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It was a dark and cool night as Rick and I were sitting down outside on my front porch 

enjoying the nice view of the stars and moon. It was nice and quiet and really enjoyable to have 

days off and not worry about anything for several days. The city still had its crime, but the city 

police had everything under control. Living in Birmingham for quite some time now I thought 

the Godfather of Time would try to attack again but even he hadn’t been heard from in quite a 

while.            

 “You know Emma it’s nice and quiet and quite peaceful and frankly I’m enjoying it,” 

Rick said as we continued to look at the sky.        

 “Yes Rick it is peaceful but somewhere out there someone needs our help even now,” I 

replied.            

 “Do you suppose we will ever catch the Alphabet terrorist, the Godfather of Time or the 

Dark Hood,” Rick asked.          

 “If we work hard enough and are really determined to anything is possible. I really do 

want all three of them in jail. I don’t care how far my career goes or if I’m a junior detective all 

my life all I want is to see the three of them in jail alive. If I can do that then my life is complete 

and all my struggles and everything I’ve worked for has been worth it,” I replied.   

 “I’m glad to see you believe that they will be caught Emma, but I really don’t think they 

will,” Rick said sadly. “Haven’t you noticed Emma that whatever those three have wanted to do 

they have pretty much done? I mean look Emma at the Alphabet terrorist. He has raped and 

killed hundreds of people including you and your grandparents and every time we think we have 

him cornered he finds a way to escape. I just don’t know.”     

 “Oh Rick it’s alright and yes we will catch him. It has often been said that no deed goes 

unpunished and that he will someday answer for all the crimes he has committed,” I said trying 

to comfort him. I saw in his eyes how frustrated he was as every time we had faced the Alphabet 

terrorist he somehow managed to escape and that the Dark Hood and the Godfather of Time were 

also out there somewhere. Rick was deeply hurting but it wasn’t the type of hurting that you 

would expect after being physically wounded but it was rather it seemed to me that his mind and 

soul was wounded. He had barely avoided being killed by both the Godfather of Time and the 

Alphabet terrorist. I myself was frightened by both crime lords but I knew I at least had my faith 

to turn to. Rick, I was not so sure about at the moment though I was going to  do what I could to 

help him be less frightened and more confident.      

“Emma I don’t know how to tell you this,” Rick said tearfully as he started bursting into 

tears. “For the first time in my life I am truly terrified. I am terrified not only for you and Charles 

but for my remaining family as well. Finding out that you had been raped by him, and almost 

raped a second time by him it sort of just reminded me of the kind of animal and monster he is. 

When I was eleven years old my parents sent me to a summer camp with my friends and I 

thought I was having the best time in my life as my friends and I there learned first aid, how to 

swim, how to camp out and cook over a fire and several other things. I truly enjoyed the 

experience, but it was during this week most of my relatives were killed. My parents and 



grandparents who were visiting them and one of my sisters were killed when the Alphabet 

terrorist struck. He struck and killed them in a single shot as he took a rocket launcher and blew 

up the house with it. My parents were extremely wealthy and respected people in Ireland and 

both of my grandparents had been judges. I still can remember the note that the chief showed me 

that they found at the scene and it was the most horrifying message I had ever seen. I never knew 

that anyone could be that cruel to other people.”      

 “What did the message say dear?” I asked calmly.      

 “The note was written like an obituary and yet it was also written like a threat. It said 

‘HERE LIES THE BURNT DEAD BODIES OF SEVERAL MEMEBRS OF THE O’MALLEY 

FAMILY GEORGE, GERALDINE, SHERRY, TERRY, AND CAROLYN. FAMILY WILL BE 

SURVIVED AND FOLLOWED IN DEATH BY RICK, STACEY, MARK, AND JUSTIN.’” 

 “I’m so sorry Rick. Have you heard from your brothers or sister lately?” I asked.  

 “No, but I will need to call them,” Rick said.       

 “No problem Rick. Go ahead and call them. It’s mine turn to make dinner anyway,” I 

said as we both entered my house.  

Rick started calling his brothers and sister as I started making dinner and I was glad to 

see that he finally spoke to his oldest brother Mark whom he hadn’t spoken to in a few years. 

The conversation lasted quite a while and Rick was feeling and looking a lot better when the call 

ended forty-five minutes later as I just finished making dinner.    

 “That was great timing Emma. You’re the best and the food looks delicious,” Rick said 

as I turned on the television. I was more than interested in seeing what was happening around the 

world.            

 “The police again in New York City today have arrested several young adults and 

charged them with soliciting and prostitution one of those charged with prostitution is eighteen 

year old Gina Johnson daughter of former Police Commissioner Johnson. Ever since her 

mother’s death at the hands of the Alphabet terrorist nearly one year ago Gina has turned to the 

streets and police have indicated that this is Gina’s fifth time charged with prostitution but is also 

facing other misdemeanor charges as well including shop lifting, drug possession and several 

traffic violations including DUI and now,” the reported said as I turned off the television.  

 “Emma, this isn’t good. Gina, is your friend,” Rick began. 

“I know,” I added. 

“It sounds like she desperately needs our help,” Rick said.     

 “Yes, I agree. I promised her that I would be there and that we would catch the Alphabet 

terrorist. I have failed,” I said, with sadness in my voice.     

 “No, you haven’t Emma if anyone has failed it has been me and I intend for us to keep 

your promise to Gina. Now let’s go and talk to Charles and see if we can find out what is 

happening with Gina,” Rick said calmly as I agreed.       

  

******************************************* 

 

The next morning was extremely hard for Rick and me to wake up and go to the office. 

Charles had spent the last few days watching over his granddaughter Darlene and when he came 

to the office, he was the happiest we had seen him in several months. He saw our two gloomy 

faces and when I showed him the newspaper article detailing Gina’s arrest he knew instantly 

what Rick and I wanted to do.         

 “I can see in both of your eyes that you want to go to New York and help Gina out in any 



way possible. It seems to me that the last time we were in New York Emma you told Gina you 

would be there whenever she needed a friend and I see clearly that you want to keep that 

promise. There isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t worry about you two or any of my detectives 

in the agency. You two are the best though I do say Detectives Thomas and Alexander are doing 

extremely well too. Your friend Samantha is extremely good at what she does and she tells me 

that you are her inspiration. I would hate myself to the day I die if I let you go and something 

happened to you two, but I am going to let you go,” Charles said.     

 “Thanks Charles,” I said cheerfully as Rick and I looked at each other for a moment with 

the same smile before turning back around as Charles spoke again.     

 “Remember you two that being a great detective doesn’t just mean being able to stop 

killers and crooks but also being able to act with the highest caliber of honor at all times. It also 

means being able to watch over and protect each other at all times and treat everyone fairly and 

with that I wish you two the best of luck in New York,” Charles said.    

 “Aren’t you coming sir?” Rick asked.       

 “No. I trust you two will do quite well. I do have a business meeting with federal 

authorities this afternoon. It seems as though they want to hire the agency on a full time basis 

handling different kinds of cases and work,” Charles said.      

 “Thank you Charles,” I said as we quietly left his office. Charles said nothing as he 

watched us leave and get our belongings together for New York.  

 

************************************ 

 

The trip to New York didn’t take as long or so it seemed as it did when we were going to 

try to stop the Alphabet terrorist. We left Birmingham a few minutes after noon and we were in 

New York by early evening and when we got there, we saw nothing had changed except that 

some people were still trying to recover from the damage suffered during the Alphabet terrorist’s 

attacks.            

 “It hasn’t changed a bit,” Rick said as he looked around and saw people entering and 

leaving the airport.           

 “I know but we do need to hurry and find Gina,” I said.     

 “Hey Emma,” Rick began.         

 “What is it?” I asked.          

 “Perhaps after we find Gina and help her get straightened out maybe we can go to one of 

these shows on Broadway,” Rick said.        

 “Maybe. That does sound good. But first thing is first,” I said.    

 “You do have to admire he business like spirit,” Rick said mostly to himself as we left the 

airport. 

 

****************************************** 

 

Despite our best efforts to quickly find Gina quickly neither of us knew that she had 

moved from the Bronx to Manhattan several weeks after her mother was killed. It was here that 

she met several people on the streets including a man who everyone called Mac. Mac was a tall 

dark colored man who had neatly braided hair and dark brown eyes. Mac was also extremely 

short tempered and had extremely tight control over everyone on the streets. Gina who had been 

working with Mac for only a short time but she was quickly becoming one of his favorites but 



the last few days she began losing his favor.        

 “You didn’t do enough work today Gina,” Mac told her angrily as he lifted her up into 

the air. “You know what happens to those who disappoint me.”     

 “Please no. Please don’t do this Mac,” Gina screamed as Mac took out a knife and started 

cutting her hair. Mac cut her hair for a few minutes as several other girls stood there and laughed 

until he released her several minutes later.        

 “Fail me again and I will make sure your punishment is more severe next time,” Mac told 

Gina as the other girls continued to laugh at Gina.       

 “Boss, here comes two more of your girls. Maybe they had more luck,” another man said 

as two young girls approached. Kerry was a short slender young white girl who had dark blonde 

hair and light blue eyes. Marie was a taller slender woman who had dark red hair and dark brown 

eyes and both she and Kerry had been working for Mac for the last few years.   

 “Now here Gina is how it is supposed to be done,” Mac said as both Kerry and Marie 

handed him thousands of dollars. Mac turned and showed Gina the money as he again started 

taunting her. “Now you are supposed to best girl and yet the last few weeks you have not 

producing results? Why is that?”         

 “I don’t know but I’ll try harder,” Gina said tearfully.     

 “Good. That’s what I want to hear,” Mac said dismissingly. Mac quickly turned his 

attention away from Gina to his two assistants.       

 “Boss, word is on the street that the cops are going to crack down and try to shut down 

our operation,” one of the men said.         

 “Who do these cops think they are? Let them come and try to stop this operation. They 

will rue the day they try to mess with me or my girls,” Mac said angrily as he two assistants 

quickly armed themselves with automatic rifles. “If there should be an incident again tonight you 

two know the drill. You will shoot to kill.”   

 

************************************** 

 

Rick and I went to a nice and fantasy restaurant as soon as we got into Manhattan. It was 

an extremely cold night even for New York City as snow started falling onto the ground 

furiously fast as we quickly entered the restaurant. We were quickly seated and ordered dinner as 

Rick began speaking to me.          

 “Nice place. I wished we had more of these back at home,” Rick said quietly.  

 “Yes, I agree Rick but I don’t think I could live here or in another big city. Honestly, I 

don’t even like Birmingham. It is too big for me but I really love working with you and Charles,” 

I said quietly.            

 “Ah I see you like living out in the country and open,” Rick replied as the servers brought 

us our dinner.            

 “When I was a little girl and my grandfather was still alive, he would take me up to a lake 

up in northern England where we would camp out and stay for a few days. It was the best times 

in my life. My grandfather would teach me how to build a camp, how to safely build fires and 

how to get the best angle when fishing for we all had to catch our own food but there was a day I 

was the only one who didn’t catch anything. Both my grandfather and grandmother had already 

caught their food but he gave me his and told me that there would come a day where we would 

need these basic skills to survive on our own and that if we completely depend on technology for 

all our needs we would be in trouble,” I said.       



“It really sounds like your grandparents we’re both really smart,” Rick said. “I know you 

mentioned your grandfather had been a judge. What did your parents do?” 

“Both of my parents were in the Royal British Navy. My father was an investigator and 

tended to pick up the more difficult cases that often had national security implications. I am not 

so sure what my mother did,” I paused for a moment.  

“What was your father like?” Rick asked. 

“My father was extremely smart and from what my grandfather told me my father was a 

little quirky too which what attracted my mother too him. He was also a hard worker and quickly 

got his cases solved even when the other officers thought solving the cases were impossible. I 

knew there might be a time that that his crime solving abilities would cause him problems, but I 

always thought if he was going to be killed he would be killed by one of the criminals and not 

disappear when I was a child. I’ve thought about this for some time now and something just 

doesn’t add up,” I said tearfully.   

“Disappear,” Rick asked.        

 “I do not have all the details. There is so much that I was not told. All I know is they 

disappeared when I was three. Disappeared without a trace,” I replied.     

 “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize,” Rick said and just as he was about to speak again, we both 

turned and saw the news update again on the television.      

 “Sorry buckaroos we have to interrupt the movie for a quick news update,” the announcer 

said quickly as the screen turned and showed downtown Manhattan.    

 “Police again have made three more arrest in the city’s crackdown on the prostitution 

scandals that have been lately plaguing the city. Police arrested once again eighteen-year Gina 

Johnson along with her two accomplices Heather and Lydia Sommers,” the news reporter said as 

she showed the scene of the police escorting the three young women into the cars.   

 “Hey Emma, I know how you feel on sex crimes but do you suppose the police would be 

better off using their sources of trying to catch the pimps would might be controlling them 

instead of catching these young women who might just go back to them after being released on 

bail?” Rick asked as I frowned at him for a moment before completely realizing what he said. 

 “Yes, you are right but we will need to talk with Gina before she is released on bail 

again,” I said as we both finished dinner. Rick wasted no time in paying for dinner and leaving 

the tip.       

 

************************************** 

 

Rick and I wasted no time getting down to the police precinct where we knew Gina was 

being held. I wanted nothing more than to ask her questions and try to help her. I knew she was 

struggling and having a hard time adjusting, as I did myself when I was younger, and needed 

someone, a friend, to help her during this time. 

“Greetings detectives it has been a while I must say. How may I be of service,” the desk 

sergeant asked us as he saw Rick and I enter.       

 “Yes we need to speak with Gina Johnson,” I said calmly.     

 “It’ll be in a little bit. Just sit over there. She is in the middle of booking. Are you friends 

of hers?” the desk sergeant asked.        

 “Yes we are” Rick answered as he showed the desk sergeant his badge.   

 “I’ll talk to the chief. We’ll see what we can do,” the desk sergeant said kindly as Rick 

and I sat down in the lobby. We didn’t sit for very long as the desk sergeant came back with the 



chief as he spoke to us.          

 “Hello detectives. I have heard so much about you. I am Chief Williamson head of this 

precinct. I must confess that I am surprised to see you here. My sergeant tells me you want to see 

Gina Johnson but what is it she has that might be useful to you two,” the chief asked bluntly. 

 “We need to ask her a few questions sir if you don’t mind,” I said calmly.   

 “I don’t mind but I doubt you’ll get anything out her. She absolutely refuses to talk to us. 

In fact, she throws a fit whenever someone does try to talk to her so if you do please be careful,” 

the chief said calmly.            

 “Oh we will,” Rick said as the chief and the desk sergeant took us to where they were 

holding Gina. I was rather hoping what the chief was saying wasn’t true but given what Gina had 

been through with the Alphabet terrorist and the death of her mother her behavior was not at all 

surprising.            

 “I must again warn you two to be careful,” Chief Williamson said as he opened the door. 

 “Get out,” Gina shouted.         

 “Watch it Emma,” Rick said as we ducked as she threw a chair at us.    

 “Get out,” Gina yelled again as Chief Williamson and the desk sergeant quickly got out 

of her way and shut the door.          

 “Poor girl,” I said.         

 “She has had it tough since her mother was killed,” Chief Williamson said.  

 “I remember that night,” I said as memories ran through my mind.  

“Officer Riddle. You’re the terrorist and you’re the one who raped Gina,” Commissioner 

Johnson yelled angrily.         

 “I am not Officer Riddle,” the Alphabet terrorist said as he took off the mask and the 

police uniform which had been Officer Riddle. Commissioner Johnson nearly fainted when she 

saw him take off the uniform and reveal to us his true self. “The man you know as Officer Riddle 

I had murdered long before I started my crime spree here in New York City. It was a perfect 

disguise and it fooled everyone except for you Detective Stevens.”     

 “It can’t be. It’s been you. YOU’RE THE ALPHABET KILLER. YOU ARE THE 

TERRORIST AND HAVE BEEN WORKING FOR US FOR A FEW MONTHS. HOW MANY 

MORE MURDERS DID YOU COMMIT THAT WE DON’T KNOW,” Commissioner Johnson 

yelled.            

 “You have no idea. I’ve been playing you all for a while now and the best part was you 

didn’t ever suspect that a poor stinking officer who you thought couldn’t hack it was in fact the 

one raping and killing all those girls in the Bronx,” the Alphabet terrorist chuckled as he began 

speaking again. “With this I would like to introduce to you the angel of death.” As soon as he 

finished speaking Commissioner Johnson began choking and holding her throat as she fell onto 

the ground and within a minute she was dead.       

 “MOTHER,” Gina screamed as her face turned redder than fire as she watched her 

mother die on the ground.      

I continued to think about that night as Rick continued talking with Chief Williamson. 

 “Yeah, right after raping Gina the Alphabet terrorist killed the Commissioner. He wanted 

the commissioner to know what he did to her daughter before killing her,” Rick said.  

 “I am sorry. I did not know that. No one told me that part. Not even Gina,” Chief 

Williamson said.          

 “Not a surprise. Being raped is not something that many wants the public to know,” I said 

as we continued to watch Gina continue to throw other chairs at the window and the walls while 



crying and screaming loudly. I waited a few more minutes as she calmed down before trying to 

enter the room.           

 “Wait,” Rick said.          

 “I’ll be fine,” I said as I quietly opened the door.      

 “Get out. I don’t want to see you,” Gina screamed.     

 “Gina. Please calm down. I know the feeling. You’re angry and confused,” I said as I 

slowly approached her. I thought for a moment that she would again try to grab a chair and throw 

it at me again but I soon realized she wasn’t as I got really close to her.    

 “You don’t know how I feel. You don’t know what it is like to not have any friends and 

that everyone that you meet only wants to use you for sex. You have no idea what it is like to 

have to go onto the streets every day and sell your body just to make money to survive as no one 

will hire you or even look at you,” Gina cried.       

 “Gina, listen to me. Please,” I pleaded. Gina calmed down for a moment and looked at 

me as I continued. “No, I do not know what it is like to sell yourself. I do know, however, what it 

is like to have your innocence taken from you. I was raped myself Gina.” 

“You were-,” Gina began with disbelief. 

“That’s right Gina. I was raped. By the same man no less. He raped me when I was 

thirteen,” I told her.  

“Thirteen,” Gina said, appearing to be shocked. 

“Yes, you see Gina we have a lot in common,” I said. 

“I can’t believe it. I thought I had it bad. I was seventeen and you were only-,” Gina said, 

mostly to herself. 

“Listen to me Gina. It is not your fault. I want you to get that out of your heard right now. 

No matter what you may think or what some punks on the street may say being raped is not your 

fault. Understand?” I said.  

“Yes ma’am,” Gina said as she cracked a small smile.  

“Rape is rape regardless when it happens. It is never good but to answer your question 

yes, I was thirteen years old when I was raped and lost my virginity. Do you realize how hard it 

was for me?” 

“Really hard,” Gina said. 

“Yes it was,” I told her. “Really hard. All my life Gina I wanted to make my folks proud. 

I had tried to keep myself pure. I wanted my first time ‘doing it’ to be meaningful and special but 

alas it was not to be. Instead Gina, my first-time having sex was being raped by the Lord of 

Crime and his gang of men.” 

Gina nearly threw up at the revelation. “Wait. You were gang raped.”.  

I nodded. 

 “Detective Stevens,” Gina said.  

“Gina, you are my friend so call me Emma,” I said. 

“Emma,” Gina began. 

“Yes, I was ganged raped. And this happened as I was just entering puberty. Yeah, 

compared to many of my peers I was somewhat a late bloomer. People at school thought I was 

one of the prettiest girls they had ever seen. I had a line of boys that wanted to try to date me. My 

grandfather though was a firm but loving man that wanted nothing but the best for me. He taught 

me a lot. I wanted nothing more than to make him proud. And that also included not having sex 

until after marriage. He and my grandmother were traditionalist though I would later find out that 

they would make the mistake they were trying to keep from making.”    



 “Oh, having sex before marriage,” Gina said.      

 “Yeah. I will be the first to admit it is difficult. I had a lot of suitors that I knew wanted 

nothing more than to get into my pants. They wanted to be the one to punch my ticket as the old 

saying goes. A lot of them were cute and handsome I will add. Despite this I stayed true and 

decided to stay pure until marriage. Well that was the goal anyway.”   

 “I know the feeling Emma. Many boys wanted to get in my pants too,” Gina said, 

laughing for the first time in quite a while.         

  “It is good to see you smile Gina,” I continued. “That being said. Although I tried my 

best to keep their teaching well, the lord of crime and his men had different plans. I even tried 

pleading with the Alphabet terrorist on that night. I told on that night he struck that I was a 

virgin, hoping he would not hurt me but that seemed to only add fuel to the fire. That only made 

him get more enjoyment out of raping me. Knowing he was the first of many that night to force 

themselves on me and to know I would never get my innocence back hurt.” 

 “Yeah,” Gina quietly added.         

 “But what hurt worse than that was when they executed my grandparents in front of me 

and left me for dead. That was worse. Oh, I cannot even tell you how much I miss him. We did 

so much together.”          

 “That is how I feel about my mother. I miss her so dearly,” Gina said.  

“I know,” I said. 

“Let me ask you Emma. How did you overcome all that? Overcome being gang raped?” 

Gina asked. 

“I am not going to lie. It was tough For many years after the assault I was all alone. I did 

not have any true friends.” 

“That is how I feel,” Gina said. 

“I did not have anyone stand up and defend me. Even my foster family I had been placed 

with thought I was a dirty girl and wanted nothing to do with me. Not really,” I told her. “Now 

you keep that quiet I have not told anyone else that.” 

“Okay,” Gina said. “What about boys? Did they treat you differently?” 

“They certainly did and not in a good way. Gina, to all the boys in our school I was like a 

dirty little tramp. Rumors flew around school that I had asked to be raped. That I enjoyed it. 

Some girls even joined in on the fun and began spreading rumors that I was sleeping with boys 

and girls alike, which of course was not true, but it did not stop them from spreading those 

rumors and making things worse,” I said. “And to make matters worse that was not even the 

worst of it.” 

“Not the worst of it,” Gina said, with disbelief in her voice. 

“When I was fifteen-two years after the assault I met a boy that I thought cared about me. 

He told me what I wanted to hear. He told me I was pretty and that he loved me and all that good 

stuff. I found out later his act was a charade. He wanted nothing more than to get into my pants, 

which I am embarrassed to say he got what we wanted. I wanted nothing more than to feel loved 

and I thought that was the way I could feel loved. Whatever he wanted to do to me I let me. The 

next day I found out he also had taken videos and pictures and had spread them all over school,” 

I again cried. 

“That-,” Gina said. 

“No. Don’t. What’s done is done,” I said. 

“That no good,” Gina said. 

“Yeah, he was a no good,” I said. 



“So what happened next?” Gina asked. 

“Finally, in my last year in school things truly changed for the better. It was then that I 

did meet my first true friend, my best friend and things have been up since,” I said. 

We continued talking for a few more minutes. Rick, Chief Williamson and the desk 

sergeant all entered the room appearing to be amazed at how quickly I helped calm down Gina. 

 “I must say Detective Stevens you do have a knack with people,” the chief said before 

turning to Rick. “I must ask you Detective O’Malley is your partner this good or is it just me?” 

 “Chief I will tell you this. She is a very good person as well as a very good detective and 

I’ve learned quite a bit from her,” Rick said as Gina began speaking.    

 “My troubles began a few days after my mother’s funeral as word began to spread around 

campus that I had been raped by a master criminal. At first, I thought people were sympathizing 

with me, but word soon began to spread that I wasn’t raped but rather I had willingly chosen to 

have sex with the master criminal and that I came up with the rape story to draw sympathy. 

People began looking at me differently and even people who were once my friends suddenly 

turned on me and began calling me names and shouting taunts at me. Even the leaders of the 

community looked at me differently and no business would hire me so eventually I dropped out 

of school and met Mac and his associates,” Gina replied.      

 “Who is this ‘Mac’ you’re referring to miss?” the chief asked kindly.   

 “Mac is the pimp that controls all the girls on the streets in Manhattan. I was introduced 

to him by a girl named Jessica and sometimes I wish I hadn’t met Mac,” Gina asked.  

 “Why do you say that Gina?” I asked quietly.      

 “Mac is as almost as mean as the man who raped me and killed my mother. He gives you 

specific instructions for the day and if you don’t make enough money or pull in enough tricks for 

the day he punishes you,” Gina replied.        

 “What kind of punishments,” Rick asked as the chief and the sergeant sat down and 

listened.            

 “He punishes people differently and he doesn’t tolerate weakness or excuses. He doesn’t 

give a darn if the girl is sick or hurting he gives each girl a different amount of tricks they’re to 

pull and if you don’t make your quota he punishes you severely. Yesterday when he found out I 

had pulled one trick for the day he grabbed hold of me and cut my hair short but there have been 

times that I’ve seen him punish the girls so badly I thought he was going to kill them,” Gina said 

tearfully.           

 “What did he do?” I asked calmly.        

 “Just the other day a girl named Nellie who is extremely sick and I might add I think she 

is dying came in without pulling any tricks for him and right before he sent her to the hospital he 

publicly humiliated her and burned her right arm,” Gina replied as I turned to the chief and desk 

sergeant.            

 “Do you have a place to stay or live that is far away from Mac?” Rick asked.  

 “No sir. After my mother was killed I was sent to counseling but that didn’t work and 

shortly after that I lost my home and I’ve been living on the streets since,” Gina replied.  

 “Ah Rick. We’ve got to do something. We’ve got to keep Gina safe and hidden from 

Mac. From what I’ve heard Mac appears to be a guy that would kill Gina if she didn’t have sex 

with at least one person a day,” I said.        

 “I agree but where are we going to keep her? She doesn’t need to stay in the jail cell, but 

she doesn’t need to go back onto the streets either,” Rick asked.     

 “I can be a help on that detectives. For now, she can stay with my family where she’ll be 



protected while you two hunt down and get this Mac off the streets and hopefully and maybe 

after that these girls can get their lives back on track,” Chief Williamson said. Gina looked up at 

all of us and for the first time in a while she smiled and it was the most beautiful smile I had ever 

seen.             

 “Thank you sir,” Gina said gratefully as the chief and the desk sergeant seemed to 

become a little bit more eased up after we calmed her down.     

 “Go get the pimp off our streets,” the Chief said loudly as we left the station. 

 

************************************ 

 

Rick and I started going through all of Manhattan looking everywhere to see where 

Mac’s girls would hang out and try to get clients but much to our dismay there didn’t seem to be 

any activity as the snowstorm seemed to keep most inside the buildings.    

 “Emma there doesn’t seem to be anyone out here tonight,” Rick said calmly as we 

continued to ride in a cab and looking down both sides of the streets.   

“No there does not seem to be. Do you suppose they might be onto us?” I asked.  

 “Possibly. Unless they are extremely dumb they are not going to be operating in the open 

especially if they know Gina and a few of the girls have been picked up,” Rick said. “Of course 

the storm is not helping things either.”      

 “You’re right Rick and perhaps we should just go the hotel for tonight and we’ll continue 

our search in the morning after the storm ends,” I replied as we instructed the cab driver to take 

us back to our hotel.   

 

****************************************** 

 

Meanwhile in downtown Manhattan back at Mac’s house Mac and his two lieutenants 

kept waiting for Gina to return.  All the other girls had returned and gave Mac the money they 

earned though there were a few he punished. One of the girls who was short and slender and had 

dark brown hair and eyes was named Camille.  

Camille was only fifteen and had run away from home a few weeks earlier and her 

mother had reported her missing a day after she ran away. She had gotten sick much like Nellie 

and hadn’t pulled enough tricks to satisfy Mac as he began humiliating her. At first he started 

cutting her hair but not long afterwards he stripped her of her clothes and belongings as he began 

burning different parts of her body until she agreed to him that she would do better. Mac had no 

mercy on anyone even his two lieutenants who he occasionally tortured when they too failed him 

and despite his cruelness to them they all seemed to stay loyal to him.    

 “Do better next time,” Mac warned the girl.       

 “Yes sir. I will. I will,” Camille cried.       

 “I know,” Mac, sounding pleased, said. Mac stood there not saying a word until moments 

a third man broke the silence.         

 “Boss, I have terrible news,” a third man said as he approached Mac and his two 

assistants. The girls and the two men behind Mac shrieked as the third man spoke.   

 “What is this bad news you bring me?” Mac asked bluntly not so much as even looking at 

the man when he spoke.          

 “Boss, word is on the street that the city police have hired two detectives to come and get 

you. Also get this boss one of the detectives is named Emma Stevens who like our friend, Gina, 



was raped by the Alphabet terrorist-the same criminal who killed Police Commissioner Johnson, 

Gina’s mother, and word is also on the street that Emma is Gina’s friend and is now helping the 

police keep her safe from us,” the man said as the two men behind Mac gulped in fear as Mac 

stood up.           

 “So Detective Emma Stevens is Gina’s friend and is now helping hide my girl from girl. 

Well I’ll teach her a lesson about interfering in my operations. After I kill Emma Stevens and her 

partner, I will make Gina pay for her insolence. I will show Gina what happens to all those who 

betray me,” Mac said loudly as all the girls and even the two men who stood behind him seemed 

to back away from him. Mac slowly took out a pistol and within a minute he shot and killed the 

man who brought the bad news.         

 “What are we going to do with him boss,” one of the men who stood behind him asked. 

 “Throw his body into the furnace. The police will never find out and after doing that I 

want you to send this Emma Stevens and her partner a very personal message for me,” Mac said 

threateningly as the two men complied.   

 

***************************************** 

 

Rick and I got our hotel rooms and had begun getting ready for bed. I went and got ready 

for bed first as Rick watched the news and television. I admit I must have made Rick a little 

irritated as I stayed in the shower and bathroom for a little over an hour.    

 “Hey what’s taking you? You’ve been in there for over an hour. I would also like to get 

sleep as well,” Rick said somewhat irritably as I finally came out in my nightgown.  

 “I’m sorry about that. I was in there getting ready for tomorrow as well as thinking about 

Gina and guess I lost track of time,” I replied calmly.      

 “Your friend Gina will be fine after we get that scum Mac off the street,” Rick said. Rick 

was about to enter when we both turned and saw a news break.     

 “This just came in from the police department. The police need your help as fourteen-

year old Kelsey Minor has suddenly gone missing. She was last seen in the company of two adult 

white males who were heading into the northern end of the city,” the news reporter said over the 

television.            

 “Oh, that’s just great. Just what we need another one in Mac’s hands,” I said angrily. 

 “What bothers me even more Emma is why if the police knew about Mac they haven’t 

done anything to stop him,” Rick asked.        

 “I don’t think they knew anything about Mac. Didn’t you see the way the chief reacted 

when Gina told me about Mac? It was like the information was new to them,” I replied.  

 “Or perhaps they didn’t care,” Rick said quietly. Rick was again about to enter the 

bathroom when we both heard loud gun shots. We looked outside at first thinking it was a 

shooting in the city but we quickly realized that it was us that was being shot at. “Duck.”  

 Rick and I were fortunate to have ducked at the last minute as several shot went through 

the glass and into the wall. Though the shooting did not last but a few moments it felt like an 

eternity. Rick and I stood up and saw the many bullet holes that were in the wall.   

 “That is going to cost the owner a pretty penny,” Rick joked.    

 “Rick, there is no time to joke. Come on. That might have been them giving us a warning 

shot to stay away,” I yelled at him. Neither of us wasted any time but by the time we got out of 

the hotel they had already escaped.         

 “Let’s inform the chief about what happened and then let’s call Charles,” Rick said as I 



whole heartily agreed.           

  

******************************************* 

 

Charles wasted no time in getting an airplane ticket as soon as he heard the news that 

Mac and his men tried to assassinate me and Rick. He had just successfully finished negotiating 

with the federal government a contract that hired his agency to help them with their extremely 

difficult cases as well as more of the international operations. He had quickly got onto the plane 

and flew to New York City overnight and by the time he reached the hotel we were staying at 

Rick and I had already woke up and started our  search in finding Mac and his men.  

 “Hey sir did you happen to see where my two associates went?” Charles asked the desk 

attendant.            

 “And who might your two associates be?” the desk clerk asked as Charles took pictures 

of the three of us.           

 “These two would be my associates,” Charles said calmly as he showed the clerk pictures 

of me and Rick     .     

 “Ah, they are your associates. For a while, I thought they were husband and wife,” the 

clerk said.           

 “Well, they’re not married yet but they are dating and yes they are my associates,” 

Charles said.  

“Ah, yes they we’re earlier this morning but they went downtown looking for something, 

but they didn’t say what,” the desk clerk said. “Now to think about they were the ones that called 

Chief Williamson after the shootings occurred but fortunately no one was hurt.”   

 “Ah yes, it is good no one was hurt and I think it is time that I went down to the precinct 

and talked to the chief there,’ Charles said as he left the hotel.  

 

************************************ 

 

Mac and his two lieutenants began sending the girls out onto their assignments. Mac had 

been watching the television and listening to the radio as news and reports of their operation 

dwindling as the police, Rick and I were stopping and taking into custody every girl who we saw 

trying to perform their tricks. Most of the girls we taken into custody were barley high school 

students but there were some older ones too who were mainly homeless.    

 “I told you to get rid of Emma Stevens and her partner,” Mac told his two lieutenants. 

 “We tried sir. We shot through every building but it appears though we missed,” one of 

his lieutenants said fearfully. The man knew that this meant certain death as Mac took out his 

pistol and quickly shot and killed the man. The other lieutenant looked fearfully as well as Mac 

turned and killed him quickly too.         

 “It seems like I have two positions open but for now if I want something done right, I will 

have to do it myself. I don’t know who you or your partner are Emma Stevens but I can rest 

assure you two that no one will ever find you when I get finished with you both,” Mac told 

himself quietly as he signaled his other men to come into his office.    

 “Yes boss,” two men said at once but both sighed and were stricken with fear as they saw 

the lifeless bodies of the two lieutenants lying on the ground.     

 “You two will now be my new assistants. Don’t fail me or you two will wind out being 

like these two dead as a doorknob,” Mac told the two men.      



 “What about Gina Johnson? No one is really sure of where she is,” the two men asked. 

 “Normally I would have you just go out there and kill her for failing me one too many 

times. Not only does she not pull out enough customers and tricks per day but she has now 

betrayed me. I want her brought her alive so I can humiliate her and tear her limb for limb before 

I kill her,” Mac told his two new assistants as they agreed.   

 

*********************************** 

      

Charles arrived at the precinct just as Rick and I were bringing some young girls whom 

we picked off the street while trying to perform. The girls were kicking and screaming at Rick 

and me as we were taking them to be booked on misdemeanor charges of prostitution. Rick and I 

had no time to notice Charles was standing there in the lobby until he yelled loudly to us.  

 “And what do you two think you’re doing?” Charles asked both of us angrily. “I told you 

two to help your friend Gina and not get yourselves into any trouble or danger.”   

 “We are helping Gina sir as well as many other girls,” I said calmly. “Every one of these 

girls we’re bringing in apparently work for a very sadistic pimp named Mac. I don’t know who 

Mac is but apparently he sent a couple of his thugs out last night to shoot and kill us.”  

 “But they missed,” Rick added.        

 “Quiet both of you. It appears to me that a simple try to help your friend has now turned 

into a major prostitution ring sting and now we’re after a guy whom you only know as Mac,” 

Charles said in disbelief.          

 “And yeah and from what every girl we’ve spoken to Mac seems to have girls of all ages. 

He has the young ones as well as the older ones and most of the girls we’ve taken in have either 

been runaways or throwaways,” Rick added.        

 “I see. Children and youth who are either runaways or throwaways are easily manipulated 

into doing whatever Mac would want them to do and they would not fear punishment even if its 

torture the way we would as they would be looking for someone to take them in and protect 

them. Mac is a criminal who has to feel that he is in control,” Charles said calmly.   

 “And from what I’ve seen and heard from these girls Mac is in total control much like the 

way a tyrant would run a totalitarian state.  Perfect prey these girls are for a predator like Mac. 

Have you heard of some of the things he has done to the poor girls as well as his own men?” I 

asked.            

 “No Emma. I haven’t heard anything. So please fill me in,” Charles said.   

 “Some of the girls have reported to us that on days they don’t get enough tricks or 

customers they get punished and the punishments range from shameful cutting of their hair to 

bodily mutilations to rape and sometimes murder. They tell me that he controls them through 

fear techniques and apparently his behavior isn’t just directed at the girls he even commits 

gruesome crimes against his assistants for failure. According to one of the girls I spoke to one the 

way back to the station she told me one day last week Mac set one of his assistants on fire and he 

and the others laughed as they sat down and watched the man burn to death,” I replied.  

 “The man is a sadist. When did this ‘Mac’ appear in Manhattan?” Charles asked.  

 “Mac appeared in the city shortly after Police Commissioner Johnson was killed by the 

Alphabet terrorist,” Chief Williamson replied as he and several other officers approached us and 

for the first time I noticed that they also had a psychiatrist with them.    

 “I thought you said they did not know anything about Mac,” Charles said to me.  

 “I thought so too,” I replied.         



 “There was no signs they did sir,” Rick added.      

 “Very well,” Charles nodded.       

 “Pardon me for asking Chief but who is the doctor,” I asked.    

 “Oh this is Dr. Wayne Saki our psychiatric doctor here. He will be talking with each of 

the girls and seeing what kind of treatment that they will need,” Chief Williamson said.  

 “Ah I’m glad to finally meet you three. I’m Dr. Saki and I will be helping the girls 

recover and hopefully make their lives productive. I admit I have done some research on Mac. 

His real name is Ernie Thomas Maxwell but everyone simply calls him Mac. He was once in the 

United States Army as a police officer but he was later discharged when he was diagnosed as 

having Antisocial Personality Disorder. Apparently according to the reports I’ve read Mac at the 

time was interested in inflicted pain on animals but now it seems he has turned his desire into 

complete dominance over people in any way possible,” Dr. Saki said calmly. Dr. Saki was an 

older man with white hair and dark blue eyes. He was originally from China and had moved to 

the United States twenty years earlier.        

 “And now by forcing young girls and women to go out there and sell their bodies to 

perverted men and whoever he has complete control over them,” Charles said as I interrupted for 

a moment as I spoke to Dr. Saki.         

 “Dr. Saki if the Army knew that he was a sadist then why did they let him in the first 

place,” I asked.           

 “The Army had no idea about his past one single bit. Sadists don’t always necessarily 

show their sadistic and antisocial behavior right off as they are usually good deceivers but in 

time it eventually caught up with him. Apparently, he lost control of one impulse or another and 

that eventually led to his discharge,” Dr. Saki said.        

 “But if these girls and people know he is like this then why do they stay with him,” 

Charles asked.            

 “The girls who have known nothing in their lives probably view him as a parent. They 

probably don’t know that they are even been victimized when we can clearly see that they are. 

He uses punishments, which often times included forced sex and murder, and fear to keep them 

in line. It’s a sense of control that a lot of sadists use on their victims,” Dr. Saki said.  

 “Question Dr. Saki how much help would it be if we caught Mac and made sure that he 

never had contact with these girls again,” Rick asked.      

 “It would help a great deal, but I can’t say for sure as each person is different. Some 

might be able to recover more quickly than others and some might not ever be able to recover,” 

Dr. Saki said. “Oh there is one more thing I must warn you but it shouldn’t come as a surprise to 

any of you and that is Mac is guarded by two men every moment and he is heavily armed.” 

 “That’s good to know,” I said quietly before turning to Chief Williamson who began to 

speak.             

 “Well Detective Early you and your partners know what must be done. Dr. Saki will be 

here and talk with each of the girls and get them counseling and the sort. I will go back to my 

house to check on Gina and I will also talk to the judge to see if we can get these girls charges 

diverted instead so they can hopefully recover and become extremely productive citizens,” Chief 

Williamson said.           

 “Chief wouldn’t that send a wrong message to the community by cleaning their records 

that we tolerate prostitutes in the city,” a rookie officer asked.     

 “Young man you will learn in time that the world often isn’t as clear as it seems and that 

sometimes we must make choices that others don’t like. I don’t like prostitution in the city any 



more than you do but our real problem is not the young boys and girls on the streets but rather 

the pimps and others who control them and I agree with Dr. Saki on this one. You get rid of the 

filth Mac and his associates and you clean more of the streets than you do by arresting each 

prostitute,” Chief Williamson said as he turned and nodded at the three of us.   

 “Come on you two let’s go,” Charles said to Rick and I as we left the precinct station.  

 

**************************************** 

 

Mac stood in his main quarters with his two assistants walking around yelling angrily to 

them. The two assistants who had been recently promoted listened as Mac kept yelling furiously 

at them when moments later a third man entered Mac’s quarters along with all the girls he still 

controlled.            

 “Boss you won’t believe it, but the police are now on their way here to get you,” the third 

man shivered.            

 “Sound the alarm you idiot and get all the other men together. If it’s a shootout the police 

want then by golly that’s what they’re going to get. Did you ever find Gina,” Mac yelled at the 

third man.            

 “No sir. It seems as though the police are hiding and protecting her,” the third man said 

as Mac took out his gun and quickly shot and killed him as he turned to his two assistants as he 

spoke. “It seems like I’m surrounded by incapable morons who can’t do a simple task I ask. 

Now how many of the girls have failed me today,” Mac asked as the two lieutenants only pointed 

out to two of them and Mac wasted no time or words as he gain took out his pistol and shot and 

killed them both. “Take them and the other man I just killed and have their bodies burned in the 

furnace. It looks like before the day is over we might need more coal to burn and go find Gina 

Johnson but I want her alive. I want Detective Stevens who thought it was so cute to meddle in 

my affairs to watch her friend Gina suffer a painful death before I kill her and her partner.” 

 “How can we find her? Like the other guy said she is hidden and well protected by the 

police,” the two lieutenants asked.            

 “Why do I surround myself with you morons? Haven’t you dunces learned a thing yet? In 

any case in which the police wants to protect a witness or victim they put them in a secret 

location but the location isn’t so secret if you know who to ask or where to ask,” Mac yelled as 

he picked up the phone. “Ah yes this is me and I need a favor of you. Can you kindly tell me 

where they are keeping Gina Johnson?” The assistants stood there listening until several minutes 

later Mac turned to them and spoke to them. “It seems like I just found Gina for you. She is 

being kept at Chief Williamson’s house. Do what you want to the chief’s family but bring back 

Gina alive. His house isn’t but a few miles from and my contact will also be here in a few 

minutes.”      

“Yes sir,” the assistants said as they quickly left Mac’s room.  

 

***************************************** 

 

The three of us and several other officers quickly rushed through Manhattan and hoping 

we were not too late. I really wanted to catch Mac and his associates not only for Gina but for the 

other girls as well. The three of us rode with the captain who ordered several dozen other officers 

to go the scene with us. Mac’s hideout was only a few minutes away from the precinct and I had 

never felt so anxious or nervous in my life. Yes there had been times where I wanted to catch the 



criminal really bad but not like this. Seeing Gina as she was and the other girls being abused and 

manipulated by him made me even angrier and just as we were about to enter Mac’s house we 

received a call over the radio.          

 “Attention all officers Chief Williamson has been shot and severely injured and his 

family killed. The young woman named Gina Johnson was kidnapped and is believed to be taken 

to the pimp known as Mac,” the dispatcher said over the radio.    

 “Understood and we will be sending all available officers there as well,” the captain said. 

 “No need to do that captain. County sheriff’s deputies are already on the scene and taken 

care of the chief. Just keep the officers where they are and apprehend Mac and his accomplices 

and rescue any girl or young woman you find in the house per the order of Chief Williamson,” 

the dispatcher replied.           

 “Oh no they have Gina,” I said as my eyes started becoming full of tears. I had seen what 

happened to some of the girls when we interviewed them and some of them looked so awful, I 

thought that they had been treated as animals rather than as people.     

 “We will catch him,” Rick assured me as the captain turned and spoke to the three of us.  

 “Be careful you three,” the captain warned as we stopped in Mac’s parking lot and within 

seconds of getting out the car Mac’s men quickly began shooting at us.   

 “That’s just great. Mac’s men knew we were coming and were ready for us,’ Charles said 

somewhat irritably. “This is just the very thing I wanted you two to avoid up here.”  

 “I’m sorry Charles, but my friend Gina and the girls were being abused by this monster,” 

I yelled back as Charles turned and frowned at me for a moment. Rick said nothing to either of 

us as he turned to the captain as he spoke.        

 “What are we going to do captain? It looks like they have major fire power with all those 

automatic assault rifles and machine guns while all we have is our pistols and handguns,” Rick 

asked.             

 “Stay put for now. We have a SWAT team on the way as well,” the captain ordered as we 

sat sill behind the cars.  

Several more officers approached and quickly got out of their cars as they began shooting 

at Mac’s men and I thought for several moments Mac’s men might win the shootout until 

moments later I saw several police helicopters approach Mac’s hideout and at once no sooner 

than the helicopters land did several dozen more officers get out of the helicopter and began 

shooting at Mac’s men from the rooftop. Mac’s men then began going back into the building as 

they continued shooting at us.          

“Let’s go,” I screamed as Charles, Rick and the captain quickly followed behind me. The 

men despite backing further into their hideout kept shooting at me and the other officers. I didn’t 

want to kill any of the men despite what they did so I filled my gun with blanks and every time I 

shot my gun it seemed to stun another one of the criminals into surrendering as it soon became 

apparent that they were outnumbered.  

Rick and Charles and several officers arrested the shooters as the captain and I kept going 

further into the old building. The building itself was old and musty and I couldn’t stand the smell 

of it much less the sight of it as walls had several large cracks and it appeared as though the 

building would soon collapse. It was the most unsanitary sight I had ever seen and as we slowly 

went up the building to where Mac’s main headquarters were I wondered to myself how anyone 

could live in these awful conditions. Is this the place where Gina has been living for the last 

several months? If so it was a miracle that she hadn’t got sick or died.    

“Be extremely quiet and careful,” the captain said as he slowly opened the door and much 



to my horror as soon as he entered the room he was quickly shot and killed by Mac. I sat there 

behind the door not saying a word as I heard the awful voice of Mac speak to me.   

 “I know you are here Detective Stevens. I know that you and your partner are here to get 

me. Show yourself before I make you and your friend Gina suffer through a slow and agonizing 

death,” Mac said angrily as I heard another door open from the other side of the room as 

someone else entered the Mac’s room.  

I slowly peaked around and saw that Mac’s main room not only the main entrance to 

which I was at but also several emergency exits including the one to which his lieutenants 

entered and much to my horror I saw one of Mac’s assistants holding Gina by her throat. I also 

turned and my fear quickly turned into bald anger as I looked and saw a police officer standing 

beside Mac and his two assistants.        

“YOU,” I screamed loudly at the officer.       

 “Ah it took you much longer to figure it out than I expected and that’s even assuming you 

were smart enough to figure it out. I knew you were trouble the first time I saw you and your 

partner going throughout the city and trying to help these runaways and throwaways,” the officer 

said bluntly.              

 “You were a peace officer. You were supposed to protect women like Gina and not abuse 

them just at your own pleasure,” I said loudly as Mac, his assistants and the officer laughed as I 

spoke.                     

 “Detective Stevens, I was one of Gina’s best clients and in fact I had sex with her almost 

daily. I was one of her best income sources while she struggled and this is the way she repays me 

by ratting me out,” the officer said as he looked at Gina directly. Gina tried not to look at either 

Mac or his assistants or the officer grabbed her again after she managed to escape for a moment 

as she screamed to me.          

 “Don’t do it Emma. They will kill both of us,” Gina screamed loudly before being 

grabbed again by the officer.          

 “Gina’s right Detective Stevens you’re both dead but if you don’t have the courage and 

stand in front of me right now I will make her death extremely slow and painful,” Mac said as he 

took out his sharp knife and held it to her stomach. I knew I had no choice but as I looked again, 

I saw several fire extinguishers throughout the room and at that instant I knew I had a chance as 

one of the extinguishers were right behind where Mac and the others were standing.  

 There was no way I was going to let Mac and his men do that to Gina or my other friends 

as I again saw the fire extinguisher behind them. My grandfather had taught me how to shoot a 

rifle and pistol and I was never good at aiming through extremely tight spots but this was one of 

those times I needed to hit the target. I slowly aimed at the fire extinguisher as Mac and his men 

kept taunting me and as soon as they tried to stab Gina I shot and hit the fire extinguisher.  

 “What is this?” Mac yelled as he and his men turned and saw the fire extinguisher had 

burst and started spraying carbon into the air and onto the ground. The officer who was with Mac 

and the assistants let Gina go long enough for her to escape the room and hide behind me. The 

officer finally got the fire extinguisher under control as he and the other men turned furiously as 

they began shooting at me and Gina. Gina had already escaped before Mac and his men 

approached me.          

 “Look at her boss. She helped Gina and the other girls escape but she had no escape plan 

of her own. What should we do to her boss?” the assistants asked.     

 “I will do as I said I would and that is to kill her right now,” Mac said as he took out his 

pistol and pointed it to my head. I thought I was going to die until I heard a gunshot and saw that 



Mac had been hit in the arm and was now lying on the ground angrier than ever. I didn’t know 

who shot it but I was extremely glad when I looked up and saw Rick was the one firing the shots. 

 “On the ground the lot of you,” Rick yelled in such a manner I had never heard from him 

before. The officer and his two assistants quickly complied as they dropped their guns and fell 

onto the ground and Charles and the other officers were quickly behind him as they arrested Mac 

and his men as Rick lifted up off the ground. “I’ll tell you Emma you know how to pick your 

spots. Are you alright?”          

 “I am now,” I replied before turning to Charles and the lieutenant and speaking again. 

“Did Gina escape? Is she safe?”         

 “She now will be because of you three,” the lieutenant said. “And by the way Chief 

Williamson will make a full recovery and we will make sure that each of the girls gets the help 

that they will need. Oh by the way Dr. Saki would to speak to you.” We turned and saw Dr. Saki 

was standing behind the lieutenant as he began to speak.      

 “I must say that I’m impressed that you caught Mac and his men. Never again will they 

spread their poison onto the streets and now for the young girls and women affected by him it’ll 

take time but hopefully they’ll recover and start making a normal life for themselves,” Dr. Saki 

said.             

 “What about my friend Gina? Will she do alright,” I asked.     

 “Gina Johnson has one of the more difficult cases given the last year and a half for her 

especially with her rape and mother’s killing. Right now, Gina needs all the friends she can get 

and you three are the only ones that she seems to have right now and that can make a world of 

difference. Keep in touch and show her you care and the prognosis for recovery can be good and 

perhaps in time she will learn to trust others and live a normal life again,” Dr. Saki said calmly. 

 “Thanks Dr. Saki we need to be getting back home,” Charles said bluntly as we also 

nodded and thanked him. We walked outside of the building and saw Gina sitting in an 

ambulance talking with paramedics and police officers when she saw the three of us as she 

quickly got up and ran to me and hugged me goodbye.      

 “Thank you Emma for being my friend,” Gina said as Rick and Charles said nothing but 

watched admirably.           

 “Go get some rest and take care of yourself. You have some catching up to do. The next 

time I see you I want to see you in college and not on the street,” I said as we both turned and 

saw that Mac and his men were the last to be put into police cars. The girls he and his men had 

practically enslaved and used for the last several years were now at the hospital and being by 

doctors and counselors and I was awfully glad the menace Mac was going away for life as I 

turned around to Gina again as I spoke softly to her. “And don’t worry about him anymore. 

You’re free. You’re free to choose how to live your life, where to live your life and what you 

want to do and when. I know it will be difficult to adjust at first Gina but give it time. I believe in 

you and know you will be successful in whatever you do.”      

 “You will stay in touch,” Gina asked.       

 “Oh yes I will. Besides what are friends for,” I said as we stood there in the same spot for 

several moments hugging each other and saying our goodbyes for now. I was relieved as was 

Rick and Charles were when we left New York City but before we did the three of us stayed 

another night as we went to a club and enjoyed ourselves. We often take for granted what some 

people don’t have in life and having friends in your life can make a difference between you 

living life to the fullest or you just living and going on.   
 


