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CHAPTER 1 

The voices around was dizzy enough to keep a person out cold. 
Making this more difficult is the throbbing on the head. Where am I? 
Still a better question would be where was I? I can’t remember much 
about the things happened before the pain. Better I first get up and 
look around and see if all the essential parts of the body are working. 
As she got up, Brian saw that there was a movement over the place 
where he made the detective of NYPD to submit to his feet by a good 
blow to the head while the detective was trying to free the hostages.  

“Well , well look who is getting up just in time? The hit on your head 
was not enough for you I hope. You also want to get yourself into 
pieces to keep you completely out of action.” The detective was 
slowly gaining consciousness he knew he had to subdue them in order 
to keep the plan to move properly. So he took the rod again to put 
down the detective again.  

“Whoa, ya right I was trying to free the children from this bastard. 
How did he get the advantage of me? It can never happen again. I 
have to save these children even if it means pushing him through the 
windows to kill. But I cant even see right yet. Gotta buy the time.” 
“Oh ya dumbshit, you think hitting one of the best detective of NYPD 
will just put us down? Try harder.”  

Brian understood “You making a small talk? That sounds funnily bad. 
This means only one thing you’re buying time.”  

“Shit, he is smarter than I thought.”  

“so detective, after all this planning did you think I would have not 
thought you watchdogs coming to rescue the innocents.”  

“They are innocents, what is that a bunch of 10 or 12 year olds could 
have done?”  



“But their fathers are not so innocent are they? They are money 
hoarders, big industrialists; I just want a small part of it. Is that 
wrong?”  

“Well then you should have taken scandalous pictures and asked for 
ransom not their children. That makes it a federal offence.”  

“Maybe or maybe not, I want money I have come this far I can’t go 
back now.” 

 “Oh yes you can back to the hole where you came from.”  

“Well then adios detective, I only wanted to use the bomb but you 
have made me use the gun now.”  

“Don’t you dare hurt them.” 

 “Are you stupid, I not going to kill them. Ha ha no. I am killing you”.  

As he pushed the gun towards the detective, she understood what 
must be done. Just before pulling the trigger he made the mistake any 
bad guy does, saying good bye giving time to think. “Well, detective 
good bye for now. After tonight no man can catch me.”  

“Well that’s the problem. I am no man” And she ran forwards toward 
Brian and pushed the gun towards the roof and three shots were fired. 

Brian came to his defences and pushed her away, But she over 
powered him and pulled the gun out his hand.  

“How about now you lie down and reap your seeds?”  

“Detective aren’t you forgetting something? I have a trigger in my 
hand.”  

“I know but did you see the door behind you? There are a group of 
S.W.A.Ts near your ass.”  

“What? Where?”  



This was her second chance she punched him right in the head with 
the pistol’s handle and tried to put him down for good. But it did not 
angle properly but just bruised him. The trigger though was away 
from both of them. Brian tried to use the rod that was right next to 
him but detective got away in the nick of time thanks to all the 
training.  

Now she tried a nut buster but he again caught her leg and twisted her 
forcing the pistol out of her hand. He then ran towards the trigger but 
she got up and pulled the trigger hitting him right around the knees 
putting him on his back. She then got up and ran towards the children 
and freed them “Go through that door and follow the lights. You do 
know how the police lights look like right?”  

“Mam we are 12 of course we do”  

“Just checking now get the hell out of here.” She watched as they 
reached the bottom stairs and left the building for good. 

Then she came towards Brian to apprehend him, but he was gone. She 
followed the blood trail to a dark room with tiny red lights at the edge. 
She feared for the worst. “Brian this is your final warning. Surrender 
the trigger and yourself.”  

“Ha ha nice joke detective. So what if I couldn’t get the money I have 
the chance of killing one of New York’s finest. I’ll never miss it even 
in my death, literally.” And then he switched on the lights showing 
the whole bomb. Both of them would become a squishy squid if it was 
to go off. She wanted to do something fast but unless he makes a 
mistake this move is a checkmate. 

“No trigger this time. I’m doing this the old fashioned way” and he 
stepped aside showing a digital display. “A timer now how much 
should I tune it for? It took the children 120 seconds to reach the 
bottom stairs and another 240 seconds will take to reach your dog 
friends. So let me keep it for 300 seconds so that by luck I can take a 
few them also with us. What so you say?” then he turned the key to 
keep the timer to 300 seconds.  



“I have a pistol I can shoot you anytime now. You forgot that have 
you?”  

“Of course not detective, but I put only four bullets to make it 
interesting. I fired three on the roof and one is inside me now. Who’s 
the stupid now?” Damn it Brian you are certain on killing me here.  

She threw the pistol and neared the bomb to see if she can do 
something there. “Oh no detective! You can’t pull wires and 
deactivate it. The only way is a computer hacker, from my knowledge 
you hate computers.”  

Of course I do, conveniently “Tell me Brian, and was this whole stage 
for the money or to kill me?”  

“Oh no detective I wanted just the money. This building is anyway 
about to be demolished in a week I thought ill make the work easy for 
them. You were a bonus, though I knew you worked late every 
Wednesday for some reason.” Damn it he is right the only wires that 
can be pulled here is the one for the light. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 2 

Captain Neil was looking really nervous next to his police car. “Damn 
you Jennifer you are doing it again. I said clearly we go in together. 
O’Hara get your ass down here”  

“Yes captain?” shuddered a sergeant next to him. 

 “Who authorised jen to go in alone while I was still assessing the 
situation?”  

“Cap you know how suicidal Jen is, so it was self authorisation.”  

Right then they heard footsteps. “Get your arms at the ready people.” 
Shouted captain. 

 To their astonishment the kids who were abducted came running 
towards them. “O’Hara bring those kids to the ambulance over there 
and no questions or talking to them until I get there  understand?”  

“Yes sir.” By then hara already scrambled and got the kids to the 
ambulance to do first aid. In a few moments captain arrived. “Guys 
how are you?”  

“We are fine sir, thanks to you all.”  

“Was there a detective inside with blonde hair?”  

“Oh yes sir. She was first hit hard when she tried to free us but the 
Brian guy hit her in the head. But then she again got up and put a 
bullet in him before freeing us.” 

 “Oh thank god but why didn’t she come with you guys?”  

“We don’t know sir, she said to run as fast as possible from the place 
towards the police lights” added the girl.  

“God damn it”  



“Captain she will be safe may be she is waiting for us to come while 
she is cuffing him.”  

“Hara when did you get this stupid? The place is bloody rigged”  

“Oh shit.”  

“ya now you say that.” 

 “Captain we got to move in and help her.”  

“No we can’t just run in what if he pulls the trigger and all of us get 
trapped or worse got killed?”  

“But we cannot just stand here.”  

“I know that’s why I am calling the bomb squad.” 

Hara looked up the plan of the building in the hood of the car and 
something struck him “Sir the building opposite to the trap is also the 
same height and near the windows.”  

“What you want to snipe the guy? We neither have the sniper nor the 
warrant.”  

“I know sir, but we can do another thing.” “Spit it now”  

“What say we go Guerrilla style?” “Can she handle it?”  

“Sir, she is the best gorilla in town for this” “Ok get two best shots 
here and follow me. And O’Hara pronto we don’t know how much 
time is left.” 

 

 

 



Chapter 3 

“What if I approach you and pull the wires especially that optic fibre 
running to the floor above?” asked Jen. “Detective, you keep 
disappointing on every step. This wire just powers the digital board, 
the count is happening in the computer, hypothetically say in the floor 
above. Pulling it black the screen but the bomb will surely go off.”  

“I do know that but what if my colleagues find this and stop the 
clock?” 

 “The children you sent out would have told your dear captain that 
there is a bomb here. Though as much he wants me dead but 
according to the “rules” he will want me alive. So by just threatening 
to arm the bomb I can keep them at bay.”  

At the same time, O’Hara and the team along with the captain moved 
to the adjacent roof.  “So O’Hara what’s your plan?”  

“Sir, we can either go in thro zip lines and jeopardize the mission or 
we can try to communicate with Det. Jen and see what the situation 
is.”  

“How do you plan on contacting her?” “Morse code sir”  

“Hope it works” “Me too included.” Prayed O’Hara 

Sergeant O’Hara then pulled a flash light and started doing “LOOK 
OUT” in the air. A long flash for a “L” followed by two quick flashes 
For “O” followed by A long flash and short and another long one for 
“k”. “Come on Jen read this and help us and yourself” Prayed O’Hara. 

Det.Jen was so much preoccupied in the bomb she did not concentrate 
the flashes on the dark room wall, though it was a strikingly bright 
one. Then she took a step to see what Brian might do, “I strongly vote 
against it Ms. Detective. One more step I still have the trigger in my 
hand” and he showed it.  



“You are good , if you were not so evil I would have recommended in 
you joining the force, Brian.”  

“Hell no, I love what I do right now, though I can’t be doing it for 
long now only that saddens me. But killing a police dog brightens the 
feeling again.” Right then in his eyes did she see the flashes. She 
looked closely and saw that it was on the wall too.  

“It is getting late looks like the harbour is back in business with all the 
lights.” That’s the mistake I was waiting for.  

“Yes maybe but there’s going to be bright fireworks for them to get 
active in their work right? So anyway all of them will start working in 
another 100 seconds. So tell me Brian were you this sociopath right 
from your childhood. From the records your streak started only from 
16. What happened got introduced into the world of drugs have we?”  

“Since only about two minutes left I’ll tell you. No that was when my 
dad died and I needed money.”  

“What is you guys obsession with money, it can always be made and 
spent in a day”  

“Well miss silver spoon can never understand this”  

“Maybe”. She took her chance and read the signal and understood it 
read “LOOK OUT.”  

She came to the windows which was just few feet away from the roof 
of the team, since Brian is up against the wall on the side he wasn’t 
able to see it. A good job by O’Hara thought Jen.  

“Brian it is getting late or early which should I say? Late night or 
early morning?” 

 “Say whatever you want as you have only a minute to live.”  



“How much time do you think will it take to hack the computer above 
and stop the bomb?” O’Hara heard and zip lined right away. There 
was an old computer running about 80 seconds left on the screen. As 
he was trying to hack the computer, he found out the make and other 
evidences to apprehend Brian. “He should have powerful friends to 
have such a good technology” thought Hara  

 Then he heard a gunshot from below and some footsteps, he pulled 
his fire arm in a whiff and got ready.  

“Put that down Hara, it’s just me” said jen as she came up  

“I heard that so far away you got to learn to become more discreet. 
How did you shoot him? You could have done that a long time ago 
and saved us much time”  

“Well, that was not a gunshot actually I pushed him through a metal 
table almost hit the bomb.”  

“Ya thanks for making my death more easier”  

“Just do the hacking”  

“Whatever, a bomb still needs to be put off.”  

“You still haven’t done it? There will hardly a minute left”  

“Oh yes, 53 seconds to be precise”  

“If you can’t just drop it and come we have enough evidence to put 
Brian away for his next life also.”  

“Give me another 30 seconds I can do it.”  

“Well do it fast” shouted Jen 

 “Stop shouting. It’s disturbing, you’re neither my mom nor wife”  

“Nice time to talk that just do the bloody work.”  



Another 20 seconds left and another 20 seconds, “Well it looks like I 
can’t crack it in time.”  

“Then just come on we’ll zip across.  

“But wait, there’s a remote control for this somewhere in Manhattan” 
“We can do this later not now”  

“Wait there’s a search going” “Just let it die and come” “WAIT”  

“Yes, oh, It says here only, fuck this shit come.” But Jen was not 
there.  

“Get your ass here O’Hara” Jen shouted from the next roof. And then 
O’Hara zip lined to the roof and the group started running away from 
the building.  

Then it happened the Boom as loud as four 4Th of July fireworks. Jen 
moved near Brian and whispered “Look at your masterpiece now it’s 
just like you ‘A pile of rubbish’.”  

“Oh I could have lost my legs because of you but I still have my 
brains, I will come back and I will be avenged.”  

“Ya if you leave the prison, I don’t think that can happen for at least 
60 years. But by then, according to my work plan, I would be long 
gone, so good luck.”  

“Let’s see that.”  

And then he was cuffed in the stretcher and taken into an ambulance 
with his violent eyes on the fire burning.  

“Now Detective Jen I need a constructive report on why you violated 
my order and went in alone by tomorrow morning or you’re 
suspended again” said Captain Neil.  

“Sounds fair enough but I got the work done, you should take that into 
account.”  



“Yes by decapitating the suspect and blowing a building. It does 
sound good.”  

“Not all of us are as good as you sir. We do what can be done by mere 
mortals.”  

“Stop the ass kissing and start the report cause you got another case 
ready.”  

“Can I at least eat something?” “That’s your wish I need my report. 
ASAP”  

“Yes, Sir.” sighed Jen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 4 

As O’Hara entered the precinct the next day, he saw Jen looking at the 
screen of her computer with too much intent. “I don’t remember 
seeing you this serious since the triple homicide case in ’09. Whatcha 
doing?” he added in a girly voice.  

“Stop screwing the cap wants a report for the whole incident and I 
don’t know how to make them without adding any illegal stuff like 
shooting the suspect above the ankle and breaking a metal table but 
not his head. Moreover I deserve a day off after all the stuff but I get 
another case.”  

“Come on its not like you have a social life outside this precinct.” 
“Only if you knew all the things I know.”  

“Never meddle with women and their hearts golden words told by my 
old man and I’m going to follow it here.”  

“Good job just do it for the rest of your life, I’ll feel, well less 
stalked.”  

“Hey you joke too, damn you are the whole package, something that 
both bites and makes you laugh.” Then came the hands from the 
captain’s room with “Jen inside now.”  

“All the best.” “Don’t need it, It only makes my work harder.” 

Jen went towards the door and knocked. “get in” said the cap. “Yes 
sir. I was just finishing the report just like you asked.”  

“I know how you do the reports; I called you in about this case.” He 
shoved a case file along the direction of Jen. She took it and saw the 
file. It was just another homicide but some maniac, from the 
preliminary report it looks like the person has been poisoned by the 
food but the reason has not been found yet.  



“So sir, it looks like a homicide by poisoning. We find the poison 
after the Medical examination of the body; we’ll get the killer by 
tracing the poison. Usual stuff sir. I’ll start working as soon as the ME 
report gets in.”  

“Well Jen that’s the problem, when you use any of the regular poisons 
you find peculiar reactions of the body but this body has no such 
lesions on it.” 

 “Then you say that he was killed and then the poison was added to 
look so?”  

“I am not sure but then there are only few finger marks on his neck 
may be strangling but the prints were incomplete. So tech is working 
on finding the print’s owner. In the meantime, I want you to go and 
look for any evidences in the victim’s home where he died. Also scout 
the neighbours for some disturbances in the near past related to our 
victim.”  

“Sure sir. But the report...”  

“It can wait and I know I have to wait a long time for it but by that 
time out perpetrator can even get outside the country and live a ripe 
old age.”  

“If you say so, Sir”  

“Also Jen take O’Hara with you though he is a pain in the ass, He is a 
good detective.”  

“You read my mind sir.” 

  “Well what did the cap want?” “Showed a rather interesting case and 
you’re joining me for the field view. Switch off your nerd part and 
open up the wild one”  

“Ya it was the same nerd who saved your ass yesterday.” “Thought 
that would hit me again. Still, Thanks for saving me.”  



“Never thought ill hear that”  

“Enjoy while it lasts.” “Amen!!” pronounced O’Hara 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 5 

The whole way up to the crime scene was silent as usual, but suddenly 
Jen spoke up “Hey O’Hara have you fired a shot on anyone from 
working in the service?”  

“I have fired shots but most became strays as you can imagine but one 
shot hit a thug once”  

“How did you feel?”  

“When did you become a psychiatrist? Is this a session?”  

“Just answer it.”  

“Ok! It felt good cause before I shot him he had shot three innocent 
people so I had to shoot him but since it was just a scrape shot both of 
us survived” 

 “When I was in with Brian I wanted to shoot him right on his head 
and blow his brains out! But then I got a weird sense of something 
that didn’t allow me.”  

“Could be the children”  

“maybe but it didn’t feel so.”  

“Hey hey just listen, all right? Bad guys deserve it, think if that Brian 
had blown the building, it would killed two children’s life.”  

“Ya you’re right. I just need some rest.”  

“Any help?” giggled Hara 

“What about we talk about this to your wife?”  

“All right, I was just kidding.” 



They reached the destination. “Wow that’s a huge house. I can think 
of many threats already” said Jen.  

“Ya you’re looking at the residence of one Mr. Edward Curtis. A 
wealthy industrialist. He has a huge food corporation like burger buns 
and stuff and was about to start his own food chain by next year” 
replied O’Hara.  

“Well then let’s go and talk to the suspects or in your terms the 
relatives, the wife, the cook, the gardener, a pool boy also maybe?”  

“The mocking only goes some way then you have to question them 
anyway.” “Sure go on forward” said Hara as he led the way for Jen. 

There were uniforms varying from NYPD, ME dept, and also some 
civil dept people but there was one person who looked like the press. 
Jen’s eyes caught his eyes immediately and then whispered to Hara  

“Hey, O’ over there. Looks like the press get him out of here before 
he finds something we haven’t. Then this becomes a scandal and not a 
homicide.”  

“Ya sure. Oi, you there black coat get your rear over here.” Hara 
talked for a few minutes to the black coat while Jen requested to meet 
with the widow of the victim. Just a little while later, hara thrusts a 
card into jen’s hand, “Looks like he is from the insurance company, 
he has come in here to confirm the case but like us without the ME 
certificate, he is just wandering.”  

“Why has the ME not yet returned the reports yet?”  

“Looks like the widow is picking a quarrel with them every time, they 
try to pick the body.”  

“Wait you mean the body is still here?” “Yup”  

“Then we can’t wait lets go over there now.” “It’s on the first floor 
lobby.”  



“Rich people and their problems, phew” sniggered Jen. 

As they approached the body, they saw a woman in her late forties 
crying a whole river into the ground. The more annoying thing was 
that she was contaminating the scene more than it already is. “Another 
group of cops? No even if the mayor was to come here and talks 
smooth, the body ain’t leaving the roof of this house.” 

 “It’s going to be a long day” sighed Jen. 

“Mrs. Curtis, I am Detective Jennifer Oher from the NYPD. The case 
has now been given to me; I would like to speak a few words with 
you. But before that I request you to move out of this room so that we 
can help you reprimand the person responsible for this.”  

“I don’t care whoever you are. Anyone who asks me to get out of this 
house it a suspect according to me and I want to shoot every one of 
you people.”  

Jen understood what must be done. “Mrs. Curtis, I hereby take you 
into custody for the murder of your husband by poisoning him. 
Anything you say or do will or can be used against you in the court of 
law.”  

“What? No, that’s not true you have no proof” “Not now but after we 
move you out, we can take control of the body and do the autopsy 
which will tell us if you did it or not.”  

“Alright, you can take the body but I should not see even a scratch on 
his soft body when he is returned for his last rites.” Hara looked 
surprised. 

“Why are you so surprised?”  

“Because you told the Miranda rights wrong and got away with it.”  

“Everyone have brains, my dear nerd, use it to get whatever you want 
done. But for now I want you to take me to the body.”  



“Well, we gotta wait for Amanda to get up”  

“What do you mean?”  

“As soon as she knew that we would move the body, she moved his 
body into the Dracula coffin they had as a decorator piece and sat 
over it.”  

“What?? Get her up now! She is the one going to be questioned first.”  

“Don’t waste your time. She knew her husband died only after we 
told her. She was in her folks house two states away the whole time.”  

“Ironclad alibi eh?”  

“Steel clad to be sure”  

“Well she could have had someone else do it.”  

“You do wanna bitch slap don’t you?” 

 “You heard my thoughts. Now get her out of here and the body out to 
the ME’s office. Also I want Miranda to work on the body and not 
danny.”  Hara scoffed.  
“What?”  

“Nothing if only you could hear my thoughts for the last sentence.” 
“is your marriage that bad?”  

“Oh ya work.” “Care to join?”  

“No I want to look at the plates and the food one last time. And where 
is our killer?”   

“You mean the lizard?  In a silver platter next to the main plate.”  

“Even they get better treatment.” 



The table looked awfully neat as expected for such a rich person’s 
dining table. There were two plates of meat items. A bottle of Chianti 
on the right hand side looked like just before falling on his face on the 
plate, he poured a glass to himself. Right behind the bottle was a 
glass, and it was half full. “A Chianti, well a silent lamb has risen.” 
The spoon and fork were kept in accordance to a left hander. A plate 
of fruits was present. Jen took note of all the observations she made. 
A shoe print was seen next to the chair, the victim supposedly sat. It 
had dents larger in the back rather than the front, from the feel of 
touch, so a tall and strong built person was there with a shoe size of 9. 
Only thing missing was a jug of water from the smell of the foods 
looks like it was made for lunch yesterday. Jen turned around making 
sure she took all the required points and sought a uniform to get hold 
of the cook and the butler to the precinct for further investigation.  

She then decided to take a look at the spot where the black coat was 
standing. He was looking at a dead roach. Maybe he too was amused 
at finding a roach in a rich house like this. She then took the roach 
carefully and packed it too. “Sergeant, get this to the ME for 
investigation. Give it only to only Miranda. Got it?” The uniform 
nodded and walked away.  

She then made a call to Hara “Get me the insurance guy. I wanna 
know how he got to know the crime and some other questions.” 
“Sure.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6 

Jen felt finally at home while entering the precinct. This has been her 
second home. This place has seen her triumphs and sorrows equally. 
But Hara abruptly stopped it, “Enough of ‘home’ smelling, come on 
we got a case to solve.”  

“Let me just get a cup of Joe.”  

“Sure, but fast, the butler is old already, I don’t want him dying here.” 
She got a cup of coffee from the machine; though it has one of the 
worst tastes in the world it does the work. She was ready to get into 
her playground, just like a lioness gets into the hunt or a lawyer into 
the courtroom. She wanted a clean interrogation now, but as she 
entered she saw an old guy with a clean sewn suit, and a coat 
matching it.  

“Mr. Hanley, I am detective Jen oher, I would like to ask you few 
questions about the death of Mr. Edward Curtis.”  

“I did not kill him. Moreover why would I, he is one of the best 
master anyone could ask for. I was lost after my son died; it was Mr. 
Curtis who gave me a life after that.”  

It was a stern reply that Jen never expected. “I was not accusing you 
Mr. Hanley; I just wanted to ask some regular questions in the scope 
of a homicide.”  

“Then why bring me here?  You could have asked me the questions at 
Mr.curtis’s residence itself, if it were “regular” questions.” 

“Well then let’s not waste any time and get to the questions. How 
long have you known Mr.curtis? What was he like? Did he have any 
problems with anyone you may know of?”  

“Mr. Curtis appointed me as his butler in the summer of ’07. He was 
the most generous person I have known in my lifetime. He always 
respected fellow people and loved his wife. He was a friend when 



anyone in need wanted. Once he gave his whole turnover for the 
charity of the people in war over in the Iraq. Personally he never had a 
beef with anyone but business wise; he had quite a few litigations. But 
that’s all political. The last he fought with anyone was the cook, when 
he found out that the crook was stealing stuff from the kitchen and 
selling it outside making money. I wanted the cook to be sent to the 
police but Mr. Curtis gave her another chance. If his food was 
poisoned it has to be her.”  

“That’s a wild accusation. You care to add any witnesses for it?”  

“Absolutely, the security will have the whole thing in their cams and 
recordings, as we have one in the dining room and that was where this 
happened.”  

“Well that’s news to me; unexpectedly you have given us good 
news.” 

Through the plane glass jen eyed hara to look into the camera as soon 
as possible, while helping Hanley out of the room. Hara then 
immediately called the uniform over at the crime station and found 
that the cam does exist. “Hey Jen the cam does exist and looks like it 
was working the whole night yesterday. So we do have a chance of 
finding the killer without these interrogations. The recordings are on 
the way and tech is ready here, as soon as they get here the work will 
start.”  

“Good work. Now get the cook inside. What’s his name?”  

“Good job being an investigative officer. ‘Her’ name is Mrs. Radha. 
She was handpicked by Mr. Curtis himself when he went to India on 
some business issue. By the next three days, she was here making 
delicacies for him. But about the racket the butler was taking, since 
never a complaint was made, there is no record for it anywhere.” 
“Well only one way to know. Get her in.” 

A brown woman in her late thirties was brought in to the interrogation 
room. She was quite tall and her hands showed all the qualities that a 



cook should have. One hand with long finger nails and the other short 
to peel skins off vegetables. She even had a scar on her throat that 
looked quite recent. As Jen came in to the room, Radha showed a 
shiver, making it sure that this is her first time in such a condition.  

“Mrs.Radha, I am detective Jennifer oher. You can call me Jen. Now 
why don’t you start by telling me what were the foods you made for 
Mr. Curtis for lunch and dinner yesterday?”  

“Mr. Curtis usually has only breakfast and lunch at home. For dinner, 
he usually has it outside with some of his clients or he would be too 
late for dinner. Yesterday for lunch, I made him his favourite, 
tandoori chicken, a salmon fry and a bottle of Chianti, with a bowl of 
fruits. He doesn’t like salads.”  

“Ok we were able to find traces of all these in his plates. How was his 
relationship with his wife?”  

“It was good; they rarely fought, only at times when they met 
actually.”  

“So Mrs. Curtis used to be away from the house always?”  

“Not always but it happens so that their appointments look so.”  

“We heard that there was a commotion about you selling stuff from 
the kitchen of Mr. Curtis. What do you have to say about that?”  

“I never did that, it was the butler. He was way too possessive of Mr. 
Curtis. He thought I was having an affair with Curtis, so he made that 
up to send me out of the house. I proved that I was innocent and I 
stayed in his house.”  

“Well did you have an affair with Mr. Curtis?”  

“Of course no, I was so happy when he came into my kitchen of my 
restaurant in Bombay to appreciate my cooking. Then I got a letter 
stating I got a job at his house as a chef and the salary was very good. 



But my husband was not convinced; he took our children and gave me 
divorce. Mr. Curtis was the only one who helped me get through it. I 
would never do anything that would jeopardize his life.”  

“I understand Mrs. Radha. Please be in the county and don’t leave the 
country for any reason.”  

“Sure, whenever anything I can help find the person responsible for 
this.” “I appreciate it.” And they both came out the room, but Jen was 
more confused than before. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 7 

Hara understood the confusion as he too was having the same. “Well, 
looks like both the interrogations were a bust.”  

“Not totally. Though they had problems between them, they had 
utmost respect for the victim. But, again both were a little blue about 
the relationship between the victim and his wife. Looks like we have 
to bring and interrogate her after all.”   

“Thought so, and already called her in, meanwhile you go and get 
some rest. She won’t be here till tomorrow morning. It’s 8 in the night 
already.”  

“O hara what would I do without you?”  

“Stop word playing and just get on with it. Shoo doggy shoo.”  

“You do know that I am your supervisor right?”  

“ok then shoo doggy sir, shoo” “Good night then.” 

The whole ride home and the whole night she was not able to sleep. 
Something about the wife is still amiss, also the guy in black, a hunch 
is hanging up there. Under such circumstances, Jen always does one 
thing. Call up her dad.  

“Hello dad”  

“Hey kiddo, how are you?” “Am fine dad. What about you?”  

“am fine too. So what’s the problem with the new case?”  

“A daughter can’t call her father without a reason?”  

“A girl can and will, but you don’t.”  

“Oh come on dad. Only you know your daughter this well” she 
submitted.  



“Ok don’t waster neither of our time. Tell me everything.” And then 
Jen described all the points of her observation. She stressed a lot on 
the black coat. Then after a short pause her dad answered  

“ufff.. This is a tough one. All the evidences are not enough yet. Talk 
to the wife to get some extra information. Also about the guy in black, 
just verify if he’s legit. If he is don’t waste your time. There is a lot of 
call tapping happening and also once a case is made about a person it 
ends up in the insurance guy’s desk real soon.”  

“Maybe you’re right. I’ll just do that. Thanks a lot dad. You always 
rock.” That’s why we are here.” “Good night dad” “Good night,love” 

Though she was certain on the wife for interrogation, she wasn’t 
ready to leave the insurance for good. Though not for interrogation, 
she wanted to meet him and get some questions answered. She felt 
better now, and her eyes were drowsy as hell and slowly she fell to 
sleep. She just prayed she has no new nightmares. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 8 

The next morning started with a bright yellow light forcing us to get 
out of our beautiful labyrinth called sleeping in bed. But without that 
we cannot look forward to a lesser beautiful thing called life. Jen 
never had had a boyfriend or been in a relationship longer than a 
week, so as usual she got up from the bed half dressed. She wanted to 
go back to sleep. She was having a upbeat dream about her parents 
being together while she was a small one.  

Though she liked her dad, she always felt her mom to be more close 
to her. Her mother was the one who encouraged Jen to join the force. 
But she died due to cancer 3 years ago, just after Jen became a 
detective. She remembered the good old days whenever the reality 
scared her. Moreover, it gave her the confidence to live and to let 
others live, as her mother did. Danielle, her mother had cancer for 
almost 5 years, but she used to joke, she was living off someone else’s 
time. But jen always thought, good people cannot just leave the earth. 
The picnic trip to the park nearby their home was the dream 
yesterday. Danielle was beautiful as ever. Jen rustle through the bed 
spread to touch her mother, she knew that can’t be done but the loss 
of loved ones is toughest a person can through. 

After some time, jen came to her senses, and went to the bath even 
there she remembers her mother’s play with her when she was in 
primary school. Her mother used to switch off the water supply and 
see her daughter cry for her help. Nothing sadistic about it, she liked 
her daughter calling out her name in distress and Danielle wanted to 
be the one to help her always. In remembrance of her mother, Jen 
always black coffee, though she never liked them. This job however, 
has made her like a lot of things which she never liked.  

The bath then brought her to the case, Jen had her habit of having the 
T.V on while eating and thinking all the works to be done that day. 
The T.V both gave her distraction and the focus for the job to be done. 
“The butler had no motive but hoped the cook had a motive. But the 
cook said she had no motive, but a problem did happen. She also 



claimed the wife had some trouble with the victim. Today it’s her 
chance to give away something. By this time, the medical 
examination dept would have done their job. We would know what 
the reason behind the victim’s death was. It’s going to be a long day 
again” mumbled jen to herself. Then she got up dressed and got the 
tube to her precinct. 

O’Hara was piled up along with a huge pile of paper as always. But as 
soon as Jen came in, he threw everything into a drawer and ran 
towards her into the coffee room.  

“Hey jen. Good morning. Looks like there’s something really 
interesting in the report of Mr. Curtis’s death.”  

“Miranda called? What did she say?” she looked into the watch. “This 
is too soon usually she takes at least 16 hours to give something, but 
now it’s only 12 hours and she has something already?”  

“Well. She wanted to tell it to you yourself. She wouldn’t even tell 
me. But I am too excited to hear so I am coming with you.”  

“Why did she call you and not me? Now I got to deal with this.”  

“If she would have called you in at 3 A.M in the morning, you would 
have not gotten the sleep you deserved.”  

“Oh yeah? Convey my thanks. Now move yours fast, we have a case 
to solve.” “You bet.”  

The whole ride, hara was awfully cheerful, like a child being taken to 
Disneyland on his birthday. The only thing missing was the mousey 
ears on the head; otherwise everything else looked awfully close. As 
soon as Jen imagined the ears, she started laughing.  

 

 



But hara looked furious, “You are doing that Disney ears aren’t you? 
How many times have I told you? I like going to the M.E, I wanted to 
be a doctor always, but my dad was not rich enough to pay the fees. I 
tend to get a little excited when I get to wear the gloves and touch the 
caviar.”  

“Well you do look childish. And your excitement is about something 
gross. So all I can do is...” and she laughed harder. Hara looked 
grumpy the whole way, but as they reached the coroner’s office, he 
got all jumpy again. If he starts jumping with his toes, he will become 
a Disney princess already; he has the broad smile and the obnoxious 
“cheer” already. 

As they entered the coroner’s office, the usual smell of death and 
decay along with strong chemicals keeping them that way was 
burning the nose through to the lungs. They didn’t check with the 
reception as they know, Miranda always worked in the M.E room no 
7. They walked through 6 other medical examination rooms, all with 
different bodies in different conditions. 

Jen thought, “The crime in this country is increasing too fast. Just like 
the economy of this country. The rich are getting richer, the poor 
becoming poorer. The middle class like us are still in the condition. 
Going up is easy doing illegal stuff or have raw luck for like 10 years. 
Going down is also easy being legal in every way but in a year you 
can become poor. The question is there in everyone’s mind but no one 
speaks out. They see a crime both they are afraid and don’t report or 
they join the perpetrator in the crime. What is this country coming to? 
” Then she faced Hara trying to find out what he was thinking, well he 
was like the child who likes chocolate and inside willy wonka’s 
factory. All he could see was all he liked.  

 

 

 



As they reached, Hara picked up the gloves from the compartment 
outside the door and got ready like a chimp looking at banana. He 
then almost ran into the door, while Jen was doing the same slowly. 
There was Miranda, the red headed late thirties best friend of her from 
Texas. Even though she had been in the village for more than 3 years, 
she still talks in the country dialect, which Jen loves. 

“There are you’ll. Where the heck have you been? I have been with 
this handsome hunk for a whole night. This is one of the best cases 
you have brought me in these three years I have known you. This will 
blow your mind. He was not poisoned by the lizard in the food but the 
lizard’s food.” And Miranda gave an evil laugh. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 9 

“Well you had my curiosity. But now you have my attention.” Jen 
told the dialogue of Di caprio.  

“And you call me a Nerd” spat hara.  

“Who wants to be dead here?” spoke Miranda. “Fine fine go on.” 

“As expected in a poisoning, there was no blood spill or trauma shots 
or gunshot wound or splattering organs here. It’s a clean and neat kill. 
I envy the killer for it. But he made no mistake of leaving finger prints 
or even partials. So he must have mixed the poison into the food while 
he was eating or after the preparation. Because the traces of chemicals 
I found would not have sustained the heat while preparing. Even the 
cover of the poison says so. There were traces of the poison in his 
bold stream, normal. In his intestines and stomach, normal. But the 
abnormal thing was, the poison was in his lungs. So it means, the 
poison was also mixed in the water he drank which went through the 
wrong vent while he drank.” Finished Miranda expecting questions. 
But jen was looking like she was struck by something.  

“You still haven’t told what is in the poison. Also you are saying 
something’s written the bottle of the poison? What poison is 
commercially available now?” asked Hara.  

“I thought you would never ask that. The innovation of this poison is 
that it is available everywhere and used worldwide. He used an 
insecticide or a pesticide and knocked out an insect but didn’t kill so 
the chemical was inside its body. The poisons in any insecticide are 
carbamates, organophosphates or paradichlorobenzenes. But the last 
one is the moth balls but they don’t kill even in highest doses only 
affect kidneys. I was able to see his bladder being full though the urea 
was vey less in it. He’s also had diarrhoea just before he died but he 
died before it came out. Saliva had been in excess amounts just before 
he died, making this the case of poisoning using the carbamates. But 
the water in the lungs still doesn’t make sense as there was no water 



but just Chianti in the stomach when I opened him up. Someone could 
have forced him to drink it after he died thinking it could revive him.”  

“He actually did not have water in his last meal but may have had 
them for his meds before the dinner couldn’t he?”  

“No the meds were much older say from the breakfast.”  

“Well then your theory makes sense. But your insecticide lecture does 
sound possible. I actually found a roach dead in the next room the 
victim died. Did you get the sample? I wrapped him and gave it to a 
uniform to give it to you.”  

“No I only got the lizard, which by the way is the next half of the 
story.” “Go on...” 

“The insect in coma must have been fed to the lizard in question. 
Because I found the traces in its body also. This must have poisoned 
the lizard also, making the already toxic “salmonella” ridden lizard 
the perfect murder weapon.”  

“But why hasn’t the nails or the skin being blue?”  

“That’s another peculiar observation. I am still working on it. But the 
poison is confirmed and the method of death is also confirmed.”  

“Hara I need the list of all our people who was there in the scene 
yesterday. I need them with the pictures.”  

“Jen, you think our killer was there to pick up the pieces left behind 
him?”  

“I don’t know but I don’t wanna miss any possibilities.”  

“Ok, I’ll get the details ASAP.”  

“Good, also what about the interrogations, with Mrs. Curtis and the 
insurance guy. Both will be coming to the precinct by today 
afternoon. The files are already on your table.”  



“Thanks now you go work on the list, while I will work on the 
interrogation.” “Need a ride? No looks like Miranda’s leaving too ill 
join her.”  

“Ladies junction. Have fun” said an overjoyed Hara 

The ride back to the precinct was mostly dominated by Miranda 
talking about her relationship with a guy and jen needing to be in one. 
Jen talked while Miranda was talking about her guy but was silent 
while Miranda was advising Jen. As soon as she reached the precinct, 
she got to the table and rustled through the files on both the suspects. 
The wife had some unpleasant surprises, usual though in spoilt rich 
ladies. But the insurance guy or Andy lilivan had a normal file just 
few parking tickets and D&D in his college days. The surprising thing 
in his profile was that he never studied economy or any kind of 
commerce or let alone insurance in his lifetime. He was an 
engineering major from Ohio who seemed to have trouble getting a 
job and became an insurance agent. The background was ready for the 
interrogation only that she wanted to start with Mrs. Curtis but only 
lilivan was present. So she didn’t want to waste his time or hers so she 
asked a sergeant to move him to the glass room.  

Jen took some time to look at the Andy, through the glass on the other 
side. He was not looking anywhere but his head was straight thinking 
about something, as if he can see her seeing him. Though she did not 
feel any chills. He frilled his body meaning he felt her stare. She went 
in thinking it is going to be easy, some wrong information, or 
something.  

“Hello, Mr.lilivan. I am detective Jennifer Oher from NYPD. You are 
here today for the interrogation regarding the murder of Mr. Curtis. 
The police were informed about the death only in the morning. How 
did you guys get in there so early? From my reports you were seen 
even before the cops arrived.”  

“Hello, Ms. Jen is it? Our job is very sensitive. Clients like Mr. Curtis 
are top priority people. Whenever a 911 call goes from any of their 



houses, we get a ping on our computers, an emergency beacon you 
may call it. That’s how I got to know about the death of Mr. Curtis. 
You can check my computer or our servers for the exact time and 
other logged details. I also confirmed with my superior before starting 
for Mr. Curtis’s residence.”  

“Well, since this is logged now, we are obliged to check the details. 
Now, what was your initial report about the death of Mr. Curtis? 
Because, we requested one from you company, but they rejected 
saying we can get the full report only after the death certificate is 
produced and it is confirmed a murder. On which the process is going 
on.”  

“That is the usual procedure. My company is following it perfectly. 
Though, about the initial report, I gave that it could be either a heart 
attack or food poisoning.”  

“So your report says natural reasons?”  

“Yes, but after the coroner’s report we will the change the report. If it 
is a murder, Mrs. Curtis won’t be able to get the money of her 
husband’s insurance until the case is closed with a person other than 
her.” This news gave jen some relief on the working of the universe. 

“According to my report here, it says you were appointed as the 
person responsible for Mr. Curtis’s money only a month ago. But the 
one before was his responsibility for almost 11 years. We can think of 
a suspicion over there. What’s your say on this?”  

“Yes, of course. Mr. Bell was the clientele of Mr. Curtis before, but 
they had to change because Mr. Bell died a month ago. I was 
handpicked by Mr. Curtis for the job as he does for the rest of his 
businesses.”  

“And on that, without even a degree or a major on economics or 
commerce how did you become an insurance agent?”  



“Well, I came here on a job and I got fired. The only job I was able to 
get then was the door to door to insurance agent job back in the day. 
So I just started with it, and then I came to know that I was better in 
this than engineering or science. Anything that gives me money to 
have the next serve of food was important back then.”  

“From your poking around the books of Mr. Curtis did you find 
anything out of ordinary? Like illegal trafficking or money laundering 
or people wanting to kill him?”  

“Is this an interrogation session or a confession session? I did not kill 
him. I had no intention of it. Even if Mr. Curtis died, all his money 
would go to his wife, but if she was the reason then everything goes to 
a charity which again he picked. In no way I can find a loophole, it 
was iron clad.”  

“I understand that, where were you during the midnight of 
yesterday?”   

“I was in my house the whole night. You can check it with my 
doorman, if you want.”  

“Thank you Mr.lilivan for all the help. We appreciate it.” “Thank you 
for letting me go.”  

“Not yet, Mr.lilivan. Not yet.” Andy scoffed and left the room 
slamming the door hard.  

“What’s his problem?” asked O’Hara as Jen was exiting the 
interrogation room.  

“I asked him if he killed our vic, he got angry and left. By the way get 
me the number of the doorman of his apartment, we got to prove his 
alibi.”  

“Do you really think it’s that guy? He looks too weak for it.” “You 
never know how a psychopath looks like. It is all in the attitude.”  



“Whatever. By the way here is the list of our people who were in the 
crime scene today. Though it looks normal, with the usual group, fire 
away enjoy all you want.”  

“Where are you going? I thought you can help me.”  

“Oh no. I should have been home 5 minutes ago. I and Rachel have a 
dinner date today. I can never miss that. You know with all the trying 
for baby stuff.”  

“Just leave I didn’t ask all these details. Hurry up.” “Thank you for 
understanding. Now I got to go and step it up.” As O’Hara was 
picking up his coat Jen stopped him and told  

“Hey enjoy have fun. I may call you at 3 in the morning for work.”  

“I thought you will do that. So...” he took out his phone and silenced 
it. “Now you try all you want.” Jen mumbled few inexplicable words 
and let him go. 

As soon as O’Hara left, Jen looked upon the pile of papers. “Damn 
why did I think this day to be a long one? It’s biting me in my ass 
again. I need some caffeine to finish this work in time.” Then she got 
up and poured a hot black one for her and gracefully walked to her 
desk despising it the whole 10 feet distance. She took a good sip in 
her mouth and felt the chemicals starting to act right from the tongue. 
She felt her mind getting active or “de-hazed” from the work. She 
then took another sip and closed her eyes trying to remember all the 
people she had seen that day in the crime scene. There was her and 
O’Hara, a couple of people from the M.E office and the coroner’s 
department. Of course the widow, Andy, then the uniform to whom 
she gave the roach sample. She tried to focus on his face for a long 
time but it was not that clear. She then took another sip, rejuvenating 
her senses. She felt ready for the job.  

 



Simultaneously, approximately 10 miles out of the downtown, there 
was big house, the residence of Mr. Aleksei Romanoff. He is an oil 
baron, who settled here in New York after successfully building an 
empire of oil only next to the Arabs. He owned a whole soccer club in 
England, there was money pouring from there too. But he was still 
alone getting into relationships for at maximum a night. Today 
however he just wanted to get drunk and high, he didn’t want to waste 
his precious seeds today.  

He took a sip from his chateau d’Yqeum from a premium vineyard of 
Francois for a whopping $117,000 in a private auction. It was a drink 
made in 1811, and he beat the previous record of $110,000. He was 
having a quite dinner as usual with a chicken breast semi roasted with 
garlic just like home. He took quite the biteful, when he felt all funny. 
He was unable to breath nor eat but he had cramps like a grand 
hunger. He got the sudden urge to use the toilet but couldn’t get up as 
his legs were frozen to the ground. He picked up the phone from the 
nearby study and tried to dial 911. But a voice talked “Hello, Mr. 
Romanoff. Today is the day you understand the way insects feel when 
you simply kill them when you think they are pests. Or the actual 
reason you are dying, the people you thought were pests when it was 
nothing but a business transaction to you. Happy journey to the hell 
hole you are supposed to rot in.” The line went off so did the vision 
out of Aleksei.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 10 

A dark figure then appeared out of the balcony view of the dinner 
table, and then deposited something on the ground right next to 
Aleksei’s body. He then took a spray pain can and wrote something 
on the wall. Then he placed a dead roach on his body and crossed his 
chest and chanted “may your soul travel to only hell where this roach 
will have a better life than you.” The figure then vanished but broke a 
vase along the way alerting the people inside and outside allowing 
him to escape freely, while they discover the body and get horrified.  

Jen was running along a field while a Tibetan mastiff was chasing her. 
It had a hide of fiery red, like a rising sun over a background of black 
making it look even horrific. But suddenly she had a gun, a shotgun in 
particular appearing out of nowhere. She tried shooting it, but the 
bullets hit the dog but with no effect on it whatsoever. Then she 
stopped and pulled out a shrug it was a blank. Her luck worked like a 
charm again. Then it came too close, she had to subdue, but suddenly 
again a winged creature came pulled her just in time to save her. She 
was saying “thank you. Thank you, oh great bird for saving me.” She 
then heard a voice, “What bird?  Just get up. Did you sleep here 
again?” but jen continued mumbling things, and then the claws 
snapped her shoulder and shook up with a jerk.  

There was O’Hara trying as much as he can to control the laugh he 
was getting. The captain was there trying to wake Jen from her sleep, 
but she was saying something about a bird, it was priceless. “Now you 
get up from here or I am suspending you for a week.” The word 
‘suspend’ got Jen’s attention and she understood what was happening 
there. She quickly got up throwing papers from her thigh to the 
ground.  She mumbled an apology and took everything from the 
ground. “This is your final warning. Don’t you dare sleep in my 
precinct again, that is off limits for detectives like you.”   

 

 



“Yes sir. I understand. I am sorry again. It won’t happen.”  

“You better be careful about that. O’Hara! Explain the new situation 
to her, and don’t let her have coffee. You are the only person in the 
face of earth to sleep after drinking that much coffee.” It took Jen a 
whole 15 minutes to come to normal stage, by which O’Hara was 
ready with a whole bunch of lines ready to attack and laugh at.  

“If you try to make some dumb jokes and try to laugh at it yourself, 
do remember that I have a gun here and I can shoot it your feet and 
say I was sleep deprived and still get away with it” scowled jen.  

“I was not gonna do all that who told you all this? Patrick did you?” 
and he gave a scary look at Patrick over on the other side of the table.  

“Just tell what the situation is and leave I wanna go home and sleep.”  

“Well you can’t sleep for long as there is a second murder and the 
steps seem to be the same.”  

“Oh gods please don’t say there is a serial killer on the loose. I can’t 
sleep till I catch him.”  

“I wasn’t gonna use it that way but since you insist ‘there is a serial 
killer on the loose for rich people’”. 

 Jen did not react much; though she was worried about the serial 
killing rather the M.O killing did not affect her. O’Hara was surprised 
by this fact. He was worried as soon as he heard about the news. He 
hasn’t told the whole details yet but he wanted to see the reactions on 
Jen’s face so he stopped there. “How did you find out the killing was 
by the same person?”  

 

 

 



“Well by the note left on the wall of the victim’s house. Also a dead 
roach on the body of Mr. Romanoff. But how are you not freaking out 
over this? There is another body with same kind of killing and who 
knows there may more coming. Shouldn’t we be doubling up our 
process? Why are you not worried?” asked a dejected O’Hara.  

“To answer your question honestly, I did expect another murder but 
not this soon. The last one though was a good clean kill; it had some 
evidences of some experiment. The killer was trying his new method 
on Mr. Curtis, though he too was intended for killing. Now that we 
have a second murder, finding the connection between the two will 
give us a motive or even better person having a beef with both of 
them. I want to get some sleep to analyse the scene properly. Meet me 
at the residence of Aleksei at 1 in the afternoon sharp. Ok?”  

“Ya sure. Also Mrs. Curtis was sorry that she couldn’t make it for the 
interrogation yesterday. She said she can be here anytime today as 
you wish.”  

“Ok ask her to come by 4 in the evening. Also, I need the Personal 
assistant of Aleksei on the crime scene. No time for interrogation 
rooms now. We need to move fast because the killer is.” 

O’Hara was very much amazed by the fact that Jen was not affected 
by all this like a normal person. Though she has emotions and shows 
them regularly, her dedication to the job prevents her from showing it 
too much. A lot of emotion can hinder a person’s thinking; he starts 
thinking with his heart and not his mind. This makes us take wrong or 
‘illogical’ decisions according to Jen. O’Hara’s respect for Jen has 
gone up a notch. Though he has made fun of her, undermined her, Jen 
always surprises him. He always looked up to her as a superior 
officer, only next to the captain. 

  

 

 



He remembered the Manhattan murders, jen should have been 
honoured with a golden star by the president or something, but the 
damning FBI profiler took all the credit. But the honourable and 
generous Jen still appreciated as if the profiler did do everything. Jen 
even went to the function where the profiler was honoured with a star 
from the FBI people. The case was solved not by the profiling by the 
FBI person but by the logical and proper thinking of Jen. The profiler 
was looking for a psychopath, but Jen was confident in her own way 
that the killer was not a serial killer but a planned murderer who was 
making it fun for the police by dunking the bodies of the victims in 
formaldehyde thinking the people are some weird specimens. But Jen 
saw right through this. She found a pattern in the killings and of 
course by the bad luck of the killer he left some blood during the 
struggle with one of the victims. Jen was the only one who had eyes 
to see it, even the FBI couldn’t. “Damn she’s good” he thought. 

Jen on the other hand was worried but didn’t wanna show it front of 
the others. She was supposed to be the one strong person here, even if 
she gets worried no one will do their job properly. The ride back to 
home was a swift one than usual as jen was not interested in going 
home but in the case. All she could be thinking of is the killer. Then 
she remembered the Manhattan murders. Her first victory in catching 
a serial killer though she never received the credit, everyone knows it 
was her in the precinct. When she found the blood sample near the 
vic’s floor, her hunch started going to 100%. She took a sample and 
gave it to Miranda for analysis and the result which came out was 
alarming. It was a cop’s. It was sergeant McClenaghan’s blood. It was 
terrifying at first to apprehend one of their own but making a trip to 
his house while he was on duty gave a whole new twist to a serial 
killer or let alone a human being. Serial killers do have a habit of 
taking souvenirs from their victims, but McClenaghan was quite 
different in this context. He did keep gifts from the victims but 
unfortunately for him it was easily traceable. He had kept the wisdom 
tooth from all his victims, all of the 9 victim’s tooth in the order of 
their killing. Upon further investigation, it was found that he also 
written their name on it rather sculpted on it, like doing on a rice 
grain.  



After apprehending him, he accepted the murders and even was proud 
about it. His vision was to kill all the people who had not much 
wisdom in their lives and he was happy reducing it by killing nine 
“Dumb” people from the face of the earth. It was publicised, but the 
FBI profiler took some notes made it her own and did some 
accusation that she predicted all these earlier. She got some medals 
for it. I on the other hand, was satisfied that a lunatic has gone down. 
Though this case no name for it yet has made the solving part pretty 
difficult looks like the murderer is quite accomplished in the art of 
killing that too silently.  

All this thinking made her even tired and she fell asleep right on the 
couch, because walking ten more steps to the bed was difficult. The 
killer did not even leave her in her dreams, his time a scarecrow with 
dead cockroaches all over his body was running ahead of her. She was 
chasing him, but he was too fast for her. He had already killed two 
more scarecrows which tried to come in his way. She was suddenly 
slowing down, looking down she was in a pool of wet sand, and it was 
taking her down by the second. He was hacking both his victims, 
through the gut and he was pouring some liquid onto their bodies. 
Few insects and centipedes came out of the body and dies right next 
to their lifeless hosts. The scarecrow on the other hand was laughing 
at all these and was reprising his breaths for something pivotal. He 
turned around to the direction of Jen; he moved slowly dragging a 
huge centipede for leg slowly but carefully. He then came close to 
Jen. His breath smelled of insecticides or pesticides or something that 
kills insects. He then took his knife and cut slowly through the outer 
layer of Jen’s neck. It started bleeding he took a drop of the blood into 
the phial which had the liquid. It mixed totally giving a clear magenta 
solution. Taking his knife even farther he put a hole right through 
Jen’s neck. Right at this moment, Jen shook out of her bed dripping 
on sweat. She took a look around the bed nothing was out of ordinary. 
It was the mess it always used to be. No straws or wired hats or 
striped shirts. “Damn, I’ve watched too many horror movies. Curse 
you nightmare at Elm Street.”  She then got up and went for a shower. 
Getting ready for the precinct she got a call from O’Hara  



“It’s 3/4th past 12. Hope you know you have to get to the other side of 
the city for getting to Mr.Aleksei’s residence. If you’re still at home 
get ready fast and start ASAP.”  

“Damn I almost forgot and would have gotten the tube to the precinct; 
you have called me just in time Hara. Thanks.”  

“I knew it. O’Hara saves the day again. The H Man strikes again.”  

“Bloody nerd.” Jerked Jen and she got up to leave to another 
billionaire’s house. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 11 

As soon the taxi crossed the threshold of the city’s limits, the houses 
began to grow lesser in number but bigger in size. Mr. Aleksei’s 
residence is one of the biggest houses in the state. He even has his 
own horse ranch inside his house, so imagining the size of his house 
gets easier. Also being an oil baron this kind of luxury is usual stuff 
for him. The gate was a heavily armoured with a board on the right 
side of the wall that read “это частная собственность. нарушение 
будет взиматься тяжело. Это свойство принадлежит г-н Алексей 
Романов.” The translation was written under it “This is a private 
property. Trespassing will be levied heavily. This property belongs to 
Mr. Aleksei Romanoff.” Jen was interested in the Russian. Finding 
proud Russians is one the easiest in the world but being in a country 
that despises Russia, Aleksei is a strong hearted to write warnings in 
Russian first and then in English. The Russians are weird people but 
in a good way. She then noticed that the wall all along it’s huge length 
was barb wired and from the looks of a bird mangled it was 
electrified. She took a note of it in the small book of Notes. If the barb 
does work then the killer should have switched the electricity to the 
system which means he either must have an insider here or must have 
thought this through and learnt how to do. Either way finding the 
culprit has gotten tougher, if its even possible.  

O’Hara was the curb waiting for me like a waiter in hotel room, but 
he never does this, which means he has found something or he is 
nervous about something. As I got down the taxi I saw the house to be 
three floors above. Hoping the murder to be in the ground or first 
floor itself , she started walking towards hara.  

“What happened? Why aren’t you inside??”  

“I was inside but the image made me disturbing so I came out.”  

 

 



“You have seen many gruesome murders better than this. I saw the 
picture while in the taxi from the database” she skimmed through her 
Smartphone and found the picture of the victim in a literal bloody 
background. 

 “That’s the problem the captain asked us to upload only part of the 
photo in order to save you.”  

“Save me? What are you blabbering?” “Come inside and take a look.”  

O’Hara immediately turned around and in a robotic fashion he slowly 
glided through the steps into the first floor. Jen followed him but saw 
that he was going up by another floor. The dream had made her pull 
her leg in her sleep and caused a small muscled cramp making her 
difficult to take the steps. Taking it one at time with both her legs, 
somehow she managed to get to the second floor. There she saw the 
body on the floor, with Miranda taking blood samples from the 
ground and other samples from around the body.  

“Miranda, you never told she was here.” She directed towards 
O’Hara.  

“Ya she came in around an hour ago. I told her the details she was 
gracious enough to be present as soon as possible.”  

“What is happening here? What is the matter” she then turned her 
attention to the wall which was covered by a cloth.  

“What is that over there? Why is it covered?” O’hara took a deep 
breath and pulled the cloth down. At first Jen was not able to make 
out anything but after a minute she understood.  

 

 

 



The wall read 

“A LILIVAN KILLS, 

AN OHER KILLS, 

LILIVAN IS PUSHED TO DEATH, 

OHER IS SUSTAINED BY LIFE TO HELP HIM TAKE MORE LIVES, 

TIMES OF FAIRNESS LIVES IN THE DEPTH OF HEART OF FEW, 

BUT ALSO MONSTERS OF MONEY LIKE HIM UNDER, 

WHAT CAN YOU DO? POOR OHER 

WE RISE ABOVE HATE TO CREATE CHAOS IN YOUR ORDERLY 
WORLD.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter -12 

Jen was spooky eyed when she read her name on it. She didn’t know 
what to do, her leg was killing her, she simply let go and fell on the 
ground. Hara and Miranda came running and helped jen into a chair 
beside the table. Jen was perspiring a lot; the stress was getting onto 
her.  

“Hara she is sweating a lot, hope its not a heart attack. If it is so then 
you have to find a transportation at the moment’s ready” shouted 
Miranda.  

“My car is right downstairs, no problem about that. Now, Jen just 
relax and take deep breaths. We all know you were in the precinct the 
whole night yesterday. So there’s no way this is connected to you that 
way.” Jen got furious.  

“Is this... why... you people thought I will get worried?... Me a... 
murderer?  Seriously, ... even.. you Miranda?...” she started breathing 
furiously but the rhythm started to get in to normal method.  

“what is captain thinking that I am the one killing all these rich 
bastards?  Why the fuck would I wanna do that? Also writing all 
these, never I would kill him leaving no traces even if I were to do 
one killing.” Her breathing normalised while she finished this 
sentence.  

“I was just telling all that to take your mind of this..” and Hara shoed 
his finger towards the wall. “see you are normal now aren’t you?”  

“kudos brother, how the hell did you know that?” smiled Miranda  

“She always works better under pressure or stressful conditions and 
her health too works upon her mind’s hold over it. So I took a gamble 
and it did pay off.” He then took of his imaginary hat off his head in a 
salutatory manner.  

 



Jen was feeling well indeed now, she started then “tell me what all 
have you found here yet? Any change in the M.O?” as she walked and 
went near the face of Mr. Aleksei. She had a sudden flash of her 
dream and flinched, luckily no one saw. “There is no change in the 
steps along the murder except the food and the drink. This time 
however there was a dead roach on the body of Mr. Aleksei. Looks 
like the killer did put the roach on both the crime scenes. But the 
roach from the first scene has still not been produced. What happened 
to the file of cops I gave? Find anything interesting there?”  

“Actually I did. I was preoccupied with sleep that I didn’t tell you 
before leaving the precinct. I was not able to find the person to whom 
I gave the dead roach. He was not on the list nor on the photos you 
gave. Was the list complete or did you miss someone?”  

“Hell no the list was complete. I can’t take your wrath later, so I did a 
fine job on it.”  

“What about the body any other marks or sample left by the killer? 
What about Mr. Aleksei’s personal assistant? I asked him to be here 
right?”  

“No other marks or lesions but..” he took a pause to take the fingers of 
Mr. Aleksei into consideration of vision,  

“look at his fingers this time.” Jen too took his fingers and saw that 
there was a small piece of flesh in it and the fingers were blue in 
colour.  

“This is a marvellous find. Then this could give us the killer directly 
no need even for interrogation.” 

 “Not so fast kitty, high end profilers like Mr. Aleksei here have the 
privilege of fornicating regularly according to his personal assistant, 
victim here has been a regular client for the “red hearted devils” in the 
recent past. And whenever he files his nails there will always be bits 
of flesh from his recipient from the previous day. So this could be one 



of them, we will know only after the analysis by our beloved friend 
over there.” He pointed towards Miranda over there.  

“That’s right your case is in my hands now you all.” Miranda then 
walked over to this side of the table and started explaining her notes 
she had taken till now. 

“The victim has been given the same chemicals used in the previous 
murder. But from the lesions on the skin here..” she showed near the 
neck part where there was quite few lines of rashes and mounts along 
the curved path of his neck “I can say that the killer has gotten more 
confident with his miracle. He has increased the dose to significant 
amounts of killing a nest of insects. That is what these lesions and the 
blue colour of the finger nails suggest. But as far as the details of hara 
here I can’t comment right now or even later as you know his bladder 
and renal areas will be completely affected and even bloated to tell the 
truth. You guys are lucky to see only his head.” Jen though didn’t feel 
disgusted but did feel the urge to vomit but that could also be the 
nausea created earlier.  

But Hara was the one who gave the worst impersonation of a vomit. 
“Even I feel a little disgusted. How are you doing there?”  

“I am fine. What about the roach? How is it in all this?”  

“Ma girl, this roach was submerged in this liquid and then put here. 
Look at it’s wings its completely burned. This means he has added 
something like an acid to make things worse than this. You have to 
catch him before his next strike.”  

“Amen to that! But we need to find the connection between the two 
victims. Hara get me the backgrounds on these two gentlemen who 
have died, also the P.A. go on skooch.”  

 

“Aye aye captain.” Right around this time there was a small red light 
beep in the coat of Mr. Aleksei which was invisible to all the people 



out there. He was listening to everything intently while planning for 
his next move. 

Then jen turned towards Miranda as soon as she made sure hara was 
not earshot of them. “I am having nightmares about this killer. Today 
I had a dream like he was killing me and pouring that chemical over 
me. Give me something to sleep without such dreams. This dream is 
the reason I have developed a spasm in my leg.”  

“What do you mean nightmares? Like it is happening to you and 
you’re watching it from outside or like just a normal person seeing 
things happening to you?”  

“Does it matter? Just give me something for dreamless sleeps.”  

“I cannot just give away something all right? Dreams are gateway or 
portal for people’s feeling to move on. The stress of the back to back 
cases has gotten to your sub-conscious. You have to take a break or 
reduce your stress. Simple methods: do some yoga or meditation. 
Don’t go for meds for such small things. It will kill you sooner.”  

“The dreams are killing me already. And I don’t have the patience to 
do some goddamn yoga.”  

“If you believe and want to help yourself you will have time. This is 
your problem you always put the case or this job in front of even your 
own life. Sit back and take rest for some days. You’re not the only 
good detective in this glorious NYPD.”  

“You do know that this talk you just gave will only motivate me 
towards working this case harder and not the other way round” told a 
furious Jen. 

“I know that’s why I told so. You will finish your work faster and we 
can have the bed in breakfast in the Ivy terrace which you always 
wanted to try.”  

 



“Sure Miranda but there’s a case to be solved. And you have a full 
body and an insect to peel off and have fun.”  

“Run before I peel you off, you hoe.” Jen smiled and left the place. 
This is why she liked Miranda somehow she always manages to make 
her laugh. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 13 

Making again one step at a time like a child learning to walk, Jen 
made her way to the bottom of the stairs. She felt this was the ultimate 
achievement of her this day. But a voice was calling her from the third 
floor. “Oi Jen, why did you go down? Mr. Anderson is here on the top 
floor. Our appointment is here come up.”  

“I can’t I have something to ask Mr. Anderson here about this get him 
down here.” Already Miranda was worried she didn’t want hara too to 
worry. It took them about 5 minutes to reach the bottom stairs. But 
they were coming through a set of doors from the other side of the 
floor.  

“The stairs is here, how did you come through there?” quizzed Jen. 
“This is the abode of a proud Russian Oil Baron, you think he won’t 
have an elevator through the building’s tall rise?” asked a gentle yet 
assuring voice of Mr. Anderson.  

“I never thought about that. I didn’t mean to deface this structure or 
anything Mr. Anderson.”  

“I know you mean well. Also, please feel free to call me Paul. I hate 
being addressed like an old man or let alone a king. There is only on 
king here and even he is not alive now.” Then Paul took out a linen or 
silk hand kerchief and relieved his nose and eyes from their respective 
secretions.  

“I am sorry to disturb in such troubled times but it is our 
responsibility to catch the person responsible for this. Only then will 
his soul will get the justice it deserves.”  

“How proudly put. Mr. Aleksei would have liked you my dear girl, he 
always liked strong confident and proud women like you. Though in 
his later years, he got into some wrong notions about them due to 
some wrong interventions by his so called friends.” Jen took a mental 
note that the behaviour of the victim was very recent.  



“Can you be more specific Paul? Like who were these friends and 
what were they doing to Mr. Aleksei?”  

“I can give more than that I can give evidence for the things those 
people were doing to Mr. Aleksei.”  

“What do you mean? Do look up Ms. Jennifer you can see that the 
whole building is covered by cameras all around. Mr. Aleksei though 
was not very protective of his own life; he was really protective of his 
stable. His favourite which he called “золотой жеребец” he muttered 
something that heard like Russian but Jen was not clear with it. 

 “Your intuitions are right Ms. Jennifer it is Russian that I just spoke 
and it means ‘Golden stallion’. So now you can understand how proud 
he was about his horses and golden stallion was his most prized 
possession. He did not want to lose it or get it affected in any way, so 
it had all the possible high end costly care any horse in the world can 
have. Also Mr. Aleksei personally took care of it whenever he was 
available to do so. He will ride it at least once every day and make 
sure it was all right. It was the son or daughter he never had.” Jen felt 
heart warming but in no way it was related to the case, she wanted 
answers and not stores even if it was this good.  

But Paul understood it “Ah ya I was telling about the all seeing eye 
above us. It is also there in his private bar, his bedroom and his study. 
These are all the places that Mr. Aleksei regularly uses in this vast 
building. Not only that, these are the rooms anyone in the house uses, 
including the butler, the cook and the nannies. There are two nannies 
in here the details of all of their employment, their addresses are given 
here. Even mine is given there no need to worry.” He added after Jen 
opened her mouth to ask something.  

 

 

 



“No sir that was not the meaning of my look. I wanted to ask this, did 
you have problem with pests?”  

“Ms. Jennifer being in this large house pests are prevalent but we 
regularly remove them by using various professionals across the 
country. Even last week there was one from Schwendel services, who 
came up with some special chemicals to remove roaches from the 
house.”  

“Roaches specifically? That’s interesting because, pest companies 
never come for the pests one by one. They go for the pests entirely 
don’t they sir?”  

“That is right Ms. Jennifer no doubt about that but there are agencies 
which work on the principle of eradicating a particular type of pest. In 
this case cockroaches.” 

“That is right. Cockroaches are fascinating creatures aren’t they? 
They can live right through a nuclear desert whereas us, we will be 
either dead burned to the core of the bones or get cancer and die an 
even painful death. The reason behind this is that cockroaches divide 
their cells only once a week which makes their metabolism slow 
enough for the new cells to get radiated way later than humans or any 
other creature on the earth. I am also like that; I will take my revenge 
on those responsible for the crude injustice. I will endure all the pain 
and will even live through a headless life for months to extract it. 
They will pay for what they have done, I will make them pay” thought 
the dark figure though he is posed as a police officer again to check if 
he had missed any crucial evidence yesterday night. He was also 
present in the scene of Mr. Curtis and came face to face with his 
favourite detective, Ms Jennifer Oher. Lucky for him, she took the 
vital piece of information which could have led to the capture of his 
master. Luckily he got the fingerprint ridden test specimen from the 
hands of an angel. “I will get you bow before me and then I will take 
your life too. You are too precious to live here on earth you must live 
on heaven among other angels and precious souls like that of his 
loved one.” He then went a whole building search of all where he 



went the previous night. He can roam around undetected as he is in a 
different head piece today and even the angel cannot find him today. 
There will come a day when I will shoe myself to her and she will be 
amazed.  

“I do agree upon that Paul can you provide us with the details of the 
company and the person who contacted am sure you had a log of it 
somewhere. I need a copy of those cameras for the day of the 
extermination and of yesterday night.”  

“All that can be arranged Ms. Jennifer except one. The footage of 
yesterday, it was supposed to be present in the system but somehow 
by some ‘unknown’ entity while of yesterday’s footage is missing.”  

“I feared this would happen again.”  

“Again Ms. Jennifer?”  

“Yes the same happened with the video footage of Mr. Curtis 
residence too. The whole day’s camera footage had gone missing 
magically.”  

“Yes I heard Mr. Curtis’s death, but he deserved everything that 
happened to him.”  

“Why do you say so Paul?”  

“The friends of Mr. Aleksei who changed him also involve Mr. 
Curtis, him being the brain behind the whole operation.”  

“And what would that operation be?”  

“To overthrow the power of Mr. Aleksei and they all wanted part of 
it. Of course, Mr. Aleksei himself did not get all this wealth by the 
most legal or ethical manner but he grew the system in the most 
ethical way. It was his decent working method that brought him to the 
level his empire is reining. But every king has his fall and Mr. Aleksei 



was the company of his friends. It was through these friends did he 
get killed.”  

“Are you accusing the team of friends to have planned and murdered 
Mr. Aleksei?” “No of course not, but together they did some business 
that has involved my master also and has led to his death as 
something could have gone wrong.”  

“Do you have any footage of their meeting?”  

“Unfortunately, no Ms. Jennifer as master was very secretive about 
these meetings. But I do know the people who used to come for the 
meetings that can give you some clue if you find the connection 
between all of those whore mongers along with Mr. Aleksei.”  

“Did you serve the service or the war Paul?”  

“Yes indeed Ms. Jennifer. Why do you ask so?”  

“The stunning sped of your thinking makes it look so.”  

“Thank you for your kind words Ms. Jennifer but I want this killer 
found rather than getting some pats on the backs meself.” 

 “Of course Paul. We are New York’s finest; we will do our best to 
catch the prick as soon as possible.”  

“Thank you Ms. Jennifer, if you will excuse me I have a huge 
obituary to prepare and the house for the funeral even bigger. There is 
going to be a group of pissed of Russian mongrels by this time in the 
next three days. Need anything else, Ms. Jennifer?”  

“Of course no Paul, thank you for your kind words and information, a 
whole lot of them actually. We will contact you if you are needed.” 
Paul then literally took his top hat off and gave an English salute to a 
fine gentle lady in front of him.  

 



O’Hara was silent this whole time; he was taking in all the points like 
a recorder into his small notepad. “So what now Jen?  Call all the 
bigshot industrialists from the list of Paul and warn them of their 
possible death?”  

“Looks like so and we have to interrogate each one of them. It is 
going to be a long week” sighed jen. Right around this time, the body 
was removed and taken from the scene into a black bag ad taken to 
the M.E department for autopsy. Though she already knew the report, 
still rules are rules. She waved bye to Miranda and followed the 
speeding ambulance into the street. She had decided to take the bus 
back to the precinct. The bus is the best place to think and the distance 
will give her enough time to digest all the new information and how 
to fit the new pieces into the puzzle. Though the pieces of the puzzle 
which were somewhat closer earlier has gone inexplicably far way 
from each other. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 14 

While Jen was looking into the glass of the bus while thinking about 
the case, the phone began to ring. “Hey, where are you? You left the 
scene yet? I wanted to take you to the precinct. Mrs. Curtis has been 
waiting there for almost half hour. She is getting grumpier by the 
minute. You better not be at home already.”  

“I almost forgot, no I am on my way to the precinct only. I’ll meet her 
there, I almost there already.”  

“You better be.” And the phone went off. Jen was going through the 
points collected till now.  

Both the Victims were killed using an insecticide, the amount of the 
chemical is on the rise, both cases had roaches as an example or a gift 
left by the killer. The electricity to only the cameras have been cut off 
in the first case, but in the second case the whole perimeter of the 
outer wall and the cameras have been dealt with perfectly. The killer 
is ready for all the challenges; the only better challenge now for him 
has to be some national bank or the FBI database. Lucky for us till 
now the FBI are not involved. The last time they interfered, they only 
made the case harder to solve. Back to the case, now, we have no 
other clue regarding the killer. The list to be provided by Paul may be 
of help but even that is not sure. What if the killer is a psychotic one 
and just randomly killing rich people with no other probable reason 
and making it look like a revenge case, allowing them to escape right 
under our nose while we are on the other direction.  

“Master, it’s been done. Aleksei is too gone from this world and not 
with the pride he’s always proud of. Also master, just like you 
instructed any clues routing to us or particularly you have been 
removed” said the dark figure. In front of him was a person in his late 
thirties with a receding hair line.  

 



“Well done, Natalie. The police out there will be looking out for a 
man who has priors or with a psychological problem but they don’t 
know that the person responsible is a simple insurance agent and a 
high school teacher taking some good old fashion revenge.” He came 
forward into the light and then he became recognisable it was Andy 
Lilivan, who the police are thinking as just an insurance agent.  

“I did not expect anyone to suspect him, but that Oher was a golden 
nut in the case. She was sharp enough to spot me even in the 
commotion and in the interrogation she asked all the right questions, 
but I was ready for anything to flow over me. Right then when I 
thought if she will get the roach and stop us right there, you were 
lucky enough to get the sample yourself. Somehow the lord is with us, 
even he knows how important our work is and not some revenge gone 
wrong or a rogue mission.”  

“You’re right master. I am more than happy to help you in this, I was 
helpless when all that happened, you were the reason I was able to 
move on and now even have my anger redeemed.”  

“Our meeting with the sergeant was not of total waste after all. He 
gave us all that we needed to know about the NYPD’s finest, Ms. 
Jennifer Oher.” He then moved towards a temporary wall next to the 
lab table, and touched her photo and then everything visible in sight 
was nothing but paper cuttings and even a psychological profile given 
by the FBI profiler, during the Manhattan Murders. Once the plans to 
kill all the five of them happened, lilivan wanted to make sure who all 
would be the candidates who would be ready to take the case of their 
killings. The top vote was for Jen of course, so he wanted to know 
everything about her in case of an emergency he needed some weight 
to be levied. The best bets for whom she will move faster than 
predicted and make a mistake so that she can be taken down. Who all 
will she work with; separate pictures of Miranda her boyfriend, 
O’Hara and his wife were present on the wall. The person who tops 
this list is of course was her father, but to get him into the picture 
would be tough as he was all the way over at chesterfield, St. Louis. 



The safe bet was Miranda, her best friend. If everything goes wrong 
then the wife of O’Hara.  

“Now why don’t we give some time for the police to do their sniffing 
and then do our next killing? Next one is going to be a better one than 
these two, if everything happens according to plan then we can kill 
two rats with a single piece of poison” he then gave a weak smile, 
that’s all he always does. Nobody has seen him laugh out loud; if he 
smiles then he is happy as he can be.  

“Definitely, master. Your word is my action.” “How many times have 
I told you to not call me master like an elf or something? I am your 
friend and your guide to greatness.”  

“Anything you say sir. For now can I take my leave Sir?” “Sure, but 
get ready when I say it’s time.” Natalie nodded and pulled out the face 
mask while she turned around.  

Such a beautiful face it was now it has been massacred with all the 
violence around her. Her eyes are red as an evening sun and the spirit 
inside is almost black and completely in control of me. Even I don’t 
like doing this to her, but I wanted them to understand what it means 
for breaking a promise. A promise not only took lives but a whole 
livelihood along with it. But they lived happy as ever even after 
everything happened. But it took us a whole decade to pull ourselves 
out of it and get back to normal lives. But normal lives are for the 
birds we are predators and we will get the hunt we want.  

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 15 

As soon as jen got out of the bus in the stop that’s right next to the 
door of the precinct, she saw a limo parked right in front it. She 
understood that Mrs. Curtis is here and it is about time jen get inside 
and finish it fast. Mrs. Curtis was sitting in the waiting area but she 
was alone. She went in to her table and O’Hara turned around.  

“I thought you were there in the crime scene still.”  

“Nope, I came about 5 minutes ago and I have to say she is such a 
bitch. She came in to the waiting room and told, if I have to wait here 
these ‘insolents’ have to leave the room if possible the building. You 
better finish her fast and let her leave the captain is pissed off 
already.”  

“Let me just get a cup of coffee, get her to the interrogation room. 
Where is her file?” Hara pointed his finger to her table on the top left 
corner. There was a red file tagged Mrs. Regina Curtis, was there on 
the table she had just read that last night so she was quite what as 
there inside it and what was the questions that she is about to ask 
Regina. She didn’t want this to go too far as everyone knows rich 
people always lawyer up when they can’t handle the tough or the 
good questions. She could have lawyered up already that’s the risk jen 
has to take under these circumstances. 

She took a sip of her black coffee as usual; this gave her the boost she 
needed on such a chaotic day. This also clears her mind for the 
interrogation. She took every step in a wayward manner, confident 
wanting to break the spirit of someone who did something wrong. Just 
as she entered, she saw that there was someone with Mrs. Curtis. It 
was a neatly suited guy with a formal plaited hair around in his 50’s 
just around the age of Regina; it has to be the lawyer of her.  

 

 



“Good morning Mrs. Curtis. As we have already been introduced to 
each other I think we can get into business and not waste any more of 
your precious time deliberately.”  

“Yes of course, by the way this is my lawyer, Mr. Sawyer. He has 
been my attorney ever since college. Also please call me Regina. 
Without him calling me Mrs. Curtis makes it uncomfortable.” She had 
gone silent suddenly, looks like she is guilty of her youth.  

“Of course.” And Jen took a second before getting into the battlefield, 
with her knight next to her; it is going to be tough breaking her.  “Not 
to be too rude or anything, but since us cops can be, you have quite 
the record Regina. Need anything for me to know that’s not here in 
the file?” 

Regina gave a quirky smile but didn’t utter anything and turned to her 
lawyer, to whom she gave a nod and then he started talking. “I don’t 
think any of her prior records has anything to do with the murder...” 
he gave an unnerving look at Regina. “Sorry, the death of Mr. Curtis. 
It only involves some D&D and D.O.D, we all have had problems 
with drugs in our youth haven’t we detective?”  

“I never did drugs or even a cigarette myself for that matter, Mr. 
Sawyer.”  

“Well then good for you detective, but anyway that has nothing to do 
with the case here.”  

“Of course it does. Maybe not the drunk or the drugs but the 
possession and the assault on fellow classmates as it say here. Well 
look here, it says you were the one accompanying her in most of the 
cases. Just few rich kids getting spoilt more? Or else what happened?? 
Your old flame for each other started growing again and you killed 
Mr. Curtis so that you guys can get the money and each other?” 
Regina opened her mouth to say something to this, she understood the 
story only now but sawyer struck her down.  

 



“Detective we all are mature people here. Yes I was a classmate with 
Regina but that doesn’t mean we were involved in anyway. Also the 
way you tell, we both were outside the state on different matters on 
two different states during the said time of the murder.” He was a 
sharp man getting straight to the point of alibis.  

“You people do have a lot of money, hiring someone to do your dirty 
work would not have been a problem. Also, I have statements from 
both the butler and cook of Mr. Curtis that you and your husband 
were having problems with each other. And the long absences of 
yourself from the house could mean an affair. Mr. Curtis could have 
found it and well the rest need not be told.”  

“You need not answer that Regina. You have quite the story there 
detective. Why don’t you give up being a crappy detective you are 
and start writing novels for small children? But these days even they 
are smart so even they will laugh at your stories. Unless you have a 
suspect that says that Regina here dialled M for her husband’s murder, 
I think we can leave for now.” And sawyer stood up to leave, but 
Regina stayed in her place and winked at sawyer and he sat 
immediately. Though her attorney, Regina had quite the leash on 
sawyer. 

“Detective I am happy that you are working day and night to find the 
killer of my husband. But I can assure you one thing, either I had 
reasons to kill him or not I always loved my husband. Even when he 
went looking out for other women when I couldn’t comfort him, he 
always looked after me. When I relapsed two years ago, he was the 
reason I was able to get back to my life. He brought doctors home to 
help me, though for a millionaire like him that was an easy job he too 
stayed everyday with me to help me get through it. I will never in my 
right mind or my drug ridden mind will kill my husband or even think 
about it. About me having an affair, he could have cheated on me but 
I never did it. That’s why I went back to drugs, and then I took up 
various anthropological works around the world to help people like 
me. That is the reason why I was absent from my house for long time, 
even Curtis knew it. I have my own fortune from my parents that can 



help me get through two more lives, so that also cannot be a reason 
why I wanted to kill him. I spoke all this because you should 
understand what sort of a person Curtis was and I am. As soon as 
Curtis was killed, I thought it was a burglary gone wrong or 
something but the way he was killed; I thought some poor old soul 
made a mistake. But then Aleksei too got killed the same way, then it 
struck this has to have something to do with the Centreville, 
Pennsylvania. Even Curtis regretted that, but he was so young then he 
didn’t know the consequences. He just wanted the money.”  

“Can you tell more about it, also how did Aleksei get into all this?”  

“I don’t actually have lot of details on it, you are a cop you can get 
more details more easily. About Aleksei, well this was the thing they 
always talked about whenever they met. Not only him though, the 
group also had Mr. Romaine Alexandre, and Mr. Christoph 
Dagobert.”  

“Thank you very much for your assistance Regina. I promise you that 
we will get your husband’s murderer as soon as possible. This list that 
you have given us will definitely help us in that matter.”  

“Anything you want Detective. Can I leave now?” “Of course please 
don’t mind me staying here. I have to finish this report that’s why.” 
Right after that with the help of sawyer Regina got up and left the 
room.  

Then jen started her brain storming, “this has gone for nothing again. 
This has actually gone far long and to the dogs again. The butler’s list 
is the only thing that can confirm this. Was Regina true about her 
feelings, or did she have any ulterior motive. But everyone is saying 
the same about Curtis. He was a good man until his death just a small 
weakness for the ladies which he also passed on to Aleksei. What 
does this Centreville has anything to do with any of this?” right then 
came a knocking at the door. O’Hara showed his face through the 
creek of the door “Jen I know you love this place, but there are other 



suspects to be interrogated regarding other cases. You have to get 
out.”  

“Oh ya I will be out of here in a sec.” Jen then raged around the desk 
and took all the papers around there and moved it all to her own table. 
She again went to her place of thinking but this time the Captain 
called out her name.  

“Jen get in here.” She took a deep breath and went inside the cabin. 
“Jen it’s been two murders and a day and we don’t even have a 
suspect at least not on paper but on the mind. What is happening?”  

“Sir, the bodies are in custody and the chemicals verified. Regarding 
suspects, well the killer is a skilled one. He is almost equivalent to our 
CIA agents. He left no footprints, finger prints, hair samples or 
anything. The only clues we have till now is that a group of 
millionaires involved with each other in some way is getting one by 
one. So we have a pattern now, we also have names. We are awaiting 
another list from Mr. Curtis butler and Mr. Aleksei’s personal 
assistant. That should have come now so after the confirming we will 
send S.W.A.T team into their homes and some plains on to the street 
to monitor the situation and if we are lucky capture the bastard 
responsible.  Regina, Mrs. Curtis has given us a name of a town or 
city in Pennsylvania and said all these millionaires were responsible 
for something there. If it is a revenge story, things could get even 
riskier.”  

“Good looks like you have enough for now. Get the list ready fast and 
add some firepower to the possible targets. Now go on and start 
working.” Jen nodded and was leaving the cabin the captain called 
again.  

“Jen don’t just look at the suspect to be a male, it could be a female 
also. Even you are skilled to do the killings better than this.”  

 

 



“Of course sir.” Jen felt confident now, the confusions are clearer 
now. All she needs is the list, then things can get easier. But if the 
killer is just a psychotic then the list becomes just a hunch and can 
lead to another murder or worse multiple more. The captain always 
helped her, the Manhattan murders came more clearly to her mind. 
She moved to her table and opened her drawer. There stood a file 
named “The Manhattan Murders”. Whenever jen was down she this is 
her second resort, next to talking to her dad. As she read through the 
file everything came her to her mind as if it happened just hours ago. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 16 

I was just promoted as a detective back then. The badge was gleaming 
being new. I got a call in the morning at 7. It was the captain, “Jen 
where are you? Going to be late on the first day becoming a 
detective?”  

“No sir, I was supposed to be getting to the precinct at 8 in the 
morning.”  

“Well you are a detective now, get earlier in order to get the cases 
earlier. Got it? Now you have to meet me at the junction of 9th and 
33rd street next to the Penn station.”  

“Yes sir. I will be there in another 15 minutes.” And the phone was 
down. I lived in the Morris heights, West Bronx as it was only a 10 
minute ride to the precinct. The place captain is calling to be about the 
other end of New York City. It would take me at least half hour to 
reach even if I took a cab, so I just dressed as quick as I could and 
took the decision to take a cab as the metro would take me 45 minutes 
to reach. I got down the stair praying the captain to be patient just this 
once. It took me exactly 18 minutes to reach being so early in the 
morning. As soon as I got to the junction there were uniforms waiting 
by the building adjacent to the road. It looked like a residential 
apartment but not so old. So Jen took a calculative guess that this had 
to be the crime scene. She went in showing her new badge to the 
uniforms outside they gave space for the detective. She felt proud but 
there’s a case to be solved. 

 As soon as she entered the floor the voice of the captain was coming 
from the room. “Sir, good morning. I have arrived as soon as possible 
please excuse my lateness.”  

“Good Jen, I thought you lived in the Bronx how did you get here so 
fast? It should have been another 12 minutes before you reached 
here.”  



“I took a cab and I was lucky enough to be less traffic on the road.” 
“Good now on the case, go and take a look. O’Hara? Get here now.” 
A Caucasian male with sharp features came into sight.  

“Yes sir?” “This is detective Jennifer Oher. You must have known her 
from the empire fiasco.”  

“Of course sir. Hello it’s a pleasure to work with you.”  

“Now get her to the scene and fill up everything we know, she is 
going to be the one who is going to work on this case from now on.”  

“Hello Ms. Oher, as the captain introduce me, I am Frank O’Hara you 
can call me frank or Frankie or Hara your wish.”  

“I’ll take Hara, and you can call me Jen. Now for the case tell me 
about it.” 

 “Well did you hear about the case the media is calling the Manhattan 
murders.”  

“Of course, the killer is slashing the throat of random people and then 
taking the wisdom tooth of the people. If he can’t find the wisdom 
tooth he simply burns the body and let it rot. He chooses either victim 
in opposite sexes, but he never defiles them. So he is called a godly 
killer by the goddamn media.” O’Hara while leading them to a room 
this whole time, then turned towards a bathroom, Jen looked inside 
and found a woman’s body with her neck slashed and her mouth 
opened wider than normal.  

“Did he get his souvenir this time?”  

“Yes he did. Only one mistake in the profile you gave about the killer, 
he does not burn the body just like that; he removes the last tooth in 
the mouth and then burns them. That news was given by our captain 
in order to give him some room but it went sideways as always.”  

“Sounds fair enough, then what else do you know about the killer?”  



“That he is a male and Caucasian. It was said so by the neighbour of 
the last victim also whom he tried to kill but he stopped midway and 
left. Looks like he asks a simple question before opening their throat 
if they are not able to answer only then he kills. But he finds his 
victims about what they know and they do not and only then he asks 
the questions. So his morality is equivalent to zero.” Jen took notes of 
all the details Hara gave him.  

“Did anyone see him this time?”  

“Actually they had a camera in the hall below through which you 
came, but the killer was smart enough to use the side entrance here...”  
He showed a window and the emergency fire exit there “and then 
came in and...” he made a sign of killing someone by ripping their 
throat. Though he had a dramatic sense of telling everything, Hara 
was sensible in the work to be done. Jen and he hit it instantly.  

They went from just knowing to best friends in a matter of days. Hara 
would get the dirt on the suspects and Jen would interrogate them to 
say something important. They came close to the killer and were 
about to get the final stuff done but then came the FBI. Between the 
times they were interrogating suspects, the fifth victim had fallen and 
the FBI came in the name of ‘HELP’. 

There entered FBI special agent Angelina valentine, she was supposed 
to be a power house in profiling psychotic serial killers. She came into 
the precinct and asked for Jen into the interrogation room.  

“Yes, Detective Oher, I hope you are the detective working on the 
Manhattan murders? I would like you to know that I will be helping 
you in crossing out or pointing out the murderer or the suspects and 
then you can do the jobs of interrogation and apprehending them.”  

 

 

 



“Them? You think there is more than one killer out there?”  

“Of course, can’t you see the pattern? The killer had his 5th kill when 
you were investigating on the suspects so it has to be multiple people 
working trying to confuse us.”  

“There is also a possibility that the criminal could be someone near us 
and knowing our steps he is doing everything brilliantly. Moreover if 
there were multiple killers the count would have raised long back. But 
for a period of three months there have been only 5 killings, so I have 
a strong belief that it is a killer singular and not plural.”  

“A good story but how long have you been doing this cat and mouse 
job?”  

“About two years.”  

“I have been doing this for the past 12 years, I know what I say when 
I say it. So try to catch up.” And she left making Jen look like a dumb 
person. “Looks like she could be the next victim if she is so dumb” 
came in hara taking a list of the suspects in the latest victim. “I hope 
he does it faster if it is so.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 17 

But jen was working as usual thinking it is a single killer right around 
this time was that the sixth victim was taken. He has gone overdue by 
taking two victims in a single week. “He is getting desperate. He 
wants to finish the job and get it over with. He knows that we are 
closing on him day by day. Now come let’s go to the crime scene 
before the FBI agents get there and take out all their cool toys.”  

Both Hara and I got there as soon as possible but there was someone 
there already, I was worried that it would be the FBI. But there was a 
familiar face there, it was Miranda. She had been there at all the crime 
scenes but we never met because either she was late or I was late at 
the crime scene.  

I went in and called her “hey Miranda! I haven’t seen you since the 
training how you been?”  

“I am good and how are you girl? I heard from a small birdie that you 
have been promoted to a detective.”  

“Ya and it has been tedious ever since then. So what have you found 
here? No FBI yet I think.”  

“No not yet, but they could be here any time now.” Then she turned 
around to Hara “oh ya before I forget, O’Hara...” then she turned to 
Miranda “this is Miranda get to know each other, we have a lot to do. 
Hara why don’t you go and do the surroundings while I and Miranda 
find out if there’s anything of help.” Hara nodded and left.  

“so tell me now, looks like he left in a hurry.”  

“How do say girl?” queried Miranda. 

 

 



“Look he usually almost drains them of their blood and only then 
breaks their teeth but from the look here, he has not been drained 
completely.” 

 “Sharp eyes; also here see on his hands, there are marks of struggle 
which means that the killer did not do a good job here.”  

“So you mean like the FBI profiler says there are multiple killers out 
there?”  

“Hell no! Look here the weight of the killer gives a particular 
contusion near the mouth when he opens their mouth with the force. 
The breakage has been done by the same person but not fully.”  

“You mean he left in a hurry?”  

“Yes, see the neighbour had come in following the struggle which 
made quite the noise. I suspect the killer thought he was the cops and 
left in a hurry though he did take the tooth.”  

Jen didn’t say a word but got up and looked out the window. The fire 
escape was not struggled in anyway but there was something shining 
from the lights from the opposite building. She went through the 
window and took the stairs one at a time. She didn’t want to miss 
anything important.  

When she went to the bottom of the stairs, there was a vegetable 
peeler there with some blood stains on it. Jen took it and put it in an 
evidence bag. She then took the same stairs back up making sure she 
did not miss anything. The she came to Miranda and gave the sample. 
Miranda did not need any explanation she understood what it was and 
put it in her coat pocket immediately.  

 

 

 



The FBI were there if they had found out they would have taken it 
saying they will analyse it faster and better. Jen then called out for 
Hara and left the scene and went straight to precinct. There she 
explained everything to the captain so that if anything were to ‘erupt’ 
in the future he can vouch for her. He appreciated her and was waiting 
for the results eagerly like the rest of the group. It took Miranda 48 
hours to tell the results and to reconfirm it as the results were so 
shocking. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 18 

The results were out and were given out to the FBI too. Even they had 
some hesitation apprehending one of our own but it had to be done. 
Captain Neil himself came for it. The FBI did some good help this 
time. Rather than using the evidence which could have been told as 
framing up possibility, so we wanted to catch him in the act. They 
readied few spies and followed him 24x7 but he was silent for whole 
three days. Then he went for  patrol to a residential complex about 
two blocks away from the 4th victim. So we made a note that he finds 
his victims right around these 10 blocks every couple of them. So this 
time, he chose a widow in the fifth floor. The S.W.A.T team stormed 
right at the nick of time and took him into custody. Well the next 
events were well known to the world. The FBI profiler took notes 
from the interrogation room and said she predicted all these and got 
all the glory. I was just happy that I was able to catch the son of a 
bitch. 

He gave up all the details very soon after the interrogation. He has 
also killed three more victims but had their bodies holed up in a 
storage facility just outside his house. He did not say any reason for 
this but as usual Angelina made up her own reasons and went on to be 
lauded. O’Hara and Miranda wanted me to fight for the medal but I 
was never interested in them though I would have loved for the world 
to see who actually did all the work. But she was happy this way also, 
as she will be still allowed to work at NYPD and not called on to the 
FBI for doing a fine job with the case. The captain however agreed 
and appreciated my gesture and said I will be rewarded one day. I was 
happy that the captain was happy and I just moved on to the next case. 
O ‘Hara though was pestering for the next whole week. There was a 
tap on her table just as she was planning to doze off right on the table. 
It was O’Hara “we have the list from both the people what is your bet 
it says the same names?” 

 

 



Chapter 19 

Jen hurriedly woke up and took both the papers from O’Hara’s hand. 
She then kept all three lists side by side, the results were alarmingly 
similar. The list read as follows: 

 

“well we have the next two possible victims, looks like we have to 
make a trip to their houses right now before they leave us to a place 
where they cannot be saved.” Hara stood up and took his coat, “hope 
you are joining me in this ride?”  

“Ya just a sec let me get all these into the drawer, as she pushed the 
file into the drawer she thought herself “you always help! my friend!” 
She smiled for a crack and then left running to reach hara before he 
starts honking. 

Natalie was there by the evening itself waiting for the gentlemen to 
get to their appointment. She had come earlier to this house to finish 
her rounds of security and the timings of their round. This gentleman 
in particular had a very easy system compared to the others. He had 
just two people for security for his marginally large house and had no 
cameras or electronic items that hinder the work she wanted to do. 
She had a solid half hour before the appointment start but only 2 
minute time interval to add the chemicals so that the cook cannot be 
wrongly caught for murder. That was the original plan of master, to 
make use of the cooks who are brought from the eastern countries for 
low rates by these business men, but after seeing the cook from Curtis 



house I made my decision to add the chemical after the food is served 
but before the guests arrive to eat. At Curtis’s house it was easy, just 
get in remove the electronic hindrances, and then wait above the 
shades near the balcony and then enter undetected add the chemical in 
the food and water. 

But Aleksei’s house was a little complicated, he had the fence around 
the house with no weak link anywhere. He and his goddamn horses. It 
took a whole week to get a draft plan of the height and voltage at all 
the points of the house, also then the control board was at the helm of 
the security house. Somehow even that was possible after allowing 
them to sleep while I was working there. I had to add small doses of 
the same compound to get that effect. I also had to deliver their lunch 
which was drugged, the master never helped in any way for this; all 
he did was plan and let me do all the dirty and normal work.  

Then an unexpected turn happened, as I climbed into his dining hall 
on the day of his death sentence, there was a dog and it was not 
friendly. It started barking and made quite the ruckus. Luckily no one 
was near ear shot. It then started to come near me and started to bite. 
It almost made a dent right through my nylon dress; I made that dress 
ready in order to bypass all these problems. I had to add the 
compound in a donut that was there by the plate and then push it 
through the dog’s mouth. Pushing a dagger through its gut and killing 
it would have been easy but the blood would make obvious problems. 
I dragged it after it went down from the effects of the drug and then 
put it on the roof to rot. Till now there has not been any report about 
the smell or carcass of a dead dog on the roof of Aleksei. Luckily 
Aleksei was late for his dinner than usual; the god was with my side 
after all. I came down again and then added the compound and 
walked around the places I had been earlier and found a shred of dress 
pulled out by the dog. I took it and went again to the shades that were 
not seen by the guards. Aleksei tried to call 911, I had already 
anticipated this, as the master told it would take more time to act but 
kill him slowly making him realise the pain. I used a simple voice 
modulation software on the tap and talked like a male. Even if the 
police or the FBI were to tap they will hear only a male’s voice. There 



was no loophole anywhere. The plan worked perfectly, Aleksei was 
dead only two more remain then I can go back to being a simple 
school teacher. Here I am waiting for my victims to arrive. Then after 
about a minute, the guests arrived. Everything was easily audible from 
above here.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 20 

Christoph was waiting for the arrival of Romaine eagerly. Both their 
friends were killed under similar yet uncertain circumstances. It could 
either of them next according to the order, he was nervous anything 
he sees now looks like a death omen to him. Then after a delay of 
about 10 minutes, a SUV entered. It was completely bullet proof with 
four thugs inside accompanying Romaine. He was happy to have 
company under these conditions. Romaine got down from his SUV 
both the old friends hugged each other.  

“Let’s get inside before anyone snipe us out here” shrugged Christoph 
in a French accent. Though he came to the states right around the 
World War II time he always liked the way he talked.  

“Calm down Christoph I have all these men not just for hand to hand 
combat they see everything. They are from Germany, they take care 
of anything.” Romaine answered calmly.  

Then together both of them went inside the house while two followed 
and the other two waiting outside near the door. Both of them together 
were muttering something to each other while they were getting to the 
dining table as it was far away Natalie wasn’t able to hear anything. 
“It’s about time” she thought. Then both the men sat on opposite sides 
of the tables and took a sip of the drink ahead of them. That’s enough 
to set them down, even if they did not eat anything I can finish them 
off later.  

“What do you think about the murders of Curtis and Aleksei?” asked 
Christoph while he was taking a bite off the chicken he just took from 
the plate before him and then passed it to Romaine. 

 

 

 



 “Wait don’t just eat, from my report from the insides of the police, 
they were killed by the food they ate.” Christoph immediately ushered 
his whole mouthful outside.  

“You think this food could be poisoned?”  

“Of course, look around us we are the only two left in the list. The 
rest have died and we both are together. It’s the easiest way to kill 
both of us”  

“You are right how can we test it? I am hungry and there is nothing 
else left to eat.”  

“Stop worrying about your stomach and worry about your life. Let’s 
just eat this apple and finish our dinner today.” 

 “If you say so Romaine. Then what do you think about the murders?” 
as he casually took an apple and ate a part of it. “It has to be him, I 
told Curtis right there all those years ago to finish him off too in the 
fire. But Curtis wanted to leave the kid alone and look where he is 
now.”  

“You are right Romaine, but we can find the boy and make him 
understand that it was a misunderstanding that happened also an 
accident. When we found the ‘package’ it was his father that did not 
want to split and take everything. We should have done like Curtis 
told and given it to the authorities back then. The boy was there 
unnecessarily making us look like some criminals.”  

Natalie heard all this and was hell shocked. She could not move for 
quite some time also the men got silent. She wanted to know the truth 
before they both went unconscious or worse die. She made her steps 
carefully and went around checking where the thugs were, they were 
stationed outside the room. Romaine did not want anyone to hear all 
this, but she did. She then again walked to the balcony, and made her 
entry to the gentlemen out there. But they did not get surprised; they 
were actually looking forward to this meeting.  



“Which one of you have a silver tongue and tell me what is happening 
here? And tell me what happened in Centreville 21 years ago.” 
Natalie was using her device which modulates her voice like a guy.  

“Well Dallas we did expect you but not under these circumstances 
where you want to kill us” spoke Romaine first. Christoph was getting 
drowsy it looked like he won’t be much of a help.  

“I know what you are thinking I will be the card you want to use here, 
I will tell you everything but on one condition.”  

“Let me guess I should not kill you?”  

“No I deserve death like everyone you just killed but I just want a 
painless death, though we never intended your dad or anyone else to 
die. It just happened in an accident.”  

“Why don’t you explain everything in the order it happened and I will 
consider your deal while you explain everything.” Romaine took a 
deep breath he knows what is happening to him; he never thought it 
will be him giving Dallas the details.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 21 

“It was a fine summer morning on the year of 1982; you would have 
been about 17 if I remember right. Me, Christoph here, Aleksei, 
Curtis and your dad of course, were all present and we were all 
getting ready to get to the mines as you know we were miners back 
then. We were positioned in the mines which got upset by the fires 
first. We were given the duty of taking anthracite from the southern 
end, we went there and we were doing the work when your dad hit 
something strong. We all helped him to find out what it was. If it 
would have been a normal day, there would have been quite the 
number of people to make things worse. But it was just us and couple 
of others but they did not hear anything on the loud machinery 
running above or near them. All of us took the strong box and found 
that it was a chest from quite old days. I was the one who opened the 
Chest and saw that there was glittering gold inside it. Your dad got 
paranoia over seeing so much gold. Curtis caught him on a leash and 
proposed that we return it to the authorities outside. But your dad was 
very much holed up on taking the whole thing for himself we couldn’t 
blame him as it was a tough time for all of us. We then decided to 
split it into equal amounts when that horrible thing happened.” 

Natalie was hearing at everything intently, though she never knew the 
details exactly, master always told the story whenever he wanted to 
make a point regarding the missions. But it never had these parts in 
the story It always started where Romaine is about to talk now.  

“The ground began to shake beneath us everyone else started running 
but we could not just leave the gold there to melt to the ground. Me, 
Aleksei, and Christoph were all fugitives of the war and we needed 
the money to get a citizenship in this god forsaken land. Unfortunately 
the ground shook and broke at the part where you father was standing. 
The anthracite got into a fire and the reserves right under the town 
was on fire and venting up at random places collapsing whole houses 
in a matter of minutes. Even my family was gone from the looks of 
my house. Because of the problem...” he took a gasp of air the 



breathing got heavier. Though Natalie knew what was about to 
happen it looked like Romaine wanted to get everything off his chest.  

“Because of the problem Dallas, your father was standing on the 
opposite side from all of us. The ground broke exactly in half and the 
side where Dallas was standing was collapsing onto the core. We used 
the handle of the chest to pull him up but he left his hand off the 
handle and fell to his death. When we looked around we saw Dallas Jr 
or ‘you’ there and we were shocked. But we could not just stand there 
so we came out and left you to stay there. We went to the next town to 
keep the gold safe for now. After everything stopped around two 
weeks later, we all came to the spot again and felt real sorry for your 
dad. I advised Curtis to give you the share of gold your dad deserved. 
But Curtis saw decency and said that he will feel this like a bribe to 
conceal his father’s death. We all left the county in another week, and 
we three foreigners went back to our respective countries where this 
gold was worth more worthy than here. Curtis stayed and tried to find 
you but we were never able to, but fate made a plan to make you meet 
us. What a life?” with that he took a deep breath and no sound came 
after that. Natalie understood the end of the conversation and decided 
to get out before the thugs come in.  

While she was stretching to grab the end of the balcony, “Dallas get in 
here, I am not dead yet, I have one last question to ask.” Natalie 
pulled up her sleeve and came back in again.  

“What is it now? You wanted a peaceful death according to our deal I 
am giving you that.”  

“Do you know where my daughter is? She will be in her mother’s 
maiden name, her mom was a proud black woman, she definitely 
would not have kept my name for her daughter after I left her like that 
all of a sudden.”  

“What was her name?”  

“Natalie that’s the name her mother gave her. Natalie tiara.” Right 
then everything struck Natalie, the last words of her mother to her she 



was too young to make out anything. Her mother was stuck in her 
debris ridden house; Natalie was then bought home by her teacher 
from the school. She was crying at her dying mother’s chest.  

“No don’t cry princess. You have to find the courage to live in this 
dangerous world looks like mom is not going to have the chance of 
seeing you reaching for the stars.  

Right then master came and took me in his arms when my mother 
pulled him and told “Don’t tell her who her father is. Her name is 
Natalia Tiara and not Natalia Alexander.”  

That was her last words to anyone, the shard that have been keeping 
her alive for quite some time took the life itself. Right outside, there 
were sounds of police patrol cars and their siren sounds. Natalie got to 
her senses; I have to leave this place. After knowing all this I cannot 
keep killing anyone. It has to stop here right now. She took a piece of 
paper that was there in the study and took the pen from her now dead 
father’s coat and wrote something and kept it in the pocket of his coat 
and kept all things as it were. She then kissed his forehead and took 
the leap to the outside world. Master has been using her all along.  

No master form now, lilivan, that idiot, he did not know the truth 
properly himself but made her kill four innocent people including her 
own father, though he knew about that. What else could have he 
known? Did he know the truth and still wanted to take revenge? She 
took one swift movement and reached the ground and took the route 
she was supposed to take in order to leave the premises. 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 22 

Jen after all the argument with the security personnel at the front door 
had to push the boundaries harder in order to gain access to the house 
of Christoph Dagobert. He was the rich guy who had the hotel 
business and casino business in and around New York City. She first 
call the residence of Romaine Alexandre, but according to the 
assistant on the other side, he was having a dinner with Mr. Christoph. 
Jen found something suspicious about this and then called up a couple 
of night duty cops with patrol cars and brought them here.  

Near the door inside the residence, there were two thugs intimidating 
everyone even in the force. But Jen was determined to get inside by 
any means. She then had to force the thugs to radio inside to find out 
if the guests were alright.  

The inside thugs went in to check in and found that both the 
gentlemen were unconscious. They called it to the outside guards who 
immediately tried for 911, while Jen was let inside to the crime scene. 
“Shit, he has struck again. He has taken the list down finally. He has 
always been a step ahead of us even if we had been faster than ever.” 
Hara was controlling the thug group to not enter the room as it has 
been made into a crime scene now. 

 “What do you think Jen? Do you think he will stop here or go 
further?” “I do not know Hara. But I cannot think of this ending 
well.”  

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 23 

Natalie had a lot of thinking to do while she was driving back her 
semi to her house. She usually drives to lilivan’s house, but today 
after all these events she did not want to go there.  

“Your dad and mom have both gone Natalie. I will be the one who 
will be taking care of you from now. I will take you to the cities 
where we will grow up to do good things.” Lilivan told her as soon as 
getting to the train which was taking people from Centreville to the 
next town. But Lilivan took me to the city of Philadelphia from there, 
being quite brilliant even from such a small age; he made money by 
betting and poker games. When his pockets filled, he got me to a 
school and joined there.  

He worked to the top of his ‘A’ game soon and he was given a 
scholarship to study engineering at the University of Pennsylvania. 
Since he had only that in the cost free zone so he decided to take his 
college education there. He then joined me in Mitchell elementary 
school which was near to his college and to our house we had there. I 
then joined the University high school and then decided to become a 
teacher by getting inspired by Lilivan who taught me everything in 
life. I have to be faithful to him at least for that; he gave me a life 
when I had none. But what he made do would have been felt wrong 
even by the persons with the cruellest hearts. He made me join martial 
arts classes even though I was not at all interested in them.  

When I got fed up of it, I was about 12 back then, he told me the 
whole story, though it was not from the words of her father. He did 
add a part of his imagination that even my father and mother was 
killed for the same gold. He did lie to me.  I was brought up then in 
every sense to kill the people responsible for the death of his father 
and my mother.  

When I was working in Mitchell elementary school, one day I got a 
call from Lilivan to get home as soon as possible. He told me the 
news of Russian oil baron Aleksei’s entry into the United States after 



he retired from the position of CEO of his empire. In about a month 
the rest arrived too, Romaine the automobile industrialist from 
Germany and Christoph from France, he was a successful hotel chain 
owner. All were coming back to the land from they fled with the gold 
for which they killed both of our parents. The lie Lilivan had told me 
all along to get along with his plan. We closely monitored the media, 
the open stalker of the world of the rich and the famous to find out 
where each of them are planning to settle down. Lucky for us or 
unlucky for them, they all chose the New York City to get their death 
sentence to be handled. It took us a whole year to get both of us here; 
it was a bigger and more frightening city than Philly.  

After closely watching all of them, Lilivan planned to join the 
insurance company which handled Curtis’s money so that he can get 
closer to him and the rest. By cunningly planning he got close to Mr. 
Peter Schultz who was handling Curtis’s account for the past 11 years. 
He made some complications in the system wontedly and then by 
clearing them himself he got all over access into Curtis’s money and 
house. When Schultz died, the company naturally transferred the 
powers to his hand. He got all the information he needed I was the 
final pawn to keep in place in order to extract his plan into action 
from paper. By making regular visits to Curtis’s house on the pretext 
of some signature or something he made the plan iron proof. He also 
got the plans for the house of Curtis by snooping around the house, 
helping me to find the electrical points to disarm all the electronic 
securities. Then finally we did what we thought was the impossible, 
the final piece of the puzzle the chemical was made ready by Lilivan 
and we killed Curtis successfully but unnecessarily. The help I wanted 
if happens at the right time I can get away from this. 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 24 

Jen was looking at both the bodies she could not believe that she 
missed the killer even now. If the list is true it should stop here and 
make catching the killer tougher. He could leave the country by the 
morning and be out of our reach forever. “I have to act fast” she 
murmured to herself. Miranda arrived at the scene about ten minutes 
and was doing her preliminary medical examination and found a piece 
of paper stuck on the coat of Mr. Romaine, she was going through it 
right now.  

“Hey jen get here you gotta read this” called Miranda.  

“What? What is written on it?” asked Jen.  

“Looks like our killer want to surrender himself” answered Miranda. 

Jen could not believe her eyes it was written in clear cut words  

 

“I get the last lines now” muttered Jen. 

“What last lines? Of this poem crap?” asked Hara.  

“When did you read this?”  

“I was the one who found it.” 

 “Oh! Good for you. Remember the stuff written on the wall of Mr. 
Aleksei?”  

 



“Oh ya but what does this has to with that other than that, he is 
making a trap for you next?”  

“Oher and Lilivan are anagrams, hero and villain, actually. He wanted 
us to get to the state of investigation of finding someone who was 
against rich people altogether. We did go there but unfortunately for 
him, the P.A and Regina gave us required information. Looks like he 
knows we are closing in fast and wants to surrender.”  

“Why has he written cought? What is that?”   

“He was in a hurry when he wrote this. Can’t you see? This is not part 
of the plan otherwise he would have made it properly. He wants to get 
out of the murderer act. Also, looks like someone else is controlling 
him and he wants to get out of his puppeteer and it’s good for us.”  

“What does he mean by being naked? You think he is being literal?” 
quizzed Hara.  

“Of course not hara, it means he will be open to talk there and he will 
be weapon less so that the talk can go smoothly.” Hara gave a 
quizzical look but approved it even then.  

“Let’s wait for the call then but before that we have to inform the 
captain about all this. Miranda get the body to the ME office and start 
autopsy as soon as possible. I will get to you as soon as you call with 
some news.”  

“Of course girl. Hey be careful!!”  

“Sure, thanks”  

Hara and jen and made it to the car and started the journey back to the 
precinct, it felt like a long ride. While they were entering the precinct 
door, Jen’s phone rang. 

 



Natalie made it to the house of the master, she wanted to kill him 
now, and that could be easily done. He was not much of a physical 
person, but the thought of killing the person who gave a roof over her 
head and food for both her thought and stomach was nauseating for 
her. She simply voted against it. Also if she acted weird or unusual he 
could sense it and leave this place before her and she could get caught 
for everything as there is no proof for his involvement in any of this 
except for her word. She went in as usual and called out for her 
master. 

 “Is it done yet Natalie?”  

“Yes sir. Just as planned, they were having their dinner but were 
never able to finish it as they were dead long before they could.”  

“Good. Our revenge story has at last come to an end but one more 
thing must be done before the final break. You do know the details. 
Did you call her yet?”  

“No sir, I wanted you to do the honours. Here...” and Natalie threw 
her phone into Lilivan’s hand. “So generous of you, here we go...” 
and he dialled a number. 

“Take it jen! It could be our killer. If he is agitated as you say, then he 
must be desperate to confess everything to you or kill you of course.”  

“I cannot just give my word to him before confirming anything with 
the captain.”  

“Don’t worry he will understand everything even he knows what’s at 
stake.” Jen looked at her phone unnervingly; it read “PRIVATE 
NUMBER”.  

“Why don’t we put a trace on this number and then attend it?”  

 

 



“You think a killer will accept a missed call and call you again? Just 
attend the goddamn call” replied Hara angrily.  Jen then turned around 
her phone and pressed the green button.  

“Hello my dear Oher. How are you? I hope you don’t mind me killing 
four people before you. I wanted to kill you first but well I needed the 
money.”  

“Who is this?”  

“You cannot remember me can you? Well why don’t you come and 
meet me? I did the four killings and you will be the crown piece atop 
the four pillars. Meet me at junction of 9th and 33rd near the penn 
station. Hope you remember what that place is. Get here before one 
hour and no other sniffing friends allowed near or I will blow the 
whole building taking as many of those mongrels with us.” 

 And the phone went off, “He did not even allow me to speak this 
cannot be Brian though there is a hint of fireworks in his works. 
McClenaghan could be the one, go to the office and check for prison 
records, see if McClenaghan has a parole right now.” Hara nodded 
and hurried to the precinct.  

Jen on the other hand was at the cross of getting her body parts blown 
off and of course the job. She went straight to the captain’s office and 
told everything that has happened till now. The captain did not speak 
for quite some time.  

“Quirks of being a good police officer eh? Well looks like we have to 
adopt the system of being far enough not too far away now. I will 
send plain clothes to the place right now from the nearest precinct 
there. They can survey the place and get to know vital information for 
us. Get strapped on with bullet proof vest, we are leaving for the 
scene now.” But Jen hesitated. “Just spit it out Jen. You are my best I 
don’t want to lose you is that a mistake?”  

 



“No sir. I am grateful to have such friends; I just want you guys to be 
at least a block away for this. Please don’t mistake me sir, I read the 
note I think the person who called was not the killer but only the 
mastermind. I believe I can handle this alone, please trust me on this 
one. I have never obeyed your direct order, but I have always done 
my work right.” The captain took about two minutes to think about it 
while I was standing there trying to remember the outline of the 
building in my mind.  

“Okay I agree to your deal but only on one condition. You have to be 
on the com all the time since the time you enter and if you are lucky, 
till you get out agree?”  

“Yes sir. Thank you I will go and get ready for the battle sir.” “Go on 
now and fight like a tiger” cheered the captain. 

O’Hara came running to the cabin “You were right McClenaghan is 
out on parole for his sister’s marriage. It could definitely be him, but 
he has the restrain being in Alaska itself for the marriage and he 
should be in prison by tomorrow morning. But he did not get out of 
the prison before yesterday afternoon, so he could not have killed the 
other two.”  

“Then it has had to be someone else. Fighting a new psychopath who 
is using my earlier catches. Sounds good enough. Let’s move now, I 
have to be there before 10 minutes of the deadline at least to sweep 
the perimeter myself.” Hara and Jen both suited up on the BP vest and 
got to the car.  

“You sure you want to do it this way? I am asking it one last time 
before we leave the precinct.” Jen shook her head melancholically,  

“Of course not, but I have no choice I do not want to lose any of you.” 
Hara gave a weak smile and started the car.  

As soon Jen reached Penn station she asked Hara to stop the car and 
started walking.  



“Hey Jen, be careful and here take this com with you otherwise the 
captain will kill you.”  

“I thought you will forget it. Crap, give it here.” Jen took the earpiece 
and put it in her ear and then started walking again.  

“Jen do you copy? Do you copy these words?”  

“Of course I copy now shut your mouth and go and join with the 
others, he could be watching.”  

Hara shut immediately and turned around, the car but he did not of 
course the siren. He then drove about few feet and there a whole force 
of police was present and the S.W.A.T was on route in case of some 
emergency. Captain was at the helm of everything, he was making 
sure everything was ready at the moment’s notice. No mistake can 
happen now, after everything Jen has got coming in the next weeks. 
He wanted her to finish this case before telling her the news but now 
everything is in jeopardy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 25 

Jen was scanning the perimeter, she knows where she must be going 
yet she was going as if she forgot this whole place so that she can see 
if there are multiple involvement or just a single person or a single 
group in a particular place. On the pretext of forgetting the door she 
moved past the door she should be entering, but he got a call 
immediately,  

“Where do you think you are going my angel? Stop canvassing the 
area for suspects and just get to the house where you found your first 
victim after becoming a detective. I am alone just like I told I hope 
you are too. If you did not take me seriously take a look at the pipe 
right next to you.”  

Jen looked immediately and there was a wire running along its length, 
after following it carefully on the fifth floor there was a circuit board 
with an LED display and some plastic explosives.  

“Where do these get the ideas of explosives? Coward bastards, what 
happened to the good ol’way of hand to hand combat?” Jen thought 
and walked towards the door of the complex.  

“Captain I hope you got a hold of the conversation, I am moving in to 
the complex right now. If I shout try to act ASAP.”  

“Copy that Jen, all the best. Get the son of a bitch. Over and out.”  

“Roger that” and the radio went to static, including Jen’s heart. 

 

 

 

 

 



Getting to the fifth floor, on the right side was the house of the 4th 
victim of the Manhattan Murders; she walked the distance as if even 
the floor below her was rigged. Then she finally reached the door and 
knocked it. “Come in my angel” answered a voice from the inside. Jen 
went in and saw a dark figure in the equally dark room. Then the 
lights were flipped on, Jen felt some irritation but got over it so that 
the murderer cannot take advantage of this and attack her. The figure 
was keeping his phone near his mouth.  

Jen tried to get closer, “I would not do that if I were you Detective. 
Do remember the position of the bomb.”  

Then it struck Jen the pipelines in these buildings usually ran right in 
the middle of the houses in order to avoid confusions of whose it 
could be or some leak. If the bomb blew now then she would be 
separated from the killer and he can easily escape through the 
emergency exit while Jen will be stuck inside along with some rubble.  

“What do you want? Why did you call me?” and she made a gesture 
which amazed Natalie.  

Jen made a gesture in sign language praying that Natalie too knew it, 
saying, “I know you are in trouble and you are not the brain behind 
this. I want to help you, just calm down and entertain the idiot hearing 
you now.”  

Natalie was happy that Jennifer understood her. She answered in a 
normal voice “you still don’t know me? I was made the killer in the 
Manhattan murders and you were the one who caught me.”   

And then Natalie made a few gestures, she learnt sign language from 
being a teacher and part of the training, “Thank you for understanding 
me. I will tell you everything but you have to cuff me or shoot me 
first so that he understands that I am down and does not detonate the 
bomb remotely.”  

 



After too much silence Jen decided she must speak something, “You 
cannot be McClenaghan he is in Alaska for the marriage of his sister. 
Who did the other two murders?”  

Natalie understood she must talk too and fast, “Detective I thought 
you were smart, I broke out of the prison three weeks ago and the 
prison people are still searching for me on the pretext of me going to 
Alaska so that no one would go searching for me other than them.”  

“There is no record any break out of Blackwell prison in the last 
years. How can I believe you? Take your mask off” the last sentence 
jen added in sign language too.  

Natalie pulled off her mask and showed her true self to Jen. Jen was 
awestruck, so all along the killer was a woman and not a man, “what 
an idiot have I been?”  

“Detective, will you stop talking while I decide how to kill you or you 
going to keep asking questions? The prison authorities were not ready 
to take responsibility cannot you even understand that?”  

Then Natalie told in sign “I will take my gun to shoot you but you 
have to shoot before that and I will act like I got shot and you have to 
inform your friends that I have passed out so that I can talk to you 
freely after that without anyone hearing me. Trust me I will not shoot 
you.”  

“I agree now start working on that” replied Jen.  

“Since you have not uttered a word I have decided to finish this 
quickly using my gun” shouted Natalie and took her firearm and 
clicked the security to off position. Then she took aim at Jen, though 
jen was sure she won’t shoot her out of instinct she took her gun out.  

 

 



“Now put that gun down and surrender so that you can get only one 
more life sentence added to your plead. Do not kill me and make it to 
the chair directly.”  

“I don’t care about the chair but only about your lifeless body leaving 
this room” replied Natalie. 

And then a shot was fired and no other word came out of the room. 
Then a voice was heard, “Captain, the killer is cuffed and just like you 
suspected it is a woman. A dark complexion in her late thirties, you 
better get here fast I shot her right through the shoulder again.” 

 “Copy that, Jen take care till we come in don’t kill her yet.”  

“Roger that captain, over and out”  

“Over and out” and the captain gave out a full breath. “No blowing up 
this time. I am happy with this case only now” he thought.  

“No she could not have been shot. She took special training to 
overcome this particular hurdle. I have to do everything, now I have 
to save her and myself. Plan B right now, a ride to the place should be 
fun. Detective jen you have made a grave mistake and you are going 
to cry for it” cried Lilivan. He then got up and left to start plan B. 
Even Natalie did not know of plan B only him and it is time he got 
into the field. He took an identical phone to Natalie’s and left eh 
house immediately. 

The captain and a group of Cops including hara entered the room but 
no one was shot. Both the women who were supposed to be there 
were present and were equally healthy.  

“Well done Jen though you did not catch the killer yourself, you made 
sure she was safe. That’s good enough.”  

 

 



“Sir, as I tell every time I can never be as good as you. You’re 
hunches are equivalent to 10 cameras and all the spies of the FBI.”  

“Enough of that, let’s get a written statement from her and find out the 
one behind all this.”  

“No sir, Jen was talented, her knowledge of sign language made all of 
this possible. I will tell you everything just get me a cop who can 
write fast and a lot. It is a lot to tell.”  

“How do you know sign language?”  

“I am embarrassed to tell you this but I am a school teacher and sign 
language is part of my training.” Everyone around her was shocked 
when the uttered words entered their ears. Hara literally fell down 
from the shock.  

“Well this country has gone to the dogs then. A teacher who is also a 
part time killer. That’s a good profile too” mumbled Hara.  

“Now Hara she already feels guilty be nice to her. We still have work 
to do and she is the only one who can help” said jen. “No detective he 
is right. I am to be blamed not anyone else” and Natalie then shied her 
face to her thighs. “No one else except Lilivan” and smiled Jen. 
Natalie felt better. Everything was made ready for Natalie and she 
was confessing everything.  

Jen got a call, it was from a blocked number, she did not want to take 
it, but the instincts of being a cop pushed her to, “Hello Detective. 
Looks like you have something that belongs to me, I want her back by 
the morning after proper treatment or I have something of yours with 
me and I will take it away from both of us if you don’t agree to my 
terms. I will call you again in an hour to tell the place and terms so get 
ready with a paper and pen as soon as possible.” Jen looked around 
nervously to see if everyone she knows and close to her are present, 
everyone were there except two persons, her father and Miranda. 

 



Chapter 26 

She informed this to in confidence to the captain, Natalie, Hara and no 
one else. 

 “I think there is only one thing to be done. I have to get her to the 
exchange point, from his talks he still does not suspect Natalie, and so 
we can bug her for their positions and then catch him while he thinks 
he is on the run. That goddamn Lilivan my hunch was right.”  

“Focus on the important things now Jen. Any idea who has been 
caught?” asked the captain.  

“My guess is Miranda. Because if he must have planned for this 
earlier but would have got her only after his first plan using Natalie 
has gone sideways.”  

“Sounds fair enough. Now we have to patch her up like she has had a 
shot wound, hara get the doctor here and jen confirm if your father is 
all right ok?”  

“Get your phone to tech so that they can try to trace his next call.”  

“He will know that you will track his next call so better be careful” 
said Natalie.  

Jen gave the phone to the tech person who came to get the phone from 
her and she went to her table and made the call to her father.  

“Hello. Jen is that you? I just saw the news they said some NYPD 
police got into a fire exchange in the place where the Manhattan 
murders happened. Hope you are fine.”  

“I am fine and that shooting was done by me. It is a long story, you 
are fine right dad? No unusual bell calls or phone calls?”  

 

 



“No sweetheart, I wanted to call you right from the time I heard the 
news. What happened?”  

“The person who killed the rich people was a woman and it was some 
revenge story but the brains behind these operations are not caught 
yet. He called and said he had taken someone I love and I called you 
right away.”  

“I m fine kiddo, if it is not me then who it is?”  

“It has to be Miranda.”  

“Oh Lord, what is all this? The poor old Texas girl? Jen make sure 
you get her out safe and take that braniac to old sam hill of you want.”  

“Sure dad and you too take care.”  

“Of course kiddo now I don’t want you to waste your time, go and 
save her.” Jen kept the phone down but her spirits were up from the 
call, “I have to do this for Miranda.” 

He called in an hour just like he told, “Hello detective. I hope you are 
tracking this call. I will talk for exactly 120 seconds so that you can 
finish your trace. I have your friend Miranda as you would have found 
by now, your father was the more logical choice but he was too far 
away and my Natalie was hurt and I wanted to see her right away. So, 
to business again you get me Natalie in another hour and I will give 
back your friend to you just like I have taken her. Pinkie promise, ha 
ha. I need a chopper to the airport on the roof while you get here and 
then a private jet to Cuba, so that we can leave the country easily.”  

“Natalie is still unconscious and needs at least a night’s rest according 
to the doctor.”  

“Well change the doctor then, I need her here in an hour fully 
conscious and I know it is possible trust me.”  

 



“Ok we will try to do that but do not try to scratch Miranda; I will get 
my revenge on you even I had to go to hell for that, remember.”  

“Nice talking to you too detective, Lilivan over and out.” 

 “The call was exactly 120 seconds and the trace was completed at the 
nick of time. He is good after all” said Patrick from the tech. everyone 
around him were scrounging their faces over this remark.  

“All right now to the trace, Jen do you remember where Brian 
bombed? This place is just the adjacent place of it. So the rest is with 
you, I hope my work is done here. Also here is your phone.”  Jen took 
the phone and was taking deep breaths.  

“Don’t worry Jen me and Hara have been there already and we know 
the vantage points easily. We can catch him before he even reaches 
the chopper” the captain replied assuring.  

“No Lilivan will never make it so easy. He definitely has some trap 
for just you or the both of us. We have to be extra careful. Did you 
notice he did not say the police should not be near the building let 
alone even the same room? It means the building must be actually 
rigged to blow” said Natalie.  

“She is right Jen; it could well be the trap we expected earlier. What 
do you wanna do Captain?”  

“He has one of us; we have to do as he says all right? Now everyone 
to the hall now.” The captain called everyone inside the precinct and 
got them near the table in between.  

“The Bastard Lilivan has one of ours. We all have to act discreetly 
and get to their positions ninja silent. Got it?”  

 

 



He then explained the whole plan to everyone and gave to position to 
each and every one of them. Jen on the other hand was inside her 
favourite interrogation room sitting on the chair while thinking about 
Miranda.  

“She was the sister I never had. I cannot afford to lose her. Lilivan 
should pay for this. Either with jail time or blood I don’t care how this 
is going to end.”  

“Detective, I am sorry all of this is because of me. If I had not got 
caught, maybe Lilivan would have not hurt your friend. I should have 
killed him yesterday evening itself.”  

“It is not your mistake Natalie, but mine. I let him take advantage of 
my emotions with my friends. I have to correct my path now. All I 
need is your help in that.”  

“Anything you want detective, even if it means dying I am ready to do 
it.”  

“No the only person who deserves to die is your precious Master.” 
With this confidence, Jen got up to meet Lilivan the mastermind 
behind all this. “Let’s go and catch ourselves a killer.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 27 

Jen and Natalie got on the chopper that was made ready for the 
departure of Lilivan and Natalie. While they were landing, Jen found 
that there were police on either side of the building except the burnt 
building on the back wall. That could be a hole in the loop, but it’s a 
worthy risk to take. Jen and Natalie got out of the chopper and walked 
to the door on the roof, when Jen’s phone rang.  

“Detective get two floors down you will see me.” Jen did just like he 
told, and there in the middle of the large empty room was Miranda 
with her hand and legs cuffed to a chair, and her mouth closed using 
duct tape. Jen ran to get her off the chair, but of course Lilivan came 
out right in the middle between both of them and “Ah ha no 
Detective. Do not get excited that is good for your health or in this 
case her health.”  

He pointed out to the bottom the chair, there was a thin metallic wire 
running around the chair. “That is a trip wire rigged to a bomb 
underneath her chair. So don’t try getting close to her, otherwise she 
will die, as it is also movement and thermal sensor activated.” He now 
pointed out to the top corners of the room right above Miranda, there 
were sensors and transistors right there.  

“What more do you want? Your Natalie is here, chopper on the roof 
and the jet waiting in the airport. Just leave her and go.” “So that you 
can catch me on the way? No way detective, I will deactivate the 
bomb only when I am on the air in the jet as you say. Till then you 
can stay here and talk to her if you want. Come on Natalie, we have a 
flight to catch.” And he moved towards Natalie, and caught hold her 
right then Natalie gave Jen a look and made a gesture.  

Jen took her gun and pointed it at Lilivan just around the same time; 
Natalie pulled the trigger out of Lilivan’s hand and went over to Jen’s 
side. Lilivan was surprised at this and tried to reach for his gun, but 
Jen shot right at his hands making it impossible to do so.  

 



“You think I will have only one trigger for such a large operation.” He 
used his left hand and pulled a gun out, while making Jen think it was 
another trigger and pointed it at Natalie.    

“What the fuck are you doing Natalie? I am your saviour and the one 
who helped to take revenge on the people who took your parent’s life. 
Did they get you drugged and hypnotise you or what?”  

“No you jackass, I know the truth and you don’t that’s the difference. 
You made me kill my own father, even though you knew it and lied to 
me and the rest killed my parents for the gold. None of them wanted 
your father to die; it was his greed that killed him. Understand the 
truth at least now.”  

“You know nothing and they could have easily lied to you.”  

“Of course they could have. But no one lies on their death beds do 
they? Even a 10 year old knows this, and you don’t eh? Also I heard 
you were named Dallas Jr. What is all with this Andy lilivan stuff?”  

“My name was Alvin Lydian Dallas; I made an anagram of it so that 
no one from the old town would recognise me outside. I was quite 
famous back then with my experiments stuff. That has nothing to do 
with our little situation now. Now if you guys are ready to die I will 
take my leave.” Jen looked around at Natalie, “go now I learnt how to 
make these bombs with him, and I also know how to disarm them. Go 
and get him before he escapes.”  

“Thank you Natalie, Miranda trust her though she is the killer.” 
Miranda nodded and tried to smile but only her eyes showed her 
happiness. Jen turned around and ran towards the way she came in to 
the hall.  

 

 

 



Lilivan was standing there on the roof with so many red dots on him, 
“So you took the words I did not say and completely objected the 
words I said. I don’t care I can die happily now, everyone who killed 
my father are dead. I have had my revenge, now I can die happily but 
I want you to accompany me.” He took his gun and pointed it towards 
jen.  

“You do not want to be doing that Lilivan or Dallas Jr to be correct. I 
hope using your actual name is not disturbing you? After doing a 
degree on chemical engineering that too at the top of the class all you 
wanted to do was to kill people? You could have had a job or started a 
company and become richer than them and took their companies and 
made them poor. You could have made them suffer the fate you have 
been suffering in your childhood life. But, No... You wanted to kill 
them with some chemicals so that you cannot be caught. But you 
made primary mistake, you chose the wrong county to do your 
murders. I am in charge here lilivan. Also you broke the trust of your 
beloved that never helps understand it at least now” Jen took her time 
in talking such a long sentence so that she could scope out the 
conditions around her and Lilivan. 

“I don’t need any advice from you. First I am gonna shoot you and 
then let these guys shoot me.”  

“You are making a big mistake lilivan, trust me when I tell this. They 
shoot to kill, though I can help you be alive though you may lose your 
limbs or your fingers.” 

 But lilivan did not hear what jen told and shot her right in the chest 
and Jen fell down catching her breath. The teams adjacent caught 
what happened and a single shot flew and hit lilivan right at the knees. 
The teams then stormed in and took in his cuffs But Hara and the 
captain ran towards jen and helped her up.  

 

 



“Didn’t I tell you it was a mistake Dallas? I wore bullet proof vest 
unlike my other cases. I changed in order to catch you.” Jen the 
removed her B.P vest and showed the bullet on it to lilivan.  

“Happy life inside the prison.  Don’t worry I will come and visit 
regularly.” With that lilivan was taken away to an ambulance and 
given treatment.  

“Are you fine Jen?” asked Hara.  

“I am good where are Natalie and Miranda?” asked Jen.  

All three of them ran to the floor where they were. Another team was 
cuffing Natalie, Jen ran to Miranda who was given some oxygen to 
reduce her shock and Post traumatic stress.  

“Thank you Natalie, all this was possible only because of you. All this 
will help us to reduce your sentence, but I do not know if you can 
continue being a teacher here in America after all this.”  

“That is not a problem I will leave the country and go to some third 
world country and continue being a teacher there. Though I will teach 
only science and not bomb making or defusing.” Both the women 
laughed, both of them knew what all were gonna happen and smiled 
at each other.  

“Take care Natalie, any problem inside just call me ill try to help as 
much as I can.”  

“Detective, you caught me only because I wanted to get caught, so I 
don’t think prison is going to be tougher. But still thanks for your 
help. Go and check on your friend, I have some places to go” and she 
gave a goodbye smile to the detective.  

 

 



Jen shook Natalie’s hand and let her go. She then walked towards 
Miranda, knowing Jen is coming she put away her oxygen mask and 
got ready to do the talk. “I know I am sorry for getting you all this. I 
will pay for your hospital treatments and for a trip to some foreign 
European country for you to go with your new boyfriend. It’s all of 
these right?”  

“Oh my! What has he done to you? I thought I will get you some 
coffee right now to get you out of shock and at the maximum drop 
you at your house” Jen told Miranda. 

“Is that all girl? I don’t even get a bed and breakfast at Ivy terrace like 
you promised?”  

“You did not forget that even under these circumstances? Damn you 
are good at memory game. Ok I agree free bed and breakfast for you 
for one night with your boyfriend any day or any year you want from 
this day fine?” asked Jen 

“But I want to go for it with ma girl here, you idiot.”  

“Fine, if I don’t have any case any weekend I will definitely take you 
agree?”  

“Nicely put, jen. Looks like brilliant criminals like Brian and Lilivan 
are taking a good influence on you. Congratulations.”  

“Enough of your crap my dear friend, let’s go and grab something to 
eat before we die of starving.”  

“Awesome you’re treating again.”  

“Fine fine, damn why could not he just taken my dad I feel now.”  

“Deal with it Ms. Oher. Deal with it.” Both of them came out of the 
building and there was hara standing. 

  



“Looks like you girls are back from the devastation. Where are you 
guys up to I can drop you so that no one else abducts either one of you 
at least before tonight ends.”  

“Oh lord here is my saviour!!” shouted Miranda.  

“Hey Hara who was the one that shot Lilivan right in the knees? I 
thought that was my special move.”  

“Well you won’t believe it was Hara right here who has got such good 
accuracy” came the captain near the doors telling the details.  

“We were all keeping our guns in our pockets hoping not to make any 
premature actions as we did not know what exactly happened inside. 
But as soon as Lilivan shot you, this fine young man took his gun like 
Clint eastwood and shot him right on his knees.”  

“Of course I cannot believe it. Thanks Hara for saving my life.” And 
she also did the saviour scene along with Miranda this time.  

“Jennifer here is taking me for a treat now any of you want to join?”  

“How about both of us join you guys? Jen I want to talk to you about 
something there.”  

“Everyone get in the car these uniforms will take of everything here. 
Hop on hop on fast.”  

“Hara I am still your superior”, both the captain and jen told together. 
“I am sorry sir.” added hara. “Me too sir” told Jen. 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 28 

All four of them went to the nearest cafe and had a coffee and donuts 
each, taking something from the stereotypic police style.  

“Everyone I would like to make a toast to Detective Jennifer Oher 
over here. She has successfully completed her 50th case after getting 
to out precinct. All hail Jen” told the captain.  

“Hear hear” told Miranda and Hara. Then in a normal tone, the 
captain continued, “Jen how would you feel if you had become 
captain? That too the youngest?”  

“I would be very happy sir, but that would mean you leaving the 
chair, which I would never like.”  

“Well that is what about to happen. I am leaving the service coming 
September and I have recommended you to be my successor.”  

“But sir what about Detective Harris? She is the next senior most 
detective after you. Shouldn’t she be the one getting recommended?”  

“Have you worked with her Jen? She is such an Oaf to work with. I 
want you to be the one; obviously they will select her as the next 
captain on seniority. But I have given my recommendations and that 
counts too. Will you take the job if it is given to you?”  

Jen smiled and said “Definitely sir. But occupying a chair after you 
would be a huge vacancy I don’t know if I can fulfil it.”  

“Of course you can that is why I have given the recommendation to 
you.”  

“Thank you very much sir” said jen while she was wiping some tears 
from her eyes. “Hear hear” shouted Miranda and Hara again.  

“All was going well” thought Jen. 

 



NOTES 

• The accident in Centreville was based on the anthracite 
burning accident of Centralia, Pennsylvania, in the year of 
1962. The whole town has become a ghost town because of 
it. 

• The characters in this book are purely fictional. Any 
similarities between them and real individuals are purely 
coincidental. 

• The instances of beverages are true of content and price. 
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