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PROLOGUE





  The story of Jose Gaspar is one of lore and legend and is as much a part of the Tampa Bay region as is the humidity. At the age of twelve, the young Gaspar kidnapped his first girl for ransom. His attempt, however, failed. Arrested and brought before a judge in the Spanish Court, he was ordered to join the Navy. Jose’s natural skills both as a seaman and as a solider were soon taken notice of, and these skills carried him through the ranks of the Spanish Navy, eventually leading him to become an admiral. But his lust for adventure and danger couldn’t be ignored, as he began to pursue the most dangerous game of all—women. He was a great lover of many women, but to his public downfall, he loved too many at one time. One jilted lover, a relative to the Spanish King, sought to take her revenge by framing Gaspar for stealing the crown jewels.




  A warrant was issued by King Charles III of Spain for Gaspar’s arrest. Upon learning the news, Gaspar stole the Spanish vessel the Floridablanca and took to the seas, no longer as a Spanish Naval Officer but now as a pirate. The Buccaneer adopted the name Gasparilla, and he set his course for the west coast of Florida.




  For nearly forty years beginning in the late eighteenth century, Gasparilla plundered the ships and residents along the Gulf Coast. At the age of sixty-five, he was ready to retire. On the eve of dividing up the bounty of his spoils accumulated over a lifetime with his crew, what appeared to be a helpless vessel out in the Gulf of Mexico caught Gasparilla’s attention. He and his crew of the Floridablanca set out for one last pirate adventure. The ship they had set their sights on, however, was the war ship USS Enterprise. The Floridablanca was blasted to bits. And as rumor has it, the defeated Buccaneer went down to the belly of his vessel wrapped the anchor chain around himself, and yelling “Gasparilla dies by his own hand, not the enemy’s!”          




  Some hundred years later, community leaders in the city of Tampa organized together to reenact the pirate’s raid on the Tampa Bay. Since this first “Gasparilla Day” back in 1904, Tampa’s residents continue to gather annually along Bayshore Boulevard dressed as pirates, indulging in a festival of Mardi Gras bead-tossing, breast-baring, beer-drinking homage to the late Buccaneer.




  Tampa, you see, has always had a tradition for celebrating those who have come here for the purpose to pillage.




  




  





  CHAPTER ONE




  Synaptic Crash




  Along the central west coast of Florida, weather still has a tropical pattern to it in early September. Building with intensity throughout the morning and first half of the afternoon, storms traditionally roll off of the Gulf of Mexico by late day. Clouds so low, dark and heavy one could inhale them like cigar smoke. Tampa will then get soaked over the course of the next twenty to thirty minutes. Black clouds blasted to bits by thunder, revealing blue skies and sweet ozone, perfume the remaining humidity. On this particular Tuesday, however, the tropical pattern was different. The storms were held back, waiting off of the coast, building and brooding as each minute passed.  Tuesday became Wednesday. By 1:00 in the morning it erupted. No wind just an avalanche of rain and flashes of light just as the earth shook. It must have continued for an hour straight.




  Jackson remembered sitting straight up in bed and saying, “God-dang it!”




  “Don’t use the Lord’s name in vain. Go back to sleep,” a soft voice spoke beside him.




  Jackson lived in a tiny wood-framed house in Ybor City, an enclave of Tampa just east of its port. In the late 1800s, populated mostly by Cuban immigrants, the city’s primary industry was cigar rolling. Today, the cigar factories have closed. The city is a multi-ethnic, low socioeconomic neighborhood. Its primary industry is providing alcohol to the tourist nightlife.




  It might as well have been noon, at least as far as the humidity was concerned, not six forty-five in the morning. It would take some time before the night’s rain would completely evaporate. Now, it hovered just off the ground as visible humidity. Jackson could already feel beads of sweat wicking through his white polyester shirt. The fabric was too heavy for working outside in the Florida heat, but it was part of the delivery uniform.  Over the last twenty years, Jackson had become accustomed to working in damp clothing. It had become a part of his routine.




  Wednesdays would start with a delivery to the Circle-K corner store, followed by the Jiffy food store. Jackson enjoyed early morning deliveries. There was at least twenty minutes between stops, giving him a chance to listen to the M. J. & B. J. Morning Radio Show. President Clinton had just a few weeks before been discovered to be getting blow jobs in the Oval Office. It was back in January the President had said, “I did not have sexual relations with that woman . . . Miss Lewinsky.” But by mid-August, the President was now saying there had been an “improper physical relationship.” Now weeks later, M. J. and B. J. were still dishing out the jokes. Inevitably, Jackson would repeat some of these jokes once his deliveries took him to the bars throughout Ybor City near where he lived, but now these folks were all still sleeping. They didn’t get to listen to the M. J. & B. J. Morning Radio Show. M. J. and B. J. had to be concerned with the FCC, not Jackson. He would change the language—spice it up some. The bar managers would laugh their asses off.




  It was now ten thirty. Jackson had just finished a delivery to the Mobile gas station on the corner of Columbia and MLK Boulevard. The beer flowed faster in the poorer neighborhoods. Most of the customers came in off from the bus stop at the corner rather than from the pumps to buy their Coronas.  Jackson delivered beer, but not Corona. It was a quick stop for him. His shirt was now soaked as he reached up to grab a hold of the pull-down strap to pull the bay door closed.




  Jackson was now off heading east on MLK Boulevard towards the bars in Ybor City. The M. J. & B. J. radio show was over. The air conditioner in the cab was choking, not able to keep up with the rising temperature. It was at this moment Jackson reached over to change the radio station. He never saw the bicycle.  




  “Oh shit!” Jackson screamed as the small pale-colored body rolled on over the truck’s hood smashing into the windshield, then immediately rolling right off in the direction of the driver’s side. Jackson could see the green t-shirt the person was wearing but could distinguish nothing else about the body that had just collided with his truck.




  Jackson slammed the brakes. The truck skidded to the right-side curb. From the side mirror Jackson could see a small body lying limp and motionless along the opposing curb.




  “Oh my Lord!”




  Jackson sat in his truck staring down towards his feet. His hands tightly grasped to the steering wheel. He held the wheel tightly to keep his hands from uncontrollably shaking. Jackson stayed in this position until he heard the siren. A siren tells you, like it or not, you have to do something. Jackson slowly removed his left hand from the wheel and grabbed the door latch. His hand was soaked. The door popped open, and he cautiously stepped out of his truck as if stepping into a cold swimming pool and then faced forward in the direction of the approaching police car, not bearing the prospect of turning around towards the small body that laid behind him. Jackson started to hear a second siren; it was different from the first. The blend of sound was nauseating.




  It was a bus driver who saw most of the accident first-hand. He had stopped just out in front of the Mobile station just as Jackson was pulling out. The bus driver saw the young boy’s body roll off of the truck’s windshield, hit the road face first and slide across the road, hitting his head on the curb with such force his entire body flipped over with his face now directed towards the morning sky.




  It had been the bus driver who called his dispatcher requesting an ambulance. It was also the bus driver who walked over to Jackson’s truck prior to the arrival of the police and said to Jackson, “You should call your boss . . . . You need to call your boss. Do you have a radio in your truck?”




  Jackson never got to share his new blow job jokes with the bar managers in Ybor City, and the tourists never knew just how close they came to running out of beer that night.




  The first police car arrived.




  “How fast were you traveling?” There was a long pause. The young officer repeated his question.




  “Not fast. I just pulled out from the Mobile right over there.” Jackson pointed behind him without turning his head. He spoke in a low, broken whisper.  




  The cop paused again. His cap was too large for his small head and fell down to his eyebrows. He was unable to make eye contact with Jackson. The TPD cop transcribed Jackson’s words exactly as he had stated them and went on to the next question.




  “Could you have avoided the accident?”




  “Is he okay?”




  “Please, sir, I need you to focus. I know this is difficult for you, but I need for you to answer my questions.”




  “I didn’t see anything until it was all over.”




  “So you couldn’t have done anything to avoid hitting the child with your truck?”




  “It was a child?” Hearing the officer refer to the body as a “child” instantly anthropomorphized the motionless figure. This struck Jackson with a pulsating wave of horror from his core. It confirmed what had not been said aloud. A child’s body lay twenty yards behind him, and he was the cause of it all. 




  “I . . . I didn’t see him . . . . He hit my windshield so hard. Look, it’s cracked. How is the boy? Did he die?” Jackson began to sob. His knees gave way, and he fell with his knees firm on the asphalt and with his left hand embracing the ground. Jackson sobbed with his right hand covering his eyes as his head faced down toward the ground. “Oh dear God, what did I do? That poor boy!”




  The officer continued to write in his notebook.




  Jackson stayed on the ground even after the ambulance left.




  By four that afternoon, the clouds voided. The rain hit the ground, scrubbing the blood-stained curb caked with bits of brain matter that had baked throughout the day on MLK Boulevard.




  




  





  CHAPTER TWO




   Lecture Notes




  Reid turned away from the class quickly, scanning the ledge of the white board for a marker. He couldn’t teach without a marker in his hand. A marker and a Moleskine journal were the proper tools for a tenured professor. He never opened the journal during class. Students would be surprised to see the day’s lecture robustly outlined. Reid spent hours the day before obsessively reorganizing his thoughts in preparing for a lecture. He wrote completely through two or three Moleskines every semester.  He always used a mechanical pencil. Like baseball, teaching has rituals. With a gentle toss, the Moleskine landed on the top of the computer bunker anchored at the front center of the classroom. Now into the fourth week of the semester, students were operantly conditioned. Class started when the Moleskine hit the desk. 




  Reid stepped out in front of the bunker. Relaxed with the blue marker posed in writing position in his right hand, he opened his arms as if embracing the thirty bodies seated out in front of him in a quick welcoming hug.




  “Remember, our first exam is scheduled for next week. It will cover the first four chapters from the textbook. I know that sounds like a lot of information. It is. But the first chapter was really no more than a review of what you would have covered from the neuropsychology chapter back from your intro psych class last semester.” 




  Reid paused, cuing for questions before moving on to the lecture.




  “Dr. Reid, do we have the entire class period for the exam? It’s essay, right?”




  “Ryan, I’m guessing you missed me explaining on the first day of class that all three exams would be in essay format, and you have the entire two and half hours of class time to complete the exam. Please try not to allow your texting in class to cause you to miss the truly important stuff.” Reid raised his upper lip exposing a quick flash of white teeth in a deliberate smile. It was a harmless tease. Students respected the banter.




  “Yes, Trisha,” Reid said, taking note of her raised hand from the left middle center of the classroom room.




  “Is that a Hugo Boss suit? You’re looking spiffy today!”




  Tenured professors earned the right to dress down, not assistant professors. In fact, Reid had donned his navy blue suit and a crisp white shirt. No tie, of course. It was a drastic change from the jeans, faded cowboy boots, and J. Crew cotton button-down shirts he always wore. He was clean shaven, kept his full head of hair cut short. Reid was also tall, and daily running on Bayshore Boulevard which traced the shoreline of Tampa Bay, made him solid.  The suit outlined his frame. The girls would take notice.  




  “I’m not sure what my suit has to do with our class on neuropsychology or your exam next week, but I have to give you some credit if you can tell it’s a Hugo Boss suit. Truth be told, I’ve a forensic evaluation scheduled after class this afternoon. Sorry, I didn’t get dressed up for all of you.”  




  “Well, you look nice,” Trisha quickly replied.




  Reid didn’t receive the comment as flirtation. He found nineteen-year-old girls lacking sophistication. He appreciated the female form, but beauty also needed to be coupled with a woman’s ability to engage her intellect for the purpose of seduction; this is what Reid found to be erotic, not a woman’s capacity to expose skin, tattoos, and piercings.  Still, he appreciated the comment. It felt good for a moment, but was followed by the quick, biting pain.




  Not acknowledging the comment, Reid moved into the teaching agenda. “Concerning today’s reading, anyone care to share your initial thoughts on this chapter about psychosurgery?”




  A pause followed by a raised hand on the front row. Reid took note because Paul never really raised his hand up in the air. Rather, he lifted it as if he were Tonto greeting the Lone Ranger after a long day on horseback.




  “What was your reaction to the reading, Paul?”




  “I think Walter Freeman was a real asshole!”




  Reid had Paul figured out before the end of last semester’s Introduction to Psychology class. Paul was smart, perhaps unusually smart. But, he was too easily aroused by skin, tattoos, and piercings. His comments were shaped with the audience of the room in mind, the female audience to be precise.




  Reid didn’t flinch, quickly retorting, “Your parents are paying $38,000 a year for your education at this fine university. Certainly, the English Department has offered you some opportunity to expand your vocabulary. Please use your ‘college words.’ ”




  A few light chuckles came from the class as Paul sat up straight, ready to dispense with his true thoughts. “What I mean is Walter Freeman was barbaric. Who in their right mind thinks to bring ice picks to work from their garage freezer for the purpose of pounding them with a mallet into the brains of poor, helpless schizophrenic patients?  He was their doctor, and all he wanted to do was perform lobotomy after lobotomy to make a name for him. In the movies, it’s the mental patients who are cast in the role of monsters, but in reality it’s the doctors who are the real monsters . . . excluding you of course, Doc.” 




  Reid listened, slightly nodding his head up and down approving the diatribe, not necessarily approving the student’s position. These are the moments a teacher lives for in the classroom. The universe shrinks down to the five hundred square feet of shared instructional space. This is why Reid prepared so intensely for lectures, mindful to capture ever detail. It was to abandon it all like a bungee jumper the moment he lets gravity take control. Unlike young professors who hadn’t learned to trust the bungee rope’s integrity and preferred to stay anchored to their prescribed PowerPoint lectures, Reid loved the opportunity to just “let go.” Doing so transformed the experience into an original, authentic interaction. This was the art of teaching. Reid had often thought real artists must share a similar experience when they get to witness the uncensored emotional reaction to their work by others. In this moment the piece of art, instead of belonging solely to the artist, becomes a shared human experience, a gift.




  “Does anyone have anything to add to what Paul has said?” Reid asked as he hopped up backwards to take a seat on top of the computer bunker, mindful not to land on the Moleskine.




  An unsolicited reply called out from the back of the room, “I agree. Dr. Jekyll was the real monster, not Mr. Hyde.”




  Reid took observation of a few students who had turned towards each other and were exchanging in soft-spoken conversation on the topic. Redirecting the entire class’ attention back to the front of the room, Reid spoke, “Here is some information not discussed in the reading. Freeman’s initial position was as a laboratory director at a large psychiatric hospital back in the mid-1920s. Keep in mind that psych hospitals at this time were human dumping grounds with befuddled patients often wandering the halls speaking incoherently, naked, urinating and crapping whenever and wherever. Freeman reacted to this experience. I believe it shook him at his core. He was young, believed he was chosen for greatness, and naive enough to think he could find a cure for mental illness. He spent countless hours in the hospital’s morgue conducting autopsies of human brains, desperately looking for any hint of deformity which might be explained as the cause for mental illness. As hard as he looked, he never found any anatomical, structural deviation of these brains from that of normal, mentally healthy brains.”




  “Doc?”  Paul said as his hand once again found itself perched in Tonto salutation position.




  “What’s your question, Paul?”




  “You said he thought he was ‘chosen for greatness.’ Are you saying he was delusional, a little touched himself?”




  “No, no.” Taken back some, yet impressed with Paul’s attention to the details of his comments, Reid went on to clarify. “Freeman’s grandfather was a very famous surgeon, William Williams Keen, who performed the first successful removal of a brain tumor. He was also a former President of the American Medical Association. Personally, I think Freeman grew up surrounded by greatness and just assumed he too would be a benefactor of it. It wasn’t arrogance or delusion that led him to believe he would find the cure for mental illness; it was a sense of destiny.”




  “But didn’t Dr. Freeman steal the idea of lobotomy from Egas Moniz?” Susan’s hand was raised as she voiced the comment. Classroom discussion often evolved this way. At first, students raised their hands for permission to speak. Now the discussion evolved to where students raised their hands as they spoke as if they were a dictator addressing their subjects.  




  “You’re correct, Susan.” Students delayed any response, knowing Reid’s style was to add more substantive detail to Susan’s comment. “Egas Moniz was a Portuguese physician who performed the first lobotomy several years prior to Freeman. Freeman read about these operations in an obscure medical journal. What Freeman did was to modify the procedure and streamline its efficiency. He focused on cutting the nerves connecting the frontal lobes of the brain to the thalamus, believing this would calm down overactive emotional impulses. Unlike Moniz who had to core out bone to access the brain, Freeman used ice picks and inserted them between the eye and bridge of the nose. He even figured out that the equipment used for electroconvulsive therapy could also be used as a means of knocking out the patient for the procedure. Efficient!”




  Jamie sat in the front row next to Paul. Unlike Paul who wore jeans, flip-flops, a torn t-shirt, and chose his seat to command the attention of a female audience, Jamie, who dressed as if she were going on a first date with a boy from church, chose her seat out of sheer fear. She was desperate not to miss a single soft-spoken word, nor gesture of body language, not a single detail. Jamie had once told Reid her interest in becoming a clinical psychologist. Like ninety-nine percent of students wanting to pursue careers in professional psychology, she wanted to work with children. Jamie wasn’t a gifted student like Paul. She needed to work the process of academics and barely earned a B last semester. Reid thought to get through this program and into a graduate program she’ll need to tape pictures of crying children all over her notebooks as motivation.




  “Yes, Jamie?” Reid said, acknowledging her as her hand remained raised as if about to grab hold of a hot bee hive. 




  “I’m a little confused. Did the lobotomy work? Some parts of the reading seem to suggest many of the patients actually got better. Yet, other sections of the reading seem to suggest patients were harmed. Can you explain?”




  More for the purpose of sympathy, Reid started by saying, “That’s a good question, Jamie. Please keep in mind that perspective is everything! Many of the patients became more manageable. By this, I mean they were compliant. But this came at a cost. Freeman is quoted as saying, ‘The patients seem to have lost some flavor of their personality.’  Lobotomy seemed to rob the patients’ very nature of character. It took from them what we seem to value most as human beings—our personality and self-identity. To say a patient has experienced a successful lobotomy is akin to saying a woman has experienced a successful rape.”




  “Is that why they eventually stopped performing them?” The question came from the center of the room from an unidentified student.




  “Actually, as the chapter points out towards the end, limited psychosurgery is still performed today. Not ice pick lobotomies. But, the brain is still invaded by surgeons for the treatment of extreme cases of Obsessive Compulsive Disorder. What really put an end to the transorbital frontal lobotomy, unfortunately, wasn’t enlightened consciousness. Rather, it was Thorazine. The introduction of antipsychotic medication eventually was recognized as being even more efficient than lobotomy because it was cheaper and less invasive than surgery. Thorazine could be thought of as a chemical lobotomy.”    




  As the discussion continued, Reid looked down at his watch, 12:23 p.m. The classroom always had a time machine-like effect on him. Two and a half hours in a classroom collapsed in upon itself, like raw spinach tossed in boiling water.




  “Are there any final comments or thoughts as we start to wind down for today?” Reid asked the class.  “Yes, Paul?”




  “What do you think about my observation? Was Freeman a monster?” Paul said, resolved in his own position but nevertheless wanting to know where his professor stood on the matter.




  Paul’s appeal and prospect of being a psychology major in the department had been elevated with his active participation in the day’s lecture.




  “Okay, this is what I think,” Reid replied, carefully considering his next words. “What most influences my opinion as it concerns your question is the fact Freeman spent the last years of his life crossing the country seeking out his former patients. By this time, he was in his early seventies, having already been relieved of his hospital privileges following the death of a patient. Now retired, he wanted to see how their lives turned out. Psychologists don’t use their patients to offer them solace. Freeman was a monster!”




  On that final note, Reid reached over and grabbed the Moleskine and jumped to his feet, signaling the end of class.




  




  





  CHAPTER THREE




  Office PY 208




  The black plastic, magnetic name plate was mounted to the wall just right of the door to Office PY 208. The name plate read in white lettering, JOHN REID, PSY.D. Construction of the psychology building, typically referred to as the PY Building, had finished back in 1997, and Reid had been in PY 208 since his career began at the university.




  The PY Building was acclaimed for its cutting edge technology. This meant the building was hard wired for office and classroom computers to connect directly to the college’s network. University administrators would still pat each other on the back to this day on how the PY building had brought the university technologically into the twenty first century. Even not-for-profit educational institutions are businesses competing cutthroat for student clientele. Admissions counselors were told over and over by university administrators to be sure to tell the students, as well as their parents, “We have internet access in our classrooms.”  By the year 2001, weeks prior to 9/11, the building was rewired to bring in computer projectors. Apparently, quality classroom instruction necessitated the use of PowerPoint presentations with the professor now a fixture behind the computer bunker and the PowerPoint taking center stage in the classroom. Administrators were, again, pleased with themselves.




  Still, the building had no Wi-Fi. It didn’t bother Reid. He paid for his own Mac laptop, not wanting to be tethered down to a desk with its Dell tower, but it did bother him some having to pay out of his own pocket for a USB Modem in order to access the internet while on campus. The school should offer free wireless access to the internet. Nonetheless, students flocked like migrating geese to the Starbucks right down the road on Kennedy Boulevard with its free Wi-Fi. Reid would stop there most days on his way home from campus for a black coffee and to talk “psychology” with his students. Rarely would students venture up to the second floor of the PY Building to talk with faculty, but students welcomed the conversation on their turf, Starbucks. They knew Reid’s schedule and would wait for him at Starbucks saving him a seat.




  The name plate outside Reid’s door was replaced about five years ago. Cheaply made, the humidity slowly chewed at the adhesive connecting the letters to its base. Eventually, the “O” and “R” gave way. Reid directed the name plate to now read “JOHN REID, PSY.D.” Previously, it read “DR. JOHN REID.” With tenure comes opportunity to indulge in minor acts of passive-aggressiveness. There had been objection raised by senior psychology faculty at the time Reid had been hired. Instead of a Ph.D., he had the Doctor of Clinical Psychology degree. “He’s trained as a practitioner. He doesn’t have sufficient research skills.” These criticisms were voiced by those old gray-haired professors whose network connections remained unconnected, dangling limp in the new PY Building.




  Four years later, those senior psychology faculty who still remained on staff were mute on the subject at Reid’s tenure review. Reid had published Forensic Neuropsychology, the textbook that was now the standard used in most graduate training programs throughout the United States. He had also published over sixty peer-reviewed journal articles. It was his involvement, however, in the Sanderson case that made Reid somewhat of a celebrity. He had been consulted by the Florida State Prosecutor’s Office to evaluate the young mother who claimed the voices coming from the television had commanded her to murder her two fatherless children. The State argued she murdered her children because her then boyfriend wasn’t interested in becoming a father. Reid’s assessment and testimony helped to solidify the jury’s decision to ignore an insanity plea in favor of a guilty verdict.




  It was at this time prestigious universities throughout the country began courting Reid. If Reid was going to remain in Tampa, his university would need to give him tenure immediately. John Reid went from an Assistant Professor to full Professor on a June afternoon in 2002. The old gray-haired professors never got the email announcement. There was still no intercourse with the network connection in their offices, but hopefully, they got the message with the updated name plate, JOHN REID, PSY.D. 




    Reid dropped the Moleskine on his desk that faced out a window. The second story offices were touted as having magnificent views of the Hillsborough River which the campus boarded up against. Now the oak trees that had been planted at the time of the building’s construction had matured, all but obscuring the view of the river from the window. Reid looked again at the steel Submariner Rolex on his left wrist. The time was 12:48 p.m. The Rolex had been a gift from Lisa. She was so proud of her husband’s accomplishment on that June afternoon back in 2002 that she surprised Reid with the gift that night.




  Reid hadn’t been able to take out any of the pictures of Lisa he had stored away in the bottom drawer of his file cabinet in PY 208 or the top drawer of the side table in their dining room at home. Even the mere thought of looking at her in a photograph resulted in sharp, biting pain as the release of adrenaline pinched Reid from the inside. To actually see her photograph, he was certain the consequence would be to drown in his own chemicals.  He took no pleasure knowing her killer had been spending the last two years sitting in prison, but he did find a small connection back to the life he once shared with Lisa every time he looked down at the watch.




  Reid took a seat in his office chair and swiveled towards the right side of the desk, reaching for the powdered blue fools cap folder. Reid was obsessive and meticulous about many things, including folders. He couldn’t stand the standard file folders sold by the case at Office Depot. He ordered his folders from a stationary store he and Lisa happened upon on Albemarle Street while staying at the Brown’s Hotel in London. He had been invited to give a lecture at the University of London and had brought Lisa with him on the trip. The folders were neither expensive nor exquisite. They were crafted out of the same paper stock as the file folders sold at Office Depot. They were constructed to serve as a pouch with a flap that cleanly hid away the contents; like the Moleskine journal, the document folder was refined.




  Reid reached inside the folder. The header on the petition read, IN THE THIRTIETH CIRCUIT COURT, DIVISION OF MENTAL HEALTH, THE STATE OF FLORIDA VS. FLOYD RAYMOND BELL. Stapled to the last page of the document was a Court Order signed by Judge Winston appointing Reid as the forensic evaluator. The fools cap pouch carried all of the standard documents provided by the court in a competency assessment.




  Reid typically didn’t do forensic assessments in civil court. His reputation had been built on evaluations for sanity in criminal court. Yet, following Lisa’s murder, Reid stopped taking on any new consulting cases. It was only in the last few months he agreed at Judge Winston’s request to do a few competency evaluations. Judge Winston was very young. She couldn’t have been more than thirty years old. Her husband, who was considerably older, was extremely wealthy. His family had owned many of the old cigar factories in Ybor City, and his grandfather had once been the mayor of Tampa. The family still owned a significant portion of property within the city. Judge Winston was also extremely attractive. Plaintiff or defendant, it didn’t matter much. Both parties often thought about throwing themselves down and pleading mercy upon the court.
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