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The wait at the hospital waiting room felt like one of the longest times in my life even 

though it was for a few short hours. I stayed there, waiting to be seen and treated for a relative 

minor injury and as I did I nearly fell asleep. I did my best to keep myself from nodding off in 

the emergency room but I found myself unable to. I eventually fell asleep in the emergency room 

as I did a few horrible memories began racing through my mind.     

 Have you ever had moments in your life you wished never happened or that you wish that 

you could forget? I can tell you that I have quite a few of those moments in my life. One of those 

moments, and to me still the worst time of my life, occurred on August 29, 1989. My life had 

been wonderful until that day.          

 August 29, 1989 would be a day that for me that would live on infamy. There is no other 

way to describe how bad the day was. It was simply the worst day of my life and it was on that 

day I truly saw how evil and cruel some people could be to others. It was also after this day that I 

knew without a doubt I wanted to be a detective and help keep people from going through what I 

did that night.  

So, what happened on that night that turned my life upside down? What made it so 

horrible that I wish I could forget it? Well, it started late in the evening of August 28, 1989.  

     

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

 “How much longer are you going to be in there?” my grandfather shouted.  

 I had not paid much attention to the time. As soon as I heard him ask that question I 

realized I had been in the shower for thirty minutes. Goodness me I said quietly to myself. All I 

had been thinking about was that in a few short hours it would be my birthday. I would be 

thirteen and no longer a child but rather a teenager and that meant being able to do more, go 

out more and even have a boyfriend, which I knew my grandfather would never approve of. Ah, 

yes it would be a wonderful time I again said to myself. My thoughts had raced through my mind 

and I had forgotten that my grandmother and grandfather still needed to use the shower too until 

he spoke, and I stopped daydreaming.  

“A few more moments,” I said as I stepped out of the shower and quickly began putting 

on my pajamas.           

 “Hurry,” my grandfather calmly said.       

 I wasted to time finishing up brushing my teeth and brushing my hair. After a few more 

minutes I finally came out of the bathroom.        

 “Emma,” my grandfather said.        

 “Papa,” I happily replied.  

 “Ready for school?” my grandfather asked. My grandfather, Joseph Stevens, was a short 

older man who had an angelic-looking face with thin glasses covering his light blue eyes. He had 

light blond hair and was in extremely good shape as he continued exercising and going to the 

gym even after he retired from the British Royal Navy.     

 “Yes papa,” I said.          



 “Emma, I may not say this enough. But I am going to say it to you now. I love you and 

am very proud of you. You are turning out to be a very fine young woman. Given the 

circumstances you were placed in with your parents disappearing when you were three, I am not 

sure many would have done as well as you. I know I certainly would not have,” my grandfather 

said.             

 “I miss them,” I said.           

 “I miss them too Emma. It is not fair that I got to see both of your parents more than you 

did but the one thing you will find out about life Emma is that life is not always fair. It does not 

always treat you kindly. Even when you think you deserve better it may wind up giving you the 

shaft. But know this no matter what happens never forget who you are or where you came from,” 

my grandfather said.            

 “Thank you papa,” I said.         

 “Good night sweetie. Don’t let the bed bugs bite,” my grandfather said.    

 “Okay,” I replied as I began to try to sleep. 

 

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

      

Despite my best efforts I could not sleep that night. There was a terrible storm. All I 

could see was the rain and constant flash of lightning, and all I could hear was the constant roar 

of thunder. As I lay there, I reached out to turn on my lamp, and noticed that it wasn’t working. 

“Great. Power is out!” I shouted as I went to my dresser and opened up the top drawer 

to get my flashlight. 

I slowly walked into the kitchen to get myself a glass of water. Lately, I had not gone 

through a whole night of sleeping, so tonight was going to be no different. 

As I began to drink the glass of water, I heard a loud shatter. Not a small shatter like you 

would hear when you drop a small cup or glass bottle, but a loud shatter like when you bust a 

window or bathroom mirror. 

“Great! Papa isn’t going to like this.” At first, I thought it might have been the storm 

blowing a branch into one of our windows. I was curious and wanted to see where the glass had 

been broken. It sounded like it came from my grandfather’s office, so that was what I decided to 

check out first. 

From the outside, there appeared nothing out of the ordinary until I reached for the door 

and was able to open it. My grandfather never left his office open, especially during the night. 

My first instinct told me not to go in there, but I decided to enter anyway. I was quickly able to 

see the window that had been shattered, but I saw it wasn’t a tree limb that broke the glass. 

Someone had thrown an object to break it. But why? 

It didn’t take me long to realize someone was breaking into our house when I heard 

someone began speaking to me. 

“Come on in,” came a threatening voice I had never heard before. 

Who was this man, and what was he wanting? I asked myself. These questions continued 

to race through my mind as I slowly began walking into the office. 

“Grab her,” said a second voice. 

I felt a huge hand quickly grab me by the arm the moment I walked into the office. 

“And I’ll take that,” a third voice said he took the flashlight from me. 

“Who are you!” I shouted as I began trying to free myself from his grip. 

“I don’t think so, miss,” the second man angrily said as he quickly grabbed me by the 



neck and held me tightly to him. 

“Feisty one, isn’t she, boss?” the second man asked. 

“Yes,” the mysterious man added. 

“Who are you!” I shouted again. 

“Who are we? Right now, who we are should be the least of your concern, but if you 

really must know, all will be explained to you in good time,” the mysterious man said with a hint 

of a threat. He took out his flashlight and shone it in my face, as he began looking at me. 

“I sure do wish you would get that out of my face,” I again angrily shouted. 

“Can’t you stand still?” the man holding me asked, as I continued to try to break free 

from his grasp. 

“Never,” I defiantly said. 

“That’s enough,” the mysterious man said with slight impatience as he continued 

inspecting me. “I don’t want to hear anything else from you. Now, my young friend, have a seat 

over there, and no funny tricks.” 

With that, the man who had been holding onto me tightly let me go as I quickly complied 

with the mysterious man’s order and sat down on my grandfather’s old sofa. 

“All right. All right.” I was still annoyed as the mysterious man continued flashing the 

bright light in my face, keeping me from getting a really good look at him, or at the other men 

who were with him. 

“Beautiful family you have, young miss. I take it these people with you are your 

grandparents?” 

“My grandparents,” I said with sight shock as several of the mysterious man’s men 

began busting out laughing. 

“I meant your parents.” 

“That’s right, buster.” I added the insult though I began to get a sickening feeling in my 

stomach I would regret it. “That’s my mom and dad.” 

“Mom and Dad, huh? It looks like I know where you got your good looks from,” the 

mysterious man said. 

“Alright buster. Who are you and what do you want? And don’t give me any crap 

either,” I pointedly said. 

“Straight to the point, aren’t we, miss? Just like your grandparents.” 

“I will ask you again, buster,” I said angrily. “How do you know me and my 

grandparents? I want to know. How do you know us? Because I know every one of my 

grandparents’ friends and associates, and I can tell you, mister, that you are neither.” 

“That’s enough of the attitude, miss. Don’t make me say it again. Just shut up and do as I 

say. But you are right, miss. I don’t know you. I didn’t know your parents, but I knew your 

grandparents. You see, your grandfather and I go back a long way. And let’s just say that me 

and him have some unfinished business,” the mysterious man, quietly whispered. He spoke so 

quietly it was almost inaudible though there was no mistaking of the threat it carried.  

Before he could say anything else, my grandfather’s office phone began ringing. It rang 

only a couple times before it went to the answering machine. 

“Hey, Joseph, this is your friend Judge Roberts. I just wanted to let you know I can’t 

come to your granddaughter’s birthday party due to a death in the family, but I wanted to call to 

wish little Emma a very happy birthday,” the message said before stopping. 

“So today is your birthday, huh?” 

“Yes. I turn thirteen years old today.” 



“Thirteen. That is quite a lucky number,” the mysterious man whispered. 

I did not like the way he said those last few words. Lucky for who I asked myself. For him 

or for me though I doubted that it would be lucky for me. The mysterious man was creepy and 

though I suspected I knew why he was here I tried to keep a false façade of naivety in hopes that 

I could get him to inadvertently spill the beans himself as to why he was here. “Enough mister. 

What business do you have here?” I repeated.  

“As I said earlier, business with your grandfather.” 

“If you have business with my grandfather, I will gladly go get him for you.” 

“You will not either. For I have business with you as well.”     

 I was right. I suspected as much though I continued my charade. “With me? I do not have 

any business with you mister. I do not even know who you are.” 

“Did you hear that, gentlemen? Our little friend here doesn’t know who I am,” the 

mysterious man said, as several of the men let out gasps of disbelief. “I can’t believe it. Everyone 

in the world knows who I am.” 

“Not everyone,” the second man sarcastically added, as several of the men let out 

laughs. 

“Apparently so, but that will soon change,” the mysterious man began. 

I had never been as frightened as I was now of the mysterious man. Every time he spoke, 

the threatening tone in his voice grew deeper. 

“By the end of the night, she will darn well know who I am, just as I will know who she 

is,” the mysterious man said. “I am going to make she sure has no doubts who she met tonight. 

For now, and forevermore, she will remember me as the Alphabet Terrorist and Lord of Crime, 

and she, like everyone else, will fear me.” 

“I am not afraid of you now, nor will I never be afraid of you, mister. No matter what you 

may do to me, I will never be afraid of you.” 

“I am not sure if that is true courage I am hearing or if it is stupidity. Let’s hope for her 

sake it is true courage and not her being stupid and defiant,” the Alphabet Terrorist said to his 

men before again speaking to me. “I say, if it is courage that fills your voice, then you are being 

more courageous than many adults I have crossed paths with, which is why I will warn you. No 

one crosses paths with me and lives without me allowing it, and unless you want to die a slow 

and painful death, I would suggest you quit smarting off and do as I say.” 

“Okay, okay,” I said. “There is no need to threaten me. I will do anything you want me 

to. Anything.” 

“Anything?” 

“Yes. Anything. Just don’t hurt my grandparents. They are all I have left.” 

“Good. Now take off your clothes.” 

“What?” 

“You heard me. Take off your clothes.” 

“All of them,” I repeated. 

“Yes, all of them. I am not going to ask again.” 

“Okay. Okay,” I said.  

I said nothing else as I slowly began taking off my pajamas. 

“And hurry up, miss. We don’t have all night,” the Alphabet Terrorist impatiently added. 

“I’m going as fast as I can. I can’t move any faster,” I shouted back as I threw my shirt 

onto the floor. 

“You better do the impossible, miss, and go faster. Because if you don’t, I will help you 



go faster by ripping the rest of your clothes off you,” the Alphabet Terrorist threatened. 

I quietly sighed. There was no doubt in my mind the Alphabet Terrorist would carry out 

his threat unless I complied with his demand. His words raced through my mind as I quickly took 

off the rest of my clothes and threw them onto the ground. 

“There,” I shouted. I had never felt as uncomfortable or as angry as I did now as I stood 

there naked in front of the Alphabet Terrorist and his men. “You see I have done what you have 

asked. I am naked. NAKED.” 

“Good,” the Alphabet Terrorist said, with a slight pleased tone in his voice. “Now my 

friend lay down.” 

I wasted no time complying with the Alphabet Terrorist’s order as I lied down on the 

small sofa and as I did I finally got a good look at the Alphabet Terrorist and his thugs. I noticed 

that they were nearly all wearing the same clothing: dark black shirts and pants, the color of 

which allowed the Alphabet Terrorist and his thugs to remain nearly concealed in my 

grandfather’s office. The Alphabet Terrorist and his men were also wearing masks, which made 

trying to see their faces difficult. 

The Alphabet Terrorist looked at me for a moment lying there on the sofa and not moving 

an inch before he and his men began arguing with themselves. 

While they argued, I had slowly turned. I was hoping to get even better glances at the 

Alphabet Terrorist and his men without them looking at me. I got several good looks at them as 

they continued to argue. 

Though I got better looks at them, I wished I hadn’t. I saw that they were slowly 

undressing themselves. Quite honestly, I had never felt as disgusted in my life as I was when I 

watched the Alphabet Terrorist get himself undressed. Seeing his nearly naked body—save for 

his face on which he kept his mask—nauseated me.  

I became even more nauseated as the mysterious man climbed onto the couch and rested 

on top of me. I didn’t know what was worse: the sight of his filthy body now hovering over me or 

the stench, which I thought was going to kill me. If you combined the stenches of a skunk along 

with spoiled cheese, a rotten tomato, and of a sewer, you might come close to knowing how bad 

the mysterious man smelled. It was like he hadn’t taken a shower in weeks. 

“Don’t be afraid. This won’t hurt much.” The Alphabet Terrorist pressed his sweaty lips 

against mine and kissed me. 

I didn’t think his breath could smell any worse than he did, but I sure was wrong. It was 

so bad it was like something died in his mouth, and the smell just lingered. I nearly fainted. He 

looked at me for another moment like a predator would when stalking its prey before whispering 

another taunt in my ear. “Now, my friend, here comes the fun part. Consider this interest on a 

debt that your grandfather owes me that I am now collecting. Oh, by the way. How rude of me. I 

almost forgot: happy birthday!” 

I quietly sobbed. I had never felt as helpless as I did in that moment as the Alphabet 

Terrorist began working himself all over me. 

 

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

 

 No, no I cried quietly to myself. Back in those days, when I was a young girl I did not 

think things would get worse. Getting raped, sodomized and molested in every way imaginable 

by the Alphabet Terrorist and his thugs was bad enough but little did I realize at the time that the 

sexual assault was only the beginning. It was going to get far worse for me. I cried quietly as 



memoires of that night continued to race through my mind.  

Have you ever felt like you were having a horrible nightmare or dream that you couldn’t 

seem to get out of? That was the way I was feeling as the Alphabet Terrorist and his men took 

turns having their way with me. To the Alphabet terrorist and his men, it was like I was their lab 

rat that they could conduct their sick experiments on. I laid there on the sofa all but having given 

up fighting and resisting the Lord of Crime and his minions and as bad as the last few hours had 

been for me little did I realize it was about to get a whole lot worse as I heard the voices of my 

grandparents.             

 “Papa. Granny,” I quietly cried.  

“In here!” one of the men shouted as my grandmother and grandfather shouted at him 

while he pushed them into the office. 

“Let me go!” my grandmother shouted. 

“That’s enough. Here they are, boss. Just like you wanted,” the man said. 

“I don’t know who you are, but if—” my grandfather shouted before the Lord of Crime 

interrupted him. 

“You’ll do what, old man?” 

“You,” my grandfather said angrily. Immediately he appeared depressed and started 

crying. He cried more than I had ever seen him cry at the realization of what had happened. 

“Where’s Emma? What have you done to our little girl?” 

“Emma,” the Lord of Crime said before falling silent for a moment. “Oh, you mean your 

little granddaughter. She’s right here waiting for you.” 

“No, no, no.” 

“It shouldn’t be a surprise, old man. You know me better than anyone else. If you want 

confirmation about what you already know we did, here it is.” The Alphabet Terrorist grabbed 

me by the arm and held my naked body out in front of my grandparents. 

“No! Emma!” screamed my grandmother as several of the men began pointing their guns 

at my grandparents. 

“You monsters! You monsters!” my grandfather shouted. “She did nothing to you. She is 

just a little girl. She did nothing wrong to you.” 

“You mean she was just a little girl. Let me give you a better view of what my men and I 

did to your little Emma.” The Alphabet Terrorist dangled my naked body in front of my 

grandparents before throwing me onto the ground a few moments later. “Take a good look at 

her, old man. She was just a child but now she is truly grown up. My men and I took the pleasure 

of making a woman out of her. Now she knows all about the facts of life.” 

“You. You will pay for hurting Emma!” my grandfather screamed before the Alphabet 

Terrorist grabbed him by the neck. 

“I told you, old man, that I would get revenge on you and your family and everyone else 

who helped catch me,” the Alphabet Terrorist said angrily as he began choking my grandfather. 

“Like everyone else, you didn’t believe me when I told you in court that day that I would get even 

with you, but here I am, getting my revenge. Old man, you thought you could tell me to ‘go 

straight to jail and do not collect two hundred dollars.’ But guess what? Now I am collecting. 

And it sure is going to be a lot more than two hundred dollars.” 

“You’ve collected all you’re going to collect, you monster,” my grandfather said as he 

gave one hard kick to the mysterious man, causing him to drop my grandfather hard onto the 

ground. 

My grandfather pulled out his pistol. 



“Fool! You didn’t make sure he was disarmed,” the Alphabet Terrorist shouted. 

“I keep many guns in my house,” my grandfather said. “The only reason I didn’t kill 

your man earlier was because I didn’t want to give the appearance of defiance. I didn’t want you 

to kill my granddaughter. She means the world to me. She’s all I have left.” 

“Honest as usual, Joseph Stevens. From what I have seen, you have done a really good 

job raising your granddaughter,” the Alphabet Terrorist said with slight sarcasm before 

correcting himself as he threw my bloodied, naked body to my grandfather. “Oh, I meant a 

really good job. Ha. Ha. Ha.” 

“You. You monsters. You killed her,” my grandfather said as he quickly shot and killed 

one of the mysterious man’s men. 

“Boss, should I shoot him?” another man asked before being killed by my grandfather as 

well. 

“If you don’t leave right now, I will kill you all,” my grandfather said. “There won’t be 

another trial for you or your men.” 

“Oh, there won’t be one, old man. Your trial for your crimes is right now.” The Alphabet 

Terrorist quickly took out his pistol. 

My grandfather had been a quick shot, and hit the mysterious man in the shoulder, but as 

he did, the Alphabet Terrorist got a shot off as well. It hit my grandfather in the knee, causing 

him to fall onto the ground momentarily before getting back up and shooting and killing three 

more of the Alphabet Terrorist’s men. My grandfather shot and killed a fifth one before being 

shot in the other knee by the Alphabet Terrorist. 

Despite my grandfather’s toughness, he was unable to get back up after being shot a 

second time. 

“You may think you are getting away with your crimes, but one day, you will have to face 

the Ultimate Judge, as we all do,” my grandfather told the Alphabet Terrorist. 

“Old man, you are too funny,” the Lord of Crime replied. “Take a better look at your 

filthy granddaughter. She will be the very last thing you two will ever see.” 

“Emma,” my grandfather cried as he looked at me. 

I was barely conscious, but I slowly reached out to my grandfather. 

“Papa,” I whispered. 

“Emma!” he screamed. 

“Time’s up, old man.” With that, the Alphabet Terrorist signaled for his surviving men to 

grab my grandfather and grandmother. 

“Joseph,” my grandmother cried out. 

“It will be all right, Audrey. No matter what happens, everything will be all right,” he 

said in an unexplainably calm voice. 

“Now, old man,” the Alphabet Terrorist said. “I told you once that your sins would one 

day come back home to roost, and now they have. Now it is time to end this rivalry.” 

“For me, this life may end, but a better life is about to begin,” my grandfather said. “You 

may have won today, but people like you will always lose in the end.” 

“Enough of the talk, old man,” the Lord of Crime angrily shouted as he signaled his men 

to force my grandparents onto their knees. 

“So this is how it ends,” my grandmother cried out. 

“This is not the end of us, Audrey, but rather the beginning of something even more 

beautiful,” my grandfather said calmly. “See you again very soon.” 

“And so it ends,” the Alphabet Terrorist said as he took out his revolver and quickly blew 



off my grandmother’s head. 

“Nooooooooooo!” my grandfather cried out. 

“Now for you, old man. Let’s see how brave you truly are,” the Alphabet Terrorist 

added. 

“I love you, Emma. No matter what happens in your life, I want you to remember I love 

you, and always will,” my grandfather said. 

“I love you, Papa,” I cried out. 

“Good-bye,” the Lord of Crime said as he shot and killed my grandfather. 

“Papa! Granny!” I screamed as loud as I could. 

I couldn’t believe it. Two shots. Two shots were all it took. The only family I had left were 

now gone. “No. Papa. Granny. Please.” 

I continued lying beside my grandparents, crying for several more minutes before I 

looked up and saw the mysterious man and his thugs laugh at me. 

Rage filled my heart. “You monsters. I will kill you. I will kill you all, if that is the last 

thing I ever do.” 

“I think not, miss,” the Alphabet Terrorist said as he again grabbed me by the throat as 

he pointed his gun toward my head. 

I thought I was going to die right then as I heard him cock the gun. 

“You are no match for me. I am the Alphabet Terrorist, the Lord of Crime. I own you 

now and forever, and like your grandparents, you will now join them in eternity.” 

I was relieved for a moment that he didn’t pull the trigger, but that relief quickly became 

immense pain as he used his strength to throw me across the room. I hit the far end of the room’s 

wall. I heard a loud crack in my back. I quickly hit the floor, and as I did, some of the surviving 

men began kicking me and knocking me around until I became unconscious. 

“All right, gentlemen,” the Lord of Crime said. “Time to get your things and get out of 

here. We don’t have much time.” 

“What are we going to do with the girl? She knows who we are,” another man asked. 

 “Leave her where she is as she is too distraught to do anything. By the time she comes to 

her senses it will be too late she will be burnt like everything else. Leave no evidence. Everything 

burns to the ground,” the man said loudly as I saw the other men take out some containers and 

started pouring whatever was in it onto the ground. I didn’t know what they were doing but I 

quickly realized what they were doing as the man took out a match. “There is no more painful 

way to die than to burn and by the time the police find her she’ll be nothing but ashes.”  

 I said nothing. I pretended to be knocked out as they continued pouring gasoline all over. 

I had no doubt that they were going to burn the house down with me still inside. The men finally 

left to my relief and at once my house started to go into flames. I quickly realized I didn’t have 

much time and that I needed to get out as the house. Fortunately for me the men didn’t know 

about the secret exit out of my grandparent’s room and I had barely escaped as my 

grandparent’s house completely burst into flames.       

 “Papa, granny,” I cried. I stood there naked as I watched the house completely burst into 

flames. Moments later I saw the police, fire fighters and medics arrive. I continued to cry and 

scream as loud I could remember as one of the officers approached me.    

 “It will be alright. One day the police will catch the Alphabet terrorist,” the officer said 

kindly as he lifted me into the air and carried me to the ambulance. I was very light I admit but I 

admired the officer for his courage and honor, and it was at this moment I wanted to become a 

detective. It takes a lot of courage to do what they do and yes it bothers me to see some of the 



stuff we do but that’s what I like about being a detective is that you can hopefully do your job 

well and make the streets safer. The police officer was so kind I didn’t want to leave his arms 

even as he put me into the ambulance so the medics could help me. His last words were the ones 

that touched me the most as I can still recall what he said to this day. “Things are bad right now 

dear child, but things will get better. You have an extremely bright future ahead of you just don’t 

ever give up or lose hope.” 

 

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

 

“Don’t ever give up,” I said quietly to myself as those words continued to race through 

my mind.            

 “Detective Stevens,” Charles said, trying to get my attention. “Detective Stevens.”  

 “Yeah,” I said as I began to wake up. It felt like years had passed but I looked up at the 

clock and saw that only a few hours passed.        

 “They have been trying to call you,” Charles said.      

 “Sorry. Dozed off,” I replied as the nurse again called me.     

 “You look like you have been through,” Charles said.     

 “Yes. I know. I am alright. See you shortly sir,” I said as I followed the nurse to the back.  

I had been waiting a while and was still somewhat sleepy but to my surprise my time in 

the back did not last but a few minutes as the doctor came into the room I had been placed in by 

the nurse.            

 “Miss Stevens,” the doctor said as he came in.      

 “This is Dr. Minkh,” the nurse said.        

 “Nice to meet you Miss Stevens,” Dr. Minkh said. Dr. Minkh, was a tall blonde hair 

muscular dark tan colored man who appeared to be in his mid forties to early fifties and had a 

deep accent that I could tell meant he was not originally from around here.    

 “Nice to meet you too sir,” I replied.        

 “Now Miss Stevens I see your agency sent you here,” Dr. Minkh said. I did not 

understand why but every time he spoke I was becoming more relaxed by the minute.  

 “Yes sir. I got shot in the shoulder,” I said.        

 “Ah, let’s see,” Dr. Minkh said as he lifted up my sleeve.     

 “Ow,” I cried.           

 “Sorry,” Dr. Minkh said. For a moment he looked at my shoulder where I got hit. “You 

are lucky Miss Stevens. Only a minor injury. The bullet appeared to only graze you. There is no 

entrance or exit wounds.”          

 “That is good news doctor,” I said. “When can I return to duty?”    

 “Immediately after I treat this. All we need to do is ensure it is not infected and then put 

bandages on it and then you will be ready to ‘rock and roll’ as folks would like to say,” Dr. 

Minkh said. He quickly put ointment on the wound before bandaging it. I knew my injury was 

not serious, but Charles ordered me to go to the doctor anyway which I felt was a waste of time. 

“See Miss Stevens, it did not take too long though I will say I heard you had a good nap out 

there.”             

 “I did. I was exhausted,” I replied.        

 “Get some rest then go back to work,” Dr. Minkh said. He quickly turned to the nurse. 

“Ger her discharge papers and send her along the way. She is good as new now.”   

 “Thanks doctor,” I said.         



 “Follow me,” the nurse said as she led me out back to the front where I was quickly 

discharged.  Charles who had been waiting for me stood at the front door as I approached him. 

 “All done here?” Charles asked.        

 “And cleared for duty again,” I said as I handed him my papers.    

 “Are you sure you want to come back so soon?” Charles asked.    

 “Yes sir,” I said.          

 “Let’s go and eat and we will discuss that,” Charles said. I did not like the way he said 

those words, but I was in no mood to argue. The memories of that night were still racing through 

my mind. It was so long ago and yet it was still so fresh in my mind that it felt like he raped me 

and killed my grandparents yesterday. Tears slowly fell down my face though I managed to keep 

them hidden from my partner as we got into the van and began driving to get food. 

 

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

           

 We arrived a short time later at a coffee shop that Charles and some of the more senior 

detectives of the agency would often go to get their coffee, donuts or breakfast. It was a small 

coffee shop and I knew it was also the type of place Charles and others would go to when they 

needed to talk with others without much distraction. I had no doubt Charles wanted to talk to me 

but I was not sure of what as we went into a small corner where no one could see or hear us.  

 “You said you wanted to talk me sir but about what,” I asked as we sat down.  

 “What can I get you to drink?” the waitress asked.      

 “Water,” we both replied.         

 “Do you know what you want?” the waitress asked.      

 “Give us a few please,” Charles said.        

 “Okay. Will be back in few,” the waitress said.      

 “What did you want to talk about sir?” I asked pointedly.     

 “What is going on?” Charles asked. “Lately you have been more distracted. More 

argumentative. More unwilling to do what I ask even though I am trying to make sure you stay 

safe out there.”           

 “Sir, it is just,” I began. “I did not think I needed to see the doctor over a minor bruise.” 

 “Detective Stevens, it is more than that. Tonight, I saw you fall asleep in the ER. You 

have never done that before. You have at times been getting more irritable and frightened but by 

what I do not know,” Charles said. “Look, you are going to be a great detective I think. I like 

you. The senior staff likes you. Most of the junior staff likes you too. But we are all becoming 

concerned. When you were sleeping tonight I did not want to mention it until we were out of the 

public eye I heard you talk and scream through your sleep.”      

 “You heard me,” I began.         

 “Yes. I heard you. So did the doctors and nurses but I told them I would talk to you about 

it before anything would be done,” Charles said.        

 “What did they want to do?” I asked.        

 “Keep you in for observation for at least 24 hours,” Charles said.    

 “Thank goodness you did not allow that to happen. You know how much I hate 

hospitals,” I said.          

 “I know,”,” Charles said.      

“Sir,” I began. As soon as I was about to tell Charles what had happened my phone began 

ringing. I did not know who it could be but as soon I saw who it was I answered the call.   



 “Sam, what a pleasant surprise,” I said happily.      

 “Emma, I have bad news to tell you,” Sam began.      

 “What kind of bad news?” I asked. I was afraid of what her answer was going to be. I had 

a sickening tingling in my stomach what she was going to say but it really did not hit me until I 

heard her speak and tell me.          

 “I’m sorry to break it you Emma but he’s back,” Samantha said. I fell silent again as the 

memories of that night again ran through my mind.     

“What’s wrong Emma,” Charles asked quietly with a look of concern. I couldn’t answer 

him right away as I continued to listen to what Samantha was saying.   

 “He is back and has already started another crime spree. Can you and Charles come back 

and help us?” Samantha begged.        

 “You bet we will. We will be there as soon as possible,” I said as the phone disconnected. 

 “What’s wrong Emma?” Charles asked again calmly.  

I stayed silent for a moment. I didn’t know how to respond, and I didn’t know if he could 

understand but then again I thought about it and he did tell me a bit of his life which he hadn’t 

even told his priest. The first words were the hardest and I was embarrassed to even think what 

he would think of me after I told him but when I spoke, I was surprised at how well his listened. 

 “I’m so sorry Detective Stevens. I had no idea,” Charles said.    

 “To make it worse the police never caught the man and I find out by an officer that the 

man who did all that was known as the Alphabet Terrorist.”      

 “The Alphabet Terrorist,” Charles began. “Now that is a name, I had hoped to forget 

myself.”            

 “You know him?” I asked.         

 “I knew him as the Lord of Crime, the Man with no Name. He is also called the Alphabet 

Terrorist, I did not know him as that at that point though many did, and he is indeed the man who 

killed my wife though he has not been caught and faced justice for that crime and many others,” 

Charles said.        

“Yeah, he called himself the Lord of Crime that night too,” I added as the memory again 

raced through my mind. 

“By the end of the night, she will darn well know who I am, just as I will know who she 

is,” the mysterious man said. “I am going to make she sure has no doubts who she met tonight. 

For now and forevermore, she will remember me as the Alphabet Terrorist and Lord of Crime, 

and she, like everyone else, will fear me.” 

“The Alphabet terrorist had a unique characteristic to him,” Charles said. 

“Yeah, his committed his crimes against his victims in alphabetical order and from what I 

have been told by others to make it worse is that the man rarely committed the same crime twice 

in succession on the victims. The crimes were almost always different and most certainly with 

different weapons.”          

 “Yes, Detective Stevens that is true. The Alphabet terrorist did that to throw the police 

off his track,” Charles said quietly. I looked at him and I knew he understood what I was saying. 

It made me feel so much better realizing that my partner understood what I said and didn’t 

criticize anything I said. I could only scantly remember what he told me about his wife being 

killed in their last mission which involved with someone selling secrets to Russia.   

 “My friend told me that the original Alphabet attacks are some of the worst cases in 

history. While some of the crimes he committed are relatively minor most of the crimes were 

extremely atrocious. The original crimes included crimes such as shop lifting and simple theft to 



rape and murder. He also destroyed several buildings by blowing them up or burning them 

down,” I began.           

 “Your friend would be correct,” Charles added.       

  “My friend told me that not all of his victims were people. Some were businesses like 

hotels and banks but all I know is that they all were in alphabetical order based on the first letter 

of the first name. I don’t know who the other victims but Samantha told me that similar crimes 

are already being committed and that Scotland Yard is losing too many people against him. This 

week alone seven officers were killed in a shootout at a bank and unless we stop him more 

people will suffer,” I cried quietly as I put my hands over my face.     

 “So you want to go to England and catch him?” Charles asked calmly.   

 I again stayed silent for the moment. I didn’t know what he would say but he seemed to 

know what I wanted without me saying anything as he spoke even more quietly.   

 “Are you up to it?” Charles asked.        

 “Yes sir.”            

 “Alright Detective Stevens. After dinner, we won’t have long to prepare because we are 

going to London and going to get that lowdown vermin.”       

 I smiled. Those words made me happier than I had felt in many days and finally the 

others and I could get justice for crimes committed by him. Part of me still wanted to kill the 

man but the other part of me wanted to see him prison for the rest of his life and watching 

Charles and how he helped me get ready go to London despite the restrictions I decided it was 

better to see him in prison. The waitress after several minutes finally came back to give us our 

drinks.            

 “Are you ready to order now,” the waitress asked      

 “We are,” Charles replied.         

 “Yes ma’am,” I also added.         

 “Good. What is it going to be?” the waitress asked. Charles and I told her what we 

wanted. For the first time in a long time I felt relieved and felt like I was truly having fun and 

living and not just living like an emotionless robot. The Alphabet Terrorist, aka Lord of Crime, 

was now going to answer for all the crimes he committed and that made me happy.  

             

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

 

I did not realize how much worse it would get but as Charles and I were preparing to 

leave Los Angeles to go to London there was a major bank robbery at the Century First Bank in 

downtown London. The man had several thugs with him all of which were heavily armed. No 

one was sure what was going to happen as the men quickly surrounded the building. The man 

quickly went up to one of the tellers who were an older gentleman who had seen many robberies.

 “Are you Mr. Devin Forrester,” the man asked angrily.     

 “What will it be to you punk,” Devin shout back.      

 “I will tell you one thing my old slippery friend. That is the last mistake you make Mr. 

Devin Forester for I am your angel of death,” the Alphabet terrorist said as he took out his 

automatic machine gun and quickly killed the bank owner.  

“Aieeeee,” screamed the other customers who saw the Alphabet terrorist kill the bank 

murder.            

 “Stop them,” the Alphabet Terrorist shouted.      

 “Yes boss,” the men said as they began pointing their guns at the other people and tellers. 



The other armed men took their backpacks and filled them with cash from the tellers and all the 

cash and valuables from the other customers before they all left the bank. Police arrived at the 

bank right before the men got into their getaway cars and a major shootout occurred but 

unfortunately it did not take Alphabet terrorist and his men long to obliterate the police as they 

had carried mostly automatic guns and military like weapons. They escaped rather quickly into 

the sunset leaving Scotland Yard and the other police department wondering what went wrong. 

 “They got away again. We lost more officers yet again and he mocks us in the process,” 

an Inspector yelled angrily as he saw the Alphabet terrorist show them proudly the bag he and 

his thugs stole.   

 

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

 

Charles and I got onto the first possible flight realizing that every second that it took for 

us to get there the more likely someone was going to get killed. I didn’t know exactly what 

inspired the Alphabet terrorist to commit his crimes but all I knew was he needed to be stopped. 

It didn’t take long for us to arrive in London and although I would have preferred to keep 

our arrival quiet we were greeted by my friend Samantha Thomas and other officers of Scotland 

Yard. Unknown to us that as we traveled from Birmingham to London Scotland Yard had been 

extremely busy as the Alphabet terrorist and his thugs committed several more robberies and 

murders.           

 “I wish it was better news Emma. It looks like the Alphabet terrorist struck again,” 

Samantha said as she turned on her radio as we both listened to what it said. ‘It looks like the 

Alphabet terrorist struck again. This time he escaped Kendall's jewelry store with over five 

million pounds worth of jewels.’         

 “Is there anybody going to be able to catch this guy?” I asked very bluntly as both 

Charles and I were both astonished at the amount of jewelry the Alphabet terrorist escaped with.  

 “We’re trying but it is very difficult to do when he is not giving a pattern other than his 

next victim will somehow be connected to the next letter of the alphabet. I want to catch him as 

much as you do Emma,” Samantha replied.       

 “Detective Thomas does the terrorist give any clues to whom his next victim is?” Charles 

asked bluntly.           

 “Yes he does leave a little note at the crime scene telling us who he exactly is going to 

victimize,” Samantha replied.        

 “Where are they?” Charles asked quietly.     

 “They’re at the station and even though we know where he’ll strike next it seems unlikely 

that we can stop him which is why my commander doesn’t believe anyone can stop him but I 

want to really badly,” Samantha said quietly.       

 “I know my friend. This man must be stopped for your sake as well as mine and for 

everyone else who has had their lives ruined by this man” I cried.     

 “I’m sorry my friend. I cannot truly understand everything you went through that night. 

All I can do is be here to help you,” Samantha assured me. Other than Charles Samantha was the 

closest thing to a family I had left. My grandparents were killed by the psychopathic terrorist and 

my parents disappeared when I was three.  I completely trusted both Charles and Samantha even 

when I disagreed with them.         

 “What else has he had done recently?” Charles asked curiously.   

 “Well he also robbed the Century First bank and escaped with fifteen million pounds,” 



Samantha said and continued. “But during the robbery he also killed the owner Mr. Devin 

Forrester.”            

 “Well that tells us that he has already committed crimes A through K and he is quickly 

working his way through the alphabet. Detective Thomas, is there any way we can see the 

reports to see all who he has victimized and while we’re there I would like see the clues,” 

Charles asked.          

 “Certainly we can do it all but it will have to be done at the station,” Samantha said 

calmly.            

 “We need to do it before he strikes again if he hasn’t already,” Charles said with a bit of 

desperation in his voice. I knew he wanted to catch the Alphabet terrorist as much as I did and 

Samantha quickly took us to the station where she worked.   

 

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

 

It did not take us long to arrive at the Scotland Yard headquarters and Samantha quickly 

led us to where she worked. Samantha Thomas was in charge of the records so she knew exactly 

what we were looking for as she took out the file labeled Alphabet terrorist. The clues and notes 

I had requested to see were already in the file which was only marked ALPHABET CASE. 

 “I hope you find what you’re looking for,” Samantha said as she handed Charles the 

record. Charles opened the file and both of us looked at all the crimes which he committed. 

 “Look at this Emma,” Charles said as we looked at the file which only had the name 

Alphabet Terrorist on it. All the other required information on it was missing or marked 

unknown. “It says here that the Alphabet terrorist was responsible in 1989 for twelve murders, 

three rapes including yours’, five armed robberies including two bank heist, five charges of arson 

and one kidnapping with the intent to rape. That was his original alphabet attacks in 1989 and all 

the attacks occurred from August 26 to September 17 of that year. It also says here that the 

Alphabet terrorist was responsible for several shoplifting incidents in this time as well but the 

police don’t classify them as part of his alphabet attacks.” 

“I wonder why?” I asked.  

“Not sure. No wonder it is hard for the police to track him down as none of the crimes 

that occurred had the same weapon used. Different weapon for every murder including three 

different poisons, two different knifes, one vehicle, four different guns, one murder by fire and 

one by drowning. Even with the rapes and other crimes the same weapons weren’t used either. 

Look at this too with the arson charges one was with a match and gasoline, one was with a pipe 

bomb, one was with dynamite, one was with a bazooka, and the last one was committed with a 

lighter. During the three rapes he committed in the original attacks he used a small knife, a 

machete, and a small pistol. Which makes me wonder what kind of weapons is he using this 

time?”            

 “What about the current alphabet attacks?” I asked curiously trying and hoping to find a 

pattern.           

 “Well Emma the alphabet attacks this time have become increasingly violent. Barely 

halfway through the alphabet I’m already seeing as many murders as he committed in the 

original attacks though it appears as though some of the murders occurred during some of the 

robberies. There are more robberies of course but I don’t think the Alphabet terrorist plans have 

changed. It is just more people are fighting back and getting killed in the crime spree,” Charles 

said calmly.           



 “What about arson and rape charges? How many of those does he have this time?” I 

asked.            

 “Let’s see. Just glancing at it we have a couple of robberies. The bank and the jewelry 

store,” Charles said.          

 “Any casualties,” I asked.         

 “He did kill several people at the bank robbery and to answer your question about arson 

he did commit arson to when he burnt down the jewelry store,” Charles said.   

 “What about rape? How many rapes has he committed during this run?” I asked.  

 “As far as I see he has only committed one rape this time and he used a hallucinating 

drug to commit the crime,” Charles said quietly as he looked at me for a moment before 

continuing. “Like the last time the same weapon has not been used in two different crimes and it 

does appear as though none of the victims are related.”     

 “Is there any way we can find out if any of these victims have anything in common like 

wealth or hobbies like perhaps meeting at gentlemen’s clubs or something?” I asked as I tried to 

figure out how to stop the psychopathic killer.     

 “Detective Thomas,” Charles asked as my friend approached. “Is there any way to see if 

any of the victims have anything in common?”       

 “Yes sir, I can get for it within moments,” Samantha replied as she took the file and 

checked her computer to see if there were any connections to the victims. Charles approached me 

and began talking quietly to me as Samantha continued to check her computer.   

 “I’m willing to bet Emma that your friend will probably find something,” Charles said 

quietly to me as Samantha continued to look at the computer. “Look at this note Emma. This is 

the clue to his next victim which Scotland Yard recovered at Kendall Jewelry Store. I AM A 

JUDGE WHOSE NAME BEINGS WITH A WORD THAT DESCRIBES A MEDIVEAL 

WEAPON USED IN JOUSTING. WHO AM I? Well that is easy a lance was used in jousting in 

those days so his next victim is Judge Lance.”        

 “Judge Lance,” I added.        

 “I’m willing to bet we can find similarities in these attacks as those the Alphabet terrorist 

committed in 1989.”          

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

 “Emma, what did your grandparents do before they were killed?” Charles asked. 

 “My grandfather was a retired judge and my grandmother was secretary to Judge Davis 

before she was killed. Why do you ask?,” I asked.        

 “I’m just trying to formulate a theory,” Charles replied.     

  I knew Charles was thinking about the case extremely hard and I always knew that if 

someone could solve the alphabet attacks case Charles could be the one to do so. Charles always 

had a way of seeing things that other police others and detectives would over look. He wouldn’t 

dismiss something even if other officers said it was minute and unimportant as often was the case 

from what I seen in our cases together that often was the evidence that helped us solve the crime. 

He said nothing as we both turned and saw that Samantha quickly handed us a report with the 

victim’s information.          

 “Look at this Emma. Just as I thought,” Charles said as I looked at the report curiously.  

I looked at the report and saw no similarities in each of the victims and personally 

wondered what Charles saw but it finally occurred to me as he spoke again. “Every one of these 

people is owners of a bank or business, or they’re extremely well off or they are politicians of 

some sort.”   



“In other words, the Alphabet terrorist is killing off socialites or politicians,” I said. I 

finally realized what Charles was saying. It finally occurred to me why Charles asked me about 

my grandparents as I stood and listened to him speak again.      

 “Emma, your grandfather was judge and he probably had some wealth,” Charles said as I 

silently nodded in agreement as I continued to listen. “I’m also willing to bet that all the victims 

in 1989 were also socialites or politicians. That is why he chose to rape you Emma. You see he 

needed to go in order of the alphabet, obviously that is his style, and since he attacked only 

socialites and politicians he would have had to know that you were with your grandparents and 

where you three lived. It was you Emma that was his intended victim and not your grandparents. 

You see killing your grandparents was not his intention as he didn’t want to go out of sequence.” 

 “My grandparents not his intended targets sir. No, sir I disagree. He even told me so that 

night he hurt me. He intended to kill them too,” I replied angrily.      

 “Well, that is odd. If he intended to kill them he definitely changed up just a bit,” Charles 

said to himself.           

 “Changed up or not. Matters not to me. He is still a terrorist,” I added.   

 “You’re right Detective Stevens he is a terrorist, but not all the terrorist are the same. The 

results are the same but each one has a different method and reason for their actions. Some have 

political reasons, some are religious, and some terrorists like to play a cat and mouse game with 

the police daring the police to catch them. I believe this Alphabet terrorist is one of those who 

are playing the game daring us to find him and for every minute we don’t he will commit another 

crime boasting how stupid we are,” Charles said.  

I said nothing for a moment as we both stood there pondering who he was choosing for 

his next victim, but we were completely unaware he was about to announce his intentions on 

television. Neither of us noticed at first but I looked up and quickly recognized the terrorist was 

on the television about to make an announcement. Charles looked up too and for the first time we 

both clearly saw the man who raped me and committed all those other crimes ten years ago. 

 To be honest I wished I hadn’t seen him as now more than ever I wanted to kill him, but I 

knew I couldn’t live with that besides the man was extremely ugly looking and I didn’t want to 

be around him. The man had extremely unclean and scraggly hair and his face looked real rough 

and brown colored as though dirt had been sticking onto his face for a while. He had extremely 

brown eyes and he had the most menacing grin I had ever seen. His voice was as rough and I 

wished I could have covered my ears as he spoke but I knew that he again was threatening the 

public so I needed to listen.          

 “You clowns tried to hire some investigators to catch me but I’m even too good for them. 

Now here comes the fun part. In exactly one hour I will televise an execution of one of your 

public servants. And the sad part is that none of you will be able to stop me,” the man said as he 

laughed menacingly and turned off the camera which he used to broadcast his message. Both 

Charles and I were speechless as we couldn’t believe what we had just seen and neither of us 

said anything for a moment.          

 “Oh, here is something else,” Samantha said as she handed us another piece of paper. 

“The last crime to occur was the robbery at the Kendall Jewelry store.”   

 “Unless he has committed another crime since that time,” Charles said as he looked at the 

Alphabet terrorist’s record trying to see any more patterns. “Well we know the last crimes 

committed were robbery, murder and arson and all three occurred at the jewelry store and from 

what I’m looking at it looks like the Alphabet terrorist is alternating between robbery, arson and 

murder except for the jewelry store in which all three were done but why at the Kendall Jewelry 



store? Why at the jewelry store and not somewhere else?” Charles stood there thinking for a 

moment before turning and speaking to my friend Samantha. “Detective Thomas, I have a 

feeling this will be a huge murder. Who is Judge Lance?”      

 “The only judge I know whose first name is Lance is Judge Lance Whyte and he is 

extremely famous for his toughness on criminals,” Samantha said. She paused a moment later as 

she realized what Charles was saying. “Oh my goodness. We need to hurry.”  

 “What?” I asked.         

 “No time to explain. Follow me,” Samantha said as Charles and I followed her. “She 

walked faster than I ever remembered her walking.      

 “What is the matter Sam?”  I asked. Charles was just as curious.    

 “If we don’t hurry the Alphabet Terrorist will kill Judge Whyte,” Sam said.  

 “But Sam, do we know where they have the judge,” I asked.     

 “Knowing the Alphabet Terrorist and his minions I would guess they would have gone to 

the courthouse,” Charles said.          

 “A public spectacle,” I added.         

 “He does like public attention,” Sam said. “We need to hurry.”    

   

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

 

We tried to hurry and get to the courthouse before the terrorist struck but as soon as we 

arrived Charles and I realized that they had already got to Judge Whyte. Samantha was kicking 

herself as she also realized that they had gotten the judge. Judge Lance Whyte was a tough and 

respectable judge and he was most admired by other judges, lawyers, and police officers. He had 

been on the bench for over twenty years and he had received threats to his life before but nothing 

could be compared to this. We had quickly gone into the courthouse and a moment after entering 

we saw the television turn on and the first thing Charles and I saw was Judge Lance Whyte was 

completely taped up in money. I thought it was odd and wondered why the Alphabet terrorist 

would completely tape up Judge Whyte in money and it astonished me how much money he was 

covered in when the Alphabet terrorist spoke on the television.     

 “Good evening people of London. I have here your most honorable justice Judge Lance 

Whyte. It wasn’t hard and in fact my men kidnapped him in broad daylight. As most of you may 

have noticed he is covered in lots of money twenty five million pounds to be exact and all of the 

money is covered by my favorite fuel gasoline. Why do I put gasoline on the money instead of 

him? Simple both the gas and the money are cheap to remake,” the Alphabet terrorist said loudly 

as he turned and faced Judge Whyte. Neither Charles nor I could believe what we were seeing 

and I knew the worst was about to happen.       

 “Why are you doing this? What do you want,” Judge Lance Whyte asked loudly as I 

could hear his screams over the television.        

 “Why am I doing this? I’ll tell you why I’m doing this. I’m doing this because it amuses 

me. I’m doing this because I want to hear your screams. If you or your cops think you’re going 

to tangle with me be prepared to be dealt tragedies,” the Alphabet Terrorist laughed manically. 

 For a moment I though he was going to rip Judge Whyte’s head off but the Alphabet 

Terrorist let it go after a second of looking at the judge menacingly. The Alphabet Terrorist knew 

what he was going to do before hit did it and now he was broadcasting the murder on television 

to mock us for not being able to stop him.  The Alphabet terrorist turned around and started 

speaking again as this time I noticed he was smoking a cigarette. “You know these are also cheap 



too and they make excellent weapons.”  

I knew what was going to happen as the Alphabet terrorist turned around and threw the 

cigarette at the gasoline filled money and I covered my eyes as Charles held onto me as I heard 

the man scream in such agony before being silenced a moment later.   

I could stand a lot of things but to watch a man burn to death live on television and with 

no way to stop it was a bit much to me. I started wondering if killing this man would be the only 

way to stop him but I could not do it as I swore to myself that I would bring this man to justice. I 

would not be happy until the Alphabet Terrorist was in irons and in a jail cell by himself for the 

rest of his life for all the crimes he committed.    

 

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

 

Neither Charles nor I could sleep that night despite given the best hotel in London. The 

image of the burning man stayed in my mind as much as my rape and my grandparent’s murders 

did. I knew Samantha and the rest of Scotland Yard were really trying to catch this man but I 

began to think to myself that perhaps he might not ever be caught. Charles who normally was 

extremely calm despite the circumstances had taken out a picture of his deceased wife and cried 

immensely. Words could not describe how he felt but I knew deep down I was hurting as bad as I 

looked outside and saw a humungous explosion and I instantly knew the Alphabet terrorist had 

struck again. Charles slowly turned around with his eyes full of tears like mine were as he 

choked up words as he began speaking again.       

 “Emma, have you ever got the feeling like you wanted to kill this man out of rage for 

what he did to you and your grandparents?” Charles said, still sobbing quite a bit.   

 “There isn’t a day that goes by Charles that I haven’t wanted to kill him. Yes, he raping 

me and killing my grandparents was terrible but killing a man for revenge makes me as bad as 

him and my parents and grandparents taught me better than that,” I said as I sat beside him. He 

opened up his wallet and showed me the picture of his very beautiful wife who appeared to be 

dressed in her naval uniform.          

 “My wife loved life and loved to help others much like I do and that was what attracted 

us to each other. We rarely saw each other but we managed to raise two beautiful children both 

of which are grown now and on their own,” Charles cried as I listened. “I most have missed 

something. Judge Lance Whyte didn’t need to die.”      

 “No. No. No Charles it is alright. You didn’t miss anything. Some people are just like this 

and there is nothing you can do for them,” I said quietly as I continued to listen.  

 “Darlene was the best woman I could have ever had and she was much cleverer than me. 

She was the one that taught me how to look for the small things that most people overlook as 

often times small pieces of evidence can quickly add up. She dealt with people like this and until 

now I didn’t truly understand how difficult it must have been for her,” Charles whispered. 

 I sat and continued to listen as he continued to speak. “You know Emma I admire you 

for your courage and ability to speak your mind even when it may be difficult. The day you told 

me the Alphabet terrorist had raped you it was like reliving my wife’s death over again and now 

more than ever after seeing what he did to Judge Whyte I wanted to kill him.”   

 “You’re a much better man that the Alphabet Terrorist and we will catch him,” I assured 

Charles. “But for now, I think we need to rest up. There will be more time in the morning to 

hopefully solve this case.”  

It didn’t occur to me until now how much we needed each other. Even though Charles 



had been doing this type of work much longer than I have I could tell neither of us would do well 

without the other. Perhaps Charles needed to catch the Alphabet terrorist as much as I needed to. 

I saw how much this case began to take its toll on both of us and even though we both enjoyed 

investigations I can’t be honest and say anything else other than that we we’re dying inside 

because of the man.  

 

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

 

The next morning Charles and I woke up looking as though we had gotten no sleep. To 

be honest I don’t think I did and looking at Charles I knew he didn’t either. We said nothing as 

we drank our usual cups of coffee and quickly dressed ourselves and left for the police station. 

We quickly arrived at Scotland Yard and became instantly worried as all of the building was 

empty. I didn’t know what was happening or if it was the work of the Alphabet terrorist but I 

knew it was bad as I heard my partner yell.        

 “Look at this,” Charles said as he showed me an obituary in an early edition of the next 

day’s newspaper. Apparently the newspaper publisher sent the obituary to Scotland Yard as an 

officer had been named the Alphabet terrorist’s next victim. I looked and read in horror as I saw 

he chose my friend Samantha Thomas as his next victim.  

 

Samantha Michele Thomas, 21 

Samantha Thomas, 21 was taken before her time and was the nineteenth victim of the current 

alphabet attacks. Samantha Thomas was a dedicated servant to the New Scotland Yard and 

had been working there for over a year before being brutally raped and murdered by the 

terrorist. Her mutilated body was found in the dumpster on Fifth Avenue. She is survived by 

her parents, her loving husband Tim and one daughter Ginger. 

  

“He named your friend Samantha his next victim,” Charles said as I reread the obituary in 

horror. Charles knew I needed to say no words and that we knew he had killed several more 

people the night before as he yelled out “To Fifth Avenue quickly.” 

 

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

 

I had never seen Charles speed like he did on our way to Fifth Avenue. Charles was 

normally to more safe and cautious driver but on this day I knew all of his natural instincts went 

out the window. Only one thing mattered. Saving my friend Samantha. We arrived at Fifth 

Avenue moments later.          

 “I do wonder where they are keeping her,” I asked.      

 “Likely in that old abandoned warehouse,” Charles said.     

 “Why do you say that?” I asked.        

 “That is usually how he is,” Charles said “He likes to hide out in old warehouses.”  

 I did not ask Charles how he knew this. All I cared about at the moment was saving my 

friend and stopping the Alphabet Terrorist. I knew it was not going to be easy but for the sake of 

people we needed to.           



 “So what now?” I asked.         

 “Follow me,” Charles said as he loaded his pistol. He handed me a pistol too. “It is going 

to be dangerous. So be prepared for anything.”       

 “Alright,” I said. Charles said as he kicked down the door.  

We both were extremely worried about Samantha and truth be told I think we barged into 

the Fifth Avenue building rather recklessly. Neither of us saw anybody in the building until a 

second later I noticed Samantha sitting in a wooden chair tied up and barely clothed. As we got 

closer to Samantha I noticed that her uniform had be completely ripped off and thrown off to the 

side and the closer we got the more pain it caused me to see her. Samantha was unconscious and 

she had black and blue bruises running from her face down all the way to her feet. I knew she 

had been raped but I wasn’t sure if she had been killed. Charles checked and I became relieved 

somewhat when he told me she had a pulse. How long she had been sitting in that chair neither 

of us knew and we didn’t have long to think. It was no later than I had turned around that we 

were being surrounded by several older men.        

 “Well look at what we got here,” one of the men told the Alphabet terrorist. “It looks like 

we have a couple of detectives snooping around here.”     

 “Grab them,” the Alphabet terrorist said loudly as the men began attacking us.  

 “Oh no you don’t,” Charles said as he began fighting several men. For a couple minutes it 

looked like my partner could fight off the men but one of the men quickly took out a hidden 

knife and stabbed him in the back.        

 “No. Charles,” I screamed as I saw him fall onto to ground. I had been fighting a couple 

of the men too and like Charles I did get a few punches and knocked one of the men out but my 

luck did not last as one of other men who had been fighting Charles ran to me fast and sprayed 

an hallucinating drug in my face. “OWWWW!” I screamed for a moment before falling onto the 

ground.            

 “Good job men,” the Alphabet Terrorist said.      

 “What are we going to do with them boss,” the men asked the Alphabet terrorist who 

slowly approached us out of the shadow. He looked at both of us for several moments before 

yelling at his men.           

 “Take off their clothes,” the Alphabet terrorist said.     

 “Both of them,” the men said with disbelief.      

 “Yes, you heard me. Strip both detectives of their clothes. They will then be tied up to 

these poles naked. I will show them the meaning of a slow and painful death but before you men 

do put-,” the Alphabet terrorist said as he looked at my identification badge. “Detective Stevens 

on the ground and hold her. I’ll show her how cruel this world can really get.”  

My partner and I were quickly forced onto the ground by the Alphabet terrorist’s thugs as 

they began taking our clothes off us. I cannot even begin to tell you how awkward both Charles 

and I felt when we both saw each other stripped naked. It was an awkward feeling at first, as 

neither of us were comfortable of seeing others naked, but I could tell by his face he was 

becoming as bit angry as I was as the men continued to hold us onto the ground.    

 “Take Detective Early and tie him up to the pole,” the Alphabet terrorist commanded his 

men. Charles began to fight the men but one of the men took a knife and stabbed him a second 

time. “Never mind gentlemen. He can watch me have pleasures with this beauty.”    

 “You-” Charles began to say before one of the men taped his mouth shut.   

 “Thank goodness. He was beginning to get on my nerves,” the Alphabet terrorist said as 

he approached me.  “I don’t know who you are Detective Stevens and nor do I know who your 



partner is but I will teach both of you what I do to people whom, I especially despise.”  

 “Leave her alone,” Charles shouted as the tape came off his mouth.     

 “Detective,” the Alphabet Terrorist began.       

 “I believe his name is Detective Early boss,” the men said.     

 “Detective Early, you are becoming a pain in my hide and as such you will receive the 

harshest punishment of all. You will get to watch me have my pleasures with your partner. Then 

you will watch both women die before being killed yourself. I do not know why but for some 

odd reason you look familiar to me. Have we met somewhere before?”   

 Charles did not say anything. The Alphabet Terrorist looked at Charles with both anger 

and amazement. He was amazed that the detective had the courage to stand up to him and his 

men despite his injuries and despite being stripped naked but the Lord of Crime was angry 

because Charles was interfering with his plan.        

 “I confess detective I am amazed. I am amazed that despite the embarrassment you and 

your partner might be feeling of seeing each other naked you are not so much focusing on the 

embarrassment but rather focusing on me. Quite good I admit. Good for a worthy adversary. Too 

bad both of you will quit growing in a few minutes,” the Alphabet terrorist said.   

 “You will pay for this,” Charles said as he spit on one of the men. The man quickly 

punched Charles and broke his jaw.         

 “Boss, do you want me to kill him?” the man asked as other men continued to hold 

Charles.            

 “No you cretin. I don’t want him dead yet. I want him to watch us have our way with his 

partner and then after we finish with her we will kill them off very slowly and painfully and after 

their bodies freeze and start decaying which they will after forty eight hours then we’ll come 

back take the pictures and post them on the web to demonstrate what happens to those who will 

oppose me,” the Alphabet terrorist shouted.  

“You hear that old man,” the man taunted. “You and your partner are going to be famous 

world-wide. The world is going to see that the Alphabet Terrorist the so-called Lord of Crime is 

not to be trifled with.”           

 “Please,” I cried as the Alphabet Terrorist climbed on top of me. As he got onto me 

memories of my first encounter raced through my mind.  

“Please don’t,” I cried out. “Please.”  

I had no doubt that the Alphabet terrorist was going to rape me again. I needed to act 

quickly to save Charles, Samantha and myself from this madman. Although the Alphabet 

terrorist was much heavier than I was I quickly grabbed his arm and bit him before he could have 

his way with me again.          

 “Why you?” the Alphabet terrorist shouted as he fell off me. Charles was stunned by the 

quick turn of events. Despite being hurt from being stabbed he was able to free himself from the 

men’s grasp and pick up a gun and began shooting and killing some of the men.   

 “Good job Detective Stevens,” Charles congratulated.     

 “Fools. Kill them,” the Alphabet terrorist said as he took out his pistol hidden in his coat 

and began shooting at me.           

 “Good job Detective Stevens. Keep fighting,” Charles said as he continued to fight the 

Lord of Crime’s men. He had managed to disarm or kill most of the men but the man who had 

previously stabbed him had managed to elude him again and this time stabbed him in the 

stomach.            

 “OWWW,” Charles said as he fell onto the ground.      



 “Charles,” I shouted. That moment of distraction of me seeing Charles fall onto the 

ground was all the time the Alphabet Terrorist needed to shoot me in my left shoulder. This time 

it was much more than a scrape as I quickly dropped my gun and fell onto the ground in agony.  

“No more games. I will end it here and now for you two. Since I really despise the police 

and snoopers and since you are both I will give you two the most slow and painful way to die by 

choking to death in a freezing room that will also be poisoned with carbon monoxide,” the 

Alphabet terrorist chuckled. “By the time the police find you your bodies will have already 

started decaying which they will after I post the pictures on the web and tell them your location.” 

 “You monster you won’t get away with this,” I yelled as I kicked and tried to hit the 

thugs but I was silenced by one of them who put a piece of duct tape over my mouth. Charles 

had again spit on one of the thugs and the thug had tried to kill him right there but he was 

ordered by the Alphabet terrorist not to.        

 “I already have got away with this just as I always do. For the past twenty-five years I’ve 

been committing crimes at will and no one has been able to stop me and I’ll be darn if you two 

will be the first,” the Alphabet Terrorist said bluntly as he pointed to two large containers filled 

with carbon monoxide. “You see Miss Stevens I used to be a chemist so I know all these 

compounds and what is lethal and what is not. There is enough gas in these containers that it 

would kill several dozen people much less three and oh that’s not to mention if that doesn’t kill 

you three then these three giant fans blowing arctic cold wind onto your cold naked bodies will. 

The body can only take so much pain and being cold before it quits working altogether and as far 

as partners you should have chosen someone with more intelligence.”  

“You,” I angrily replied. 

“Have a nice time dying,” the Alphabet Terrorist mocked. He escaped into the sewers by 

jumping through a hidden hole that was in the building. His other men followed as Charles and I 

watched them leave. I didn’t say anything but I turned and saw that Charles was in pain but 

despite that I knew he had a plan.       

“I’m sorry Emma I’ve failed,” Charles said as I began wondering who would find us if 

anyone cared to look for us.          

 “No, you didn’t. I failed. I underestimated the Alphabet terrorist,” I said quietly. “Now 

the three of us will all die because of it.”  

Charles said nothing for several moments as he had slowly began standing up again. “No, 

my friend we won’t die.” 

“Sir, you are bleeding profusely,” I said.      

 “I’ll be alright. We will make it. I will make the call. You go help your friend,” Charles 

said. “Oh, you’ll need these too.” He handed me my clothes that had been dropped onto the 

floor. Despite being hurt Charles put back on his clothes and began sealing the tanks and turning 

off the large fans. Part of the room had already been frozen solid and the only exit from the 

building had been completely sealed.  

I had put my clothes on before I began helping untie Samantha who was still 

unconscious.  It was not until after I helped untie her that I truly knew how badly that the 

Alphabet terrorist and his thugs hurt her.        

 “Where are you going sir?” I asked as I saw Charles was still bleeding.   

 “Stay here Emma. I’m going after him,” Charles said as I understood. I had begun trying 

to resuscitate Samantha as I saw her breathing had stopped.      

 “Oh no please no. Samantha please comes back. I don’t want you to die. You’re my best 

friend,” I screamed as I had begun to lose hope until moments later I saw her coughing and 



waking up.   

“Emma,” Sam began. 

“Sam,” I said.          

 “I’m glad to see you. You’re my best friend in the whole wide world,” Samantha said. 

“You’re mine too,” I said quietly as we looked around the building. I had never been so 

glad and neither had she as we both sat there hugging each other for several minutes as Charles 

went after the Alphabet terrorist.   

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

 

I admit I got a real tough partner. Charles was much more prepared than I could have 

ever imagined. Fortunate for us the thugs didn’t check his clothes and noticed he had a spare gun 

and flashlight in his back pockets. It was a good thing he had them as Charles needed the 

flashlight to see where he was going. The underground sewer tunnel was small and he wondered 

why anyone would have their hideout in such awful conditions but he also wondered why 

anyone would be as cruel as was the Alphabet terrorist.  

Charles slowly followed the terrorist and his thugs as he stayed far enough away so he 

wouldn’t be spotted. It took him about twenty minutes or so but he finally arrived at the Alphabet 

terrorist’s lair. It was fairly large and it had an underground river which was not connected to the 

sewer system and it was here where he and his thugs kept their loot. Charles looked up slowly 

and saw all the money, jewelry and personal items they stolen in a pile. He also looked up and 

saw a board which had a list of his intended victims and the next name Charles read said 

TOMMY DREW.  

Charles didn’t know who Tommy was and he didn’t want to wait and find out as he 

began slowly approaching the Alphabet terrorist and his thugs. The Alphabet terrorist who 

expected one of us to escape was extremely prepared and when he and his thugs saw Charles a 

shootout began. I didn’t know how good of a shooter Charles was until after this shootout. 

Despite being outnumbered ten to one Charles managed to shoot and injure everyone except for 

the Alphabet terrorist who was waiting for him to kill him.      

 “You’re just a stubborn old man,” the Alphabet Terrorist said. “Anyone else get stabbed 

like you did and they would have died.”        

 “I am not just anyone. I am Detective Charles Early, Alphabet Terrorist and I’m taking 

you in. You are under arrest for murder, rape, burglary, robbery, arson, terrorism threats, and all 

other crimes on the books,” Charles said enthusiastically as he slowly approached the terrorist.

 “Oh really,” the Alphabet terrorist said as he slowly took out his torch and burnt Charles’ 

entire right arm. Despite being burned Charles was quick enough to get a shot off which hit the 

Alphabet terrorist in his right arm and knocking him off into the underground river. Charles saw 

what had happened and became disappointed as he didn’t see the terrorist body in the water. He 

waited for several minutes thinking the Alphabet terrorist would resurface and try to kill him but 

when that didn’t happened Charles realized the Alphabet terrorist escaped but his thugs didn’t. 

 “Sir,” I said as Samantha and I approached him.      

 “Detective, what did I tell you,” Charles said.      

 “You know me I don’t follow orders all that well,” I said happily.    

 “True that and for this occasion it is a good thing,” Charles admitted.   

 “Sir, if you don’t mind me saying it was foolish to try to stop him on your own,” I said. 

 “I agree,” Charles said.        

 “Oh, that does not look good,” Sam added as she saw Charles’ wounds..   



 “We’re alive and that is what matters for now,” I said.     

 “Thank you Emma,” Samantha said.  “You are my hero.”     

 “And you are mine. I think there needs to be a catching up. What do you say Sam?” 

 “I’m right with you Emma,” Sam said.       

 “Now, if everyone is settled could you two kindly help me up and let’s get out of there. I 

think we need a rest.,” Charles said.         

 “I’m for that,” I said as Sam and I helped Charles get onto his feet. 

 

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

 

Charles and I were hailed as heroes despite the Alphabet terrorist escaping. Both Charles 

and I knew we would see the Alphabet terrorist again as we were now his number one targets. 

Despite all that happened it me feel much better that we helped get a major terrorist off the 

streets even if it was temporarily and when he showed up again we would be ready.  

 Charles, Samantha and I checked into the hospital for the injures that we sustained in our 

encounter with the Alphabet Terrorist. It was a difficult recovery for Charles and Sam, but I had 

no doubt they would eventually recover and be their usual selves. The doctors told Charles he 

was the luckiest man alive as he survived two assassination attempts by the Alphabet terrorist 

and that they admired him and me for their outstanding detective work.  

As of last week Samantha Thomas was full recovering in the hospital with her husband 

Tim and her child Ginger. This was the first time I had met them and to be honest she had only 

gotten married in the last year and she only had Ginger a few months ago. I was very happy for 

both of them and Tim who had never met me or Charles before thanked us for being an 

inspiration to him and his fellow workers and that our courage would shine in London for a long 

time.     

The police had finally found the Alphabet terrorist hideout and removed everything that 

was there. All the money, jewelry, and personal items that were stolen were returned to their 

owners and the city again became safer as more police units were dispatched to patrol the 

neighborhoods. I am recovering from my experience with the Alphabet terrorist and there isn’t a 

day that I’m not thankful for having my partner Charles with me. We live each day for another 

mystery and crime to solve and with each crime we investigate we learn something new about 

people and ourselves.  
 


