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For John, who taught me to never give up.  

May you rest in peace.
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“A street thug and a paid killer are professionals – beasts of 
prey, if you will, who have dissociated themselves from the 
rest of humanity.”
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“I think capital punishment works great. Every killer you kill 
never kills again.”

— Bill Maher
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 Chapter One
“This was a professional hit.”

C
hris and Karen were holding hands in front of Judge Larry 
Roberts, who stood beaming in front of the two of them, holding 
a small bible. John stood beside Chris, as did Jim, and Sara and 

Barbara were standing next to Karen. The small group of people on 
the courthouse steps were teary-eyed as Chris and Karen exchanged 
their vows. They were short and to the point.

“By the power vested in me, I hereby declare you husband and wife, 
now kiss your damn bride, Chris.” Larry bellowed out a laugh as did 
everyone else as Chris grabbed Karen in a huge embrace and kissed her.

Sara was crying; John and Jim were a little misty, too, and Jim looked 
up at John and said, “It’s kind of like watching your kids marry, isn’t it?”

John nodded and said, “Yeah, in a creepy way. I will never forget 
what poor Karen went through at the hands of Simon Barstow. She was 
such a brave girl then and now. And watching her grow into such a strong, 
independent woman …” He paused and took a deep breath as a tear fell 
from his eye. “To know that she’s alive today because of the Eagle...”
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Jim interrupted and said, “She is alive because of John Swenson. 
Her abusers and the sadistic killers that had her are dead as a result 
of the Eagle. Karen is here in this spot as a direct result of you, 
John.” John looked away, and Jim laughed and said, “For all of your 
macho bullshit, you can’t take a compliment.”

“I’m just glad I was there. Chris is a loving and caring man who 
will take very, very good care of her. She will do the same for him. 
That’s true love, Jim. That’s true love.”

“Yeah. You don’t see couples like that anymore. You did good, Papa!”
Jim laughed as Barbara walked up to them with a smile on her 

face and said, “I hear Jim’s giving you a hard time, and I heard what 
he said. He’s right, John. None of this would have happened had it 
not been for you.”

John just shrugged his huge shoulders as Sara came up and took his 
hand and asked, “Wasn’t it nice of Larry to fly down from Sacramento 
to perform the ceremony?”

He nodded, and Jim said, “Larry’s a damn federal judge now. He 
just used this as an excuse to come south and get some sun.”

They all laughed, and Chris and Karen joined them, and Karen 
looked at Sara and said, “We hate to break up this little party, but you 
and I need to get to the hospital as we both have rounds, and Chris 
and John have their own work to do. 

You have a new killer, right?” Chris nodded as did Jim and John, 
and Karen asked, “Where’s Sam?”

“She’s having city photos taken with the mayor and other 
officials. She’ll congratulate you later. She and Riggs are going to 
be busy for a while.”

Karen nodded and kissed Chris and said, “You need to go home 
and change out of that fancy outfit and get to work.”

Jim looked Chris up and down and asked, “Why a tuxedo, Chris? 
Jesus! You could have just worn a damn suit.”

“I’m only getting married once, and I wanted to wear a tux.”
“You two might be in love, but you’re the strangest couple I 
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know. You’re in a tux, and your bride’s in medical scrubs.” There 
was a round of laughter, and Sara and Karen left.

Barbara kissed Jim and said, “I’m off to work. I’ll see you at 
some point tonight, right?”

Jim nodded and said, “Yeah. I need to converse with these two, 
and I don’t want to let it out in public.”

Barbara laughed and said as she walked back into the federal 
courthouse, “Since when has that stopped the non-politically correct 
Jim O’Brian?”

Jim looked at John and said, “I need a beer, and we need to talk. 
I’ll see you guys at Santiago’s in an hour!” He didn’t wait for a 
response, just walked off as John and Chris stared at each other.

“I’ll drive you home to change and then we’ll meet Jim,” John 
said in a monotone voice.

Jim was sitting in the corner of the bar when Chris and John 
walked in. They had no sooner sat down when Jim said, “Reaper…
fuckin’ Reaper is back on the scene?” Chris stared as Jim spoke and 
downed his second beer. Santiago’s was quiet as it was late morning. 
Jim sat with a cigarette between his teeth.

Sam was sitting next to Jim, smoking a cigarette and drinking a 
beer as well and asked, “Who the hell is Reaper?”

Chris nodded in agreement to Sam’s question, and Jim looked 
at John and asked, “Do you want to field this one? I mean, I know 
you and your CSI team have been at the Los Angeles State Prison in 
Lancaster on this one…this is your nemesis, after all.”

Javier limped over to the table and gave John and Chris glasses of 
tonic water. John took a sip and said, “Reaper is a nickname that a contract 
killer took up about five years before the Eagle began his killings.”

“So, the guy nicknamed himself?” Sam asked.
Chris interrupted and said, “Yeah. He named himself after the Grim 
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Reaper because no one knows his identity, and he moves with impunity. 
He’s a master of disguise and can practically shapeshift. His killings 
come and go in LA, but he’s a contract killer and most likely kills all 
over the country, maybe even the world.”

Sam squinted one eye as the smoke left her lungs and asked, “Come 
again?”

“The killer has named himself after death as you never see death 
coming.”

Sam looked on as John waved a hand in the air, and Maria 
Martinez walked over to the table. She sat down, and Jim said, “I 
thought you were out ambulance chasing.”

Maria just shook her head and said, “I was with Sam at her swearing 
in, and she invited me to stop in. So…what are we talking about?”

Jim threw her a beer and said, “Chris is trying to educate Sam on 
who Reaper is.”

Maria laughed as she cracked open the beer and asked Jim for a 
cigarette. He handed her a smoke; she lit it and said, “Believe it or not, 
I know a great deal about the Reaper.”

“YOU know about the Reaper?” Sam asked.
Maria nodded. “I don’t live under a rock. Before my father passed 

away, there was a series of cases he was handling. High profile 
class action cases where several key witnesses ended up dead under 
suspicious circumstances. I was a kid, but I remember him talking 
about the fact that someone was killing his witnesses. The police 
could never prove it was murder, but my father received several 
cryptic notes from someone calling himself the Reaper and warning 
him to back off or die.”

John asked, “Did he report this to the police?”
Maria nodded her head and said, “Yes, but they were never able to 

get anywhere with the cases. As far as I know, it was three cases in two 
years, and then, just as fast as he appeared, Reaper was gone. My father 
never took another class action case as he feared for his family’s safety.”

Jim looked at Sam and asked, “Where’s Riggs?”
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“He went back to the office after my swearing in and press 
conference. I told him to take some time off until I had time to get our 
schedules worked out, so I figure he will bounce around for a few days. 
Now, what about this Reaper character?”

Chris said, “Reaper is just a name. The guy’s a damn ghost. A 
perfect assassin. The killer gave himself the nickname three decades 
ago after a series of very, very public executions in Salt Lake City. 
The killer impaled two of his victims on top of the Mormon Temple.”

“On what?” asked Sam.
“Have you ever been to or seen the Mormon Temple off Santa 

Monica Boulevard near Westwood?”
“Yeah. The large white building with the golden statue on top of 

it, right?”
Chris nodded and said, “That statue on the top of the temple is 

a statue of one of the Mormon’s gods or angels or prophets. Who 
the fuck knows. They call the statue Moroni. He’s sounding a long 
trumpet on the top of the temple.”

A look of horror came over Sam’s face, and she said, “You mean?”
Chris laughed as did John and the rest and said, “Yeah…the guy 

impaled several victims using the trumpet on the top of the temple in 
Salt Lake City, and he made a name for himself.”

Sam asked, “Do you think the killer’s Mormon?”
The whole table erupted in laughter, and Jim said, “Sometimes, your 

cluelessness is endearing. No. The guy’s not Mormon. The nickname stuck, 
and he liked it, so he kept it, and it has been his calling card ever since.”

Chris said, “And how does the Mormon church feel about him?”
John shrugged and said, “What can they do about it? The guy got the 

nickname and now it lives and breathes. It has nothing to do with them.”
Sam finished her beer, and Jim handed her another, and Chris 

asked, “So, this Reaper character … he’s not a serial killer?”
John shook his head, waving away the cigarette smoke, and said, 

“Please, people, if you’re going to smoke move over near the windows. 
You’re killing me. Reaper is not a serial killer. He’s a contract killer. A 
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hitman. A very, very good hitman. He lives in shadow. No one has any 
idea who he is. I’ve profiled him, and I have him pegged in his early fifties 
by now. White. Single but not a loner. He gets around. He’s between five 
eight and six feet tall. Muscular build with a way above average IQ.”

Jim nodded as did Maria, and Sam asked, “You’ve had run-ins with 
this killer before?”

Jim said, “Not only has John had two run-ins with this guy, he was 
nearly murdered by him in nineteen ninety-two.” All eyes turned to 
John. Even Javier, who was seated on his stool a few feet away, turned 
and looked at John with a shocked look on his face. Jim looked at John 
and asked, “Do you want to tell the story, or do you want me to do it?”

“You do it. I’ll correct you if you get the story wrong.”
Jim sat back, took the last hit off his cigarette and lit another, then 

opened a beer and said, “I’m going to tell you a story that will turn 
your hair white.”

Percy Morrison was coming off shift and walked into the guards’ 
locker room where three other staff members were showering and dressing 
to go home. He sat down on one of the long wooden benches, and one of 
his men asked, “So…do you have any theories on how someone got into 
a locked prison cell in our segregated housing unit with Felton, nearly cut 
his head off, disemboweled him, and got out without anyone seeing him?”

Percy sat back on the bench and said, “It was fuckin’ Houdini, 
that’s who. What I want an answer to is how a federal felon and 
material witness for the U.S. Attorney, who, according to John 
Swenson, was supposed to be in witness protection, ended up in this 
fuckin’ prison.” He’d no sooner gotten the question out of his mouth 
than one of the warden’s assistants walked into the locker room and 
told him the warden wanted to see him before he left for the day. 
Percy just shook his head and said, “Tell Warden Galvin I will be 
right up. I just need to shower and dress.”
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The others looked on and said, “God wants to see you.”
Percy shook his head as he walked into the shower room nude 

with a towel over his shoulder. “More like Satan if you ask me.” 
There was no response as Percy showered then dressed.

Oliver Galvin was sitting behind his large mahogany desk when 
Percy walked in. Galvin said, “Take a seat, Captain Morrison.” 
Percy sat down in an oversized chair in front of Galvin’s desk. The 
warden wasn’t looking at Percy. He was reading over a report on his 
computer and asked, “Did you call the FBI?”

Percy shook his head and said, “No sir. When would I have time? 
Me and my men had no sooner found Felton’s body and showered off 
as we were covered in blood. When we got back in uniform and on 
the floor, the place was crawling with FBI, sir.”

Galvin didn’t look at Percy. He typed away with his long, thin fingers. 
Oliver Galvin was a tall man. His face was gaunt. His lanky frame seemed 
creepy to everyone, even the inmates. His suits were neat and tight against 
his thin frame, and at six foot one he looked like a walking twig as many 
of the guards and inmates called him. Oliver was obsessed with his hair 
and was constantly combing it. It was jet black and badly dyed.

Percy was sitting silent when there was a tap on the door, and Sally 
Chambers, the Chief Deputy Warden, walked in and asked, “You wanted 
to see me, sir?” Oliver pointed a boney finger at the chair next to Percy 
without uttering a word. Chambers was a graceful woman who Percy had 
openly supported and appreciated. The two had been a couple for years but 
kept it as under wraps as they could, though they knew Oliver and the rest 
of the prison knew their little secret. She had worked at the Los Angeles 
Prison in different capacities for over twenty-five years, and while she and 
Percy were intimate in their private lives, it was all professional at work.

Sally was dressed in a nice gray pantsuit with a white blouse 
underneath, revealing a small amount of cleavage. Her salt and pepper 
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hair was neatly done up in a bun, and her complexion revealed little 
about her race or real age. She sat down next to Percy and smiled as 
the two waited for Oliver to speak.

“Sally, you dealt with the FBI today?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Did you call them?”
“No, sir. They just arrived within thirty minutes of the 

discovery of Mr. Felton’s body. The first agents on scene were 
from the Palmdale/Lancaster field office and then the Los Angeles 
headquarters personnel arrived, led by Special Agent John Swenson 
and his assistant Special Agent Chris Mantel.”

Oliver looked over at her and asked, “And did anyone tell you why 
the FBI decided to send their storm troopers into my prison?”

“I have no idea, sir. I would think if anyone would know why the 
FBI was here for a state prisoner it would be you.”

Oliver pulled out a small tablet and said, “I do know why the FBI was 
here. I just don’t understand how they could know about a homicide in my 
prison before I had the opportunity to call them. I also don’t understand 
why the supervising agents did not speak with me.” Percy and Sally both 
shrugged, and Oliver asked Percy, “Did they interview you and your men?”

“Of course, sir. We told them what happened, and that was it.”
Oliver put his hands together on his desk and said, “I will tell you 

why the FBI was able to walk into my prison and lock down a whole 
SHU for hours. The reason is that while Mr. Felton was incarcerated 
on the state level for some serious charges, he was a key witness for 
the government in another case, and they thought that keeping him in 
our system would keep him alive until the trial next week.”

Percy shook his head and said, “That makes no sense. Felton was 
a cold-blooded murderer. He killed his own family to punish a rival 
gang member who was his wife’s father and their children’s grandfather. 
When word spread through the population that Felt was coming into my 
segregated housing unit, inmates started sharpening their shanks and any 
other improvised weapons they could to take a shot at killing him.”
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Oliver looked at Percy and said, “You predicted this. You 
requested Felton be put in PC, and now he’s dead … on your watch, 
Percy. Don’t you find that strange?”

“No sir. I think that it’s strange that you denied the protective 
custody request or any other measures for this inmate when you knew 
he was a federal witness. My PC is secure, sir, but you wouldn’t put 
him there. You left him locked up in general population, albeit twenty-
three hours in his cell with an hour of supervised solitary yard time.”

Oliver grew red-faced, and Sally was waiting for him to explode, 
but in an unusual move Oliver said, “You have thirty-five years 
working for the CDCR, right?” Percy nodded, and Oliver continued, 
“You have enough time in to retire. Why don’t you hang it up, and let 
the young bloods handle the prison?”

Percy looked him in the eye and said, “I love my work, and a lot of 
the youngsters need to learn the system, and they do that by having old 
timers like me here to train them. Classroom training and drills can only 
prepare an incoming officer for so much. These young guns come into 
the system, and ninety percent of them aren’t ready for it. We have a high 
washout rate, sir. These people come in with pie in the sky hopes, low 
salaries, and long working hours, not to mention the moment to moment 
risk to their lives. And a lot just walk out the door and never come back. 
It’s my job to teach them the ropes. To make them good corrections 
officers, sir, and I plan to keep doing this job until mandatory retirement.”

Oliver smiled and said, “I have to commend your commitment to 
the system and the men and women who work here with you. You are, 
indeed, a shining example to our young people coming in, but you 
are fast approaching mandatory retirement, aren’t you?” Percy nodded, 
and Oliver asked, “Have you thought of what you might do after this?”

Percy laughed and said, “Volunteer my time right here or at some 
other prison to help the new kids on the block.”

Oliver looked at Sally. “You spoke to Agent Swenson?”
“Yes, sir.”
Oliver looked at her and raised his hands and asked, “And?”
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“And what? There was nothing to tell him. He asked for any and 
all video footage, which is being prepared for him, and told me that 
he would most likely need to come back to the prison to speak with 
you and to interview others.”

“Okay, well, thank you both for your time.”
Percy got up, followed by Sally. The two walked out of Oliver’s 

office, and Sally motioned for him to follow her. They went into her 
office and when he had shut the door she grabbed him and kissed him 
and said, “Thank God you are alright.”

“I’m fine. None of us were in any danger.”
“What makes you think that? This was a brutal and sadistic murder 

right here in the walls of our prison.”
Percy nodded and said, “It was a professional hit.”
“Are you telling me that someone in our department murdered 

Alexander Felton?”
“Inside, outside…who knows. I don’t think it was anyone from 

inside…at least not the actual killing. I think someone let the killer in, 
or the killer was disguised and got in and took out Felton.”

Sally kissed him on the lips and asked, “So, we’ve had a professional 
hit by an outsider right here in our prison?” Percy nodded, and Sally 
said, “Well, keep your head down because Oliver is going to be on the 
warpath between our internal investigation into this killing and having 
the FBI inside the walls. It’s going to get a lot worse.”

Percy nodded and asked, “What time are you leaving?”
Sally looked at her watch and said, “It’s four thirty. I have some 

paperwork to do but will most likely get out of here by five. When 
are you off?”

“I’m off now. I thought we could have dinner together. We don’t get 
to do that much these days.”

Sally nodded and said, “I will order in. That way we can eat and 
fool around without all the cooking.”

“We’ve been married twenty years, and you still know how to really 
get to me.”
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“Yeah, well, we’ve been married a long time, and I still worry 
about you out on the floor with the inmates.”

Percy shrugged and said, “Like I said, this was a professional hit. 
There was never any danger to anyone but Felt.” 
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 Chapter Two
“You're absolutely right…good luck.”

A
s Percy walked across the parking lot, he was unaware that he 
was being watched. He got into his Ford F-150 pickup truck 
and drove out the gates followed by a silver Corvette. The car 

kept its distance following Percy through the twists and turns of the 
Lancaster streets. Percy and Sally owned a four-acre spread in Quartz 
Hill, which was only a few minutes’ drive from the prison. They 
had built a sprawling home in the high desert town along with horse 
corrals, an arena, and a huge stable. He pulled in and parked as one 
of his stable tenants was riding up on his horse. Percy stopped after 
entering the gates and called out to the rider, who turned the horse, 
and Percy smiled and asked, “Jay, when the hell did you get back?”

Jay Mayfield was seated high in the saddle of his quarter horse 
and yelled out to Percy, “Who says I was ever gone?” Percy parked 
the truck, and Jay rode over to him and dismounted and tied the horse 
off to the bumper of Percy’s truck. Jay was dressed in a pair of dirty 
jeans and a tank top. His jeans were torn, and he had scrapes on his 
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elbows. As a wealthy pharmaceuticals executive who kept to himself, 
Jay was an enigma to Percy and Sally and everyone in the area, but he 
was sociable when he decided to be out and about. Jay towered over 
Percy as he stood six foot eight with a muscular but thin build.

Percy asked, “If you haven’t been gone, where have you been? 
Sally has had a couple of her girls taking care of your horse.”

Jay nodded and said, “And I pay her to do that, and I pay her well.”
Percy nodded and could see that Jay was getting frustrated with 

the questions. “So, how have you been?”
“Good, good, busy, but I’m doing well. How are you and Sally?”
Percy pulled a bag from his truck and said, “We’re doing okay. 

Had an eventful day at the prison. Sally should be along shortly. 
We’re hoping to have a quiet dinner and play a bit.”

Jay laughed and said, “You two never change. It’s good to see that 
you have such an affinity for each other this deep into a relationship.”

“We have our good days and bad, but for the most part they are 
good. What about you? Seeing anyone?”

Jay shook his head and said, “No. I’m not the settling type. When I 
want companionship, I call the service, and they send out the girls. I have 
three in pretty regular rotation and have used them for several years.”

Percy put his hands over his ears and said, “I am going to pretend I 
didn’t hear that. You’re a handsome man. Why deal with hookers?”

Jay laughed and said, “First, they are not hookers. They’re private 
escorts. Very, very highly paid and very, very beautiful escorts. And 
second, I have no desire to give away half of everything I have 
worked to build.”

Percy laughed and turned to see Sally coming down the long gravel 
drive in her Toyota Tundra pickup truck. She parked behind Percy and 
jumped out of the truck and ran up to Jay and gave him a big hug. 
“Where the hell have you been? I was worried sick.”

Jay laughed and said, “How do you know I went somewhere?”
Sally shrugged her shoulders and said, “Well, I’m glad you’re 

riding Trigger. He’s missed you. You can’t leave an animal for so long, 
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Jay. Even Trigger gets stressed out.” Jay nodded. Sally looked him up 
and down. His bald head was tan, and his face, while dirty from riding, 
was smooth and soft. His brown eyes were deep set and made him 
look mysterious. She looked at the bulge in his jeans and smiled and 
asked, “So…what have you two been talking about?”

Percy said, “Hookers.”
“Escorts.”
Sally grabbed her purse and a small briefcase from the back of 

her truck and said, “What a shame. Such a handsome man playing 
with fire. You know if you settle down, Jay, your risk of contracting 
an STD drops substantially.”

He laughed and said, “Yeah…only if each of us is faithful, and 
as I told Percy, I have no desire to settle down.” Jay unwrapped 
Trigger’s reins from the bumper and said, “Well, I’m off. I want to 
get in a little more riding before it’s too dark.” He mounted the horse 
and took off in the direction of the open desert.

Percy looked at Sally, whose face had a look of longing in it, and 
said, “Twenty years, and you’re still hot for him.”

Sally nodded her head slowly and said, “He is nice to look at, but 
he’s not the type of man I would have ever gotten in bed with.”

Percy laughed and said, “Well, that’s nice to hear…so…what did 
you bring for dinner?”

The silver Corvette drove slowly past the house as Percy and Sally 
were walking inside. The driver could see Jay off in the distance as 
Trigger kicked up a dust trail in the setting sun. The car moved on 
slowly, and then the engine revved just past the house, and the car 
lurched forward down the road.
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Chris walked into the house at just past six, and Karen was in the 
kitchen fixing dinner. He strolled up behind her and kissed the back of 
her neck, scaring her, and she screamed, “Oh God!”

Chris laughed and asked, “Who did you think it was?”
Karen scolded him with a wooden spoon and said, “You know I hate 

being snuck up on. How was your day?”
She went back to stirring a boiling pot of pasta, and Chris said, 

“It was interesting. I learned about a hitman who killed an inmate at 
the LA Prison this afternoon, and that the same hitman almost killed 
John back in the early nineties.”

Karen threw a piece of pasta against the backsplash on the stove, 
where it stuck, and said, “Perfect.” Chris grabbed a colander and 
helped prepare the meal, and when the two were seated and eating 
Karen asked, “John was being stalked by a serial killer?”

Chris shook his head. “No. A hitman. A professional killer for hire.”
Karen sipped her wine and asked, “Are you telling me that a killer 

got away from the Eagle?”
“Yes. John had the guy cornered when he was still in the Marine 

Corps and ended up getting shot by him.”
“So, what’s the killer’s name?”
“Reaper.”
Karen looked out the window and said, “Ah, the Grim Reaper.” 

Chris laughed and asked if she’d heard of him, and she nodded then 
asked, “So, what did the Reaper do today?”

Chris said, “Well he pulled a Houdini at the Los Angeles Prison in 
Lancaster and managed to kill a key witness for the U.S. Attorney’s 
office.”

Karen finished her wine and was filling her glass again and asked, 
“What was a federal witness doing in a state prison?”

“That’s one hell of a good question. John knew the guy was there, 
but he didn’t elaborate on why.”

“Well if the feds are going to start hiding witnesses in plain sight 
or think that they are going to be better protected in state custody, 
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they’re in for a rude awakening.” Chris nodded as he poured himself 
another glass of wine.

Jim and Barbara were having dinner with John and Sara when John 
asked, “How are you feeling, Barb?”

“Good. Really, really good. I had a great day at work. I feel fine. I’ll 
be damned if the doctors know what they’re talking about.”

Sara frowned and said, “You didn’t come to the hospital today 
for your follow-up appointment.”

“What the fuck is there to follow up on, Sara? I know you guys want 
me as a case study. Tell you what. You can study me after I’m dead.”

Jim took a swig of his scotch and said, “That’s my girl. Tell it like it is.”
Barbara laughed and said, “So, what is this I hear about Reaper 

popping up and killing a federal witness today?”
John sipped his water and said, “The higher ups in Washington 

decided to leave a federal informant in state prison rather than have 
the Marshal’s service deal with protecting him.”

“You knew about this?”
John shook his head and took a drink of his water and said, “No. 

No, I didn’t, and now that Reaper is back in action this raises things 
to a whole new level.”

Sara looked at him and asked, “Do you think there will be more 
killings?”

Jim laughed and said, “Oh yeah. There’ll be a shitload of killings, 
and the bulk of them are going to be behind bars.” Sara’s face said 
it all, and Jim asked, “You want to know how a hitman is going to 
kill people who are in prison, right?” Sara nodded, and Jim said, 
“Simple. He has someone on the inside. That person might not even 
know Reaper’s a hitman. He might just be being manipulated into 
getting him access. John needs to get his ass in gear and find out what 
the fuck is going on, who these witnesses are, and where they’re at.”
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John glared at him and said, “I have a call into the U.S. Attorney’s 
office.”

“Yeah. Like that’ll do you a lot of good. The FBI is their police 
force, and they didn’t tell you about Felton. Do you really think 
anyone over there is going to tell you shit or give you a witness list? 
Jesus, John. You’ve been in the Bureau long enough to know that 
they’re gonna try and sweep Felton’s murder under the rug and hope 
that other witnesses, and I think there are a fair amount of them in 
the Los Angeles Prison, stay alive long enough to go to trial.”

John stared at Jim and said, “That makes absolutely no sense.”
Jim nodded and raised his glass in the air and said, “You’re 

absolutely right…good luck.”

Assistant U.S. Attorney Candice Polk was finishing up a brief when 
she heard a tap on her office door. She looked up to see Stewart Feldman 
standing in her doorway. Feldman had just been appointed the U.S. 
Attorney for Los Angeles, capping a long career in the department. He 
was known as a vicious prosecutor who more than once stretched the 
rule of law in order to get a conviction. Candice had been a prosecuting 
attorney in the department for twenty years and had risen through the 
ranks to become the first assistant to the local U.S. Attorney.

Feldman said, “Candy, do you have a second?”
She looked up from her computer and said, “Of course. I didn’t 

know you were back from Washington.”
Stewart took a seat and said, “I just got back this afternoon and crashed 

at home for a few hours before coming in. So, there has been a reverberation 
from Lancaster to Washington over the past twenty-four hours.”

She nodded and said, “Yes, well, Mr. Felton was found murdered 
in his prison cell yesterday. He was a key witness, as you know, for 
me in the Marco Espranza prosecution.”

“I know. Crazy that he was killed in state prison.”
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Candice looked at him and said, “You got him killed, Stewart. 
I told you we needed him protected and in federal custody. Felton 
was in on a damn state probation violation, and we had him under 
indictment for murder, drug trafficking, and the list goes on and on. 
And you told me to leave him in the state system.”

Stewart picked up an acrylic paperweight from Candice’s desk 
and said, “Yes. Well, I felt he would be safer in state prison. I guess 
I was wrong.”

Candice put her hands on her desk, stood and leaned over looking 
at Stewart, and said, “You wanted him dead. You tried and failed to 
get Espranza convicted five times in your career, and he is still a 
multi-billionaire bad ass trafficking in everything from drugs and 
guns to human beings. I finally had him where I wanted him, and 
my key witness was murdered in his private cell in Lancaster. No 
one saw or heard anything. They just found a bloody trail leading 
out of Felton’s cell and him brutalized in the most horrific fashion. 
They’re calling it a professional hit, Stewart. It’s all over the media 
that Felton was killed by a hitman.”

He was looking through the clear paperweight and said, “Yes. I 
know. They’re saying he was killed by Reaper.”

Candice’s face grew red as she stared down at Stewart. Her long 
brown hair was pulled up in a bun, and her pale skin shined brightly. 
Her blue eyes were welling up with tears of rage, and she pursed her 
lips and said, “Reaper! Fuckin’ Reaper! There hasn’t been a murder 
attributed to him in LA in almost a decade. We have our own psychopath. 
The Iron Eagle, but what the fuck. He’s a good guy, right?”

Stewart put the weight down and said, “The FBI has been hunting 
the Eagle. President Hernandez has commended the Iron Eagle for 
saving his life and the city of Los Angeles from a terrorist attack. 
Hernandez probably knows who the damn Eagle is, and if he does, 
he’s not talking. Reaper is a much bigger problem than the Eagle. 
If this was his handiwork, we have serious trouble, and lives are in 
danger, including yours and mine.”
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Candice sat back down and said, “What do you want, Stewart?”
“I want the witness list for the trial.”
“Why?”
Stewart stood up and said, “The bulk of those people are in state 

custody. I think that Espranza hired Reaper to eliminate all of them, 
and I want to get them into protection.”

Her seething hatred was obvious when she said, “This is my 
case. I make the calls. You might have wiggled your way into the 
appointment of U.S. Attorney, but I’m your first assistant, and all the 
ASUSAs work under me. I have a team of attorneys handling this 
case and will order protection for the rest of the people on that list. 
Just stay away from my case.”

Stewart stood up, his dark hair and chiseled features dominating. 
His suit was neat, and he locked eyes with Candice and responded, 
“You work for me. I know you’re pissed off about getting passed 
over for this job, and to be honest, Candy, I don’t give a rat’s ass. You 
will have the list of witnesses on my desk by nine a.m. tomorrow 
morning. Do you understand me?” She didn’t respond, and Stewart 
continued, “I handed this case to you on a silver platter because I 
don’t want to be dealt another setback with Espranza. If he gets off 
again, it’s on your head, and, believe me, you will not be in this 
office if that happens. Now, get me the list and get your ass to work.” 
Stewart straightened his tie then walked out.
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 Chapter Three
“Sooner rather than later 
one of us is going to die.”

S
am and Riggs were reading over several reports when Jim walked 
into the office. He sat down and said, “Riggs, Sam now knows 
about Reaper. Do you?”

He nodded, and Sam said, “He’s a myth, like the boogeyman.”
Jim had walked over to the window and lit a cigarette and said, “I 

told you about John’s near death experience with this guy, and that’s 
your comeback?”

Sam laughed and said, “Jim, it’s not our case. We have nothing to 
do with it, so what’s the difference?”

Riggs was looking at Jim and then looked at Sam and said, “In 
a sense, it is our case. While we don’t control the prisons, that’s the 
state’s job, the killing happened in LA County and is being attributed 
to a known hitman.”

“What? What the fuck are we supposed to do here? The CDCR 
has not requested our intervention. The FBI has the helm as it’s 
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a federal case and a federal witness. I don’t understand why this 
department should be involved.”

Jim took a hit off his smoke and blew it out the window and said, 
“Reaper is a cop.”

Sam and Riggs both sat with their collective jaws open. Riggs 
asked, “And you know this how?”

Jim stubbed out the cigarette and said, “How I know isn’t 
important. What is important is that we start looking amongst our 
own for him because he is hiding in plain sight, and sooner rather 
than later one of us is going to die.”

Sam sat back in her chair and took a deep breath and asked, 
“Have you told this to John?”

“He knows.”
“If John knows there’s a hitman cop in our department, then why 

are we just now hearing his name?”
“Simple. John and I thought he was dead!” Jim looked at his watch 

and said, “I’m out of here.”
Sam and Riggs both nodded, and the three walked to the elevator 

together and then out of the building. They separated, and Riggs 
walked on down the street several blocks, leaving Jim and Sam in 
the parking lot.

“Why doesn’t he park in police parking?” Jim asked.
“I have no idea. Ever since he started working here he has parked 

offsite. I’ve seen his pickup truck, and it’s nice but nothing to write 
home about. Maybe he likes the exercise after a long day of sitting.”

Jim laughed and said, “If that’s the case, he’s smarter than I 
thought. All of our cars get the shit beat out of them in this damn 
place that’s why I drive a cruiser and not my personal car.”

Jay had put Trigger back into his stall at the stable as Sally was 
cleaning the one next to him. “Thanks for taking care of my boy, Sally.”
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She was spreading fresh hay on the floor and said, “Don’t leave 
him like you left me, Jay. I can, to some extent, understand, but Trigger 
doesn’t, and when you’re gone, he is very, very testy.”

Jay pulled the stable door closed and locked it and walked over 
to the stall where Sally was working. “It was a long time ago, Sally. 
You need to let it go.” She kept moving the hay around, and he asked, 
“Is Percy aware that you’re in love with me?”

“He knows.”
Jay stayed near the entrance to the stall and said, “Then, you need 

to put his mind at ease. There will never be anything between us 
again.” He walked out of the stable as tears ran down Sally’s face as 
she finished up and locked the stall.

The silver Corvette was parked in the parking lot of the federal 
courthouse on Spring Street in downtown Los Angeles. Its occupant 
sat looking at the exit to the building, watching, waiting. Sally came 
walking out the exit at just after eight p.m., and her voyeur watched 
as she walked around the lot to her Mercedes, dropped her case into 
the car, then got in and drove off. The Corvette sat quietly idling.

Stewart Feldman walked out ten minutes later. He walked over 
to his BMW and put his briefcase in the passenger’s seat then pulled 
out of the parking structure. The Corvette pulled out in tandem and 
followed from several car lengths back. Stewart was unaware that he 
had a tail and drove to a Santa Monica restaurant to meet his wife 
for dinner.

Martha Feldman was seated at a small table outside the restaurant, 
sipping a glass of wine and looking around for Stewart, who stole behind 
her and kissed her neck. She lurched forward and was about to scream 
when Stewart put his hand on her shoulder.

“Jesus, Stew! Are you trying to scare the shit out of me?”
Stewart sat down as the waiter brought him a glass of wine. Stewart 
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took a sip and said, “It’s been a long past few days, my love. I couldn’t 
wait to get home.”

Martha laughed and asked, “Why didn’t you call me when your 
plane from D.C. landed?”

“Too much going on. That’s why I sent you a text to meet me here 
for a quiet dinner.”

“Is it really going to be an uninterrupted meal, Stew? They seem 
to be few and far between these days.” He nodded as the waiter 
brought them their salads.

Stewart looked at the waiter and said, “Thank you, Bobby. This is the 
one place where Martha and I can come where we don’t have to fuss.”

The man smiled and said, “No sir. You have a standing invitation 
and order with us. It’s nice to have you both back.”

As Bobby walked off, Martha asked, “So, what’s the deal with this 
prison killing?”

Stewart got an angry look on his face and said, “Not you, too…
Jesus!”

“It’s all over the news. The murder of one of your key witnesses at 
a state prison? Not an inmate situation but a hit?”

Stewart sipped his wine and said, “We were trying to hide a federal 
witness in a general population situation in a prison.”

“Did you make the arrangements for the killer to get in? Is that 
why you were in D.C. when the killing happened?”

Stewart didn’t look up from his salad while answering, “I’m not 
going to dignify that with an answer.”

Martha leaned in toward Stewart’s ear with concern on her face 
and said, “Espranza paid you to take out the witnesses against him. 
I’m aware of that, but what makes you think that the killer, this 
Reaper, won’t kill you or me?”

Martha was whispering in Stewart’s ear as Reaper steadied his 
sniper rifle on top of a lifeguard tower across the street from the tiny 
restaurant. There was no sound when he pulled the trigger, just a puff 
of blood and brain matter could be seen through his high-powered 
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scope. He was able to hit Martha and Stewart with one head shot, and 
both dropped onto the table. Reaper put the weapon in a small case 
then disappeared into the crowded street as the first screams from the 
restaurant echoed off the local buildings. He walked three blocks down 
to his Corvette, put the weapon in the trunk, then got in and drove away.

He pressed a button on the steering wheel, and spoke to the man on 
the other end of the line, “Mr. Feldman and his wife are dead.”

“Good. Very good. I will make the transfer to your account in the 
morning. Can you reach the other targets?”

Reaper paused then said, “I can get anyone anywhere. What kind 
of question is that?”

“There is a good chance that the FBI will try to put the other 
witnesses into protective custody.”

“I know who’s handling the situation at the FBI. I’m not worried 
about it. I have moles everywhere. Good night.” Reaper hung up the 
line as he drove down Ocean to the 10 Freeway and headed back 
toward downtown Los Angeles.
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 Chapter Four
“I’ve been sent to take you 

into protective custody.”

J
ohn and Sara were eating dinner when his cellphone rang. He listened for 
a few seconds and said, “Okay. I’m on my way. Send out our CSI team 
and block off the entire area. Don’t let anyone leave the restaurant. Lock 

out local and county PD, even the Sheriff’s Department, until I’m there.”
“The Reaper struck again?” John nodded as he called Chris then 

kissed Sara and walked out the front door.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Sam was yelling at one of 
John’s FBI agents who refused her access to the Feldman crime 
scene. Jim parked his car in the street near a Santa Monica police 
cruiser and saw the heavy FBI presence and Sam yelling. He took 
two cigarettes out of his top left pocket and pulled his Zippo out, 
walked up to Sam, lit the smokes, and handed her one.
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She gave him a look of confusion, and he said, “This is a Reaper 
killing. John has the scene on lockdown. Just wait. He’ll let us in.” 
Jim had no sooner said the words when John and Chris came walking 
up the sidewalk.

Sam looked at him and asked, “What the fuck?”
“This is a federal crime scene. This has nothing to do with local 

authorities at all.”
Jim stood silent, and Sam asked, “What the hell, Jim? Are you 

going to do something?”
Jim nodded and said, “Unless Agents Swenson and Mantel want 

us on scene, I’m going home to finish dinner with my wife.”
Sam saw Jade and Jessica in the restaurant around the crime 

scene and asked, “What the shit, John? Jade and Jessica can be in 
there, but we can’t?”

He looked on coldly and said, “Wait here.”
The sea of people parted as John and Chris walked into the 

restaurant’s outdoor seating area. Jade was hovering over the corpses 
while Jessica was taking photos. John looked around, and Chris 
asked, “Head shot?”

Jade nodded, and John said, “Professional hit on the newly 
appointed U.S. Attorney for Los Angeles and his wife.”

“Just how the hell do you know that?” asked Chris
“Because I received a call from the police.”
Chris shook his head and said, “The top federal prosecutor for 

Los Angeles County was executed?”
John laughed and said, “More than just LA. The whole area. This 

was a well-orchestrated hit, and it was done by the Reaper.” Chris 
didn’t say anything, and John asked Jade to pull back the tarp. When 
she did, Stewart and Martha’s bodies and fragmented skulls were 
lying on top of each other. John looked around the restaurant and 
then out across the street to the beach and several lifeguard stands 
and said to Chris, “Ask Jim and Sam to join us, please.”

Chris walked away, and Jade said, “This was a hit, John.”
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John nodded as Jim and Sam walked up. John pointed at the 
lifeguard stand across the street and said, “The shooter took a position 
on the roof of one of those two towers. Given the range, I would say it 
was a Remington M40 .308 with a high-powered scope, a silencer, and 
a flash arrestor.” He looked around the brick building and saw where 
a chunk of brick and wood were gnarled and chipped off. He walked 
over to the wall and pulled out a small knife and dug into the wood 
until he was able to extract the round. “Gloves please, Jade.” Jade 
handed Chris two pairs of gloves. He handed one to John and put them 
on himself as Jim and Sam looked on. When the round was dislodged, 
John dropped it into Chris’s hand and asked, “Was I right?”

Chris nodded and asked, “A single shot took these two down?”
John nodded and asked loudly, “Who was serving these two?” 

Bobby raised his hand. He was sitting at the bar, shaking. His white 
shirt was covered in blood. John waved him over and asked his name.

“Bobby. Bobby Franco.”
“Did you know the victims?”
“Yes. Mr. and Mrs. Feldman are regulars.”
John looked over at the tarp and asked, “Did they seem to be 

acting out of the ordinary?”
Bobby shook his head. His thin five foot eight frame and brown 

messed up hair were exaggerated by his tear-stained face. “No. No 
sir. I mean, Martha was asking him about a trip to Washington he had 
just come back from, but they seemed to be themselves.”

Chris asked, “Did you hear anything? Did the two speak to anyone 
before they were shot?”

“No, sir … they were just talking, and I was bringing them their 
meals when they were shot. It all happened so fast. One minute they 
were head to head, and the next they were dead on the table.”

Jim called out and said, “Do you want us to go over to the beach 
and take a look around?”

John shook his head and said, “I will send some men over, but 
they won’t find anything, not even a shell casing. This was a well-
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planned attack. This killer is an excellent marksman, and he didn’t 
leave anything but this bullet behind as evidence. As I said, he most 
likely had a silencer and flash arrester on the weapon, and he was out 
of here in a matter of seconds after he made the kill.”

Chris asked, “Are you telling me that this is the same killer that 
killed Felton?”

John nodded his head slowly and said, “Yes…and he has just 
upped the stakes by taking out the country’s top prosecutor for LA.”

Jim laughed and said, “Where are the other witnesses that the U.S. 
Attorney is hiding?”

“That’s a hell of a good question,” John said, “and we need to 
find out now. Chris, take two men and get to Candice Polk’s home 
right away. I will get an emergency protective order for her. If she 
resists, cuff her. I want her downtown within the hour.” Chris nodded 
and left the scene. John pulled his phone and gave his agent ID then 
asked for a judge. He stepped away from the others only for a few 
minutes and when he returned he looked at Jim and said, “I received 
an eFax of the protective order for Polk. I need you to gather your 
closest and most trusted people and meet me at my office in an hour.”

Jim nodded and grabbed Sam by the arm and started pulling her 
away. Sam stopped and said, “John, I’ve called Riggs. He’s en route. 
We’re not your police force. Do your own damn dirty work.”

Jim was shaking his head, and John said, “I can commandeer you 
and your people anytime I like, Sheriff Pritchard. You are now involved, 
through my orders, in a federal case. If you refuse to follow my 
instructions, then you will force me to become very, very aggressive.”

Jim pulled Sam’s arm, and she looked at him. He had a stone-cold 
look on his face as he said, “Don’t fuckin’ push this. You have no idea 
what you’re into here.” Sam walked away, and Jim said, “Reaper has 
just upped the stakes here. This is a hell of a lot bigger than even I 
thought.” John nodded, and Jim asked, “What are we going to do now?”

“Try to catch an elusive killer and not get killed in the process.” Riggs 
pulled up on scene, and John saw him and said, “You got here fast.”
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“I was at a club a few blocks away. Sam said we had a high profile 
case and that she needed me. I got here as soon as I could. What do you 
need from me and my people?”

“Please help Santa Monica PD with crowd and media control. When 
you have men in position I want you to come down to my office tonight.”

Riggs smiled and said, “Yes, sir,” then broke off and started shouting 
instructions to his men and the Santa Monica PD.

It was ten after twelve when Chris and his men arrived at Candice’s 
home in Sherman Oaks. The lights were off, and he rapped on the 
door and called out, “FBI.” Several minutes passed, and Chris had 
called out again when the porch light came on and a sleepy Candice 
stood in a robe and slippers glaring at him.

“What the hell do you want at this ungodly hour?”
Chris said, “Ms. Polk, I’ve been sent to take you into protective 

custody.”
“Protective custody? What the hell are you talking about? I’m not 

in any danger.”
Chris was firm and said, “Please pack a bag. I have instructions to 

have you downtown shortly.”
“I’m not going anywhere. You do whatever you like. I’m going back 

to bed, and you’re going back to whatever hole you climbed out of.”
Chris got a stern look on his face and said, “We can do this one of 

two ways. You can pack an overnight bag with clothes for tomorrow 
and come with us.”

Candice put her hands on her hips and asked, “Or?”
“Or I will handcuff and hogtie you and put you in a cruiser in your 

night gown and take you downtown where we can put you into some 
prison clothing.”

Candice looked into Chris’s eyes and then at the two men with him 
then huffed and walked back into the house. Chris ordered the others to 
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watch the front door as he followed her back to her bedroom. She pulled 
a bag out of the closet, and Chris sat down in a chair in her bedroom. 
Candice looked at him and said, “Can I have some damn privacy?”

“You have your bathroom. You are under protection, Ms. Polk. I 
must remain near you.” Candice pulled a few clothes off a hanger and 
put them in a garment bag. She opened her dresser and pulled out two 
pairs of panties and threw them on the bed. She was in the bathroom for 
several minutes, and Chris asked, “Are you okay, Ms. Polk?”

There was a moment of silence, and Candice appeared nude, 
walked to her bed, and grabbed a bra and panties. She was putting 
them on and asked, “Are you gay, Agent Mantel?”

Chris was red-faced and said, “No, ma’am. I’m married.”
Candice laughed and said, “In this day and age that doesn’t 

answer my question.” She had her bra strap under her breasts and 
turned to Chris who was blushing.

He smiled and said, “I’m straight, Ms. Polk. I’m married to a 
woman.” Candice pulled her thong underwear up then bent over in front 
of him. Her skin was smooth and silky, and she ran her hands down her 
legs as she put lotion on them all the while flashing her rear at Chris.

“Too bad. If I’m going to get grabbed in the middle of the night 
by a handsome FBI agent I could at least get some.” Chris had a 
shocked look on his face, and Candice said, “I haven’t had sex in 
over a year. I’ve been too busy. I would love to take you, stud.” Chris 
didn’t respond. He just sat silent as Candice finished dressing. She 
zipped up a small suitcase and said, “Well, you’ve made a compelling 
argument for me to come with you, so let’s go.”

The two walked out of the house, and as they did, Candice set her 
alarm and followed Chris to his car.



Reaper • 3130 • Chapter Four

 Chapter Five
“Mr. and Mrs. Feldman are in the 

custody of the coroner’s offi ce.”

T
he silver Corvette was parked in an alley several blocks from the 
federal building. It was ten after two, and the car had only been 
parked a short time. The occupant sat looking at the building 

entrance with a pair of high-powered binoculars with night vision. He 
had seen Candice being escorted by Chris and two other agents, and 
he sat in silence, watching the building. He had also seen John arrive 
a half hour earlier but made no move.

“Why the hell have I been drug out of bed in the middle of the 
night, threatened with arrest, and told I’m in protective custody?”

John was seated at his desk, and Candice was sitting across from 
him with Chris next to her. John was typing on his computer and 
asked, “Where is the witness list for the Espranza prosecution?”
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“That is privileged information. I couldn’t give it to you even if I 
wanted to. Now, what the fuck is this all about? If I’m in protective 
custody, why isn’t Stewart?”

John never looked up as he answered, “Mr. and Mrs. Feldman are 
in the custody of the Los Angeles County coroner’s office.”

The color ran out of Candice’s face, and she asked, “They’re 
where?”

“Dead.” John looked up to see Jim and Sam standing in the doorway.
Jim said, “What Agent Swenson and Mantel haven’t told you is that 

your boss and his wife had their heads blown off at dinner this evening.”
Candice looked at John and asked, “Why the hell didn’t you tell 

me that right away? Jesus! There is protocol and procedures that I 
need to enact. You can’t just get your secret court judge to issue a 
protective order for me. There’s a lot that needs to happen…and fast.”

“Where is the list of witnesses, Ms. Polk?”
She looked around the office. Some faces were new to her, others 

old. Jim had asked the question, and Candice said, “What does my 
witness list have to do with Stewart and his wife’s death?”

Chris answered, “The Feldmans were killed as a warning. It was a 
professional hit. We have a pretty good idea who the killer is. We need 
to get to the other witnesses for the Espranza trial. We think that Mr. 
Espranza has hired this person to take out ALL of the witnesses and 
possibly even you.”

Candice dropped her head and pulled out a tablet and handed it 
to John after she had logged in. “Here it is. There were a total of ten 
people. So far, three have died of natural causes; one was murdered 
in the Los Angeles Prison, and one other is in the hospital with an 
unknown ailment. The doctors don’t think he is going to make it.”

John looked over the list and handed the tablet to Chris, who sent 
the list to John’s tablet as well as his own. Jim asked, “What the fuck 
are Sam and I here for?”

Riggs had just walked into John’s office and said, “What do you want 
with the Sheriff and her second-in-command if this is not our case?”
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John looked up at Riggs and said, “You, Jim, and Sam are going to 
work with Chris and me to get these witnesses into our custody before 
another body falls.”

Jim laughed and asked Candice, “Why the hell are three of these 
guys in the LA Prison in Lancaster? They are your damn witnesses. 
What’s the deal?”

Candice took a deep breath and said, “I have been fighting with 
Stewart about this for months. They’re all in on state violations. 
Anything from probation violations to drugs, guns, murder. All of 
these men worked for Espranza, and ALL of these men can help me 
put him away.”

John looked up at Candice and asked, “Why would Stewart allow 
them to linger in state custody? Does the warden know that these 
witnesses are in his prison? What’s going on?”

“Oliver Galvin is the warden, and he, as well as his second-in-command 
Sally Chambers, knows who the men are…but no one else does.”

Sam asked, “So you told the head of the prison who they have, 
and they’re not in any type of protective custody?”

Candice shook her head and said, “Look, Stewart had tried to 
put Espranza away five times, and all five times Espranza walked. 
Stewart wanted my witness list tonight after he got in from his trip 
to D.C., but I refused to give it to him, and he was going to have me 
fired. Now, Stewart and Martha are dead. One of my key witnesses 
is dead, and what I’m getting from all of you is that it is all due to a 
single person who is a professional hitman.”

“We are going to put you up at the Ritz, Candice, and I am going 
to have two agents be your twenty-four seven bodyguards until we can 
get to the bottom of this.” John said it coldly and then told Chris to 
take Candice to the hotel.

As Chris and Candice left, Jim, Sam, and Riggs looked at each 
other and then John, and Jim asked, “What do you want us to do?”

John sent the witness list to Jim and Sam and said, “I need you two 
to get to these witnesses and get them into protective custody.”
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Riggs looked on and asked, “Does anyone want to let me in on 
who these people are?”

John said, “Riggs, I need you to work with Chris and me on a 
profile for the Reaper. I know you had experience with some Reaper 
cases when you were with LAPD.”

Riggs nodded and said, “I’m off tomorrow, so I can take some 
time and see if I can gather what information I have on him and see 
if I can give you some more insight.”

Jim shook his head and said, “Witness protection is the U.S. 
Marshals’ service area. If you want us to visit with Oliver Galvin 
and get his cooperation in releasing the prisoners to us, fine, but you 
know as well as I do that Galvin doesn’t have to listen to me or Sam.”

John stood up and said, “You’re right, but he has to listen to me, so 
let’s all meet in Lancaster at eight a.m. and have a talk with him.”

Jim nodded as did Sam, and they walked out of the office with 
Riggs behind them. They were waiting for the elevator, and Sam 
asked, “What the fuck is going on here, Jim?”

Jim shrugged his shoulders and said, “A high-powered killer has 
hired another high-powered killer. Now, it’s a race to try and stop the 
killings while trying to catch an elusive hitman.”

Riggs nodded his head and said, “The Reaper’s a ghost. No one 
has even gotten a decent look at him, and those who have seen him 
have so many different accounts of his looks. He’s obviously not 
only a killer but a master of disguise.” Jim nodded, and Riggs asked, 
“Is it still okay to take the day off, Sam?”

She nodded and said, “Yes. If you’ve had dealings with this killer 
and can shed some light on who it is, by all means do so. Jim thinks 
Reaper is a cop.”

“Seriously?”
Jim nodded and said, “We all need to be very careful. If he’s one 

of us, no one is safe.” Sam and Riggs both nodded as the elevator 
doors opened, and the three headed in different directions saying 
nothing further.
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The night air was cool and still. The silver Corvette was parked 
several lots down from the federal building. The driver sat for a few 
minutes, watching for any special movement. He had seen Polk enter 
the building flanked by three agents hours earlier, but he had not seen 
her leave. He said to himself, “So, the FBI has Ms. Polk in protective 
custody. This will make it interesting but not impossible.” The driver 
pulled the car out onto Wilshire Boulevard and drove down the street 
past the federal building headed for the 405 Freeway.
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 Chapter Six
“That, my boy, is how 

you treat a woman.”

M
arco Espranza was lounging on a couch in his living room, 
watching his two young children play, and Olivia was sitting 
near them. She had married Marco five years earlier in Mexico. 

It was well known that she had no love for him. She was thirty years 
younger than him and, now, at twenty-five, had had two children 
by him through force. She had been taken from her parents as part 
of a larger deal in order to allow her father to live after Marco took 
over the drug trade in Juárez. Her father had been the head of the 
city’s drug cartel until Marco and his people overran the city and her 
father, leaving her a beautiful pawn that saved her father’s life. As 
she would learn six months after the wedding, her mother and father 
were both found murdered in their home with little investigation into 
the crime. Olivia knew it was Marco, and she tried to confront him, 
only to be beaten senseless.

She was on the floor playing with the children when Marco asked, 
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“Why are you sitting on the floor with the children and not on the couch 
next to me?”

“I enjoy playing with the children, Marco, and they need the 
interaction.”

Marco patted the seat next to him and said, “Come sit.” Olivia 
stood up slowly and as she walked across the room Marco said, “I like 
the bikini bottom. I don’t like the top so much. It doesn’t show enough 
of your breasts. Take it off.”

Olivia frowned and said, “Marco…not now…the children.”
He slammed his fist on the end table and said, “NOW! I WANT 

TO FUCK YOU RIGHT HERE. TAKE OFF THE BIKINI!”
The children saw her removing her clothing, and one asked, 

“Mama, why you naked?”
Marco looked at the boy and said, “Adolfo, my son, you must 

learn that women are for the man’s pleasure. They are our servants 
and do our will. You and your sister come, sit on the small couch, 
and I will show you how you were made.”

Adolfo took his younger sister’s hand, and they sat down. Olivia 
stood nude before Marco, and he grabbed her by the hair and bent her 
over a tall table in front of the children. “Spread your legs, so Adolfo 
and Bertha can see your pussy.” Olivia did as instructed and began to 
weep loudly as Marco penetrated her. Marco pulled his penis out and 
said to Adolfo, “You see my manhood?” Adolfo nodded. “This, my 
boy, is what made you and your sister. I put it in your mother and…” 
Marco penetrated Olivia again and began working on her as he spoke 
to the children a little out of breath. “I fuck your mother until I cum. 
I will show you what it is that makes babies. The baby juice.” Marco 
was pounding away on Olivia when he stopped and pulled out and 
said, “Adolfo, this hole is where babies are made. If we want no 
babies, then we fuck our woman in this hole.” He rammed his erect 
penis into Olivia’s anus, and she shrieked with pain. Marco laughed, 
“This hurts mommy more, but when I cum there is no way to make 
a baby in this hole.”
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He grunted for a few more minutes then let out a loud yelp and 
dropped down over Olivia’s nude back. He didn’t move for a few 
seconds and then pulled out of her and instructed Olivia to spread 
her cheeks. “Push my semen out of your ass!” Marco ordered, and 
Olivia slowly pushed her anal muscles until a small trickle of semen 
was dripping out of her and down her thighs. Marco laughed and 
said, “Adolfo, come here.” The boy got up and walked over to his 
father, whose pot belly and erect penis were in his face. There was a 
small stream of semen coming out of the end of Marco’s penis, and 
he looked at the boy and said, “You see your mother’s brown hole?” 
Adolfo nodded slowly. “That is her asshole. That’s where she shits 
from. You can’t make babies if you cum in there. You see the white 
stuff on her asshole and dripping down her legs?” Adolfo nodded, 
and Marco said, “That made you and your sister.” Olivia was still 
bent over the table, and Marco said, “Clean me, Olivia.”

Olivia stood and said, “Please, Marco, no more in front of the 
children.”

“To your knees and clean me.” He slapped her hard across the face, 
sending her voluptuous frame to the floor. She crawled over and took 
him in her mouth, avoiding eye contact with Adolfo who was standing 
right next to her. The boy watched as his mother moved her mouth and 
tongue around Marco’s manhood. As she finished, he pushed her onto 
her back, and she lay spread eagle on the floor, and Marco said, “Now, 
dinner. I’m hungry. Adolfo, are you hungry?” The boy nodded, and 
Marco said, “You see, Olivia, he might only be five, but he knows what 
he wants. Now, cook and don’t cry anymore.” Olivia got to her feet and 
asked if she could dress, but Marco told her no, and she walked slowly 
out of the room as her five-year-old son and three-year-old daughter 
looked on. She heard Marco talking as she left the room. “That, my boy, 
is how you treat a woman. Understand?”

There was a cellphone on one of the end tables in the living 
room, and it started ringing as soon as Olivia had walked out of the 
room. Marco grabbed the phone and told the children to go help their 
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mother in the kitchen. He looked at the caller ID; it was a scrambled 
series of letters and numbers as well as symbols.

“Mr. Reaper, you have done good work.”
The male voice on the other end of the phone was flat and said, 

“Mr. Felton and the Feldmans are dead. Wire my money.”
“Of course, of course,” Marco said in his thick Columbian accent. 

“But you have more work to do, Mr. Reaper. Do you know where the 
others are?”

“I know where two are. To get to the others I will have to abduct 
and extract the information out of Ms. Polk, but I will have them all 
dead in a few days.”

Marco let out a loud laugh and said, “Mr. Feldman tried for so 
many years to convict me. You have always done such great work. 
Thank you. When the last of the witnesses are dead, we will get this 
damn case dismissed.”

“I don’t care about your dismissal, Mr. Espranza. You and I have 
a contract. Wire my money, and I will be in touch when the last 
are dead.” The caller hung up, and Marco looked over to the foyer 
entrance to the house where two of his top guards stood well-armed.

He hung up the line and looked at the two men and said, “Why can’t 
you do what he can do? You two have murdered many times for me, but 
you can’t kill these witnesses.” He shook his head as he started for the 
kitchen and said, “I have to spend so much more money with Reaper 
because you and your men can’t do a simple killing.”

One of the men looked at Marco and said, “The kind of killing 
you want is public, Marco. Our faces are known, and we are wanted. 
All of your men are wanted. If we had no faces, we could kill.” 
Marco nodded and walked out of the room.

Sam walked into her office at five thirty in the morning to see that 
the adjoining door was ajar, and Riggs was typing away. She knocked 
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on his door, causing him to jump. She laughed and said, “I’m sorry, 
Riggs. I didn’t mean to startle you. I thought you were off today?”

He got a big smile on his face and said, “No problem, Sheriff. I 
am, but I’m trying to get these reports on the Reaper case finished, so 
you and Jim can get them to John.”

Sam walked around his desk and asked, “What reports? We have 
nothing to report to John.”

Riggs handed her his tablet and said, “John asked me to profile 
the Reaper, so I have been working on that as well as writing up my 
notes from the restaurant scene and information gathering about the 
available cameras to subpoena information.”

“No. This is the FBI’s case. If they want that information, let them 
get it themselves. I’m already unhappy about you working on the Reaper 
case for John. We’re not going to do his damn job for him.” She sat 
down across from him and asked, “What time did you come in?”

“Shit…around three. I knew I couldn’t sleep, so I decided to do 
this write-up before taking the day off.” He paused and asked, “So, 
what’s the end game here? Are we working with the FBI or not?”

Sam shrugged and said, “I don’t know, Riggs. We’re on a need 
to know basis. Jim and I are going out to Lancaster in a few hours to 
speak to the warden and hopefully pick up two prisoners that should 
be in protective custody.”

Riggs nodded slowly and asked, “Two prisoners, huh?”
Sam said, “I think so. We don’t have a lot of information on them 

yet. I think John and Chris are going to be there as well.”
“What’s going on now that Feldman is dead? Is Polk in charge?”
Sam laughed and said, “Who the fuck knows. I suppose since she 

was his second-in-command she will at least fill a temporary role for 
Feldman until Washington appoints another U.S. Attorney for LA.”

“When it comes to the feds, the right hand never knows what the 
left is doing.”

Sam let out a laugh and said, “That is by design, Riggs. There 
is always one part of the government that has more corruption than 
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another, so they spend half of their time hiding shit from each other 
while pretending to work together.”

“Ain’t that the truth. But it’s the same way here and in every 
other power position department.”

Sam stood up and said, “That’s true, but we are going to change that. 
Jim has always done a good job, but I am going to do a better job. And with 
your help and a few others, we are going to root out the bad apples. Root 
them right out of the department and maybe into prison.” Riggs nodded as 
Sam said, “Go home. Take your time off. Jim and I are dealing with this. 
You just spent hours of your time doing the FBI’s job. Get some rest.”

Riggs nodded and said, “Thanks for the down day. I will email my 
report to you, so you can get it to John.” Sam walked out, and he pulled 
his tablet and some other gear together, pressed send on the email to 
Sam, and left the building. It was still dark as he yawned and walked on.

Two FBI agents stood outside of Candice’s room. She had been 
able to go back to her home to grab some more clothing after her 
meeting with John the night before and had dressed for the day and 
then called out to her guards and said, “I need to be in court at nine.”

“My men will get you there,” John said. “I’m meeting Sheriff 
Pritchard and Jim at the prison to take the men into our custody.”

Candice walked out from the bathroom of her suite to see John and 
Chris standing in the living room. She smiled and said, “I have to be 
honest with you. The FBI puts people up in a lot better digs than we do.”

“I’m glad you like the accommodations. Is there anything else 
we need to know about your witness list?”

Candice pulled a manila folder from her briefcase and handed a 
piece of paper to John and said, “Candy. Call me Candy. That’s what 
my friends call me, and this is the real list.”

John read over the list then handed it to Chris. Chris took it, and 
John said, “Read it out loud, Chris.”
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“Alexander Felton, Ricardo Montoya, Julio Gonzales, Ernesto 
Munera…” Chris paused and looked at Candice and read the final name 
aloud, “Olivia Espranza?”

Candice nodded, and John asked, “Do you know where Mrs. 
Espranza is?”

“She is living with her husband and two children in Beverly Hills. 
She is actually our key witness and not even Marco knows that.”

“And I thought we could be sadistic. Montoya and Munera are in 
Lancaster.”

“How do you know that?”
“Because the FBI has had these two under investigation for over 

a year. I’m not in charge of that, but I do oversee ALL of my office 
operations.”

“Can you get them out alive?”
John shrugged his shoulders and said, “We are going to the prison 

today with transfer orders, and we plan to take the men into our custody.”
“I have a status conference in court this morning on another case, 

and then I have a status conference on the Espranza case.”
John nodded and said, “My men are going to be with you until I feel 

that you are safe. Julio Gonzales…he’s a convicted pedophile and was 
released from federal custody a few months ago. The U.S. Marshals 
Service has been protecting him in a home outside of Newhall since 
his release as he has had death threats from the locals. What does he 
have to offer to your case?”

Candice pulled her purse and a leather bag up on her shoulder and said, 
“He is second to Mrs. Espranza, our most important witness. Gonzales is 
a sexual tour guide and feeds women and girls into the U.S. from Central 
and South America using them as mules for Espranza’s drug trade.” John 
looked at Chris, and Candice looked at the two men staring at each other 
and asked, “What? I don’t like the look in your eyes.”

“The case file on Espranza. I want his case file.”
Candice stared at John coldly and said, “You know I can’t do that. 

You’re not the investigating department.” John was staring at Chris, 
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who did nothing but nod and walked out of the room. Candice asked, 
“What are you doing?”

“You have just upped the stakes here, Candy. I had no idea that 
Espranza was into all of this.”

She laughed and said, “Espranza is into guns, drugs, prostitution, 
sex trafficking, murder, money laundering, and the list goes on and 
on. He’s the worst kind of animal and has been able to hide all of it 
behind seemingly legitimate U.S. and international business, so we 
haven’t been able to touch him. I can prove he has done everything 
that I have told you about. The problem is that every time we think we 
have him witnesses end up dead or evidence goes missing, or he gets 
to a jury and taints the pool. Marco Espranza is a cold-blooded sadistic 
murderer who doesn’t care about anyone or anything.”

John nodded and said, “I read a few years ago that his wife and 
four children were murdered in Juárez.”

“That’s the news story. Reportedly, his wife and children were 
gunned down by a rival drug cartel while he was battling to take 
control of the drug trade, but that’s not the whole story.”

John sat down and asked, “Do you have a few minutes to bring 
me up to speed?”

Candice put her bags down and looked quickly at her watch and said, 
“It’s seven thirty. This won’t take long. Marco Espranza took the city by 
storm, but he was losing the battles. So, he cooked up a plot to outrage 
both his supporters as well as his enemies to turn them against their 
bosses. When the war was going badly, he took his wife and children and 
had his men rape and then murder all but his wife. Marco took his wife 
to a secluded location. After he forced her to watch their children being 
raped and murdered, he raped and then murdered her. He dismembered 
her and posted her body parts on stakes all around town with signs on 
the posts attributing the murders to his enemies The tactic worked, and 
as soon as he was able to divide and concur, he took the spoils of his 
war, meaning Olivia Espranza. She is the youngest daughter of the head 
of the rival gang he had taken over. He took Olivia in exchange for 
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leaving her father and mother alive, only to murder them a few months 
later. Mrs. Espranza is a slave to Marco, and we were able to get a mole 
in who was able to extract information from her and turn her.”

“And she lives here with Espranza and his people?”
“They have two young children. I’ve heard stories of the things 

he has done to her. The plan was to have DEA and ICE raid his 
compound in Beverly Hills and take Olivia and her children in the 
raid while we are at trial. Now, with the murder of Stewart and Felton, 
I think it’s going to be an uphill battle to bring Espranza to justice.”

John stood up and said, “There are all kinds of justice, Candy. 
You work to deal with your trial. I will get my people up to speed on 
Espranza.” He stopped at the door to her room and asked, “Are you 
familiar with a professional hitman known as the Reaper?”

She nodded and said, “Word has it that Espranza has hired Reaper 
to take out the witnesses.”

“Word is correct. He murdered both Felton and the Feldmans, 
and he most likely has you in his crosshairs.” Candice nodded as 
John left the room.
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 Chapter Seven
“Vain mentioned confession. 
I guess I’m going to church.”

P
ercy arrived at the gym at three thirty a.m. and had been working 
out hard for about an hour when he saw Jay walk by. “What the hell 
are you doing in public at this hour?”
Jay looked over with a surprised look on his face and asked, “What 

are you doing here?”
Percy laughed and said, “I’m here every morning. It’s the only chance 

I get to work out before going into the prison. You?”
Jay started changing out Olympic plates on the bench press bar and 

said, “I usually come between midnight and one, but I was tied up, and 
this is the first chance I’ve had to exercise today.”

He slid the plates onto the bar, and Percy looked at Jay’s bare 
chest as he lay back on the bench and said, “Jesus! I’ve never seen 
you without your shirt on. You’re ripped.” Jay smiled and did a set 
of ten reps as Percy spotted him. “That’s a lot of weight. How long 
have you been lifting?”



46 • Chapter Seven

Jay pulled the bar back over his chest and said without any effort, 
“Oh shit…I guess the better part of my life. I got addicted to it when 
I was in my teens and stayed with it.”

Percy helped him put the bar back on the rack and said, “Well, don’t take 
your damn shirt off in front of Sally. She already has the hots for you. And 
you look like one of those damn models off the cover of a romance novel.”

Jay let out a chuckle and said, “You have nothing to worry about. 
You know where I stand on relationships. And while I care for Sally, 
I would never do anything to hurt either one of you.”

Percy nodded as he wiped his face and said, “Well, I need to 
shower and get to work.”

“I need to shower, too. I have work to do as well.” The two 
men walked back into the locker room and made small talk as they 
showered and then dressed. Jay asked, “How long have you been a 
prison guard?”

“Over thirty years. Why?”
“I was just wondering. I don’t know how you can deal with that 

element day in and day out. There’s no way I could do it.”
“You get used to it. After a while, they’re just a lot of faces. You 

really pay little attention to why they’re inside.”
Jay shook his head and said, “If I had to deal with killers, rapists, 

pedophiles, and worse, I know I couldn’t do it. I would kill them and 
end up behind bars.”

Percy smiled at him and said, “You should come down and tour 
the prison. It would give you a better perspective on what we deal 
with every day.”

“Sure. Why not? When?”
Percy had just finished buttoning up his uniform shirt and said, 

“Well, I would have to clear it with the warden. I’m high up in the food 
chain, but I can’t just walk you into the prison. I can get you a form to 
fill out, and I will run it through the system and give it to the warden. If 
it’s approved, I should be able to get you in within a few days.”

“What type of information do you need?”
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“Regular stuff. Driver’s license, social security number, a little about 
why you want to visit the prison.”

Jay sat for a few seconds and then said, “What the hell. Get me the 
form. I’m curious about what you do.” Percy said he would leave it in his 
stable after work, and the two men went their separate ways.

Reaper was seated at a dressing table in his bathroom. He had a 
black wig on, and there was a large steel makeup case next to the stool. 
He began mixing pre-colored latex with prosthetics to change his facial 
features and contort his face. He worked carefully until the image in the 
mirror no longer resembled his own. He put in a pair of brown contacts 
then took several sets of false teeth and put them in his mouth until he 
had the desired look. The smooth wig was slicked back, and he laughed 
at himself and said, “Jesus! I look like an older version of James Dean.” 
He let out a laugh then put on several inner layers of body clothing 
that contorted his figure and made him look heavier than he was. After 
dressing, he took one final look at the stranger in the mirror, smiled, and 
walked out the door.

Lieutenant Ross Vain was greeting his men as they were coming on 
and off shift at the LA Prison. Percy walked in, and Ross looked at him 
and said, “Captain, you’re almost late.”

Percy and Ross had a less than cordial relationship, and Percy said, 
“Yeah, and as I can see you are right on time…to go home, Lieutenant.” 
Ross said nothing as the rest of the men cleared out of the locker room 
and headed into a small meeting room where Percy was waiting to 
give the day’s orders and pep talk. Ross sat in the back of the room and 
when Percy was through he called out to him to stay. Percy looked at 
him and said, “You’re off shift. What’s up?”



48 • Chapter Seven

“I have a visitor coming in. In fact, he’s here, and I want you to give him 
a tour.”

“I’m not a damn tour guide, Vain.”
“You really don’t have to be. He knows the system well. We 

worked together at Chino, and he just wants to have a look around. 
I cleared it with Oliver. You don’t want me to go to him and ask for 
another guide because you won’t help a guy out, do you?” Percy was 
about to say something when a man walked in the door, and Ross 
said, “This is my friend Brian. Brian Smith.”

Percy looked Brian up and down and asked, “Have we met?”
The man was standing in the doorway and said, “I don’t believe so.” 

He reached out his hand to Percy who shook it while staring.
“No. I know that we have met somewhere before, Mr. Smith.”
Smith looked on with a smile on his face and said, “Well, if so, 

I don’t recall it. But if you remember, please let Ross know. He can 
get in touch with me.”

Jim and Sam were talking in her office when John called and 
asked if the two of them would meet him and Chris at the prison. 
Sam told him yes and hung up the phone. Jim looked at her and 
asked, “Do you still have that extra body armor I gave you?”

“Yes. Why?”
“Wear it. Start wearing it under your uniform.”
Sam looked at Jim’s somber face and asked, “Why the extremes, Jim?”
“I just have a bad feeling, and it’s better to be safe than sorry.”

Brian Smith was following Percy through the SHU. The inmates 
were loud, and Percy walked the second tier of the housing unit as 
Brian looked on. Percy had to speak loudly when he asked, “What is 
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it that you want here, Mr. Smith?”
Brian looked around and said, “I’m doing research for an article 

and blog post.”
Percy stopped and looked at the man and asked, “You came to the 

prison to write about it? Does everyone know that’s why you’re here?” 
Brian nodded as Percy’s attention was drawn to several men near the 
sealed cell where Felton had been murdered. He started to walk in the 
direction of the men not giving further thought to Smith.

John and Chris as well as Jim were moving near the cell when Percy 
approached. “Agents Swenson and Mantel. It’s good to see you.”

John reached out his hand and shook Percy’s. “It’s good to see 
you, too, Captain Morrison.”

Chris was looking over the bedding in the cell, and Percy asked, “I 
thought this scene was finished?”

John nodded and said, “It is. We’re actually here for two other 
inmates.”

“Really? And who might they be?” John rattled off the names, and 
Percy said, “Those two are most likely at chow. We serve three hots 
a day. They’re probably eating breakfast.” John nodded and asked 
Percy to escort Chris and Jim down to the mess hall, so the men could 
be brought up to be processed out.

Percy looked around, but Brian was nowhere in sight. He said, 
“Um…I have a guy that I was taking on a tour who’s gone missing.”

“A tour?” Jim asked. “You’re doing damn tours. Shit, Percy, this 
isn’t Alcatraz.”

“I know. One of my lieutenants asked me to show him around. He 
was just here.”

“Well, you better find him and find him fast before someone 
hurts him.” Chris and Jim followed Percy back across the tier, and 
John followed. “Who were you taking on a tour?” Jim asked.

“I don’t know. Some guy writing an article about this place.”
Jim laughed and said, “And Oliver and Sally know this guy is in this 

SHU after a murder?” Percy nodded as the men walked the floor.
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Ernesto Munera was seated over the toilet with a small steel pan 
heating some food he had pulled out from under his bunk. His cell door 
clicked, and he turned to see Smith enter. Ernesto went back to his 
cooking and asked, “What the hell are you doing here?”

Smith pulled a garrote cord from his pocket, snapped it tight, and 
placed it around Ernesto’s throat. He was struggling and gagging as 
Smith said, “It’s nothing personal, Ernie. It’s business.” Ernesto’s 
body went limp, and Smith pulled his body over to the bunk using the 
cord then threw him on the bunk sideways, pulled out a thin, sharp 
piece of plastic, and slit Ernesto’s throat. The blood poured out of the 
open wound slowly, and Smith pressed Ernesto’s chest as if he were 
doing CPR. And with each pump, the blood squirted out of the man’s 
slit throat. After a few minutes, as the blood began to move in the 
door’s direction, Smith stopped and left.

As he exited the cell, he saw Percy walking in his direction with 
the others behind him. “Shit…” he said to himself before flipping his 
body over the railing of the tier and shimmying down the bars and 
dropping to the ground floor.

He made his way to the guard’s station and rapped on the window 
while showing his visitor’s pass. The door buzzed, and he walked out 
as two guards in the room asked, “Where’s Percy?”

“Oh, he had an issue on tier two and told me to get out of the unit.”
“What kind of issue?”
Smith frowned and said, “I don’t know, but I think someone is 

hurt up there. He wouldn’t tell me.” One of the guards hit an alarm 
button, and all of the cells went to lockdown. Every prisoner not 
in a cell went straight to the floor as several guards ran to the tier. 
Smith was ushered out of the area and back to the main entrance. 
He walked out of the building with a serious look on his face and 
crossed the parking lot to his Corvette. He pulled out his cellphone 
and made a call.



Reaper • 5150 • Chapter Seven

“Are they dead?”
“I could only get Munera. The FBI is on scene as well as the Sheriff’s 

Department. They must be there for Montoya, too.”
There was a pause on the other end of the line, and Espranza took a 

deep breath and asked, “So, what now? The feds are going to grab the 
others, and then how are you going to get to them?”

Reaper was pulling out of the parking lot and said, “In all honesty, 
killing the rest of them will be easier if the feds are protecting them 
than if they were in the prison.”

“And just how the hell do you figure that?”
“You pay me to worry about these things. You just make sure I get 

my money for Munera.” He hung up the line and turned out onto the 
street. He looked on as he drove and whispered, “Swenson, Mantel, 
O’Brian, and soon enough Pritchard will be involved. I have some 
very, very quick work to do, so I can get paid. But first I have to take 
out Vain. He could blow my identity. He mentioned confession. I 
guess I’m going to church.”
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 Chapter Eight
“I gave you absolution as promised.”

“S
on of a fuckin’ bitch!” Percy was standing near a pool of blood, 
looking down at Ernesto’s pale skin. John had already barked 
out orders to seal the prison and to find Brian Smith. Chris had 

Montoya shackled and gagged in an office next to Sally’s and had received 
word that Gonzales had been picked up and was in protective custody.

Oliver and Sally were down on the tier as soon as all of the other 
inmates had been locked back up. Oliver looked on at Ernesto’s body 
and asked, “Who found him?”

“We did,” John said in a cold voice. “Where is Brian Smith?”
Oliver looked at John and asked, “Who?”
Percy got a strange look on his face and said, “Brian Smith. The 

guy that Ross brought in today for a tour. He said he was writing an 
article about the prison.”

Oliver got an angry look on his face and said, “I don’t have the 
first clue what you’re talking about. No one was cleared through me 
to enter the prison, especially to write about this facility.”
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Oliver asked Sally, who shook her head, and John said, “Your 
Lieutenant Vain got taken for a ride.”

Percy looked at him and asked, “What?”
“Without knowing it, Vain escorted Reaper right into the prison. 

Mr. Morrison, I’m going to need you to give a full description of the 
man you were guiding. Are there any camera shots of him? Did you 
photograph him when he came into the facility?”

Percy shrugged and said, “I don’t know how Vain got Smith into 
the prison. He just handed him off to me as he was going off shift. We 
do have cameras. Oliver will have to clear you to look at the film.”

Oliver nodded as he received a call over his radio announcing that 
the FBI CSI team and Los Angeles coroner had arrived. Oliver looked 
at John and asked, “You’ve already called in your people?”

“Yes…and I need the home address for Lieutenant Vain.” Percy 
asked why, and John said, “The killer is on his way to take him out. 
We might be able to get ahead of him.”

Oliver radioed to HR, and John said, “Agent Mantel is in your 
office. Please have the information passed to him. He will dispatch a 
team.” Oliver ordered the information released and authorized John’s 
team and the others to enter the prison.

Percy looked at Jim and asked, “Did I just walk Reaper into this 
prison to kill?”

Jim shook his head and said, “No. Vain did. This is not your fault.”
There were a few moments of silence, and Percy said, “Well, 

knowing Vain, he’s at church.”
John asked, “What church?”
“Vain is a devout Catholic. He goes to confession once a week, 

and today would be that day.”
“What church?”
Percy threw his hands in the air and said, “I’m not sure. He goes 

to two that I know of or at least that he spoke of. He really likes 
Sacred Heart on Ketterring Street, and he has talked about Father 
Serra Parish on 60th Street in West Lancaster.”
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Jade and Jessica walked up to the cell. Jade looked around and 
asked, “Reaper?” John nodded. She and Jessica started working on 
Ernesto. She was looking over the neck wound as Jessica shot pictures 
and said, “I can give a preliminary cause of death if you want, John.”

Jim laughed and said, “I think the cause of death is damn obvious. 
His fuckin’ throat was slit from ear to ear.”

“Very observant, Jim, but this is all post mortem. The guy was 
garroted to death.”

 John stepped into the cell as Jade pointed to the razor thin line across 
Ernesto’s throat. He looked at Jim and said, “I will go to Sacred Heart; 
you go to Father Serra. Chris will take the prisoner back to the federal 
building.” Jim nodded and walked away. John called out to him, “Jim, 
be careful. Reaper knows we’re onto him. Don’t become a victim.”

“I can say the same thing to you.”
John looked at Oliver and Sally and said, “Agent Mantel is going 

to take the prisoner with him. Any questions?” Oliver shook his head 
as did Sally. “Mr. Morrison, as soon as you have the video of Mr. 
Smith, please have it sent over to my office.”

“Are our lives in danger?” Oliver asked.
John looked at him and said, “Everyone’s life is in danger, Warden 

Galvin. We know that Reaper has now killed twice in your prison, and 
it appears that Lieutenant Vain has been his way in. Find an image of 
this man, so you can get it up to keep him out. Reaper can change his 
appearance at a moment’s notice, so the only way to protect anyone is 
diligence.” John turned to Jade and asked, “You got this?”

She nodded, and Jessica said, “This is not our first rodeo, John. 
You need to get to the church.”

Chris read the text message from John and had two guards help 
him get the man to his cruiser to take back to the federal building. 
The second part of the text, he didn’t fully understand.
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“Take Montoya back to HQ and isolate him. Call Sam and ask 
her to call Jim. We are each on our way to church.” Chris called Sam 
per John’s instructions and then drove off for the 14 Freeway and 
back into Los Angeles to the federal building.

Ross Vain was seated in a confessional box at Sacred Heart 
Church. “I confess to Almighty God and to you, Father, that I have 
sinned. My last confession was one week ago.” There was silence 
from the other side of the screen, and Vain asked, “Father, are you 
there?” Silence met his question, and he was about to get up when 
he heard the door to the confessional open and saw a shadow pass 
between the small viewing window and the seat on the other side.

“I’m sorry, my child. I heard you opening to God. What do you 
have to confess?”

Ross looked at the viewing panel and tried to make out the face on 
the other side. “I don’t recognize your voice. Where is Father O’Leary?”

“He has taken ill. I am Father Martin. I will hear your confession.”
“I don’t know you. When did you become a priest in this parish?”
“Child, do you wish to confess or argue?” Reaper paused, seated 

on the other side of Vain in the confessional. He was slowly putting a 
silencer on his handgun when Ross responded.

“I have sinned, Father.”
“I understand that. That’s why you’re here, right? Confess your 

sins, and I will give you absolution.”
Ross got more animated and put his face to the screen of the 

confessional and asked, “What the hell kind of priest are you?”
Reaper put the barrel of the gun to the confessional window and 

said, “The kind with a hollow point bullet for you.” He squeezed the 
trigger and heard Ross’s body thump against the confessional wall. He 
put the gun in a shoulder holster and stepped out of the confessional and 
opened the visitor’s door. Ross’s head had a huge hole in the back of it, 
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and skull and brain matter were all over. Reaper reached in with a black 
leather gloved hand and checked for a pulse then pulled Ross’s head 
back and looked into his lifeless eyes and said, “I gave you absolution 
as promised.” He released Ross’s head and walked up to the front of the 
church. There was blood on the white cloth covering the alter, and he 
kicked his foot a few times to make sure that Father O’Leary’s body had 
been hidden under it. He then lifted the hinged golden cover on the holy 
water and removed the aspergillum and put it on the alter and washed his 
gloved hands. He looked up at the large crucifix above him then laughed 
and said, “You’re supposed to offer these people asylum, protection from 
the evils of the world. I guess that’s hard to do nailed to a tree.”

John was driving down the street and noticed a silver Corvette pass 
him as he turned into the church parking lot. He got out of his truck and 
looked at the car stopped just twenty yards from him. The windows 
were heavily tinted. He pulled his phone out and took a photo of the 
car as it slowly pulled into the intersection and drove out of sight. John 
walked into the church, but there was no one around. He slowly walked 
the center aisle and then pulled his service weapon and said, “FBI.” 
There was no response. He looked over at the confessional and shook 
his head. The door was ajar, and he pulled it open to find Ross’s body 
slumped in the booth with his head blown apart. John shook his head 
then walked the rest of the church. He saw that the holy water tank was 
open, and he leaned over it to see the bloody water. He looked over at 
the altar and saw a blood-soaked covering and a shoed foot sticking 
out. He pulled his cellphone off his hip and called Jim and said, “You 
don’t need to bother with the other church. I found Ross.”

“And?”
“Just get over here and have Sam meet us. We have corpses.” John 

hung up the line and pulled up the photograph he had just taken of the 
Corvette. He zoomed in on the license plate holder and noticed the 
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white plate had a single figure on it. It was a hand in a fist with the 
middle finger extended. John laughed in spite of himself and said, “You 
do have a sense of humor, Reaper. You have a damn sense of humor.”

Reaper ripped the face mask and wig off as he drove down the 
street. He pulled a wet towel from a gym bag on the passenger seat and 
wiped his face hard as he drove.

Jay was riding his horse up to his home when a steel glint caught 
his eye. It was down on the road heading quickly in the direction 
of his home then stopped at his gate. A few seconds later the gate 
opened, and the silver Corvette pulled up the long drive and into an 
open garage stall. Reaper got out of the car, removing the clothing he 
had on as well as the padding, then changed into a pair of jeans and 
a T-shirt. He got into another car and pulled out of Jay’s garage and 
parked the gray sedan near the front door of the home.

As he rolled the window down, Jay asked, “So, what the hell have 
you been up to? You’re damned red-faced.”

“I took the car out for a drive, man. I don’t get to drive it that often. 
I had the top down to let the sun and wind blow through my hair.”

Jay settled his horse down and said, “Well, the car has been out of 
the garage a whole lot over the past few weeks, and I don’t drive it. It’s 
not a self-driving car, so you have to be using it more than you think.”

Reaper laughed and said, “Okay, you got me. I have been driving 
a little more than usual. So, what do you have planned for the day?”

Jay dismounted and walked up to the passenger window and 
said, “I’m between trips, so I’m going to have a little party here this 
afternoon with some girls from the service. I take it you’re off today. 
Care to join us?”
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“I’d like that. I am off, but I have a feeling I’m going to get a call 
to come in. Will this be an all-night party?”

“When isn’t it?”
They laughed just as Reaper’s cellphone rang. He looked at Jay 

and said, “What did I tell you?”
Jay tied the horse off and said, “Man, I have known you for 

twenty years. You’re a damn good cop, but you need to learn when 
to say no and take a day off.”

Reaper nodded and said, “I’ll see you tonight,” then drove off 
down the long gravel driveway.

Riggs was driving down the street in Lancaster when his cellphone 
rang. He listened quietly then said, “Okay, Sam. It’s no problem. I 
don’t mind helping out. Where do you need me?” He was quiet for a 
few moments then said, “Okay. I’m not too far away from that church. 
One of my close friends lives in Lancaster, and I’m up here visiting 
him. I will be on scene in a few minutes.” Riggs pressed the end button 
on his cellphone and looked at Jay riding his horse off in the distance 
behind him. He laughed lightly to himself and headed for the church.
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 Chapter Nine
“Follow me. We have a hell of a mess.”

J
im was smoking a cigarette in the parking lot of the church when 
Sam arrived on scene.

“What do we have?”
Jim dropped the cigarette and then ground it out with his foot and 

said, “A dead priest and a prison lieutenant, all compliments of the 
fuckin’ Reaper.”

Sam followed Jim into the church, which was now covered in 
crime scene tape. Sam saw John standing near the front of the church 
and stopped. She kneeled, bowed her head, and crossed herself then 
pulled a small crucifix from under her uniform, kissed it, and walked 
up to John who had watched the whole ritual with Jim. “What 
happened?” she asked.

John was looking down at the bloody holy water and said, “Reaper 
happened. I missed him by a matter of seconds. He put a bullet in 
the head of Ross Vain and Father Brian O’Leary before washing his 
hands in the holy water.”
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Sam looked at the whole scene and said, “Oh my God! Does this 
animal have no respect, even for the sanctity of the church?”

Jim started laughing and said, “I didn’t know you were into this 
fuckin’ mysticism shit. I would have been more gentle with you.”

Sam was sober faced, and John said, “Respect, Jim. Have some respect.”
Jim nodded and said, “The best we can tell Vain let Reaper into the 

prison where he killed a second inmate on the government’s list then 
slipped out before we could catch him. Captain Percy Morrison ended 
up being Reaper’s unwitting tour guide, and we’re waiting for images 
from the prison’s surveillance system as well as an artist rendering of 
the man Percy took on tour to get our first look at Reaper.”

Sam was about to speak when she heard Riggs’s voice behind her 
asking, “You have pictures of Reaper?”

Jim let out a laugh and said, “I thought you were off today?”
“I was, but Sam called, so here I am.”
John asked, “Do you live around here?”
“No. I have a friend in pharmaceutical sales who has a ranch not 

far from here. I was hanging out with him when Sam called and came 
right over.” John nodded as Riggs looked up at the large crucifix 
hanging in the center of the church. Riggs looked around and then 
down at the bloody holy water and said, “Desecrated holy water? 
You called me out for this?”

Jim laughed and said, “Yeah, Riggs. That’s the fuckin’ problem. 
We’ve all been called out here because someone washed their hands 
in the damn holy water. I mean, come on, man. That’s a fuckin’ federal 
offense if I’ve ever heard one!”

John was smiling as was Sam, and Riggs laughed lightly and said, 
“I’m sorry. Does someone want to catch me up?”

“Reaper murdered a prison guard and a priest.”
Riggs looked around and saw the blood-soaked cloth over the alter 

and the legs of O’Leary and asked, “Why would Reaper kill a priest?”
“To get in the confessional to kill Ross Vain. I would guess the father 

was doing his business, and Reaper didn’t want any witnesses.”
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Sam pulled Riggs by the arm and said, “Follow me. We have a 
hell of a mess.”

Barbara was buttoning her uniform top while Sara typed notes 
into her tablet. “Medicine has sure changed. I remember when you 
doctors had paper charts and files as thick as a patient’s arm.”

“Well, the world and technology have changed and continue to 
change. These days if we don’t keep electronic charts we don’t get 
paid by insurance companies.”

Barbara laughed and said, “With all of the diagnosis codes that you 
must have for me, you guys must be making a small fortune.”

“You are an enigma, Barbara. There’s no doubt about that.”
Barbara scooched off the exam table and pulled her gun belt off the 

back of one of the chairs and asked, “What’s the verdict?”
“Unfuckingbelievable is what it is. I have never seen anything like 

it. You are for all intents and purposes healthy…other than having stage 
four colon cancer.”

Barbara laughed again and said, “I told you I wasn’t going to die 
anytime soon.”

Sara shook her head and said, “It’s just going to take you. I think 
that you are just going to be doing something mundane and ordinary, 
and you will just die.”

“I can’t think of a better way to go. Can you?” Sara shook her 
head as Karen walked into the room. Barbara got a big smile on 
her face and said, “Congratulations, Mrs. Mantel. That was quite an 
anticlimactic wedding you two had.”

Karen was holding a tablet in one hand and a cup of coffee in 
the other. “You know, you might be sick, but I can still make things 
worse for you by dumping this hot coffee on your lap.” The three 
women broke out in laughter, and Karen said, “Chris and I love each 
other. Between Sam’s swearing in, Sara and I having heavy patient 
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loads, and Chris and John catching a new case right before the first 
of the year, we just decided we wanted the people we love the most 
there. And since most of those people are cops or doctors, a justice 
of the peace wedding worked well. We were able to piggyback it off 
Sam’s swearing in, and we’re happy with that.”

Barbara nodded and said, “Well, you people have worked me up 
the ass and have no idea why I’m still alive. Now, if you will excuse 
me, I need to get back to work.”

Sara kissed Barbara on the cheek and said, “I love you. You are so 
important to me, and letting everyone in your life know how you feel about 
them is really important. I’m not taking any of your time for granted.”

Barbara smiled softly and said, “Neither am I, Sara. Neither am I. 
However, I do recognize my predicament and know that I need to keep 
loving Jimmy, keep moving forward until my heart stops, and that’s 
how I’m living.”

Karen had tears in her eyes and said, “I would really like to 
record a session with you, Barb. You’re an inspiration, and I think 
that hearing these words from someone dealing with imminent death 
would help so many.”

Barbara walked to the exam room door and said, “My death is 
not as imminent as you two think. I would be happy to give words 
of encouragement to others, but you know that I won’t pull punches 
and use a lot of heartwarming bullshit when it comes to talking about 
death.” Karen didn’t get to respond before Barbara disappeared.

Jessica arrived at the church at eleven a.m. She was dressed in her 
uniform and carrying two cases with two other CSI team members 
with her. John, Jim, Sam, and Riggs were at the confessional, and 
Jim looked up and asked, “Where is Jade?”

“Still at the prison with John’s team. She sent me out to get started, 
so we can move the bodies.”
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John said, “Start up at the front of the church. The priest is under the 
alter.” Jessica walked on and met up with two of John’s FBI CSI team 
members who she knew well and began processing the scene.

Jim looked at Sam and asked, “So, what do you make of this?”
“It’s not my case. It’s the FBI’s case. Riggs and I are here as a 

courtesy.”
Jim rolled his eyes. “This is a learning experience for you and Riggs, 

so use it. What do you see?”
Sam had been looking hard at the scene and at Ross’s blown open 

head. “I see a professional hit. A killer with no regard for either human 
life or barriers, like a church, to stop him.”

Riggs said, “This Reaper guy has been killing for decades but not 
just in LA, right?” Jim and John nodded. “So, we know that he’s working 
for Espranza as he is only killing those witnesses that are going to testify 
against him. Reaper is, as John and Jim have stated, a ghost, so trying to 
catch him or her is really out of the question. I think our focus needs to 
be on keeping the rest of the witnesses alive. Who knows? We might get 
lucky if Reaper takes a shot at a witness we have.”

John looked Riggs up and down and said, “Or…we work the case from 
both sides. Catching Reaper while protecting the remaining witnesses.”

Riggs shrugged his shoulders and said, “Hey, it’s your 
investigation, John. I was just trying to keep us from chasing our 
tails while more people die.”

Jim asked, “You said him or her. Do you think Reaper might be 
a woman?”

“We can’t rule it out. We’ve seen stranger things over the past 
few years.”

John nodded as Jessica called out to the group and asked, “Do 
you want us to process the scene, or are you all going to stand there 
while the corpses rot and start to stink up this holy place?” There was 
light laughter from all, and they moved out of the church as Jessica 
made her way to Ross’s body.
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 Chapter Ten
“…that killer is 
closer than we 

might think.”

“T
he motion for extending the trial date is denied.”

Candice looked at Judge Miriam Hartwell and said, “Your 
Honor, there is no way that the government can proceed to trial 

against Mr. Espranza at this point in time. Two of our key witnesses 
have been murdered in cold blood while in custody, and the government 
needs to secure the remaining living witnesses for trial.”

“Counselor, we have been down this road in the past. It is your job 
to secure your witnesses. This court has given the government plenty 
of leeway and extensions on this trial date. However, the accused has a 
right to a speedy trial, and this situation is violating his rights.”

Espranza’s attorney Felix Sharp stood silent as Candice argued 
for more time. “The government has two dead witnesses, Your Honor, 
and reason to believe that Mr. Espranza is involved in those deaths.”

“Objection, Your Honor. Ms. Polk is accusing Mr. Espranza of very, 
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very serious crimes of which he has not been accused and which have no 
relevance to the case before the court.”

“Sustained. Ms. Polk, you are out of line. This case has nothing to 
do with the recent deaths. Mr. Espranza has not been accused of those 
crimes nor been given the right to defend himself. Your allegations are 
completely out of order. You will focus on the case at hand, and I will 
be making a call to your office this afternoon about your conduct in my 
courtroom.”

Candice stood stoic and said, “If you wish to send a reprimand against 
me to the United States Attorney for Los Angeles, then I have heard your 
reprimand as I am currently the interim U.S. Attorney.”

Hartwell slammed her gavel down and said, “This court is in 
recess.” She stood up and stormed off the bench. Felix had a smile 
on his face and walked out of the courtroom with Candice.

“You made a hell of an argument, and you really pissed off Miriam. 
I’m sure you will be getting a call.”

Candice nodded and said, “You see those two men on either side 
of the courtroom doors?” He nodded. “They’re FBI agents assigned 
to protect me since the murder of Stewart and his wife.”

Felix looked at the two agents and said, “So, the FBI is afraid that 
you are next?”

“No, Felix. They just had some tax dollars to burn and decided 
that I would be a good waste of them.” Candice spoke to the agents 
and said, “Come on, you two. I need to get to my office.” The agents 
followed her out of the courtroom, leaving Felix standing in the gallery.

Maria Martinez was reading an email when her office phone rang.
“Maria, it’s Candy.”
Maria’s face sank, and she spoke softly and said, “Hi Candy. I’m so 

sorry to hear about Stewart and Martha. How are you doing?”
Candice looked around her office. She could see the shoulders 
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of the two agents outside her door and said, “Well, I’m the newly 
appointed U.S. Attorney. I have been put under pretty much house 
arrest by the FBI for my protection, and Judge Hartwell won’t extend 
the Espranza trial date even with two dead witnesses.”

“What? Hartwell still wants you to start the trial even under the 
current circumstances?”

“Yes. She was real sympathetic to Stewart and Martha and the two 
men murdered while in the custody of the Department of Corrections.”

Maria sat back in her chair and said, “Well, I know that Hartwell 
and Stewart were less than friendly, but this seems like something 
you should appeal.”

Candice was nodding her head with the phone to her ear and said, 
“That’s exactly what I’m going to do. I am having one of my people draft 
the appeal as we speak.”

Maria was half reclining in her chair and asked, “So, what brings you 
calling at my door?”

“I understand that you and the new Sheriff are literally in bed together.”
Maria laughed and said, “Yes…it’s true. We are lovers, and we live 

together. Why?”
Candice got up and closed her office door and then said in a low 

voice, “How competent is she? I know Jim. I know John. I know a little 
about Agent Mantel, but I don’t know a damn thing about Pritchard.”

“I don’t understand, Candy. What does Sam’s competency have 
to do with your case? According to Sam, this is the FBI’s case. She 
told me that she and Jim have just been called in by Agent Swenson 
to consult.”

“Look. People are being murdered all around me. I have the FBI 
up my ass under the pretense that they are protecting me. I have a 
feeling that this whole situation is an inside job.”

“Are you telling me that you believe the killer is in one of the law 
enforcement offices?”

Candice swallowed hard and said, “YES!”
“Sam is very, very competent as is her second-in-command Riggs 
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McEllen. She has Jim consulting to her for six months. I know John and 
Chris very, very well. None of these people are murderers, Candy. I think 
you’re losing it a bit. The stress is getting to you.”

Candy was standing at her office window with tears in her eyes and 
said, “I miss your father. He always knew what to say when I needed help. 
He was my favorite law professor in school, and we stayed close until his 
passing. You and I have been friends since law school. I just thought I 
would reach out to you to see if I’m losing my mind, and I guess I am.”

Maria laughed and said, “You’re not losing your mind. You’re 
under a ton of pressure. You just lost your boss. You have a killing 
field all around you and a combative judge as well as being under 
FBI protection. You are fine. You just need a glass of wine and some 
good company. What are you doing for dinner tonight?”

“The FBI has me put up at the Ritz, so…room service.”
“No. Come over to our house tonight. I’m making pesto chicken 

and rice. You can spend a little time with me and Sam. You can get 
to know her better, and I think it will help you to relax.”

Candy paused then said, “Thanks, Maria. I will take you up on that 
offer. What time?”

“Seven.”
Candice hung up the phone and then called her assistant to ask 

about the appeal. She said it was coming along fine and would be 
ready to be filed in the morning. Candice sat staring at her cold steel 
desk and said to her, “See if there is any way that appeal can get into 
the hands of Justice Robinson.”

“We will do what we can,” her assistant replied, “but you know the 
court has its rules.”

Candice said, “When the appeal is done, bring it to me. Judge Robinson 
is in town. I know that he and Jim O’Brian are friends. I bet I can get Jim 
to give it to Robinson.” She hung up the phone and called Jim.

“WHAT?”
“Jesus, Jim. What the hell is your problem?”
Jim was standing with Sam and Riggs outside the church and said, 
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“Oh, I don’t know…another Reaper murder.”
Candice’s face dropped, and she said, “Oh God no.”
“Oh, but yes. Not only is Munera dead, but now we’re on scene of a 

murdered CDCR lieutenant and a priest. There is nothing that is going to 
stop Reaper from getting his targets. Now, what the hell do you want?”

“I need a favor.”
“What kind of favor?”
“You and Judge Robinson are friends, right?”
Sam saw a strange look on Jim’s face as he answered the caller, 

“Yeah. So what?”
“I have an appeal that I need him to look at with regard to the 

Espranza case. Judge Hartwell is refusing an extension of time on 
the trial, and I need to get the court to rule on this, or I’m going to be 
in court in five days, and there is no way I can pull it off, and I don’t 
want Espranza to walk yet again.”

“What a bitch. I hate that cunt. Yeah, get me the documents, and I 
will drop by Larry’s house later today and give them to him.”

Candice sighed in relief and said, “I will have it delivered to your 
office as soon as it’s done. Thank you, Jim.”

“Hey…no fuckin’ problem. Anything that I can do to stick it to 
Hartwell I will.”

Jim hung up the line, and Sam asked, “What the hell was that all 
about?”

Jim lit a cigarette and said snapping his Zippo shut, “Personal 
business. Nothing to concern yourself with. I do have a life outside of 
work, you know.”

“If you do, I haven’t seen much of it.”

The artist’s rendering of Reaper as well as video footage had been 
sent to John’s tablet. He watched a grainy image of Percy walking 
several areas of the prison followed by the man. He tried to compare 
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the picture to the image on the screen, but the shots were too far away, 
and he could only make out fragments. He called out to Chris, Riggs, 
Sam, and Jim and asked, “Come take a look at the first ever images 
of Reaper.” They all gathered around, and John allowed each person 
to look at the images and pass them on. When they had circulated, he 
asked, “So…what do you think?”

Jim laughed and said, “I don’t mean this as humorous, but that is a 
dude in makeup.”

Heads nodded all around, and Sam said, “A killer of this caliber is 
going to be a master of disguise. This is not the real face of the Reaper.”

Chris and Riggs were standing next to each other looking at the 
screen, and John asked, “What do you two think?”

Chris nodded and said, “This is a disguise and a pretty good one.”
Riggs had a more serious look on his face and said, “I have seen 

this guy before.”
John asked, “Where?”
“When I was working the Hollywood division. I had a beat cop who 

looked a lot like this guy.”
Chris said, “Then why don’t you go down there and grab him?”
“It’s your case. If it’s okay with Sam, I have no problem with 

grabbing this guy.”
Sam nodded and said, “It’s your day off. You can do this if you want to.”
“If I can find him, where do you want me to take him?”
John said, “Bring him to the federal building for questioning.”
“The guy’s a cop. How do you want me to deal with it? I don’t 

think you want a scene.”
“You’ve been a cop long enough to know how to handle these 

situations. Just tell him the FBI wants to talk to him, and rather than 
make a scene, we would like him to come downtown.” Riggs nodded 
and walked off.

Sam looked at John and asked, “Do you think we have a cop who’s 
also a contract killer?” Jim laughed but said nothing. Chris smiled and 
kept his mouth shut, and Sam looked at John and frowned and said, “I 



70 • Chapter Ten

guess that’s not so unheard of, is it?”
John’s expression didn’t change as he answered the small group 

with Riggs long out of earshot, “The Eagle is not a contract killer. 
There’s a method to his process, and no innocents die at the hands 
of the Eagle.”

Sam threw her hands in the air and said, “Whatever helps you sleep 
at night. This is the first break any of us has gotten. Let’s hope it turns 
into something. What else do you need from Jim or me?”

“I’d like you two to come downtown at one and talk to the two 
inmates we have that are on the kill list.”

Sam shook her head and said, “And ask them what? They are 
material witnesses for the U.S. Attorney. This is in your area, John, 
not ours. If you ask me, you should have Candice come down and 
talk to your prisoners. My men and I are not getting involved.”

John looked at Sam and said, “You could take a few tips from 
Riggs, Sam. Forget it. Chris and I will deal with them for now. I don’t 
have a need for you.”

Jim looked at Sam and said, “That means get off his crime scene.” 
Sam nodded, and she and Jim walked away.

Chris looked at John and asked, “Do you think we have a killer 
cop?”

John nodded and said, “Yes…and that killer is closer than we 
might think.”

“So use your powers of deduction to figure it out.”
“I am, Chris. Believe me, I am.”

It was half past three when Jim and Sam got back to their office. 
Jim was hailed down by one of the deputies at the front desk who 
handed him a manila envelope. Sam looked at the non-descript 
envelope with nothing but Jim’s name on it and asked, “What’s that?”

“A favor for a friend. I’m going to be out of the office for a few 
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hours. Call me if you need me.”
Jim walked out of the building, and Sam looked around and said, 

“Why is it I’m the goddamned Sheriff and everyone is doing their own 
thing, leaving me alone?” She shook her head and pulled out a cigarette 
and went outside to the smoker’s bench.
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 Chapter Eleven
“Who’s going to meet Espranza?”

O
livia Espranza was seated in a lounge chair near the swimming 
pool of the home she shared with Marco. She was dressed in a 
thong bikini that left little to the imagination. Two of Marco’s 

men were walking the perimeter of the property with guns in holsters 
and eyeing her as they did. The children were playing in the shallow 
end of the pool when Marco walked out. He looked at two of his 
men hovering near Olivia and said, “You want I put a bullet in your 
head? You don’t look at my wife like that!” The two young guards 
walked on, and Marco sat down next to Olivia and asked, “Why are 
you dressed like a street whore?”

Olivia wore large dark sunglasses and said, “This is what you 
ordered me to wear, Marco. When I’m outside, you want me in this 
string thing, and in the house, you want me nude at all times. Do you 
want me to dress?”

Marco slapped her in the face and said, “If I wanted you to dress, 
I would tell you. You’re nothing but a common whore. I would 



Reaper • 7372 • Chapter Eleven

fuck you now, but I have business to attend to. You want to take the 
children to the park?” Olivia nodded, and Marco said, “Dress and get 
them dressed. I will have two of my men take you.”

Marco got up and called to the children, “Adolfo, Bertha, come 
give Papa a hug. He’s going out.” The children ran over and hugged 
Marco, and he said, “Now, go dress and Mama will take you to the 
park to play.” The children squealed with delight as Olivia followed 
them into the house. Marco was admiring her form and said, “When 
I get home, I want to fuck your throat.” Olivia nodded passively with 
her eyes lowered. “Get dressed before I end up missing my meeting.”

Olivia walked out of sight, and one of his men came in and said, 
“The car is waiting, Marco.”

Marco smiled and pointed at Olivia, who was walking up a circular 
staircase, and said, “Do I have good taste in women or what?” His man 
nodded without looking at Olivia. The two men walked out of the house 
and headed for a Mercedes with blacked out windows. Marco asked, 
“Felix is expecting us?” The man nodded as Marco got into the car.

Judge Larry Robinson was sitting in an easy chair reading a book 
when Jim was announced at his home. “Well, look what the cat drug in. 
What the fuck brings the former Sheriff of Los Angeles to my home?”

Jim threw the envelope at him and said, “Your new U.S. Attorney 
asked me to give this to you.”

Larry looked at the envelope and said, “I don’t take appellate 
documents in my home. There’s a proper procedure for this.”

Jim took a glass off Larry’s wet bar and poured himself a drink 
and said, “Hartwell is being a bitch, and since I know how much you 
two love each other, I thought you’d like to see the motion.”

Larry laughed and walked to the bar and said, “If you’re going to 
drink lifer juice out of one of my glasses, make sure you sterilize it 
when you’re done.”
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Jim laughed and said, “It’s scotch not coffee, asshole. The alcohol 
will take care of that. So, what the fuck’s going on with you, Larry?”

John and Chris were reading the jackets on the two witnesses that 
they had in holding. Chris looked at John and said, “Why have these 
two been under your radar?”

He shrugged and said, “They should be in the Eagle’s talons, not 
sitting in a jail cell.”

Chris was reading the crimes aloud. “Rape of a child under 
thirteen, murder, conspiracy, possession with intent to distribute, sex 
trafficking, sexual tourism. Jesus, John. It seems to me the best way 
to stop Reaper is for the Eagle to grab Espranza and these scum bags 
and rid the world of them.”

John was nodding as he read and said, “I pulled up Espranza’s 
sheet. He’s here illegally. We’re prosecuting him for capital offenses, 
and, in my opinion, the person in the most danger is his wife. We can 
protect these two, but Olivia Espranza is hanging in the wind, and this 
guy will kill her sooner rather than later.”

“So, what do you want to do with the two we have here?”
“I’ll call Barbara. She can take them into the Marshals’ custody 

while I pay a visit to Espranza.”
“You…or the Eagle?”

Candice had received Judge Robinson’s order overruling Judge Hartwell 
and ordering that the trial date be moved out as long as the government 
needed. She had emailed a copy of the order to Felix and was waiting for 
her phone to ring. When it did, she cringed but answered anyway.

“I’m going to pay Marco Espranza a visit.” John’s voice was cold 
and deliberate.
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“Don’t do it, John. Don’t do it. If you show up on Marco’s doorstep and 
start asking him about Reaper, you will put Olivia in even more danger.”

John was silent for a moment then asked, “Why hasn’t the FBI 
been brought into this investigation?”

“Stewart was working with DEA and ATF on this case. He wanted 
the local FBI as far away from it as possible.”

“Why?”
Candice laughed and said, “You’re a smart man, John. Think 

about it.”
“This case falls right into the FBI’s jurisdiction. ATF and DEA 

handle drugs and guns. We handle the crimes against humanity.”
Candice took a deep breath and said, “The Iron Eagle is the reason 

that Stewart wanted to keep this case out of the FBI’s hands.”
“I don’t understand.”
She sighed. “Stewart was pissed that the FBI couldn’t catch the 

Eagle. He felt the Eagle had been getting a pass, not only by your office, 
but by the current administration since the Eagle foiled the plot to 
assassinate President Hernandez.”

“We are still hunting the Eagle, Candice. We don’t get involved in 
politics. We do our job as the government’s police force.”

Candice stood up and walked over to the window of her office. 
“Are my remaining witnesses secure?”

“For the moment. These are really, really bad people. I have your 
pedophile witness. The only other outstanding is Mrs. Espranza.”

“John, please. I know you want Espranza. I want him, too, and I am 
going to put him away, but don’t get into this right now. You could end 
up getting Olivia and her two children killed.”

He was quiet for a moment and said, “Okay. I will deal with what 
we have right now. I need to focus on finding Reaper. If Espranza was 
taken off the streets, Reaper would go away, and you would be safe.”

“I don’t know, John. I think there is more to it than just Espranza.”
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Felix Sharp was talking with two other lawyers when he saw 
Marco walking down the hall flanked by two men. Felix excused 
himself and walked into his office as Marco entered, and the two 
men remained outside.

“The court date has been postponed?”
Felix nodded and said, “Ms. Polk filed an appeal, and it was 

granted.”
Marco sat down in front of him and said, “I pay you to get rid of these 

cases. How the fuck did she get the case postponed?”
“It’s just how the law works, Marco. She appealed. Her appeal 

was granted, and the case is on hold. Believe me, I will have to be in 
court on this, and Judge Hartwell isn’t going to be happy about this 
either.”

“I don’t give a shit about Hartwell. I want this case killed. If 
Howard were alive, he would have ripped your throat out over this.”

Felix sat with his hands folded in front of him, trying to keep an 
air of calm in his voice, and said, “I’m sorry, Marco. I am doing the 
best that I can.”

Marco shook his head slowly and said, “No, you’re not. Because 
if you were, this case would be over.”

“As soon as this case is over, your case gets handed over to 
immigration, and you’re going to get a one-way ticket back to Bogotá 
if you’re not convicted.”

Marco smiled and said, “No, I won’t. I have immigration in my 
pocket. As long as this case is won, I will have my citizenship back 
on track. They can’t kick a free man who has done nothing wrong out 
of the country. I pay a lot of money in taxes, Felix. The government 
wants my money. The IRS wants me and my businesses to stay here. 
They don’t want the millions I pay in taxes to go south.”

Felix laughed and said, “I’m dealing with the criminal aspects of 
your case not your immigration case. Try and relax. Look at the delay 
as a good thing.”

“How is it a good thing?”
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“You don’t have to start spending weeks sitting in a courtroom while 
the government tries to put you in prison for life. It also gives me more 
time to make sure the government isn’t sandbagging a witness.”

Marco stood up and paced for a few minutes then said, “Just get 
this case moving. It’s interfering in my business and my life.” He 
stormed out of Felix’s office with the two men in tow.

Felix broke into a cold sweat after Marco left, and his secretary 
knocked on the door and asked if he was okay. He nodded. “Yeah. It’s 
just that when I see Mr. Espranza I see my life flash before my eyes.”
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 Chapter Twelve
“I really have to stop leaving 

scenes so messy.” 

S
am got home a little after six, and Maria was in the kitchen 
fixing dinner.

“What time is Candy coming over?”
“Seven. You have time to shower. I have everything ready for dinner.”
Sam walked out of the room and returned fifteen minutes later 

in a robe, drying her hair with a towel. “So…Candy wants to know 
more about me?”

“She’s curious. She and I have been close since law school, and 
she and my father were very close. You really can’t blame her for 
wanting to understand the woman I’m in love with. I was straight in 
college, or I thought I was.”

“Did you and Candice have a relationship?”
Maria laughed, taking a sip of wine she had on the counter, and 

said, “Did we have a sexual relationship?” Sam nodded. “No. We 
were more like sisters. She was the first person I came out to when 
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I realized I was bi. She was very supportive and never judged me.” 
Sam walked out of the room just as the doorbell rang. “You get dried 
off and dressed. I’ll get the door.”

Riggs was watching the federal building from his silver Corvette. 
It was six thirty, and he had a Marshals’ service uniform on as well 
as makeup that made him unidentifiable. He got out of the car and 
walked to the building entrance and slid an ID card through the 
building’s jail entrance and walked in. Barbara was in her office 
finishing some paperwork when she heard voices down the hall. She 
got up to see one of her Marshals talking with two men, one of whom 
she did not recognize. She walked down the hall and asked, “What’s 
going on?”

Howard Castro, one of her senior Marshals who ran the night 
shift at the courthouse, said, “Um…I’m not sure. This is Marshal 
Martin Stevens. He says he’s reporting for duty.”

Barbara looked at Stevens and said, “There is no one new to my 
rotation, Marshal Stevens. Who sent you here?”

Martin looked at her and said, “I received orders that I am to work 
here tonight.”

“Who gave you those orders?”
He handed Barbara some paperwork and said, “I’m out of the 

Pasadena office, Marshal O’Brian. I showed up for work, and they 
told me I was needed here in LA.”

Barbara opened the envelope and thumbed through the paperwork 
and said, “I have no idea why you are here, Marshal Stevens. I did 
not request additional staff. But if Pasadena doesn’t need you, I’m 
sure that Marshal Castro can find some work for you here.”

Castro smiled and said, “Sure. No problem. We have a few inmates 
that are staying overnight here for hearings in the morning. Come with 
me. We’ll go down to holding.”
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Stevens said, “Do you have facilities here to comfortably house 
inmates overnight?”

Castro nodded and said, “We have general holding, and we also 
have several full cells with bunks if we don’t move inmates over to 
the central federal jail.” Castro waved his arm and Stevens followed.

Barbara walked back to her office and looked over the prisoner roster. 
She radioed to Castro and asked, “Are the FBI’s special guests secure?”

“Yes, Barbara. They’re in a secure location. No one but you and I 
know where they are being held per Agent Swenson’s directions.”

Castro was getting off the elevator in the basement of the courthouse 
when Stevens asked, “What was that about?”

“We have special guests that we are caring for…well…we aren’t 
caring for them. They’ve been secured at another facility.” Stevens 
walked with Castro through the cell blocks. There were five men 
in holding and two women. They were not the targets that had been 
assigned to Reaper.

Stevens got a little more animated and asked, “Where are these 
special guests?”

“I’m afraid that’s classified. It’s not our area for tonight. Let’s get 
these fed and showered.” He looked at Stevens and asked, “Are you 
okay? You seem a bit out of sorts.”

“Yeah, yeah. I’m coming off a bad flu bug. Been out for over a 
week. It’s my first night back.”

“Are you up to this? It’s going to be a long night.”
Stevens smiled and said, “Of course, of course. I’ve been doing 

this for a long time. I’ll be fine. Just show me what to do, and I will 
follow your directions.”

The two men worked to get the inmates fed as well as bathed. It 
was nine thirty when the last of the inmates was down for the night. 
Castro asked, “Can I buy you a cup of coffee?”

Stevens nodded and said, “Sounds good. There isn’t much else we 
need to do tonight, is there?”

“Nope. We’re just babysitting, man.”
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The two men walked to the commissary where there was a series 
of vending machines. Stevens pulled a garrote cord from his pocket 
and asked, “Is it just you and me?”

“Yep. Outside of the janitorial staff that cleans the building, it’s 
just us until seven a.m. when the day shift takes over.”

Stevens put the cord back in his pocket and sat down at one of the 
lunch tables with his coffee and said, “Word has it that there are two 
federal witnesses in the Espranza case under our protection.”

“I can neither confirm nor deny that.”
Stevens laughed, sipping his coffee and looking around the room. 

There was a janitorial closet at the far end, and no one around. He stood up 
and said, “I’m gonna grab a couple of bananas. Do you want anything?” 
Castro shook his head, and Stevens walked behind him, pulled out the 
garrote cord, and flung it around Castro’s throat. He kept two fingers 
under the cord as not to strangle the man and pulled him off the chair and 
over to the closet. It was partially open, and he used his foot to open it as 
Castro struggled against the cord. “Don’t fight me, Castro. You’ll only kill 
yourself faster, and I need some information before I kill you.” A small 
trickle of blood was running down Castro’s neck, and Reaper closed the 
door and loosened his grip on the man’s throat and said, “I promise to kill 
you fast if you cooperate. Where are the prisoners in the Espranza case?”

Castro managed to choke out, “Who the fuck are you?”
“I’m the guy who has been eliminating the witnesses in the Espranza 

case. Now, I have gotten several of my targets but two remain, and you 
have them. Where are they?”

“For God’s sake, I have a family. A life.”
“I don’t give a damn. What I want is information.”
“No!”
“Have it your way.” Reaper grabbed some cleaning rags from a 

nearby trash can and shoved them into Castro’s mouth. He released 
the garrote and pulled a stainless steel knife from his pocket, snapped 
the blade open, and slid it into Castro’s abdomen just above his pubic 
bone. Castro let out a muffled scream, and Reaper said, “That moisture 
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you feel is urine and blood running out of your abdomen and down 
your pants. I’m going to pull up on the blade, and when I do you’re 
going to smell the shit that’s still digesting in your small intestines. 
Believe me, it’s not pleasant for either of us. Then you’ll feel a ripping 
pain as I pull the blade up to the bottom of your thorax. Now, before 
I do that, do you want to tell me where the prisoners are?” Castro had 
sunk to his knees and tried to speak, but the rags held back his words. 
Reaper removed the rags and asked, “Is that a yes?”

“Please, please, oh God.”
“Location, please, and it will all be over.” Castro was weeping 

and let out a yelp as the blade of the knife was pulled up. The smell 
was overpowering, and the man began throwing up blood, food, and 
intestinal contents.

“The federal building on Wilshire.”
“Indeed.”
Castro’s head fell backward, and his eyes rolled up in his head 

as the contents of his abdomen spilled onto the floor. There was a 
long wall rack that held mops, brooms, and other tools. Several of 
the hooks for hanging objects were sharp, and Reaper lifted Castro 
and rammed his right then left arm down onto the hooks. The man 
uttered a weak cry, and Reaper said, “Believe it or not, you can live 
a long time like this. I could just leave you hanging here, and there 
is a better than average chance you could be found alive. There is 
no way to save you as your innards are a mess on the floor, but you 
could suffer even more pain for the minutes or hours that you hang 
here. Reaper held the knife in front of his face as he looked into 
Castro’s eyes and asked, “Should I leave you to suffer a long and 
painful death?”

“I don’t want to die; I want to live.”
Reaper laughed and said, “Well, I’m afraid your death is 

inevitable, so you might want to work through the five stages really, 
really fast.” Castro was drifting in and out of consciousness, and 
Reaper put the knife to his throat and said, “I’m feeling extra merciful 
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tonight.” With that, he slid the blade across Howard’s throat, and the 
blood began to run down his neck onto his clothing. Reaper laughed 
and cut away Howard’s clothes. There was a large pipe wrench in a 
corner of the room, and he grabbed it and held it like a baseball bat 
and said, “Swing, batter” and smashed the steel wrench into Castro’s 
knees, and his legs fell in opposite directions. “There now. You just 
hang around there. I must go.”

Reaper opened the closet door and looked back at Castro’s near 
dead body and said, “I’m sorry it had to be like this. If you had just 
given me the information I wanted, I would have killed you faster. 
Don’t worry, though. You’ll be dead in a few minutes. I didn’t cut too 
deep into your neck, so you can get the full experience.” Castro’s eyes 
were slits, but Reaper knew he could see and hear, and he closed the 
closet door and made his way out of the building. He heard a blood 
curdling female scream as he opened the service exit and laughed to 
himself. “I really have to stop leaving scenes so messy.”

Sam and Maria were staring at each other over the candle on the 
kitchen table. Candice was chewing a bit of chicken and asked, “Um…
would you two like to be alone?”

Maria let out a little laugh and said, “Yes, but not now. Sam and I 
see so little of each other lately. It’s unusual for us to be home together.”

Candice took a sip of her wine and asked, “So, Sam, how have you 
been accepted as the first openly gay Sheriff of Los Angeles?”

“I’m not gay. I’m bisexual.”
“That’s what you are too, right Maria?” She nodded, and Candice 

asked, “So, do you two have sex with men? Is this an open relationship, 
or are you now a lesbian couple?”

Sam looked at her and said, “We are committed to each other. We 
are still bisexual, but we love each other. As for sleeping around…
no. That’s not in our makeup.”
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Maria poured each of the women more wine and asked, “So, 
Candy. You were very upset this afternoon when we last spoke. You 
told me that you think that Reaper is a cop. Is that right?”

Sam stopped eating and looked at Candice, who said, “Yes. I don’t 
know what part of policing he or she is in, but I do think Reaper is a 
police officer and has deep ties through all of law enforcement, the 
jails, and the prisons.”

Sam sat back in her chair and asked, “And what do you base this 
idea on?”

“A lot of years as a federal prosecutor. I have seen about everything 
you can imagine in my years with the U.S. Attorney’s Office. I have 
dealt with other Reaper killings but none like this. This is different.”

“How so?”
“For starters, all of the killings thus far have been done behind 

bars. That takes someone who knows and understands the system.”
Sam nodded, and Maria asked, “Do you have any theories on who 

the killer might be?”
“I have no clue. I’m a prosecutor not a detective. I just feel that 

whoever is doing these killings is working in law enforcement and 
has access that your average person could never get.”

Sam sat silent, and Maria said, “I made cherry cobbler for 
dessert, and I have a Port that I’ve been saving for years that will go 
wonderfully with it. Are you two up to it?”

Both women nodded, and Maria walked out of the formal dining 
room. Sam asked, “You have some interesting ideas about Reaper.”

“I do…but they’re just theories. John thinks that if the FBI grabs 
Espranza the killings will stop.”

“It does make sense.”
Candice shook her head and said, “No, it doesn’t. I know Marco 

Espranza. I know him well. The killer that he has hired would still 
be working behind the scenes to eliminate witnesses. And with his 
wife being my true key witness against him, taking Espranza out of 
pretrial release and putting him in a jail cell would almost surely 
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bring the wrath of Marco down on ALL of those who could testify 
against him, not to mention the people who arrested him.”

“Are you saying that you think Marco Espranza has the ability to 
kill a person in law enforcement?”

“Espranza has the ability to kill nearly anyone anytime he 
chooses. He will stop at nothing to keep his freedom, and he has 
practically unlimited resources to hire people to do his bidding.”

Maria walked in with a silver serving tray with three small glasses 
of Port and three plates of cobbler. She put it on the table and gave 
each their portion. Candice commented on how wonderful the meal 
was as did Sam. They were all about to go to the living room when 
Sam’s cellphone rang. Maria frowned as Sam answered and looked at 
Candice and said, “Would you give me a hand with the dishes, Candy? 
Sam is about to leave us for yet another crime scene.”

Sam made a pouty face as she listened to the caller. “Yeah…okay. 
I’ll meet you at the courthouse.” She hung up and said, “There is a 
dead U.S. Marshal, and Jim just called to tell me that John and Chris 
have requested our assistance. I have to go.” She kissed Maria deeply 
and said, “I’m sorry, honey. You knew it was going to be like this.” 
Maria nodded, and Sam looked at Candice and said, “It was really 
nice getting to know you. I hope we can all do this again real soon.”

Candice nodded as Sam walked out of the room, and the two 
women heard the front door close behind her. Candice asked, “Are 
you sure this is what you signed on for?”

Maria smiled and said, “We both have demanding careers. You know 
as well as I do that the whole concept of equal rights is a canard. If she 
shows even the slightest bit of weakness, her tenure as Sheriff will be 
over, and she will never be respected in her field again.” Candice nodded, 
picking up some plates and following Maria into the kitchen. The two 
women washed up the dishes, and Maria asked, “Are you still being 
protected by the FBI?” Candice nodded, and Maria asked, “Do you want 
to hang around here with me? I was going to take a soak in our Jacuzzi tub 
with a glass of wine and a book, but I could do it and talk to you.”
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“Are you inviting me to bathe with you?”
Maria nodded and said, “Unless it freaks you out. We showered 

together in school; we were roommates. Our parts are not exactly 
secrets to each other.” She put the dishtowel she was holding down 
and walked down the hall to the bedroom. She called back, “It’s up 
to you, but I’m going to start the tub.”

Candice looked around the room then went to the front door 
and told the agents she would be staying longer. The two men just 
nodded, and she walked into the bathroom where Maria stood nude, 
flossing her teeth, and said, “Don’t you try to pull anything on me.”

Maria laughed and said, “You’re straight, remember? Think of 
it as a sleepover only you don’t sleep and you don’t stay. We just 
talk.” She poured two glasses of wine and slid down into the steaming 
water. Candice undressed and got in the other end of the tub. Maria 
looked her up and down and said, “You are still a stunner, Candy.”

She smiled and said, “So are you, Maria. I feel like we’re back in 
school.” They toasted each other then began to talk about recent events.

Barbara was standing in the cafeteria staring off into space. Jim and 
John were talking in a corner as Chris, Jade, and Jessica were taking 
crime scene photographs and collecting evidence. Jim looked at John 
and said, “This is getting totally out of control. Castro knew where the 
last two prisoners were, and I am betting now the Reaper does.”

“I already moved the two men.”
Jim’s face was grave, and he said, “The Eagle has them, doesn’t 

he?”
“Yes. No one is safe, and we are the last people Reaper wants to 

confront.”
Sam saw Jade and Chris working in the janitorial closet and John 

and Jim off at one end of the room. She walked up to Barbara and 
asked what happened.
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Barbara never took her eyes off the door where Howard Castro’s 
body was. “I and one of my key men came face to face with Reaper, 
and now my best man is dead.”

Sam caught a whiff of bodily fluids and said, “Oh God.”
Barbara just stood there, and Jim called out to Sam, “Leave Barb 

be. She has enough on her plate.”
Sam walked over to him and asked, “What the hell happened?”
Jim said, “Reaper happened, and he happened slowly and cruelly 

to one of Barbara’s senior Marshals.”
Sam looked at the closet. She could see Howard’s body hanging 

from the wall. Jade had a thermometer under his arm, and Jessica was 
working around the floor area as Chris stood filming with his tablet.

John walked the two over to Jade and asked, “Do you have an 
estimated TOD?”

 “Within the hour, John. There’s no rig in the body. We’re going 
to have to bag his innards for autopsy, but the victim’s body temp is 
ninety-three degrees, and it’s cold in here. He hasn’t been dead long, 
and I’ll tell you another thing.”

“What?”
“The killer took his time. ALL of these injuries are pre-mortem. 

This fuck wanted to watch this poor bastard suffer.”
John nodded and stepped back away from the closet and walked 

over to Barbara, who was still staring. Her voice was devoid of 
emotion as she spoke, “I let the son of a bitch walk right into my 
building. I let him walk with Howard. He’s dead because of me.”

Jim put his arms around her and said, “No, Barb. There was no 
way you could have known. This is a perfect assassin, a master of 
disguise. He knows ALL of our systems. He knew that you would not 
be able to contact anyone in Pasadena to verify him. This is a cold-
blooded killer, and he will stop at nothing to get what he has been 
contracted to get.”

John said, “It’s cold comfort, Barb, but this is not your fault. Jim 
is right.”
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She looked up at the group and then into John’s eyes and said, 
“You find the son of a bitch. You find him. And when you do, I want 
him.”

John was stone-faced and said, “We all want him, Barb. You’ll 
know when we have him. While this is all fresh, was there anything 
about the man that stood out to you? Was there anything that you 
thought was off when he came in?”

Barbara thought for several minutes then said, “The only thing that 
comes to mind is he was working hard at an accent.”

“What type of accent?”
“I’m not sure. Canadian or upper Midwest. That was the only thing 

that I would say was off about the guy.”
“Did the voice sound familiar to you,” Sam asked, “outside of 

the accent?”
Barbara shook her head. John told Jim to take care of her. Sam 

looked at John and said, “Reaper is going to try and get into the federal 
building where you have the other two witnesses, isn’t he?”

John looked at Barbara and asked, “Did Howard know where the 
other two were?”

She nodded and said softly, “Yes, he knew.”
John looked at Sam and said, “Yes. He will try to attack us at our 

office.”
“So what are you going to do?”
Chris answered, “We’re going to set a trap and catch the son of a 

bitch.”
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 Chapter Thirteen
“Hold onto that thought and let me 

see if I can change your mind.”

J
ay was sitting out in the back of his house with his feet up on his 
open fire pit. It was just after midnight, and he heard the sound of 
Riggs’s Corvette come up the gravel drive. Jay sat sipping a glass 

of bourbon as Riggs called out. 
“I’m out back, Riggs, having a Jack Daniels. The bottle’s on the bar 

if you want one.”
Riggs appeared through the darkness with a highball glass and a 

smile on his face. He sat down in a reclining chair, took a sip of the 
whiskey, and asked, “So, where are the girls?”

“In the bedroom. I decided to pay for the night, so they’re napping 
between fucks. Where the hell have you been?”

Riggs took a sip of his drink and said, “Fuck, man, I was on a crime 
scene.”

Jay took a swig of his drink and said, “You act like it’s the first 
one you have ever been on.”
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“No. This Sheriff’s work is different from my work at the LAPD.”
“How so?”
“We have a lot more clout over local law enforcement. We also 

work a lot with the FBI, and that’s a group I haven’t gotten used to.”
Jay let out a loud laugh and said, “Really? You don’t like dealing 

with the federal fuckin’ government? Man, I deal with them every 
fucking day. The FDA, DEA, and other entities.”

Riggs emptied his glass, and Jay asked, “Are you pouring 
another?” Riggs nodded, and Jay handed him his glass and said, “Fill 
it, will ya. Neat.”

Riggs took the glass and walked into the house. He was talking a 
bit loudly and asked, “How the fuck do you deal with the feds?” Jay 
didn’t answer right away, and Riggs walked back out to the pit as Jay 
was putting a few more logs on the fire. The January night was cold, 
and Riggs could see his breath and asked, “Did you hear me?” as he 
handed the drink to Jay.

“Yeah, I heard you. I didn’t want to start yelling back and forth 
and wake the girls. How do I deal with the feds? Cash is king when 
dealing with most of them. If I give the right people the right amount 
of cash, I can get most anything I want.”

“So bribery’s the secret to your success?”
Jay laughed, taking a drink of the whiskey. “Only part of it. It has taken 

me and my companies decades of lobby work on Capitol Hill as well as 
well-placed bribes to get where we are today. You know and I know that 
everyone has their price. Sometimes it’s more than we would like to pay, 
but it gets us what we want. We get our drugs through the system ahead of 
some and not others. We re-work the data on some drugs and manipulate 
findings in order to get them to market, so we can turn a profit.”

Riggs looked at Jay and said, “You put profits ahead of the safety 
of the general public?” The two men looked at each other and then 
burst out in laughter.

“Good one, Riggs. That’s a good one. We’re not as bad as some 
companies out there. Our kill rate is much lower than average, and 
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we pull a drug quickly if the FDA calls for it and get our black box 
warnings on them for serious side effects. In the end, we’re giving 
the public what they want. A fifty-year-old guy with ED would rather 
risk a heart attack with one of our boner pills than miss the chance to 
fuck a hot twenty-year-old.”

“Jesus! I had no idea you were so corrupt.”
Jay laughed and said, “Only a little. I’m way below average for my 

field. I mean, I won’t push a drug if I know it’s going to kill people 
outright. That’s unethical.” That brought a loud coughing laugh out 
of Riggs, and it became contagious. Soon, Jay was trying to keep a 
straight face while wiping the tears of laughter from his eyes.

The two men were nearly rolling on the ground when a soft voice 
called from the sliding glass door and asked, “What’s so funny?” Riggs 
looked up to see a stunning nude blonde standing in the doorway, her long 
hair and hourglass figure lit up from behind by the lights in the house.

“Jesus! Am I dead? That’s a goddamn angel,” Riggs said, looking 
at the light flowing through her hair and around her body.

“I’m sorry, Misty. Did we wake you?”
She walked out to Jay and sat down on his lap to be near the 

fire and said, “Yes…me, Alexis, Amy, and Jana were all snuggled up 
together, and I heard you laughing.” Jay handed her his glass, and she 
took a sip and choked a little and said, “Yuck. What’s that?”

“Whiskey.”
“I don’t like that at all.”
Jay laughed and said, “Misty, I want you to meet my friend John. 

Misty is one of the young ladies from the service you and I will be 
fucking in a few minutes. Misty, I want you to go in and wake the others. 
John and I will be in in a few minutes to fuck you all. Have the girls 
make themselves ready and make sure you lube up ALL your holes.”

Misty stood up and said, “Okay!” and ran into the house.
Riggs looked at Jay and asked, “John? Who the hell is John?”
“You are unless you want her to know your real name, which I’m 

pretty sure you don’t!”



92 • Chapter Thirteen

“How old is she?”
Jay stood up, a little wobbly, and said, “Don’t ask questions you 

don’t really want answers to.”
Riggs followed Jay into the house. Coyotes could be heard singing 

out in the desert night, and Riggs closed the sliding glass door behind 
Jay and put his glass on the wet bar. He watched Jay climb the open 
stairway to the lofted rooms. He heard some giggling and then Jay 
reappeared with three young girls in tow. All were nude, and each 
one had a different hair color. All of them had perfect figures and 
large breasts, and Riggs looked at Jay and asked, “Eighteen?”

Jay was dressed in only a robe and said, “-ish…does that bother 
you?” One of the girls was undoing Riggs’s pants, and he looked 
down into her beautiful young eyes and was about to respond when 
he felt her mouth latch onto his manhood. Jay laughed as Riggs fell 
back into an arm chair, and two other girls removed his pants and 
shirt as the young girl remained on his penis.

Riggs said, “I don’t want to know. Let’s just have some fun.”
He closed his eyes, and Jay picked up a remote control and pressed 

a button and whispered, “Indeed, Riggs, let’s play.”
Misty whispered in Jay’s ear, “Does John know you are filming 

us?” Jay shook his head and put his fingers to his lips as he pushed her 
head down into his groin.

John and Chris left the federal building at three a.m. and went 
back to the lair. As they walked into the dark foyer, Chris asked, 
“Where are they?” John pointed to operating room one, and Chris 
asked, “Has the Eagle done anything to them?”

“Not yet. I need more information from them first. Their guilt isn’t 
in question and what they deserve as punishment is not in question 
either. What I need to know is exactly what Marco Espranza has done 
that the government doesn’t know about.”
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Chris laughed and said, “I think we have a good enough picture to 
grab Espranza and do away with him.”

“We do, Chris, but he is the only link we have to Reaper. Grabbing 
him at this moment could put a lot more lives in danger. You have to be 
tired. Go home. We’ll meet at the office at seven.”

“Are you going to sleep?”
“In a little bit. I need to spend some time chatting with my guests.” 

Chris nodded and opened the passage between the main house and 
the lair and left.

John was in one of the dressing rooms when a sleepy Sara walked in 
in a T-shirt and said, “Hi honey. Long day?” John nodded as he put on a 
pair of white coveralls. “Are you going to interview the Eagle’s guests?”

“Yes.”
“Do you want help?”
The Eagle looked off at the operating room door across the hall and 

said, “No. Pain is the order for this morning not death…not yet. Go 
back to bed. I won’t be long.” Sara kissed his cheek and walked out 
of the lair. The Eagle entered the operating room where the two men 
were strapped to two gurneys. He pulled a small steel medical tray over 
between them and put the foot pedal of the dental drill on the floor 
under his foot. Both men were groggy and gagged as the Eagle pressed 
a remote, and the bright operating room lights came to life as did the 
video monitors all around the men. The Eagle pulled a towel off the steel 
tray to reveal multiple steel dental tools as well as scalpels and scissors. 
The men’s eyes went wide and murmured screams were coming from 
their gagged mouths. The Eagle revved up the dental drill a few times 
and then looked at Ricardo Montoya and said, “Mr. Montoya, I’m going 
to start with you. You have agreed to testify for the government under 
a plea agreement that would reduce your sentence considerably. Now, 
you have worked for Marco Espranza for many years, correct?” Ricardo 
nodded his head slowly as the Eagle put a clear plastic mask over his 
head. The visor was raised, and he said, “I’m going to remove your gag. 
Now, I’m tired, so if you start screaming or doing anything to annoy me 
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outside of answering my direct questions you are going to have an even 
worse morning. Understood?” Montoya nodded, and the Eagle removed 
the gag and said, “Marco has hired a hitman known as Reaper.”

“Marco will kill me if I talk about this.” He had a thick South 
American accent.

“You’re from Bogotá, Columbia, correct?” Ricardo nodded. “Do 
you know Alexander Felton and Ernesto Munera?” The man nodded 
again. “Do you see them in this room?” Ricardo shook his head, and 
the Eagle said, “You don’t see them here because they were brutally 
murdered by Reaper. Now, I’m going to go out on a limb here and say 
that you and Mr. Gonzales over there are on Reaper’s hit list. In fact, I 
know you are. Reaper is not a nice killer, and he wants you two really, 
really badly. The question I’m asking myself is what could all of you 
possibly know about Marco Espranza that would be so damaging to 
him and helpful to the government’s case to force him to hire Reaper. 
I mean, Reaper is a professional hitman. He’s the best at what he does, 
and he is not cheap…which tells me that you and your friend over there 
know more about Mr. Espranza than even the government does.”

Ricardo had a cold steel look in his eyes and said, “I’m dead either 
way, right?” The Eagle nodded. “Then why should I tell you anything? 
So you kill me. So it hurts. There are secrets that I’m not going to tell.”

The Eagle nodded and said, “I’m sorry you feel that way. I 
respect your loyalty to Mr. Espranza, even in facing death. I also 
understand that your testimony isn’t really going to be that helpful to 
the government. You cut a deal for the sake of cutting a deal, and you 
knew in doing so that Marco would have you killed, right?”

“It’s better to die a man than a coward. I got caught. Marco is my friend. 
I would rather die at the hands of his assassin than live life in prison.”

The Eagle reached over and pulled a black leather strap from the 
side of the gurney and pushed Ricardo’s head down and strapped his 
forehead and throat to the table. The Eagle looked into his cold eyes 
with his own steely glare and said, “You hold onto that thought, and 
let me see if I can change your mind.” The operating room door was 
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open, and the sound of the drill, Ricardo’s screams, and the cracking 
of teeth and bone echoed off the cold concrete walls.

Riggs woke with a start as his cellphone was ringing on the other 
side of the large bedroom. The sun was just starting to break through 
the night, and he pulled two of the girls off him and grabbed his 
clothes and phone. “Riggs.”

“Jesus Christ, Riggs! Where the hell are you? I’ve been trying 
to reach you all night.” Sam’s voice on the other end of the line was 
animated and angry.

Riggs staggered out of Jay’s guest bedroom and down the stairs into 
the living room and said, “I’m sorry, Sam. My phone must have been 
on vibrate or something. I was off yesterday and last night. What’s up?”

“There is no such thing as off at this level of police work. I have 
been on a murder scene at the federal courthouse the better part of 
the night. Reaper killed a U.S. Marshal.”

He sat down in a chair and put his feet up, his nude skin had a 
slight shine in the rising morning light. “Oh man. How the hell did 
Reaper get to a Marshal and why?”

“I don’t know for sure. John and Chris are keeping most of it close 
and not talking other than to say that Reaper was trying to get to two 
other witnesses in federal custody only they weren’t there.”

Riggs was reclining and enjoying the sunrise, “Well, shit, Sam. I’m 
sorry. Do you need me to come downtown to the courthouse?”

“No. I’m home and going to try and get a few hours of sleep. 
Let’s meet at the office at nine.”

Riggs looked at his phone, and it was ten to five. “Okay, Sam. 
Whatever you want. I will be there. Get some sleep. And I’m sorry. 
This will never happen again.” Sam hung up the line, and Riggs 
whispered to himself, “I will get the other two tonight. Right now, 
I’m horny. I might as well get it while the getting is good.” He went 
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back to Jay’s bedroom and grabbed Amy and Misty by the hair and 
pulled them off the bed, and their yelps woke Jay.

He rolled over and looked at Riggs and asked, “Where are you 
taking them?”

“Your guest room. I want to get laid again, and I didn’t want to 
wake you.”

Jay closed his eyes and asked, “Jesus. What time is it?”
“Five a.m.”
“Oh, hell, Riggs. Take all of them with you. You can fuck the shit 

out of them. It’s way too early to be up.”
Riggs rousted the others and said, “Thanks, Jay. I’ve never gone 

this young before. It’s really stimulating.”
“Just go.”
Riggs walked the girls to the guest room, and when he was gone, 

Jay sat up in bed and grabbed a TV remote and turned on a ninety-
inch LED flat screen TV. He scrolled through several inputs until 
he got to ‘whole house sex.’ When he pressed the button, ten split 
screens popped up. He pressed the center screen where he could 
see Riggs ordering the girls around and having sex. He laughed and 
said to himself, “I’m going to own the second-in-command at the 
Sheriff’s Department. Things are getting better and better. You enjoy 
yourself, Riggs. I will let you know when I want you to do me a 
favor, or I will release the video to the media.” He shut off the TV 
and put a pillow over his head and fell back to sleep.

Riggs worked on the girls until seven then sent them off to Jay’s 
room and dressed. He thanked Jay quietly and then got into the cruiser 
parked next to his Corvette in the garage and headed for the office. 
He hit speed dial on his phone, and Marco answered in a sleepy 
voice. Riggs said, “I have the information on the last two men. I will 
kill them tonight. Once it’s done, I expect to have my money.”

Marco rolled onto his side with his cellphone to his ear and said, 
“You will be paid when I know they are dead. I’m adding Polk to your 
hit list. The same fee as I paid for Feldman and his wife?”
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“More.”
Marco got up out of bed. Olivia’s leg was sticking out from under 

a blanket, and he walked to the balcony of his bedroom and asked, 
“Why the hell is it more to kill Polk?”

“Because she has FBI protection. That costs extra. I’m going to have 
to take out at least two federal agents as well as Polk. Do you have any 
idea how much trouble that is for me? That’s a hell of a lot of work.”

“Are you losing your touch? I remember a time when you would 
have paid me a fee for that kind of job.”

“The fee is triple. Take it or leave it.”
“Okay, okay. I’m also going to need you to kill Olivia and the kids. 

That should be free since I have paid so much already.”
“Why do you want me to kill your wife and kids?”
Marco yawned and stretched and said, “I’m bored with them. I have 

my eye on a new wife, and I think Olivia has been fucking one of my men.”
There was a pause, and Riggs came back and said, “Okay, fine, 

but it will cost you an extra hundred thousand. I don’t work for free. 
If you don’t like the fee, you can kill them yourself.”

Marco got back into bed, rolled Olivia onto her stomach, and 
began fishing with his penis on Olivia’s backside. She didn’t make a 
sound as he grunted and sweat on her. Marco could see her eyes were 
open, and she was staring off into the distance as he pounded away.

Candice was asleep on the sofa in the living room when Sam got 
home. She walked quietly into the bedroom where Maria was lightly 
snoring. She undressed and slid into bed next to Maria, who put her 
arm on Sam’s chest and asked, “Are you okay?”

Sam kissed her head and said, “I’m okay, just tired. I can only get a 
few hours’ sleep before work. How was your night with Candy?”

“It was nice. We took a bath together and drank a bottle of wine 
and caught up.”
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“Did you sleep with her?”
“Is she in our bed?”
“No,” Sam said, “but that doesn’t answer my question.”
Maria lifted her head and said, “Candy is straight. We relaxed in the 

tub and talked. She had a pretty good buzz from the wine, so I made up 
the couch, and she went to sleep. The only woman I sleep with is you.”

Sam smiled and kissed the top of Maria’s head and said, “I’m 
sorry. It’s just been a long day. Go back to sleep.” Maria was softly 
snoring in a matter of seconds, and Sam’s smile was light on her face 
as she drifted off.
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 Chapter Fourteen
“Well…he’s about to fi nd out.” 

J
ohn was sitting in his office at nine when Chris got in. “So are 
those poor bastards still alive?”

Chris shut the door, and John nodded and said, “More or less. 
Sara set up IVs as they both lost a lot of fluids.”

“Did the Eagle get anything out of them?”
“Yes.”
“Reaper’s identity?”
John shook his head and said, “No…but a lot more information on 

Espranza as well as the fact that Espranza knows Reaper’s identity.”
Chris sat down in a chair and asked, “So, is the Eagle going to 

grab Espranza now?”
John nodded and said, “Yes…but not Marco…yet.”
Chris looked confused and asked, “Then who?”
“Mrs. Espranza and her two children.”
“What the hell for?”
“Because not only are Mrs. Espranza and her children in danger from 



100 • Chapter Fourteen

her husband…Mrs. Espranza has had an affair with Reaper.” Chris’s mouth 
fell open, and John started typing on his keyboard not looking at him again.

Jim and Barbara were sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee. Both 
had cigarettes in their hands but neither one was talking. Jim broke 
the silence by asking, “Did you get any sleep?”

“Not really. All I could see was Howard’s body in that goddamned 
closet.” Jim nodded, and Barbara asked, “So, this is what it’s like to be you.”

“Yeah.”
“How do you do it, Jimmy?”
He took a hit off his cigarette and a drink of his coffee and said, “The 

bulk of the cases I have handled through the years have not had a direct 
tie to me. Of course, Steve’s murder and the murder of Chris’s sister 
Andrea were hard as well as some of the cases that I have dealt with like 
my friend Charlie, who died in my arms only hours before Steve was 
killed, and the Strom case when Randy and Amy’s daughter Suzy was 
murdered. That was a tough case mainly because Randy was on scene 
and identified his own daughter.”

Barbara nodded and asked, blowing smoke from her lungs, “Have 
you ever felt you were directly at fault for someone’s murder?”

Jim got up and poured himself another cup of coffee and freshened 
Barbara’s and said, “Only once.”

“Steve.”
Jim sat back down and said, “Yeah. I know he was dying anyway, 

and I know if he had died from ALS rather than the gunshot wound it 
would have been slower and more painful, but it still rings with me. 
Not that I’m the reason for his murder. I never got to say goodbye. I 
never got to tell him what he meant to me.”

Barbara got teary-eyed and put her coffee cup down and stubbed out 
her cigarette. Jim offered her another, but she refused. She said, “Jimmy, 
I need to tell you something.”
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He lit another cigarette off the one in his hand and said, “Are 
you going to tell me that you and Howard had an affair?” Barbara’s 
face dropped, and tears began running down her face as she nodded 
slowly. “Well, you don’t have to tell me because I know all about it.”

“But how?”
Jim took a hit off his smoke and a sip of his coffee and said, “Lonely 

nights, working with someone for decades. You grow close, and it just 
happens. You initially needed a shoulder to cry on, and mine was not 
available. One thing leads to another, and you’re in the sack.”

“I never intended to tell you, Jim.”
“I know. And I never intended to bring it up, though I am upset that 

you carried on a nearly three and half decade affair with him off and on 
from our first marriage into the relationship with Jill and then after Jill’s 
murder and our remarrying. Why didn’t you just marry him?”

Barbara sat looking at him with tears in her eyes and said, “I never 
loved Howard. It was just sex and companionship. I have always 
loved you and always will.”

Jim finished his coffee and said, “I figured as much.”
Barbara’s face took on a more intense look, and she said, “You’re 

not upset about this at all?”
“Am I upset? Of course, but it had gone on for so long that he 

was just a third wheel in the background. He filled a void for you 
and, in a way, helped to keep our marriage together.”

Barbara filled her cup again and sat back down after topping off 
Jim’s and asked, “Have you ever had an affair?”

Jim looked at her and said, “Don’t ask questions you don’t want 
answered honestly.”

She looked long and hard at Jim and then said, “I would not handle 
it like you. I don’t want to know.”

Jim got up and kissed her gently on the lips and said, “I have to 
get to work and so do you.” He walked down the hall and said, “Now 
that you don’t have your playmate on the side, it’s only me, woman. 
I’m taking a shower. Care to join me?”
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Barbara smiled sadly and said, “How could I refuse such a kind 
offer.”

Karen and Sara had just completed their morning rounds when her 
cellphone buzzed with a text message. She read it quickly and looked at 
Karen and said, “The Eagle is going to have more guests later today.”

“Let me guess…Espranza?”
Sara nodded and said, “But not the man. He’s grabbing the wife 

and kids.”
“A kidnapping?”
“Protection and information.”
Karen asked, “What are we to do?”
“Make sure that the children are comfortable and safe.”
“And Mrs. Espranza?”
Sara shrugged and said, “That all depends on the Eagle and what 

she knows and has done.”

The Chevy Silverado moved slowly down North Beverly Drive 
until it came to an end. A white sign with faded red writing that said 
‘Private Road’ was nailed to a tree. Chris looked over at the Eagle and 
asked, “Just how are we going to do this in broad daylight?”

“The road twists into a small canyon. Espranza’s home is far out at the 
end of the road. You’re going to pay the Espranzas a visit, and while you 
do I will move into position and grab Mrs. Espranza and the children.”

“Are you going to wear your full body armor and mask?”
“I have my body armor on under my clothes. I will wear my mask. 

My hope is that you will be enough of a distraction for Espranza and 
his guards that I can move in and out quickly before they know what 
hit them.”
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Chris looked straight ahead and asked, “And if it gets messy?”
“I won’t allow that to happen.” The Eagle parked the truck in a small 

empty lot where there was a great deal of construction equipment. He 
pulled out his tablet and then put his two-way earpiece in as did Chris, 
and they tested them. “Go up to the gate and announce yourself.”

“Don’t you think that they are going to be suspicious if I show up 
at the guard gate on foot?”

“No. The driveway isn’t finished. They’ve been doing a lot of 
construction on the house. You would need this truck, and if you showed 
up in it that would draw more attention. If asked, you parked on the 
street and walked up.” Chris headed up the street as the Eagle ran around 
the back of the lot to a large green fence. His sensors picked up heavy 
surveillance, and he pulled a small tablet from his pocket and looked at 
the zones flashing red on the screen. He typed in a few commands, and 
the red zones turned green. There was a small side door in the wall, and 
he was able to open it without setting off any alarms. The Eagle moved 
through several deep gardens up to the main house. He saw a woman out 
by a large swimming pool as well as a young boy and girl. There were 
two guards near them, and he waited to hear Chris announce himself.

Chris walked up to the guard house where he was quickly greeted 
by three armed men. He pulled out his ID and badge, and the guard 
said, “What does the FBI want?”

“I’m here to see Mr. Espranza.”
The guard pulled a radio off his belt and called up to the main 

house. There was a moment of conversation, and the guard looked at 
Chris and said, “Mr. Espranza is not home.”

“Then I will wait for him.” There was light laughter, and as the 
men started to settle down Espranza’s Mercedes pulled up. One of 
the men went around to the passenger window and leaned in. Chris 
noted that he was very animated and asked, “Mr. Espranza?” The 
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guard in the building didn’t respond, and Chris yelled to the guard at 
the car window and said, “Mr. Espranza can talk to me here, or I can 
take him downtown. Have him choose.”

The guard opened the car door, and Marco stepped out. He looked 
Chris up and down and said, “I have nothing to say to the FBI. If you 
have a problem with that, call my lawyer.”

Marco threw a card onto the roof of his sedan and moved to 
get back in when Chris said, “If you and your lawyer want to come 
downtown, that’s fine. However, I have a writ here, and I can take 
you into custody here and now, and your lawyer can meet us at 
the federal building. I’m not here with regard to the cases pending 
against you, Mr. Espranza. I have a whole other reason for my visit. 
I can make your life and your family’s life a living hell in a matter of 
seconds with one phone call. Choose!”

Marco looked at Chris’s towering and imposing figure and then 
waved a weak arm and told the guards to let him in. Marco said, “It’s 
a quarter mile walk to my front door, and I’m not giving you a ride.”

Chris laughed and said, “I can handle the walk, Mr. Espranza.”
Chris walked through the gate in front of the car, and Marco 

closed the door and spoke to his driver, “Take your time getting to 
the house. I have to call Felix.”

The Eagle listened to the conversation and watched as the two 
guards near Olivia and the children ran out of sight. He made his way 
up near the pool and pulled out his tranquilizer gun. He pulled two 
small darts out and shot each of the children as they played several 
feet from their mother. Olivia stood up, and the Eagle saw that she was 
nude and moving toward the children. He shot her in the back of the 
neck, and she dropped like a rock. He quickly made his way to the pool 
and picked up the two children and ran them back to the door. He then 
grabbed Olivia and threw her over his shoulder. When he had all three 
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out the back gate, he put them all in the truck. He removed his mask 
and put it on the front seat and radioed to Chris, “I have the family.”

Chris had just reached the front door of the house, and Marco 
was standing with his cellphone in his hand and a smile on his face, 
“My lawyer wants to speak to you.”

Chris took the phone, and Felix’s voice was loud on the other 
end of the line. “Special Agent Mantel, we have not been notified 
by the U.S. Attorney or the FBI of any calls on my client. We have a 
strict and binding agreement with the U.S. Attorney’s Office that my 
client will not be accosted by your offices without notice. So, unless 
you have a search warrant or a warrant for my client’s arrest, you are 
ordered to leave the property immediately or face sanctions.”

Chris argued with Felix for several minutes then handed the phone 
back to Marco and said, “I’m very certain you and I will see each other 
again…and soon.” Chris turned and walked away as Marco and his 
men yelled insults at him. He was almost to the guard shack when he 
heard men yelling and an alarm sound in the house. Chris walked to the 
street and then headed down the private road until he saw the Silverado. 
He got in, and John took off quickly, throwing his small tablet to Chris.

 Chris looked at it and then said, “So, you had the security 
blocked.” John nodded, and Chris looked in the back of the truck at 
the two children and Olivia and asked, “Will the children be okay? 
They are really young.”

“Yes. I used a very, very low dose on them and a full dose on Mrs. 
Espranza.”

Olivia’s nude body was lying next to her children, and Chris 
grabbed a blanket and threw it over her. “Jesus. Was she just sitting 
nude with her damn kids?”

John nodded and said, “I have heard stories about Marco Espranza, 
now I’m going to get a firsthand account of who he is.”

“How long will they be out?”
“Long enough to get them into the lair. Sara and Karen are setting 

up one of the holding rooms.”
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Chris looked back at Olivia and the children then at John and 
said, “Jesus, John. They’re just kids, even Mrs. Espranza. You can’t 
treat these children like you have treated others.”

John nodded and said, “Everyone will be cared for. The children 
will not suffer as captives for long. Once we drop them off, we need 
to meet with Jim, Sam, and Riggs.”

“What for?”
“This is a kidnapping, so they are going to be involved as will our 

office. I need to make sure that everyone is on the same page.”
“Riggs doesn’t know you’re the Eagle.”
“Well, he’s about to find out.”
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 Chapter Fifteen
“I don’t know how to give up.”

S
am was typing at her desk when Jim walked into her office. It was 
two in the afternoon, and he asked if she had eaten lunch. She shook 
her head, and Jim peeked into Riggs’s office to see that he was on his 

cellphone with a very intense look on his face. Jim called out and asked, 
“Have you had lunch, Riggs?” Riggs nodded quickly without saying a 
word. Jim turned to Sam and said, “Come on. I’m taking you to lunch.”

Sam stopped typing and asked, “Is Riggs coming?”
“No. He already ate.”
“I never saw him leave.”
Jim laughed and said, “Given your focus on whatever the fuck 

you are typing, you would not notice a goddamn elephant walk 
through the room.” Sam grabbed her jacket and followed him out.

Riggs must have caught a glimpse of the two leaving and called out 
with his hand over his cellphone, “You two getting some food?”

“Yeah. Jim just asked if you had eaten. Do you want to join us?”
“No. I had lunch. I brown-bagged it. Listen, I have some personal 
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business to attend to this afternoon. Is it okay if I knock off early? I 
will keep my phone on and will be available if you need me.”

Sam nodded, and Jim asked, “Is everything okay? You seem upset.”
Riggs smiled and said, “I’m fine, Jim. I just have some pain in the ass 

business to deal with. I did some side work for a guy, and he hasn’t paid me.”
“Well, you are second-in-command to the Los Angeles County 

Sheriff. I doubt that anyone wants to get on your bad side.”
Riggs smiled big and said, “Don’t you know it. If I can’t resolve it, I 

will threaten to sick Sam on him.” That drew a laugh, and Sam and Jim 
walked out of the office.

Jim pressed the elevator button and said, “Let’s go to Santiago’s. 
We can get a couple of beers and a steak sandwich.” Sam nodded as the 
elevator doors opened.

Riggs was holding his cellphone to his ear as Jay spoke. “Listen, 
Riggs. I’m not threatening you or trying to blackmail you. I’m just 
saying that the girls you had sex with last night and this morning 
were under eighteen by a few months. They’re pros who have been 
a part of the outcall service I use for some time. Hell, I didn’t even 
know they were underage until a few months ago.”

Riggs’s response was cold and deliberate. “Yet, you, one, kept 
fucking them, and, two, entrapped me into doing the same, right?”

“You’re looking at this all wrong, man. This call is just a heads up, that’s 
all. I have video cameras in every room in my house for the sole purpose of 
protecting me from this shit. I asked the service for proof of age, and they 
provided me with Title 18 USC 2257 forms that were obviously falsified.”

Riggs remained calm and asked, “So, you have video of me having 
sex with underage girls?”

“Well…yes…but don’t sweat it. My servers are encrypted, and I 
don’t share the video with anyone, so it’s all cool, man. Amy is over 
eighteen, and she is my lead with the service. None of the girls know 
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who you are, just me, so as far as they know you’re just another 
John. John Smith to be exact.”

“And when I show up on the news or give a press conference, and they 
see me in my Sheriff’s uniform…you don’t think they are going to notice?”

Jay laughed and said, “Dude…they were all so stoned and drunk 
they probably didn’t recognize each other or their reflections in the 
damn mirror. I’m telling you the only person who knows about this 
is me, and I will keep your secret.”

Riggs looked at the clock on the wall over his office door. It was 
two thirty. “Hey, Jay, I have known you for a long time. If you say we’re 
cool, then we’re cool. What do you have planned for tonight?”

“More of the same. You in?”
Riggs laughed and asked, “The same girls?”
“Yes, sir. Why break up a winning combination, right? I’m going 

riding this afternoon, and the girls are going to be here at five for 
dinner, drugs, and, of course, fun. What time can we expect you?”

“I have some free time, so I’ll join you at five. I have some 
other things pressing on me, but this will be more…fun!” Riggs was 
staring coldly out his office window. “See you later.” Riggs pressed 
the end button on his phone and smiled.

Jim didn’t get the first bite of sandwich in his mouth before his 
phone rang. “OH, WHAT THE FUCK? I’M EATING!”

John’s voice was cold on the other end of the line. “When you’re 
finished eating, meet me at the lair and bring Sam and Riggs.”

Jim swallowed and asked, “Riggs? Do you really think that’s a 
good idea?”

“I have Espranza’s wife and kids. If you haven’t received a call yet, 
you will.”

Jim took a swig of his beer as Sam stared at him. “Riggs isn’t with 
us. Sam and I are at Santiago’s. We’ll finish lunch and come over.”
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When Jim hung up, Sam asked, “What’s up?”
Jim took a bite of his sandwich and said as quietly as he could 

with food falling out of his mouth, “That was the Eagle, and he has 
Espranza’s wife and kids.”

“Jesus Christ, Jim! The shit’s going to hit the fan now.”
“Like it already hasn’t? You’re fuckin’ with me, right? The shit 

hasn’t only already hit the fan, it’s all over every goddamn surface 
you can imagine. Espranza’s not going to call the cops in on this. 
He’s going to try and take care of it in house.”

“Reaper?”
Jim nodded and said, “If we don’t hear within the hour from 

Espranza, we aren’t going to, and that means we can be really, really 
sure that Reaper is one of our own.”

Sam swallowed hard and asked, “One in my department?”
“I wouldn’t rule anyone out yet, except you and me. He or she 

could be anyone. However, Reaper must have some clout to get to the 
people targeted thus far.” Sam nodded as Jim finished off his food and 
said, “Let’s go. We don’t want to keep the Eagle waiting.”

Olivia woke up sitting in a chair. She was in a white robe, and 
her wrists and ankles were restrained. She saw a tall man dressed in 
white standing in the corner of the room with his arms crossed and a 
medical mask on. “Where am I?”

“First, you’re safe. I took you from your home for your protection.”
Olivia cried out, “Where are my children?”
“Calm down, Mrs. Espranza. They’re safe and nearby. I don’t plan to 

keep you separated from them long. I just have some questions for you.”
She was still a little lightheaded and asked, “Who the hell are you? 

What kind of questions?”
“Some questions about your husband and some of the people he 

and you associate with.”
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“I have a deal with the government. I am going to testify at my 
husband’s trial.”

“That has been delayed, Mrs. Espranza, and I have reason to believe 
that you and your children are in danger, so I brought you here.”

“Are you going to kill me?”
“It is not my intention. I need information.”
“What information? Please, please. Marco has hurt me so much. 

If he knows I’m gone, he will be going crazy. The children. You 
don’t understand. He will be going crazy. It will be bad.”

The Eagle spoke softly and said, “He can’t hurt you, Mrs. Espranza. 
You’re safe.”

Olivia started crying and said, “No…no, you don’t understand. 
Nowhere is safe. Marco can get to anyone anywhere, and he will find 
us, and he will kill us both.”

“I can guarantee you, Mrs. Espranza, Marco can’t get to you and 
certainly not me. You are safe. Now, I know most of your case file, and 
I have been told that you know the identity of a killer.”

She looked up at the Eagle and said, “A killer? I know the identity 
of several killers… the worst being Marco.”

“Have you heard of a killer called Reaper?” Olivia nodded, and the 
Eagle asked, “And do you know his name?”

Olivia started crying and said, “There is a man that my husband 
knows who he talks to often. He calls him Reaper. I don’t know his real 
name. I don’t think I have ever met him.”

The Eagle leaned in and asked, “Have you been faithful to your 
husband, Mrs. Espranza?”

“I do what Marco orders me to do.”
“That doesn’t answer my question. Have you had an affair with any 

man that your husband doesn’t know about?”
She took a deep breath and said, “Only one man, and I met him 

and had sex with him for the first time at my husband’s direction. 
But the man was kind to me and didn’t hurt me, so I met him several 
more times, and we talked and had sex.”
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“And Marco doesn’t know about this man other than the one time he 
ordered you to have sex with him?”

“No. He knows nothing of my time with this man.”
“What is his name?”
Olivia started to shake and said, “I don’t want to get anyone in 

trouble. I don’t want to get hurt. I have been hurt enough. Please, please.”
“His name, Olivia.”
She took a deep breath and said, “He is a policeman with the Los 

Angeles Police Department. We haven’t seen each other in a few months.”
“And what is the policeman’s name?”
“Riggs. Riggs McEllen. He is so nice. He is so good to me. He never 

hurt me or the children.”
The Eagle stood silent for a few seconds then asked, “Have you ever 

been with Riggs outside of your home?” She nodded her head. “Has he 
picked you up or have you met him and driven with him to his house?”

Olivia nodded and said, “He promised me that he was going to make 
everything okay very, very soon. That he would protect me and the 
children from Marco, but he had to do some things first.”

“Have you ever ridden in Riggs’s car?” She said yes. “What type 
of car was it?”

“A silver Corvette. He’s very proud of the car. He told me that 
he didn’t drive it often, but that when he did he felt powerful.” The 
Eagle stepped forward and released Olivia’s wrists and ankles and 
helped her up and over to a sofa. She sat down and looked up at him 
towering over her and asked, “Are you going to hurt me?”

“No, Olivia. I’m going to protect you and your children. Officer 
Riggs…you say you have been to his home?”

“I don’t know where it is, though. He made it kind of like a game. 
He would blindfold me when we met at different locations and then 
he would drive me to his house. I don’t know where he lives, but he 
has a really, really nice view overlooking downtown LA. The house 
has a lot of windows that allow natural light to come in. It’s on the 
side of a hill with an infinity pool and hot tub. It’s really, really nice.”
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“But you have never seen the address?”
She shook her head and said, “He has only taken me there twice, and 

that was last year. We talked about Marco and what he intended to do to 
get me and the children out of Marco’s house and Marco out of our lives.”

“And just how was he going to do that?”
Olivia shrugged and said, “He never gave me details. He just told 

me that it was going to take some time, but that he was going to take 
me and the children away from Marco.”

“Was he going to have you live with him?”
“That’s the impression that he gave me, but we never really talked 

about the details. When we were together, it was mostly sex. He told 
me what he wanted to do to me, and I allowed it.”

“Did your children ever meet Riggs?”
“A few times at the house but not when we would go off together. 

Oh no…no never. I would not allow that. They would have told 
Marco, and it would have been bad.” The Eagle was silent, and Olivia 
asked, “When can I see my babies?”

The Eagle walked over to a panel on the wall and said, “Bring 
in the kids.” The door to the holding room opened, and Adolfo and 
Bertha came running in and clutched their mother.

Bertha was crying, and Adolfo was asking, “Where is Papa? 
Mama, where is Papa?” Sara was standing next to the Eagle in the 
doorway dressed in hospital scrubs and a mask. She tapped the Eagle 
on the arm and pointed to the hallway.

The two stepped into the hall, and Sara said, “You can’t keep these 
children and their mother locked up in these rooms for a long time.”

The Eagle nodded and said, “I know Reaper’s identity. Have Jim 
and Sam arrived?” Sara nodded her head, and he said, “Stay with the 
family for a little bit. I need to talk to Jim and Sam. We will work it 
out so that the family can be secure while I deal with several people.” 
Sara walked into the holding room and closed the door.

Jim and Sam were talking in the living room of the lair when the 
Eagle walked out. Sam looked at him and asked, “What’s going on?”
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“I have a pretty good idea who Reaper is, and you’re not going 
to like it.”

Sam was about to speak when her cellphone rang. “Pritchard. 
Oh, hi Riggs. Listen.” The Eagle put his fingers to his lips, and 
Sam told Riggs to hold on. She muted the line and asked, “What? I 
thought you wanted Riggs here?”

The Eagle shook his head and said, “Get rid of him, then we will 
talk.” Sam told Riggs she would call him back and hung up the line. 
“Just what the fuck was that all about?” Sam asked angrily.

“Riggs and Reaper are one and the same.”
Jim had an unlit cigarette between his teeth that fell to the floor 

with the Eagle’s words. “Are you out of your fuckin’ mind? Riggs is the 
Reaper? Oh, fuck you. There’s no way.”

Jim picked his cigarette up off the floor after cursing, and the Eagle 
asked, “Have either one of you ever seen Riggs’s personal vehicle?” 
The Eagle had a tablet out and was typing on it.

Sam said, “Um…he has a white pickup truck, but most of the time 
he is driving a Sheriff’s-issued cruiser. Why?”

The Eagle was momentary silent then handed Sam the tablet and asked, 
“Would you please read off the vehicles registered to Riggs McEllen?”

Sam looked at the screen and said, “A white Ford F-150 pickup, a 
black Mercedes AMG GTS convertible, and a silver Corvette Stingray.” 
Sam looked up at the Eagle and said, “That Mercedes costs more than a 
hundred and fifty thousand. How the fuck can he afford that car?”

Jim took the tablet and typed in some information and said, “The 
assessor’s office lists no property owned under his name in Los Angeles.”

The Eagle took the tablet out of Jim’s hands and said, “That's 
because Riggs McEllen is not his real name, and the reason he can 
afford such expensive toys is he’s a contract killer on the side.”

Jim looked at the Eagle and said, “And you got this from Espranza’s 
wife? She told you that Riggs is the Reaper? She knows his identity?”

The Eagle shook his head and said, “No, she doesn’t know he is 
the Reaper. When I arrived on scene at the church, there was a silver 
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Corvette Stingray slowly driving up the street in front of the church. 
I watched it as it stopped at a stop sign and then drove on. The car 
had only a white plate flipping off whomever was behind the car. 
Where was Riggs at the time of the murders?”

Sam looked at the Eagle and said, “He was off.”
“Yet he arrived on scene really, really fast because he said he was 

visiting a friend in Lancaster, right?”
Sam and Jim both nodded, and Jim said, “We have an address for him 

in an apartment complex in Tarzana. It’s right off Ventura Boulevard.”
“He won’t be there. In fact, I would guess that the apartment is 

booby-trapped just in case.”
Jim nodded his head and said, “In case someone figures it out?”
The Eagle nodded, and Sam said, “Riggs asked to leave early today. 

He said he had some business to take care of.”
Jim looked at the two of them and said, “There is about to be a 

killing spree. What the hell are we going to do?”
The Eagle said, “Sam, call Riggs back and ask him to meet you 

at your office at six. Tell him you have some more information on the 
church killings and want to go over it with him.”

Sam looked confused and said, “This is all very, very flimsy 
evidence. For all we know, Riggs is a closet millionaire who inherited 
his money. The Stingray could be a coincidence. It’s not like there 
are only one or two of those cars around, and the area up there has 
a lot of retirees who have the money to own the cars they wanted in 
their youth. I don’t buy that Riggs is a killer, or that he is the Reaper. 
And I will be goddamned if I’m going to bait him in, so you can 
abduct and torture him without more evidence of his guilt.”

Jim was staring out at the sea and said, “I have to be honest. Sam has 
a point. This could all be coincidence. I have known Riggs for a lot of 
years, and I have known him to be nothing but a straight shooter and a 
good cop. I’m sorry, but I’m having a hard time with it.”

 The Eagle looked at Jim and said, “So, do you want to go to his 
apartment with a search warrant and kick in the door?”
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“No…but I will go over there and check it out. If there is anything 
that seems out of the ordinary, I will call in SWAT.”

Sam said, “I’m going to call him like you have asked and have him 
meet me at the office; however, I don’t want you anywhere near the area, 
John. Not you. Not Chris. No one. I will talk to Riggs about case issues 
and see if there is anything I can pick up that is out of the ordinary.”

Chris had been listening out of sight and said, “John thought that 
Reaper was going to try to raid the Bureau to get at the two guys we 
have there. Shouldn’t one of us be at the office and have the building 
on high alert?”

John took off the surgical mask and looked at the three in the room. 
He looked at Sam and said, “You are the Sheriff of Los Angeles County. 
I’m leaving the city and county calls up to you.”

Sam nodded and said, “Jim will go to Riggs’s apartment and see if 
he is there, or if he can get any information. I will call Riggs and have 
him meet me at the office. What are you and Chris going to do?”

He looked at Chris and said, “You put the building on lockdown. IDs 
and record checks on everyone coming or going. I will call in the order.” 
The Eagle looked at Sara and asked, “The two guests in operating room 
one…have you given them Deliverance yet?”

Sara shook her head and said,” That is your call.”
“Give them a lethal dose, and I will throw their writhing bodies into 

the incinerator. I need the room for two more important guests.”
Sara walked out of the room, and Chris asked, “Do you need my help?”
“No. The Eagle will kill these two lowlifes and then grab Marco 

Espranza.”
Jim asked, “What about Candy? She is locked up in that damn hotel 

and costing taxpayers a ton of money. What are you going to do with her?”
“If Espranza reacts the way his wife seems to think he will, he’s 

going to start putting his people on the streets in search of his family. 
Espranza will also call Reaper and ask for his help. One way or the other 
we are going to know, and know soon, who Reaper is, and there is going 
to be a bloodbath. I just don’t want any of you to be the victims.”



Reaper • 117116 • Chapter Fifteen

Sam stood up and said, “Let’s go, Jim. You can drop me off downtown 
then head for Riggs’s apartment. I will call and get him into the office.”

John asked everyone to wait, and he walked back into the dark 
hallway of the operating rooms and holding cells. He emerged with a 
small plastic bag and handed each person a small medallion. “These are 
tracking devices. I have them calibrated to my phone and my tablets. 
Put them between your fingers and squeeze them.” All did as instructed, 
and John put two tablets, large and small, as well as his phone on a 
large table in the middle of the room. He tagged each flashing image 
with initials, “I assigned each of you a tracking code. Now, swallow the 
unit.” There were looks of concern on Chris and Sam’s faces.

Jim popped the thing in his mouth and took a drink off a bottle 
of water he had been holding and handed it to Sam. “Let me tell you 
something. If the Eagle tells you to do it, do it. It might just save your 
life and others.” Sam swallowed hers as did Chris.

John handed each person an earpiece and synced them to each other 
and to himself. “These are two-way transmitters. I have modified them, 
and their range is over a hundred miles.” Then he handed each of them a 
small credit card sized piece of steel that had two dots on them. “The red 
dot will allow you to speak; the black dot will mute the device in your ear.”

Chris said, “This is not FBI technology.”
“It is. We’re just not using it yet. I received it to test several months 

ago and was able to recreate the technology and improve on it.”
Jim shook his head and said, “Jesus, John. Is there anything you 

don’t know how to do?”
“I don’t know how to give up. Now go.”
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 Chapter Sixteen
“Yes. I have a man en route.”

M
arco was eerily calm and only his driver and a young guard 
were left at the house. “Are you okay, Marco?”

He nodded while sitting on the edge of a love seat in his 
living room and said, “I’m fine. I need some insurance with Olivia 
and the children gone. I have sent two men to get me that insurance.”

Miriam Hartwell had summoned Candice to her courtroom and 
was reading her the riot act. “Ms. Polk, you might have pulled your 
little appeal stunt to stall the Espranza case, and I don’t know how 
you got the appeal heard so quickly, but I can assure you that you 
have not made friends in this courtroom.” Felix was frowning at 
the defense table as Judge Hartwell chastised Candice, who was 
standing silent. Hartwell slammed down the gavel and said, “In my 
chambers, Ms. Polk.”



Reaper • 119118 • Chapter Sixteen

Candice was walking toward the bailiff, and Felix said, “I’d like 
to be a fly on the wall in there.”

“No, Felix. No, you would not.”
Candice was escorted to Hartwell’s chambers, and the two FBI agents 

guarding her followed. The U.S. Marshal guarding the chamber’s entrance 
said, “No further, gentlemen. Ms. Polk will be fine. There is only one way 
in and out and that is through this door.” The agents took a seat near the 
door as the bailiff walked Candice down the hall and to Hartwell’s office.

Miriam was hanging her robe on a coat hanger when Candice 
walked in, and she didn’t speak right away. She pointed to a large 
leather chair in front of her desk and said, “Sit.” Candice did as 
instructed, and Miriam sat down and folded her hands in front of her 
on her desk and said, “What the hell is your problem, Candy? Stewart 
had tried to put Marco Espranza behind bars for over a decade. You 
have him where you want him. What are you doing?”

Candice sat back and said, “Miriam, two witnesses are dead and 
more are targeted. Espranza has called in a professional hitman to kill 
everyone and that includes me. I have the FBI up my ass, and I can’t take 
a shit without one of them outside my door. I want to get this trial going 
as fast as possible, but there is no way I could have done it in a week.”

“I’m really trying to help you, can’t you see that? The sooner the 
trial starts, the less likely it is that more people are going to die.”

Candice shook her head and said, “If anything, postponing the trial 
is going to keep witnesses alive longer and allow me to extract more 
information. I’ve also got a mole in Espranza’s home who is feeding me 
information, and if he finds out he will kill her and his own children.”

Miriam’s demeanor softened, and she asked, “Who do you have 
on the inside?”

“His wife. She is the true key witness in this case, and I haven’t been 
able to hatch a plan to get her out of the house and keep her safe…or alive.”

“Why didn’t you tell me any of this?”
“Jesus, Miriam. Felix is in the courtroom. Do you think I can file a 

protective order for Olivia Espranza in open court? I can’t even do it under 



120 • Chapter Sixteen

seal as Felix still has to see it, and he has an obligation to tell his client. If 
that happens, the case explodes, and Olivia Espranza disappears.”

“Do you really think that Espranza is stupid enough to come after 
you?”

“Did you think that Stewart and his wife would have their heads 
blown off in a Santa Monica restaurant? He killed the U.S. Attorney 
and his wife as well as two witnesses that were inside a prison, and now 
I’m told by Special Agent Swenson that a high-ranking officer at that 
prison was murdered along with a priest right in a Catholic church in 
Lancaster. Jesus, Miriam. I think that Marco Espranza has the capability 
to get to anyone anytime he likes, and that includes you and me.”

Miriam sat back in her chair, staring up at the ceiling. “So, what now?”
“I have to let the FBI and Sheriff’s Department do their 

investigation and hope that they can get more witnesses protected 
and help me get Mrs. Espranza out before we can move forward.”

Miriam waved her hand and said, “Go. I know you have a lot going 
on. Now that I understand what’s happening, I am better prepared to 
deal with the delays.” Candice got up and walked to the chamber’s 
door. Miriam called out, “Be careful, Candice. You’re dealing with a 
very, very dangerous man.” She nodded as she walked out of the office.

Jim arrived at Riggs’s apartment at a little after five. He knocked 
on the door, but no one answered. He walked down to the manager’s 
apartment and rapped on the door. An old man opened it with a 
cigarette hanging out of his mouth and a can of beer in his hand and 
asked, “Yeah. What do you want?”

Jim flashed his badge and ID and said, “I’m trying to contact one 
of your tenants.”

“What the fuck does that have to do with me?”
Jim became curt and said, “It has a great deal to do with you, pal. 

I need to know who rents apartment 2B from you.”
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The old man laughed and coughed and put the cigarette in his 
mouth and said, “A cop. Name’s Riggs McEllen. Why are you 
asking?” The old man sat down in an easy chair, and Jim followed 
him into the apartment.

There was a shrill female voice calling from another room asking, 
“Who the hell is it, Olly?”

“A damn cop looking for a damn cop.”
Jim saw a large woman walk into the room, and she asked, “Who 

is asking about a cop?” She saw Jim and said, “You’re Jim O’Brian, 
aren’t you?” He nodded, and the woman hobbled over to a chair next 
to Olly and plopped down. The springs and wood of the chair creaked 
and cracked, and she asked, “Who are you looking for, Sheriff?”

“Riggs McEllen.”
“What the fuck do you want with Riggs?”
“I need to speak to him. Does he live here?”
The old woman cackled a bit and said, “Yes…when he decides 

to come home.”
“When did you last see him?”
“Oh…it would have to be two or three days now. He’s a bit of a 

roamer. He likes to stay with his lady friends all over town if he’s not 
up in the high desert with his friend.”

“Friend. What friend?”
“He has a friend who sells drugs or something like that.” She 

paused and said, “Not illegal drugs. He sells medicine to doctors. I 
only met him once. Nice looking. He was here with Riggs when he 
bought a new car a year or two ago. We only have outdoor parking, 
and Riggs doesn’t like to park his cars here. His friend has a large 
garage, so Riggs parks his cars up there.”

“What type of car?”
“Oh. He has three. One is a black two door. I think it’s a Mercedes. 

Isn’t that right, Olly?”
The old man was staring at a small TV near the apartment’s 

entrance and said, “Oh hell, woman. I don’t pay much attention. He 
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drives that damn white pickup truck most of the time. But now that 
you say it, he has a Mercedes convertible and a Corvette. A really 
nice one. He never brings it down here though.”

“You wouldn’t know this friend’s name or where he lives, would you?”
The old man said, “I don’t know the man’s name, but he lives up 

in the Lancaster area. Now, what’s your problem with Riggs? He’s a 
great tenant and a great cop as far as I know.”

Jim nodded and thanked the two and left. He activated his 
earpiece and asked, “Did you get that, John?”

“Yes. Did Sam get ahold of Riggs?”
“Hell, I don’t know. I’m heading back to the office. I’ll call her. 

Why haven’t you asked her? She has one of these damn things in her 
ear, too, you know.”

John called out to Sam, who had been listening to Jim’s 
conversation. “Riggs is supposed to be here in an hour.”

John and Jim signed off. John was driving to Espranza’s house 
while Chris locked down the federal building.

Two Latino men dressed in suits and ties walked into Judge 
Hartwell’s courtroom. They looked around and saw the bailiff and 
two other men sitting facing the courtroom doors. The bailiff called 
out, “Court is out of session for the day.”

“Good, good.” Both men drew weapons and outside of a slight 
puff sound there was no noise as the shooters dropped the two agents 
and the bailiff. The two men walked up and fired at each man point 
blank in the head then drug the bodies up to Judge Hartwell’s bench 
and dropped them out of sight. They walked to the courtroom entrance 
and stood in the shadows. The room was partially lit, and Candice 
walked out from Miriam’s chambers to find an empty courtroom.

“Hello?”
“Hello, Ms. Polk. We’re over here waiting for you.”
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The two men stepped out of the shadows, and she asked, “Where 
are the other two agents?”

“We are their relief. We’re here to protect you for the night.”
Candice looked around and said, “Okay, well, I’m finished here, 

so please take me back to the hotel.” The two men walked out of the 
courtroom with Candice between them and took the elevator to the 
ground floor and walked her to a waiting black SUV.

Candice got in, and one of the men got in next to her, and the 
other took the driver’s seat. “Why are you sitting back here with 
me?”

“Just following orders, Ms. Polk.”
The driver pulled out onto Spring Street and headed for the 101 

Freeway. As he drove, she said, “This is not the way to the Ritz.” 
Both men sat silent, and Candice asked, “Where are we going?”

“Our boss wants to speak with you.”
“Your boss? John Swenson is your boss.”
The driver shook his head and said, “No. Our boss is Marco 

Espranza. Just relax. We’ll be at his compound shortly.” Candice 
started screaming in the back seat, and the man next to her struck her 
hard on the side of her head, and she went silent. The driver called 
out and said, “Did you kill her?”

The man put his fingers on her neck to feel for a pulse and said, 
“No. She’s just knocked out. She’ll be fine. I didn’t want to hear her 
screaming. There will be plenty of time for that when Marco gets ahold 
of her.” The two men laughed as they sped down the freeway.

Jay was sitting on the couch with the four girls. Amy had her 
leg over his, and all of them were nude when Riggs walked into the 
house. “Well, look what the cat drug in.”

Amy smiled and said, “It’s good to see you again, John. Are we 
going to party hard again tonight?”
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Riggs walked slowly across the room. A clock chimed, and he 
said, “Five fifteen.”

“That’s really good, John. I can’t even see the clock,” Jay said.
Riggs pulled a small hand gun with a silencer out from under his 

coat and shot each of the girls in the head. Jay sat stunned, covered 
in blood and brain matter. Riggs walked over to him and pointed the 
gun at Jay’s head and said, “I have an appointment I need to keep, 
so I need to deal with you faster than I would like.” He reached over 
and grabbed Jay by the hair and threw him across the room. Two of 
the girl’s bodies fell to the floor, and Jay let out a scream that was 
quickly muffled by a sock that Riggs had picked up off the floor and 
shoved into his mouth. Riggs pulled out his knife and rammed it into 
Jay’s abdomen and pulled up firmly on the blade until it stopped at 
the lower thorax. “Oh, I bet you have a hundred questions rolling 
around your mind right now. I wish I had the time to answer them 
all, but I don’t. You thought you could play me. You thought you 
could make veiled threats by telling me about the underage girls, the 
cameras, and that you filmed me having sex with them.” Jay’s eyes 
were wide, and his mouth was wide open as he tried to get his breath. 
Riggs pushed him to the floor and said, “You’ve known me all of 
these years, but the one thing you don’t know is I have a secret. And 
I would have kept that secret and left you be for the rest of your life, 
but you had to pull a stunt like this!”

Jay’s lay gasping for breath, and Riggs laughed as he lifted the 
man’s head, pulling it back by the hair. “Arterial spray is a problem. 
I have a meeting downtown with my boss, and I can’t show up 
covered in blood, can I?” He had removed his jacket and had both 
of his sleeves rolled up. He put his hand under Jay’s jaw and slowly 
slid the knife across his throat, severing Jay’s windpipe and the left 
jugular vein, allowing blood to spray away from him and across the 
living room. He gently laid Jay’s body on the living room floor and 
watched as he flopped around like a fish, making gurgling sounds. It 
lasted several minutes, and then he went still.
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Riggs got up and went into the guest bath and checked himself 
for blood while washing his hands. He smiled at himself in the 
mirror and watched the blood as it came off his hands and the knife 
and said, “What a mess.” He left the house, headed downtown, and 
called Sam and told her he would be a few minutes late.

Sam laughed and said, “No problem, Riggs. I’m waiting for you 
here at the office. Just get here when you can.”

When Candice came to, there were voices outside her line of sight. 
“You two killed the men at the courthouse? Do you know who you 
killed? Shit! They were FBI agents protecting Polk. You shot them and 
the bailiff?” The two men nodded, and Marco walked over to a credenza 
in a corner of the dining room they were talking in. He had his back to 
the two young men, and he pulled open a drawer and said, “You two 
did well getting Ms. Polk, but you have unleashed a wrath of hell upon 
me by killing three federal police officers. You have no idea what you 
have done.” Marco pulled an Uzi nine-millimeter machinegun from the 
drawer, turned, and fired on both men. The silencer on the end of the 
weapon was smoking as the two men dropped to the floor. Marco walked 
slowly around the dining room table to see one of the men still moving. 
He put the gun to his head and said, “You idiot. You’re getting off easy.” 
He squeezed the trigger, and the man’s head exploded. Marco walked 
into the living room where Candice was lying on a couch. He had the 
Uzi in his hands and said, “You are causing me a lot of trouble, Ms. Polk. 
I have Reaper hunting down the last of your witnesses. My wife and 
children have been abducted. Do you know anything about that?”

Candice looked at Marco and said, “No…I know nothing about it.”
Marco laughed and said, “Why don’t I believe you? Why do I 

think that you know where my wife and children are?”
“I truly have no idea where your wife and children are, Mr. 

Espranza. I did not know they were missing until this moment.”
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“You are my insurance until I can get out of the country. We are 
taking a trip, and if you are cooperative and do as I tell you, you might 
just live to see America again.” Candice got teary-eyed, and Marco 
looked at her and said, “I have not seen you up close. You’re very 
attractive.” Candice’s blouse was open at the top, and Marco grabbed 
it and ripped it open. He pulled a Buck knife from his jeans and cut 
through the bra she was wearing and fondled her breasts. “Nice. Really, 
really nice. Real, no?” Candice was looking away, and he pulled her 
face to his and said, “Answer the question.”

“Yes. They are real.”
Marco smiled and said, “See. I’m easy to get along with.” Candice 

was restrained with zip ties on the ankles and wrists. Her arms were 
behind her back, and her ankles were pressed together by the ties. Marco 
smelled her hair and then cut away the rest of her blouse and jacket. He 
ran his fingers from her neck across her breasts and down to her stomach. 
He ripped her pants open at the clasp and zipper then flipped her onto 
her stomach and pulled her pants and panties down and ran his hands 
across her buttocks and thighs. “This is good. I’m going to fuck me a 
U.S. Attorney. But first, we must go to the airport.” Marco left Candice 
nude on the couch and called out to his driver and said, “Bring the car 
around. The plane is being readied at Santa Monica Airport. We need to 
leave now!” Candice was sobbing on the couch as she was lifted by the 
driver, who copped multiple feels as he threw her in the trunk of the car.

The Eagle pulled up to the same spot he had when he abducted 
Olivia and the children. He was about to exit the truck when he saw the 
Mercedes pull out the gates of the estate and head in his direction on 
North Beverly. He ducked down in his seat but was able to see Marco 
through the windshield. He started the truck and followed the car from 
a distance. He pulled out his tablet and worked to hack the car’s GPS 
system. It took only a matter of seconds, and the Eagle was looking 
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at the path the car was taking and its destination. The Eagle called a 
number on his cellphone, and a cheerful male voice answered the line.

“Santa Monica Tower. Moses Brand.”
John’s voice was clear and deliberate. “Moses, this is John 

Swenson.”
“John…how are you? We haven’t seen you or Sara here in 

months. Do you need one of your jets made ready?”
“No, Moses. Are there any flights due to depart in the next hour 

or two.”
“Several. Why?”
“Are any of those flights set to go out for a man named Marco 

Espranza?”
Moses laughed and said, “No.”
“Are you sure?”
Moses laughed again and said, “Mr. Espranza doesn’t use his 

name when traveling. He flies under one of his corporate company 
names. There’s a flight set to depart at six thirty for one of his 
company’s jets, though.”

“Can you delay the flight?”
“I can do anything, John. Is this FBI business?”
“Yes…but I don’t have an order. I just need to make sure that 

Espranza doesn’t get off the ground.”
John could hear papers shuffling, and Moses said, “Well, his flight 

crew is in the process of filing a flight plan, so he won’t get off the 
ground for at least an hour. His aircraft hangar is two down from yours. 
He is flying out on a Gulf Stream 650ER. That’s one hot plane. That 
sucker can fly at Mach 0.98 with a normal cruising speed of Mach .85. 
It can almost break the sound barrier. You and Sara should upgrade your 
Gulf Stream to this one. It’s not like you can’t afford it.”

“Moses, just make sure they don’t get off the ground.”
“You got it. Are you sending men out?”
“Yes. I have a man en route.”
“I will make sure he gets through without a problem.”
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The Eagle radioed Jim and said, “Espranza is headed for Santa 
Monica Airport. He’s going to try and leave the country.”

“Okay…so what are you going to do?”
“Stop him!”

Judge Miriam Hartwell had called for her bailiff multiple times to 
no response. She walked into the courtroom, which was nearly dark, 
and there was no one around. She called out several times, but no one 
answered. She turned to go back to her office when she looked up at her 
bench and saw her coffee mug.

“Why is it that I always leave that up there?” She took two steps up 
to her seat when she saw two pairs of legs sticking out from near the 
witness stand.” She stepped down and turned on the courtroom lights to 
see a bloody scene moving from near her chamber’s door to her bench. 
She let out a scream and grabbed the nearest phone.
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 Chapter Seventeen
“Why are the hairs 

on the back of my 
neck standing up?”

R
iggs parked his pickup truck in police parking and walked through 
the doors of the station where he was greeted by other deputies as 
he entered. Sam was seated at her desk, reading her tablet when 

Riggs popped his head into her office.
“Hi Sam. Sorry for the delay.”
Sam smiled, and said, “It’s six thirty. I would not call that a huge delay.”
Riggs sat down and asked, “So, what’s up?”
“The FBI recovered the video from both the prison murders and 

the church murder scenes.”
Riggs nodded and asked, “Do we have them?”
Sam nodded and plugged a USB cable into her tablet and connected 

it to a large monitor opposite her desk. The screen came to life. The 
first scene was in the prison. Brian Smith was walking with Percy 
through the halls, and she asked, “Do you recognize this man?”
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Riggs looked closely at the images and said, “He’s not anyone I 
have seen before. Did you run him through the NCIC.”

“Yeah, but Brian Smith is a very, very common name.”
“No fingerprints or DNA evidence?”
Sam shook her head and said, “No. Nothing. John and Chris have done 

all they can, but there is nothing. They believe that this is the Reaper.”
“Well, he’s a master of disguise, so it could be, Sam. No one has 

ever seen him that I know of.”
Sam nodded and pulled up the church security video. The same 

man’s face was in multiple shots, and Sam said, “This Brian Smith is 
also the killer at the church.”

“That would make sense. I mean, he took out a priest and 
Lieutenant Vain. Obviously, this is Reaper.”

Sam nodded and showed a shot of the parking lot outside the 
church. There were two cars that were immediately seen, one was 
the priest’s and the other was Vain’s. There was a small red box near 
the upper right corner of the video, and Sam moved her hand over 
her tablet, and the screen began to enlarge until the silver Corvette 
could be seen in the frame.

Riggs looked hard at the enhanced photograph and said, “That’s 
interesting. A silver Corvette Stingray?” Sam nodded, and Riggs 
asked, “How do you know it has anything to do with the crimes?”

She handed him a piece of paper and said, “This Riggs McEllen 
that DMV has on record is you, correct?”

He looked at the printout showing all of the cars registered to him. 
He nodded casually and said, “Yeah. These are my cars. Why?”

She pointed to the screen and asked, “You were in Lancaster 
that day, right?” Riggs nodded. “You keep your cars up at a friend’s 
house in Lancaster, right?”

“Yeah. So what? And how do you know that?”
“Jim was just at your apartment and talked to the managers.”
He handed the piece of paper back to Sam and asked, “So…what 

are you implying here, Sam?”
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She unplugged the USB cable and said, “I’m not implying anything. 
I know that there are probably more of these cars up in that area, and I 
know that you were with a friend and popped over to the scene as soon 
as I called. But it is a strange coincidence, don’t you think?”

“Coincidence? Fuck yeah, it is. Are you thinking that I had 
something to do with the murders?”

“I don’t want to. I really, really don’t want to. John said he saw 
this Corvette driving down the street in front of the church when he 
arrived on scene. The FBI has enhanced video showing this Corvette 
at the scene, but we have no film of its arrival or departure. We also 
have video of this same Corvette leaving the LA Prison on the day of 
Felton’s murder and also on the day of Munera’s murder.”

“Let me get this straight. You’re implying that this is my car, and I’m 
the driver, hence the murderer. You’re saying that I’m the Reaper?”

Sam had a sad look on her face and asked, “Can you at least 
provide us with your whereabouts when these murders took place? 
Were you with your friend up in Lancaster?”

He looked at her and said, “So, you want an alibi for my 
whereabouts on these dates?”

“Hey Riggs, there are several people who are pointing their fingers in 
your direction and think that you’re the Reaper. I don’t. I want to prove to 
those assholes that they are wrong. Can you introduce me to your friend 
up in Lancaster? Give me his name and information, so I can run him?”

Riggs stood up and said, “This really pisses me off, Sam. So, Jim, 
John, and Chris think I’m the damn Reaper?”

Sam nodded slowly and said, “Jim is on his way into the office 
now, and you and I know that he is going to get in your face. If I 
could talk to this person, we could resolve this once and for all and 
remove all doubt and clear you.”

Riggs walked back into his office and then returned with a gym bag. 
“If you want to meet my friend, come on. I will take you to his house, and I 
will show you where I keep my cars. I will introduce you to his neighbors, 
who happen to work at the LA Prison and have seen me at the house as 
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well as let you talk to my friend Jay Mayfield. He’s the person I hang out 
with when I’m not on duty.” He handed her a piece of paper and said, 
“Here is ALL of the information you want on Jay. We’ve been friends 
most of our lives. He’s a damn pharmaceuticals rep, has more money than 
God, and lives a reclusive life. His neighbors, who also board his horse 
Trigger, are none other than Percy Morrison and Sally Chambers.”

 “The prison guard who found Felton and escorted Reaper before 
he murdered Munera?”

Riggs nodded his head. “Yeah. Go figure that a prison guard 
would be on scene for both murders at the prison and be on camera 
showing the killer around. If you ask me, that’s more suspicious than 
me. And for your information, I allow Percy to drive my Corvette 
and my Mercedes. I don’t always get to get up there often, so both 
Percy and Jay have an extra set of keys to my cars, and they both 
drive them, so the batteries don’t die and the engines get run.”

Sam had a look of horror on her face and said, “I’m sorry, Riggs. 
How could any of us know this?”

“You couldn’t, and I didn’t know about the Corvette at the 
scenes, so I couldn’t put two and two together. These are people I 
have known my whole life. I’m not saying that they are killers, but 
they have access, and that is bad for me and them.”

Sam stopped Riggs and asked, “Is your friend Jay home?”
“I can guarantee it.”
“Let’s go up to Lancaster. I want to talk to these folks.”
Riggs started for the door but stopped and asked, “Wait…what 

if Percy, Jay, or even Sally is the Reaper? If we start poking around, 
we could end up dead.”

Sam was quiet for a minute and said, “We won’t mention Reaper. 
We’ll pretend that I’m your date and your boss, and you are showing 
me around and introducing me to people. Once we establish your 
alibi, you and I go to John and Chris. I will be able to verify your 
alibi and then let them start the investigation into the others, getting 
all eyes off you and onto the right people.”
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Riggs nodded and said, “That will work. I haven’t been dating 
much, so I will play it off that you and I are seeing each other after 
meeting at work. That’ll work. It’s believable. They have met other 
lovers I’ve had.”

“I will follow you up.”
“Um…don’t you think that my friends might get just a bit 

suspicious if you and I are dating, and you’re not riding with me?”
Sam laughed and said, “Duh, right. Sorry. Force of habit. Do you 

want to take a cruiser or your own car?”
“I have my truck here. We can take it. It’s only about an hour’s 

drive. Afterward, we can have some dinner if you like.”
Sam smiled and said, “Yeah. I will call my girlfriend and tell her 

I’m going to be late, so she won’t worry.” Riggs nodded as the two 
left the office.

Jim walked into Sam’s office, missing her and Riggs by only 
minutes. He asked one of the other deputies if they knew where the 
two had gone. No one knew, and Jim sat down at Sam’s desk, pulled 
a cigarette out of his top left pocket, and said, “Why are the hairs on 
the back of my neck standing up?”

Percy and Sally were sitting in their kitchen eating a homemade 
pizza and talking. “Did you see Jay today?” Percy asked Sally.

“Yes, for a few minutes. He was riding Trigger. I didn’t speak to 
him, though. I know he is going out of town for a few weeks pretty 
quick. He left me a message.”

“Did I tell you I ran into him at the gym the other morning?” Sally 
shook her head, and Percy said, “It was strange. He said he usually 
works out around midnight or one but got caught up with some stuff, 
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and so he worked out later. He took his shirt off, and I took one look 
at him and said, ‘Don’t do that around Sally.’”

She laughed and said, “I have seen Jay with his shirt off before Percy.”
“You have?”
“Yes. He works in his stable in the summer, and he usually does it 

with his shirt off. It’s no mystery to me, and you’re my love, so don’t 
worry about it.”

Percy took a drink of the beer that he had in front of him and said, 
“You know…we talked about him touring the prison, and he liked 
the idea. I even got him a clearance form to fill out but haven’t been 
able to get it over to him.”

“You don’t need a form for him. I will approve his visit.”
Percy nodded and said, “Given all the bad shit that has happened 

at the prison these past several days, I say we do everything by the 
book. We don’t need any trouble.”

Sally took a drink of her beer and said, “Like we don’t already 
have a hell of a lot of trouble? I agree, though. We do it by the book. 
That way no one can accuse us of breaking procedure.”

“I’ll run the form over to Jay after dinner.”
“I will go with you. I need to know when he’s leaving, so I can set 

up to take care of Trigger.”
Percy nodded. Sally sat for a moment with a thoughtful look on 

her face, and Percy asked, “What’s wrong? I know that look.”
“It’s Oliver. I know as well as I’m sitting here that he is trying to 

find a way to drum you out of the prison.”
Percy laughed and said, “Don’t worry about it. If he pulls any shit 

with me, I will follow the letter of the order.”
“Yeah. You do that.”
She had a smile on her face, and Percy asked, “What do you know 

that I don’t know?”
“It’s better to just let things happen. The less you know the better. 

I will cook Oliver’s ass if he tries anything, though.” Percy smiled, 
and the two toasted with their beers and went on with their meal.
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The Eagle swiped his pass card at an unmanned gate at the 
airport, which opened immediately. He put it back in his wallet when 
he heard Jim call him in his earpiece.

“John, are you out there?”
“I’m a little busy, Jim.”
“Well, what the fuck, so am I. I think that Sam is with Riggs. The 

staff said that they left together, and I don’t know where they’ve gone.”
The Eagle raised Chris on the earpiece and asked how things were 

at the office.
“All is quiet here. What’s up?”
“I’m sending you the tracking signals on Jim and Sam. I want you to 

pick Jim up and follow Sam’s signal. Jim thinks that she’s with Riggs.”
Chris’s phone buzzed, and he looked down to see the tracking 

application in his in box. He pressed it, and it opened. Sam’s signal 
was showing up on a map. Jim’s was stationary. Chris asked, “Jim, 
are you on the line?”

“I’m here. I’m at my office, and I’m right on your way out of 
town, so why don’t you get your ass in your car and pick me up? I 
have a really, really bad feeling.”

The Eagle’s voice came on over the earpiece and said, “Chris, if 
Jim has a bad feeling, it is almost always right. Do you have your 
body armor in the car?”

“Yes.”
The Eagle was about to speak when his cellphone rang. Jim and 

Chris could hear him say, “We will get a team there right away.” He 
came back to Chris and said, “That was the U.S. Marshals Service. 
The two agents protecting Candice Polk are dead as well as a bailiff 
at the federal courthouse. Jade and Jessica are on scene.”

“Do you want me to go to the courthouse?”
“No. Send out the CSI team. There is nothing we can do there. You 

get Jim and follow Sam’s signal. Candice is not at the courthouse, which 
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means she has been abducted. I’m tracking Marco Espranza, who is 
trying to leave the country. You two follow Sam and find her and Riggs.”

Jim asked, “Who the hell killed your agents and one of Barb’s 
men to get to Candice?”

The Eagle had parked his truck behind Marco’s hangar and said, “I 
can give you more than one guess, but you already know the answer.”

“Son of a bitch…fuckin Espranza has Polk?”
“That’s how it looks to me. You two know what you need to do, 

now do it. Eagle out.”
Chris said, “I’m en route, Jim.” He took off out the front entrance 

of the federal building while barking orders and making calls for their 
CSI teams. He called Jade and asked her to work with his team. She 
told him she would as he darted down Wilshire to pick up Jim.
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 Chapter Eighteen
“I’m full of surprises, Sam. 

Just full of surprises.”

R
iggs was unusually quiet as he drove up Highway 14 headed for 
Lancaster. Sam asked if it was okay to smoke, and he nodded. 

“So, you say you have known this Jay fellow most of your 
life?”

“Yep. We’ve been friends since childhood. He knows me almost 
better than I know myself.”

Sam took a drag off her cigarette and asked, “Do you think he is 
capable of murder?”

Riggs let out a soft laugh and said, “We are all capable of murder, 
Sam.”

She was looking out the window at the night sky and asked, “How 
often do you come up here?”

“It all depends. When I was with the LAPD, I had more time off, 
and I did a lot of traveling on department business. Jay practically 
lives on airplanes, and we would hook up all over the country. As for 
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how often I am up here? I would say two or three times a month since 
I took the job with you.”

“And before that?”
“Once, sometimes twice a month. I like to drive my cars on the 

desert roads. There are so many paved roads out here that have been 
all but abandoned. Roads that were used for George Air Force Base 
before it was closed, and Edwards Air Force Base, too. There’s a 
lot of history to this part of the state. The sound barrier was broken 
out here; a lot of our aeronautical breakthroughs happened out here. 
Did you ever see the movie, The Right Stuff?” Sam shook her head, 
and Riggs said, “You and Maria should rent it. It’s a long movie, 
but it will really give you a feel for the history out here.” Riggs 
pulled the truck off the highway and headed into the darkness. There 
were signs pointing in the direction of Lancaster, but he turned the 
opposite direction.

“Um…Lancaster is the other way, Riggs.”
“Jay lives in Quartz Hill. It’s a little suburb of Lancaster. It’s a 

little known enclave here in the desert. Jay is a high profile figure in 
the pharmaceuticals industry, which makes him a target.”

“As in a target to kill?” Sam asked in a surprised voice.
“Exactly. Jay has a lot of power. He also has drugs that he holds 

patents on, and he makes bank. His house is more like a fortress and 
with good reason.”

Sam took the last hit off her cigarette and asked, “How does all of 
that translate to anyone wanting to kill him?”

“Money, Sam. It’s all about money. Jay has no family, and his 
death would open the door to billions of dollars in legal drug money. 
But have no fear. I doubt anyone is going to do anything to him. He’s 
a very astute businessman and very, very protective of his life.”

They were twisting their way through desert roads, and soon they 
were on a gravel road, and Sam motioned to say something when she 
saw the lights of several houses off in the distance. “Talk about off 
the beaten path!”
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Riggs laughed and said, “Jay likes his privacy, but so do Percy 
and Sally. They have a horse ranch only a mile from Jay’s home. He’s 
an avid rider and boards his horse at their stable.”

“Do you ride?”
Sam could see a gentle smile on Riggs’s face through the light 

of the dashboard. “Yeah, once in a while. I don’t have a horse, but I 
borrow one from Sally every now and then.”

Sam smiled with a bit of romance in her eyes and said, “This is a 
side of you I would never have known.”

Riggs laughed and said, “I’m full of surprises, Sam. Just full of 
surprises.”

The Eagle had made his way into the hangar and to the aircraft. 
The hangar was dimly lit, and there was no one around. The dust 
covers were still on the engines, and he ran to the front of the plane 
and pulled the outer stirrup handle. The door released and lowered. 
He heard voices approaching the hangar and hid inside the plane.

Marco was cursing a blue streak as the Mercedes pulled into the 
hangar. “What the fuck is the problem? Why the hell were we made to 
wait so long?” He got out of the car and looked at the plane and said, 
“Jesus. The plane’s not ready to fly. Where the fuck are the pilots?”

His driver stepped out of the car and said, “They are doing 
preflight and logging your flight plan, Marco. Do you want me to 
put Polk into the plane?”

Marco nodded and said, “Put the bitch in the plane then meet me 
over at the trailer where the pilots are.”

He walked off, and the driver opened the jet’s door then grabbed 
Candice’s nude body and carried her up the stairs and laid her on a 
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sofa in the middle of the aircraft. He put her on her back and looked 
around then started to fondle her breasts. He pressed an overhead 
light and looked down at Candice’s nude body and said in a thick 
Latin accent, “You are no virgin, are you Ms. Polk?” Candice’s eyes 
got wide with terror. She had duct tape over her mouth and tried to 
speak but couldn’t. The man ran his hands down to her vagina and 
started to probe her with his fingers. He pulled a small knife from 
his pocket and cut the zip ties off of Candice’s ankles then spread 
her thighs and pulled down his pants and underwear. He looked at 
her and said, “Marco won’t know I fucked you before him.” Candice 
tried to struggle. She felt the man pressing himself between her 
thighs. She was struggling to keep him out of her. He looked into her 
terrified eyes and said, “You feel my cock, don’t you? Stop resisting 
me and let me in, or I will knock you in the head again.” Candice 
started to let her legs relax when she saw a tall black figure grab the 
driver by the throat and press him hard against the fuselage of the jet. 
She could hear the man gagging and the snapping of bones then saw 
his lifeless body slide down the wall to the floor.

The Eagle walked over to her and pulled the tape off her mouth 
and asked, “Did he rape you?”

Candice was looking into the dead eyes of the Eagle’s mask and 
slowly shook her head. “No. He was almost in me, but I was fighting him. 
I have been stripped and humiliated but not raped…at least…not yet.”

“I’m not going to rape you, Ms. Polk. I’m here to save you. I need 
you to stay right where you are. Marco Espranza took you, right?”

“Not initially. Two men killed my FBI guards at the federal 
courthouse then grabbed me and took me to Espranza. He cut my 
clothes off and felt me up then said he was taking me away. The man 
you just killed is his driver. He hit me hard in the head and knocked 
me out, and here I am.”

“That man’s not dead, only sedated.”
“Sedated? With what? Your hands?”
“Please stay put and don’t speak. I need to grab Espranza.” The 
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Eagle put the tape back over Candice’s mouth and then grabbed the 
driver’s body and took it to the back of the aircraft.

Marco was yelling outside the jet, and Candice could hear but not 
see him. A few minutes passed, Marco appeared over her and asked, 
“Why are your feet free?” She shook her head, and he removed the 
tape and asked, “Your feet? How did you free them?”

“I didn’t. Your driver did it to rape me.”
Marco yelled out loud, “Ricardo, you son of a bitch. Where the 

fuck are you?” There was no response, and he looked down at Candice 
and asked, “Did you see him leave?”

She nodded and said, “He went in the door at the back of the plane.”
Marco looked at the shiny wooden door and said, “Ricardo, did you 

think you could rape my captive and then wash her cunt off your dick?” 
There was no response, and he ran down the narrow corridor to the 
bathroom and pulled the door open. Candice had her head raised and 
watched as Marco opened the bathroom door and stuck his head in. 
And in a matter of seconds, Marco’s whole body disappeared into the 
bathroom, and the Eagle came walking out. He walked to the plane’s 
entrance, where he heard voices, and headed down the plane’s stairs.

Candice jerked her head when she heard three light pops, and then 
the Eagle reappeared in front of her. He removed the tape, and she 
asked, “What did you do?”

“Put the pilots and a worker to sleep. Now, let’s get you out of 
here. Can you walk?” She nodded, and the Eagle said, “I want you 
to step out of the plane and wait for me.” Candice did as instructed. 
The Eagle was gone for a few minutes. As she stood next to the door, 
Ricardo’s body came flying out and then Marco’s.

Candice couldn’t help herself and started to laugh. The Eagle 
emerged from the plane, and she said, “Jesus! Are you Hercules?”

The Eagle laughed, too, and said, “No, Ms. Polk, but I do work 
out a lot.” He lifted Marco over his shoulder and said, “Follow me.” 
Candice followed him to his truck. He put Marco in the back and 
then opened the door and handed Candice a towel and said, “I’m 
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sorry I don’t have anything else to cover you with. Please sit in the 
passenger’s seat. I need to retrieve Ricardo.” Candice sat, and the 
Eagle returned a few minutes later. He threw the man in the back of 
the truck and said, “Buckle up.”

She did as instructed and asked, “Who the hell are you?”
The Eagle put the truck in gear and drove out of the airport and headed 

down PCH for the lair. He never looked at Candice as he responded, “I’m 
afraid if I tell you, you might try to jump out of the truck.”

“You aren’t trying to kill me, though. You just saved me, so I don’t 
think I have anything to fear from you. Do I?”

The Eagle shook his head and said, “I’m the Iron Eagle.”
The shocked look on her face was soon replaced by one of horror. 

“Are you going to kill these men?”
“Oh yes…but not until I get a lot of information from them.”
“And me?”
“You’re safe. I will make sure you get turned over to the 

authorities. It will be a few hours, so I hope you will be comfortable 
in one of my holding rooms.” There was a dense fog hugging the 
coastline making it nearly impossible to see. The Eagle turned off 
the headlights on his truck and pressed a remote. Candice was trying 
hard to see where she was but was unable to as the truck entered the 
tunnel leading to the Eagle’s lair.

Riggs pulled up outside of Percy and Sally’s home. The lights 
were on, and the house put off a warm glow in the cold darkness 
of the high desert. He got out of the truck followed by Sam and 
knocked on the door.

Percy answered and said, “Riggs, what brings you here?”
He smiled and said, “I was just taking my new boss, girlfriend, on a 

little tour of my stomping grounds.” Riggs introduced Sam, and Percy 
frowned and said, “I know who she is. Good evening, Sheriff Pritchard.”
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Sally walked up behind Percy and saw Riggs and Sam standing 
in the threshold and said, “Well, don’t be an ass, Percy, invite them 
in.” He opened the door wide, and Riggs and Sam entered. Sally 
asked, “So, what brings you up here at this hour? Are you going to 
show off one of your cars?”

Riggs laughed and said, “No…well, yes. I just wanted Sam to get 
to meet people I have known for a long time.”

Sally looked at Sam and asked, “What? Is Romeo here trying to 
set up an alibi?”

The group broke out into laughter, and Sam asked, “Does Riggs 
often bring lady friends up here to establish an alibi?”

Sally laughed a little and said, “Riggs is a good cop but a bad 
liar, especially with the ladies. I know he has turned up here more 
than once with someone on his arm who had wanted to know where 
he had been.”

Riggs frowned and said, “Okay, okay. I have been sufficiently 
humiliated. Thank you.”

Sally asked, “Have you been up to see Jay?”
“No. I wanted to stop by and see if you had seen him?” Percy 

told him no but that they were planning to drive over to his house 
in a few minutes. Riggs said, “You know Jay doesn’t like company, 
especially unannounced company.”

Percy said, “I called him, and he said it was fine to stop by.”
Riggs’s face changed. Sam caught it out of the corner of her eye 

as did Sally. “You called Jay, and he said it was okay to come up?” 
Percy nodded, and Riggs asked, “What time did you call?”

Percy looked at the clock on the wall near the fireplace and said, 
“I don’t know. It’s been several hours. I don’t typically look at my 
watch when I make a call.”

Sally asked, “Can I offer you two something to drink?”
Riggs said, “No…no. We’re headed up to Jay’s. You two don’t 

need to brave the cold. I’ll find out what you need to know and relay 
it back to you.”
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Sally was barefoot in a pair of jeans and a denim shirt and said, 
“Fine. Jay is heading out of town. I just need to know when and for 
how long, so I can get someone to care for Trigger.”

“Not a problem. I’ll ask him. We best be getting going. It’s after 
nine, and Jay tends to have company after that time, and we don’t want 
to interrupt him.”

Percy started laughing and looked at Sam and said, “I bet you don’t 
know what that means.” She shook her head, and Percy said, “Um…
Riggs. Do you think that it’s a good idea to walk the Sheriff of Los 
Angeles County into Jay’s home?”

Riggs chuckled and said, “I’m her second-in-command, and I know 
what Jay likes to do. I don’t think it is going to be a shocker for Sam.”

She looked at the men and asked, “Just what are we talking about 
here?”

Percy said, “Mr. Mayfield doesn’t believe in traditional 
relationships. He chooses to pay by the hour.”

“Hookers?”
“He prefers to call them escorts, very high priced escorts, though 

he never takes them anywhere that I’m aware of.”
Riggs just shook his head as Sam looked at him and asked, “Are 

you walking me into a damn sex trade house?”
“No, no. Nothing like that. Jay’s tastes run to the strange…meaning 

he likes having sex with strangers. He’s not the settle down kind of 
guy, so he pays for sex.”

“Prostitution is illegal, Riggs. I can’t believe that you have been 
condoning such behavior.”

“I don’t condone, but I don’t condemn. It’s his life. If he gets 
caught, then he pays the price. He has been my friend all of my life, 
and he has always done things like this. I’m not going to arrest my 
friend or report him. He isn’t hurting anyone, and once you meet him 
you will understand why.”

Sally looked at Sam and said, “Jay is a gentleman and a gentle 
man. I have known him for decades. Is the way he chooses to live his 
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sexual life technically illegal? Yes. Has he ever hurt anyone? Not that 
I’m aware of. And believe me, I know Jay very, very intimately.”

That statement drew a quick response from Percy. “Too much 
information, Sally.”

Sam and Riggs could see that Sally had just let something slip 
that was about to cause a fight, and Riggs said, “We need to go. I 
will speak to Jay and call you. Good night, Percy. Good luck, Sally.” 
Riggs quickly pulled Sam out the front door as the house erupted in 
angry yelling and screaming.

Sam stopped and said, “You just started a domestic situation. We 
should stay and see if we can deescalate it.”

“Believe me, I have known Percy and Sally for years. Sally is…
let’s say…a little loose with her body.”

“What the fuck does that mean?”
Riggs had opened the truck door for Sam and got in as well and said, 

“It means that there aren’t many men that Sally hasn’t had sex with. Don’t 
get me wrong. She loves Percy, and they have been together for over 
twenty years. But Sally is a bit of a loose cannon when it comes to her 
sexual appetite. She has had a thing for my friend Jay for years and years.”

Sam lit a cigarette and asked, “Have you slept with her?”
Riggs nodded his head and said, “Many times. In fact, I was with 

Sally the day that Munera was murdered. She and I were having a nooner 
when you called, and I had to dress quickly to get over to the church.”

She looked at him with disgust and said, “You are fucking another 
man’s wife…and I assume in his own bed?”

Riggs was turning onto the gravel road headed for Jay’s home and 
said, “No…not really. Percy and Sally aren’t married. She doesn’t 
wear a ring, and they don’t share the same last name. It was a thing 
that happened a few years ago and has just become something we do 
a few times a month.”

“You might not be the Reaper, Riggs, but I’m learning more 
about you than I would have ever wanted to know, and it is changing 
the way I view you.”



146 • Chapter Eighteen

“Well if you’re on the fence about me now then meeting Jay is 
most likely going to tip me into a most unfavorable light.” He pulled 
the truck up to the gates of Jay’s home and pulled a remote from the 
glove box and typed in several sets of numbers.

Sam watched him and when the gates started to open she asked, 
“Why all the high tech security?”

“I told you. Jay has a lot of enemies. His business is not only very 
competitive, but it’s also very, very profitable. He owns the patents 
to several medications that are still in the brand name phase and 
making his companies billions of dollars. There would not be a lot 
of broken hearts if Jay were to wind up dead. So, he has a security 
system and everything short of armed guards.”

Sam looked up at the house on top of the hill. It was dimly lit, and 
she asked, “Is he home?”

“He’s home. The windows are tinted inside and out, and all of the 
glass in Jay’s house is bulletproof.”

“Jesus. I’m going into the home of a drug dealer who has sex with 
prostitutes. Talk about one fucked up mess.”

Jim and Chris were hauling down Highway 14 following the 
tracking device on Sam. Chris asked Jim, “Can you triangulate her 
position? She stopped moving.”

“Do I look like a fuckin’ cyber nerd here? The Eagle does that shit. 
I don’t know how to do it.”

“I’ll walk you through it.” He told Jim each step until they had 
Sam’s location, and Chris said, “Put it into the maps app on the tablet, 
and it should give us an address.”

Jim looked at him and said, “Why the fuck do you want to do that? 
She’s blinking on the screen. Do you think she’s going to vanish?”

Chris said, “Just do it, Jim.” He did as instructed and as he punched 
the last button Sam’s signal disappeared from the screen.
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“What the fuck?”
“What?”
“Sam just disappeared off your tablet. Her homing beacon is gone.”
“Please tell me you got the last coordinate into the map application.”
“Yes, I got it in. It’s processing.” Jim held the tablet for several minutes 

with no activity and said, “All it’s doing is searching for a signal.”
“Wireless signals are slower out here. We might be between cell 

towers. Let’s just hope that when we hit the next tower the information 
comes up.” Jim nodded as he drove on.
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 Chapter Nineteen
“You look less than happy.”

M
arco awoke, strapped in a seated position, nude, on a gurney. 
He could see Ricardo lying on a table, and he called out to him, 
but he didn’t respond. 

“Ricardo is unconscious, Mr. Espranza. He has a pretty big gash in 
his head, and his throat has been partially crushed.”

Marco looked in the direction of the voice to see the Eagle in his 
mask and body armor. He laughed and asked, “What are you? Some 
kind of superhero wannabe?”

“Hardly, Mr. Espranza. Superheroes are fictional characters who 
do good. I can assure you that while I often do good for the victims 
of animals like you, it is to your detriment, and you are about to learn 
exactly what I’m talking about.”

Marco looked down at his nude body and asked, “Are you some 
kind of pervert?”

The Eagle pulled a steel tray over near Marco’s body and rolled 
a small round stool over and sat down. He pulled the towel off the 
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table, and Marco could see the contents. There were several ballpeen 
hammers, a couple of sledge hammers, several pairs of pliers and sharp 
instruments, and a pair of jumper cables. “What the fuck are you going 
to do with that stuff?”

“Talk.”
“Talk? Talk to who?”
The Eagle showed Marco a small hammer. “It’s more that I’m 

going to use these things to get you to talk to me.” Marco opened his 
mouth, but as he did the Eagle landed the first blow on Marco’s big 
toe, which burst like a grape.

He screamed and asked, “What the hell do you want to know? 
I’ll tell you. Help me, God.” The Eagle drove the hammer down on 
several more of Marco’s toes, and blood and bone were all over the 
floor, and the man screamed uncontrollably.

Sara walked into the room dressed in hospital scrubs with an IV bag 
and line in her hands. Her face wasn’t covered, and Marco looked at her 
and said, “You’re doctor Sara Swenson. You own Northridge Hospital.”

She didn’t respond. She put a tourniquet on Marco’s right arm 
and opened the IV needle packaging. Marco saw the six-inch twelve-
gauge needle sheathed in plastic as Sara smacked his arm to raise a 
vein. She looked at the Eagle and said, “This one has good veins.” 
She looked at Marco and said, “This might sting a little,” and drove 
the needle into his forearm and fished around under the skin.

She had it imbedded into a large artery, but she continued pulling 
and twisting the needle as Marco cried out. “You sadistic bitch. Who are 
you people?” Sara set the IV then rammed the plastic tubing onto the 
end and started the drip.

The Eagle looked at Marco and said, “Your pain is about to go 
off the charts, so let’s get to it. You hired Reaper to kill all of the 
witnesses against you, correct?”

Marco let out a loud yelp and tried to move but was heavily 
restrained. “Reaper. He has done work for me. Yes.”

“Do you know his real name?”
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Marco was writhing in pain and said, “I don’t know anything 
about him. I have never met him in person. I wire money after he 
does jobs for me.”

“You mean after he has made a killing you ordered?”
Marco was trying desperately to move and screamed, “It burns; it 

burns. What are you doing to me?”
The Eagle lifted a pair of pliers and asked as he started pulling out 

the toenails on Marco’s left foot, “Tell me about Reaper. Did you hire 
him to kill Mr. and Mrs. Feldman?”

Marco was screaming as the Eagle showed him the removed toenails. 
“Feldman. Feldman has been a thorn in my side for over a decade. He 
had to go. I wasn’t worried about Polk. She couldn’t get to me.”

The Eagle threw a towel on the floor to soak up the blood, and Sara 
pulled a syringe from a cabinet and stuck it in the IV. “The SP-117 is ready.”

Marco looked at the syringe and asked, “SP-117? That Russian truth 
serum shit?”

“You know a lot of stuff, Mr. Espranza,” the Eagle said. “Yes. It is a 
modified truth serum and will loosen your tongue as well as help you to 
focus better.” He looked at Sara and said, “Inject it.”

The man was quiet for a moment then said, “Why are you doing 
this to me?”

“I need to know everything and everyone you have hurt and killed. 
The drug will help to jog your memory and make you a bit more truthful.” 
Marco cried as the Eagle pulled the last toenail off. “It’s looking like 
ground meat down here, Marco. What’s Reaper’s real name?”

“I don’t know his real name. He’s a ghost. I was put in contact 
with him nearly a decade ago, and I have used him to kill off my 
enemies, allowing me to do business.”

“Murder and mayhem is your business, Mr. Espranza. You won’t 
let anyone stand in the way of what you want. You worked your 
way up through Central America from Columbia, right?” The man 
nodded. “You then took the war to Juárez where you killed your own 
family. Am I right?”
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Marco nodded and asked, “How do you know so much?”
“It’s not important. You then took your new wife from the top drug 

lord as a trophy and then killed her family.”
“Olivia…you have her. She has told you all of this?”
“Now, you’ve been in the U.S. for a decade and have brought 

war to our streets with drugs and prostitution, feeding the gangs with 
guns and having them push your drugs.”

“This can all be learned by reading the newspaper. You’ve told me 
nothing new about myself.”

“It’s all true then?”
Marco nodded his head slowly and said, “Drugs are money and 

power. I control the world through the trade. I don’t force anyone to 
take my drugs. The American appetite for them is strong. I serve a 
purpose to your people.”

The Eagle slammed a five-pound sledge hammer down on Marco’s 
feet, the right first then the left. The sound of the bones crushing made 
Sara turn away. Marco let out a howl of anguish that woke Ricardo, who 
was struggling to breathe and speak on the other side of the room.

“Why did you order the murder of Ms. Polk’s security detail and 
abduct her if she’s no threat to you?”

“Insurance…I needed her as insurance.”
“Do you strip and rape your insurance policies, Marco?”
Marco yelled out loudly, “What the fuck do you want? You seem to 

know everything about me. Who the hell are you?”
“I’m the Iron Eagle, Marco.” The man let out a scream, and the 

Eagle laughed and said, “You’ve heard of me, so you know that 
you’re not leaving this room alive. Olivia told me about a police 
officer who you introduced her to.”

Marco was coughing and asked, “Police officer? Jesus. I have 
police on my payroll. What police officer?”

“Riggs McEllen.”
Marco’s face got grave, and he said, “McEllen…that son of a 

bitch. I let him fuck my wife once, but that was not enough. He’s 
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been fucking her several times a month for some time. Olivia…she 
doesn’t think I know but I know, and I am going to have Reaper kill 
Riggs when this is over.”

“Olivia believes Riggs and Reaper are the same person.”
Marco laughed loudly and said, “Riggs? The Reaper? Oh, hell no. 

Riggs is a pussy. He’s no killer. He’s a cop who I have an agreement 
with to cover up some low level murders in the city…gang stuff. Now, 
he’s in the Sheriff’s Department. He’s no use to me there, so I want him 
dead. And even after you kill me, Reaper will kill Riggs.”

The Eagle looked at Sara, who had already pressed the remote and 
had all of the recording equipment in the operating room running, and 
said, “The plot thickens.” He pulled the cables off the table and clamped 
the negative cable to Marco’s right nipple.

“What are doing?”
The Eagle turned a dial on a small electric charger and said, “Let 

just say I’m going to give you a bit of a shock!” He pressed the positive 
clamp against Marco’s skin, and he jumped.

“What the fuck?”
The Eagle slid a small pail of water over to Marco’s feet and said, 

“Between the steel gurney and the water, this is a hell of a conduit.” He 
put Marco’s feet into the water and clamped his nipple with the positive 
charge, and Marco began to shudder. “Now…that current is very, very 
low, so while it will add to your pain, it won’t kill you…yet. As for 
Ricardo over there, he was going to rape Ms. Polk in your jet.”

The Eagle walked across the room and pulled the sheet off the 
industrial meat grinder and asked, “Do you know what this is?” Marco 
nodded his head slowly and jerkily as his face tightened against the 
electrical current. The Eagle took Ricardo’s hands and wrapped 
them in leather straps then put the meat hook from the cherry picker 
through the wraps and lifted the man’s fat body off the gurney. Marco 
watched as the Eagle used a remote control to move the unit with 
Ricardo’s body up over the grinder and then heard the machine fire 
up and the blades begin to rotate faster and faster. “It’s going to get 
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a bit loud, Marco. I doubt that Ricardo is going to enjoy what I’m 
about to do to him.” Ricardo was trying to scream, but all he could 
do was gurgle loudly. The Eagle set the picker to its slowest lowering 
level, and Ricardo’s body began the long descent into the grinder. The 
Eagle lifted four large steel flaps that had been affixed to the top of 
the hopper, and as he locked the last one in place he looked at Ricardo 
and said, “Blood tends to splash. This keeps it off my floor.”

Ricardo’s feet hit the blades, and his body jerked. He let out a 
scream, and Marco cried out, “Ricardo…” He looked at the Eagle 
and said, “You’re a monster.”

Ricardo was being pulled into the grinder’s blades and was screaming 
as small amounts of blood slapped the upper sides of the steel protector.

“I’m a monster, Mr. Espranza? Don’t you think that’s the pot calling 
the kettle black? Don’t worry. You’re not going to die as peacefully and 
as fast as Ricardo here.” Ricardo was up to his knees in the machine, 
and his screaming was still loud. The ground flesh and bone were 
piling up in a catch basin in front of the unit, and the Eagle took a 
gloved hand of the meat and showed it to Ricardo and said, “Gives 
new meaning to man eat man, huh?” He carried some of Ricardo’s 
flesh over to the gurney and put it in a steel bowl on the table then 
forced a spider gag into Marco’s mouth. The Eagle forced Marco’s 
mouth open as wide as the gag would allow then began to shove pieces 
of Ricardo’s flesh into it and down his throat.” Ricardo was still alive 
and screaming as the machine ground into his thighs, and Marco was 
vomiting Ricardo’s flesh as the Eagle kept forcing it back down his 
throat. “It’s going to be a very, very long night, Mr. Espranza. You will 
need this meat for strength.” The Eagle got the last of the meat down 
Marco’s throat as the grinder struck Ricardo’s abdomen and began to 
press up on his diaphragm. Blood and stomach and bowel contents 
began to purge out of Ricardo’s mouth. Sara injected Marco with some 
anti-nausea medication as well as a medication to suppress his gag 
reflex. As Ricardo’s meat settled into Marco’s stomach, he looked on 
as the machine consumed the man up to his neck.
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The Eagle stopped the grinder and removed the meat hook 
from Ricardo’s hands. His eyes were glazed over, but he blinked 
several times, and the Eagle looked at Marco and said, “Believe it or 
not, Ricardo is still alive. His brain is starting to die, but he is still 
conscious.” The Eagle looked at him and said, “If such exists, may 
God not have mercy on your soul.” He turned the grinder back on 
and watched until all that remained was a pile of stinking flesh that 
he quickly covered up and rolled to the operating room door. The 
Eagle looked back at Marco and said, “Now, don’t you go anywhere. 
We still have much to talk about. Sara, I think that Mr. Espranza 
could use a dose of Deliverance. What do you think?”

Sara nodded and said, “It’s the perfect way to assist Mr. Espranza 
in the pain process.” The Eagle pushed Ricardo’s ground remains out 
into the hall as Sara injected the drug and walked out the operating 
room door, closing off Marco’s screams.

Sam and Riggs stood staring at the bodies of Jay and the four girls. The 
odor was strong in the room. Riggs was checking the bodies for a pulse, 
and Sam said, “They’ve been dead for hours. Can’t you smell the decay?” 
Riggs was very emotional, and Sam looked around the living room and 
said, “We need backup on scene now.” He called 911 as Sam called the 
local Sheriff’s station. Riggs was pacing as sirens could be heard off in 
the distance, and Sam asked, “When was the last time you saw Jay alive?”

“This morning. We tied one on last night, and I slept in his guest 
room. I knew he was planning to have girls over tonight, but I would 
never have expected this.”

Sam looked around the room and said, “This was an execution, 
Riggs. This was not some random act. Look at each of the bodies. 
Each has a single gunshot wound to the head.”

Riggs was pacing and pretending not to look and said, “Jay has been 
my friend my entire life. Who the hell would do something like this?”
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“You said your friend had enemies. It appears that the enemies 
finally got to him.” Two Sheriff’s cruisers pulled up in front of the 
house followed by another car that was coming up the long drive. Sam 
stepped out the front door of the house to see Jim and Chris pull up.

Jim jumped out of the car and asked, “What the fuck is going on?”
Chris got to Sam as quick as Jim did, and Sam said, “Riggs’s best 

friend and four others have been murdered execution style in the house.”
Jim and Chris both looked at each other, and Jim asked, “Where’s 

Riggs?”
“He’s in the house. He’s pretty shook up.”
Chris said, “He’s a cold-blooded killer, Sam.”
She shook her head and said, “No…no he’s not. He’s not the Reaper.”
Jim took a cigarette out of his top left pocket, lit it with his Zippo, 

snapped the lighter shut, and said, “So, we’ve been on a wild fuckin’ 
goose chase?”

Sam looked back at the house and asked, “Are Jade and Jessica 
done at the federal courthouse?”

Jim called Jade then said, “They’re en route with their CSI team. 
Chris, you better get your CSI team here, too, and one of us needs to 
talk to John because nothing is as it seems here.” Chris dialed John 
just as he saw Riggs come walking out.

The Eagle had shoved the last of Ricardo’s remains into the 
incinerator when his cellphone rang.

“John, it’s Chris. We’re with Sam and Riggs at a quadruple 
homicide in Quartz Hill.”

“Riggs is there?”
“Yes. Sam is stating that Riggs is not the Reaper.”
“Really? And how does she know that?”
Chris handed the phone to Sam and said, “You explain it to John. 

You haven’t briefed Jim and me yet.”
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Sam took the phone and said, “Riggs is not the Reaper. He has firm 
alibies for his whereabouts during all of the killings.”

John sat down after starting the incinerator and said, “Really? And 
who corroborates these alibies?”

“It’s not something to get into over the phone. I’m telling you that 
Riggs is not the Reaper.”

John was stone-faced. His mask was tucked into a side pocket on his 
body armor, and he was dripping with sweat. “And your years of police 
work have brought you to this conclusion? Your extensive investigation 
into Riggs McEllen has left you believing that you have enough evidence 
to exonerate him? That he’s not a cold-blooded hitman?”

“I have seen and heard enough from third parties and know 
enough history about the main victim that I feel strongly that Riggs 
has had nothing to do with the recent killings, and I know he had 
nothing to do with the one we are on.”

“And just how is it that you know that?”
“Because we have been together for the past five hours. He hasn’t 

been out of my sight.”
John shook his head and asked, “Is Jade on scene?”
“No. She and Jessica are on the way as is your team as well as 

my own.”
“I’m coming out there. I’ll be there in an hour.” John hung up the 

line as Sara walked out the back door of the lair.
“You look less than happy.”
“We have an idiot for a Sheriff, and I don’t know if I’m going to 

be able to get to the scene of a Reaper killing and grab Reaper before 
he vanishes.”

“What do you want me to do with Mr. Espranza?”
“Make him as uncomfortable as possible until I return.”
“Mrs. Espranza and her children are sleeping in holding room 

one. They don’t seem to be in distress, but they have to be freed, 
John. And what about Ms. Polk? She is in holding room two in a 
robe, and she is not going to sit idle too long.”
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John looked up at the night sky and drew a deep breath and 
exhaled, watching the steam from his breath rise into the cold night 
air. “Sedate Ms. Polk. I will deal with her in the morning.”

Sara said, “I called Barbara. I’m going to have her come over. 
Mr. Espranza is responsible for the murder of two of your agents 
and one of her Marshals. I’m sure she will enjoy helping.” She took 
a deep breath and asked, “I suppose the Eagle is en route to another 
more pressing location?”

“He is.”
“I don’t know who is worse, Barbara or the Eagle.”
John laughed lightly and said, “Hell hath no fury like a woman 

scorned.”
“Yeah, well, Espranza had your men killed and Barb’s man. I’m 

surprised that you would allow Barb near Espranza.”
“I have a limited time to catch a very, very dangerous killer, who 

makes all but a few that I have dealt with over the years look like 
saints. Barbara knows how to work with you, and she knows that 
I want to dispatch Espranza in my own way when it’s time. I need 
more information from him. I also need him to meet Reaper face to 
face.” Sara walked back into the lair as John walked on through to 
the garage and his truck.
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 Chapter Twenty
“If that thing hurts 

my ass, I’m going 
to kick yours.”

J
ade and Jessica pulled up on scene, and the driveway was littered 
with Sheriff’s cars as well as several FBI vehicles and a CSI van. 
Percy and Sally were standing near the house but were not allowed 

in. Sally was crying, and Percy was holding her. Jade parked the van 
and looked for any familiar faces, but there were none. The two made 
their way to the front door and into the house. Sam and Riggs were 
in the living room with the bodies. Chris was shooting video with his 
tablet, and Jim was talking to several deputies out of earshot. Jade 
walked up to Sam and Riggs and asked, “Where’s John?”

“I just talked to him. He’s en route.”
Riggs looked up at Sam and said, “John is on his way?”
Sam nodded and asked Jade, “Can you get an estimated TOD?”
“If Jessica and I can get to the bodies.” She raised her voice and said, 

“Everyone get the fuck back, and let me and Dr. Holmes do our jobs.”
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There was a parting of the group, and Riggs stepped out the front 
door and waved to Sam to follow him. Sam stepped out into the 
cool night air, and Riggs said, “We should talk to Percy and Sally. 
Perhaps they saw or heard something.”

Sam nodded, and the two walked over to them, and Sam said, “Jay 
Mayfield is dead along with several young women.”

Sally nodded, tears running down her face. “What happened?”
Riggs said, “Right now, we don’t have details. Did either of you 

see or hear anything?”
Percy shook his head and said, “We are a mile apart. We wouldn’t 

have heard anything. Jay’s house is like a fortress. How anyone could 
even get in without him letting them in has me perplexed.”

Riggs hugged Sally and said, “We will find the person who did this.”
She looked at him and said, “We have been surrounded by nothing but 

death. Death at work, death on the news, and now one of our close friends 
has been murdered. What kind of animal would do something like this?”

Sam said, “A killer without remorse. Someone who wanted Mr. 
Mayfield dead. And if what Riggs is telling me is true, it is all about 
money. I doubt there will be many tears shed in the pharmaceutical 
industry when news of Mr. Mayfield’s death reaches the media.”

Riggs looked at Sally and Percy and said, “Go home. There’s no 
sense in you standing out here in the cold night air. There is nothing 
you can do to change this. Sam and I have work to do. We have to 
try and catch a killer.” Sally and Percy started back across the field 
to their home, and Riggs said, “There’s someone I need to go see.”

“Who?”
“Someone who I think will have some answers to what’s been 

going on.”
“I’m going with you.”
Riggs shook his head and said, “It’s not safe for you. I need to deal 

with this on my own.”
“If you think you have a lead as to who is doing the killings, who 

Reaper is, then I want to be with you.”
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Riggs shrugged and said, “You’re the boss, and this is police business.”
He headed for his truck, and Sam said, “I need to let my people 

know that I’m leaving.”
Riggs looked at her and said, “You can’t do that. I have to do this in 

secret. If I’m right, then we call in the others. Right now, I am going on a 
hunch.” Sam got into Riggs’s truck, and the two drove off into the night.

It was ten after three when John arrived on scene. There were 
only a few cruisers and vans in the driveway, and he got out of his 
truck and walked into the house. Jade was making notes on a tablet 
as Jessica was filming the scene and recording her observations. 
John saw Jim and Chris talking off in a corner and walked up and 
asked, “Where are Sam and Riggs?”

Jim looked around and said, “They’re here somewhere. They were 
both on scene when we got here.”

John looked around, but there was no sign of Sam or Riggs. He 
asked Jim, “Riggs and Sam found the bodies?”

“Yeah. She’s fuckin’ convinced that Riggs is not the Reaper, and 
she has been at bat for him since we got here.”

“We need to find them.” Jim and Chris walked through the house 
looking for the two as John talked to Jade. “Do you have an estimated 
time of death?”

“Yeah…somewhere between three and six p.m. yesterday evening. 
I won’t know more until I get them on the slab.”

John looked at the four bodies and asked, “Do we have ID on the girls?”
Jessica said, “They work for an outcall escort service. Three of the 

four are under age, between fifteen and seventeen.”
John looked at Jay’s dead face and said, “So, the guy was a pedophile. 

Have either one of you seen Sam or Riggs?”
“Not since we got on scene. They were walking around the house 

and talking to investigators.”
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Jim called out, “They aren’t here, John. They’re gone.”
John said, “Chris, your tablet.”
Chris looked down at the blinking lights. All but one of the GPS 

trackers was on scene. Sam’s tracker was moving. “I have her,” he 
said. “She’s on the 210. It looks like she is heading downtown.” John 
nodded, and Chris said, “The signals are getting weak on my screen.”

“The units only last twelve to sixteen hours before they die and are 
passed through the body.”

Jim looked at John and said, “So, I’m going to shit out this damn 
thing?” John nodded, and Jim shook his head and said, “If that thing 
hurts my ass, I’m going to kick yours.”

Chris laughed and said, “What do you want to do?”
John said, “I’m going to track the signal and hope that it lasts long 

enough for me to find Sam.”
“Do you think that Riggs took her.”
“Yes, Jim, I do. I don’t think Sam has a clue as to just how much 

danger she’s in.” John pulled his tablet out and looked at the GPS for 
Sam. He cleared the others off his screen, so only Sam’s was visible 
then walked out to his truck.

Jim and Chris followed, and Jim asked, “Where are you going?”
“To catch Reaper before he kills again.”
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 Chapter Twenty-One
“Do you have any other 

surprises for me?”

E
spranza’s screaming had crept into the halls of the Eagle’s lair 
after Sara opened the door to the room while Barbara was pouring 
alcohol onto Marco’s feet. Sara shut the door, and Barbara 

asked, “Do you think I’m doing as the Eagle has asked in making 
Mr. Espranza uncomfortable?”

Sara laughed and said, “Oh yes. You’re doing exactly as the Eagle has 
asked.” Both of Marco’s eyes were swollen and black, and his toes were 
bleeding heavily. Sara looked at the floor and said, “Stop for a moment, 
Barb. I need to stop his bleeding.” Barbara put the bottle of alcohol on the 
floor next to his feet as Sara turned on a cauterizing tool. She added a few 
pieces to the end of the unit and began zapping the toes on Marco’s right 
foot. With each snap of the tool, Marco let out an even louder scream.

“Who the hell are you people?”
Barbara was now standing over Sara, who was on the floor working 

on Marco. “I’m the boss of one of the men you had killed at the federal 
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courthouse yesterday. He was a good man, a long-time Marshal, a father to 
three young children and husband to a Sheriff’s deputy who is now a widow. 
You also killed two FBI agents, and all for your sick twisted benefit.”

Sara stood up and said, “We need to leave Mr. Espranza be for a 
while.” She injected Espranza’s IV and said, “This is a nice medium 
dose of Deliverance. He’ll be nearly catatonic in a few minutes.” 
Sara looked at Espranza, who was starting to quiet down, and said, 
“Don’t worry, Mr. Espranza. The pain isn’t going away. It’s actually 
going to get much worse. You just won’t be able to express yourself. 
Also, I know the Eagle has plans for you on the torture front, and 
I don’t want to spoil all the fun you are going to have with him.” 
She pointed to the operating room door and said, “Are you thirsty, 
Barb?” She nodded and followed Sara out of the operating room.

The two women sat down in the sitting room of the lair, and Sara 
poured them each a drink. “So,” she said, “how are you feeling?”

“Pretty good. I’ve been getting tired more easily and have been 
going to bed earlier.”

Sara took a sip of the wine she had poured herself as Barbara 
drank the scotch she had been given and said, “You’re starting to get 
symptoms, Barb. They’re most likely going to get worse and fast. I 
would really like you to at least do a round of chemo.”

Barbara shook her head and pulled a cigarette out of her shirt pocket 
and said, “Nope. I’m not going to sit hunched over a toilet the last days of 
my life. I’m fine. I think a lot of my fatigue is related to the crazy hours I 
have been working. Jimmy hasn’t had a break since retiring. I haven’t had 
a break since taking the job heading the Los Angeles Marshals’ Office. 
It’s been one crazy long year, and it’s only the beginning of January.”

“John has been working ungodly hours. He has been under so much 
stress with this Reaper killer popping up after so many years, and even 
Karen and I have been deluged with issues at the hospital.”

Barbara walked out onto the deck, sat in one of the patio chairs, lit 
her cigarette, and said, “I know I haven’t said this, but it was incredibly 
kind of you and John to buy Chris and Karen their own home.”
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“The kids needed a place of their own. Karen is already talking about 
starting a family. Chris is trying to learn the ropes from John and the 
Eagle, and he is overwhelmed. Then you throw in this new psychopath 
killer for hire, and you have the makings of a hell of a mess.”

Barbara took a big hit off her smoke and asked, “How much 
longer can John keep up this lifestyle? He is a mere mortal, Sara. 
I worry that he’s going to make a mistake and end up in prison or 
worse…a victim.”

Sara looked at Barbara with compassion in her eyes and said, 
“You’re sweet to worry about John, but he’s been doing this for a 
long time. He’s no longer alone in his work as the Eagle as you have 
seen with Espranza. Chris is learning more and more, and he is really 
making a difference.”

Barbara drank the rest of her scotch and said, “Indeed. Chris is 
coming into his own, but he’s not John. He doesn’t have the training 
or the abilities that John has. He might be helpful, but he’s no 
replacement for the Eagle.” Sara filled each of their glasses once 
more and asked what Barbara meant. “I mean, there’s always been 
an Iron Eagle type killer in law enforcement.”

“I’ve heard stories, but I have never really known that there are 
others like John.”

Barbara laughed and said, “Well, there are. Jim has known about 
them for decades. He knew about John even before the fires a few 
years ago. There are a lot of good cops out there who do the dirty work 
of cleaning up the streets. Cops that deal with the dregs of society, 
the people that are so sick, depraved, and twisted that capture and 
prison are too good for them. John is just one in a long line of those 
cops, and when John stops doing this, and he will, someone will 
take his place. There will most likely be a crossover in the killings, 
but at some point the Eagle is going to meet a younger version of 
himself through a killing. It will be a killing like he does. There will 
be evidence left behind, and most likely the Eagle will hunt down the 
killer only to see himself in another’s eyes.”
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“You’re creeping me out, Barb.”
“I’m giving you the facts. I’ve been in law enforcement for over 

three decades, and the one thing I can tell you is at some point it’s going 
to happen. And in that moment, the Eagle will meet his replacement.”

“Are you saying that someone is going to kill John?”
Barbara stubbed out her cigarette and took a swig of her scotch and 

said, “That all depends on the killer. If he or she has the same values 
and training as John or the Eagle, and his or her purpose is the same as 
the Eagle’s, then no. They will meet, and then there will be a changing 
of the guard. On the other hand, if this new killer for ‘good’ isn’t as well 
rounded, trained, and educated as the Eagle, and is on a power trip and 
learns the Eagle’s identity, then yes, it will be a situation of kill or be 
killed. And there’s no way to know which it will be until it starts.” Sara 
sat a long time in silence, and Barbara got up and said, “There is no one 
on the horizon, Sara, so don’t lose sleep over it. I’m just letting you know 
that killers like the Eagle are a legacy. They have always existed in law 
enforcement all over the country and around the world. There is always 
the chance that John will get to pass the torch without a showdown 
and retire from killing. I don’t see Chris as being that killer, but I don’t 
know him that well. Who knows? People have surprised me before. I’m 
certain that John has been thinking about this for some time, and if you 
talk to him about it, it won’t come as a surprise. I’m pretty sure that I 
won’t be alive when it happens. I will most likely have long died, so I 
figured I would tell this to you now rather than you learning about it the 
hard way later.” She stood up and said, “Jesus! It’s four thirty. I need to 
get some sleep. I have a seven a.m. meeting at the office.” Sara walked 
her to the door. Barbara could see the wheels spinning in Sara’s head 
as she opened the front door for her. She leaned down and kissed Sara 
on the cheek and said, “I’m sorry for this type of conversation, but I 
don’t know how long I have or if I’ll be here when it happens. John is a 
very, very smart man. I have a feeling he already has an exit strategy in 
his mind, so don’t fret too much. Just keep the lines of communication 
open. I had to admit to Jim an affair with Howard Castro.”
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“You were cheating on Jim?”
Barbara nodded her head slowly and said, “Not very well because 

he knew about it and never told me, but yes. I was having an affair 
that lasted through our first marriage and on to my life with Jill and 
then again when Jim and I remarried.”

“If you loved this man, why didn’t you marry him?”
“Jim asked me the same question. I didn’t love Howard. It was 

merely physical. We understood each other on a different level, so 
we had a thing. I love Jimmy with all my heart. Confession might 
be good for the soul, but it can be hot lead to a relationship. I had 
never told Jim and wasn’t going to, but after Howard’s murder and 
my blind hatred for his killer,” she paused, “and telling John in front 
of Jim that I wanted my pound of flesh from the killer, I knew I had 
to come clean with Jimmy.”

“How did he take it?”
“He told me he knew about the affair and had for years. It was 

much like the night he came to my house after Jill was murdered. 
He knew that Jill and I were having an affair. He’d walked in on 
us having sex but never told me. He told me after her murder that 
he had known about the affair but that there was nothing he could 
do about it, and I think that’s the same way he felt about Howard. I 
know deep down I hurt him, but he won’t let it show, and I know that 
he will be right there with me as I take my last breath whenever that 
might be. I told him I wanted to die in his arms.”

Tears were streaming down Sara’s face as well as Barbara’s, and 
she said, “I don’t know what to say, Barb. I want to be angry with 
you, but I’m really feeling sad. John is the love of my life. I can’t 
imagine my world without him in it. He makes it all make sense. I 
can’t imagine being with another man even if I outlive him, let alone 
while he is living and breathing. I see the love that Chris has for 
Karen and vice versa, and your story breaks my heart.”

“I’m ashamed of myself, Sara, but there is nothing I can do to 
change what has happened. Don’t count yourself as one who is immune 
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to cheating. I can tell you that it is not something that you plan for. It just 
happens, and you and Karen as well as Chris and John are as capable of 
doing it as I was.”

Sara looked her in the eye and said, “I hope you’re wrong about 
that, Barb. I know my love for John is the strongest part of me, and his 
love for me is the same. I will admit that we can all fall to temptation, 
but I don’t see any scenario outside of a forced situation that would 
ever make me step out on John or vice versa.”

Barbara smiled and said, “Hold to those convictions, kid. Hold 
onto that love because men like Jimmy and John are rare. Jimmy 
knowing about my affair but saying nothing really shocked me, and 
his cavalier attitude toward it was unsettling. I don’t think that John 
would be as understanding, and I know he would be crushed. I also 
know for damn sure you would not be calm or cool if the shoe were 
on the other foot, and it would turn both of your lives upside down.” 
Barbara walked off as Sara slowly closed the door.

“Where the hell are we going, Riggs?” Sam was staring at the Los 
Angeles skyline from the 110 Freeway.

“I need to pick something up at the office.”
“You said you had an idea who Reaper was. He’s not at the office.”
Riggs had a cold look on his face as he stared out the windshield and 

said, “There’s paperwork at the office that I think links to Reaper.”
“Paperwork?” He nodded, and Sam asked, “When did this 

revelation come to you?”
“While in Jay’s house and seeing his body and those of the girls. 

He was executed as were the girls, and I have a feeling I know why 
and even who did it.”

“Okay…do you want to let me in on your theory?”
“I’m going to, Sam, I promise. As soon as I’m ready, I will. Just 

be patient.”
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Jim was standing outside of Mayfield’s home when he picked up a 
little of the conversation between Riggs and Sam in his earpiece. He ran 
back into the house and yelled for Chris, “We need to go now!”

Chris was walking slowly out of the living room in Jim’s 
direction. Jade and Jessica and their team had put the four corpses in 
body bags, and her men were carrying them out to the van. “What’s 
the rush, Jim. We’re done here.”

“Just get in my damn car. Riggs has Sam, and he’s headed for the 
Sheriff’s Department downtown.”

“But Sam’s fully convinced that Riggs has nothing to do with the 
Reaper.”

Jim just shook his head as he started the car and pulled down the 
gravel road, heading back to the city. He looked at Chris and said, 
“Sometimes, I think you got your damn gun and badge from a fuckin’ 
McDonalds drive-thru. Do you still have Sam’s signal on your phone?”

“It’s pretty weak. I can barely make it out. It looks like they’re 
on the 110.”

Jim radioed to John and asked, “Is this your frequency, IE?”
“Go ahead, Jim.”
“McEllen has Sam and is taking her downtown to the Sheriff’s 

Office.”
“I’m aware.”
“Where the hell are you then?”
“I’m way ahead of them.”
“Chris and I are heading to the office.”
“Be careful, Jim. Reaper is on the offensive. I think Riggs knows that 

we know his identity.”
“I’m aware of that, but I can’t just sit here and let Sam get killed.”
“Just be careful. IE out.”
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Riggs pulled his truck into police parking. He sat for a few seconds, 
and Sam asked what the hell he was waiting for. Riggs locked the 
passenger door, pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and said, “Put them on.”

Sam laughed at first and said, “I’m not into you, Riggs, and I’m 
not in the mood for games.”

He smacked her hard across the face, sending her head into the 
passenger’s window. The force of the strike took her by complete 
surprise, and he grabbed her hands and cuffed them together then 
grabbed her handcuffs and cuffed her hands to the steering wheel. 
“You really are an idiot, Sam. Seriously.”

Sam was starting to get her sense back and said, “Oh my God. It is 
you. Jesus Christ. You’re the Reaper.”

“That’s right, and I have a pretty good feeling that some of your 
friends have figured that out, too. I have a feeling that there is at least 
one person waiting for me at the office and most likely others on the 
way.” He reached around and grabbed her head and stuck his finger 
into her ear canal and pulled out the transmitter. He opened the door, 
threw it on the ground, and crushed it with his foot. “Do you have 
any other surprises for me?”

Sam was trying to see straight and said, “Why? Why, Riggs?”
“Money mostly, and I like killing people. I’m very good at it. I have 

to admit this is the closest I have come to being caught, and I have a 
feeling there is an old friend waiting for me. So, I’m going to go see if 
I’m right. You are my insurance policy. You see, when I get out of this 
truck and lock it with this little black fob, it goes from being a heavy-duty 
pickup to a powerful car bomb. Now, you don’t want to move around a 
lot, and you definitely don’t want to try to open the doors or kick out the 
glass because if you do.” Riggs held his hands together and motioned 
while speaking, “Kaboom. You and half the Sheriff’s Department will 
get blown to kingdom come. So, you sit here nice and quiet like a good 
girl, and who knows? If things work out, you might get out of this 
alive. If not…don’t worry. You won’t feel a thing. Your death will be 
instantaneous.” Riggs got out of the truck and looked at Sam’s terrified 
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face and said, “Don’t get me wrong, Sam. I like you. This isn’t personal. 
You had a good run, kid, but all good things come to an end. I hope that 
I don’t have to kill you. I really, really do, but I just want you to know 
it’s been a…BLAST working with you!” Riggs let out a loud laugh and 
closed the driver’s side door, and Sam heard the door locks click.

Jim and Chris pulled into Sheriff’s parking, and Jim spotted 
Riggs’s truck parked in front of the building. He and Chris jumped 
out of the car and ran for the entrance. As they approached, Jim could 
see a head in the window of the truck. He yelled to Chris, “Head for 
the truck! Sam’s in there.” He ran up to the passenger’s side door 
with Chris right behind him and said, “Sam…Sam are you okay?”

Jim was yelling to her, and she was yelling back at him as he got 
closer. “Don’t touch the damn truck. It’s a bomb!”

The men stopped dead in their tracks about two feet from the door. 
Jim said, “Say again!”

Sam looked out the window at Jim and raised her cuffed hands and 
said, “Riggs is the Reaper, and this truck is a bomb. If you touch the 
handles, it will kill all of us.”

“Mother fucker! This is bad.”
Chris looked around the lot and then called out over his headset, 

“Chris to Eagle. Do you read me?”
“I read you, Chris.”
“Where is your truck parked?”
“Across the street in the parking lot. Why?”
“You’re going to need to replace a window. I’ll explain later.” 

Chris saw John’s truck in a dark corner across the street and said, 
“Jim, keep Sam calm.”

“What the fuck are you going to do?”
“Well, if the Eagle has his bag of tricks in his truck, I’m going to try 

and defuse a bomb.”
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Jim yelled at Chris as he ran across the lot. “You know how to do that?”
“Yeah. They taught me when I was in drive-thru training at McDonalds.”

Riggs pulled his weapon as he approached his office. There was 
no one on duty in the executive offices. He saw a cleaning cart, but 
there was no one nearby. He walked into his office. The door between 
his office and Sam’s was open, and he walked over to his desk and 
pulled open his lower desk drawer. He felt around for a few seconds 
then turned on his desk lamp.

“Are you looking for this?” John was sitting in full body armor without 
his mask on with a weapon trained on Riggs, waving a small black PDA.”

A smile broke across Riggs’s face, and he said, “How did I know it 
would be you in my office?” Riggs raised his hands and showed a small 
controller to John. “If you want to know where Sheriff Pritchard is, she’s 
handcuffed to the steering wheel of my truck in front of this really, really 
nice building. In my truck that has enough C-4 in it to blow her and half 
of this building sky high. Now, I know what you’re thinking. You’ll shoot 
me and grab the fob. Won’t work, Johnny boy. It’s set to the pressure of 
my palm and fingers and, upon release, will detonate the truck, killing 
Ms. Pritchard, and I would guess Jim O’Brian who is probably here by 
now. I hope he doesn’t try to open the truck door because there will be 
a hell of an explosion. Fortunately, you and I are on the back side of the 
building and high enough up that we won’t be injured.”

John sat motionless. He could hear chatter in his earpiece from 
Chris and Jim. John said, “Have a seat. Let’s talk.” Riggs sat down in 
his chair. His gun trained on John, and John’s gun trained on him.

“What do you want to talk about? Perhaps what’s on that handheld 
tablet you took from my drawer?”

“Sure. We can start there.”



172 • Chapter Twenty-One

Chris was running back across the street with three gym bags. Jim was 
on the phone. He had his hand in the air in a hold position as he spoke, 
“Lance, I need your special skills at the Sheriff’s headquarters downtown.”

Lance Koswolski was half awake and asked, “What the fuck do you 
need at this time of the morning?”

“There isn’t much time. I have a pickup truck loaded with C-4 and 
the new Sheriff of Los Angeles County handcuffed inside it.”

Lance jumped up and threw on a pair of shorts and a shirt. Phillip was 
sitting up on his elbows in bed and asked, “What’s going on?”

Lance was talking to Jim and asked, “Can you get me a police escort? 
If you can, I can be there in ten minutes.”

“Yeah. I already dispatched two units to your place. It’s bad, Lance. 
It’s really, really bad.”

“Your men are at the door. Patrick and I will be there ASAP. Don’t 
touch the truck.” He hung up the phone and said, “Put on some pants and 
a shirt, Philly. Jim just called me to save the new Sheriff of Los Angeles.” 
While Philly dressed, Lance grabbed several gym bags out of a closet, and 
the two men were in a cruiser doing a hundred and twenty heading for the 
Sheriff’s headquarters in less than two minutes.

Jim hung up the phone and looked at Chris and said, “You might 
have been trained in some of this at the Academy, but you are no 
expert when it comes to blowing things up. I have an expert en route.”

Chris looked at Sam and then Jim and said, “Reaper could blow 
this truck any second.”

“The Eagle can hear me. Lance is on his way with Philly. Stall!”
Chris looked at Jim in disbelief and said, “It’s five in the morning! 

This truck is parked right in front of the main entrance. Don’t you think 
we should be clearing out the building and trying to disarm this thing?”

Two Sheriff’s cruisers came screeching across the parking lot 
without lights or sirens. They stopped ten feet from Jim, and Lance 
and Philly jumped out. Lance opened a bag and assembled several 
long poles with mirrors on the ends. He walked over to the truck and 
began to survey the situation.
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Jim said, “The killer is in the building with the Eagle. He has this 
thing set to remote detonate.”

“Who’s the killer?”
“Reaper. Real name’s Riggs McEllen.”
Lance got a smile on his face and said, “Riggs is the Reaper? 

Wow! Now, I don’t get surprised too often but that is surprising. The 
good thing is that we served in the same unit in the Corps, and we 
were both munitions experts…so I know his work.” Lance crawled 
down on the ground and under the truck with a flashlight in his mouth 
and a small black bag of tools. “Well, the first thing I need to do is 
disable the remote detonation system, so that dumb ass can’t blow us 
all sky high from inside.”

Jim and Philly were standing away from the truck, and Sam was 
sitting very still. Chris looked at Philly and asked, “How the hell did Jim 
get you here so fast?”

“Cops. If there is one thing cops love to do, it’s to drive fast.”
“So you all were in the Marine Corps together?”
Jim nodded as did Philly and said, “It’s a small world, man.”
Lance said, “Hey guys?”
Jim called back, “Yeah.”
“We have a problem here, Philly. I need some pre-detonators. Riggs 

has grown with the times. He sure as hell knows what the fuck he’s 
doing. The C-4 bricks are set up as a single circuit to the detonator caps. 
If I disrupt even a single field, the whole thing blows, and we aren’t 
talking about one or two bricks. We talking an entire undercarriage of 
nothing but C-4. If this fucker blows, it will take half a block with it.” 
Philly found the small units and handed them to Lance. He was quiet 
for a few seconds then said, “Philly, I need you under here.”

Philly got down on his knees and crawled under the truck. Jim and 
Chris could see both men’s feet and then heard Philly say, “Holy fuck!”

Lance laughed and said, “Would be nice to have an iRobot now, 
huh? We’re going to have to focus on the remote detonator. It looks 
like it’s wired into the truck’s alarm and locking systems.”
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“What the fuck are you going to do?” Jim asked.
Lance said calmly, “First, I’m going to disrupt the remote signal 

to the main detonator switch, so if you two idiots have key fobs for 
your cars, don’t fuckin’ touch them as any signal could detonate the 
whole damn thing.”

“That isn’t going to solve the problem, though. All of that C-4 is still 
on a circuit and has detonator caps.”

“Thanks for the news flash, Chris. Once I disable Riggs’s ability 
to remotely detonate this mess, then Philly and I will attempt to cause 
the detonators to fail open.”

Jim said, “You’re going to kill us all if you detonate that shit.”
Lance’s feet were moving under the truck as he laughed a little 

and said, “No, Jim. I am trying to cause all of the firing pins to fail 
‘open,’ which means they will not detonate, and then we can pull the 
pins, or the bomb squad can move the truck to a secure location and 
dismantle the C-4 safely.”

Chris looked at Jim and said, “It’s the only option.”
Jim asked, “Can the pins fail closed?”
There was silence, and Chris looked at Jim and said, “That is not a 

question to ask to men who are trying to keep us all alive.”
“Why the fuck not? It’s a valid question.”
“It is, and, yes, they can fail closed, and the opposite effect 

will take place.” Jim’s face went sheet white as Lance and Philly 
continued their work.

It was ten to six, and no one had shown up in the office. Riggs looked 
around and said, “Interesting. Where is everyone?”

“Most likely being kept far away from the building so that there are 
as few casualties as possible, Riggs.”

“Ah, the logistical mind of Jim O’Brian. I wonder if he has called 
in the bomb squad.”



Reaper • 175174 • Chapter Twenty-One

“Why all this trouble, Riggs? So you’re the Reaper. You knew sooner 
or later someone was going to figure it out, and you’d be caught or killed.”

Riggs was seated in his chair with his hands on the desk with 
the fob in one hand and his weapon in the other, both aimed at John. 
“What the hell makes you think that you guys are the first to figure 
out who I am? As a killer for hire, it’s an occupational hazard…you 
know…people figuring out who I am. Over the years, several have, 
and no one has lived to tell about it.”

“Except me.”
“You didn’t know I was the Reaper back then, John. I didn’t even 

have a name. You just happened to have been in the wrong place at 
the wrong time. I couldn’t risk you blowing my cover. I had to shoot 
you. If I remember correctly, I was disguised as a black man, and you 
and your first wife had just gotten married.”

“Yes. Boyle Heights…a housing project. You were wanted for 
the murder of a police officer. My partner and I stumbled onto you 
by accident, and you shot us both.”

Riggs nodded and said, “Things were easier back then. No 
computers or heavy surveillance systems and cameras. Whatever 
happened to that poor bastard that I shot with you?”

“You hit him in the cervical spine, which left him a quadriplegic. 
He lived for five years after the shooting before dying of pneumonia 
at thirty-two. I was with him the day he died. He drowned in his own 
mucus and phlegm.”

“Oh, man, that’s a hell of a way to die. Ventilator dependent?”
John nodded and said, “Everyone left him, his wife, his kids, the 

department. He died in a nursing home in Van Nuys and would have 
died alone if I had not stopped in to see him every week.”

“Drowning in his own fluids. Helluva way to go. I want it fast. 
You know, a head shot, if possible. But you wouldn’t let me die that 
way, would you?” John slowly shook his head, and Riggs laughed 
and said, “And the body armor you’re wearing isn’t FBI issue, is it?” 
John shook his head once more, and Riggs asked coldly, “You’re the 
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Iron Eagle?” This time John nodded, and Riggs said, “We both know 
only one of us is walking out of this building alive, right?”

John shrugged and said, “You never know, Riggs. You just never 
know. So, why kill Sam?”

“It wasn’t what I intended. My truck is loaded with C-4, and my 
intention was to blow up my apartment complex with the illusion of me 
being in it then move on. There’s enough C-4 to level the building, and 
even DNA would be a tough match and would take years, if not longer. 
But…the best laid plans. You know how it is. Sam started asking questions; 
I ended up entrapped by a childhood friend, that’s Jay, by the way. I had no 
choice but to kill him. He was a bit of a freak. The Eagle would have gotten 
to him eventually. He liked to fuck young girls and had his place wired 
with cameras and microphones. He ended up calling his escort service, and 
I fucked a couple of girls a few nights ago that turned out to be underage. I 
promise you, John. I did not know. I don’t do things like that. They looked 
of age and acted like it. Jay called me at my office and told me what he had 
done, thinking he could blackmail me, so I killed him.”

“You didn’t just kill him, though. You killed the girls.”
“They’d seen my face, John. Jay made up a Mr. Smith name for 

me, but I couldn’t risk them seeing me on the news or something while 
still doing police work and ratting me out. It’s sad, but they had to 
die.” Riggs’s right hand was trembling with the gun in it, and he said, 
“Hey, you’re not going anywhere, and neither am I. Can we put the 
guns down so there isn’t an accident? My hands are getting weak, and 
I don’t want to accidently kill everyone before it’s time.” John nodded, 
and the two men dropped their weapons. John put his into his lap, and 
Riggs put his on his desk, but both had their fingers on the trigger.

“So, your plan is still to kill all the people that you can here today?”
“Well, yeah. I mean, you and I are here, and Jim and Chris know my 

alter ego as does Sam. I was hoping for a higher body count. You know, 
the DNA thing. People blown to bits are often never identified, and 
Riggs McEllen would just be one missing amongst dozens and dozens. 
Then Reaper moves on to another location and takes on a new identity.”
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 Chapter Twenty-Two
“I want to be the 

one who sends him 
straight to hell.”

“G
ot it,” Lance said as his feet moved under the truck.

The sun was rising, and Jim called out, “Does that ‘I got 
it’ mean you have disabled the remote detonation?”

“Yeah…at least I feel pretty good about it. The key fob shouldn’t 
work, but give me a second. We’re running the length of the truck 
to make sure there are no back doors.” Jim and Chris stood waiting. 
Traffic had been stopped on the street in a three block perimeter 
around the building, and all staff had been removed as well. There 
was an eerie quiet that didn’t sit well with Jim.

“Look, guys, the fact that Riggs hasn’t blown the damn truck, 
and you’ve been under it for nearly fifteen minutes, tells me he is 
either an idiot, or he has no intention of blowing it.”

Sam lifted her head up inside the truck and called out to Jim. He 
walked over to the window, and Sam said, “Riggs is not an idiot. I 
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am. I don’t know why we are still alive, but he intends to blow this 
truck and me and you and anyone else in the area to kingdom come.”

Philly pushed himself out from under the truck, and Jim said, 
“WELL?”

Philly threw his hands in the air and said, “I’m not the munitions 
expert. Wait for Lance.”

Several more seconds went by, and Lance said, “Chris, you learned 
a lot about this shit at the Academy, right?”

“Yes, Lance. Why?”
“Come down here. I need another set of eyes, preferably eyes that 

have seen more modern bomb making technology.” Chris crawled 
under the front of the truck where Lance’s feet were sticking out, and 
the two men met eye to eye, and Lance pointed a flashlight at his face 
and said, “Hey, Philly. Too bad Chris is straight. He’s a stud!” Jim 
laughed, and Sam dropped her head in the front seat. Lance pointed 
to a blinking red light under the passenger’s seat of the truck and 
asked, “Have you ever seen one of those? It’s not a part of the truck’s 
assembly or security system that I’m aware of.”

Chris looked hard at the small silver box and said, “It’s a default 
radio control. If the key fob fails, the killer can use a cellphone signal 
to set off the explosives. How much have you disabled?”

“Everything tied to the truck’s computer. I checked all of the 
linkages, and the current is only going one direction through the C-4.”

Chris nodded and pointed at two small black boxes with multiple 
colored wires running from the sensor to the boxes under the passenger 
compartment and said, “This must be his backup. If he can’t detonate 
the whole thing, he can at least blow the truck and kill anyone nearby. 
It’s only tied to bricks of C-4. We can’t touch that.” Chris was shining 
the light around, looking at the box, and then said, “I don’t see a pressure 
device. It looks like it is a straight radio remote detonator.”

Lance called out to Jim and said, “Break the driver’s side window 
and pull Sam out.”

“Will the truck explode?”
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Philly shook his head, grabbed a pair of bolt cutters from one of 
the gym bags, and said, “If it does, we won’t know it,” and walked 
around to the window and smashed in the glass.

Riggs looked at his desk clock and said, “Six thirty. Well, John, 
I would love to continue this conversation and trip down memory 
lane, but I have a plane to catch.” He pressed the key fob, but nothing 
happened. He lifted the gun but had not heard the two shots fired by 
John, the first from John’s Luger nine-millimeter with a silencer. The 
second was from John’s tranquilizer gun. The bullet hit Riggs in the 
right shoulder, and the force pushed him back in his chair.

John sat for a few seconds and said, “You see. I told you we might 
both make it out.”

Riggs dropped the key fob on the desk and was starting to pass 
out as he pulled his cellphone into view and pressed a button. “Well, 
you and I might be leaving here alive, but Sam is dead, and that will 
have to be enough for me.” There was a loud explosion that rocked 
the building, and John called down to Chris.

“Sam is alive, John. Sam is alive. Lance, Philly, and I were able 
to disarm all but two bombs. We got her out, and everyone is safe.”

“And the rest of the C-4?”
“Lance disabled it. It’s harmless. The firing pins are trashed. For 

that matter, so is the truck.”
Jim grabbed the phone out of Chris’s hands and asked, “Tell me 

you have that son of a bitch, Riggs.”
“I have him. Ask Lance to bring my truck around the back of the 

building, so I can get Riggs out of here. I’m in full body armor, and 
I don’t want the media to see me like this.”
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Jim looked at Lance and then asked John, “Why do you want 
Lance to pull your truck around?”

“Because my truck is booby-trapped, too, and Lance can start it 
without blowing everyone sky high.”

Jim looked at Lance and said, “John’s truck is across the street. 
He wants you to move it because…”

“Got it. Tell the Eagle I’m on my way.”
Jim asked, “Did you get that?” John laughed and said yes. “Have 

I been driving around in a bomb with you?”
“You could say that.”
“I can say that? I can say that? Oh, fuck you, Swenson. How the 

fuck long have I been riding in a bomb?”
John was pulling Riggs’s unconscious body out of the chair and 

putting him over his shoulder and said, “Don’t ask questions you 
don’t really want answered.”

Jim pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket and said, “Fuck 
you, John. Fuck you!”

He hung up and looked back at the office entrance with Riggs’s 
truck half in the building and half out and looked at Sam and said, 
“Well, look at the bright side. With some plumbing work, it can be 
an indoor-outdoor fountain.”

John emerged from one of the secure tunnels to find his truck and 
Lance waiting. “How did you know I would come out here?”

Lance laughed and said, “There is really only one truly private 
entrance and exit to this building. I figured you would want as little 
fanfare as possible.”

Lance took Riggs’s body off John’s shoulder and said, “He’s 
bleeding pretty good from his right shoulder.”

“It’s a flesh wound. The Eagle will do a lot worse to him this 
afternoon.”
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“So…do you need anything else from us?”
“Yeah. Come by the house. I have a few people I need remanded 

over to the FBI.”
Lance smiled and asked, “Prison or protection?”
“Have you ever known of a person leaving the Eagle’s lair that was 

going to prison?” Lance shook his head and ran around the building.

The left side of Sam’s face was swollen, and her wrists were 
bloody from the tight handcuffs and the roughness with which she was 
extracted from the truck. The bomb squad had cleared the building and 
had the truck up on a flatbed covered in blast blankets. Sam and Jim 
were walking in a side entrance, and she said, “Blast blankets?”

“Just to be safe. They’re taking it out to the desert where they 
will detonate the rest of the explosives.” The building was bustling, 
and Jim walked Sam to the cafeteria and grabbed an ice cream from a 
freezer and said, “Put this on your face. It will help with the swelling.”

He ordered two cups of black coffee and then walked Sam back 
out to the smoker’s bench. He sat her down and handed her the coffee 
and put a cigarette into her swollen mouth and lit it for her then lit 
his own and sat next to her. She pulled the ice cream away from 
her swollen face and took a deep drag off the cigarette and asked, 
“Aren’t you going to say it?” Jim shook his head slowly. “Why not, 
Jim? Why the fuck not?”

Jim had taken a big hit off his smoke and said releasing the smoke 
into the morning air, “This is how you learn. You weren’t all wrong 
about Riggs.”

“How the fuck do you figure? I was defending the Reaper. I 
bought into all of his bullshit.”

Jim laughed and said, “You were too close to the case. The guy 
was your second-in-command, a position you’re going to have to fill 
again, and we are going to have to figure out what type of story we 
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are going to spin on his just up and going missing. I blame myself as 
much as you for this whole situation.”

Sam cocked her head with the cigarette hanging out of her mouth 
and asked, “What the hell do you have to feel blame about?”

“I fucked up. I didn’t see Riggs for who he really was.”
“How on earth could you? I was defending him; his stories were 

checking out. Shit, Jim, I was starting to have feelings for the guy. I 
really admired him and all of the shit he was feeding me.”

Jim took the last hit off his cigarette and said, “Well, Reaper is now 
in the talons of the Eagle. Who knows what fresh hell awaits him.”

“Yeah, well, I want to see that son of a bitch before the Eagle 
kills him.”

“Those feelings don’t sit well with that badge, do they?”
“No…but neither does the fact that my second-in-command is a 

cold-blooded killer who wanted me dead, too.”
Jim nodded and said, “He wanted a lot of us dead. I have a feeling if 

he hadn’t fucked up, and the Eagle hadn’t caught him, we would be dead.”
Sam nodded and stood up. “Well, do we need an invitation from 

the Eagle?”
Jim nodded and said, “It’s best to let him extract information 

before we see him. I will send him a text and tell him you would like 
an audience with Riggs before he meets his maker.”

“I want to kill the son of a bitch, Jim. That’s what I want. I want 
to be the one who sends him straight to hell.”
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 Chapter Twenty-Three
“The true bad guys…

you never see them coming.”

S
ara and Karen were sitting in the waiting area of the lair when 
John walked in with Riggs over his shoulder. He didn’t say a word. 
He just walked back to operating room one and threw him on a 

gurney then stripped and strapped him down. Sara and Karen helped, 
and Karen asked, “So, this is the elusive Reaper?” John nodded.

Sara set the IV. She dug deep with the twelve-gauge needle, but 
Riggs didn’t flinch. “You knocked him out cold.”

“I didn’t want him coming to until I had him here and secure. I 
shot him in the right shoulder. Let’s wake him up for surgery.” Karen 
hung the bag, and Sara started the IV drip and injected stimulant into 
the IV that brought Riggs to quickly and in great pain.

He looked around and saw Karen and Sara and said, “Jesus. 
You’re all in on this shit with the Eagle?” Sara placed several surgical 
instruments on a small steel table as Karen draped his shoulder and 
poured alcohol on the wound, which sent him into a screaming rage.
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Riggs had not noticed Marco on the gurney across from him, 
and John asked Karen to wake him up. She injected a stimulant into 
Marco’s IV, and he awoke screaming as well.

Riggs looked over at Marco and said, “The Eagle got you, too?”
Marco’s face was swollen, and he could barely open his eyes, 

but he could see and said with slurred speech, “I’m doomed for my 
crimes. How did he find you?”

Riggs was about to speak when Sara cut into his shoulder with a 
scalpel. Karen stood next to her and handed Sara instruments as she 
needed them.

“Retractor.” Karen handed the instrument to Sara, and as Sara 
pulled one side of the wound open Karen pulled the other. Riggs 
let out a scream, and John stuffed a rag in his mouth. “The bullet 
shattered his collar bone and just missed several major arteries.” She 
looked up at John and said, “Nice shot!” He nodded, pulling the 
tranquilizer dart out of Riggs’s neck. “Forceps.” Karen handed her 
the tweezer-like instrument, and Sara dug out the bullet. “Do you 
want me to do any fancy needlework here?”

John poured several salt packets into the wound then more alcohol 
and said, “Tape him closed.” Riggs had tears streaming down his 
face as Sara and Karen closed the wound with surgical tape. The salt 
was seeping out along with blood and alcohol, and John looked over 
at Marco, who was trying to look away, and said. “Keep watching, 
Mr. Espranza. You have a long day ahead of you, too.”

Marco’s feet were purple and swollen, and his toes were 
unrecognizable. The Eagle pulled a pair of bolt cutters from the 
cabinet and asked Karen to pull Riggs’s right thumb out. The snap 
of the bolt cutter sent screams through both Riggs and Marco. John 
cut off the left thumb as well and laid them in Riggs’s lap. Karen was 
cauterizing the bleeding as Riggs began to slip out of consciousness.

John stuck a syringe of liquid into Riggs’s IV and said, “No sleeping! 
You and I still need to have a conversation.” Riggs eyes shot wide open 
as Karen finished. The smell of blood and burnt flesh was overwhelming, 
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and Karen stepped out of the room for a few moments then returned. John 
strapped Riggs’s head to the gurney and said, “We are going to leave you 
two to talk. There are some other folks who want to…pay their respects.”

Lance and Philly were sitting in the foyer of the lair in suits and 
ties. Lance asked, “What else do you need from us? We took Mrs. 
Espranza and her children back to their home, and they are asleep in 
their own beds, and your agents arrived as Philly and I were leaving.”

 “I need you to take Candice Polk to her hotel, so she can retrieve 
her things and then drive her home.”

Lance asked, “You don’t think that a high-powered U.S. Attorney 
is going to give us a little trouble?”

John shook his head and walked down the hall to where Candice 
was being held. He put on his mask and walked into the holding 
room where Candice was sitting quietly with a blank look on her 
face. “I heard screams, screams of agony.”

The Eagle nodded and said, “Two men who work for me are 
going to take you to your hotel and then home. You are safe now. You 
no longer need my protection.”

Candice was teary-eyed and asked, “You have Espranza?” The 
Eagle nodded. She looked away and said, “There was another voice. 
Is that the Reaper?”

“Yes, Ms. Polk. I have both Mr. Espranza and the Reaper.”
“And you’re just going to let me walk out of here?”
“You will be blindfolded, of course, but once you are away from 

this place you are free to do whatever you wish.”
“How can you do such cruel things to people?”
“Cruel gets what cruel gives, Ms. Polk. I simply dispense a more 

intense justice. These animals are not worth the taxpayers’ money, 
and you know that. If Espranza were placed back in custody, would 
he be there long?”
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Candice shook her head and said, “No. He would get out. He 
always does.”

“And if he were back out, your life would be in danger, as would 
the lives of a lot of others, including his own wife and children. Marco 
Espranza is an animal, a sadistic, cruel animal, who has others do his 
bidding, and he himself dishes out cruelty to those close to him. Mrs. 
Espranza told me the things he has done to her; things you would never 
imagine any human being should have to endure. Death is even too good 
for him, but that is all I can supply. A slow and painful death.”

Candice stood up and wiped her eyes and said, “That won’t bring 
back the dead.”

The Eagle shook his head and said, “No…but it will end his 
tyranny. It will bring peace to people like you and his family, and 
it will give him a taste of his own medicine. The last words I say to 
the condemned in my custody before killing them is, ‘May God not 
have mercy on your soul.’ I send them on their way, Ms. Polk, after 
brutalizing them far worse than they brutalized their victims. While it 
might seem barbaric to you, you haven’t seen the things I have. For 
every killing that is attributed to me, there are dozens more that never 
see the light of day. People so perverted and so revolting that their 
crimes never make it to the radar of the police or other authorities.”

“Then how do you know of them?”
“I pay attention, Ms. Polk. I pay very, very close attention.” The 

Eagle took a thick black bag from a drawer in the corner of the room 
and said, “I’m going to put this over your head. You will be led out by 
my men and taken back to your hotel, where they will release you.”

“And if I decide to contact the FBI, talk to Agent Swenson or 
Mantel, and tell them what you did here?”

“That is your right, Ms. Polk.” The Eagle covered her face and 
then took her by the arm and led her out of the holding room and 
down the hall. Lance and Philly were well disguised and didn’t say a 
word. They just took her by the arms and led her out of the lair and 
into their car.
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As they were driving away, Candice asked, “When does this head 
covering come off?”

Lance was sitting in the back seat with her as Philly drove and 
said. “In just a few minutes, ma’am. In just a few minutes.”

Sam was nursing her bruised face when Jim knocked on her 
office door.

“Feel up to taking a ride?’
“Where?”
“It’s a surprise.”
Sam smiled weakly and grabbed her coat. She followed Jim to his 

cruiser. The two drove off down the 110 Freeway headed for the 10 
Freeway, and Sam asked, “So, the Eagle has the Reaper?”

Jim laughed and said, “Oh, yes, and he has been extracting a 
great deal of information about his clients and contacts.”

“I still can’t believe it was Riggs.”
Jim pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket and lit it. Sam did 

the same, and Jim said, “The true bad guys…the really, really bad 
guys…you never see them coming, Sam. Believe me. You never see 
them coming.”
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 Chapter Twenty-Four
“…the nightmares will 

be him coming for me.”

O
livia and her children awoke in their own bedrooms. She heard 
Adolfo calling her with an urgent tone and jumped out of bed and 
ran to him but ran right into a man standing near her bedroom 

door. She screamed, which made Adolfo and Bertha scream as well.
The man had a clear wire coming out of his ear and moved to calm 

everyone down. “I’m with the FBI. We are your protection detail.”
Olivia grabbed the kids and went downstairs where two more 

men were stationed, one in the back of the house and the other in the 
front. She asked the agent near the front door, “How did we get here, 
and who put you in charge of us?”

The agent had a stone-faced look and said, “We arrived early this 
morning. You and your children were in your beds. Our supervising 
agent, Special Agent Chris Mantel, ordered the security, Mrs. 
Espranza. I know very little outside of that.”

“How long are you going to be here?”
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The agent shrugged and said, “Until we are relieved. I’m sure 
Agent Mantel will be by to see you later this morning.”

Olivia walked into the kitchen where the children were eating 
some fruit. She asked the children if they remembered coming home, 
but both shook their heads. She pulled some bowls from a cabinet 
and poured the children and herself some cereal, and the three sat at 
the table eating.

Adolfo asked, “Where’s Papa?” Bertha was eating her cereal, 
oblivious.

“Your father is away, Adolfo.”
“For how long, Mama?”
“I don’t know, son, but I have a feeling it’s going to be a long 

time.”

Sam’s face dropped as Jim pulled into John’s driveway and 
parked. Jim had been smoking a cigarette and took one more deep 
hit off it and asked, “Are you sure you want to see this? Get involved 
in this?” Sam nodded slowly and deliberately, and Jim said, “I have 
been pissed at a lot of the people that the Eagle has taken, but I have 
stayed out of the killings other than watching Randy Walker die.”

“You helped the Eagle and Chris kill Walker?”
“I helped to restrain him, that’s all.”
Sam took a deep breath and said, “But none of us tried to stop 

the Eagle, did we?” Jim shook his head and opened the door. “That 
makes you and me and all of those there accessories to murder.” Jim 
nodded and pointed to the front door.

Sara and Karen were sitting in the living room when Jim and Sam 
walked in. The two were in white medical robes with green scrubs 
underneath them. Sam could see that both of the women had blood 
on their scrubs and both were drinking bottles of water. Jim asked, 
“So… how’s it going?”
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“Productive. It’s been very, very productive. The Eagle has 
extracted confessions out of Espranza and Riggs. Riggs has been a 
harder nut to crack and really didn’t have as much information on his 
clients as he did about his killings.”

“I didn’t think that Riggs would have much on his clients,” Jim 
said. “A true hitman doesn’t usually know who his clients are…only 
the targets he’s been hired to terminate.”

Karen took a drink of her water and said, “Well, I can tell you that 
Riggs is one sick fuck. Some of the shit he’s done to people makes the 
Iron Eagle look like a saint.”

Sam asked, “Where is he?”
“I’m right here, Sam.” Jim sat down and Sam looked over at John 

standing in the entrance to his lair.
“I want to see Riggs,” Sam said.
John nodded and said, “Follow me. I’m just finishing up some 

dental work.” She followed him into the lair and down the hall to the 
operating room. Marco was suspended in midair, nude, from the cherry 
picker. She looked at what was left of his feet and legs and turned 
away only to see Riggs.” He was seated with his head pulled back on 
the gurney. His lips had been removed, and his mouth was bloody. She 
could smell tooth decay and the burning odor from the drill.

Riggs looked at her and said, “I’d give you a thumbs up, but this 
sick fuck cut ‘em off.”

John pulled over the small table of tools he’d been using on Riggs 
and said, “Sit, Sheriff Pritchard.” There was a small wheeled stool 
next to him, and she sat down as he handed her a ballpeen hammer 
and said, “I left his fingers and toes for you.”

She took the hammer in her shaking hands then looked up at 
Riggs, whose head was back. She held the hammer in her hands and 
then stood up and looked into his eyes and asked, “Why?”

“Money. Mainly money and the joy of killing.” Sam handed the 
hammer back to John, and Riggs snickered and said, “I knew you 
didn’t have the balls. You’re a joke as Sheriff. I give you six months 
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before you resign or have a breakdown. I was hoping to hang out for 
a bit as your assistant because when you go down I would have your 
job, but it didn’t work out the way I planned.”

“You would have killed me in that truck.”
“Of course, you cunt. It wasn’t how I planned to see you leave 

the world, but, hey, the opportunity presented itself, and I took it. 
Shit. My only regret is that I didn’t get a piece of your fine ass before 
the Eagle got me.” Riggs was laughing and coughing as Sam stood 
in silence. “So, what now, Sam? Are you going to arrest me and the 
Eagle? You knew who the Eagle was from the start, huh? Were you 
going to tell me John’s dirty little secret, so we could collude to lock 
his ass up? I would just have put a bullet in his head the minute I 
knew his alter ego. I didn’t need this shit.” Sam took the hammer 
from John and proceeded to smash Riggs’s toes. With each blow, 
Riggs cried out, “You bitch. You fuckin’ lesbo cunt!”

When she had finished with his toes, the Eagle stopped her and 
said, “I think you’ll find this much more…satisfying.” He handed 
her the bolt cutters and held the Iron Eagle branding iron ready to 
cauterize the flesh.

Sam opened the cutter and put it over Riggs’s pinky and said, 
“You would have raped and killed me if you had gotten the chance. 
That was your plan all along, wasn’t it?”

Riggs was slipping out of consciousness, and John said, “Hang 
on. He can’t answer you, and we want him to both answer you and 
feel what is happening to him.”

John injected the stimulant, and Riggs came to screaming, “Yes, you 
cunt. I was planning on raping you at Jay’s house then putting a bullet in 
the back of your head after you had taken a throat full of my man juice.”

Sam snapped the cutter hard, and the pinky shot across the room. Riggs 
screamed, and Sam just kept going until she had removed all of his fingers 
as if she were trimming fingernails. John was burning the stubs shut when 
Sam grabbed a steel pipe and smashed it across Riggs’s knees. The force of 
the blow opened both kneecaps, exposing tendons and bone.



192 • Chapter Twenty-Four

She looked on in horror at what she had done, and John said, “He 
won’t be doing any more walking, Sam. It’s fine.” She dropped the 
pipe and ran out of the operating room. Marco was moaning as he 
hung by his wrists, and Riggs was crying with his head restrained. 
John looked at both men and said, “I will be just a moment, and then 
I’ll start inflicting the real pain that you both deserve.”

John found Sam in the hall and grabbed her by the shoulders and turned 
her to face him. “Oh my God, John. I’m a killer. I’m no better than him.”

John held her firmly and said, “You didn’t kill Riggs. He is quite 
alive…for the moment. I will deal with him.”

“I don’t like what I just learned about myself.”
John sat her down and got her a bottle of water and asked, “And 

what did you learn?”
She took a sip of the water and said, “I could do this. I could do 

what you do. I’m capable of pure evil.”
John laughed. “You’re hardly evil, Sam. That animal in there is 

a cold-blooded killer. He doesn’t care who you are or what you have 
done. He’s a gun for hire, a torture expert, and a self-obsessed killing 
machine. He’s as close to inhuman as you can get.”

“You are nearly an emotionless robot, John. The Iron Eagle is a 
cold-blooded and uncaring killer.”

John sipped his water and said, “The Eagle doesn’t kill innocents. 
The Eagle rids the world of scum like the two in that room. You know 
that they don’t deserve to live. You know that both of those men have 
inflicted a thousand times more harm than I can ever extract out of them. 
Death is too good for them, yet it is the only thing I can offer. And it 
must be done slowly, so they beg to die until the Eagle allows it.”

Sam sat back and said, “I’m scared, John. I’m scared that I am 
like you, or that I will become like you. Jim was right. I should have 
just let you or the Eagle deal with Riggs.”

 “No. Jim was wrong. You aren’t like me or the Eagle. You’re 
not a trained, well-disciplined killer. You’re a human pushed into an 
unusual situation. You just discovered a hidden human instinct.”
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“And what instinct is that?”
“The killer instinct. We all have it. Some can suppress it; others 

act on it in cruel and inhumane ways, and others can harness its power 
and use it for good.”

“Where do I fit in?”
“That’s a question only you can answer. You will have to lose 

sleep and have nightmares until you sort it out.”
“And if I can’t sort it out and go over the edge?”
John laughed and said, “There’s no fear of that happening. You’ll 

be fine. You learned the fate that Riggs had for you and what he really 
thought of you. You have no idea how close you came to being a victim. 
He would have ignored your pleas as he tortured and raped you.”

“I have already felt the savageness of his hands. The nightmare 
will be him coming for me and getting me.”

John finished off his bottle of water and said, “Well, there you 
have it. You acted on your instincts, and in the end you are more 
afraid of what he could have done to you than what he did to you.”

“Are you going to keep these two alive for a long time?”
“Yes…harmless but alive…and in as much pain as I can until 

either the sheer amount of pain kills them, or I just decide that I 
have had enough of them and kill them. No matter what, you can be 
assured that it will take time, and they will suffer the pains of hell.” 
Sam walked out of the room without a word and joined Sara and the 
others. She had blood on her hands and clothes, and Sara walked her 
to the wet bar and helped her wash up.

Jim stood up and walked into the lair and asked John, “So, what 
did Barb do to Espranza?”

“She started to piece Marco out with a pair of bolt cutters, not to 
mention some pretty hard shots to the face. She must have one hell of 
a right hook because she knocked out a bunch of Espranza’s teeth.”

“Oh, you don’t want to be on the receiving end of a beating from my 
wife. She may seem cool and collected, but she is one hundred percent 
Irish and will open up a can of whoop ass on anyone who crosses her.”
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John laughed and said, “I need to do a few more things with these 
two before I head into the office. Give Chris a call and see if Olivia 
and the children are okay. I also expect that one of us is going to 
receive a visit from Candice Polk.”

“About the Eagle?”
“Yeah. She’s an attorney and prosecutor. It’s in her blood. She’ll 

want to know what we’re doing on the Eagle case. It’ll be interesting 
to see if she admits to having been abducted by him.”

Jim nodded and said, “My bet is she won’t.”
John laughed as he walked back into the operating room and said, 

“I’ll take that bet.”
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 Chapter Twenty-Five
“I’ve never seen you 

do anything like that.”

T
he screaming coming out of operating room one was deafening 
when Sara opened the door. Marco was elevated with his small 
intestines hanging down to the floor. There was a small stainless 

steel basin that the intestines were lying in, and Sara said, “If you 
perforate his bowel, the smell is going to be overwhelming.”

“I have no intention of perforating it, just allowing it to hang 
out of him, pulling on his other organs. Take a look at his liver. He 
would’ve been dead in a few months if I hadn’t gotten him.”

Sara looked at the fatty yellow organ and said, “Severe cirrhosis. 
I’m amazed he’s alive at all.”

John looked up at the clock on the wall and said, “Ten a.m. I need to 
get out of here. I have to meet up with Chris and talk to Mrs. Espranza.”

Sara looked at Riggs and asked, “What have you been doing to 
him?”

“Come see!”
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Sara walked up and then put her hand over her mouth as she made a 
heaving gesture. “Oh God! I have never seen you do anything like that.”

“Yeah. I was thinking about some new ways to extract pain, and 
this one seems to be working well.”

Sara stared down into the Y-shaped incision the Eagle had made in 
Riggs’s upper torso. His eyes were open, but his head was restrained, 
and she could see the man’s heart beating in his chest and his lungs 
rising and falling with each breath. “You’re doing a living autopsy?”

“Only taking parts that he doesn’t really need.” He pulled a 
bloodied towel off a large stainless steel bowl next to the gurney and 
showed the contents to Sara.

“Spleen, gallbladder, one kidney, upper lobe of the pancreas, 
thyroid gland, and stomach. You must have him on a high dose of 
Deliverance.”

“Yeah. He’s wide awake and can’t say a word. Can you give a 
dose to Marco, so he will shut up, please?”

Sara grabbed a syringe and pumped the medication into the IV, 
and Marco went silent. “Are you going to drape Riggs while you’re 
out, or are you going to close him up?”

He pointed to some surgical draping material and said, “Drape 
him. It’s not like he’s going anywhere.”

She looked into the open cavity and said, “Make sure you irrigate 
him well before you drape him, or he’ll dry out and die before you 
want him to.”

“Way ahead of you. I have a saline mix all made up. Help me pour 
it into him and drape him, please.”

Together they worked until eleven, then they showered and 
dressed and headed to work. Sara asked when John would be home, 
and he said, “No later than five. I have to finish up with those two 
tonight.” Sara nodded and drove away.
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It was ten after one when Candice showed up at John’s office. 
She had asked to speak with him and reception cleared her, and she 
went up. John was working when she knocked on his office door.

“Ms. Polk, to what do I owe the honor of your visit?”
“I need to talk to you.”
“Please have a seat. Jim O’Brian and Sam Pritchard are on their way 

to my office. We’re going to have some lunch. Would you care to join us?”
Candice shook her head and asked, “Where are you at on the 

Eagle case?”
John looked up with a surprised look on his face and asked, “Why 

do you ask?”
“I ask because I think that you and your people know more about 

the Eagle’s identity than you are releasing to the public.”
“You know I can’t discuss an active case with you, Ms. Polk. I can 

assure you, however, that if any one of my people, myself included, 
knew the identity of the Eagle we would have him.”

Jim’s voice boomed behind Candice as he and Sam walked into 
John’s office. “Ms. Polk, why are you asking Agent Swenson about 
the Eagle investigation?”

“I just wanted to know if there have been any new developments 
in the case, that’s all. If he is caught…”

“When he’s caught,” John said. “I will be prosecuting him.”
Jim laughed and pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put it 

in his mouth as he and Sam sat down. “The Eagle is a ghost, Candy. No 
one will ever catch him. I for one admire him. He cleans up the streets 
and takes out the lowest of the low, people who aren’t even on our radar.”

She looked at Jim and said, “That’s just fine, Jim, but the law is 
the law, and no one is above it.”

“You’re alive because Agents Swenson and Mantel put you under 
protection, thus keeping the Reaper and the Eagle away from you. 
You should consider yourself lucky.”

“What the hell either of those killers would want with me I still 
don’t fully understand.”
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John said, “And you never will, Ms. Polk. Now, why the sudden 
interest in the Eagle case?”

“Nothing. I just wanted to know if you were close or had leads 
on him.”

Sam said, “We are trying, Ms. Polk, but the Eagle is always one 
step ahead of us, but he will, as all killers do, slip up, and that’s when 
we will catch him.” Candice thanked all of them for their time and 
walked out of John’s office.

Jim looked at John once she was out of earshot and said, “Fuck! 
Now, I owe you a free lunch at Santiago’s. Where’s Chris?”

“With Olivia Espranza. With Marco gone and his gang disbanded, 
Mrs. Espranza should be able to live in peace. I’m going to keep a 
small detail on her for a week just to make sure no one bothers her.”

Jim nodded as did Sam, and Sam asked, “Do you think that anyone 
in Espranza’s organization suspects her of wrongdoing?”

John shook his head and said, “No. I think there will be a power 
struggle south of the border, but I doubt it will involve her. She’s 
young and smart. She’ll land on her feet.”

Jim said, “Enough of this shit. Let’s go to Santiago’s, so I can 
have a beer and a hamburger. I’m starving.” Sam shook her head as 
the three walked out of John’s office headed for lunch.

Chris was sitting in the living room of the Espranza home. Olivia 
was on a sofa in a very skimpy bikini, and Chris asked, “Is that your 
normal home attire, Mrs. Espranza?”

Olivia looked at him and said, “It is what Marco has ordered I wear 
when he has company. The rest of the time I am ordered to be nude.”

“Marco is not here, Mrs. Espranza. You don’t have to live by his rules.”
She had tears in her eyes and said, “I want to believe you, Agent Mantel, 

but it’s going to take time. I’m afraid Marco’s going to come through the 
front door. And if he sees me dressed, he will beat me or worse.”
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“I assure you that your husband will never walk through that door 
again. I am going to keep these men with you for a week while things 
settle down, and then if all is quiet, they will go. If you are contacted 
by anyone from Marco’s gang, please call me immediately.” He 
handed her his business card and stood up.

Olivia stood up as well, and the string on the side of her bottoms came 
untied, and they fell to the floor. She didn’t react, only walked over to Chris 
and gave him a hug and said, “Thank you, Agent Mantel. Thank you.”

Percy was walking the tier and checking on prisoners when he 
received a page to go to Oliver’s office. He handed off a clipboard to 
one of his men and said, “Gotta go. God wants to see me.” The men 
laughed as Percy walked out of the SHU.

Oliver was seated at his desk with a cup of coffee, and Sally was 
seated across from him with a less than happy look on her face. Percy 
walked in and said, “You want to see me?”

“Have a seat, Percy.” He did, and Oliver said, “I understand that 
there has been a bit of misfortune out near your home. A friend of 
yours was murdered?”

Percy nodded and looked at Sally and asked, “Did you tell Oliver 
about Jay?”

Sally shook her head, and Oliver said, “It’s all over the news. My 
wife Janice is also dealing with the death of one of her Marshals, 
who was a bailiff at the federal courthouse.”

Percy looked at him and said, “We’re devastated about the death 
of a dear friend that we’ve known for years.”

Oliver had his fingers clasped together in front of him and said, 
“Yes, yes. I’m so sorry to hear of this. I noticed that the FBI was 
interested in the fact that you were on duty when the two men were 
murdered here at the prison. You also led the killer around before he 
murdered inmate Munera, isn’t that correct?”
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“Yes…but I have heard nothing more on the subject. I was in the 
wrong place at the wrong time, that’s all.”

“Indeed. You were in the wrong place at the wrong time multiple 
times this past week.”

“Just what the hell are you implying, Oliver?”
“I’m not implying anything. I am stating facts. And since we have 

two dead prisoners on your watch and one killing we know was on a 
guided tour, I am asking myself, as are those above me in Sacramento, 
just how much you knew about this situation and is this just gross 
negligence or were you an accomplice?”

Sally was tearing up, and Percy got louder and said, “I have cooperated 
with state and federal authorities. The authorities have not indicated that 
they believe I had anything to do with the killings. I have been in the 
prison system longer than you have, Oliver, and I’ll be damned if I’m 
going to let you railroad me out of this building and my career.”

Oliver said, “You have the years in to retire, Percy. You have 
plenty of experience you could take into the private sector. I’m not 
saying that that is going to happen, but we all feel it would be in your 
best interest and ours if you took a little time off.”

“Time off?”
“Yes. Internal Affairs is looking the case over. You know this is 

under review by the higher ups. I’m getting a lot of pressure to move 
you out of the prison, and I don’t want to do that Percy. I know that 
you and Sally have been together for a lot of years, but even she is 
getting pressure. I’m ordering you to take some time off.”

Percy stood up and asked, “Just how much time are we talking about?”
“Two weeks. That’ll give investigators more time to go over 

everything, and it will give me some breathing room.”
Percy started to speak when Sally interrupted him and said, “Percy, 

take the time off like Oliver has asked. There is plenty of work on the 
ranch. I have a lot of time off due me, and I will take it with you.”

Oliver shot Sally a look then said, “Oh no…you’re my second-in-
command. You’re not taking two weeks off.”
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“Oliver, you and I know you are trying to cover your ass. This all 
happened on your watch, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to sit at my 
desk writing reports and dealing with Sacramento while my husband 
sits waiting for his termination. I have the time earned, and I’m going 
to take it. You deal with Sacramento and the meetings and all the rest of 
this shit. I’m sick and tired of your crap and covering your ass. You’re 
incompetent, Oliver, and with me out of here Sacramento is going to see 
that right away, and then the only person who will be leaving this prison 
will be you.” Sally stood up and followed Percy out of Oliver’s office as 
he yelled obscenities like the two had never heard from him.

Percy followed her into her office and said, “Aren’t you afraid 
that he will fire you?”

“He can’t fire me. He’s up to his ass in alligators. We take our 
time off and let Sacramento learn just what an asshole he is, and in 
two weeks I will be the warden, and he knows it.”

The two walked out of the office with Oliver following them and 
yelling. “I swear I will have both of your asses out of here.”

The elevator doors opened, and Sally and Percy stepped in, and 
Sally said, “Good luck, Oliver. You sure as hell are going to need it.”
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 Chapter Twenty-Six
“I swear I can feel when 

death enters the lair.”

J
ohn and Sara met at the house just before five. Chris and Karen 
had stopped by as well, and the four stood in the driveway chatting 
about general stuff. John looked at them and said, “I have business 

to attend to.”
Chris nodded and asked, “Do you want help finishing off Riggs 

and Espranza?”
“Sure. I have just a bit more misfortune and cruelty to heap on 

what’s left of them.”
Chris followed him into the house as Karen and Sara stood in 

the front foyer. Sara looked around and then over into the Eagle’s 
lair where the wall had been left open. Karen watched her for a few 
seconds and asked, “What are you looking for?”

Sara smiled and said, “Death…I’m looking to see if death is 
anywhere about.”

“You’re kidding, right?”
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Sara shook her head and said, “I never kid about death. He’s not 
here yet, so it looks like it’s going to be a late night. Would you like 
to have some dinner here with me?”

Karen looked around and nodded slowly, saying, “You’re starting 
to creep me out, Sara.”

Sara laughed and said, “Just starting to creep you out? Have you 
been under a rock the past few years? It’s just a sense I get when the 
Eagle is getting ready to end a bad person. I swear I can feel when 
death enters the lair.”

“Perhaps I need to get you on my couch.”
Sara opened a bottle of wine and said, “It’s too late for that. Now, 

let’s go fix something tasty for dinner.”

John and Chris walked into the lair, and Chris asked, “Did you get 
anything worthwhile out of Riggs?”

“A laptop, a tablet, and two smartphones.” John threw him a pair 
of coveralls and said, “It’s a bloody mess in there, and it’s going to 
get worse.”

Chris put on the coveralls and followed John into operating room 
one. “So, if you have his data, we can learn a lot from it.”

“No, we can’t. It’s all encrypted.”
“So get Riggs to unencrypt it.”
“I wish it was that easy, but he claims that he can’t do that because 

the algorithms used for the encryption are set to self-destruct based 
on access.”

“Are you telling me that the guy put a damn self-destruct program 
on his own information?”

“Yep… and he can’t undo it either. He set it before I grabbed him.”
“What are you going to do?”
John opened the operating room door and said, “Try and find a 

workaround if I can. And if not, everything will be lost forever.”
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Chris shook his head and said, “So, all of this was for nothing?”
“No. I got Reaper, so at least a cold-blooded murderer is off the 

streets. What happens after I’m finished with him, I don’t know.”
“Go after the data storage facilities. We’re the FBI. We can get 

whatever we want.”
John laughed and said, “If we could get anything we wanted, we 

wouldn’t need half the cybercrimes programmers and hackers we 
have. There is also the issue of the First Amendment, and there will 
be hell to pay going into that. I will leave that to Washington and the 
lobbyists and the higher ups at the Bureau to deal with. Right now, 
we need to rid the world of two animals.”

“So…you’re going to turn this over to the Bureau?”
“No. I’m going to work on it myself, but we have cases…back 

logs of cases…that our cyberunits have been working on for years, 
with litigation ongoing. We’ll let government work through the 
courts. Right now, we will deal with these animals and their crimes.”

Chris whispered to himself, “Yeah…until the situation comes 
home to roost.”

Riggs’s badly distorted face was front and center, and Chris 
looked at the surgical blankets covering his body and saw that he was 
still breathing. The odor from the men’s open wounds was strong, 
and Chris said, “Oh, for God’s sake, John! I have never seen this 
kind of carnage from the Eagle.”

John called him over and said, “Help me remove these coverings. 
I need to complete his autopsy.” Chris pulled several of the coverings 
off and what he saw made him vomit. Riggs’s organs were still 
pumping, and John took a scalpel from the table next to him and 
said, “Now, how about I run your bowel?” He injected stimulant into 
the man’s IV, and he began to cry out as John stuck his hands into 
the open body cavity and began to pull his intestines out. “If you’re 
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finished puking, Chris, come over here and remove Mr. McEllen’s 
penis and testicles.”

Chris wiped his mouth, took a scalpel, and made two incisions into 
Riggs’s scrotum. He ripped out each testicle then cut the suspensory 
ligament and pulled Riggs’s penis out and cut it off.

John had just finished putting the last of Riggs’s intestines into a 
bowl and said, “Wow. Looks like you’ve done that before!” The two 
men laughed as Riggs slipped in and out of consciousness. John kept 
giving him more and more injections, and Riggs would scream then 
pass out. It went on for nearly an hour.

Marco just hung from the picker. His bloody body had already 
been emasculated, and his wrists were mangled by the leather wraps. 
John stopped working on Riggs and looked at Chris and said, “It’s 
time to kill these two.”

“So, how do you want to do it?”
John pointed to the meat grinder and said, “Start up the unit. 

Marco is ready to go, so let’s grind our point home.”
Chris fired up the grinder and moved the cherry picker over to the unit 

until he had Marco’s body above it. “How slow do you want him to go in?”
“Set the mechanism to its lowest level. We’ll need some ear 

protection, though.” Chris pressed the button on the remote then 
walked over and washed his hands and handed John a pair of earplugs 
as Marco’s feet hit the blades. He was screaming as Riggs just stared 
up at the ceiling above him.

John reached into Riggs’s chest and pulled out his still beating heart 
and showed it to him. “It’s strange, isn’t it, how much trauma the human 
body can withstand? It’s been some time since I held a beating heart.” 
Marco was screaming loudly, and John laid the heart near Riggs’s chin. 
“You can feel your heart beat while I bid Mr. Espranza farewell.”

He walked over to the grinder where Marco was up to his pelvis and 
said, “Marco Espranza, even this death is too good for the likes of you, but, 
alas, I can only do so much. I’m sending you on your way now, to God if 
such exists. And if he does, may God not have mercy on your soul.”
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Marco was spitting up blood and other fluids as the grinder hit his 
diaphragm. John and Chris watched as the man’s head lowered into 
the unit. A few seconds later, they heard Marco Espranza’s severed 
skull striking the catch basin.

“Okay, let’s finish up with Riggs.” John stepped back into Riggs’s line 
of sight and said, “You did take good care of yourself, Riggs. I have to hand 
it to you. You have a healthy heart and lungs. This death is too good for you 
as well. I only wish I could make it last longer, but it’s really not practical. 
You raped and murdered hundreds of men, women, and children over your 
long career as a killer. I can’t even begin to give you the punishment that 
you deserve. So, I’m going to send you on your way by ripping your heart 
out. If there is a God may that God not have mercy on your soul.”

Riggs coughed and said softly, “Right back at you, John. Your day 
is coming. And if there is a hell, you can be sure I will be the first in a 
long line of your victims waiting for you.” Chris just stared, and John 
took a scalpel and slit Riggs’s aorta on the underside of his heart, so 
the blood would run into his chest cavity. He laid the heart down on 
the man’s chest, and he and Chris watched as it began to flutter and 
Riggs’s pupils started to dilate.

John took a bone saw off the table and ran the blade across Riggs’s 
throat, removing his head. He held it up to Chris and said, “If you look 
carefully into Riggs’s eyes, you will see that he’s not dead yet. He will 
remain conscious for anywhere from thirty to ninety seconds.” John 
took the skull and placed it face down on the table with the internal 
organs and said, “Let’s get these animals into the incinerator, so I can 
clean up this room, and we can have some dinner.”

Jim and Barbara were enjoying a drink on their deck. “I feel like 
I haven’t seen you in a week, Barb.”

“It’s been pretty crazy, Jimmy. I sure as hell hope that life slows 
down some, so we can take a break.”



Reaper • 207206 • Chapter Twenty-Six

Jim sipped his scotch and asked, “So, how are you feeling?”
“A little tired, but that’s due to putting in a lot of hours the past 

few weeks.”
“And what are Sara and the doctors saying about the cancer?”
“What is there to say? It hasn’t gone anywhere, but neither have 

I, Jimmy. I’m not ready yet. I still have things to do.”
Jim lit two cigarettes and handed one to Barbara and asked, “And 

just what is it that you still feel you have to do?”
She took a deep drag off the cigarette and smiled and said, “Live, 

Jimmy, and keep on living. That’s what I still need to do. I’m not 
leaving you alone until I absolutely have to.”

Jim was tearing up and said, “When it hurts too much, you tell 
me, okay?”

Barbara took a swig of her scotch and a hit off her smoke and said, 
“Oh yeah. I’ll tell you.”

Jim was quiet for a few seconds and stared out at the darkness of 
the surf below.

“Are you in pain now?”
“Nothing I can’t control with some aspirin or Tylenol.”
Jim laughed as he stubbed out his cigarette and said, “You are one 

stubborn ass woman.”
“And you love me for it, don’t you?” Jim nodded, putting his 

hands over Barbara’s. She smiled and said, “I picked up Chinese on 
the way home. You hungry?”

“Yeah.”
“Well, what are you waiting for? I’ll feed you, and then you can 

eat me!” Jim nodded his head enthusiastically and followed her into 
the kitchen. “Still like what you see in this old broad?”

Jim laughed and said, “Oh, fuck yeah. And you aren’t old. You’re 
one fine piece of ass.”
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Maria was in the kitchen when she heard Sam come in. “Sam, is 
that you?”

“It’s me, my love. How was your day?”
Maria was standing over several steaming pots. She took one look at 

Sam and dropped her utensils and ran to Sam, who collapsed in her arms.
“I never thought I was going to see you again.”
Maria teared up and asked, “My God! What happened to you?”
“My second-in-command turned out to be the Reaper…and he 

tried to kill me.”
Maria was holding Sam tight and said, “Well, you’re here, so I 

assume that Riggs is dead.”
Sam nodded and said, “If he’s not dead yet, he will be. He’s in the 

talons of the Eagle.”
Maria didn’t respond to the comment. She looked at Sam’s still 

swollen face and said, “I’ll draw you a bath and bathe you. Dinner’s 
ready, so we can eat at will.”

Sam was shaking as Maria helped her stand and walk to the master 
bathroom. Maria started the tub and undressed then undressed Sam and 
helped her into the warm water. She left the bathroom for a few seconds 
and returned with a bottle of scotch, two glasses, and a small bucket of 
ice. Sam listened as the ice tinkled against the glass as Maria filled them 
and then heard the ice cracking as the warm scotch hit the ice.

Maria handed a glass to her then grabbed the bottle and put it on 
the edge of the tub and turned on the jets. She looked at Sam and 
said, “You got him. He didn’t get you. You’re safe here at home, and 
when you want to talk about it you will talk about it.”

Sam smiled, swigging the drink down, and poured another. “Just 
a heads up…I’m probably going to have some insomnia for a while 
as well as nightmares.”

“I’m here to talk, and I will be here to hold you. I don’t know what 
you saw or what happened, but I am here for you.”

Sam smiled a weak smile and said, “I love you, Maria. Right now, 
I’m just thankful to be home.”
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Encryption
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Seventeen

Prologue

I
t was just before sunrise, and Kevin Bartlett and Coco Harold sat 
staring at a computer screen. Kevin’s finger was hovering over the 
Enter key on the keyboard, and Coco sipped the energy drink that 

she and Kevin had been sharing and asked, “What’s the problem? 
Press the damn key.”

Kevin pulled his hand back and looked at her, bathed in the light 
of several desk lamps. Her short brown hair and pale skin were offset 
by her piercing black eyes. He cocked his head and said, “If I press 
that key, the computer world as we know it will be gone forever.”

She shook her head and said, “It’s not gone forever. It’s in the 
cloud; it’s encrypted.”

“Jesus, Coco! If anyone finds out that we have created this 
encryption algorithm, we’re dead.”
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She rolled her eyes and asked, “Why do you have to be so damn 
dramatic? We have created the perfect encryption app. Once we launch 
it, the web as the world knows it will be gone forever. But it’ll change 
the world for the better, and the app will live on the web. Anyone can 
download it and protect their data from the prying eyes of family, 
friends, husbands, wives, employers, the state, and the government. 
And the beautiful thing about it is the app will work on any device. 
Come on, Kevin. We’ve just created the most advanced encryption 
software ever, and you’re getting cold feet now?”

“Yeah, maybe, a little. I mean, once we go live, anyone in the 
world can download the app. Once we release it, anyone can use it 
both for good and for bad.”

Coco sat down at her tablet next to Kevin and started typing code.
“What are you doing?”
“Clearing your stupid mind of doubt.”
Kevin watched as Coco typed code for nearly an hour. When she was 

finished, she plugged it into the application and asked, “Now, are you 
satisfied? We can backdoor into the software and read the information 
of anyone who uses the app. I even put in a shitload of tags that will 
alert us if someone is going to use the software for bad things.”

“We’ll be able to backdoor our own app? Isn’t that dangerous? I 
mean, what if we get pinched by the state or feds, and they want us 
to backdoor it?”

She rolled her eyes and said, “The access is proprietary. Any attempt 
to override it will destroy the whole application, and even we can only 
access the data three times and then we’ll get locked out.”

Kevin looked at the screen and smiled, “So, it’s a one, two, three 
strikes, and you’re out?”

“Strike one, we see the data and decide if the user is dangerous. 
If we decide the file or information is trouble, we can open it up 
anonymously. Strike two comes if we download any files and save 
them to a flash drive or any other storage device to give to authorities.”

“And strike three?”
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“After the information has been accessed and downloaded, if we 
or law enforcement tries to log in after downloading, the back door 
closes forever, and the user data is destroyed.”

Kevin smiled again and said, “Well, we won’t put that into the 
T&Cs, will we?”

Coco shook her head slowly and said, “I hired you because you are 
great at writing code. I’m a hacker. Together, we created the most secure 
encryption in the world, and it can run on ALL platforms.”

Kevin nodded and ran a few tests on the application until he was 
satisfied that the back door worked as Coco said it would, and it did. He 
looked at her and asked, “What symbol do we want for the app?”

“How about the Jolly Roger?”
“A pirate symbol? But this isn’t a pirate application.”
Coco opened Adobe Pro on her tablet and began to move some 

images around on a black background. She handed the tablet to Kevin 
and asked, “What do you think?”

“I think people are going to think twice before downloading this app.”
“That’s what we want, isn’t it? This is an application dedicated to 

those who understand the meaning of privacy, and, in a sense, the image 
of the evil Jolly Roger is just that much more compelling.” Kevin agreed, 
and Coco placed the image into the coding, and it was staring back at 
them in a matter of seconds. Kevin hit the Enter key, and the app went 
live. Coco smiled and said, “The app is live in TOR. I bet it will only take 
a matter of hours before it hits the main web. Word of mouth will travel 
fast. Hey, are you hungry? I have a couple of sandwiches I brought over.”

“What did you bring.
“Oh man. I made a couple of BLTs that are to die for.” Kevin nodded, 

and she handed him a sandwich and an energy drink, and the two sat and 
ate and talked. After about a half hour, Kevin started to double over with 
stomach pain. He went to the bathroom, and Coco sat at her computer 
reading the download information on the new application.

Kevin called out and asked, “Do you feel okay?”
Coco smiled as she typed and said, “Oh…I feel just fine.”
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Kevin emerged from the bathroom covered in sweat. His face was 
sheet white, and he asked, “What the hell was in that sandwich.” He started 
to stagger and fell down onto a love seat in a corner of the apartment.

“Well, I have to be honest with you, Kevin. I needed you to write 
the code for me. You made a really, really good point when you asked 
what would happen if we were to get ‘pinched’ by the cops or the 
feds. Secrets can be damn hard to keep, so since only you and I know 
about the application and its fundamentals…you have to die.”

Kevin said weakly, “Why are you doing this to me?”
“Oh, the answers to that question are very, very detailed, and you 

have only a few more minutes before you…expire. Let’s just say that 
you served your purpose in helping me create an application that will 
help me rule the world.”

Kevin’s eyes were getting heavy, and he asked, “But how?”
“You were so busy creating the application that you never 

really thought about its true implications. It’s not just an encryption 
application, silly. It’s an unencrypting application.”

“You mean…” His voice trailed off before he could get the rest of 
the words out.

“That’s right. I’m watching the downloads piling up, and everyone 
who gets the app not only encrypts their data, but it’s unencrypted on 
my side of things, so I can use it to download everyone’s private data 
and use it as I see fit. It will be very, very profitable. Too bad you 
aren’t going to live to see it work.” Kevin was gasping for air as Coco 
packed up all of the computer equipment and routers. She picked 
the small room clean, and there was no trace of the computer center 
that had once been there, just a few cases that she could carry out of 
the unit. She checked Kevin for a pulse, but there was none. “Your 
mother will find you in the next day or two when you don’t call, and 
your death will look like natural causes. Farewell, pal.”

She locked the place up, put the two cases in her car, and drove 
away. She looked at the clock on her dashboard and pulled out her 
cellphone and dialed a number. “The app is live.”
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“Yes, I see that. Excellent work. And Mr. Bartlett?”
“He passed away this morning.”
“Now, that’s very sad. I guess you will get his cut.”
Coco smiled and said, “I think that’s only fair. Wire it in Bitcoin to my 

account in TOR.”
“It’s in process, along with Kevin’s portion. What are you going to do 

with all that money?”
“Keep a low profile for a while. Once Kevin’s body is discovered, 

sooner or later the trail is going to track back to me.”
“You weren’t that sloppy, were you?”
“Hardly. I recruited Kevin using TOR, and I met him in many 

public places as well as slept with him. Too many people have seen us 
together to have people not look me up to report his passing.”

“Wow. Dead at twenty-three. What a shame.”
Coco laughed and said, “Yeah. I hear the sadness in your voice. I’ll 

contact you again in a few days. We need to let things settle.”
“There have been over five thousand downloads of ‘Jolly Roger’ 

in the past hour.”
She smiled as she exited the 101 Freeway in Westlake and said, 

“Wait for it. We will be in the hundreds of thousands in the next 
twenty-four hours and millions in a matter of days.”

Cindy Bartlett let herself into her son’s apartment when he didn’t 
answer the door. “Kevin, honey, did you forget we’re having lunch 
today?” There was no response, and she walked through the apartment 
and saw Kevin laying on the love seat. She approached quietly and 
said, “Kevin, sweetheart, why aren’t you up?” Cindy could see very 
quickly why her son wasn’t responding. His eyes were wide open as 
was his mouth, and she knew immediately that he was dead. She put 
her hand over her mouth as tears welled up in her forty-five-year-old 
eyes, and she put her hand on Kevin’s face and called 911.
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Jim was reading a newspaper in his office when his cellphone 
rang. “O’Brian.” He perked up in his chair and said, “Calm down, 
Cindy, calm down. Where are you?”

“I’m at Kevin’s apartment in North Hollywood. Jimmy, Kevin’s 
dead.”

“Give me the address. I’m on my way.” Jim hung up the phone 
and walked out of the office once occupied by Riggs and told Sam, 
“I have to go. One of my dearest friends just found her twenty-three-
year-old son dead in North Hollywood.”

“Homicide?”
“I didn’t get any details. I haven’t seen or talked to her in twenty 

years.”
“Then what’s the urgency, Jim. She couldn’t have been that good 

of a friend.”
Jim took a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put it behind his 

ear and said, “She is a hell of a friend, Sam. We just drifted apart.”
“Are Jade and Jessica on scene?”
“I don’t know.”
“Well, do you want some company?”
Jim shook his head and said, “No thanks. I just wanted you to 

know that I’m heading out.” Sam nodded as Jim walked out the door.

Barbara was sitting in her office after moving prisoners into 
holding when her cellphone rang. Jim’s voice was quiet on the other 
end of the line.

“Barb.”
“What’s wrong, Jim?”
“I just got off the phone with Cindy. She just found Kevin dead in 

his apartment in North Hollywood.”
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“Oh God, Jimmy! Do you know anything yet?”
“I’m en route. I know nothing other than Kevin is dead.”
Barbara started crying and said, “Oh, Jimmy, Jimmy. I’m so sorry. Do 

you want me to come?”
“No. I’m meeting Cindy at the apartment. I assume Jade and 

Jessica will be there to do their jobs. I will call you later.”
The line went dead, and Barbara put the phone in her lap for a few 

seconds then called John.
He could tell that she was crying and asked, “What’s wrong, Barb?”
“It’s Jim, John. He needs you.”
John was staring out his window at the bullpen of agents moving 

about and said, “If Jim needs me, why hasn’t he called me?”
“Because he’s on the way to his son’s apartment in North Hollywood.”
John’s eyes widened. “Son? Jim never mentioned having a son. 

You two don’t have children, do you?”
“No. Jim got his high school sweetheart pregnant several years 

before we met. The relationship didn’t work out, and Jim has been 
estranged from his son. They haven’t spoken in years, but his mother 
just found their son dead at his apartment. He’s going to need you, John. 
Please go.” She gave him the address, and he told her he was on his way.

Barbara hung up the line and put her head in her hands and said, 
“Oh God! This is going to kill him.”
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