to my attention.”   



10 
 

He opened a notebook on his desk. 

“But first let me commend you on a job you did last year, and for 

notifying me about the football players; and you had evidences as 

well.” You also finished the training required to do this job, and you 

have your certificate and ID cards, qualifying you as security.” 

“Well Principal Koon, I just hope that none of the football players found 

out that we tattled on them, because we got their job,” Candy worried. 

Tara turned toward candy, who was sitting two seats down, “Don’t 

worry Candy, there is only two left to graduate, and they were expelled 

last year. The other four seniors was expelled as well,and not allow to 

graduate with their class, even though their parents talked to Principal 

Koon. They got what they deserved.” 

    Stephanie glances at Candy, “And besides, if they were to find out 

and start something with us, we can take them, especially Tara, with 

her martial arts experiences.  Do you still have that recording of them 

have sex in the locker room with some of the girls?” 

 Candy shook her head, “No, I deleted it; it’s disgusting.” 

Principal Koon cut in, as he placed his hand on his jaw, momentarily 

eyeing each of the girls,   “I don’t think you girls have to worry about 

them. 

Now, yesterday, after you girls had already gone, the custodian was 

attacked by two girls in army fatigues, because he tried to stop them 

from breaking into a locker upstairs in the sophomore section.” 

“Did he describe them?” 

“Yes Stephanie,” he said they were both blonde, pony tails, fair 

complexion, and around 5ft six inches or so, 140 lbs. 

Principal Koon began to emphasize with his hands. 
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“Mr. Lawson is a pretty good size man, around 200 lbs., but they bruise 

his face up, and gave him two black eyes. 

“OMG,” Shouted some of the girls. 

“So be on the lookout for them. I know you girls can’t be everywhere 

even though you just have two classes each in your senior year; am I’m 

right?” 

The girls nodded their heads. 

“We all took our require classes in our freshman and sophomore year, 

which was a load, but that got us the 4.5 GPA.Last year we all had 3 

classes and two of them were 2 hours pre-college classes; so this year 

we are full force doing first period and the last period.While just 3 of us 

are patrolling the halls, the others are in class second through fifth 

periods, and then we rotate, but we will catch them, and when we do 

we will take them down with force if we have to,” Tara vows. 

Principal Koon cautioned the girls. 

“Be very careful; apparently, these two girls make be as robust as you 

are, taking down a 200 lb. man.But you had training on how to 

apprehend perpetrators like them, so my money is on you all. 

 He cleared his throat and continued. 

“Up and until now, I thought this school was drug free, but we have a 

drug problem. You all know Simone right?” 

The girl all nodded their head. 

“Well, last week, Simone was asked by an acquaintance if he could buy 

some illegal substance for her, because the acquaintance overheard her 

talking about a migraine headache she was having.  She said he told her 

that he could get all the painkillers she wanted.  Darvon, Codeine, 

Morphine, cocaine just to name a few. 

“Did she say who the guy was?” 
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“Yes Natalie, the guy’sname is Ron Thomas.Simone started to buy the 

drugs and bring them to me, but he would know she turn him in. I think 

we need to get this student and any other person who might be 

involved in distribution of illegal substance.  I already sent out several 

emails related to illegal substance in this school. The emails urges 

students to blow the whistle on students in possession of illegal, or let 

us know who distribution of illegal substance is. The student will remain 

anonymous to protect themselves. So I have developed a program in 

our schools website for students to use any ID and password they want, 

when they reporting students for possession of illegal substance. And if 

a student has a vehicle, it will be search by you, and their locker as 

well.If they are in possession of illegal substance, its indefinite 

suspension, that includes weapons of any kind such as knifes, 

firearms.Drug dealers will be sent to jail.” 

 Principal Koon paused, and Sherry made a statement.“Principal Koon, I 

believe I might know who the main persons’ name; I overheard a few 

girls talking in the bathroom, they had mention the name Mike 

Blanchard who- 

Stephanie interrupts, “I believe his father is a lawyer. His fathers’ name 

is Tom Blanchard. 

Sherry glancedat Stephanie. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes, my mother knows his dad, and she mention that he has a son by 

that name attending this school. I have never met him or ever seen 

him.” 

Tara turned her head toward the group. 
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“Well, we need to get a description of both of these guys and when we 

catch them in the act, they are is going need his dad to represent them 

in court.” 

Mara turned to her sister, Tara, then to the others. 

“I think we need come up with a plan to catch these guys in the act. 

Sherry, who was sitting in the seat on the end, glanced at Mara. 

“Why don’t we all get with Simone and get the description of 

theseguys; maybe Stephanie’s mother at the precinct can tell us what 

to do. I know we had training, but we don’t have the experience; 

beside, these guys mayhave weapons, and people like that will kill to 

protect their illegal business.”   

Principal Koon glanced at Sherry. 

“That’s right Sherry, training is one thing, but it takes experiences we 

must consider these students who distributive illegal substance 

extremely dangerous, and that’s a good idea to talk with Linda Russo, 

who has experience in that area.” 

    Principal Koon pulled a yellow flyer from his desk drawer and passed 

it to Tara. 

“I want each of you to read the message on this paper, and tell me 

what you think.”   

Tara reads it, and then passes the yellow flyer to Mara then to 

Stephanie, who shook her head while reading the flyer, than to Natalie, 

Sherry, and Candy. 

    Tara glanced down at her friends and then looked at her father. 

“I wonder just how many of these offensive flyers are circulating in this 

school.” 

He reached in his draw and pulls out a stack of them. 

“Simone found these in the trash.” 
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“Well I am glad to see that some of the kids had rejected this kind of 

racist material, and this really offends me,” there was anger in Tara’s 

voice. 

Stephanie glanced back, and forth at her friends and makes a comment, 

“Well I know everyone is offended, but I feel more offended because I 

am bi-racial.   The sad part is that we have these types of students 

taking our school grounds and deceiving students with their bigotry, 

prejudice, hatred, and I just hope everyone knows better. That why we 

have race relation classes get to know your brother and sister.” 

Natalie cuts in, “yeah, and they are recruiting from YouTube, and other 

social media, these people are talking about making American right 

again by purifying the country.They want to send all the black people 

back to Africa, because they want a white America. 

Sherry make a comment, “there is nothing pure in what they are doing 

they are trying to start a race war between the races; we all are equal, 

and we all are American people.” 

Tara glances at everyone, “We are going to find these racist students 

and throw them out of our school.” 

    She turned to Principal Koon, “right daddy.” 

He nods his head. “Absolutely.”   

“It had already taken effect on some of our students 

 Principal Koon reaches down in his drawer and pulled out a few white 

flyers that were much more disturbing. 

He holds them up, “this is what a few of the African American kids 

founds on their cars.” 

There was a gasp sound from each of the girls. 

The flyer encloses threatening remarks, inflammatory racist slurs and a 

symbol of a hanging rope around a monkey’s neck. 
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“And, to top it off, an interracial couple were attacked a few days ago. 

The young lady were very upset, and get this,” Principal Koon pauses 

for a minute. 

“The attackers were girls well over 6 feet tall.” 

Tara cuts in “I am not surprised; some of these girls is just hateful and 

nasty.” 

 Tara glanced at her friends, then at Principal Koon. 

“This school have more girls than boys, and a lot of them have well-

built physiques, and quite tall. Did she give you any more description?” 

Principal Koon turns to the next sheet on his notebook. 

“Victim says there was at least four that grabbed her by the hair and 

force her into the girl’s bathroom. Two of them spoke with a southern 

accent, and they were at least six feet tall with brown shoulder length 

hair, and around 180 lbs. One of them wore glasses. One of them, a 

brunette, took watch at the door while the other three, all brown hair, 

threatened her with a switch blade knife that was at least 10 inches 

long. They told her if they catch her kissing a- 

He pauses, and shook his head. “I won’t repeat this word but it start 

with an n. they would cut her tongue out and feed it to her. 

The young lady was extremely upset, and this happen a few days ago, 

her boyfriend car had four flat tires, and racial inflammatory slurs on 

the windshield. And a note that said leave our school n- or else.” 

“Its kids like that ruins our school image.” 

“You are right Natalie, and we need to find these racist kids and get 

them out of our school.” 

Tara cuts in; “its sound like we have a white supremacists group in this 

school, and they are extremely vicious, andmalicious. They most likely 
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are being advised by adults. We need to find them before they kill 

someone.” 

Principal glances at his daughter. “You are right.” He holds up his index 

finger for a moment. “Oh, you need to warn your boyfriend Tara, about 

these kids going after interracial couples; and Simone wants to talk to 

you about something happening to Brandon.” 

Tara places her hand over her mouth momentarily. 

“My goodness, do you think they might have threatened Brandon as 

well, because they may have seem us together.” 

“I have not heard anything from Brandon, but you need to call Simone 

as soon as possible.”  She said, “She will be listening out for your call.” 

The principal urges the group once again. 

“Find these students that are violent, aggressive, and racist. They are 

committing acts of crimes again other students,crimes that are 

punishable by law. You are the school’s security. You all have cell 

phones, sostay in contact with one another in case you have a situation 

that you cannot handle;call me or the police. You also have the 

authority to search a student’s car suspected of possession of illegal 

substance.” 

Principal Koon clays his hands, “Okay girls, that’s it; have a great day.” 

They all got up from their chairs, and placed them back against the wall.  

Tara steps over to her father, and crouched slightly over his desk. 

He looked up at her. 

“Dad can you do us a favor?” 

“Sure. What is it?” 

“We would like to reserve the girl’s weight room on Monday’s 

Wednesday, and Friday’s of each week during lunch break so we can 

have some privacy.” 
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“Sure, I will send out an email to the school.” 

Tara kisses her father on the cheeks. “Thanks Daddy, you are the best.” 

He started to type the message as Tara walks out of his office. 

“Hey guys wait up, I got something to tell you.” 

They all stop in the next office momentarily. 

“What up”? Asked Sherry. 

“I got the girl’s weight room reserve just for us during lunch period!!” 

“AWESOME,” yelled the girls 

The receptionist sitting at the desk raise her head from her computer 

and began to stare at the girls as they walked out of the office; Tara, 

who was last to leave, noticed and returns the evil stare. The 

receptionist would not meet Tara’s stare, instead, she rolled her eyes, 

looking back at her computer screen. Stephanie turns around, and 

noticed the anger on Tara’s face. 

“What wrong?” 

Tara did not respond to Stephanie until they were all in the hall outside 

the office. 

Tara glanced back, looking through the door glass window at the 

receptionist. 

She turned to the group. 

“I cannot stand that bitch. Did you all see the way she was rolling her 

eyes at us?” 

Sherry makes a comment, “She’s a redneck. One day last week, she was 

in the bathroom talking on her cell,disparaging race mixing, and people 

of mixed race.When she saw me, she stopped talking and left the 

bathroom.” 

Stephanie folded her arms,staring through the door window at the 

receptionist. The receptionist looks up from her computer and caught 
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Stephanie’s stare. She quickly rises up from her desk,moved to the door 

with haste,and closed the blinds on the door.  

Stephanie turns her head toward the group.“You know what guys? We 

need to keep a close eye on her. We don’t know who’s responsible for 

this racist literature, threats, attacks; she may be involved.” 

“Stephanie right,” said Tara. “This is our senior year, and before we 

leave we need to- 

Suddenly the girls were greeted by a familiar face. 

“Good morning girls, discussing your agenda for today,” said Mrs. Koon. 

They all nodded their heads as Mrs. Koon the school’s counselor, 

assistant principal, wife of Principal Koon, mother of Tara and Mara.She 

enters her office. 

“Look, we all love this school; let clean it up before we leave.” 

Tara friends all nodded their heads. 

    Tara holds out her hand,she began to count off with her fingers each 

difficult task to be accomplished.  

“Number one, let get rid of the violent kids, number two the drug 

dealers, the white supremacists, and, last, we will, and must win the 

basketball championship this year.” 

“Amen to that,” shouted Stephanie. 

Tara clinched, and shook her fist. 

“Oh, we were so close last year. That one missed shot at the buzzer 

caused us to lose in the final second.” 

Tara shook her head.“Okay guys, we got difficult tasks ahead of us, but 

we can do it.” 

    They all fist bumped each other as the sound of the school bell was 

heard. 
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“Let go find these violators, and kick their ass!! And then we will throw 

them in jail!!” 

   They all began to strut side by side down the hall. The six teenagers 

were ready to venture their lives to exorcise the criminal kids from their 

school. 

For Tara and her gang, this was just an adventure to them. They were 

just as aggressive, intimidating than any other kid in Lakewood High. 

They delighted in fighting, menacing, being obnoxious, and threatening. 

They live up to the name, the sinister six. 

An hour later, three of the girls Tara, Mara, and Stephanie was strolling 

down the hall to their Pre-Calculus/Trigonometry class.   Tara was on 

her cell phone trying to contact Simone. 

“I swear Simone has a problem!” 

Tara jerked the cell phone from her ear,she presses the off button. 

“What did she do now,” ask Stephanie. 

“You know, she leaves an urgent message with my father to call her, 

and I can’t get her on the phone. You would think that she would 

answer the phone between classes, and I can’t leave a message, 

because her voice mail is full.She doesn’t listen to her messages, and 

she thinks she just as smart as we are?” 

“Well, you know she want to take over our job next year as a senior, 

and she could be good at it.” 

Mara chuckled.”Are you serious, Stephanie? You know how dense she 

can be sometimes.” 

Stephanie shrugged, “Well she wants to be like us.” 

Tara shookher head, “she will never be like us.” 

     Tara, Mara, and Stephanie walks into their Pre-

Calculus/Trigonometry class. Mara and Stephanie seated in the first 
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two seats.  Tara sat in the third seat just across from her boyfriend, 

Brandon whose head was down in his notebook,his hand on his head, 

elbow resting on his desk. 

     Tara glancedat Brandon, “Hey Brandon, how is it going? “Brandon 

raised his head from his notebook,heglimpsedat his girlfriend, and kept 

his hand on his head, elbow on his desk.“Hey, what up with you?” 

    Tara expressed concern. “Are you okay? Is there anything wrong? 

Have you been badgered by someone?” 

Brandon hesitated to reply to Tara’s question. Instead he turned his 

head back to his notebook. 

    Tara reaches over,she touches his shoulder. “What wrong Brandon?” 

Brandon turns his head toward Tara still keeping his hand on his head, 

elbow resting on his desk.  He yawned slightly. 

“I am just tried from working last night.” Why do you think someone is 

bothering me?” 

    Tara removed her hand from Brandon’s shoulder,she turned toward 

him. 

“This morning we had our briefing, there are some racist females 

attacking, and terrorizing African-American students and- 

Brandon’s shook his head, “I have not had any problems like that.” 

Tara was puzzled. “What do you mean, any problems like that?  Is there 

something you are not telling me?” 

Tara kept her gaze on Brandon, but Brandon would not meet Tara’s 

gaze entirely.  

“It just a figure of speech,” his voice was weary. 

 In spite of his exhausted voice Tara’s insight reveals to her that 

something was profoundly wrong.  Brandon was reluctant to disclose 

his problem with her. 
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She reaches over, and places her hand on his shoulder a second time. 

“Would you tell Simone to call me when you see her next period? I 

tried to reach her, but her voice mail is full.” 

Brandon glanced at Tara, “Sure no problem.” 

 

“Have you ever notice that Mrs. Connors is a redhead, her son and 

daughter are both blonde?” 

“She probably dye it red Priscilla.” 

Debra glanced at Mrs. Connors, who was shuttling through her 

student’s Calculus/ Trigonometry test papers at her desk. 

Debra, who sits across from her friends turns to Priscilla and Amy. 

“Did you know that her daughter is a psycho? And I heard that her son 

has a nasty temper too.” 

Priscilla motioned with her hand, “Aw, who cares; he’s handsome and 

muscular.He plays on the football team, and he’s the best player in the 

country. I am going get a date with this guy.”  

“No, I am serious; the girl had some kind of tantrum last year in the 

school cafeteria. Somebody pissed her off, she was kicking over tables, 

knocking peoples’ food on the floor.  They tried to restraint her,but 

they finally call her Mrs. Connors to calm her down. She is on some kind 

of medication call Risperdal; it’s a drug use for people with anxiety and 

mood swings, I guess she forgot to take it. And her brother gets in fights 

on the football field; thereferee ejected him from two games last year 

because of his bad temper. Everyone is afraid of him even his own team 

mates. Mrs. Connors is such a nice, gentle person, but she had two kids 

that are psychos.” 



22 
 

“Yeah, I remember that about Connie; it happened last year, nobody 

wants to take on her brother, Danny; he’s the biggest and strongest guy 

in the whole school.”  

Amy touched Priscilla,who was sitting in front of her, on her shoulder 

“Priscilla we know you got the sexy body, good looks and all, but don’t 

you know that Danny Connors is dating that high class chick who’s 

daddy owns his own company?” 

    Priscilla beckoned to Debra and Amy. The three girls lean over in a 

hurler. 

“Listen Matt Hillman is throwing a big party at his father’s cabin over on 

Schultz Hill this weekend.  Alexis told me that Danny is going alone 

because her father doesn’t want her to go to that party. So this is my 

chance to move in and show Danny what a real woman I am.When he 

gets a taste of me, it over for that other chick. So I am going to that 

party with him.” 

“Girl, how are you going to pull that off; beside, you know he’s going 

have all the girls around him.”  

    Priscilla shook her head, “I don’t think so, because once I go and 

introduce myself to him, it’s all over. He’s never had a girl like me 

before. I will see him just before football practice this afternoon.” 

“You want to bet some money on it,” ask Debra. 

   “How about 20 dollars.” Priscilla was very confident of herself after 

all, she had a reputation at Lakewood high;have sex with them, then 

move on to the next one. 

“Okay, you’re on.” They shook hands. “Now, how many boys have you 

been with, if you pull this off?” 
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Priscilla holds up her fingers,she starts to count, “this will be number 

six, seven, and eight; oh I don’t remember, but he will be the last one 

for me.” 

“Yeah, we will see,” said Amy. 

 

  “Okay class I have completed your test papers, and, as usual everyone 

passed.” 

The class all applauded with cheers. 

Mrs. Connors rises up from her desk. 

“Now, I have three of you just barely passed with a C plus, and of 

course that too close to failure in this school.” 

She moves down the aisle,passing out the test paper, and giving 

compliments to each student. 

“Stephanie, Mara, Tara, as usual you all gotA-plus.  

    She turns to Brandon, and handed his test paper to him. 

She utters his name, andhe removes his hand from his face, exposing a 

contusion on the right side; a fresh bruise he did not want Tara to see. 

He looked up at Mrs. Connors; she noticed the bruise, and the fatigue 

on his face.  

“You barely passed.”She place her hand on his shoulder.” 

In a concerned voice, she said, “You look very tired. Did you work at 

Macdonald’s last night?”  

“Yes, our night cleaner call in sick last night, so we all had to work late.” 

He cracked a slight smile. 

Brandon was pleased that Mrs. Connors did not reference his bruise on 

his face; otherwise his girlfriend would have overheard her. 

“I understand you want to attend pharmacy school after you graduate 

this year?” 
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Brandon places his gaze on Mrs. Connors. “Yes, I want to be a 

pharmacist, and I am hoping to get in UGA. 

“Well you need a 3.7 GPA to get in there, you make a C PLUS on your 

test; I believe this will hurt your 3.75 GPA, but I can fit that. I will give 

you the test over at your leisure. I will ask Mrs. Jones to excuse from 

orientation.  You can take the test over this afternoon.” 

“I have to go to work this afternoon after I leave her class.” 

“More important than going to UGA?” 

    Brandon turns his gaze to his graded test paper on his desk. Math 

was not his best subject. His thoughts were saying the grade was 

sufficient; besides, the test was very difficult. What if I fail the second 

test?  

    Mrs. Connor crouched over Brandon as if she was reading his 

thoughts. “Don’t worry, you will not fail. I got your back. I am here to 

take care of my students.  

Brandon gazed up at Mrs. Connors, a smile illumined her face. “Okay 

Mrs. Connors I will take the test over.” 

Mrs. Connor is one of the most beloved teachers at Lakewood High. 

She is very concerned about the future well-being of all of her students. 

She has dedicated many hours after school in tutoring students to 

achieve above average grades. She hadearned the teacher of the year 

award for two consecutive years. 

 

 

Principal Koon makes an announcement on the school intercom 

concerning Cathy Ross death. Shockwaves riddles through the entire 

school at that moment. Some of her students could not believe their 

beloved coach was murder. To most students, Cathy Ross was a meek 
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and mild person who loves all of student; she was another teacher like 

Mrs. Connors, who was concerned about her students’ welfare.But 

there in one in particular she was not fond of. 

 

The second period class was over, Tara stood in the corridor just 

outside of Mrs. Connors class talking about the deceased coach to her 

friends. 

    “I am not glad that Miss Ross was murdered, but I did not care for 

her, and you all know that she hated me.” 

Both Mara and Stephanie agree with Tara by noddedin agreement, but 

Priscilla and her friends overheard Tara as they walked by. Priscilla 

turned, and madea not so favorite remark. 

“Well, she had good reason to hate you Tara; you are not a likeable 

person in this school.” 

    Tara quickly directed her attention to Priscilla as she turns and moves 

on. 

“Priscilla!!”  Bellows Tara. 

Priscilla and her friend stopped, turned toward Tara and her friends. 

“What!!” Priscilla bellows back at Tara in a mischievous tone,while 

placing her hand on her waist. 

Tara, and her friends move toward Priscilla and her friends. 

    Tara got into Priscilla face. “You really think you are something huh!! 

I was not talking to you; you better start attending to your own 

business, or else I will deal with you in a way you will be sorry.” 

Priscilla gazed into Tara’s face. She was much shorter than Tara, but 

that day she was wearing 4 inch heels “Why you like to intimidate 

people, Tara? Why are you such a bully?” 

“Why are you such a slut?”  A quick and sharp rely from Tara. 
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Slut!!” Priscilla removed her hand from waist.“How dare you call me 

that!!? You don’t know me!!” 

“Oh, and you think you know me? I am no bully; aggressive’ yes, if 

someone makes a comment to me or about me that I don’t like.” 

Tara put her finger in Priscilla face. “You have a bad reputation. 

I don’t need to know you; you show it by the way you behave and look 

with your mini skirt up your ass, your high heel shoes, and your low cut 

dress displaying your breasts. Your promiscuous life style,banging every 

boy you see!! Tara places emphasis on those words.  

“That just what you are, a nasty slut!! Now if you don’t like what I said, 

let see you do something about it bitch!!” 

    Tara thick body bumped Priscilla slender body on purpose. Priscilla 

was a very attraction female, with long brown hair down her back, a 

round face with medium complexion. Brown eyes with eye lashes that 

was thick, long, dark, and curled upward. She has rather slender built at 

5ft 4in. 120lb. 

Tara was a fair complexion blonde with bangs, and slightly curly thick 

hair touching the back of her thick neck; high cheek bones that had a 

hollow curve, that was in line with her lips, slanting upward to the start 

of her ears. She was not an ugly female. She stood 5ft.10 in at 185 lbs., 

with bulging muscles expanding her blue t-shirt, displaying the letters 

“Lakewood high corridor patrol.” 

Priscilla was not about to accept a challenge from Tara; she had no 

chance whatsoever. She knew Tara’s reputation for fighting, and that 

she is a third degree black belt. 

Tara knew Priscilla reputation as the school’s whore. Priscilla is not the 

only girl at Lakewood high that carries that reputation;on a list of 1- 10, 

Priscilla is number one. 
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Priscilla is the type of person whose mouth wrote a check that her ass 

couldn’t cash. And once again she utters empty words.  

Shaking her head, she said, “I am not afraid of you.” 

Tara bobbled her head, glancing at her friends.  

Stephanie and Mara snickers. 

She turned her gaze back to Priscilla, and spoke low. “I don’t want you 

to be afraid of me. I am no monster.” 

Tara began to raise her voice slightly, what I want is respect.The next 

time you see me talking to my friends, walk your ass on by, don’t say a 

word. Keep your disrespect comments to yourself.” 

    Tara gestured at herself, “I am not in this school to win a popularity 

contest, but if you ever make another comment like that or even look 

like you going to make a comment, I will knock your freaking skinny ass 

out of those high heel shoes!!” 

    Priscilla placed her hand on her waist. 

“Oh, you can make disrespect comments to me, but I can’t defend 

myself. Who the hell do you think you are?” 

Debra, Priscilla’s Africa American friend reached, and grabbed her by 

the arm. “Come on Priscilla, let go.” She could see that her friend had 

already bitten more than she could chew, and just seconds from getting 

throttled by an amazon muscle woman. 

She turned to Tara, “She was only joking, it will not happen again.” 

Debra turned to her friend as she held her by the arm. “Let’s go girl 

before you get killed.” 

 Priscilla glared back at Tara, turned her head, and jiggles her butt in her 

tight short black skirt.She strutted down the hall with her friends in her 

4 inch black pattern leather pumps. 
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    Tara turned to her friends, “Did that bitch just tell me to kiss her 

ass?” 

Mara stepped in front of her sister, setting her gaze on Priscilla. 

“Let it go Tara she just doing what comes natural for her, a slut.She is a 

slut, and she will always be a slut.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

T H R E E  

 

 Linda Russo, and Jackie Williams knocks at the resident of Johnny 

Short, butthere was no answer after several knocks.  
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Linda turns to her partner. “She did say 1412 William bury road?” 

“Yes, this is it.” Jackie glancedup at the address on the door. 

 When Linda, and Jackie turnedtoslowly walk away, Johnny Short is 

glancing out of his front window. His girlfriend, Lori walked into the 

living room. “Do you know who it is?” 

Johnny quickly looks back at her, he waved his hand, signaling for her to 

be quiet, and in doing so the curtain falls from his hand. 

Jackie glanced back at that moment, noticing possible movement of the 

curtain. 

He turned to Linda as they reached their car. “Someone is in there; 

curtains don’t move by themselves.” 

    Linda reached into her pocket, removedher cell phone,and dialed a 

phone number. 

“Who are you calling?” Linda Glanced at Jackie. 

“I calling his work place, Sears.” She props her arm on top of the car. 

“Yes this is Detective Linda Russo, of Richmond county Law 

Enforcement Center, I am trying to locate an employee, Johnny Short. Is 

he on duty today?” 

“No, he called in sick,” said the voice on the phone. 

Linda glanced back at Jackie, and then at the vehicles that was park in 

front of the condominium. “Do you know what kind of vehicle he 

drives?” 

 

“He drives a blue and white Bronco.” Linda glanced at a blue and white 

Bronco parked in front of the resident. “Thank you very much.” 

“What did they say?”  

“He called in sick this morning. That’s his blue and white SUV there. I’m 

going to check and see if he has a criminal record. Let’s park down the 
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street away from his house. I got a feeling he’s hiding from us.Maybe 

he’s with someone, and maybe they will leave in a few minutes.” 

    Linda, and Jackie moved into the cruiser.  Johnny, and his lady friend 

standing next to him watch from the window. 

Who are they?” she asks. 

“They are cops and I hate cops!!” he replied in a fuming voice. 

“What did they want?” 

Johnny moved away from the curtain, and so did his girlfriend. She sets 

her gaze on him, waiting for an answer. 

He turned to her, “I don’t know, but I had some bad experience with 

cops in the past, thanks to my ex-wife.” 

She places her hands on his shoulder, gazing in his eyes. 

“Look, maybe you can tell me about it this labor day weekend. I got to 

get out of here, and go to work.” 

Johnny kissed and embraced his girlfriend. “I can hardly wait until this 

weekend,” he said.  

 “Neither can I.” 

 

      “He’s been arrested three times for physical abuse against his wife, 

and the third time he was arrested, he try to resist arrest by assaulting 

a female police office. He spent some time in jail. This was back in 1999 

to 2002.” 

Linda closes the laptop andshook her head. “This is a bastard who likes 

to beat up on women.” 

Jackie gazed at Linda. “He may be our man, so what is this six sense of 

yours telling you? Do you think he has someone else in there with him, 

and they will be leaving soon?” 
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Linda glanced at Jackie, and was very confident in her prediction. “I 

know somebody is in there, and I don’t have a six sense.” 

“So what do you call it?” 

Linda shookher head. “I don’t know, but I get this chilling feeling when 

something is not right or something going to happen, and it has always 

happen since I was a kid, within an hour after I predict it.” 

    Jackie looked back the building, and less than a minute later, the 

door opened. Johnny and his girlfriend walked to a car across the 

street. His girlfriend turned, and kissed him on the cheek. “See you this 

weekend darling.” 

“Call me when you get ready to come, so I can get the champagne out.” 

    He headed for his house as he watched her car drives away.  Linda, 

and Jackie pulledup in their cruiser as he was approaching his steps. 

They quickly jump out of the cruiser. 

“Johnny Short, we need to talk to you.” 

He stopped and turned.  

They held up their badges.  

“I’m Detective Russo.” 

Linda beckoned with her head.“And this is Detective Williams. We 

would like- 

“You all are cops, I don’t have anything to say to you.” 

“Then maybe we should take you downtown on suspicion of murder.” 

He made a face. “Suspicion of murder? What are talking about?” 

    “The body of Cathy Ross was found last night by her sister.” 

His eyes widened. Cathy is dead? What happened, where did this 

happen?” 

“Her body was found in the kitchen, shot several times.” 
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There was silence for a moment, as Johnny turned his gaze to the 

passing traffic on the street.  

“Mr. Short, did you ever threaten Cathy Ross at any time.” 

He turnedto Linda. “Her sister Laura told you that, right? She just 

happened to walk in the door when we were fighting that night. You 

see, Cathy have this thing about showing off in front of her sister.” 

He shook his head. “I got so angry that night, I guess I said a few things, 

so she call the cops.” 

    He glanced at Jackie, and then he turned his gaze back to Linda. “I 

may have threatened her, but I would have never killed her, and that’s 

the truth.” 

Linda studied the expression on his face.  

“Where you were between 12 and 1 am?” inquiry Jackie. 

He beckoned with his head toward his house. “Right here, with my new 

girlfriend Lori Spellman, and if you don’t believe me I can give you her 

cell phone number.” 

“That won’t be necessary, Mr. Short but we may need to ask you more 

questions. 

“Sure I will be right here.” 

 Linda, and Jackie walked toward their unmark car. 

“Well, do you believe him?” ask Jackie.  

Linda glanced back at Johnny as he closedthe door behind him. She 

turned her gaze to Jackie. “He’s not our man, he look us directed into 

our eyes. The killer is still out there, Jackie.” 

“So, where do we go from here, you know Captain Stanton is going to 

ask us what kind of lead we have.” 

Jackie kept his stare on Linda as she reaches for the car door. 
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Linda turned back to Jackie. “We really don’t have anything, so now we 

wait; it his move, and I have a feeling this is not his last victim. 

She pauses for a moment, as her lips twisted. “God, I hope I’m wrong 

about this one!!” 

    Linda cell phone rings from her pocket. She reached in her pocket 

and pulled out the phone,she glancing at the display as she enteredthe 

car. 

“What up Stephanie?” 

“Mother, I need your professional advice about setting a trap to catch a 

drug dealer on our school grounds” 

 

“What did she say?” asks Tara. 

“She said that we could set up a fake deal by sending someone else 

other than us to buy the drugs. We also need to surveillance the deal 

while it’s going down, and get pictures l for evidences; and then we call 

them.” 

“That’s not going to work, “Mara said abruptly. 

“Why not?” 

 Tara, and Stephanie turn their gaze on Mara. 

“I remember hearing Sherry telling us that this guy doesn’t hand the 

drugsto a buyer. He tells them to put the money in a particular place, 

and then he switches the money out for the drugs.” 

“I think we need to come up with a better- oh my goodness!!” Mara 

places her hand over her mouth. 

Stephanie, and Tara quickly turned around; a tall skinny kid in his boxer 

shorts walk toward the three girls. He stopped, and a smile illumined 

his thin, freckle face. “Hi there!!” his voice was cheerful. 
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“Boy, you are a lot of trouble;what the hell you think you are doing? 

What are you doing walking in the hall in your shorts,” bellowed Tara. 

Mara, and Stephanie began to giggle as they viewed the frail kid from 

top to bottom. 

“What big feet you have. I bet you don’t need a boat, just step in water 

and float on down the river with those feet,” Mara chuckles. 

“I know this looks bad, but I have a good reason for doing this. You see, 

in order for me to join this group, I have to ask you to come to a party 

Saturday night dressed like this.And, if you say yes, then you have to 

show up at the party in order for me to be a part of this group.”  

He reached in back pocket, and pulled out a pair of black rim glasses,he 

placed them on his face. “I forgot how much I need these.” 

    All three of the girls start laughing, “Oh my god I can’t believe this!!” 

said Stephanie. 

“Believe it Stephanie. And I know who put him up to do this; Matt 

Hillman, and his gang,” said Tara. 

“Oh you know them?”  

The kid glanced around at all three of the girls. 

“Yes we know them, and they have got you in a lot of trouble.” 

“What’s your name?” 

“Alexander Burton.” 

“Does this mean you are not going to the party?” 

“What do you think?’ asked Tara. The girls all pause, and the kid drops 

his head down sadly. “Well I tried, he said numbly. 

Mara pulled Stephanie and Tara away from Alexander. 

“Don’t even think about going anywhere you hear,” Tara cautions 

Alexander. 

He raised his head;“oh I am glued to this spot.” 
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“Look, I think he’s a harmless victim of a bunch of jerks. I think we 

should go, and then we can jump on Matt and his gangs’ case about his 

stupid pranks. They probably won’t even let him into there so call 

group, but if this kid willing to get his self in trouble for their stupid 

group maybe we should help him.” 

“You do realize what goes on at that kind of party Matt gives; sex, 

drugs, alcohol.” 

Mara shook her head.“I know, but we don’t have to stay long, just 

make an appearance, and warn Matt not to take advantage of innocent 

kids like that.” 

Tara turned her head toward the topless kid. “Well he appear to be 

harmless.” 

She turned back to Mara and Stephanie.“But he should know better. 

Let’s warn him as well.” 

They all walk over to Alexander. 

     He turns his gaze on them  

“You know Alexander, we could take you to the principal’s office and 

get you thrown out of school. 

“Yes I know, but I beg you not to tell; my parents would take all of my 

privileges away from me. I would not be able to go to Matt’s party this 

weekend, and they would take away my cell phone.” 

“Alexander, you look like a nice kid.” Tara circles around Alexander 

scoping his half nude, skinny body from head to toe. I can’t say much 

about your attire.” Tara places her hand over her mouth and giggled. So 

did Stephanie, and Mara. Why do you want to associate with someone 

like Matt Hillman?” He is a jerk; he uses people like you to get what he 

wants. 
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“Because I don’t want to be a part of a geek or nerd group that is what 

a lot of the kids think I am, because I’m so smart, intelligent, and they 

call me a bookworm. But Matt was different; he started talking to me, 

he invited me to join him, and his group. I just needed to prove to him I 

was a worthy- 

Tara interrupted;, “by doing something crazy like walking down the hall 

in your underwear.” 

“You are not from here are you?” ask Mara. 

“I am from Chicago Illinois. I just transfer to this school this year. I heard 

this was the best school in the entire state.” 

    “Alexander, don’t ever let somebody like Matt Hillman get you in 

trouble because they want you to be a part of their stupid group. You 

don’t need people like that, but we feel that these guys are taking 

advantage of you since you are the new kid on the block. So we decide 

to accept your invitation.” 

“That great!!” His voice was exultant. 

Tara got into the frail kid face. “Now you listen well; if we ever see you 

in the hall again like this, and I don’t care who put you up to do these 

crazy things, you will be thrown out of school.What class you supposed 

to be in?” 

“Physical ED.” He shook his head. They don’t miss me; I am not good in 

gym.” 

    Tara glancedat her watch. “Let see how fast you can run; you got 10 

seconds to get of out our face.” 

The skinny, half nude kid quickly turns and sprint down the hall.” 

“Wow, said Stephanie” he runs pretty fast in his boxer shorts.” 

They all chuckled as the sound of the school bell was heard throughout 

the school, signaling the end of the third period, and the start of lunch. 
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Inside the Lakewood high library far in the rear, sat three female 

students. They are Lori Wilkerson, her sister Jamie Wilkerson, and 

friend Penny Login. They awaited their favorite English teacher, Eddie 

Palmer who entered the library carrying a black briefcase. He walked to 

the back, approached the table and greeted the girls. They returned the 

teacher greetings as they all set their gaze on him. He places the 

briefcase on the table. 

    “We have another recruit that I want you all to meet over at the 

stadium. I checked her and her family out after hearing her profile on 

you tube, and she is appropriate for our mission. Her name is Megan 

Stuartman, and to my understanding Penny, you are acquainted with 

Megan?” 

“Yes, we have the same math class.We had talk several times about her 

problems. She was very furious about being fired at a local supermarket 

because the store manager was a nigger lover;she took his word over 

hers. She expressed woes about her father being passed over for a 

promotion, because the company felt that they needed to hire a black 

person who was unqualified for that position.” 

Eddie shook his head. “I understand where she is coming from, I had 

that same experience as well.”  

Lori and Jamies’ words were spewing, fill with malice, racist, and 

disparage remarks. 

“Have any of you were able to recruit any more members to fight for 

our cause?” 

Lori glancedat her sister and friend Penny as that shook their heads.  

She turnedto Eddie. 
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“We have found a lot of our pamphlets in the trash, which means we 

have a lot of traitors; they don’t care about white America.” 

Eddie scowled, and places his hands on the table. There was a slight 

pause. “We have other members in others school here in Georgia 

recruiting. Our group knows that we need to getthe messageout to our 

young white brothers and sisters before they are brainwashed by other 

people; we need to get rid of those people.” 

Lori cuts in. “It the niggers, nigger lovers, Jews, and Mexicans that we 

need to get rid of.” 

“You are so right Lori. According to a reliable source we have here in 

Lakewood Negros makes up about 10% of the school population and 

the other 5% are other races that are still too many.” 

Eddie placed his hands on the black briefcase on the table. “We have 

the ammunition in this case that will get rid of these inferior Negros 

from our school.” 

    He pushed the latches on the briefcase, the top popped open, 

exposing various narcotics. The girls gaped at the illegal substance. 

Eddie quickly closed the briefcase. “Okay, we don’t want anyone else to 

see this. Penny, since you is familiar with picking locks, I am turning this 

ammunition over to you. 

“Yeah thanks to YouTube, they have tons of video on how to pick 

different types of locks.” 

“Also, since you have first period with me that will be the best time I 

can excuse you; or you can do the job before you come to my class. I 

will email you, and let you know, but I think probably after 8 a.m. make 

sure the coast is clear before you start. 

 He slid the briefcase down to her. 
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“That should be enough for at least12 cars; we need to make it look like 

they are in possession in multi drugs, so divide equally. Do at least 

three cars a week. 

    He gestured with his finger. “Now my daughter is taking down license 

numbers, getting description of their cars at this moment, since a lot of 

them leave the school campus for lunch. Every student that has a car 

must be registered, so once we get the license number, the Principal 

can look it up on the school database to see who own that car. The list 

of license plates numbers will be email to you, and you are to pick three 

license plate numbers from that list a week. I will excuse you from class, 

and give you a pass just in case you run into the corridor patrol in the 

hall. Tell them you are going to your car to get your homework that is 

due for that day. Principal Koon has made it clear that he will expel 

drugs pushes or students on drugs indefinitely, or have the police arrest 

them. Wait until Tuesday the day after Labor Day to start; you won’t 

need to come to class that day, and there is more where this came 

from.We will get all these Negros out of our school one way or the 

other.” 

 

Megan Stuartman sets on the front row of the stadium, waiting for Lori, 

Jamie, and Penny. She turned her head, looking at another student who 

was some distance away looking through at pair of binoculars. She 

glanced at her watch, as the three girl’s approached her. Megan looked 

up. “Are you Megan Stuartman,” asks Lori. 

“Yes. Who are you?” 

“Lori Wilkerson, Jamie Wilkerson and you already know Penny login. 

Mr. Palmer sent us.” 
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 In the school parking lot two students set in a car, monitoring. They set 

their gaze on a blue van. 

“That blue van has circled around the parking lot at least five times.” 

“Yeah,I wonder what’s up with that. You know we have a job to do this 

afternoon.” 

“But what if someone sees us like the last time?”  

“Then we will take care of that person like we did that dumb stupid 

janitor.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

F O U R 

 

Matt Hillman stood on the balcony of his remote, 2 story beach house 

in Schultz hill, admiring several hundred of his party guest. Loud music, 

alcohol beverages, and girls were the party feature.  A friend recorded 

the scene with his camera.  The beach house was a gift from his parents 
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who own several corporations. Matt Hillman a very popular student at 

Lakewood High. He carries a 4.0 GPA and of his parents ‘only child. A 

great percentage of Lakewood high students believed Matt was born 

with a silver spoon in his mouth. He stood observing the girls across the 

huge room, while others danced with their partners. He set his gaze on 

several girls standing in a group chatting. One of the females,Jane Lewis 

met his gaze, and blew a kiss his way.  He beckoned for her, and she 

quickly ran up the balcony stairs; he kissed her on the cheek.   

“I was just thinking about you Jane,” he said in a cheerful voice. 

She rubbed her hand across his face. “I just bet you were, and I missed 

seeing you today, Matt.” Her voice was low and pleasant.  

  “Well, I was making preparations for this party, and for us. He glanced 

out at the dance floor.  The room I prepare for us is on the right.” Go 

take a look; I will be with you in about half an hour.” 

Their kiss was mouth to mouth; she felt his tongue twirling inside her 

mouth. 

His body temperature started to rise he was working up a ravenous 

appetite for Jane. They both came up for air. 

“I will be waiting,” she whisper. 

Jane turned, and walked down the corridor as Matt kept his gaze on her 

body. 

 

Two of Matt’s friends walk toward him on the balcony; He turned and 

greeted them. 

“Hey Joey, Linda; enjoying yourself?”  

  “Hey man, you really know how to throw a party, but I can enjoy 

myself more. He winked his eye at Matt, as he reached into his pocket 

and handed him some money.  
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Matt nodded his head as he takes the money, “You know where the 

room at, it the same one you had last year.” 

Billy, a friend of Matts, sprinted up the balcony stairs. “Hey Matt, guess 

who I saw getting out of their car; Tara, Mara and Stephanie!!” 

“You joking aren’t you?” 

Billy shook his head. “No, I am not.” 

At that moment, Tara, and her twin sister, and their friend Stephanie 

entered the room. 

Matt was astonished when he saw them. “Damn that nerd did it; he 

actually got them to come to my party!!” His voice was exultant. 

Matt will soon find out that they were there for pleasure. 

They stood at the door observing, and some of the kids was observing 

them, especially the boys. Sammy Black who was recording the party 

turn the camera on them. 

Tara, Mara, and Stephanie muscles were bulging out of their t-shirts. 

Their jeans fit tightly around their lower body.   Tara glanced about the 

room; then she caught sight of a familiar and unlikeable person, as far 

as she was concerned. She turned to Mara and Stephanie.  

“Hey guys, look who’s walking up the balcony steps. 

Mara placed her hand over her mouth. “That slut Priscilla is with Danny 

Connors.”  

Danny with somewhat curly blond hair,was 6 ft., 295 lbs. He was a 

superstar defensive tackle with a malicious temper, who’s graduating 

this year with honors. He had caught the attention of college football 

coaches around the country.  He led the nation in defensive tackles, He 

could bench press well over 500 lbs.; no doubt one of the strongest kids 

in the country.  His attire was casual, while Priscilla was in her tight 

black leather dress above her knees, and black 5 in. spike heel pumps. 
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She was clinging to Danny’s huge arm tighter than a door knob on a 

door. 

Danny, and Matt fist bumped, he reached in his pocket, and placed 

some money in Matt’s hands. 

“What happened to you and Cher?” asked Matt. 

Before Danny could answer, Priscilla wrapped her arm around Danny’s 

huge neck. “Oh, he will not be seeing her after tonight. I am going to 

show Danny what a real woman about. Danny shrugged at Matt and 

Billy, then they proceeded to walk down the balcony to their room. 

Danny caught sight of Tara, Mara, and Stephanie. His sets his sights on 

Stephanie. 

“Hmm… nice; I sure would like to get a piece of her. Yeah, maybe one 

day,” was his though, as he turned his head and strolled down the 

balcony with Priscilla. 

Stephanie took notice of the gaze. “Hey guys, he was staring at us; but 

for some reason, particular me.” 

Tara frowned,she turning to Mara and Stephanie. “Let take care of 

what we came here for, and get the hell out of here.” 

“I’ll with you, said Stephanie. 

“Well, at least Candy, Natalie,and Sherry had better plans than we 

had,” Mara said in a pleasant voice. 

Matt turned to Billy. “Get bubble, Lenny, and Jacob tell them we got 

some real women for them.” 

“Are you kidding?” 

“Go now!!” 

Billy rushed off, as the three girls’ walks toward Matt. 

Matt smiled. “Glad you could make it to the party, ladies.” Where are 

the other? ” 
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“They had better things to do, and I can’t say I blame them,” snapped 

Tara. “We did not come here to frolic.” 

Tara, Stephanie and Mara surrounded Matt, who stood about  

5 FT.  9 inches. 

Tara got close to Matt’s face.  “You really think you are something, 

don’t you.” 

    Matt boasted, well you know what can I –“ 

Save it, we don’t want to hear you!!” 

“Yeah, don’t you know that Alexander could have got thrown out of 

school for walking in the hall in his underwear,” bellow Stephanie. 

“You love getting people in trouble just to join your stupid ass group, 

but let me warn you Matt.The next time you take advantage of 

someone else, I don’t care if he is a nerd; we will have you thrown out 

of school. Tara dispenses a threat to Matt. And I will get physical with 

you if I have to. You will get what’s coming to you. Do you 

understand?” 

Matt held up his hands. “Hey I was not trying to get the kid in trouble 

he actually volunteered to do it.” 

Matt pointedto Alexander, who was boogying to the music with a girl. 

“Looks he’s having fun; he even picked up a girl.” 

“Why do you seduce people to do such crazy things just to join your 

stupid group and you know it will get them in trouble.” 

“It was you who got a kid in trouble last year for pulling a fire alarm; we 

know it was you, and we know you paid your friends to lie for you so 

you wouldn’t get expelled.” 

Matt glancedat Mara, “it not a stupid group, it is like a fraternity.” 

He turned his gaze back to Tara, and Stephanie. “You know like the 

ones in college. 
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“This is not college, this is high school, you know that; and you might 

think we are just jerking your chain. Tara moved closer to Matt’s ear 

and whispered.“The next time, we will wrap that chain around your 

neck.” 

Tara backed away slowly. “Have a nice night, and we will be watching 

you, and your group.” 

Tara, Stephanie, and Mara turned,and started to walk away when three 

boy walked up the steps toward them. 

Matt called out to the girls;they stopped and turned around. He 

pointed at the boys. “These guys want to meet you all. 

Tara, Stephanie, and Mara shook their heads. “We are not interested in 

meeting your friends,” Tara said bluntly.   

The girls proceeded to walk pass the three boys, when one of them 

reached out and grabbed Tara by the arm. That was a mistake. 

“What’s your hurry, we want to talk to you?” 

Tara glancedat Bubble, who was the biggest of the three boys weighing 

over 200 lbs. at 6 feet tall. “Let go of my arm now!!” Sheshouted. 

But bubble ignored Tara. “What’s your hurry; stay and talk with me for 

a while.” 

Like lightning, Tara reached around with her other arm, breaking 

Bubble’s grip. She grabbed his arm twisted it around his back with 

intense force, pushing the 200 lbs. boy  against the balcony while 

applying more pressure to his arm. 

Bubbles yelled out in agony, “what are you doing, I just want to talk to 

you!!” 

Stephanie and Mara stood in front of the other boys with a warning not 

to move while Tara inflicted more pain on Bubble’s big arm. 

He yelled out, “Let go of my arm!!”  
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“I should break your arm in half and stuff it down your throat!!” 

“No please don’t!!” 

“Then keep your hands to yourself, do you hear me?” 

“Yes, I hear you loud and clear!!” 

Tara released his arm, then shovedhim away. 

He grabbed his arm, and backed away, obviously in extreme pain. 

  “Gee whiz, you almost broke my arm!!” 

“And I will do more than break your arm if you ever attempt to touch 

me again. It will be your last time. Even if I ever see you again, you will 

get what’s coming to you!!” 

Tara scowled as she glanced at Matt, who had a smirk on his face. 

The girls began to strut away as Billy walked up the balcony stairs; he 

quickly steps to the side as they struttedby. Sammy who was recording 

the scene at the bottom of the stairs quickly moved out of their way. 

Bubble, still holding his arm glimpsedat Matt. “I thought you had some 

real some women for us!!” 

Matt shrugged his shoulders. “Well, I thought you could handle any 

woman, Bubble, especially those.” 

“Yeah,right, those are not real women; they are just a bunch of 

lesbian,” Bubbles said in an angry voice. Bubble was accustomed to 

having his way with girls, because of his well over 200 lbs. frame.He 

bullied them,he was arrogant and very forceful in getting his way; but 

not with Tara and her group.They will not tolerated any disrespect from 

any boy. 

He glanced at the girls as they walked up to Alexander, and grabbed 

him off the dance floor.  
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Alexander was filled with joy when he saw it was Tara, Mara, and 

Stephanie. He did not question why they pulled him from the dance 

floor. 

“You made it.Am I glad to see you! Now, I can be a member of Matt’s 

group.” 

“Yeah, and we came to warn you about that,” said Tara abruptly. 

Tara clinched her hands around Alexander’s skinny arm. 

“Don’t let Matt get you into any trouble or next time we will not be 

easy on you, do you understand?” 

Alexander nodded. 

 “Oh no, that won’t ever happen.You see, I may look and act like a nerd, 

but I am a lot smarter than I look or act. 

Tara released her grasp on Alexander’s arm. “Okay go back and dance 

with that girl before she finds someone else.” 

Alexander sprinted back to the dance floor,he start dancing with his 

partner. 

Tara, Mara, and Stephanie laughed. 

“Boy, he dances quite well for a nerd, don’t you think,” said Stephanie. 

“Yeah, all nerds seems to know how to dance,” relied Tara, walking 

toward the exit. “Let get out of here, guys, I’ve got better things to do.” 
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 F I V E 

 

Half past three in the quiet community of Beechwood, several gun 

shots were fired in a house, waking up the next door neighbors.  

Sam and Helen Stewart arose from their bed. 

 “Were those gunshots?” ask Sam. 

“Yes, and they sound like they were coming from the Bates house.  

Helen moved across her husband,and stepped out of the bed. She 

opened the curtainas several more gunshot was fired inside the house, 

followed by a loud rumbling noise. 
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Helen turned quickly to her husband, ‘OMG, that the Bates house; call 

the police now Sam!!” 

In just minutes, the police arrived with flashing blue lights in the now 

not so quiet neighborhood. 

Florence, a neighbor who lived on the other side of the Bates house, 

rushed to meet to the officers in her night gown; so did Sam and Helen. 

She pointed in the direction of the Bates backyard. “Someone ran out 

of the back door dressed in black clothes. They jumped the fence, and 

cut through the other yard!!”  

 “And we heard at least six shots fired inside the house, as far as we 

know, they don’t own guns,” added Helen. 

“Okay, thanks for the info,” said one of the offices.  

Two of four officers moved around to check the side of the house, 

while the other entered the front porch with their guns drawn. They 

stood on each side of the door. One of the officers knocked, and 

identified themselves;there was no answer. The officer removed his 

Billy club,and broke the window. Once again, the offices 

identifiedthemselves, as all four entered the rather dark hallway of the 

house with caution.  

 Down the hallway a light in the second room illumined part of the 

hallway. They held a 38 magnum, and a flashlight out in front of them 

as each carefully scoped the living room, and another room across from 

the living room. They moved slowly, cautiously, down the hallway to 

the lighted room. The officers stopped just outside the door.   

One of the officers peeked into the room, and then he entered the 

room with his gun out in front, followed by the other officers. A horrify 

scene; two bodies onthe carpet, one in a prostrate position, and the 

other face, upsurrounded by broken glass and other belongings. A pool 
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of blood, bone fragments, teeth, and brain parts were dispersed over 

the green carpet. One of the officers, a female quickly left the scene. 

She rushed down the hall with her hand over her mouth, and out of the 

door. She regurgitated her food all over the ground. 

 

At 4:15 am, Detective Linda Russo cell phone wakes her up. 

She reached for the phone on the table by her bed. She glancedat the 

lighted display on the phone; it was from the department. 

She holds the phone to her ear, “Hello.” 

It was from her supervisor, Captain Stanton. “There have been two 

homicides at 4603 meadow Rd. I need you over there ASAP. 

“Okay,I’ll be there in a few minutes Captain.” 

She pressed the button on the cell phone and glanced over at her 

husband, who was still asleep. 

 

 

At 4:45 am Linda Russo arrived;she entered the house where her 

partner Jackie, and other officers were on the scene. Jackie was 

standing at the entrance of the room as Linda approached. Jackie 

turned his gaze on Linda. Linda stopped just short of the room. “Well 

Jackie, what have we got this time?”  

Jackie shook his head. “Two dead bodies, twice as gruesome this time. 

Both are teachers from Lakewood High.  

One of the female officers just vomited her food outside on the 

ground.” 

Jackie studied the expression on Linda’s face, as she was silent for a 

moment. 
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“Well, I guess I better take a look.”She took a deep breath, she slowly 

walked around Jackie into the room. The forensic crew was taking 

photos of the bodies, combing the torn up room for clues. Jackie kept 

his gaze on Linda as she stood viewing the horrify bodies. Her gaze sets 

on Simon Bates body. She placed her hand over her mouth, her head 

trembled, her eyes closed as she began to flashback into the past. 

Flashes of a gruesome body with the identical description began to 

haunt her memories. She stood there weeping over the body; it was 

someone very close to her. 

Jackie felt deep concern for Linda andhe could see that something was 

disturbing her. He walked over to her, and placed his hand on her 

shoulder. “Are you alright?” 

Linda visions were interrupted by Jackie’s touch. She opened her eye, 

and turned to Jackie. “This is identical to the killings that happened over 

20 years ago.  

“What killings?”  

Linda glanced one final time at the horrificscene, and then she turned 

back to Jackie. “I will talk to you outside about it. Have the forensic 

crew found anything that could help us?” 

“Same as last time, missing driver license, one credit card. The 

backdoor was open, so it’s looks like they may have pick the lock to get 

in. We manage to ID them with mail, and other info that was found; 

Theresa and Simon Bates.  

“We found a briefcase with graded papers, and other info that Simon 

Bates was a history teacher at Lakewood High, and we found a plate 

from Lakewood High to Theresa Bates for her retirement last year. They 

both had been teachers for over thirty-five years. 
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Linda shookher head.My god, we have a psycho out there somewhere, 

and he is filled with rage, because of the MO.” She turned to one of the 

forensic crew. “Go ahead and cover them now.”  

Linda glanced down on the floor at a broken picture with the words 

father, mother, and daughter.  

She turned back to Jackie. “Has any contact info turned up on her 

daughter?”   

“None so far, but we may need to question the next door neighbors 

who call this in; they may know how to get in touch with their 

daughter.”  

 “Let’s go, I will tell you all about the serial killings that happen in 1990; 

you may remember, it was nationwide news.  

Linda, and Jackie leaves the room, stepped out into the hall, and there 

they saw Captain Stanton coming toward them. They stopped as the 

Captain approached them. 

   “Well, what have we got this time?” He placed his hands in his pocket. 

Jackie started the conversation.Same as last time, no more or less; 

same MO.He shot these two victims in the knees, and then blew them 

away with a 44 magnum; all three victims suffer the same gruesome 

method. We think that he takes one credit card along with the victim’s 

driver license, leaving no evidences, which means we have a serial 

killer, which is perfect.” 

 The Captain removed his hands from his pocket. “You know, I have 

been on the force for almost 20 years. I left here, and went to college 

and then I join the Marines for 4years. After discharge, I join the force 

in Philly for fifteen years before coming back here; I made detective in 

just two years.  Since then, we had three serial killers, and we have 

captured all of them no matter how smart they thought they were.” 
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The captain paused for a moment as he glanced at other officers going 

in and out of the crime scene room. The captain had brown hair, 

medium complexion, a round face with dimples.He was six feet two 

defensive tackle from Duke University at that time; since then, he 

hadgained around 20 pounds, but he was still solid, and worked out in 

the gym every day. He is a very adamant person, and was always 

determined and fixed on capturing a killer. 

 Even when he was a defensive lineman at Duke University, he was the 

key factor in winning the games that the team was losing because he 

was unshakeable, and hung tough. His record was perfect; he always 

had been a strong-minded person on.  He had always hung tough even 

though he has had tough cases in his law enforcement career; he was 

unbendable and relentless in capturing a killer as this serial killer was 

relentless.  

He sets his sight on Jackie and Linda. “What I am saying is, that there is 

no such thing as a perfect crime; the killer always makes a mistake 

sooner or later.” 

Linda cuts in, “Captain, there is a pattern here; all three victims are 

teachers from Lakewood High School.Now I know this will be in the 

newspaper, but I know the Principal, and his wife, whom I knewin 

college.  I would like to have a meeting with the entire school to warn 

them. I believe the serial killer is in that school.  Maybe somebody may 

have seemed something they can tell us, or maybe they heard or seen 

something unusual that may have happen to these teachers in that 

school.They could have had students that disliked them enough to kill 

them.  I know it’s a long shot, but I think we are going in the right 

direction” 

“So, when do you plan on having this meeting with the school?” 
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“As soon as possible. I will call the principal today at his house. It’s a 

holiday weekend, maybe we can set up a meeting in the auditorium for 

one day later this week.” 

The captain nodded. “Okay, that may be a good ideal; you may be on 

the right track.” 

“Of course, you know that you are the only two detectives I can spare 

on this case because we had to lay off about 15 detectives in the last 

year because of the budget. You are the best that the department has 

in this field.  At the same time, every available officer that we have on 

the force will be on the lookout for this vicious killer. You two have this 

entire jurisdiction,and if anything, whether it’s big or small, you two will 

have to check it out. That means Lakewood High School as well. Linda, 

you trained some of the students of Lakewood High for security guard 

work last summer.” 

“Yes sir; they are prepared, and ready to handle situations at the 

school.” 

“That’s good, but they can only do so much.They don’t carry weapons 

and don’t have years of experienced police work.” 

Both Linda, and Jackie nodded their heads, acknowledging the Captain. 

At the same time, Linda thought, “You don’t know Tara and her clan; 

they will take on anybody, even if their lives depended on it. My 

daughter Stephanie told me just the other night they vowed to get rid 

of those kids who are tarnishing the reputation of the school before 

they leave there, no matter what it takes. My daughter is tough like her 

mother, take a stand for what’s right especially if you know it right, and 

don’t take any disrespect from anyone. I just hope, and pray that 

Stephanie, and her friends, don’t take on more than they can handle. I 
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am starting to get a chilling feeling that the serial killer is close to them 

in that school.” 

The captain shifted his eyes back, and forth to Jackie,and Linda. “Keep 

this in mind as this investigation develops; no matter how small or 

stupid a lead may sound,just check it out. It may lead to something 

bigger.”  

“Now, there has not been a serial killer here in Georgia in 30 years, to 

my knowledge. I will have forensic go over the crime scene again after I 

takes a look at the victims. I want this psychopath off the street, and 

the sooner we apprehend him, the safer our streets will be.”  

“Linda assured the captain, “we will get him.” 

The captain nodded his head,and thenmoved to the crime scene room. 

Linda glanced at Jackie, “come on, let’s go. I need to tell you about the 

serial killings that happened over twenty years ago. Somehow it is 

connected to these killings.” 

    Theywalked down the hall and stepped outside, they stopping just 

short of the front of the house. It was a mild night, with temperatures 

in the sixties under clear skies; by then, it was 5 am in the morning.   

“Jackie, back in 1990 in my hometown, Lansing Michigan, there were 

gruesome killing’s identical to these." Linda shifted her eyes back to the 

house for a second, then she set her sight on Jackie.  

“The serial killer had already killed eight people over period of six 

weeks, and the police had no clues to catch this killer. The city was in a 

panic, even though the victims were from that high school. I was in 

college in my sophomore year, and one night me and some friends had 

gathered to play cards. That’s when it happened; I had never had one 

like that one before. It started with a really cold chill and then all of a 

sudden I was in the school.” 



56 
 

“How is that possible; one minute you were with your friends, and the 

next minute you were in that school?” 

Linda began to emphasize with her hands. “I know it sounds weird 

Jackie, but it was as clear as I am standing here talking to you it was like 

a premonition.” 

“Okay, what did you see?” Jackie was skeptical. 

“I saw the hooded mask killer kill my father’s brother. You see, my 

father’s brother was a teacher at that high school. He was my favorite 

uncle; he always brought me something, ever since I could remember. 

He helped mom and dad brought my first car. That night the Principal 

of the school had called a meeting for six of the teachers, and only six. I 

saw my father’s brother brutally shot to death. He shots him in each 

knee, and then he shoved the 44 magnum in his mouth, and pulled the 

trigger.  I saw my uncle’s brain eject from his skull; it was horrifying, 

and that’s when I screamed,and I was back in the room with my 

friends.” 

Linda paused for a moment, as she could see the disbelief on Jackie’s 

face as he rubbed his hand across his eyes. 

“I know this is hard to believe Jackie, but it happened. Tim Bellman, the 

principal of that school, was responsible for killing at least 12 people.” 

“Now I remember that I was a junior at North Carolina, and, as I recall 

his wife shot and killedhim at that school. She had uncovered his 

terrifying secrets, soshe followed him that night. He had mental issues; 

delusional, paranoid schizophrenia. He parked his truck about a mile 

from the school and he would jog down the street in his disguise which 

was quite common. People jogged at night fully clothes due to cold 

weather.” 
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“There were speculations that they were having marriage problems as 

well, Linda added. 

“So what is the connection, since he was killed? Do you think he might 

have relatives mimicking these killings all over again? It could be 

anybody, and you know that video of killings like these are accessible 

on the internet. So it could be almost anybody.” 

 Linda shook her head.  “No, somehow these killings are connected with 

those serial killings in 1990. I don’t know how, but I can feel it. As I 

remember, he had a brother.” 

“Well, what happen to his wife? Didn’t he have a daughter?” 

“I believe his wife and daughter are dead; I will search the internet to 

be sure. People had labeled this monster as an outstanding and 

wonderful person, but on the inside he was sinister, and pure evil.” 

Just at that moment, three of the neighbors, Helen and Sam ward, who 

had been residents in the Beechwood for over thirty years; and 

Florence James, an African American like the Bates who had lived in the 

community for twenty-five years. They walked toward the detectives. 

“Excuse us.” 

Linda and Jackie turned their attention to them. 

“Could you tell us what happened.” 

“I am sorry they all are dead,” Linda spoke softly. 

 “How did it happen? We all heard gunshots?” 

“They dead, they were shot.  Someone picked the lock on the back door 

that how they got in,” said Linda. 

Helen, Sam, and Florence were concerned about their neighbor. 

“Please, can you tell us how it happened?We all knew the Bates for a 

long time. They are respectable people, and did not bother anyone. 
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“Shooting them in the knees would have been enough; they would 

most likely die of blood lost or shock, but the killer were filled with 

rage. 

Jackie paused. “They were shot in the head, they all we can tell you at 

this time.” 

 “Good lord, who would do such a terrible thing?” ask Helen. 

“Did any of you see anything usual,” ask Jackie. 

“Well, the gunshots woke me up,  I got up and looked out the 

window,and it sounded like the Bates house at that time, but I was not 

sure until I saw someone dressed in black run out of the back door,” 

said Florence. 

“Could you give us a description?” ask Linda. 

“No, they were like a shadow moving too fast in the dark.” 

Both Sam, and Helen shooktheir heads, “we just heard the shots 

coming from their house, we call the police.” 

“Do any of you all know the where the daughter lives?” 

“She lives in South Carolina with her husband; we tried calling, but 

there was no answer. We think they are on a fishing trip; I believe 

Theresa told us that last week when she gave us her daughters’ cell 

phone number. It was strange, though.” 

“How is that?” asked Linda. 

“It was as if she knew something was going to happen to them.” 

Helen reached in her pocket,she pulled out her cell phone. Helen 

moved her pointing finger down the display. “Here is her name, and cell 

phone number.” Linda jotted down the name and number in a small 

green memoranda pad. “Okay, we will get in touch with her daughter." 
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“You all are going to find who did this, right?” This was such a quiet 

neighborhood. And now for the first time since I move here 25 years 

ago, I am afraid,” Florence said in a frantic voice. 

“We will do everything we possibly can to apprehend this vicious killer,” 

Jackie assured the neighbors. 

 

Early Saturday morning Linda sat in the den at her computer, reviewing 

the 1990 serial killings that propelled Linda’s hometown, Lansing, 

Michigan into a terrifying panic. 

Her intuitions had suggested that the 1990 Lansing serial killings were 

affiliated with the recent serial killings. The killer was using the exact 

methods as Tim Bellman in 1990.She moved the cursor down the 

article, reading it carefully. 

Tim Bellman was a model citizen; everyone liked and respected him. He 

was a teacher who cared about his students, and often helped them to 

reach their goal. He became a vice principal, then a principal. He was 

also a husband and father.  

The city was shock that he was a vicious, relentless killer who had 

committed 13 murders. They were teachers in his school, 

formeremployees, and random victims. He was like a Nightstalker 

stalking his victims at night by driving through their neighborhood. 

Later, he parked his vehicle about mile away and jog down the road to 

his intended victim’s house.  

Jogging at night was common in the city. He would enter the victim 

house by picking the lock.  He would shoot his victim in both knees 

before placing the 44 magnum in their mouth blowing their brains out 

of their heads. 
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It was disclosed by his wife that he was being treated by a physician for 

mental disorders such as delusion paranoid schizophrenia. In public he 

concealed his mental disorder quite well, as if nothing was wrong with 

him.The disorder escalated theirmarital problems; his wife of 20 years 

who shot him at least six times, killing him in the high school that he 

was principal of, and his wife a teacher.  

She had uncovered his dark secret one night after midnight;A private 

room behind the wall of the den. The room contained a gym, computer, 

revolvers, a disguise,credit cards and driver licenses from the victims.  

She followed him one night after he had parked his vehicle about a mile 

from the school. He had called a private meeting with six of the school 

teachers, but he never showed up as Principal Bellman. He shot, and 

killed at least five of the teachers in his hooded mask disguise before 

his wife shot and killed him. 

Ask by the median how she felt killing her own husband, she declined 

to answer.    

One year later Tim Bellman wife 1990 SUV was recovered from the 

Michigan River. Police receive an anonymous phone call that a black 

SUV had force Elizabeth bellman’s black SUV into the river.  

The anonymous caller said that two women tried to swim, but both 

went under, and did not come up. After the SUV was recovered police 

confirmed that the 1990 SUV was registered to Elizabeth Bellman.  

Police believe Tim Bellman’s wife accompanied by her daughter that 

night, was actually murdered after finding a second set of tire track.  

The police believed that they did attempted to swim out of the river, 

but the current was too strong at that time. Their bodies were never 

recovered, which was quite common in the river. No suspects were 

ever detained.  
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There were controversy about Elizabeth Bellman daughter, Lizzie being 

harassed at school, along with public, and media pressure.  

The media display a photo of Elizabeth Bellman, but she begged the 

media not to display her daughter’s photo because of her age. She was 

16 at that time. 

Linda studied the photo of Elizabeth Bellman. The face was not familiar. 

Linda did not attend the high school where Tim Bellman was principal. 

Linda moved her mouse down the page where the article talked about 

Tim Bellman brother,Walter Bellman. 

About 90 minutes later Linda took a break from her computer. She 

leaned back in her chair, grasping both of her hands around her neck. 

Not able to connect the recent serial killing to the 1990 serial killings in 

her Michigan hometown,she was somewhat fatigued sitting at her 

computer. 

“I know there is some connections somewhere; these killings are just 

too precise.” Linda sighs. “I will let the department do a computer 

database on Walter bellman to see where he is. He is the only one 

alive.” 

She removed her hands from around her neck, and placed both her 

elbows on the table, her chin rested in her left hand, and her right hand 

around her left wrist. Staring at the article her mind began to take an 

interesting journey, bringing back memories from long ago.  

Memories those are both pleasant, and painful. Sometimes, Linda mind 

wandered and walked through dark valleys, filled with deep sorrows 

and pain. 

Linda most pleasant memories were her family,and her favorite uncle, 

Bobby ford. He was one of four brothers, including Linda’s father. 
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Bobby was married, but had no children; his wife could not have 

children because of a car accident in her teens. 

 Bobby had a business on the side; he repaired appliances, and he was a 

school teacher at the high school that he was murdered. A sad day for 

Linda, asshe was in college when she saw his death in her 

premonition,and the exact time it would transpire.  

Bobby always said that Linda was special compared to his other 

brother’s children. He always took special care of Linda on her 

birthdays, Christmas; helped Linda’s parentsbuy her first car. He even 

saved money for Linda’s tuition in college. When he was murdered, 

Linda was in deep mourning for some time. 

Linda’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted when she heard familiar 

footsteps walking up the stairs. She glanced over her shoulder, and her 

husband was at the doorway holding a cup of coffee.  

“Good morning”, he said in a cheerful voice. She smiles, “good 

morning.” 

He moved over to her, handing the cup of coffee to her, “I thought you 

might like this, and a reporter called this morning from the Herald. 

Nancy Bruce. She wants you to call her as soon as possible at her 

office.” 

“Thanks, I know her, she looking for a scoop on the recent killings.” 

The six foot five inch light skinned African-American, who mother is 

African-American, and father is Italian, bended over and planted a kiss 

on Linda’s soft cheek. 

Linda, who often wears her brunet hair in a ponytail, has often received 

compliments that she looked somewhat like Sandra Bullock. Even 

though Linda has high cheekbones and other facial features like Sandra 

Bullock,Linda wasa shape darker. She met her husband Darryl Russo, at 
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Syracuse. Her husband played basketball at the university.   Linda was 

fascinated with the game but, more so over Darryl Russo. 

She married her husband right after she graduated from college. They 

have two children, Stephanie and Marvin.  Stephanie, who stands 6 ft. 

2,is a superstar basketball player like her father, and carries a 4.5 GPA; 

while their 13 year old son, who is more of a bookworm, and has an IQ 

close to 200. 

Linda and Darryl has had a successful marriage for almost 20 years 

because of the 4 C’s consistency, communication, compromise, and 

commitment. 

Linda swiveled the monitor around. “Do you remember this?” 

Darryl, who is a speed reader and an electrical engineer, scanned down 

the article with his eyes. 

“Yes I do, he was a Principalof a high school who killed 13 people, 

including your uncle.” 

Linda nodded her head, “there was two more murders last night exactly 

like the ones that occurred in Michigan. Somehow, somewhere I know 

there is a connection.”  

“He was killed by his wife wasn’t he?” asked Darryl. 

“Yes, then his wife and daughter were killed, also, so there is no one 

except his brother. I need to find out if he is still alive. It’s like Tim 

Bellman has come back from the grave.” 

“Do you think his brother is taking up where Tim bellman left off, but 

this time in the south?” 

Linda set her gaze on her husband. “I don’t know maybe if we can 

locate him he might be able to tell us something, but my insight tells 

me that whoever is committing these murders is in Lakewood, and they 

are fill with rage and vengeance.” 
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S I X 

 

 Tuesday morning 7:30 am 

 

Tara, and her twin sister Mara pulled up in the school parking lot. 

Simone was just stepping out of her van when Tara stopped her car, 

pushed a button to let down her window, and called out to Simone. 

“Simone, I need to see you now!!” 

Simone turned she laid eyes on Tara, and her twin sister in their 

bumblebee Camaro.  

“Did you not get my message from Brandon?” 

“Yeah, but I got kind of busy and- 

Tara cut Simone off. “Daddy said you had something to tell me about 

Brandon;I need to talk to you now. I need to know what is going on 

with Brandon. I get the impression he hiding something fromme or 

somebody’s harassing him of maybe bullying him.” 
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Tara pushed a button, her window rolled up. She parked her car in an 

empty space across from Simone’s red van. 

Tara and Mara stepped out of their car,theywere greeted by one 

oftheirfavorite teachers, Mrs. Connors.  

“Good morning!!” she said cheerfully. 

Tara, and Mara returned the greeting, “Good morning Mrs. Connors!!” 

Mrs. Connors stopped to admire Tara’s, and Mara’s car.  Mrs. Connors 

daughter, Connie, whowas a junior with straight A’s, walked on without 

saying a word. Connie was on the girls track team,was extremely fast, 

but she had serious issues. She had been diagnosed with a condition so 

serious, she was givena prescription antipsychotic.  

She could display an obnoxious disposition at times, andshe had no love 

lost for Tara or her friends.  

“Nice looking Camaro!!” 

“You like it!!” There were exultation in Tara’s voice. 

Connie threw a look over her shoulder, scowling at Tara as she walked 

on. Adrienne Jude, who is a track teammate,and Connie’s only friend, 

stood waiting for her in front of the school; she saw the ugly frown on 

her face. 

“What’s wrong? You look pissed.” 

Connie quivered her head.” That damn Tara thinks she better than 

everybody. She is the reason that my father was fired from this school. I 

hate that freaking bitch!!” Anger surged through her body. 

 

“Yes, I like that color!! It’s yellow with black racing stripes and 

convertible.  What year is it?” 
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“It’s a 2010, complement from daddy,” Tara shrugged. “All we have to 

do is drive, and make sure that sufficient air is in the tires.” He is very 

adamant about that; he said it affects the tire wear.”  

“Yeah Tara tell Mrs. Connors that daddy already got on your case once 

and warned you. She did not pay any attention to the warning light on 

the dashboard that tell you when your tires are low pressure.The back 

tire when flat.” Mara cracked a smile. 

“Oh my goodness, that is very important. When that lights come on, 

you need to make sure you attend to thosetires immediately. Tires for 

that car are really expensive.” 

Tara placed her hand over her ear momentarily, “Yeah Mrs. Connors, I 

thought it could be delayed, and usually the light goes out after a 

minute or two.I got an ear full of it, and I can still hear it.Daddy 

threaten to give the car to Mara, who decided she would wait for 

college for a new one. I will never let that happen again, even if I have 

to miss a basketball game.And you know how I love to play basketball.” 

“I know, and you all are the best. What time do you all leave home 

when you have a game?” 

“Oh, we usually leave at 7:00 pm sharp, and it takes us 10 minutes after 

we hit the expressway. The game starts at 7:45 pm and we’re supposed 

to be there 30 minutes before game time,” Stated Tara. 

“Say, Mrs. Connors, did you hear what happened to Mr. and Mrs. 

Bates?” asked Mara. 

“Yes, and I was so shocked!! That is such a tragedy. They were such 

outstanding teachers. Who would want to harm them?” 

“I don’t know, but the police have no leads, and that the third victim 

from this school.  Detective Russo is going to have a meeting in the 

auditorium sometime this morning with the school,” Tara stated. 
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At that time Simone, who was waiting for Tara and Mara by her van, 

became very inpatient. 

She moved toward them. 

“Tara, did you forget me!!” she said sharply. 

Tara turned,and laid eyes on Simone walking toward them. 

“Okay girls, I will see you in class.” A smile illuminated Mrs. Connors 

face. 

Simone took a quick glance at her watch. “Come on you guys, don’t you 

know that classes starts at 8:00?” 

“Yeah, and did you know I also sent you a text message about 

Brandon?” 

“Yeah I- Tara cuts off Simone. 

“Do you ever read any of your message? Simone this is very important,” 

Tara said fiercely. 

“Tara, your boyfriend is being bullied by his longtime nemesis.” 

“Who is that?” 

“Adolph Williams, now- Tara raise her hand up signaled for Simone to 

pause. 

Tara glancedaround,and herfriends were moving toward them. 

“Here comes Stephanie, Natalie, Sherry, and Candy. I want them to 

hear this. We all may have to deal with this son of bitch!!” 

“Hey, what up?” asked Stephanie. 

“Remember I was telling you about Brandon, and how I suspected 

someone was beating on him?Well, Simone has some info we all need 

to hear.” 

“Adolph Williams, I am sure you guys has heard of him. He the 

defensive tackle for the football team. I knew him and Brandon when 

they were in middle school, and Adolph was always a bad ass.” 
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Simone shudders her head. “He thinks he’s so good looking, and so 

damn smart! 

Back In middle school one day in class,he and Brandon was insulting 

each other about their parent. Brandon threw an insult at Adolph about 

his father. Adolph got ballistic, and started beating on Brandon. I ran 

and told the teacher. Simone quivered her hand, he didn’t know that I 

was the one who told on him. He denied it, and Brandon told the 

teacher it was his fault; anyway, the following day he was about to beat 

up on Brandon again until Brandon flashed some money in his face.” 

“So I believe Brandon has to pay him money just to keep Adolph from 

beating up on him. And he still beats up on Brandon sometime for the 

hell of it.” 

Candy, who was standing next to Simone,” why did he get so 

offended,and beat up on Brandon; I mean they both was sayingnasty 

things about each other parents.” 

“Adolph parents are divorced, and Adolph is really close to his father, 

so he wanted to go with his father back to New York; that’s where 

Adolph’s sister and his father are from. His mother met his father in 

New York when she was in the army.But instead, his sister got the 

privilege while Adolph stay with his mother. This was the agreement 

Adolph parent’s made with their lawyers. Adolph is really resentful 

about his parent divorce,and resentful to his stepfather. Hegot 

aggressive when someone else mentioned something he didn’t 

likeabout his father. Brandon was not the first one he has beaten up. 

There was another kid in middle school, and another one in ninth 

grade. Brandon for some reason just happened to be his golden calf, his 

lunch ticket. I got this information from Adolph’s girlfriend just last 
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year. She tried to talk to him about his problem, but he just blew her 

off.” 

“Brandon will no longer be his golden calf or his lunch ticket; he’s a 

bully and a parasite, I will personally deal with him,” Tara said as anger 

surged though her. 

“But first, we all need to know what he looks like.” 

“I have a photo of the football team on my phone.” Simone removed 

her smart phone from her jean pocket. A magnifying glass fell out of 

her pocket on the ground, and Tara reacheddown andpickedit up. 

“What’s the magnify glass for?” She handed it to Simone. Simone 

stuffedit in her pocket. 

“Oh, I just use it to read the fine print in the textbooks. They say if you 

use a magnify glass to read, you will not ever have to wear glasses. 

Her fingertipsswiped to unlock the screen, she tapped apps, and then 

she tappedgallery on the display screen;a picture of the school football 

team appeared on the screen. 

“There; he’s the light skinned African-American.He always wear his 

football jacket like many of the players.” 

Tara and her friends all studied the photo of Adolph Williams with his 

team mates, who stood 6 feet 2 inches in his blue football jacket 

displaying the number 44. 

Simone warns Tara, and her friends. “Look, I know how tough you guys 

are, but this guy has a vicious temper; he owns a gun, and his girlfriend 

told me that he brags about his 357 magnumrevolver his father left 

him.” 

“Simone, we don’t care how vicious he is, we will deal with him, and he 

better not bring a firearm on this school grounds. If you find out that he 

has a firearm Simone, lets us know; his ass will be locked up. I 
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personally am going to kick his ass for beating up on my boyfriend, and 

then have him thrown out of this school indefinitely!!” 

Tara’s friends all nodded their heads in agreement. 

Tara continued.“Maybe I can convince Brandon to turn this jerk in, but 

he’s intimidated by this jerk, so we need a plan to catch him in action. I 

hate to subject Brandon to more abuse.” 

“Tara I can keep watch; I’ll take first and fifth period with both of them, 

and I can probably keep close tabs on Adolph.” 

Tara turned her gaze to Simone. “Are you sure you want to dothis? He 

knows who you are.” 

Simone shookher head. “No he doesn’t; I only attended that middle 

school for one year, because we moved out of the district.” 

“Okay, but the minute you see this guy look like he is going to attack 

Brandon, give me a quick call. I don’t care where it is,or what time it is, 

okay?” 

“That won’t be a problem.” Now there’s just one thing.” 

“What that?” asked Tara. 

“You need to promise me that you will make me a part of your group, 

okay Tara?” 

Tara hesitated for a moment; the others turned theirsight on Tara.  

Tara met their gaze. They all preferred not to have Simone as part of 

their group, because at times, they believed she is lame.Not nearly as 

intelligent as any of them, and always forgot to return their phone calls. 

Tara turned her gaze back to Simone. 

“We will have to see about that.” 

“Oh come on Tara, haven’t I done more than enough in the past 

years?”“I have known you all since the ninth grade.” 
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Tara did not have time to reply to Simone because two students in a car 

driving by yelled out an offensive remark to them. 

“There goes those lesbos who tried to crash Matt Hillman’s party!!” 

The girls quickly turned their attention to the gray mustang that was 

moving down the parking lot. 

“Son of bitches!!” Yell Tara 

Natalie, who was standing next to Tara, that’s Brad Cooper, and John 

Jameson they both are on the basketball team. Who are they calling 

lesbos, Tara?” 

The gray mustang pulled up in a parking space just a short 

distanceaway, which wasan opportunity for Tara and her group to 

display their aggressive behavior. 

“They are about to get their ass kicked!!” Tara said furiously. 

They sprinted down the parking lot toward the car. Simone pushed the 

record button on her smartphone asshe sprinted down after them. 

The two boys laughing as they departed from their car. Brad Cooper 

turned and saw Tara sprinting toward him. Suddenly he took off 

running. 

Brad Cooper was excellent at fast breaking on the school’s basketball 

team, but so is Tara on the girls’ team; she tackled him around his legs. 

And he fell face down on the pavement. 

Natalie, Candy, Sherry surrounded John Jameson. “Who the hell are 

you calling lesbos? 

Anger was surging through Tara’s body as shegrabbed Brad Cooper by 

his hair, and turned his body face up. She held him down on theground 

with her thick knees. She repeated the question with brutal force, 

pounding him in his face with her fist; blood began to drip from his 
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nose.She clenched one of her hands around his neck, and slid her thick 

knees down into his groin. 

“OOOFF!! He groaned as Tara applied pressure to his groin. 

“Who the hell are you calling lesbos?” 

     “Stop!! I did not mean it! Someone called me from Matt’s party and 

told me!!” 

“Listen you asshole; if you ever call any of us Lesbos again, I will put my 

foot so far up your ass you’ll will be sucking on my toes until 

graduation!!” 

“You hear me!!”  Tara applied more pressure with her knees into his 

groin. 

“OOOFF!! He groaned, stop!! I hear you, I’m sorry, it won’t happen 

again!! Please stop, you are hurting me!!” 

A very humiliating scene for the school’s senior point guard whoscored 

a record breaking 52 points in last year’s championship basketball 

game, giving Lakewood high their first championship title. 

School buses unload high school kids not too far from the fight. 

Most of the kids ran to the scene,removing their cell phones from their 

pockets to record the action. 

“Oh my goodness, she has his down on the ground,” said a classmate of 

Brad Cooper. 

“What going on?” as another student steps off the bus.  

“It’s the sinister six beating up on somebody, replied another student. 

Tara slowly lift up her knee from his groin. “Oh really!! You mean this 

string bean you call a penis!!”  She presses her knee into his groin again. 

“000FF He groaned, “please stop!! His face grimaced asblood drips 

from his nose. 
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Tara smirks as she lifts off her thick knee from his groin. The students 

observing the scene shrieked. 

Tara got off of Brad,she grabbed him by his shirt collar, and pulled him 

off the ground.Tara, 5 ft. 10 ins., stared up at Brad, who is 6 ft. 2 ins. 

tall. 

“I don’t care if you are the school’s best basketball player,you just 

watch your mouth or else you’ll be sorry. You will get what’s coming to 

you, and that goes for your asshole friends as well;do you get that?” 

Swabbing his bloody nose with his hand, he said “Yes I’ve got it.” 

“Oh, I got something for you.” 

Tara turned to Simone, “let me have that magnifying glass.” 

Simone reached in her pocket, and wrenchedout the palm size, red 

handledmagnifying glass,shehandedit to Tara. 

Tara shoved the magnify glass in Brad Cooper’s chest. 

“Here, you are going to need this!!” 

Reaching for the magnify glass, he asked “what am I going to do with 

this?” 

“It a penis enlarger; use it, you need it badly.” 

The dispersing crowd uttered a loud, high sound of laughter. 

Tara pointed at his friend, who Stephanie held by the shirt collar. 

 “You get out of here before I kick your ass as well!! And you have 

better watch out; I know where you all live, and you will gets what’s 

coming to you one day.” 

Tara friends all sneered at John Jameson and Brad Cooper. 

The defeated Brad Cooper did not wait for his friend;he quickly hurried 

away follow by his friend. With a bloody nose, Brad Cooper’s face 

showed the scorn that he felt.He wasbeaten by a girl; that was 

humiliating,and then ridiculed about his sex organs.He should have 
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kept his offensive remarks to himself. Brad Cooper now realized that 

Tara and her comrades weren’t just any girls. They were not your prissy 

Barbie doll girls. They are aggressive, yes, but also gifted, intelligent, 

super athletic girls who will notput up with offensive or derogatory 

remarks,nordisrespect, from anyone. 

“Smile for the camera, girl.” 

Tara turned toward Simone, who was recording the scene, and a smile 

illuminated her face.  

“This will be good for YouTube.” Simone pushed the stop button on her 

phone,she placed it in her pocket. 

“You owe me a magnifying glass, Tara.” 

“I’ll bring you another tomorrow.” 

“Actually, I will be willing to trade the magnifying glass for something 

else.” 

“What is it?” 

Tara and her friend gazedat Simone 

“Oh no, she going to ask to join our group again.” That was the concept 

of Taraand her friends. 

“I have to do an article for my journalism class about gifted athletes, so 

why don’t you let me do an article about you,and you can maybe 

demonstrate some of your martial art moves?” 

“Sure, that should not be a problem. How about this Friday in the girls 

weight room at lunch time?” 

“That will work for me, I will even bring a board so you can break it.” 

The sound of the school bell was heard throughout the parking lot 

signaling the start of school. 

Simone glanced at her watch. 
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“Guys, I got ahistory andEnglish this morning, and then 3rd period my 

favorite class journalism. And the class at fourth period isthe one I 

dread so much.” 

“Who is that?” inquired Tara. 

“Mr. Chen.He is going to give us another Trigonometry test. He has 

given us one almost every week since school started, and those tests 

are getting harder and harder. I don’t know whether I can hold on to a 

3.2 GPA so I can stay on the basketball team!!” 

Simone and the girls walked toward the schools entrance. 

“You should be okay Simone; we all had Mr. Chen last year, and his 

class was a piece of cake,” Tara stated. 

“Maybe to you all, becauseyou guys are really smart.” 

 

Penny Login, a junior sat in her van watching Tara and the others enter 

the school. She is waiting, and watching for vehicles particularly with 

Africa-American drivers. Next to her on the seat was a plastic bag 

containing illegal substances. The drugswere in multiple quantities 

wrapped into three separate largebrown bags. She was toutilize these 

illegal substance to carry out an evil deed. 

Her cell phone,resting on the dashboard, rang. She picked it up and 

looked at the display screen; it was her favorite teacher, Eddie Palmer. 

He is also the influential leader of their group, the allegiance for white 

pride, which included his daughter. Their ideology of white pride is to 

practice bigotry, hatred, prejudice, racism, and terrorism. He often 

traveled on the weekends to different parts of the country to attend 

white supremacist groups meetings, which were much alive in America. 

She pressed the receive call button. 

‘’Hey!!”Her voice wasradiant. 
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“Hey!!Justchecking to see howthings are going, and I have some 

developments I need to let you know about.” 

Penny glanced at a list of license plate numberson asheet of yellow 

paper on her dashboard. 

“So far, I have only seen two vehicles that areon this list, and they are 

park in the row ahead of my van, a few spacesdown.” 

“Oh wait!! I see another car; an old Chevrolet coming in the parking lot. 

 It’s coming this way loaded with niggers!!” she said fiercely. 

Penny slid down in the seat to avoid being seen.  

 

 

The old Chevrolet pulled in the parking section where Penny’s van was 

located. The car parked in a space just a few cars down from her van. 

The four African- Americans boys quietly departed from their car, and 

walked slowly toward the school entrance. 

She sat up in the seat. “I could not see the license plate; I had to get out 

of sight, but I am going to do them anyway.” 

“That’s good Penny, and I was just about to tell you that. If you see a 

car with Negroes just do them, whether the plate is on the list or not.  

They make be carpooling. Also, there is  going to be 30 minute meeting 

in the auditorium this morning at 8:30, so don’t worry about coming 

back to class. Just take your time, and get the job done.” 

“What’s the meeting about?” 

“It about the recent murders. Two more teachers was kill this weekend 

from this school. The Bates, two Negroes teachers. I will brief you later 

about the meeting.” 

Penny swears, “Nobodygoing to miss them, that’s two less niggers!!” 
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    “That’s precisely what I said Penny, and this school is has 30 percent 

Negro teachers; plus adding insult to injury, the superintendent is a 

Negro.” 

Penny swears again, and I have that Mr. Lowe for English. I hate that 

nigger bastard!!” 

“Look Penny we need to revise our plan somewhat, and this is why. My 

reliable source passed some important info to me about the student’s 

freshman enrollment this year, and 100 out of 1000 was Negroes. So 

we will get the group together in the future,but first I need 

todecidewhat to use to get rid of those Negroes. Oh, before I 

forget;two cops will be coming this morning to the meeting, so wait 

until they get inside the building before you start your job.” 

Penny glanced at the front entrance of the school. “Okay, and those 

four niggers are just standing at the door. When the coast is clear, I will 

do them first, and the other two.” 

 

One of the four boys stood peeking through the window on the door. 

“See anybody Isaac?”  

“Naw David, I think the coast is clear. Let’s get to our first period class.  

We’ll just tell Miss Hampton that a train held us up.” 

Isaac pointed toward the west building. 

“The train tracks runs down by the school, we should not have any 

problem with her.” 

They entered through the door, and Stephanie rushed out of the 

lookout room just ahead of them. 

“Whoa!! You guys are late. Let me see all of your I. D. badges.You all 

will be staying in the detention hall this afternoon.” 

The four boys surrendered their I.D. badges to Stephanie.  



78 
 

She glanced at each badge. “These will be return to you by the teacher 

in the detention hall this afternoon.” 

“Aren’t we supposed to get a warning, I mean this is our first time”, said 

Isaac. 

“This is your unlucky day; I am not giving out warnings today, but I will 

tell you this.If you don’t show for the detention hall you all will be 

expelled for one week.We have your I.D. badges, and we know how to 

find you, so gentleman, don’t think about not showing up.” 

 

Linda and Jackie pulled up at the front entrance of the school in their 

gray crown Victoria. Jackie glanced at the newspaper on the seat next 

to him. 

He picked it up. “I see you got your picture in the paper.” 

The Herald is already saying these murders committed by a serial killer 

call thenightstaker?”  

Jackie set his gape on Linda. 

Linda switched off the motor andmet Jackie’s gaze. 

“Nancy asked if they could use that name since I told them that the 

police back in Michigan referredto the serial killer Tim Bellman as a 

nightstaker because of his MO. He would stalk his victims late at night 

by driving through their neighborhood several times before he killed 

them. 

 I believe this killer is using the same MO. These murders are many 

similarities.” 

Linda reached in the back seat and removed a large, white rolled up 

poster. 

“I want to show you something; tell me what you think.” 
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Linda unrolled the large white poster that displayed a drawing of a 

hooded masked figure in black. She held it up in front of Jackie. 

“Well, what do you think?” 

   Jackie placed the newspaper back on the seat. 

He staredat the drawing for a moment. 

“That is an outstanding drawing. Did you draw this?” 

“Yes, last night, I should have been a sketch artist. This is going to be 

my presentation this morning.” 

“So, is this what our killer supposed to look like?” 

Linda rolled up the poster,and placed it under her arm. 

“Oh I don’t want to forget this.” She reached up a pulled a 9x12 white 

lined pad from the sun visor, which contained her notes. 

She turned to Jackie. “Think about it; the killer stakes out his victim’s 

house, then he leaves his vehicle down the street somewhere.Then he 

jogs to the victim house.” 

“Now I know that people jog late at night in this city, especially in the 

summer, because it cooler; but they have attire that can be easily seen 

at night. Our killer attire is all black with a hooded mask like Tim 

Bellman because this clothing blends into the dark.” 

Jackie nodded his head. “Hmmm; you have a point, plus he’s probably 

very athletic, and intelligent.  

“So, didn’t it took them two and ahalf yearsto catch Tim Bellman?” 

“Yes, and that because he took a long break before killing those teaches 

in his school that night;his wife discovered who he really was, and 

followed the sick son of bitch to his school and killed him. I pray to god 

we catch this psycho before this schoolyear is over. 

She glanced at the school building. My son will be coming to this school 

next year. He is a brilliant student, he has an extremely high IQ for his 
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age.I am really afraid for my daughter; I know Stephanie can take care 

of herself.She is also a brilliant student with a high IQ. She made a vow, 

along with her friends to get rid of the violent kids, but this killeris a 

monster, whoever he is, and not to be taken lightly.” Linda gestured at 

the school building.  

“That sick psycho is in this school; he walks in this school every day. I 

can feel it. Until we catch him, everyone in this school is in danger.” 

Linda opened the car door and stepped out.  Penny Login watched from 

her van,someeighty yards away.Linda’s partner Jackie,a 6 ft. 5 in. 

African- American, steppedoutof the vehicle. 

Penny scowled, a racial slur spewed from her lips.  

Jackie glanced up at the jungle green colored building. 

“This is a nice looking school; it’s huge. It had four levels.” 

Linda moved over by Jackie, glancing at the school. 

“Yeah, each class group has their floor. The freshman are taught on the 

fourth floor, sophomores’ third floor, junior’s second floor, and senior’s 

first floor, but any teacher can teach a student. After school they have 

tutoring sessions. About half of the teachers heretutor. It has a capacity 

of 5000. The enrollment is right at 4000 students.Despite all the bad 

kids and teenage drama, this school is the highest rated academics in 

the southeast;music, drama, journalism, Radio&TelevisionArts, 

computer science. This school is in the top five best here in Ga. If you 

don’t have a laptop computer in this school, you are lost; and due to 

this school’s location, which is right on the Richmond and Columbia 

county line,students from both Columbia and Richmond County can 

attend. More are from Columbia County.” 

She turned and pointed across the street. “The school’s stadium.” 

Jackie looked 
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‘’It hold 10,000, attendances, and last year at the championship game 

when Lakewood had the home field advantage, there was barely 

standing room. The school won their first state championship game 

under their first black coach, Ted Ward.  His best three players the 

quarterback, Johnny Seth; the running back James Walker, and the 

outstanding defensive tackle Danny Connors.” 

Linda glanced at Jackie. 

“It was a shutout 42-0; Danny Connors scored four defensive 

touchdowns.” 

“Wow, that’s outstanding.” Jackie nodded his head. 

“The problem with that kid Danny Connors is that he has a short fuse. 

He was almost got ejected from the game because of a fight. “That’s 

the son of my daughter’s Pre-calculus Trigonometry teacher, Mrs. 

Connors. Oh, and just below the first floor stairway is a basement that 

leads out into the tunnel that takes you all the way underground to the 

Lake Dr. expressway 78, etc.” 

    “Why do this school have an underground tunnel?” 

“I’m not sure Jackie, but there was a fort on this particular ground that 

had prisoners back in the early fifties, and I think they were kept 

underground. The school board recommended the school to use the 

tunnelif a storm or terrorist situation developed. Also, the tunnels run 

out into several different areas under the ground. So they had to guard 

those manholes to keep the prisoners from escaping.” 

Jackie and Linda turned they walked slowly to the school entrance. 

They entered the hall, and Stephanie walked toward them. 

“Here comes my lovely daughter!!” 

A smile lightened Stephanie‘s face. 

Linda glanced at Jackie. 
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“Jackie,this is Stephanie.” 

Jackie extended his arm, “well hello I am pleased to meet you.”  

Stephanie shook Jackie’s hand, “Hey, how are you?” 

“I am fine, I heard a lot about you” 

Stephanie smiled. “I hope it’s all good.” 

“It’s all good, very good,” Jackie smiled. 

“Is Principal Koon in his office?” 

“Yes mother, he’s waiting on you all now.” 

 At that moment,Principal Koon walked out of his office into the hall.  

He laid eyes on Jackie and Linda. Theymoved toward him. 

“Jackie, this is Principal John Koon, whom I have known since college.” 

Jackie, and Principal Koon shook hands. 

Linda inquired about herother college friend,theprincipal’s 

wife,Margaret. 

 “She is in the auditorium with everyone else; all we need is you all.  

“Linda glanced at Jackie. “Okay, we’re ready. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



83 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

S E V E N 

 

SCHOOL AUDTORIUM 8:35 AM 

 

 Linda stood before an audience of well over 4000, including school 

employees. Principal Koon has urged everyone to convene in the 

auditorium to hear what she had to say. 

Linda assured her audience that the oration would be brief. 

Sheopenedher speech by expressing condolences to the victims of the 

school. 

Linda alerted the entire school by revealing tothem there is a serial 

killer at large in the city, and for some reason, Lakewood high was his 

target. She referred to her notes on a white lined 9x12 pad. 

“There has been numerous serial killers here in the state of Georgia.” 

“Just to name a few. 

 Catch me killer Andrew Haley posted internet videos in catch me killer 

serial killer hoaxer claimed 16 victims. 

Mr. X:   Michael Darnell Harvey, stalking women in Reynoldstown 

neighborhood in Atlanta. Eight female prostitutes dead. 

And the famous Atlanta child murders and Wayne Williams. 21 children 

were murdered in the late 1970s and early 1980s.” 
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“And now we have a serial killer in this city, the Nightstaker. It is believe 

he stalks his victims at night, staking out there residence. He may even 

call his intended victim on the phone.He enters their home by picking 

the lock, and killing them with a 44 magnum. He took a couple of 

souvenirs, a driver license, and a credit card. A similar MO to a serial 

killer in Michigan in the early 1990s. So far, three victims’ lives have 

been claimed in this city.” 

Linda further when on to tell the school audience the definition of a 

serial killer. 

“A serial killer is someone who kills at least three victims one by one in 

a series of sequential murders, with a form of psychological 

gratification as the primary motive.Because an element of psychological 

instability is involved in serial killing, many serial killers are committed 

to mental institution if and when they are caught, reflecting a general 

belief that they are not of sound mind. The reason why people develop 

into serial killers are not known, although many show signs of 

childhood trauma and abuse.” 

“The FBI states that motives for serial murders include “anger, thrill, 

financial gain, and attention seeking. In my professional opinion, due to 

the condition of the three victim’s bodies, this killer is more than just 

angry.” 

Linda grasped the large poster that was resting against the mahogany 

standand unrolled it. She moved from around the stand and held it up 

in front of the audience. 

“I don’t know if all of you can see this drawing clearly, but Principal 

Koon will place this poster on the bulletin board up front.So far no one 

has seen this killer, but since these killings are so similar to the ones in 



85 
 

my hometown during the 1990s, I believethis is the disguise this psycho 

is wearing.” 

Linda moved the large poster back and forth to the audience on the 

right and then left. 

“He stalks his victim late at night by driving through a particular 

neighborhood. He parks his vehicle a mile from his intended house, and 

jogs to it. His attire is dark and blends into the dark.  He’s very 

intelligent and athletic. 

 I know people like to jog late at night in this city.I also know that a lot 

of kids like to wear black hoods over their heads during the fall and 

winter months.” 

“But if you just happen to see someone in this type of attire after 

midnight lurking about, call the police.” 

Linda rolled the poster up,shemoved over to Principal Koon and 

relinquished it to him. She moved back to the stand and continued her 

oration. 

“What turns this psycho on is he likes to see his victims in pain, and 

suffering. He shoot them in the knees first with a 44 magnum that will 

tear a persons’ knees apart; and, if they should live, they would never 

walk again. Then he kills them with a fatal bullet by jabbing the barrel 

of the gun in the victim’s mouth.You all can just imagine what 

horribleresults that will bring.” 

Linda shook her head, “That is very disturbing;its overkill. This killer is 

more than just angry. It’s like he gets a thrill out of it, but he’s also 

vengeful.At this moment we don’t have a single lead.” 

She pointed her finger at the audienceto the right than left. “We need 

your help;we need to know if any of these teachers had an altercation 

with any students at any time. Any threatening statements that any of 
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you might have over heard that was directed to these teachers. 

Anything they can help us out; and be on your guard while you are at 

home.If you hear shots at night, don’t hesitate to dial 911. 

We going are to leave our phone numbers and our email addresses so 

you can contact me, Jackie Williams, my partner, or my supervisor, 

Captain Stanton. Thank you for your time.” 

Linda glanced around at her partner. “Do you want to add anything?” 

 Jackie moved to the stand and adjusted the microphone. 

“I just want to encourage everyone, if you have any info, and it doesn’t 

matter howunimportant you might think it is, we need to hear it. It may 

lead to something big. If anyone would like to talk to us after this 

meeting, don’t hesitate.We will be waiting on the stage here,Thank 

you.” 

    PrincipalKoon moved to the stand. “The phone numbers, and email 

address will be on the school website; just log in like you usually do and 

go to your email messages.” 

“Also while I have everyone here, I sent an email message out 

toeverybody at the start of the school year warningyou about illegal 

substance, firearms, and other weapons on the school grounds. I am 

going to be very explicit;if at any time, I receive an email from any 

anonymous source here in this school, and they can remain anonymous 

because they don’t have to use their real name.Our security team in 

this school willsearch your car and locker.If drugs, firearms or knifes 

such as switchblades are found, you will be detained by Detective 

Russo, and Detective William here.” 

They have this entire jurisdiction because of cutbacksin the department 

due to budget cuts. They will answer any call if there is a situation, and 

at any time you have info for these Detectives concerning this case, you 
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can call or email them, and remain anonymous.” 

Principal Koon glanced back at Linda and Jackie.” Is that right?’’ 

“Over half of the cases we have leads to an arrest, and is solved 

because of anonymous tips,” stated Jackie. 

“Also any unethical behavior in this school will be dealt with as well. 

Our security team will be on the lookout.” 

Okay everyone that concludes our meeting. Have a great day.” 

The large crowd of students and faculty departed from the 

bleachers,they moved slowly out of the auditorium. Linda andJackie 

stood on the stage watching, and hoping someone would come forth 

with some info.VicePrincipal Koon and school counselor greeted Linda 

and Jackie from the crowd as she movedthrough the exit with her 

husband Principal Koon. 

A tall blonde boy with a crew-cut moving slowly through the crowd 

watching Jackie, and Linda on the stage about 100 feet away. Jackie 

noticed his gaze,he met it. 

Tara, Mara, and Stephanie remainedseated eight rows up on the 

bleachers watching the students depart. Most of the student, as they 

passedglanced up at them. 

Stephanie commented. “I think everyone in this school knows what we 

look like, so we will not be able to stake out a culprit if we have to.” 

Tara glanced at Stephanie. “That’s why I told Candy, Natalie, and Sherry 

not to wear their Lakewood security shirts, to instead wear a different 

t-shirts; that way, we can use them for a stake out.” 

Across the auditorium, Coach Jennings, the assistant coach and now the 

temporary coach of the girls’ basketball team, gestured to one of her 

favorite students. 
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“Sheila, would you go, and brings those detectives back to my office. I 

need to see them.” 

“Sure Ms. Jennings.” 

Mara pointed to the tall blonde boy with a crew-cut moving slowly 

through the crowd just below them. 

“Hey Stephanie, there’s your old boyfriend, Ron Sullivan.” 

“I haven’t seen him since his father divorced.” 

Stephanie call out to Ron. 

His attention was fully on the stage as he kept his gaze on Jackie. 

Jackie moved to the edge of the stage,andthey met each other gaze 

until Sheila walked up on the stage. 

“Excuse me.” 

Jackie attention turned to Sheila; so did Linda. 

Stephanie called out again to Ron.He heard a familiar voice piercing 

through the roaring sound of kids talking and walking through the 

auditorium. 

He turned his head,glancedup,then waved at Stephanie, as he 

moved on in the crowd. 

Stephanie jumped up and stepped down the bleachers. “Wait Ron, I 

need to talk with you.” 

Mara directed Tara’s attention to the stage. “Hey, look on the stage; it’s 

that Sheila West,Coach Jennings favorite little student, talking to the 

detectives. I wonder what’s she’s telling them.” 

“Now they are following her to the hallway toward the gyms,and I bet I 

know where they are going.” 

Tara glanced at Mara, “Yeah I know; probably toCoach Jennings 

office.Now what do she have to tell them?” 



89 
 

Mara set her gaze on Tara. “Hey do you remember that altercation you, 

and Coach Ross had last year, you both end up in daddy’s office?” 

“How could I forget that Cathy Ross bitch? She went ballistic and 

shoved me; I shoved her assback andshe hit the floor” 

“Well, I bet you Coach Jennings is going to tell them about that because 

she was there, Tara.” 

 

 

“Yeah, she also like to gossip a lot, she exaggerates and lies. She had 

better not be lying to the detectives about me.” 
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E I G H T 

 

Linda and Jackie followed Sheila into Coach Jennings office. Her desk 

was surrounded by a partition.  

“Ms. Jennings, here are the detectives.” 

Coach Jennings turned around from her computer, andlookedup at 

Sheila, Linda, and Jackie. 

“Thanks Sheila. Close the door behind you.” 

“Detectives, I have some very important info that may help you on this 

case.” 

 Both Linda, and Jackie openedtheir pads andremoved pens from 

theirjacket. “Okay, what do you have?” 

“A very potentially dangerous student name Tara Koon. She had a fight 

with Bates and Coach Ross.” 

“What was the fights about?” inquiry Jackie. 

Both Linda and Jackie placed their gaze on the rather attractive brown 

complexioned Africa-American with her long dark brown hair up in a 

bun. 

Coach Jennings met their gaze,sheleaned back in her seat, andfolded 

her arms to render her version. 
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“This happen last year,a month before school was out. Tara walked into 

gym class late, and Cathy confronted her about her tardiness. Tara got 

ballistic with Cathy, and shoved her to the floor; Cathy jumped up, and 

Tara pushed heragain and called her a bitch. That when I ran, and got 

between them. Cathy told Tara toget out of her class. Well, Tara 

threatened Cathy and then she walked out.” 

“How did she threaten her? What did she say?” ask Linda. 

“She said, ‘you will not get away with this. I will make sure that you 

regret this. You will get what’s coming to you.” 

Linda and Jackieboth wrote down everything CoachJennings said. 

Jackie asked, “What happened after that?” 

Coach Jennings unfolded her arms, relaxing one onthe chair arm, and 

the other on her thigh. 

‘’Well, she went running to her father like she always do. He called 

Cathy to the office, and she tried to plead her case, but shegot 

reprimand for nothing.He believed Tara over a teacher, and Tara was 

disrespectful and violent. 

“Since you witnessed this incident, did you tried to tell Principal Koon 

what happened?” asked Linda. 

“No, he didn’t believe Cathy so I figure he would not believe me 

either.And Tara twin sister Mara went to the office and backed up 

Tara’s lies as well. There was no way he would believe me or Cathy over 

his daughters. They always get preferential treatment.Cathy was so 

upset she did not want to coach at this school anymore.She tried to put 

in for a transfer, but the school board told her she would have to work 

another year before transferring.And then I heard on the news that she 

was killed, and then the Bates. And then I thought about the threats 
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Tara had made to them.Shemay beresponsiblefor their deaths. I would 

not put it pass her.” 

Linda asked, “What happened with Tara and the Bates?” 

“Tara walked into her class late as well. Mrs. Bates told her that she 

would be staying in the detention hall for being late. Tara walked out of 

Mrs. Bates classroom,so she gave Tara an F for that day. You see, every 

grade that the students receive, the teacher enters it in theirlaptop.  

And then that grade is sent to the office. After the grades is 

postedstudents can view their grades in the computer at any time. 

When Tara found out she had an F,she went ballistic, and cursed out 

Mrs. Bates and threatened her.” 

“Did you witness this incident?” asked Jackie. 

“No, but Mrs. Bates talked about it in the teachers’ lounge during 

lunch. She was really upset because Principal Koon told her she would 

have to remove the F off Tara’s record because she did not deserve it. 

Mrs. Bates was so glad she had put in for her retirement last year. Mr. 

Bates tried talking to Tara because she was in his history class lastyear. 

He always through Tara was a bright student, butshe blew him off, and 

told him it was none of his business. 

I tell you this; those girls get away with murder, if they haven’t, all six of 

them.” 

“All six of them?What do you mean about that?” Linda asked. 

Coach Jennings began to gesture with one of her hands. “WellPrincipal 

Koon appointed his daughters and their friends to school security, and 

they are just as aggressive, disrespectful, and violent, and the kids in 

this school are calling them the-“ 

Linda cuts off Coach Jennings. “The sinister six.” 

Coach Jennings eyebrow raises. “You are right!!” 
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“You see, my daughter goes to this school, and she told me that what 

they call her and her five friends.” 

Coach Jennings eyes widened. 

“Oh!!So which one is your daughter?” 

“Stephanie Russo, She over six feettall, long black hair, olive 

complexion, she a straight A student and a superstar basketball player 

on the school’s team.” 

“Oh yeah, I know her, but I did not know that was your daughter. Yes, 

she an outstanding basketball player, and she is a nice and friendly.” 

“You see Coach Jennings, my daughterand her friends are not the only 

ones’ with group names. She told me there is lot of groups in this 

school have their own names like the Barbie doll girls, the blonde 

bombers, the five amigos, the fabulous six; and that is just a few. Now 

my daughter, Tara, Mara, and her friends acquire that name because 

they will not tolerate aggressive, disrespect, or violence against them, 

and frankly I don’t blame them. They made a vow when they were 

delegatedand trained assecurity officers to clean up this school before 

they graduate this year, and they are going to do just that;Principal 

Koon will back them 100 percent.Now, do you have anything else?” 

“Coach Jennings shookher head 

“If you can think of anything else just give us a call,” stated Jackie. 

Coach Jennings nodded her head; she was still stunned from Linda’s 

explanations. She watched Linda and Jackie as they walked out and 

closed the door. She shook her head, and uttered a sigh. 

Linda and Jackie walked through the gym and down the corridor.  

“I don’t like her one bit,” Linda saidangrily. 

Jackie cracked a smile. “Yeah, I notice that.” 
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“Now I remember what Stephanie told me about a coach Jennings;she 

likes to gossip, exaggerate, and lies.” 

Jackie glanced at Linda. 

“Well, do you believe her?” 

 

Linda glanced at Jackie, “do I believe her? I certainly don’t believe my 

daughter or Tara, or Mara, and the others are aggressive, disrespectful, 

or violence.”  

“I mean what she told us about Tara.” 

“I don’t doubt that Tara may have had an arguments or disagreements 

with those teachers but- 

        Jackie interrupted, “Okay Linda, look at the facts here.Three 

teachers are dead,and they all had altercation with Tara so- 

Linda stopped him.“I know; we need to follow procedure, question Tara 

whereabouts, and hear what she have to say.” 

“Precisely,” replied Jackie. 

Linda reached in her pocket for her cell phone. She looked up Tara’s cell 

phone numberand called her. 

Tara answered the phone. 

“Tara, this is Linda. I need to talk to you. Where can we meet?” 

“I am in the lookout room, up front. It’s the first room on your right 

when you come into the main entrance.” 

Tara ended the call and turned to Stephanie and Mara. 

“That was Linda.She said theywant to talk to me.” 

Mara turned toward her sister. 

“See, I told you so, and it probably about what coach Jennings told 

them.” 

“About what?” inquired Stephanie 
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“Do you remember that fight I had with Cathy Ross last year that I told 

you about?” 

“Yeah I miss it. I was still in the locker room putting on my gym 

clothes.” 

“Well,Coach Jennings was there, and we believe she told Linda and 

Jackie what happened.” 

“Yeah, and I told my mother about how she gossip, exaggerate, and 

lies.” 

Mara caught sight of Linda, and Jackie through the surveillance 

window. 

“Here that come.” 

  “Tara,I’llstay since I witnessed the incident.” 

Stephanie movedto the door and opened it just asLinda wereabout 

toknock. 

“Perfect timing daughter.” 

“We saw you throughout our surveillance window.” 

Linda, and Jackie walked in. 

“So I noticed; you have them on each side of your office door.” 

“We have to monitor students who arelate trying to sneak in. The front 

entrance is the only way to exit or enter. The others are exit doors only 

and cannot be entered. They are locked and can only be use during a 

fire. Once the fire alarm is activated, those doors unlock automatically. 

We have a lockdown monitor system that locks the school door, and a 

camera at the front door entrance. The only other exceptions is the 

westsection at the endof the school building.Those doors is always 

openedwhere students can enter for their 2 hour classes.And the 

backdoor to the gym room iscontrolled by the gym teachers. They have 
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the keys, but those doors can be automatically locked down if needed,” 

stated Stephanie. 

Stephanie turned to Mara and Tara, “I going to make the rounds before 

second period class starts.” 

      Stephanie, come see me before class” said Tara. 

Stephanie nodded and closed the door as she stepped out. 

“What time is your second period class?”  

 Tara glanced at the clock on the wall. “In about 5 minutes Linda; the 

second period starts at 9:15 am, but you have five minutes to get to 

class before the teacher marks you tardy.  My next class is Mrs. 

Connors; she is very understanding teacher.   All I have to do is call her. 

Mara is staying just in case I need her.” 

“This should not take too long;we are just following procedure,” stated 

Jackie. 

“Did you have afight with Cathy Ross last year?” 

“Yes Linda, I did.” 

“Can you tell us what happen?” 

Linda and Jackie stood at Tara desk. 

Tara glanced at Linda then Jackie. 

“I was only two minutes late that day, because I had to pick upmy 

father up from the automotive shop during lunch hour. I just stated 

that you have 5 minutes to get to class. Ms. Ross jumped on my case 

when I walked thru the door in gym class; it was like she had in for me 

that day. I tried to explain to her I had to pick my father up, but she 

starting cussing and going ballistic. SoI turned around, and started to go 

to the office whenshe grabbedme from behind by my shirt collar, 

yelling ‘don’t walk away from me.’ I turnedand snatched her hand from 

my shirt collar.When I did that, she shoved me so I shoved back and she 
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fell to the floor. She jumped up, and startedattacking me again, calling 

me a bitch, I pushed her again, that’s when Ms. Jennings ran over and 

jumped in between us.” 

“So what’s you are saying Ms. Ross became ballistic started the fight 

and the name calling,” inquires Jackie. 

“I don’t know what kind of lies Ms. Jennings told you all, but Mara was 

there when it happened.” 

“I saw it all, and Ms. Jennings was not there when it started. She ran 

from the back room, and jumped in between Tara and Ms. Ross. A 

teacher isnot supposed to get reckless with a student,grabbing their 

clothes or used offensive language. Ms. Ross was wrong.” 

“Did you threaten her in any way?” inquires Linda. 

“No I did not.” 

Jackie asked, glancing at his notepad, “Oh you did not say?You will not 

get away with this. I will make sure that you regret this. You will get 

what coming to you.” 

“That is not a threat.” 

“Sounds like a threat to me, “stated Jackie. 

Tara glanced at Jackie. “What I meant was that I would report her to my 

father for her abusive behavior. I did not kill her if, that’s what you 

think.” Her voice was bitter. 

“Can you tell us where you were last Thursday after 12 midnight?” 

inquired Linda. 

Tara glanced at Mara. “I was home in bed; it was a school night.” 

“Can anybody verify that?” askedJackie. 

Tara shook her head. “We don’t have bed check at our house.” 

“She was there. I am a very light sleeper, I can hear really well.And 

besides, our rooms are across from each other.” 
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The school bell rang, signaling the end of the first period. 

“Okay Tara we are going to wrap this up in a minute. There is a few 

more questions we need to ask. Did you have an argument with 

Mrs.and Mr. Bates?” inquires Linda. 

“Only with Mrs. Bates over a grade that she gave me, and it was not 

supposed be on my record. She got pissed because my father make her 

remove it from my record.” 

“So youdidn’t have an altercation with Mr. Bates?” inquiries Jackie. 

“NO, I did not have an altercation with Mr. Bates. I rarely saw him last 

year because he was my 10th grade history teacher. Did you get this 

from Coach Jennings? That woman is a liar!!” Anger was in her voice. 

“One other question Tara.Can you tell us where you were around 3 am 

last Saturday?” inquires Linda. 

“I had just finished watching a late movie with Mara,and then we went 

to bed.” 

“What was the name of the movie?” inquires Jackie. 

“It was spellbind,” replies Mara. 

‘’Okay Tara; that’s all the question we have for you. We don’t want you 

to be too late for your next class.” 

“It okay Linda, Mrs. Connors she is very understanding and easy to get 

along with.” 

 Linda and Jackie turned to head for the door.  

“Wait, I have a question for you all.” 

      They turned back around. 

“Am I a suspect?” 

“To be honest with you, yes, at that moment since you had an 

altercation with the two of the victims last year; but don’t worry’ your 
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sister has corroborate your story. We have to pass this info to our 

supervisor,” assured Linda. 

Linda turned and opened the door. 

“We will be in Touch.” Jackie cracked a smile, turned,and walked out 

the door behind Linda. 

“Yeah, I’ll bet you will,” Tara commented. 

“Tara, he believes every word that Coach Jennings told him.” 

“Yeah, I could see it in his face.” 

Stephanie, Natalie, Candy, and Sherry walked in the door.“Hey Tara, 

how did it go?” inquires Stephanie. 

Tara rosefrom her chair. “We are going to pay that Coach Jennings at 

visit. That lying bitch tried to implicate me in the murders of Cathy 

Ross, and the Bates, “She said fiercely. 

“Oh my god, are you kidding?” 

“No Natalie, I am not, and I need all you as witness so she can’t say that 

I attacked her,although I feel like kicking her ass all over this school!!” 

“We need to go by Mrs. Connors, and let her know that Stephanie, 

Mara, and I will not be in class this morning. She can email our 

assignments to us. But first, I am going by my father’s officeto let him 

know what’s that Coach Jennings did,so he can back me up. Then, we 

are going to see that bitch;she flat out lied on me.” 

The gang walked out of the door single file. Mara, who was in front of 

Tara, glanced through the school entrance window.  

“Hey Tara, look;they are outside by their car talking. 

Tara glanced through the school entrance window at Linda and Jackie. 

“Yeah, and I bet they are having a debate about my innocence.” 
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Jackie was leaning up against the car with his arms folded, while Linda 

stood in front of himmakingher commentary. 

“What we got here Jackie is conflicting stories; frankly, I believe Coach 

Jennings exaggerates.Maybe she doesn’t like Tara, and want to see her 

put behind bars, whether she is innocent or not.  My opinion about her, 

she is the kind of person like to lies and exaggerates.” 

Linda glanced around at students exiting the school entrance, walking 

down the sidewalk toward the west section of the school building for 

their second period class. 

“I don’t doubt Tara had arguments with the victims, but she did not 

murder them.Tara is too intelligent, she is a super athletic,and so do 

you agree?” 

Jackie cleared his throat to make his speech. “Whether Coach Jennings 

exaggerated or not,still itdoes not mean Tara is innocent.Now she may 

have everybody fooled, but Tara is as guilty as sin.” 

“But you heard Tara’s sister verified her whereabouts.” 

“Well her sister maybe covering for her, or maybe she sneaked out 

during the night sometime. Kids do it all the time. I have been on the 

force for 12 years, and 9 out of 10 suspects that were suspected of a 

crime were guilty.” 

“You say 9 out of 10, which means Tara is one suspect who is innocent.”  

“Those suspects maintained their innocence until overwhelming 

evidences was found against them, and still they would not admit guilt. 

The suspect end up going to trial wasting taxpayer’s money. Tara is 

going to do the same thing until she is caught. I believe, Linda that she 

is our Nightstaker. Now this is just hypothetical if any more victims is 

murdered,after they have had an altercation with Tara,she will be our 

number one suspect, the only one.And the captain may want us get a 
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search warrant to search for evidences at her home,and then bring her 

in for questioning  to make her slip up, and confess. Tara is guilty and 

she will get caught eventually.” 

 

Penny Login walked across the parking lot toward the school building. 

While in route to her computer class, she sent a text message to her 

teacher and leader of their white supremacist group. 

Eddie Palmer, who is sitting at his desk,heard his cell phone beep. 

 He removed the cell phone from his shirt pocket and read the text 

message. He accessed the school webpage, he typed in his anonymous 

nameand password,and sent a message to Principal Koon. 
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N I N E 

 

Tara and herposse strode into the gym single file, wearing their s blue 

Lakewood high security t- shirts,a law enforcement insignia print on the 

front of them, blue jeans, and blue Chuck Taylor hi top all stars. Coach 

Jenningsstood before her class on the gym floor checking attendance. 

“Julie Hudson!!” 

“Here.” 

“Janice Santos.” 

“Here.” 

“Millie Scott.” 

“Here.” 

Coach Jennings caught sight of the six girls out the corner of her left eye 

striding toward her. 

A couple of the students makes comments. “Oh hell, looks what’s 

coming.” 

“Oh hell,someone in deep SH*T.” 

Tara moved to the side of Coach Jennings while the others stood 

behind her. 

Coach Jennings tried to ignore them asshe continued her roll call.” 

“Ella Summers” 

“Here.” 

“I need to you see you now!!”Tara said in a furious tone. 
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Coach Jennings turned to Tara,she scowled. “Can’t you see I am having 

class here?You will have to come back later?” 

 

Tara moved into Coach Jennings face. “Now you listen; either you stop 

and we can go to your office or we can do it right here. I will just tell 

your class what kind freaking lying bitch you are!!” she stated fiercely  

Coach Jennings backed away trying to stand her ground. 

“You have no right to talk to me in that way; you are very 

disrespectable Tara.” 

Coach Jennings directed Tara attention to the gym entrance. 

 “Either you leave right now, or I will call your father, and let him know 

how nasty you were calling me a bitch.” 

She pointed to her class, “I got 200 plus witnesses here to back me up.” 

Tara reached in her pocket and took out her phone 

“Let me help you with that. I will call him myself.” 

“Hey dad, Coach Jennings will not cooperate; you need to talk to her.” 

She relinquished the phone to Coach Jennings,who reached for the 

phoneas Tara thrust it in her hand. 

“Principal Koon, Tara, and her gang bust in here, interrupted my class, 

and called me a bitch!!”  

“She’s very angry because you told the detectives something’s that is 

not true. Now you need to stop what you are doing, and listen to what 

she has to say. Do you understanding?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Now let me speak to Tara.” 

Coach Jennings made a face as she handed Tara the phone. 

Tara smirked. 
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“Hey when you all arefinished there, come back to the office. I just 

receive an anonymous email about drug activity in the parking lot. I am 

going to look up these license plate numbers in the database, then I am 

going to call these students to the office so you all can search their cars. 

I am going to call Linda and Jackie; they may have to take these kids 

intocustody if we find illegal substance in their cars. 

And if you have any more trouble with Coach Jennings give me a call.” 

“Okay, thanks daddy; I love you.” 

Tara pushed the end call button on her phone, she placed it back in her 

pocket, and she smirked at Coach Jennings again. 

“Now, like I said before we can go to your office or do it right here.” 

Tara glanced at the Coach Jennings class. 

“And let your 200 plus witness know what kind of lying bitch you are, 

and I did say bitch!!” 

“Tara, you don’t have to be so nasty to me.” 

“You deserve every bit of it, and more to for the lies you told the 

detectives!!” anger surge through Tara. 

Coach Jennings held her hand up momentarily.“Let’s go to my office, 

just you I. I don’t need your friends in there.” 

“No, these are my witnesses. I know what kind of liar you are, and you 

are not going to tell the police that I threatened you!!” 

Coach Jennings frowned, and glanced at her students. “Class, I will be 

back in a few minutes.” 

Coach Jennings headed toward her office with Tara and her friends. 

Some of the girls in her class made comments. 

Barbara Martin placed her hands over her mouth, and glanced at Janice 

Santos next to her. “Oh my god!!” 

Janice Santos glared at Barbara. “Boy that Tara is pissed!!” 
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Millie Scott standing behind Janice Santos, said “well, I heard that 

Coach Jennings is a big liar, and she makes up stories.” 

 

“Tara, what is this all about that you had to interrupt my class 

sorudely.” 

“Don’t play dumbass with me Coach Jennings, you know what this is 

about. Why did you lie on me to the detectives? Did you think I was not 

going to find out?” 

“I didn’t lie to the detectives, and that information was supposed to be 

confidential.”  

“Mara and I saw the detectives follow that snotty nose favorite student 

of yours, Sheila West, back toward the gym, and it was not hard to 

figure out where they were going.” 

“Look Tara, I told the detectives what I had remembered.” 

Tara, who is 5 ft. 10 in., moved into Coach Jennings face, who is 5 ft. 8 

in. 

She unfolded her logic in a noisy tone, as Coach Jennings back rested 

against the partition.Mara andher friends stood behind her looking on. 

“Now you listen, and you listen well. You are a lying bitch, and I calling 

you a bitch to your face because you deserve it. You lied to the 

detectives about what happen between me and Cathy Ross. 

Tara turned and pointed to her sister. 

“Mara was there the whole time, and you were not. You lied about 

what happen between me and Mrs. Bates. You was not there, and then 

you lied about Mr. Bates, whom I had not even seem. I don’t have any 

respect for liars like you. You lie all the time, and you don’t even know 

that you are lying.  Coach Jennings, you have a serious problem, and if 
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you ever lie on me again I am going to show you what kind of bitch I 

can be. You will get what coming to you!! And that is not a threat!!” 

Tara began to speak in a much quieter tone. “No, that is not a threat as 

you might think. It is a promise. My father will deal with you in a way 

you will not like,and don’t think aboutgoing over his head. He has 

friends everywhere, and that includes on the school board.He and the 

school superintendent were college buddies, he knows the D.A. 

downtown, and he also went to college with Detective Linda Russo. You 

can’t win, Coach Jennings. 

You are just the temporary head coach of the girls’ basketball team, the 

other coach will be here soon. Don’t let me hear that you have told her 

a pack of lies about me, my sister, or my friends. If I do, then I will make 

sure your ass is fired. Do you understand the words that just came out 

of my mouth?” 

Tara gazedat Coach Jennings. Not a word was uttered from Coach 

Jennings.Itwas as if she was stricken with fear. She would not meet 

Tara’s gaze. She looked away momentarily,chewing her bottom lip. Tara 

could read the fear in her face. 

“I am sure you got me. You are on thin ice, don’t screw with me, my 

sister, or my friends. They’ve had my back ever since middle school.” 

Tara turnedand moved away slowly, along with herposse. 

“Oh guys, did you all hear me threatened Coach Jennings at any time?” 

They all shouted, “NO!!” 

She glanced back at Coach Jennings, who was still leaning up against 

the partition,staring at the group as they departed. 

“See you at 4th period Coach Jennings.” Tara smirked a smile as she 

walked out of the door after her posse. 
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Coach Jennings dropped her head,she placed her hand over her 

face,andshook her head,whispering profanity. 

 

LindaJackie walked into Principal Koon’s office. He looked up. 

“Well I guess you all did not expect to be coming back so soon, huh?” 

“I got a feeling this is going to be our busiest place. What do you have 

for us?” asked Linda. 

“I got an anonymous email that three African- Americans students were 

distributing illegal substance from their cars in the parking lot. They are 

sitting outside the door. I waiting for our security team to aid you all in 

the search.” 

Tara, and her team walkedtowardPrincipal Koon office, stopping just 

outside the door. 

“There they are now.” 

Principal Koon got up from his desk,he walked just outside his door, 

followed by Linda and Jackie. One of the students, Ronnie Simpkins, an 

11th grader asked, “Principal Koon what is going on here?” 

“I got information that you students are distributing illegal substance 

from your cars in the parking lot.” 

All three of the students jumped up from their seats yelling so loudly 

the receptionist up front heard them. “Huh?That’s crazy, I don’t do 

drugs,” yelled Ronnie. 

“Principal Koon, where did you get this information? That is not true. I 

have never done drugs or sold them!” yelled Shirley Benson, a 12th 

grader. 

Principal Koon waved his hand, “calm down now. I can’t tell you, but it 

was anonymous. Now our security team, Detective Russo, and Williams 
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need to search your cars. Now, if it’s a mistake, I will apologize, and you 

all can go back to your classes.” 

“Man this is a mistake, I don’t do drugs,” stated Frank Samuels, an 11th 

grade. 

“Okay, one of you go with Detective Williams to your car, the other 

with Tara, and her team to your car, and one of you can lead me to 

your car.” 

Detective Williams pointed to one of the students, what’s your name 

young man?” 

“Frank Samuels.” 

“Okay Mr. Samuels,why don’t you lead me to your car?” 

“Okay, but you will not find any drugs in my car.”  

They exited the office. 

“I’ll go will Tara and her team,” stated Shirley Benson. 

Linda turned to the other student. “Well that means I got the nice 

handsome guy!!” She smiled.And what is your name?” 

“Ronnie Simpkins.” 

“Okay Ronnie, lead the way,” she gestured with her hand. 

 

Audrey Campbell, the receptionist in the office, glanced up from her 

computer as they all walkedby her desk.Principal Koon accompanied 

them. 

She glanced back at the screen of her computer. She lookedup, and 

peered through the office door window;herimpression was that the 

coast is clear. She opened her desk drawerand removed her cell phone 

from her purse. She then called her friend, Eddie Palmer the English 

teacher. His phonepulsed,and he glanced at the screen.He recognize 

the number. He lookedup at his students. 
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”Class, go ahead and do the exercise on page 54.” 

He stepped outside the door as he answered the call. 

“Hey what’s up?” 

“I just want to let you know that the detectives and that security team 

just took three blacks out of here. It about drugs in their car. So I guess 

you know what that means?” 

“Definitely; our mission is successful, and that is just the beginning, 

Audrey.” 

“Did you find the material I sent you useful?” 

“Yes Audrey,very useful.” 

“Good. I want to see this school purified of those inferior races.” 

 

 Frank Samuels opened the trunk of his 1964 green Chevrolet. 

“You won’t find any drugs in my car sir.’ 

Jackie gazedover the trunk, which contained CD’S, tools, and a folded 

largebrown bag. He picked up the brown bag and opened it; He stare 

into the bag, and wrenches out a plastic bag of Ecstasy. He glanced at 

the boy held up the plastic bag of Ecstasy. “Oh no?What is this?” 

Frank Samuels shook his head. “I don’t know, I have never seen that 

bag before.” 

“Oh really?You got all kind of illegal substances in this bag from street 

drug to painkillers.” 

“Sir, those are not mine. I don’t do drugs.” 

“Let me guess; somebody broke in your car, and put this bag in your 

trunk.” 

“They must have.” 
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Jackie closed the trunk of the car, “Frank Samuels, you are under arrest 

for possession of illegal substance. You have the right to remain silent. 

If you give up that right, anything you say can be held against you.” 

 

Linda, who was just a few cars down, walked toward Tara, and the 

others with Ronnie Simpkins in front of her trying to plead his case. 

“Look you have got to believe us; somebody put those drugs in our 

car.” Stated Ronnie, who glanced back at Linda. 

Tara relinquished the bag to Linda. Jackie returned to assist. 

“Linda, I call for another patrol car. They are on the way.” 

The two students continued to plead their case. “OH my god this can’t 

be happening; I have never done or sold drugs in my life,” stated. 

Shirley. 

“I have a part-time job as a pharmacy tech in the mall pharmacy. I 

would not have got the job if I was during drugs. They checked my 

background.” 

Ronnie turned to Principal Koon. “This school has a white supremacist 

group,and Principal Koon you know that. When school first started last 

month, somebody put racist material on my car, a monkey hanging on 

loop rope.  I brought that yellow paper with that racist slur to you.  

“Yes Ronnie, I do remember that incident.” 

“I believe they planted these drugs in my car!!” bellowed Ronnie. 

Linda held up her hand momentarily. “Okay guys, let me tell you what 

we have here. We found drugs in your car, and in the eyes of the law 

that is possession. You are both under arrest. “Linda read the two 

students their rights. Both Linda and Jackie escorted the students to the 

police cruiser, while Principal Koon headed back to his office. 

Tara, Mara and Stephanie headed for their look out room. 
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“Something is not right here,” stated Stephanie. 

Both Tara and Mara glanced at Stephanie. 

“What do you mean,” asked Tara. 

“I agree with what Shirley said.Why throw away being an honor student 

for four years with pending college grants, dealing with illegal 

substances. And I do remember Principal Koon telling us about racist 

material that was on some of the Africa- Americans students cars.” 

“Yeah Stephanie I’m remember that,too,” stated Mara. 

Tara glanced at Stephanie and Mara. “Let go check their school records 

in our database.” 

 

Back in the school surveillance room, all three students’ record was 

access. 

Tara, Mara, and Stephanie reviewed each arrested students’ school 

record carefully. 

“Okay, Franks Samuel is an 11th grader,has a 3.2 GPA, and wasnever 

later until this morning. I see where you flagged him for the detention 

hall, Stephanie, and he did miss some days back in the10th 

gradebecause of a sprained ankle. His mother brought in a doctors 

excuse, and he never cause any trouble. Ronnie Simpkins has a 3.5 

GPA,and has no priors, he’s never been late or absent. Shirley Benson a 

perfect student a 4.5 GPA with honors, wow!! She has never been in 

any trouble, has never been absent or tardy in all the four years she has 

attended this school.” 

Tara glanced at Stephanie and Mara, “You know what guys I’m inclined 

to agree with you all. What if someone did planted drugs in their cars?’ 

“The thing about that there is no proof,” stated Mara. 
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“And we can only see very little of the parking lot, because of the 

location our office, and the trees along the sidewalk,” Stated Stephanie. 

The school bell rang, signaling the start of lunch period. 

Tara removed her cell phone from her pocketanddialed a phone 

number. 

“Who you calling?” inquired Stephanie. 

“Simone. I want to see if she has found anything out about this white 

supremacist group.” 

“Hey Simone.” 

“Hey Tara, I was just leaving class. What’s up?” 

“Hey do you remember that racist material that you found in the trash 

last month.” 

“You mean those yellow printed papers that I gave to Principal Koon?” 

“Yes, and I was wondering, have you found out anything about this 

white supremacist group on the school ground?” 

“No, but there is a certain student in my journalism class who wrote an 

article last week on drugs in the school. She stated that she had been 

approached several times by African-American students, and that these 

African- American, all of them are drug pushers, etc.  Mrs. Fellows, our 

teacher, is debating whether to print this article in the school paper or 

not. She believedit was racist.” 

“What is the student’s name?” 

“Megan Stuartman, and listen; I overheard her in the restroom that 

same day talking on her cell phone about Mrs. Fellows. She was saying 

some nasty things about her. She said that she cares more about black 

people than her own kind. I believe she is part of that group, but I have 

no proof, Tara.” 

“We are going to access her school record to see what she looks like.” 
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“Did something happen, Tara?” 

“Yeah wefounddrugs in three African-American cars this morning, and 

the info came from an anonymous source. The students believe that a 

white supremacist group is responsible. Stephanie, Mara, and I suspect 

the same thing. Hey, can you keep an eye out, and contact me when 

you have more info?” 

“Sure; hey, are you going to Cathy Ross’s funeral?” 

“No, I don’t like funerals, but my fatherand mother will be attending 

both funerals.” 

“Tara, my father’s funeral home has the body, and he said her face is 

badly disfigured, and they will not be able to view her. I can tell you all 

some horror stories about the bodies my father has had in his funeral 

homes.” 

“No thanks Simone, we don’t like those kind of stories.” 

“Oh!! I just saw your boyfriend being followed down the hall by Adolph 

Williams. Let me follow them, and see what’s going to happen, and I 

will call you back.”  

 

“Hey Brandon, I need to see you!!” bellowed Adolph, who was about 20 

feet away from him. 

Brandon, about to make a call on his cell, turned his head;he held up 

hisindex finger to Adolph Williams, his longtime bully. “I’ll be with you 

in a minute.” 

Brandon makes a right turn into the small corridor where the restrooms 

are located. 

Tara’s phone rang, sherecognize the number as her boyfriend Brandon. 

“Hey, what up honey?” Her voice was exultant.  

“Hey, I miss you from Mrs. Connors class this morning?” 
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“Yeah, I had a situation I had to deal with. Say, what did you get on the 

test you had to take over?” 

“I got an A plus.” 

“WOW!! Way to go Brandon!!” 

“Yeah, Mrs. Connors made it easy for me. She went over the entire test 

beforewe took it, and the class wasfull. She had other students that 

needed to take the test over. I tell you, that lady is awesome. There is 

no other teacher in this entire school like her. I sure hope she wins the 

teacher of the year award again, and they should give her some 

money.” 

“Yeah Brandon, I agree with you 100 percent.That will be the third 

time, and my father said she is the front runner for this year’s award 

already” 

“She got my vote.Say, are you all eating in the cafeteria today?” 

“Yeah, we are getting ready to go now. Why?Do you want to eat with 

us?  I thought you usually go out and eat for lunch.” 

“I don’t have my car today. I am getting an alarm system put on the old 

Ford Galaxie. So if anyone tries to break into my car, the alarm will go 

off; and also I will havea special key to turn off the alarm when it goes 

off.” 

“Brandon that is a good ideal.” 

Simone, leaning against the wall,watched Adolph Williams from 20 feet 

away makes a right turn into the small corridor.Her cell phone jingles in 

her hand. She looked at the display and smiled. 

“Hey baby, what’s up?” her voice was highly jubilant. 

Adolph walked up to Brandon and shovedhim against the wall. 

  He uttered in a loud deep voice. “Hey negro, are you trying to ignore 

me!!”  
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Tara hears the disparaging remark over the phone and was concerned. 

“Brandon who is that?” 

He glancedup at Adolph, hovering over him with his fist clenched. 

“Look, Tara I will see in the cafeteria.” 

“Brandon, what’s going on? I heard a remark that I did not like.” 

“It’s nothing, I got to take care of some business. I will see you later.” 

He pushed the end call button on his phone. 

Brandon, who is 5 ft. 11 in., glanced up at Adolph, who was 6 ft. 2 in.  

“Why are you so violence? You did not have to do that. I told you I 

would be with you in a minute. Look, I can’t be giving you money every 

day like this. I got a credit card bill to pay that my mother co-signed for 

me.” 

“That’s your problemNegro. You better start working more hours at 

MacDonald’s.” 

Adolph holds out his large hand. “Give me my money now before I put 

my foot in your ass!!” 

Brandon scowled slightly at Adolph as he reached in his pocket and 

pulledout some folded bills. He put them in Adolph’s hand, and started 

to move around him. 

Adolph unfold the bills quickly, andglanced at them. He turned, and 

grabbedBrandon from the back of his shirt collar, slamming himagainst 

the wall. 

“Negro, you trying to cheat me?” Adolph pressed his forearm against 

Brandon’s chest. “Where is the rest of my money?”  

 With his other hand Adolph flashed the money in Brandon’s face. 

“This is only twenty dollars. You own me twenty more.”  

Brandon’s endeavor to free himself would be in vain. Adolph was much 

too strong, andBrandon only weighed 165 lbs.; Adolph whose position 
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was safety on the defense school football team, was an aggressive 

tackler, had the speed of a wide receiver,and tipped the scale at 225 

lbs. 

A group of girls and boys walking up the corridor heading for the 

restrooms, stopped to observe the scene. 

“Turn me loose!!” shouted Brandon. 

Adolph struck Brandon across his head with his fist. He glanced at the 

crowd that were observing, then removed his forearm from Brandon’s 

chest. 

He faked a forearm blow toward Brandon’s face, and threw it against 

the wall. 

“Listen negro, if you don’t have me 60 dollars on tomorrow that wall 

will be your face!!” 

He kickedBrandon hard several times in the thigh, sending him to the 

floor. 

He turned and strutted off. His head erect, chest thrown out, passing 

the kids who were observing. 

 

 

 

 

 

T E N 

 

 Friday 11:15 AM 

                                                                                               Lunch time 
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Tara, and herposse entered the girls weigh room 3 days a week for their 

30 minutes workout on the nautilus machines before having their 

lunch. 

Tara inserted the pin through channel of hole in the weight plate on the 

nautilus machine.  

“Tara, what’s up with Brandon? Why was he out for two days?”  

Tara sat on the weight bench. She glanced at Stephanie. “I really don’t 

know. He’s not telling me a whole lot, and I noticed this morning he 

was limping; he said he was sick, but Brandon is never absent from 

school. I heard a disparaging remark that I won’t repeat. I think it’s that 

bully Adolph, and Simone was supposed to call me back, and she didn’t. 

I left her messages on her voice mail. Oh, I just remember; she is 

supposed to interview me for the school paper.” 

“Maybe she forgot, you know how Simone is.” I see her brother 

sometimes going to class, and I often wonder is he anything like her.” 

Tara laid on the bench as she started to push the weight plates up; she 

stopped,sat up, and reached for her cell phone. 

“I’d better call that dingbat to see why she is not here.” 

She pressed the phone log, and pressed Simone’s phone number. 

“Hey Tara, what up?” 

“Simone, where are you? I thought you was supposed to interview me 

today in the weight room. I left you voice messages two days ago about 

Brandon, and that bully!!” 

“I haven’t forgot, I am in the parking lot getting a board out of my van 

for you now. I should –“. Her voice trailed off. 

Simone is distracted. She heard familiar voices a couple of rows back 

from her van. 

“Tara,hold on a minute I think I hear Adolph and Brandon behind me.” 
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Simone closedthe door and walked a couples of rows back.She observe 

from behind a car about 15 feet awayAdolph standing over Brandon 

with his fist clenched ready to unleash his fury. 

“What did you just say, Negro?” 

“I said I am not giving you any more money.” 

Adolph threw a blow to the side of Brandon’s face with his fist.” 

Brandon attempted to retaliate, but was thwart when Adolph threw 

several more blows to his head and face, sending him to the pavement. 

        He was then kicked several times by the bully. 

He snarled at Brandon, “give me my money now, or else you will end 

up in the hospital!!” 

“Tara, you all need to come now; Adolph is beating on Brandon, and 

threatening to put him in the hospital, because he will not give him 

money.  They are in row V!!” 

Tara jumped up from the bench, “Stephanie,let’s go, Brandon in 

trouble.” 

“Hey guys, Brandon being attacked by that bully in the parking lot!!” 

They all ran out of the weight room,sprinting across the gym floor and 

down the corridor one after each other.   

Sprinting was second nature to the girls.  Tara, Stephanie, and Mara are 

fast breakers on their basketball team, and they had the best fast break 

basketball team in the entire south.  Candy, Natalie, and Sherry were 

super cheerleaders, andthey have years of gymnastics, athletic training, 

and intense physical activity. 

 

Adolph continue his relentless assault onBrandon while he was down 

on the pavement. Hard kicks to his sides, his legs, and thighs which was 

already sore from the last beating by Adolph. The beating was the 
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cause of Brandon missing the last two days of school, which smeared 

his perfect all time attendance record. 

Adding insults to the injury,Adolph continued to spew derogatory slurs 

at Brandon. 

“Oh my god, he’s going to kill Brandon before they get here. I have got 

to do something,” whisper Simone. 

Simone shouted at Adolph. “Stop it Adolph!! Stop it before you kill 

him!!” 

Adolph turned and glared at Simone, running toward him with a board 

in her hand; but it did not even startle him.  He bellowed at Simone in a 

deep voice. “Stay out of my business, white girl!!” 

She moved around Adolph and rushedto aide Brandon, who was in 

physical pain. She crouched over him, and placed her arm around him. 

“Brandon, can you get up?” 

He grimaced as he got up slowly,his arms clutched around his sides. 

Simone stared at Adolph and scowled. “What the hell is wrong with 

you? You think this is fun kicking him like a football?” 

“This is not over Brandon, not by a long shot!!” hebarked. 

Simone gazedat Tara and her posse sprinting toward Adolph. 

“It over for you!! You son of a bitch!!” 

 He turned as Tara threw a hard forearm blow to his face that leveled 

the 225lb. football player. 

A group of boys and girls walking through the parking lot witnessed the 

incident. One of the boys recognized him, since he was not wearing his 

football Jacket;it was a rather warm, partly cloudy day. 

“Hey, that’s Adolph Williams. He plays on the football team and she just 

creamed him!!” 

“He’s getting up;it’s going to be a fight!!” 
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They allremoved cell phones from their pockets to record the scene for 

You Tube. 

He slowly rose, up rubbing his hand across his face, stunned from the 

forearm blow that Tara laid on him. He had never been hit that hard on 

the gridiron. 

Tara waved off her posse as she prepared for retaliation. “I got this 

guys, just stay close” 

“Adolph glared at Tara. “Bitch, I’m going to kill you!!” 

Adolph attacked, and Tara does a roundhouse kick to the side of his 

jaw. The force of the kick jerked Adolph’s head back, sending him to the 

pavement a second time. Blood started to dip from his lips. 

“Damn, she’s kicking his ass!!” Josie, one of the girls, called a friend. 

“Marcie, where are you?” 

“I’m having lunch in the cafeteria. Why, what’s up?” 

“Major brawl with blood in the parking lot. The sinister six, Tara, 

beating up one of the football players!!  

“Oh wow, I’ll be there in a minute!!” 

Marcie stood up on the cafeteria tablet to makes an announcement. 

“Hey everybody, there is a big fight in the parking lot. Tara one of the 

sinister six, is beating up one of the football players!!” Marcie jumped 

off of the table anddashed to the exit.Almost every kid jumped up from 

their lunch and sprintedout of the cafeteria. They were like a herd of 

rampage cattle stampeding down the corridor. Principal Koon was 

inside the snack bar getting a bottle of water when he heard the noise.  

He moved to the exit asone of the kids bumped into him. 

“Oh, sorry Principal Koon!!” 

“What’s going on? Where is everybody running to?” 
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“There is a fight in the parking lot.Some girl name Tara beating up a 

football player!!”  

The kid sprinted off. Obviously, he did not know that girl was the 

Principal’s daughter. He unscrewed the cap from the bottled water and 

ingested a small amount.  

“Tara will call me ifshe needs me. I am going back to my office to finish 

my lunch.” He headed toward his office. Hewas extremely confident;he 

had placed the entire school in his daughters, and theirfriend’s hands. 

He was quite aware of their vow to get rid of the aggressive and violent 

kids from the school by any means. 

 

Adolph slowly got up from a second blow that leveled him. Wiping his 

lips. He shook his head. Anger surged through his body. He 

spewed out profanity as he rushed toward Simone, who was just a few 

feet away. 

“Bitch, give me that damn board!!” 

He seizedthe board from Simone’s hands, pushing her off balance. 

He turned, rushed and attacked Tara furiously. He swung at her, but 

Taraavoidedthe wielding board. He attacked again. With lightning 

speed, Tara grabbed his arm, twisting it behind his back and disarming 

his attack. She pushed him to the ground, thenshe brokethe board in 

half with one blow. She tossed the pieces to Simone. “Wow, Tara that 

was awesome.” 

Adolph quickly rebounded from the ground. 

“You bitch; I will kill you!!”Hepossessed the speed of a wide receiver, 

and aggressiveness of a linebacker;he rushed Tara. 

Like a flash of lightening, she threw a quick hardkick to his abdominal.  

“UUHHH!!” He crouched over. 
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She grasped his head, and unleashed several elbow strikes to his face. 

Half of the school stood watching Tara, in the parking lot, beating one 

of their star football players to a pulp. Some of them was recording the 

fight with their cell phones. They could not believe what they were 

witnessing.  Lakewood High had the strongest, fastest, most durable 

football players inall of the conference. Nobody beat them in anything, 

especially a female. 

They all began to realize that Tara is not your average female. She 

was185 lbs. Of bulging muscles with super athletic ability, extremely 

robust. Her bench press is 300 lbs. and she is a third degree black belt. 

She had knowledge of street fighting self-defense. She knew that elbow 

strikes were more effective than punches, because that area of the 

body is a lot tougher than your hands. She threw another elbow strike 

to his face knocking him backward. He was barely standing. Tara was 

too much for him.He managed to take off running. He glanced back, 

yelling with extreme anger. “Bitch, I am going to get my gun, and kill 

you!!” I am going to kill all of you!!” 

He knocked several students to the pavement while running to his 

vehicle. 

Simone reminded Tara what she had told them a few days ago about 

Adolph’s357 magnum. 

“Tara, he may have that gun in his car!!” 

That announcement causes the crowd todiverge out of panic.Tara and 

her posse ran to help Brandon,who was limping from Adolph’s beating. 

Both Tara and Stephanie helped Brandon.They hurried as fast as 

Brandon could walk. 

Simone ran ahead of them While Mara and the other glancedback. 

His truck startedup with thrust mufflers attached to the engine. 
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The crowd hurried for the school entrance,colliding into each other 

while some plungedto the ground. 

Candy cried out, “Guys we are not going to make it, Brandon is hurting 

too much!!” 

Tara glanced back as they all decided to move between parked cars. 

Adolph floored the gas pedal,moving the back wheels into a spin. 

“He going out of the other exit guys. You guys go ahead, take Brandon 

to the nurse; I will be with you in a minute.  Tara removed her cell 

phone and called her father. 

“Hey, I was expecting your call. What’s going on?” 

“Adolph Williams attacked Brandon in the parking lot because he would 

not give him any more money. Simone called me from the parking lot; 

she witnessed Adolph beating on Brandon. We approached him, and 

there were a fight between him and me. He threatened to kill all of us 

with his gun. He fled in his vehicle, buthe may be coming back with his 

357 magnum.  

“Adolph is a football player and he is much bigger than Brandon.How 

long has this been going on Tara?” 

“Dad,he started bullying Brandon way back in middle school.” 

“Okay, I need call Linda, and in the meantime, you all need to find a 

safe place somewhere. I will pull up his profile, and then I will call his 

mother to warn her. If he’s coming back with a gun, then I may need to 

auto lock the doors for the school’s protection, but the only problem is, 

we’ve got students still out to lunch. What if he comes back, and 

students are trying to get into the building? Let me callLinda now.” 

 

Linda was talking to her partner Jackie Williams, and the conversation 

was about her longtime friend Principal Koon. 
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“John won the GA. Lottery two years ago. It was 40 million.  

He brought a bigger house in Westwood,wherehe’s living now. Andhe 

brought a car for Tara, but Mara decided she would wait until she go to 

college.” 

“He wins 40 million, and he still works?” 

“Yes Jackie, he likes his job, and so does his wife Margaret. They both 

are from Rochester, New York: that is where their twin daughters were 

born. They moved here when the girls were five.” 

Linda’s phone rings on her desk. She looked at the caller ID that 

displayed Lakewood High School’s phone number. 

 

 

 

 

“This is Detective Russo, I was just talking about you, John.” 

“Well I hope it was all good.” 

“It was about you winning the lottery a few years ago. So, either you 

are calling to tell me that you won the lottery again, or you have 

another situation.”  

“Well I will give you a hint. I didn’t win the lottery.  

”So what’s up?” 

 

Infuriate and shamed, Adolph’s jumped out of his vehicle. He stormed 

up on his porch, stuck his key in the lock and thrust open the door. He 

stormed up the stairs while his mother was in the kitchen on the phone 

talking to her husband, Adolph’s stepfather. Adolph does not gives a 

rat’s ass for his stepfather. 

She heard her son’s footsteps stomping on the stairs. 
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“I hear Adolph running up the stairs. He never comes home for lunch.” 

“Look Paul I will see you this evening when you get home.  I want to see 

what’s up with Adolph. You know I have to work this weekend.” 

“Okay Evelyn, I love you.” 

“And I love you back.” 

“You know honey,I wish Adolph would feel the same way about me 

that you do. We have been married forthree years, and he’s never 

accepted me as a father or stepfather.” 

“I do too,Paul, god knows I have talked to him so many times about 

that.  

“I am sorry to say but I have a feeling it’s never going to happen since 

he’s going off to college next year. He still misses his father,even 

though we divorced when he was twelve.He wanted to go back to New 

Yorkwith him, but we decided Shonda, his sister who was thirteen at 

the time, would go, and Adolph would stay with me.” 

 

Adolph reached up andtook his 357 magnum revolver from the top 

shelf in his closet. He open the chamber to look briefly. The chamber 

contained six bullets. He closedthe chamber,lifted his red shirt up, and 

placed the gun inside his blue Dockers. He turned, and hurried out the 

door.  

“Adolph, are you up there?” 

He sprinteddown the steps without responding. 

His mother grabbed him by the arm. “Whoa there horsey.” What’s the 

rush? You never comes home for lunch. Is there something I should 

know?” 

He glanced at his mother,he wrenched his arm away. “Mother, I’ve got 

to go. I’ve got business to attend to.” 
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“How did you get those bruises on your face? Have you been fighting?” 

Adolph hurried out the door without replying. She moves to the door as 

he rushed to his truck. 

“Adolph, what going on?” sheyelled as he sped away. 

The cell phone rang in her hand. 

“Hello.” 

“Mrs. Brown,this is Principal Koon at Lakewood High. I need to talk to 

you about your son.” 

 

Linda and Jackie stepped into theirpolice cruiser.  Linda opened her 

laptop. 

“Jackie, I want to show you something before we pull off.  Jackie turned 

toLinda. 

“John say he would call Adolph Williams mother,and then call me back. 

He gave me access to their website due to the present situation.” 

“I can look upany student’s profile. So, let’s take a look at Adolph 

Williams’s profile.  Okay, I type his name, and here we go. It gives all 

the information about him such as height, weight, what position he 

plays on the team, his GPA which is 3.6 etc., etc.and he drives a 1969 

Chevy pickup color is white.His license plate number, his mother’s 

name,his father, and stepfather’s name, and there is a picture of him. 

Linda turned the laptop around to Jackie,he glanced at the info. 

“So Tara beats this guy up? Man, I noticed the muscles on her, but this 

guy is over 6 feet,heweighs 225 lbs. He is a football player.” 

“Yes, and she did in front of a large audience, too; I’ll bet the fight will 

be on You Tube. He threatened Tara and the others after she kicked his 

ass. You see, this guy has been bullying her boyfriend and taking his 

money for years. Now, let me show you Brandon Johnson.” 
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 Jackie kept his gaze on the laptop screen. Linda click the x on the 

screen, she clicked on profile, then entered Brandon Johnson’s name  

tothe profile search. His info came up on the screen. 

“And there you go.” 

“So this is Tara’s boyfriend? He’s pretty smart; he has a 3.8 GPA. He’s a 

lot smaller than her He only weights 165 lbs. 

Yeah, Tara weights at least 180 lbs. or more, but she is a 3rd degree 

black belt and very strong.” 

“So she’s burning coal.” 

Linda eyes widened as she gazed at Jackie. 

“Burning coal?” 

Jackie met Linda’s gaze. 

‘’It means she has a black boyfriend.” 

“Oh.” Linda glanced away for a second, then set her gaze back on 

Jackie. 

 “So let me ask you this.” Linda began to emphasize with her hand. 

“My husband is half black, half white; so does that mean I am burning 

coal and wood?” 

“Well, eh…” 

He did not have an answer for that unexpected question. 

Linda cracked a smiles.” “Well?” 

Her phone jingled. 

“Aren’t you going to answer that?” 

Linda glancedat the screen. “Oh, that’s John.” 

She looked back at Jackie. 

“I will get back with you later on this subject.And by the way, interracial 

couplesare call swirling when it refers to vanilla and chocolate ice 

cream in a cone.” 
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“Oh, I see.” Jackie smiled. 

      “Hey John, we was just waiting for your call.” 

“Linda, Adolph Williams does have a gun, andhe is on the way back 

here with it. His mother is really upset, and she is also on the way. He is 

only about ten minutes from the school Linda.” 

“That means he has a couple of minutes ahead of us. We are coming 

with blue lights, and a couple of units. John, are you going tolockdown 

the school?” 

“Yes, I can lock them from my office by putting in the code. 

“Go ahead, and lock your doors John, and hopefully the kids who are 

out for lunch have returned. We have the description of his vehicle, we 

are going to stophim before heenter the school.” 

 

In just minutes, Linda and Jackie speeding down Hwy 78 

 followed by several patrol cars.Just ahead, Adolph’s white pickup 

trucks sped down the same road.  

“Linda, that’s his pickup truck; he’s making a turn onto the road that 

leads to the school” 

A squealing sound emitted from Adolph’s back tires as he applied the 

brakes. He gunned the accelerator, having caught sight in the rear view 

mirror of the patrol cars pursuing him. 

“He has no intention of stopping; he knows we are after him,” Stated 

Linda. 

He is stricken with anger, and did not care whether he was caught or 

not. His intentions was to carry out his deadly deed. He made 

a quick right turn with excessive speed onto Lakewood Dr.,His vehicle 

drifting back and forth. 
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Tara and the gang watched along with a group of students from the 2nd 

floor window.He sped recklessly down the street toward the school. 

“Here he comes, and the patrol cars are right behind him!!” shouted 

Candy. 

“My goodness, he is a freaking psycho,” Stated Natalie. 

“Oh my god, isn’t that little prissy Tanya Pullman walking along the curb 

texting?” inquired Sherry. 

“Yes, and she is about to cross over in the school entrance; she has not 

even looked up.” replied Tara. 

Adolph made a quick and reckless turn into the school entrance. 

His back tires squealed, the pickup truck spun 360 degree. 

Tanya was startled as she quickly raised her head. Her cell phone 

dropped from her hand.“Oh my god!!”  

She was almost struck by the spinning vehicle. 

Linda drove her police cruiser over the curb, blocking the entrance of 

the school. The other two patrol cars drove in, blocking Adolph’s 

vehicle. Adolph jumped out of his vehicle and wrenched his 357 

magnum from under his shirt. He sprintedtoward Tanya, who just 

a few feet away.  He grabbed her,wrapped his arm around her neck, 

and put the gun against her temple. 

Linda and Jackie draw their glock pistols,they shielded 

themselves behind their patrol cars. The other offices drew their 

weapon, and did likewise.” 

“Oh my god!!He has got Tanya!!”Shouted Tara. 

“Is he really going to shoot her?” inquired Josie, who was standing next 

to Brandon. 

“I would not put it pass him. I should have broken his leg and sent his 

ass to the hospital, then maybe this would not be happening.” 
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“This is not your fault, Tara. He’s a psycho with serious issues,” stated 

Stephanie. 

“I bet she is pissing in her panties right about now,” Candy said jokingly. 

Candy was absolutely right. Tanya felt the cold steel barrel of the 

revolveragainst hersoft white flesh. She started towet her underwear. 

“I have a gun here, a 357 magnum aimed right at her head!!” 

Joshua, an 11th grade student who was recording the scene from the 

second floor window, stated “I wish I could hear what he is saying; this 

is going to be a great video for YouTube.”  

Linda glanced from around the patrol car. “We can see that, Adolph. 

Yes, we know your name Adolph Williams, and we know other things 

about you.” 

“You don’t know nothing about me!!” 

Linda glanced at Jackie, “call for more back up just in case we need 

them.” 

“This is Detective Williams from unit 30; we have a code orange in 

progress at Lakewood High School parking lot. We need all available 

units.” 

“Copy that.” 

“We know you plays safety on the football team. Am I right?” 

“Yes, I am the best, and nothing but the best,”heboasted. 

“Yes I know, I have seen you play. You are an outstanding safety 

Adolph; we also know you carries a 3.6 GPA. You’ve got anything going 

for you. You are in a very unpleasant and difficult situation at this 

moment, and you don’t need this, don’t you agree?” 

“Do you know what’s going tohappen to this bitch if I don’t get that 

other white freaking bitch out here?” 
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Jackie whispered to Linda, “He want to kill that girl if he doesn’t get 

Tara and the others. So now what do you tell him?” 

“I was trying to cool him down so I can talk him out of what he wants to 

do.TradingTara and the others includes my daughter, and that is not up 

for discussion. He’s been humiliated because he was beaten by a girl.  I 

am not a negotiator, and I am sure as hell not going to allow him in that 

school or send any of them out here. If he kills that girl we will have to 

take him out. It’s not that I don’t give a freaking flying flip about her, I 

do,and she is somebody’s daughter. The only otheroption is his mother, 

and she is not here.”Linda whispered. 

 

Theresa Fonda, a channel 13 news reporter, received a tip from her 

source at the police department.    

“Hey, thanks a bunch. We should be out there in about five minute in 

the helicopter.” 

 
 
Adolph’s mother drove up in her station wagon just ahead of the 
proceeding units. She jumped out of the vehicle and caught aglimpse of 
her son by his truck holding a gun on a girl.Shequicklybecomes even 
more upset. “Oh my god, no!!” 
One of the officers called out to her. “Madam you need to get back in 

your vehicle!!” 

“That is my son there holding that girl hostage!!” she shouted. 

“Let her through!!” yelledLinda. Tell those others officers to block 

 off the other entrance to this road, and the entrance across from the 

stadium.” 

She screamed at her son as she hurried toward him and his hostage. 

    “Adolph!! Adolph!! What are you doing?” 
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“Looks guys, that must be his mother,” stated Simone. 

“If it is, I hope she can talk some sense into that thick skull of his,” 

stated Tara. 

 

Adolph turned and caught sight of his mother running toward them. 

“Let go of that girl!!” 

“Mother, what are you doing here? Go back home now!!” 

“No, I am not going back home until you come to your senses. 

Release that girl now!!” 

He tightened his grip on Tanya. Choking her from his grip, she started to 

cough and trembles as she spoke. 

“Please don’t hurt me!! What did I ever do to you?” 

“Stop right there, mother!!”his finger on the trigger. 

She stopped just a few feet away. 

“Adolph, honey, what’s gotten into you? Why do you have a gun to the 

principal’s daughter’s head; is it because she attacked you?” 

“Mother,you don’t understand.If I don’t get that principal’s 

daughter out here, than I will have to shoot this one in her place. She 

attacked me, and she has to the pay one way or another!!” 

“No Adolph, you cannot do that!! You have been beating on her 

boyfriend and taking his money for years, and nowYOU want revenge. 

Yes, Adolph, I know all about that. Principal Koon calledand told me 

what happened. You were wrong to do that, Adolph. Why do you want 

to mess up your life like this?” 

“Mother, all of this would have never happened if you would have just 

let me go back with my father.” 
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“Is that what this all about? We thought that we were making the right 

choice because your sister was the oldest. You have been bitter ever 

since, and you have been mean to Paul, your stepfather.And god knows 

he has done everything for you, and tried to love you like a father.” 

“He is not the same as a my biological father,” 

Adolph’s mother gestured with both hands. “Okay if that’s what’s you 

want, fine. I‘d rather see you go back to New York to your father than 

get yourself killed, because that is what going to happen. If you kill this 

girl, then the police is going to kill you, and you will be shipped back to 

your father in a box. You are my only son, and I love you. I don’t want 

to see you kill. Just look around you. You are surrounded with cops just 

waiting to shoot you.” 

Adolph began to understand as he looked to the left where Linda and 

Jackie stood ready with their weapons shielded by their vehicle. He 

glancedjust ahead where fourofficers was set and ready with these 

weapons behind their patrol cars.He glanced to his right and theroad 

that exited the school to the school stadium was blocked with several 

patrol cars. The police officers was around their patrol cars with rifles 

aimed at him.  

Just above him was a news helicopter broadcasting the incident live on 

Television. 

“I’m Theresa Fonda, reporting for channel 13 news. We don’t have the 

full details on this hostage situation, but as you can see, there appears 

to be a male student is holding a female hostage with a gun to her 

head, and a lady standing just a few feet from them. It could be the 

mother of the young man trying to talk him out of pulling the trigger. 

Police has completed surrounded the entire area around Lakewood 

High School. “ 
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He glanced at his mother, and her face conveyed disapproval, and 

unhappiness. 

“You are on Television son. Everybody in this city watching you. 

  Your friends, teammates, your teachers; and if this goes national, your 

father may see this.   Please Adolph, don’t do this.  Let that poor girl go. 

She has never done anything to you, and if she had, that is not the way 

to settle a situation. Remember what God said in the bible; forgive 

those that do wrong to you. If you do wrong to others, it will come back 

to you twice as worse. Let go of her, son. Do the right thing. Just look 

how petrified she is of you.”  

There was a silent for a moment. Adolph, who has light skin like his 

Native-American and African-American father, also has a vicious 

temper like his father.His fathers’ vicious temper is one of the many 

reasons Adolph’s mother divorced him.  

He glanced down at Tanya; tears rolled down her fair complexioned 

cheeks. 

He slowly started to release his strong grip from Tanya’s small neck; 

who was blonde, 5 ft. 6 in. and weighted only 110 lbs. 

He spoke in a low voice as he held the 357 magnum in his other hand. 

“Go on, get out of here, and don’t look back.” 

She ran around to Linda’s police cruiser, which had the school entrance 

block. Linda called out to her from behind the cruiser. She ran to 

Lindaand started to shed tears. Linda embracedher. “Oh my god, I 

thought he was going to kill me. I have never been so scared in my 

life!!” 

“You are safe now, just stay behind the car.” 

Adolph’s mother embraced him, and she removed the revolver from his 

hand. 
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“You did the right thing, son!!” 

Linda open her car door and removed a plastic bag. Both Linda and 

Jackie hurried toward Adolph and his motherwho was still embracing 

him. 

Linda waved off the other officers when she laid eyes on the revolver in 

his mother’s hand.  

She looked her son in the face. “You have to go with these officers, but 

I will be right behind them. We are going to get through this. I will call 

your father tonight.” 

 

Tara and the others who was still watching. She placed her arm around 

her boyfriend, who was standing next to her. “Brandon, your nightmare 

is finally over.” 

 

Jackie placed the handcuffs on Adolph, read him his rights, and 

escorted him to the police cruiser. 

Linda pointedat the revolver. “Mrs. Brown, I need you to place the gun 

in this bag.” 

She placedthe revolver in the plastic bag. “What going to happen to my 

son now?” 

Linda sets her sight on her.“Mrs. Brown, let me be honest with you. He 

facing numerous charges such as speeding, reckless driving, not to 

mention bringing a firearm on the school premise with criminal intent,  

threatening to kill a student, holding her hostage. The judge is not going 

to slap him on the wrist. You need to get him a good lawyer.” 
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 E L E V EN 

Lakewood High 

                                                                             Stadium                            

 

It had been slightly over a month since the tragic, brutal killings of three 

Lakewood teachers. The city was on high alert, but it did not stop the 

attendance of 10,000 plus fans cheering for their favorite high school 

football team, the Lakewood blue knights, on a cool October Friday 

night. A large group of people were standing. Among the fans was Linda 

Russo, who had a gut feeling that the nightstaker was near, watching, 

and waiting to strike soon.Her phone rang and she glanced at the 

display; it’s her partner Jackie. 

“What’s up?” 

“Just checking in to see how the game is going.” 

“We are only behind by one point at this minute. So did you miss me 

from the office today?” 

“Yes, Linda, it’s not the same without you I know you are  

enjoying your day off. It’s been a while since you had one.” 

“Yeah, that is right, but when I leave here I’ll be doing road patrol for a 

few hours. First I’ll go home, and then I’ll hit the road for about two 

hours after midnightsince the department is undermanned. We 

havefour units on road patrol tonight; Cindy Berry, Jonathan Townsend, 
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Guy Barry, and Roger Davis.They are uniformed officers looking for 

speeders and DUI’s.”  

“Well Linda, I did several rounds before I got home, and there was 

nothing unusual or suspicion.” 

“Jackie it’s not going to happen until after midnight, if the Nightstaker 

decides to strike, which I believe he will.It’s been over 30 days. The city 

is so large, we can only cover so much at a given time.He could be 

anywhere.” 

“Linda, if you are right, then we can forget about having a nice quite 

weekend.” 

“Tell me about it.” 

“Well, enjoy the game, I will see you Monday if nothing happens, I 

hope.” 

“Okay Jackie; if I don’t see you, have a good weekend.” 

 

There was barely standing room. The blue knights washosting one of 

the toughest teams in the conference, the Glendale Spartans.The 

absence of one of their star players, Adolph Williams, was felt. He was 

suspended indefinitely from the school, and remained in juvenile 

detention. On the other hand, Danny Connors, the son of Mary  

Connors, was still the dominance defensive player;A rampaging 

powerhouse bursting through the offensive line on every down, 

uttering a growling sound like the incredible hulk, sacking the 

quarterback, keeping his team close. 

One of the offensive players pushed Danny Connors, who has a very 

short fuse; Danny slammedhim with his elbow. Another player stepped 

to help his teammate, and he is slammed to the ground by Danny.  
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Pandemonium started on the football field as both teams went at each 

other.  The audiences was excited as some was recording the fight. 

Matt Hillman, who was standing and cheering accidently backed into 

his teacher Mary Connors, who was standing behind him. He turned 

around. 

“Oh, I am sorry Mrs. Connors.” 

She smiled. “That okay, I can see that you are a having a lot of fun.” 

Connie Connors, who was standing next to her mother, scowled at him. 

“Asshole!!” she whispered. 

Order was finally restored after several minutes. Danny Connors was 

warned by Coach Ted Ward, who grabbed Dannyby his huge arm. 

The coach looked him in the face while Danny looked down at the turf. 

“Listen Danny, I don’t care who started the fight, you are going to have 

to control that temper of yours. Now I need you out on the field, not 

sitting on the bench because you cannot controlled your anger!!” 

     “Sorry coach. It will not happen again,” 

He was allowed back into the game, and scored the winning defensive 

touchdown after causing theSpartans tailback to fumble the ball in the 

fourth quarter. He scooped up the ball and sprinted 40 yards to score 

with 10 seconds left in the game. The Lakewood Blue Knights, 

defending state champions,were undefeated at 6 and 0. 

Leaving the stadium,Mary Connors moved through the crowd in the 

parking lot,and saw two ofher favorite students, Tara and Brandon, 

about to get in their vehicle. 

“Well, hello there!!” 

Tara and Brandon greeted her. 

Mary Connors stopped, while her daughter walked on without uttering 

a word. 
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“Brandon, I see you not working at McDonald’s tonight.” 

“No, I asked to be off tonight two weeksago to be with my special 

lady.” 

He glanced at Tara as he embraced her while standing by theirvehicle.  

“Tara, where is your bumble bee Camaro?” 

“Mara has it; she had a date, so I took dads old Ford Explorer. 

“I like the color black with tinted glass all around.  

“Yeah, I am going to drive it probably every time I go out, and just drive 

the Camaro to school and to the basketball games. 

“So Tara,does basketball practice starts soon?” 

“This coming week, Mrs. Connors.” 

“Well I can’t wait until your first game, and I’ll be pulling for you all the 

way again to win this year’s championship title.You all was so close last 

year.” 

“Well Mrs. Connors, close is not going to begood enough this year. I will 

make sure that we will win the title because this is our last year at 

Lakewood. We’ll be making some changes in our roster, and I will also 

make sure that happens.” 

“Well, I will be pulling for you all this year, and I willbe glad when the 

games start. So, you got big plans tonight?” 

“None. We will maybe go out to eat somewhere, and then I will drive 

Brandon home. It will probably be around midnight.” 

“Well, it nice to you see all, and I willsee you bothon Monday!!” 

“Okay Mrs. Connors bye!!” 

A smile illuminated Mrs. Connors face as she strode off. 

As Tara and Brandon entered the Ford Explore, Brandon caught sight of 

a police scanner inside the SUV. 

“I see that you a have a police scanner.” 
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“Yeah, my dad brought it after he purchased the SUV. When we go on 

trips in the summer, he likes to monitor police calls” 

Brandon turned his gaze to Tara. 

“I take that you still haven’t forgiven Carla Thomson for missing that 

easy layup just before the final 3 seconds of the championship game.” 

Tara met his gaze. “Brandon, she went into a total slump during the 

second half of the game. She was the only one in a slump, and we really 

needed her to be her best. You were there; now tell me how well she 

did in the second half.” 

“To be honest, Tara it wasterrible.” 

“I will not allow her to play this year. Besides, she is a junior and she 

can play next year.   This year, she can just sit on the bench and 

observe.” 

“What if the coach wants her in there?” 

“You mean Coach Jennings? She is only temporary; beside she is 

already in hot water with me soshe will do what we say or else.” 

Tara glanced through the tinted windshield at bumper to bumper traffic 

exiting the parking lot. “I hate this kind of traffic.” 

Brandon glanced at his watch. “Then let’s stay here until it’s clears out; 

it’s only a little after 10 pm.” 

“That an excellent idea.” 

 Tara moved closer to Brandon, planting a kiss on the side of his lips. He 

returned it mouth to mouth. 
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T W E L V E 

 

 

Half past midnight, a black SUV with dark tinted glass rolled through the 

wealthy, largeneighborhood of Bonaire. The driver has been observing 

aparticularly large house all week, late at night. The driver noticed the 

garage door was ajar, and this time only one car was parked inside. 

A student of Lakewood High, Matt Hillman, resided in the mansion with 

his parents. 

“Look Jane, My Dad and Mom will not be back until Sunday night, so 

why don’t you come over. We can have the entire house to ourselves. I 

don’t want to go to my beach house; it’s just too far.” 

“Matt, I would love to be with you, but my parents are not going to let 

me out this time of night. Now if I was already out, I could easily come 

up with an excuse.” 

“Well can’t you come up with one of your brilliant-‘ 

His phone beeped.  

“Hold on Jane, I getting another call.” 

He pressed the talk button twice. 

“Hello.” 

The only sound he heard was click. He glanced at the ID caller, the 

number was anonymous. 

 

Ron Sullivan, a student, and acquaintance of Linda’s daughter,sat in his 

SUV parked on Fisher Rd. with his cell phone in his hand. It jingled. He 

glimpsedat the display; his motherwas calling. He ignored the call,and 
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placed the phone on the seat next to a revolver. He drove off and made 

a turn into the Bonaire subdivision. 

 

A few minutes later, Matt Hillman was still trying to convince his 

girlfriend to spend the night with him. 

“You can probably tell your parents that one of your girlfriends 

calledyou.She is about to commit suicide if you don’t come over 

because of a break up with her boyfriend.” 

“Matt you know I don’t like to lie like that, and beside they will 

probably tell me to call 911, especially my father.” 

“Jane you know a lot of girls at your school would not put- 

Matt is diverted by a loud crashing sound from the kitchen 

downstairs. He rose up from the bed.  

“I just heard a loud noise from the kitchen.” 

The crashing sound is heard again.  

“Jane, I going to walk downstairs and check it out.” 

“Matt, be careful; you know that serial killer is still on the loose.” 

He walked slowly down the hall to the spiral staircase. 

“I don’t think we have anything to worry about in this neighborhood. 

Besides, it was teachers he killed, and it’s probably some psychotic fool 

who has a vendetta against the teachers at Lakewood.” 

He creeped down the spiral staircase,and slowly moved down another 

hallway toward thekitchen. 

“Matt, what’s going on? Talk to me.” 

“I’m here, Jane. I am about to enter the kitchen. I am now entering the 

kitchen. I see a broken plate on the floor, Jane.” 

Matt crouched down to pick up the pieces of the plate when someone 

moved from the around the corner of the kitchen stood in front of him. 



143 
 

He was startled as he quickly glanced up. 

“OH SH*t!!” 

“Matt what wrong!!” Her voice heighten. 

He quickly jumped up from him crouching position,and backed up. 

“Jane, he’s here in my kitchen!!” 

“Who’s in your kitchen Matt?” she quickly moved from her bed asshe 

stood up. She heardonegunshot, and then another. 

Jane became frantic as fear struck her body.  

“MATT!! MATT!! OH MY GOD!!” 

The mysterious hooded, menacing figure with a 44 magnum stood over 

Matt watching him winced on the floor.The psycho killer was enjoying 

watching Matt squirm in pain,clenching both of his bloody knees. As His 

cell phone lay on the floor, the hood mask figure heard a hysterical 

voice.  “Matt, oh please answer me!!” 

“Matt,are you alright?” She heard another gunshot, and she dropped 

her phone. 

Her parents was awaken by Jane’s cry. They quickly moved from their 

bed and rushed to her room. 

Jane mother’s knock. “Jane,what’s wrong!!” 

Her father knocked. “Jane, open the door!!” 

She quickly picked up her phone from the floor,and rushed to the door 

to open it. 

“Jane, we heard you screaming;what’s wrong?” They rush in her room. 

“Mom,Dad, something has happened to Matt. I was talking to him, and 

he heard noises in his kitchen. He went to check it out, and then I heard 

three gunshots!! I’m calling the police.” 
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A neighbor justaround the corner from Matt Hillman house peeks out 

the window after hearing distancegunshots, which was unusual in the 

Bonaire Subdivision. He took notice of a black SUV parked on the side 

of the curb two houses down. Suddenly, the mysterious hooded figure 

sprinted from between the houses, and quickly opened the passenger 

door and hops in. The vehicle quickly moved down the  

street. 

The neighbor removed his cell phone from his pocket and called the 

police. 

“9 1 1 what is your emergency?” 

“This is Sam Taylor on Airedale road. I just heard shots fired from 

around the corner, sounds like they were coming from Beverly Rd.I 

sawa person dressed in black with a hood over his headrun from that 

area;he fled in a black SUV just a minute ago. I could not see the license 

plate.” 

“Okay Mr. Taylor, we already have units on the way.” 

 

Minutes later, a speeding black SUV moved down Fisher Road, and just 

ahead on the opposite side, a patrol car with blue lights was 

proceeding.The officer in the patrol car caught sight of the speeding 

black SUV. She made a quick u turn, and began pursuing the vehicle. 

“Dispatch, this isunit 17; I am in pursuit of the suspect in a black SUV 

heading north on Fisher Rd at excessively high speed.” 

Linda Russo, who is patrolling close to the area offered assistance. She 

quickly moved down expressway 78, about a mile from Fisher Rd, which 

intersects with expressway 78. 

The driver in the black SUV was listening to the police calls on his police 

scanner, and finally decided to slow down;he stopped at the curb. 
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Linda Russo made a quick right turn at a traffic light onto Fisher Rd. 

“Unit 17, this isDetective Russo; what is yourstatus?” 

“The driver finally pulled over a second ago, just past the intersection of 

Parkway Dr. and Fisher Rd. Where are you?” 

“I am about 2 miles from you, I should be there in a couples of minutes. 

Run his license plates, but stay in your car until I get there. The vehicle 

may come up stolen if he’s the Nightstaker.” 

“Dispatch, is this officer Berry, unit 17. I need to run a license plate 

number.” 

Linda police cruiser moved quickly up Fisher Rd, and in just  

minutes saw a patrol car’s blue lights behind a black SUV. 

Linda stopped her cruiser just a few feet in front of the SUV. She 

removed her weapon from her holster and opened the door, shielding 

herself behind it.  She aimed her weapon at the vehicle. The other 

officer did likewise. 

 Linda issued instructions to the driver. 

“You in the vehicle; turn off your engine, step out of your vehicle 

slowly, and drop to your knees with your hands in the air. Do it now!!” 

The door slowly opened, and the driver did as he was instructed. 

Both Linda, and officer Berry approached the driver cautiously from 

both sides with their weapons aimed at him. His attire was black with a 

black hood over his head. 

“Place both of your hands behind your head,” instructed Linda. 

He followed Lindacommand. Office Berry removed handcuffs from her 

belt and placed them on the suspect.  

Linda wrenched back the hood from his head. 

“Ron Sullivan!!” Her emotion was strong. 

“You know him?” 
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“Yes! He’s a student at Lakewood High;he’s also an acquaintance of my 
daughter!!” 
Officer Berry glanced into the vehicle. 
“There is a revolver on the seat, binoculars, camera, and he has a police 
scanner.” 
Linda glanced into the vehicle. She remove a handkerchief from her 
pocket andpicked up the revolver. 
“Ron, why do you have a 357 magnum in your car?” 
Still on his knees with his hands cuffed behind him, and he kept his eyes 
straight ahead. 
“It’s not loaded.” 
Linda open the chamber using part of the handkerchief, and the 
chamber was empty. She closed the chamber, handed it over to officer 
Berry,and stepped in from of him. 
Linda crouched over slightly. 
“Ron,you are in trouble. Illegal possession of a firearm by a minor, 
whether it’s loaded or not, can get you up to one year in jail. That is not 
a good thing for a student who’s about to graduate. 
 Now, I am going to ask you again; why is there a firearm in your 
possession?” 
He sighed, and looked up at Linda. 
 
“I was trying to get a good story for my journalism class, so I decided to 
look for the Nightstaker, and capture him. I was going take his picture 
after I unmasked him, and hold him for the police. Can you imagine a 
student from Lakewood High capturing the Nightstaker?” 
“Do you have any idea how dangerous it is what you were trying to do 
Ron? This person is a monster, psycho, and a relentless killer. Obviously 
you have no sense of danger. I will tell you what I can imagine; no, what 
would really happen to you. If you had found this killer, you would not 
have a chance. I have seen many wanna be heroes in my career end up 
on slabs. He’s already killed another one tonight, and you would have 
been number five.” 
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“Detective Russo, I believe I could have taken him one way or the 
other.” 
Linda grabbed Ron By the arm. 
“Stand up.” 
Ron, who is 6 feet 3 inches, stood towering over Linda. 
“It’s obvious I cannot talk any sense in that thick skull of yours.Maybe a 
weekend in jail might teach you a lesson, and I calling your mother. She 
can just wait until Monday to bail you out.” 
Officer Berry escorted Ron to her patrol car. Linda phone rang.  
She removed it from her pocket, glanced at the display, then pressed 
the receive call button. 
“Hey, what you got Jackie, as if I did not know.” 
“Number four gruesome murder. His name is Matt Hillman.” 
“That’s the millionaire Lance Hillman’s son.” 
“Well, apparently he was home alone, but he was talking to his 
girlfriend. She’s here now, so I need to question her. Where are you?” 
“Helping one of the units stop a black SUV that fled from that area after 
the shooting. Turns out it was a student with an empty 357 magnum in 
his possession looking for the Nightstaker, and big trouble.  
I should be there in less than five minutes.” 
 
Jackie walked down the hallway into the living room, where Jane and 
her parents were waiting. Jackie took notice of Jane, who was standing 
next to her parents. Her mouth and eyes conveyed deep sadness. 
“I ‘m Detective Jackie Williams, and you are?” 
“I’m Jane, this is my mother and father. She glanced at them. 
“The officer would not let us back there!! Is he dead!!” Her voice 
waspanic-stricken. 
Jackie nodded. “I’m afraid so!!” 
She began to weep. “Oh my god!!” She placed her hand over her 
mouthandshook her head. 
“Can you tell me anything about what you heard?” 
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“We were talking when he heard this noise downstairs in the kitchen, 
so he went to check it out, and he yells” he’s in my kitchen.” Then I 
heard one shot, and then another. So I called out to him, but he did not 
answer, and then was a third shot. That’s all I can tell you.” 
“About what time did you hear the first shot?” 
“About 12:45.” 
“Detective, do they have any leads on who this killer is,” inquired Jane’s 
father. 
“None at this moment, but I can assured you we will be working around 
the clock to find this maniac.” 
“Goodness, he’s already killed three teachers from the school my 
daughter attends, and now he’s killing students!! I would never have 
thought anything like this would happen in this neighborhood. We are 
getting really scared. We don’t live far from Bonaire,” stated Jane’s 
mother. 
“Jane, I do have one more question. Do you know if Matt have been 
threaten by somebody, maybe another student?” 
“Yes, come to think of it, I do remember when Matt had a Labor 
Dayweekend party. Tara, Mara, and Stephanie showed up at the party, 
and everyone was surprised. I saw her in Matt’s face, and Sammy who 
was recording the scene, heard Tara threaten Matt. she attacked 
another boy at the party just because he wanted to be friends with 
her.” 
“This kid Sammy; you said he was doing the recording do you know his 
address, and his last name?” 
Jane removed her cell phone from her pocket, and searched her phone 
log. 
“I have his phone number here; his name is Sammy Black, He lives on 
Wood drive in Westwood Subdivision.That a few blocks from us.” 
Jackie transcribed the name and phone number on his pocket size 
memo pad. 
“Do you know the whereabouts of Matt’s parents?” 
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“He said that they were out of town and would not return until Sunday 
night. They own quite a few corporations all over the country.” 
He removed a card from his pocket, and handed it to Jane. 
“If you come up with anything else, just give me a call.I’m sorry for your 
loss. And I want you all to be very caution.If you hear any noises in your 
house, the best thing to do is call the police and tell them. Don’t go 
checking it out; it’s better to be safe than sorry.” 
Linda entered the mansion and saw her partner, Jackie who  
always arrived at the scene before her. Several other officers and the 
forensic crew were also present.  Jackie glanced back at Linda. 
“Well, do we have anything that we can go on this time?” 
“Yes, I tell you on the way back to the kitchen. That’s where the 
body is.” 
Linda walked along with Jackie down the hallway as he set his gaze on 
her. 
“I received information from Matt’s girlfriend that Tara threatened him 
at his party, and then beats up another boy.” 
Linda met Jackie’s gaze. When was this?”  
“This was during Labor Day weekend.” 
“Stephanie went to that party, but she came home kind of early.” 
“Yes and Tara’s twin sister Mara was there also.” 
Jackie raised his hand, stopping just short of the kitchen door. 
“Now before you say anything about what happened at the party. It 
was recorded. I have the name and phone number of the student who 
recorded it. So we need to see him.” 
“Okay let’s just see him in the morning. Go ahead, call him and let him 
know we will be there,okay?” 
Jackie nodded. He removed his cell phone as Linda walked into the 
kitchen. The forensics team was examining the body lying in a  
prostrate position. Linda moved slowly toward the bloodstained body. 
“So, what do we have?” 
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He looked up at Linda. “Not a whole lot. Whoever is doing this is one 
sick son of bitch. Just look at this poor kid; he has a hole in the back of 
his head the size of your fist. Both of his knees are torn to bits.” 
“Time of death?” 
“Between 12:30 and 1 AM.” 
Linda gazedat pieces of a broken plate on the floor next to the bloody 
body. 
She crouched over the horrified body of Matt Hillman.  
She removed a pair of examining gloves from the box that was on the 
floor and put them on. She reached over the body and picked up his cell 
phone.  She stood as Jackie entered the kitchen.  
“Is that his cell phone?” 
“Yes.” 
“You might want to see if his parent’s cell numbersare in there. They 
are out of town.” 
Linda’s gloved finger swiped down the phone logs. 
“Hmm, I see he received an unknown call from someone shortly before 
1 AM.” 
“Could it have been from the killer?” 
Linda glanced at Jackie, if it is,he probably used a code to block his 
number, or it just could be a wrong number.” 
“Here, this must be his mother’s cell phone number.” 
Jackie removed his memo pad and a pen from his pocket and 
transcribed the name along with cell phone number. 
“I don’t see anything else here that’s important.” 
Linda handed over the cell phone to the forensic person. 
“Now what about the black SUV you stopped tonight. If it wasn’t  
him, do you think that there was another Black SUV in this area?” 
Linda turned to Jackie. 
“It’s possible.Someone called and reported  a black SUV speeding from 
this area shortly before 1 AM, and about 2 minutes later one of our 
units were pursuing a black SUV down Fisher Road, and Parkway Drive. 
That’s another five miles.  This house is about two to three miles or so 
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from Fisher Road, but his vehicle was probably parked somewhere 
else.” 
“Okay, so that means there was another black SUV in this area at the 
same time.” 
“That right Jackie; this is a big city withthousands of black SUV’s. It 
would help if we had at least the make.” 
One of the officers called to Jackie and Linda. 
“Channel 13 news is here they want to talk you all.” 
Linda glance at Jackie; somebody must have called them from the 
station. 
“Well Linda, I am not ready for a T.V. camera tonight.” 
“Okay,I’ll willgo talk to them while you call Matt Hillman parents.” 
 
A concerned mother called her daughter early Saturday morning, 
Mary Connors was awakened from her sleep. She glance at her caller 
ID 
She pushed the speaker button on the phone. 
“Good morning mother!!” Her voice wasjoyful. 
“Good morning Mary!!” Are you watching the news?” 
“No mother I was asleep, why what going on?” 
“Turn on your T.V.” 
Mary reached for the remote on her nightstand,and pushed the on 
button. 
 
“So far the police has no clues following the killing of the  
Millionaire son Matt Hillman, who was the fourth victimof 
theNightstaker, in his Bonaire home. The honor student at Lakewood 
high was alone and on the phone talking to his girlfriend, when he 
heard a loud noise downstairs in the kitchen. Apparently the l killer was 
already in the kitchen, and ambush him when he reach down on the 
floor to 
 Pick up a broken plate,according to Detective Linda Russo.” 
Mary muted the sound 
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“Oh my God, mother that’s one of my students.” 
“Mary, I am started really to get worriedabout you and the kids. I mean, 
what would happen if this killer got in your house?” 
“Mother, we are prepared; we have a plan if this happens. The minute 
we hear noises, we are calling 9-1-1. Our doors to our rooms   
stay locked, and we are ready to climb out of our windows,and go next 
door to our neighbors. If possible, we could hide in our secret room I 
have behind my bedroom.” 
“That’s right, you had an extra room build onto your house.” 
“But I don’t think we will have to do that.If he is in the house, it would 
be safer for us to jump out of our bedroom window.” 
“Mary, do you still jog at night?” 
“Yes mother I do, but don’t worry, I am prepared.” 
“Well, I have been praying every night for you and the kids that 
everything is all right.  I will come to see you on Sunday, like always.  
You already know I am just across the bridge, about 15 miles from you.” 
“Okay mother, I’ll tell the kids, and I will prepared your favorite dish for 
you as usual.” 
 
“I’m Detective Williams.” Jackie gestured toward Linda. “And this is 
Detective Russo. We called you last night.” 
“Come on in, he’s been preparing for you all. I’m Roger Black, his 
father.  He’s upstairs in his room.” 
Jackie and Linda followed Roger up the stairs. 
Roger glanced back at them. 
“He was quite excited to know that the police is interested in his 
recording. He’s taking radio and television arts at Lakewood; he wants 
to be a cameraman.” 
“Oh good for him.” Stated Jackie. 
“That’s quite an excited job,” commented Linda. 
Roger knocks at his son’s door. 
“Sammy, the detectives are here.” 
He quickly opened the door with a smile on his face. 
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“Come on in, I’ve been waiting for you all!!” 
 
In a rural east side of the city in Schultz hill, theGroup Allegiance for 
white pridecongregated in the backyard of Lori and Jamie 
Wilkerson house. 
The group was led by their favorite teacher Eddie Palmer. 
They conspired once again to carry out another evil deed at Lakewood 
High. 
He placed a black leather briefcase on the wooded picnic table. He 
glanced at Megan Stuartman. 
“Megan, this is your first meeting with us.” A slight smile appeared on 
his face. 
“Yes, and I had to lie to my mother that I was helping a friend with her 
homework. I don’t like to lie to my parents.” 
“Well Megan it’s all for a good cause; to save and purify white 
America.” 
“They don’t know that I join this group,even though their viewsare 
similar.They don’t care for violence groups like the KKK and other.” 
groups.” 
Penny, who was sitting across from Megan makes a commented 
“Megan, our group is nonviolent, what we are doing is nonviolent.” 
Jamie, who was sitting next to Megan,spewed out a derogatory 
comment.“Niggers are savage animals; all they do is have babies, and 
kill each other. They don’t belong in our schools or our country!!” 
“Yeah, they belong in Africa where they came from.” added Lori. 
Judy Palmer commented. “Like my father said, it’s for a good cause, and 
believe me, we will save white America.” 
        “Megan.”  She turned to Mr. Palmer. 
“If you don’t want your parents to know about our group, that’s good. 
It’s better that way, but if you ever need me to cover for you if they 
becomes suspicious,I will be glad to as your teacher, and that’s all they 
need to know.” 
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“Okay let’s get started. Penny, do you still have those narcotics stash in 
your van?” 
“Yes I do.” 
“Good.” 
He placed his hands on the black briefcase. 
“Now I have something here to go with them, and it will get these 
Negroes out of our school and in jail for a long time.” 
He opened the briefcase. 
“Wow, I would like to have one of those switchblades.” 
“Sorry Lori, these are needed for the mission; besides, don’t you all 
have one?” 
“Yeah, myself, Jamie, and Judy.”  
She glanced at Megan. 
“I don’t think Megan has one.” 
Megan glanced around the group momentarily, “I don’t need one. 
What would I need a switchblade for?” 
“For protection.Suppose some nigger attacks you and tries to rape you 
with all of thedisease they carry.And it could happen on the school 
grounds?” 
Megan turned her gaze to Jamie. “I thought we were not supposed to 
carry weapons on the school grounds.” 
“We hide them inside of our white boots.” 
“I don’t wear boots because I don’t like them.” 
 Jamie, sitting next to Megan, turned toward her. 
“Megan, don’t you remember what happen last month in the school 
parking lot?That nigger grabbed a white girl and held her hostage with 
a 357 magnum.” 
“Oh yeah, let me tell you all something that you may not know.” 
They turned their gaze to Megan. 
The principals’ daughter Tara, beats him up because he was whaling on 
her boyfriend.” 
Lori cuts in. “She should have killed the nigger!!” 
“Oh, but so is her boyfriend.” 
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Eddie Palmer cuts in. Megan, are you kidding?” 
 “No.This girl Simone is Tara’s friend, and she told a friend of mine, and 
I got it from her.” 
“Did she mention his name?” inquired Eddie. 
“Yeah, Brandon Johnson.” 
Eddie glanced at Penny. “We need to get rid of him as soon as 
possible.” 
“I would like to cut his penis off with my switchblade!!” Lori said 
fiercely. “I would have to trash the blade, because his blood would 
contaminate it.” 
Eddie glanced at Lori. “I would hate for you to waste a good 
switchblade; instead, let’s do this one quiet. First, I going to get my 
source to look up his information, such as what he looks like, the type 
of vehicle he drives, and his license plate number. Then I will email the 
information to you Penny.” 
He glanced at Penny as he reached in the briefcase;shegrabbed a 357 
magnum. He relinquished the revolver to her. 
“Add this with your narcotics.That will not only get that Negro 
suspended indefinitely, but some jail time at well. When I email the 
 info to you, call me before coming to class that morning, let me know 
that you are going to do the job. I will excuse you from class that 
morning.” 
Penny eyeballed the revolver. 
“Careful Penny;it’s loaded.” 
“Why are you using loaded guns? I mean, isn’t it safer if the gun is 
empty? “Asked Megan. 
Eddie Palmer glanced at Megan. ‘I understand your concern, but its 
better if the gun is loaded that way the police can charge him with 
endangering of lives of others. They are minors and cannot carry a 
firearm anywhere. This way, it gets them out of our school indefinitely.” 
He reached into the briefcase and removed a folder. “Penny, how long 
ittake you to pick a lock?” 
“I can pick any lock in about 10 seconds or less” 
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“That outstanding.” 
He opened the folder, and passed out several sheets of paper to the 
group. 
“I duplicated these from the original that I receive from my source. 
These are the ten Negro freshman we are starting with. This is their 
profile and all the information you need.” 
“So what are we supposed to do with these profiles?” inquired Megan.  
He turned to Megan. “On their profiles is the locker number. Each of us 
will be sending that info to the principals’ office when Penny does this 
job on Monday.” 
He turned to Penny. “Penny, I understand you and Jamie take computer 
classes, and you all are familiar with fake email addresses.” 
“Yes, I have a quite a few that I can use. It may be easy if Jamie and I 
send the info to the Principal.” 
 Penny glanced at Megan. “Not taking anything away, Megan I know 
you can do the job. I’ve been itching for a chance to use my fake email 
addresses.” 
“That’s fine with me Penny.” 
“Hmm. You and Jamiewere taking computer classes before you came to 
Lakewood, am I right?” 
“Yes, all the way back to Mississippi, since we were in middle school. 
Jamieand I go way back;we lived around the corner from each other. 
We also ran track and we were the fastest in the state until they started 
sending those nigger girls to our school. There were so many we had to 
leave the school, and finally our parents decided to leave Mississippi 
and come here to Georgia.” 
He nodded. “Penny I understand your frustration; when Lakewood High 
open in the year 2000, according to my source, the school was 99.99% 
white. With just one or two Asians.That’s a decade after I started as an 
English teacher. I’ve been here for two years, and now its 15%, 
including Mexicans and Asians. We will stop this school from coming 
inferior.” We have white brothers and sisters in every state, working to 
make our school white and superior, and we cannot be stopped.” 
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“Hey, I’m curious,how you make a fake email address?” inquired 
Megan. 
 “It’s not hard at all. The first thing you do is find a free email site. There 
are many to choose from, but some good ones include Hotmail, MSN, 
Gmail and Yahoo. Now what you do is click on the “New User” or 
“Create New Account link, usually found underneath the login area on 
the website. Follow the on screen instructions to set up your account. 
When it ask for your first and last name, put in a fake name. You can 
also put in a fake name into the field marked “display name.” That’s all 
to it.” 
  “Yeah Megan, it’s pretty easy. I used one to send that message to 
Principal Koon last month,”added Eddie Palmer. 
He closed the briefcase, and slid it down to penny. “Make sure you 
place a firearm and a switchblade in each locker. You might want to use 
the top shelf of the locker. The firearms and switchblades are black 
market,they are not traceable.  
There are alot more where these came from.  So we will be getting 
more for future jobs. Once the principal starts finding firearms and 
narcotics in their lockers and cars, we will have more white brothers 
and sisters joining our group. We will be able to circulate our material 
throughout the school. 
 Now I want Jamie and Lori to be on the lookout while penny is doing 
the job, Okay?” 
Jamie and Lori both nodded their heads. “Penny,come see me a half 
hour early Monday in my classroom.Weneed to survey the fourth floor 
freshman lockers. The Negro lockers are in sequence. Our source did 
that to make it easy for us. Most likely some will be at their lockers, and 
we will be just passing by observing. 
“The job will have to be done at lunchtime Monday.  I will be there also, 
just in case students are loitering up there. I will tell them to leave. 
According to your speedy expertise, we still will not miss lunch.” 
“I would say it should take me at least 10-15 minutes.” 
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“That area is on the fourth floor, Mr. Palmer there will not be anybody 
there but us. They are either in the cafeteria, or the picnic grounds by 
the lakes behind the school, or some may leave the school grounds for 
lunch.” Stated Lori. 
“Mr. Palmer, what do you want me to do?” 
“Megan, I need you to write a story in your journalism class about 
African-Americans talking about inciting arace war on the school 
grounds.” 
“There is one problem, Mr. Palmer.” 
“Is it that teacher, Mrs. Fellows?” 
“Yes, she would not print the story I wrote. She wantedme to edit some 
parts of it. I was so pissed with her. She doesn’t care anything about 
white American.” 
“She’s is nigger lover!!” Lori fiercely said in a deep southern tone.  
Jamie and Judy replicated the racial slur. 
“Yeah,I understand how you feel Megan. I met her in the teachers’ 
lounge. I don’t like her either; in fact, I hate her guts!!  Principal Koon 
made an announcement over the PA system that they caught three 
students with drugs in their cars several weeks ago. Did you tell her 
that they were the African-American students you wrote about?” 
“I mentioned that to her, but she said it was just an isolated incident.”  
"Okay Megan, let’s take another approach. Tell her that some students 
approached youabout writing this story for the school paper. It is vital 
the school knows about these African- American student getting ready 
to incite a race war on the school grounds. Use Lori and Jamie’s name. 
Also send that message to Principal Koon; just use an anonymous name 
giving him a heads up. The story will be confirmed when Principal Koon 
makes an announcement Mondaythat the police pick up these Negros. 
Okay?” 
Megan nodded her head. 
Mr. Palmer glanced at Penny. 
“Penny, I will email my source tonight and let them know that I need 
some info Monday on this Negro so we can get him out of this school.” 
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Lori cuts in. “I would love to get rid of that nigger loving Tara.” 
“Yeah, and her nigger loving friends, “Added Jamie. 
“Well we’ve got bigger and better things to do right now. Okay, that’s 
it. Are there any more questions.” 
“Yeah Mr. Palmer, I have one.” 
Megan Glanced at the miniature farm houses and windmills affixed on 
the sidewalk on theside of the house. 
“I like those little houses and those windmills.Where did you get 
them?” 
“I‘lllet Lori and Jamie tell you about them. Okay, that’s it for now.” 
“Hey, I can tell Megan about the miniature farm if you don’t mind.” 
Lori gestured to Penny, “Okay.” 
Megan and Penny moved to the sidewalk. “Megan, Lori and Jamie’s 
mother had this miniature farm build on their property. See those 
windmills, two on each side of the sidewalk with the moving sails? They 
are actually wind vents.” 
“Wind vents? You mean like the kind that sits on a roof?” 
“Yes, wind turbine vents. Under each pyramid shape roof is a mini wind 
turbine. And they open on the roof toallow warm air to be pulled out as 
the mini turbine blades rotate. 
“Why would they need wind turbine vents on a sidewalk?” 
“Underneath the house is a secret hideout room; you can only get to it 
from the basement of the house,and that’s why there is four windmills 
for sufficient air.” 
“So who needs a secret hideout room? 
“We do. Just in case we need to hide from the police.” 
 
Linda and Jackie headed for their police cruiser after viewing a video 
recorded by one of the students at Matt Hillman’s party. Linda stopped 
just short of the patrol car,she reached for her cell phone. 
“Guess I’d better call to inform them that we are coming.” 
“We now have reason to be suspicious of Tara,” stated Jackie. 
Linda glanced at Jackie, “I’ll get back with you on that.” 
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“Hey Margaret, how are you?” 
Jackie, a former North Carolina tight end, began to scrutinize the 
neighborhood carefully. The 6 feet 5 in, 240 lbs. African-American was 
one of the most understanding players on his team. Andwas an 
outstanding prospect for professional football.  He declined 
theopportunity, and instead pursued a career in law enforcement. He 
had been on the force for 12 years, and his gut instinct, insight, or sixth 
sense has never been incorrect about a suspect. 
 
Tara’s mother stood at the end of the stairs summoning her daughter.” 
“Yes, mother!!” 
She galloped down the stairs barefoot in her shorts and t-shirt. 
“That was Linda on the phone.She is just a few blocks from us; they are 
coming to ask you some questions about Matt Hillman.” 
Tara folded her arms.  “Why?  Do they think I killed him? That Detective 
Williams believes every word that lying Coach Jennings told him. I 
better go get Mara to back me up.” 
“And I going to get your father, too. They should be here in a minute.” 
Tara turned and rushed up the stairs. 
 
“Okay Jackie, remember what Sammy said that about everybody 
watching these videos on YouTube, even some of the teachers.” 
Linda looked at Jackie. 
“So our killer no doubt is watching those videos, and using them to 
make it look like Tara is the killer. There is just too many coincidences 
unfolding, Linda. All the victims that she had altercations with have 
turned up dead.” 
Linda removed the video from her pocket,putting it on the seat next to 
Jackie. She turned the key in the ignition and drives off. 
“Jackie, you don’t think someone is trying to set Tara up?” 
“No, what I think is that Tara carried her threats out just like she said. 
She strikes me as the type who think she is so smart that she can get 
away with murder.” 
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Jackie shook his head. “I tell you Linda I have seen these kinds in my 
career, and even with overwhelming evidences, they still don’t admit 
guilt. She is the type of person that can look you in the eye, and lie.” 
“Jackie you and I have been partners for five years right?” 
“That right.” 
“And have you even knowna time that I was not right about a suspect 
innocence?” She glanced at Jackie. “No. And have you ever known a 
time that I was wrong about asuspect being guilty?” He glanced at 
Linda. “No, you were always right on the money Jackie.” 
Linda patrol car pulled up in front of Tara’s house. Jackiecaught sight of 
a black Ford Explorer with tinted glass parked in the driveway. He 
turned to Linda. 
“And I am not wrong this time; look what’s in the driveway. 
She glanced at the SUV parked in the driveway. 
“Yeah I see.” 
She switched off the ignition,then they both stepped out of the patrol 
car. 
    “There are hundreds and hundreds of black SUV’s in the city, Jackie.” 
“Yeah, but what are the odds on this one being in the Bonaire 
subdivision last night. I’ll bet you the odds are good.” 
Jackie and Linda walked up the sidewalk. Margaret opened the front 
door and greeted them.  
 
In the living room, Tara, Mara, their parents set on a largesofa across 
from Jackie and Linda. 
“Tara this is just a routine investigation. We are trying to gather the 
facts here,” stated Linda. 
“Now, I know you went to Matt Hillman’s Labor Day party, because 
Stephanie went with you all.  I’ll question Stephanie later. Did you have 
an altercation with Matt Hillman that night?” 
Tara sets her gaze on Linda. “I would not call it an altercation, Linda. 
We went to his party to warn him about getting boys in trouble just to 
join his stupid club.” 
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“So, what did you say to him?” 
“There was this kid Alexander who he told to walk in the hall in his 
underwear, and ask us to come to his party. The kid seemed harmless, 
and the kind of person Matt love to take advantages of, and would ask 
to do crazy stuff just to join his stupid club, which in the pass got boys 
in trouble. So we told him we would have him thrown out of school.” 
“So what you are saying is that you did not threaten Matt Hillman at 
all?” 
Tara glanced at Jackie. “I don’t recall threatening him.” 
Jackie narrowed his gaze on Tara. “Oh, are you sure?” 
“I don’t recall.” 
“I was standing next to Tara, and she did not threaten him, stated 
Mara. 
Jackie shook his head. 
“We have evidences said otherwise.” 
“What do you mean, evidences?” inquired Tara. 
“One of the students recorded you threatening Matt.” 
Jackie removed his memo pad from his pocket and opened it. 
 He read from it. “I will get physical with you if I have to. You will get 
what’s coming to you.” Do you understand?” 
He peekedup at Tara. 
“That’s a familiar phrase coming from you, huh?” 
Tara glared at Jackie. “Thatwas not a threat!!” 
“Tara, can you tell us where you were between 12:30 and 1 A.M.? 
Saturday morning,” inquired Linda. 
“I had just dropped my boyfriend, Brandon, off at his house, and then I 
drove home. I don’t remember the exact time.” 
“Where does your boyfriend live?” inquired Jackie. 
“He lives in the Lakewood Subdivision, about two blocks behind where 
Linda lives.” 
Jackie gestured with his head. “Did you drive that black SUV parked in 
your driveway?” 
“Yes I did. Why?” 
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“A neighbor in Bonaire reported someone in black attire fleeing in a 
black SUV shortly before 1 A.M. after shots were heard a block or two 
over. So Lakewood Subdivision is about maybe 10 minutes from 
Bonaire?” 
   Margaret gestured with her hand. “Detective Williams, where are you 
going with this. You think that Tara had something to do with Matt 
Hillman’s death?” 
Linda cuts in. 
“Margaret, we are just trying to gather the facts here. We have not 
come to a final conclusion.” 
“Could there have been another black SUV in that area at the same 
time Tara were in the area?” inquired John. 
“Yes it was; we stopped him, and it turned out it was a student from 
Lakewood high with an empty 357 magnum in his possession. 
He said he was out trying to find the Nightstaker to get a story for his 
school newspaper.” 
Tara and Mara glanced at each other. 
“Could that have been someone we know?” inquired Mara. 
Linda nodded. 
“Yes, it was Ron Sullivan, and he will be spending the weekend in jail.” 
“You all said somebody reported another black SUV in Bonaire did you 
get the licensee number?”inquire Tara. 
She staredat Jackie. 
“No, we did not,” replied Jackie. 
“What about make and model?” 
“No, we did not”. 
“So, now, that makes me a suspect because I was driving dad’s black 
SUV?” 
“Tara, there is a hell of lot of coincidences here with the last four 
victims. You had an altercation with them, then you threatened them 
and-“ 
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Tara cut Jackie off. “I did not have an altercation with Matt Hillman or 
threatened him as you say. We talked, and he listened.It was not a 
threat!! It was a promise,” Tara said sharply. 
Linda cuts in. 
“At this moment, we don’t have any way of knowing the vehicle’s make 
or model. John, yours is a Ford Explorer right?” 
“Yes that’s right. 2004.” 
“The vehicle Ron Sullivan was driving was a Black Chevrolet Suburban. 
The person who reported just saw a black SUV; it was dark, and it could 
have been any make or model. Coincidences do happen.” 
“Listen you all, when I came home last night Tara was already here.” 
“What time was that Mara?” inquired Linda. 
“A little after 1 A.M.” 
“Do you know the exact time?” inquired Jackie. 
“I would say around 1:15.” 
“Tara, what about the other boy you had a confrontation with at that 
party?” inquired Jackie. 
“You mean the jerk that grabbed me after I told him I was not 
interested in talking to him.” 
“Did you threaten him too?” 
Tara glared at Jackie again. She sighed. 
“I told him I would break his arm if he ever touched me again. If you 
want to call that a threat.” 
Jackie referred to his notes. 
“And the next time I will do more than break your arm.If you ever 
attempt to touch me again,it will be your last time.” 
He placed his gaze on Tara. “Call me crazy, but that sounds like a threat 
to me.” 
“What happens if he ends up dead; are you are going to accuse me of 
killing him too?” Anger was in her voice. 
“Detective Williams.” 
He shifted his gaze to Margaret. 
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“Tara may be aggressive, but she is not a murderer. Both Mara and Tara 
get their aggressive natures from me.” 
Margaret glanced at Linda, her long time college buddy. “Now Linda 
and I have known each other since back in college, and she knows I did 
not put up with disrespect from no boy.” 
Linda nodded in agreement. 
Margaret gestured with her hand. 
“Any boy who tried to place his hand where he shouldn’t would get his 
ass kicked. Even if he said something that was disrespectful, he would 
be sorry. Now both of my daughters are the same way. Tara is no 
murderer, but aggressive, and sometimes vindictive, which a lot of 
women are. I don’t blame her forthat.” 
“My daughter Stephanie is the same way; if any boy touches her in a 
way that she does not like, he will get the hell knocked out of him. In 
fact, all the six girls are like that, and frankly I don’t blame them.” 
“Even though Lakewood is the most highly rated academic high school 
in the south, the school has the most aggressive, and disrespectful kids 
in the entire south,” added John. 
Jackie glanced at Linda, then Margaret.” Well Mrs. Koon, I sure hope 
you are right.” 
“Do you all have any solid leads?” inquired John. 
“No we don’t,” replied Linda. 
“None at this moment, but we are working on it,” stated Jackie. 
Both Jackie and Linda rose from the sofa. “We are going to have to 
render a full report to Cpt. Stanton, and we will let you know if things 
change,” stated Linda. 
Jackie glanced at Tara. “We will be in touch.” 
Tara glared at Jackie a third time as he turned away. 
“Son of bitch!!” she whispered. 
While heading to their patrol car, Jackie took notice of the Black Ford 
Explore SUV. 
Tara,watching out of the window, caught sight of Jackie eyeing the SUV. 
Mara walked to the window and looked over Tara’s shoulder. 
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“They are still out there?” 
“Yeah, and that Detective Williams is really starting to piss me off!!” 
Mara patted Tara on the shoulder. “I wouldn’t worry about it if I were 
you. Let’s go and do our weight lifting cardio.” 
“Okay, I need to practice my martial art moves too,” said Tara 
Shejerked her cell phone from her pocket. 
   “Let me call Stephanie first.” 
Jackie turned to Linda. “I just believe that was the SUV in Bonaire last 
night. She probably had just arrived a little before, or maybe her sister 
is covering for her.” 
“Jackie look what’s coming up the street. 
A black sport SUV passes by. 
“See, there are many black SUVs in this city. Black seem to be the most 
popular color when it comes to SUVs.” 
Both Jackie and Linda entered the patrol car. Jackie was not 
 convinced as he turned to Linda. 
“Linda,how far would you say Bonaire is from Westwood?” 
“Less than five miles; or I would say no more than five miles.” 
She glanced at the odometer. “It about 4 miles from here.” 
Jackie opened up the lab top on the swivel mountand googledthe 
WestwoodSubdivision. “Okay check this out.” 
Linda looked at the screen. 
“So let say thatTara’s vehicle leaving Bonaire just before 1 PM, and 
heading this way she probably took Fisher Rd to Hightower Rd; and 
there is one traffic light after you take the exit to Westwood Dr. Here 
isWood Dr. and up a about one half mile or so is Hardwood Dr., which 
intersect with Wood Dr. Tara’s house is about a half of a mile away. 
Now Matt’s girlfriend said she heard the first shot around 12:45,which 
give Tara enough timetoarrive home before her sister.” 
Linda nodded her head slowly asshe looked at Jackie. 
“Yeah, and maybe she did arrive before her sister, but she probably 
took expressway 78 from Lakewood subdivision where her boyfriend 
lives. Now you want to hear my theory?” 
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He nodded. 
“Now whoever is responsible for these killings obviously knows that 
Tara had conflict with all of the victims.This person most likely watches 
YouTube. You remember what that kid Sammy said, that almost 
everybody at Lakewood watches these videos, even the teachers. They 
all talkabout them at school. There is a section on YouTube call 
Lakewood High, and every time a student records something at school, 
they title it Lakewood high Drama. Somebody watchedthatvideo with 
Tara in Matt Hillman’s face having conflicting words. The real killer is 
using the altercations from the last three teachers, and mostly like the 
conflicts that happened between Tara, and the teachers were talked 
about in the school.” 
“So Linda, do you have any idea who else could beresponsible for these 
killings?” 
“I don’t know, it could be another student or maybe a former 
student.But I believe the serial killer walks in that school every day just 
like Tim Bellman did.  He was a very respectable person because of his 
reputation for helping students achieve, but deep inside he was a 
monster. I hope our records bureau can dig up some info on the where 
a bouts of his brother Walter Bellman. Maybe he can be of some help, 
if they can find him. This case has generated little or no evidences at all, 
and frankly,it’s all circumstantial toward Tara; and that’s what the real 
killer wants.” 
“Linda, you heard Tara’smother talk about how aggressive her daughter 
was, and frankly when I first spoke with Tara at school, I got the 
impression that she was overly aggressive.” 
“Yeah Jackie, but that does not make her a killer.” 
“In your opinion right?” 
Linda nodded her head. “Yes, but it’s more than an opinion, I have 
known Tara and Mara ever since grade school, when John and 
Margaret moved here from New York.  All those girls have been 
knowing each other since elementary school, and they have each  
others back.” 
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“Linda, Tara has got you all fool, and eventually it’s going to come 
 to light. My gut feeling tells me that sooner or later Tara will be caught, 
and I hope it’s soon.” 
 
 
At 11:25 PM in the rural eastside of the city, a black SUV with tinted 
glass sits in a church parking lot. The driver has been observing a 
houseabout 700 feet away through a pair of night vision binoculars. The 
housewasoccupied by a former custodian at Lakewood high and his 
girlfriend. 
“Okay Charles, I fixing to leave.” 
He yelled from the backroom. “Hold on Jenny, let me walk you to the 
car.” 
She became inpatient as she stood by the door with her hand on the 
doorknob. 
“Charles, hurry up; you know I have to be to work at 12 midnight. I 
can’t afford to get another speeding ticket.” 
He rushed from the back room. “I’m coming, I’m coming. It’ll only take 
you 20 minutes to get to West Memorial Hospital if you take 
expressway 78.” 
“I did, and that where I got my ticket.”  
She opened the door and walked out, followed by Charles. She turned 
to him while walking toward her car. 
“I wish you didn’t stay so far out here in the country.” 
“Baby, you know I don’t like to live too close to people; beside, I  
like to blast my stereo and television at time. I could have brought a 
house farther up, but it’s just too many houses and apartments up 
there.” 
 She glanced around as she opened her car door. “Yeah, you don’t have 
any houses out here.” 
“Yes we do.  He gestured. “There is one over there, and a house a  
little farther down the street. A church over there.” 
She gestured.“Yeah, and you got all this woods next to your house.” 
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He placed his hands on her shoulders. “Honey, I thought you said you 
loved it out here.” 
She gazed him in the eyes.“I do; I guess I’m upset because I got that 
speeding ticket for 250 dollars.” 
“Look,I’ll help you pay the ticket, and then I going to wake you up 
 an hour early so you can get there in plenty of time. You know I start 
that new job Monday morning.” 
They kissed each other on the lips, unaware that they are being 
observed by the sinister Nightstaker from a distance. She entered her 
car. “I’ll call you. Remember, I told you that I might have to do a double 
shift if Regina is still sick. She went home with the flu last night.” 
“Okay bye’. He watched as she drove off,then turned and headed 
 back to the house. 
The Nightstaker observed him every step of the way as he entered 
 his front door. 
 
He gently closed the front door and paced back to his bedroom.Hesat 
inhis lounge chair, picked up the remote, and switched on the 
television. 
    Meanwhile, the Nightstaker sprinted across the street, and into the 
nearby woods. 
The darkness and large trees concealed the sinister Nightstaker figure. 
A vigorous force dashing through the woods packing some serious 
heat,a 44 magnum. 
Possessing the strength of physical constitution racing closer and closer 
to another target. 
 
Charles Wayman wasunaware he was about to become the 
Nightstaker’s next victim. He sat comfortably in his lounge chair 
listening to the news. 
“The police is still trying to scrape up clues on the city’s fourth serial 
killings. The latest is an honor student from Lakewood high, killed 
 in his Bonaire home while his parents were away on a business trip. 
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Neighbors in the Bonaire and other subdivisions are getting concerned 
about- 
Charles attention is abruptly diverted by a door slam in his kitchen.  
He called out his girlfriend’s name, because sometimes she entered 
through the backdoor. 
“Jenny, is that you? Did you forget something?” 
He got up from his lounge chair after hearing no answer. 
He moved over to his bed, reached under it,and yanked out a bat. 
He clenched the bat in his hand as he moved slowly to the bedroom 
door and peeked down the lighted hall toward the kitchen. He slowly 
moved down the hall to the kitchen. He stood at the entrance of the 
kitchen,thencaught sight of a shadow in the dark kitchen 15 feet 
 from him. 
He quickly turned on the wall light switch, revealing the mysterious 
hooded mask figure. 
His eyes widened as the Nightstaker stood a short distance away 
 with a 44 magnum aimed at him. 
He panicked as he raised the bat. “OH MY GOD!! NO!!” 
Two shot fired from the 44 magnum, striking Charles in both knees. 
The hooded mask killer watches patiently asCharles squirmed in intense 
pain, grasping his knees. 
 
A couple in a car cruising by heard the shots. “Bill, did you hear gun 
shots?” 
And then another shot is heard from inside the house. 
The car slows down but did not stop. They both glanced at the 
 house. 
“Beth, it probably somebody’s high definition Television. You know  
this modern technology; they manufacture stuff these days that sound 
So life like.” 
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T H I R T E E N 
                                                                               Monday morning 
                                                                                7:30 AM 
 
 
 
Penny Login entered her favorite teacher’s classroom. “Good morning 
Mr. Palmer!!” Her voice was cheerful. 
He raised his head from his Laptop. “Good morning Penny!!” His voice 
wasjoyful. 
He got up from his chair. “Ready to take a stroll upstairs?” 
“Yes sir, and I have all of the locker numbers memorized.” 
“Great!! You might have noticed that those 10 lockers are together. My 
source assigned them that way on purpose to make it easy for you. 
“Then it should take me less than a minute for each locker.” 
“Great; the quicker the better.You know Penny, this is a perfect plan. 
My source will email me 10 profiles every week until we get all of these 
Negroes out of here. I emailed my source the info on that Brandon 
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Johnson, so I should receive that info by this afternoon. Oh, did you 
wear some sort of disguise when you performed the last job?” 
“Yeah, I did.  A cap with my hair up, and dark sunglasses.  Do I need 
them on this job?” 
“No. Lori and I will bewatching on one side, and Jamie will monitor the 
hallway on the other side. Just take the school newspaper if you need 
to cover your face. We will just use the code word like “Okay.” 
“Oh, okay.” She smiled. 
He glanced at his watch. “We’d better getgoing.” 
They walked out the door and headed for the stairs. 
 
Tara and the gang were preparing for their weekly agenda in the 
lookout room. Tara sat at the desk while the others stood around the 
desk. 
“Okay guys, we have a few minutes before the first period begins. I 
received an email this morning from ourprincipal, and last week several 
students were missing their laptops from their lockers. And these 
students are band members, and for some reason a lot of band 
members’ laptops are getting stolen. 
 These last students left their laptops in the locker without locking 
them.” 
    “Well that makes it easy for the thieves,” stated Candy. 
“Yeah, tell me about it. My guess that this is happening in the afternoon 
after we all have left.” 
“Could it be the same ones that attacked the custodian after he saw 
them breaking in lockers back in August?” inquired Natalie. 
“Most likely. Blonde, with pony tails, fair complexion, height around 5 
feet six inches, and around 140 lbs. At that time they were wearing 
army fatigues. I remember what daddy said quite well about their 
descriptions.” 
“Yeah Tara, don’t forget he also said that were very dangerous. They 
beat up a 200 lb. man so bad he had to go to the hospital.” Added 
Stephanie. 
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“Also, there are a lot of girls who fit that description in this school,” 
stated Mara. 
“This is what we need to do guys. Natalie, Candy, and Sherry you guys 
have cheerleading practice, right?” 
“Yeah, in the auditorium after three,” reply Sherry. 
“And Mara, Stephanie, and I have basketball practice in the afternoon. 
So what we need to do is make a security check on the first and second 
floor. Now whoever’s practice is over first go ahead and check those 
floors. 
We are going to catch these bitches tarnishing the name of our school.” 
“Hopefully we can catch them in the act,” stated Stephanie. 
“What they need is a good ass kicking!!” 
Tara glanced at Candy. “You took the words right out of my mouth. I 
want to see just how tough those bitches are. First we kick their asses, 
and then send them to jail.” 
The gang all nodded in agreement. 
“Okay, and it’s time to do a surprise check at the West building. That an 
idea place for somebody to cut class.” 
“I will do that maybe today or tomorrow.” 
“That’s fine Stephanie.” 
“And what about this white supremacist group ‘The Allegiance for 
White Pride.’ I really think that they are ones who stashed drugs in 
those three African-American students’ cars.” 
 “I am inclined to agree with you Stephanie, but at this moment, there 
is really no proof of that.” 
“You know Tara, I have this insight, intuition like my mother; they are 
going to do this again.” 
“Then we will have to come up with a plan to catch them in action.” 
“Tara, is the description of these girls 6 feet tall with brown hair, and 
one of them wearing glasses?” inquired Sherry. 
“Two of them, and the other two were 5 feet 6 or 7 inches, and they 
have 9 inch switchblade knives. Which is what we have to watch out for 
when we find them. And I would love to go through this school 



174 
 

searching for trash like them, but there are over 4000 students in this 
school and over half are females; and a lot of them fit that 6 feet tall 
and brown hair description.” 
“The ideal of having a white supremacist group in this school is 
depressing, “stated Natalie. 
Candy makes a comment. “They are totally smearing the school’s 
name.” 
“And the sad thing is, these people manipulate other innocent people 
who may not be aware of their tactics. They are in our society 
everywhere, and every day they spreads their bigotry, hatred, and 
racism,” Stated Stephanie. 
“And if they don’t get their way thenthey resort to violence,” Added 
Mara. 
“Guys, we will get them sooner or later. We will not leave this school 
until this group is behind bars, and we will take them down by 
force.”Tara assured the group. 
“Now there is one female that may be affiliated with that hate group.” 
Tara entered the school website in the computer.  
“I gotaccess to her profile last month when Simone told us about her. 
She maybe fabricating stories about African-American being drug 
pushers on the school grounds. Okay, here we go. Her name is Megan 
Stuartman.” Tara turned the monitor around toward the gang. 
They all viewed the profile and photo. 
“Natalie, Sherry, and Candy, this is probably the first time you seen her 
picture and profile.” 
“So you think maybe sheis a member of that white supremacist group?” 
inquired Sherry. 
“Yes. Could any of you might have seen her somewhere on the school 
grounds before?” 
Natalie, Sherry, and Candyshook their heads. 
“I have not seen her, just yet,” stated Stephanie. 
“I think I have seen her in Ms. Harrison 4th period gym class Tara,” 
responded Mara. 
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“Okay, if she is in that class, Mara, we three may need to keep an eye 
on her, or maybe who she hangs with.But it may be hard to do,since 
they have gym class in the other gym next to ours. They have over 200 
girls, and they all can go through their locker room to the next gym 
without any of us seeing them. Simone takes a class with her, so I am 
going to ask Simone to keep aneye on her. She may be the key to 
finding this white supremacist group. At the same time, we don’t want 
her to know they we suspect her.” 
Tara lookedaround at everyone. “And guys, if you run into any problem 
at any time,call, and the rest of us will come to your aide no matter 
where we are or what we are doing. Okay?” 
They all nodded their heads. 
“All of your teachers got a message from our principal to release you in 
case of an emergency. Now,does anyone have anything to add?” 
“I guess we all heard about Matt Hillman? “Inquired Candy. 
Natalie commented, “That is so sad.” 
“Do they have any lead on these murders?” inquired Sherry. 
“They came to my house and questioned me.” 
“Yeah,that’s because Tara got in Matt’s face about some of the crazy 
things he makes people do.They get in trouble just to join his stupid 
group,” Stephanie commented. 
“You guys, if it wasn’t for that lying bitch Coach Jennings they would 
not be scrutinizing me. I’m really not in the mood to talk about this.” 
There was anger in Tara’s voice. She glanced at the wall clock. 
“We only got five minutes before first period starts; oh, before I 
forget,we are getting a new coach next month. Cathy Ross’s sister has 
resigned so the new coach will be taking her position.” 
“Why is she waiting to start in November?” inquired Stephanie. 
“She is coming in from California, where she was a coach at a high 
school, but she has already been here before, is my understanding from 
daddy.She just got married to someone here, and she is trying to get 
situate here as soon as possible. 
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Also there is a new receptionist coming in this morning. Daddy said it’s 
to take the load off Mrs. Campbell. I cannot stand that redneck bitch.” 
The gang all agree with Tara.  
“None of us have any use for her,” added Stephanie. “I notice when I 
pass by her in the office, she frowns, because I’m bi-racial mix, well you 
know what, screw her!!I hope that new receptionist is African- 
American; that would be a thorn in her side.” 
Tara glanced at a Stephanie, “Oh yeah, I would love to see that 
happen!!” 
Candy makes a comment. “She probably wouldresign.” 
“Maybe we can all wish for that to come true.” 
Sherry glanced at Natalie“There is always hope. 
Mara commented, “yeah and faith. Maybe it could happen.” 
A knock at the door is heard. 
Candy, who was the nearest,moved to the door and lookedthrough the 
mini blinds. 
“Anybody we know? “Inquired Tara. 
“No, I have never seen her before.” 
Candy glancedback at the group. 
“She’s about 5 feet six inches, dark, medium build, an African-American 
lady in her thirties. Hey, maybe she is that new receptionist.” 
“Candy smiled. 
“Well let’s find out; open it and see,” requests Tara. 
Candy opened the door. 
“Good morning!!” Her voice was exultant. 
Candy returned the greeting, and the others set their sights on the 
African-American woman. 
“My name is Evelyn Jason, and I was wondering if you could direct me 
to Principal Koon’s office. I amsupposed to start today as the new 
receptionist.” 
Tara quickly rose from her seat. “I’ll take you to his office Ms. Jason.” 
Her voice wasjubilant. 
“Okay, thank you very much,” she responded cheerfully.    
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“Okay guys, that all for now.” 
Tara moved to the door she glanced back at the group and a smile; 
 so did all of the other girls. 
“Hi, I’m Tara;follow me.” 
“Pleased to meet you, and thank you for your assistance,” she 
respondedjoyfully.  
Tara and Evelyn moved through the crowd heading to Principal Koon 
office. 
The gang began to rejoice. 
“Yes!!” shouted Stephanie as she clenched her fist. 
The rest of gang goes, OOH!!’ 
      “She is going to be so pissed!!” Stated Candy. 
Sherry laughed. “I would love to see the look on that redneck’s face!!” 
Natalie commented, “I hope shejust up and quits. 
 Marasmiled. “Stephanie, you guys, we got our wish!!” 
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F O U R T E E N 
 
 
At 8:35 AM Linda and Jackie arrived in their patrol car at the residence 
of Charles Wayman on Turpin Hill Rd. Several other units were already 
there. Linda switched off the ignition andshe glanced at Jackie. 
“Hey, I just thought of sometime.” 
         He glanced at Linda. “What?” 
“This is the first time in a while you,and I has arrivedat a scene of a 
homicide together.” 
“You are right, it has been a while, because I always arrive before you 
do.” 
 Jackie glimpsedat the porch; a uniformed officerspeaking to a young 
lady whowas totallydistraught and terrified. 
He looked back at Linda. 
“It looks like gruesome murder number five.” 
Linda sets her sights on Charles Wayman’s girlfriend. 
“From the looks of her, Jackie, she has seem something horrible.” 
 Jackie and Linda stepped out of the patrol car andmoved toward the 
porch. 
The officer turned and beckoned for Linda and Jackie. 
He turned back to Jenny. 
“The detectiveswant to question you, okay?” 
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She nodded her head as she stood in the corner of the porch with her 
arms clenched around her chest. 
The officer turned to Linda and Jackie. “Her name is Jenny Turner; she 
found her boyfriend lying on the kitchen floor in a puddle of blood. She 
ran out of the house and call 9-1-1. I told her you may have some 
questions for her.” 
“Okay, thanks Officer Perry.” 
Linda glanced over at Jenny. “Ms. Turner, we will be with you in a 
minute.” 
“Okay.” Her voice was faint. 
Linda and Jackie entered the house. They walked through the living 
room down the hall and toward the kitchen door. Just as they entered 
the kitchen,they caught sight of the bodyof Charles Wayman in a 
puddle of blood, lying face up. The forensic staffwere examining the 
body.” 
Linda and Jackie moved over to the body. Jackie crouched over the 
body, questioning the forensic person, while Linda stood. 
“What’s the time of death?” 
He glanced at Jackie. “He’s been dead at least 8 hours. 
Linda placed her hand over her mouth and shook her head,as she 
viewed brain matter and other tissue dispersed disperse over the floor. 
Their voices faded asthe horrifying remains of Charles Wayman began  
to trigger another journey back into her past,unlocking the door where 
deep sorrows and painful memories existed. 
Once again she saw her uncle being slaughtered by a hooded masked 
sinister psycho. The sound of her cell phone jingles interrupted her 
terrifying vision. She reached in her pocket and removed the cell 
phone. She glanced at the display. 
“Good morning Marie. She stepped away from the scene, moving 
outside of the kitchen door. 
“Good Morning Linda.” 
“I take it you have located Walter Bellman.” 
“Yes I have, Linda.” 
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Linda removedher memo pad and pen from her pocket. 
“That’s wonderful news. What do you have?” 
 
Jackie raised up from his crouching position, after having very little luck 
findingevidences. 
“Thanks for your help.” 
He glanced up at Jackie. “Wish I could have been more helpful, but it’s 
just not here. This psycho, he’s clean and smart.” 
“Or she’s clean and smart,” Jackie thought to himself as he turned away 
and headedfor the kitchen door. 
 
“Thanks Marie, you have been a great help.” 
Linda turned as Jackie wasmoving toward her. 
“What’s forensic saying about this one?” 
“Not a whole lot. His name is Charles Wayman. I gathered that info 
from the social security card that was lying on the floor. The wallet 
contains no drivers’ license or credit cards.” 
“I just got off the phone with Marie, fromthe records bureau. They 
located the whereabouts of Walter Bellman. He lives in Salt Lake City,he 
owns a fishing bait and tackle store. Since they are two hours behind 
us, I will try to reach him later.” 
“Do you think he could be any help?” 
“Jackie, Ihope we get this psycho soon. I just had another flashback.” 
Linda gestured toward the kitchen door. 
That horrible body in theretook me back to that night when I saw my 
uncle kill.Let’s go talk to his girlfriend.” 
   Jackie and Linda strode down the hallway and through the living 
room. 
Jackie glanced around at the living room. 
“Everything seems to be untouched. The killer did not trash this place.” 
Linda glanced at the living room 
“Maybe he was in a big hurry tonight. We know now this killer can 
strike anywhere. There is no safe place in this town.” 
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They stepped out on the porch and moved over to Jenny, who 
wasleaning against the banister,her arms still folded around her chest. 
“Ms. Turner.” 
 
 
She met Linda’s gazewith an expression of deep sorrow and dismay  
on her face. 
“I ‘m Detective Linda Russo.” 
She gestured toward her partner. 
“This is Detective Jackie Williams. You have our deepest condolences.” 
Jenny nodded her head. “Thank you.” 
“Can you tell us anything to help us out, like did he have any enemies?” 
She shookher head.“Not that I know of.” 
“Has he had any quarrels with anyone lately?” 
“No.Not that I can remember.” 
Ms. Turner, where did your boyfriend work?” inquired Jackie. 
“He was working at the Lakewood High School before he was fired 
because of the Principal’s daughter.” 
“Can you tell us what transpired?” 
“She told her father that Charles was sexually harassing her. Charles 
said it never happened. He said she then threatened him.” 
“Do you remember theprincipal’s daughters’ name?” inquired Linda. 
“I believe it was Tara, yes that’s it. Tara.” 
“Do you remember the nature of the threat that was issued to 
Charles?” 
“She said something like, ‘you will not get away with this, and you will 
get what’s coming to you.” 
Jackie glanced at Linda, and she caught his quick gaze. 
Jackie reached in his pocket a business card to her. 
“Ms. Turner, if you can think of anything else it would be a great help.” 
She nodded her head. 
Linda and Jackie turned away headed for their patrol car. 
Linda glanced at Jackie. “I saw that look on your face.” 
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“It just keeps on happening, Linda. She had a confrontation with a 
former employee, and now he’s dead.” 
“It was a complaint of sexually harassment,which is a serious charge, 
Jackie.” 
“So is a threat and murder.” 
Linda reached for the passenger door, asshelooked back at Jackie. 
“Let’s just check Charles Wayman’s Profile at Lakewood, and see what 
it says about him.”  
 
Tara and the gang walked to their favorite reserved tablet in the 
cafeteria to find Simone waiting for them. Simone glanced at her watch. 
“Where were you guys, its 11:50. I thought I was going have to finish 
my lunch alone.” 
“Simone, we work out on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday in the girl’s 
weight room for 30 minutes. We have the room all to ourselves.” 
Stated Tara. 
“Hey guys check this out; see my new earrings. You know I got my ears 
pierced several weeks ago.” 
Simone’s gold loop earrings dangled as she moved her head. 
“Nice,” complimented Sherry. 
Simone set her gaze on Tara as she ingested a bite of her hamburger. 
“Say Tara, when are you going to get your ears pierced?” 
Tara paused. When I’m thirty,” she smiles impishly. 
“Mine was pierced when I was 6 years old,” Stephanie spoke softly. 
“Yeah, Natalie, Sherry, and I went last year together,” declared Candy. 
“And I got mine done last year, but none of us are ready to wear 
earrings.” Stated Mara. 
“And like I said, Simone, I might wait until I am thirty.” 
“Hey you guys, you know my fathers’ funeral home has Matt Hillman. 
He let me take a peek at him, and let me tell you, all his brain-“ 
Tara quickly cuts Simone off.  
“Simone keep the gross details to yourself. We’re trying to eat here if 
you didn’t notice.” 
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Tara cell phone jingled. She removed it from her pocket,she glance at 
the display. 
“It daddy. Hey what’s up?” 
 
“Hey guys, I met a guy from Beechwood High last week.” Simone’s 
voice wasjubilant. 
“Where did you meet a guy from Beechwood?” inquired Stephanie. 
“Oh, at the mall. I go there almostevery day after school, and there he 
was. So we went to a late movie after we had dinner.” 
“Simone, you did this on a school night?” inquired Natalie. 
“Yeah, so what?” 
“Simone, I hope you realized that partying through the week on a 
school night can cause you to flunk out.” 
“I not worrying; that’s what I got you guys for. I help you, and you help 
me.” 
 
“Guys, I just got through talking to our principal, and we have another 
situation.” 
Stephanie set her gaze on Tara. “What kind of situation?” 
They all set their stare on Tara. 
“He received two email messages, no three. Tara gestured with her 
fingers. 
“One was a warning about a group of African- American boys getting 
ready to start a race war on the school grounds and- 
Stephanie cuts in. “Excuse my French, but that’s bullsh*t. I don’t 
believe that for one minute.” 
“Oh but it gets worse, listen to this guys. The other two messages said 
they saw about ten African-American boys on the second floor putting 
guns and switchblade knives in their lockers at 11:45. The boys did not 
see them because they was looking from around the hallway where the 
restrooms are.” 
“Okay Tara, why didn’t they just record this on their cell phone; I  
mean every kid in this school has a cell phone.” 
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“That a good point, Sherry.” 
“I’ll tell you why, because it’s never happened; it that damn white 
supremacist group. I amstarted to really get pissed.They are going to 
keep doing this until they get rid all of the African-American students!!” 
bellowed Stephanie. 
Simone agreed with Stephanie. “She’s is right Tara, that message 
probably came from Megan Stuartman. Her friend told me this morning 
that Megan  send a message to Principal Koon about African-American 
gangs on the school ground getting ready to start a race war.She had 
two witness that saw them putting guns in their lockers.” 
“Okay guys right now we will have to go to the second floor, and search 
their lockers. Daddy wants us to meet him up there after lunch.” 
“And if we find guns and knives in their lockers, than what?”  
“You know what we have do, Stephanie. We follow procedure, we call 
Linda, and they all go to jail?” 
Stephanie shook her head. 
“Stephanie, we will come up with a plan to stop this.” 
 
“I see I am not the only one who likes to work on their lunch hour.” 
Audrey raised her head up from her computer at Principal Koon, 
standing in the door entrance of the room leading back to his office. 
She smiled “just trying to keep my head above water, sir.” 
“Well, you are going to have some help.” 
He moved toward her desk. 
“You already met the new receptionist; she will be your back up. She is 
working with Margaret this week; she will be in the office next to you. 
So, next week, you can start training her.” 
“Oh, that will be great having some help sir.” 
But her conception was different. “Son of a bitch, I don’t need or wanta 
damn nigger working with me!!” 
The school bell rang, signaling the end of lunch period. 
“Okay, I am going to the fourth floor, but first I need to get a pretty 
good size box.” 
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He glanced around. 
“How about this one.” 
Audrey slid over to the copier in her chair. She reached under the side 
of the machine on the floor, she removed a mail box container. She 
relinquished it to Principal Koon.  
“This is perfect.” 
“May I ask what’s going in there?” 
He sighed. “I got an email just a few minutes ago about some freshmen 
hiding firearms in their lockers. 
“Oh my goodness!!” 
“The email also said that they were African-Americans planning to 
incite a race war, andthey are going to start killing white students.” 
“Oh my!!” 
“Yeah, it’s really scary, so Tara and her gang are going to meet me up 
there.” 
 “I’ll call Linda when I get up there.” 
He treadedout of the office. Audrey slid back to her desk in her chair. 
She waited several minutes, than arose from her chair and moved to 
the office door. She glimpsed through the blinds, looking for Principal 
Koon. She moved back to her chair, reached in her purse and removed 
her cell phone. 
Eddie Palmers’ cell phone jingled in his pocket. He removed it and 
glanced at the display. He rose from his desk and stepped just beyond 
his classroom door. 
“Hey what up?” 
“Did you get the info I emailed you on that Brandon Johnson?” 
“Yes I did, and I already emailed the info to Penny.” 
“Well, there is some good news, and bad news?” 
“The good news is that Principal Koon just left for the second floor;that 
means our plan has been achieved.” 
“Absolutely. Now what’s the bad news?” 
“A new receptionist came in this morning to work with me, and it’s a 
damn nigger.” 
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“Audrey that is a slap in the face. Look like we need to do 
something about that in the near future.” 
“Yeah, I want her gone a soon as possible.” 
 
Linda and Jackie entered the school headed for the stairs. 
“So, we’re supposed to be picking up about 10 kids who had firearms in 
their locker?” inquired Jackie. 
“That’s what John said. They found loaded 357 magnums and 
switchblades in all ten of the lockers.” 
“What is going on? I can’t remember us having any calls from this 
school in the past five years, since we’ve been partners. Now all of a 
sudden, we’re had three major calls in the last month.” 
 Linda glanced at Jackie as they entered the fourth floor. 
“This will not be the last one, either. You can bet your badge on it.” 
Linda and Jackie strode toward Principal Koon, Tara and her gang, and 
the ten students who was yelling and attempting to plead their case. 
“Okay boys, that’s enough. I’m sure each of you read the school 
handbooks that was issued to you. Let me remind you, possession of 
firearms, drugs, and other weapons means dismissal from the school 
indefinitely, and you go to jail.” 
They all yelled.No-o-o!! Somebody planted those guns in our 
 lockers. Most of our lockers wasn’t locked,” bellowed Donnell Evans. 
Stephanie made aneffort to calm them down. 
“Look guys, we believe you, and I promise we will find who is 
responsible for this.” 
Principal Koon, who was holding the mail container with firearms and 
switchblades, turned and laid eyes on Linda and Jackie. 
Linda smiled. “John, it looks like your school is keeping us busy.” 
“Well, somebody have to keep you all from being bored,” he chuckled. 
“Let me see what you got there.” 
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Linda gazed into the mail box container. “Wow, itlooks like they were 
planning to hurt somebody permanently.” 
He gestured to the 10 boys standing against the lockers. 
“Yeah, according to the email message I received today, those 
freshman were getting ready to start a race war on the school 
grounds.” 
Principal Koon relinquished the evidences to Jackie. 
Tara, Mara, and Stephanie moved toward Linda. 
“What up, daughter?” 
“We need to talk to you and Principal Koon.” 
“Okay. Jackie will need help to escort these boys to the front. Our unit 
is coming to pick them up.” 
“Natalie, Candy, and Sherry can help escort the boys out front.” 
“Don’t worry mother, they are not dangerous; we believe they are 
innocent.”  
Tara turned toward them. “Hey you guys, help Detective Williams 
escort the boys outside.” 
Jackie strode over to the group transporting the evidence. 
“Okay boys, follow me single file.” 
They all followed Jackie with Candy, Natalie, and Sherry behind them. 
Linda turned toward Tara, Mara, and Stephanie. 
“Okay, tell me why you think they are innocent.” 
“Mother, we have a white supremacist group in this school that is 
responsible for planting firearms, and drugs in African-Americans cars, 
and lockers.” 
“How can you be sure?” 
“Earlier this school year, Linda, one of the students found racist 
material in the trash cans, and some of these materials were placed on 
some of the African-Americans cars.” Stated Tara. 
“That right Linda; I had a stack of yellow papers with racist material 
given to me,” added Principal Koon. 
“They are calling themselves “Allegiance for White Pride,” Stated Mara. 
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“Also, there is a journalism student that has been fabricating stories 
about African-Americans,” stated Tara. 
“So if this is true, and I don’t doubt it, do you have a plan to catch this 
group in the act?” 
“Yes we do, but we don’t want to reveal it to anyone at this time,” 
stated Tara. 
“It not that we don’t trust you, Principal Koon, we do very much; it’s 
that Audrey we don’t trust. For all we know she could be involved.” 
“I understand Stephanie.” 
“So dad, please don’t mention anything to her about our conversation 
or about our plan to her.” 
“Do you really think Audrey is involved in this?” 
“Somebody giving out information about African-American student’s 
cars or they could be watching their cars as they come in the parking lot 
in the morning,” stated Mara. 
“John, who can access the information on a student’s profiles?” 
“Well Linda, I can, Audrey can, the students and Margaret, and Tara 
and her security team. The students can only access their own profile, 
and they canchange information on it. We urge each and every student 
to keep their profile updated or they will not get their grades.They 
cannot access other student’s profiles, just me, Margaret, and Audrey. 
We can send information to the teachers from the student’s profile, 
which we do all the time.” 
“Principal Koon, could it be possible that Audrey, who we know has a 
racist attitude, sending profile information to this white supremacist 
group? “Inquired Stephanie.  
“Well that quite possible, but she has never display any racist 
 attitude before me.” 
“None that you know of, right?” 
“That’s right Tara, none that I know of.” 
“And mother, here is another thing. Seven out of ten of the lockers 
were not even locked. I think if I had a firearm in my locker I would at 
least secure it with a good lock.” 
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Stephanie glanced at Tara and Mara. 
They both nodded their heads. 
“Okay guys, when is this plan is going to beimplemented?” 
“Tomorrow morning Linda. I will tell the rest of the gang, and 
Brandon,to meet me in the school parking lot around 7:15 am,” replied 
Tara. 
 
Tara, Mara, and Stephanie approaches Coach Jennings during 
basketball practice. 
“We need to talk to you.” 
She glanced at Tara. “What is it?” 
“We want you to bench Carla.” 
“Why?” 
Tara directed Coach Jennings attention to Carla on the court. 
“Did you notice how awful her practice shots are? She only hits 2 out of 
12.” 
“Yeah Coach Jennings, she is still in that slump from last year,” stated 
Mara. 
“This is not good; if we are going to win this year’s championship title, 
we cannot have this,” added Stephanie. 
Coach Jennings glanced at Carla’s poor performance during a layup 
shot. 
“Look, I see your concern, and it’s obvious she is in a deep slump, but 
why don’t you give her a little bit more time.” 
“No!! We want her benchednow!!” snapped Tara. 
Carla caught sight of Tara, Mara, and Stephanie standing around Coach 
Jennings. 
“Look, I am just the temporary Coach; why don’t you wait until the new 
Coach get here next month.” 
“Listen Coach Jennings, you have an obligation here to fulfill your duties 
as a Coach.” 
Tara gesturedtoward the court. “Now, we play two games maybe three 
before the next Coach arrives; and let me warn you, either you bench 
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her or we will not play in those games. Now need I remind you, if daddy 
don’t see his star-“ 
    Coach Jennings cut off Tara. “Okay, I see where you are going with 
this. I will bench her, and it going to be difficult to replace her.” 
“I suggest you play Racheal, or maybe you might want to replace her 
with another African-American player like Gina who is 6 feet five 
inches. I will leave that part up to you. Just get Carla off the court. She 
is a junior, she can play next year. Now we are through for this evening. 
We have a job we have to perform, and we don’t want to see Carla 
Thomson on the court again.” 
They are turned and strode away. Coach Jennings groaned. She placed 
her whistle in her mouth and blew it at the girls as she moved to the 
gym floor. 
“Okay everybody, that’s it for today. Carla I need to see you.” 
Carla approached Coach Jennings.  
“Carla, I noticed your shots were off today; now I know this is the first 
practice, but just to give you a heads up, I am going to have to bench 
you.” 
 Carla’s bottom lip dropped. “Coach Jennings, you know I’m going  
to get better. I mean, other girls have been in slumps on this team and 
weren’t bench.” 
“Carla, I don’t have any choice.” 
“Yes, you do. I saw Tara, Mara, and Stephanie talking to you.  
Just because I missed that final shot that could have won the 
Championship title. You don’t think I felt bad about that game. It was 
them who told you to bench me!!” 
Coach Jennings shookher head. “I had to make the final decision.” 
“How can you may a decision like that without giving me a chance 
here? This is not right, and you know it Coach Jennings. Give me a 
chance, or I will leave the team. I am not sitting on the bench.” 
“Look Carla,if that’s what you want to do, fine. When the new Coach 
come in, I will give her a recommendation about you.” 
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A frown creased Carla’s forehead. “Yeah, sure you will, “she said 
fiercely.”  
She turned away quickly and rushed off. 
 
That evening, Carla mother gazed out the kitchen window at her 
daughter practicing on the backyard hoop. 
Carla dripping the ball, she attempted a shot, and missed. 
She tried a jump shot that turned into a brick shot. 
She dribbled the ball to the hoop,went for a layup, and the ball rolled 
off the rim. 
Carla frownedandshook her head. She felt gloomy and desolate, 
dejected and abandoned by her teammates. 
Reading the frustration on her daughter’s face, she quickly rushed out 
the backdoor and into the backyard.“Carla.” 
She turned toward her mother as she approached. 
“Yes mother,” she responded faintly. 
“I was watching you out the window; your shots are way off. In fact 
your technique is off. What’s wrong? Is there a problem at school?” 
“I quit the team, mother.” She reached down to pick up the ball, and 
attempted another shot; the ball barely hit the rim. 
“You quit the team? Why Carla? You love to play basketball. You have 
been playing on the school team since grammar school.” 
Carla turned to her mother, gesturing with her thumb toward the hoop. 
“Then why I can’t even hit a simple shot. I am still in a slump. Were you 
ever in a slump when you played high school basketball,Mother?” 
“Yes, and the Coaches tookme aside,and showed me what I was doing 
wrong. They helped me out of it.” 
“Well, my Coach told me she was going to bench me after the first 
practice, and I know why. Tara, and her friends were still upset about 
me missing that final shot in the championship game just before the 
buzzer.” 
Carla’s mother gently placed her arm around her daughter’s neck. 
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“Look, they need to get over it. Nobody’s perfect. So what if you didn’t 
win. You have this year to do it. Carla, you have played some 
outstanding ball on that team. The Coach should at least given you 
 a chance.” 
“That’s what I told her, give me a chance, but she would not. She said 
she would recommend me to the new Coach when she arrives,but I am 
not going to holdmy breath.” 
“When is the new Coach supposed to arrive?” 
“Sometime in November.” 
“Okay then, that will give us a few weeks or so. I am going to help you   
gain back your confidence,and help you with your technique.” 
“Are you sure you will have time, Mother. I don’t want to bother you.” 
“I always will have time for you, Carla. You are my only child, and 
 that what mothers are for;to help their children when they are in a 
situation. Your father would have done same thingif he was alive. You 
are going to be back on that team, and you will be better than ever. I 
will see thatyou get through this.” 
Carla embraced her mother. 
“Thank, mother; I love you.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
F I F T H T E E N 
                                                                                          Lakewood High  
                                                                                           Parking lot  
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                                                                                          Tuesday 7:15 AM 
 
“Hey Tara,there is your boyfriend and Stephanie; they beat us here.” 
“Yeah, I told Brandon to be here quite early so he could park in the 
middle of row C.” 
Tara parked her bumblebee Camaro next to her boyfriend’s car. 
They both stepped out of the car. 
Stephanie greeted them “What up guys?” 
“Hey Stephanie.” 
“Hey honey.” Tara moved over to Brandon,she planted a kiss on hislips. 
“M-m-m,hey my favorite lady?” 
“Hey Stephanie and Brandon.” 
Brandon glanced at Mara. “Hey. What’s in the briefcase?” 
Mara glanced at the briefcase in her hands. “It’s a camcorder.” 
Tara glanced at Stephanie and Brandon. “So, are you guys ready to do 
this?” 
“Yes!!”  Came a quick response from Stephanie. 
“So what’s this plan of yours?” inquired Brandon. 
Tara turned and laid eyes on her others friends approaching in their car. 
She glanced at Brandon. “Here comes Candy, Natalie, and Sherry; let’s 
wait for them, I don’t want to be repetitious.” 
Stephanie turned and laid eyes on Audrey approaching the school 
building. 
Audrey caught Stephanie gaze, she scowled and turned her head. 
“Bitch,” whispered Stephanie.  
Tara overheard her. She glanced at Stephanie. 
“What wrong?” 
Stephanie made a face. “That redneck bitch Audrey. She looked over 
here at us and just frowned!!” 
Tara caught sight of Audrey entering the school door. 
“She can just go to hell, for all I care, “Tarafuriously said. 
“Hey guys, what up?”  
Tara turned toward Candy, Natalie, and Sherry. 
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“Candy, I was just waiting for you guys so I can go over the plan with 
everybody.” 
Natalie glanced at several cars entering the parking lot. “So why are we 
doing this in the parking lot,” she inquired. 
“Because this is where it’s going to go down. I believe if Brandon and I 
are seen together by this white supremacist group in the parking lot, 
that will piss them off enough for them to plant drugs or firearms in his 
car; and I believe they are either juniors or seniors, which make them 
old enough to drive a car to school.” 
“So, how do you plan on catching them,” inquired Sherry? 
Tara glanced at her twin sister andpointed to her briefcase. 
“Mara has here acamcorder with a zoom lens, so she will be on the 
second floor recording everything. So Brandon and I will be out here 
until 7:55 AM. Then Mara will be watching from the second floor.” 
“Yeah, I could do it from the fourth floor, but Tara and I decide the 
second floor would be better. I think I will go up now and start 
recording to see whether I can pick up any vicious stares, that’s going to 
be easywith the terrific zoom on this camcorder.” 
“Brandon and I are going to be standing close together on his car, 
talking. Now almost every student will see us, but a lot will not pay us 
any attention. Now do you remember that interracial couple who were 
attackedback in August on the school grounds?” 
They all nodded their heads. 
“They also had 9 inch switchblades and threaten to cut out the girl’s 
tongue,” added Stephanie.  
“Wait, are you expecting them to attack you and Brandon?”  
“No Sherry, but I would not put it pass them. They’ve already done it 
once.” 
“If they have any sense at all they would not. I think every person in this 
school has seen that YouTube video where Tara kickedAdolph’s butt. 
I’ve hearing that all over the school.” 
Tara glanced at Brandon. “You are right honey, I think they will most 
likely place drugs or firearms in your car.” 
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“How about attempt.” 
“Tell them about your alarm, Brandon.” 
“The minute someone tries to break intomy car, it will set off the alarm. 
It’s a sound that usually discourage thieves.” 
“What’s your distance in shutting off the alarm,” inquired Stephanie. 
“About 25 feet.” 
Tara glanced at Brandon. “So that means you will not be able to turn it 
off while you’ve in class.” 
“No, but when the alarm goes off, my key remote will beep to alert 
me.” 
The gang looked around at loads of cars entering the parking lot. 
“Okay guys, I’m going upstairs now.” 
Mara headed for the school building. 
Tara turned to Candy, Natalie, and Sherry. “You guys be on the lookout, 
just in case we need you.” 
“How long do you think it will take for them to bite the bait?”  
“Well Sherry, we will be doing this every morning until they decide to  
take the bait.” 
“Oh, I have a feeling it will take no longer than this morning.” 
Tara glanced at Stephanie. 
“You could be right, and when they do, Mara will have them on tape 
and she will phone us the minute it starts to go down.We may not 
beable to seethem from where we are, and we cannot risk them 
spotting us. The minute they try to open Brandon’s trunk the alarm will 
go off. Stephanie and I will be ready to apprehend them, and I hope 
they  
resist, because we are going to give them a good ass whipping whether 
they resist or not.” 
Sherry peepedat her watch, than she lookedat Natalie and Candy. 
“Come on guys, let’s go to the office.” 
“We’ll be close by waiting for your call”, stated Sherry 
“Yeah, we would love to kick some ass,” Candy smiled. 
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They all headed for the school entrance where several school buses 
were unloading students. 
Natalie glanced back. “See you all later.” 
“Hey, I going to hang with you guys a little longer.” 
“That’s fine Stephanie. Maybe you should just stay for good, and that 
way, they will see a lot more to dislike.” 
Tara and Brandon leaned against the trunk of his car, while Stephanie 
stood next to them. Tara placed her arm around Brandon’s 
shoulder,and he placed hisarm aroundher waist to create a more 
romantic scene. Stephanie watched asmore cars entering the parking 
lot including students, employees and teachers. Other studentswere 
walking down the road. They resided near the school. 
One vehicle in particular moved down the C row.  It was a white Dodge 
Ram; its driver was Eddie Palmer, and he noticed Tara’s and Brandon’s 
affection scene. 
Brandon glanced around at Stephanie’s car. “Hey, I like those rims on 
your Crown Victoria; are they 24’s?” 
She glanced at Brandon and Tara. 
“Yes they are?” 
“What year is the car?” 
“It’s a 2006. A gift from my father, after he brought another vehicle. I 
had the rims put on myself.” 
 The white Dodge Ram pulled into a parking space in row J. He switched 
off his ignition and removed his cell phone from his pocket. Eddie called 
Penny Login. 
Penny login pressed the on button on her Bluetooth headset “Hey!!” 
Her voice was radiant. 
“Hey I far are you?” 
“I am just about three miles from the school, Highland Rd. Why, what’s 
up?” 
“When you get in the parking lot,go down row C; that damn Negro and 
Tara are doing a love scene. 
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Penny swore. “I will put a stop to that this morning. When they find 
drugs and firearms in his car they will not be during that ever again.” 
 
“Hey Tara, look, it’s Brad Cooper.” 
He glanced at them and kept his distance;Herushed quickly by, talking 
on his cell phone. 
Tara staredat him. “Son of bitch!!” she whispered. 
Brandon smiled. “Yeah, everybody’s talking about that video, the way 
you were throwing down on Brad.” 
 
“Look Joanna, I know it’s the weekend; I promise my parents Iwould 
Be home by 1 am this Friday.” 
He bumped into his fourth period teacher. 
“Oh, Mrs. Connors, I ‘m sorry; I did not see you!!” 
She smiled. “That’s okay no need to apologize Brad.” 
“Where is your friend, John Jameson?” 
“Oh, we had a bet about who could get to school first, and I won. Now 
he has to buy football ticket for the playoff games for me. He already 
have tickets up to the 28th of November,so I know we are going all the 
way this year, Mrs. Connors.” 
“That’s the spirit Brad. I like that.” 
“Well Mrs. Connors, I’ve got to be going. “He waved as he moved on. 
“See you later, Mrs. Connors. 
“See you and John this afternoon, Brad.” 
She moved toward Tara, Brandon, and Stephanie. 
Stephanie smiled. “Hey guys, here come our favorite teacher.” 
A smile illuminated Mrs. Connors face. 
“Good morning, everybody!!” 
They returned the greeting with radiant in their voices. 
She stood next to Stephanie. “Well, how was your first basketball 
practices?” 
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Penny Login entered the parking lot in her white Chevrolet Van 
Camper. She makes a right turn down row C, drivingslowly, andcaught 
sight of Tara and Brandon embracing each other as they talk to Mrs. 
Connors.  
Penny scowled, and swore as she turned her head. Stephanie glanced 
at Penny as the van creeped by. 
Penny spotted three African-American girls stepping out of their vehicle 
just ahead. She scowled. “Niggers!!” she fiercely said. 
She removed a pad and pencil from her sun visor,and transcribed their 
license plate number. The girls caught Penny evil stare. 
“What the hell is her problem?” 
Penny threw the vulgar gesture with her middle finger as her van 
moved on. 
Two of the girls returned the vulgar gesture with their middle fingers 
and glared at her. “That white bitch don’t know who she’s messing 
with.” 
 
“Mrs. Connors what year is your Camaro?” inquired Tara.  
“It’s a 1969 convertible. It was my ex-husband’s car.” 
“It sharp, and the same color as mine!!” 
“Thank you. “It’s my favorite car. I like it better than my sport 
Mercedes. In fact, my daughter is now driving it, and Danny purchased 
a truck this past weekend. Well, I better get to my classroom. I’ll see 
you all second period.” 
Brandon smiled. “Have a good day Mrs. Connors. 
Tara waved. “See you later, Mrs. Connors. 
Stephanie smiled. “Have a great day.” 
Mrs. Connors slowly paced off. 
   Stephanie turned to Tara and Brandon. 
“You all know that she was marry to John Connors.” 
“Who?” Inquired Brandon. 
Tara glanced at Brandon. “John Connors. I had him in the tenth grade. 
He taught computer science. I hated him. He is a jerk and he’s a 
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pervert. I don’t see how someone as nice as Mrs. Connors ended up 
with a womanized like him.” 
Brandon took notice of the three girls striding down the parking lot. 
“Hey guys, here come the Brown triplets, Lilianna, Julianna, and 
Glorianna.They have their favorite shirts on. I want you to get a load on 
what’s they have on the back of them.” All three of them take first 
period American History with me.” 
Tara and Stephanie laid eyes on the African-American triplets in their 
black t-shirts, black jeans and black Nikes. They all waved at Brandon, 
Tara, and Stephanie. 
They returned the wave. 
Tara and Stephanie took notice to the imprints on the back of their 
shirts as the girls strode by.‘FBI I am Fabulous Black Intellectual.’ 
“Cool,” stated Stephanie. 
“I can tell they are proud of who they are,” stated Tara. 
Brandon glanced at Tara and Stephanie “Yeah, and they are the type 
that will not tolerate disrespect or nonsense. They are like you all.” 
“Good for them,” stated Stephanie. 
“Yeah, I don’t blame them. We need more like that, “added Tara. 
Brandon smile, “Yeah, and they are smart. They all have a 4.0 GPA. And 
there is this girl in our history class named Carolyn Walker. She has a 
bigmouth, always talking trash, and spreading rumors about people. 
She started talking about the triplets to her friend Melissa, and one of 
them overheard her.” 
Brandon laughed. “They had her after class out in the hall up against 
the wall.” 
Tara smiled.“That sounds a lot like something I did to that whore 
Priscilla a while ago.” 
“Brandon,is James Walker who played football last year her brother?” 
inquired Stephanie. 
“Yes he was a highly recruited from many colleges. He was an 
outstanding running back,the best Lakewood ever had. Rushed for over 
2500 yards in one year.” 
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“Yeah I remember him,” said Tara. 
Another girl strode by, she wavedspecifically at Brandon. 
They all set their eyes on the female doing her sexy walk. 
She glanced at them. 
“Getting a little fresh air before class?” she smiled. 
“Yes. Brandon glanced atTara and placed his arm around her neck. 
“With my favorite lady here.” 
Tara lookedat Brandon. 
“Who is that?” 
“That’s Senita James. She’s a junior, and last year she tried to get me to 
take her to the prom instead of you.” 
“Well, you know sophomores can’t go to the prom anyway.” 
Brandon glanced at Stephanie. 
“I know, but that wasn’t the reason. She was maybe trying to get 
between me and Tara. And I wasn’t about to have any of that.” 
Tara smiled. “Well Brandon, she is really cute.” 
“Yeah, she has a nice dark smooth orange complexion, black hair like 
mine, and she is well built.” 
Brandon glanced at Stephanie. “Yeah, she call herself ‘BMW.’ 
“What does that mean?” Inquired Tara. 
“Black, Mexican, White; that is her ethnicity.” 
 
Penny backed up her white van in the last row of the parking lot. Her 
friends Lori and Jamieparked in the next space.” 
Her emotion fill with rage and anger she quicklysnatched her ignition 
off. Lori and Jamie stood just outside their car waiting on Penny. 
She signaled to themindex finger to them to wait a minute. 
She removed her cell phone from the seat to call Eddie Palmer. 
“Hey, what up? Did you check out the scene?” 
“Yes I did and is itsdamn sickening. I will put a stop to that SH*T this 
morning!! I am going to put the entire contents with the briefcase in 
that damn nigger’s car.” 
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“Sounds good Penny, I can always get another briefcase. Also when you 
text me I am going to send it to Principal Koon, but I going to make it 
sound like that he was being watch; and he was dealing drugs on Friday 
and Monday, but no activity today because of his girlfriend was sitting 
on the car with him this morning.” 
“When is your next shipment coming?” 
“At the end of this week, with everything we need.” 
“I just saw three more nigger girls I need to take care of.” 
“No problem, Penny, there will be enough.” 
“Okay Mr. Palmer, I will send you a text when this job is done.” 
She pressed the end call button. 
Stricken with the symptoms of racism, bigotry, hatred, and prejudice, 
Penny Login prepared for her evil mission; she was firmly 
established and not likely to ever change. 
She sether long brunette hair up into a bun, exposing a tattoo of 
theconfederate flag on the back of neck. She placedanorange cap,which 
was laying on the passenger seat, over her head.Shereached for a pair 
of sunglasses from the sun visor, andplaces them onher fair complexion 
face.  
   Stepping out of her van, she greeted her friends. Jamie smiled. “It 
looks like you are getting ready to do another job.” 
Penny glanced at Jamie. “Yeah, it’s time to get rid of another nigger. I 
would like to get rid of that nigger loving Tara, as well!!” 
She opened the passenger door on the driver’s side, and took out a 
black briefcase. 
 
 Lori walked over by her van.  “In time Penny, we will get rid of that 
nigger loving Tara. When she finds out that her nigger boyfriend is a 
drug pusher, she will forget about him.” 
Penny closed the van door. “She is smeared for life. There isn’t a white 
brother that will touch her now. I ‘m going to walk to the west building 
with you all, and hang out there until the right time. I can’t wait to do 
this job.” 
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Lori turned to Jamie and Penny. “There is one in Mr. Palmer’s fourth 
period class I’d like to get rid of; in fact, she is the only nigger in there. 
She goes by the name of Carolyn Walker. Every time I see that nigger 
walk into Mr. Palmer’s class it just sickens me.”They all strode toward 
the west building. 
 
Tara’s cell phone rings. She removed it from her pocket,she glanced at 
the display. “What up Mara?” 
“Nothing; usually, I could not see any vicious stares. Most of the kids 
did not pay any attention to you and Brandon. Oh, there is Simone in 
her red van entering the parking lot.” 
Tara glanced at the time on the cell phone. “Mara its 7:52; she is usually 
here way before that time.” 
“Oh, let me tell you this, while you were on the phone talking to dad 
yesterday, she said she met a boy in the mall, and she’s been going 
there hanging out with him on school nights.” 
“Oh really. Now I know why her grades is slipping.” 
“Exactly, and she expects us to do her schoolwork.” 
   “Yeah.You know what Mara, She needs to put her classes first and the 
party time last. Look, it’s time for us to head inside. I hope we have 
attracted the attention of this white supremacist group, whoever they 
are.” 
“Okay, I will be in position ready and waiting.” 
 
Penny, Jamie, and Lori glared at Tara, Brandon, and Stephanie as they 
headed toward the school entrance. Penny and her friend entered the 
west building. 
The school bell sounded throughout the premises. 
“Okay honey, I will see you later.” Brandon and Tara kissed each other 
on the lips. 
He movedamong the crowd heading to his first period class. 



203 
 

Penny leaned against the wall,watching andwaiting as students entered 
the west building. The briefcase resting on the floor by her feet. She is 
was over anxious to do her evil deed as she glanced at her watch.  
At that exact same time, Mara who was inposition and in place on the 
second floor, glanced at the time on her cell phone. Tara and Stephanie 
positioned in their officeanticipating a call from Mara. 
Ten minutes past.After eight,Penny stared out the window; she has a 
partial view of Brandon’s green 1972 ford Galaxie. The coast is clear 
was her perception. She was ready to perform her evil mission, 
unaware that a trap is set and waiting for her to swallow the bait. 
Placing the briefcase flat on the floor at her feet, she decided to take 
one final look at its contents. Unlatching the briefcase, she openedit 
and laid eyes on its contents. Suddenly, she heard the sound of rapidly 
moving footsteps coming toward her from the right side. She quickly 
closed the briefcase and placed it under her arms. Two blonde girls, 
Katina and Janis,were hiding in the restroom; they moved past Penny as 
she stared out the window.  
“I guess we’re not the only ones cutting class.” Katina glanced at her 
sister, Janis. 
“Time to get this over with,” Penny thought to herself. 
She moved toward the door, stoppingto stare through the door glass 
for a minute. The coast is clear, she thought to herself. She shoved 
open the door and slowly headed for Brandon’s car. 
Mara take notice of Penny moving across the parking lot, 
andsheswitched on her camcorder. The camcorder zoomed in on 
Penny. 
She called Tara. 
“Yeah, what up?” 
“We have a female moving toward Brandon car. She is wearing an 
orange cap, dark glasses, white t-shirt, white jeans, and white snicker; 
she is approaching Brandon’s car now. Get ready.” 
Tara turned to Stephanie, who was at the computer behind her. 
“Let’s go!!” 
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They hurried out of the office and stood at a wall, carefully peeking out 
of the glass next to it.  
“Mara, we have a partialview of her at Brandon car through the trees 
on the sidewalk. Just say go the minute she opens the trunk.” 
Penny careful placed the briefcase on the ground. She removed her 
lock picking tools from her pocket.She careful inserted the tool into the 
lock, making sure she hit all of the pins. 
Suddenly the alarm emitted a loud sound that startled Penny. 
“SH*t!! SH*t!!”SH*T!! 
“Tara, go!!” 
Tara and Stephanie rushed out of the school entrance door. Penny laid 
eyes on them running toward her. She quickly reached for the 
briefcase; it popped open, spilling the narcotics and a magnum 357 on 
the ground. 
She swore furiously. 
She dashed off without it, sprinting as fast as she could. Stephanie and 
Tara cut in between cars to apprehend her, but Penny a former track 
star, was much too fast for them. She headedto the west building 
quicklywrenching open the door. She sprinted down the hallway with 
Stephanie not too far behind. She was close enough to notice the 
tattoo of theconfederate flag on the back of her neck. 
Tara stopped after she caught sight of the evidences on the ground by 
Brandon’s car. 
She removed her cell phone and made a call. 
“Dad, come quick to the parking lot, you need to see this.” 
 The chase was on as Stephanie continuedher pursuit. Penny 
gainedsome distance between them. 
She made another quick left, cutting down another hallway; so did 
Stephanie. 
Penny was like a jackrabbit being chase by a canine,a bloodcurdling, 
adrenaline-pumping, terrifying affair. Her notion I have to get away 
from this freaking mongrel. Her first impulse was to look back, but she 
knew it would slow her down and miss a very important escape path or 
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not seeing an upcoming obstacle. She kept her eyes ahead and mind 
focused on what’s ahead, not behind her. An exit was just up ahead. 
She thought ‘that’s my ticket out of here; I cannot and I will not get 
caught.’ 
She shoved open the door.A whistle from a train was heard from the 
railroad tracks across from the school. I can be home free if I can make 
it across the tracks before that train, she thought. Stephanie burst 
through the door as Penny sprinted out of the school yard and into 
street toward the railroad tracks. The train was approaching with high 
speed. Penny leaped across the track as the high speed freight train 
sounded its whistle no more than 15 feet from her. She barely makes 
its. 
    Stephanie stopped as the speeding train blew by, and Penny quickly 
disappear in the nearby woods. 
Breathing rapidly, she reached for her cell phoneand calledTara. 
“Hey, that bitch got away. She is fast. She must run track. I might have 
caught her if it weren’t for this train.” 
“That’s okay Stephanie;we’ve got the evidence we need to clear those 
students, and we got her on tape.Daddy just called Linda. We will have 
all the first period teachers send a list on the absentees today. We are 
going to find her.” 
 
And far in the woods Penny stopped leaned up against a tree to catch 
her breathe. She rested for a few minutes, and then removed her cell 
phone to make a call to Eddie Palmer. His phone vibrated in his 
pocket;he removed the phone and glanced at the screen. 
“Class,I‘ll be back in the minute, just finish the exercise on page 57.” 
    He stepped outside the classroom. “Hey, how did it go?” 
“It was a trap; that damn nigger had an alarm in his old ass car!!” 
Extreme anger were in her voice. 
 “They were waiting for me. I had to get away; that mongrel bitch 
started chasing me!!” 
“Where are you now?” 
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“I ‘m in the woods across from the school.” 
“Do you still have the briefcase?” 
“No!! The damn case popped open just as I started to pick it up. That 
damn nigger loving Tara and that mongrel bitch were coming after me. 
I could not risk getting caught so I had to leave it!! They set us up that’s 
why they were out there!!” 
“Okay Penny, I need to get you out of there, and you need to go to the 
library. Listen, I am going to write you a pass stating that you were in 
the library in the West building working on a project. Now, do you have 
any extra clothes in your locker? You need to change those clothes. 
They are too conspicuous” 
“I have a gym t-shirt, and shorts.My boots are in my van.” 
“What is your locker number?” 
“It’s 1110.” 
“Is it locked?” 
“Yes, with a combination lock. The code is 18-24-36.” 
“Okay. Do you know how to get to the Lakewood picnic grounds from 
where you are located?” 
“You mean the one with the lakes behind the school?” 
“Yes. It should not be any one over there at this hour. Go there and 
wait. I will think of an excuse that will get me out of here.” 
 
“Linda, it’s good to see you again, and so quick.” Principal Koon smiled. 
“I think I need to just move my bed into the school.” She returned the 
smile. 
She glanced at the narcotics and 357 magnum on the pavement. 
“We did not touch anything,” stated Tara. 
“Chancesare this person may not have any fingerprints on file, and may 
not have ever been fingerprint. These boxes and that firearm probably 
been handled by quite a few people.” 
Linda glanced a Brandon’s car that were emitting a loud sound. 
“I take it that this is the car they were trying to stash these goodies in?” 
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      “Yes, that’s my boyfriend’s car, and he’s on the way to turn it off; 
and here comes Mara.She has this perpetrator on videotape.” 
“Linda, the charges need to be dropped on those 13 students. I do 
believe that somebody is targeting African- American students.” 
Linda glanced at Principal Koon. 
“As soon as we get this evidences to the DA.” 
 Linda crouched down with a plastic glove on her hands; she placed all 
of the spilled drugs and firearm into the briefcase and closed it.” 
Mara removed the tape from the camcorder and relinquished it to 
Linda as she rose from her crouching position. 
“I uploaded a copy on our office computer.” 
“Great, maybe we can watch and tried to find out who she is.” 
Tara turned and laid eyes on Stephanie walking toward them. 
Linda turned to Principal Koon. “John, hopefully you and your team can 
find this person. Bringing narcotics and firearms on the school ground is 
a felony.” 
“It’s that white supremacist group,Mother; they’re trying to get rid of 
all of the African-Americans. They call themselves ‘Allegiance for White 
Pride’. She hasa racisttattoo, the confederate flag, on the back of her 
neck.” 
Linda turnedto Stephanie. “Some people here in the 
southwouldprobably disagree with you. They say the flag stands for 
their heritage.” 
“And they are right Mother; it’s a heritage of hate, slavery, and white 
supremacist.” 
“And earlier this school year, Linda, they attacked an interracial couple 
on the school grounds,” added Mara. 
“Yeah, we knew if they saw Brandon and me together this morning in 
the parking lot talking and mingling that would piss them off.” 
Linda glanced at Tara.“That means now this school has another serious 
problem beside the serial killer.” 
“We have one student who may be link to this group, Linda,” Added 
Tara. 
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     “Have you question her?” 
“No, we don’t want to approach her right now.” 
“We have another student watching her,” stated Mara. 
“Linda, at this moment I have a way of putting a stopto this white 
supremacist group plans.” 
“Care to share it with me John?” 
 His cell phone jingled in his pocket.He removed itand glanced at the 
screen. 
“It’s Audrey. Hold on a minute, Lind,let me answer this call.” 
    Tara laid eyes on her boyfriend approaching. She moved toward him. 
“I take it the plan worked, huh?” 
“Yes, it was perfect!!” She smiled. 
He returned the smile. “Alright, that’s my girl!!” 
Brandon pressed a button on his key remote to shut off the sound, and 
he closed the trunk. He turned to his girlfriend. 
“So who was the culprit?” 
“We don’t know, she got away, but we have her on tape. Can you come 
by our office at lunch, maybe, and view the tape. I will even buy you 
lunch in the cafeteria, if you like.” 
“Okay, that sounds like an offer I cannot refuse. Let me get back to 
class.” 
“See you!!” 
    He waved. 
Tara moved back toward the group. 
John placed his cell phone back into his pocket. “One of our teachers, 
Eddie Palmer’sburglary alarm went off at his house. So, he is going to 
leave for a few minutes.” 
 Just at that minute, Eddie Palmer strode out of the front door, walking 
by Brandon, his eyes straight ahead carrying a briefcase.He takes a left 
turn down the walkway.  
Eddie Palmer at 5 feet 11 inch withfair complexion, and a long thin 
face.Hisbrown hair touched the back of his white shirt collar. He had a 
rather discreet disposition about race when facing his students. He 
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shows prudence and circumspection, and hewas careful that none of 
his students discovered his real perception about other races.  
He glanced at Linda’s patrol car and the others in row C. 
Linda placed the briefcase in the patrol car. 
She turned to Principal Koon and the group. 
“Okay John, besides having a psycho killer killing off teachers and 
students, and now I know you all have heard a former employee.” 
“Yes Linda, Charles Wayman; that is sad.” He shookhis head. 
“Now you have a white supremacist group in your school that is 
plotting to get rid of Africa- Americans and other non-white students. 
These people are known terrorist; there is nothing too nasty for them 
to do.” 
“Well Linda, this is what I am going to do to stop their criminal 
behavior. I will make an announcement on the PA system at soon as I 
leave this parking lot.All African-American students that was charged 
with drugs and firearm possessions; the charges will be dropped and 
the students will be allowed back in school.” 
Tara laughed. “Way to go Dad, now that will really piss them off!!” 
“Oh, listen to this. All African-American student will be told to check 
their lockers and cars today. If they find any drugs or firearms in their 
cars or lockers, bring them to me. They will not be in any trouble.” 
Stephanie complimented Principal Koon’s decision. 
“That’s excellent. You just put a dent in their plans.” 
“There’s just one thing,John that you need to be awareof.” 
      John set his gaze on Linda. “What’s that?” 
“Their conspiracy has been exposed. Now they will become desperate 
and find another way to practice their racist tactics.”  
“There is one other thing Linda; I going to have all of the first  
period teachers to send me an absentee list of all whitefemale 
students this morning.  We will check each name by their profile picture 
in the computer. We will find her.” 
“And we will be able to identify her because of that confederate flag on 
the back of her neck,” stated Stephanie. 
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“And Linda, we all made a vow. We will get these white  
supremacists out of our school and behind bars,” declared Tara. 
“Mother, we are not leaving this school until it’s has been cleaned up.” 
“And that’s a promise that will be fulfill,” added Mara. 
 
Eddie Palmer turns his white Dodge ram quad cab into a road that 
separatedthe lake and the picnic grounds. Penny Login was crouched 
behind several trees. She catches sight of her favorite teacher’s truck 
approaching. She quickly stepped from behind the large trees and 
waved. 
 He pulled his truck just off the road. He opened the briefcase and 
removed a pair of gym shorts and a t-shirt. 
 Stepping out of the cab, he glanced around.“Has anybody been by 
here?” 
“No.” 
She gestured. “I stayed hidden behind those trees just in case.” 
“Great.” 
Eddie relinquished the clothes to Penny. 
She stepped just around the trees to change. 
“So what isthe plan now Mr. Palmer?” 
“I will let you all know later.” 
“I know what I’d like to do.” Penny quickly threw her shirt over her 
head and peeped from around the large tree. 
“Kill that nigger loving Tara and her Nigger boyfriend.” 
 
Tara, Stephanie, and Mara observed the videoon the computer in their 
office. 
“Hmm, she kept her head straight ahead, and she never looked toward 
the school building.” 
“Yeah Stephanie, I noticed that, too. She has her eyes set on Brandon’s 
car the whole time.” 
“Mara leaned over Tara and Stephanie made a comment. 
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“And that orange cap covered her hair, and the dark glasses made it 
hard to get a positive ID.” 
Stephanie glanced at Tara and Mara. 
“Hey, why don’t we circulate this video in our outlook? Somebody may 
recognize her.” 
Tara glanced at Stephanie. “Hmm, that might work, but let’s wait on 
the report from the first period teachers. We will compare the names 
with their profiles to determine whether or not we can ID her.” 
“Tara maybe we should send it around now; that way everybody will 
know about this white supremacist group. Dad placed emphasis on this 
group this morning when he made his speech. I think everyone needs 
to see what this group is capable of.” 
“That’s a good point; okay, I will go ahead and do it now.” 
 
The sound of the school bell was heard throughout the premise as 
Eddie Palmer drove into the parking lot. He parked his Dodge Ram truck 
on the last row just on the other side of Penny’s van. He switched off 
the motor and removed the key out of the ignition. He reached into the 
open briefcase and grasped a blue slip, whichhe relinquished to Penny. 
“This is your pass stating you were at the library. It’s already signed and 
dated for today, excusing you from my class. We will get together on 
our next move sometime in the future. Right now, we need to keep a 
low profile.” 
“Is it okay I leave my other clothes in your truck for now?” 
He nodded his head. “That’s fine.” 
Penny stepped out of the truck,she closed the door. Her cell phone 
jingled in her pocket.  
“I’m just leaving sociology class and was just calling to see whether you 
are okay.” 
“I’m okay Lori, Mr. Palmer came to my rescue.” 
She leaned against her white van, glancing at her favorite teacher 
heading toward the school building. 
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“I was able to outrun that half breed Mongrel bitchwith the help of a 
freight train. I ended up in the nearby woods.  
“I take that you did not hear the announcement that nigger loving 
Principal Koon made this morning.” 
“No, but that nigger loving daughter of his, her nigger boyfriend, and 
that Mongrel set a trap for me. If it wasn’t for my track speed, they 
were have caught me.” 
“Penny, what he said this morning on the PA system was a stab in our 
back.That nigger loving son-of-bitch has undone everything we have 
accomplish. I will tell you more about it later; right now, I am just too 
pissed!!”Extreme rage was in her voice. 
“Yeah, I askedMr. Palmer what’s our next plan, and he said we need to 
keep a low profile for now.” 
“Listen Penny, I will get with you all later, and Mr. Palmer doesn’t’ need 
to know what we are planning. We will get these niggers out of our 
school if we have to start killing them!!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
S I X T E E N 
 
                                                                                         Friday evening  
                                                                                          5 PM 
 
“This is Detective Linda Russo from Richmond County Ga. Calling for 
Walter Bellman.” 
“He’s on vacation, Detective.” 



213 
 

“Who am I speaking to?” 
“I’m Jacob Linden, his hire help. I run the store when he’s not here.” 
“Do you know when he will return?” 
“He will be gone for two weeks. Is there something I can do for you, 
Detective?” 
“No. I going to leave you my work phone number, also my cell phone 
number, and tell him it’s urgent. Call me at any time.” 
The Captain walked in to the office. 
“Jackie.” 
He raised his head from his computer. “Yes sir.” 
“You are on patrol tonight, right?” 
“Yes I am.” He glanced at his watch. 
“In about seven hours, Captain.” He leaned back into his seat. 
Linda hung up the phone. 
The Captain glanced at Linda. 
“Do you have any more leads on this Tara Koon?” 
They both shooktheir heads.“Captain, everything we have is 
circumstantial or co-incident.” 
The Captain moved over to Linda’sdesk, he placing both of his hands 
flat on her desk. 
“I have city councilman calling me because they are upset;  they can’t 
get any work done because of all the calls being received about these 
murders.” 
He glanced over at Jackie. 
 
“People are starting to panic. He gestured with his head. 
“They are buying guns, dogs. A good many of people said they are 
afraid to stay in their own homes.” They are moving in with relatives. 
The Captain raised his arms up from Linda’s desk. 
“Captain.” 
He turned his attention to Jackie. 
“We will get her. I will be patrolling through her neighborhood tonight.” 
“And Captain.” 
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He turned his attention back to Linda. 
“I trying to get in touch with Tim Bellman’s brother, Walter Bellman.” 
Right now he’s out of town. I’m hoping he can help us out.” 
“Of course you all know that these serial killings from the past can be 
accessed on line by anyone.” 
“Yes Captain, I am quite aware of that.” Linda nodded her head. 
The Captain turnedhis back to Jackie. 
“Listen Jackie, you keep a tight watch on Tara Koon’s house.” 
Jackie nodded his head. 
The Captain continued. “Right now, she think she is smarter than we 
are.” 
He glanced at Linda, than Jackie. 
“She is making a damn fool of us!! If any killings happen this weekend, 
and you receive info that leads to her,we will get a warrant.” 
 
“Nice shot, Carla. It’s only been a week, and you have gained your 
confidence back.” Radiance was in her mother’s voice. 
“You really think so, mother?”  She did an easy layup, and made the 
shot. 
“See, and you just beat me in a game of one on one.” 
A slight smile appeared on Carla face as she passed the ball to her 
mother. 
“I just hope I will be ready when the new coach arrives.” 
“You willbe. I’m going to run you ragged.” Her mother smiled. 
“Just remember these tips. Her mother start to gesture with her 
fingers. 
“Keep your eyes on the target, pay attention to your balance and 
stance, analyze your grip, and give smooth delivery; pay attention to 
your upforced, improve your follow through, and always correct your 
shot.Got it?” 
“Got it!!” Carla replied in an exultant tone.” 
“Come on, let’s play one more game to see if you got those seven tips.” 
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Half past twelve midnight clear skies and rather warm night, 
 Jackie patrolled down Woods Dr. in his unmarked patrol car. Creeping 
through the neighborhood,he glanced at Tara’s house.He took notice of 
the black SUV in the driveway.His cruiser creeped all the way down 
Wood Dr. and madea leftturn at the intersection of hardwood Dr. and 
Wood Dr. He drove slowly down the end of Hardwood Dr. and made 
a right turn into the road that merged into expressway 78. He decided 
to pull just off the road before reaching the expressway. He removed 
his cell phone from the seat and made a call. 
   Linda’s cell phone rang on her nightstand at her bedside. She reached 
over and clenched the phone, glancing at the display. 
“What’s up Jackie, you getting bored already?” 
“Just checking in. Are you watching the movie you said that you were 
going to watch?” 
“Yes.” She glanced at Darrin.“My husband and I, from our bed; it’s a 
good one on Lifetime.” 
“I just passed by Tara’s house, the black SUV was in the driveway. I did 
not see her bumblebee Camaro there.” 
“Well Jackie, she probably out on a date. They also have two more 
vehicles in their garage.” 
“Tell me Linda, do you have that feeling the killer is going to strike 
tonight?’ 
“I will always have that feeling until this psycho is caught. So, if you are 
wondering is there going be another victim killed? Yes. He is doing it in 
threes before he takes a break.” 
“How long are you going to be awake?” 
“At least until this movie is over. That’s another hour and a half.” 
“Okay. I’m going to take another cruise by Tara’s house in a little while. 
I have a strange feeling that Black SUV is going to be gone. I will call you 
later if I’m right.” 
 Forty minutes passed, and once again, Jackie creeped by the residence 
of Tara; and this time, the Black SUV was gone. 
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He clenched his fist and bangedit on his thigh. “Damn, I knew it,” was 
hisperception. 
He drovedown the road and pulled aside, just short of the intersection. 
A minute later, Linda’s cell phone jangled. She reached for the phone 
on her nightstand without looking at the screen. She knew it was Jackie. 
“Well, what have you got Jackie?” 
“Linda, the SUV it’s gone. Now where would she go this time of night?” 
“Maybe it was John and Margaret who took the SUV, Jackie,” 
“No. I willing to bet my shield it was Tara who took the SUV. She’s 
out stalking for another victim as the nightstaker.” 
 
Brad Cooper a 4.0 GPA student and a top recruit for many colleges 
because of his basketball record at Lakewood High School,drove down 
expressway 78 heading to his residence talking to his girlfriend through 
his Bluetooth. 
He is so occupied in his conversation that he was not aware of a  
black SUV trailing him a couples of car links.The driver,the 
Nightstaker, was stalkinganother soon to be victim. 
“Joanna, I am sorry I could not stay at the party any longer. You know I 
promised my parent I would be home at least by 1 am. It’s way after 
that now.” 
“I know Brad, the party is really just starting to kick off.” 
He made a left turn into his street, and the trailing black SUV made the 
same turn. Just a few houses down Brad Cooper turned into his 
driveway while the SUV passed by. A few houses down, the Nightstaker 
turned into the driveway of an empty house for sale. 
    The vehicle is backed up and stopped, withthe motor is left running. 
The hooded masked figure watched and waited as Brad Cooper sat in 
his car talking to his girlfriend. 
 
Meanwhile, Jackie decided to park his unmarked patrol car just down 
the street from Tara’s house. He glanced at his watch. 
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“It 1:25am; let’s see if she returns home soon. Boy, how I would love to 
catch her in the act, but she could be anywhere,” was his perception. 
 
Brad Cooper finally stepped out of his vehicle, unaware that he was the 
Nightstaker’s next victim. The Nightstaker gunned the motor. Suddenly, 
Brad Cooper’s attention was diverted to a speeding black SUV. The SUV 
stopped just at the driveway. Like a flash, the 
Nightstaker jumped out of the vehicle. Brad Cooper dropped his phone 
on the ground as his heart raced when he laid eyes on the menacing, 
hooded mask figuregrasping a 44 magnum, moving swiftly toward him.  
His attempt to run was too late when shots from the revolver struck 
him in both knees. 
A neighbor from across the street glanced out of her window after 
hearing gunshot. She witnessed the Nightstaker carrying out 
histerrifying execution. 
“Oh my god!! Oh my god!!” 
She quickly removeda cell from her pocket and called the police. 
“9-1-1 what is your emergency?” 
“Yes, my name is Carol Edwards and I just saw that serial killer shoot my 
neighbor’s son across the street!! Oh my God, it’s horrible!!” 
Her voice was frantic as she gazed out the window. 
“Now he’s going through his wallet!!” 
“Madam, where are you calling from?” 
“I am at 2505 Grayson RD!! He’s getting in his vehicle!!” 
“Can you see the license plate on his vehicle, the make and model?” 
“He’s in a black SUV. I am not sure about the make, maybe a Ford.” 
“Okay, what about the license plate?” 
“He drove off too fast, I could not see it.” 
“Madam, we have units on the way ASAP.” 
 
Jackie received the call onhis cell phone. 
He turned his siren lights on and sped off. “Damn it, I knew it!! It’s Tara, 
and she just killed another victim!!”he thought to himself. 
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He arrived six minutes later to the scene.  
Linda Russo, who lived in Lakewood Subdivision just three blocks over, 
arrived just a few minutes later after Jackie. 
Flashing blue lights lit up the neighborhood, waking the residents from 
their beds. Some were glancing out their windows, and some were 
curious as to what was going on they stepped out on their porches. 
Linda stepped out her unmarked vehiclecatching sight of Jackie just as 
he crouched over the bloody, covered up body. He pulled back the 
cover to view the remains. Linda decided to keep her distance. He 
shook his head sadly as he covered the body. Jackie rose from his 
crouching position, turned and laid eyes on Linda, standing by her 
patrol car. 
Jackie approached her.“Well Jackie, I guess this means our quite 
weekend is over. I don’t have to ask what the condition of the body is.” 
“Our quiet weekend is over, definitely; gruesome murder number six.  
And this time, we have a witness. I was just waiting for you to arrive  
so we can talk to her. The neighbor, Mrs. Carol Edwards from across the 
street,called it in after she witnessed the horrible scene. His mother 
and father was awakened by the shots.” 
Linda glanced at the coveredup body that was surround by puddles of 
blood.  A slight breeze was in the air, but it was pleasant with clear skies 
on an October night. But not so pleasant for a family that once enjoyed 
extreme happiness.This family was now in extreme sorrow, struck by an 
unexpected horrible tragedy. 
Both parents wasgrieving as the father held Brad’s mother in his arms; 
they stood on the porch talking to the officers. 
 
“Mrs. Edwards.” 
Her attention shifted from the scene to Jackie and Linda. “Yes.” 
“Detective Williams and Detective Russo, I understand you witnessed 
what happened tonight?” 
“Detectives, I have never seem a person killed before. “Sheshuddered. 
“It was horrible. Brad was a fine kid.” 
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“Mrs. Edward, tell us what you saw,” stated Linda. 
“I glanced out of the window when I heard some gunshots.  I saw this 
hooded mask person stooping over Brad.He jammed that big 
 gun into his mouth and pulled the trigger. 
“The poor kid’s head exploded!!  Oh my God, it was so horrible!! 
Blood started to stream from Brad’s head. I will not be able to sleep for 
the remainder of the night. I have never seen anybody killed before, 
and my God, I hope I never see this again!!” 
Her voice was frantic as those words escaped herlips.Her bodyquivered.  
“He put the gun back under his clothes, and then he pulled Brad’s 
wallet out of his pocket;he started going through it, and he stood 
straddlingthat poor kid’s body. He removed something out of the kid’s 
wallet.  Then threw the wallet on the ground,ran, and got into his 
vehicle and drove off!!” 
“Did you see the color and make of his vehicle?’ Inquired Jackie. 
“It was a black SUV, I am not sure about the make,and it could have 
been a Ford SUV. That’s what I told the operator.” 
Jackie glanced at Linda. 
Linda queried, “Can you give us a description of the person?” 
“He was about your height, I would say, with medium to large 
build, black clothes with a mask, and hood. You all need to catch that 
son-of bitch before he’s kills again. My husband is out of town, and I am 
afraid he might come back. You never know about somebody like that.” 
 Jackie reached in his pocket, he relinquished his card to her. 
“Mrs. Edwards, this is my card. Call us if you have anything else. 
And if you see any suspicious person in your area in that type of attire, 
call the police. I can assure you we will get this psycho.” 
Jackie and Linda turned away. 
Linda reached in her pocket, removing a pair of plastic gloves. 
“Linda, how tall are you?” 
She placed the gloves on her hands.” 
“I am 5 ft. 9 in. Why?” She turned to Jackie. 
“That’s about the same height as Tara. Wouldn’t you say?” 
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“Tara is 5 ft. 10 in.” 
“Tonight, just before I received that call, Tara’s Black Ford SUV was still 
out. Linda, it’s her and I know it is.” 
“Jackie, we are going to need more than that.” 
She looked away momentarily. 
“Let me grab the forensics person. They are placing the body in the 
ambulance.”  
Linda moved toward the ambulance. 
Jackie took notice of the Captain stepping out of his police cruiser from 
across the street. 
 
“Hey Jack.” 
He turned to Linda. “Hey, how are you.” 
“Okay, so far I need to know if you all came up with anything.” 
“Not a hell of a lot.” 
He held up a plastic bag containing a cell phone and wallet. 
“This is all we’ve got, same as the other victims.” 
“I need to take a look at that cell phone.” 
 
 The Captain approached Jackie. He stopped and glanced around. 
He sets his gaze on Jackie. 
“Well Jackie, what have we got this time?” 
Jackie met his gaze. 
“Captain, Tara is a suspect, but we need more. So far the black SUV that 
was in her driveway was gone before I received the call. The neighbor 
across the street reported seeing a black SUV tonight at the scene. She 
believed it was a Ford.” 
 
Linda relinquished the plastic bag containing the cell phone and wallet 
back to forensics. 
She strode toward the Captain and Jackie. 
“I have my fingers crossed that we will get lucky tonight.” 
Jackie observed Lindawalking toward them. 
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“I hoping you have something that will break this case wide open.” 
“Captain.” 
“Linda.” 
“I have a phone number of the last person Brad Cooper was talking to 
just before he was killed.” 
“Okay, so what can we expected?” 
“I don’t know, Captain. Her name is Joanna Steel. Let me call her and 
see what she can tell me.” 
The Captain turned to Jackie. “I ‘m going to talk to the family.” 
Jackie nodded his head, as the captain stepped away. 
Jackie and Lindawas approached by one of Brad’s friend. “Excuse me, 
did something happen to Brad?” 
Jackie turned his attention to him. 
“Yes son, I ‘m afraid so. Are you one of his friends?” inquired Jackie. 
“Yes, I ‘m John Jameson. I live up the street, just a few houses. Brad and 
I have been friends since grade school. What happened to Brad?” 
   Linda pushed the end call on her phone. 
“All I got was a recording message.” 
She gazed at John. “Who is this?” 
Jackie glanced at Linda.“This is Brad Cooper’s friend John.” 
Jackie lookedat John. “Your friend was another victim of the 
Nightstaker.” 
John placed his hand over his mouth. “Oh my goodness!!” No!!” 
“Son, can you tell us if Brad had any enemies or received any threats 
from anybody at your school?” inquired Jackie. 
“Yes, there is one person who threatened both me and Brad.” 
“And who might that have been?” inquired Linda. 
John glanced at Jackie and then at Linda. 
“Tara Koon.” 
“Can you tell us what transpired, John?” 
“She ran us down and attacked us after we parked our car in the school 
parking lot.All of them, her and her group. 
 She beat Brad up, than she threatened him and me!!” 
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“John, what provoke her to attack you all?” inquired Linda. 
He shook his head. “Nothing that I know of. She even had one of her 
friends videotape her throwing down on Brad.” 
“Wait; there is a video of the assault?” 
“Yes. It’s on YouTube. They even gave the video a name. “Another one 
bites the dust from Lakewood High.” 
Jackie glanced at Linda. “This may be the proof we need.” 
“When Brad and I saw that video on You Tube, we were sohumiliated, 
and Brad was really upset.” 
Jackie reached in his pocket and relinquished a card to John. 
“Thank you very much for your info, and if there is anything else you 
can think of, let us know.” 
Jackie and Linda turned away,then headed for the patrol car, where 
The Captain was waiting. 
“Captain, we may have probable cause to get a search warrant for Tara. 
We got info from one of Brad’s friends about a video on You Tube of 
her beating him up, and then threatening him.” 
“Okay, let’s take a look at it.” 
 Jackie entered the patrol car, he swiveled the Laptop around and 
quickly loggedin. He accessed the internet, and within minutes they 
stood watching the video on You Tube, which was about eight minutes 
in length. Jackie transcribed on his memo pad a threatening comment 
stated by Tara. 
The Captainscowled. “Just look at her; she stands there smiling and 
boasting after she assaults and threaten him!!Yes we have probable 
cause. Get a search warrant!!” If you find any incriminating evidence, 
bring her ass in!!” 
Jackie picked up the phone to make the call. 
He glanced at Linda. 
“It a good thing we have someone standing by 24 hours a day to issue a 
warrant.” 
An hour later, Linda, and Jackie and several units drives up to Tara’s 
house. 



223 
 

They all stepped out of their patrol cars. 
Linda signaled. “Wait just a minute; they are probably sleep, so let me 
give them a call.” 
Jackie noticed the black Ford SUV with tinted glass in the driveway, and 
he glanced at Tara’s Bumblebee Camaro parked next to the driveway. 
John wasawakened by the jingle of his cell phone, which rested on his 
nightstand. 
He reached over and picked up the phone, glancing at the screen. 
“Hey Linda. What up?” 
“John we are outside your house, we have a search warrant.” 
He quickly rose up from the bed, waking his wife. 
“A search warrant!!” hebellowed. For what!!” 
“I’ll explained everything to you. Just let us in.” 
“Who was that, John?” 
He glance at his wife. 
“That was Linda and they are outside with a search warrant.” 
“Search warrant?” She rises up quickly. 
John put on his robeand slippers, as did Margaret. 
   He reached for his black rim glasses on the nightstand. 
“What the hell’s going on John?” She glanced at her bedside clock. 
“It’s after 4 am.” 
He puts his glasses on. 
“I don’t know, but I am sure as hell going to find out.” 
They both headed for the bedroom door, opening it quickly. They were 
not happy campers, as the saying goes. Whiletheyrusheddownstairs. 
John quickly unlocked and opened the door. 
“Linda what is this all about?” 
She stepped in, followed by Jackie and the two officers. Linda 
relinquished the search warrant to John. 
John readover the search warrant. 
“There was another homicide tonight; Brad Cooper.” 
Both John and Margaret cried out suddenly and vehemently. 
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“Linda we are so sorry about Brad Cooper, but what does this have to 
do with us?” 
“Where is your daughter, Tara,” inquired Jackie. 
“She’s in bed or maybe she could be watching a movie. Why?” 
“You need to wake her up;while one of theofficers searches her room,  
we will need her down here.  
Johngrimaced, “this is crazy!!” 
“What are you looking for?” 
“Margaret, we will be searching for possible a 44 magnum revolver, 
credit cards, and driver licenses from the victims,” replied Linda. 
“The only gun we have is a 38 revolver, and it’s in our safe,” responded 
John with anger in his voice. 
“The officer here will search the SUV. 
“Is it locked?” asked the officer. 
“No, I believe it’s open. Tara drove it tonight, and she never locks any of 
the vehicles,” replied John. 
Margaret headed down the hall and upstairs, followed by an officer.  
She stops and knocks on Tara’s door. 
“Tara,wake up!! Tara!!” 
Tara got up.“Okay, I’m coming, she spoke wearily. 
 She went to the door, and opened it slightly. 
      “What wrong mother?” she inquiry slowly. 
“Tara, the police is here, and this officer needs to search your room.” 
She pull the door back. “Search my room? Her voice heightened. For 
what?” 
Brad Cooper was kill tonight.” 
She paused for a minute. “Well, I’m sorry to hear that, but he was no 
friend of mine. So, do they think I killed him, too? I’ll bet you that 
Detective Williams is behind this.” 
“Young lady, I have a job to do, so will you please step aside.” 
 She moved aside slowly as the officer walked by. Anger began to surge 
through her.She turned to her mother.  
“What the hell do they expect to find in my room, mother?” 
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Mara, who was a light sleeper, opened her door across from Tara’s 
room. 
“Hey you all. What’s all the racket?” 
“Tara, go downstairs and talk with them. John is down there. I will stay 
here with this officer.” 
Tara turned to her sister. “The police is here again!!” 
“What!! Why?” 
“Brad Cooper was killed tonight, so they think I had something to do 
with it. Let me go on downstairs. I am pissed as hell!!” 
“I going with you.” 
Both Tara and Mara wentdownstairs barefoot, in their pajama shorts 
and T-shirt. Asthey entered the living room,both girls and both 
detectives all faced each other. 
John stood with his arms folded and afrown on his face. 
“Look John, we have to follow procedure; now if everything checks out, 
which I believe it will, we will be out of here, and you can resume your 
sleep,” stated Linda. 
Tara and Mara stood next to their father. 
“Tara, we need to ask you some questions,” stated Jackie. 
“And I have one for you. What are you all doing at our house at 4:30 in 
the morning? I had nothing to with Brad Cooper's death tonight.” 
“How did you know it was Brad Cooper?” inquired Jackie. 
“My mother just told me,” She responded in a sharp tone. 
Jackie continued his interrogation. “Did you go out tonight?’ 
“Yes.” 
“Did you drive the Black SUV tonight?” 
“Yes.” 
“What time?” 
“Around 1 am. Is it against the law now driving a Black SUV at 1 am?” 
“No, but murder is.” 
Tara glared at Jackie. 
“All right Jackie, I don’t like your insinuation.” 
“I also went out tonight,” added Mara. 
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Jackie glanced at John. 
“Tara, do you mind telling us where you went?” inquired Linda. 
“I went to pick up Brandon from his job on Hightower Road. His mother 
had his car, because her caris in the shop.” 
“Where is his job?” 
“The McDonald’s on Hightower Road.” 
Where does your boyfriend live, Tara?” inquired Jackie. 
“In Lakewood.” 
“UH-HUH!! Oh, I see now. Quite convenient, don’t you think?” 
“What the hell does that mean?” Her tone waspiercing. 
“Brad Cooper lived about 3 blocks from the Lakewood Subdivision- 
John cuts in. “Jackie why are you making these accusations?” 
He shifted his gaze to John. “Principal Koon, I am just stating a fact 
here. Now we have a witness who saw the Nightstaker flee in a Black 
Ford SUV. This person witnessed that gruesome murder!!” 
Mara asked, “Detective, did that person see the license plate on the 
SUV?” 
“No.” 
“So why in the hell do you think it was me?” 
He sets his gaze on Tara. “First of all young lady at 1:25 am I had your 
house under surveillance, and the SUV was not there. At 1:45am, I 
received a call that a black SUV was spotted at the scene, and your SUV 
was not here.Now this is too much of a coincidence.” 
“Why did you have our house under surveillance?” 
“Because Tara, like it or not you are our prime suspect.” 
Tara glared again at Jackie. 
“Tara, what time did you arrive to Brandon’s job?”  
She shifted her attention to Linda. 
“A little after 1 am.” 
“Would you be more specific?” 
“I picked him up about 1:10am” 
“So, how long would you say it took you to arrive at Lakewood?” 
“About 20 minutes, when you take Hightower Road” 
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“Yeah, so that leaves you plenty of time.” 
Tara glared again at Jackie. “What the hell is your freaking problem? 
Plenty of time for what?” her voice heighten again. 
One of the officers entered the living room from the hallway, 
Shaking his head. 
“It’s clean. Just a police scanner and a pair of binoculars.” 
Jackie turned to Tara. “Why do you have a police scanner in there?” 
“None of your business!!” she retorted fiercely. 
“I use it when we all go on trips,” stated John. 
“Look John, we are just trying to gather the facts here. We have not 
reached a final conclusion,” stated Linda. 
“It seems to me that Jackie here has already come to a final 
conclusion,” rebuttal John. 
“Tara, did you attack Brad Cooper about a month ago?” inquired Jackie. 
“Yes. If that’s what you want to call it.” 
“Why?” 
“We were minding our own business in the school parking lot when he 
yell out Lesbos,’ him and his friend John Jameson.” 
“It may have been best to ignore them, but no, instead you ran him 
down and trouncedhim to a pulp. And then you threatened him- 
Tara cuts Jackie off. “If you knew what happened then why the hell you 
asking me?” 
The other officer hurried down the stairs follow by Margaret;they 
entered the living room. 
They all turned their attention to him. 
“There is a black hooded jacket in her closet. That is what the killer was 
wearing. 
“Yeah, there is also a black hooded jacket in my sister’s closet. So does 
that make her a killer, too?” bellowed Tara. 
“And my daughter Stephanie has one in her closet.” 
“Okay, I have had enough of this; now I am going to call the district 
attorney.” 
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“Okay John, I know you are upset, but we have to give a report to the 
captain when we leave here. He’s getting pressure from the city 
councilmen, the mayor, not to mention the Chief. We are just trying to 
find some leads.” 
“Well Linda they are not here; now I know you all have a job to do, but 
every time my daughter goes out in my SUV does not mean she is killing 
people at night,” stated John. 
“Yeah, I had the car tonight, so Tara agreed to drive the SUV to pick up 
her boyfriend,” stated Mara. 
“And I like driving the SUV, and I like to drive it a night,”added Tara, 
folding her arms. 
“Yeah, as the Nightstalker.” 
Tara scowledat Jackie. 
“All right, Jackie, knock it off!!” 
“PrincipalKoon, from my experience on the police force I think that Tara 
is guilty. And I am not going to hold my tongue here. 
People like her has all their friends and family fooled. They look you 
straight in the eye and lie, buteventually they will make a mistake and 
get caught. And I believe she will get caught, soon or later, and I hope 
its sooner.” 
Tara glared Jackie in the face once again. “Get the hell out of our 
house!!” she said fiercely. You know where the door is.” 
“I will be seeing you again young lady.” 
Jackie, who was a rather mild and meek person, smiled, turned and 
walked out the door,followed by Linda and the two officers. Johntook 
out his cell phone to call the district attorney,alongtime friend. 
    Tara stepped to the living room window, catching sight of just Jackie. 
She stared through the window at him walking down the lighted 
driveway with a fierce, angrily, piercing look. “Bastard,” she whispered. 
“Did you have to be so antagonizing?”  
Jackie set his gaze on Linda, standing at the patrol car. 
“Antagonizing?Me? Did you notice how rude and disrespectful she 
was?”  
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He glanced back at the house. “She tried her best to annoy me. Look 
Linda, she is guilty, and I know that. I just let her know that I will be 
watching her. She thinks she is smarter than we are. Of course her 
parents thinks she does no wrong, but they will find out.” 
 
“Hey Kyle, sorry to bother you at this time of night, but I have a major 
problem with the police department.” 
“No problem John, it’s always good to hear from a longtime friend like 
you, no matter what time it is.” 
 
At 5:50 am, Linda and Jackie entered the department. As they stepped 
on the elevator, Linda’s Cell phone rang.  She glanced at the screen, and 
then Jackie.  
“It’s the Captain.” 
“I’ll bet I know why he’s calling.” 
“Yes sir.” 
“I need to see you and Jackie when you get back here.” 
“Sir, we are on the way. We’re stepping off the elevator now.” 
Linda pushes the end call button on her phone. She glanced at Jackie. 
“You were saying?”  
Jackie glanced at Linda as they headed toward the Captain’s office. 
“It’s probably about Principal Koon. Remember he said he would call 
the district Attorney?” 
“Yeah and he’s had some pull. That’s his high school friend.” 
   They entered the Captain’s office asHe lookedup from his Computer. 
“You wanted to see us.” 
“I take that you did not find any evidence.” 
They both shook their heads. 
The Captain sighedand leaned back in his chair,a look of frustration s on 
his face.He placed his hand under his chin, resting his elbow on the arm 
of the chair momentarily. 
“I got a call from the chief tonight.He was upset because Kyle Holder, 
the district Attorney, called him and said that Jackie Williams was 
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harassing Principal John Koon’s daughter Tara, and making false 
accusations.” 
A frown creased Jackie’s forehead. “Captain she was very disrespectful, 
rude,and very aggressive in the way she talked to me. I was only 
following procedure.” 
Jackie glanced at Linda.  “She is guilty and I know it.” 
“Well never the less, Jackie, we will need solid evidences. Not 
circumstantial or co-incident. Now I know in the past that suspects  
have been indicted and found guilty on circumstantial evidence. The 
district attorney only wants solid evidences before we can go near her 
from now on.” 
“So Captain, if we get an anonymous tip is that still a go?” 
He leaned forward, placed his arms on his desk,andlooked at Jackie, 
and Linda. 
“Yes, anytime; remember I said that earlier.We will always act on an 
anonymous tip. It might lead to something.” 
“Captain, I still believe Tara is not our killer.” 
“Who else do you think could be a better suspect Linda?”  
 She shook her head. “No one at this moment, Captain.” 
“So why do you think it’s not Tara.” 
“Well for one thing I believe she is too young to be a serial killer.” 
Jackie cuts in. “She’s not too young to pull a trigger.” 
 Linda glanced at Jackie. “You are right. It could be another student,but 
my intuitions tell me it is not Tara.”  
“And Captain, my intuition tell me it’s Tara. We just don’t have the solid 
evidences yet.” 
The Captain glanced at Linda. “In spite of your insight, I believe its Tara. 
She has killed three, so now we will have to wait another 30 days or so. 
She kills them in threes, and then takes a break. We will get her sooner 
or later, and that’s a fact.” 
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S E V E N T E E N 
 
“Coach Hailey Johnson, we are glad to have you as our basketball 
coach.  I saw your record during the five years at your previous high 
school. It was quite impressive.” 
She smiled. 
“Thanks Principal Koon, but I did not do all of it by myself. The credit 
goes tothose girls. They really worked hard and worked many hours to 
achieve that goal.” 
“It was four straight state championships, and I understand that the 
school did not want you to leave.” 
“Yes, they offered me a big raise and a bonus, but I needed a change, 
and besides, I had met my husband via an online dating service, and 
decided to visit Georgia. That’s when I decided that I wanted to live 
here, so I just applied for another coaching job.” 
“Well Coach Johnson, we are very fortunate to get you, and I was just 
telling my receptionistswhom you just met about how time flies. It’s 
already November, and you walked in the door.” 
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“So, you were born in Los Angles California.”  
“Yes, born and raised.” 
He leaned forward in his seat. 
“Coach Johnson,are there any questions you would like to ask?” 
“No questions, just a concern. I heard on the news that you have a 
serial killer, and all of the victims were from this school. Everywhere I 
go I hear people talking about it, and about how afraid they are.” 
He nodded his head. 
“Yes it’ssad, and the police don’t have any leads; they have been 
looking in the wrong place trying to come up with something that is not 
there. The channel 13 news reporter will be here this morning to talk to 
me about that.They are going to have a camera crew just outside in 
front of the school.” That is not the kind of publicity we need, but these 
killings has gone national.He shookhis head, and rose from his seat. 
“Let’sgo meet the acting Coach, Virginia Jennings, and she will fill you 
in.” 
AsPrincipal Koon and the new Coach maneuvered through the 
office,she smiles at Audrey and Evelyn, and they smiled back. 
They exited the office and headed down the hall toward the gym. 
“Coach Jennings will be glad to see you. The basketball team struggled 
in the last three games, particularly on defense. For some reason, one 
of their best defense players, Carla Thomson, has not played. My two 
daughter, Tara and Mara, are on the team” 
She glanced at Principal Koon“Are they twins?” 
He glanced at Coach Johnson.“Yes they are, and they are two of the 
best players on the team. No brag, just a fact, and they are part of our 
six person security school team as well.They only has two classes this 
year, so they are perfect for the job with their athletic ability.” 
“That’s good.” 
“Our girls’ basketball season always starts in October, several weeks 
before the boys starts in November; and the girl’s games are held on 
Thursday night because of the football games on Friday.” 
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“Do you have a large attendance on those games held on Thursday and 
Friday?” 
“Yes, both games.” 
    They strode through the gym,observing a large group of girls playing 
volley ball. 
“That’s Coach Harrison’s gym class. Her class is usually in the next gym 
room, but since Coach Jennings doesn’t have a first period class, they 
utilize this gym. Also Coach Harrisonis our female wrestling Coach, and 
they are three times state champions.” 
“Wow!! That’s outstanding!!” 
He gestured. “The boy’s gym is in theupper level. Coach Jennings 
should be in her office since she doesn’t have a class, and that’s a break 
for you all, because it takes two Coaches.The classes get larger after 
each period.” 
 
They stepped just a short way down to Coach Jennings office. 
Principal Koon stopped and knocked on her open door. “Coach 
Jennings.” 
She glanced from around the partition. “Yes sir!!” 
They entered her office. 
“Here she is; Coach Hailey Johnson, meet Coach Jennings.”  
“Hello.” 
Coach Jennings rose from her chair, they exchanged greetings. 
“Hello, I am so glad to see you.” 
“Yes, I heard.” 
“Okay,I amgoing to leave you two. Coach Jennings will fill you in the 
remainder of the way, and if you have any questions that Coach 
Jennings cannot answer, don’t hesitate to come by my office or email 
me.” 
She smiled. “Thanks Principal Koon, I will.” 
“Okay.Oh, I mention to you that my daughters are on the security 
team; they are in your fourth period gym class. If they receive an 
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emergency call from their team here in the school, let them go. It may 
be a situation that require the handling of all six members.” 
“Oh no problem, I understand.” 
“We have some aggressive kids in this school that are causing problem, 
and they all made a vow before they graduate to clean it up, and to win 
a basketball championship title.” 
A smile illuminated her face. “That part I can help them with.” 
Principal Koon smiled, turned, and walkedout of the office. 
Coach Jennings went to the door and quickly closed it. 
She looked at her watch, and then at Coach Johnson asshewalked 
towards her. 
“I got a few things I would like to tell you about his daughters and the 
aggressive kids. These things you need to know since they will be in 
your class; and this conversation is between you and me.” 
“Okay.” 
Coach Johnson took a seat in the chair next to the desk while Coach 
Jennings sat in her chair at the desk.” 
Coach Johnson sets her gaze on Coach Jennings. 
“First of all, you need to be very how you treat his daughters, because 
they get preferential treatment whether they are right or wrong.” 
“Oh, really. I was told they are on the basketball team, butwhen it 
comes to coaching, I think he should leave that to me.” 
“Okay, now don’t say I didn’t warn you, but Tara is captain of the 
basketball team, and she forced me to remove one of our best 
defensive players.” 
“Was that Carla Thomson?” 
Coach Jennings raised her eyebrow. “Yes!! How did you know?” 
“Principal Koon mentioned her name, and how the team was struggling 
on defense.” 
“Well it’s a wonder, but I’ll say this; Tara, Mara, and Stephanie made up 
for it.And we have Simone, who is terrific on rebounds and so is 
Stephanie. The other player, Regina was not anything like Carla.The last 
three games was too close. We usually would have beaten those teams 
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by 20 points, but instead it was just 3 points. We also have the fewest 
fouls in the entire state, and our team is not extremely tall, but we are 
the fastest fast break basketball team in the state.” 
“Wow,that’sawesome. So what happened with Carla Thomson?” 
“She went into a slump in the last half of the championship game, and 
missed the final shot that would have won the championship title.” 
“My goodness. I mean, I’ve seen it happen to the team I coached in 
California starting that first season, but youshould not have thrown her 
off the team.” 
“I really didn’t, Coach Johnson. I was just going to bench her, but no, 
she left. And I promised her that I would tell you about her.She is an 
excellent player, and one of few African- Americans on the team. She is 
in your 4th period gym class along with Tara, Mara, and Stephanie.” 
“Good, I will talk to her this afternoon and ask her to come back to the 
team. Also I would like to have a meeting with the team.” 
“Okay; practice is this afternoon.” 
“Great!! I am just going to let them know what to expect of me, and 
what I expect of them.” 
“Well, Coach Johnson, good luck, and I will be at your side.” 
Coach Johnson smiled. 
“Okay let- 
    The school bell sounded signaling the end of first period. 
Coach Jennings glanced at her watch. “My goodness, second period is 
ready to start.” 
She turned to Coach Johnson. 
“I will just introduce you to each class, and you can take it from there.” 
“Okay, I don’t want to push you aside; my understanding the classes 
are rather large.” 
“Yeah that why it’s take two Coaches for each side, but Coach Harrison 
is all by herself.” 
 
Tara cell phone rang, and she glanced at the phone screen resting on 
the desk. 
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“Hey honey, what’s up?” 
“Hey my favorite lady. Did you send Mrs. Connors a congratulation 
message for winning the stateTeacher of the year award?” 
“Yes I did, first thing this morning. She probably has thousands and 
thousands of email messages from the students and teacherswho voted 
for her.” 
“Well, what you want to bet that she will win the national award like 
she did last year?” 
“That bet’s too easy, Brandon; you and I know she will most likely win 
the national award again this year.” 
 
 
Brandon’s attention was diverted as he turned around in the hall. 
Carolyn Walker, who was striding behind him,was seized by three 
hostile females.  
   “We need to talk to you!!” They grasped her by each arm andtook 
herinto the next hallway leading to the girl’s restroom. 
“Brandon, are you still there?” 
“Hey, guess what?” 
“What?” 
“You know that Carolyn Walker that I told you about.” 
“Yeah. What’s up?” 
“Well, I just saw the triplets taking her around the corner to the 
bathroom. She’s been spreadingsome more rumors about them and 
now she is in big trouble, those triplets don’t play.” 
“What is her problem, Brandon?” 
“I don’t know, Tara. Maybe it’s all that money she gets from her 
parents, and she drive a nice car as well. Maybe it’s going to her head. 
She constantly talks about people,andspreads lies and rumors for no 
reason at all.” 
“Brandon,its sound like that girl’s got some problems.” 
“Well I just passed the hallway where the bathrooms are, and they are 
still in there. They may be putting a beating on her.” 
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“Is that the second floor bathroom?” 
“Yes. Hey, I’ll see you in Mrs. Connors class.” 
“Okay, I am on the way.” 
 
Tara glanced up as her other security teamfriends came into the office. 
“Hey you all.” She rose from her chair. 
They returned the greeting. 
“I need for the three of you to check the second floor girls restroom.” 
“Why, what’s up?” inquired Candy. 
“There may be some girls in there fighting. Just wait five minutes before 
you go. And if you all have more trouble than you can handle, just give 
us a call.” 
 
Mrs. Connors received a standing ovation from her class. They chanted 
“Speech!!” Speech!!” 
A smile lit up her face.  “Thank you very much, everyone. As you know, 
my goal is about student achieving. And I will do whatever its take to 
make sure that allmy students reach their goals. And once again, I am 
proud to represent the state for the teacher of the yearNational 
Award.” 
“Mrs. Connors, when you win that award, we are going to have a party 
for you.” 
She glanced at Brandon and smiled. “We will have to wait and see.” 
“Mrs. Connors,you’ve got this one all wrapped up. There is no teacher 
better than you.” 
“Thank you Tara, but there will be a lot of competition, and I am sure I 
am not the only teacher who cares and put their students first.” 
 
Carolyn Walker was facing three angry triplets, Julianna, Glorianna, and 
Lilianna Brown in the girl’s restroom. 
“Why do you keep spreading lies about us? Huh?” 
“Lies, what lies are you talking about?” 
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“You know what we are talking about. Telling people we were born out 
of wedlock, and our mother is on welfare receiving food stamps, and 
our father is in prison. We overheard you this morning talking your 
trash and lies to that white trashy friend of yours, Melissa. Our father 
has never been in jail, and you already know that our parents own their 
own autoand paint and body shop. We passed business cards around to 
everyone, and we gave you one especially since you brag about your 
new Ford Mustang.” 
“I don’t recall that.” 
“Lying bitch!!What the hell is your problem? You got a death wish or 
something?” Extreme anger surge through Julianna’s body. 
“I don’t know what you are talking about.” 
 Carolyn tried to walk away. She is grabbed from behind by Julianna. 
“Don’t walk away from us,you fat ass bitch!!” 
She turned shoved her. “Don’t be grabbing me!! And if I am fat, 
It’s because somebody likes it.” 
Julianna shoved back. The tripletstook turns shoving Carolyn. 
“Let’s see you talk trash and lies about us now!!” Glorianna  
shoved her again. “We are going to kick your fat ass!!” 
Suddenly Candy, sherry, Natalie sneaked into the restroom.They moved 
around the wall and caught sight of the incident unfolding. 
“What the hell is going on here!!” shouted Candy. 
The triples ceases their assault, then they all turned to face Candy, 
Sherry, and Natalie. 
“We were just having a friendly conversation,” stated Julianna. 
“Didn’t look like that to us,” Candy rebutted. 
“Yeah, three against one,” added Sherry. 
“Oh, it was nothing, just a misunderstanding,” stated Carolyn. 
“Where do you all supposed to be?” inquire Natalie. 
“We’re supposed to be in study hall, but Mrs. Jackson probably  
doesn’t miss us,” replied Glorianna. 
Lilianna started to take a step. “We were just on our way. Let go!!” 
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 Candy, Natalie, and Sherry blocked their paths. “Hold it right there!!” 
bellowed Candy. 
“Let’s see your ID badges now.” 
They all reached in their pockets, removed their badges, and gave them 
to Candy. 
“Why do you want our ID badges?” Inquired Lilianna. 
“Because you all are about to spend this afternoon after school in the 
detention hall,” replied Natalie. 
   The triplets all glared back at Carolyn. 
“What the hell you all looking at me. You all started this.” 
“Yeah and we are going to end it too!!” Julianna fiercely said. 
“Yeah, I would like to see your skinny ass try.” 
“Okay, you all, that’s enough,” Sherry commanded. 
Candy explained the consequences to them. “You all need to report to 
your study hall teacher, Mr. Jackson, after school in the detention hall 
on the second floor. Your ID badges will be returned to you. If you don’t 
show up then that’s a week suspension, okay?” 
“Oh we all will be there,” assured Carolyn. 
“And if we catch you cutting class again, it will cost you a week in the 
detention hall,” add Sherry. 
Natalie warned them as well. “And if we catch you a third time cutting 
class, that an automatic two weeks suspension. 
“Now get to your class now!!” commanded Candy. 
They all strolled out of the restroom, with Carolyn striding behind and 
laughing. 
Julianna glanced back and issue a threat. “You will not be laughing later 
on when we knock your teeth out. We will get you at lunch.” 
“Yeah right, I am shaking in my drawers.” 
 
    The news crew from channel 13 entered the office. Audrey raised her 
head from her computer. 
“Hi, I am Theresa –“ 
“Yes, I know, he’s been expecting you. I’ll let him know.” 
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Audrey got up from her seat, walked into the next office and passed the 
info to Evelyn Jason. She then rose from her seat and walked into 
Principal Koon’s office. 
“Excuse me Principal Koon, the news reporter from channel 13 is here.” 
He glanced at his watch, “Okay, it’s almost lunch time. Thank you, Ms. 
Jason.” 
 He quickly rose from his seat and walked to the front office. 
“Principal Koon, I finally get to meet you in person.” She extended her 
hand. 
“Well Theresa, the pleasure is all mine,getting to meet a celebrity.” He 
shook her hand. 
She smiled and gestured. 
“This is my cameraman, Mike Stanton.” 
He greeted Principal Koon. 
“Pleased to meet you Mike.” 
The school bell is heard. “That bell is for lunch time, and some kids, and 
maybe some teachers,will be leaving for lunch. Some of these kids 
would love to see themselves on the television.” 
“Okay, that sounds good.” She glanced at her cameraman. 
“I guess the best place is outside in front of the school, but I need to 
interview you, first Principal Koon.” 
“That’s fine,why don’t do it in front of the school.” 
They all exited the office. 
 
Carolyn Walker and her friend Melissa started to leave their third 
period gym class.  
“Well Carolyn, what do you think about our new gym teacher?” 
“I think she could be a lesbian.” 
Melissa glanced at Carolyn. “Are you kidding, or if this is one of your 
rumors.” 
“No,I saw her on YouTube talking about how she love having sex with 
women,” she lied. 
“Are you serious?” 
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“I believe she loves women, and I am going to tell everyone on 
Facebook tonight.” 
Carolyn removed her cell phone from her pocket. She thanlooked back 
and caught sight of the Brown triplets. 
They quickly hurried toward Carolyn and her friend. 
“We need to talk to you.” 
“I don’t have time. Make an appointment, call me tomorrow.” She was 
beingfacetious, but the triplets were not amuse. 
Carolyn attempted to move on,but was thwarted when Julianna 
grabbed her by the collar. 
“Turn me a loose now.” 
Carolyn attempted to move on from Julianna, when Glorianna grabbed 
her by the arm andshoved her against her friend Melissa. 
“Hey!! Leave her alone.” 
Lilianna turned to Melissa. “Hay is for horses, and this is no concern of 
yours.” 
Julianna stared at Carolyn. “Now we’ve got unfinished business in the 
restroom upstairs so let’s go!! Don’t create a scene in this corridor, or 
you will be sorry.” 
Carolyn glanced back at her friend. “I will be back, Melissa. I need to 
talk to these fools.” 
The triplets escortedher through the crowded hallway, and at that very 
moment Lori Wilkerson a member of “The allegiance For White Pride,” 
was talking on her cell phone in the last section of the bathroom. 
“Listen Jamie, I updated my school profile this morning.” 
“So what did you change?” 
“I put a different address on there, and that way if anything should go 
wrong they will not know our real address. I think you should do the 
same.” 
“Lori, if anything should go wrong, we have an excellent hiding place 
below our basement. Also, our mother’s brother in law, Kevin Wilkerson 
said he will help us at any cost.” 
“I know but- 
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Lori attention is diverted by the sound of loud voices entering the 
restroom. 
“Carolyn Walker,you got a big problem, three of them, and that’s us!!” 
shouted Julianna with anger in her voice. 
“You think you are funny?” 
 “Jamie, I will call you back later,”Whisper Lori. 
She carefullypeekedaround the partition momentarily. 
She pushed the end call button and switched the display to voice 
recorder. She pushed the red button on thedisplay screen and began to 
record thealtercation;they are unaware of her presence.  
“You think that we are playing a game here!!” 
“Look, I don’t have time for this crap; I’m leaving.” 
They all surrounded her. Glorianna got in her face. 
“You leave when we say so.” 
Carolyn attempted to place her cell phone in her pocket when Julianna 
snatched it from her hand.  
“Give memy damn phone now!!” 
“NO!!” 
Carolyn attempted to seize her phone, which induced a 
struggle.Lilianna and Glorianna attacked her,twisting both of her arms 
behind her back. 
Julianna grasped Carolyn in her collar. 
“Now you listen bitch; you cost us an afternoon in the detention hall. 
You will get this phone back after the detention hall. We will hold it for 
collateral.” 
“You have no right to take my phone. Who do hell you all think you 
are?” 
“Who the hell do you think we are?” We are the Brown triplets and 
weare going to teach Carolyn Walker not to screw with us.  Now this is 
how it’s going to go. We will escort you, drag you, we don’t care. But 
we will see you in this same place after detention hall, you’d better 
show up!!” 
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They released her. “Oh she will be here; we will be sitting right behind 
her,” stated Glorianna.” 
   Carolyn started to leave, thenshe turns to them. “I will get my phone 
if I have to kick all your asses!!” 
They laughed and mocked her. 
She turned and walked around the front wall and out of the door. 
“That freaking bitch!! I hate that Carolyn Walker!!” Anger surged 
through Julianna body. 
Glorianna turned to her sister. “We will take care of her ass after 
detention hall.” 
“Yeah, I would like to throw her rhino ass down that commode, but it 
probably would not fit.”  Lilianna said fiercely.” 
 Lori, whowas hidden in the last section of the restroom,had recorded 
every word.  The triples shrieked as they exited the restroom. 
Lori pushed the stop button and saved the recording. 
She pressed the call button on her phone. 
“Jamie, where are you?” 
“I am in Penny’s van talking with her. Is something up?” 
“Listen, I just come up with a plan to get rid of four niggers.   Call Judy 
and Megan, and tell them to meet me in Penny’s van in the parking lot. 
I will go over the plan. This will take place after 4pm.” 
 
Several hours later at a quarter after 3 pm, Linda sat at her desk 
reviewing the recent killings of the six victims. Pondering andwondering 
when and where the Nightstaker will strike again. The entire city are in 
the grasp of this sinister psycho killer. It had become a frightening and 
foreboding reality. 
Jackie glanced up from his computer at Linda. 
“Dollar for your thoughts.” 
She raised her head. “You think my thoughts is worth that much.” 
He nodded his head, “Definitely, probably more.” 
“Well, this is November, and the Nightstaker is overdue. It actually past 
30 days.” 
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“Well, maybe she decided to take a holiday break. You know the 
holidays will be here in a few weeks.” 
“Yeah, and that all we need is for that psycho to kill somebody during 
Thanksgiving and- 
Her cell phone jangled in her pocket. She removed it, and glanced it, t 
the screen. 
“What’s up, John? Are you still at work?” 
“I’m just waiting to talk to one of the teachers. I got interviewed today 
by channel 13 news.” 
“Oh wow, how didit went?  
“Okay, I guess. The interview was about the recent killings, and my 
feeling about them. They also asked about a white supremacist group 
in this school. Did you call them about that?” 
“No John, but I think some of the student’s parent may have contacted 
the channel 13 news reporter.” 
 
“Okay everybody, there is one other thing,” said Coach Johnson, as 
 shewrapped up a meeting with her basketball team. 
“Keep this in mind. I will be monitoring your GPA each period. I’ve 
already seem your report cards,which were emailed to me from 
Principal Koon. So you need to maintain a 3.5 GPA. Anything below that 
and you will not play on my team until you have met that expectation. 
Your education come first, and sports second. 
“Coach Johnson, I have a question.” 
“Okay, and your name?” 
“Simone Peterson. You said 3.5 GPA, but our former late Coach told us 
to maintain a 3.2 GPA.” 
“That’s right, but I want a 3.5 GPA. The last school I came from, the girls 
had to maintain 4.0 GPA.   This school has a 4.5 GPA scale,so I don’t 
believe this is too much for you all to maintain. I believe every one of 
you girls are capable of maintaining even a higher GPA, and some of 
you have already have a 4.5 GPA.Okay,that’s it; and oh, I asked Carla 
Thomson to come back on the team.Are there any objections?” 
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Tara, Mara, and Stephanie raised their hands. 
“Okay guys, what the problem?” 
Tara stood up from the bleachers. “Coach Johnson, you need to know 
up front now  that Carla is not someone we can count on, and-“ 
“Tara, you all still upset because I miss the final shot at the buzzer 
 that could have won the title.” 
    Tara shook her head. “It was more than that; you went into a 
complete slump during the second half when we need you the most, 
and at the last practice you still was in a slump.” 
 The entire team nodded. 
 Carla rose from the bleachers. “Tara, I am not perfect like you all. It 
happens.” 
She glanced at her teammates and the Coach.“Coach Johnson, my 
mother was an outstanding basketball player in college, and she 
worked with me these last few weeks to help me with my mechanics, 
and confidence.”She glaredat Tara. 
“I have all of that now, and I feel I can play just as good as, or better, 
than you.” 
“What did you say, Carla?” 
“You heard me, I did not stutter.”  
“Are you challenging me, Carla? That sounds like a challenge to me.” 
Tara glanced around at her teammates. “I would love to embarrass 
youin front of everyone, and send you home with your tail tucked 
between your legs.” 
The girls all laughed. 
Carla gestured at herself. “Are you saying you want to play a one on 
one game with me?” 
Tara smiled and nodded her head. “I want to see, because I don’t 
believe you.” 
Carla glanced at Coach Johnson. 
“Coach, this is something I need to do. It obvious I am not going to get 
any respect from anybodyuntil I beat the pants off of her, and I am 
ready.” 
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Coach Johnson beckoned, “Okay, come on down.” 
Coach Jennings, who was seated on the bleachers, tossed the ball to 
Coach Johnson. 
Tara glanced at Carla. “Let’s make this interesting;let put some stakes 
on this game.” 
“Okay that sounds good to me.” 
Carla glanced at Coach Johnson. “If I win this game; I get to stay on this 
team; and if I lose, I can always play next year.” 
“Carla, are you sure you want to do this, because you know It’s up to 
me whether or not you stay on this team.” 
“Yes, I want to do this just to shut up her up, and I don’t plan on losing.” 
Tara chuckled. She glances at her teammate sitting on the bleachers. 
“You are going to need some help, and unfortunately for you, there will 
be none.” 
“Okay, this is going to be a 10 point game, single court, if is that okay 
with the both of you?” inquired Coach Johnson. 
They both nodded. 
“Okay, who’s going on offense first, or do you want to flip for it?” 
“Give the ball to Carla; that may be the only time that she will get to 
touch it.” 
Coach Johnson tossed the ball to Carla, and she tossed it to Tara. 
“I don’t want your charity.” 
   “You are going to regret this.” 
 
Tara started with offense, dribbling the ball from the high court line. 
Tara knew Carla was a great defense player. Tara uses her defense leg 
putting one leg between her and Carla. She kept the ball in her 
prominent hand, but Carla defense was tight. 
   Tara perception was that she couldn’t stand there forever, so she 
blew by Carla, and made a quick layup. 
Now it was Carla turn, and she dribbled the ball. Tara reached at the 
ball, and that was Carla’s cue to go in the opposite direction. She did 
not have an open shot so she quickly maneuvered around Tara’s 
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defense,eyeing the rim like her mother taught her. She executed a 
perfect outside shot. 
   A little over ten minutes expired, the score were even. Carla on 
offense dribbled the ball into play.  Her eyes on the rim.  She quickly 
shot a long jump shot. Swoosh!Nothing but net. Tara’s eye brow raised, 
her eyes widened. 
Both girls were perfect, and perspiring, with one point to win the game. 
Tara was more than surprised of Carla offensive stand. The  
team was even more amazed at how she hung with the best player in 
the state. It was Tara on offense, as she dribbled the ball into play. 
Carla’s defense was tighter than a lid on a Mason jar filled with 
preserves.  Tara quick move in the opposite direction was thwarted 
when Carla reached in and nearly stripped the ball. Tara quickness 
allowed her to maintain control of the ball as she quickly dribbled in the 
other direction toward the rim. She attempted a quick jump shot,but 
Carla was right there and blocked the shot.  
Tara reached for the ball as it bounced to herright side. She glanced 
back at Carla, and quickly blew to the rim, attempting another shot. 
Carla was right there, blocking the shot knocking the ball back into Tara 
hands.  Tara dribbled the ball around Carla, and attempted another 
shot, but Carla’s quick speed allowed her to block Tara’s shot a third 
time.  Carla gainedpossession of the blocked ball. 
She dribbled the ball back to the starting point, but Tara was there she 
quickly reached in and hit the ball, which and disrupted Carla’s rhythm. 
The ball was loose as Carla reaches for it, but Tara tapped the ball into 
Carla’s stomach. She grasp the ball with both hands, and Tara reached 
in and wrenched the ball from Carla’s arms, sending her to the floor. 
   Tara quickly turned without dribbling and took a long jump shot. 
Swoosh, nothing but net. She received applauds from her teammates. 
Carla, still on the floor, just shook her head. 
Tara reached to help Carla from the floor. 
“Are you okay?” she asks. 
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Carla slowly got up from the floor with help from Tara. She held Carla 
by her arm. 
“Yeah I’m fine nothing broken, just my heart!!” 
“Come on, I have something to say,” stated Tara. 
She escorted Carla over to her teammates and the Coaches. 
Tara glanced at her teammates on the bleachers. “I want all of you to 
give Carla a round of applause, because she played an awesome game 
against me!!” 
Carla received a standing ovation from her teammates. 
“Look everyone, I was wrong to judge Carla so quickly.” 
“How many times, guys, have my shots been blocked in a game during 
the past four years?” 
“I cannot remember not one time,” stated Stephanie. 
“Neither can I,” said Mara. 
   The whole team agreed. 
“Well you saw what happened to me, I was over confident, self- 
centered.” 
   Tara turned to the Coach. “Coach Johnson you are the one to decide 
whether not Carla are belongs on this team, not me.  I am just the 
captain, and Carla belongs on our team, and I know you will agree with 
me after that outstanding performances. To be honest, we struggle on 
defense without her. 
   Tara turned to Carla. “Would you please forgive us for the way we 
have treated you?Anyone of us could have a bad day, and not be on 
their game.” 
   A smile brightened Carla’s face. “Yes Tara, I forgive you?” 
She glanced at her teammates. “Sorry I was not on my game, but 
because of my mother, I am back now.” 
“Carla, please don’t apologize,we all should have not have beenso 
hostile to you because of that missedshot. We were wrong,” stated 
Stephanie. 
“And Carla, if it occurs again, which I doubt it, I am sure that Coach 
Johnson will work with you,” stated Tara 



249 
 

Coach Johnson nodded. “You bet. What I saw this afternoon was really 
impressive; not one shot was missed, and that speaks for itself.” 
Tara embraced Carla. “Welcome back.” 
“Thank you, that means a lot to me.” 
“Okay guys, let’s run a few laps around the gym.And tomorrow, just to 
let you know, before our practice you will be sprinting up and down the 
bleachers,” exclaimed Coach Johnson. 
Coach Jennings turned to Coach Johnson. “Well I guess Tara has a heart 
after all, huh?” 
“Yes, and she and the team is showing good sportsmanship toward 
their teammate. I like that.” 
 
 
Mrs. Jackson, the detention hall teacher glanced at her watch. She rose 
up from her seat. 
“Okay everyone, that’s it.Your ID badges are on the desk here. I have to 
meet with Principal Koon.” 
She reached down in the desk drawer for her purse andleft the room 
while students approached the desk and removed their ID badges. 
Carolyn Walker rosefrom the seat along with the triplets,she turned to 
Julianne. 
“Give me my phone, now!!” 
“No,you will get it when we finish our business in the restroom.” 
 
Lori, her sister Jamie, and Judy was positioned just down the 
hall,waiting to execute their evil mission. 
“What if they decide to use this bathroom at the end?” 
Lori glanced at Jamie. 
“No, they were explicit; besides if they change, we will see them 
coming, and we will pretend to be going down the hall. They will be 
going down the hall where Penny and Megan are waiting. Penny has 
her locker on that section, so they will get them on tape after they pass 
by. 
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Lori peeked around the wall straight ahead down the hall. 
“There they go now, all four of them; they are taking the hallway where 
Penny and Megan are.” 
 
Judy glanced around the wall, catching a glimpse of them.  
“Those triplets and that Carolyn Walker are in the third period gym 
class with that negro Coach Jennings.” 
Lori glanced back at Judy. “That’s right, you take third period gym with 
Coach Harrison.” 
“Yeah, I take fourth period with her, I cannot tell whether she is a 
nigger lover or not, but she looks like a lesbian with that short haircut. 
Also there is two niggers in that class we need to get rid of.” 
   Lori glanced back at her sister. “In time, we will get rid of all of them 
one way or another. This is going just as I planned. Hopefully they don’t 
beat her too badly so we can finish her; but on the other hand, they 
may do our work for us. Either way, allfour of those niggers are gone. 
We will send the recordings and the pictures to that nigger loving 
Principal Koon Monday after he announce that Carolyn Walker was 
found in the restroom dead.And they will get blame for her death.” 
 
 Glorianna glanced at the two girls from the corner of her eye as they 
passed by. 
Penny Login started recording the four girls as they moved down the 
hall. 
Carolynstopped and turned to the triples just at the entrance to the 
restroom. 
She held out her hand. “Give me my phone. I am not going in that 
restroom with you all.” 
Julianne slapped Carolyn in the face, while Glorianna quickly grabbed 
her around the neck. Julianne lifted Carolyn by her legs andcarried her 
down the hallway toward the restroom. 
Penny smiled as she pushed the stop record button. “This is going to be 
good. We got them niggers on tape!!” Her voice was jubilant. 
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Carolyn struggle to free herself was in vain as they wrenched herinto 
the restroom forcefully. 
The three girls threw her on the floor. Lilianna kicked Carolyn,while 
Glorianna held her hands down on the floor and Julianna sat on her. 
“Get off of me!!” she shouts. 
“Now you listen good, you fat ass bitch. We are sick and tired of your 
lies, rumors, and trash talk about us. If you ever utter anything else 
about us, we will beat you so bad that nobody will recognize you. Do 
you understand?” Anger was in her voice. 
“Yes!! I am sorry, and it will not happen again.” 
“It better not.”  
Julianna removed herself off of Carolyn.  She reached in her 
pocket,removed Carolyn’s phone, and dropped it on her stomach while 
she was still on the floor. Glorianna released her arms, allowing Carolyn 
to sit up. She grabbed her phone. 
Julianna, with anger in her voice directed her finger at Carolyn sitting 
on the floor. 
“We will be watching you, bitch!!” 
They all headed for the door, leaving Carolyn sitting on the floor. 
 
Penny and Megan were still at the locker waiting, while Lori, Jamie, and 
Judy were at the other end, peeking around the wall. 
Penny caught sight of the triplets heading down the hall. She started 
another recording of them from the back with their favorite t- shirts 
and inscription FBI Fabulous Black Intellectual.’ 
She watched as the triplets made a right turn, heading for the stairway 
just around the corner. She stopped the recording. 
She turned and signaled for Lori, Jamie, and Judy. 
They quickly movedtoward Penny and Megan. 
“Come, let’s go before she comes out,” said Lori. 
The group hurried down the hall. 
“She could be in there on the floor, stated Judy. 
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“If not we will put her on the floor,” said Jamie. 
“What are you all going to do? I hope it’s nothing violent,” stated 
Megan. 
They quickly turned down the hallway leading to the restrooms. 
Lori turned to Megan. “I want you to stand guard at the door, and if 
anyone tries to enter the restroom, tell them someone is sick and has 
vomited all over the floor. Okay?” 
Carolyn Walker stepped out of the bathroom, and just in her path were 
more serious trouble; five racist white girls. They all stoppedand 
blocked her path. 
She stopped,beginning to sense trouble. 
“What do you all want?” 
“We need to talk to you.” 
“Do you all know how sick and tired I am of hearing that phrase?” 
Jamie quickly moved toward Carolyn;she threw a hard blow to her face. 
The blow jerked her head back. “Shut up nigger!!” 
Carolyn clenched her fist, and quickly returned the blow to Jamie’s face. 
 Jamie,who is 6 ft. 172 lbs. stroked her bottom lip. She glanced at her 
hand; asmudge of blood was on it.  Sheglared at Carolyn,who was  
 5 feet 7 inches, 155 lbs. “Nigger, you are dead!!” 
That was Carolyn’s cue to run, but there was nowhere to run. She 
dashed back into the restroom, barricading the door with her thick 
body. 
She quickly took out her cell phone and dialed 9-1-1,pushing against 
the door with all of her strength. 
“9-1-1 what is your emergency?” 
“Help,I am at Lakewood High, being attack by five- 
They bust through the door, sending Carolyn up against the  
concrete partition. Her cell phone dropped from her hand. Jamie, 
Penny, and Judy coldly delivered a series of blows with their fist to the 
girl’s back, head, and adding insult to injury,spewing out racial slurs. 
Jamie grasped Carolyn around her neck,and dragged her around the 
partition and into the restroom. She threw her on the floor up against 
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the back wall.The three girls delivered a series of hard blows to her 
facefromtheir 3inch heels. 
Lori turns to Megan. “You stay here in front of the door and watch out.” 
“What are you all doing?” 
“Don’t concern yourself with this nigger, we are just going to have a 
talk with her.” 
Lori reached on the floor,and gathers the cell phone;she heard a voice. 
“Hello are you still there? Did you say someone was attacking you?” 
“Hello operator, there is no emergency here. One of my kids 
thoughtthat was funny. They are watching some movie that you hear in 
the background. They should not be watching that type of movie. I will 
make sure it don’t happen again.” She said in a southern tone. 
“See that it doesn’t said the operation. 
Lori pushed the end call button, thenmoved around the partition.She 
dropped the phone on the floor, and smashes it with her three inch 
heels on her white boots.She strode over to the toilet to urinate while 
the other three girls continued their ruthless assault onCarolyn. Kicking 
her with their three inch boot heels in her face and stomach, leaving 
her in agony as she squirmed on the floor. The extreme, intense pain 
left her helpless to defense herself. 
 Lori rose up from the toilet seat. “Hey you all bring her over here.” 
 
Melissa Warren, who played in the band, and a friend of Carolyn 
Walker, placed her instrument in her locker on the second floor after 
band practice. She locked her locker and headed down thehall,taking a 
quick right turn toward the restroom.She laid eyes on Megan standing 
in front of the door, at the same time Megan saw her. 
“You can’t come in.” She shook her head. 
“Why not?” 
“A friend of mine has the flu.She just vomited all over the floor, andshe 
is still in there. I am waiting for the custodian, I don’t want to catch her 
germs so that why I am out here, and I am sure you don’t want to catch 
her flu.” 
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“You are right, and thanks for your warning. I will use the one at the 
other end. I am sorry your friend is sick. Hope she gets better soon.” 
 She turned and strode away. 
 
They submerged her head into the toilet bowl of urinate,again, and 
again,laughing and spewing out racial slurs.Lori slammed the heel of 
her boot into Carolyn’s face, knocking her against the partition 
andleaving her in more agony, gasping for breath. Her body was 
suffering intense pain, she hada bloody nose, and her face covered with 
lacerationsand Lori’s urine.  
They continue to pulverize her, taking turns slamming the heel of their 
boots into her flesh just above her hip. Laughing as she convulsed, 
Jamie trounced on her head with both heels of her boots. Carolyn 
slipped into unconsciousness as Jamie continued to stomp her 
relentlessly in the stomach. 
She shouted out, “You dead yet nigger!!” 
 
Megan, getting inpatient, glanced at her watch and then at the 
restroom door, wondering what was going on in there. She turned and 
pushedthe door open andsteppedaround the wall. She caught sight of 
Carolyn legs on the floor from around the partition. 
She shouted out, “What are you all doing?” 
They all glanced from all the partition.Lori shouted at her, “Megan what 
the hell you are doing in here? Go back out and keep watch!!” 
“Look, there were somebody wanting to get in here just a few minutes 
ago.” 
“Who?” Inquired Jamie. 
“I don’t know who she was. She went to the other restroom. Why is she 
on the floor? I thought you all said there would not be any violence!!” 
 Lori glanced at Penny. “Go and talk to her. Take her back outside so we 
can wrap this up.” 
Penny moved toward Megan. “Come on I will tell you what happen. 
“And Penny!!” 
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She glanced back at Lori.” 
“You were the one that was sick and vomited all over the floor,got it?” 
She nodded,then turned to Megan. 
“Did you hear that?” 
“Yeah.” 
Megan glanced back as she moved around the wall with Penny. 
“I think it’s a good idea to go. The custodian has to clean the 
restrooms,” said Judy. 
    Lori glanced down at Carolyn bloody, lifeless body, lying on her side. 
“Do you think she’s dead? 
Jamie threw a hard kick to the side of Carolyn’s head. 
“She’d better be.” 
“Let’s get out of here. We were having so much fun, I forgot about the 
Custodian.” 
 
“Look Megan, that nigger tried to attack us when we just wanted to talk 
to her.” 
“Penny,remember what I told you, I don’t like violence or violent 
groups.” 
Lori, Jamie, and Judy stepped out of the restroom. “Okay, onMonday 
Principal Koon is going to announce on the PA that they found Carolyn 
Walker’s body in the restroom. Penny, you send your recordings to my 
laptop, and I will send all of the recordings to Principal Koon on Monday 
after the announcement.I will be using a fake email address from my 
laptop.” 
“What did you all do? Inquired Megan in a sharp tone. 
“Nothing!! We just defend ourselves!!” 
“Four against one?” 
“Penny will explain what happened to you later Megan, now let’s get 
the hell out of here, before the custodian get here.” 
 They all strode down the hall. 
“Yeah, I would hate to have to do the custodian since he is a white 
brother,” said Judy. 
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“The custodian that cleans the girl’s restroom is a female. I have seen 
her; she is a white sister kind of in her fifties,” said Penny.  
“Oh, Lori, I took your advice and changed my address in the computer.” 
“That’s good Jamie, because I know what a hothead you are?” 
    “Oh really!!” 
    “Yeah,but it’s all for a good cause, and there is another Lori 
Wilkerson in this school. I am thinking she may be of some use one day. 
I ran into her by mistake and she told me we could past for sisters. Now 
listen, we all need to split up before we get to the first floor. Jamie and I 
will take the west stairway at the other end. Megan, Judy, and Penny 
will take the east stairway.” 
Judy glanced back at Megan as they started toward the stairs. She 
caught the look of distress on her face. 
“Megan, are you okay?” 
She shook her head. “No I am not!!” 
 “Look Megan, don’t even think about worrying about that nigger; it’s 
going to be okay.” 
 
At 5 pm, the custodian entered the restroom, bracing the door open 
with her cart. She removed a mop from her cart, and moved around the 
wall.Shecaught sightof Carolyn’s bloody body. The mop dropped from 
her hand as shescreamed loudly,then quickly ran out of the restroom.  
Just at that moment, Candy, Natalie, and Sherry were walking past the 
hall entrance to the restrooms on their rounds. 
They dashed down the hall as the custodian was exiting the restroom. 
She saw the girls moving toward her. 
She pointed to the restroom. “There is a dead girl in there!!” 
They quicklyrushedthrough the door and around the wall to Carolyn’s 
bloody body. 
“Oh my god!!” shouted Natalie, placing her hand over mouth 
momentarily. 
Candy crouched over Carolyn’s bloody body, checkingfor a pulse. 
“Is she alive?” inquired Sherry. 
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Candy glanced up at them. “Barely.” 
“My god just look at her. Who would do something like this?” 
Candy stood, removed her phone from her pocket andcalledTara. 
“Hey what up?” 
“Tara, we got a girl in the second floor restroomwho has been brutally 
beaten. She is barely alive. I’m going to call 9-1-1.” 
Tara pushed the end call button,she call out to Coach Johnson. 
She hurries across the gym floor to her. “Yes Tara.” 
“I just got a call from my security team, there is an emergency in the 
second floor restroom.” 
“Okay. I think that is going to be it for this evening. 
She turns toward the gym floor. “Okay everybody that’s it.” 
“Stephanie, Mara we have to go!!” 
They hurried toward Tara. 
“What up?” 
“Let’s go. They found a girl in the restroom severely beaten.” 
Coach Jennings,moving toward Coach Johnson, overhead Tara. 
“Did you hear that?” 
She turned to Coach Jennings. “Principal Koon told me that he had 
some aggressive kids in this school but-“ 
Coach Jennings interrupted. “This school has more than just aggressive 
kids. There are white supremacists in here causing serious problems for 
black students, and nobody knows who they are. So people like me is in 
serious danger.” 
“I am not surprised Coach Jennings, they seem to be everywhere, and 
they are targeting young people for their racist group.” 
“Yes and in this school they maybe all girls.” 
 
At 5:21pm,Linda, Jackie, Principal Koon, Tara and her securityteam   
watched the Paramedics place Carolyn Walker on the stretcher. 
“Is she going to make it?” Principal Koon ask sympathetically.  
“We don’t know. She’s in pretty bad shape. We need to get her to the 
trauma center ASAP.” 
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 “Let me hold the door for you all.” 
He hurriedahead of them, andheld it open. 
 He shook his head, gazing at Carolyn’s badly beaten, unconscious body 
as the two Paramedics move through the door.He stood and 
watchedthem with deeply sadly expression on his face. “My god, this 
can’t get any worse!! First the serial killer killing students and teachers, 
and now a student severely beaten and near death. I wonder what’s 
next,” he thought to himself. 
He turned to enter the restroom when he is call by a familiar’s voice.  
He turned his head and laid eyes on Theresa Fonda, and her camera   
crew moving toward him. 
“Theresa, how did you find out so quickly?” 
“We have our sources. I saw that poor girl; she look like a truck ran over 
her. Can you tell us what happened?” 
 
Linda scrutinizedthe scene while Tara and her team commented. 
Jackie removed the broken pieces of cell phone from the floor with a 
paper towel. 
Linda pointed out the trail of blood across the floor. “She was dragged 
from there to here.” 
Tara pointed to the commode. “Yeah, it’s look like they could have 
dump her head in this bowl of urine. There is blood all over it.” 
Stephanie shookher head. “As if beating her brutally was not enough.” 
“My god, who would do such a savage, merciless crime to this poor 
kid,” Linda said,shakingher head. 
“There is three suspects I can think of,” said Candy. 
They all directed their attention to her. “This morning, we caught three 
girls about to jump on her in this same bathroom.” 
“Do you know who they are?” inquired Jackie. 
“Yes, they were the brown triplets, Julianna, Glorianna, and Lilianna.” 
“What action did you take?” inquired Linda. 
“They all were assigned to the detention hall for cutting class.” 
“Yeah, those three triples gave Carolyn a nasty look,” stated Sherry. 
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Jackie glanced around, then turned to Linda. “Okay what we got here is 
all four of the girls were in the detention hall; so the triplets brought 
her back here and beat her unconscious because they had to stay in the 
detention hall?” 
“No,its goes further than that. Carolyn Walker has been spreading 
rumors and lies about these girls, according to Brandon.  He saw them 
grab her and force her into this bathroom early this morning.” said 
Tara. 
“And this is where we caught them this morning,” stated Natalie. 
“She obviously have some issues, but they did not have to beat her the 
way they did,” stated Mara. 
“We need to interrogate these girls, and find out what took place after 
the detention hall. Did they force Carolyn back into this restroom to 
beat her up, and then left her for dead? But first, we need to contact 
Carolyn Walker parents, and then find out her condition. Obviously 
these girls had it in for her, “said Linda. 
    Stephanie shook her head. “Mother, I have another thought.” 
They all turned their attention to her. “Okay Stephanie, I know you 
have excellent insight like me. So what do you have on your mind?” 
   She glanced at her mother. “I don’t believe these girls would do such 
a thing like this.” 
“Why not?” inquired Linda. 
Stephanie glanced around at everybody. “My intuition tell me this is a 
hate crime.” 
“Stephanie we all know that you were right about the white 
supremacist planting drugs and firearms in African- Americans cars and 
lockers, but  these triplets could be responsible for this,” stated Tara. 
“Yes, maybe, but do you remember what my mother said when we 
caught one of them on tape?” 
Tara nodded. “They will become desperate and find another way to 
practice their racist tactics.”  
“Right,so I think somewhere these   girls were setting andwaiting on 
Carolyn after she left the detention hall, or maybe she decide to use 
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this restroom.They followed her in and brutally beat her just because 
she is black.” 
“Stephanie, that could have been possible, but we have no proof those 
girls were even here, or in the school building.” Stated Mara. 
“And Stephanie,these are the facts; those three girls were in the 
detention hall and so was Carolyn. We all saw the nasty look they gave 
her, plus they said that they would finish it right before us this 
morning,” stated Candy. 
Stephanie gestured with her hand. “Look, I know there is no proof yet, 
but those racist girls beat this girl brutally. And on top on it, one of 
them pissed in the commode and dumped her face into it. That is most 
hideous. I just don’t believe another black person would do this 
sickening thing to another black person!!” 
    They turned and caught sightof Principal Koon moving toward them. 
“Linda, Jackie I just want to let you all know that channel 13 news  
was here. I told them what I could.They might want to talk to you. 
“Well at this moment, we don’t have a lot to tell. We are going to 
need Carolyn Walker address-“ 
“I will go right now and call her mother, if that’s okay Linda?” 
“That’s fine, but we will alsoneed Glorianna, Julianna, and Lilianna 
Brown address.” 
“Are they your suspects?” 
“Possible, since Carolyn and these girls had an altercation in this 
restroom, and we have her phone,which was destroyed. She might 
have tried to make a distress call. We will check with our dispatch, but 
that may take some time before they get back to us,” said Jackie. 
“Also John, on Monday put a message out to see whether anybody  
has any info connecting these girls to this incident,” stated Linda. 
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E I G H T E E N 
 
 
Megan Stuartman was seated at the dining room tablet with her family 
having their supper. The wall television was on in the background. The 
family is very talkative, but Megan has others things on her mind. Her 
mother glanced across the table at Megan, seated next to her sister 
Jenny,and noticed Megan’sdisquiet expression. 



262 
 

“Megan, are you okay? You haven’t said a word since we started 
eating.” 
“Just thinking,” she said in a faint voice. 
“Maybe she has a boyfriend,” shouted Jenny. 
Her father glanced at her. “Is that’s true Megan, you having boy trouble 
at school?” 
She shookher head. 
Her father glanced to the right at the television, taking notice of a 
photo of Lakewood high in the background of the news report. 
 He turned up the sound with the remote resting on the table next to 
him. 
“Theresa Fonda is standing by live at the Trauma center. 
Theresa, what can you tell us about the condition of Carolyn Walker,an 
11th graderthat was found brutally beaten in the Lakewood High 
restroom?” 
    Theresa shookher head sadly. 
“Well Bill, it’s not good at all. I spoke with her parents and they are just 
totally devastated over their daughter’s condition. She is comatose and   
in surgery as I speak. The result of that is head trauma, broken arm, cuts 
and bruises all over her face, and broken nose, but that’s not the 
worse.The doctor said her reproduction system has been ruptured due 
to the massive beating. . The investigators believe thatshe was stomped 
and kicked over and over while she was unconscious. She will never give 
birth a child if she should live which is not good.The doctor only given 
her a 30/70percent chance of survival.” 
Bill Sanders, the newscaster in the news room,shook his head. 
“My goodness. Theresa do you know whether or not the police has any 
suspects?” 
“The police will question three female students who had an altercation 
with Carolyn this morning. Also Carolyn Walker is the sister of James 
Walker, that outstanding running back from last year. He is now in at 
one of the major colleges. They will be contacting him.” 
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“Yes, we all remember him, and our prayers goes out to the family. 
Thank you, Theresa.” 
   Megan’s father lowered the sound andset his gaze on her, but she 
would not meet her father’s gaze. She kept her head down, picking in 
her plate with her fork. 
“See Megan, what I tell you about black on black crime. Some of 
 her kind most likely attacked her.”  
 “And that is the second violent incident at Lakewood. Those coloreds 
are just smearing the name of our school,” stated Doris. 
Jenny, who is 11 years old inquired her father. 
“Daddy, how do you know she is black?” 
“He glanced at her. 
“Because I have seen her brother in the high school sports section in 
the school newspaper, and he is a running back. That is what black 
players does best.He is like a work horse, but not as smart. Now, Coach 
Ted Ward, who is black did the smartest thing he could do.” 
“What that daddy?” 
“He put Johnny Seth in as quarterback, because he is smart and white, 
and he carries a 4.2 GPA. Whites plays that position better than blacks.” 
This is his last year, and I am going to miss reading about him. The 
school is only about 12 percent black, but the football team is 40 
percent black. Just remember baby girl, whites are smarter than blacks 
and will always be. Whites get into college because of their high grades, 
while blacks solely get into college because of their athletic ability. We 
are the superior race. That why we formed a coalition to preserve our 
superior race. There is a right way and wrong way to get your point 
outand to get things done. We don’t do violence. People who say they 
represent us in these groups committing violentacts need to be in jail.” 
 Megan dropped her fork in her plate and stood. 
“I don’t feel good, I need to go my room.” 
“Megan, you barely touched your lasagna, and you love it. What’s 
wrong?”  
Megan’s sister reached for her plate. “I’ll finish it.” 
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“I have a headache mother.” 
“Do you want a Tylenol? Maybe you are coming down with the flu, 
there is a lot of it going around this year,” said her father. 
“No, I just need to lie down.” 
She headed out of the kitchen and down the hall toward her room. She 
removed her cell just as she entered her room; after closing the door, 
she made a call. 
“Penny, I just heard the news about Carolyn Walker.” 
“Yeah, she is good as dead. She will not make it. One less nigger, and 
three more to go.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Those other three niggers you saw in the hall will get blame for her 
beating, and eventually it’s going to be murder.” 
“Penny, those girls didn’t beat her. You all did, and I stood watch. I am 
just as guilty!! Now you all plan to frame them!!” 
“Megan, don’t worry about some niggers!! Just let it go.” 
“Look Penny, I am thinking about getting out of the group.” 
“Why?”  
“I told you a while back before I join the group that my family and I did 
not advocate violence. Now if my family finds out that I have joined a 
group that commits violent acts they are going to be pissed as hell!! 
They believe people who commits violence in thosegroups should be 
sent to jail!! Do you understand?” 
“Then don’t let them find out; beside, you cannot leave the group 
anyway. It’s a lifetime commitment.It’s in your contract.” 
“What contract?” 
“The one that was emailed to you after you joined the group? Did you 
not sign a contract when you joined?” 
“Yeah, I signed some sort of form.” 
“Go and read it, Megan. You are with us for life.” 
“I don’t care about no damn contract. You told me this was not a 
violent group. Here you all are beating a girl to death, and you are going 
to blame it on some other girls?” 
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“Look Megan, that nigger bitch deserved it; besides, we just wanted to 
talk to her, she provokedus. Things just got out of hand.” It’s 
 going be alright, Megan, just let it pass.” 
 
Linda and Jackie approaches a house in Lakewood subdivision and 
knocked on the door. 
Jackie looked around the area. 
The door is opened by a young woman. “Yes.” 
“Detective Russo, and Detective Williams.” They displayed their badges. 
“And your name, madam?” inquired Linda. 
“I’m Belinda Brown. What can I do for you?” 
“Weneed to talk to your daughters Ms. Brown,” said Linda. 
“What is this about?” 
“It about the brutal beating of a student your daughters were last seen 
with this afternoon, stated Jackie. 
Her eyes widened. “Brutal beating of who?” 
“A student name Carolyn Walker. Madam, if you let us in we can find 
out what your daughters know,” said Linda. 
“Come on in. They are just about to have supper.” 
“This should not take long madam,” stated Jackie. 
 They followed her into the living room. She stepped into the hallway 
and bellowed for her daughters. 
She stepped back into the living room. “They are on the way. Have a 
seat. Can I get you all anything?” 
“No thanks.” 
“My husband will be working at his shop late tonight, so it just me and 
the girls.” 
“What kind of work your husband do if you don’t mind me asking,” 
inquired Jackie. 
“He has an automotive shop and a paint and body shop. He promised 
several of his customers that their cars would be ready for this 
weekend.” 
The three girls paced into the living room. 



266 
 

“What’s all the fuss about mother?” 
She gestured. “These Detectives need to talk to you all. Have a seat.” 
They sat on the crouch next to their mother, gazing at Linda and Jackie. 
“So you all are triplets,” said Jackie. 
“Yes we are?” 
“Introduce yourself,” said her mother 
I’m Julianna.” She pointed to her two sisters. “This is Glorianna, and 
Lilianna.” 
“Nice names,” commented Linda. “We need to ask you all a few 
questions about Carolyn Walker.” 
“Sure, what do you want to know?” asked Julianna. 
“Did you all see her this afternoon?” inquired Linda. 
“Yes we did,” replied Julianna. 
“So, what is this about?” inquired Glorianna. 
“She was found brutally beaten in the restroom on the second floor,” 
said Jackie. 
“So when was the last time you saw her?”    
The girls all glanced at each other. 
“We were all in the detention hall together this afternoon?” stated 
Lilianna. 
“Is that the very last time you saw her?” inquired Linda. 
“Yeah, and we-‘ 
       Julianna interrupted Glorianna. “We walked with her down the hall, 
and then she stopped to go to the restroom, but we walked on.” 
“Did you all like Carolyn walker?” inquired Jackie. 
“We really didn’t know her that well,” said Julianna.  
“Did you all have any kind of altercation with Carolyn?” inquired Linda. 
The triplets all glanced at each other. “Well yeah, if you want to call it 
that,” replied Glorianna. 
“What was the nature of it?” inquired Linda. 
“She was spreading lies and rumors about us that was not true,” replied 
Lilianna. 
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“So we approached her about it and she apologized to us,” added 
Julianne. 
“So you all did not gang up on her today and beat her up?” inquired 
Jackie. 
  “Well we-  
Julianna interrupted Glorianna again. 
“No, we did not gang up on her and beat her up. We did not touch her.” 
Jackie narrowed his gaze on Julianne. 
The mother took notice of Jackie’s suspiciousstare. “Okay detectives, 
my daughters said they did not have anything to do with beating up 
that girl, and I believe them. 
He shifted his gaze to Debbie, and then Linda. 
“I believe that will be all for now, said Linda. 
Jackie shifted his gaze back to the triplets. “Yeah, if we have any more 
questions, we will contact you later. Thank you for your time.” 
Jackie and Linda headed for the front door. 
Debbie turned to her daughters. “Are you all sure you’re telling the true 
about this?” 
They are nodded their heads. 
Their mother left the room, heading for the kitchen. 
      Glorianna turned to Julianna. “Why did you cut me off? They 
needed to know that we did push her around a little.” 
“That is precisely why I cut you off. They don’t need to know that 
because they will say we were the ones who brutally beat her up, and 
we barely touched her. We would have went to jail; beside, nobody 
saw us.” 
“What about those two girls in the hall,” asked Lilianna? 
“They did not even notice us I saw them out of the corner of my eye. 
One of them was talking on the phone, and the other looking in her 
locker.” replied Julianna. 
Jackie looked at the house as they drove away.“They are lying, Linda. 
Tara’s security team caught them in the bathroom this morning about 
to throw down on Carolyn Walker, and I think they forced her into that 



268 
 

same bathroom after they left the detention hall, and finishedwhat was 
started.” 
“Let’s hope that somebody comes forward Monday with some info 
about this incident. One thing for sure; this is not the work of the 
Nightstaker.” 
“You are right Linda; she only does her dirty work at night.” 
 
“Mary, I am at your front door,” she announcedfrom her cell phone. 
Mrs. Connors hurried to the door to let her mother in. 
    She opened the door, a smile illuminating her face.“Mother, what a 
surprise!!” 
Her mother returned the greeting. 
She entered, and embraced her daughter.“I thought I just come by 
personally and congratulate you on your latest achievement. That my 
girl!!” 
“Thank you so much, mother. We all were just sitting in the living room 
watching the television.” 
“Well hello you all!!” She smiled at Connie and Danny seated on the 
sofa. 
Danny roseand embraced his grandmother. “Hello grandmother!!” he 
uttered in a joyously. 
 So did Connie, but her voice was rather faint. 
Lisa noticed the grief on her granddaughter’s face.“What’s wrong 
Connie, you look very sad?” 
She shakes her head. 
“She when to visit her father today, and find out he is getting married 
in December.” 
Lisa looked at her daughter. “What!! To who?” 
“To her former Coach, Laura Ross. She is the sister of Cathy Ross, who 
was killed by that serial killer, and that is not the bad part. He is moving.  
They are going to live out west.” 
“I hate her for doing that to us!!” Connie utter angrily. 
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    Mrs. Connors set her gaze on her daughter.“Now Connie, you should 
not say that about your former track Coach.” 
“I know Mother, but I can’t help it. Now we will never see him again!!” 
    Lisa put her arm around Connie’s shoulder. “Look honey, I know how 
you feel, but it was bound to happen. So, wish them the best, and that 
is all you can do.” 
She glanced over at Danny, standing next to his sister. 
“Well Danny, what do you think about this?” 
“Well I guess it doesn’t make any differences about what I think. He’s 
going to do it anyway. We’ve made it for four years without him, and 
we will continue to do so.” 
“That’s right,and we are doing just fine,” added Mrs. Connors. 
“Mary, I thought he would never marry again or find somebody else.” 
“Mother,it’s most likely been going on a long time, before he decided 
to abandon us.” 
“He’s takes her out every Friday and Saturday. That’s what he told me 
this weekend,” said Connie 
“Well, it is what it is, and I can see that you all are doing just fine.” 
 Mary’s mother removed her polarized sunglasses andshe placed them 
in her purse.She seated herself on the sofa along with the family. 
“Mary, you have achieved the highest award a teacher can achieve, and 
this is second straight years. You are a cinch for the teacher of year 
again!!” 
Mary smiled “That’s what my students tell me, too. Oh, I have a new 
student coming, transferring from his second period class Danny, he is 
on your football team; Bubble Linden. Mary glanced at her son. 
“Yeah, he plays on the offense. He wanted me to come running with 
him up in Schultz Hill, where he lives.” 
“Well, are you going to?” 
“No way; he gets up at 4 every morning and run seven miles. That is 
just too early for me.” 
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Monday morning 
                        8:30 AM 
 
Principal Koon informed everyone on the PA system about Carolyn 
Walker. 
“You all may have heard on the news this weekend that Carolyn walker 
an 11th grade student, was found brutally beaten in the second 
floorgirl’s restroom. She is still comatose, and may not survive.” 
 
While in her history class, Melissa Warren,a dear friend of Carolyn 
Walker, Sheshouted out “Oh my god!!” 
The triplets glance back at her.” 
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“Please, if anyone of you have any information related to this incident, 
please don’t be afraid to come see me at any time. Please pray for 
Carolyn Walker andher family and loved ones. Thank you.” 
Melissa Warren glanced at the triplets. She recalledan incidentthat took 
place last Fridayin the hallwhen she witnessedthe three girls forcing 
Carolyn Walker to that very same restroom.Her intentions was to speak 
to the Principal about the incident,but, for her safety, she decided to 
wait until lunch time. The triplets have the next two classes with her. 
 
While in her sociology class, Lori Wilkerson smiled as she emailed the 
recordings to Principal Koon. She typed in a message as being an 
unseen witness to the unfolding incident. Her evil plan was working just 
perfectly. The recordings would implicate the triplets.There was no way 
her sinister group could be linked to the brutal beating of Carolyn 
Walker. 
 
Meanwhile, the ponytail blondes Katina and Janis Steele sat in their car 
getting ready to plan another heist. Since the start of the school year 
they have beenburglarizing student’s lockers. 
Over half of the kids that attended Lakewood High did not lock their 
lockers. They assumed that their belongings were safe while they are at 
lunch, while some just don’t want to be bothered with the hassle of a 
lock. The ponytail blondes’ sisters Katina and Janis has feasted off of 
their assumptions by stealing their laptopsand selling them. 
Katina pushed the end button on her cell phone after talking to her first 
period study hall teacher. 
“I tell you Janis, we got Mrs. Wright under our finger. She would believe 
anything we tell her about our father.” 
“Yeah, we have only been present in that class maybe about three 
times this year, and she has always covered for us. That story you came 
up with about our father beings sick, and we needed to be there to 
make sure he takes his medication and cook his breakfast, that was 
brilliant. 
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Katina laughed. “Daddy is already and gone before we even get out of 
bed!! He works two jobs, and still he cannot send us to college. So, by 
us takingLaptops and selling them on eBay,along with our street 
fighting contests on the weekend in Atlanta, we are making plenty of 
money to send usto college.” 
Janis set her sight on Katina. “So where and when is this next big 
heist?”   
Katina met Janis gaze. “I checked out the fourth floor during lunch time 
yesterday. I looked in at least 20 unlock lockers with laptops in there, so 
at lunch we will take out gym bags up there, and load up.” 
 
The start of second period, Bubble Linden strode into Mrs. Connors 
class. 
She looked from her and greeted him. 
He returns the greeting.  
Stephanie, seated in the firstseat just beyond the door, caughta glimpse 
ofhim passing by. She turned to Tara, who was having a conversation 
with her boyfriend. 
“Tara, look.” She gestured with her head. 
Tara turned and took notice of Bubble strutting down the aisle. He 
stopped and glanced at Priscilla,who was seated in the next row. 
“Is this seat taken?” 
A sexy smile illuminated her face. “It is now. She spoke in a low, 
soft tone. 
“Tara, that’s the boy who tried to get fresh with you at Matt’s party. 
“What the hell he’s doing in here?” 
Tara glared at Bubble. “I told him what would happen if I ever see his 
face again.” 
Mara glanced up from her textbook. “Who are you talking about?” 
Tara gestured. “That son of a bitch sitting across from that whore 
Priscilla!!” 
Mara took aquick look over her shoulder. 
“That’s the boy who grabbed you at Matt’s party.” 
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Bubble caught sight of their glares, and he quickly turned his head 
toward Priscilla!!” 
“So, how is everything going? It’s Priscilla right?” 
“Yes, Priscilla Barton; it’s just started to get great.” She spoke in a sexy 
tone. 
“Class, we have a new student transferring from study hall Bubble 
Linden. Please make him feel welcome,” stated Mrs. Connors. 
 
“Hey Linda, did you get those recording I sent you this morning?” 
“Yes John I did. Jackie and I just reviewed them. John these 
recordingsare evidences that we needed.” 
“They came from an anonymous source. Have you talk with these girls, 
Linda?” 
“Yes, and they claim they approached her, but they didn’t touch her. 
We knew they were lying,we just needed evidence to link them to  
the  beating.  Are they in school?” 
“Yes, I just checked their class schedule, and they are in the study hall, 
Mrs. Jackson, at this moment.” 
“Well, we going to get a warrant for them, we will be there in about an 
hour. Can you call them to the office, or go have your security 
teamescort them to the office?” 
“I will have Tara and the team bring them to the office, and, look, I have 
another witness, a friend of Carolyn Walker that emailed me about an 
incident in the hall involving Carolyn and those three girls.” 
“Okay, you might want to put her in a separate room out of view of 
those girls for her safety. We need to know what she witnessed, and 
John, don’t let those three girls know why they are in your office.” 
 
At the end of second period, Tara, Stephanie, and Mara, stood outside 
Mrs. Connors classroom. 
Mara turned to her sister. “What are you going to do?” 
“I just wanted that bastard to look me in myeye.” 
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Bubble walked out the door with Priscilla. “Why don’t you come run 
with me in Schultz hill? I run every morning 4. I can pick you up in the 
morning at 3:30 AM.” 
She glanced at Bubble as they walked past Tara and her friends. Bubble 
kept his eyes on Priscilla, but he was very aware of Tara, Mara, and 
Stephanie observing him. 
“No way. I said I would run around the track with you after school, but 
not 4 am.” 
Tara, Mara and Stephanie glared at them as they walked down the hall. 
“That freaking whore, I hate that bitch!! She think she is something!!”  
Tara said angrily. 
“Well, she is with a jerk,” said Stephanie. 
“And he’s is probably a pervert as well,” added Mara. 
   Tara phone rangShe glances at the screen. “Hey daddy!!” What up?” 
Her tone was jubilant.  
“Hey. How is your morning going so far?” 
Tara glanced down the crowded hall. 
 
“Just fine,Daddy. We just finished second period class with our 
 favorite teacher Mrs. Connors.” 
“That’s great. Look, I need for you and your team to go to the Coach 
Johnson’s gym class and escort the Brown triplets to the office. Also I 
want one of you to escort Melissa Warren from that same class, but 
keep her separated from those girls. I have already called Coach 
Johnson and told her you are coming.” 
“Okay.Were their some developments?” 
“Yes. I receiveda disturbing video and audio recordings that these girls 
were the ones that beat Carolyn Walker. I email them to Linda, and she 
will be here in the next hour to pick up those girls. 
 
 
 



275 
 

The triplets glanced back at Tara and Stephanie. “Why are we being 
escorted to the Principal office?” What is this about?” asked Julianna. 
“What’s going on?” inquiry Glorianna. 
“Did we do something wrong?” asked Lilianna. 
“You will know soon enough,” replied Tara. 
They all entered the office.Principal Koon was standing and talking with 
Audrey;he looked up and beckoned. Follow me. 
The three girls followed the principal into a room which was next to his 
office. 
“You all need to wait in here.” 
“Why? What’s going on Principal Koon” inquired Julianna?” 
“Someone will be coming to see you all in a little while. Just make 
yourself comfort.” 
Principal Koon closed the door after the three girlsentered the room. 
Stephanie walked into the office.  “Tara, I have Melissa just outside the 
door,” she whispered. 
Principal Koon came toward them. 
“Daddy, is Melissa ready to come in?” 
“Yes.” 
Stephanie opened the door and beckoned for Melissa. 
Melissa entered the office, followed by a teacher and another student. 
Principal Koon beckoned for Melissa to follow him to his office. 
“Daddy, call us if you need us.” 
“Okay, Tara.” 
Tara, Mara, and Stephanie exited the office. 
Audrey lookedup from her computer. “Mrs. Jansen, what can I do for 
you?” She smiled. 
Mrs. Jansen smiledasshe pointed toward her student. 
“This is Billy Carey He has the flu, and he vomited in the bathroom  
on the fourth floor. He needs to call his mother to come pick him up.” 
“Okay Mrs. Jansen, I will let Principal Koon know in a minute and I will 
call the custodian.” 
“Thank you, Audrey,” She turned and walked out of the office. 
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“Billy, have a seat.” 
      Audrey picked up the phone, and called the custodian. 
 
The school bell rang signaling the start of lunch. 
Linda and Jackie entered the office as Audrey hung up the phone. 
Principal Koonmoved toward them. “Well I am glad to see you all 
again.” 
“Yeah,I am going to move in here with my bed and fridge,” she said 
jokingly. 
“Melissa is in my office and the triplets are in the other room with the 
door closed. 
Linda said Jacki,“Let’s see what she has to tell us.” 
 
Katina and Janis removed their large black Nike gym bags from their 
car,and carefully placed them over their shoulders. 
Janis glanced at her sister as she closed the car door. 
“How long do you think this will take?” 
Katina looked at her sister. “If we don’t have to pick any of the 
Locks,and I believe we won’t,I’ll say 20 minutes or maybe sooner.” 
“That’s a minute for each locker.” 
“Okay, then let get going, and get some laptops,” said Janis. 
“We are going to take the stairs on the west side,” stated Katina. 
They hurried toward the school building in their army fatigues and 
green sweat shirts,their gym bags over their shoulder, and their pony 
tails swinging back and forth. 
 
Meanwhile, in the office, the Brown triplets started to get 
concerned.Julianna removed her cell phone, looked at the time, then  
glanced at her sisters seated next to her. 
“Something is going on here. Why the helldid they not tell us who is 
coming to talk to us.” 
“Yeah, and why?” inquired Lillianna. 
Glorianna turned her gaze to Julianna. 
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“I told you we should have let those detectives know about our little 
struggle with Carolyn.” 
    She met her gaze. “And I told you they will blame her beating all on 
us.” 
   The door opened and Linda and Jackie walked in. 
The triplets looked up at them. 
Linda makes eye contactwith them. 
“Julianne Brown, Glorianna Brown, Lillianna Brown, you all are under 
arrest for the brutal beating and intent to commit the murder of 
Carolyn Walker. Stand up, and put your hands behind you.” 
They all quickly rose up from their seats. “No, wait, this is a mistake!!” 
bellowed Julianna as she turned around. 
“We did not do anything,” stated Glorianna. 
Lillianna remained silent as they placed the handcuffs on her. 
Jackie reads them their rights. “You have the right to remain silent, and 
if you give up that right, anything you say can be held  
against you. You have the right to an attorney, and if you cannot afford 
one, an attorney will be appointed to you. Do you all understand these 
rights?” 
“But we did not do anything!!” bellow Julianna. 
“I’ll take that as a yes.” 
“Can we call our parents?” inquired Lillianna. 
“We will have Principal Koon call them!!” And I recommend that you 
girls don’t said anything until your parents and lawyer is present. Let’s 
go!!” 
They escorted the girls out of the office. Lindaturnedto Principal Koon. 
“John go ahead and call their parents.” 
He nodded. 
 
The custodian who had just cleaned the boy’s restroom headed down 
to the entrance to the main hallway, pushing his cart. Suddenly he 
heard voices just before he reached the main hallway,so he stopped. 
“Those voices; I have heard them before,” he thought. 
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He slowly moved to the edge of the wall and peeked around it. 
“There are about five more lockers in the next hall thatdon’t havelocks.  
These freshman are so irresponsible,” said Katina. 
“That’s fine with me, it makes our job a whole lot easier,” stated Janis.  
They were having a field day raiding lockers, one after another. Their 
gym bags becoming completely filled with laptops. 
“Boy, these are going to bring in some money.” Said Katina. 
Paul Simons quickly removed his cell phone from his pocket.He made a 
call, ashe moved back toward his cart. 
“Principal Koon, this is Paul. Look, those blonde girls are ripping off 
laptops here on the fourth floor, and they are the same ones who 
attacked me,” he whisper softly. 
“Okay Paul, stay out of sight until our security team gets there.” 
 
Tara, her team, and Simone eating lunch in the cafeteria when her 
phone jingles on the table.  
“Yes daddy!!” her voice was pleasant. 
“I just received a call from the custodian, Paul Simons; he said that 
those girls that attacked him are breaking into lockers on the fourth 
floor and stealing laptops.” 
“Okay, we are on the way.” She pushed the end button. 
“Listen up, everybody. We’ve got a burglary in progress on the fourth 
floor. It’s the same girls who beat up the custodian. They are breaking 
into lockers and stealing Laptops.” 
Candy put her fork in her plate. “Let’s go and get them.” 
“We are going to kick their ass,” said Tara. 
“Good; ever since that racist bitch got away from us, I have been itching 
to kick some ass,” stated Stephanie. 
“We need to split up. Candy, Natalie, and Sherry you take the west 
stairways. Mara, Stephanie, and I will take the east stairway.” 
They all rosequickly from their seats. 
“What about me?” asked Simone? 
Tara glanced at her. “This is a job for security, Simone. 
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“No, I am not talking about fighting. She glanced around at the girls. 
“Did you all forget this is the kind of school news I can put in the school 
newspaper.” 
She removed her phone from her pocket. “Also, you all will be on 
YouTube to show everyone how tough you are.” 
Tara smiled. 
“Okay then, you take the east stairs with us. Let’s go before they leave.” 
They all quickly exited the crowded cafeteria. 
 
“This is the last one on this side. Now let hit the-“ 
Katina saw Paul peeking around the wall. 
“Somebody is watching us from around that wall,” she whispered. 
Janis did a quick glance. 
Paul stepped back. 
“Let’s get them,” said Katina. 
They both moved to the edge of the wall, then Katina peeked around it. 
Paul stood at his cart, placing the mop through the wringer and 
squeezing the water out. 
“Well –well, look at what we have here,” Janis.” 
He lookedup. 
“It’s the wanna be hero who got his ass kicked,” laughed Janis. 
“You thinking of trying that again, are you?” inquired Katina. 
“Why do you steal from other people? Do you know that is wrong?” 
Katina and Janis glanced at each other, laughed, and mocked him. 
“Listen, you had better mind your own affairs and stay out of ours, or 
we will do the same thing to you like before. Only this time it’s going to 
be worse.” 
Paul stood and stared at them. He was beaten up by them the last time 
when he attempted to stop them from raiding student’s lockers, and 
that day was his worst nightmare. He knew that the security team was 
on the way, but he was concerned that they would leave before the 
team got there. 
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Katina glanced at Janis. “Let’s get the hell out of here before we have to 
put his ass in the hospital permanently.” 
“Yeah, I think we have enough for now,” said Janis. 
They turned to Paul and waved.“Toodles.” 
Katina and Janis quickly pickedup their loaded bags and place them 
over their shoulder. 
Paul moved toward them with a mop in his hands.“Hold it.” 
They turned around. 
“You are not going anywhere.” 
Theygiggled. 
“What do you think you going to do with that mop?” asked Katina. 
He clenched the mop with both hands with the handle facing them. 
“I going to stop you if I have to. This time, it going to be different. 
“You freaking son of bitch!! I hope you have a good health insurance!!” 
Katina and Janis were just about to remove their gym bags from their 
shoulders when Tara and her team arrived. He glanced around as Tara 
and her team came toward him. 
“Mr. Simon, we will take it from here.” 
He breathed a sigh of relieve. He smiled. “With pleasure.”   
Simone beganto record. 
Tara glanced at Paul. “Call my father and tell him to call Linda and 
Jackie.Tell them we have caught some thieves stealing laptop 
computers.” 
Katina and Janis looked down the hall andsawCandy, Sherry, and 
Natalie approaching them. 
They were surrounded, but they have no plans to surrender.They were 
undefeated champion street fighters.  They had never met Tara and her 
clan, who were also excellent street fighters.  Tara and her security 
team were ready as they positioned themselves. 
“You take the three on the right, and I will take these three,” whispered 
Katina to her sister. They both removed their loaded gym bags. Janis 
quickly barreled into Natalie and Sherry, but Candy manage to dodge 
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her. She quickly tackled Janis around her legs,putting her on the floor. 
Katina carefully stalked Tara, Mara and Stephanie.  
Holding both hands around the strap of the bag, she stated “I must 
warn you; we are champion street fighters.” 
“Yeah right; we are going to take you down,” said Tara. 
“We will see about that,” stated Mara. 
“You are about to get your ass kicked, little girl”, said Stephanie. 
She scowled.Those words angered her. “Bitches!!” She utilizes her 
loaded gym as a weapon,swinging the gym bag at them. Katina was 
very strong at 140 lbs. and, in her mind, she knew she could defeat 
them. There was only one rule in street fighting, and that was no rule at 
all. She was about to find outthe hard way that Tara and her clan are 
aggressive street fighters. She swung the loaded gym bag back and 
forth, hoping to strike one them, but Tara, Mara, and Stephanie 
manage to dodge the bag eachtime. 
Katina swung the again, barely missing Stephanie and Mara. But 
 Tara seized the opportunity throwing a hard elbow into Katina ribs.  
The force of the blow slammed her body into the lockers. Katina began 
to topple as she struggled to remain on her foot. Theloadedgym 
bagdropped from her hands.The three girls overpowered Katina, 
throwing elbows against her neck and face. A hard blow to her stomach 
by Tara sent Katina to the floor. 
Stephanie pushed her face down on the floor and twisted her arms 
behind her back. 
Mara grabbed her legs, while Tara clenched her with a head lock. 
“Had enough,streetfighter? There is more, just for you!!” 
Katina’s effort to rebound was much in vain as the power and strength 
of Tara, Mara, and Stephanie were much too great for her. And her 
sister Janis in the same situation, face down on the floor, being 
subdued by Candy, Natalie, and Sherry. 
   The custodian with a ringside seat cheering on the security team, and 
Simone was narrating and recording the actions for YouTube. 
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Principal Koon approached. “I see you all have everything under 
controlled.” 
Tara released her strong grip as Stephanie and Mara maintained their. 
She stood up and turned to her father. 
“Yeah Daddy, we finally got the thieves that were breaking into lockers 
and stealing laptops.” 
She turned at the custodian. “Thanks to Mr. Simon. Is Linda and Jackie 
on their way?” 
“No, that’s what I came up here to tell you. A couple of uniformed 
officers are on the way. Linda and Jackie are in the interrogation room 
at this moment. 
 
“Okay let me tell you all what’s going to happen you girls ifyou alldon’t 
plead guilty. You are-“ 
“Detective Russo, my clients already said that they did not beat this 
girl.” 
“Oh yeah Don, well we have evidences that said otherwise.” 
“What evidences?” 
“We have a video of these girls attacking Carolyn Walker in the hall 
dragging her to the bathroom, and we have a recordings of them 
attacking her in the bathroom.They took her cell phone and use it to 
lure her back into that same restroom,” stated Linda. 
“We also have an eyewitness who saw these three girls attacking 
Carolyn Walker in the hall, forcing her into that same restroom,” added 
Jackie. 
“Okay, we did push her around a little, but we did not beat her up like 
that,” said Julianne. 
“We only wanted to talk to her,” stated Lilianna. 
“She was talking trash about us, added Glorianna 
“So you beat her to death because she talked about you,” said Linda 
Don gestured with his hand. “Okay, that’s enough. Girls, don’t say 
another word. I need to confer with my clients.” 
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Sometime later, Don Atkins spoke to Belinda and Joseph Brown, the 
parents of the triplets. 
“Don what happen in there?” asked Debbie. 
“They are going to have remain in custody until bail is set.” 
“And how much is that?” inquired Joseph. 
“Its 10,000 dollars each, but you will only need 10 percent of the total 
bail.” 
“What are they charging our daughters with? I ask them after the 
detectives left our house if they had anything to do with beating that 
girl up, and they all said no.” 
“They are being charge with the intent to murder, and they have 
compelling evidences.” 
Joseph dropped his head for a moment. “Oh my God,” he cried out. . 
   Belinda placed her hand over her mouth momentarily. “NO!! It’s not 
true. They wouldn’t!!” She exclaimed. 
“Tell us what’s going to happen to them if they are found guilty?” 
inquired Joseph. 
“The DA is going to want them to plead guilty before they go to trial, 
because of the overwhelming evidences.” 
“What overwhelming evidences,” inquired Belinda? 
“They have videos, audios,and an eyewitness.” 
Joseph sighed. “My God, I just cannot believe this. This is a total 
nightmare. So what happen if they plead guilty?” 
“If they plead guilty and come clean, they will get some time in jail, but 
if they don’t and this girl’s dies before trial they are looking at a life 
sentence without parole.” 
“You sound like they don’t have a chance if they go to trial,” Said 
Belinda. 
“Your daughters are proclaiming their innocence.” 
“I believe them. They would not do anything like this,” said Joseph. 
“They say they saw two other girls in the hall, and they were white.” 
“Is it possible they might be the one’s responsible for beating up that 
girl and framing our daughters?” inquired Belinda. 
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“Yes, and that will be my argument. Your daughters are all honor 
students, and they have no priors. That’s the good side.” 
“And the bad side,” inquired Joseph. 
“We are going to need evidences that prove someone else is 
responsible for this crime, which we don’t have.Everything points to 
your daughters.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
N I N E T E E N 
 
        The following morning at 4 am, fog lingered over the city with 
warm temperatures. Bubba Linden, an offensive line player for the 
football team of Lakewood High School, prepared for the regional 
tournament semifinals. This morning he was about to run ten miles.  A 
black SUV pierced through the fog, creeping by. The hooded masked 
driver could see him through the tinted glass of the vehicle. The black 
SUV was unnoticed, dissipating into the fog as Bubble performed his 
usually routine of stretching. 
      A few minutes later the 11th grader commenced his run. He was 
adamant when came to running and conditioning his body. Running 
was his favorite exercise. Even in the fog he had no problem finding his 
way. His reflective sports vest and shoe gear were easily spotted by 
drivers, and he was unaware that he was an easy target for the 
Nightstalker, who was just a few steps behind him. 
   The hooded masked figure sprinted closer and closer, clenching a 44 
magnum. Finally, the Nightstalker was sprinting side by side with 
Bubba, who caught a glimpse of the black masked hooded figure in the 
corner of his eye. He turned his head quickly toward the figure.  
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     A man taking his early morning walk just a short distance away heard 
a shot through the fog, and then another. He heard someone crying out 
in agony, so he stopped, and then a final shot was heard not far from 
him. Staring through fog, he reached in his pocket, removed his cell 
phone and called the police. 
    “9-1-1 what is your emergency?” 
   “My name is Jesse Roberts. I am at Burlington Dr. in Schultz Hill taking 
my morning walk and I just heard three gunshots just a few feet away 
from me.  
       “Can you see what’s happening from where you are?” 
       “No it’s too foggy, and I am afraid to go any farther.” 
      “Okay Mr. Roberts that is a wise choice. You may want to turn 
around and go home. Units have been dispatched to that area.” 
     Several minutes later police units were at the scene. A few minutes 
later, Jackie and Linda were crouching over the body looking for clues 
that just were not there. Jackie lowered his head. “My God, when will 
this end?” 
    Linda stood. “It’s the same MO, shot in knees, and then overkill. Shot 
in the head through the mouth. His skull has an opening the size of your 
fist. I can see his brain.” She turned away. 
   Jackie took the wallet, examining it with gloved hands. 
   He placed it in a plastic bag, rising from his crouching position. The 
body was covered by the forensic personnel. He relinquished the 
belongings to them. 
    He turned to Linda. “A man called 9-1-1 when this happened, but he 
stated he could not see anything through the fog. Just heard the shots. 
    Jackie glanced at the covered up corpse. “His name is Bubba Linden. 
Come on, let me check something on the internet.” 
    They headed for the patrol car. 
    Jackie looked at Linda. “Are you okay?” 
  “Yeah,” she responded slowly. “It’s just that every time I see a body in 
that condition, it reminds me of that vision I had about my uncle 
revealing the exact same, horrible, murder.” 
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   Jackie opened the door.  
 “We are going to get her. Eventually she is going to make a mistake, 
and I hope it’s soon. The head count is already seven.” 
   Linda sighed, without responding to Jackie’s statement. 
  He browsed through the You Tube videos. 
       He glared at one particular video of Tara attacking and threatening 
Bubba Linden. He paused the video, and swiveled the laptop around to 
Linda. 
     “I am taking this to the captain first thing in the morning.” 
 
     An hour later, Margaret entered her kitchen and observed Tara 
eating her breakfast at the table. 
   “Good morning dear,” she said in a cheerful voice. 
   “Good morning Mother.” Her tone was pleasant. 
   “You are up early this morning.” 
   “Yeah, I was awake and decided to get up to prepare for school.” 
   “Did you turn on the news?” 
   “No. Why?” 
   “They just announced another student killed by the serial killer this 
morning, Bubba Linden, one of Lakewood’s best offense players.” 
     Tara displayed little or no emotion. “He is in my second period 
class.” 
 
     The captain entered Linda and Jackie’s office. “Knock-knock.” 
     They both looked up from their computers. 
    “Okay, two things. First, I talked with the DA about that video on Tara 
assaulting Bubba Linden, and it’s a no go.” 
     A frown creased Jackie forehead. “How many people have to die by 
her hands before he sees the light?” 
    “I know how you feel, Jackie, and if I had my way, she would be 
locked up right now. Kyle Holden told me he has known John Koon ever 
since grammar school, which may have some bearing on this case.” 
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    Linda shook her head. “No Captain, I believe he wants solid evidence 
in this one and nothing else. I don’t blame him. Tara is not our serial 
killer.” 
    The captain glanced at Jackie, and then he moved over to Linda’s 
desk. “I know you believe it’s not Tara, but you also have known John 
and his wife a long time. Am I right?” 
     She met his gaze. “Yes Captain, but this is my profession opinion. My 
relationship with them has nothing to do with it.” 
    He nodded. “I respect that, but in my experiences, I have seen these 
kind. They think that are so smart that they can’t get caught. The word 
can’t does not exist in our line of work. She will make a mistake one 
way or another, and we will get her soon, I hope.” 
  “Sir, I respect your opinion, but it may not be Tara.” 
  “It’s Tara. The only thing keeping me from bringing her in is the DA, 
the friend of the family. Excuse my expression; we are going to get that 
goddamn psycho bitch!!” 
   The Captain looked over at Jackie, who nodded in agreement. 
 “Oh, before I forget it. Beth, one of our 9-1-1 dispatchers upstairs, 
called. She did not know who was on the case for the beating of 
Carolyn Walker, so she called me. She has a recording of a student 
calling in an attack at Lakewood High at that exact time.” 
  “So, she did make a call,” stated Jackie. 
  “Yes, and she wants you to come listen to the recording. There is some 
disturbing language on it.” 
 
    “Okay detectives, now you’ve heard this recording. It is very 
disturbing and the racist language really upset me. I had listen to the 
call several times this morning, along with my supervisor, after I heard 
the news on the television about this girl. My supervisor was disturbed 
by it as well. Now after I turned the volume up, did you all hear the 
background voices? Also, did she say she was being attacked by five 
before she was cut off?” asked Beth. 
  “There were at least four different voices on that tape.” said Jackie. 
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  “Plus, one of them told another one to keep watch. Three of them 
sounded like they were beating on her, yelling out racial slurs,” stated 
Linda. 
   “One of them told me it was her kids playing around and watching 
some television program,” said Beth. 
      “That was no television program; it was at least five girls in that 
bathroom beating on her, and they were all white,” said Linda. 
     “Can we get a copy of that tape?” inquired Jackie. 
     “Sure.” 
     “Look like those three girls were telling the truth.”  
       Linda removed her cell phone from her pocket as they headed 
down the hall. 
    “John, we just obtained some conflicting evidence in the case of 
Carolyn Walker. We are taking the recording to Kyle Holder now. Those 
girls we arrested were framed.  
   “Oh my! So what do you need me to do Linda?” 
 
    “Pardon the interruption everyone. I just got word a few minutes ago 
that there have been more developments in the case of the brutal 
beating of Carolyn Walker. If anybody has any additional information, 
please come see me in my office. Also, I need to see Tara, Mara, and 
Stephanie at the end of the second period. Thank you.” 
    Priscilla directed a comment to Tara. “Better go see what Daddy 
wants,” she said in a sarcastic tone. 
   Tara looked over her shoulder at Priscilla. “You better watch your 
mouth, bitch, or you will get what’s coming to you!” 
   Mrs. Connie looked up from her laptop. “Okay, that’s enough. Finish 
your test.” 
   Ten minutes later the bell rang. “Okay everyone, put your papers on 
my desk as you go out.” As Tara placed her paper on Mrs. Connors 
desk, she glanced over her shoulder and scowled at Priscilla a second 
time. 
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 “Hey Tara, do you have any plans this weekend?” asked Mrs. 
Connors?” 
 
   Amy and Debra grabbed Priscilla by her arm. 
   She turned around. “What?” 
  “We want you to be alive to go with us Friday to Julia’s party.” 
       Debra peeked at Tara talking with Mrs. Connors. “Why don’t you 
wait until she is through talking?” 
      Priscilla shook her head. “I am not afraid of that bitch.” 
    “Priscilla, being not afraid is one thing, but getting your ass killed is 
another thing.” stated Amy. 
    They watched Tara come out of the door toward Stephanie, Mara, 
and Brandon. 
   “Hey my favorite lady! I am off this Friday, so I can go to the football 
game Friday, but I will not be able to see you all play on Thursday 
night.” 
  “That’s okay, I understand you have a job. I will pick you up Friday. 
Mara will have the car, so I will be driving the SUV again.” 
 
    Priscilla turned to her friend after she placed her paper on Mrs. 
Connor’s desk.  
  “Look, I am going to be at Julia’s party this Friday after the football 
game. I am not afraid of that bitch Tara!!” 
 “The party is only going to last a few hours, so I will pick you and Debra 
up,” said Amy. 
  “A few hours. Why?” 
  “Her parents wants everybody out at 2am.  So I guess we will leave 
then.” 
  “Wow, what a drag. That’s when parties are usually just getting 
started,” said Debra. 
  “Is this Julie Willis?” inquired Mrs. Connors. 
 “Yes madam. Do you know her?” inquired Amy. 
 “Yes. She is in my fifth period class. You all be careful out there.” 
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 “We will, Mrs. Connors. Thanks.” They all smiled at the well-liked 
teacher as they headed for the door. 
   Tara, Mara, and Stephanie rested against the wall lockers. Priscilla 
glanced at them. “Like I just said, I will be at Julia’s party Friday night 
and I am not afraid of nobody’s threats.”  
     Tara started to make a move toward Priscilla when Stephanie 
grabbed her by the arm. 
   “No, don’t. She is looking for attention. Just ignore her.” 
   “Freaking whore!!” There was anger in Tara’s voice. 
     Priscilla twisted her butt as she strode along with her friends. 
    “She is upset because she did not get a chance to whore around with 
Bubba Linden,” bellowed Mara. 
   “That bitch has just about gone too far!!” bellowed Tara. 
   “Hey, we better go and see what Principal Koon wants,” said 
Stephanie. 
   “Let’s just wait until that freaking slut is out of sight!!” bellowed Tara. 
 
    “Coach Johnson, I need to go see Principal Koon. It’s about something 
I saw when my friend was beaten up.” 
    “Okay, let me write you a pass. Have you been to see her?” 
    “Yes, and she is still in a coma.” 
      Coach Johnson shook her head as she signed a pass for Melissa. 
      She relinquished the blue slip to Melissa. “I am praying that she will 
fully recover.” 
 
    “Okay girls, you all can pass this info on the Candy, Sherry, and 
Natalie.” 
     He glanced at Stephanie as they all set their gaze on him. 
   “Your mother told me to tell you that you were 100 percent correct. 
This was a hate crime. It was on display on a call that Carolyn Walker 
attempted to make. Linda is expecting that you all can come up with a 
plan to catch these white supremacists.” 
  “Is there any way we can listen to that call?” inquired Tara? 
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  “They took it to Kyle this morning.” 
  “Principal Koon, I agree and I am speaking for the team. 
We need to get these white supremacists before they try to kill 
somebody else, but we really don’t know who they are.” 
       “I believe Megan Stuartman is the key to catching these white 
supremacists. She is a part of their group,” stated Tara 
   “Do you have any proof?” inquired Principal Koon. 
   “We need to tell Simone to take pictures of her and her contacts. She 
takes several classes with Megan, and I think I saw her in Coach 
Harrison’s 4th period gym class.” Stated Mara. 
   “Then we better let Simone know to keep an eye on her, because she 
may know we are security. I don’t want to arouse her suspicion, “stated 
Tara. 
   “Excuse me Principal Koon.” 
    They all directed their attention to Evelyn Jason. “There is a Melissa 
Warren up front, and she said she has some more information 
concerning her friend Carolyn Walker.” 
   “Send her on back.” 
   “Let me call my mother and see if she can tell me what was on that 
recording”, said Stephanie. 
 
   “So are you going to the football game?” asked Jackie. 
   “Yes, and the basketball game on Thursday, since we have a break.” 
   “Yeah, and I think I will go to the basketball game on Thursday night 
too. I need you to do something for me.” 
    Linda looked at Jackie. “Uh-oh, I got a feeling I might not like this. Let 
me finish this report first and then we will talk.” 
    Linda cell phone rang. She removed the phone from her pocket.  
  “Yes, daughter, what can I do for you?” Her tone was cheerful. 
 
  “Melissa, can you describe the girl you saw standing outside of the 
restroom?” inquired Tara. 
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  “She was about my height, 5 feet 6 inches. She may have been a little 
taller. She was slim with blonde, shoulder length hair. She had on a red 
shirt with blue jeans.” 
     “Daddy, would you pull up Megan Stuartman. She has a photo on 
her profile.” 
    “Melissa, what time did you see this girl standing by the restroom 
door?” inquired Mara. 
   “Around 4:40pm. She told me she was waiting for the custodian.” 
    Stephanie ended the call. “My mother said there were at least four 
girls in that bathroom, according to what they heard on the recording. 
And they were all white. The fifth one was the lookout person.” 
    Melissa placed her hands over her mouth momentarily. “Oh my God, 
they were in the bathroom beating her up, and that girl was a part of 
it!!” 
   “Melissa, take a look at this photo,” said Principal Koon. 
     She moved over to the desk and stared at the photo. “Yes that’s 
her.” 
   “Girls, she just identified Megan Stuartman as being at the scene.” 
    “I think it’s time for us to interrogate that bitch,” said Tara. 
     She made a call. 
   “Candy, I need you to go to the journalism class and escort Megan 
Stuartman to the office.” 
 
    “Okay Jackie, what is this favor?” 
    “You know neither of us are on patrol this week, right?” 
    “Yeah, but we are on call just in case, so I am going to enjoy myself. I 
am going to those games both nights. There will be two more victims, 
sad to say, and we don’t have a clue when, who or where.” 
  “That’s precisely why I need you to ask Tara about her plans, and what 
vehicle she plans to drive.” 
   Linda stared at Jackie. “You are joking, right?” 
   Jackie noticed the look on Linda’s face. “No, I am dead serious.” 
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       Megan Stuartman entered the principal’s office. Principal Koon, 
Tara, Mara, and Stephanie set their gaze on her. 
    “Principal Koon, you want to see me?” 
   “Yes Megan. Close the door and have a seat.” 
    Megan closed the door and seated herself in the chair next the 
principal’s desk. 
  “Megan, where were you last Friday?” 
  “Okay, let me think for a moment. Oh, I remember, I was with a 
friend.” 
  “Megan, the question was, where were you Friday,” stated Tara. 
    She glanced at Tara. “I was on the second floor waiting for my friend 
Penny, who got sick and vomited in the bathroom.” 
  “What time was this Megan?” inquired Stephanie. 
   “I don’t remember exactly, maybe around 4 pm.” 
   Tara, Mara, and Stephanie shook their heads. 
  “Oh no it wasn’t!!” bellowed Tara. 
    Megan glanced at Principal Koon. “What is going on here? Why the 
inquisition?” 
    Tara glared at Megan. “I am going to tell you why, as if you didn’t 
already know.” 
She scowled at Tara. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 
   Anger began to surge through Tara’s body as she spoke. “Carolyn 
Walker was nearly beaten to death by white racist trash. They 
immersed her head into the commode filled with urine, the most 
hideous thing that you can do to a human being, while you stood guard 
outside the bathroom door as their lookout person!! You are just as  
guilty and racist as they are!!” 
   Megan bottom lip dropped. “I don’t know anything about that, and 
just because I have a difference of an opinion about other races does 
not make me a racist.” 
 “Megan you fabricated stories in the school newspaper about African-
Americans bringing drugs and firearms on the school premises to start a 
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race riot; and mostly likely you knew about drugs and firearms being 
planted in their cars and lockers,” stated Stephanie. 
     Megan turned to Principal Koon. “Why am I being singles out about 
something that I don’t know anything about?” 
   “Because we have an eyewitness who places you at the scene around 
4:40pm. The custodian came in about 20 minutes later to clean the 
restroom, and found Carolyn Walker on the floor in a puddle of blood. 
This student was badly beaten and not looking to live.” 
   She dropped her head. “Yeah I heard it on the news, but I was not 
there when that happened.” 
   She looked up and glanced around at them. “I am not a violent 
person, I don’t believe in it. Like I stated, I have my own opinions about 
African-Americans. They are not like us.” 
  “Not like us!! Yeah Megan, you believe that white is right, and if you 
are black go to the back,” said Stephanie. 
   “Megan, why do you hate other races?” inquired Mara. 
   “Because my father was bumped from his job because they had to 
give an African-American a job who was not even qualified for the 
position. My father had to take a lower position because of some damn 
affirmative action. I got fired from my job as a cashier because of some 
damn Negro.” 
   “So now you hate all African-Americans because of that!!” bellowed 
Tara. 
    “I am not ashamed of who I am and who I represent.”  
   “And who is that? You don’t represent America,” stated Stephanie. 
    Megan spoke with anger in her voice. “I represent all white brothers 
and sisters. Our country has been taken by blacks, Jews, Mexicans, 
Asians, illegal immigrants.  We want it back, and we will let our people 
know what has happened to our country. We have people in our 
schools, churches, and politicians who are working to restore America 
to its proper owners.” 
    She glanced at Tara, Mara, and Principal Koon. 
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    “I am not afraid to say that you people are traitors to your own kind. 
We have too many traitors in this country.” 
     She paused. “Just look at how they voted in the Presidential election. 
The government has betrayed their white brothers and sisters. We 
know there are white brothers and sisters in this school who want to 
join us!!” 
  “Megan, we don’t want to be like you. People like you are freaking 
sick. You are all the same, violent or not, you are racist filled with 
hatred, bigotry, and prejudice. Thank God we are not like you,” stated 
Tara.  
    Megan glanced at Principal Koon. “Are we done here, sir?” 
  “No, we are not,” replied Tara. 
   She shifted her gaze to Tara. “Megan, you and people like you are a 
serious problem in this country. You twist things around because you 
believe you are right because you are white. You like to manipulate 
people into seeing things your way, and all of it is just about white 
supremacy.” 
  “And Megan.” 
   She turned to Stephanie. “Those girls whom you all tried to frame are 
innocent, and you knew that.” 
   Megan turned away. 
  “But because they are black, you were willing to see them go to jail for 
life.” 
 “Megan, help us out before it’s too late. Help yourself stop them 
before they kill another person,” stated Mara. 
 “You say you are not violent, so why you are a member of group that 
condones and commits violent acts?” asked Stephanie. 
   Megan glanced at Principal Koon. “Sir, I have a headache. Can I go 
now? I told you all I know.” 
 “What was the name of your friend who was sick?” he inquired. 
“Penny Login. She can verify my story.” 
“Okay, you may leave.” 
  Megan rose from her seat, she started to head out the door. 
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“Megan, I have one more question.”  
 She stopped and glanced back at Tara.  
 “What is your fourth period class?” 
 “It’s gym from Coach Harrison. Why?” 
    “Oh I was just wondering.”  
    “If this is any consolation, I agree with you; those three girls are 
innocent.” 
    She turned quickly, opened the door, and exited the office as the bell 
rang for the start of lunchtime. 
    Tara glanced at Mara, and Stephanie, and then her father. 
  “She was there Daddy, and we all know it, and I bet some of her racist 
buddies are in that gym class.” 
   He sighed and leaned back in his chair. 
 “Yes, and her friend probably has been told to lie as well. They planned 
this quite well.” 
   Tara removed her cell phone from her pocket and called Simone. At 
that exact same time, Megan made a call to Lori Wilkinson. 
 “Yeah Megan, what’s up?” 
 “We’ve got a serious problem.” 
 “Why? What’s going on?” 
 “I want out of this group now. I am done!! They know you all were 
responsible-“ 
  Lori interrupted. “Let’s not discuss this over the phone. I will call 
Penny and the others we will meet in Penny’s van in five minutes. OK?” 
“Yeah, just remember what I just said. I want out now!!” 
  She hung up. 
  Lori frowned. 
“What’s wrong?” asked Jamie. 
 “It’s Megan; she’s freaking out. She wants out of her obligation.” 
 “She can’t do that.” 
  Lori glanced at Jamie. 
“Yeah tell me about it. I’m calling Penny and Judy.” 
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   Candy, Natalie, and Sherry walked into Principal’s Koon office. 
 “Hey guys, are you ready for lunch?” 
     Tara ended her phone call. 
    “As of now, Simone will keep an eye on Megan. She will take photos 
of her and her friends.” 
     “I’m going to call my friend DA Holder to see whether or not the 
charges have been dropped against those three girls,” said Principal 
Koon. 
 
     Simone, getting into her van, caught sight of Megan and her group 
standing by Penny’s van. Simone was unnoticeable inside of her red 
van; it was parked behind another car several feet across from Penny’s 
white van.   
    She removed her cell phone and took a quick photo of them as Penny 
approached them.  
    Penny unlocked the doors, and they all entered the van and seated 
themselves. 
  “Okay Megan, what is going on here?”  
  “That girl that I told you about who wanted to use the bathroom has 
ID me, and they also know that it was white girls who beat up Carolyn 
Walker. You all lied to me. Why in the hell did you all have to beat that 
girl like that, and then dump her head in a toilet bowl of piss!! I told you 
that I did not advocate violence of any kind!!” 
  “Megan, we are on a serious mission here. We did what needed to be 
done,” said Lori. 
  “Megan, I told you when you called me last Friday to let this pass, and 
don’t worry about some niggers,” Penny fiercely said. 
  “Who questioned you about this, the police?” inquired Judy 
  “No, it was Principal Koon and that damn Tara and her team.” 
  “They are just phishing,” said Jamie. 
  “Listen, I am done with this group!!” 
  “No you are not, and I want you to listen,” stated Lori. 
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  “If you try to leave this group, then your family will be in danger. They 
will start with your sister who, attends Westwood Middle School.” 
  “You’ve been stalking my sister!!” There was anger in her voice. 
   “We have associates who monitor. They know all about you. They 
know how to breach any internet security.” 
    Megan shook her head. “You cannot keep me in this group, and you 
tell your damn associates or whoever they might be to leave my sister 
alone!!” 
  “Megan, how would you like for us to call your parents, and tell them 
you are a member of a group that will kill to save white America,” 
stated Jamie. 
    She glanced around at the group. “I’m going to call Eddie Palmer.” 
  “Here, let me call him for you.” 
    Lori removed her phone from her pocket and called her favorite 
teacher. 
   “Mr. Palmer how are you today?” her voice was exultant. 
   “Okay Lori. What up?” 
   “Megan Stuartman is here and she wants to cancel her obligation.” 
   “Uh-oh, that is not good. Let me have a word with her.” 
 
  The Thursday night basketball game at Lakewood High School had 
begun. It was standing room only as the audience cheered on the home 
team. Jackie, who had never attended a girls or boys basketball game, 
sat in the audience along with his partner Linda and her husband.   
Jackie had his eyes on one particular player. All night, he took notice of 
Tara’s super strength and speed over all of the other players. Jackie still 
believed Tara was the sinister, masked Nightstalker. 
   It was late in the fourth quarter and the Lakewood girls were ahead 
by six points, trying to reel in their fourth straight win against the 
Beechwood High girls. The two teams were tied for first place. The 
Beechwood girls went on a nasty run to tie the game. And then, with 10 
second left in the game, Stephanie snatched a very crucial rebound. 
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Tara sprinted down the court as Stephanie turned and threw the ball to 
her. The Beechwood girls quickly sprinted toward Tara to foul her. 
   There were just a few seconds on the clock as Tara let it fly for three 
points. Swoosh, nothing but net at the sound of the buzzer, essentially 
putting Lakewood in first place. The entire audience stood and cheered 
for the home team as they trotted to their locker room. 
      Linda turned to Jackie. “Okay, I am going to talk to Tara and see 
what her plans are for Friday, but I will not ask her what vehicle she is 
driving, because she will tell me anyway.  I will have to start a 
conversation about something else so she will not get suspicious. And 
she does not need to see you, and don’t ask me to do this again.” 
   “Why?” 
   “Because now I am going to feel like I am spying and prying. I will call 
you later, okay?” 
 “Okay, I will be waiting on your call.” 
   A half hour later, Tara, Mara, and Stephanie were talking to their 
favorite teacher, Mrs. Connors. 
  “You all were awesome tonight, and Tara, you making that three 
pointer at the buzzer. I said that’s my girls!!” 
   She embraced her favorite students. 
   They all smiled. “Thanks for your compliment, it was a team effort 
with Stephanie snatching down that critical rebound when they missed 
a shot. That was costly to them.” 
  “Tara made the shot that counts, because if we would have had to go 
into overtime, Beechwood is undefeated in games that go into 
overtime,” stated Stephanie. 
  “We like tight games better Mrs. Connors, it makes the team play 
harder,” stated Mara. 
  “Mrs. Connors, how is your daughter doing in track?” inquired 
Stephanie. 
   “She’s been practicing almost every day at the school track getting 
ready for the season, which starts in March. Indoor track starts in 
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January. But now she had a distraction. Her father is getting married in 
December and moving out west.” 
  “Who is he marrying?” inquired Mara. 
   “It’s your former coach, Laura Ross.” 
 “Oh really!!” exclaimed Tara. 
 “She is worried about never seeing her father again, since she visits 
him every weekend. Lately he has been taking Laura out on weekends 
and not having enough time to spend with his own kids, when he is not 
at work. I told her there is nothing we can do about it, and we all knew 
it was going to happen sooner or later. Hey, it’s been great seeing you 
all, but I need to get home and get ready for tomorrow. I will see you all 
in the morning!! Tara, you and Brandon enjoy yourselves at the game 
tomorrow, and be careful out there.” 
  “Thanks Mrs. Connors, we will.”  
    A smile illuminated her face as she walked off. 
    The girls all waved. 
   “I did not want to say anything in front her, but I hated both of them. 
Laura Ross was a bitch just like her sister, and now she is marrying that 
damn pervert John Connors,” said Tara. 
   “Yeah they probably deserve each other,” said Stephanie. 
   “Look who coming to congratulate us,” said Mara. 
    They all saw Linda approaching and they all smiled.  
   “Hey Linda.” 
   “You girls rocked tonight. I just had to wait and tell Tara about the 3 
point shot at the buzzer.” 
  “Why thank you, Linda!!” 
  “Great game, Mara!!” 
  “Thanks, Linda!!” 
    She glanced at her daughter. “Stephanie, you’ve still got that great 
leap like your father.” 
  “Thanks Mother!! Where is Daddy?” 
  “He’s in the car. He will congratulate you when you get home. I need 
to let Tara know about something.” 
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    Stephanie fist bumped Tara and Mara. “See you in the morning.” 
   Mara turned to Tara.  “I’ll wait in the car.” 
   She waved at Linda as she moved away. “Bye.” 
 “Have a good night,” said Linda. 
    “The charges have been dropped against those three girls.” 
    “Oh that’s great!!” Her voice was jubilant. 
    “The DA listened to the 9-1-1 call and recognized the disparities in 
the voices. It looks like these girls will be home in time for tomorrow 
nights’ regional semifinal. So are you going to the game tomorrow 
night?” 
   “Yes, me and Brandon. I just was telling Mrs. Connors about my plans. 
I would not miss this one, because now we have already beaten the 
girls in basketball. Now our football team needs to beat Beachwood 
football team. Mara has a date since she doesn’t care for football, so I 
will have the SUV.” 
  “Okay, maybe I will see you there, but be careful.” 
  “Oh we will. Brandon and I will probably go out to eat, like McDonald’s 
or Burger king in the mall since they remain open all night. 
  “Okay Tara, I’ll see you at the game if possible.” 
    Tara headed for her car, while Linda moved across the parking lot. 
She removed her phone and called Jackie. 
  “Hey, what up?” 
  “Jackie, she will be at the game, and then her and her boyfriend are 
going to eat out somewhere. Probably in the mall.” 
“Okay, that’s all I needed to know. I will mention this at the meeting in 
the morning so our patrol units can monitor her house.” 
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 T W E N T Y 
 
          Megan cell phone rang while resting on her dresser at 7am Friday. 
She glanced at the display while preparing for school. 
 “What is it Penny?” Her voice was cold. 
      “Good morning Megan, I just called to see whether or not you are 
upset with me, and from the sound of your voice, you are.” 
     “Is there any reason why I should not be?” 
    “Megan, we are all under the same rules. It’s not just you. We are in 
this together. We are on a serious mission here. Look, Lori said we are 
going to lay low for a while until this all blows over.” 
   “What if that girl dies?” 
   “If she dies she just dies, and I hope she does die. You should be glad 
too, because that’s one less nigger we have to deal with.” 
 
   “Good morning everyone. The captain has appointed Linda and me to 
brief everybody on these serial killings.” 
    Jackie glanced at Linda, who was standing at the other end of the 
projection screen. 
  “You want to start first?” 
  “No, you go first.” 
   He directed everyone’s attention to the projection board. “As you can 
see here this is a map of the city where the Nightstalker has struck. 
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Beechwood, Bonaire, Schultz Hills, Forest Rd, and about two to three 
blocks from Lakewood High, which is in Columbia County. We were 
called in by the Columbia County sheriff department, since all of the 
murder victims were affiliated with Lakewood. They are the lookout as 
well. Now, the Nightstalker has not hit Northside or Eastside yet.”  
   Linda cut in. “I don’t think we have to worry about those sections, 
because most of the victims from Lakewood High live in those sections 
that the Nightstalker has already targeted, and that includes students, 
teachers, and other employees.” 
   “That’s right, so this should make it easy for our units tonight. What 
unit is assigned to the vicinity of the Westwood Subdivision?” 
     An officers raised her hand. “I am, sir. I’m Officer McCrae.” 
     He directed Officer McCrae’s attention to a certain section on the 
map, zooming in with the remote on a particular house. 
    “I want you to keep an eye on this house on 2404 Wood Dr. 
You will be looking for a black Ford SUV. If it is not there after midnight, 
I want you to note that and note what time the SUV is back in the 
driveway. If the SUV is leaving as you pass by, keep a close tail on it.” 
   “Detective Williams, may I ask why?” 
   “Because we have a suspect who is a student at Lakewood living in 
that house by the name of Tara Koon. She drives a black SUV.” 
    “At certain times, but not all of the time,” added Linda. 
     He glanced over at Linda. “Yeah, just late at night.” 
   “Now I know there are many black SUVs in this city and more likely 
you will see them parked in people’s driveways or on the street.” 
    Linda cut in again. “Which means the Nightstalker could be someone 
else.” 
  “But we are only concerned about the one that Tara drives, which is a 
2004. Because of the past altercations and threats that were made by 
her to each victim, we believe that she is committing these murders. 
She is vindictive, therefore we believe she is just seeking vengeance, 
and killing for thrills. I want you all to call me or Detective Russo the 
minute there is a situation pertaining to this investigation.”  
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 “Now we don’t have any solid evidence just yet, but hopeful somebody 
will catch her license plate number or something that will lead us to 
her.” 
 
        The sound of weights clanked on the nautilus machine in the girl’s 
weight room as Tara and her security team performed their 30 minute 
workout during lunch.  
     “Tara your legs are gifted. You have huge calves and nice muscle 
tone. You really don’t need to do any leg workout. 
    “Why, thank you Natalie, but I need to keep this tone.” 
     Her cell phone rang in her pocket, and she stopped, removed the 
phone and glanced at the display. “Yes Simone.” 
  “Hey, I just sent you a photo of Megan and her friends standing 
outside in the parking lot during lunch a few days ago.” 
  “Okay Simone, thanks. I will check it out.” 
   Tara takes a look at the photo on her cell phone. 
  “Hey you all, I got a photo of Megan and her friends. I’m going to send 
it to our computer so we can view it.” 
  “Hey Tara, let me take a look at that photo.” 
    Stephanie stepped toward Tara to view the photo. 
    At that moment, six girls enter the weight room.  
  “Can I help you?” inquired Tara.  
  “No, we are going to work out, is that a problem?” inquired Yvonne. 
  “The weight room is off limits to everyone on Monday, Wednesday, 
and Fridays,” stated Tara. 
  “Why is that?” inquired Yvonne. 
  “Our principal gave us permission to have the weight room to 
ourselves since we are the school’s security team. So you all need to 
leave, come back tomorrow,” stated Tara. 
 “We are not going anywhere. We came here to work out and that’s 
what we are going to do,” bellowed Sonja, a 6 ft. 2 inch, muscular, 195 
lb. blonde with an obnoxious disposition. 
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   Tara rose from her seat along with the others. Stephanie, who was 
already standing, approached the girls along with her team. 
“Did you all not understand the words I just spoke?”  
     “Apparently, you all don’t know who we are,” stated Yvonne. 
     “And we don’t give a rat’s ass who you are,” stated Stephanie. 
      She glanced at Stephanie. “I am going to ignore that remark.” 
    “Watch your mouth, bitch, or you will be sorry!!” bellowed Sonja. 
    “Why don’t you kiss my ass!!” exclaimed Stephanie. 
    “You talking to me?” 
    “I’m looking at you, aren’t I?” 
    “Bitch, you don’t want to screw with me. I am a BFH, bitch from 
hell!!” 
    “Bring it on bitch from hell, and I will give you some more hell!!”  
snarled Stephanie. 
     Yvonne gestured. “Okay, that’s enough. We did not come here to 
fight. Now, allow me to introduce my friends.” Yvonne turned to her 
group. 
  “This is Sonja, Bella, Jacqueline, Tanya, Jessica. And I am Yvonne. We 
are the school’s championship wrestling team, the best in the entire 
south, nation, and maybe the world,” she boasted. 
  “Oh, is that a fact?” Tara turned to her group and gestured. “This is 
Stephanie, Mara, Candy, Natalie, Sherry. My name is Tara, and they call 
us the sinister six.  Now that we have been formally introduced, either 
leave now or we will kick your ass out of here!!”    
    A rumble commenced as the two groups encountered each other, 
distracting a group of students who were passing by. 
  “Oh my goodness, that’s the girls wrestling team battling the sinister 
six,” she exclaimed. She removed her cell phone from her pocket and 
began recording, and so did the other three students. 
 “This should be a good one!!” another student exclaimed. 
   The battle was intense; the wrestlers attempted to take Tara and her 
team down, but Tara and her gang stood their ground and defended 
their turf.  
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Yvonne, the muscular 5 ft. 7 inch smooth skinned African- American, 
attempted to flex her muscles by grabbing Tara in a bear hug and 
pushing her back toward a bench. Tara quickly rang her bell, forcing her 
to release the grip.  Tara follow up with a series of elbow blows to 
Yvonne’s face. Yvonne is then clenched around the neck by Tara and 
thrown to the floor, with Tara on top. Yvonne locked a body scissor on 
Tara’s thick body.  
    Tara flexed her muscles as she clenched Yvonne shoulders and rose  
with Yvonne still holding on with her legs wrapped around Tara’s waist.    
   She slammed the 155 lb. champion wrestler to the floor hard, 
followed by a series of elbow blows to her muscular thighs, forcing 
Yvonne to release the body scissor. 
     Stephanie was going toe to toe with Sonja, a super strong wrestler. It 
was a test of strength, with each girl tugging the other, trying to gain 
the advantage. The blonde pushed Stephanie back toward a nautilus 
machine. Stephanie quickly recovered and threw a series of elbow 
blows to the blonde’s stomach. She doubled over in excruciating pain 
as Stephanie continued with a series of blows to her face. 
     Mara was beating Bella to a pulp. Natalie, who is 5 ft. 8 in and 
weighed 160 lbs., displayed how tough she was against Jacqueline, who 
was 15 pounds heavier. 
      Sherry, who is 5 ft. 7 in. and weighed 150 lbs., was in control of her 
opponent Tanya, who was the same weight and height. Candy, besides 
being a cheerleader, was on the girls’ softball team, and was the 
leading home run hitter. She was extremely tough and fast at 5 ft. 6 in. 
155 lbs., putting the moves on Jessica, who was 5 ft. 10 in. and 170 lbs.   
    Pandemonium spread throughout the gym as Coach Johnson, Coach 
Jennings, and the wrestling Coach Harrison entered the gym. 
   “What’s that noise,” inquired Coach Johnson. 
     As they moved across the gym floor, they all noticed a crowd of 
students in front of the girl’s weight room. 
 “There’s a fight in the girl’s weight room!!” exclaimed Coach Harrison. 
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  “Oh my God,” shouted Coach Johnson, as they all ran toward the 
crowded room. 
      The three coaches barreled their way through the crowd. Coach 
Harrison was the first to enter the room, followed by Coach Johnson. 
     “Oh my goodness.” 
    “Oh-oh, the girls wrestling team done pissed off the sinister six!!” 
said Coach Jennings. 
     Coach Harrison was extremely disappointed, and even more so since 
her champion wrestlers were getting mauled by Tara and her team. She 
blew her whistle, causing the battle to cease. 
   “What the hell is going on in here?” she yelled in anger. 
    Each girl from the wrestling team was getting up off the floor. 
    Sonja, the obnoxious blonde, issued a threat to Stephanie. 
   “This is far from over, bitch. The next time I see you, I will stomp your 
ass to the floor!!” 
   “You want to go another round and see. Bring it on bitch!!” 
   “That’s enough!!” Coach Harrison shouted. 
    The coaches separated the two groups. “You all stand over there by 
your coach,” stated Coach Jennings. 
  “All we wanted to do was work out,” stated Yvonne, who’s upper lip 
was busted.  
  “They attacked us,” yelled Jacqueline. 
  “That’s a damn lie!!” rebutted Candy. 
  “They started this, and they got their asses kicked,” said Natalie. 
  “Tara, what happened in here?” inquired Coach Johnson. 
  “We told them that the girl’s weight room was off limits to everyone 
but us on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday during lunch. We asked 
them nicely to leave, but they refused.” 
  “That’s a lie, you all threatened us!!” yelled Jessica 
   Coach Harrison glanced back at the group. “Be quiet, I’ll do the 
talking!!” 
   She turned to Tara and her group. 
  “And why do you all only get to use the weight room on those days?”  
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  “Because we asked our principal. He approved and emailed his 
decision to everyone!!” Tara shouted back. 
      “Yeah, don’t you all read?” inquired Sherry. 
       “Look, let me tell you something, I don’t believe you should be 
getting preferential treatment, especially in a public school; and if 
anybody does, it should be my wrestling team.” 
     “And why is that?” inquired Mara. 
      Tara removed her cell phone from her pocket, and called the 
principal. 
    “My girls have three wrestling state championships. What the hell 
have you all accomplished?” 
   “We are getting rid of all the violent kids in this school. That’s a 
dangerous job that only we can do, which makes us a hell a lot more 
important,” stated Stephanie. 
  “Coach Harrison, this is Principal Koon.”  Tara relinquished the phone 
to her. 
  “Yes sir.” 
  “Coach Harrison, I want to see you and your wrestling team 
immediately in my office. He hung up. 
   She sighed as she pushed the end button and gave the phone back to 
Tara. 
   Tara smirked and beckoned to her team. “Let’s go now!!” 
   Sonja looked back at Stephanie and threw the two finger gesture 
across the throat. Stephanie threw the middle finger gesture at Sonja. 
   Tara glanced at her coach. “Coach Johnson, we did not start that 
fight.” 
  “I believe you. I am just amazed at what I saw here. I’ve only been 
here two weeks and Coach Harrison has been bragging about how 
super strong and athletic her wrestling team is. That’s all we hear from 
her every time we meet in the teacher’s lounge.”  
  “Well, she is probably giving them the third degree right about now,” 
stated Coach Jennings. 
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   “Yeah, my father is giving her the third degree right now, as well,” 
said Tara. 
     “I would love to be there in his office right about now, “stated Mara. 
    “They should get suspended,” stated Candy. 
    “That Sonja threatened me.” 
    “Don’t worry, we’ve got your back.” Tara assured Stephanie. 
 
    “I don’t care if your wrestling team has 10 championships, they are to 
follow my instructions. And don’t you ever again question my authority, 
do you understand Coach Harrison?” 
   “Yes sir.” 
  “Now get out of my office before I suspend your wrestling team and 
you as well!!” 
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  T W E N T Y    O N E 
 
     Patrol units’ moved through the neighborhoods anticipating the 
Nightstalker next move. One unit in particular creeped down Wood Dr. 
The officer glanced at the address 2404, and noticed the black SUV was 
not parked in the driveway. She stopped and annotate the time: 
10:02pm.                                       
    Meanwhile, the Lakewood Blue Knights were on the verge of winning 
their second regional tournament game. The fans cheering on their 
home team could sense victory, with very little standing room. It was a 
very physical game, where both teams delivered big hit after big hit in a 
battle that was ultimately won by the defense, as the super 
powerhouse defensive player Danny Connors had another great game. 
Lakewood was just a little bigger, a little stronger and ran north-to-
south a little better. Ultimately it was reflected by the score, 17-7. 
   Late in the fourth quarter, the Beachwood Tigers had the ball on the 
15 yard line of Lakewood, attempting to make a comeback. It was 
second down when the running back took the handoff, and was hit 
hard by several defensive players, jolting the ball loose. Lakewood 
recovered the fumble. That play put the nail in the coffin for 
Beachwood, ending their season. 
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   An hour past midnight, Officer McCrae slowly drove her patrol car by 
Tara’s resident. Two cars were parked in the driveway, but no black 
SUV. Officer McCrae annotated that and the time.  
   At that same moment, John Connors and his fiancée Laura Ross, sat 
talking in the parking lot of her apartment building. 
  “John, I want a photo of you and I on my phone screen.” 
  “Okay, but I don’t look good in pictures.” 
   She removed her cell phone from her purse. 
  “You will look just fine to me.” 
   She held the phone up as they both posed. “Okay. Cheese.”  
   “See, you came out just fine. This will be my wallpaper screen.” 
    He set his gaze on her. “Hey, do you know what?” 
    She met his gaze as she placed her phone on the seat next to her.  
    “What?” 
    “We should have gone to the Lakewood football game tonight. I 
heard they won from somebody in the restaurant.” 
   “Yeah, but I did not want to run into a particular student.” 
   “Who is that?” 
     She looked away for just a second. “Tara Koon. I mean, I probably 
would not have seen her, but when I was coach there, every time I 
went to the football games, I always ran into her. And for some reason 
she just hates me, and she hates my sister.” 
   “I know what you mean. I had my problems with her when she was in 
my computer class. You know, I had to resign because of her. She 
threaten me, telling me I would get what’s coming to me someday. And 
adding insult to injury, her father reprimanded me.” Anger was in his 
voice. 
  “I heard about that through conversations in the teachers’ lounge.” 
  “You know, I am glad I left there. Those teachers talk too much about 
other people’s affairs. I don’t like to talk about the troubles I have had 
in the past. That school is highly academic, but the kids in that school 
are so aggressive. And the principal’s daughters, especially Tara, are at 
the top of the list. There are tons of fight videos on YouTube from 
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Lakewood, and Tara is in a lot of them. I saw one where she was 
shoving a teacher in the hall.” 
  “You are so right, John, my sister had a serious problem with her, but 
because of her father, she and her twin and their friends can do no 
wrong. Look John, I will be glad when we leave this town. Since my 
sister died, I’ve had nothing but nightmares.” 
 “We will be gone soon after we are married. Everything is going to be 
fine. I would have preferred to go sooner, but I have to finish this 
contract on wiring those new houses out in West Garden.” 
  “Didn’t a new cemetery just open over there last year?” 
     “Yes, and it is huge.” 
      “I guess I’d better let you go, you have to work tomorrow.” 
      “I’ll be back late tomorrow evening; maybe we can go to the fair.” 
       He leaned over and kissed her on the mouth. 
     “Hmm, I like the way your lips taste. Maybe we should stay home 
tomorrow night,” she said, smiling. 
     He returned the smile. “I like that,” he uttered softly. 
     She reached to open door. “See you tomorrow.” 
   “Bye, have a good night.” 
     He watched as she approached the door to her apartment building.  
     She turned and blew him a kiss as she entered the door, striding 
down the hallway to her apartment. Her thoughts were on her fiancé as 
she entered her apartment. She closed the door and turned on the light 
switch. The living room had been trashed. “Oh my God!!” 
    She moved through the living room, glancing at broken vases, 
furniture, and other personal belongings. Rambling through her purse, 
suddenly she started to panic; her phone was not there. 
  “Oh goodness, I left it in John’s car. I laid it on the seat after I took the 
photo.” 
   And then she began to remember that horrible morning when she 
saw her sister’s house trashed, just before she discovered her body. 
  Somebody is in here, she thought. She quickly turned and laid eyes on 
the black hooded masked figure known as the Nightstalker. 
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   John Connors pulled into the driveway of his rented house, just a few 
blocks from his fiancée’s apartment. He then noticed Laura’s phone on 
his passenger seat, and picked it up.  
 Laura forgot her phone. She’s probably looking for it at this moment. 
I’d better take it to her, he thought to himself. He was unaware that his 
soon to be wife was looking at death, as she was startled by the sinister 
psycho who had been hiding and waiting for her. 
   “Oh my God it’s you! You are the one who has been killing people! 
You killed my sister!!” she screamed in fear. 
   Glaring at Laura, the hooded masked figure did not utter one word.   
 “You want to kill me now? Like hell you will!!” 
   She reached down on the floor and picked up a table that was broken 
in half.  
  “Get out of my house now, you bastard!!”  She lifted the partial table 
over her head. 
   The Nightstalker took out a 44 magnum.  
    Laura tossed the broken table at the masked figure. The tablet hit the 
floor by the foot of the masked figure, sending it up against the wall 
and shattering the remains. 
   She attempted to sprint toward her bedroom, but she did not make it. 
  Two shots were fired, striking Laura in both knees. 
   She yelled in excruciating pain as she fell to the floor. 
   She grasped both knees, grimacing, as the Nightstalker stood and 
watched with his arms folded, grasping the 44 magnum. The sinister 
figure was admiring the scene as Laura writhed in agony. Both knees 
began to bleed as the hooded masked figure crouched over her and 
forced open her jaw. 
 
   A couple across the hall was awakened by the sound of gunshots. 
 “Did you hear that, Eleanor?” 
 “Yes, that was somebody firing a gun. 
  Another shot was heard.  
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 Alvin reached for his cell phone. 
“9-1-1, what is your emergency?” 
 
      John Connors approached the apartment building. He strolled down 
the hallway, whistling as he moved toward Laura’s apartment. 
     The Nightstalker was rambling through Laura’s purse searching for 
souvenirs. A driver license and a credit card was removed from the 
purse, just as John knocked on the door. 
   “Laura, its John. Open the door. I have your cell phone.” 
   The hooded masked figure glared at the front door, recognizing the 
voice of John Connors. 
   He knocked again and called out to his fiancée. 
   The couple across the hall, hearing John’s voice, opened their door. 
   He looked around at them. 
 “We heard shots, so we called the police. 
 “Oh my God!!” 
  He panicked as he attempted to break the door down. 
“Here, let me help,” said Alvin. 
  At that very moment several police officers arrived.  
 “Somebody called the police about shots being fired?” inquired one 
the officers. 
 “Yes, we did,” acknowledged Eleanor. 
 “My fiancée Laura Ross lives here, and she has not answered the 
door!!” His voice was frantic. 
 “Stand back,” commanded one of the officers as he kicked open the 
door. 
  “You all wait here.” 
   Officer McCrae arrived and entered the apartment building. 
   The officers entered through the door with their weapons drawn, 
followed by Officer McCrae. 
 “This is the police; we are coming in.” 
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   They entered the living room with extreme caution, and saw that it 
had been trashed. And just a couple feet away was the body of Laura 
Ross, lying in a puddle of blood. 
       One officer moved toward the body to examine it, while the others   
checked several rooms and saw an open window. 
     “I need to call Detective Williams,” said Officer McCrae. 
      The Nightstalker’s black SUV moved through Bonaire subdivision 
once again with audacity, searching for a particular house and seeking 
victim number nine. A large, corner lighted house with quite a number 
of cars parked outside caught the menacing figure’s attention.  
     The hooded masked figure saw two black SUVs parked at the house 
causing a situation in favor of the Nightstalker. The black SUV creeped 
up behind the two parked SUVs. The ignition is switched off and the 
Nightstalker waited. A quick glance at the clock on the dashboard 
displayed 1:52am as the hooded figure caught sight of Priscilla and her 
two friends getting into their car. Amy took notice of the three Black 
SUVs parked just down the street. She felt the creeps glaring at them, 
particularly the third one with extremely dark tinted glass. 
   “Check that out, three SUVs in a row.” 
     The Nightstalker watched as her car turned the corner. The motor is 
switched on, then the black SUV made a U turn, following Amy and her 
friends. 
 
    Linda was awakened by the sound of her phone ringing on the 
nightstand. She slowly reached over and glanced at the lighted display. 
  “Yes Jackie,” her voice weak and faint. 
  “Hey, we just got another one over at Westwood Apartments. Are you 
okay? You sound rather sick.” 
 “Yeah, I’ve got a migraine. I took some medication that causes 
drowsiness, but I can shake it off. You need to give me a few extra 
minutes to get there.” 
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 “Look Linda, why don’t I just go, and I can fill you in early Monday 
morning. I can email the report to the captain tomorrow, or better yet, 
I can email it to you tonight.” 
        “Are you sure?” 
        “Sure I’m sure. What are partners for if they can’t look out for each 
other?” 
      “Thanks Jackie, I really appreciate this, and this is one I owe you. I 
only get these migraines every six to eight months.” 
    “Get some rest Linda, and I will see you in the morning.” 
 
      Amy dropped Priscilla off at her residence in West Garden. 
    “You want me to wait until you get inside?” 
   “No, that’s okay.” She gestured. “See, we have two lamps in our yard 
on each side and the porch light. Nobody is going to attack me with all 
of these lights on.” 
    The black SUV drove by.  
  “See you all on Monday.”  Priscilla waved to her friends. 
   Amy pulled off. Driving around a slight curve, she took notice of the 
black SUV backing into a driveway with a for sale sign on the lot. 
   Debra glanced over at Amy. 
 “What are you staring at?” 
  “I have a funny feeling that SUV is following us.” 
  “Who would be following us?” 
  “Don’t you know that serial killer is still at large?” 
  “I know, but I don’t think he wants to kill us. It could be someone 
looking for somebody’s house.” 
   But Amy was not content as she pulled into a driveway, backed up 
and creeped back down the street. 
   Priscilla, rambling through her purse looking for her house key, 
suddenly heard the sound of footsteps. 
   She quickly turned and caught a glimpse of the sinister figure. 
   Her belongings and purse spilled all over the ground.  
   The Nightstalker produced a 44 magnum. 
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  “Oh my god. NO!!” She was stricken with fear. 
   Priscilla started to run in her heels, screaming at the top of her lungs. 
      “Oh my goodness, Debra, look. He’s after Priscilla!!” 
      “Run over his ass, Amy!!” 
       Amy gunned the motor and blew her horn, diverting the hooded 
masked figure’s attention before the trigger was pulled. 
     The Nightstalker quickly turned and saw Amy’s approaching car, and 
on a spur of the moment, jumped out of the way.   
    She slammed on the brakes just short of the front porch. 
    The Nightstalker’s attempt to kill Priscilla was thwarted, but the 
sinister killer was adamant, determined, and filled with anger. Rising 
quickly like a flash of lightning and clenching the gun, the Nightstalker 
moved to Amy’s car and opened the unlocked door.     
   Before she could make a move she was dragged out of the car by her 
collar to the ground and executed. Two shots in the knees and one 
through the mouth.  
   Debra helplessly screamed in fear as she witnessed the horrifying, 
fatal attack.  She quickly ran from the car, screaming, toward Priscilla 
who was also screaming and banging on her neighbor’s door. 
   The sinister figure reached for Amy’s purse, quickly removing the 
usual souvenirs and sprinted off. 
   The neighbor peeked out the window and hurriedly opened the door. 
  “Priscilla, what’s going on? I heard shots. Are you okay?” asked Don. 
  “No, call the police!!”  
    Debra and Priscilla dashed into Don’s house. 
    Debra embraced Priscilla, panic surging through their bodies. 
  “That maniac killed Amy!! Oh God, it was horrible!!” 
 
     Jackie questioned John Connors, who was overwhelmed by the sight 
of his fiancée’s body. 
   “Sir, I am very sorry, but I need to ask you some questions.” 
   “I can’t believe this. First her sister, and now her?” He was dismayed. 
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  “Do you know whether are not she mentioned any threats or anyone 
who disliked her?” 
    “Laura was a very likeable person, her and her sister. There was only 
one person that she talked about who hated both of them. A student 
by the name of Tara Koon. 
    Officer McCrae approached Jackie. 
  “Excuse me, Detective Williams. We just got a call about another 
killing in West Garden on Rosewood Dr.” 
  “Is it the same person?” 
 “Sounds like it. Someone in a black hooded mask.” 
 “My goodness.” 
   Jackie took a business card from his pocket.  
  “Here is my card; if you think of anything else that can help, don’t 
hesitate to give us a call. You have given us some helpful info, and once 
again, you have my condolences.” 
 
    Linda was sitting at the computer early the next morning when her 
cell phone rang. 
  “Good morning,” her voice was cheerful. 
  “Good morning. You sound a whole lot better than last night.” 
  “Yes that prescription worked wonders, but you have to be in bed; I 
needed the rest anyway.” 
  “I emailed you the report last night.” 
  “I got it and I just got through reading it. My goodness, Jackie the 
Nightstalker was busy last night.” 
   She glanced over at the television. “They are talking about it on the 
news right now.” 
  “She killed two people within a five mile radius. She tried to kill a 
student named Priscilla, but she and her friend were lucky enough to 
get away. Amy was not lucky. Priscilla confirmed having words with 
Tara and being threatened. Johns Connors also stated Tara disliked his 
fiancée and her sister.”  
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       “Jackie, your report mentioned three black SUVs parked in 
Bonaire.”  
       “Yes, Priscilla, Debra and the dead girl noticed three black SUVs 
parked in front of the house. They left after a party, and she said that 
they only knew two students with black SUVs” 
     “Was Tara at that party?” 
     “I asked them and they said no.” 
    “Then it’s possible that it could have been somebody at that party. 
They were followed to West Garden when they left.” 
   “No Linda, that person was waiting outside in one of those SUVs when 
those girls left the party, and that person was Tara. Officer McCrae 
confirmed that just minutes before she received the call from 
Westwood apartments, Tara’s black SUV was not in the driveway.” 
 
    Mary Connors knocked on her daughter’s door. “Connie, are you 
awake?” 
   She opened the door. “What is it?” 
 “Do you have your television on?” 
 “No. Why?” 
“They just announced on the news break that Laura Ross was killed by 
that serial killer. Another student from my class Amy Edwards, was also 
killed!!”  
“Daddy’s fiancée is dead?” 
“Yes isn’t that just sad; and Amy. She was an outstanding student.”  
  Why did this have to happen to them?” she said sadly. 
 “And Laura was really a friendly and wonderful person.” 
  Connie went to her dresser, and picked up her car keys and cell phone. 
She walked through the door and past her mother. 
“Where are you going?” 
 “To see Daddy. He needs me now more than ever.” 
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   “In other news, the police have release information on Carolyn 
Walker, the student who was brutally beaten and left for dead in the 
Lakewood High School restroom. She is still comatose. A 9-1-1 call make 
by another student during the attack revealed five white students, who 
call themselves the Allegiance for White Pride, may be responsible. This 
is a white supremacist group, but so far there have not been any other 
arrests.” 
   Megan’s mother turned to her husband. “Goodness Dan, did you hear 
that? I wonder what Megan knows about this group.” 
  “I don’t know, but I’m going to find out right now.” 
   He headed for the kitchen. 
   Megan and her sister were eating breakfast at the table. 
 “Megan.” 
  She looked up. “Yes Dad?” 
 “What do you know about a group called the Allegiance for White 
Pride?” 
   Her heart rate quickened. “I’ve never heard of them. Why?” 
 “The news said they were responsible for beating up that black girl.” 
 “Dad, it’s probably just a bunch of girls using that name who like to 
fight.” 
  “Megan, I am glad that you are not a part of a group like that.  You are 
smarter and better than that. Groups like that hurt our cause. If I had 
my way, every one of them would be in jail.” 
   He turned and exited the kitchen. 
   Megan sighed and Jenny glanced at her. 
 “What’s wrong Megan?” 
   “What makes you think there is something wrong?” 
   She mocked Megan.  
 “Every time you sigh like that, something is wrong. I am your sister and 
I notice things. Just like one of my teachers keeps watching me and 
asking me questions.” 
  “Questions? What kind of questions?” 
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“He started this friendly conversation one day in the lunch room, and 
then he asks me do I ride the bus home from school, or do my parents 
pick me up. Or do I walk, since my house is only about few blocks 
away.” 
  “Who is this teacher?” 
  “It’s my English teacher Mr. Wilkerson. Kevin Wilkerson.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 T W E N T Y- T W O     
 
 
       Monday morning in their lookout office, Tara and her team studied 
a photo of Megan and her group on the computer. 
      Tara indicated each person. “Okay. Natalie, Candy, and Sherry; that 
little skinny blonde racist bitch is Megan. She is in Coach Harrison 
fourth period class. Also, these two girls here, the tall one, and the 
other one; well I have seen them in Coach Harrison’s fourth period gym 
class.” 
  “Yeah I remember them, too,” stated Stephanie. 
    Mara pointed to the screen. “This the only one we cannot see, and 
her face is a little vague.” 
    Tara glanced at the group standing over her shoulder. 
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   “I believe I can make her out if I see her in person. She is tall, wears 
glasses, and has rather long brown hair. Looking at her from the side as 
she is going in that van, her face is rather long and thin”.  
   “Tara, that white van is the one that creeped by us that morning 
when you, I, and Brandon were standing in the parking lot.” 
     Stephanie pointed out Penny Login in the photo. “She was the one 
driving that van. She was glaring at you and Brandon while Mrs. 
Connors was talking to us. She had a nasty look on her face, and when I 
saw her staring, she turned her head.” 
    Tara looked at Stephanie. “Do you think she is the one who 
attempted to place drugs and firearms in Brandon‘s car?” 
    Stephanie took a closer look. “Tara it could have been, but one thing I 
do remember is that she had a red tattoo of a confederate flag on the 
back of her neck. If I see that symbol again, I will know that is her.” 
   “I believe this is our white supremacist group, and hopefully we can 
get them before they try to kill someone else,” stated Tara. 
 
     Linda and Jackie entered the captain’s office. “Close the door.” 
       Jackie closed the door, they both took a seat in front of the 
Captain’s desk. 
     “I have a feeling this is going to be really serious,” said Linda. 
    “Yes it is.” 
     They set their gaze on him. 
     He relaxed in his chair and referred to the newspaper on his desk. 
    “I take it you both have seen the morning newspaper.” 
     They both nodded. 
   “Nine killings, two in one night. These killings have reached national 
news, and everyone’s attention. The chief and the mayor are both 
unhappy.”   He paused a minute as he gazed at them. 
     Jackie cleared his throat. “Captain, are the mayor and chief aware 
that we do have a suspect, but no solid evidence at this moment?” 
   “And sir, these killing are similar to the serial killings in 1990, and 
could be anybody,” stated Linda. 
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    “The chief is aware of this, and of your hard work. I told him you 
were on this 24-7, even though you are off duty on the weekends. You 
are still working, but the mayor is a different story.” 
   “So what is his problem?” inquired Jackie. 
   “Listen, I know you two are excellent detectives, but the mayor and I 
had a long talk. So I have some bad news and good news. Which do you 
want to hear first?” 
   “Give us the bad news first, Captain,” said Linda. 
   “The bad news is he wants me to take you both off this case, and 
bring in the FBI.” 
    Linda and Jackie stared at each other. 
  “What!! You have got to be kidding!!” shouted Jackie. 
    Linda shook her head. “Excuse me, Captain, I am not trying to be 
disrespectful, but what the hell makes him think the FBI can do more 
than us? We are working our damn asses off here day and night!!” 
   The captain nodded.  “I agree with you, and that’s what I told the 
mayor.” 
   “What is the good news?” inquired Jackie. 
       He placed his hands on his desk and clinched them together. 
     “Well you all have until January of next year to capture this psycho.”  
     Both Jackie and Linda sighed. 
   “He wants it solved as soon as possible because the killer took two 
lives last night; but since he and I were school buddies right here in 
Richmond County, he’s giving us a chance to catch this killer by 
January.” 
   “So that gives us about two month to catch this killer, and if we don’t, 
then they are going to send a team of FBI agents from Washington DC.” 
stated Linda. 
    The Captain shook his head. “No, they are only going to send two. 
Not a team like you see on Criminal Minds.” 
   “When in January?” 
   “After the Martin Luther King Holiday.” 
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   “Captain, I would be really disappointed if they come in here and 
actually catch this killer, and it’s going to make everybody think that we 
were incompetent!!” 
    “Some people are already saying that, and they are moving out of the 
city.” 
    “Yeah, some of the neighbors in my neighborhood are asking when 
we are going to catch this killer. They are afraid this psycho may start 
killing people who is not employees or students of Lakewood,” stated 
Linda. 
     “It like that all over, even down around Northside and Eastside 
where the killer has not struck. Now when these two agents get here, 
you may just have to brief them; and one agent is a female the other a 
male.” 
     “Captain, do these two agents have any experience in catching serial 
killers?” inquired Jackie. 
     “According what Mayor Jansen told me, they don’t have any 
experience. They’ve only been with the FBI a little over a year.” 
     Linda and Jackie exchanged glances a second time. 
      “This is unreal.” Linda made a face. “They are sending a couple of 
wet behind the ears agents who have no experience, and the mayor 
wants you to take us off this investigation. We have the most 
experience. I would just love to give him a piece of my mind!!”  
     “Don’t blame the mayor for the agents’ lack of experience. I assure 
you that he has nothing to do with who they send.” 
     “Well, Captain, they will not need to send anyone. My intuition tells 
me that we will have these serial killings solved by January.” 
    “Linda, I sure hope you are right.” 
   “Captain, let the mayor know that the bad news is that someone else 
may be another victim in the next 30 days. We will get this maniac.” 
“Also, Captain, the suspect we have in mind will be in jail by January,” 
added Jackie. 
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     Carla Thomson’s cell phone rang as she opened her locker. She 
removed it from her pocket and glanced at the display. “Hey mother!! 
What’s up?” 
   “Carla, where are you now?” 
    “I am getting my history book from my locker. Mr. Williams, my fifth 
period teacher, wanted to send me to detention for being one minute 
late yesterday. So I have to take it to my gym locker and put it in there 
along with my other belongings, and its limited space. Then I am going 
to lunch.” 
   “Carla, you be very careful. I know that you can take care of yourself, 
but since that girl was beaten up and near death I’ve really been 
worried.” 
   “Mother, I am keeping my eyes open.” 
    She saw Megan Stuartman with whom she was not acquainted, 
standing at her locker several feet down the hall. 
    Megan’s cell phone chimed. 
  “Are you at your locker?” inquiry Penny. 
  “Yeah I am getting my lunch from my locker.” 
  “Well Jamie and I are coming up the stairs now.” 
     “Just wait at the doorway. I will be there in a sec.” 
     She ended the call and closed her locker at the same time Carla 
closed her locker. Carla moved down the hall, as did Megan, just a few 
feet behind her. 
   “Carla, I heard on the news that a white supremacist group is 
responsible. Have they find out who they are?” 
   “No, they had arrested some black girls, but they were framed by this 
white supremacist group. This is unbelievable, Mother. I thought this 
kind of racial violence only happened back in the sixties and seventies.” 
   “No Carla, this kind of racial violence still goes on today, and it’s a 
shame to see that racist kids are in our schools. The older people are 
the instigators.” 
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     Carla pushed open the door to the stairway without looking up.  The 
door accidently struck Jamie Wilkinson while she having a conversation 
with Penny Login. 
     Jamie quickly turned around. 
    Carla glanced up at Jamie, who stood six feet tall. “Oh, I am so sorry. 
Are you alright?” 
    She scowled at Carla, then slammed her fist in Carla’s face, jarring her 
phone from her hands. 
  “Nigger, learn to watch where you are going. You don’t hit a white 
person!!” 
    Carla wiped her face. “It was an accident!! What is wrong with you?” 
    Jamie was just about to unleash on Carla again when Megan walked 
through the door. 
  “Jamie, what have you done?” 
 “This nigger bitch hit me with the door!!” 
  “I said I was sorry!! You did not have to hit me, and call me nasty racist 
names!!” 
   Carla’s mother overheard the disparaging comment over the phone. 
 “Carla, what’s going on!? Who is that!?” 
   Jamie clenched her fist, but Megan grabbed her arm. 
 “Jamie that’s enough. Let’s go.” 
     Jamie pointed at Carla. “This is not over nigger. I will see you again.” 
     Penny Login got in Carla’s face. She placed emphasis on a 
disparaging slur. “You being born was an accident nigger!!”  
  “What is wrong with you all?” inquired Megan as she grasped Penny 
by her arm. “Let’s go.” They moved down the stairs. 
 “That nigger tried to knock me down on purpose. I will fix her black ass 
later. I know that she is in the fourth period gym class.” 
   Megan glanced back at Carla as she reached down and picked up the 
phone from the concrete floor. 
    Her mother was still screaming on the phone. “Carla!! Carla!! Are you 
alright!!” 
  “Yeah mother, I am okay,” she responded slowly. 
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  “Who was that, Carla?” 
  “Mother, I don’t know. I accidentally hit her in the back when I opened 
the door.” 
  “Carla, I heard everything. She used a racial slur. We were just talking 
about that very same thing. Carla, you need to go to the principal’s 
office and tell him what happened.” 
   Carla moved down the stairs. “No mother, you know I don’t like to 
start trouble.” 
  “Carla those girls could be the group that viciously beat up that poor 
girl, and she is looking at death. Go to the principal’s office now.” 
  “Look mother, I’ve got go to lunch, and I’m just going to let it past.” 
  “Okay if you won’t go, then I will call him myself.” 
 
     Principal Koon phone rang when he was just about to leave the 
office for lunch. 
   “This is Lakewood High. Principal Koon speaking. How may I help 
you?” 
    “Principal Koon, this Eleanor Thomson, Carla Thomson’s mother.” 
    “Yes, how are you today?” 
    “I am fine, but my daughter is not. There was an incident that 
happened just a few minutes ago while I was talking to her over the 
phone.” 
 
    Coach Johnson and Coach Jennings were having their lunch in the 
teacher’s lounge. Coach Jennings directed Coach Johnson’s attention to 
Mrs. Connors. 
   “See that teacher two tables over with the red hair.” 
   “Yes. Mrs. Connors. I met her earlier this week. She is extremely nice.” 
   “You may have already heard it, but she won the teacher of the year 
award last year.” 
   “That’s outstanding!!” 
   “And now she is up for it again this year, and the front runner to win it 
again.” 
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  “Wow!! That’s awesome!!” 
   Coach Jennings nodded in agreement. “But she has two kids who are 
devils. Danny Connors, who is an all American high school football 
player, and believed to be the best in the country.” 
  “Wow!!”                                                                                                                        
“I had her daughter last year, and she is a track star, and she has to take 
drugs for a mental illness. And her son is very violent. He got thrown 
out of several games last year. But Mrs. Connors is so nice and humble, 
and easy going. She stays late after class helping tutor students so they 
can keep their grades up. Every student likes her, and trying to get in 
her class. I wish I could say that about Coach Harrison. And do you 
know why she called in sick today?” 
  “Why?” 
  “She is still pissed because Principal Koon told her to get out of his 
office. So she told me she was going to take a sick day, and to cover for 
her.” 
  “Oh really.” 
     “Yes and this is not the first time she has done this. So do you know 
what? I am not in any hurry to go back after lunch. Her fourth period 
class is larger than ours. Is that okay with you?” 
    “Sure I guess, just as long as there is no trouble from Principal Koon.” 
    “Oh, he will not know anything. He always sits in his office for lunch.” 
    “I need to ask you about Gina Scott. I viewed Simone Peterson’s GPA 
and it has fallen below 3.5. In fact she has fallen below 3.2. I am cutting 
her off the team.” 
 
     Tara, Mara, and Stephanie entered the gym for their fourth period 
class. 
   “I know we are about 15 minutes early, but we can all get dressed and 
relax,” said Tara. 
   “Yeah, that cafeteria lunch just sucked today, “stated Mara. 
   “That’s why I always prefer to buy a hamburger,” said Stephanie.  
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   None of them were aware that they are being watched from the girl’s 
locker room on the other side of the gym. 
   “Hey Jamie, there goes that nigger loving Tara, her nigger loving sister 
and their mongrel friend,” stated Penny. 
   “Jamie just what are you going to do to this girl? You know 
everybody’s going to be coming in here a few minutes. Why can’t we 
just talk to her someplace, like maybe the restroom?” 
   “No, I want that nigger now, which is why we are here 20 minutes 
early. That nigger bitch always gets in here before everybody. We will 
grab her, and take her black ass back into the back room. We are just 
going to talk.” 
   “Jamie, that’s what you all said the last time, and look what 
happened.” 
   “Yeah that nigger hit me, and you saw that. Remember?” 
   “We are supposed to be discreet; remember what your sister said.” 
   “Look Megan, we are being discreet. We are going to tell her to get 
her black ass out of this school or else.” 
  “Or else what?” asked Megan. 
  “She will wish she had.” 
  “Yeah, take her nigger ass back to Northside High with all the other 
niggers!!” Penny said in a sharp tone. 
   “Jamie you don’t have to be violent about this. There are other ways 
to get her out of this school,” said Megan. 
 
   “Tara, are you in your gym class?” 
   “Yes Daddy, I’m in the locker room getting dressed. What’s up?” 
   “Could you just look around and see if Carla Thomson has arrived.” 
     Tara strode through the locker room. “No I don’t see her. She’s 
usually here before me, Mara, and Stephanie.” 
   “Okay listen to this. Carla’s mother was on the phone with her at 
lunch time, and she believes Carla ran into some girls who may be this 
white supremacist group. She overheard racist slurs and she thinks they 
might have attacked her.” 



330 
 

 
     At that very moment the three girls approached Carla as she walked 
across the floor to her gym class. 
  “Hey!!” yelled Jamie. 
   Carla turned her head quickly. 
 “We need to talk to you in the locker room.” 
   Carla recognized them from the stairway. “I don’t have anything to 
say to you all.” 
   She attempted to turn away when Jamie seized her by the collar. 
  “Did you hear what I said nigger. We need to talk to you!!” 
  “What is your problem!!?”  She jerked away. “Please don’t call me that 
again.” They all surrounded her. 
    Several girls who were about to enter the locker room stopped to 
observed the unfolding incident. 
    Jamie took notice, and bellowed at them. “This is none of your damn 
business!! Move your ass now!!” 
    They moved quickly into the locker room. 
    Megan turned to Jamie. “We can’t take her back there. Someone is 
bound to hear us.” 
     “What do you all want? I’ve already apologized.” 
      Jamie stared at Carla. ‘Listen and listen well, and don’t say another 
word.” 
 
   “Some of those girls are in Coach Harrison’s fourth period gym class, 
Daddy. I am going out there to check and see if anything is going on. 
She usually is here by now.”  
   Tara pressed the end button, placed her phone in the pocket of her 
gym shorts, and moved out of the locker room to the gym floor. She 
quickly noticed Carla surrounded by three girls. 
    She sprinted toward them. They turned and caught notice of her. 
   “What the hell is going on here!!?” 
   “Nothing,” replied Megan. She gestured. “Penny here and Jamie were 
just talking.” 



331 
 

   “Penny who, and Jamie who?” 
   “Penny Login and Jamie Wilkinson,” said Megan. 
   “It doesn’t look like that to me,”  
   “This is no concern of yours!!” Jamie said in a biting tone. 
   “That is where you are wrong!! Anything that happens that is not 
right is my concern, and my security team!!” 
    Tara caught the frown on Carla face, and she grabbed her by the arm. 
She stared her straight into her eyes. 
   “Carla, are these the racist bitches who attacked you on the second 
floor stairway?” 
    Carla met Tara’s gaze. “No. Who told you that?” 
  “Carla, your mother heard racist slurs over the phone, and noises like 
someone was being hit.” 
  “No my mother got it wrong.” She pointed at Jamie. “I hit this girl by 
mistake. I was not looking where I was going when I opened the door.” 
  “Carla, don’t make this sound like it was your fault. What were they 
doing standing in front of the door anyway?” 
   “We can stand anywhere we please!!” bellowed Jamie. 
   “We did not do anything to her!!” said Penny 
     Tara glared at Penny and Jamie. “I will get to you all in a minute!!” 
   “No, they did not attack me.” 
   “Carla, you don’t have to be afraid of these girls. Tell me what 
happened.” 
    She sighed. “Look, I don’t want any trouble. I just want this to go 
away.” 
   She turned to Tara. “I already apologized once. It was an accident.” 
   She gestured at Jamie. 
  “I want this girl not to grab me by my collar again and tell me she 
wants me to transfer down to Northside High; and then to add more 
insult, she calls me nasty names.” 
  “What nasty name did she call you?” 
    Carla paused. “She used the N- word.” 
    Jamie made a face. 
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   Carla gestured at Megan. “She was rather helpful.” 
   Tara raised her eyebrows. “Oh really.” 
  “I told you before, I did not believe in violence.” 
   Carla gestured at Penny and Jamie. “These two, I don’t know what’s 
wrong with them.” 
  “Oh, I know what’s wrong with these britches!! They hate you because 
you are black. They are all white supremacists!!” 
  “We have our rights!!” snarled Penny. 
  “No you don’t. Tara voice heightened. “You have no right to terrorize 
black students or any other nonwhite students in this school or 
anywhere else, for that matter, just because you don’t want them here. 
They have the right to be here whether they are black, Asian, Mexican 
or any other ethnic group!!” 
   Tara glanced around at the three girls. “Now I know you all are 
responsible for attacking Carolyn Walker.” 
“You don’t know anything. You are just phishing. You have no proof,” 
said Jamie. 
 “You are right, for now. We don’t have any proof.” 
     Tara, who is 5 ft. 10 inches and a muscular 187 lbs., walked over to 
Jaime, who is six feet tall and 175 lbs., and got in her face. 
   “Now you listen, and listen well. You will be stopped sooner or later. I 
just hope we catch you before you white racist trash try to kill someone 
else. And when we catch you, I will personally take care of your ass 
myself.” 
     Penny grimaced as Tara glared in her face. 
     She continued. “People like you are freaking sick. People like you 
spread racism, bigotry, and hate throughout this country. You don’t 
respect any other ethnic group. You think you are right just because 
you are white, and in fact you are nothing but white racist trash. You 
have smeared the reputation of our school, but it’s going to come to an 
end. We know there are five of you, and there could be more. We will 
be watching you. And if I hear about another attack on Carla, or any 
other African-American, I will be looking for your asses. Do you 
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understand the words that just came out of my mouth?” There was a 
moment of intense glaring from Tara to Jamie. Only Jamie’s glare was 
more of a hate signal for Tara. Tara turned and glanced at Penny and 
Megan. 
    Students heading for the locker room caught sight of the scene. 
  “OH-oh!! Something up, Wendy.” 
  “Oh come on Nina, we’ve got to get dressed for gym. They are just 
standing around.” 
   Tara turned to Carla. “Come on, let’s go. 
   Tara glanced back as they moved away. 
   Jamie abruptly spewed out a racial insult in a southern accent. “One 
thing I hate worse than a nigger is a got damn nigger lover!!” 
   Megan frowned at Jamie. “That was uncalled for.” 
   Tara and Carla stopped. “No she didn’t,” said Carla. 
 “I going to teach this racist bitch a lesson.” 
  Tara turned and moved toward Jamie and got in her face. 
 “Say it to my face!! Say it again, you racist bitch!!” Intense anger was in 
her voice. Unexpectedly, like of flash of lightening, Tara delivered a 
powerfully hard elbow into Jamie’s face, sending her to the hardwood 
floor. The impact echoed throughout building like bricks tumbling from 
a wheelbarrow. 
     Tara positioned herself, anticipating retaliation from Jamie. 
     She was stunned from that blow. She laid on the floor, wiping her 
face, shaking her head. 
    Several of the girls witnessed the incident. “Oh my God!! Did you see 
that?” 
  “Way to go Tara!! I don’t like that Jamie, anyway.” 
   One of the girls removed her cell phone to record the unfolding 
incident. 
  “Let’s see where this is going. This will be good for my radio and 
television arts class,” said Tammy. She pushed the record button. 
 “Get up, racist bitch, so I can put your ass down again!!” yelled Tara. 
   Carla approached Tara. “Damn girl, you sunk her ship!!” 
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   Penny and Megan quickly moved to Jamie’s aid. “Jamie, are you 
okay?” asked Penny. 
   Jamie sat up, still stunned from Tara’s powerful blow. She wiped her 
hand around her mouth once again, looking for blood, as she glared up 
at Tara. 
   Tara was waiting and ready to slam her again. “I don’t care whether 
you like me or not. I don’t hate people because of the color of their 
skin. It’s the content of their character, and yours just makes me sick. 
Now let’s just see how you like that, white racist trash!!” 
   Jamie did not utter a word as she continued to glare up at Tara. 
  Tara glanced at Carla. “Come on, let’s go.” 
  They moved away slowly. 
  Tara and Carla glanced back. 
  She looked at Carla as they moved away slowly. “Are you okay?” 
“Yeah, I think so. I’ve had enough drama for one day.” 
  Tara’s cell phone rang. “Hey Daddy!!” 
“Is everything okay there?” 
“I just had to rescue Carla.” 
      Just at that very minute Jamie reaches into her white boot and 
pulled out a switchblade. She depressed the button, and the blade 
swung out. She quickly sprang up and sprinted toward Tara. Tara was 
talking on the phone to her father, with her back turned. Jamie sprinted 
toward Tara, her arm cocked back, holding with a nine inch gleaming 
blade. Carla caught sight of Jamie approaching in the corner of her eye. 
In a split second, Carla turned and yelled. “Look out, Tara!!” She pushed 
Tara with her body out of the way of Jamie’s vicious attack just in time, 
but not for Carla. Jamie thrust forward the gleaming blade, which 
plunged into Carla, piercing her chest. 
   She cried out in anguish as blood discharged from her chest. 
   Stephanie and Marla stepped out on the gym floor, catching sight of 
the incident. 
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   Tara, off balance, glanced back and saw Carla tumbling to the floor, 
while Jamie just stood there smirking. She caught sight of Stephanie 
and Mara and sprinted off. 
   Stephanie and Marla sprinted after her. 
   Megan placed her hand over her mouth. “Oh my goodness!! What has 
she done?” 
  “She just eradicated another nigger!!” exclaimed Penny. 
  “Oh my God!!” shouted Tammy. “I can’t believe this!! She stabbed 
that girl and I got it all on video!! This is going to be excellent for 
YouTube!!” 
    Tammy continued to video the ongoing tragic incident as Jamie ran 
across the gym with Stephanie and Marla after her. 
  “Oh my God!!” shouted Tara. She grabbed Carla. 
   “Tara, what’s going on there?”  
   “Daddy, Carla has just been stabbed!! We need paramedics and the 
police now!!” 
    Coach Johnson and Coach Jennings entered the door and saw Jamie 
sprinting toward them, with Stephanie and Marla on her trail. 
    Jamie directed a racial slur at Coach Jennings. “Get out the way 
nigger!!” 
      She slammed into Coach Jennings and leveled her, but barely 
touched Coach Johnson. 
    She crouched down to help Coach Jennings from the floor. “Are you 
okay?” 
   Coach Jennings quickly rebounded.  “She just did that on purpose, and 
did you hear what she called me?” 
  “She stabbed Carla!” yelled Stephanie as they sprinted past them. 
  “Oh my God!!” exclaimed Coach Johnson. 
    They both ran toward Carla lying on the floor, embraced by Tara. 
“Hold on Carla!! Please stay with me!!” 
    Tara glanced up at Coach Johnson and Coach Jennings. 
   “Oh my God, she is losing too much blood!!” shouted Coach Johnson 
as she couched down. 
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   “The paramedics and the police are on the way.” 
   “I’m going to the locker room and get some towels,” exclaimed Coach 
Jennings. She quickly ran toward the locker room as students began to 
gather. Coach Johnson checked her pulse.  
   “Her pulse is fading. Now I can’t get one. Tara, what happened?” 
  “She saved me from being stabbed by that racist bitch Jaime 
Wilkinson!!” 
    Tara, extremely upset, looked up at Megan and Penny, who were just 
a few feet away. She directed Coach Johnson’s attention to them. 
  “Those racist bitches were in on it as well!!” 
  “You two get over here now!!” shouted Coach Johnson. 
  “We had nothing to do with that!!” yelled Penny. 
   Coach Jennings returned with towels, then placed them around the 
blade in Carla’s chest. She relinquished a towel to Tara. 
 “Tara, place this one under her head, and I will put these on her 
wound.” 
   “I will need you to help me put pressure on the wound around the 
knife.” 
 “Excuse me a minute,” said Coach Johnson. 
   She stood from her crouching position and moved toward Megan and 
Penny. 
     Penny turned to walk away. “Let’s go Megan.” 
    “Hey!! Don’t walk away!!” 
      Penny turned toward Coach Johnson and scowled. “What!!”  
    “Don’t get an attitude with me!! What is your name?” 
   “We have not done anything!!” 
    “I did not ask you what you did!! I asked for your names!! Did you 
forget it?” 
    “She is Penny Login, and I am Megan Stuartman.” 
    “Thank you Megan.” She gestured. Now I need the both of you to 
stand over there by the bleachers. The police will want to talk to you.” 
     Megan dropped her head and moved toward the bleachers. 
   “We did not do anything!!” Penny said in a piercing tone. 
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     Coach Johnson voice heightened. “Move it now!!” 
     Penny glared at Coach Johnson as she slowly walked by her. 
     Tara and Coach Jennings were desperately attempting to stop the 
excessive bleeding from Carla’s wound. 
“Come on Carla, please don’t die. You can’t die, I haven’t had the 
chance to thank you for saving my life.” 
  Coach Jennings caught sight of something very unusual; tears 
streaming down Tara’s fair complexioned cheeks. 
Oh my!! She has tears!! Those are real tears!! was her perception. 
 
    At that moment Principal Koon entered the gym along with 
paramedics moving forward with a stretcher. 
  “Here they come now,” said Coach Johnson. 
   Both Tara and Coach Jennings moved aside as the paramedics 
crouched over to check her vital signs. 
“There is no pulse, we need to administer CPR.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Stephanie and Mara were still in pursue of a very fast 
sprinter. Jamie Wilkerson, like her longtime friend Penny Login, was a 
former track star. She had gained some distance between Stephanie 
and Mara, but they were keeping sight of her. Sprinting through the 
west building, Stephanie had already ran this same route chasing after 
Penny Login, who was saved by a freight train. It was as if Jamie and 
Penny had actually practiced sprinting that same route. That was 
Jamie’s intentions as she shoved open the door and heard a whistle 
from an oncoming freight train. Stephanie and Mara ran through the 
door as Jamie headed for the tracks. 
     “We are not going to catch her. Here comes a freight train,” said 
Stephanie. 
    They stopped and saw Jamie as she jumped across the tracks.   
    The speeding train zoomed by. 
  “This was the same scenario when I chased that last racist bitch!!” said 
Stephanie. 
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  “They definitely must be track stars,” stated Mara. 
   “Let’s get back to the gym. I heard the ambulance just a few minutes 
ago. I sure hope Carla makes it. She threw herself in front of that knife, 
and saved my twin sister from being stabbed to death.” 
    “I am praying for her to pull through,” said Stephanie as they headed 
back down the hallway. 
     Jamie glanced back through the trees, then she stopped. 
She removed her cell phone and called her sister. 
 
    Lori was just about to enter the fourth period class of her favorite 
teacher, Mr. Palmer. She heard the sound of the school bell, and after 
that, her cell phone playing her favorite country tune. She glanced at 
the display as she moved to her seat.  “Yeah what’s up Jamie?” 
   “I just got me a nigger. I was trying to get that nigger loving Tara, but 
that nigger save her life so I got her instead!!” 
   “When did this happen?” 
   “Just a few minutes ago!” 
   “Jamie, you were supposed to keep a low profile for a while.” 
     “Lori, I was, until that damn nigger struck me with the door at the 
stairs.  And then insulted me with her smart ass talk. Penny is my 
witness!!” 
    “Where is Penny?” 
    “She and Megan are in gym class. I had to get out of there. I was 
being chase by Tara’s nigger loving sister, and her half breed friend. 
   “Where are you now?” 
    “I am in the woods across from the school.” 
    “I need to get you out of there; let me go talk to Mr. Palmer. Hold on 
for a minute.” 
 
     Several minutes later the paramedics were desperately working on 
Carla. 
  Please God, don’t let Carla die, Tara thought to herself. 
    Penny and Megan were watching from the bleachers. 
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  “I hope that nigger dies, and I wish she had gotten that nigger loving 
Tara as well!!” Penny stated furiously.  
    Megan scowled at Penny, her best friend, for the first time. 
   “Penny, as of now this will all end. You hear me?” 
    Penny gazed at Megan. “What do you mean?” 
   “I am quitting this violent group and you cannot stop me. I will not 
allow you all to commit violent acts anymore.” 
    Penny’s voice began to heighten. “What the hell is that supposed to 
mean!!” 
   “I am going to the police and tell them we were responsible for 
beating up that girl.” 
   “Like hell you will!! You’d better not!! Have you gone crazy Megan? 
They will lock us up for life just for a nigger!!” 
   “You are not doing anything, and you are not leaving this group; that 
has already been discussed. Can’t you see we are cleansing America of 
inferior races, and you should be glad!! Look what happened to you at 
that supermarket!! You got fired because of a freaking nigger!!” 
 
 
      Stephanie and Marla entered the gym. 
    “We’ve got a pulse.” said one of the paramedics. 
     Stephanie and Marla quickly moved toward Tara and a crowd of 
students. 
    Mara took Tara by her arm. “Is she going to make it?”  
  “They just got her heart started. Thank God.” Her voice was exultant. 
    The paramedics prepared to place Carla on the stretcher. 
    Principal Koon was shaking his head. “Oh my God, this is 
unbelievable; it just keeps happening and happening. I sure hope she 
makes it. They still have to remove the knife.” 
   “Tara, we saw Carla push you out of the way just in time, and she 
purposely shielded you from that bitch’s attack,” said Mara. 
   “Yeah, by the time I turned around, that racist bitch had stabbed her. 
I owe Carla my life. I take it you all didn’t catch her.” 
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   “No, that bitch is fast as hell,” said Stephanie. 
  “The one you were chasing is Jamie Wilkerson.” 
    Tara beckoned. “But we got two of her friends over by the 
bleachers.” 
    They all turned and looked at Megan and Penny. 
     A threat uttered from Penny’s mouth was overheard by Tara, 
Stephanie, and Mara. 
   “Eventually, we will kill that nigger loving Tara!!” 
   “No, you will not harm another person Penny!! You hear me?” 
    Tara beckoned for Mara and Stephanie.  
    Penny and Megan laid eyes on them. “Here come the nigger lovers!!” 
Penny uttered loudly. 
   Tara, filled with extreme anger, quickly attacked Penny. 
   A series of elbow blows to Penny’s head slammed her face up against 
the bleachers. Her long brown hair opened in the back, exposing a 
partial view of her confederate flag tattoo. 
   Stephanie had chased Penny several weeks ago, and remembered the 
tattoo. “Tara, that’s her!!” 
     Stephanie moved quickly, pulling back her hair. 
    “Look it that racist symbol!! This is the bitch I was chasing last month. 
She is the one who tried to put drugs and firearms in Brandon’s car!!” 
    Penny quickly pulled her switchblade knife from her boots and 
released the blade. 
    Tara witnessed this, and screamed “Stephanie watch out, she has a 
knife!!” 
    On a spur of the moment, Stephanie Tara, and Mara backed up as 
Penny turned and struck out at them with a nine inch blade. 
    Linda and Jackie entered the gym as the paramedics were moving 
Carla past them. 
   “Oh my!! That’s Carla Thomson. She’s one of the basketball players!!” 
exclaimed Linda. 
   “Is she going to make it?”  There was compassion in her voice. 
  “We don’t know. I am sure the doctors will do all they can. 
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  “Linda, there’s a student with a knife!!” 
   They all noticed Penny waving her blade at Stephanie, Tara, and 
Mara. “Come on!! Which one of you nigger lovers is ready to die first?” 
   “Oh my God!! She has a knife!!” said one of the students. 
  “This is awesome!! It’s just like a movie!!” exclaimed Tammy, who was 
recording the episode. 
   “You’re not getting out of here, you racist bitch!!” bellowed Tara. 
   “We will see about that, nigger lover!!” 
   “This bitch has gone ballistic!!” shouted Stephanie. 
 Linda and Jackie drew their weapons as they moved in. “Everyone back 
out of the way now!!” shouted Linda. 
    The crowd quickly dispersed. 
   “Young lady, drop that knife now!!” commanded Linda. 
   “Tara, Mara, and Stephanie, I need you all to move back.” 
     They quickly stepped back. 
    “Penny, stop this now!! Those cops will shoot you!!”  
        Penny quickly moved to Megan. She grabbed her from behind and 
placed the knife to her throat. 
     “They won’t shoot me now, because I got me a hostage!!” 
Fear surged through Megan’s body as the nine inch blade from Penny’s 
hand pierced against her slender throat. Her best friend had turned on 
her. She was filled with so much hate that she was willing to sacrifice 
Megan, who no longer condoned the group’s violent acts against 
African-Americans.   
    “She’s got a hostage, Linda.” 
    “I hate this kind of situation,” stated Linda. 
    “Linda this is the same scenario we had a few months ago.” 
    “I know Jackie, only this time there is no one to talk to this child but 
us.” 
    “Young lady, what is your name?” inquired Jackie. 
    “Back off nigger!!” she said in a southern accent.  
   “That’s a rather ugly word, don’t you think,” stated Linda. 
   “This girl is a psycho,” stated Principal Koon. 
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   “They are the two girls who were with the other girl who stabbed 
Carla,” said Coach Jennings. 
    “Penny, please!!” 
    “Please what, Megan? You said you was through with the group. You 
wanted to turn us over to the police.” 
   “Penny, I was not just turning you all in. I was including myself as 
well.” 
   “No you are not, because you are going to be dead if you don’t shut 
your mouth. As I see it Megan, you are a traitor, and you can no longer 
be trusted! And you know the penalty for treason, death Megan? 
Death!!” 
   “I don’t believe this. She has a knife to the throat of one of her own,” 
said Mara. 
  “I don’t either. Maybe it’s just a way for both of them to escape, since 
we now know who that are,” stated Tara. 
  “I’m going to talk to my mother.” 
      Stephanie moved toward Linda, who had her weapon pointed 
toward Penny, the intended target. Penny had shielded herself behind 
Megan, from Jackie’s and Linda’s aim. 
     She glanced at Stephanie “What you got daughter?” 
   “The one with the knife is Penny Login.” 
    “Is she the one who did the stabbing?” 
    “No. The one who was responsible for stabbing Carla, we chased her, 
but she got away. She was actually aiming for Tara. Carla completely 
sacrificed herself to save Tara.” 
     “I saw Carla when they were bringing her out. I hope she makes it.” 
    “We do too, Mother. She is going to have three new BFFs.” 
    “This one I chased last month from the parking lot after she tried to 
plant drugs and firearms in Brandon’s car. She has a tattoo of a 
confederate flag on the back of her neck, and when we spotted it, she 
pulled the knife.” 
   “Okay. Who is the hostage?” 
   “Megan Stuartman; they are all part of this white supremacist group.” 
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   “Do you think Megan has defected?” 
   “We don’t know for sure. They know we know who they are, and it 
could be a trick for both of them to escape.” 
   “If it is, hopefully we will find out, but they are not getting out of 
here. Tell Tara and Mara whatever happens, just stay where they are. I 
don’t want them running into any crossfire if I have to take a shot.” 
    Stephanie moved back toward Tara and Mara. 
  “Okay Linda, what’s the next move?” said Jackie. 
    She gestured. “You move toward that hallway to the gym door in the 
back, just in case they both are trying to escape. And see if we can get 
some back up, tell them to surround the back of the school.” 
   “Penny Login. Yes, I know your name now, you and Megan Stuartman. 
We also know that you all are members of a white supremacist group, 
and responsible for brutally beating Carolyn Walker.” 
   “You have no proof of that!!” snapped Penny. 
   “Why are you holding a knife to one of your member’s throat?” 
     “She is a freaking traitor, she is my ticket out of here!!” 
     “Penny, the police has this school surrounded. You can’t get away.” 
     “You are a freaking liar!! It’s just two of you. You don’t have the 
manpower!! You think I don’t know that, Detective Russo!!” 
    “So you know me. I’ll bet you are pretty smart.” 
     “I have a 3.9 GPA.” 
    “That’s outstanding!” 
    “Don’t patronize me! I can do without your flattery!” 
   “Penny, if you are as smart as you say you are which I believe you are, 
you must realize that you have a slim chance of getting out of here.” 
   “Wanna bet on Megan’s life? Don’t try and stop me. If you do I will 
cut her throat!!” 
   “And then I will have to shoot you!!” Do you want me to do that? 
You will end up dead.” 
    Tammy, who was still recording the scene, was getting very excited. 
  “Man, this is going to make a great movie. Just think of how many 
views this video will get on you tube.” 
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  “They will probably think it’s staged, “said Faye. 
  “Come on Penny, let’s end this now. I would hate to shoot you, but I 
will,” warned Linda. 
  “No, you will not shoot me. I am a minor you cannot shoot a minor.” 
  “That’s where you are wrong Penny; if you in anyway endanger 
someone else’s life by threatening them with a weapon, that is a crime.  
We can, and we will, shoot you.” 
   “Who, you and that damn nigger over there!!” 
     Penny remove the knife from Megan throat, and directed it to Jackie. 
“I told you to back off nigger!!” 
     Unexpectedly, that was the moment Megan was wishing for. She 
quickly grasped Penny’s knife hand and wrist. She wrenched it down 
from her neck and against her chest. She quickly turned her head away 
from the knife and held her arm, clenching Penny’s wrist with her hand. 
But Penny still was much stronger than Megan. She slammed Megan 
against the bleachers and began to push the knife toward her.  
       A shot was fired from Linda’s revolver, striking Penny in the 
shoulder in which she held the knife in her hand. The knife dropped 
from her hand, as Penny grasped her shoulder in pain and fell to the 
floor. 
    Linda and Jackie moved in. Jackie wrenched Megan away, while Linda 
kicked the knife out of Penny’s reach as a precaution.  
  “Are you okay young lady?” inquired Jackie. 
  “Yes, now I am.” 
    Grasping her arm in pain, Penny scowled at Linda, then yelled “You 
shot me!! You freaking nigger lover!! You shot me!!” 
  “Yeah, you didn’t leave me any choice. You were about to kill one of 
your own.” 
    Some of the students made comments about Penny racist attitude. 
  “She is a freaking racist!!” said Pamela. 
  “I knew there was some reason I disliked her,” said Nina. 
  “I am glad they got that racist bitch. She is gone for good.” stated 
Karen. 
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   “I would just love to finish her off, but that white racist trash is not 
worth my freaking time,” stated Tara. 
    Jackie held his revolver on Penny while Linda crouched down. She put 
Penny’s arms behind her back and locked a pair of handcuffs around 
her wrists. 
   “OW!! OW!! What are you doing? Can’t you see I am bleeding? I am 
losing my precious blood. I need a doctor! I am in pain!” 
 “You are under arrest for intent to commit murder. Possessing illegal 
drugs and firearms.” 
 “What drugs? What firearms!! I don’t know what you talking about.” 
 “We have the drugs and firearms you attempted to place in an African-
American’s student’s car last month.” 
 “That was not me.” 
  “Wrong again.” She pulled back Penny long hair. “You have been 
identified by this tattoo of the confederate flag on the back of your 
neck after being pursued by my daughter, and now we’ve got you.” 
       Linda wrenched Penny from the floor read her rights. 
       Penny made a face. 
       Linda removed her cell phone from her pocket. “This is Detective 
Russo of unit 30; we need an ambulance at Lakewood High School.” 
    “COPY THAT UNIT 30. Also there is two units in the back of the school 
awaiting orders.” 
     “We have the situation under control. Tell them to wait in front of 
the school for further instructions.” 
     Tara and her team, along with Principal Koon, Coach Johnson and 
Coach Jennings, moved toward Linda. 
     Principal Koon complimented Linda and Jackie. “Good work guys. I 
am glad you got her, but it’s still not over yet.” 
   “Yes we know. We will need to talk to Megan Stuartman and Tara to 
see what transpired. We will need all the information on this Jamie 
Wilkerson you have. We need to find her ASAP.” 
    Tara glared at Penny as she moved past her, and Penny returned the 
nasty stare.  
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  “Jackie, I want you to take Penny outside and have one of the uniform 
officers follow the ambulance to the emergency room.” 
  “I am losing precious blood here. I need a towel,” bellowed Penny. 
  “I got one right here,” said Coach Jennings. 
   She relinquished the towel to Linda. 
   Linda placed the towel around the wound on Penny’s arm. 
  “Now let me warn you young lady; if you continue this nasty racist 
name calling when Detective Williams escort you out of here, we will 
put you in a cell with the general population. We have some African-
American female prisoners who would just love to get their hands on 
you when we tell them you are a racist.” 
    Penny frowned at Linda. “You can’t do that. I am a minor. My parents 
will sue the hell out of the department!!” 
    “Let them go for it. Get her out of here so I can talk to Megan.” 
      Penny turned and stared at Megan leaning against the bleachers. 
    “You had better keep your mouth shut for the sake of your family.   
     You have already been warned. If you talk, your family is dead!!” 
     Jackie grabbed Penny by her arm. 
     She glared at Jackie. “Let go of me!! I can walk!!” 
   “Yeah, I want to make sure you walk, and not run!” He wrenched her 
across the gym floor as she swore furiously. 
    The entire gym class took notice of Penny’s racist defiance. 
   “That is one sick bitch and she is beyond help,” stated Stephanie. 
    “I wonder if her parents are as racist as she is,” stated Mara. 
   “Sometimes that is where it starts. The kids follow the examples of 
the parents.” 
   “Linda, I have a feeling somebody else may have an influence on 
these girls,” stated Tara. 
   “Like who?” 
   “Maybe a teacher. They had to be getting these drugs and weapons 
from somebody else.” 
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   “Hmm, I am inclined to agree with you, and we need to identify the 
others and round them up before they decide to blow up the school.” 
   Megan stood leaning against the bleachers with her arms folded. 
   Linda moved to her. “That was really brave of you Megan. You gave 
me the split second I needed to stop her.” 
   “I should be thanking you. She was actually going to kill me. My best 
friend. I thought we had a lot in common, but boy was I wrong.” 
    Megan shook her head sadly. 
   “I’m going need to talk to you, but first let me talk to Tara.” 
   “Linda, can we take this to the office after you talk to Tara. I need to 
get you this information on this other girl. Tara, what is her name?” 
  “Jamie Wilkerson.” 
 “And Tara, you, Mara, and Stephanie may need to come along with 
Linda, also.” 
       “John, take Megan with you, and I will question her there; and 
Megan, I take it you don’t have a switchblade in your possession.” 
      “No, they tried to give me one, but I would not take it.” 
      “Okay Linda, I should have the info ready when you get there.” 
        Principal Koon and Megan walked across the gym floor. 
        Linda turned to Tara, who was standing next to her. 
      “Linda I need tell you something about Megan.” 
“Okay.” 
     “She is the key to stopping these white supremacists. We know she 
was with them when Carolyn Walker was brutally beaten. She knows 
about everything, even about the drugs and firearms.  She was 
reluctant to admit it the last time we talked to her. I hope she has 
finally found her conscience this time.” 
    “Well, hopefully she will talk, or she could deny that she is a member 
of a white supremacist group, and she was just a friend of this girl. We 
need to get the others before they try to kill someone else. Now I need 
for you to tell me about this stabbing.” 
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    Lori Wilkerson pulled her car into the school picnic area, about a half 
mile behind the school.  Jamie sprinted from behind a large tree. She 
quickly opened the car door and jumped in. 
     Lori backed up and accelerated quickly down the road. 
    “I’m going to take the Lake Road way.” 
      She hung a quick right turn.  “Jamie, how many students were there 
when you did this?” 
     “I don’t know exactly. I know Megan and Penny, and the two friends 
of that nigger loving Tara, who chased me.” 
      Lori sighed. “It would have been a whole lot better if you had waited 
and cornered her somewhere else, in a much more private place.” 
     “I tried talking to her, to tell her to transfer down to Northside 
where all the other niggers are, but that damn nigger loving Tara 
interfered. She slugged me, and that pissed the hell out of me. So I 
went after her with the switchblade, but that nigger bitch jumped in 
front of her. Just as well, one less nigger this country don’t need.” 
     “You know the police are going to be looking for you, don’t you?” 
    “They will not be able to find me. We have the perfect underground 
hideout.” 
    “Yeah, but did you change your address like I suggested to you last 
month?” 
    “Yeah, to an address down in eastside, or ‘nigger land’ is what I call it. 
And I removed your name as my sister so they cannot connect the two 
of us. Also, there is no photo on my profile.” 
    “Excellent!! There is another Lori Wilkerson. I accidently ran into her 
in the bathroom, and we had a conversation that the two of us could 
pass for sisters. We may be able to use her, I’m thinking, but let’s get 
you to the hideout. If they can’t find out the right address in the school 
database, then they can’t find you. You will be safe until we can get you 
out of the state.” 
 
     Meanwhile, back at Principal Koon’s office, Megan had changed her 
mind about giving vital information that would send her and her hate 
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group to jail. Penny’s warning had placed fear in her head. She sat next 
to principal’s desk with her arms folded and her legs crossed. Linda sat 
next to her, and Tara, Mara, and Stephanie were seated across from 
the desk.  
   She shook her head. “Look, you all. My parents can’t found out about 
this. I have no information that I can give you.” 
  “Megan.” 
   She looked at Principal Koon. 
  “Your parents will find out when I suspend you for being part of a hate 
group, and we all know that you took part in the brutal beating of 
Carolyn Walker.” 
    Megan eyes widened, her bottom lips dropped. 
“Sir, I have not done anything wrong. I am a nonviolent person, and I 
did not instigate what happened to that girl in gym today! I have a right 
to associate with whom I please!” 
   “Megan, you say that as if it’s okay to be a member of a hate group 
which commits violent crimes, but you are no better than they are. In 
fact, you are just as racist.” 
     She glared at Tara. ‘What you know and what you can prove are two 
different things.” 
   “Linda, here is the information on Jamie Wilkerson.” 
 Linda took the paper from Principal Koon, and read over the 
information. 
   “Megan, you can stop this now before somebody else gets hurt or 
killed. Give us the names of your group. We have two of them, and we 
know there were at least five of you in that restroom attacking Carolyn 
Walker,” stated Stephanie. 
   “The only name I can give you is Lori Wilkerson.” 
     Linda looked at Megan. “Is she related to Jamie Wilkerson by 
chance?” 
   “Why do you ask?” 
    “Because according to this info, no siblings were indicated.” 
     Megan shrugged. “I don’t know.” 
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     Linda narrowed her gaze on Megan. “Are you sure?” 
    “Look, I can’t give you any more information.” 
 “Can’t or won’t,” said Mara. 
     There was a knock on the office door. 
     Tara moved from her seat and glanced through the blinds. 
     She opened the door and Jackie entered the office. 
   “Both uniformed units followed the ambulance to the emergency 
room. They will escort the prisoner to the detention center after the 
doctor finishes with her. So what have we got so far?” 
   Linda relinquished the sheet to Jackie. 
      “That is the address of the girl who did the stabbing.”  
        He glanced over it. “Hmm, this address says 1338 - Sandalwood 
Rd.” 
      “Yeah. What’s wrong?” 
      “It’s the wrong address.” 
     “Why do you say that, Jackie?” inquired Principal Koon. 
     “Because this is the address of Chesterfield’s Transmission shop in 
Eastside. That’s where I take my car for transmission service. John, go 
ahead and google this address on the google map.” 
    “Detective Williams, what about her height, and weight, etc.?” 
inquired Tara. 
     “It says here she is 5 ft. 5 in., 135 lbs. and blonde hair.” 
     “That is incorrect. She is at least six feet, 170 lbs. with long brown 
hair.” 
     “She completely falsified her profile on purpose,” said Stephanie. 
     “You are right Jackie. This is Chesterfield’s Transmission shop,” 
stated Principal Koon. 
    “She also has no photo on her profile.” 
    “John, are students required to have a photo on their profile?” 
    “No, but I think after today I will make that a priority.  Also, if I find 
out that any other student has false information on their profile, he or 
she will be suspended. We may have to monitor these profiles closer.” 
     He sighed. “This is another problem we did not need.” 
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   “Megan, I take it that the information on your profile is not false.” 
   “I have no reason to lie about my information. You can check it out if 
you want.” 
   “Daddy we already checked Megan’s profile, and its look legit. Look 
up Lori Wilkerson’s profile,” said Mara. 
   “Megan, I am going to give you one last chance to help yourself. If you 
come forth and testify against your group, that they are responsible for 
beating Carolyn Walker nearly to death, the DA with be able to help 
you. If you don’t, you will be suspended from school until we solve this 
case, and we will solve this case one way or the other. It will not look 
good for you. Your parents will find out and you will go to prison.” 
     Megan glanced at Linda, and then around at the others.  
     She paused, shaking her head. “Look you all are going to have to give 
me some time to think over this. I really don’t need my parents to find 
out, even though we all share the same views. They believe that 
members of violent groups should be behind bars.” 
    “And they are absolutely right, “stated Linda. 
    “Okay, I checked both profiles on the two Lori Wilkerson’s, and 
neither one has a photo. One is absent from school today, so that 
leaves the second one, and she should be in Mr. Palmer’s fourth period 
English class right about now.” 
    “John, can we get her to the office?” 
    “Sure, I just called Mr. Palmer on the intercom in his class room.” 
 
     Several minutes later Lori Wilkerson’s cell phone rang. 
    She pressed her Bluetooth. “Yeah what’s up?” 
   “Where are you?” inquired Eddie Palmer. 
    “I am on the way back.” 
   “Principal Koon called looking for you.” 
   “Did he say what he wanted?” 
   “No. He needs to talk to you. It’s urgent. I told him that I gave you a 
pass to go to your car to get your homework. That should buy you a 
little time.” 
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    “I’ll bet I know what he wants; it’s probably about Jamie. We changed 
our profiles so we could not be connected.” 
   “If you changed your profile and he still found out that you are Jamie 
Wilkerson’s sister, it means somebody leaked information that they 
should have not. And in cases like that, the person needs to be dealt 
with.” 
      “I know who it is, Mr. Palmer, that damn Megan. I don’t believe it 
was Penny, but Megan is starting to be of great concern here. I’m about 
five minutes away, so I will go straight to the office when I arrive.” 
   “Okay, show security that pass if you are stopped at the front door, 
and grab a notebook just in case. If you have any trouble, call me.” 
 
    Principal Koon glanced at Megan. “Young lady, while we are waiting 
on Lori Wilkerson to get here, I am going to have to suspend-“ 
    Tara interrupted. “Hold on Daddy, before you do anything. I need to 
talk to you and Linda outside the office.”   
    Tara, Linda, and Principal Koon stepped outside of the office. 
  “Megan, let me ask one question.” 
    She set her gaze on Jackie. 
  “Do you by any chance know where this Jamie Wilkerson lives?” 
    She shrugged “No, I don’t know where she lives.” 
 
  “Okay, its obvious Megan is not going to talk. I believe she is afraid, 
but maybe she might talk to me. Just give me until this weekend.” 
 “So what makes you think she will talk to you at all?”  
 “Just a hunch Linda. I have a feeling that this girl Lori Wilkerson is the 
one we are looking for, and is Jamie Wilkerson’s sister. Megan is going 
to be afraid to say she knows her, just watch. Ultimately, Megan will 
want to talk to someone instead of her parents, so I am going to give 
her my cell phone number. I am going to warn her that Principal Koon 
will contact her parents and tell them that he is suspending her and 
why. I am giving her until this weekend to talk, and help herself before 
it is too late.” 
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 “Okay Tara, I will not suspend Megan at this moment until after the 
weekend. If she talks to you.” 
  “Oh, she will!” 
 
    Lori Wilkerson entered the office. Audrey raised her head from her 
computer and smiled. 
     Lori returned the smile. “The principal wants to see me.” 
     Audrey rose from her seat. “He’s in his office. Follow me.” 
 
    “Megan, I will hold off your suspension until after this weekend, and 
you can thank Tara for that.” 
    Tara gave her cell phone number to Megan on a sticky note. 
    Megan glanced at the note. “What is this for?” 
  “It’s for you to call me this weekend. It would be in your best interest 
before it’s too late.” 
    A knock is heard at the door “Come on in,” said Principal Koon. 
    The door ajar, Audrey looked in. “Excuse me, Lori Wilkerson is here to 
see you.” 
   “Tell her to come on in,” said Principal Koon. 
    Audrey glanced back at Lori. “He will see you now.” 
 “Close the door, Lori,” said Principal Koon. 
   She turned and closed the door. She turned back and glanced around 
the room as they all looked at her. 
   Megan kept her head turned toward Principal Koon. 
  “Lori, this is Detective Russo and Detective Williams.” 
   She glanced at them as she placed her hands in her back pockets. 
 “They have some questions they would like to ask you.” 
 “Okay.” 
 “Lori, do you know Jamie Wilkerson?” inquired Linda. 
 “No. Why?” 
 “She stabbed another young lady in gym class today,” said Jackie. 
   Lori displayed very little expression on her face as she glanced around 
the room. 
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 “You all got me mixed up with the other Lori Wilkerson.” 
 “Oh, is that what you think!!”  
   Lori glared at Tara. 
 “Megan, is this the Lori Wilkerson who is a member of your white 
supremacist group?” 
     Megan kept her gaze straight ahead. 
   “Megan please tell us. Is this Jamie Wilkerson’s sister?” 
   “I just told you all, I am not related to Jamie Wilkerson,” exclaimed 
Lori.   
    She made a face. 
   Tara stared at Lori. “We want Megan to tell us.” 
 “Megan, just a simple yes or no will be fine,” said Linda. 
   Megan slowly turned her head toward Lori, noticing an evil stare from 
her. The intense look in Lori’s eyes caused Megan to turn her head 
away quickly.  “No, that is not Jamie Wilkerson’s sister.” 
   Tara, Mara, and Stephanie took notice of the evil stare on Lori’s face. 
  “If you are done can I go now?” 
  “I have one question for you, young lady?” 
   She sets her gaze on Principal Koon. ”Yes sir?” 
 “On your profile, your address is 1666 Holley Dr.” 
 “Yes, it’s off of Turpin Road. It’s not out of the school district.” 
 “Yes, I know where Holley Dr. is. You did not list your parent’s names 
on your profile.” 
 “Oh, that’s because my uncle is my legal guardian.” 
 “And what is his name?” 
 “Kevin Wilkerson.” 
   Megan took a quick glance at Lori. She recollected the name from her 
sister complaining about a teacher watching her and asking personal 
information about the family. 
  ‘Okay you need to enter that in your profile, and you also need to 
have a photo as well.”  
  “Absolutely, sir. I will take care of it today.” 
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   Principal Koon looked over at Linda and Jackie. “Do you all have any 
more questions?” 
   They shook their heads. 
 “Okay you may return to class.” 
   Lori removed her hands from her back pocket, turned and exited the 
office. 
   Tara beckoned to Mara and Stephanie. 
    “Linda, don’t leave we will be right back. There is something not 
right.” 
    Lori waved at Audrey as she strode out the door. 
    Tara, Mara, and Stephanie quickly moved through the office and out 
of the door after Lori. 
  “Hey, Lori Wilkerson!!” shouted Tara. 
   She glanced back. 
  “We need to talk to you.” 
  “I don’t have time, I am late for my class.” 
    Lori attempted to move on when Stephanie hurried toward her and 
seized her by the arm. 
    Lori quickly turned and yelled in a mischievous tone. “What the hell 
do you all want?” Lori wrenched her arm from Stephanie’s hand. 
   “Don’t you know it’s very disrespectful to walk off when someone is 
talking to you,” stated Stephanie. 
    The three girls surrounded her in the corridor. 
    Tara got into Lori’s face. 
   “I said we need to talk to you. This will not take long.” 
    Lori scowled at Tara. 
    Tara revealed a cell phone photo to Lori. “You see this.” 
    She directed Lori’s attention to each of the girls in the photo. 
  “That’s you, there, with your other four members. That is Penny login. 
She is already behind bars. That’s Megan, and that’s your sister Jamie 
Wilkerson, and this girl, we have no name at this moment, but I am 
sure you know who she is.” 
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   “Look, I told you all in there I am not the Lori Wilkerson you are 
looking for. I don’t know these girls.” 
  “That is a lie. We don’t believe you!!” 
    Lori glared at Mara. 
  “We know you are a member of a white supremacist racist group,” 
stated Stephanie. 
 “You gave yourself away with that nasty look at Megan, “said Tara. 
     “We also know that at least four of you beat Carolyn Walker nearly 
to death, and, to add insult to injury, you dumped her head in the 
commode fill with piss. What you all did to that poor girl was hideous 
and detestable just because she is African-American! It makes me sick 
just to look at white racist trash like you!!” 
    Lori made a face at Tara. “Prove it. What you know and what you can 
prove are two different things.” 
  “Oh, we will prove it eventually. Now you listen; if Carolyn Walker 
dies, I don’t care if we have proof or not, we will be coming for your 
racist ass. You are going to wish you never set foot in this school, or laid 
a hand on any non-white student by the time I get through with your 
nasty, white racist ass. Did you just understood the words that just 
came from my mouth?” 
   Lori glared at Tara, and then smirked. “We will see about that,” she 
said in a deep southern accent. 
  She attempted to walk away, but Stephanie blocked her path. 
 “Move out of my way!!” she snarled. 
 “I want to hear you say please.” 
 “I said get out of my way Mon-“ 
  Stephanie clenched her fist. “Go ahead bitch, say it!! Bring it through 
your mouth!! You are going to need a calculator to sum up your missing 
teeth!!” 
“Let her go, Stephanie. Her days are numbered. We will definitely see 
that racist bitch again!!” 
 Stephanie slowly moved aside as Lori walked by, both staring at the 
other. 
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 They watched as Lori bounced down the corridor in a huff. 
“I do believe we have pissed her off!!” said Stephanie.  
“And she is daring us to prove that they are responsible for these hate 
crimes,” said Mara. 
“Let’s go talk to Linda, and, hopefully, Megan will see the light. She is 
the only one who can put a stop to this group,” stated Tara. 
 
 
      Lori was surging with anger, hate, and racism she slammed open the 
restroom door. Swearing, and spewing out racist slurs, she moved 
quickly in and out of each compartment of the restroom, checking to 
make sure she was alone. And then, for a moment, she reached her 
boiling point, kicking the commode, pulling toilet paper off the rack, 
kicking the wall several times. Her fair complexion skin turned red as 
she swore furiously. 
   She pulled out her cell phone, and, propping foot on the commode 
seat, called Judy Palmer, who was in her orientation class. 
   Judy’s cell phone rang on her desk. 
  “Hey! What up?” Her voice was cheerful. 
  “We have got serious trouble!!” Judy recognized the intense anger in 
Lori’s voice. 
  “What happened? You sound really stressed.” 
  “I need you to meet me at my place on Saturday, and I will tell you this 
much. I want that nigger loving Tara dead by this weekend, and I will 
need your help. We can get rid of both that nigger loving Tara and that 
traitor Megan at the same time. And then we will take care of that 
mongrel, and her nigger loving friends.” 
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 T W E N T Y   T H R E E 
 
         Tara, Mara, and Stephanie entered the hospital room to visit Carla.  
         They saw Carla and her mother, sitting at the bedside of her 
daughter. Carla’s mother turned toward the door and noticed the three 
girls, as did Carla, who was awake from her surgery. 
      “Hello, we just wanted to see how Carla’s doing,” said Tara. 
      “Come on in. We were just talking about you all.” 
       A smile appeared on Carla’s face. “You brought my favorite teddy 
bear,” she said in low voice. 
      The girls’ moved to the bedside, while her mother rose from her 
chair and moved to the foot of the bed. 
     Tara handed the teddy bear to Carla. 
   “Barney has away been my favorite.” 
   “Yeah, well this one sings to you; just push that button, and he sings ‘I 
love you.’ ” 
   Carla pushed the button and listened to the tune. 
   She smiled. “How did you know I was a Barney fan?” 
 “Tara will not tell anyone, but so is she,” said Mara. 
 “Yeah, and Mara as well.” 
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 “So am I, there is nothing wrong with being a Barney fan,” said 
Stephanie. 
 “So, how are you doing?” inquired Tara? 
  “I am rather sore, it hurts when I talk, but I hope to be back in time to 
play in the championship game.” 
   The girls all smiled. “OH, YEAH! They exclaimed, softy. 
 “We are going to pray that you have a full recovery,” said Stephanie. 
 “The doctor said another centimeter over, and the knife would have 
torn into her heart. She would have been dead on the spot,” said 
Eleanor. 
  Tara embraced Carla. “I will always be indebted to you, Carla. From 
this day on, you are our sister.” 
      Tara glanced over at Carla’s mother. “Mrs. Walker, I should have 
been in this spot; that knife was intended for me, but those racist girls 
will not get away with this. I can promise you, we will take care of this.” 
    Both Mara and Stephanie nodded in agreement. 
 
     Megan sat on her bed in her room, wondering what to do. She faced 
quite a dilemma; either way her parents eventually would discover that 
she was a member of a violent white supremacist group. Although her 
parents opposed violence, they shared the same views as a white 
supremacist about African-Americans and other non-white races. 
    Her mother knocked on her door. “Megan, are you okay?” 
  “Yeah, ah, I mean no.” 
  “Megan, open the door.” 
    Megan slowly moved from the bed to the door. 
    She opened the door slowly. 
    Her mother noticed the look of distress on her daughter’s face. 
  “Megan, what’s wrong? You look worried.” 
   “I am okay Mother.” 
  “Are you sure? You did not come to the table to eat with us tonight.” 
  “It’s just school. I have a lot of homework, and right now I am 
somewhat stressed.” 
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  “Megan, you have a 4.2 GPA. I have never known you to stress about 
your school work. You usually jump right on that like it was your 
favorite dish.” 
  “Well Mother, there is always a first time for everything.” 
   She glanced back at her computer on her table. 
 “But it’s going to go away. I have a headache, and as soon as I feel 
better I will be doing my homework.” 
 “Well, okay. If you need anything, don’t hesitate, or if your headache 
doesn’t get any better, let us know.” 
     Megan cell phone chimed on her dresser. She glanced back and 
turned to her mother. 
    “That’s probably Penny now. We are going to do our homework over 
the phone.” 
      Megan closed the door and moved over to the dresser. When she 
glanced at the display and saw that it was Lori, she hesitated. She did 
not want to talk to Lori; she knew why she was calling. It went into her 
voicemail. 
    “Pick up the phone Megan. I know you are there, and if you don’t 
answer I am just going to call back. I suggest you talk to me now rather 
than face to face.” CLICK. 
     And sure enough, the phone chimed again, but this time Megan 
decided she would not let Lori intimidate her any longer. She pressed 
the receive call button. “What do you want Lori,” her tone was sharp. 
   “What do I want? Well for starters, why did you give the police my 
name?” 
   “I was not referring to you. I remember you said there was another 
Lori Wilkerson.” 
   “You are a freaking liar!!” 
   “Don’t call me that. I don’t deserve that kind of disrespect from you. I 
did not tell them anything.” 
   “How did Penny end up in jail?” 
   “It was her own fault!! She could have refrained from violence!! I 
don’t like violence, and you all know that!!”  
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   “Penny called me from the detention center this evening, and do you 
know what she told me?” 
  “Lori, I don’t care what she told you. Now you listen to me. I am done 
with all the violent traits. Violence does not solve anything. I want out 
of this group or else I will go to the police.” 
  “Did you forget the oath you took, Megan?” 
  “To hell with the damn oath. I said I am through with your violent 
group!!” 
   “Did you not forget that we know all about your family, and the 
school your little sister attend?” 
      “I know about that uncle of yours, Kevin Wilkerson. You better tell 
him he had better not touch my sister. You hear me?” 
    “He doesn’t have to touch your sister. All he has to do is give the 
order, and your sister will be taken out with a high powered rifle with a 
scope. Did you not hear what happened to those kids in California, 
Colorado, or Kansas? We are everywhere. We will cleanse America of 
inferior races, traitors, and people who deceive us.” 
   “You all are sick, you need to be locked up. I came to you all because I 
thought you could do this country some good. Instead you are nothing 
but vicious killers. I was fooled into joining your violent group.” 
   “No Megan, you signed the contract on your own free will. You came 
looking for us on YouTube months ago, because you got fired because 
of a nigger, and your father faced the same situation. And now you are 
starting to get sentimental over some niggers!! You are a freaking crazy 
bitch!!” 
   “Listen Lori, I will not take part in your violent acts any longer, and 
that’s final.” 
   “You will do as you are told; it looks like you need to be convinced.” 
   “What do you mean by that?” 
   “One day soon, your sister will be coming or going to school, or your 
parents will be going to work, and they will not know what hit them. 
Now if you don’t believe me, just watch it. Now I am going to give you a 
choice. You must do a job for us, and your contract will be cancelled.” 
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    “And if I don’t.” 
    “If you don’t, first it will be your sister, and then your mother. Their 
lives will be terminated, it will be all your fault.” 
     Megan sighed. “You said my contract will be cancelled?” 
   “Yes, afterwards.” 
   “I’m listening.” 
   “I want you to tell that nigger loving Tara that you are ready to talk, 
but only to her, and no one else. She is to meet you at the picnic 
grounds behind the school this Sunday, but wait until Sunday to call 
her. I will let you know when.” 
 
      Friday, lunchtime in the cafeteria. Tara and her friends gather at 
their favorite reserved table. 
    “So how is Carla doing?” inquired Natalie. 
    “She is doing well. The doctor said there was no internal bleeding, 
and she was quite lucky that the knife missed the heart.” 
    “My goodness Tara, that could have been you, and you were very 
fortunate that Carla was there. She could have lost her life,” stated 
Sherry. 
    “Yes I know, thank god for Carla. She is now my BFF.” 
   “Oh-oh, look who’s coming,” said Stephanie. 
    They all caught sight of Simone heading toward them with her lunch 
plate. 
   “You all know that she got cut from the team because of her GPA”, 
said Mara. 
  “Yeah and it was her own fault, but that puts the team in a bind since 
we don’t have Carla,” stated Tara. 
  “What up with you guys,” Simone said in a rather cold voice. 
    She placed her plate on the table and took her seat. 
  “You don’t sound too happy Simone,” said Candy. 
  “Yeah, well, I am not feeling good about getting cut from the team. If 
you guys would have helped me with those math problems that Mr. 
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Chen gave me, I would still be on the team. I mean, he does that every 
week.” 
   “Simone, you want us to sit down and work out the problems for 
you.” said Mara. 
  “Yeah, and that’s not too much to ask after all I’ve done for this group. 
    Remember, I was the one who lead you to that white supremacist 
group.” She glanced at Tara. 
       “And Tara, it was me who told you about Adolph beating on your 
boyfriend, and not to mention the things I did for you in the past school 
years.” 
     “Simone listen, any of us would have been glad to work with you on 
those math problems, but we are not going to do your school work for 
you when we all know this was your own fault. If you were not out 
partying during school nights, you could have maintained your GPA.” 
    Simone sighed, and then changed the subject. “Are you all going to 
Laura Ross’s graveside service at West Bellevue Memorial this Sunday?” 
   “I am not,” said Candy. 
   “I am not sure,” said Sherry. 
    Natalie glanced around. “She was a teacher. One of our own. I will be 
there to pay my respects. Do you know what time it will be, Simone?” 
   “It’s at 11am.” 
  “What about you, Stephanie?” 
   “I am not sure.” 
  “Whether she is one of our own or not, she had no respect for me. 
That’s John Connors girlfriend. He certainly will be there, and I hate him 
just as much; I wish it had been him!!” Tara stated in a harsh tone. 
  “Are you kidding Tara?”  
   Tara looked Simone in her eyes. “No I am not. You don’t know what 
kind of pervert he is, but I do.  And you know what? That serial killer 
may still get him.” 
   “Well Mara, what about you?” inquired Simone. 
   “No, my feelings are the same for Laura Ross. She had no respect for 
us, only for certain students.” 
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  “Well I will be there. They cannot view her body. My father said parts 
of her brain were hanging out of-“ 
   Tara cut her off. “Simone, we are trying to eat here.” 
 “Yeah Simone, save the gory details,” said Sherry. 
   But Simone ignored their request. 
    “My father got this body of a homeless guy one time. He was the 
brother of a friend of my father. Anyway, he choked on his vomit, and 
when my father got ready to prepare him to be embalmed, he still had 
this green vomit in his throat. It was dripping out of his nose like snot, 
and-“ 
   “Simone, shut the hell up!!” shouted Tara. 
    Simone scowled at Tara. “What is your problem? You don’t have to 
be so nasty!!” 
   “Simone!! We asked you to stop talking about gory bodies when we 
are trying to eat. You do this crap all the time. You can act so damn 
dense at times!! Either you shut up or get your ass up and leave this 
table now!!”  
   Simone threw her fork on the plate and rose quickly from the table. 
 “Screw you!!”  She glanced around at the girls who were all glaring at 
her. 
 “You all will regret this. You are going to need me again!!” 
 “Don’t bet on it,” Candy stated in a sharp tone. 
   She turned and walked away, stopping a few tables down where 
Connie Connors was seated. Connie was the only one sitting at the 
table and she had seen and heard the entire episode. 
  “What, your friends kicked you to the curb?” she inquired. 
    Simone shook her head. “They are not my friends anymore.” 
    Tara looked around as if she read the words from Simone’s lips. 
  “If she comes back again, which I doubt, she won’t have a seat at this 
table.” 
    They all nodded in agreement. 
 
  “How is Megan doing, Doris?” asked her husband. 
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 “She’s eating the crackers and soup I took to her.” 
 “I told Principal Koon yesterday when I called that Megan had never 
missed a day of school until yesterday.” 
      “Dan, I have a feeling Megan is not telling us something. She loves 
school, and we could not pay her to miss a day.” 
    “What are you saying, Doris? You don’t think she is really sick? 
Maybe it’s just stress.” 
     She shook her head. “I am not sure, but I know our daughter. Megan 
has never been sick a day in her life. I have a feeling that she is hiding 
something, Dan.” 
 
     Megan phone chimed resting on her bed and she saw that it was 
Lori. “Yes?” 
   “Megan, you did not show up at school yesterday.” 
   “I am not feeling too well.” 
  “Yeah, right. Now listen, I will be calling you tomorrow evening, so be 
prepared for your instructions to carry out your job.” 
  “Look, I already told my parents that I don’t feel well. They might 
suspect something.” 
 “By tomorrow you will make a full recovery, you understand? Be ready 
when I call tomorrow evening.” She hung up. 
   Lori turned to Judy Palmer. “You understand what you have to do?” 
 “Yes. Make sure that Tara is on the way, and then cancel Megan’s 
contract. We can no longer trust her. Our mission is too vital to have 
traitors in our group. Take care of that nigger loving Tara, and make it 
look like the two fought and killed each other.” 
   She gave two switchblades to Judy. “Here plant one in that nigger 
loving Tara’s hand, and the other one in that traitor Megan’s hand after 
you kill both of them.” 
   “Drag Megan’s body down near one of those large trees, and park her 
car by the body. Tara will see her car, and then her body lying by the 
car. Once she stoops down to examine Megan’s body, all you have to 
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do is step from behind the tree and do her. There is no way she will be 
able to see you in time.” 
 
 
         Tara hurried down the stairs and to the kitchen. 
       “Hey Dad, I’m going out for a while. I‘m going to drive the SUV, if 
that’s okay.” 
      “Sure. Remember I told you that you can drive it you when you want 
to.” 
    “Oh great, I will be driving it more now.” 
      Tara mother glanced at her. “I am surprised you haven’t asked us to 
drive the Navigator.” 
     “Yeah I thought about it, but it’s just too long. I believe my Camaro 
could fit in the back of that Lincoln Navigator.” 
     “Say Tara, has Megan called you yet?” 
    “No, and this is Sunday, but its only 10:20am. Maybe this afternoon? 
I got my cell phone, and I am expecting to hear from her soon.” 
   “Well, just to let you know, she was absent from school Friday.” 
    “Hmm. I hope that’s not an indication that she will not call.” 
    “Well, either way, she will be suspended from school.” 
 
      John Connors placed a rose on his fiancée’s coffin. He watched with 
his daughter Connie and a small group of friends as they lowered the 
coffin of Laura Ross into the grave. All were unaware that some 
distance away, the graveside services were being monitored from a 
black SUV. The driver zoomed in on John Connors and his daughter 
through a pair of binoculars. 
    He walked away, his face conveying deep sadness. Connie embraced 
him, as Natalie offered her condolences along with Simone and other 
friends of theirs.  
    John Connors and his daughter moved toward their car while the 
black SUV crept away. 
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   “Daddy, Mother sends her condolences. I tried to get Danny to come 
with me, but, to be honest, he did want to see you.” 
   “Well, I guess he still blames me for leaving.” 
   “So Daddy, what are your plans?” 
    They stopped just in front of their car.  
      “Look, I am not sure now that Laura is gone. I think I will probably go 
back to New York.” 
      Connie’s sad expression was displayed on her face. 
    “Daddy, I was yearning for you to stay here.” 
   “Laura and I had already decided to leave after we were married.  
Now that she is gone, there are just too many bad memories for me 
here.” He shook his head sadly. “I can’t stay here.” 
   “Daddy, I would love to go back with you. I hate the kids at Lakewood, 
and most of the teachers.” 
    “I know honey, but you know your mother is not going to allow that; 
besides, Danny is going to be gone after this year, too. I’d rather you 
stay here at least until you finish the 11th grade. And, just maybe she 
might let you go and finish high school up there. Just break it to her 
gently one day.  I will forward my address, you already have my cell 
phone. Okay?” 
      Connie embraced her father. “Okay Daddy, but I am going to miss 
you so much.” 
      “I know you will, and I have something that I want you to have.  
Hide them in your car until you can find a place in your room. I have 
one for your brother, but since he is acting the way he is, then I will give 
both of them to you. Also, when you get a chance, you will need to 
practice using one of them. I don’t want you to tell your mother or your 
brother, okay?” 
   “Okay.” 
 
     Lori phones Megan at 3:55pm.  “Yes.” 
   “Listen and listen well. These are in the instructions you need to give 
to that nigger loving Tara.” 
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     At 4pm, Tara was sitting in the middle of her bed watching 
television, and her cell phone rang beside her. She glanced down at the 
display, reached for the phone and pressed the receive call button. 
“Megan!!” Her voice was exultant. 
     “I need you to meet me at the picnic grounds behind the school at 
4:45.” 
    “Why there?” 
    “Because that is the only place I feel safe, and make sure that you are 
alone: also come down Lakewood Drive to the picnic grounds. Don’t 
take Lake Road by the railroad tracks. When you get to Lakewood Drive, 
call me to confirm you are on the way.” 
   “Call you when I get to Lakewood Drive to confirm I am on the way?” 
   “Yes, and if I don’t get a call to verify that you are on Lakewood Drive, 
then I will not talk to you. I will leave.” 
  “Okay, I will be there.” 
 When she hung up, Tara suddenly began to suspect something was not 
right. Her instincts told her otherwise. I don’t like the sound of that. 
What if she is setting a trap for me? I really should not trust her, Tara 
thought. 
    Tara quickly rose from her bed, placing her cell phone in her back 
pocket. She moved out of her room across the hall and knocked on her 
twin sister’s door.  “Mara, are you awake?”. 
  “Hold on Justin. My sister is at the door.” 
   Mara opened the door. 
  “I am talking to my boyfriend. What’s up?” 
  “I just got a call from Megan, and I am going to need your help. I will 
explain the situation to you downstairs.” 
 “Okay, I will be there in a moment.” 
   Tara quickly moved down the hall and galloped down the stairs into 
the living room where John and Margaret were watching television. 
  “Mom, Daddy, I have a request.” 
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    They both turned their attention to her. “What is it, dear,” inquired 
Margaret. 
  “Wait, I hear Mara coming down the stairs. I want her to hear this.” 
    Mara entered the living room. 
     “I need to borrow the Navigator.” 
     “Why?” inquired John. 
    “I just received a call from Megan, and I suspect something is not 
right or maybe she is setting a trap for me.” 
 
     Megan drove her car onto the picnic grounds and parked on the side 
of the road near the picnic benches. She caught sight of Judy Palmer 
stepping out from behind a tree into the road several feet from the 
picnic grounds. She turned off the ignition, and stepped out of her car 
holding her car keys. “Where is your car?” 
    Judy beckoned as she moved toward Megan. “Oh, it’s parked just 
down the road behind some trees. 
  “Is Lori with you?” 
  “No. I will not see her until tomorrow.  I will let her know how things 
went here. I want Tara to see only your car when she arrives.” 
  “Just what are you going to do?” 
  “You don’t need to know that. The less you know, the better for you.”  
  “Yeah, but just how are you supposed to pull this off. I don’t feel good 
about this at all.” 
   “Okay if you must know, all you have to do is park your car down this 
road once you know she is on the way.” 
    Judy directed Megan’s attention to a large tree just off the road. 
“Make sure the front or your car is facing the entrance to the picnic 
area. She should be facing you with her back against that large tree. I 
will take care of her from there.” 
   “You plan to kill her?” 
   “What else is there, Megan? Don’t worry about it. This is your last 
mission.” 
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    Megan’s phone chimed in her pocket. She removed the phone and 
glanced at the display. 
  “Is that her?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Hello.” Megan turned her back and walked away from Judy. 
   “Hey, I just pulled onto Lakewood Road.” 
    Megan paused for a moment. 
  “Megan, are you there?” 
    Tara heard a sigh from Megan. She pulled the Lincoln Navigator to 
the side of the road. “Megan, is everything okay? Is someone with 
you?” 
  “Yeah, that’s good. Just make sure you follow the instructions.” 
    Judy removed one of the switchblades from her pocket and pushed 
the release button.  
   “See you when you get here.” Megan hung up. 
    Tara turned to Mara, who was hidden in the back of the Navigator 
under a large quilt.  
   “Mara, there is something wrong. Megan just tried to warn me.” 
     Mara raised her head from under the quilt. “You could be walking 
into a trap, Tara.” 
    “I’ve got an idea.” Tara drove the Navigator to the next corner, 
turned left, and pulled to the side of the road.  She turned off the 
ignition. 
   “Come on, let’s go Mara.” They both exited the vehicle. 
    Tara beckoned. “We can take this trail here and sprint through the 
woods. That’s just about a ½ mile from the picnic area.  We will be 
there in no time, we will be able to see what is going on before we 
reach the picnic area.” 
  “Okay let’s go,” said Mara. 
 
    Judy moved toward Megan.  
    Megan turned and Judy swung the nine inch blade toward her, but 
Megan’s quick reflexes only allowed Judy to strike her hand in which 
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she held her cell phone. The phone and car keys dropped from her 
hand as she jerked it back. Grasping her hand, she grimaced with pain 
as blood slowly began to stream.         
   “Why the hell did you do that?” 
   “You gave her a signal that I was here, and now it’s time to cancel 
your contract.” 
     Megan began to back away. “Don’t do this, Judy!!” 
     Judy quickly moved toward Megan, clutching the handle of the nine 
inch gleaming blade horizontally. Megan turned and made an attempt 
to escape, still grasping her wounded hand. Judy quickly grabbed 
Megan by her sweater. Megan attempted to pull away when Judy 
thrust the switchblade in an uppercut motion. She barely missed as 
Megan pulled away. Megan made another attempt to dash to her car, 
but was caught by her collar and thrown to the turf. She stood over 
Megan.   
  “Judy, you don’t have to do this!!” she shouted. 
    Judy sat on Megan. “Yes I do. You are a traitor to your own people. 
You have betrayed your white brothers and sisters. My father said 
anyone who takes an oath to stand up for white America must be 
dedicated for life, and if they don’t, they must be killed as a traitor. I 
wish he was here to see this, but he is out of town, so now you must 
die!!” 
   Judy quickly grabbed Megan by the neck as she held the gleaming 
blade vertically over her head. “I am going to give you a benefit of a 
doubt.” 
   She placed her other hand over Megan’s eyes. 
  “I don’t want you to see this coming.” 
   Suddenly, Judy’s arm in which she held the knife is grasped and 
twisted behind her head. She felt intense pain as the knife was taken 
from her hand by Tara.  
    Tara passed the knife to Mara and pulled Judy off of Megan. She 
coldly unleashed several elbows blows to the side of Judy’s head, 
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knocking her to the ground face down. Judy’s arms were restrained by 
Tara.  
  “Don’t say a word, or I will finish your ass right here.” 
   Tara looked over at Megan, who was gasping for breath. 
 “Are you okay?” 
      “Yes. Oh my God! You save my life! She was going kill me. Lori 
Wilkerson send her to kill you, also. I am so sorry that I joined this 
group, and it’s time to stop them.” 
 
     A half hour later, Judy Palmer was placed in handcuffs. Linda 
removed another switchblade from her back pocket and read her 
rights. 
   “Do you understands these rights?” 
   “What do you think?” 
     Linda glanced at Jackie. “Well, as Detective Williams says, I’ll take 
that as a ‘yes’. We will have Principal Koon call your parents.” 
   “Don’t bother. He is out of town! And you can just kiss my white ass!” 
She spoke harshly. 
   “Okay, so you will not be making any phone calls.” 
   “I am supposed to get a phone call.” 
   “Linda, don’t allow her any calls. She wants to warn her members, 
and particularly Lori Wilkerson. I will tell you later why I am requesting 
this,” said Tara. 
  “Sounds good to me, since she wants to be so nasty.” 
    Linda turned to the uniformed officer. “Get her out of here, and 
make sure she doesn’t get a phone call. If they want to know why, just 
tell them to call Detective Russo.” 
   “Will do, Detective Russo.” He escorted Judy to the patrol car. 
     Linda turned to Tara. “I take it you have some sort of plan lurking in 
that brain of yours?” 
   “Yes, but I want to hear what Megan has to tell us.” 
     Linda and Jackie moved to Megan, who was being treated for an 
incision by a paramedic while Tara and Mara observed. 
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   “Is she going to live? “Linda said jokingly. 
  “She is going to be fine. Okay that should do it. Just leave the bandage 
on for about a week.” He moved away. 
   “I am now ready to do this detectives. I will not be intimidated by 
members of the group any longer.” 
    “That good news Megan, in spite of the fact that they tried to kill 
you,” stated Linda. 
   “The Lori Wilkerson that you all saw in the office that day is Jamie 
Wilkerson’s sister. Also they all are responsible for beating Carolyn 
Walker, and I stood on the outside while they beat that poor girl into a 
coma. They exhibited no signs of mercy at all.” 
   Megan’s shook her head. “She did not deserve that.” 
 “How many more are in your hate group?” inquired Jackie. 
 “It was the five of us, as far as I know.” 
 “Could you give us the names?” 
  Jackie began to take notes on his pad. 
“Lori Wilkerson, Jamie Wilkerson, Penny Login, Judy Palmer, and 
myself.” 
“Megan, was there an influential leader of your group, maybe?” 
She glanced at Tara. 
“I was recruited by Mr. Palmer, Judy Palmer’s father.” 
“He is the 11th grade English teacher!!” exclaimed Mara. 
“Megan, did Mr. Palmer bring firearms and drugs on the school 
grounds?” inquired Linda. 
“Yes, he has a source from somewhere. He brought the firearms and 
drugs to be placed in Tara’s boyfriend’s car.” 
“How did he know what cars and lockers to plant drugs in?”  
“He had a source that gave the locker numbers of all African-American 
students, and what kind of cars they were driving. He never mentioned 
a name.” 
 “Linda, I know who his source was.” 
   Linda glanced at Tara. “Who?” 
 “The receptionist, Audrey Campbell. She is a racist as well.” 
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 “Do you have any proof of that?” 
 “She is the only one besides my father and mother who assign students 
their lockers, and she has access to each student’s profile.” 
“After we round up this group, we may need to question her.” 
       “Linda, even if you all question her about this, she will probably 
deny the fact and say it was a coincidence,” added Mara. 
    “Hmm, you might be right. And it’s circumstantial.  She probably uses 
a cell phone to send this information.”  
    “I would think if she uses a cell phone, it may have been disposable,” 
stated Jackie. 
   “Yeah it probably is disposable. That is what criminals use these days 
to avoid getting caught.” 
 “Linda, maybe she sent the information to that teacher from her 
computer at school, or from her home.” 
 “Yeah and where she sent that info has probably been deleted.” 
 “Perhaps when we pick up this teacher, he might tell us,” stated Jackie.    
 “This white supremacist group have a sworn oath to not snitch or 
squeal on their members. I kind of doubt it Jackie.” 
 “Detectives, speaking of squealing, my family might be in danger after 
tonight.” 
 “Did they threaten your family?” inquired Jackie. 
 “Lori Wilkerson has, and she has an uncle who teachers at my sister’s 
school, who also is my sister’s teacher. One day he just started a 
conversation asking all kinds of personal questions about her and the 
family; she said he’s always watching her.” 
“Like what?” inquired Linda? 
“Does she walk to school alone, since she doesn’t live that far? Do her 
parents pick her up, and at what time?” 
 “So what kind of threat was issued?” inquired Jackie. 
 “Lori said he would use a high power rifle to kill my family if I tried to 
leave the group, or turn them in.”  
   Linda referred to her notes on a pad. “Let’s see, I believe his address 
is 1666 Holley Dr. And that is where Lori Wilkerson is living.” 
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 “So what about her sister? Does she live there also?” 
   Megan shook her head. “I don’t think Lori or Jamie live there, 
detectives.” 
 “Okay is there another address that you know of?” inquired Linda. 
  “I was at a meeting at their house in Schultz Hill.” 
   “Where about in Schultz Hill?” 
   “It a box number; if I remember correctly, box 403.” 
    Linda turned to Jackie. “Okay, we can google that address. So we 
need to round up these two girls and that teacher. We need to call John 
and get that information from him.” 
    “Oh, detectives. He lives not too far from them in Schultz Hill, but I 
don’t know the address. Also, Lori has a hideout under the house.” 
   She emphasized with her hands. “There are these little silos that are 
so high by their house, but I was told by Penny that they were air vents 
for a room underneath the house for hiding from the police, if they 
have to.” 
  “That is what we need to know. We will do a thorough search. We will 
find them.” 
  “Linda when are you planning to do this,” asked Tara. 
  “As soon as we can get a warrant, probably this evening.” 
 “Can you wait until tomorrow?” 
 “Why?” 
   Linda phone rang in her pocket. After she removed it and glanced at 
the display, she signaled with her hand. “Hold on let me get this.” 
   Tara turned to her sister and beckoned; they moved away a few feet. 
She spoke in a low tone. “If Linda were to arrest Lori Wilkerson this 
evening, we will not get a chance to take her down at the school.” 
“Yeah let’s hope that we can convince her. We all need to kick her ass 
for smearing the creditability of our school, and make sure it’s on every 
news channel.” 
“Yeah, that Theresa Fonda of channel 13 is really having a field day 
about what’s going on in our school, but we are going to have a field 
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day with that racist bitch Lori Wilkerson. We will not tell Linda that 
part,” stated Tara. They moved back toward the others. 
    Linda ended the call, then turned to Tara and Mara. “That was 
Carolyn Walker’s mother, and she said Carolyn has awaken from her 
coma.” 
      Megan was overjoyed as she move toward Linda “That’s just 
wonderful!!” 
   “Will we be able to talk to her anytime soon? Sometimes patients 
waking up from a coma due to trauma take months to recovery,” stated 
Jackie. 
  “You all listen to this because it was a miracle.” 
    They are set there gaze on Linda. “The doctor could not believe it, 
because normally a patient does not just wake up from a coma, not to 
mention her injuries. They usually gradually come around. This girl 
woke up and starting talking to her parents, and then she told them she 
wanted her favorite dish which is lasagna.” 
   “Oh wow, that is my favorite dish, too,” said Megan in a cheerful 
voice. 
   “Her parents spent hours talking to her, holding her hand and they 
say she woke up while they were holding her hand and talking to her.” 
   “Thank God she is alive, and that is a miracle because of the way she 
was beaten,” said Tara. 
    “Yeah, she looked like she did not have a chance,” said Mara. 
    “Obviously she was quite aware of her surroundings. Most patients in 
a coma are not,” stated Jackie. 
   “So according to the doctor we may be able to talk to her tomorrow; 
and Tara, I will not ask what this plan of yours is, but I will grant you 
your request.” 
   “Thanks Linda. We just want to be the ones who take down Lori 
Wilkerson.” 
   “Are you sure this girl will show up for school tomorrow?” 
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   “I’m hoping she will.” Tara glanced at Megan. “Did that Judy say 
anything about calling Lori Wilkerson after she supposedly had carried 
out her deadly mission?” 
   “She said she would talk to Lori at school tomorrow.” 
  “Which means she plans to be at school tomorrow.” 
      “Okay, I sure hope so. If she should find out from other sources that 
her assassin was stopped and Megan is still alive, she and her sister 
might just leave the state.  I will keep this from the press until after 
tomorrow. If she is in school tomorrow, I don’t want you all to do 
anything until you receive a call from me. Okay?” 
     Tara and Mara both nodded.  “Okay.” 
   “And I will need you to send me that photo of this group that you 
have on your phone.” 
   “Okay, I will do it now.” She removed the phone from her pocket. 
   “Send it to my home computer. I will print it from my email, and 
hopefully, Carolyn Walker can identify them tomorrow. Then we can 
get these girls before they try to get out of town or out of state.” 
    Linda turned to Megan. “Okay Megan, let me tell you what you need 
to do, because I need to call the DA today. So you need to call your 
parents, and they need to get a lawyer for you. Also, we will have to 
take you in to get your statement in writing, so a lawyer must be 
present along with your parents. Then we will go from there.” 
“Are you going to arrest me?” 
 
       Mary Connors noticed a look of distress on her daughter’s face at 
the dinner table. 
   “Connie, you have not said anything since you returned from the 
funeral. Is everything okay?” 
    “Not really. I told daddy at the funeral that Danny just didn’t want to 
see him.” 
   Danny looked over at his sister. “I am glad you told him. Now he 
knows I don’t care if I ever see him again.” 
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   Mary glanced at her son. “Now Danny, he is still your father, no 
matter what.” 
“Well, he will be leaving soon to go back to New York.” 
“Oh. When?” inquired Mary. 
“Sometime in December, and I would like to go live with him after I 
finish the 11th grade. I can finish high school in New York and I like   
New York a lot better than here. I still remember when we lived there 
years ago.” 
     “Okay Connie, we will discuss that later,” Mrs. Connors said in a 
gentle voice. 
 
    Meanwhile, in a room under the basement of Lori Wilkerson’s house, 
she knocked on a door. “This is your favorite hard rock singer.” 
   Jamie opened the door. 
   Lori walked in with a tray of food and handed it to her. 
  “How much longer will I have to stay here?” 
  “Uncle Wilkerson is making arrangements to get you out of this state 
by tomorrow.  You will be gone and the police will never find you.” 
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T W E N T Y   F O U R 
 
                                                                                                Monday morning 
                                                                                                 10:20 AM 
 
Tara finally received the long awaited phone call from Linda. 
        “Tara, where are you now?” 
        “I am just leaving my favorite class along with Stephanie and Mara. 
What have you got?” 
       “Carolyn Walker was able to make a positive ID of four of the girls 
who beat her, but she said that all five of the girls approached her 
when she came out of the restroom. Jaime Wilkerson attacked her and 
threatened to kill her. She remember being dragged around the 
concrete wall in the restroom after at least three of them slammed her 
against the wall. And one of them was Lori Wilkerson. Have you found 
out whether or not she is in school today?” 
     “Yes, Linda, she should be heading to her third period economics 
class in the West building. So, what’s going to happen to Megan?” 
     “Well, her lawyer doesn’t think she will do any time since she is 
testifying against her group, and they tried to kill her because she 
wanted out. She will at least get probation. I am not yet sure.” 
     “So, how is Carolyn Walker’s condition physically?” 
     “Tara, her face is bruised, she has a broken arm, some of her teeth 
were knocked loose, a damaged eardrum and eye, but she in high 
spirits. Her parents were so joyful when she miraculously woke up that 
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day. They have not told her that she will not be able to bear a child due 
to the damage to her reproductive system. She was kicked and 
stomped numerous times in her stomach and back.” 
“Linda, those girls will get what’s coming to them.” 
    “Yeah, once we get all of them behind bars. We are almost at Lori 
Wilkerson’s resident in Schultz Hill.” 
      “I hope you have enough backup. You know a group like that will 
have weapons and are ready to shoot it out with you.” 
     “I have three units trailing me, and we all have heavy firepower. So 
we are ready. Now I recommend that you all wait until we get there. 
This girl could be armed and dangerous. Also other students could also 
be in danger. I already called your father to let him know we will be 
there to get Lori Wilkerson.” 
   “What about this teacher, Eddie Palmer. He is not here this week 
because of a death in his family. That’s what he told Daddy, and he is 
also Lori’s fourth period English teacher.” 
   “We will get a search warrant. Megan said he supplied the drugs and 
firearms that were planted in the students lockers and cars, and most 
likely they are stored in his house. If we don’t find any drugs or 
firearms, we will still take him in for questioning, and eventually he will 
be charged with conspiracy to commit a wrongful act.” 
    “Okay Linda, we will be waiting.” She hung up. 
     Tara looked at Stephanie and Mara. ‘Linda wants us to wait until 
they get here.” 
    “Man, leave it to my mother to take the fun away.” 
    “Lori Wilkerson is in Mrs. Shaw’s classroom, and that is where we are 
going to wait. I am going to call the others, and then Dad. I have a plan 
to get the other students out of that class.” 
   “And then we will kick ass!!” stated Mara. 
   “Yes, we are going to repay Lori Wilkerson for what she and her racist 
clique did to Carolyn Walker!!” 
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    “Do you really think that Tara is going to take your 
recommendation?” ask Jackie. 
      Linda made a quick right turn. “Sure.” She paused. “When pigs starts 
to fly.” 
     She glanced at Jackie. “We need to get this job done, and get to 
Lakewood. If I know Tara and her gang, they are going to put a hurting 
on that girl.” 
     “She could be armed like the others, Linda.” 
     “There is no maybe about it, and that makes her very dangerous. She 
and her racist group almost succeeded in killing Carolyn Walker and 
Carla Thomson. She will not hesitate to kill.” 
     “These groups are appearing all across the country.” 
     “Yeah, it’s like a new wave of racist terror.” 
     “That must be the house up ahead. It is huge,” said Jackie. 
       Linda noticed the mailbox. “It has 403 on the box.” 
       Linda and the other units pulled their cruisers in front of the large 
residence.  
      They quickly departed their cars, armed with rifles.  
      She turned to them. “Do you all have your protective vests on?” 
      They all nodded. 
     “Good; this is a white supremacist group, anything could happen, 
and we need to be prepared. Okay, let’s go.” 
       Linda and her team approached the front door. She knocked and 
the door was opened by a woman. “Yes, what is it?” 
     “Madam, I am Detective Russo.” Linda beckoned. “This is Detective 
Williams, and these officers are from the Richmond County Police 
Department. We have an arrest warrant for Jamie Wilkerson.” Linda 
relinquished the warrant to the woman.  
     She glanced at it, and then gave the document back to Linda. 
   “Jamie Wilkerson is not here.” 
   “Madam, who are you?” inquired Jackie. 
    She glared at him. “I am her mother!!” she snarled. “What business is 
it of yours?”  
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   “What is your name, madam?” inquired Linda. 
    “My name is Madeline Wilkerson, and I just said she is not here. You 
need to leave.” She folded her arms and blocked the doorway. 
    “Madam, your daughter is wanted for the attempted murder of two 
girls at Lakewood High as a white supremacist member. Now, if you 
don’t move aside, we will arrest you for obstruction of justice.”  
    Madeline made a face, unfolded her arms, and slowly moved aside. 
       Linda, Jackie, and the three officers moved by her as she 
particularly glared at Jackie.  
     “You three search the rooms upstairs, and Jackie and I will search 
downstairs.” 
      Jackie and Linda entered the living room and immediately noticed 
banners proclaiming white power, white pride, Nazi symbols, the 
confederate flag, an American flag, and racist material plastered all 
over the walls. The two most disturbing photos that caught Linda’s 
attention was a white man sitting on the commode. The inscription 
read: ‘damn if black is beautiful than I just SH*TED a masterpiece’. The 
other photo next to it was even more disturbing; a black man evolving 
from an ape. 
    Linda shook her head and turned to Jackie. “Let’s find this girl and get 
out of here. This is sickening.” 
  “Yes, this is a shame before God,” stated Jackie. 
    Linda and Jackie walked toward the door where Madeline was 
standing and smirking. Linda stopped and glanced back at the banners 
and racist material on the wall. She set her gaze on her. “I can’t arrest 
you for that sickening material you have on your walls, although I wish I 
could. And you have the audacity to display an American flag.” 
   “This is my house, and I can put what I believe in on my walls, and 
anywhere else on my property!!” she snarled at Linda. 
  “Now you listen. If I find Jamie Wilkerson in this house, which we will, 
I’m going to arrest you for harboring, aiding, and abetting a criminal, 
and I don’t care that she is your daughter. Lying to detectives is also 
obstruction of justice.” 
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  “Go to hell!!” 
  “Sorry to disappoint you, but I will not be there. There will be plenty of 
room for people like you in hell.”  
 
  “Class, I have been asked by Principal Koon to do roll check, so as I call 
your name, please step outside.” 
      Tara and her posse stood just outside of Mrs. Shaw economics class 
room as students strode out of the door and stood in the hall. 
     She moved toward the students who were standing in the center of 
the hall. 
    “You all need to move over on the other side.”  
    “Why, what is going on? Why is the principal having Mrs. Shaw call 
our names and tell us to leave the class?” asked a student. 
   “This is a security matter,” replied Tara. 
     She moved back toward her group, while the students moved away. 
     “I can’t wait to kick that racist bitch’s ass,” stated Stephanie. 
    “Yeah, is she the only one left, Tara?” inquired Candy. 
    “Except for that Jamie Wilkerson. Linda and her team should be 
taking her into custody as we speak. One thing, you all need to be very 
cautious as we approach her. She carries a switchblade, and most likely 
will have one on her.” 
    Several more students came out of the classroom. Mrs. Shaw 
continued to roll check while Lori Wilkerson glanced around at students 
leaving the classroom.  Lori sat at her seat with her hand under her 
chin, and her elbow resting on her thigh staring at the students as they 
left the classroom. 
   What the hell is going on here? I have not heard from Judy. I texted 
her and she has not returned my text. There is something not right, she 
thought. She removed her hand from her chin and texted her favorite 
teacher, who was out of town. About three minutes later, she received 
a text from her teacher.  
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   Her suspicions were aroused after reading the text. She reached down 
into her white boot, removed a switchblade, and placed the knife hand 
under her thigh. 
   Lori watched the final two students leave the classroom. Mrs. Shaw 
glanced over at Lori. “Well Lori, it looks like you are the only one left.” 
  “Yeah, I noticed. What is going on here?” 
  “I really don’t know Lori, but there are some people outside who can 
tell you what this is all about.” 
    As Mrs. Shaw left the classroom, Lori noticed Tara and her gang 
striding into the classroom. 
     Lori scowled as she pushed the button on her switchblade under her 
thigh. 
   “You white racist trash! I told you that we would see you again!!” 
shouted Tara. 
    Lori quickly rose from her seat, grasping the switchblade in her hand.  
    She directed the gleaming knife at the group. “If any of you nigger 
loving bitches come near me, I will cut the living SH*T out of you!!” 
  “You cut one of us, and we will kill you,” warned Stephanie. 
  “Why don’t you just drop the knife, and we might show you some 
mercy,” said Mara. 
 “Which is more than you and your group showed Carolyn Walker,” 
stated Candy.  
 “Can’t you see you are outnumbered, you stupid racist bitch!!” 
shouted Natalie. 
  “I do believe this racist bitch thinks that she can take on all of us. No 
matter, it’s her funeral,” stated Sherry. 
  “And, by the way, Carolyn Walker is awake from her coma, and has ID 
you all. What do you think of that?” said Tara. 
  “You are a lying nigger loving bitch!! There is no way she can- I am 
going to walk out that door now!!”  She gestured. “Get out of my 
way!!” 
 “The only place you are going is jail, and that is only if you get out of 
here alive. And that little assassin Judy Palmer you sent to kill Megan 
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and me is now in jail. Your racist sister is being picked up right this 
moment in Schultz Hill. And the police knows about the underground 
basement.” 
    Lori made a face, swearing furiously. “I am going to kill every one of 
you. Come on, which one of you nigger loving bitches wants to die 
first?” She swung the switchblade vigorously back and forth toward the 
group, keeping them at distance. 
 
    Meanwhile, Linda and Jackie had located Jamie Wilkerson. They both 
wrenched her from the basement in handcuffs as she struggled and 
spewed racist slurs at Jackie.  “I did not do anything!! Let go of me, 
nigger!!” 
     Linda and Jackie relinquished Jamie over to the uniformed officers. 
“Get her out of here!!” shouted Linda. 
    Linda and Jackie approached her mother, who was standing in the 
hallway talking on the phone.  
    She hung up. “Don’t worry Jamie, your uncle is coming to get you 
out.” She turned toward them. “If you arrest me, I will be out before 
you know it.” 
    Linda placed the cuffs on her and read her rights. 
  “Do you understand these rights?” 
    She smirked. “What do you think, nigger lover?” she snarled in a 
deep southern accent. 
   “Like daughter like mother. The same branch off the same damn 
rotten tree. Get her ass out of my sight, now!!” 
    They escorted her to the patrol car while Linda removed her cell 
phone.  
    She called Tara, and it went to voicemail. She glanced at Jackie. “She 
is not answering.” She called Principal Koon. “John, I just tried to call 
Tara, but she is not answering her phone.” 
   “Linda, I believe they all are in Mrs. Shaw class. They wanted me to 
tell Mrs. Shaw to call each student by name to leave the class, except 
for Lori Wilkerson.” 
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   “John, where is Mrs. Shaw’s class?” 
   “It’s in the West building. Second hall down after you enter the 
building. First classroom on the right. Do you need me to do anything?” 
    “No John, that’s all I need to know. Just stay where you are until I call 
you. We are on the way!!” She hung up.  “Let’s go now.” 
    They rushed out and jumped into their cruiser. 
      “You know why Tara did not answer her phone, Linda. She is too 
busy beating on that girl.” 
     “Yeah, they are well trained, but a person like Lori Wilkerson is 
unpredictable with a knife. I checked out these girls profiles thoroughly 
and they all have a 3.9 GPA or higher.” 
    “Yeah Linda, and you know what’s scary?” 
     She glances at Jackie. “What?” 
   “These are the future kids that are our doctors, lawyers, law 
enforcers, teachers, and in our government. This is very alarming to 
me.” 
    “Yeah you are so right but. However, Tara and her team vows to get 
rid of them from their school, and Stephanie said she wanted them out 
of this state. I mean, she is a girl who is afraid of nothing. I am hoping 
that Lori Wilkerson doesn’t pull a gun on her, but what if she does?” 
   “Don’t worry Linda, we will be there in just a minute or two, and 
hopefully that will not happen.” 
 
    Tara and her team all moved toward Lori. 
   “It’s time for your lesson of the day, you white racist trash. We don’t 
want racist kids in our school, or our city, or our state for that matter.  
We cherish this school, and you have smeared the school’s creditability.  
Now you will pay the price.” 
   Lori moved back quickly, oscillating the nine inch gleaming blade at 
them. She spewed out racial slurs, profanity, and threats. 
   All six girls utilized the desks like shields as they moved in closer, 
backing Lori into a corner like a trapped animal with nowhere to run, 
nowhere to hide. Ironically, she now faced the same fate as Carolyn 
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Walker when Lori and her group approached her with deadly 
intentions. 
        She was about to run out of space and at that moment became 
more desperate, oscillating the blade more violently toward them. “Get 
away from me, you nigger lovers!!” she screamed. 
    “You are about to go down!!” bellowed Stephanie. 
    Lori reached down and picked up a desk with one hand, as she kept 
her eyes on the girls. Suddenly, Stephanie threw her desk at Lori, 
striking her in the face. The blow knocked her glasses off, as the desk 
fell from Lori’s hand. That created a window of opportunity for Tara. On 
a spur of a moment, she moved quickly, slamming her desk into Lori’s 
knife arm, knocking her off balance. Tara grabbed Lori’s wrist, but Lori 
struggled, attempting to punch Tara in the face. It was blocked as Tara 
turned the knife away. Lori’s quickness allowed her another attempt to 
pry the knife away, but she did not possess the brute strength like Tara.  
Tara twisted Lori’s knife arm behind her back, causing intense pain, 
follow by a series of blow across her head. Tara swept Lori’s legs. 
   Lori went down, and the knife was removed from her hand. She was 
face down on the floor, still struggling, spewing profanity and racial 
slurs.   
   Tara handed the knife to Natalie as Candy moved in and grabbed 
Lori’s head, while Stephanie and Sherry subdued her legs. Mara placed 
her knee on Lori’s back while Tara applied more pressure to her arm, 
adding more pain. Lori was punished coldly with repeatedly blows to 
her face and back from each girl. 
   “I think we need to drag her ass in the restroom, and dip her head in 
the commode like she did Carolyn Walker,” said Candy. 
  “That is a good idea, but I think Linda is on the way. Oh, I’d better 
check my phone. I heard it ring a few minutes ago. Here Mara, take her 
arms here and put some more hurt on her ass.” 
   Mara grasped Lori’s arms as Tara released them. She twisted them 
and Lori yelled out profanity. “I will kill all of you nigger lovers!!” 
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  Tara stood from her position and removed her phone from her pocket. 
She glanced at the display as Linda and Jackie entered the classroom.   
“Linda, I was just about to return your call.”                                          
“Looks like you all have everything under control here, “Linda said. “I 
would ask you what happened, but-“ 
   “Oh that’s no problem!! She tried to cut her way out of here, and we 
had to take her down.” 
     Lori continued to spew racial slurs and profanity as she struggled in 
vain. Linda removed a pair of cuffs and placed them around her wrist. 
They pulled her up from the floor. 
   “Lori Wilkerson, you are under arrest for the beating and attempted 
murder of Carolyn Walker.” 
   “I didn’t do anything!! You’ve got the wrong Lori Wilkerson!!” she 
hollered. 
    Jackie read her rights. “Do you understand these rights?” 
    She frowned at Jackie. “Go to hell nigger!!” 
   “I guess that means yes.” 
     Linda got in Lori’s face. “I’ll tell you like I told your racist mother. 
Jackie and I are not going to hell, but its size will hold all the people like 
you.” 
    Lori looked around.” I need my glasses. I can’t see that well without 
them,” 
    Tara noticed Lori’s glasses on the floor, and she stepped on them on 
purpose. A crunch sound was heard. “Oops!” She reached down and 
picked up the broken glasses from the floor.  
   “Did I do that,” she said in an Urkel imitation, smirking at Lori. 
     Lori made a face, still spewing racial slurs at Tara and her team. 
     Tara gave the broken glasses to Linda. 
     Jackie reached down on the floor and removed a cell phone with his 
handkerchief.  He glanced at the display. “This must be her phone. 
There is a text message from somebody.” 
      Linda and Tara read the text message, while Tara’s team surrounded 
them. “So he tried to text his daughter, and did not get an answer. So 
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he suspected something was wrong if she did not response to Lori’s 
text. He wanted Lori to text him back and use the code so he will know 
it is her.  And if he did not receive a text back he will go to plan b.” 
   “Linda, I am willing to bet you that message is from her teacher, Eddie 
Palmer,” said Tara. 
  “Yeah, and I believe he is going to skip town. I will bet my badge this is 
not his first school.” 
  “So we need a code to send him a text to verify it’s Lori”, stated Jackie. 
They glanced at Lori. “You wouldn’t by chance want to share that code 
with us?” inquired Linda. 
   “Kiss my white ass!!” she bellowed. 
   “I didn’t think so.” 
   “You can’t stop us!! We are everywhere!! We will take back our 
country from the niggers, Jews, wetbacks, spicks!!” she shouted with a 
deep southern accent. 
  “Well, we are going to start with you and your group!! Let’s go!!” 
   Jackie and Linda wrenched Lori by her arms as she started to swear 
long and ferociously. Linda glanced back at the group as they moved to 
the door. She threw a thumps up gesture. 
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T W E N T Y   F I V E 
 
      Thanksgiving weekend and almost everyone was trying to enjoy the 
holiday, but the city was timid. There was a fear of danger, especially at 
night. Everyone in the city was worried. They were aware of the danger 
that existed as long as the Nightstalker was at large in the city. They 
were wondering when it would end. How many more victims would be 
viciously murdered at the hands of this psycho killer? 
      The city had not experienced this kind of fear since the night rapist 
back in the eighties. The city was undermanned in the police 
department because of budget woes. They were unable to apprehend 
this vicious psycho masked killer, who was extremely intelligent, 
athletic, and vindictive. 
It was 11:05pm and the killer was stalking another victim in an area 
north of the Hightower expressway. The black SUV crept down a street 
eyeing the next victim’s house. A former teacher at Lakewood High, 
Lyle Wilcox and his wife Marie Sanchez Wilcox, who taught Spanish at 
the school, were each seated in their recliners watching the news. 
    “In other news, four of the five girls who are members of a white 
supremacist group call ‘The Allegiance For White Pride’, have pleaded 
not guilty to the attempted murder of Carolyn Walker, who was brutally 
beaten and left for dead in a Lakewood High restroom. They maintain 
their innocence, saying it was three black girls who beat up Carolyn 
Walker. Also, one of the girls will face additional charges in an 
attempted murder of another African- American girl by stabbing her in 
the gym. Carla Thomson plays forward on the basketball team, and is 
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recovering from her wound in the trauma center. The fifth girl is 
testifying against the group for a lesser sentence.”  
     Also police are on the lookout for an English teacher at the Lakewood 
High. Eddie Palmer, who is the leader and recruiter of the white 
supremacist group. He is wanted for possession of drugs and firearms 
on school premises, which were planted in African-American student’s 
lockers and cars.  
Carolyn Walker, who had very little chance of surviving, continues a 
miraculous recovery. She is expected to be released from the trauma 
center soon.” 
      Marie glanced at her husband seated next to her. “Was that girl 
Carolyn Walker one of your students?” 
     “Yes, she was in my biology class in her freshman year.” He glanced 
at his wife. “She was a quiet, bright girl who always made good grades.” 
He shook his head. “That’s a shame to hear something like that, a 
teacher teaching our students hate in the school. Thank God she has 
survived and they got the ones who were responsible.  I am glad I 
decided to transfer out of there to Beechwood High. I wanted to go to 
Columbia High, but I would have had to drive 25 miles round trip.” 
     “Remember when we first met five years ago, how you loved that 
school?” 
     “I did at one time, but since Principal Koon took his daughter’s word 
over mine, I had no desire to stay there anymore.” 
     “Yeah, I remember that day you came into the teacher’s lounge 
really angry. I could see it all over your face. You told every teacher in 
that lounge what had happened.” 
     “Marie that was the day I wanted to walk out of that school. His 
daughter and another girl were fighting outside of my classroom. She 
told her father that I shoved her, but she shoved me. She told me to 
butt out, or one day I would get what’s coming to me. She actually 
threatened me, but I was the one who got reprimanded.” 
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     He gestured with his hand. “Marie, I know this happened two years 
ago, but I am starting to get angry, so I think I had better not talk about 
it again.” 
    They turned their attention to the television. 
   “And the city is still reeling from nine victims who have been brutally 
killed by the masked Nightstalker. The police still have no solid leads on 
this psycho maniac, who stalks and kills his victims at night with a 44 
magnum. The only motive they have is this killer is out for revenge and 
thrills, and gets off on watching his victims suffer pain after shooting 
them in both knees, and then the final fatal shot through the mouth. 
The victim’s body is left in a gruesome condition.” 
     “According to Captain Stanton, there is a suspect who they believe is 
the Nightstalker, but could not comment any further due to lack of 
evidence. If anybody has any information on this vicious killer, please 
contact Captain Stanton, Detective Linda Russo or Detective Jackie 
Williams at the phone numbers on the bottom of your screen, and you 
will remain anonymous.” 
     He rose from his recliner. “I’d better go and make sure that the back 
doors are lock. You and I are in just as much danger as anybody. It’s no 
telling where this maniac is at. I will be glad when the cable company 
comes out and puts in our security system. They have so many calls it’s 
going to take them until next Friday to do ours.” 
    She grasped him by his arm. “I will go check the back doors. I need to 
get a bottle of water.” 
   “Are you sure? Maybe I should go with you.” 
   “No. I don’t believe that psycho is going to come in this area. We live 
a long way from the areas he has targeted.” 
   “Okay, why don’t you bring me a glass of water on the rocks?” 
     She smiled and rose from her recliner. “Can I bring you anything 
else? You know you always like to eat a snack before turning in.” 
     He seated himself back in the recliner, rubbing his stomach. “No, I 
think I will pass. I need to lose a few pounds.”  
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     She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “You are a big and tall 
man. The weight doesn’t show on you.” 
     He smiled. “You really know how to make me feel good.” 
     She left the room as he turned his attention back to the television. 
   “And in sport news, the Lakewood Blue Knight’s football team has 
reached the state championship two years in row after beating 
Northside 48-14 tonight. Johnny Seth, the quarterback, threw for over 
500 yards and four touchdowns, while on the defensive side Danny 
Connors adds three more defensive touchdowns to this record. Connors 
sacked the Northside quarterback 8 times tonight, and caused three 
fumbles, which he recovered and dashed down the field for 
touchdowns. He now leads the country in tackles, sacks, and defensive 
touchdowns. A fight broke out at the end of the game between Danny 
Connors and two of the Northside players, after one of the players 
shoved him. Coaches and players from both schools had to pull Connors 
off both players when he slammed them to the ground.  Lakewood will 
host DeKalb County at the Ga. Dome on December 8th for the state 
championship.” 
     “Also, the Lakewood High girls’ basketball team has lost another star 
player. In last week’s game, the point guard Mara Koon broke her ankle 
on a fast break down the court. She will be out for the season, and in 
spite of losing another star player, they hung on to beat the Northside 
girls, giving them a slim two game lead in the conference.” 
     Suddenly Lyle’s attention was diverted from the tube by a scream in 
the kitchen from Marie. 
     He quickly rose from his seat and rushed down the hall. “Marie, 
what’s wrong?” 
     He entered the kitchen and saw the Nightstalker’s arm around his 
wife’s neck and a 44 magnum to her head. 
     He placed his hand over his mouth momentarily. Fear surge through 
his six foot two inch, rather heavy set physique “Oh my God it’s you!! 
Please don’t hurt her!! I will do anything you want, but please don’t 
hurt us!!” 
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    The hooded masked figure quickly shoved her to the floor face down. 
The sinister figure placed a foot on her back as he aimed the revolver at 
Lyle. Two shots were fired, striking Lyle in each knee.  
    He grabbed his knees, bawling as he fell to the floor. His petite wife 
screamed at the top of her lungs. The hooded masked figure watched 
Lyle squirming in agony for several minutes, and then leaned over 
Marie. She was clenched by the collar and dragged to her husband, 
who was still squirming in excruciating pain on the floor. Marie was 
grabbed by her black hair, and her head was held over her husband’s 
head. The sinister killer, cold-blooded and relentless, and wanted Marie 
to get a closer look at her husband’s horrible fate. 
     A foot was placed on Lyle’s forehead as he screamed in pain. The 6.5 
inch barrel was jammed down her husband’s mouth. The Nightstalker 
gaped at Marie. 
   “Oh my God!! Please, Don’t!! Can’t you see he’s already hurt and may 
not walk ever again!! Please, I will give you all the money we have!!” 
     The hooded masked figure pulled the trigger. Bone fragments and 
brain matter splashed all over Marie’s face. 
    “OH MY GOD, YOU FREAKING BASTARD!!” she screamed. 
     Blood slowly seeped from the massive wound in his head.   
     Marie was dragged across the floor by her hair over to the counter.  
    “What are you going to do?”  
      The Nightstalker placed the revolver on the counter and a foot on 
the back of the petite woman, holding her to the floor. 
      The hooded masked killer picked up the receiver from a cordless 
phone on the counter and dialed a number. 
    “9-1-1, what is your emergency?” 
   The hooded killer crouched down, turned Marie over on her back,       
   and handed the phone to her. The hooded masked figure grasped the 
revolver from the counter, rising from a crouching position.  
    She screamed into the phone in a Spanish accent, her voice sounding 
hysterical and vague.  
   “Madam, I need you to slow down, I didn’t quite understand you.”  
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     “Did you say someone has done what?” inquired Tina, the operator. 
   “He just killed my husband!! Now he is going to kill me!!” 
   “Madam, who is going to kill you?” 
  “It’s that serial killer, the Nightstalker!!” 
      The operator heard two shots, and then Marie screaming at the top 
of her lungs. The petite woman was watched as she squirmed in pain, 
grasping both knees. 
    “Madam!! Madam!! I heard shots; are you okay?” 
      A final shot was heard. She started a trace on the call. 
 
     And at that same moment, Officer McCrae crept by Tara’s residence,  
taking notice of the driveway. There was only one car in the driveway, 
but the black SUV were not there. She removed her cell phone and took 
a photo of the driveway. She emailed the photo to Jackie, and then she 
heard a 9-1-1 call over the radio. “All units, please respond to 1402 
Harper Dr.; shots fired while the person was on the phone. The killer 
was identified as the Nightstalker. All units are advised to approach 
with caution, the killer may still be in the house.” 
   Office McCrae turned on the blue lights and stepped on the 
accelerator. 
In the meantime, the Nightstalker was busy searching for another 
victim. The black SUV moved down the street as the hooded figure 
listened to the 9-1-1 call on a police scanner. The SUV turned at the 
next corner, the lights of the auto beaming into the windows of a 
corner house. This was the home of John Connors, who was at this 
moment resting in bed watching the tube. 
     The Nightstalker scoped the area carefully, as the black SUV moved 
down the road for about a mile from John Connors resident. The 
hooded masked figure took notice of a body shop that was closed. 
Another black SUV was parked just outside the fence. The black SUV 
drove into the front yard and parked next to it. The engine was turned 
off, and the keys were left in the ignition.  Stepping out of the vehicle, 
the Nightstalker carefully looked around. The sinister figure 
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commenced jogging, and taking a quick cut into an area of trees, swiftly 
and speedily moved through the wooded area. Just ahead was a 6 six 
feet high chain length fence. Without breaking stride, the hooded 
figure scaled the fence like a cat, jumped into the yard, and sprinted 
across the one acre of land toward a screened in back porch. 
 
     “The victim’s names are Lyle Wilcox and Marie Sanchez Wilcox, and 
they are both teachers,” said Bill who was one of the forensic 
personnel.  
     He glanced up from his lap top at Linda and Jackie.  
   “Can you tell us where they are teaching? I’ll be willing to bet it is 
Lakewood,” stated Jackie. 
  “Okay, let me check and see.” 
    Linda looked around at a ransacked living room where other forensic 
personnel were combing each inch for clues. 
  “Okay here we go. He teachers at Beechwood High, but he was at 
Lakewood High for eight years. He left two years ago, and his wife 
currently teaches Spanish there.” 
   “Does it said why he left?’ inquired Linda. 
    He strolled down the page. “It says here he quit due to an altercation 
with the principal’s daughter. He complained to the principal about his 
daughter threatening him, but nothing was done.” 
    Jackie glanced at Linda. “I’ll bet I know who that was. Thanks for the 
info, Bill. We just want to know who they are before we take a look at 
their bodies.” 
  “This place looks like a tornado hit it,” said Linda. 
  “Yeah, she even destroyed the television,” stated Jackie. 
    Linda and Jackie stepped out of the living room and down the hall. 
  “Well we know one thing, they are teachers from Lakewood.” stated 
Jackie. 
  “Yeah, and they are victims ten and eleven,” stated Linda. 
    Jackie and Linda observed Officer McCrae standing at the entrance to 
the kitchen, shaking her head. 
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   She turned toward them as they approached. Jackie took notice of a 
traumatic look on her face. 
  “Are you okay?’ he inquired. 
  “Four years on the police force, and I have never seen murders like 
these. They are grisly. Did you get the email photo I sent you?” 
  “Yes I did, and I will keep it for evidence. I am glad it’s time stamped. 
When you leave here, will you to take another run by her house?” 
    “No problem, Detective Williams. I will send you a text message.” 
     Jackie and Linda walked into the kitchen, observing Marie’s bloody 
body in a prostrate position on top of her husband’s head. They both 
moved over to the horrific bodies.  Both crouched over the corpses to 
get a closer look. Linda shook her head, covering her mouth with a 
hand when she saw the tail of blood.                                                                                                                                               
“My God. He actually dragged her from the kitchen counter and laid her 
over her husband.”                                                                               
“According to the operator, she actually shot Marie while they were on  
the phone.”  
     Jackie stood and walked over to the kitchen counter and glanced at 
the phone on the counter. Linda also stood.  
    “I believe the Nightstalker dialed 9-1-1, and then allowed Marie to 
talk to the operator before she viciously blew her brains out over the 
phone.” stated Jackie. 
   “But why?”  
   “Linda, she believes that she is too smart to be caught. She has so 
much audacity that she is daring us to catch her. Let me show you this.” 
    Jackie reaches in his coat pocket and remove his cell phone. He 
swiped the screen and moved toward Linda. 
  “Look at this photo of Tara’s driveway that Officer McCrae took before 
the 9-1-1 came in.” 
   Linda viewed the photo. 
  “What do you see?” 
    I just see Tara’s Camaro.”  
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  “Precisely. The black SUV is not there, because Tara is out committing 
these murders. Her house has been monitored during the last three 
murders, and each time the black SUV was not there. Her black SUV has 
been spotted in the area of those murders.” 
   Linda relinquished the cell phone back to Jackie. “It was a black SUV. 
It was not confirmed that it was Tara’s SUV.” 
   “No Linda, it was her, and it’s been her all the time. This is just too 
much of a coincidence.” 
   “Jackie, let me ask you this. What if there is someone out there trying 
to frame her, someone who has also monitored her house. They watch 
her, knows when she leaves, and you know there are many black SUV’s 
out there. Don’t you think there is chance of that?” 
   “No,” came a quick reply from Jackie. “Now what if we find out that it 
is Tara. I know you are a friend of the family, but how would you feel 
about that?” 
   She paused and glanced at forensic staff placing a black tarp over the 
bloody bodies of Lyle and Marie Sanchez Wilcox. 
   She turned her attention back to Jackie. “To be honest I don’t know, 
but I believe it would be a shock to her family and her friends, 
especially Stephanie. I will cross that bridge when I come to it.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



399 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
T W E N T Y   S I X 
 
          John Connors laid in bed watching the tube, unaware a sinister 
figure was just outside of his bedroom window, watching from behind a 
large oak tree. He was about to become the twelfth victim on a clear 
and cool November night. A full moon filled the sky and displayed a 
vague shadow of the hooded masked figure moving swiftly from the 
oak tree to the back of the house. 
       John Connors rose, and he moved to the window just at his bed. He 
glanced out the window, gazing around the oak tree at his neighbor’s 
house, which was about 50 feet just over the hedges surrounded by the 
six feet chain length fence in his large backyard. He closed the window 
blinds and moved back into his bed. 
       After watching a scene in the movie of a loved one being buried, he 
became depressed. He picked up the remote from his overhead bed 
bookcase and quickly changed the channel.  
       Suddenly, the entire room went dark. He turned in the bed and 
retrieved his flashlight from the bed bookcase. He also picked up a 44 
magnum hidden in the bookcase, released the safety and shoved it 
down his shorts. Quickly moving across the bed to the window, he 
opened the blinds.   
      Looking out the bedroom window, he could see the illuminated 
streetlight across from his neighbor’s house. John turned and held the 
glaring flashlight out in front of him as he moved slowly to his bedroom 
door, which was partially ajar. He was thinking about the fuse box 
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which was located on the screened in back porch, but he was very 
cautious since his late fiancé and her sister were victims of the 
Nightstalker. 
     He slowly opened his bedroom door, removed his gun from his 
shorts, and held the flashlight and revolver out in front of him as he 
entered the hallway. Darkness prevailed before him. The glaring 
flashlight beamed light out in front him as he moved slowly down the 
hall, casting the light back and forth. Just at the end of the hall, he 
stopped at the entrance to the dining room and cast the beam into 
room.  
        The light reflected the dining room table and glass cabinet against 
the wall filled with dishes and he moved on without entering the dining 
room. He was unaware of the presence of the sinister hooded masked 
figure in a crouching position on the other side of the door, clasping a 
44 magnum, and waiting for the precise moment to strike. 
      John Connors entered the kitchen. He flipped on the wall switch 
light and, as the light illuminated the kitchen, he glanced around. His 
flashlight was in one hand and the revolver in the other hand, aimed 
and ready. He scrutinized the kitchen carefully as he moved to the door 
to the back porch. 
      Opening the door, he stepped out onto the dark screened in back 
porch, casting his flashlight beam back and forth. A washer and dryer 
and the water heater stood in the far left corner of the old house. He 
reached up and pulled the chain on an old light hanging from the 
ceiling, but no light illuminated the porch. He turned and carefully 
inspected the right side of the porch, casting the flashlight beam in the 
corner location of the fuse box. He jammed his 44 magnum in his shorts 
while moving to the fuse box. He glanced around just for precaution as 
he opened the fuse box.  
    Hmm, only the two bedrooms and the hall were in the off position. 
That was odd, unless the switches were going bad. This was an old 
house and perhaps they needed replacing. I may have to replace them 
myself if it happens again. It’s a good thing that I am an electrician, but 
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hopefully I won’t have do that before I leave this city.  Boy, I am glad I 
am only renting this place, he thought to himself.  
    He switched them back to the on position and closed the box. John 
Connors carefully looked around as he walked back into the kitchen.  
He opened the fridge and removed a pitcher of ice tea, and, just at that 
moment, a 44 magnum was aimed at him. He froze as he stood there 
staring at the Nightstalker. Without uttering a word he quickly reached 
for his revolver tucked in his shorts, but the hooded killer fired his 44 
twice, striking John Connors in his knees. The glass pitcher of ice tea 
dropped from his hands and shattered upon impact on the tile floor.  
     His revolver fell from his hand, John Connors fell down in 
excruciating pain. The Nightstalker moved quickly toward John as he 
yelled and squirmed. Blood began to stream from both knees. The 
sinister hooded masked figure crouched down, removed John’s 
revolver from the floor, and then stood, gazing at John Connors name 
engraved on the gun.  
     Besides being an electrician, John Connors had degrees in computer 
science and business management; and he once owned a gun shop, but 
his life was about to come to an end by the hands of the Nightstalker. 
The 44 magnum was tucked back into the jacket, while clasping John 
Connors‘s revolver and watching him squirm in agony for several 
minutes. 
     John, clenching his knees in intense pain on the floor, managed to 
glance up at the Nightstalker aiming his own revolver at him.  
   “Why are you doing this? Who are you?” His voice quivered. 
    Not a word was uttered from the sinister hooded masked figure who 
was ready to pull the trigger, but instead crouched over John. At that 
very moment the face of the Nightstalker was revealed to him. 
     John Connors eyes widened. “Oh my God!! It’s you!! It was you all 
the time!! You killed my fiancée and her sister, and all those other 
people!! My God, no!!” He screamed, since seeing the Nightstalker’s 
face was more painful than his wounds.  
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   The face of the Nightstalker was covered again by his hood, and that 
was the last face John Connors saw. He took the identity of the 
Nightstalker to his grave.  
   His mouth was forced open, and the barrel of the John’s 44 magnum 
was quickly thrust into it. The trigger was pulled and his head exploded 
from the blast, producing a massive gushing fissure.  Pieces of bone 
fragments and brains sprinkled the floor. Blood slowly commenced to 
drip from what remained of his head. The revolver was removed from 
John’s mouth, dripping with blood. It was wiped from the barrel on 
John’s t-shirt, and tucked inside the sinister killer clothes as he rose 
from a crouching position, and glanced down at John’s gruesome body.  
        The hooded masked figure reached down and grabbed both of 
John’s legs, dragged his body across the kitchen floor, down the dark 
hall, and into his bedroom leaving a trail of blood. John’s wallet was 
removed from the desk stand and a credit card and driver license was 
confiscated.  
      Then the psycho killer went berserk, trashing the bedroom, followed 
by the dining room, and then the kitchen. Quickly exiting from the 
house and sprinting across the huge back yard, the hooded figure 
scaled the fence like a black cat, promptly disappearing into the 
darkness of the night.  
 
     Shortly after 1:30 am, Tara pulled into her driveway, and just at that 
moment, Officer McCrae took notice of the black SUV as she crept by in 
her patrol car. Tara stepped out of the black SUV dressed in her black 
hooded jacket. She quickly noticed the patrol car creeping by, and 
moved to the edge of the driveway, eyeing the slow moving patrol car.  
    She placed the hood over her head and stood there, arms folded. 
Officer McCrae caught sight of Tara’s slightly dark hooded thick figure 
through the rear view mirror. 
   You people think you are so smart. You all had better keep your 
distance, Tara thought to herself. She turned and headed towards the 
front door. 
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     The following morning, Linda and Jackie turned in their report to 
Captain Stanton. 
     He read over it while they stood at his desk. 
    “I take it you have not found any concrete evidence that can put that 
Tara away.” He glanced up at them. 
   “None, not just yet, but I will look over the photos again to see if we 
might have missed something. This killer does not even leave 
footprints,” replied Linda. 
     “He or she most likely was wearing some special type of shoe 
covers,” stated Cpt. Stanton. 
      Jackie referred to his phone. “Captain, I want you to look at these 
last two victims.” He passed the phone to Captain Stanton. 
    “Captain, she is getting more hideous and relentless.” 
      The captain shook his head as he viewed the photos displaying the 
gruesome bodies of Marie and Lyle Wilcox. 
      “Captain, it looks like she could have forced his wife to watch as she 
brutally killed her husband. Brain matter and bone fragments were all 
over Marie’s face. We suspect this because of the position of Marie’s 
face over her husband’s head when the bullet entered through his 
mouth.” 
      The Captain phone rang. “This is Captain Stanton.” He listened, and 
then he looked at Linda and Jackie. “Okay, I will have the two detectives 
on the way.” He hung up. 
     “9-1-1 just received a call from 5011 Foreman Rd., a John Connors 
residence. It seems that he did not show up for work this morning. So 
one of his co-workers and dear friends had a key to his house. They 
found him in his bedroom shot in the head and the knees.” 
    “John Connors? That was Stephanie’s and Tara’s teacher,” said Linda. 
   “That sounds like number twelve,” said Jackie as he shook his head. 
     They turned and headed toward the door. 
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   “Tara, do you have a moment to talk with me before you leave?” 
requested Mrs. Connors. 
   “Stephanie, go ahead, I’ll see you later in the surveillance room.” 
     Tara kissed Brandon. “I will see you later. Maybe lunch, we do have 
an extra seat for you in the café.” 
   “Okay, I will be there, my favorite lady.” 
     Tara moved to Mrs. Connors desk, smiling. “I will always have a 
moment for my favorite teacher.” 
          Mrs. Connors returned the smile as she turned toward Tara. “I 
know you have your security to do, and I did not want to hold you up.” 
       “That’s not a problem, Mrs. Connors.” 
        “How is Mara doing?” 
        “Mrs. Connors, she is really depressed since her injury, and that’s 
because she has never missed a day of school. She really misses 
school.” 
       “I understand quite well, Tara. I would feel just like her if I had to 
miss a day of school. I will be emailing her assignment daily, and I will  
call from time to time to check on her. I have both of your cell phone 
numbers. And do you all have a skype account on your cell phone?” 
      “Yes, both of us. Oh, she wanted me to tell you thank you for card 
and candy.” 
     “Yes, I got an email from her as well, and we all miss her from the 
classroom and the basketball court. So now you have lost three star 
players?” 
     Tara nodded. “Yes, Mara, Carla, and Simone. Carla may be back.” 
   “How is she doing?” 
  “She is recovering quite well, I visited her last Sunday, and you know 
she saved my life.” 
   “Yes I heard about it, and I saw the video. Someone recorded the 
incident and put it on YouTube. I am glad those girls are behind bars 
where they belong.”  
   “Yes thank God, and one of them will testify against the others. I hope 
they get what’s coming to them. And Simone has academic issues.” 
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   “Yes, I saw her name on the list. You all are good friends. Have you 
seen her?” 
    “No, she is not speaking to us because we exiled her from our group. 
She wanted us to do her homework while she partied on school nights.”  
    “Oh my. That is not good at all.” 
    “Mrs. Connors, it’s her own fault, and that puts our team in a bind. I 
mean, those replacements are good, but they are not like our starters.” 
       “Well, I am going to offer my help to Simone so she can get back on 
the team before the season is over.” 
      “That would be great, Mrs. Connors.” 
     “And I am going to get her to transfer to my class.” 
     “You mean this one?” 
      Mrs. Connors shook her head. “No, I have one the same time she 
has Mr. Chen’s class, or maybe I will have her transferred to my sixth 
period class. I will talk with Principal Koon, since you all are not 
speaking. I don’t want to cause any further conflict.” 
   “Thanks, Mrs. Connors. I really appreciate that. Daddy would probably 
refer you to my mother, who is responsible for switching a student’s 
class.” 
   “Oh, that’s right, your mother is the student counselor. So what are 
your plans this weekend? I read where you all will be playing every 
other Friday night and the boys will play the alternate Friday night, 
since the regular football season is over. Are you going to the 
championship game in Atlanta on Saturday?” 
   “Brandon is working this weekend, and Mara cannot go to the game, 
so we will probably watch it on television. We will get to see the 
cheerleader team with Candy, Natalie, and Sherry perform at halftime, 
and then Brandon and I may go to a late movie in the mall after he gets 
off. If not, I will go for a late night drive like I always do.” 
   “Are you still driving the SUV at night?” 
   “Yes, and I like driving it only at night.” 
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    An hour later, Linda and Jackie left the Connor’s crime scene and 
headed for their patrol car. 
  “Jackie, this does not get any easier.” 
  “Linda, in all my 15 years as a detective, these are the most gruesome 
murders I have ever seen. She might as well have split his head open 
with an axe. It was not far from it.” 
   They stopped just outside of their patrol car. 
     Linda set her gaze on Jackie. “Did you notice his eyes? They looked 
like he was frightened of something.” 
    He met her gaze. “Yeah, they did look much wider than the other 
victims. Let’s check his school profile. We need to know who to 
contact.” 
  “Well, he was married to Mary Connors at one time. That’s what 
Stephanie told me.” 
   Jackie opened the door then opened the lap top and started a search. 
 “Okay, here we go. He started in 2001 as a computer science teacher 
at Lakewood. Worked there for four years, and then took a break due 
to personal problems. He came back two years later. Principal Koon was 
the new principal. John Connors worked the same teacher’s position for 
two more years before he was charged with sexual misconduct.” 
   “Did it say with whom?” 
   “A student charged that she was inappropriately touched, and he 
denied it. He said that he was threatened by the student. She told him 
he would get what was coming to him one day. And then he was asked 
by Principal Koon to resign or else he would be fired for making sexually 
advances toward his daughter.” 
   “Did it say which daughter it was?” 
     Jackie glanced at Linda. “No, but I bet I know who that student was. 
Doesn’t that phrase sound familiar to you?” 
   “You believe it was Tara.” 
   “Definitely.” 
   “We need to contact his next of kin.” 
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     Jackie continued reading the profile. “He has a sister in Albany, New 
York.” 
   “Okay, and I think we should inform Mrs. Connors as well. Danny and 
Connie Connors are his kids,” said Linda. 
   “I will have our record bureau locate the sister before you contact 
Mrs. Connors and her family this evening.” 
   “Jackie, this is also the part I don’t like, having to see the sadness on 
their face. Oh, you should be able to look for John Connors sister 
yourself. We have that capability now.” 
“Okay, let me try it now.” 
 
        Tara and her team headed for their reserve table in the cafeteria, 
while Danny Connors eyed Stephanie. He turned to a teammate. 
     “Hey Darrin, you see that tall chick with the long black hair. She is 
one of the school security team.” 
      Darrin glanced around. “You mean the one walking along side that 
thick muscular blonde?” 
    “Yeah, that’s Tara; she totally annihilated our teammate Adolph 
Williams in a fight.” 
    “Yeah, I saw that fight on YouTube. Nobody is going to pick a fight 
with her.” 
    “She just got lucky and caught him off guard. If that had been me 
they would be reading about her in the paper. Anyway she has a twin 
sister Mara who got hurt in last week’s basketball game. Those other 
three girls, Candy, the strawberry blonde, Natalie, the tall brunet, 
Sherry the redhead, they the cheerleader’s and they rocked.”   
   “Stephanie, Tara, and Mara are outstanding basketball players. I 
watched them play last week, and their team rocked. I had my eyes on 
Stephanie the entire game, and she is really fine.” 
   “So are you going to add her to your list now?” 
   “She is already on it and at the top, and I am going to get me some of 
that before the school year is over.” 
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   “I don’t know Danny, she is taller and really tough. I heard about her 
and that group. They are called the ‘sinister six’.” 
   “Well, I am only interested in Stephanie. I am going to see how tough 
she is. She might be tough around a lot of other guys, but you know, I 
am not your average guy,” he boasted.  
    “Just you wait and see; she will belong to me for just one night as 
long as I want to.” 
 
    “Hey, did you all hear about what happened to that Ron Thomas in 
Atlanta?” inquired Candy. 
   “Yeah, I got a message from my father letting us know he was 
expelled from school indefinitely. The police caught him with drugs in 
his car after he was involved in an accident. He had loads of narcotics in 
his SUV.”  
   “Good, that is one drug pusher who is out of our school, and we don’t 
have to worry about catching him,” stated Stephanie. 
    Tara glanced around the large cafeteria, and her 20/20 vision caught 
the stares from Danny and Darrin across the room. 
  “Stephanie, you are being noticed.” 
    She glanced around and then at Tara. “Who?” 
  “Don’t look at them, but just over about 15 tables across from us, 
Danny Connors and another boy have their eyes on you. And I could tell 
by their expressions that you were being talked about.” 
    Tara’s other friends glanced around the cafeteria. 
   “Well, you know what? I don’t have any interest in him or his 
teammate. He strikes me as being like his father.” 
   “Stephanie, I heard that he is the kind of guy who forces himself on 
you, touches you inappropriately, and can be a real bully to girls who 
reject him,” said Natalie. 
   “He is a real jerk,” stated Candy. 
   “I heard he has a different girl every week,” stated Sherry. 
  “Well, he better not think about putting his hands on me. Look but 
don’t touch,” said Stephanie. 
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   “Like they say, like father, like son. He is a pervert like his father. I 
would not trade Brandon for any boy on that team. Almost all of them 
are disrespectful to girls, and I don’t see why. Mrs. Connors is so 
humble and wonderful, with two psychos for kids. I guess it comes from 
their father, “stated Tara. 
   “Tara, careful, look who is sitting at the next table,” whispered Candy. 
     Tara glanced about, and took notice of Connie Connors, who was 
reading a book while eating her lunch. She turned back to the group. “I 
don’t care, it’s a fact. They both have some serious issues.” 
 
        Later that night, Connie Connors wept on her mother’s shoulder 
after Linda broke the tragic news about her father. 
      “I am so sorry, honey.” 
       Danny, seated on the sofa displayed very little feelings about his 
father’s tragic death. He rose from the sofa and moved toward them.            
“So, what do we do with him now?”   
     Mary glanced at Danny.  “Since the police could not locate his sister, 
we are going to have to bury him, or maybe I will have him cremated. 
He had a life insurance policy for you all before he left for a half million 
dollars.” 
    “I don’t want or need the money. You do know I have a game to play 
this week,’’ he said abruptly. 
    Connie got into her brother’s face. “How can you think about a game 
at a time like this?” 
   “Look Connie, I can’t forget, and I know you remember he left us and 
mother even before we reached adolescence, and the problems our 
mother endured with him in New York.” 
  “He is your father, too, and it doesn’t make any difference what he did 
in the past. He’s gone, and I will never, ever see or hear from him again. 
Show some respect Danny!!” she shrieked. 
    Mary walked over to Danny and Connie. “She is right, Danny. This is 
all in the past, and we should leave it there. Look, you will be at your 
game. I am going to make the arrangements tonight. I will call Peterson 
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funeral home and have them pick up the body, and I will have him 
cremated.” 
  “Well we be able to see him?”  
   Mary shook her head. “You heard what the detectives said. He is not 
viewable.” 
  “Look Mother, Sis, I am sorry, but I just can’t forget.” 
   Mary placed her arm around the thick shoulders of her son, and then 
she placed her other arm around her daughter’s shoulders. She glanced 
at her son. “It is going to be okay. We have made it this far without him, 
and we will continue to do so. Everything is going to work out exactly 
like it’s supposed to.” 
       She glanced at her daughter. “Connie, I am sorry he died the way he 
did, and I know you are going to miss him. I respect that, and it is going 
to take time, but I am here for you when you need a shoulder to cry on. 
I will comfort you.”  
     The phone rang and Mary moved over to the table. “Hello.” 
   “Mary, I just heard the news about John.” 
   “Yes Mother, the detectives have already given us the tragic news. I 
will take care of the funeral arrangements myself.” 
   “Do you need me to do anything?” 
   “No. I will have him cremated tomorrow.” 
   “My God Mary, when will they catch this maniac killer?” 
  “I don’t know Mother. They do have a suspect, but the name is being 
withheld. Who knows, it could be a student from our school.” 
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T W E N T Y   S E V E N   
 
 
                                                                December 10th Monday Morning. 
 
        Jackie walked into his office and took notice of Linda working at 
her desk. 
     “Good morning!!” he said, in a very cheerful voice. 
      She raised her head from the computer. “Good morning!!” She 
smiled. 
   “You beat me here this morning.” 
     She leaned back in her seat. “Yeah, I got here about an hour and half 
ago. I decided to run background checks on some of the victims to see 
if there was anything there.” 
     Jackie moved to Linda’s desk. “Did you find anything?” 
     She shook her head. “Nothing. I saw Charles Wayman was arrested 
for several DUIs, and he has been married and divorced twice.” 
  “Also, John Connors had three different degrees, and at one time he 
owned a gun shop back in New York. Never broke the law or had any 
arrests.” 
   “Linda, can I say one thing, and promise you will not get upset?” 
    She fixed her eyes on Jackie. “What?” 
   “That was a waste of time.” 
   “Well I thought it was worth a shot.” 
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    “Did you do a background check on Tara?” 
    “Yes. I did, and no priors. Not even a speeding ticket for her age. The 
school profile said she has been in a lot of fights, but they were 
justified. She has had altercations with teachers and students, and 
complaints were filed against her; some said that they were threatened 
by Tara, but principal Koon saw no grounds to reprimand her.” 
   “Hmm, did it mention the students and teachers names?” inquired 
Jackie. 
    “No, it did not.” 
       “I’ll bet my badge it was at least 10 of the victims that she had 
fights with, and then threatened them.” 
       Linda sat up in her chair. She looked away for a second, wiping her 
forehead with her hand, then sighed. “Look, I don’t want to say just yet, 
but I can’t believe Tara is responsible for these gruesome murders. Oh, 
I need to call Walter Bellman later today. He has not returned my call.” 
     “Linda, you say you have had premonitions of people being 
murdered before?” 
   “Yeah, but only relatives, and not just murder. Like one time I saw my 
father fall from a ladder from the roof of our house and break his leg.  
I saw my mother when she was hit and hurt by a runaway driver in her 
car, and the gruesome death of my uncle by Tim Bellman, who was the 
1990 Nightstalker.” 
   “So what you are saying, that your psychic ability is limited?” 
   “No, I am not a psychic. A psychic is a person who is supposedly 
sensitive to forces beyond the physical world. Anyone can have 
premonitions, and I guess it all depends on who they are. My 
premonitions are so explicit. I think I may have told you this before.  It 
always warns me. First I start off with a chill, so if I am driving my car I 
would need to pull off the road quickly. The chill lasts for about a 
minute, and then I am right there seeing everything that happens, but I 
cannot touch the person.” 
   “Wow, Linda, that’s amazing. I had a great aunt who would have 
dreams about something bad about to happen in the family, and she 
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was always right, and she would have these dreams like every three to 
six months. She would have that same dream over and over, and she 
believed that God was warning her about tragic incidents about to 
happen in the family. It was very frightening to hear her talk about 
people going to die in our family.” 
   “Jackie, I have not have any premonitions since my uncle was killed, 
but my insight tells me I am about to have one real soon. Somebody in 
my family is in serious danger.” 
      “Your daughter Stephanie attends Lakewood High, Linda, and she is 
subject to be Tara’s next victim. She is so sure that she cannot be 
caught, she will make threatening comments out in the open among 
her friends. 
     Linda looked Jackie in his eye. “Even if Tara is the Nightstalker, which 
I very much doubt, Stephanie is not in any danger. They have been 
friends since grade school. She would have no reason to harm her.” 
    Jackie met Linda’s gaze. “Are you sure about that?” 
  “Yes, I am sure that Tara is not the Nightstalker; but Stephanie, since 
she attends Lakewood, could be in danger of the Nightstalker.” 
  “Linda, Tara is The Nightstalker, and any of them could be in danger 
because she is a psycho.” 
 
 
     The school bell sounded, signaling the end of fifth period at 
Lakewood High. Students move out into the corridor heading for their 
sixth period class. 
 Tara and Candy strode down the hall on their security check. Tara’s cell 
phone rang and she removed the phone from her pocket. “Hey 
Stephanie. What up?” 
   “Where are you now?” 
   “Candy and I are walking down the hall on the second floor, finishing 
up the fifth period security check. Then I will go over to the West 
building for a check, while Candy and the others perform the sixth 
period rounds.” 
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   “Just leave the West building check for me to do. You need to come 
see the nasty and defamatory things said about you on Facebook.” 
   “Say what?” 
   “Simone said that you could be the Nightstalker because of what you 
said would happen to John Connors.” 
  “Stephanie, I will be there in a minute.” 
   Candy noticed the anger on Tara’s face when the call ended. 
  “What’s wrong?” 
      “That god damn bitch Simone!! Stephanie said she is spreading 
vicious rumors about me on Facebook. Look like I will have to deal with 
her too.” 
 
    Danny Connors and a few of his teammates were on the move down 
the second floor corridor of the West building, boasting about their 
second state football title. They stopped just at the end of the corridor, 
then Danny leaned against the wall next to a fire extinguisher.  
  “Guys, we beat the tar out of DeKalb County, on television, in the Ga. 
Dome,” boasted Danny. 
  “Yeah, 52 to 20; it felt like we were playing a grammar school,” said 
Darrin.  
   “So Danny, have you decided which college you are going to?” 
inquired Kyle.  
   “Yeah, just about every college in this country is trying to recruit him,” 
stated Darrin. 
   “I have narrowed it down to three major colleges, and then after four 
years in one them, it’s off to the pros.” He glanced around at three girls 
heading toward the restroom.  As he eyed one of the girls, she turned, 
and he winked at her as she entered the restroom. 
   “Look guys, I am not going to 6th period; it’s just a study class. I am 
getting ready to call Sara Lane to set our date for this Saturday tonight.” 
 
   “Did you all just see the way that Danny Connors looked at me?” said 
Darlene. 
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   Tammy turned to Darlene and warned her. “You had better be 
careful, that Danny is a pervert.” 
   “You’re kidding, right? I heard he was kind of nice.” 
   “No, I heard he bullies girls,” said Alicia. “Once he picks you out, you 
belong to him, and if you try to reject him he bullies you. He has done 
several girls that way.” 
   “Yeah and they all gave in to him because he has a temper, and he is 
the strongest and biggest boy in the whole school. He has sex with one, 
and then moves on to the next one,” stated Tammy. 
   “And his father got fired because he inappropriately touch the 
principal’s daughter.” 
    Darlene smiled. “Don’t worry, my boyfriend is enough for me.” She 
removed a brush from her purse to brush her hair in front of the mirror. 
 “Hey Tammy, check out my new phone I got for my birthday,” said 
Alicia. 
  “Cool. What, you get a new phone twice a year now?” 
  “This is the latest smartphone. It records with high definition sound, 
and look, when you turn the phone off, it’s like a mirror.” 
   Tammy and Alicia glanced at their reflection. “Oh my goodness, I’ve 
got a cold sore on my lips!!” Alicia shouted.  
   She placed the phone on the top of the sink, staring into the mirror.   
    She squeezed the cold sore with her fingers. “Oh my goodness!!’ 
  “Stop. I’ve got some Abreva in my locker. Come on, let’s get to our 
class before Mrs. Moore starts to miss us.” 
 
  “That freaking bitch!!” Anger was in Tara’s voice as she read the 
comments from Simone on Facebook. 
   Stephanie was standing over Tara’s shoulder. “And look Tara, she 
even told Mrs. Connors who is tutoring her. That’s slander!!” 
  “Stephanie, I will deal with Simone later. Have you seen her?” 
   “No, I think she is hiding from us. Look, I am going to do the West 
building floor check now.” 
    Stephanie moved to the door. 
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   “Stephanie.” 
     She stopped and turned.  
   “Be very careful, and be on the lookout for football players hanging 
around in the corridors during class.  Daddy received some complaints 
from teachers about them, and I’ve heard that’s Danny Connors 
favorite place to hang out, because we have not checked that area in a 
while.” 
   “Well, he is about to get a surprise, and if I catch him there, he will 
spend time in the detention hall. Star player or not, it does not make 
any difference, because he is the not above the rules.” 
   “You’d better turn your phone on just in case you have any trouble.” 
   “Good idea.” She turned on her phone as she exited the office. 
    Tara removed her phone from the desk, and called Simone. 
     The call went to voicemail. “You lying, freaking bitch!! You just wait, I 
will deal with your ass later. You cannot hide from me. I know where 
you live, and you will get what’s coming to you!!” She hung up. 
 
   “Okay class, who went to our championship game last Saturday at the 
Ga. Dome?” 
    Tammy raised her hand along with her two friends Darlene and 
Alicia. 
  “Okay, only three out of the whole class. Did you all take your 
camcorder to record like I asked? This will count toward your grade as 
well. 
   “I did, and yes, I recorded the game,” replied Tammy. 
   “I did too, Mrs. Moore,” said Darlene. 
   “Mrs. Moore, I don’t have a camcorder, but I did record the half time 
activities on my new high definition cell phone,” said Alicia. 
  “Okay Tammy and Darlene, take out your cassettes, and Alicia you can 
upload yours onto the computer.” 
    Alicia reached in her pocket for the phone. “Oh my God, I left my new 
phone in the bathroom laying on the sink!! Mrs. Moore, I need to go 
get my new phone now. I left it in the restroom!!’ 
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    She quickly rose from her seat and headed for the door. 
  “Wait. Let me write you a pass.” 
  “No.” She beckoned. “It’s just around the corner.” She opened the 
door quickly and ran into Stephanie. 
  “Where are you going in such a hurry?” 
      “I left my new cell phone that I got for my birthday in the bathroom 
around the corner. Mrs. Moore said it was okay. Okay?” 
    “Go ahead.”  
      Alicia hurried the short distance down the hall and around the 
corner. 
      Stephanie noticed Danny Connors leaning against the wall next to a 
fire extinguisher, talking on his cell phone.  
     She called Tara. 
    “Yeah Stephanie. What up?” 
    “Danny Connors. Look, I am going to approach him and let you listen, 
just in case. I don’t trust him because of his temper.” 
     He looked and took notice of Stephanie and smiled. “Look, Sara, I 
will call you back later.” Then he hung up. 
    Stephanie approached him with her cell in her hand, and with Tara 
listening in. 
   “Well, hello there,” his voice exultant.  
   “Hello yourself. I need to see your hall pass.” 
   “Hall pass? I don’t need a hall pass, and you should know why.” 
   “If you don’t have a hall pass, then I need your ID badge. You will be 
spending this afternoon in detention hall otherwise.” 
   “Look, I have never spent a day in detention hall. That just does not 
happen to someone like me.” He gestured. “Let’s just forget about 
that.” 
    He moved into Stephanie’s face, who was slightly taller than him, and 
placed his hands on her shoulders. “Okay?” 
    She shoved him. “Don’t touch me!!” 
    Alicia, leaving the restroom talking on her cell phone, overheard 
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Stephanie. “Look Bruce, I will call you later. There is something up 
here.” She hung up and began to record the unfolding incident. 
   “Don’t shove me again!” He pointed his finger at Stephanie. “I don’t 
like to be shoved! Now I need to talk to you about going out with me 
this weekend.” 
    “I am not interested. Now either you give me your ID badge, or I will 
call Principal Koon.” 
    “No, you are not going to do that.” He moved into her face again. 
 
     Tara quickly made a call. “Candy, I need you and the others to meet 
me over in the West Building pronto. Stephanie is having a problem 
with Danny Connors.” 
 
  “Do you know how many girls in this school alone would jump at a 
chance to be taken out by the star football player,” he boasted. “I am 
the best in this country, and you want to turn me down.” He shook his 
head. “Shame on you. I am going to give you another chance.” He 
moved toward Stephanie again. 
   “I said no! Back off me now!” she shouted. 
    He ignored her command. “Now listen, here is how it is going to go. 
Go out with me, and you won’t regret it. Turn me down, and I will make 
you regret it. Okay?” He placed his hands on Stephanie again, and this 
time, he rubbed her breast. 
   That move angered her, and she slapped him and shoved him hard 
against the wall. 
  “Get the hell away from me, you disgusting son of bitch!! That’s it, I 
am calling Principal Koon. Tara, did you hear that!!” 
    Danny quickly knocked the phone from Stephanie’s hand. “You 
freaking bitch, I told you I don’t like to be shoved! You think you can 
just push me around and humiliate me!” 
    He grasped her by her arms and lifted her up like a baby. He turned 
and slammed her up against the wall. 
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     Tara was sprinting up the stairs in the West building. “Stephanie, are 
you okay! Stephanie!” 
   Oh my God, she is not answering. She must be in serious trouble, she 
thought. 
 
    Danny Connors, stricken with rage, wrapped his huge hands around 
Stephanie’s throat and pinned her against the wall.  She struggled to 
free herself as he began to choke her.  “You think you are better than 
me! You some kind tease or something? Is that how you get off?” 
       She quickly raised her long legs and applied a scissor to the 295 lb. 
behemoth body. She applied pressure with all the leg strength she had 
in her lower body; it was like squeezing a huge oak tree as he applied 
more pressure to her neck. She made a second attempt to break his 
strong grip around her neck, but his rage and anger supplied him even 
more enormous strength and she was no equal. Unable to breathe, her 
body began to lose oxygen, and life began to slowly drain from her 
body as she started to lose consciousness. 
 
     At that very moment, Linda, who was on the phone trying to reach 
Walter Bellman, began to experience signs of a dangerous intuition. 
   “Detective Russo, Walter Bellman is in the hospital, but I will tell him 
you are trying to reach him.” 
   “Thank you.” She quickly hung up as she began to feel chills. “Oh my 
God, it’s happening!!”  
     Jackie walked into the office after making a trip to the vending 
machine. “The vending machine is just about out of everything. I 
wonder what it takes to keep it stocked.”  
   “Stephanie!! Stephanie!! Let go of my daughter!! Let go of her now!!” 
Glancing over at Linda, Jackie noticed her strange posture. He moved to 
her desk. “Linda.” He waved his hand across her face.  “Linda!! What’s 
the matter? Look at me.” 
    Sitting straight up in her chair, her eyes wide open, she appeared to 
be in a trance.  
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   “Let go of my daughter!! Stop it now!!” Suddenly she jumped up from 
the seat, interrupting the abstraction. 
   “Stephanie is in trouble. Danny Connors is choking my daughter!! He’s 
killing her, I’ve got to go now!!” Linda’s voice was frantic. 
    She rushed out of the office followed by Jackie.  “Where is this 
happening Linda?” 
   “At her school!!” 
  “You better let me drive,” he stated. 
 
       Tara sprinted down the corridor toward Danny Connors choking the 
life out of her lifetime friend. He is trying to kill her, was her perception. 
     Without warning, Tara quickly executed a roundhouse kick, using her 
back legs for power. She leapt and turned her hips into the kick, 
slamming into his stem. Stephanie was released and dropped to the 
floor, unconscious.  
    The behemoth was stunned, his huge body, face first, slammed into 
the wall. But Tara was not through. She was quite aware of the 
strength, power and rage Danny Connors possessed. She continued her 
attack on Danny as she caught a glimpse, from the corner of her eye, of 
Alicia recording the incident several feet away. 
     A kick to the back of the knees, she raised her leg and slammed the 
back of her foot into his head, and then the center of his back was hit 
with a hard blow. She was like a flash of lightening, with a series of kicks 
with her front feet to the back of his kneecaps. Every kick she executed 
was accurate and powerful.  Snapping her kick as it made contact with 
Danny’s muscular body kept him pinned to the wall. 
    Danny huge legs began to wobble as he reached for the fire 
extinguisher. He yanked it from the wall and finally caught a glimpse of 
his attacker. “Bitch, I am going to kill you!!” Before he could turn and 
swing the extinguisher at her, Tara quickly executed a front kick, 
knocking the fire extinguisher from his hand. She was not giving him an 
inch to retaliate. Her hands were in a guard position, but she knew her 
hands were less important when executing martial art kicks. She quickly 
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raised her left foot and struck Danny at the back of his knees utilizing 
the ball of her feet. 
    He uttered a loud growling sound like the Incredible Hulk. “Bitch, I 
will kill you!” Tara continued to dish out the pain as he struggled to 
maintain his balance against the wall. He delivered pain on the gridiron, 
had not received it, but he had not gone up against a 3rd degree black 
belt like Tara’s 187 lbs. of sheer muscle. She had been in martial arts 
most of her life. She was the strongest girl in Lakewood High up against 
the strongest boy in the school, who is 295 lbs. of sheer muscle. 
     Tara used her front leg for speed. She raised her front leg about 
waist level, snapping it forward striking Danny legs numerous of times 
keeping him off balance. And then she lifted her back leg to execute a 
roundhouse kick to the center of his back. The kick was powerful and 
aggressive as she repeated it several times, finally bringing the six feet 
one inch blonde behemoth down, flat on his back. 
    He managed to look up and saw Tara standing over him. 
   “I can’t move my legs!! You bitch, what you have done to me?” his 
voice was faint as he attempted to grab Tara’s leg. She quickly moved 
back and glared down at Danny Connors.  
    “I will kill you. Just you wait.” 
   “On the contrary, I will kill you if Stephanie dies!” 
     She rushed to Stephanie, still unconscious on the floor. Tara checked 
for responsiveness, crouched down as her security team approached. 
She shook her shoulders. “Stephanie, are you okay?” 
Candy, Sherry, and Natalie walked up and noticed Danny and 
Stephanie. 
    “What happened here?” asked Natalie. 
    “What happened?” inquired Candy as she crouched down. 
      Tara pointed to Danny. “That son- of –bitch had Stephanie up 
against the wall choking her, but I stopped him for good!!” she said, 
Infuriated. 
    “Did you check for pulse?” asked Sherry. 
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    “I am going to do that now. Candy, I will need your help. Natalie, call 
9-1-1, and Sherry, call my father.” 
 
     Principal Koon at that minute was talking to Linda on the phone. She 
was freaking out. 
   “Linda, you say that Danny Connors is trying to kill your daughter?” 
   “Danny Connors is killing my daughter somewhere in that school!! I 
saw it in a premonition just a few minutes ago!! Where is Tara and her 
security team!! Call them now!! Find them before he kills my only 
daughter!! I am on the way!!” 
     Linda glanced at Jackie. “Can’t you go any faster?” 
    “We will be there in a minute,” he replied. 
    “Hold on Linda, I am getting a call from my cell phone.” 
    “Principal Koon, we have a situation in the West Building, 2nd floor. 
Stephanie has been attacked by Danny Connors.” 
    “Is she alright?” 
   “They are performing CPR now, we called 9-1-1. Danny Connors is 
down. Tara had to stop him.” 
 
     Jackie and Linda pulled in front of the school in their police cruiser.     
   “Linda, go to the West building, second floor!!” 
   “What about Stephanie?” 
   “Tara and her team are performing CPR on your daughter. I will meet 
you over there.” 
    “Oh my God!!’ She hung up and they quickly exited the vehicle. 
     Just at that moment, the ambulance siren was heard.  
     Linda caught sight of the approaching emergency vehicle as they 
quickly moved toward the West building. “If that Danny Connors has 
hurt my daughter, Jackie, I swear I will shoot him!!” Extreme anger was 
in her voice. 
    “Shoot first, and ask questions later. He’s probably unarmed, and 
most likely left the scene.” 
    “That is my only daughter!! I will find him!!” 
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    “I know how you feel Linda, but we have to do this by the book.” 
 
     Mrs. Moore started to get concerned for her missing student. 
   “Tammy, would you go see what happened to Alicia. Here, take this 
pass just in case you need it.” 
    Tammy moved out into the corridor, quickly noticing Tara and Candy 
performing CPR on Stephanie while the others watched. She glared at 
Danny Connors lying on the floor. What happened to him? she thought 
to herself. 
       She moved down the corridor. 
       Alicia waved her hand. “Get out of the way.” 
       Tammy moved to the side as she approached Alicia. 
     “Mrs. Moore sent me to get you. What is going on?” 
    “Tara just kicked Danny Connors ass, and I got it on video.” 
     Stephanie was finally brought back to life, coughing and sputtering 
as she grasped her throat and sat up. 
     Tara embraced Stephanie. “Oh my, we thought we had lost you. How 
do you feel?” 
    “My throat hurts.” Her voice was hoarse and she coughed again. 
      Just at that very minute, Linda and Jackie approached them. Linda 
crouched down and placed her arms around her daughter. “Are you 
alright?” 
 
   “Mrs. Moore, there has been a fight involving one of the girls on the 
security team and Danny Connors. He and the girl have been seriously 
hurt. Alicia said she has it all on tape.” “Oh my goodness! Tammy, go 
back to your seat.” She glanced at the class. “Everybody just continue 
what you are doing.” 
    She moved to the door and out into the corridor. 
    Adrienne Jude, a friend of Connie Connors, texted a message to her. 
    Connie read the message and quickly rose from her seat. She 
grabbed her belongings and headed for the classroom door. 
   “Connie, where are you going?” asked her history teacher. 
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     She did not even look back. “Mr. Babcock, something has happened 
to my brother. I have to leave now!” 
 
     At that very moment, Simone was in Mrs. Connors sixth period class. 
Mrs. Connors rose from her chair, taking notice of the distressed look 
on Simone’s face. She walked over to Simone’s desk. “Is there anything 
wrong?” 
Simone sighed, and glanced up at Mrs. Connors “No.” 
       “I just want to remind you of your tutoring session this afternoon. 
We can get started right after this class since I don’t have any other 
students to tutor until tomorrow. Don’t worry, your GPA will rise. You 
should be back on the team after Christmas or sometime in January.” 
     “Thanks Mrs. Connors, I really appreciate all you are doing for me. I 
just hope when I return, it will be safe.” 
     “Why? What do you mean?” 
      Simone reached for her phone. “I think I had better let you listen to 
this threatening message from Tara.” 
     Mrs. Connor listened to the message. “Oh my.” Mrs. Connors cell 
phone vibrated in her pocket. She handed the phone back to Simone, 
reached in her pocket and removed her phone. “Connie, why are you 
calling me during class?” 
   “Mother, you need to come over to the West Building. Danny has 
been hurt. He said Tara attacked him!!” 
    Connie ended the call as she watched the paramedics check her 
brother vital signs. “What is your name?” the paramedic asked. 
   “Danny Connors.” 
   “Danny, can you move your legs?” 
   “No. I can’t feel my legs. She attacked me for no reason,” his voice 
was faint. 
    Jackie crouched down toward Danny. “Who attacked you?” 
  “That bitch Tara Koon.” 
    While Linda watched her daughter, the other paramedic checked her 
vital signs. Connie stared at Tara, and then she moved to the group. 
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    Connie shoved Tara while her back was turned. “You bitch, what did 
you do to my brother?” 
    Tara quickly turned. “Don’t do that again! What the hell is your 
problem?” 
    She repeated her question and her voice was filled with anger. “You 
freaking bitch! What did you do to my brother?” 
   Tara’s security team moved toward Connie. 
      “Listen Connie, your brother just tried to kill my friend Stephanie A 
and I had to stop him.” 
     “Liar!! My brother said he did nothing, you attacked him from 
behind!” She shoved Tara again. 
     Tara shoved back. “You crazy bitch! Is that what he told you? He is 
lying!” 
    Connie attempted to swing at Tara when Candy grabbed her arm.    
  “Connie, stop it now. You were not here!!” 
    Linda stood and walked over to the confrontation. 
    Connie quickly jerked her arm free from Candy’s grip. “Get off of me 
you bitch!!”  
    Connie made a move toward Tara, and Tara grabbed her in the collar.  
    That move initiated a struggle. Natalie, Candy, and Sherry seized 
Connie. 
    Linda moved in between Tara and Connie, grasping Connie’s arm. An 
earring fell from Connie’s ear into Linda’s hand as she pushed Connie 
back.  
   “Young lady, now is not the time for you to be hit with an aggravated 
assault charge. If you continue this, I will be forced to charge you with 
assault!” 
   Linda looked at the monogrammed earring in her hand with the 
initials CC.  She relinquished it to Connie. “This belongs to you.”  
   She took the earring from Linda’s hand, a furrowed scowl on her 
brow. 
   Connie Connors pointed her index finger at Tara. “You bitch, if my 
brother is seriously injured, I will see you behind bars!!” 
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   “Connie, you better take this as a warning. Move your ass back over 
there with your perverted brother before I put you on the floor with 
him! “Tara responded with rage in her voice. 
     Linda cut in again. “Look, you all need to calm down. We will get this 
straightened out. I am going to tell you this young lady, before you say 
another word. Your brother attacked my daughter, and he would have 
killed her if wasn’t for Tara!!” 
 
 Mrs. Moore turned to Alicia. “Did you record the entire incident?” 
      “Yes, from the very start.” 
      “You know it is evidence for the police, because there was a crime 
committed.” 
     “You mean I have to turn my new phone over to them?” 
     “Most likely.” 
     “Okay, let me send this video to my home computer. This is going to 
be great for YouTube!!” 
 
   “That is a lie, you all are lying because you don’t like him!!” Connie 
blurted out. 
   “Listen you crazy bitch, somebody was recording what happen here.”  
    Tara glanced around as Mrs. Moore walked toward her. 
   “Yes, that’s right, someone did record this incident.  
     Linda turned to her.  “I am Detective Russo, and you are?” 
    “I am Mrs. Moore, the radio and television productions teacher. One 
of my students did record what happened here.” She turned and 
beckoned for Alicia. 
    Connie Connors quickly went back to her brother, while Jackie moved 
over by Linda. 
  “This is Alicia Garfield.” 
    Linda greeted Alicia. “Were you here the entire time from when this 
incident started?” inquired Linda. 
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   “Yes, at the very start.” Alicia surrendered the phone to Linda. “Can 
you tell me when will I get my new phone back? I mean, it’s no rush 
since I did witness what happened.” 
   “We are going to view it before we leave, and then I will need a copy 
emailed to my cell phone.” 
    Stephanie moved over by her mother. 
   “How are you feeling, honey?” Linda embraced her daughter. 
   “I am okay, Mother,” she said in a soft tone. 
   “It’s good thing that you have evidence and a witness, Linda. You will 
not be able to use your premonition as evidence. He is saying that he 
was attacked by Tara for no reason, and that he was only talking to 
Stephanie.” 
      Stephanie responded with anger. “That lying son of bitch touched 
my breast, and then he tried to strangle me because I rejected him. If   
not for Tara, he would have succeeded!” 
     “Let’s just take a look and see what we’ve got.” 
 
     Several minutes later, Principal Koon and Mary Connors approached 
and saw the paramedics checking Danny Connors’s vital signs. 
   She rushed over to her son and crouched down. “What happened 
Danny?” 
 
   “I am going to send this video to my phone. We will need this for 
evidence. Tara, thank God for you! If I had caught that Danny Connors 
hurting my daughter, I would have shot him myself!” 
   Principal Koon walked over to them and overheard Linda’s comments. 
 “John, there is a student who recorded the entire incident.” 
 “That’s great. Stephanie, are you alright?” 
 “Yes Principal Koon. My throat just hurts, but Tara stopped him.” She 
spoke softly. 
    He glanced at his daughter and smiled. 
  “My goodness, what the hell was wrong with him?” 
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    The sixth period ended, and students in the West building took notice 
of their star player. “My goodness!! That’s Danny Connors!!” exclaimed 
one student as other students crowded the area. 
  “Oh my God, what happened to him?” 
    A student from Mrs. Moore’s class recorded the scene as trained 
paramedics utilized a draw sheet to move the nearly 300 lbs. defensive 
tackle onto the stretcher. Linda moved toward Danny’s mother. “Mrs. 
Connors.” 
   She looked around at Linda. “Yes, Detective Russo.” 
 “Do you have a minute to confer with me?” 
    “Yes I do, and I need to ask you a question.” 
    “Sure. Go ahead.” 
    “Did Tara attack my son?” 
    “Yes, and the reason was that he had my daughter Stephanie up 
against the wall choking her.” 
     Mrs. Connors placed her hand over her mouth. “Oh my goodness! 
Why on earth would he do that?” 
   “He touched her inappropriately, and she defended herself. The next 
thing she knew, she woke up with Tara and her team giving her CPR.” 
     Mrs. Connors shook her head. “Is Stephanie all right?” 
   “Yes. Her vitals were okay, and she did not want to go to the hospital. 
If it were not for Tara, Stephanie would be dead.” 
  “Detective Russo, I am so sorry. I knew Danny had a temper, but I did 
not realize he would go this far.” 
   “Mrs. Connors, I am going to be frank with you.” She gazed into Mrs. 
Connors eyes. “If I had come upon your son attempting to kill my 
daughter, I would have shot him.” 
   “I can’t blame you detective, that is your job and it’s your daughter. I 
might have done the same thing.” 
   Connie moved over to her mother. “They are ready to go.” 
 “Okay, I want you to go get your car and follow us behind the 
ambulance. Or better yet, meet me over at the Doctors Hospital.” 
   She turned back to Linda. 
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 “Mrs. Connors, We will be talking to you tomorrow, or after we know 
the condition of your son. I am going to give you a heads up. You need 
to consult a lawyer for Danny.” 
 
 
  T W E N T Y    E I G H T 
 
                                                                                        Friday December 14 
 
        Several days later, the shocking news about Danny Connors spread 
throughout the city and nationwide. Already, nearly a million viewers 
had watched the video on YouTube. A 300 lb. super strong high school 
football player getting trounced by a girl is what they visualized.    
     While some thought it was hilarious, others thought it was staged, 
not realizing the severity of Danny Connors injury. Others took a more 
serious view and applauded Tara. A good many of the viewers 
recognized Tara because of first fight with Adolph, another Lakewood 
High super star football player who suffered defeat at her hands. 
   Tara had been hailed as a superhero at Lakewood High, especially 
among the girls, who comprised 60% of Lakewood’s students. They all 
knew of Danny’s reputation for sex, and his way of persuasion. Almost 
every student, with the exception of Tara and her posse, feared Danny 
Connors because of his bulk, strength, and temper; but at the same 
time, he was respected for his super athletic ability. 
    Linda met with Tara, her security team, and Principal Koon in his 
office for updates on the situation. 
   “Linda, before you get started, I just heard from Mrs. Connors a few 
minutes before we all congregated here.” 
   They all turned their attention to Principal Koon. 
 “What did she have to say?” 
  “Nothing bad, Tara. She feels really sorry about her son’s actions. She 
is not blaming you for what you had to do to save Stephanie. She will 
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return on Monday, and she regrets she is going to miss seeing you all 
play tonight.” 
   “Mrs. Connors is a very sweet person with noble character. I am going 
to miss her when I graduate,” stated Tara. 
     “There is no other teacher in this state who I believe is like her. She 
has devoted her time to any student who needs to maintain their GPA, 
and I will miss her as well, “stated Stephanie.  
    “I sincerely agree with you. Mrs. Connors is the best teacher and 
friend a student or person can have,” stated Linda. 
   “Linda, it’s too bad she has two problem kids,” commented Candy. 
  “What’s going to happen to him now? Is he paralyzed for life? Will he 
go to jail?” inquired Sherry. 
   “I think he will go to jail. He and his wheelchair in the same cell,” 
stated Natalie. 
   “That is what I am here to tell you all. Danny Connors will be charged 
with the attempted murder of my daughter. Technically, he is under 
arrest, but we cannot supply an officer at his door because of the lack 
of staff in our department. So I told the Captain that his mother said 
she would be responsible, and he is not a flight risk. He is not going 
anywhere because of his condition. Also, he has gained most of his 
feeling back in his legs. The doctor said the hard blows that he 
sustained in his back only caused a temporary loss of feeling.”  
   “So how long will he be in the hospital?” inquired Tara. 
   “According to the doctor, another week or so. They will be performing 
tests of muscle strength on the different parts of his body. Also, the 
doctor is putting him on anti-inflammatory drugs and morphine.” 
   “And let me tell you this, Tara. He is so filled with rage, he threatened 
you right in front of his mother.” 
   “You know what Linda, I should have finished his ass when I had a 
chance, but I was always taught by my martial arts instructor to never 
hit a person when they are down. Next time, I will finish him!!” 
   “There will not be a next time, Tara. He is going to jail when he 
finishes his rehab.” 
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   “Linda, does he know that someone recorded him trying to kill 
Stephanie?” inquired Candy.  
   “Yes. His mother was outraged when she saw the video, but he 
maintains his innocence, saying that Stephanie struck him because he 
asked her out.” 
   “He is a lying son of a bitch!” stated Stephanie, with anger in her 
voice. 
   “And Tara, his sister Connie is complaining that you used excessive 
force for no reason at all. She will avenge what you did to her brother.” 
   Anger surged through Tara. “I should have put her ass on the floor 
with her perverted brother. He is just like his father. She better not ever 
come near me. I will be waiting and watching for her ass!” 
 
    Friday night, just before the game, Tara chatted with her favorite 
teacher on her cell phone. 
   “Mrs. Connors, I am so glad you called, and it really means a lot to me 
to know you don’t hold any animosity. I only had one option in the 
matter, which was to stop him from harming Stephanie.” 
   “Tara, I don’t want you to worry over this. This entire situation was his 
fault. Everything is just going to work out exactly like it is supposed to. I 
am glad that Stephanie is alright. What team are you hosting tonight?” 
   “Richmond, and they are pretty tough this year.” 
   “Well look, I will be back on Monday. I am tutoring Simone after 
school. She should have her GPA up by January, I will make sure of 
that.” 
   “That is great Mrs. Connors. Also, I got a call from Carla, and she is 
home and expected to return in January.” 
  “That is great news. So what are your plans after the game tonight?” 
 
   Shortly after midnight, an unexpected visitor quietly entered the 
room of Danny Connors in the trauma center. The visitor closed the 
door quietly, and crept toward Danny’s bed, surrounded by curtains.    
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   The visitor entered through the curtains, and there was Danny 
sleeping. He had been administered morphine, causing drowsiness, and 
he was unaware of the presence of a hooded masked figure standing 
over his bed.  
   A 44 magnum with a silencer was removed from the Nightstalker’s 
attire. A pillow was taken from Danny’s bed. His chin was pulled 
forward by the sinister killer, and the barrel of the revolver was placed 
into Danny’s mouth while he was still sleeping. The pillow was held just 
over his mouth to suppress the sound. The trigger was pulled and the 
gruesome execution was carried out as Danny’s huge body jerked, 
creating the same horrible results throughout the bed. The psycho killer 
stood and watched as blood slowly exited the extensive wound from 
Danny’s head. 
 
    Jackie creeped down Wood Dr. at 12:30 am on a cold and clear night 
in his unmarked patrol car. 
   He took notice of Tara’s driveway, and the missing black SUV. He 
drove just down the street from Tara’s house, pulled to the side of the 
curb and wrote the date and time on a note pad. 
 
    Several hours later, a nurse entered the room of Danny Connors 
carrying his morning medication on a tray. She moved to the bed and 
slid back the curtain. She then caught sight of Danny’s gruesome body. 
The tray of medications dropped from her hands as she screamed and 
quickly exited the room. 
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                                    T W E N T Y     N I N E 
 
      “This is breaking news from channel 19. I ‘m Sharon Freeman. The 
Nightstalker claimed another victim, this time at the trauma center.” 
     “Danny Connors, the outstanding defensive tackle for Lakewood 
High, was found dead by a nurse this morning. Just several weeks ago, 
Danny lost his estranged father at the hands of the sinister Nightstalker.  
I have with me Detective Russo and Detective Williams, the only two 
detectives who have been working on these horrible murders.” 
    She turned toward Linda and Jackie. “What can you tell us about 
these horrible serial killings? This is the 13th victim, and in a place you 
would not expect this to happen.” 
   “Well, it is obvious Sharon this maniac killer does not even know the 
limitations of audacity.  I and my partner Detective Williams were 
shocked when we received the call this morning. Obviously this killer 
could not care less about where his victim is located. He is a freaking 
psycho to go into a hospital and kill someone who is lying on their back 
under the influence of medication.” 
   “Do you all have any leads?” 
   “We have one person of interest whom we questioned some months 
ago. We believe that this person is responsible, but we have no solid 
evidence at this time,” stated Jackie. 
  “Also, we did speak with an employee who saw a person in a black 
hooded outfit leave the ladies restroom shortly after 12 midnight on 
that same floor. According to the coroner, the time of death was 
around 12 midnight,” stated Linda. 
   “You said you have a person of interest. Is it a woman?” 
   “Well Sharon, it could be a man or woman. Someone who is 
extremely athletic and intelligent, with a very high IQ.” 
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    Jackie cut in. “Sharon let me say this. This killer is a female. A maniac, 
psycho, sick minded, ruthless person with a grudge for killing innocent 
people!” 
       Jackie was usually a mild mannered person, but this time he 
displayed his anger as he furrowed his brow, focusing on the camera.  
    “This person has no regard for humanity, no feeling, and lacks any 
kind of emotion to be able to walk into a hospital and kill someone. I 
hope you are listening.” 
     Jackie directed his index finger toward the camera. “Listen, and you 
listen well, you are going to make a mistake soon and very soon. Your 
days are numbered and I will be right there to put the handcuffs on 
you. We know who you are, and we will get you!” 
 
     At that very moment Tara, was listening from her laptop.  She was 
stricken with anger. “You freaking bastard! You had better watch your 
mouth, you of son of a bitch!!” 
    Tara heard a knock on her door, and she looked up from her laptop. 
  “Tara.”  
    Tara moved from the bed and opened the door. “Yes Mother?” 
  “Tara, they just announced on the news that they found Danny 
Connors in his hospital bed shot and killed by that serial killer!!” Deep 
sadness was conveyed on Margaret’s face. 
  “Yeah Mother, I was watching the news on my laptop,” Tara said with 
no emotion. 
   “I know what he did was wrong Tara. He almost killed Stephanie, but 
he did not deserve to die like that.” 
   “Mother, I disagree with you,” she said abruptly. 
   “Are you serious? Are you glad he is dead?” 
     Tara sighed. “Mother, you don’t know what all the kids knew about 
that Danny Connors. He was a monster in his own way.”  
     “He was a womanizer just like his perverted father!! And didn’t Linda 
tell you that he was still issuing threats to me when he was on his back 
in the hospital? Him and his psycho sister?” 
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    “No.” Margaret shook her head. “I was not here when Linda met with 
you all, I had a dental appointment that day.” 
   “Mother, I love Mrs. Connors with all my heart, but I hate her children 
dead or alive, and frankly, I am glad that Danny Connors is dead! I hope 
he burns in hell!” 
   “Did you hear what that Detective Williams said, and I know he was 
talking about you, because you are the only one they questioned about 
these murders.” 
   “Well Mother, that Detective Williams has issues, and obviously he 
doesn’t know how to do his job. Excuse my French, but he can just kiss 
my ass, and if he knows what good for him, he’d better stay away from 
me.” 
   “I guess he was only stating his professional opinion, but it sounded 
more like an accusation,” stated Margaret. 
   “I assume you and Daddy are going to the funeral.” 
  “Yes, and you should go too.” 
    Tara eyebrows raised. “Oh really.” 
   “Yes, out of respect for the family. I know you can’t stand Connie, and 
she has some serious issues.” 
   “Yeah Mother like the time she picked up tables while students were 
still eating their lunch on them, and she threw them at some girls 
because they ridiculed her about her frizzy hair. They said her hair 
looked like a steel wool pad, and Mrs. Connors was called to the 
cafeteria to calm her down.” 
   “I remember when that happened, Tara. The last school term, and 
even our security team, which was our school football team at that 
time, were afraid of her. That girl is strong, they could not restraint 
her.” 
  “Yeah, and her brother overheard some boy early that year laughing 
and making jokes about Connie. He threw him up against the lockers 
and intimidated him. I will call Mrs. Connors and express my 
condolences, but I am not going to the funeral for personal reasons. I 
don’t want to see that bitch Connie.” 
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        “Tara, let me know when the funeral will be. I will be downstairs.” 
 
       ”Tara, it is so good to hear your voice, I am glad you called.” 
       “Daddy and Mother are going to attend the funeral. So when is it?” 
       “It’s going to be this Wednesday at 4 pm. I am going to have it at 
the West Garden cemetery. I know it’s going to be a lot of people, 
because school is out for the holidays and our church is just too small. 
That cemetery can hold thousands of people who may want to attend 
Danny’s funeral. You will be attending right?” 
    “Well, I don’t know.” 
    “I know Mara can’t come, but I would like for you to come.” 
     Tara sighed. 
   “Look, I know there are going to be a lot of my students there, but I 
need my special student there, also. 
  “Okay, Mrs. Connors, I will be there.” 
 
 
     “Good morning, I am Theresa Fonda from Channel 13 news. Today, 
we are at the mall and shoppers only have nine shopping days left 
before Christmas.”  
“Christmas is the perfect time to celebrate the love of God and create 
memories that will last for forever, but this Christmas, tragedy has 
struck 13 different families. Tragic memories that will last forever, 
because each family has lost a loved one to the sinister hands of the 
Nightstalker.”  
     “For the Connors family, the tragic struck twice. Mrs. Connors 
estranged husband John, and now her son Danny Connors, the 
outstanding defensive player at Lakewood High. Today, we will ask 
some of the shoppers how they feel about these murders, and what 
kind of precautions they are taking to ensure they are safe.”   
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        Monday morning, the captain entered Linda and Jackie’s office. 
      “Good morning!” 
       They both raised their heads from their computers, and returned 
the greeting. 
      “I have some news for you.” 
      “Is it about the case?”  
       He glanced over at Jackie.  
      “Yes, you might say that.” 
     “Okay, Captain. We are all ears.” 
      He glanced at Linda, and then Jackie. “You all remember about 
several weeks ago, I told you the FBI would be coming from 
Washington to take over this investigation in January.” 
 They both nodded. 
   “Well, there is going to be a delay.” 
 “Really?” Linda eyebrows raised. 
   “Yes.” 
   “You said a delay. For how long?” inquired Jackie? 
  “Well, they are not sure, maybe February or March.” 
  “Captain, not that I care, because this gives us more time to catch this   
killer, but what is the reason for the delay?” inquired Linda.  
  “There have been bombings in several states. This group that we have 
in jail, the Allegiance for White Pride, is responsible for these bombings, 
and they are making it known throughout the country that they mean 
business.” 
  “Captain, I am glad that we rounded up this group before they decided 
to bomb Lakewood High, thanks to Tara, Stephanie, and their gang,” 
said Linda. 
 “My father talked about the bombings in the sixties, and he always said 
that history would repeat itself,” stated Jackie. 
   The captain nodded. “That’s why terrorism is number one on the FBI 
list. Now the mayor is not happy, but he understands the priorities of 
the FBI jobs. He wants us on this case 24 - 7 until this maniac is caught.” 
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    “So does that mean we cannot attend Danny Connors funeral? I sent 
you an email, thinking it might be beneficial.” 
     He glanced at Linda. “By all means go, and just continue as you were 
on this case. I am not including Christmas Eve and Christmas. I know 
you need a break, you are doing all that you can do. You need to spend 
time with your family. So do you think Tara will be at the funeral?” 
    “Not likely,” replied Jackie. 
    “I don’t know. She talks about Mrs. Connors being her favorite 
teacher. I’ve got a feeling she may come in spite of the confrontation 
that took place,” said Linda. 
 
   “Stephanie, have you spoken with Mrs. Connors yet?” 
   “Yes, I talked with her this weekend.” 
   “Did she ask you to come to the funeral?” 
   “She told me if I wanted to come, that would be great, but that she 
would understand if I did not come.” 
   “Well, in a way, she told me I had to be there.” 
   “You’re kidding,” stated Candy. 
   “Not after what happened with you and Connie, “said Natalie. 
   “Well, are you going?” inquired Sherry. 
   “I think we all should go,” said Stephanie. 
  “Why? I had no use for Danny, and I cannot stand that Connie. I have 
nothing against Mrs. Connors. She is a wonderful teacher, even though 
I’ve never had a class with her,” said Candy. 
 “We all need to be there to watch Tara’s back because of that psycho 
Connie,” stated Stephanie. 
   Just then, Simone and her brother, in the long line up ahead in the 
cafeteria, spoke up for her favorite teacher as well. 
 “Mrs. Connors has been a great teacher in these past few days, helping 
me with my GPA. She asked me to come to the funeral.” 
       She glanced back at her brother standing next to her. “Are you 
going to loan me the car, since you have not looked at mine to see 
what’s wrong with it?” 
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    Roger nodded his head. “Sure, and I already looked at your car. Don’t 
you remember? I had to order that part.” 
  “Oh, that’s right. She will be back this Friday, and she wants me to go 
to the game with her after we return from the Christmas holidays.” 
  “Simone, school is out after Tuesday,” said Roger. 
  “Oh, that’s right!” 
   Simone looked up and saw of Tara and her gang farther down the 
line. “Oops.” 
  “What’s wrong?” asked Roger. 
  “Hey Tara, look ahead in line, its Simone and her brother,” said 
Stephanie. 
    Tara glared at Simone for a minute. “I don’t want to cause a scene in 
this cafeteria today. I’ve got my time set for her ass. Besides, I am really 
hungry today. I think I will have a burger and the dinner meal.” 
    Simone quickly turned her head as the line moved ahead. 
Roger glanced back, and then at Simone. “Tara is looking straight at 
you. Simone, you need to take that threatening message to the police.” 
Simone looked back at her brother. “I am going hold on to it for now.” 
  “What if she decides to come after you?”  
  “She is not coming after me as Tara. I know she is just waiting for the 
right moment to come after me as the Nightstalker.” 
  “Simone, that’s why you should take that message to the detectives. 
Look how many people have been killed. You are in extreme danger!” 
   Simone took a plate and tray from the counter and glanced at Roger. 
  “You know that loaded bat my boyfriend made for me?” 
  “Yeah.” 
  “Well, when she comes after me as the Nightstalker, I will be ready.” 
   “Simone, she is very dangerous and will kill. Those detectives said the 
other day that they don’t have any solid evidence.”  
    “They will when I get finished with her. I am going to beat her down, 
and then unmask her. Everybody will know for sure that Tara is the 
Nightstalker.” 
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   December 18 
                                                                               West Garden Memorial 
 
      “The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. He maketh me to lie 
down in green pastures, he leadeth me beside the still waters, and he 
restoreth my soul. We are here today, Lord, to return to you the soul of 
Danny Connors. May he rest in peace.” 
    On a partly cloudy and cool day, over 1500 people, including students 
from Lakewood High and football fans, stood in the huge cemetery 
watching the casket of Danny Connors being lowered into the grave. 
Afterward, some people expressed their condolences to the family, 
Mrs. Connors, her daughter and Mary’s mother.  While others quickly 
dispersed, Tara decided to do likewise and waited for half an hour. 
     Tara and her clique moved through the remaining crowd to the 
family.  When Tara embraced Mrs. Connors, her daughter scowls at her, 
creating a scene.  
   “Bitch! What the hell you are doing here!” 
     Mary turned and glared at her daughter. “Connie, that was not nice 
at all! She is here to pay her respects!” 
   “How dare you show up here to disrespect my family after what you 
did to my brother!” 
   “Connie, I did not come here to fight with you, so back off.” 
   “Get your ass out of here now, and take your gang with you. I don’t 
want you all here!” 
    “Connie stop it right now! You apologize this instant!” 
      She ignored her mother and continued her insults. 
    “You freaking bitch! You hated my brother and my father! You are 
the reason they are dead! You killed them! You killed all of them!” 
     Anger began to surge through Tara’s body. “Connie, you can just 
kiss-“ Tara threw up her hands in despair, then walked away. 
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    “You serial killer! I will see your ass behind bars one way or another! 
You just wait, bitch! You will get what’s coming to you!” 
 
      Candy, and the others glared at Connie as they turned and started 
to walk away. As Tara moved through the crowd, she bumped into 
Simone by accident. For a moment they fish eyed each other, and then 
Tara moved past Simone without uttering a word. 
     Mrs. Connors felt humiliated because of her daughter’s affront 
toward Tara and her friends.    
  “Connie, you should be ashamed of yourself, carrying on like that at 
your brother’s funeral!” Mrs. Connors rushed after Tara. She quickly 
moved through the crowd, setting eyes on Tara as she headed for the 
exit. 
    “Tara, wait!” she yelled.  
    Tara stopped and turned, filled with rage. 
    Mrs. Connors rushed to her. “Tara, I am so sorry about Connie’s 
remarks.” 
   “Mrs. Connors, you are not to blame for your daughter’s actions. You 
need to have that crazy daughter of yours committed to an asylum 
where she belongs. I cannot talk about this anymore, I need to leave 
before something happens!” 
   She turned and quickly walked to her car. 
   The crowd stood and stared at Connie as her grandmother embraced 
her.  
  “My goodness, she blames Tara for her brother’s death. I heard she 
was a psycho, and on drugs,” stated Deloris. 
  “She only has one friend. She hates everybody, including the teachers, 
and the only people she doesn’t hate is her mother and her decreased 
brother and father.” 
   Linda and Jackie, who was standing in front of the two girls, 
overheard their conversation. Linda turned to the girls. “Excuse me, you 
just stated that Connie Connors hated all the teachers and students?” 
   “Yes. Who are you?” 
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    “I am Detective Russo.” Linda gestured. “This is Detective Williams, 
and you are?” 
     “My name is Danielle Long.” She motioned. “This is my friend Deloris 
Childs.”  
     “Do you all mine answering a couple of questions concerning what 
you said?” 
     “No, not at all.” 
 
        Tara galloped down the stairs toward her parents, who were 
setting up their Christmas tree. 
      “Mama, Dad, do you all need any help with the tree?” 
      “No, I think we can handle it. Aren’t you going out to get Brandon a 
Christmas present? I know it’s really going to be crowded today, on a 
Saturday,” said Margaret. 
     “I already ordered it online from Amazon. Besides, I am not in the 
mood to go out anywhere. I will probably stay home during the school 
vacation for the holidays.” 
    “Tara, that doesn’t sound like you. Are you feeling okay?” 
    “Yeah Dad, I am fine. Mrs. Connors called me this morning. She still 
feels bad about Connie actions.” 
    “Tara, Mrs. Connors is one of a kind. That Danny reminded me of his 
father, John Connors, when he got fired for touching you 
inappropriately. Apparently, Danny, who was an honor student and a 
gifted athlete, was the same as his father,” stated John. 
   “And Connie, who is an honor student and an athlete, has serious 
mental problems and takes medication, as well,” said Margaret.  
   “Well, I was two seconds away from throwing her ass down in that 
grave with her brother, and that’s why I turned and walked away,” 
stated Tara. 
 
     It was the final week in the year, and the city and the undermanned 
police department was on high alert for the Nightstalker. Jackie 



443 
 

patrolled the Westwood Subdivision in her cruiser, and particularly kept 
a close eye on Tara’s house. 
     He observed the Ford SUV in driveway during the midnight hour 
each night. He also creeped by another home, 4604 Hancock Dr., the 
residence of Tara’s favorite teacher Mrs. Connors, which was only 
about five miles from Tara’s house.  
         He feared that her daughter would be in serious danger since 
several altercations had occurred with Tara, who he believed was the  
Nightstalker. He was quite impressed with the magnitude of Mrs. 
Connors house. Wow she has a double garage at the front, and a triple 
garage on the other side. I have never seen that before. Oh well, all 
seems good. He took another round by Tara’s house at half past 
midnight and observed the SUV in her driveway. Hmm, even a killer like 
Tara is taking it easy on the holidays. We will get you young lady, and 
soon, he vowed to himself as he cruised down the road. 
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                                                    T H I R T Y 
 
         Linda peeked into the captain’s office, and saw him at his desk. 
       “Good morning Sir, and Happy New Year!” Her voice was pleasant. 
He raised his head from his desk. “Good morning, and Happy New Year 
to you!” His voice was joyous. 
       She stepped into his office. 
     “So Jackie is off today and tomorrow.” 
     “Yes, Thursday and Friday. He had put in leave to go to Columbia, 
South Carolina to visit his mother on Friday. Also, his son is in college up 
there. So I let him go, “stated Captain Stanton. 
     “Stephanie has a game tonight. They moved the girls’ basketball 
games to Thursday, and the boys on Friday, so I will be attending. I sent 
you an email,” she reminded the Captain. 
      “By all means, go to your daughter’s game. Just make sure you have 
a cell phone with you.” 
      “The Nightstalker never strikes that early.” 
       “Well, so far she has not.” 
       “Captain, did you get the email that I sent you?” 
        “Yes I did.” 
        “So what do you think?” 
          He leaned back in his chair. “So you think Connie Connors could 
be the Nightstalker because of what she said to Tara at the funeral?” 
         Linda took a seat in front of the captain’s desk. “Captain not just 
that. I believe, and this is a gut feeling, that somebody is trying to frame 
Tara for these gruesome murders, and that somebody could be Connie 
Connors. Jackie and I got information from two students at her 
brother’s funeral. They said she hated all of the victims who were killed 
except her father and her brother.”                    
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        “Which makes me believe, Linda, that she is not our killer. Why 
would she kill her father and brother?” 
       “One of the girls stated that her father was getting married and 
leaving town, and Connie did not want him to leave. She also hated her 
track coach Laura Ross, Cathy Ross’s sister; both were killed by the 
Nightstalker. I checked her school profile. Connie Connors had 
altercations with Cathy Ross, Laura Ross and the Bates as well. She only 
has one friend out of the entire school. A track team mate, Adrienne 
Jude.” 
       “Okay. So you are saying that Connie Connors could be responsible 
for these murders, and she’s framing Tara to throw us off the trail. But I 
cannot swallow the fact that she would kill her father and brother.” He 
shook his head. “There is no way she would do that.” 
     “Captain, the information that I got on Connie Connors is that she 
has serious mental issues, and even though she is on medication, she 
still has those violent mood swings. That is very dangerous, even for her 
family. Up until now, there was only Tara as a suspect, but it is possible 
Connie Connors could be our serial killer. She fits the profile. According 
to her school profile, her weight is 170 lbs. at 5 ft. nine inches. She has 
a rather muscular physique, athletic, intelligent, high IQ, and she is 
vindictive. We should consider her as a suspect.” 
 
       Connie Connors, picking with an earring in her ear, secretly stood 
on the outside of her mother’s classroom while she tutored Simone. 
She was listening in on their conversation. 
     “Simone, you just scored a perfect grade! Way to go!” her voice was 
exultant. 
    “All right Mrs. Connors!” Simone replied joyously. “You make pre-
calculus trigonometry sound so simple.” 
    “Simone I knew you could do it. You just needed a little help, and 
that’s why I am here.” A smile brightened Mrs. Connors face as she 
handed the graded test paper to Simone. “Now about tonight. I will 
pick you up if you go with me.” 
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   “Tonight? I thought the game was tomorrow night.” 
   “They changed it to Thursday night for the girls.” 
    “Sure Mrs. Connors that will be great.” Simone smiled. 
      “I will call you around 7:00 to let you know that I am coming, but I’m 
not sure I can find your house. What is your address? I should be able 
to locate it on the GPS.” 
    “It is 1833 Hardwood Dr. When you call me, I will wait on the 
outside.” 
    “Okay, I only live about six miles from that street, and I will pay 
admission.” 
   “Oh Mrs. Connors, you don’t have to do that.” 
   “Yes I want to, and it’s mean so much to me. I cannot get Connie to go 
to a basketball game with me.” 
   Connie, listening in, frowned fiercely. She turned and quickly moved 
down the hall. 
 
   Several hours later as Simone prepared for the game, she was quite 
excited. She went into the kitchen as she clothed herself with a light 
jacket.  
  “Hey everybody!” she said, placing her wallet on the table. 
  “Simone, aren’t you going to eat something before you leave?” asked 
her father. 
  “No. I am going outside to wait for Mrs. Connors to call me.” 
  “Is she your tutoring teacher?” asked her mother. 
  “Yes, and she is awesome!” 
  “Mrs. Connors won the National Teacher of Year award last year, and 
probably will win again this year,” said Roger. 
   Simone’s cell rang in her pocket.  “That’s her now.”  
 “Hey Mrs. Connors! How are you?” Her voice was jubilant. 
  “I am just fine, just calling to let you know I have to stop at the service 
station to service my tires. They seem to be somewhat low on air. I 
should be to your house in about 15 minutes” 
  “I will be on the outside waiting for you!” She headed for the door. 
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       The night was partly cloudy with temperatures in the 40s. Simone 
stood leaning against her van, glancing at and admiring her boyfriend’s 
class ring, which felt a little large on her finger. She checked her 
bracelet and examined her earrings. She was a fanatic when it came to 
her jewelry. Suddenly her attention is diverted, when two joggers in 
their reflective sports vests jogged by. 
    Roger stepped out on the porch and walked over toward Simone. 
  “Simone, you left this on the table.” 
    She looked around as he held out a wallet to her. 
  “Oh!” 
  “You probably may need to show your school ID for the student 
discount.” 
  “I guess I am excited, with my grades going up, and going to the game 
with Mrs. Connors.” 
   Rogers glanced down the road a short distance. “Say, is that Tara’s 
bumblebee Camaro at the corner up there?” 
  Simone glanced down the road and caught sight of Tara’s car at the 
corner. 
  “Yeah, she is just sitting there. I can’t forget that nasty look she gave 
me at Danny’s funeral. It was like she wanted to kill me right then and 
there.” 
   Rogers removed his cell phone from his pocket. 
   Tara made a slow left turn, glaring through the rear view mirror at 
Simone and Roger. Roger was recording the slow movement of Tara’s 
car. 
“Roger, she is heading to school.” 
  He stopped the recording, and looked at Simone. “You can’t be too 
careful. Shouldn’t you be waiting on the porch instead of out here on 
the curve?” 
 “No. Mrs. Connors is on the way.” Simone turned and open her van’s 
door. She placed her wallet on the dashboard. “See there is my loaded 
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bat.” She left the door ajar and turned to her brother “And she would 
not attack this early, Roger. She has a game to play.” 
    Roger headed for the house. 
 
    At 7:00 pm, Simone’s cell phone jangled. She removed the phone 
from her pocket, then glanced at the lighted display. 
  “Simone, it is Mrs. Connors.” 
  “Hey!” 
  “Look, one of my tires has a hole in it, so I am changing it right now. I 
am so sorry, but I should be there in 15 minutes. I am almost finished.” 
  “Okay Mrs. Connors, I will be waiting.” 
    She placed the phone in her pocket, glancing around at her lighted 
porch. She thought about waiting on the porch, but she was relaxed 
leaning against her van. She folds her arms as she turned her head and 
glanced down the street, catching sight of another jogger sprinting 
toward her. Simone’s attention was quickly aroused.  She unfolded her 
arms and moved from her van to the middle of the road. She set her 
eyes on the jogger.  
    The street light reflected the jogger’s all black attire. The jogger’s 
head was in a downward position, arms straight down toward the 
ground, holding an object shaped like a revolver. Suddenly the jogger’s 
head rose, and Simone caught sight of a hooded masked figure 
sprinting toward her. 
   Oh my God, it’s the Nightstalker! It can’t be Tara, not this early! I just 
saw her car down the street. What if the Nightstalker is someone else? 
were her thoughts. 
   Fear began to surge through her body for the first time. Her pulse 
elevated quickly, as the Nightstalker rushed closer and closer. 
   Simone was a fast breaker on her basketball team, so she moved 
exceptionally fast. On a spur of a moment she moved to her van, 
opened the door, and grasped the loaded bat from the front seat. The 
Nightstalker was also exceptionally fast. She felt a hand grab around 
her back collar. She was pulled from the van with extreme force. She 
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felt her life in the balance, but she was not going out without a fight. 
She turned, swinging the loaded bat quickly and precisely striking the 
Nightstalker arms. The revolver tumbled to the ground from the 
hooded figure’s gloved hand.  
     Her second swing was thwarted when the quickness of the 
Nightstalker threw a blow to her side, knocking her off balance. The 
gloved hand grasped her bat arm, quickly twisting it behind her back, 
and disarmed the bat from her. Just then, Simone remembered that 
same move made by Tara against Adolph. She knew who was under 
that mask. Her fear turns to rage, and she turned quickly and attacked 
the Nightstalker. 
 “Tara, you bitch, I going to snatch that mask from your face, and beat 
the hell out of you!!” 
     A struggle commenced when Simone slammed a series of blows to 
the Nightstalker’s face. She grabbed the head and started to wrench 
the mask off. The Nightstalker grasped Simone’s arms to prevent 
exposure, but Simone was utilizing all the strength in her body. The 
hooded masked figure was in for a tough struggle. Simone had 
managed to maneuver her large hands under the mask to rip it off. 
  “Everybody is going to know that Tara is the Nightstalker! Bitch, this is 
the end for you!!” 
   Roger, hearing his sister’s voice, leaped up from his seat in the living 
room and rushed to the window. 
    A series of kicks from the Nightstalker’s knee were delivered into 
Simone’s groin, causing her to pull her hands from under the mask. 
Another strong blow to Simone’s face sent her to the ground next to 
her van. The force of the impact caused her arms to strike the van, 
which dislodged her jewelry. Her bracelet tumbled from her wrist, 
other jewelry from her hand and arm, and her phone fell from her 
pocket.  
   The Nightstalker’s face, partially exposed, uttered a growling sound 
out of frustration for the first time. The mask was quickly jerked back 
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over the face. Like a flash of lightening, the sinister killer, who was filled 
with rage, reached to recover the revolver from the ground. 
     Roger yelled for his mother and father as he quickly rushed to the 
hallway. His intention was to reach the alarm and turn on the panic 
button to save his sister from a gruesome death. 
    Simone was stunned from the Nightstalker’s powerful blow. She was 
in pain as she struggled to her feet, but she could not. The door of her 
van was ajar, so she crawled to reach the front seat. She made 
attempts to shield herself from the Nightstalker’s attack, but could not 
close the door completely. It was snatched open as Simone attempted 
to throw a kick, but her leg was clenched by the sinister figure. 
   The loud sound from the panic button was heard simultaneously as a 
shot from the Nightstalker’s revolver. The hooded masked figure was 
startled by the sound, which deflected the aim of the revolver, only 
striking Simone in the neck. A quick glance at the lighted front porch, 
the sinister psycho caught a glimpse of Roger through the door window 
blinds.   
   The Nightstalker’s fist clenched in anger. The gruesome mission was 
interrupted, and the psycho is infuriated. Simone’s wallet was removed 
from the dashboard. The hooded masked figure turned and sprinted 
off. 
   Roger and his parents rushed to the van. “I tell you, it was Tara!! 
Simone had the mask almost off her face!!” exclaimed Roger. 
  “I hope Simone is alive!!” His mother’s voice was frantic. 
   The door was partially open, and there was Simone lying on the front 
seat, blood exiting from her neck. 
  “Oh my God!!” shouted her mother, placing her hand over her mouth 
as Roger checked for a pulse. 
  “Oh no!!” shouted her father. “I am calling 9-1-1!!” 
  “Is she alive? Please God let her be alive!!” 
  “Her pulse is weak.” 
   Roger removed his shirt and tied it around the wound to slow down 
the flow of blood from her neck. 
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 “The ambulance and the police are on the way.” 
  There was movement from Simone. She opened her eyes. 
“Simone, can you hear me? You are going to be alright.” 
       She attempt to speak. “Earring”. Her voice faded. 
     “Don’t tried to talk.” Roger glanced at Simone’s ears. “You’ve got 
your earrings on, and they are going to get Tara, I guarantee that,” 
vowed Roger. 
 
     At Lakewood High in the girl’s locker room, Coach Johnson 
complimented her team while looking around the room. “You all have 
really been outstanding, and in the last game, you all had to come from 
behind. You were 15 points down, but you hung in there. Way to go 
team, you are incredible athletes!”  She raised her fist in approval. 
    She glanced at Carla. “Carla, it’s good to have you back, and I saw you 
in practice today, and you rocked, so I know you are ready. You still 
have that great defense, just like the game you played against Tara.” 
  “Thanks, Coach Johnson.” She smiled. 
    Coach Johnson took notice of one of her star players missing. “Has 
anybody seen Tara?” 
    The girls all glanced around, shaking their heads. 
   “She is usually here at 7:10 sharp,” said Stephanie.  
     Coach Johnson checked her watch. “Its 7:35, and we have to be on 
the court in 10 minutes.” 
   “Coach Johnson, I will go and call her.” Stephanie went to her locker. 
 
      At that very moment in the bleaches Linda’s phone is heard chirping 
from her pocket. 
    “Uh-oh,” she mumbled. She removed the phone from her pocket, 
then viewed the text message. 
 
     “Coach Johnson, I cannot reach Tara. I left a message in her 
voicemail.” 
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     “I hope she is okay. Maybe she will show up in a minute,” stated 
Coach Johnson. 
    “I am not satisfied. Let me call her father,” said Stephanie. 
 
       “Guys, I have to leave,” said Linda. 
       “You just got here,” John said jokingly. He smiled. His cell rang in his 
pocket. 
        Linda glanced at her husband sitting next to her. “It’s a good thing 
we came in separate cars tonight, honey. I just got called in.” 
     “Honey, your second sight is awesome.” They kissed each other on 
the lips. 
     John ended the call on his phone. “That was Stephanie, and she said 
Tara has not shown up yet.” 
    “What?” exclaimed Margaret? “Tara is never late for her game!” 
      Linda rose her seat and set her gaze on John. 
     “Did you say Tara has not shown up yet?” 
       John nodded his head. “Your daughter tried to reach her, but Tara 
did not answer her phone.” 
     “Linda, that is not like Tara. I wonder what has happened.” A look of 
distress appeared on Margaret’s face. 
    “Linda, did I hear you said that you just got called in?” 
    “Yes John, there has been another attack by the Nightstalker.” 
    “Oh my!” shouted Margaret. “Tara is out there!!” 
    “Can you tell us where?” inquired John. 
    “The call came in from Hardwood Drive.” 
     “Hardwood Drive? That’s the street where Simone Peterson lives,” 
stated John. 
 
      Blue flashing lights illuminated the quiet Westwood neighborhood, 
the second most affluent subdivision in the city. The tranquility of the 
neighborhood had been shattered by the unexpected early night 
attack. Thankfully, the gruesome attack was foiled, leaving the intended 
14th victim barely alive.  Simone Peterson possibly being the only 



453 
 

survivor was a major flaw in the Nightstalker’s gruesome murders.  
Jackie, Linda, Mrs. Connors and Simone’s family watched as the 
paramedics placed Simone on a stretcher, then into the ambulance. 
        “I am so sorry about this. I should have told Simone to wait for me 
on the inside. I did not realize this serial killer would strike at this early 
hour,” said Mrs. Connors, her face conveying deep sadness. 
      “It’s not your fault, Mrs. Connors. She is going to live. I am praying 
to God to let my daughter live,” said Amanda. 
      Amanda turned to her husband Jason. “I am going with her in the 
ambulance. You and Roger follow us in the car.” 
   “Okay honey, Roger is going to talk to those detectives. They are 
waiting for him.” 
    She entered the ambulance. 
     Jason glanced over at Linda and Jackie as they looked on. 
   “This is the first victim who was left alive and not in a gruesome 
condition.” 
    “Yeah, she is starting to slip, attacking in the early night hour like this.  
I hope we can get more to go on tonight,” stated Jackie. 
     Officer McCrae walked over to Linda and Jackie. “Her brother saw 
the face of the Nightstalker. I told him you all will need to talk to him.” 
     Roger and his father moved toward Linda and Jackie. 
    “I’m going to talk to Mrs. Connors to see what she saw, if anything.” 
   “Okay.” Jackie gestured. “Look who has arrived.” 
     They all laid eyes on Theresa Fonda and her cameraman from 
Channel 13 news. 
     Linda looked back at Jackie. “They are right on schedule.” 
     Mrs. Connor turned to Linda as she approached her. 
   “Mrs. Connors, I did not expect to see you here tonight.” Linda 
smiled. 
    “I asked Simone to go to the game with me. I have been tutoring her 
so she can get her GPA up and get back on the team.” 
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   “Stephanie told me that you were tutoring her. You are an 
outstanding teacher Mrs. Connors, and you deserve the teacher of the 
award, and more.” 
  “Thank you for your compliment, Detective Russo.” A smile 
illuminated Mrs. Connor’s face. 
       “What time did you arrive here tonight?” 
       “I arrived here around 7:25 pm. I would have been here at 7:05, but 
I had a flat tire to fix while I was in route. So I called Simone to let her 
know that I was going to be late.” 
     “Did you see anything out of the ordinary when you arrived, or while 
you were in route?” 
    “No, nothing Detective Russo.” She shook her head. “I only wish that 
I did not have that flat tire, and this would not have happened.” 
    “Don’t blame yourself, Mrs. Connors. You might have been a victim, 
too.”  
    “Do you think Simone is going to make it?” asked Mrs. Connors. 
Sadness appeared on her face. 
     “I believe she will. I will be praying for her. We need to know what 
happened here tonight.” 
    “Well, I will be praying for her as well. I’d better get home and get to 
bed, so I can be ready for school tomorrow. It’s much too late to attend 
the game tonight. I just hope I can fall asleep because I will be thinking 
about Simone all night. You have a great night.”  
    “You too, Mrs. Connors.” She turned and slowly walked away. 
     Linda moved toward Jackie, but her path was blocked by Theresa. 
   “Can you tell me what happened here tonight?” 
   “We will talk to you in a few minutes, as soon as we finish talking to 
this witness.” She gestured. “Okay?” Linda walked around her. 
   “Okay.” 
    Theresa signaled to her cameraman. “Cut the tape.” 
 
      Jackie listened to a threatening message on Simone’s phone, which 
was found on the ground. 
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     Linda came over to Jackie, and she also heard the message. 
     He turned to Linda after listening to the entire message. “Does that 
voice sounds familiar to you?” 
   “That’s Tara’s voice.” 
     He turned back to Roger and his father. “I’m going to send a copy of 
this to my cell phone.” He gestured. “This is Detective Russo. Linda, this 
is Roger, Simone’s brother, and her father Jason. Roger saw the 
Nightstalker’s face as she was attacking his sister, and it was Tara.” 
   “Roger, where were you when this attack was transpiring?’ inquired 
Linda. 
   “Well, I was standing at the living room window there.” He indicated 
with his index finger. 
   “And you actually saw Tara’s face from there?” 
   “Not entirely. Simone yelled out Tara’s name, so I jumped up from my 
seat. She struck Simone hard, knocking her to the ground, and my sister 
is not a small girl. She pulled the mask back over her face. It had to be 
her. We saw Tara’s car just 5 minutes before the attack occurred.” 
   “Roger recorded Tara’s car at around 6: 58pm up there at the corner.” 
Jackie motioned. “They thought she was heading to her basketball 
game, but obviously she did not show.”  
    Jackie set his sights on Linda. “You were at that game, right?” 
    She met his stare. “Yes, the game had not started, and Tara had not 
arrived.” 
   “Uh-huh, and about 6 minutes later, Simone was attacked. If it wasn’t 
for her brother’s fast thinking, sounding off the alarm, she might have 
been her 14th victim.” 
    “Are you going to arrest her tonight?” inquired Simone’s father. 
      Linda’s cell phone jangled in her pocket. She removed the phone 
and glanced at the display. “It’s the captain.” 
    Jackie turned to Roger and Jason. “Here is Simone’s phone, and this is 
our card. Detective Russo and I will be available 24/7 until this 
gruesome killer is arrested. To answer your question, we will bring her 
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in one way or the other. These gruesome murders will end as of 
tonight,” he vowed.  
   “I will need your phone number. We will have to check on the 
condition of your daughter because we will need to question her as 
well.” 
   “By all means, Detective Williams,” said Jason. 
     Linda ended one call, then dialed another. “John, has Tara arrived 
there yet?” 
   “Yes Linda, she arrived just before the second half, and what a relief.” 
   “Listen John, I am letting you know this as a courtesy. Do not mention 
this to Tara. We will be at your house tonight with a warrant.” 
   “Why Linda? What is going on?” 
   “I will explain the situation to you all tonight. Just make sure Tara 
goes straight home, and that is all you need to tell her.” 
 
     An hour and 20 minutes had passed. Tara creeped down her street 
toward her residence, laying eyes on an unpleasant sight; two patrol 
cars and Linda, Jackie, and two officers. John and Margaret, not looking 
happy at all, stood waiting in their yard. Tara pulled into the driveway, 
still in her Lakewood blue basketball team uniform as she quickly exited 
her car. 
    She glanced around at everyone. “Mom, Dad, what is going on?” 
  “As if you did not know.” 
   Tara glared at Jackie. 
 “Tara, they have a warrant to search your car and our premises,” said 
John. 
  “A warrant! Why?” she snapped. 
  “Tara, we know that you have a good explanation for being late for 
your game tonight,” said Margaret. 
  “I had a flat, it was not my fault, Dad. The tech at the dealer said 
someone stuck a small sharp object into the tire.” 
 “Okay, I am not going to hold that against you,” John assured his 
daughter. 
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   Linda cut in. “Tara, the reason we are here is Simone was attacked 
tonight.” 
 “And you think I did it, Linda?” she bellowed. 
 “We have a threatening message sent to Simone by you, Tara,” stated 
Jackie. 
 “Damn right I did! That bitch was spreading vicious rumors about me 
being the Nightstalker on Facebook!” her voice was harsh. 
     “That does not seem like a rumor to us.” 
       Tara glared at Jackie again. 
     “Alright, Detective Williams, let’s not make false accusations here,” 
said John. 
    “John, just about everybody at Lakewood High knows that your 
daughter had altercations with people, or threatened people who have 
ended up dead. Now why is that?” 
    “Maybe it was their time, or maybe somebody is trying to fame me!!” 
Tara spoke with anger in her voice. “Did you think about that?” 
    “Tara, these officers are going to search your car,” stated Linda. 
    “And just what the hell are they looking for?” 
    “A 44 magnum, used in an attempt to kill Simone, and her wallet,” 
stated Jackie. 
     She glared at Jackie a third time. 
    “I said I was at the Chevy dealer tonight!” She gestured toward her 
car. 
    “There is an invoice on the seat.” 
   “The officer will get the invoice. We need you to move aside, “said 
Linda. 
  “Okay, fine.” She moved over by her mother and father. 
   “I need your car keys to search the trunk,” said the second officer. 
    Tara relinquished the keys to the officer. 
   “Jackie and I will search the trash can.” 
 
     A neighbor across the street caught sight of the scene from her 
second floor bedroom window, after hearing Tara’s loud voice. 
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     She glanced back at her husband, who was watching the television 
from the bed. “Gary.” 
    He glanced at his wife. “Yeah Alice. What is it?” 
  “Look here for a moment.” 
    He moved across the bed to the window. “What’s going on?” 
  “Remember I told you what I saw early tonight?” 
  “Yes.” 
    “They are searching her car, and the other officers are going through 
the trash.” 
 
     Linda pulled a brown bag from the trash, and removed a wallet. She 
relinquished it to Jackie. She then removed a 44 magnum from the bag. 
     Jackie opened the wallet. “This is Simone Peterson’s wallet.”  
     Jackie and Linda moved over to Tara, carrying the evidence. 
   “You want to explain this, young lady?” inquired Jackie. 
   “Oh my God!” shouted Margaret.” 
   “I don’t know anything about that.” 
   “Jackie, it’s obvious somebody put those in our trash,” stated John. 
    The other officers came over to Linda and Jackie. 
    One officer relinquished another 44 magnum and a yellow piece of 
paper to Linda. 
   “Found the revolver in the back of the passenger seat, tucked inside 
the compartment.” 
     The trunk is clean,” said the second officer. 
    “Look you all, that is not mine! Somebody is trying to frame me!” 
shouted Tara.    
   “Yeah, right! We got you!  It’s over. This is all we need,” said Jackie. 
     Linda checked both revolvers, and relinquished the 44 magnum to 
Jackie. 
    “They both still contain ammunition,” stated Linda. 
    “Should be pretty easy for ballistics,” said Jackie. 
    “This one found in Tara’s car has John Connors name on it, and the 
other one has been fired recently.” 
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    “It was probably the one she used tonight in an attempt to kill 
Simone,” stated Jackie. 
    Tara frowned at Jackie once again.  
    He placed them in a plastic bag while Linda removed a pair of 
handcuffs from her belt. 
  “Tara, I was hoping that I would never be saying these words to you.  
  You are under arrest for the attempted murder of Simone Peterson.” 
     “What? Linda, I did not attack Simone.” 
      She put Tara’s arms behind her back and placed the handcuffs 
around her wrists. 
     Tara glanced at her parents. 
    “Dad, Mom, I didn’t do this. Somebody is setting me up.” 
      Linda read Tara her rights. 
    “Linda, this is terrible mistake. Our daughter is not a killer!!”  
    “John, at this moment, the evidence found in her car and the trash 
says differently. We believe that those are the revolvers that killed 13 
victims.” 
   “Linda, you know somebody planted those revolvers and Simone’s 
wallet!” exclaimed Margaret. 
   “There was an eyewitness.” 
   “Eyewitness! Who? That is a load of bull,” shouted Tara. 
   “John, Margaret you need to contact a lawyer,” stated Jackie. 
   “Mom, Dad don’t call a lawyer. I just turn eighteen, and I should be 
able to decide whether or not I need a lawyer.” 
   ‘Well, that’s your choice young lady, you are old enough to be tried as 
an adult. I guess you plan on representing yourself in court. Let’s go,” 
stated Jackie. 
    They escorted Tara to the patrol car. She glances back. “Mom, Dad I 
am innocent. Somebody is framing me!” 
  “Yeah, right, tell it to the judge,” said Jackie. 
    Linda kept silent.   
   Mara, recovering from a broken ankle, glanced out of the window 
after hearing voices.  
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   Tara, we will follow you all!!” exclaimed Margaret 
   John’s cell phone rand, and he answered it. 
 “Dad, why is Linda and Jackie putting Tara in a patrol car?” 
 
 “Oh my God, Gary, they are arresting her,” exclaimed Alice. 
 “Well, besides what you told me earlier, it looks like they found a gun 
in her car, Alice.” 
 
       Jackie, with a joyous smile on his face, called his supervisor. 
“Captain, we have Tara Koon in custody. We are finally bringing in the 
Nightstalker.” 
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                                                T H I R T Y   O N E 
 
        “Good evening everyone, I am Theresa Fonda, coming to you live 
from Channel 13 news.” 
         “In the distance behind me is the law enforcement center building, 
where earlier tonight, a student from Lakewood High, suspected of 
being the Nightstalker since September, was finally taken into custody. 
Now, I don’t have all the details at this moment, but we will have them 
soon, as this investigation unfolds. At this moment, the student is being 
questioned by the investigators, as ballistics also examine the evidence. 
Captain Stanton is withholding the student’s name at this time, but 
believes that the student is the Nightstalker, and the name will be 
revealed tomorrow morning after charges have been filed.” 
 
   “Gary, did you hear that? They think Tara is the Nightstalker!!” 
   “Well Alice, you never know about these kids. The kind of dark secrets 
they hide. Sometimes I wonder about ours.” 
   “Gary, seriously, I think I need to call them and tell them what I saw 
tonight.” 
    He set his gaze on his wife. “Well, if you think it would make a 
difference, go ahead and see if it does. I think you are wasting your 
time. Anyway, she is probably guilty.” 
   She met his gaze. “No Gary. I think they have made a big mistake 
here. Tara is an outstanding, smart, obedient child. And so is her twin 
sister. And I don’t believe for one minute that she is a killer.” 
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     Captain Stanton anticipated a report from ballistics on the two 
revolvers that were uncovered in the trash and in Tara’s car. He 
observed through the surveillance mirror as Linda and Jackie 
interrogated Tara. 
  “Tara, you stated that you had a flat tire tonight, and that was the 
reason you were late for your basketball game.” 
  “Yes Linda, that is correct.” 
   “So, what time was this?”  
    “About four minutes after seven. Just as I started to get on the 
expressway, I heard this rumbling noise. I pulled off the road onto the 
shoulder, and I noticed the indicator light on the dash that monitors the 
tire pressure. The air pressure on the back tire on the driver’s side was 
dropping rapidly, and then I heard this loud bang. I got out of the car 
and saw the back tire was flat. So I changed it.” 
   “And how long did it take you to change this tire?” 
   “About 20-25 minutes.” 
   “Are you a member of an auto club?” inquired Jackie. 
   “Yes, we have AAA auto.” 
   “So why didn’t you call your auto club? That might have confirmed 
the time you say you had a flat.”  
     She scowled at Jackie. “I don’t need to call an auto club just to verify 
that I had a flat. It was a little after seven, and I decided to change it 
myself rather than wait on a tow truck. You got a problem with that,” 
she yelled. 
   “So you expect us to believe that you was changing a flat tire during 
the time Simone was being attacked?” 
    She glared at Jackie again “That’s what I just said, didn’t I!”  Her tone 
was bitter.  
   “Linda, I told you all before that I did not attack Simone! I don’t have 
to hide behind a mask and a gun to kick Simone’s ass!!” 
   “The evidence says otherwise,” stated Jackie. 
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   “To hell with the evidence! They were placed in my car by the real 
killer. I don’t usually lock my car!” bellowed Tara. 
     Jackie’s cell phone rang in his pocket. “Yes Captain.” 
   “So Tara, after you changed the tire, than what?” inquired Linda. 
   “I took the flat tire to the Chevy dealer, which is about a couple of 
miles from the school on expressway 78.” 
   “What time was that?” 
     “I am not sure, but I believe it was close to 8pm, maybe a little 
before.” 
     “Do you remember what time you left the dealer?” 
     “Around 8:30, or maybe a little before.” 
     “We checked your invoice. The invoice has no time, in or out.” 
     “Maybe he forgot to write down the time. I told him I was running 
late for my basketball game.” 
     “Do you remember the service advisor’s name?” 
     “It said Chad on his name tag. Linda, you said Simone was attacked. 
Is she going to be alright?” 
     “She was alive. The paramedics think she will have a good chance 
after the doctors remove the bullet from her neck.” 
     “Now Tara, did you had an altercation with Simone prior the 
message you sent her?” 
     “I would not call it an altercation. She got upset because none of us 
would do her homework for her. We told her that anyone of us could 
help with the math problems, but not do them. So she left the table 
angry.” 
 
    “Captain Stanton just got the gun reports from ballistics. Bingo. One 
 revolver killed twelve of the victims, and that is the one which was 
fired tonight. The other one killed one person, who was John Connors, 
and that was the revolver found in Tara’s car.” 
    Jackie turned to Tara and set his gaze on her. He placed both his 
hands on the table and leaned his 6 ft. 5 in. frame over in front of her. 
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  “It’s over, Nightstalker! You finally slipped up. Someone saw you 
discard a 44 magnum in your trash while dressed in your basketball 
uniform! They called Captain Stanton.” 
    Tara grit her teeth as she met Jackie’s gaze with a fierce one.  “That is 
a god damn lie!” 
  “You were in such a hurry, that the revolver dropped out of the bag 
and on the ground at the same time someone was watching you! And 
not to mention the one that was found in your car. Then you went and 
flattened your tire so you could have an alibi. Now we don’t need to 
talk to Simone, because we have got enough evidence to put you away 
for 10 lifetimes. So, you might as well make it a little easier on yourself 
and go ahead and confess that you are responsible for all fourteen 
murders. Save going to trial and the taxpayer’s money.” 
   Tara rose abruptly from her seat, infuriated. Linda quickly moved over 
to her. 
   Tara was fueled with anger as she made her speech. 
 “Now, you listen, you freaking son of bitch! You have had it in for me 
since day one. I am not going to be intimidated by your scare tactics, 
because you found planted evidence in my car. Why the hell would I 
confess to crimes that I did not commit? Did it ever occur to you that I 
am being setup?” 
   “No. Not for one moment.” He shook his head.  
   “Why the hell would I keep a gun in my car with John Connors name 
on it? And not discard that one, instead discard the other one in my 
own trash along Simone’s ID. How dumb do you think I am?  If I was 
going to attack Simone, I certainly would not leave incriminating 
evidence in my car, and then place them in my trash!” 
   “You did because you thought you would never get caught.” 
   “If I knew I had incriminating evidence in my car, the moment I saw 
you at my place, I would have turned my car around and gone the other 
way!” 
  “Why didn’t you?” 
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   “You are a stupid, bullhead, ass hole. You don’t know the difference 
between a question and an accusation. You call yourself a detective. 
No, you don’t give a damn about the facts!” 
   She pointed at herself. “I am aggressive, I don’t deny that, but the fact 
is, when somebody pisses me off or disrespects me, I will get into their 
face. I would never kill somebody just because I had an altercation with 
them. And just because I tell somebody they are going to get what’s 
coming to them doesn’t mean I am going to kill them. You just want to 
put me behind bars for something I did not do simply because you can’t 
find the real killer. Well Mister, you had better start doing your damn 
job and look for the real killer. I am not your scapegoat, and I will not 
be intimidated by you. You can just kiss my ass!” 
   “Tara, calm down and please sit back down,” said Linda. 
     Tara and Jackie glared at each other eye to eye as she slowly sat 
down. 
    “Jackie, can I see you outside?” 
     Jackie kept his gaze on Tara as he rose from his crouching position.  
   “I will see that you win an Oscar for that performance in prison.” 
  “Go. To. Hell!” 
    Linda took Jackie by the arm then they exited the room. They moved 
over to Captain Stanton, who was observing. 
   “That’s it! I don’t tolerate outbursts like that from prisoners. We have 
enough evidence to lock her ass up right now!” he said angrily. 
    “No Captain!” shouted Linda. 
     He turned to her. “Excuse me.” 
   “Captain, she has a point.” 
   “Linda, you can’t be serious.” 
     Linda gestured at the surveillance window. “That girl in there did not 
commit these murders. Somebody has carefully planned this so she can 
take the fall.”  
    “Linda, she is just acting. She is as guilty as sin, and she knows it. 
Everyone in this department will tell you the same thing,” said Jackie. 
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    “Look, both of you, she did not kill anybody, or attack Simone 
tonight. Now, she just admitted that she is aggressive, but she is a not a 
killer. Tara doesn’t take crap from anyone. I believe she is being setup 
for these murders.” 
    “Linda, the evidence found in her car and her trash speaks for itself.” 
   “Captain, before you start to do anything else, we need to talk to 
Simone.” 
    At that very moment, Linda’s cell phone rang in her pocket. 
     She removed the phone and glanced at the display. “Excuse me a 
minute, this is Tara’s father. John and Margaret are waiting up front.” 
“Yes, John.” 
   “Linda, will you tell us what is going on with our daughter,” he 
demanded. 
   “John, I will come see you and Margaret in a minute.” 
   “We are very concerned about Tara and the situation she is in,” he 
worried. 
    “I understand quite well, and if it were Stephanie, I would be quite 
frantic. I will talk with you all, just give me a minute or so.” She pressed 
the end call button and turned her attention to her supervisor and 
Jackie. 
   “Look, Simone is the key, and it is vital that we talk to her tonight. We 
need to know what happened.” 
   “Do you all know her condition at this moment?” 
   “No, Captain. The father is supposed to call us tonight to let us know,” 
said Jackie. 
   “Okay, talk to Simone and see what she can tell us. It may take a while 
before she can speak with you subsequent to her surgery. That also 
depends on the person as well, and she is a teenage girl.” 
    Linda glanced at the wall clock. “Its 11:35, and if we don’t hear 
anything by 12 midnight, then I will call them and find out her status.” 
   The Captain continued. “Now I have people calling me all night on my 
cell phone asking about the person we arrested.  The press is camping 
out across from the building. Pressure is coming from everywhere, the 
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chief, the mayor, the media and the public. So, I have to let the people 
know something by morning. They want this killer off the street and in 
prison.” 
  “Captain, let’s hope Simone can actual identity the real Nightstalker, 
and I am willing to bet my badge it is not Tara.” 
   The Captain set his stare on Linda. “You are willing to stick your neck 
out for a vicious criminal?” 
      “Captain, Tara is not a vicious criminal or criminal of any kind.  She 
just doesn’t put up with any nonsense from anybody.” 
     “I was surprised she walked off at the funeral when Mrs. Connors 
daughter lashed out at her,” stated Jackie. 
   “If you don’t get to talk to Simone tonight, then I will have to put Tara 
in a holding cell. Now Tara is about to be charged for all murders. 
This girl Simone may be the final strike for Tara, if she does or doesn’t 
identity her, which I am sure she will. Game over, any way you look at 
it. Tara will go down for all the murders, and she will be locked up with 
the general population until her arraignment,” stated the Captain. His 
cell phone rang. 
 
     The sound of the television attracted the attention of Connie 
Connors. She strolled into the living room and took notice of her 
mother watching the big screen. 
   “Anything good on at this hour?” 
    Mary turned her attention to her daughter. “No, I was just watching 
the news.” 
   “I heard the news on my laptop. That girl Simone that you were 
tutoring was attacked tonight.” 
   “Yes, and I need to call and check on her. Why are you picking with 
your ear?” 
    “It’s been painful, so I took my earring out.” 
    “Let me see. It could be infected.” 
    “No, it will be alright. I’ll just leave the earring out for a few days. I’m 
going to bed now. Are you coming?” 
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   “Yes, in a minute. I need to call and check on Simone.” 
     Connie moved down the hall, entered her room, and locked her 
bedroom door. She clothed herself with a black hooded jacket. She 
went to her bedroom window, raised it, and exited her room. 
 
    “John, Margaret, what we have here is overwhelming evidence, 
which makes the Captain believe that Tara is our serial killer, and so 
does Jackie and most of the police force. The Captain is ready to charge 
her with all thirteen murders, plus the attempted murder on Simone 
tonight. The revolvers found in Tara’s car and your trash can confirm all 
the victims were killed with them. This is a runaway train, and it is 
coming straight at Tara.” 
    “Oh my God, no!” shouted Margaret. 
     “I believe Tara is being framed for these murders. The big question is 
who?” 
     “Linda, do you have any suspects?” inquired John. 
     “I have one suspect, but I am not at liberty to say at this moment.” 
     “Linda, you have been knowing Tara and Mara for most of their lives. 
You know Tara is not a killer!” 
     “I have already pleaded my case, John and Margaret, believe me. So 
I am going to call and check on Simone. I believe she may have seen the 
face of the attacked. She is Tara’s only chance and I am praying that she 
pulls through this.” 
    “So what’s going to happen to Tara tonight if Simone is not in any 
condition to talk?” inquired Margaret. 
   “The Captain is going to put her in a holding cell, but that is 
temporary.  Come tomorrow, this will be made known to the public and 
the media. He will lock her up until arraignment, and Jackie and I will 
have to go to the DA, your longtime friend John, Kyle Holder, who 
wanted solid evidence. He now has it, whether it was planted or not, 
which we cannot prove at this moment.”  
    “Yes Linda he is going to do his job, and not let our friendship get in 
the way. Maybe we should contact our lawyer.” 
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    “She refused a lawyer, John. She doesn’t want one.”  
      John glanced at Margaret. “What chance does she have against 
Kyle? He has the best prosecuting record in Georgia.”  
    “If Tara should go to trial there will be no jury in this country that will 
find her innocent because of the overwhelming evidence. She will go to 
prison and never see the light of day again. That is what the real killer 
wants, so this monster can ride off into the sunset. Let’s hope and pray 
that it does not have to go that far,” stated Linda. 
     John turned and looked down the hall. 
   “Here comes Detective Williams. He is judge and jury,” John scowled. 
     Jackie stopped just a short distance away. “Linda, the Captain wants 
to see you when you are finished.”  
    He turned and headed back down the hall and so did Linda. 
    They both entered the room. 
   “Yes, Captain.” 
    “I just got an interesting call a moment ago from a Mrs. Alice 
Brantley, who lives across the street from Tara.” 
     “Oh my God, what did she see?” asked Linda. 
    “You will want to hear this. She said just a little before 7:00 pm, a 
black ford SUV was pulling away from Tara’s car. Now, she saw that 
same SUV about 15 minutes later, supposedly the same time Tara was 
seen discarding a revolver in that same trash can. Someone stuck their 
arm out of the window, and it looked like they were wearing a black 
jacket, but she only got a glance of the person’s arm. They opened the 
trash can and discarded a brown paper bag into it. I asked if she got a 
license plate number, and she said the SUV pulled off so fast that she 
could not make it out.” 
    “So, why did she wait until now to call?” 
    “She saw Tara being arrested tonight Jackie, and she has probably 
seen the news as well.” 
    “Now Captain, Tara did not drive the SUV to her game, she never 
does. Does that put doubt in your mind about Tara being guilty?” 
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     Jackie’s cell phone jangled on his belt and he read the display. “This 
may be Simone’s father.” 
    “Linda, I tell you what I believe. We have the evidence, we have 
motive, plus the anonymous caller who saw Tara, and it all points to 
one person; Tara Koon,” stated Captain Stanton. 
   “Captain, what did that anonymous caller sound like? Was it a female 
or male?” 
       “It was a female with an unknown number. Probably somebody 
who watches a lot of crime shows.” 
      “Linda, its Simone, and she wants to talk to you.” 
       Jackie relinquished the phone to Linda. “Hey Simone, how are 
you?” 
     “Hey Linda. I am going to be fine. I hurt somewhat,” she said barely 
above a whisper. 
    “Simone, it’s good to hear your voice.” 
    “I was very fortunate. The bullet just scraped me,” she whispered. 
   “That is just great, and we were praying for you to pull through. Look, 
I am going to put you on speaker phone so the Captain and Jackie can 
hear what you have to say.” 
    She pressed the speaker button and placed the phone on the table. 
  “Okay Simone, can you tell us what happen?” 
  “I saw on the news a few minutes ago that you had arrested a student. 
Was it Tara?” 
  “Yes it was. Was it Tara who attacked you?” 
   “No.” 
     Linda breathed a sigh of relief. “Did you see the attacker’s face?” 
   “Not entirely.” 
   “Simone, this is Detective Williams. You called out Tara’s name when 
the Nightstalker attacked you, am I right?” He was not content with 
Simone’s statement. 
   “Yes, that’s because she did a martial art move when I came at her 
with a bat. It was the same move Tara did on Adolph.”  
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    “Simone, this is Captain Stanton. You said you did not see the face of 
the Nightstalker so how do you know it was not Tara?” 
    “Because she wore earrings. I ripped one from her ear when I tried to 
unmask her, but she hit me really hard.  She has a very strong right 
hook. The earring fell from my hand along with my bracelet, and my 
boyfriend’s class ring. Tara’s ears is not even pierced.” 
   “Simone, is there anything else you remember from the attack?” 
inquired Linda. 
       “I heard a growling sound from her when I ripped the earring from 
her ear, because it was painful. That was not Tara’s voice. I heard that 
voice before, but I can’t place it,” 
   “Okay Simone, thank you. Oh, and if we have any more questions 
concerning this investigation, can we call you?” 
   “Sure, I will not be able to go home for a few days,” she whispered. 
     Linda pressed the off button, then glanced at the Captain. “We need 
to go find that earring. It may be the only clue in revealing who the 
Nightstalker really is.” 
   “Linda, for once you read my thoughts, but I want you go check Tara’s 
ears. I want to be sure. I’ll be watching through the window.” 
    Linda quickly moved to the interrogation room. 
   “Tara, I need you to pull back your hair. We need to check your ears, 
and I need you to turn and face the surveillance window with your ears 
exposed.” 
    Tara did as she was instructed without questioning. She pulled back 
her thick blonde hair, exposing her ears. 
    The Captain and Jackie looked through the window, taking notice of 
Tara’s ears.   
    Jackie turned to the Captain. “I thought sure that she was the killer. I 
would have bet any amount of money on it, Captain.” 
   “So would I, but this could mean that the Nightstalker is still out 
there.” 
    He turned to Linda as she walked toward them. “Captain, you still 
don’t sound convinced.” 
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  “Check out Tara’s story from the Chevy dealer. They are open 24/7. 
And I want you two to keep me posted.” 
    Jackie and Linda rushed out of the room. 
    The Captain moved over to the surveillance window, gazing at Tara. 
    She sat with her face in her hands, handcuffs around her wrist. Her 
elbows rested on her thighs as she appeared to be in deep thought. 
      She may be innocent after all. I was so sure she was the 
Nightstalker, but I am still wondering. I wanted this nightmare that has 
gripped this city for months to be over tonight. And if they don’t find 
any further evidence, then I will have to hold her anyway, at least for 72 
hours. I am not completely convinced of her innocence, he thought to 
himself. 
 
     Jackie and Linda drove swiftly down Johnson Rd. toward Wood Dr. in 
an unmarked patrol car. 
   “Okay Chad, thanks for the information.” She pressed the end call 
button. “That was Chad Evans, the service advisor at the Chevy dealer.” 
   “And?” 
   “And he said that Tara was signed in at 7:40, and signed out at 8:15.       
Which means, Jackie that Tara’s story checks out.”   
    “Well, it could go either way, but at this time I will give her the 
benefit of a doubt. But I could sense that the captain is not yet 
convinced.” 
    “Then we have to find that earring as well.” 
     “I assume you have a good reason for telling me to take this route.” 
    “Yes, your assumption is right.” 
      Her cell phone rang just as he turned onto Wood Dr. 
    “Just before you get to the corner of Wood and Hardwood, I want 
you to cut your lights, slow down, and just creep up to the stop sign. 
Hey daughter! What up?” 
   “Mother, I heard on the news that Simone was attacked, and you 
arrested a student who you believe was the Nightstalker. Mara called 
me and said you had arrested Tara.” 
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    “Yes, but don’t worry, we’ve already talked to Simone, and she has 
cleared Tara. Look, we have another lead now, so I will talk with you 
later.” 
     Jackie cut his headlights as he crept slowly to the corner of Wood Dr. 
and Hardwood Dr. The unmarked cruiser came to a complete stop. 
   “Okay let’s see if my intuition is correct. Let’s see if anybody is there.” 
     They sat quietly for several minutes, and then they took notice of a 
prowler quickly moving while crouching around to the side of the van.  
   “There is someone now, and I know who that is. Go Jackie!”  
     The patrol car whirled around the corner with lights flashing. 
     Hearing the sound of a vehicle, the prowler quickly rose from the 
crouching position. 
      The fast approaching patrol car cast a beam spotlight on the 
prowler, exposing a hooded masked figure. The figure then quickly 
turned and sprinted off. 
      The patrol car squealed to a stop, and both exited the vehicle 
quickly, sprinting after the hooded masked figure. A quick cut between 
two houses and the pursuit was on. Jackie immediately called for 
backup while in pursuit. He gave a good description of the suspect, 
informing dispatch that the Nightstalker was still very much at large. 
Linda and Jackie both realized that the Nightstalker was a female who 
possessed speed and stamina, because she began to put some serious 
distance between them. She quickly scaled a six ft chain-link fence, 
jumped, and landed on her feet, putting more distance between them. 
They reached the chain link fence, eyeing the Nightstalker moving 
through another yard some fifty yards ahead of them. They scaled the 
chain-link fence as fast as they could. “Back up is on the way, Linda.”  
   They jump from the top and landed on their feet. “Jackie, if we can 
just keep her in our sights.” 
   ‘Whoever she is, she is extremely fast. I have not run like this in quite 
a while,” said Jackie.  
    They began to breathe rapidly while engaged in the foot pursuit. Its 
very nature was a highly emotionally charged and dangerous event for 
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Linda and Jackie because of the unfamiliar environment. The area was 
wooded and dark. Linda and Jackie’s 20/20 vision maintained a vague 
focus on the disappearing figure sprinting around trees, moving 
through yards, climbing fences, and running through dense areas. 
        The Nightstalker kept focus on what was ahead, never looking 
back.  She sprinted through another yard and headed for the street 
where a black SUV with tinted glass was parked. She ran to it, opened 
the door, then quickly drove away. 
     Jackie and Linda sprinted through the same front yard toward the 
street. They caught sight of the speeding vehicle turning the corner just 
ahead, so they stopped. 
   Breathing rapidly, Linda turned to Jackie. “Did you get the license 
number by any chance?” 
  “No, but it appeared to be a black SUV.” He, too, was trying to catch 
his breath. 
  “It was a black SUV, and I am willing to bet you it’s a Ford. Whoever is 
trying to frame Tara had a perfect plan until now.” 
  “Linda, I’ve got to hand it to you, you were right. Who could she be?” 
  “Jackie, I only have one suspect, and that is Connie Connors.” 
   “Connie Connors! You mean Mrs. Connors daughter?” 
   “Yes. She runs track, is one of the fastest runners in the state, and she 
is not a small girl. She returned for that earring, but hopefully she did 
not have time to find it. That may be the only clue we have to get a 
positive identification.” 
  “I’m calling the captain to give him the update,” said Jackie. 
   Patrol cars with flashing blue lights came toward Linda and Jackie.   
Linda beckoned, the three patrol stopped, and Officer McCrae lowered 
the window. 
 “The Nightstalker is no longer on foot. She fled in a black Ford SUV, 
making a right turn about a minute ago.” She pointed toward the 
corner. “Get going, we want her found!!”                    
  The patrol car sped off.  



475 
 

     Jackie turned to Linda. “The Captain wants to know if you have any 
more questions for Tara before he releases her.” 
 
     Several minutes later, the Captain entered the interrogation room, 
finally convinced of Tara’s innocence. Tara looked up at the Captain. “I 
need to see my mother and father.” 
     “Sure, and I am here to tell you that you have been cleared of all 
charges.” He unlocked her handcuffs. 
  “So can I leave now?” 
  “Not just yet. Linda wants you to stay until they return, if you don’t 
mind.” 
  “For what reason?” 
  “They have another lead. If they can find an earring that was torn from 
the Nightstalker’s ear, it may lead to the identity of this female. You 
may be able to identify whose it is.” 
   “If it means getting the bitch who tried to frame me, then I would be 
more than glad to stay all night if I have to. But I would like to see my 
parents to let them know what’s going on. They are probably really 
worried sick.” 
   “You can go out and wait with them until Linda and Jackie return. I 
have one question for you. Do you have any clue who would attempt to 
set you up for these murders?” 
  “There is only one person I can think of. She has serious mental issues, 
and that would be Mrs. Connors daughter, Connie Connors. She was 
very disrespectful toward my friends and me at her brother’s funeral. 
She accused me of killing all of the victims, and she said she would 
make sure that I would be behind bars.” 
 
     The Nightstalker sat in her SUV, punching furiously on the steering 
wheel. She gasped for air and growled like a bear. She had committed 
two more crucial mistakes that could lead the police to her secret 
identity. She clenched her fists out of extreme anger. Her master plan 
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had been shattered, but she was not finished. It’s not over until I say it’s 
over and Tara will pay, one way or the other, she vowed to herself. 
 
       More than a half hour later, Linda and Jackie desperately searched 
Simone’s van inside and outside for the earring that may lead them to 
the Nightstalker’s true identity.  
     “Well Jackie so far all we’ve found underneath the van is Simone’s 
bracelet and a men’s class ring that could be her boyfriend’s.”  She cast 
her flashlight under the rear of the van, scoping every inch of the back 
bumper carefully. 
    “Do you think she may have found it before we got here?” He cast his 
flashlight beam under the front of the van. 
     “I doubt it, even though we cannot tell how long she was here 
before we got here.” 
    “Linda that is the only clue that we have to her identity, and it’s 
possible she may already have found it.” 
    “Jackie… I think I may have found something! Come here!” 
      Jackie rose and moved toward Linda with haste. 
      He crouched underneath the back bumper next to her.   
     “What you got?” 
       She cast her flashlight beam on the rear shock absorber on the 
driver side. “Look, does that look like something shiny stuck down at 
the bottom there?” 
      Jackie removed a pouch from his pocket, and removed a pair of 
tweezers from the small plastic pouch. “Hold your light and let me see if 
can pull it out.” 
     Jackie grabbed the small metal object by the tweezers, slowly pulling 
it out. 
     “Well, well. What do we have here?” 
       Linda and Jackie both closely examined the sterling silver 
monogrammed disc earring with the initials ‘CC’ engraved on it. 
      “Jackie, I believe we just hit the jackpot. This is Connie Connors 
earring. It fell from her ear when she was fighting with Tara.” 
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      “And it has a fresh blood stain on it,” stated Jackie. 
        Linda removed a plastic bag from her pocket, and Jackie dropped 
the earring into the bag. They both stood from their crouching 
positions. 
      “I’d better call the captain now,” stated Linda. 
 
      Twenty minutes later John glanced at his watch. “It 1:15 am.” 
    “Daddy, you and Mother can leave if you want. I’ll get Linda to bring 
me home, and I will not be in handcuffs this time.” 
     Margaret looked down the hall “Here they come now.” 
     Tara’s 20/20 vision caught sight of the plastic bag Linda was carrying 
as she approached with Jackie. 
     She displayed the plastic bag containing the monogrammed earring.  
   “Tara, do you recognize this?”  
     Tara stood and looked closely at the monogram earring with the 
initials ‘CC’. 
    “That’s Connie Connors earring. It fell from her ear when she 
attacked me.” 
      Linda nodded. “She returned to the crime scene as the Nightstalker 
to confiscate it, but we surprised her.” 
    “Did you get her?” inquired Tara. 
    “No, unfortunately. We chased her, but she was much too fast.” 
    “And she made her getaway in a black Ford SUV, just like yours Tara,” 
stated Jackie. 
  “That psycho bitch has been framing me all long!” Tara said, angrily. 
   “I assume you all will pick her up tonight.” 
  “Yes John, we will get a warrant and hopefully she is not hiding 
someplace else.”  
  “Oh my! That means she killed all those people including her brother 
and father! Why?” 
      “Margaret, at this moment we don’t know why.” 
      “Linda, what about the revolvers that were planted in my car and 
our trash can?” inquired Tara. 
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     “We believe the revolvers can be tied to Connie Connors, and the 13 
victims. We will search for other evidence, such as the victim’s credit 
cards and driver’s licenses. If we cannot find the other evidence, then 
hopefully we can get her to confess. We now believe she planted those 
revolvers in your car and trash can.” 
   “Good luck with that! That crazy bitch has taken psycho to a whole 
new level. Linda, I would like to be here when you bring her in.” 
    Tara clenched her fist. “I want five minutes with that bitch!” 
    Linda shook her head. “No Tara! No way. You know better than that! 
John, Margaret, it’s time to take your daughter home.” 
  “Tara it look like I owe you an apol-“ 
    Tara cut Jackie off. “Save it! We will never be friends!” Her tone was 
piercing. 
    She glanced back at her parents. “Come on Mom, Dad, let’s go!” 
   “Oh Tara, the press is waiting out there. You might want to take the 
back exit.” 
     She glanced over her shoulder. “That’s okay, Linda. I am not afraid to 
talk to the media. I got a message for that psycho bitch!!” 
“Time to call our favorite judge,” said Jackie.  
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T H I R I T Y    T W O 
 
        Connie Connors peeked through the window blinds after hearing 
loud knocks on her front door. When she observed Linda, Jackie, and 
three uniform officers through the blinds, she made a phone call. 
“Grandma, the police are knocking at my door!” 
     “I was afraid of that. Look, just go to the door and tell them I am on 
my way. That’s all you need to say.  I wish I can say that things are 
going to get better, but they are only going to get worse.” 
    Linda knocked again. 
  “Do you think maybe she isn’t in there?” inquired Jackie. 
  “Mrs. Connie is here, but I’ll bet she is probably asleep, and doesn’t 
have the slightest clue about what is going on with her daughter. This 
warrant has given us the right to enter the house. Do you have your 
lock picking tools with you?” 
  “Yes, they are in the trunk. 
   “Let me give Mrs. Connors a call first. I have her phone number.” 
     Suddenly the door is opened slightly by Connie. “What do you want? 
My mother is not here, but my grandmother is on the way. You need to 
talk with her.” 
    “Connie Connors, we are here for you,” said Linda. She relinquished 
the warrant to her, and Connie glanced at the document. 
    “What the hell is this for?” she grumbled. 
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      Connie shoved the document back into Linda’s hands. “Why the hell 
you got my name on a warrant! I did not do anything!” she said fiercely. 
      Linda displayed the plastic bag containing the monogram earring 
with the initials CC. 
     “You want to tell us why this earring with your initials was found 
under the van belonging to Simone Peterson. She pulled it off the 
Nightstalker during the attack last night.” 
      She glared furiously at the sterling silver monogrammed disc 
earring. 
     “That is not mine, and it was not me who attacked that Simone girl.” 
       Jackie glanced at Connie ears, which were exposed under her short 
curly hair. 
    “Young lady, you only have one earring in your ear with the initials 
CC, and you say this one is not yours?”  
    “My ear was hurting, so I took the other one out and left it 
somewhere.” 
    “Connie Connors, you are under arrest for the murder of 13 victims, 
and the attempted murder of Simone Peterson,” Linda said, removing 
the handcuffs from her belt.  
     Connie began to go ballistic. She erupted with profuse, extreme 
profanity, while attempting to close the door on Linda. Linda placed her 
foot in the door while Jackie and the other officers pushed against it. 
Connie, a 170 lb. sprinter, was not only fast, she was quite strong. She 
wedged her right foot against the wall and thrust against the door for 
several minutes, nearly closing the door on Linda’s foot. Finally she was 
pushed back. She made an attempt to flee down the hall, but Jackie 
quickly grasped her by her back collar. Like a bolt of lightning, Connie 
struck throwing a blow to Jackie’s face. 
     A tough struggle ensued, involving Linda, Jackie, and the three 
uniformed officers. Connie was not going down without a fight. 
   “Get away from me got damn-it! I have not done anything! Get the 
hell away from me!” 
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     She assaulted Linda and the officers, kicking them several times and 
throwing them against the wall. She threw one of them into Jackie. She 
attacked them with a series of blows, striking them in the face.  Jackie 
was able to grab her arms, and twisted them behind her back. She 
attempted to break loose from Jackie’s grip. Finally, after several 
minutes of exertion, she was forced to the floor.  
   “Get the hell off of me! What kind of cops are you beating on an 
innocent person like me?” She struggled to regain her footing, but they 
pinned her face to the floor while Linda handcuffed her.  
    “Connie Connors, you have the right to remain silent, and if you give 
up that right, anything you say can be held against you. You also have a 
right to an attorney, and if you cannot afford one, you will be assigned 
one. Do you understand these rights?” 
   “Go to hell bitch! I told you I did not do anything!” 
     Connie was helped to stand. 
    “Like Jackie said, I will take that as a yes. Get her out of here!” 
    “Wait! Look, you need to talk to my grandmother! She is on the way 
here!! I did not kill anyone! You are making a serious mistake!” she 
shouted. 
     The three uniformed officers wrestled Connie to the patrol car. 
   “Whew, Linda, that is a strong girl. I need to get back to the gym.” 
   “Yeah, she is also a psycho, and has serious mental issues. She doesn’t 
have a clue how strong she really is. I read this from her profile; she is 
on drugs for her psychotic mood swings.” 
   “Linda, I would have paid to see Tara take her on the stage.” 
   “And you know what, Tara would have beaten her to a pulp whether 
she is mental ill or not. Tara is a whole lot stronger, and quite skillful in 
fighting. She has already beaten the hell out of her late brother. I feel 
really sorry for Mrs. Connors.” 
   “Linda, where is Mrs. Connors? I notice she kept saying her mother 
was not here, and she mentioned her grandmother.” 
     Linda and Jackie quickly moved down the lighted hallway. “Hmm, 
Connie may have been lying. Let’s check the bedrooms. If she is here 
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you would have think that she heard the commotion. She must not be a 
light sleeper.” 
     They turned left and glanced into a room. “This must be Connie’s 
room. There is a trophy on her dresser for track.” 
     They moved across into another room. “This is no doubt her late 
brother’s room. Just look at the football trophies,” said Jackie. 
     They walked down to a third room and Linda knocked on the door. 
     “This must be Mrs. Connors’s room.” She knocked again. “Mrs. 
Connors, this is the police. Are you awake?” 
       She glanced at Jackie. “Either she is sleeping really tight, or she is 
not in there.” 
      Linda removed her cell phone from her pocket, and dialed Mrs. 
Connors phone. She listened to a message, then hung up. “That’s 
strange. I got a ‘not in service’ message.” 
     “You want me to go and get my lock picking tools? I am curious.” 
     “No, not now.” 
       The uniformed officers enter the house and handed a set of car 
keys to Linda. 
     “This was in her pocket. Looks like a remote control for the garage,” 
said officer Thomson. 
      She looked at them, then returned them to Officer Thomson. 
    “See if there is a black SUV in the garage, and if there is, search it 
thoroughly. Also search any other vehicle that might be in the garage.”  
     She gestured. “You two look around in the first room, and don’t 
 worry about the other two rooms.” 
      Jackie turned to Linda. “Linda, when I was patrolling through this 
area last month, I saw three more garage doors on the back of this 
house.” 
    “Hmm, that is interesting. Does that mean they have five vehicles?” 
    “Come on, let’s go back to the living room. We will come back later; I 
want to check something out.” 
     They quickly walked back down the hall to the living room. 



483 
 

    “Mrs. Connors said she was going home and go to bed, so she could 
be prepared for school on tomorrow.” 
   “Jackie this house is really neat, and huge.” Linda pointed to another 
room. “That must be the den.” They moved to the den and looked 
around the room.  
   Linda turned to Jackie. “I am not convinced we have the right person.” 
    “You mean that right person who lied about the missing earring? The 
one who assaulted us. The one who all five of us had a hell of time 
getting the handcuffs on.” 
      Linda met Jackie’s gaze. “Do you remember what Connie said when 
she opened the door?” 
      “Yeah, her mother was not here, and her grandmother was on the 
way.” 
     “Yes, and she stated that we needed to talk to her.” 
      “So what are you saying?” 
      “She thought we were looking for Mrs. Connors. And she came to 
the door with one earring in her ear which was in plain sight. I noticed 
the ear with the missing earring had no blood stain on it.” 
      “Maybe she wiped it off Linda.” 
      “No Jackie, if that earring was yank out of her ear it should have left 
a small bruise or cut. Connie had neither. What if she was telling the 
true?” 
     “Linda, I have a theory.” 
      “Okay, let’s hear it.” 
      “What if Connie killed her mother because she found out about her 
daughter. She probably went into a rage. She kills her mother, we 
arrive, and she did not have time to move the body. So she locks her 
mother up in the room.” 
      “Jackie that is a scary assumption, but I would not put it past 
Connie. On the other hand, we need to get into that room, but I don’t 
think we will find Mrs. Connors. My intuition tells me that something is 
not right here.”  
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      She removed her cell phone from her pocket. “Let me make this call, 
and then I will tell you mine,” she said as she dialed a number. 
    “Simone, sorry to bother you, but I have one more question for you.” 
    “Sure Linda,” she whispered. 
    “Did you let anyone listen to the threatening message that Tara sent 
you?” 
    “Uh, yeah,” 
    “Who?” 
    “Just my brother and Mrs. Connors.” 
   “Do you remember when Mrs. Connors listened to that message?” 
   “Uh, I believe it was the day that her daughter called her about Danny 
getting hurt.” 
  “Okay. Thanks Simone.” She ended the call and looked at Jackie. 
   “I know that look on your face, and you are thinking maybe it could be 
Mrs. Connors, the teacher who loves kids. The National Teacher of the 
Year award winner last year has something to do with these gruesome 
murders. Now that is a scary assumption.” 
   “Yeah, but what if it’s really true; it would even more scary. That 
would shock the entire country.” 
     The three uniforms entered the living room. 
    “There was no black SUV in the garage, just a pickup truck, and sports 
car, and they are clean,” said Officer Thomson. 
    “The room is clean, no revolvers, credit cards, or drivers licenses from 
the victims, “stated another officer. 
     “Do you want us to take the prisoner in?” inquired the third Officer. 
     “No, not at this moment. I need you all to stay close for now.” 
       Linda turned back to Jackie. “This is just a theory Jackie. Tara was 
framed by somebody who is close to her. Somebody she trusts. Mary 
Connors has probably seen the videos of all the students Tara had fights 
with. She knew about altercations she had with the teachers because 
they talk about it all over the school, even in the teacher’s lounge. Tara 
most likely trusted Mary Connors like a mother, so she told her just 
about anything she wanted to know.” 
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       Jackie met Linda gaze. “Linda, I know you have been right so far, 
but I would have to disagree with you. What would be Mrs. Connors 
motive for killing those people?” 
    “I believe she only had a particular target. Maybe there were 
marriage problems with her husband, and maybe the target was him 
and his fiancée, who was killed also. The others was killed because they 
had arguments with and was threatened by Tara; even Mrs. Connors 
estranged husband, which gave her a perfect plan. I don’t know this for 
sure, but I have a feeling that all these other killings were to cover her 
tracks.” 
     He gestured with his finger. “I believe Connie Connors is our serial 
killer. We have the earring with her initials on it, and we have not found 
the other evidence, the credit cards and driver’s licenses belonging to 
the victims. We need to check Mrs. Connors room.  And we know 
Connie Connors is a psychopath who hated everybody. She framed Tara 
just because she hated her. If we take her in and question her she 
might break.” 
    “Jackie, I get this feeling that those monogamy earrings belong to 
Mrs. Connors, and those initials may stand for another name.” 
    Linda’s cell phone rang. “This is Detective Russo.” 
  “Detective Russo, this is Walter Bellman. I’ve got several messages 
that you have been trying to reach me.” 
 “Yes, Mr. Bellman I have, and you picked a perfect time to call.  I was 
wondering if you can help us maybe solve these gruesome murders in 
our area that replicate the 1990 serial killings by your brother Tim 
Bellman.” 
  “Well Detective Russo, I believe I have some very important 
information for you.” 
   “I am going to put you on speaker phone so my partner Detective 
Williams can hear you.” 
   She pushed the speaker button, and places the phone on a table. 
  “Okay Mr. Bellman.” 
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“Detective I have been following your horrible serial killer murders, and 
it’s very disturbing. It seems like someone was killing in my brother’s 
name, which happened over 20 years ago.” 
    “Yes I remember. My uncle was a victim.” 
    “I am so sorry to hear that, but I know who your serial killer is.  
Now I don’t know what name she goes by, or what she may look like 
since it’s been over 20 years. Your serial killer is Tim Bellman’s offspring, 
his daughter Lizzie Bellman.” 
“Mr. Bellman I thought his daughter and his wife was killed.” 
“According to the news, an eye witness said they drowned in the river 
while attempting to get out of their vehicle. It was because of swift 
currents. Their bodies were never recovered.” 
    “That’s right, Detective Russo, their bodies was never recovered 
because they were not in that SUV. The only thing the police found 
when they pulled the SUV out of the river were their ID.” 
   “Mr. Bellman, this is Detective Williams. How do you know this?” 
“Because I was the one who helped stage their death. And I was that 
anonymous caller.” 
   “Mr. Bellman, would you repeat that,” requested Linda. 
    “I said that Tim Bellman’s wife and daughter are still alive, and I 
helped stage their deaths.” 
    “What was the reason?” inquired Linda. 
      “Perception. Her daughter was ridiculed, threatened, attacked at 
school. Some of the kids of those families attended that school. In spite 
of what happened, some people had their own views, but I don’t 
believe that Elizabeth killed Tim.” 
       “According to the news, she shot him several times. She was still 
holding the gun when the police entered the school building,” stated 
Linda. 
      “That was the way it looked. His daughter killed him.” 
      “Mr. Bellman, do you know this for sure?” 
      “Yes, Detective Russo. Her mother was afraid of guns, she hated 
them, and would never touch one. She told me that herself.” 
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      “So you are saying that she covered for her daughter,” 
      “Yes sir, to keep her from getting exposed by the media and the 
public, but it did not do much good, if any. Her daughter was harassed 
every day at school and Elizabeth was receiving threats as well. That is 
another reason I decided to help them.My brother trained his daughter 
to be a vicious killer. He started training her when she was only ten 
years old, to protect herself if someone tried to attack her. He trained 
his daughter to shoot them in the both knees first to disable them, and 
then the fatal shot by sticking the 44 magnum down their throat to 
blow their brains out. My brother was a monster, and he trained his 
daughter to be a monster. Most of the victims he killed were men who 
taught at that school, and who his wife had conversations with.  He 
thought she was having an affair with them, and I got this from 
Elizabeth.  She would secretly call me and tell me the troubles she was 
having with my brother, and I really felt that this was all my fault.” 
   “Why is that?” inquired Jackie. 
   “Because I introduced Tim, who was my half bother, to Elizabeth.” 
   “Mr. Bellman you are not responsible for your brother actions. He has 
already paid for that. Do you know what the initials ‘CC’ stands for?” 
inquired Linda. 
    “CC?” 
     “Yes, those initials were on an earring that was pulled from the 
Nightstalker ear by a surviving victim.” 
     “Hmm, I know Elizabeth’s maiden name was Carter.” 
      At that very moment, Mary Connors’s mother overheard Walter 
Bellman’s voice as she quietly entered the living room. 
      Linda and Jackie both saw her. 
     “It’s Connie Chandler.  Her name is Lizzie Connie Chandler Bellman. 
They were given to her by my mother, who wanted me to name my 
daughter Chandler but I liked Connie. So she had just the initials ‘CC’ 
engraved on the earrings because she hated my husband, who wanted 
me to name her Lizzie. She believed he was an evil person, and she was 
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right. My daughter promised my mother that she would never take the 
earrings off.” 
   “Elizabeth?” 
   “Yes Walter, it’s me.” 
   “Elizabeth, I had often wondered how things were going until I started 
to hear about these gruesome murders here in Salt Lake. I did not want 
to believe it until I got a call from Detective Russo.” 
   “I did not believe it either, and I was hoping it was not true until my 
granddaughter contacted me tonight.” 
   “Well Elizabeth, you have my help if you need it. I am so sorry.”  
    “I will stay in contact with you, Walter. I see your phone number on 
the caller ID.” 
“I will not say goodbye, because I will be waiting for your call.”  He hung 
up. 
    Linda set her gaze on Mary Connors’s mother as she removed her 
polarized sunglasses from her face.  
   “Now I recognize you from the picture on the internet. Your hair is a 
different color.” 
She turned to Linda. “I should have known that this day would come 
again. Detectives, you all have my granddaughter in your patrol car. She 
is not your killer. She contacted me last night after that girl was 
attacked. She saw Mary leave the house before the attack in a black 
SUV.”  
   “You say Connie actually saw Mary leave the house in a black SUV last 
night?” inquired Linda 
   “Yes, and that was not the first time, Mary could leave at any time 
and not be spotted, because the back of this house sits in a rather 
remote area: so Connie started to monitor her after what she 
overheard Mary tell… Simone. I believe was her name. Mary said she 
could not get Connie to go to a basketball game, but she knew that 
Connie did not like basketball, and she had never asked her. Connie got 
really angry, so she pulled one of her earrings that Mary had given her 
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from her ear and threw it away. I know she probably acted violently 
when you arrested her.” 
   “That she did. We had a hell of time getting the cuffs on her.” 
     “Well she is sick mentally, in spite of how gifted she is. That is the 
only way she knows how to respond at times.” 
     “We viewed her profile and noticed the medication she takes,” said 
Linda. 
      “It seems like my entire family is sick, starting with my late husband. 
I am here to help you all anyway I can.” 
      “What name do you go by?” inquired Jackie. 
      “My name is Lisa Carter at the moment, but my real name is 
Elizabeth Carter Bellman, so you can call me by my actual name. I am 
sorry to say that my daughter is mentally ill, as well. She is psychotic, 
vindictive, twisted, and will seek vengeance at any cost. She is bent on 
vengeance. She make seem gentle on the outside, but inside, she is a 
ruthless killer like her father. They show no mercy. Back in Lansing she 
had planned to kill every student that had threatened or harassed her. I 
caught on to her. She had a 44 magnum and a mask hidden in her room 
that she may have confiscated from her father. I had to promise her 
that we would leave right away to keep her from killing people. I hope 
that you can understand why I did what I had to do back in Michigan. I 
was wishing that this day would never come.” 
     “Mrs. Bellman, I am not concerned about what you had to do, but 
the police in Lansing may be interested. If it was me, then I might have 
done the same thing. Our concern here is to find your daughter before 
she kills anybody else. Besides what we have so far, we are going to 
need more evidence that will tie Mrs. Connors to these murders,” said 
Linda.  
   “If I am not mistaken, Detective, she had a huge room with three 
garage doors built on this house. I asked her why, and she said that she 
needed a more private place to work out, and that she was planning on 
buying more vehicles. Her father did the same thing, and she is 
following in her father’s footsteps.” 
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    “Yes, and that includes murder.” Linda turned to Jackie. 
   “Would you have one of the officers release Connie Connors, and let 
her know that her grandmother is waiting.” 
Jackie walked across the living room to the front door. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                              McDonald’s parking lot 
                                                               Hightower Rd. 2:00 AM 
 
        A yellow convertible beamer sat in the parking lot, and inside, a 
pair of sinister eyes gazed at the door of McDonalds, waiting and 
watching patiently.  Several minutes later, an acquaintance leaves the 
building, followed by the manager. 
       “Brandon.” 
         He stopped and turned around as the manager approached him. 
        “Thanks for staying until the night cleaner arrived.” 
        “No problem Julie, I can always use the extra money. Well, I am off 
this Saturday, so I will see you Sunday.” 
        “I will not be here on Sunday. I have to come back tomorrow at 
800am, so, bye.” 
       “Bye Julie.” 
         She turned and headed for her car and so did Brandon. The door 
of the yellow convertible Beamer opened, and someone stepped out. 
Brandon’s car, a few parking spaces from the yellow beamer, mirrored 
the sight of a female figure moving toward him. Abruptly, he was struck 
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with amazement as she approached him in her all black outfit, with a 
black hood hanging around the back of her neck. 
        “Mrs. Connors!?” 
          A smile illuminated her face. “Hello Brandon.” 
          He smiled. “I did not expect to see my favorite teacher at this 
hour in McDonald’s parking lot.”  
          Julie blew her horn as she drove by Brandon’s car, glancing at him 
and Mary Connors. 
         He smiled and waved at her. 
       “Who was that?” She glanced at Julie as her car passed. 
        “Our store manager, Julie Allen. She is really nice, sort of like you 
Mrs. Connors. I like your black outfit.” 
         “Yes, it’s very fashionable.” 
      “So are you doing a late night jog, or should I say a before school 
run?” 
      “No Brandon, I am here on business, and you are part of it. I am 
going to need you to come with me.” 
      “Why? What’s wrong Mrs. Connors?” 
       She pulled out a revolver and nudged it into his ribs. “I said, I need 
you to come with me, now!” 
      He was so startled, he backed up against his car. His heart rate 
immediately elevated. “Mrs. Connors, what are you doing? Is this a 
joke?” 
     “I can assure you Brandon, this is not a laughing matter.” She smiled 
slightly. “However, I kind of wish it was; but it’s not.” 
    “Why did you pull a gun on me? What’s wrong?” 
     “This is not just any gun, Brandon. This is a 44 magnum, and if I pull 
this trigger, in all probability it will blow you away like the others. Now 
you would not want that, would you?” 
       His voice trembled. “No ma’am.” He shook his head. “But I don’t 
understand.” 
      “Do you have your cell phone?” 
      “Yes ma’am, it’s in my pocket.” His voice quivered. 
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      “Take it out of your pocket in put it inside your car now.” 
        Brandon did as he was instructed. “Mrs. Connors… I don’t 
understand.” 
        She placed her arm around his neck. “You don’t need to 
understand; now be a good student, and do as you are told.  She 
removed her arm from his neck and yanked him from the car. The 
revolver was nudged into his back as she gestured toward her car. 
       “I want you to stop in front of the trunk, and don’t think about 
doing something stupid.” 
      “Mrs. Connors, why are you doing this?”  
      “Now let’s get going. There is business for me to take care of, and 
you are a very important part of it; that’s all you need to know.” 
       His body vibrated as they moved slowly to the yellow beamer. 
        A button was depressed on her car keys, and the trunk popped 
open. 
      “Get in.” He was shoved into the trunk face down. She placed the 
revolver in her attire and restrained his hands behind his back with a 
rope. 
      Brandon was shocked to find out that his favorite teacher, who he 
love so much, was not what she appeared to be. 
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                                     T H I R I T Y     T H R E E 
 
       Linda, the uniformed officers, Elizabeth, and Connie Connors 
watched as Jackie picked Mary Connors bedroom door lock. He turned 
the knob and opened the door, then they all entered the room.  
      “Wow, this bedroom is the size of two of my bedrooms,” stated 
Jackie. 
      “My daughter always did like a house with a lot of room, just like 
her father.  
        She directed her finger to the closet that nearly covered the length 
of the entire wall. “That is a walk in closet there.” 
       “Now I would love to have a closet like that in my house. There is 
never enough space in mine,” said Linda. 
       “There is probably another room built behind that closest,” stated 
Elizabeth. 
        Elizabeth slid back the door, exposing garments. She moved the 
garments aside, exposing a second door that was partially ajar.  
Elizabeth slid back the door, then they all strode into the huge room 
filled with exercise equipment. 
     “Wow, this is a complete gym,” stated Linda. She turned to Connie.  
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     “Did you know this was back here?” 
     “Yes and no. We knew about this room, but she kept us in the dark 
about what was in the room. She said it was her secret place to work 
out.” 
       They all strode around the gym room, gazing at various types of 
nautilus machines, a thick rope affixed to the ceiling for climbing, a 
heavy punching bag. 
      “Wow, she has everything in here,” stated Jackie. 
      “She must have every cardio machine there is,” said Linda. 
     “Yes, she is very adamant about condition and training,” stated 
Elizabeth. 
        Elizabeth pointed across the room toward a huge mirror at the end 
of the 70 x 50 foot gym room. “I believe that there is a garage behind 
this room. Her father had the same setup.” 
         They all moved quickly to the other end of the gym. When Linda   
opened the door, they strode into the room, laying eyes on a white 
convertible Camaro, and a black SUV. Linda turned to the uniformed 
officers. “I want the two of you to search the SUV, and you Officer 
Lawson, search the Camaro. Jackie and I will look around in the gym.”   
         They moved to the vehicles. 
       “There was a third car,” stated Jackie. 
          Linda turned to Connie. “Did you see your mother leave in a 
vehicle last night?” 
         “Yes. I hid behind two large trees in our yard. She returned in the 
black SUV, and about five minutes later, she left in a yellow sports car. 
She never returned.” 
        “How about the model and make?” inquired Jackie. 
          Connie shook her head. “I am not good with the make and model 
of cars. All I know is that it seems like a sports car, or maybe it was 
convertible.” 
          “Hmm. For all we know, it could have been another Camaro,” 
stated Linda. 
            Linda, Jackie, Elizabeth, and Connie walked back into the gym. 
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          “How can a teacher’s salary afford all of this?” inquired Jackie. 
          “She had her father’s inheritance. He won the lottery and set up a 
trust fund for her.” 
            Connie set her gaze on Elizabeth. “Grandmother, who was my 
grandfather?” 
           Elizabeth met Connie’s gaze. She sighed. “I guess Mary never told 
you about him, huh.” 
         “Every time we would ask, she would start talking about 
something else and would totally evade the question.” 
       Jackie and Linda moves to a door in the corner of the gym. Linda 
reached and opened the door. 
       Elizabeth took Connie by her arm. “Look, I promise I will tell you 
about him. He was not someone who you will be proud of, but first I 
need to help these detectives as much as I can.” 
      They moved to the room in the corner of the gym, and entered. 
       Linda and Jackie took notice of a safe that sat in the right corner of 
the room. Linda examined the safe. “Just as I thought, it’s locked.” 
      “I can open it,” said Connie. 
       They all turned their gaze on her. “Really? Do you know the 
combination,” inquired Linda. 
      “No. All I need is my stethoscope. I learned how to crack a safe by 
watching videos from YouTube.” 
     “You sound like you have already done this before,” said Jackie. 
     “No, but I can open it. Let me go get my stethoscope.  
       Linda began to examine a pair of sneakers she noticed in a small 
closet. She reached into them, and pulled out a height lifting insert. 
       Jackie went to a desk, where he examined Mary Connors’s desk top 
computer. 
     “Mrs. Bellman, how tall would you say your daughter is?” 
      “She is 5 feet 8 inches, and she weights at least 170 lbs.” 
      “This height insert is at least 2 inches. Which makes her 5 feet 10 
in.” 
      “That is Tara’s height.” 
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        Jackie looked at Linda. “She has every video on Tara’s 
confrontation with students marked in her favorites, and also info on 
the teachers that Tara had an argument with.” 
      Jackie turned to Mrs. Bellman. “Do you know where your daughter 
could be?” 
     “No, but I can tell you this. If any of her plans are thwarted, then she 
will find another way to seek vengeance. She lets out this growling 
sound when she becomes frustrated. We were playing chess one night, 
and I beat her and she uttered that sound. She hates to lose. And she 
was just a kid then.” 
        Jackie glanced at Linda. “Do you think maybe we should ask the 
captain about posting a guard outside Simone’s door?” 
      “Let’s just see if we can get the evidence we need. The Captain will 
be more than pleased to post a guard, whether or not we are 
understaffed.” 
      “Detectives, let me tell you a few more things about my daughter. 
Besides being extremely vindictive and bent on revenge, she is a super 
athlete. Tell me Detective Williams, did you play any sports?”  
       “Yes ma’am, I did. I was a wide receiver in high school, college, and I 
played some basketball.” 
       “You had to be pretty fast to play that football position, right?” 
       “Yes, I ran a 4.4.” 
       “Well, Mary was a college sprinter, and she was 11.01 seconds in 
the 110 meters. That 2 seconds under Jackie Joyner’s record.” 
       “Wow!” exclaimed Linda. 
       “Not bad for a white girl, huh.” Elizabeth smiled at Jackie. 
        “No wonder we could not catch her,” stated Jackie. 
         Elizabeth continued.  “And my granddaughter is just as fast. Mary’s 
legs is extremely powerful. Back when we assumed new identities in 
New York, a girl was bullying her in gym. She put the girl into a powerful 
body scissors for five minutes, breaking two of her ribs. If she ever gets 
in a position to use them, well, pity on that person. She will kill them. In 
that same year, which was her senior year, she knocked out a boy with 
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a right hook, who she said was being fresh with her. She possesses an 
extremely powerful right hook as well. She knows marital arts, boxing, 
and is an outstanding mountain climber. She is a super athlete, and 
could kill without using a gun.” 
       “Now I see where her children obtained their athletic ability,” 
stated Linda. 
      “She taught as a professor at one of the colleges in New York. She is 
also an expert sharpshooter, and she can hit a fly in a dark alley at 25 
feet. She has extremely good night vision.” 
     “Damn, I don’t think we have anyone on the force who can do that,” 
stated Linda. 
      Connie dashed back into the room with her stethoscope around her 
neck.  
    “Okay, I am ready.” She moved over to the floor safe, inserting the 
stethoscope piece in her ears. Connie made sure that the ends of the 
stethoscope were slightly bent forward to follow the natural curve of 
her ear canal. 
    “Okay everybody, I am going to try a three combination right, left and 
left.” 
     They are gathered around her as she placed the bell of the 
stethoscope on the door of the safe, near the combination mechanism. 
She turned the dial to the right slowly, until she heard the lock click 
representing the first number. She turned the dial slowly to the left, 
and heard the lock click, representing the second number. She turned 
the dial back to the left until the lock stop moving, representing the last 
number of the combination. She pulled the handle to open the door of 
the safe. She smiled. “Okay everybody!” 
   “Outstanding, Connie!” Linda complimented. 
   “Now we know who to get to do our safecracking,” said Jackie. 
   “That’s great work, Connie!!” exclaimed Elizabeth.” 
   “It’s easy; anyone can learn to open a safe with a stethoscope.” 
She gazed into the safe. “WOW!” 
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    Linda moved next to Connie, and caught sight of several 44 magnum 
revolvers, cartridges, disposable cell phones, several stacks of cash, 
trophies, several prescription bottles half filled with medication, and a 
photo album. 
    Linda took plastic gloves from her pocket as she began to take a look 
at each trophy. “I see that she has a trophy in everything that you 
mentioned.” 
    “Well that was one thing I was so proud of.” 
      She reached into the safe and removed the photo album; she 
opened it and smiled as she looked through the album. 
Jackie noticed the expression on Linda’s face. “You got something?” 
    She nodded. Jackie stepped closer to look, and caught sight of the 
credit cards and driver’s licenses, each containing the victim’s names as 
Linda flipped through the pages. “We have got what we need.” 
   She looked over at the revolvers and cartridges. “Those cartridges 
probably are the same ones that fit the revolvers that were planted in 
Tara’s car.” 
 “We will have ballistics test them, and look how many she has. There 
are eight 44 magnum revolvers. That is about 100 thousand dollars of 
firepower,” stated Jackie. 
   “Detectives, John Connors had a gun store back in New York. It was 
burglarized one night, and numerous 44 magnums were taken. 
Can you see if John Connors driver’s license is in there,” inquired 
Elizabeth.  
    “Yes, there it is, and Laura Ross’s and her son Danny.” 
      Linda shook her head.  
      Connie turned to her grandmother. “She did it! She killed Daddy and 
Danny!!” 
    Elizabeth embraced Connie as she started to weep. 
   “I am going to call the captain and tell him to put out an all-points 
bulletin; and hopefully he can put a guard at Simone’s door,” said 
Jackie. 
    He removed his cell, and stepped away to make the call. 
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   “Detective Russo, I don’t know why she killed some of those people, 
and her own son, but I know why she killed John Connors and his 
fiancée. It was because he was unfaithful. She suspected when he 
started his affair in New York, but never could catch him. She ended up 
in the mental hospital for eight months after attacking a woman he was 
with, but it turned out to be his sister, so he said. Mary was diagnosed 
as psychotic with paranoid delusions.” 
    Linda removed a couple of half full prescription bottles from the safe 
so that she could read the labels. 
  “This is a strong narcotic, and this one is risperidone.” 
   “She was on risperidone for…?” inquired Connie, looking at her 
grandmother. 
   “Yes Connie, she has been on that drug since she was released from 
the hospital. She kept you and Danny in the dark about a of lot things.  
And then one day she, just stopped taking them. She claimed that the 
drugs was making her gain weight. John denied that there was another 
woman; he said she was a client and he was wiring her house. But he 
would not come home until after midnight. She told me secretly after 
she was released from the hospital that she was going to kill him. She 
wanted to find a subtle approach, so that she would be beyond the 
suspicions of the police.” 
   “Well, that’s why she killed the other victims, and that put us on the 
trail of a student,” stated Linda. 
“That’s why they left New York. She was willing to give him another 
chance, but she was hoping it would never come to that. After several 
years here, he started again, doing the same thing. He finally walked 
out one night, went to live with his mistress, who Mary found out was 
Laura Ross. She was Connie’s track coach.” 
  “I hated her!” Connie said fiercely. 
   The other officers entered the room. “We searched both vehicles, top 
to bottom. There was nothing in the white Camaro. In the SUV, there is 
a police scanner, night binoculars, GPS tracker, and an invoice on the 
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purchase of the vehicle. We checked the tracker, and there is mostly 
every route to the victim’s houses on there,” said Officer Lawson. 
   “Okay.” Linda pointed to the open safe. “I want you to bag and tag 
these revolvers, and all the other items.”  
     She turned to Mary Connors’s mother.  “Mrs. Bellman, here is our 
card, and I am going to need your phone number.” 
Linda removed a small pad from her pocket as Connie turned and left. 
    “And I have one other question to ask you Mrs. Bellman, and you are 
under no obligation to answer it, but I am just curious.” 
     She set her gaze on Linda, as she returned the pad to her. 
      “Did you kill your husband, Tim Bellman, after you find out about 
him, or was it your daughter?” 
      “I see; my brother in law told you that I was afraid of guns, right?” 
     “Yes, he did mention that.” 
       She turned away briefly, and then turned back to Linda. Just then, 
Jackie came over to Linda. “The Captain said he would post a guard at 
Simone’s door at once. He finds it hard to believe that the Teacher of 
the Year is a relentless serial killer.” 
     “Wait until he sees the evidence,” said Linda, turning her attention 
back to Elizabeth. 
   “Detective, I have never fired a gun in my life. I have no use for them, 
and will never fire one. Does that answer your question?” 
   “Yes it does, Mrs. Bellman.” 
   “You will not be able to stop her.” 
   “Why do you say that, Mrs. Bellman?” inquired Jackie. 
    “Just a mother’s feeling about her daughter. If she is still in this city, 
which I believe she is, she will be plotting for revenge. Her deeds have 
been discovered now; all that is left for her is vengeance on whoever 
she decides. She will kill for the thrill, and even if you do try to 
apprehend her, she will continue until she is killed.”   
    “Well, if she is still in this city, we will get her, and we will do what we 
have to do to stop her,” vowed Linda. 
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    “Good luck Detectives, you are going to need it. She is more of a 
monster than her father.” 
 
     Connie Connors was in her room with her door locked, watching a 
video recording. She paused the recording. Just what I thought, she is in 
a yellow convertible beamer. Now I know what to look for, she thought. 
   She placed the phone in her pocket, moved to her nightstand, and 
took out a photo album. After searching through it, she took notice of a 
photo with her mother and father standing in front of an old bait and 
tackle building. She recalled what her mother said about the old 
building. Hmm, I remember this old building; mother thought it would 
be a good hideout for somebody who was running from the police. 
Lincoln bait and tackle. I should be able to find it with my GPS tracker, 
but as I recall, about eight years ago it is located off Parlor Rd. A small 
dirt road led to the building just before you get to a fishing lake, she 
thought to herself.  
   She went to her closet, knelt, and quietly pulled back the carpet, 
exposing the wood floor. She removed a lose board, and pulled out two 
44 magnums, a secret gift from her late father. She removed a box of 
cartridges and loaded each revolver, an evil smirk appearing on her 
face. 
 
 
      Margaret did not wait until her daughter woke up at 6:45am. 
     “Tara! Tara, wake up!!” 
       Tara was awakened by the piercing sound of her mother’s knock. 
       She glanced at her clock radio. “I’m coming mother,” she said 
wearily. 
        Tara opened the door slowly. “What is it Mother? I still have 30 
more minutes left.” 
      “You need to come downstairs right now.” 
      “Why?” 
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       Mara hopped on her crutches to her door after hearing her 
mother’s loud knocks on her twin sister’s door. She opened her door. 
      “Mom, I just heard about Mrs. Connors on the news, and I can’t 
believe it!” 
       Tara was suddenly wide awake. “What happened to Mrs. Connors? 
      “Yes it’s true. Come on, Tara you need to see this for yourself.” 
       She yanked Tara by her arm as they moved down the hall.   
      “Mom, tell me what happened to Mrs. Connors? Did her psycho 
daughter do something to her?” 
      “You are not going to believe this, Tara.” They moved downstairs 
into the living room to the television screen where John was sitting on 
the sofa, shaking his head. “Have a seat, honey.” 
       Tara sat on the sofa next to her father, while Margaret sat next to 
her.  
    “The police has issued an All-Points Bulletin for Mary Connors after 
finding evidence linking her to the murder of all 13 victims in a gym built 
onto her home. A number of 44 magnums were confiscated from a safe, 
along with personal identification from each victims in her private gym. 
      According to investigators, Mary Connors, who won the National 
Teacher award for last year, and is the front runner this year, is 
responsible for the gruesome murders that has caused city wide fear 
and panic in the last five months.” 
      Tara glanced at her mother, and then at her father “This can’t be 
true Mom, Dad. No. Not Mrs. Connors, she is so gentle and kind.” She 
gestured at the screen. “This must be a mistake. She would not do 
something like this.” 
    “We did not believe it either, until Linda called us just after we turned 
on the news; it shocked the hell out of us,” stated John. 
    “Tara, we know how close you are to Mrs. Connors,” said Margaret. 
     “No, it’s her psycho daughter.” 
      Tara reached for her father’s cell phone that was on the nearby 
table and made a call. 
     “Hey John.” 
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      “Linda, it’s Tara. Please tell me that this is a horrible mistake about 
Mrs. Connors!” 
     “Tara I wish I could, but it’s true. She is our serial killer.” 
     “But Linda the earring you found with the initials ‘CC’. That’s her 
daughter Connie Connors.” 
     “That’s what we thought until Mary Connors mother showed up at 
her house last night. Tara, her real name is Lizzie Connie Chandler 
Bellman, and her father was the 1990 Nightstalker, Tim Bellman, in my 
home state Michigan.” 
    “Linda… are you telling me that Mrs. Connors is that psycho who 
killed 13 people, and nearly killed Simone, and then tried to frame me 
for the murders?” 
     “Yes Tara. She even bought a black Ford SUV a year ago just like 
yours. All of the routes to the victim’s houses, including Simone’s, were 
on her GPS tracker. She called Simone from Memory Dr., which is a 
block from Simone’s house, before she attacked her four minutes later. 
She most likely watched you drive by Memory Drive last night.” 
       Tara felt distraught. “Oh my God. Linda, she asked me all the time 
what my plans were, what car I was going to drive, where was I going. 
Linda, I told her everything!”  
    “Did you tell her that you were questioned by us, and that you were 
the prime suspect in the murders?” 
    “Yes I did, Linda. We had a long talk about that.” 
    “You were feeding her information that she needed, and her plan 
was to kill Simone, and then frame you for all of the murders.  She was 
that anonymous caller that night when we found the revolvers in your 
car and trash. Tara, I am so sorry, and Stephanie is finding this hard to 
accept. I know how close you, Mara, and Stephanie are to her.” 
      “Linda stop! I can’t talk anymore!” She hung up and placed the 
phone back on the table. 
      “OH MY GOD! Mom, Dad it was her all the time. Mrs. Connors killed 
those teachers and students and she was framing me!” Tara placed her 
elbows on her thighs, her hands over her face, and shook her head.  
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     “Why would she do an awful thing like that, and then to me?” 
      Margaret and John quickly placed their arms around their daughter.  
The tears began to roll down Tara’s cheek. For Tara, crying was a no-no, 
but she could not hold back the tears. She felt stabbed through the 
heart, betrayed, worse than death. Death could be conceived, but not 
betrayal. Betrayal is never easy to handle, and there is no right way to 
accept it. Stab the body and eventually it will heal; but injure the heart 
and the wound lasts a lifetime.  
 
      A couple of hours later, the news about Mary Connors had swept 
through the city like a wildfire.  Shock waves riddled throughout 
Lakewood High. It was a sad day there; the high hopes for and the 
expectations of their favorite teacher had been shattered. Students 
standing at their lockers and walking down the corridors had their eyes 
glued to their laptops.   
   Priscilla and Debra, who had lost a dear friend at the hands of the 
Nightstalker, were devastated. 
“Oh my God Debra, it was Mrs. Connors who killed Amy, and she 
almost killed me!” 
   Debra shook her head. “This is just awful. I never would have believed 
a gentle person like her would turn out to be a serial killer!” Why did 
she do it?” 
 
     Tara and her gang, in their surveillance room, discussed the 
seriousness of the issue. 
   “Tara, you mean to say that the police found guns that Mrs. Connors 
had planted in your car?” 
   “Yes Candy, and in my trash. I don’t know when she did it, but she 
must have done it before I left for my game. And after she attacked 
Simone last night, she was that anonymous caller to the police; she 
vandalized my tire as well.” 
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   “Tara, we all know how you were particularly close to her, but she 
almost ruined your life. She obviously has serious issues that nobody 
knew about,” stated Sherry. 
    “Guys, I was so hurt when I found out it was her. I really loved her 
like she was my mother. There was nothing that I would not do for that 
woman, and she was deceiving me the whole time. She intended to kill 
Simone so that I would get the blame!” 
      “Tara if Simone had died you could have end up on death row,” said 
Sherry. 
      “Why would a person like her commit such violent murders?” 
inquired Natalie. 
       “I would have never suspected someone like her to be a 
coldblooded killer, and she is a daughter of a serial killer,” said Candy. 
     “According to what I read, guys, there are at least 50 serial killers 
operating in the United States, and they are people you see every day 
like Mrs. Connors. I was shocked when Mara called me and said my 
mother had arrested Tara, and then I heard the news. It like she was 
planning this for a long time, and Tara was her biggest victim.” 
     “Do you all think she could still be in the city?” inquired Sherry.  
     “She is probably long gone by now,” stated Candy. 
     “My mother is hoping she is still here so she can bring her in.” 
       Tara glanced around at her friends. “I hope she is. I have lost all 
respect for her. What she did to me was unforgiveable. I want to look 
her in her face and ask her why before I wring her freaking neck!” 
       A knock was heard at the door. Stephanie quickly went to the door 
and peeked through the blinds. She smiled and opened the door. 
      Principal Koon entered the room. “Hey girls!”  
      They all said hello as he turned to his daughter. 
       “Are you alright? We noticed you left this morning without eating 
your breakfast. I know how upset you are.” 
       “I going to be okay Dad. I will probably make up for it in the 
cafeteria.” 
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       “I just wanted to remind you that I have a dental appointment a 10 
am. Also, Evelyn Jason is out. Her mother is going into the hospital 
today.”  
       “Principal Koon, I have a question.” 
         He shift his attention to Sherry. 
       “I was just wondering, are you planning on putting the school doors 
on automatic lockdown.” 
       “Well, I don’t think we need to do that.” 
        He glanced around at the girls. “Do you all think the school is safe? 
I mean, Mrs. Connors may be long gone by now. Everyone now knows 
who she is.” He shook his head. “It’s a sad day for this country. The 
Teacher of the Year turns out to be a serial killer.” 
       “I don’t think she will take that risk Principal Koon,” stated Natalie. 
      “If she does we will have to take her down like any other criminal,” 
said Candy. 
        “She is not just any criminal; she is vicious, relentless, and a sadistic 
killer,” stated Principal Koon.        
        “Dad, I never would have thought I would be saying this about Mrs. 
Connors, but we all believe that she is extremely dangerous and a 
psycho, but we will be ready for her.” 
         “Well, it is tonight’s game we should be worried about. She attacks 
at night.” 
          “Hmm… you may have a point there Sherry. Maybe I should call 
Linda and ask about security for the game.” 
         “Principal Koon.” 
          He turned to Stephanie. 
         “I still find it very hard to accept this, but I have a gut feeling that 
she is still in the city, and she is going to change her plans. She will not 
wait until tonight to attack.” 
        “Okay. Let me give Linda a call. I may need to cancel tonight’s 
game, which means I will need to notify the regional office.” 
          His cell phone rang, and he removed it from his pocket to look at 
the display. “This is Principal Koon.” 
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         Tara turned to Stephanie. “I am not in the mood to go to Mrs. 
Connors class today, whether there is a substitute or not.” 
        “Yeah, I have the same feeling, and it’s not like we are behind.” 
       “Hold on a minute, Mrs. Johnson. Tara, it’s Brandon’s mother, and 
she is really upset. Brandon did not come home last night.” 
         “What!” She quickly jumped up from her seat. “Let me talk to 
her.” 
           John relinquished the cell to his daughter. 
         “Mrs. Johnson, this is Tara. What happened to Brandon?” 
         “Tara, I am down here in the McDonald’s parking lot, and his car is 
still here, and his phone is on the seat! He usually calls me just before he 
leaves his job to let me know he is on the way! When I did not get a call 
last night, I got a little worried. His sister said she usually hears him 
coming in, but she did not last night. So I am waiting for Julie the night 
manager to see what she can tell me!This is not like Brandon at all.” Her 
voice was frantic. 
       “Omg Mrs. Johnson, I think I know what may have happened; I will 
be there in a few minutes!” She gave the phone back to her father. 
       “Dad I need go!! Something has happened to Brandon.” 
       “What happened to Brandon, honey?” 
       “Dad, it’s her, Mrs. Connors. I believe she took him.”  
         “I knew it. She is still lurking in the city,” said Stephanie. 
        “Why would she want to hurt Brandon,” inquired Natalie. 
         “She is a psycho, and she is still on some deadly vendetta. First she 
tried to ruin my life, now she wants to harm my boyfriend.” 
       “Honey if that is true, then you may be in danger as well.” 
       “I told Mrs. Johnson I would be there in a few minutes,” she said, 
walking to the door. 
      “Honey, what are you going to do?” 
       She glanced back. “Dad I am not sure yet, but I will call Linda when I 
get all the facts. 
      “Tara, keep us posted.” 
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      “Stephanie, I don’t want to get you all in this. Obviously this 
psychotic bitch wants me for some reason.”  
       “No Tara, we are all in this together.” 
       “We are already involved,” said Sherry. 
       “Tara, you are going to need all of us,” said Natalie. 
“Tara, if you are in danger, than so are we. We will take her down 
together,” vowed Candy. 
        “Okay, I give you a call as soon as possible.” She quickly exited the 
room. 
 
 
 
 
 
                                     T H I R T Y   F O U R 
 
        In an old abandoned building just on the other side of Schultz Hill, 
Mary Connors read the latest news reports on her laptop while sitting 
on a faded wood counter. Her prisoner sot on a wood chair with his 
hands tied behind his back. He was stricken with fear of a teacher he 
once loved and respected. 
     “Well Brandon, so much for privacy. They have confiscated all of my 
souvenirs from my safe. It does not make any difference, they will not 
be able to stop me from taking care of business.” 
    She lifted the revolver from the table and glanced at it. “I still have 
another one of these in my car.” 
    She placed it back on the table next to her laptop. 
   “Everything is going to work out exactly like it’s supposed to.” A smile 
illuminated her face as she glanced over at Brandon. “I hope that rope 
is not too tight. I did not have enough to tie down your legs, but you 
will not be going anywhere.” 
    “Mrs. Connors, can I ask a question?” 
    “What is your question?” 
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     “You didn’t kill all those people, did you?” 
     “Brandon. I am surprised at you. You have not been paying 
attention.” 
       She swiveled the laptop around. “Now pay attention.” 
     After several minutes of listening to the dreadful news, he turned his 
head away. “Are you going to kill me too?” 
   “That will be up to your excessive, aggressive girlfriend.” 
    “But, why?” 
    “Unfaithfulness. My father taught me never to let someone take 
advantage of me. Don’t just get even. Get back, and then some more.  
 Your aggressive girlfriend has got it coming because of what she did to 
me, and so did my unfaithful late estranged husband.” 
   “What are you going to do to Tara? What did she do to you?” 
      Mary moved over to Brandon. “You will know when she gets here. 
She will not get away this time. I going to take care of business here, 
and then I will go to Lakewood and finish business there. She will see 
how it feels to lose a loved one.” 
     “Mrs. Connors, please don’t!” 
      “Don’t worry about it. Like I said before, everything is going to work 
out exactly like it is supposed to.” 
 
       Tara’s bumblebee Camaro entered McDonald’s parking lot, 
stopping just a few feet from Brandon’s car. She quickly exited the 
vehicle and ran over to his mother and Judy Allen. 
    “Tara, Judy was telling me that she saw Brandon talking to a lady just 
as she was leaving the parking lot last night.” 
    “Judy, could you describe her?” inquired Tara. 
    “She was wearing a black hooded jacket, black pants or jeans, and 
she had red hair.” 
    “Omg, I was afraid of that. Do you remember the time?” 
     “It was after 2am.” 
     “Did you see another vehicle, maybe close to Brandon’s car?” 
     “Yes, and it looked like a yellow, maybe convertible, BMW.” 
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     Mrs. Johnson set her gaze on Tara. “Do you know her?” 
       Tara nodded her head. “It’s our teacher, Mrs. Connors.” 
       “What!” shouted Mrs. Johnson? “You mean Brandon’s math 
teacher, the one he always talks about?” 
      “Yes I am afraid so.” 
       “Why would she take Brandon?” 
      “I heard on the news that she was that serial killer who killed those 
teachers and students,” stated Judy. 
     “My God, is that really true?” 
     “I am afraid so, Mrs. Johnson. The entire city is in shock.” 
      She placed her hand over her mouth momentarily. “Oh my God, 
now she is going to kill my son!” 
     “No. I think she did it to get back at me. I believe Brandon is still 
alive. I need to call Detective Russo.” She removed her phone from her 
pocket and made the call. 
        “Hey Tara. What up?” 
        “Linda, Brandon is missing.” 
        “What happened?” 
        “His mother called the school after he did not show up from his job 
at McDonald’s last night. His car is still in the parking lot. She is here 
along with the night manager, who saw Brandon talking to a lady that 
fits Mrs. Connors description. Linda, she took him!” 
       “Tara, then you must know that she could be after you for some 
reason.” 
       “Yeah, I have already come that conclusion. She is totally out to 
destroy me one way or the other. I loved her like she was my own 
mother! What the hell did I ever do to that woman?” Her voice was 
filled with anger. 
   “Tara, can you by any chance open the trunk of Brandon’s car.” 
    “Hold on Linda.” She turned to Brandon‘s mother. “Mrs. Johnson, do 
you have a second set of car keys to Brandon’s car?” 
     “I think I do. I always carry them with me.”  
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    “Linda, she is checking now, and I know what you are thinking. I sure 
hope it’s not true. That is not her MO. If she was going to kill Brandon, 
she would not have taken time to apprehend him.” 
   “Let’s pray, Tara, that is all she has done” 
   Mrs. Johnson gave the car keys to Tara. “His alarm is set on his trunk. 
You don’t think she killed my son, and put him in the trunk!” Her voice 
was hysterical. 
    “Let’s pray, and hope not Mrs. Johnson.” 
      Tara turned off the alarm as she moved to the trunk to check it. 
      “Linda, Brandon is not in the trunk.” 
     “Okay, that maybe a good sign that he is still alive.” 
         “Linda. I am wondering where she might have taken Brandon.” 
         “I don’t know, but she must have another hideout somewhere.” 
        “She knew that we were on to her, and she has been a step or two 
ahead of us. Check your cell for any messages from her.” 
       “Okay, I will do that in a minute, and I also will check my laptop in 
the car.” 
       “I will take this to the captain, and ask if he can put out an alert 
about Brandon. Maybe even put a trace on his cell phone.” 
       “Linda, his cell phone is on the seat of the car.” 
      “Okay, if she is still in the city, it is just a matter of time before get 
her.” 
       “The entire state of Georgia is on alert. Everyone in the department 
already has posters and alerts on Mary Connors, and you may be the 
key to her capture.” 
     “Tara, listen; the minute she contacts you, you need to contact me.” 
    “Linda, this is something I need to take care of myself.” 
    “No Tara!” She probably took your boyfriend so she can lure you into 
a trap. Do not go there alone. We need to be in position to take her 
down because she is psychotic and extremely dangerous!” 
    “Okay Linda, I will talk to you later, and you already know this. I can 
be just as dangerous.”  She hung up.  
    Tara relinquished the car keys back to Mrs. Johnson. 
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    “What did they say?” inquired Louise. 
    “They are going to put out an alert on Brandon. Mrs. Johnson, I am 
going to drive around and see if I can spot a yellow convertible BMW. I 
think that is a rare color, so maybe I will get lucky. I can’t go back to 
school knowing that Brandon is out there somewhere.”  
    “Louise, I hope he turns up alright; and if there is anything that I can 
do, please let me know.” 
     Judy glanced at Tara. “Louise and I are college buddies. We go way 
back.” 
    “Tara, I can’t help but worry. What if my son should turn up dead?” 
     “I know you can’t stop worrying, but I assure you he is alive. I have a 
feeling she is going to contact me eventually. She did this because she 
knows I am very fond of Brandon, and I will do whatever it takes to stop 
her from harming him.” 
 
    Linda and Jackie walked down the hall toward the captain’s office. 
  “Linda, what you told me about Tara wanting to rescue her boyfriend 
on her own? She will probably attempt to do just that.” 
   She shrugged and glanced at Jackie. “Well, I already warned her. I’ve 
got that same feeling that Tara is not going to notify us. I am going to 
check with Stephanie in a little while, because Tara usually tells her 
everything.”  
    As they entered the captain’s office, he looked up from his laptop. 
   “I just got a call from Tara, and her boyfriend may have been 
abducted by Mary Connors.”   
 
 
   “I am glad that you decided to stay home from school today. I know 
what happened when Mary went back to school after everybody found 
out about her father,” said Elizabeth, who was sitting across the kitchen 
tablet from Connie, having their breakfast. 
   “I don’t care what they say, Grandmother. I don’t have any use for 
any of them.” 
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   She stood from the table. “I need to leave for a little while. I have 
some business to take care of. Are you going to be here?” 
  “Yes. I will be here until this is all over, and then we will decide the 
best route to take.” 
   She embraced her grandmother. “Thanks. I know I can count on you.” 
   She patted Connie on her back. “You are the only one left honey, and 
I will take care of you.” 
 
 
 
      A couple of hours later, Tara was driving, speaking through her 
Bluetooth. 
   “Stephanie, I am driving through Schultz Hill. It is mostly rural, and so 
far I have not spotted a yellow convertible BMW parked anywhere. I 
checked an abandon barn house just a few minutes ago, and an 
abandon mill; so far, no luck.” 
  “Tara, she could be anywhere in the city.” 
  “I have a feeling she has Brandon somewhere nearby.” 
  “The school is on lockdown, and tonight’s basketball game for the boys 
has been cancelled.” 
  “It looks like I will have to come back to school for now and just wait 
until that bitch contacts me. It’s going to be lunch time in an hour.” 
  “Okay. Principal Koon has already talked to Mrs. Hawkins, who is 
taking Mrs. Connors place.” 
  “So is the school going to be on lockdown during lunch? A lot of kids 
like to go out, and over to the picnic grounds.” 
   “Your mother decided to open the front door only, with us guarding it. 
So we will take a 30 minute lunch break instead of an hour. At least two 
of us will guard the door, and then rotate for lunch.”  
      A message appeared on Tara’s cell.  “Stephanie, let me call you 
back. I am getting a message alert on my cell.” She hung up and pulled 
off the road to view the message. Then, she opened her laptop. Mary 
Connors appeared on the screen. 
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  “You should be in jail,” uttered Mary Connors. 
  “Where is Brandon? What the hell have you done with him?” Tara 
spoke in a stern voice. 
   Mary Connors turned her laptop toward Brandon. “Say hello to your 
girlfriend.” 
    He gazed at the screen. “Tara, this is unbelievable! Mrs. Connors is 
crazy!” 
        “Yes Brandon, I know. Are you alright?” 
        “I am afraid that she is going to kill me, and she wants to kill you 
too!” 
       “Just hold on honey, I am coming to get you. She had better not 
harm you!” 
        Mary swiveled the laptop back toward her.  “Now that is enough,” 
she uttered. 
   “It wasn’t enough that you tried to destroy me, but now you’ve got 
my boyfriend roped up like an animal. What the hell do you intend to 
do?” Intense anger was in her voice. 
  “I will tell you that when you get here.” 
  “I have lost all respect for you, and I can’t wait to look you in your face 
and ask you why you tried to ruin my life. And then I will deal with your 
ass!” 
  “Show me your cell phone?” 
  “Why?” 
 “Because I asked you to! Now any defiance from you and I will shoot 
your boyfriend in one of his knees.” 
   Tara quickly removed the cell from her seat, and displayed it in front 
of the screen. 
  “You have a smartphone, so I want you to shut down the phone, and 
remove the battery.” 
   Tara carefully slid open the back of the phone and removed the 
battery. “Now what?” 
  “Open your car door and discard the battery.” 
   She opened the door and dropped the battery on ground.   
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  “Now I don’t have to wonder if you are being tracked by some of your 
friends, or the police.” 
  “I told Stephanie that I was in Schultz Hill; she will probably call Linda 
and tell her.” 
 “Shultz Hills is a big place; besides, I am the other side of Shultz Hills 
which is Parlor Road. There is an old abandoned bait and tackle store 
called ‘Lincoln’, just off Parlor Road.  
      “Parlor Road. I know where that is.” 
     “You have 10 minutes to get here, and when you make a right turn 
onto Parlor Road, come down about three miles. At your right is a dirt 
road. Turn there and follow the road until you see an old abandoned 
boarded building.” 
She picked up the 44 magnum from the table and walked over to 
Brandon. She nudged it against his knee. 
  “If you are not here in 10 minutes, I will blow his knee off just for the 
hell of it. Leave the computer on so I can watch every move you make.” 
 “If you harm Brandon in anyway before I get there, it will be your last.” 
 “You better get going. The clock is ticking.” 
 
 
     Stephanie, sitting in the school surveillance room, received a phone 
call. 
   “Yes Mother.” 
   “Have you seem Tara? I tried to phone her, but I could not get through 
to her.” 
   “No, not since this morning.” 
   “Have you talked with her since this morning?” 
  “Just a few minutes ago.” 
  “Stephanie, this is vitally urgent. Tara is in danger if she should find 
Mary Connors, so did she mention where she was?” 
   “She said she was driving through Schultz Hills.” 
  “Does she know what kind of car Mary Connors is driving?” 
  “She believes she is driving a yellow convertible beamer.” 
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  “Okay, thanks daughter.” Linda hung up and glanced at her partner. 
  “Let’s take a ride.” 
  “To where?” 
   “Schultz Hills. I’ve got a feeling, Jackie, that Mary Connors is holding 
Brandon somewhere in that area.” 
 
 
          Tara entered through the door of the old abandoned bait and 
tackle building with caution. There, about 30 feet away, she laid eyes 
on Mary Connors, pointing a 44 magnum at her. Her boyfriend was tied 
up to a chair with ropes around his torso and arms. 
         “You are right on time.” 
           Brandon looked up at his girlfriend. “Tara, I am so afraid. She is 
going to kill you and me.” His voice was hysterical. 
         “Brandon, I am going to get you out of here. Just try to relax.  
Nothing is going to happen to you,” Tara vowed.  
         “Sit your arrogance ass down on the floor against the wall, now,” 
commanded Mrs. Connors. 
           She set her gaze on Mary Connors, glaring at her fiercely as she 
sat on the old wooden floor. 
         “Brandon and I trusted, respected, and loved you like you were 
our own mother!” 
        “Yes, I know,” she uttered softy. 
         “How could you just kill people horribly, and then try to frame me. 
You want to destroy me forever!” Tara spoke with rage in her voice. 
        “Your aggressive behavior, Tara, got you in this position; and my 
husband’s infidelity got him where he is today. He betrayed me. You of 
all people should know about my husband’s sexual misconduct.” 
       “That still does not give you the right to go around killing people! 
You talk about being betrayed, but you did the same thing to me! Now 
you plan to kill my boyfriend!?” 
       “If you had gone to jail like you were supposed to, your boyfriend 
would not be in this position.” 
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       “Brandon did not do anything to you, and neither did I!!” 
         Mary Connors raised her voice. “You took my son away from me!” 
         Tara yelled back. “It was you who killed your own son. What kind 
of person would go into a hospital knowing that their son is disabled? 
You need to be locked up in an asylum forever, Mary Connors!!” 
       Mary folded her arms while holding the 44 magnum in her hand. 
She gazed at Tara. “You are the most excessive, aggressive student in 
Lakewood High. Your mother and father have overlooked your 
aggressive behavior. You destroyed my son’s life with your excessive 
force. That is the reason he is dead. You might as well have shot him 
yourself!” 
      “I did what I had to. He would have killed Stephanie, and I would do 
it all over again under the same situation. It did not make any 
difference what I did, because you had me pegged for your brutal 
killings since day one.” 
     “You were the perfect candidate, Tara, until that stupid friend of 
yours, Simone, spoiled everything.” She threw her red hair back over 
her right ear, exposing a missing earring and a cut on her ear. 
     “Fortunately for her, they posted a guard at her door; but not so 
fortunate for your boyfriend here.” 
     “Fair warning. Harm my boyfriend in anyway, and you will get the 
same treatment, only it will be far worse than your perverted son.” 
      Mary unfolded her arms, raised the revolver in her hand, and fired. 
The bullet blasted a large hold in the ceiling “You are forgetting I have 
the weapon here, and I am in control.” 
    “Yeah, just as long as you hide behind that gun.” 
      She lowered her arm. “Tara, let me say this, and then I will take care 
of business here. You don’t want to face me one on one. In spite of 
your martial arts, your street fighting, and your bulky muscles, I will 
break every bone in your body and then some. You cannot win, and you 
will not win.  I don’t like to lose, and I will not. This is one bitch that you 
cannot handle.”    
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      “I am three times the bitch you think you are! Let Brandon go or you 
will wish you had!” 
     “Let’s get this over with.” 
     “So you want to kill me now since I did not end up in prison like you 
planned.” 
       Mary shook her head. “No, I am not going to kill you Tara.” 
       Brandon set his gaze on Mary. “Then what are you going to do, Mrs. 
Connors. Are you going to let us go?” 
      She met Brandon’s gaze. “No Brandon, not on your life.” 
     “You can’t get away with this. Everyone knows all about you.” 
      She shifted her gaze to Tara. “It does not make any difference. They 
can’t stop me, and when I am finished, I will just disappear like before.” 
      She stroked her red hair. “I think I will go back to my natural hair 
color. Now, since your parents have overlook your behavior, then, as 
your teacher, I must punish you it.” 
     “You psycho bitch, you will not get away with this! I will see to that!” 
    “This ends right here and now. I am going to give you a chance to 
save Brandon before I blow his brains out. Now stand up!!” 
    “Why?” 
      She moved to Brandon and nudged the revolver to his knee. “Stand 
up now, or I will blow his knee off!!” 
      Tara quickly stood. 
      Mary removed the revolver from Brandon’s knee and moved in 
front of him. “Now this is how it is going to go. I will give you 10 
seconds to save Brandon after I shoot you in one of your knees.” 
     “No Mrs. Connors, don’t do that! She will not make it!” shouted 
Brandon 
      She glanced at him. “That’s more of a chance than she gave my 
son.” 
      The revolver was aimed at Tara’s knees, but suddenly Brandon 
thrust up his foot, striking Mary Connor’s arm. The revolver tumbled 
from her hand, which infuriated her. She exploded with rage, slamming 
Brandon with a powerful right hook, sending him into unconsciousness. 
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She slammed him again and again. He and the chair tumbled to the 
floor, and for a moment, she forgot about Tara, who had sprinted 
across the room. 
     Tara grasped her hand and slammed her elbow into Mary’s face. 
     Mary quickly retaliated with a right hook, sending Tara backward. 
She attempted to move toward the revolver resting on the floor, but 
she was tackled by Tara. Tara was met with a vicious kick to her face 
followed by a second hard kick. Mary quickly moved in to clasp her legs 
around and across Tara’s thick ribcage. She wasted no time at all 
putting the squeeze on Tara as she struggled to free herself. 
      How ironic. Tara would have never even dreamed that she would be 
in a clash with her beloved and gentle teacher. But now, she was at the 
receiving end of a hostile and deadly encounter. Her once gentle 
teacher had become a deadly adversary and the situation was far more 
dangerous than any conflict that she had ever faced.  
      Several minutes had passed and Tara, in serious trouble, continued 
to struggle in excruciating pain. Mary Connors could see it on Tara’s 
face. Her fair complexion appeared a brighter shade of red as her body 
temperature elevated. She grimaced in severe pain. Mary’s body 
scissors were locked onto Tara like a steel vise. Mary then began to 
ridicule Tara. 
     “It hurts. I know it hurts. Daddy’s big baby girl is hurting, huh? I bet 
you can use some icy gel right about now. I want to hear you scream as 
I break every rib in your chest, and then I am going to kill your 
unconscious boyfriend while you lie helpless on the floor bleeding. That 
will teacher you and your boyfriend to defy me.” 
      Tara was helpless in breaking lose from Mary’s super power leg 
scissors, but she continued to struggle in agony. She refused to give up, 
knowing the consequences. Tara was extremely muscular in the chest, 
but she would not be able to take much more prolonged pain. Mary 
displayed no mercy at all as she continued to torture Tara. And then 
Tara noticed her boyfriend laying on the floor unconscious, tied to a 
chair with blood streaming from his nose.  
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  Suddenly, rage began to surge through her, fueling her agonizing body 
with the momentum that she needed. She initiated a tight grip around 
Mary’s ankles, then inhaled as her muscles began to expand to their 
fullest extent. The muscles in her arms and chest stood out like steel 
cords from the exertion. Mary could feel her powerful grip loosening, 
and she uttered a growling sound. Finally, with one mighty jerk, Tara 
broke the hold and quickly slammed Mary’s legs with several elbow 
smashes. Mary Connors threw a hard kick to Tara’s face. She set her 
sight on the revolver, quickly crawling to it. She grabbed it, but Tara 
quickly jumped on top of her. Her ribcage throbbing from Mary’s 
vicious body scissors, she grasped Mary’s gun hand, and the struggle 
continued. They tumbled back and forth on the floor, but Tara retained 
a firm grip around Mary’s gun hand. Mary struggled to turn the revolver 
toward Brandon, who was still unconscious on the floor. The revolver 
fired several times, with stray bullets hitting the counter and nearly 
striking Brandon. Tara twisted Mary’s gun hand backward, causing 
considerable pain to her arm. She struck Mary’s arm with a karate 
chop, jarring loose the revolver from her hand.  She uttered a loud 
growling sound out of frustration, but Tara was just getting started.   
  “Now you psychotic bitch, it’s your time to feel pain.” 
   Tara managed to get atop Mary, and started to rain elbow punches in 
her face. Mary grimaced in pain as Tara continued to slam her elbow 
into her face, not allowing her time to retaliate. Tara grasped Mary’s 
monogram earring from her ear and threw it on the floor. 
 “That is my earring you bitch! Give it back!” 
   Tara slammed Mary with another elbow smash. “Shut the hell up, or I 
will make you eat it!!” 
   She was pulled up by her red hair from the floor, and Tara unleashed 
several more powerful elbow smashes to her face. “This is for my 
boyfriend!” 
    She slammed Mary’s face with another powerful elbow smash, 
jerking her head backwards, causing saliva to eject from her mouth. 
Mary’s body was hurled over the counter by her hair like a sack of 
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potatoes. Her head struck an old shelf just pass the counter. Tara 
quickly seized the gun from the floor, and moved with caution toward 
the counter, glancing over it. Mary was face down on the wooden floor, 
out for the count.  
     “Psycho bitch!” Tara said with anger in her voice as she clinched her 
aching ribcage with her other hand. 
     Tara’s attention was suddenly diverted by the moaning sound of 
Brandon and she quickly ran to him. 
 
    Meanwhile Connie Connors approached the intersection of Turpin 
and Parlor Road. She stopped to listen to a news broadcast on her 
radio. 
 “The Richmond County police department has put an alert out for a 
missing student. Brandon Johnson may have been abducted from the 
parking lot of McDonald’s last night by the serial killer Mary Connors, 
who is the student’s teacher. Also, Lakewood High school is on lock 
down, and the boys’ basketball game for tonight has been cancelled.” 
   Connie quickly turned off the radio. “Who gives a rat’s ass!?” 
She turned right onto Parlor Road and drove slowly down in her sporty 
gray convertible Mercedes.  
 
      Tara released Brandon from his ropes and helped him sit up. He 
wiped the blood from his nose with his hand.  
    “How are you feeling?” She placed her arm around his neck. “My 
head hurts.” He moaned. “She tried to kill me.”  
    Suddenly, Tara heard a sound from behind the counter. She grabbed 
the 44 magnum from the floor. She heard footsteps moving rapidly, so 
she stood slowly, holding the revolver with both hands. She saw Mary 
Connors sprinting to the door, yelling without glancing back. “This is not 
over until I say it’s over!” 
   Tara aimed the revolver at her and had her in her sights, but for some 
reason could not pull the trigger. 
   Mary Connors pulled open the door and exited. 
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 “Is she gone?’ 
   She knelt next to her boyfriend.  
  “Yes. She just ran out the door like a bat out of hell. I going to my car 
and call Linda from my laptop.” 
        Tara stood, carrying the revolver in her hand and walked quickly to 
the open door. She peeked around, just as a precaution, then stepped 
outside.  Mary Connor’s yellow convertible BMW was speeding down 
the dirt road, leaving a trail of dust. Tara placed the revolver in the back 
of her jeans down under her shirt and ran to her car. 
 
     Meanwhile, Connie Connors was driving the down road slowly, when 
suddenly the yellow convertible BMW pulled out just about ½ mile 
from her car. “That’s her!” she shouted out loud. “I knew it!” 
Connie proceeded to follow her mother’s speeding car. 
    Mary was banging on the steering wheel fueled by rage. She could 
not accept defeat, and would not. She was planning her revenge as she 
drove, unaware of her daughter trailing her a half mile back.  
 
   Jackie and Linda checked out the old abandoned mill in Schultz Hills. 
   They drove through the area slowly in their cruiser. 
  “Linda, I don’t think we are going to find anybody here.” 
  “You are right. Mary Connors is smart and she probably already knew 
that this would be the first place we would look.” 
   Linda cell phone rang. “This is Detective Russo.” 
  “Linda, this is Tara.” 
  “Tara? I did not recognize the phone number.” 
  “That’s because I am calling you from my laptop.” 
  “Where are you?” 
   “I am at an old abandoned bait and tackle building called ‘Lincoln’ 
where Mary Connors was holding Brandon hostage.”  
  “Is he okay? What happened?” 
      “He’s been hurt. Mary Connors had planned to cripple me with her 
44 magnum so I would watch her kill Brandon, but he foiled her 
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attempt. She hit him several times before I could get to her. She has a 
dangerous right hook and a vicious leg scissors.” 
    “Yeah Tara, her mother told me about her athletic abilities, and that’s 
why I tried to warn you about how dangerous she is, even without a 
gun. It sounds like you found out the hard way.” 
    “I survived by knocking her out.  She came to while I was attending to 
Brandon. She fled in her yellow BMW convertible after I kicked her 
ass!” 
    “Did you see in what direction she went?” 
     “No. The building sits back off the main road, and there is a lake 
behind it.” 
     “Okay Tara, stay where you are. We are on way, and we will put an 
alert out on her car.” 
      “I’ve got a feeling she is not finished trying to destroy my life.” 
      “Tara, I am going to call John. He supposedly has the school on 
lockdown.” 
     “Dad has a dental appointment this morning, but mother is there, 
and Stephanie told me earlier that the school was on lockdown.” 
     “I will give Margaret notice and warn her that Connors could be 
heading her way.” 
     “Linda, I would not put it pass that crazy bitch to try to enter the 
school.” 
 
     Fifteen minutes later, Connie Connors had lost sight of her mother’s 
speeding BMW. She quickly cuts around a corner in her gray sports 
Mercedes. 
   “Damn, where the hell did she go so quickly? Oh, the school is just up 
ahead!” she blurted out loudly.  “She must have turned off just before 
the railroad tracks. How could I lose her?” 
    Connie quickly turned left and drove down the road past the school. 
She did a quick glance over at the picnic grounds, when suddenly she 
came to a squealing stop. She reversed, backed up, and stopped just 
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pass the road between the picnic grounds and a lake. “Maybe she went 
this way.” 
      She turned right and slowly cruised down the road. A short distance 
away, her peripheral vision caught sight of the tail end of a vehicle 
hidden into the woods. 
      She stopped and turned down a small lane. She moved through the 
wooded area just beyond several trees and there sat a yellow 
convertible BMW.  She pull up to the vehicle and stopped. 
     “That her car, but I don’t see her in there.” 
       Connie exited her car, walked over to the BMW and looked through 
the window. The keys were still in the ignition. 
       She opened the door and noticed a police scanner, a map on the 
seat, and in the back seat, a mask. She removed the map from the seat 
and studied it. It was a map of the school’s underground tunnel. 
       Her cell rang in her pocket, and she glanced at the display. 
“Grandma.” 
    “Connie where are you?” 
    “Oh, I was just driving around, and when I heard my phone, I pulled 
over to the side of the road to answer it.” 
   “Look Connie, I just heard on the news a minute ago that Mary was 
driving a yellow BMW. They think she may be heading to the school.” 
  “Grandmother, even if that is true, she will not be able to enter the 
school. It’s on lockdown.” 
  “Mary will find a way, Connie. So, I am on the way to the school.” 
  “What are you going to do, Grandma?” 
  “Warn them, and just in case she shows up there, maybe I can talk to 
her.” 
  “What if you can’t talk her?” 
   “I am praying that she will listen, Connie. I am her mother, and that is 
all I can do. I just hope to God that she does not kill anyone else. I must 
try to get through to her.” 
      “Then you need to call Principal Koon and let him know.” 
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       “I will call when I arrive at the front door. And Connie, you might 
want to stay away for now. I will talk to the principal about having the 
teachers email your assignments.” 
    “Okay Grandmother.” Connie hung up. I know how she is going to get 
in the school. The underground tunnel that leads to school, and that is 
the way I will go, Connie thought to herself. She reached in her glove 
compartment and removed a small flashlight and a 44 magnum. 
 
      Margaret looked up from her computer and saw Stephanie entering 
her office with a medium built woman with short blonde hair. She wore 
dark glasses and appeared to be about fifty, but she was well into her 
sixties. 
    “Mrs. Koon, this is Mrs. Connors mother.” 
     “Thanks, Stephanie.” 
      Margaret gestured. “Have a seat.” 
      Stephanie exited the office. 
     “Thanks for coming down, Mrs. Bellman. Should I call you that?” 
     “That would be fine, Mrs. Koon.” She removed her dark glasses, and 
placed them in her purse. The bell sounded as Mrs. Bellman took a seat 
in front of Margaret’s desk. 
     “Is that your lunch bell?” 
     “Yes, but don’t be alarmed. I am skipping lunch today, and we are on 
lockdown, so no student will be allowed to leave.” 
    “Mrs. Koon, I told you on the phone that I needed to talk to you in 
person about my daughter, but the truth is that I want to be here when 
she arrives.” 
   “She will not be able to enter the school Mrs. Bellman, and the police 
with be keeping an eye out for her.” 
   “Mrs. Koon, are you sure about that?” 
“Well yes, although we do have an underground tunnel; but it’s like a 
maze down there. It’s dark, and you would need a map and flashlight to 
find your way to the school entrance. The tunnel goes in several 
different directions.” 
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   “That is not a problem for my daughter.” 
     Margaret’s phone rang. “Excuse me.” 
    “Sure.” 
    “Yes Audrey?” 
   “There are two students waiting for you. It’s about changing their 
classes.’ 
  “Tell them I will be with them in a little while.” 
   “Mrs. Koon, my daughter will stop at nothing to carry out her 
vendetta, especially if her plan has been thwarted by someone.” 
    “Detective Russo called me earlier and told me that my daughter was 
lured to Mary Connors hideout after she had kidnapped her boyfriend. 
Tara somehow stopped her. My daughter was really close to your 
daughter, and then she tried to ruin her life by framing her for murders 
she did not commit.”  
    “I am so sorry about that, Mrs. Koon. I wish that I had known about 
my daughter’s involvement before this, but when I heard the police had 
a student who was a prime suspect, I did not worry about it anymore.” 
     “I would never have thought that I would say this about Mrs. 
Connors, who was an outstanding teacher and all the students favorite. 
But she is a psycho who has to be stopped, and I hope very soon,” 
Margaret said fiercely. 
    “I agree with you that my daughter is mentally ill, but she will show 
up here. I know her, that’s why I am here to warn you and your 
husband. You are in extreme danger Mrs. Koon.” 
    Margaret cell beeped. ”That’s Audrey calling; excuse me, Mrs. 
Bellman. Yes Audrey.” 
  “Mrs. Koon, I need you to come over here right now.” 
  “What’s wrong Audrey? You sound like you are scared.” 
  ” I have an extreme emergency, and I need you to come now, and 
bring your cell phone.” 
    “Okay, I will be there in a minute.” Margaret hung up and rose from 
her seat. “Can you excuse me for a minute?” 
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   “Sure. Is there something wrong? I saw the distressed look on your 
face.” 
   “I don’t know, our receptionist said she has an emergency that can’t 
wait. Maybe she is sick. I will be back in minute, Mrs. Bellman.” 
   She moved to and out the door quickly. 
 
     “Brandon you should to go to the emergency room to be checked 
out,” said Linda. 
    “No, I will be okay, I think.” 
      “Brandon, I can take you. She hit you really hard more than once,” 
said Tara. 
    “No, I am fine; besides, I hate going to the hospital.” 
    “Tara is this your laptop?” inquired Jackie. 
     “No, that belongs to her.” 
       Linda glanced over at the open laptop resting on the old wood 
counter. 
      “Obviously she ran out of here in a hurry, leaving this behind. Tara 
did she say anything?” inquired Linda. 
      “Yeah, she said it was not over until she says it is over.” 
   Linda turned to Jackie. “We better go by Lakewood now.” 
     “Oh, Detective Russo.” 
 “She shifted her gaze to Brandon. 
     “She did mention something about going to the school to take care 
of business, and something about Tara will find out how it feels to lose 
a loved one.” 
“Linda, call mother on your cell to see if everything is okay.” 
  And at that very moment Linda’s cell rang. 
“Margaret, I was just about to call you. Is everything all right?” 
“Guess again, Detective Russo.” 
“Mary Connors.” She looked over at Tara. 
 “You are right. I assume you are at my other hideout, am I right?” 
“Your assumption is correct.” 
“And that aggressive daughter of Margaret is with you?” 
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“She is standing next to me. Now where is Margaret?” 
“Turn on your speaker phone and I will tell you.” 
    Linda pressed the speaker phone, then placed the cell on the old 
wood counter. 
   “Where is my mother, you psycho bitch!”  
    “She is right here looking at a 44 magnum aimed at her head, so if I 
were you, I would watch what I say.” 
     Linda cautioned Tara. “Let’s not irritate her. Okay?” 
    “Detective Russo, do you have your partner with you?” 
        “I am right here, ma’am.” 
       “Oh Tara, is your boyfriend awake from his beauty sleep?” 
        “He is alive and well, now let me talk to my mother,” she 
demanded. 
       “Tara I am all right for now. She is holding me, Audrey, and two 
other students in John’s office.” 
      “Mom, is that the fire alarm I hear in the background?” 
     “Yes, Mary told me to get all the students and employees out of the 
school.” 
     Mary snatched the phone from Margaret. “Turn off the alarm now,” 
she demanded.  
   “Now listen you bitch, and listen well. I want you and Linda to be here 
in fifteen minutes or else I will blow one of Margaret’s knees off. Do you 
hear me?” 
  “And you hear me, you psycho bitch; if you harm my mother in any 
way, I will hunt you down if it takes the rest of my life!” Anger surged 
through Tara’s body. 
    “I could kill your mother right here and now, but instead, I am doing 
you a favor. Detective Russo and Detective Williams, if I see any other 
cops besides you two, or if I so much as hear or see a siren, I will start 
killing the other hostages. Detective Williams is to remain on the 
outside, and Detective Russo is to call me when you all get here, is that 
clear?” 
     “Yes, as a bell,” replied Linda. 



529 
 

     “When you call me, make sure all of you are standing in front of the 
entrance so I will be able to see you on the monitor. The clock is ticking. 
You have less than fifteen minutes left.” She hung up. 
    “Linda, I going to let Brandon take my car and go home, and I will ride 
with you and Detective Williams.” 
    “Okay, but I need to call Stephanie now to make sure everyone is out 
of that building.” 
     Jackie turned to Linda. “We need to set up a road block.”  
    “Call dispatch and have our units block the entrances on expressway 
78 to the main road of the school, and behind the school’s lake at 
Deerwood Rd. We are going to make sure that she doesn’t get out of 
there.” 
     Tara handed her car keys to Brandon. 
    “Are you going to be okay?” he inquired. 
 “Yes, don’t worry. I don’t want you near that school today until we 
stop that psycho bitch!” She kissed Brandon on his lips. 
     They all headed for the door. 
 
    Meanwhile, Mary Connors glanced at the wall clock in Principal 
Koon’s office. She sat at Principal Koon’s desk, clenching her 44 
magnum while her four hostages sat fretfully across from the desk. 
Mary glanced at the two students. “So who are you two? 
  “My name is Jesse.” 
   “I‘m Marilyn.” She glanced at Jesse. “He is my boyfriend.” 
   “Audrey, you look rather nervous.” 
  “How would you feel if someone was pointing a gun at you, and you 
didn’t know why?” 
    “You are my insurance. You know Margaret, I was expecting your 
husband to here, but fortunately for him, Tara will at least have one 
parent left.”  
       She scowled at Mary. “Why are you doing this? Haven’t you killed 
enough people already?” 
      “Your daughter killed my son.” 
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      “Mary, you know that is not true, and you know it was you who 
killed your own son.” 
      “It was your daughter’s aggressive behavior that killed my son, and 
she must be punished one way or the other.” 
     “You will not get away with this Mary. They will stop you one way or 
the other. It is over for you.” 
     “It is not over until I kill you, and I will, and then I will cripple your 
excessively aggressive daughter for life. Nobody can or will stop me.” 
 
                                   T H I R T Y    F I V E 
 
        Connie Connors was lost in the underground school tunnel. She 
could not find the underground school entrance. She heard the sound 
of traffic above her as she spewed out excessive profanity.  
     “How did I get under the expressway? I must have taken a wrong 
turn somewhere.” 
      She glanced around, casting her flashlight back and forth and moved 
in another direction. 
 
      Linda, Jackie, and Tara exited the police cruiser and saw Stephanie 
and her security team standing in front of the school entrances. 
      “Why aren’t you all over at the stadium like everyone else,” inquired 
Linda as they approached them. 
      “Mother, what is going on?” 
       “Look daughter, I don’t have time to explain, but I need to call Mary 
Connors. She is in there with hostages.” 
       “How did she get in there?” inquired Candy. 
        “I thought everybody was out,” said Natalie. 
        “Then you are going to need our help,” said Sherry. 
        “No way,” said Linda.  
         Tara turned to her clique. “Look guys, only Linda and I were 
requested. She has mother and three other hostages.” 
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        “Look Tara, we have had each other’s back since grade school, and 
we are not going to stop now,” said Stephanie. 
         “I need to tell you something.” Tara glanced around at Linda, who 
was on her cell phone. Margaret’s cell rang and Mary glanced at the 
screen. She removed the cell from the desk, looking at the monitor on 
the wall behind her. She held the revolver in her other hand. 
         She looked around at them. “Don’t anybody think about moving 
from their seat.” 
        She glanced back at the wall monitor. 
       “I see you all. Now where is your partner, Detective Russo?” 
         Linda beckoned for Jackie, and he moved in front of the door 
entrance. “Now Detective Russo, I want you to remove your weapon 
from under your coat and hand it over to your partner.” 
       Linda removed the Glock from her holster and relinquished it to her 
partner.  
     “Now, Detective Williams, move back beyond the trees on the 
sidewalk and stay there. Jackie moved away past the trees. 
    “Now these are your instructions. Someone will be at the door to let 
you in. You and that bitch are to enter the building, come down the hall 
and stop at the second corridor entrance.”   
    “Do you understand?” 
    “Yes we do.” 
    “Don’t hang up the phone until you enter the school.” 
      Mary stood and turned to her hostages. “Okay, get up from your 
seats slowly, turn, and face the door.” 
     They all did as they were instructed. Mary slowly moved to Jesse and 
held him by the back collar. She put the revolver to his head. “Okay 
here are your instructions. Marilyn, you are go to the door, let them in, 
and if you try to leave, I will kill your boyfriend. Do you understand?” 
   “Yes Ma’am.” 
   “That’s ‘Yes Mrs. Connors.’ Say it!” 
    “Yes Mrs. Connors,” she uttered softy. 
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    “Okay, move it, and Margaret, Audrey, I’ve got my eyes on you, and I 
need not remind you that I am an excellent shot.” 
 
     “Linda I had a chance to stop that psycho bitch, and I did not!” Tara 
said angrily. 
     “Don’t blame yourself. Let’s just hope and pray… and now I 
remember how she got pass the front door.” 
      Tara turned to Linda and both said it at the same time. “The tunnel 
under the school.” 
      Linda nodded. “She could have just left town, but no, she thrives on 
killing and vengeance. I believe she wants an audience to carry out her 
executions.” 
     “Not if I can help it.” Tara was thinking about the revolver tucked 
down under her shirt in the back. 
     “Here comes somebody now.” 
      Marilyn slowly opened the door, then Linda and Tara entered the 
school.   
     “Look, I’ve got to go back or she will kill my boyfriend.” 
      She dashed back down the hall toward Mary, standing behind her 
boyfriend with the revolver aimed at his head.  Audrey and Margaret 
was seated on the floor against the wall. Mary instructed Marilyn to do 
likewise.  
      Linda and Tara walked slowly toward them, stopping at the second 
corridor entrance. 
     “Turn around Tara,” demanded Mary, who stood across from the 
principal’s office, just beyond the fourth corridor entrance. 
      Tara hesitated. “Why? So you can shoot me in the back!’ she 
snarled. 
       Mary shoved Jesse against the wall, then aimed the revolver at 
Margaret’s head, who was no more than three feet from her. 
      “You turn around now or I will put a bullet in your mother.” 
        Tara scowled at Mary as she slowly turned around. 
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      “Now Detective Russo, I want you to raise the back of her shirt and 
remove my revolver.” 
      “Damn it!” Tara uttered under her tongue. 
       “Drop it on the floor.” 
        The revolver fell from Linda’s hand. 
       “Now Detective Russo, move back and sit on the floor against the 
wall.” 
       Linda submitted to Mary’s instructions. 
     “Now Tara, turn your ass around.” 
      She slowly turned around, glaring at Mary. 
     “You think you are so damn smart, don’t you? Don’t you know by 
now that I know your traits, your tactics, your aggressive behavior, and 
the way you think? Now kick the revolver over here.” 
     “I am not good at kicking.” 
     “I said kick it, and don’t make me repeat myself, or maybe I should 
blow your mother’s knees off right now!!” 
      Tara kicked the revolver with so much velocity, that it ricocheted off 
the wall and ended up in the corridor beyond Mary. She glanced over at 
the revolver, and then at Tara. 
     “I doubt if you would ever make the soccer team, or any other team 
when I am finished with you. Now sit your arrogant ass in the center of 
the floor so I can keep my eyes on you!!” 
     Tara stared at Mary as she sat on the floor. 
    “Mrs. Connors, do you mind if I say something?” 
     Mary turned to Linda. “What is it?” 
    “You must realize by now that you will not get out of here.” 
    “No, it never occurred to me.” 
    “You came in through the underground tunnel.” It was not a 
question. 
   “Yes, and I will be leaving through the tunnel, and maybe l should 
take you as a hostage just in case. You see, the tunnel goes in several 
different directions, and even your department will not be able to cover 
all of them.” 
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    “You will not get out of here, and that’s a promise,” uttered Tara. 
    “Oh. Do you plan on stopping me? I underestimated you the first 
time, but it will not happen again, and you will soon see.” 
      She glanced at Jesse. “Maybe I need to give you all an example like a 
good teacher does.” 
       She grasp Jesse by his collar. Fear surge through the young kid’s 
body. “Ma’am what are you going to do?” 
      “What is your last name?” 
     “Hicks!! Jesse Hicks!! Please don’t hurt me!!” 
      “I am not going to hurt you, Jesse.” She paused as she stared at him.    
    “I am going to kill you,” she uttered softly. 
    “NO! NO! PLEASE! DON’T!!  
      The 6.5 inch barrel of the revolver was thrusted into his open mouth 
and the trigger was pulled. The bullet traveled through his brain, 
causing a massive opening in his skull. His girlfriend screamed as his 
body tumbled to the floor face down, exposing brain matter. Margaret 
and Audrey both turned their heads, as did Tara. 
     Linda’s body shuddered, and she placed her hands over her face. 
“Oh. My. God.” 
    A smile brighten Mary’s face as she gazed down at Jesse’s body. She 
still held the revolver in her right hand. “Well Daddy, I just broke your 
record; that was number 14.” 
     She frowned slightly. “It should have been number 15, but it will be 
soon.” She moved her head from side to side as if she had created a 
work of art. Blood and brain tissue streamed from his head.” 
    “WHY DID YOU DO THAT? I DID WHAT YOU ASKED?” screamed 
Marilyn.  
    “I did you a favor. He probably was already cheating on you. You are 
better off without him.” 
    “YOU ARE A CRAZY BITCH!! YOU HAD NO RIGHT TO KILL HIM!! YOU 
ARE A FREAKING PYSCHO!!” 
      Mary moved over to Marilyn. “Shut up snotty nose bitch.”  A quick 
blow from the barrel of the revolver to Marilyn’s head knocked her 
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unconscious. 
      She stood over her, gazing down at her face. “I could have easily 
blow you away, but instead, I want you to feel the pain of losing your 
boyfriend.” 
     Margaret spoke with anger in her voice. “Why are you so vindictive, 
spiteful, and filled with malice?” 
        Mary moved to Margaret. “Your aggressive daughter’s actions 
against my son, and my deceitful late husband, left me no option.” 
      “My daughter did what she had to do to save her friend, and I am 
glad. Your son was wrong, and now you want revenge for killing your 
own son in the hospital while he was on his back. You are one sick 
bitch! I am not afraid of you just because you are holding us hostage 
with a gun.” 
  “I see where your bitch of a daughter gets her arrogance. I am going to 
enjoy killing you.” 
   She looked over at Tara, who was on pins waiting for the right 
moment to attack Mary. 
   She glanced at Audrey. “I want you to move his body over there.”   
   She gestured. 
    “Ma’am?” 
      Mary raised her voice. “Do it now, or you will be next!!” 
 
       Meanwhile, Elizabeth, seated in Margaret’s office, was disturbed 
after hearing a gunshot. She stood from her seat and went to the door,  
 glancing through the door window. A trail of blood soiled the floor as 
Audrey dragged Jessie’ body by his feet. 
     Elizabeth laid eyes on the horrible scene. “Oh my God!!” 
    “Leave him right there and walk slowly this way,” demanded Mary. 
     Audrey dropped Jesse’s feet on the floor and walked slowly toward 
Mary. They both continued to stare at each other as Mary aimed the 
revolver at her. 
    “What are you doing?” No!” The revolver was fired abruptly, striking 
her in the knee, causing the patella to explode into fragments. 
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       She clenched her knee, screaming in anguish. The 5 ft. 8 inch, 200 
lb. plus woman dropped to the floor. 
        Margaret looked up at Mary, frowning. “You had no reason to do 
that. Now she will be crippled for the remainder of her life.” 
       Mary pointed the revolver at Tara. “And that is what is going to 
happen to you.” 
      “I should have blown you away while I had the chance!” Tara 
responded angrily. 
     Mary then went to Margaret and aimed the revolver at her head. 
“Maybe I should blow your mother away right now!!” 
      Elizabeth rushed out of Margaret’s office. “No, you are not going to 
harm anyone else Mary. You must stop this now!”  
      Mary moved away from Margaret and smirked at her mother. 
    “Well Mother, I did not expect to see you ever again.” 
      Audrey screamed out in agony. “Somebody, please help me!” 
      Elizabeth removed a handkerchief from her pocket and crouched 
over Audrey, wrapping it firmly around her severely wounded knee. 
      She grimaced in pain. “I need to go to the hospital.” 
     At that moment, Linda’s cell rang. 
    “Don’t answer it.” 
    “If I don’t answer, then they make think something is wrong. They 
heard the shots, Mary.” 
    “Take the phone out of your pocket and put it on speaker. Answer it, 
then toss it down here.” 
    “Yes Jackie.” 
     “Linda, what is going on in there? I heard shots!!” 
      Linda stood and tossed the cell down to Mary. 
      Mary crouched down slowly, eyeing Margaret and Marilyn, still 
unconscious on the floor. She picked up the cell from the floor and 
stood slowly, clenching the revolver in her other hand. 
    “What is it, Detective Williams?” 
     “Mrs. Connors, I need to know if everybody is alright. There were 
shots fired.” 
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     “One person has been shot and one is dead, and if you all try to 
enter this building, Detective Russo will be next.” She hung up. 
       Jackie turned to his supervisor. “She has already killed one, injured 
another. She is warning us to stay away or Linda will be next. All the 
students and employees with the exception of Margaret Koon and her 
daughter Tara, and the receptionist, have exited the school. They are 
over at the stadium across the street. Now, she may have other 
hostages as well.” 
        Jackie pointed. “Those four girls you see there, standing by the 
west side building, are the school’s security team.”  
        Captain Stanton glanced at the girls, and then the school building. 
      “Do you know the location where the hostages being held?” 
        Jackie gestured. “I believe just down the hall outside of Principal 
Koon’s office.” 
      “It would be hard to position a sniper from the street because of 
those trees.” 
     “Yes Sir that’s why she told us not to come past those trees because 
she knew they would obscure a sniper.” 
    “We have this entire area around the school blocked off and the 
Columbia County police department as backup, also.”  
      He looked up at a passing helicopter. “There goes Channel 19 
news.” 
     Jackie glanced up. “Yeah, this is probably nationwide news by now.” 
   “Do you know whether Linda has her protective vest on?” 
   “Yes she does. She put it on before she arrived at the school, but 
there is one problem, Captain.” 
   “What’s that?” 
     “This killer aims for the knees first, and then the head.” 
     “The first chance we have, we need to get in there somehow. This is 
a large school. I’m going to have our officers’ move in closer to the back 
of the school, and around each side,” stated Captain Stanton. 
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         “The police are getting impatient, so it’s time to end this so I can 
get away from here. Get up Margaret!!” 
       “No Margaret, don’t move; you are right Mary, it’s time to end 
this.” 
       Elizabeth moved over to her demented daughter to make an 
attempt to reason with her.  
     “You can’t keep killing people like this. Turn yourself in so you can 
get the help you need, Mary.”  
     “I don’t need help. Now stand aside.” 
    “No, not until you turn yourself in. I will stand by you no matter 
what.” 
     Mary set her attention on her mother. “I don’t need you to stand by 
me. I will not have you interfere in my business again like you did 23 
years ago. I am not 16 years old.” 
    “Mary, I tried to protect you from what you now have become.” 
    “Did you forget that I saved your life Mother?” 
    “I know you killed your father because he was deranged and turned 
on me. I did not want you to be exposed to the public and media. You 
were too young, that’s why I took the gun from you.”  
    “You had a chance when he gave you the gun and dared you to kill 
him, but no, you took the gun and threw it down the hall. You were 
afraid to fire the gun, so I did what you should have done, and then you 
took my glory away from me. But you will not do it this time.” 
      “Mary, you are deranged just like your father. Killing him affected 
your mind, and ever since that day, you have been wanting to kill 
people. That is why I tried to stay near you, wishing that it would never 
happen again.” 
     “When I am through taking care of business here, I will leave.  I don’t 
need you hovering over me ever again.” 
      Elizabeth extended her hand. “Give me the gun, Mary, I am pleading 
with you.” 
     “You best better do what your Mother says, you psycho bitch-“ 
       Linda interrupted Tara. “Don’t irritate her.” 
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       Mary glanced at Tara. “I’ll get to you in a minute.” 
      “No you will not, now hand me the gun.” 
       Mary ignored her mother’s request. “Get up Margaret!” 
       Margaret scowled at Mary. “No, I will not get up. It’s over for you.” 
       “Get up, or I will make it worse for you!” she bellowed. 
       Elizabeth reached and grabbed Mary’s gun arm. “Please Mary, 
don’t do this!!” 
        She jerked her arm away. “Mother, you are getting on my last 
nerve!!”  
       Like a flash of lightning, Elizabeth is struck hard in the face from 
Mary’s 44 magnum, sending her to the floor. She was relentless, 
displaying no compassion for her mother. 
      Margaret abruptly stood and grabbed Mary’s gun arm. A struggle 
began, then Tara stood and sprinted toward them.  
    “Tara, no! You will not make it! Shouted Linda. 
      Mary quickly got the upper hand and kneed Margaret in the 
stomach. The impact of the blow sent her to and across the floor, her 
body striking the wall. She turned the revolver on Tara and fired. Tara 
went down and her body rolled down the next corridor. 
    Linda quickly moved into the next corridor and took cover. She 
glanced around the wall. Suddenly, Mary staggered against wall. She 
glanced at her left shoulder and saw blood streaming down her arm.  
She turned and glanced down the corridor across from the office. She 
saw her mother. Her hand trembled while grasping the 44 magnum 
that Mary had forgotten about. An unexpected and surprising move by 
her mother. 
    “Don’t make me pull this trigger again, Mary it is over.” 
     “You freaking bitch! Just look at you. You can’t even hold a gun 
straight. You barely hit me. You don’t have it in you to kill!” 
       Elizabeth hesitated to pull the trigger again. Her hands trembled 
severely, and she lower the revolver. 
      “Just as I thought, you could not kill Daddy, you are a coward!” 
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        Mary was hyped up not and able to feel the pain of the bullet in 
her left arm. Ignoring her mother’s warning, she raised her right arm 
holding the revolver.    
      Margaret, rising slowly from the floor, turned and saw the revolver 
aiming directly at her. 
    “I don’t have to put this revolver through your mouth to kill you 
bitch! It’s not over until I say it’s over, but it’s over for you Margaret.” 
    A shot was fired. Suddenly Mary jerked violently as a bullet 
penetrated her heart. She collapsed to the floor. There was a brief 
moment of silence as Elizabeth clenched the revolver firmly, and then 
tears began to rain down her cheek. She felt the pain in her heart as 
never before, killing her only child who left her no option. Somebody 
had to do it. There was no help for Mary’s menacing dark side. 
 
    Connie, finally finding her way from the tunnel dashed up the stairs 
after hearing shots. She rushed to the door, and opened it with caution. 
     She laid eyes on her grandmother grasping the 44 magnum with 
both hands, smoke emitting from the barrel. She laid eyes on her 
mother lying on the floor, her eyes and mouth open, blood streaming 
from her chest. Connie moved to her grandmother. She knelt and 
placed her arms around her. She held her head next to her chest as 
Elizabeth shed tears abundantly. The revolver tumbled from her hand.  
“It’s going to be alright Grandmother.” Connie glances at her lifeless 
mother’s body once again. “She killed my father and my brother she 
got what she deserve.” 
 
 
        Linda and Margaret rushed to the next corridor to check on Tara. 
        She was slowly rising from the floor. 
       “Tara, are you okay?” inquired her mother. 
         They embraced each other. “Yes I heard a shot, so I dropped to the 
floor like I was trained. What happened?”  
       “Her mother stopped her,” said Linda.   
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       It was a horrible scene as Linda walked around the floor. She saw 
the gruesome body of Jesse, and quickly turned away. 
      Linda checked on Audrey, who was in extreme pain. “Just hold on. I 
am going to get the paramedics here in a minute.” 
     She moved to Marilyn and checked for a pulse. 
     She went over to the Mary’s body and kicked the revolver away. 
Connie glanced up at Linda as she continued to comfort her 
grandmother. She gave the revolver to Linda as her cell phone rang.  
   “Linda, its Captain Stanton. We heard shots, and we are ready to 
move in now; what is the situation?”  
   “The situation is under control. I am going to need paramedics for two 
people and we have two dead. One is a student and the other is Mary 
Connors. It is finally over.” 
 
     Two months later, the school was in high spirits after being rocked 
by a series of horrible tragedies. It was the girl’s championship 
basketball game in the gym, and there was very little standing room. 
The Lakewood Blue Knights were hosting their rival Cobb County, who 
won the championship last year, complements of a final missed shot at 
the buzzer by Lakewood.  
    The game’s lead had been fluctuating all during the night. It was the 
final seconds of the game with the Cobb County Jaguars leading by one 
point, and they were in possession of the ball. It was all that the Jaguars 
needed to do to win their second championship, but Carla, who was 
outstanding during the entire game, reached in and stole the ball. She 
passed the ball to Tara and she quickly dashed down the court followed 
by Carla and the other players.  
    There were only seconds left. The crowd was standing and cheering 
as Tara went for an easy layup, but it rolled off the rim. Carla grabbed 
the rebound with 3 seconds on the clock. She went up and threaded 
the needle as the buzzer sounded. The crowd erupted, as Carla was 
hugged by Tara and her teammates. Ironically the Cobb County girls 
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feasted off a missed shot by Carla last year that gave them the 
championship. This year they perished from Carla’s shot, contributing 
to the Lakewood girl’s first basketball championship. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                     North Augusta, S.C. 
 
     Elizabeth knocked at her granddaughter’s door. “Connie, your food is 
ready.” 
     She glanced around at the door from her closet.  
   “Okay Grandmother, I will be there in a minute.” 
     Connie Connors now resides with her grandmother and concluding 
her school term in South Carolina. She removed a black hanging 
garment bag from the closet and placed it on the bed. She opened it 
and removed a hooded jacket, which she then put on. She reached 
inside the pocket of the jacket and pulled out a mask. She disguised 
herself with the mask and a hood over her head. She reached inside the 
pocket of the garment bag and took out a 44 magnum. She stood in 
front of the mirror, raising both arms grasping the 44 magnum aiming 
at her refection. 
     “Bang, bang, bang. I look really good. Now that’s what I am talking 
about,” she said softly. 
       She carefully placed the revolver back into the garment bag along 
with her disguise. She took it to the closet and hung it far in the back, 
away from her other clothes. She then walked to the kitchen with 
haste. Her grandmother turned and noticed her as she entered the 
kitchen. 
     “Is everything okay in your new room? I know it’s not as large as 
your old room.” 
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      She moved over to her grandmother and embraced her. “The room 
is fine Grandma, I was just trying on some future attire. Everything will 
work out exactly like it is supposed to.”    
      That unseen evil smirk appeared on Connie’s face. 
 
 

 
The characters and events depicted in this book 
are fictitious. Any similarity to actual persons, 
living or dead, is purely coincidental and 
unintentional. Some incidents in this book are 
factual, and were inspired by actual events.  
 
 
A special thanks to B.E.Tiggs (ET3) for the 
editing and proofreading of this manuscript. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



544 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



545 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



546 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



547 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



548 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



549 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



550 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



551 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



552 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



553 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



554 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



555 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



556 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



557 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



558 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



559 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


