
 

 

 

Final Trimester 

A Suspense Novel | Book One in the Quigley Triplets Series 

 

 

 

By 

Dianna T. Benson 

www.diannatbenson.com 

 

 

 

 

  

http://www.diannatbenson.com/


Chapter One 
 

     Time to kill again.  

     Darren Holcomb climbed the stained wooden staircase of his luxurious Myrtle Beach house, his hand 

sliding up the banister. A sense of euphoria dominated his brain, empowering him.  

     Don’t do this, God’s voice warned him with a keen tug. 

     I’m not listening to You, Darren shouted back inside his head. You can’t control me. I run my own life. 

On my timeframe, not Yours. Leave me alone. 

     Good, the devil interjected. Come my way. 

     I’m not listening to you either, Darren snapped. Neither the light nor the darkness leads me. I’m not 

some puppet anyone can direct. 

     You’ll be evil’s puppet if you kill her, God’s commanding voice boomed. 

     You don’t understand! Darren yelled back, his temples pulsing with a rush of blood flow. You never 

understand. 

     He stomped up to the top stair. Drawing in a breath, he pushed the conversation aside, and regained 

control before crossing the threshold of the opened French doors of his posh bedroom.      

     “Good mornin’, hon,” he said with a smile.    

     “Whoa—” Kathleen sprang upward in their king-sized bed, her red curls framing her pale but 

beautiful face with a bounce “—Darren.” She blew out a breath. “You scared me.” Lying down again, she 

tucked herself under flowered covers; her body sagged from obvious exhaustion.    

     He sat on the edge of their pillow-top mattress, inches from her bulging pregnant belly. A heightened 

eagerness filled him. “Did you throw up all night?”   

     “Off and on, not all night,” she teased in her optimistic way. She patted his kneecap. “I thought you’d 

be in Charleston all week. It’s only Tuesday.” 

     “I drove home early. We covered everything in a day.”   

     “One day?” Her eyes narrowed. “How’s that possible?”  

     It wasn’t. At all. “Lucky, I guess.”  

     “Hmm. Luck?” She shook her head on the pillow. “No. You’re amazing.” 

     He winked. “Must be.”  



     Inside his pocket, he wrapped his hand around a half-inch tube. He pulled out the double-dose 

epinephrine auto-injector, prescription medication for patients in anaphylaxis shock, an acute allergic 

reaction.  

     “The FDA just released this. Developed by obstetricians to treat severe nausea and vomiting during 

pregnancy.” 

     “Really?” Her baby blue eyes widened with hope. A split second later, skepticism flashed across her 

puzzled face. “Darren, I haven’t heard a thing about this med. You’d think Dr. Carter would’ve 

mentioned it to me.” 

     “The drug’s release date was originally projected after the start of the New Year.”  

     “Ahh,” she nodded, “several months after I deliver the twins.” 

     “See why he didn’t say anything to you? I spoke with him yesterday. Informed him the drug’s 

approved and released. He recommends you try it.”     

     “Is it an A-category pregnancy medication? I won’t take it, Darren, if it’s a B or lower. With my blood 

pressure, I’m already taking a B med.”  

     After two miscarriages, her extra caution was warranted, but nothing he couldn’t manipulate with 

time and precision. Although hopefully not too easily. Solid challenges vitalized him.  

     “It’s an A-med. Totally safe. Controlled human studies demonstrate no risk to the fetus.” 

     Her lips curved into a wide smile. “Wow. This is amazing.” She pointed to the plastic tube in his fisted 

hand. “That’s mine? Dr. Carter called in a prescription for me?” 

     “No. I’m dropping off a box of samples to his office this afternoon. He wants you to try a sample. See 

if it works. If so, he’ll call in a script for you. Just like we did with the migraine med before this 

pregnancy. Do you want to give this a try?” 

     Still smiling, she nodded. “I may be able to eat tonight and keep it down. Gee,” she winked at him, 

“I’m so fortunate to have a husband with medical know-how and firsthand access to meds.”  

     Pathetic how gullible she was behaving. She surrendered too willingly. It surprised him. Disappointed 

him. Disheartened him. He’d anticipated more from her.  

     Leaning up on her forearms, she tried to eye the tube inside his fist. “How’s it administered?” 

     “It’s a shot. I inject it into the side of your leg.” He curled her red, unruly hair back behind her left ear. 

“This is a double shot, Kathleen. Once I give you the first dose—” he pointed to the second capped 

needle on the tube’s other end “—I’ll give you a second dose.” He patted his pocket. “Then two more 

injections from another double-dose shot. Two double shots are recommended for women who 

experience severe symptoms all three trimesters. Like you.”  

     Her pale face brightened a bit. “This is a breakthrough for pregnant women.” 



     “A huge breakthrough.” He adjusted his eyeglasses on the bridge of his nose. “The negative side is 

you will feel your heart rate kick up. You may feel dizzy. Some tremors. Even anxiety. All just side 

effects.”  

     “That’s nothing.” She batted the air. “I can handle that after nearly a year of hanging my head in the 

toilet and feeling like the walking dead. I just hope it works miracles, like those migraine shots you gave 

me.” She yanked back the edge of the covers. “Okay, let’s do this.”  

     Since she’d endured persistent vomiting to the point of dehydration and hospitalization several times 

during pregnancy, it was understandable she was eager to try the med after just a little coercing.  

     But still. No challenge. Too easy. Unsatisfying. She failed him yet again.  

     She didn’t deserve to live a minute more.  

     He unscrewed the green cap, pulled off the gray safety release, then jabbed the spring-loaded needle 

into the side of her thigh, shooting epinephrine through the needle’s membrane and into his wife’s 

system. For fifteen seconds he held the auto-injector against her skin to complete the process of 

administering the 0.3milligrams of medication.  

     “Time for the second dose.” He popped off the cap over the needle on the other end of the tube and 

plunged the needle in a few centimeters from the first injection site.  

     She’d never been one to bruise, not when she’d tumbled down off the top of a six-foot ladder and 

landed on concrete, not even when they’d crashed on his motorcycle on their third date. No matter 

what, her skin didn’t blotch the colors of any contusion. She’d never bruise from spring-loaded 

needles—most patients didn’t—and any slight redness or the tiniest marks of pinpricks would blend in 

with her mesh of freckles and red-haired complexion. No medical doctor would examine her leg and 

locate an injection site.  

     It was the perfect murder weapon.  

     He recapped both needles, and slipped the epinephrine injector into his pocket. “Kathleen, let’s go 

ahead with the third and fourth doses. Okay?” 

     “My heart rate is speeding up. Racing.” 

     “Good. That’s good.”  

     “Darren, four doses in two double shots seem like too much.” 

     “That’s the dosage to treat both nausea and vomiting.”  

     He uncapped the second auto-injector and repeated the regimen, delivering a lethal totality of four 

doses to his wife, especially lethal in a woman with hypertension. Days ago, he’d swapped her blood 

pressure med—methyldopa—with placebos.  



     He slipped the second empty auto-injector into his pocket, planning to dump both where no one 

would ever link them to his wife’s death or to him.  

     A boom of thunder rumbled outside. A haze darkened the window, clouding over the early morning 

sunrise. Remnants of Hurricane Rita.     

     He pointed to the dark wooden mini-blinds covering the window. “It’s forecasted to rain all day 

today.” 

     “Oh?” She squirmed as if in pain. “I didn’t have any plans to go to the beach and surf, so I’m good.”   

     He laughed. “You never fail to have a sense of humor.” He’d always liked that about her. Pity she 

hadn’t miscarried this third pregnancy. Miscarry and miscarry and never deliver a baby. What a dream 

wife. But it didn’t pan out. Time to move on.  

     “My heart is pounding, Darren. I’m so shaky.”  

     “It’ll pass.” When your heart stops. “Be patient. Relax.” 

     Lightning flashed outside the window. Another boom of thunder.  

     “You’re right. I’ll relax.” She spread her palms over her bulging belly as if cradling their unborn babies. 

“The boys are really moving around. I can’t wait to hold them in my arms.”  

     I’d be a good daddy. 

     No, I wouldn’t. It’s already too late anyway. Death for her is imminent.   

     Stop killing, Darren, God’s voice cut in. 

     No. I don’t want to stop. I can’t stop. All these women need me. Countless broken women are 

desperate for my love.  

     But then you kill them, God harped at him.  

     You don’t get it. Until You do, conversations with You are pointless. 

     Another streak of lightning. More rumbles of thunder. 

      I know what I’m doing. 

     At thirty-five weeks gestation, Kathleen was near delivering. It was time to say good-bye to this 

pregnant woman and continue to enjoy life with his pregnant girlfriends until the end of their lives 

inevitably rolled around by his hand. 

     A flash of lightning flickered. Seconds later, thunder roared.  



     “Heart…really racing.” Kathleen’s chest rose and fell in staccato rhythm.  “Pain,” she clawed her 

chest, “under my ribs.” 

     With a surge of irritation, he eyed the digital clock on the nightstand. Why couldn’t she die without 

the dramatics?   

     “Darren?” She stared at him, wide-eyed, pupils dilated. “I feel…I feel.”  

     Bored by her whining, he scratched his neatly trimmed beard. “You feel what?”        

     “Like I’m going to die.” 

     “Don’t be ridiculous. I told you you’d feel anxiety. It’s a side effect.”  

     “No, Darren.” At the base of her throat, her pulse throbbed with each rapid beat of her heart. 

“Something’s…not right.”  

     She flipped the covers off of her. Wobbly and weak, she crawled out of bed, staggered around the 

bedroom. Collapsed in a heap on the fluffy blue carpet.  

     He rushed to her side and crouched. “Honey, you okay?” he asked in a forced panicked voice, playing 

his role. “Kathleen?”   

     “The twins. Oh…Darren. I can’t…miscarry again. No. Not the twins.” She pointed her index finger in 

the direction of the cordless phone standing upright in its charger on her cherry wood dresser. “Call…Dr. 

Carter.” 

     “Right.” He bolted to his feet. “I’ve got his number on my cell.” He patted his pocket. “I left it on the 

kitchen counter.” 

     “Darren…call…911,” she groaned out as he dashed out of the bedroom, ignoring her. 

     I will, my love. I will. Soon. 

     He darted around the doorway and stood in the hall, out of Kathleen’s line of sight. He’d wait a few 

minutes, wait until her heart stopped beating. 

     At the sound of scuffling and frail grunting, he peeked around the doorframe and watched his wife 

crawl to the dresser. Her arm reached for the telephone.   

     Cordless phone in hand, she punched in three numbers: 9 once, then 1 twice.  

     Even better. He’d planned to call 911 himself in a few minutes, not speak once an operator answered. 

Simply set the phone down near his wife with the line still connected to 911 dispatch, and leave. Either 

way, rescue crews would be dispatched to his house all the same. 

     All so perfect. 



     Like everything else he did in life.  

     Soon, paramedics would insert an IV line and inject her with epinephrine, emergency medical 

protocol for cardiac arrest. Additional epi pushed into her system guaranteed an unsuccessful 

resuscitation attempt. Plus, more epi would supply the reason her bloodstream contained large 

quantities of the hormone. The human body contained natural epinephrine—norepinephrine—and the 

two were indistinguishable, so the cause of her death would be undetermined.  

     Just as planned. Perfect in every detail.  

     Kathleen flopped onto her back, brought the phone to her ear. “Help…me,” she groaned out. Her arm 

collapsed down at her side. The telephone bounced out of her hand, rolled on the carpet away from her.  

     Just as he’d assumed, she didn’t have the energy or time to speak more and implicate the injection. 

See? He was never wrong. Never made a mistake.        

     “Hello? Ma’am?” a female voice shouted over the line. “I’m sending police and EMS….”  

     Standing over his wife’s lifeless body, he stared down into her pupil-dilated eyes. Her gaze blank, 

fixed on nothing. Her chest no longer rose and fell in steady rhythm.                 

     This wasn’t his first killing, although he’d never killed a family member before. Kathleen had been his 

one and only wife. Actually, his only family. All the other dead pregnant women before her were just 

girlfriends. All had carried his baby. Some he’d promised to marry, some he hadn’t. All believed he’d 

been thrilled they were pregnant since he’d lavished them with gifts and spoiled them to the hilt. All 

believed in a happily ever after with him and their baby.  

     All too easy. God Himself couldn’t stop him.     

     As dawn turned to morning in the September sky, he slipped out the back door of the home he’d 

shared with Kathleen since the day after their wedding less than three years ago, just a few short 

months after he’d moved to Myrtle Beach and met her.  

     In a drizzling rain and dark haze, he jogged to where he’d parked his car four blocks over, hidden in 

plain sight in the midst of a street packed with stagger-parked vehicles and thick patches of palm and 

oak trees.  

     Once inside his BMW, he brushed rain off his curly jet-black hair, and grabbed the prepaid cell phone. 

Dialing, he connected to his laptop sitting in his five-star hotel room in Charleston, a two-hour drive 

from Myrtle. Within seconds, his laptop connected him to hotel room service, the call appearing to 

originate from the telephone inside his hotel room. 

     “Mornin’, Mr. Holcomb,” an overly friendly male spoke. “What would you like to order?” 

     “Yes, hello,” Darren pretended to yawn, “I’d like coffee, wheat toast, two eggs over-easy.” 

     “Your normal breakfast. Yes. It’ll be up in thirty minutes. Is that all right, sir?” 



     “Fine.” Darren disconnected the call and dropped the cell into the console’s cup holder. He started up 

the engine and sped off through his neighborhood.  

     As he cruised from the wet onramp onto Highway-17 heading to Charleston, he revved up his speed 

to the max limit. A minute later, he dialed room service again via the burner cell phone and his laptop 

computer.   

     “Good morning again, Mr. Holcomb. Something I can add to your order?”        

     “I’m suddenly not feeling well.” Darren groaned. “Please…cancel my breakfast.” 

     “Sorry to hear that, sir. Feel better soon, Mr. Holcomb.” 

     Darren tossed the cell on the passenger seat, increased his speed to a safe five miles per hour over 

the limit, intent to reach Charleston in less than two hours without being pulled over for speeding.  

 

*** 

     Heart rate hiked-up, mind on full alert, Jodi Duncan raced her ambulance down the street, lights 

flashing, sirens blaring, en route to responding to a 911-call. Due to the early morning September rain, 

compliments of the hurricane season in its peak, she used extra caution.  

     Fourteen years as a paramedic, an adrenaline rush still surged through her bloodstream every time 

she responded to an EMS-call. After all, this was about people’s lives and health, helping them in their 

greatest time of need. With that, however, often came inevitable risk to emergency crews. Any known 

information helped her prepare for what they’d possibly encounter on scene in order for her to protect 

herself and best help her patients.     

     “What’s the call, Adam?” she asked her partner in the passenger seat, as he viewed the incoming call 

information on the ambulance’s laptop nailed into the dashboard. 

     As he perused the screen, she prayed she’d be at her best. For her patient. For her partner. For 

herself. God gave her strength and courage on every call, yet sometimes she failed to notice.       

     Adam shrugged. “Unknown. Female caller moans out, ‘Help me,’ then silence. Residential line still 

connected to dispatch, but they’re getting nothin’. Turn right at the stop sign.” 

     “She probably coded.” Mentally preparing for the likely cardiac arrest scenario, Jodi hung a right. 

     “Maybe.” Adam snapped on a pair of latex-free gloves. “Or maybe she just fell uncon. Regardless, if 

we lose her, you’re not gonna cry again, are you?” 

Clenching her jaw, she held back the urge to smack him. A few days ago at a MVC—motor vehicle 

collision—they’d responded to, she’d been unable to stop tears from rimming her lower eyelids. As 

they’d worked on the mom and two toddlers, her mind had replayed the news she’d received just that 



morning—an adoption agency had turned her down. Again. Her job was too high risk. She was single. A 

married couple was in the process of adopting the three-year-old boy. The agency was sorry. Maybe 

next time.  

     Yeah, right.  

     Another piece of her heart crumbled. Hope dwindled.      

     “That MVC was rough, Adam. Two toddlers and their mom died. And I didn’t cry. My eyes filled a little 

with tears. Don’t slap that back in my face. You’re so desensitized.” 

     “Naw, I’m just a jerk. You know that. Turn left up at the light.”    

     As they approached a packed four-way intersection, Jodi tapped the loudest siren, sounding it 

staccato. In front of them vehicles parted like the Red Sea, all but two cars. She palmed the siren, wailing 

it non-stop. “Come on, people.” Minutes could mean the difference of life or death for their patient. 

“Move it.”  

     Adam snagged the radio microphone from the dashboard. Pressed the button to speak. “EMS coming 

through. Move your vehicles out of our way. Now.” 

     One car veered into the intersection a little, and curved to the right. 

     Jodi pointed to the second car still blocking them. “Look at this guy. Yapping on his cell phone. Living 

as if no one beyond him exists.” Still palming the siren, she inched the nose of the ambulance toward 

the rear of his ritzy and pristine car. 

     Adam scoffed. “If this was his or a loved one’s emergency, he’d be yelling at us to hurry.” 

     Cell phone still pressed to his ear as if it were his lifeline, the idiot moved alongside the other car in 

the intersection and out of their way. Apparently, he figured out life wasn’t all about him.   

     Jodi nudged forward into the intersection as she scrutinized all directions for clueless drivers, or for 

those who simply didn’t care since it wasn’t their emergency. All clear, so she proceeded forward and 

turned left. 

     Adam cranked up the volume on the radio as a Top-40 song played. He bobbed his head to the beat 

and sang along with the lyrics, gearing up to handle whatever they’d soon face on scene.   

     Six years as his EMS partner, Jodi knew Adam. Understood him well. She trusted him to watch her 

back, respected him as a paramedic, but felt sorry for every new woman he married. She couldn’t 

remember the number of ex-wives he’d racked up thus far. All the girlfriends in between each 

marriage—and during—made it difficult to keep track. No doubt, high divorce rate in EMS, fire, and law 

enforcement. An occupational hazard. But Adam seemed to be shooting for the record of most in a 

lifetime.     

     “That’s the street.” Adam turned off the music. “Up ahead. First right.” 



     Jodi hung a right. “What’s the address?”  

     “926, this street.” He tapped the laptop screen, his finger over the computerized map. “The house is 

just beyond the bend up ahead.”   

     She turned off the sirens but kept on the lights. No need to blare through the neighborhood. 

     A quint fire truck—quintuple combo pumper, loaded with water, hoses, and ladders—and two black 

and white patrol cars crowded the driveway of a redbrick three-story home nestled in what appeared to 

be a two-acre wooded lot immaculately cared for by an expensive lawn service.    

     Jodi kept all the ambulance lights on and scanned the area to ascertain the safety of the scene. Six 

uniformed men surrounded the home’s front door—four firefighters, two cops, all six toying with the 

lock. Scene secure, she climbed down from her truck and into the drizzle. To retrieve their EMS 

equipment, she bolted alongside her ambulance stenciled with Horry County FIRE/RESCUE on its side, all 

the lights flashing.  

     At the back of her ambulance, she yanked open the double doors and wheeled out the stretcher, 

loaded with a packed jump bag, cardiac monitor/defibrillator, and a bag stuffed with airway 

management supplies, including an oxygen tank. She squeezed the release on the stretcher. Down 

popped the wheels. Together, she and Adam rushed the stretcher up the curved wet walkway, lined 

with perfectly edged soggy grass, and toward the crowded front door. The rain fizzled down to nothing, 

leaving behind mist and heavy humidity.  

     “Breaking in?” Adam asked the group of uniformed men, all of which Jodi had worked various calls 

with over the years.  

     “Yup, no answer to our knock,” rookie Officer Coyte replied as Officer Holby and the firefighters 

worked on popping the door open without damaging the lock or the door itself.  

     Also a trained firefighter, Jodi knew breaking a window was the easiest entry, but a broken window 

left an empty home unsecured, whereas a jimmied door—not a busted one—could be relocked once all 

emergency crews departed the scene with the patient in tow.                          

     “We’re in.” Officer Holby nudged the front door open and moved inside the house, hand on the butt 

of his 9mm Sig Sauer. “Hello? Myrtle Beach PD entering….”    

     Officer Coyte followed. The four firefighters disappeared inside, all with caution. On full alert herself, 

scanning every inch of her silent surroundings, Jodi rolled the front of the stretcher through the 

doorway and onto the marbled foyer as Adam pushed from behind.  

     An eight-by-ten inch glass frame engraved with Darren and Kathleen lay propped up on an all-glass 

table in the foyer. Inside, a photo of a beautiful red-haired bride and bearded groom wearing 

eyeglasses. Both sipped champagne near an exquisite two-tier cake. 


