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A PICTURE IS WORTH a thousand words.  After completing the writing journey, I have had the excellent opportunity to find the perfect image to capture the essence of my work.  When I saw Chen’s Dark Soldier, I had my cover.  His grateful permission and new friendship add to the joy of finding just the right vision of the thrills written on the pages to follow.  https://pixabay.com/en/users/Chanzj-1170762/ 

Zijian Chen

Undergraduate majoring in industrial product design
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Wrathe W. Aceing

Wrathe W. Aceing is a pseudonym, an anagram created to remove celebrity from the author and focus on the central message of these adventures and other books. The “e” is silent.  So is the warrior.  But the vigilance, while silent, is real.

The author can be identified as a part of these novellas—a unique or composite character moving through these military thrillers.  As the publishing editor and an advocate of these adventures, I requested more background, but the dark stare ended my inquiry.

Anonymity is a valuable asset to those who navigate the dark side of our world.  It is a double-edged sword, taking away the individual’s rights for full disclosure but providing shelter for the bearer of the burden of our protection. 

In my last conversation with the author, he indicated his prayer was that someday, dark soldiers would not be necessary.  I place my credence on the author’s good character and the underlying message of these stories.

William Joyce

Project Advocate

vmPublishing

bill.joyce@vismgt.com

DFW, Texas, USA
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​​​​​​​​Domestic Guard
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​​​Chapter 1 – A Child’s Grave
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​Synopsis

A child’s torn, broken body pierces a warrior's heart and changes her homeward travel.  Angel cannot board a plane back to her West Texas home while this child’s horrible murder remains unsolved in a potter’s grave.  Gathering the Shadow Soldiers, she joins forces with the local police detective and seeks out the evil that has infested Florida, Georgia, and beyond.

––––––––
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ANGEL STOOD AT PARADE rest at the foot of the new grave with a tin marker for its headstone.  It would be replaced with a small, flat stone bearing the gravesite number and the words “Jane Doe.”

No one but the cemetery staff attended the funeral.  She would not have been there except if her plane, heading back to Texas, had been delayed out of Tampa, and she picked up a local newspaper to pass the two-hour wait.  The article on a mutilated and abused child’s body found in a dumpster stopped her plans for a quick escape from the Florida humidity.

She came down to visit a distant relative, honoring her mother’s wishes. The party for her uncle Alphonse was terrific, but Clearwater was not the vast Texas open range, and she felt hemmed in by the encroaching plants and huge insects.

Now her plans have changed.  Somehow, this six-year-old child grabbed her heart and would not let go.  Beaten, sexually molested, and then brutally killed, Jane Doe had a story that was not being told in a potter’s field.

The impulse to leave the airport, rent a vehicle, and drive from Tampa to Clearwater for the funeral at the grave site was not an unusual reaction for this soldier-turned-mercenary.  Angel loved her work best if it was for a cause her heart could feel.  The abuse of children was one of those causes that would make her move mountains.  The other was a soldier lost and in need of help.

Sarge continues using her skills and finds work she is comfortable performing as one of his consultants at WCM, handling special projects.  She enjoys the work, such as her trip to San Jose, Costa Rica, where she brought a soldier in from the cold.  Colcalcita is her home, and when visiting mercenaries come to town, she is introduced as a local.  She fits in easily with her jeans, worn boots, and a well-creased Stetson.  Her little cottage now has a barn with three Mustangs, always ready for a desert run.

Today, the quiet cemetery and the newly turned dirt over the child’s coffin held her suspended in time.  Her life was one of action based upon the plans of war.  Taking a hill or capturing an enemy combatant for interrogation were efficiently executed tasks she performed well.  Now she needed to investigate, but she was ill-prepared for the task.

While she knew she could rely on Sarge to come to her rescue, she decided to take charge herself.  The first call she made was to H, an international banker and spy who had connections around the globe and a kindly ear when one asked.  He agreed immediately to help and asked her to call Megs next.  Megs is a JASOC agent and is willing to help in any way she can.  Working now out of Galveston, TX, Megs had some interesting Gulf of Mexico resources that could be brought to bear if needed, including her new partner, who had just arrived from a career as a New Jersey police detective.

Around her, life continued to move.  At her feet, one special life found its resting place.  Her silent vow welled up within her chest until she could not hold back the tears.  This child’s murderer would not go free.
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​​​Chapter 2 – The Evidence
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Coroner Emerald Jastone Jones, standing six feet two inches tall and weighing in at just a little over 138 pounds, looked worse off than his patients.  His gaunt appearance was accompanied by a rasping voice and slow cadence, making you feel like he was talking to you from the grave.  There was no way to excite this man or make him move any faster than his skeletal frame decided to move.  He had his process and would not change for anyone.

Placing the last cleaned scalpel back in its place on the tray, he turned towards Angel with his bony hands folded behind his back.  

Angel could not figure out the man’s issue.  She had stopped men dead in their tracks all her life, and her current appearance could certainly accomplish that task, but Emerald’s eyes seemed vacant and lost to the world.

Finally, he spoke. “My findings are in the Coroner’s Report.  I do not see how I can be of further assistance.”

Angel was dumbfounded.  How can anyone be so callous about a little girl’s murder? “I will get the report from Detective Casey.  Right now, I need to know if you remember anything else to help me find the one who killed her.”

His blank stare moved Angel to the edge of her composure.  Just about to explode, she felt a hand on her shoulder and turned to stare into the eyes of a thirty-something woman, neatly dressed in a pantsuit that clearly showed the holster on her hip.

“I am Detective June Casey, and I see that you have met JJ.  Please let me help you in the other room and allow JJ to return to work.” June pointed towards the door, and Angel followed her into the front office of the Clearwater Coroner’s Office.

“Sorry about old JJ.  He has his ways.  It will be easier for me to help you get your answers.  He does an excellent job for us but is not very good around the living.” June sat across from Angel at a small conference table and folded her hands on the table. “Tell me about your interest in the Jane Doe case.”

Angel, while she had anticipated this encounter, was not fully prepared.  Poking into a case of another law enforcement officer could be a suspect.  Watching June’s eyes carefully, she told her of seeing the story in the paper and wanting to help.  She included her attendance at the funeral devoid of mourners and her desire to bring the culprit of the crime to justice.  These were the words the detective would expect to hear.  

June’s eyes did not give anything away.  She seemed open to hearing about the help Angel could bring to her investigation, but she was not about to give in easily.

“I have some friends that may prove helpful to you, and I would like to see if we can help with the case.” Angel stopped and waited for a response.

There was none.

“I will provide solid references and promise we will not get in the way of your investigation.  We are here to help and nothing more.”

Again silence.

“I see I have disturbed you and will take my leave.  Here is my card if I can be of assistance.” Angel handed her WCM business card and began to stand.

“Please stay.” June took the card, laid it on the table, and waited for Angel to return to her seat.

“This case will get a bunch of nutcases asking to help, and I need time to see if you were one of them.”  June’s smile grew.  “I have heard of Warriors Cadre Management and know of Sarge, so you are welcome to join our investigation.  We have a few leads and no suspects.  Any help will be beneficial.”

​The Murder Canvas

OVER THE NEXT THREE hours, Detective June Casey laid out all she had on this murder and her concerns that it tied into other killings in Florida and Georgia.  

The possibility that the murder was some kind of ritual killing crept into the conversation, and the potential of multiple victims added to the horror growing in Angel’s mind.  She had delayed her departure out of impulse by reading a newspaper article.  Now, as the evidence was laid out before her, she began to understand that her life would change, and her delay would be more than just a missed flight or a few extra days.

“Detective Casey, let’s find some lunch and a little livelier place to continue our conversation.  I will need to call Sarge with an update and a place to stay for the duration.” Angel stood and began walking, and the detective followed her actions. “Do you know of a place out of the way where my team could meet?  I don’t want it to be at police headquarters.  The ones I am bringing on board do better in the shadows.”

“First, call me June.  Next, let’s get some food. Frenchy’s Original Café is just down the road, and while it’s a tourist trap, it still has the best Super Grouper sandwich in Florida.  They invented it, and continue to perfect it.  Then we will find lodging.  I suggest my place.  I won’t be able to put all your friends up, but if we are going to work this case, we might as well bunk together.  Finally, a place for your team to meet—I have a friend who just closed down an old bar.  It is on the beach but fenced off as he prepares for renovation.  I know he won’t start work for two months so that we can run the place.” Detective Casey was a woman of action, and as she outlined her plans, she packed up the evidence in her shoulder bag and guided Angel to the door. “You do like seafood, right?”

“My mouth is watering.  Take me where you will; yes, I would love to bunk with you.  We will need a motel for the rest of the team.” Angel fell in step with the purposeful detective.  

Their first stop was an Avis rental just off the main boulevard.  Detective Casey handed the keys from Angel’s rental to the manager and instructed him to take care of the paperwork, sending it to her office.  She placed Angel’s baggage in the back of her police SUV, and the two made their way down to the Clearwater beaches and Frenchy’s Original Café. “When your team gets in, we can provide transportation.  I have a budget for this kind of investigation.”  

Angel, settling into the passenger seat, allowed the detective to guide their steps.  During their ride to the restaurant, she called Sarge on the phone for an update and to introduce Detective Casey.  She agreed to send him reports on the mission as it progressed and thanked him for personally visiting her mother to help her understand her daughter’s extended vacation.

“He is like a father to me.” Angel could see June had questions. “I met him in Afghanistan.  I had left my post to rescue a group of stranded soldiers, and some piss-ant commander was setting me up for a court-martial.  Sarge walked into my life, saved me from the idiot brass, and showed me that a real soldier has value.”

Angel watched June nod, and her smile expanded. “He even helped me find a safe place for my mother.  Now we work together, and I get to be part of a very special team of warriors.”
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​​​Chapter 3 – Unexpected Help
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The planning session was in its third hour when H stood to stretch.  Peter walked in quickly, locating H and whispering in his ear.  Peter Altront is a mercenary in training that H brought with him from New York.  Just out of service, he sought out H and asked for consideration at WCM.  They met on a clandestine mission in Germany, and he helped H secret a spy out of the country without ruffling the military command’s feathers.

“Team, we have visitors.” H made sure he had everyone’s attention. “Stay calm.  It seems I am losing my touch and was followed.”

H and Peter left the room filled with the research of their planned mission.  The others made their way to the front.

The sun, dancing off the two Harleys parked in front of the old restaurant, hid the two visitors.  H walked out into the bright Clearwater morning.  There was no good approach in a hostile situation.  H maintained his composure, figuring that Peter provided proper coverage with other team members who knew the workings of sniper gear.

“You’re H,” her voice was soft and calm. “A friend told me I could find you here.”

H hooded his eyes with his hand, squinting to make out the apparent female figure standing in the crushed seashell parking lot.  Next to her, a tall, dark male figure stood stoically.

“We have some information that just might benefit your mission.” Still calm, the woman remained relaxed as H approached within three feet of her.

“You have my name.” A cordial conversation seemed to be in order. “Might I know who I am addressing?”

“My name is Sherry, and this is David.  Our work allows access to pockets of deviant crime across the country.” She held out her hand, and H shook it.  

H’s eyes adjusted and took in her beauty and smile, now visible.  He also noted that the quiet, handsome man beside her remained relaxed throughout the encounter.

“We have a few files that will narrow your search for the perpetrators of the child murder you are investigating.  It is our hobby, and we will be glad to help you remove a few deviants.” Taking H by the arm and turning him back towards the restaurant, she laughed at his confusion. “Come on; you didn’t think only cops, soldiers, and spies were working to help our children.  Travel reporters get involved too!”

​New teammates

THE COMMOTION SUBSIDED as the two found seats around the large conference table, which was constructed from several restaurant tables.  

Angel took over the introductions, working her way around the table. “H, our banker-spy, is in charge of following the money.  He has both domestic and international networks that he can bring to bear.  If this is some well-hidden cult, they need money to stay out of the spotlight.  The young warrior to H’s right is Peter.  He is a merc-in-training and answers to H.  For our team, he is the runner.  Right, Pete?”

He jumped up, saluted, and shouted, “Yes, Ma’am!” getting a laugh from those around the table.

“Next is Detective June Casey.  This is her case, and she represents the law.  While acting independently of the Clearwater Police, we support her investigation.”  Everyone nodded, and June returned a quiet smile.  She knew what it meant to be in charge and how to use outside resources.

“Seated to her right is Megs, Naval Lieutenant Commander Katharine Marie Callaghan of JSOC.  It is both an honor and a joy to work with this fine soldier.  When I called for her help, she dropped everything and told the ADM to handle his drug case by himself—she had a child’s murder to solve.  If we need anything from the five-sided labyrinth in Washington, DC, Megs will get it for us.”

“I am Angel Estevez Oliveira, an LA gang member who was given a chance with the Marines to find a better life and befriended by an old sergeant when I needed help in Afghanistan.  Now I am a mercenary working to end the evil we see spreading in society.  I assume the lead on this team.” Angel looked around the room for questions, finding none.

Turning toward the two newcomers, she asked, “So tell us about yourselves and why you believe you can help our case?”

Dave stood and calmly picked through a stack of papers before him, selecting a newspaper clipping from the Des Moines Register.  The headline read Rapist Found Tied to City Hall’s Flagpole with Evidence to Convict.  The picture showed a deviant gagged and hog-tied upside down on the flagpole outside the Municipal Court of Des Moines, Iowa.  The article explained that the court case required only ten minutes of deliberation, and the sentence was life imprisonment without the possibility of parole.

“My name is David Christian, a former homicide detective from Fort Worth, Texas.  I now travel with Sherry all around America, writing for a travel magazine.  Our pleasure—no—mission is to remove deviants from our streets.  It seems we have a real knack for the work and find it an enjoyable pastime.”  

Turning towards June Casey, he continued, “Our aid is never underhanded and easily used for the conviction of the perps we bring you.” He turned to his partner, giving her the floor.

“My name in the magazine is Sherry Beaulieu.  It has become comfortable, and since David calls me Sherry, you should too.” She paused, gathering her thoughts. “I appreciate your open introductions.  Mine is more cloaked.  Let me say this.  I was a child, and now I dedicate my life to protecting children; however, I can.”  She sat back down, shifting her chair closer to David as if for protection.

The silence in the room was palpable, striking a nerve.  It was Detective June Casey who made the first move.  Getting up from her seat, she walked around the table, getting to Sherry last. “I appreciate every one of you.” Her hands rested gently on the travel reporter's shoulders. “There is one thing I hope each of us gets from this investigation.  Satisfaction by bringing this tortured child’s soul some justice.”

She remained behind Sherry and continued. “Now you, travel reporter, need to promise me one thing.” Sherry turned in her seat, a little confused.

“You need to promise Megs, Angel, and me how you captured such a beautiful hunk to carry your bags!” The dark complexion of the former Fort Worth detective turned crimson, and a smile bigger than a Florida beach filled the travel reporter’s face.

The team was together, and Peter took the opportunity to call all to dinner.  The steam pot on the veranda announced their meal was ready. “Beers cold, fish steamed, I’m starving.  Everyone to the fish boil!”
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​​​Chapter 4 – Backwoods Culture
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Cults, Cajuns, and Country Folk have made a home in the backwoods and bayous of the southern states of America.  Two of the three are great Americans and wonderful people to get to know.  The cults find the backwoods a place where their evil can fester.  

The county seat of Krempton, GA, is a blinking traffic light on two neglected country roads.  On the northeast corner, the dry goods store stands abandoned.  The southeast corner has a one-pump gas station, a dilapidated garage, and an outdoor car lift.  The southwest corner is home to the city hall and the county courthouse, along with an annex located in the back that serves as the jail.  The northwest corner is empty except for a dirt path leading into the woods toward Krempton Pond.  It has a rusted chain drawn across the rutted path, barring entry that has been ignored for years, creating two additional trails through bushes around the chain.

Calvin Matisse Calderon shoved the Tampa newspaper away from his breakfast, almost spilling his coffee.  Only once in his life had he confronted his younger brother.  That did not end well for him or his father.  Each night, the screams of the old man fill his dreams.  The sweat of burying him in the swamps near Krempton Pond still oozes out of his pores, making his bed equal to the fetid swamps that haunt him.

Maynard Botticelli Calderon controlled everything around him.  He had a following of thugs and deviants who destroyed any possibility of Krempton entering the real world.  His mother, dying in the back room of the garage, attempting to deliver the third Calderon, left him with a father who knew only one form of discipline—the stick.  The father hit him one too many times, and the bloody hammer now rests on his mantel so that he can remember the pure excitement of seeing the frozen look of fear in the old man’s eyes.  The older brother cowered in the corner but obeyed his commands to drag the body to the swamp and bury it.

Matisse brought color to the mind of a backwoods woman in Georgia, and Botticelli’s Birth of Venus stirred something in her heart.  The names did not pass their attributes on to the children.  Her death, a blessing for her, left this world with two very broken offspring. 

​Krempton Court

MOST DAYS MEANT SHUFFLING papers of no value and talking with Sheriff Gabe Bollette about the goings-on in the county.  Today, they had a traffic violator and a request from a travel magazine called Boots 'n' All.  Putting away his breakfast paraphernalia, Calvin donned his worn judge robes and repositioned his chair to face the rows of rickety benches that formed the courtroom.  

The speeder lucked out.  The last one to violate the speed limit sign, hidden by kudzu vines next to the county marker, spent ten days in jail and paid a $500.00 fine.  Today, the magazine reporter disturbed the festering mind of the judge, and he could find no pleasure in the proceedings before him.

“Do you admit that you were going faster than 35?” He barked at the elderly driver before him.

The man nodded.

“I fine you $50.00.  Next time you enter our county, abide by our laws.  The clerk at the garage will take your fine and give you a receipt.” Waving the man out of sight, he pushed the legal paperwork aside and studied the copies of the online magazine articles he had printed the night before.

The picture of Sherry Beaulieu was pleasing, and the articles were light and enjoyable to read.  The woman had a way of making you want to come and visit.  Darkness crept over the judge as the reality of his world pushed away the sunshine of the reporter’s words.  His brother had visited the night before, and there was no doubt that his job was to ensure the reporter left Krempton undiscovered.  Maynard Botticelli Calderon did not need tourists wandering around his county.

​Krempton Pond

THE RUTTED DIRT PATH beyond the chains led back into the woods and forked at the pond.  The right fork led to a small dock with a ramp area to launch a boat.  Almost everyone in Krempton had some form of fishing vessel, fishing being an enjoyable pastime and a reliable way to supplement the menu.  There were other lakes in the county, and they were used by those living in and around Krempton.  Krempton Pond, while teaming with fish, was avoided by most, and the weeds were slowly taking over the right fork of the road.

The left fork wound around the lake until it reached a set of cabins protected by barbed wire fencing and a gate, showing no signs of rust or disrepair.  Beyond the cabins, a circular arena with three rows of benches surrounded a dirt pit.  A large stone table stood in the center of the pit.

Maynard Botticelli Calderon stepped out on the porch of the largest cabin and looked out at the lake, watching the mist lift off the water, pushed by the rising sun.  He did not need reporters.  His world was just as he wanted it, and no stupid reporter would disturb the life he had made for himself.
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​​​Chapter 5 - Shaking the Branches
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Sherry pulled Angel, June, and Megs aside.  The last few days consisted of digging through the muck and mire of deviants, which was not enjoyable.  They were making progress and had several leads to follow, but Sherry could see the toll it was taking on the team.

“I propose a break in the research,” seeing agreement in the eyes of the women. “Let’s make the boys take us out for an evening of fun and dancing.  We need to recharge before we take on any of these leads.”

“Perfect,” Megs spoke up. “I hear the Carne Asada is to die for at Mariana Cantina, and the view is stunning.  From there, the guys can take us dancing.”

June chimed in. “Let me make a call.  I know the owner. Let’s say eight for dinner.  That will give us time to get dressed.  Sherry, give the men their orders and let’s all gather at my house to get ready.  I have a new wine I want us to try.”  

Angel picked up her papers and stacked them in the center of the table.  One good thing about Marines is that they don’t waste time executing orders.  Before the others got up from the table, she was heading for the door. “I need to stop by that dress shop on the way.  I need something nice to wear.”

Sherry whispered her commands into David’s ear, making his smile expand, and he nodded.  Kissing his cheek, she followed Angel to the cars. “Come on, girls, new dresses for everyone!”​

The Art of Dancing 

H, FULLY ADVISED OF the mission, took charge.  He spent twenty minutes on the phone with various connections, constantly giving Peter tasks to accomplish.  Outnumbered, they knew that whatever commands they gave could easily be overruled by any one of the beautiful women they escorted.  

David started the laughter. “I know my Sherry, so get your dancing shoes on, boys.  We are in for an enjoyable evening.”

Being the youngest and the least experienced, Peter controlled his emotions, while H, with the wisdom of years of experience, seemed to revel in the opportunity before him. 

Still excited about their mini shopping spree, which included new bathing suits, the girls sat on the back porch of June’s house overlooking the bay.  The light fruity wine went well with the fruit and cheese plates, and the conversation was filled with laughter.  Deviants and evil were set aside to worship the setting sun, allowing the cool gulf breeze to refresh them.  

Two stretch limos pulled up in front of June’s house at seven-thirty and whisked the group to their dinner reservations.  They would remain in the parking lot and be ready to take the group on a whirlwind tour of Clearwater’s nightlife.

Reservations were in place for the Wave Nightclub for dancing, Mako’s On The Rocks for karaoke, then a return to the Wave for a private party in their Soak Pool Bar.  H got the manager to keep it open for them.  

“David, you told the girls about swimming, right?” H sat back in the limo and let the moment engulf him.  He would love to have his wife here, but being around the energy of these soldiers gave him a great sense of joy.  He knew he was becoming the old man, and soon, Angel or Megs would take over his place in the mercenary hierarchy.  He just hoped that, once out of the day-to-day, he could still enjoy this part of the adventure.

As with any mission, a personal quirk of one of the team usually took center stage, allowing a focal point for the banter.  Sherry accepted that it would be her David, and the giggling continued as they all exited their seats in the limos. It did not take long for David’s complexion to reflect the banter of the laughing girls. 

Peter listened, learning.  H observed, reflecting.  David smiled and kissed Sherry squarely on the lips, holding her off the ground and spinning her.  The night was an enjoyable escapade, and he didn’t mind being the brunt of the jokes as long as she was with him.

With the women back home safely, H, Peter, and David had a final nightcap in H’s room. “We are very lucky,” he observed. “Tomorrow, we will begin our search, and the evil will take its toll.  Remember the happy smiles when the muck gets difficult.  Here is to dancing in Clearwater! Let’s make another night like this for the mission wrap-up.”

Peter and David saluted and moved off to their rooms.  H walked out on the balcony and let the rhythm of the surf match his thoughts, once again wishing his wife stood by his side.

​Leads

THREE LEADS TOOK CENTER stage.  

The first was a woman molester who was captured and incarcerated in the Florida State Prison.  His life sentence stopped his spree just over six months ago.  June and David would take a run at him to see if he knew about the deaths of the young girls on their list.  The list, headed by their Jane Doe, consisted of sixteen unsolved child homicides in Florida and Georgia.  

June had access to the prison system and had interrogated incarcerated criminals before.  David had a unique window into the world of deviants and a solid background in law enforcement.  They would do well together. 

Sherry was given the second lead, exploring a small county in Georgia that she had identified early on as a possible cult location.  She selected Peter to travel with her, as he could handle both a motorcycle and a weapon.  She pushed back when others volunteered to come along. “We can handle it.  Our only goal is to poke the hornet’s nest and see what happens.”

Angel took the third lead with H and Megs, digging into an international sex-slave connection reported by Gloria Estrada.  Gloria, a NATO reservist working on an international human trafficking task force, found some activity pointing to Florida.

Two days after their night on the town, the team headed out to shake the branches of their investigation.  They would return in seven days and see if they had real evidence to pursue.
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​​​Chapter 6 – Imprisoned Evil
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Entering the mind of a deviant is hard work at best.  It is likely to yield little unless you can trick them.  Carter Meriden Benson is a convicted woman molester serving a life sentence with no possibility of parole.  He had been captured a year ago by Florida State Troopers when one of the women he held escaped and ran out into the middle of I-95.

His torture and molestation were so heinous that the State of Florida took over five months to get a pool of jurors willing to be impartial.  It did not matter.  Once the testimony was presented, the adjudication was instantaneous, and the maximum punishment was inflicted.

The first three days in the prison system destroyed one eye socket and removed the prisoner’s ability to use his right leg for anything but filling his pants.  He now spends twenty-three hours in isolation.  His world consists of a tiny 5x8 cell and a 10x4 alleyway that he uses for outdoor exercise.  Whatever survival instincts Carter had remaining were focused on the guards.  If brought before the light of justice, they were most likely complicit in the initial beatings.  They showed no charity towards the animal in cell IC-21.

Detective June Casey did not believe in the death penalty.  Retired detective David Christian had no such scruples.  Neither had any feelings of sorrow for Carter’s situation.  For three years, Carter Meriden Benson beat, burned, and raped four women in his grandmother’s tract home basement.  These facts, along with the testimony of three of the four willing witnesses, led to the removal of the deviant from society.  

The DA’s office continues, with the help of local and state police, to uncover additional crimes, including the possible murder of the man’s grandmother eight years ago.  With a potential of six other women missing and likely deceased, this deviant created enough harm for ten life sentences.  The DA, when asked, admitted that they would bring additional charges if they felt sure they could get the death penalty.

​Bad Cop - Disgusted Cop

THE RIDE FROM CLEARWATER to the State Prison in Raiford, FL, was three hours of travel time plus a one-hour stop in Ocala for a good meal.  By the time they reached their destination, the only good food option would be Willows Café—its culinary recommendation made by one anonymous Lake Butler inhabitant who stated he liked their burger plate.

From Clearwater to Ocala, the two detectives got to know each other and their investigative styles.  This included the mandatory tales of cases past, filled with the special humor of a detective’s squad.  By the time the sun began to lose its fire in the late afternoon, halfway through their trip, they were a team.

“June, this place looks nothing like the fish shanties you have us frequenting?” David held the car door for the detective as he took in the parking lot and the restaurant entrance.

“Today, we will dine in style.” June accepted David's extended arm as he adjusted his Stetson and guided them to the entrance. “It is French in cuisine, quiet atmosphere, and the last good meal between here and the prison.”

Giving the tall, dark cowboy’s arm a squeeze, June continued, entering the subdued, serene atmosphere of the main dining area. “I bet that you and Sherry will make this a stop on your Florida travel itinerary after you finish this meal.  I will be ordering, so you sit back, look handsome, and enjoy!”

June instructed the maître d to find them an isolated table.  She watched the eyes of other patrons take in the handsome cowboy escorting the lucky lady, who was clearly enjoying herself.  The errant thought of finding someone like David played around in her mind while they sauntered to the table situated in a large bay window section of the establishment.

June picked La Cuisine French Restaurant in Ocala for their menu.  The Pork Shank and Carrot Soup is worth traveling for, and the quiet French atmosphere is conducive to continued discussion.  One bottle of wine was purchased and left corked for a nightcap upon settling into the Best Western Motel in Starke.  

By the time David pushed the Crêpe Gourmande with Seasonal Fruits and Chocolate Sauce to the center of the table, their conversation had wandered from Florida to Texas, through the police world, and back to the always fascinating wonderland of Sherry Beaulieu.  He remained the consummate gentleman, engaged in the conversation but unwilling to divulge another’s intimacies.

“You’re not going to tell me why Sherry is so quiet, are you?” June poked at her half-finished Crème Brûlée.  Her question did not strain their conversation.  They had reached the point of trust where real questions were asked, leaving the other person free to choose how they responded.  She saw, in his smile, that she was right.

“The day I met her in Sundance Square, I felt something special.” He picked up the bill and slipped a credit card into the folder before June could react. 

“Being a detective, I knew she was working me for information the entire weekend, but it didn’t matter.  She was that something special I had spent my life searching for.”  The gentle police officer went on to color in their first weekend in Fort Worth.

David stopped talking long enough to fill in the tip on the credit receipt and watch the waiter walk away. “It took us a while to meet again, but I was ready the next time she was in town, and we have never been apart since.”

He held up his hand as he picked up his Stetson from the seat beside him. “Whatever is in the past is for Sherry to reveal.  We had one night where we listened to each other’s stories about our lives.  The only thing we do now is live the life we have together.  If you, young lady, would like to know about my past, I would be happy to tell you.  If you need Sherry’s, you must ask her yourself.”

He held out his arm as June rose from her chair.  
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