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​Reviews

 

 

“Priscilla Breen is an epic and compelling psychological thriller.”

 

“This story is gripping. You never know what will happen. It grabs you on page one and keeps you riveted until the last page!”

 

“I couldn’t put this book down. I stayed up all night to finish it and haven’t stopped thinking about it for days.”

 

“Priscilla’s story is unique. How does she balance her private life with this most unusual professional life?”

 

“The creation of these complex characters, intwined with high stake danger keeps everyone talking about Magestro’s debut; a real life criminologist turned author. What is truth and what is fiction? You decide!”

 

“Magestro’s debut as a fiction crime writer will leave heads turning. You never see the endgame coming.” 
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​​Prologue

 

 

Which of these are true?

 

Everyone is capable of being a killer. 

Anyone can commit a murder. 

Who do YOU believe could NOT be a killer? 

YOU would be wrong!

 

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

 

“All of you may be looking at the exact same picture; yet, none of you will see this picture in the exact same way. The same is true of crime. Bystanders look at the same event; yet when they describe what they see, it is always unique and always seen through a different lens.” 

 

Decades as a criminologist have taught me well; things are not always what they seem. 

 

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

 

My name is Pricilla Breen. When you first meet me, you will not be able to identify who I am, nor will you glean any inkling of what I do. You will see I am a mother, your neighbor, and a friend. I am ‘your’ friend. I have great loves in my life and I am riddled with passion. What kind? I’ll let you figure that out.

 

When I stand in line to order coffee at my favorite espresso spot, I am right behind you. I love to cook multi-course Italian meals for my large family. My house is filled with friends and family every year on Cinco de Mayo. Everyone swears they are too full from the enchiladas to eat the flan, but they always find a little extra room. You might even see me working out in a kickboxing class or high stepping in aerobics. I blend in right next to you... until the phone rings, then Priscilla Breen walks out the door. 

 

My unique investigations revolve around some of the most unimaginable situations. I will let you in on a little secret, it took me a minute before I accepted and understood the circumstances related to my life and my work. I had to wrap my arms around and accept my gift to attune. This is my procedural manual. It is not within a three ring binder. I have been able to unravel realities most cannot fathom because I understand they can be true. This gift allows me to see and dissect a lack of congruence that is often missed, bringing me ‘call-outs’ from professionals throughout the world. 

 

When I meet someone new, the question is frequently the same. “A criminologist, what did you study at college?” You see, that is the wrong question. It is not my degrees that have taught me well, it was the people in my life. I was receptive to the people who have taken their time to teach me the realities of my world. Most had the inclination to share their own personal stories with me. I listened. I learned. This is the vehicle that created Priscilla. 


​​Chapter One


​​Priscilla

 

 

I, Priscilla Breen, Criminologist, was being brought into this case, about six months after the crime was first reported. It was early in January on the night of a full moon. The leg of a young female was placed on the edge of a river, where the ‘water met land’. 

 

The following month, February, the story was much the same. On the night of a full moon, a torso was found at a different nearby river, again where the ‘water met land’. Both the leg and the torso belonged to young teenaged girls. Their DNA patterns did not match. Similar discoveries have been made now over the past six months. The only differences, the month each body part was discovered and where they were found. All the cuts, dismembering the limbs from their torso, their torso from their heads, were made with absolute precision by someone familiar with human anatomy.

 

I was initially brought into this case from the peripheral. I had been down to Florida about half dozen times, consulting and teaching experts about little known truths. They were all receptive to understanding what young people keep buried deep within their souls. I was not the master of all things “troubled kids”, but I carried two gifts that kept my professional career very busy. The pool of experts around me were my friends as well as my colleagues. When I reached out for help on a new case, they instantly made themselves available, always to help a child. Secondly, young people, shared their deepest thoughts with me. I didn’t have ‘talk to me’ written on my forehead but they saw it written in my soul. They were able to look inside my eyes and could see I understood the pain they endured within. 

 

Quickly, those who came to find me shared some of the horrors that many would find unimaginable. I always believed them, until I didn’t. And ‘almost’ always… they were telling the truth. Either people were too busy to listen to them or they didn’t want to get involved. 

 

Sometimes, what was referred to as ‘Best Practices,” were included in various handbooks. Personally, I found this prevented many well-meaning adults from ever being able to truly reach a child. When I hear these two words, my mind shuts down, uninterested in what the following comments will be. Those two words tell me they are more concerned about the process than the child. Being able to connect with the egregious experiences of these children requires stepping outside the box. I have lived my entire life with one foot outside the box. That is not typically considered a ‘best practice’. This is the biggest reason so many young people share their carefully guarded secrets with me.

 

Thankfully, my colleagues have always responded to whatever I have needed. None of us are experts in all of it, not even me. But together, we formed a strong circle of support around children. Collectively, we take care of the realities we would have preferred were not true. Sadly, they are true. My colleagues, they always answer their phones when I call.

 

As these cases grew and expanded to places all over the country, my collegial friendships grew. These wonderful men and women taught me, because I, Priscilla Breen, am the front line to the child and the family. Sometimes the child and the parent are in sync with each other and sometimes they are not.

 

Later, there were reach outs from the prisons. As more and more teenagers were creating heinous crimes, my work expanded. These were capital offenses; meaning they could be sentenced to life at just fifteen or sixteen years old. How does a teenager navigate a sentence to serve out the remainder of their lives in an adult prison life? I was called to work with many of these ‘lifers’. Why? They wanted to make sure other young people didn’t follow in their footsteps. Their stories and messages were powerful.

 

On the streets, in offices, hospitals, and prison, I learned. Not always the expert but always trained by some of our best who walked these lines every day; either as the criminals or those who brought criminals to justice. All, wanted to make very sure another teenager did not live a life behind bars or kill an innocent. 

 

The best gift of all... I could walk center line because everyone had the same goal, keep a child safe, alive, and far away from a life behind bars. This is unusual. It is more typical to ‘pick a side’. Those I worked with, understood I walked the center line, a precarious road. Yet, they wanted to be part of that team; regardless of their chosen profession. Sometimes, they did so quietly and sometimes, they did not.

 

Once we identified the killer in this case, the journey to bring him to justice has been arduous and unbelievable. He has been able to ‘beat the evidence’ even after his diaries have been discovered, even after they were dissected. The collective efforts of criminology experts from throughout the United States have worked tirelessly to gather enough evidence, to arrest this unpredicted and sometimes, charismatic serial killer. Presenting these findings in court was another matter. We were all consumed with nailing him; feeling this urgency, so another young girl would not die at his hands.

 

Who were these girls and how were they taken without anyone noticing? Could this killer be stopped from committing these heinous crimes that are rocking this town to its core? 

 

How can people who live in a community assist and perpetuate outrageous crimes without ever realizing what is happening? 

 

Priscilla Breen will tell you how!


​​Chapter Two


​​Frank Hughes

 

 

Frank Hughes, a tall burly bearded mountain man, of 6’3”, stood behind the counter at his butcher shop called J & P Meats, named after his parents, Joseph and Phylis. His once clean white apron was now stained with blood drippings from meat; the bone in roasts he had cut, as well as the steaks. 

 

One of Frank’s longtime customers, Mrs. McGuire, stood before him ordering five-bone in rib eye steaks. “I’ve got the kids coming over for a BBQ,” she tells him. 

 

Frank came out from behind the counter and grabbed two marinades. Try these two marinades together. “On the house, Mrs. McGuire”. 

 

Frank carefully wrapped the steaks, extra tight and extra thick so the juices didn’t bleed through. Then he placed the meat and marinades in a paper grocery bag with his logo on the front.

 

Frank’s next customer was a young woman he had never met before. “Welcome to J & P Meats,” he greeted. “I’m the owner Frank Hughes”.

 

“I’m Margie, I just moved to Palatka and one of my neighbors has continued to sing your praises. She insists you have the best meat on the entire east coast.”

 

“Well, nice to meet you Margie. I aim to please. What can I get you today?”

 

“My boyfriend is coming over for dinner tomorrow night with his parents. I’m not sure what to make.”

 

“How about keeping it special, yet cozy. Perhaps a brisket with some roasted medley potatoes, garlic and mushrooms. You could sauté some asparagus or make a nice salad.”

 

“Yes!” Margie smiled, delighted with Frank’s suggestion. “Yes, to every part of that. And since you are such a master chef…what would you suggest for dessert?”

 

“That’s easy,” he said with enthusiasm, “a double crusted apple pie with French vanilla ice cream, of course.”

 

“Frank,” she said, “You now have a customer for life!” Margie was absolutely enthralled with her new butcher and agreed with her neighbor; Frank was a keeper!! The brisket was perfectly wrapped with the same care Frank had shown Mrs. McGuire. 

 

“Remember to buy the medley potatoes to roast as they have different textures,” he reminded her. “I don’t know what it is about the different types of vanilla ice cream, but I think French vanilla goes better with apple pie than vanilla bean or plain vanilla, but that’s just me.” 

 

When Margie paid her bill, she promised Frank she would report back. She was certain this dinner would be a success. 

 

“How do you cook it?” he asked her teasingly as she was heading to the door. 

 

“I know the answer to that,” she gleamed like it was a game show question. “Medium! See you soon!” 

 

“Thanks again, Frank!” Margie yelled over her shoulder as she walked out the door.

 

“Come back again next week, we will some have good specials!” he shouted back, but she was already gone. 

 

Frank’s smile and kindness hid the sadness he had endured over the last several years. He and his two other brothers grew up as the sons of a loved butcher; Joseph Hughes and his wife Phylis, J & P Prime Meats. All the brothers grew up doing odd jobs around the shop, later training as butchers themselves. It was his father’s dream that his butcher shop be passed down to his sons. The boys loved the idea as much as their father.

 

Franks’ parents were now deceased but the realities of their planned future was interrupted. Frank was the only brother left now, his eldest brother Joey killed in a car crash soon after the birth of his first son. Middle brother, Stan, died unexpectedly from an aneurysm as he was training to compete in a weight lifting competition. Both men had been in their late thirties, each leaving behind a wife and three children. 

 

Frank felt responsible for his nieces and nephews, remaining close with his sisters-in-law after the death of their husbands. Each of the wives assisted Frank in the butcher shop, working part time so they could now be both a mother and father to the children.

 

Joanie, Stan’s wife kept the books and created the advertising. Each week she prepared new online and shopper layouts sharing the specials of that week. His oldest brother’s widow, Chelsea came in part time, working the cash register and cleaning the shop. Frank looked forward to the day when he could pass the shop onto his family. That’s what kept him going. His parents and his brothers lived on through J & P Prime Meats.

 

Frank never married. He came close a time or two, his longest relationship lasting eight years. The women in his life were fantastic. He loved them dearly but ultimately was just not able to commit. The women grew weary wanting a commitment for their future; a commitment he was just unable to give. Frank had a responsibility to his family. At least that was what he convinced himself.

 

Frank loved his last girlfriend, Emily and was convinced he was ready to settle down and have children. But as he hemmed and hawed, his girlfriend Emily walked away. He didn’t blame her. When he had a moment to himself, he missed her. That was not often. He coached his nephew, Jamie’s little league team and went to all the recitals and school events whenever he could break away from the shop. 

 

He knew this didn’t replace their dad, but…he made an effort. One weekend he took his four nephews camping. Frank told their mothers he wasn’t sure who had more fun, the kids or him. Frank loved his two nieces especially when they cuddled in their uncles’ lap or asked him to play dress up. The quietest and youngest brother of the family had grown into himself as he remained the sole surviving brother and protector of the family. 

 

Ironically, his brothers used to make fun of him, “Earth to Frankie, earth to Frankie” whenever he zoned out.

 

Many of Frank’s customers became like family to him. He never forgot the important lesson his father taught him. It’s not only about the meat, it’s about the relationship. People have choices where to buy their meat. We provide more than meat, it’s an experience and a relationship. We know them, what they like and care about how they are doing. Frank developed a genuine laugh when one of his customers said something funny and over time he felt more and more comfortable joking around with them.

 

“When are you going to get married, Frankie?” Many of his customers asked. “We have a daughter or a granddaughter we’d like to introduce you to.” His responses were always kind. He never accepted any of those offers.

 

It was getting late so Frank walked over to lock the door and turn off the switch for the “Open” light that was set in the front window. He took off his thin lose fishnet hair covering that contained his beautiful head of light brown hair that always remained a little too long. He turned the plastic sign, hanging on the door, to its closed position. Then he walked to the back of the butcher shop and took off his apron.

 

Many nights, when Frank didn’t have a family commitment, he ended his day by stopping off at the Pub next door, The Antler Inn, to grab a few beers and the best burger in town. He should know, he supplied the meat.


​​Chapter Three


​​Noah Fuentes

 

 

Noah Fuentes hoisted his backpack onto his shoulder, opened his front door, and walked outside his house, heading toward his stand-alone garage.

 

He entered the garage, set the backpack on the workbench and unpacked the contents; knives, cheese cloth, clean rags, first aid kit, and a sweatshirt.

 

He added a few things from a box and muttered to himself, “What else do I need for my hunting trip?” 

 

Noah packed up the backpack once again and returned to his house setting the pack inside his front door. All this took no more than fifteen minutes.

 

Noah returned to his lonely house missing his wife. It had been several years since her tragic accident. He knew he had made the right decision to turn off the machines that were keeping her alive. The decision was absolutely torture. He knew Barb would not have wanted to live in an unresponsive state, so he made a tortuous decision. For Noah, time stood still; seldom knowing or caring what day it was. 

 

Once her funeral was over, Noah became a recluse. After serving three- twelve month tours and one fifteen-month tour between Iraq and Afghanistan, Noah had returned home merely a silhouette of the man who first enlisted in the army. Barb had insisted he seek help from the VA when he finally came home. He knew he was suffering from severe post-traumatic stress but with his wife, Barb’s accident coming so close to his return home, he now just existed day by day. Sometimes, it was hour by hour. Noah was an exemplary soldier. He remained in the 26th Yankee Division for all of his tours. He became best friends with Derrick during his second tour. The fact they both made it home alive was astounding. Derrick came home in better shape than Noah and they both knew it. Derrick promised to stand by Noah and he had, until now.

 

Noah hadn’t been out hunting in quite a while. He promised his friend he would try to regain little pieces of his life. Derrick had told him hunting seemed like a good place to start. Noah struggled being alone with his thoughts. He tried hard not to focus on his beautiful wife, yet he still felt she was very close at heart. He lived on his VA benefits and the small life insurance policy he collected from Barb’s death. He never dreamed he would need it. She had strongly encouraged him; they needed to purchase life insurance. Just when he was dealing with his PTSD, so soon after returning home, he had to add his wife’s death to the mix. Noah hadn’t shot anyone or anything since he left Afghanistan.

 

After returning to his house from the garage, he turned on the television, more for background noise than for anything else. He hated watching television but the silence was slowly killing his soul. He seldom saw friends any more. Derrick checked in on him periodically. Neighbors left messages inviting him over for dinner after Barb died. Those stopped after he ignored them. The neighbors wanted to be supportive, but they were at a loss. They had all loved Barb and loved them as a couple, but what could they do. He didn’t answer his door and he didn’t return phone calls. At first, some neighbors left baskets of pastries or a pie by the door. That stopped as well.

 

Noah had been an only child and his parents were both deceased. He had no interest in extending himself further. Noah returned to the kitchen and opened up a bowl of canned soup and heated it in the microwave. He added a few saltine crackers crumbled up into the soup and headed to eat in front of the television, as he did every night.

 

He looked around at some of the plants that were in his view. He told himself he probably should water them. Maybe tomorrow when he got back from hunting, but he knew he’d probably forget. Noah wasn’t excited about his hunting trip but promised his friend he would try. The thought of shooting an animal just made him sick now. 

 

Noah could not let go of the pain that incessantly radiated inside his entire body. He truly believed he could have prevented Barb’s accident and he did nothing. He was not usually a man who ‘did nothing’, yet for the most important person in his life that was the case. 

 

Her life was cut short because of ‘you’, he ruminated over and over in his head. Barb was a patient and amazing wife, but he did not believe he was a man of character. He berated himself for being soft for the one time in his life. Noah was disgusted with himself. Nightmares kept him up at night, no longer from the horrors he remembered from his years in the Middle East. Now his horror was the agony he imagined of Barb as she was hitting the tree. She must have realized this was going to be the final moment of her life. Did it play out quickly in her mind or slowly? He didn’t know. She must have known this was going to end badly. Over and over, Noah relived the last moments of Barb’s life and death. This consumed him. He was losing weight rapidly, seldom hungry. Most of the time, he had to remind himself to eat. He no longer wanted a life without his best friend, the person he loved most in the world.

 

The news came on and Noah was unaware of the breaking story. It didn’t matter to him that there was another school shooting in Michigan. When Barb was alive, she tried to calm him down when he watched the news. He was incensed by the increase in school shootings and mass shootings upon his return to the states. “They are entitled, little ass holes,” he would scream at the television. “I know how to fix this, send them to serve and we will make real men out of them.” Barb would come over and lay her hand on his shoulder and kiss the top of his head. But she didn’t do that anymore.

 

Noah visited Barb’s grave frequently speaking to her in death as he did in life. Every month, he followed through on the promise he made to her at the grave and donated $1,000 to the Palatka Food Pantry. The contribution to charity was always made in her name.

 

As always, the volunteers in the office thanked Noah profusely welcoming him to stop by any time just to visit, volunteer, or grab a cup of coffee. He never took them up on that. He just delivered his package, smiled, turned around and walked away.

 

Noah regretted not having children with Barb, but it just wasn’t in the cards for them, they used to say. They wanted children and they thought about adopting, but Noah struggled with tremendous PTSD. Barb quietly encouraged they get that under control before starting a family. Now it was too late. Noah had seen a world with so many children in need. He felt like chards of glass were ripping through him all the time. He felt pain all the time now. Why was it her who died? It should have been him? Over and over the phrase “It should have been me.” She was such a good person, everyone who knew her believed that. Noah genuinely believed he, himself was not a good man. How could he be and kill all those people? He couldn’t be good and do the unimaginable things he did. He knew that in his soul. Now, how does he make it right? He had no idea and wasn’t sure he even cared any more.

 

He kept berating himself. Why didn’t he insist Barb not go for that last run? Life just wasn’t fair and Noah felt like he couldn’t take it anymore. Often sleep would follow but never for long enough. 

 

Every morning when he awoke, he looked to his left, hoping he would wake up from this horrible nightmare and Barb would be by his side. But she never was and she never would be again.


​​Chapter Four


​​Audrey

 

 

Fourteen-year-old Audrey Perry is walking down the street wearing her sparkling silver sandals and her tight, sky blue dress. It hugs her hips ever so slightly, inviting one’s eyes to look upwards revealing her breasts, large for her age. Her shoulders are set back displaying a confidence she actually feels about herself. Maybe it is her confidence of survivorship that is actually on display. Maybe it’s her constant reminding to hold her shoulders back in order to balance the weight of her chest. Her long brown hair is worn loosely, swaying with every step she takes. Audrey is wearing heart shaped glasses with blue rims. 

 

Carrying an off the shoulder slim purse, she returns her cell phone to the outside pocket. The inside zippered pouch held a package of six condoms and $150 cash.

 

A clean cut man somewhere in his thirties, walks outside the emergency room of the hospital. His signature worn leather satchel hangs over his shoulder. He crosses the street without looking to see if any cars are coming. The man continues his cadence, believing that any cars coming from either direction, would stop for him. He would not stop for them. 

 

After a few blocks, he notices Audrey walking on the other side of the street. He is intrigued by her gait; certain he could crush that confidence if he wanted to. He walks more quickly now until he is almost side by side with his newest conquest. Is she merely a victim of opportunity? 

 

Audrey appeared shorter up close. He misjudged her from a distance, thinking she is five foot five, but as he came closer, he realized she is barely five feet tall. He was surprised he had been wrong. He believed he was never wrong.

 

Audrey smiles at the handsome man who walks along- side her and thinks, “Wouldn’t he be a breath of fresh air, so handsome. I might even discount him, what a relief from the old men with everything hanging.” 

 

Before she starts the conversation, she takes in a breath of the fresh night air and shares what a beautiful night it is. 

 

The man agrees, with a generous smile and a nod. He is banking on her believing he is totally smitten with her. What he is really thinking is, take your last breath, baby, because we are counting down the minutes for you now. 

 

Audrey appears happy and carefree as they walk a few more blocks together. All of the office and store fronts are dark and closed down. Audrey stops, leans against the glass by an independent insurance company. He appears to be taking in the gaze of her beautiful eyes. She slowly raises her eyes to meet his, then she holds a stare. 

 

“I’m ready,” she said. She needed to seal this deal or move on to look for another customer. She had not met her quota for the evening. 

 

The streetlights flickered and he puts his hands on her hips, careful not to touch the glass. He comes close as though he was going to kiss her then pulls back. Sliding his hand down to the small of her back, he leads her into a nearby narrow archway. The archway opens up to an atrium where there are office suites only accessible by an indoor courtyard. Every office is dark.

 

Moments later, the man re-enters the street alone, continuing his walk with the same stride he held moments before. He continues walking in the same direction away from the hospital. Taking out his cell phone, he mutters an address, then hangs up.

 

The man believes the young girl has succumbed to the roofie needle spike rather easily. Some of his other chosen victims put up more of a fight. His drug of choice to incapacitate each catch was a benzodiazepine or Rophynol. Most people knew them as Roofies. She was so focused on following his sexual overtures that she never saw the needle getting poked in her. Only a skilled professional would know the best way to inject this drug subcutaneously. He knew it was more common to dissolve Rohypnol into the drink of an unsuspecting victim, but they weren’t at a bar and this method was available to him. The drug quickly left Audrey confused. She lost consciousness more quickly than he would have predicted.

 

The man knew that Roofie would not be detected. Typically, it is difficult to detect because it eliminated quickly from the body. If the victims’ bodies are not tested early, this would be difficult to prove, a supposition perhaps, but not definitive proof. Besides, in a short time her body would be cut and frozen making this irrelevant from his perspective. 





