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The half-time show began.  High-energy music filled the stadium as a hip-hop group from the 
nineties took center stage.  The hyped up crowd cheered and applauded.   All of them oblivious to what 
I was about to do.  How they would hate me if they knew.  
            They'd call me a killer. They'd be wrong.  I’m not some sociopath that slices throats of victims 
just to hear them squeal from pain, nor am I some psycho who attacks out of anger, venomous jealousy, 
or lust.  I am an exterminator, paid to do a job.  But this job was different as it would come with a little 
side effect of personal satisfaction. It may even be therapeutic.    I'd wondered if that’s why 
Eli Jimanez assigned me to this task; a job for his old friend Colonel Randolph J. Briggs.
           
            It was meticulously planned.  My team was all in place—just as my prey’s teammates were in 
place on the field to protect their precious quarterback from the opposing team.  Nobody thought to 
protect him from me.  Just like nobody thought to protect his victim  at that country club party, nor to 
believe her story when it went public.  Poor Tiffany Briggs, I swallowed the lump that rose in my 
throat, as I thought of her.  But today is the day I slay that demon, that monster that plagues her 
nightmares. 

Oh yes, I know about the nightmares…I have nightmares of my own.  Nightmares of being 
kidnapped, at age 17 by men that were blackmailing my father.  Nightmares of their leader, MacAllister 
leaning over me...toying with me.  The horror of what he intended to do to me.  When I heard about 
what Brad Jensburg had done to Briggs' daughter, it brought back memories I had fought hard to bury. 
 Perhaps that's why this extermination was so significant to me, so important. I had been 
incognito as a cheerleader for the past few weeks. I blended in, wearing a wavy, auburn wig.  Red high 
boots,  bright yellow and white striped hot-pants and a red spandex crop top.  I looked like Ronald 
McDonald, if he were female, and if she were a whore.  I followed the other girls into the dressing 
room, primping in preparation for their segment of the show.  In an over-sized duffel bag I had stashed 
more than cosmetics and pom-poms. I grabbed it quickly, as the other girls sat primping in the mirrors 
for hours.    I smirked, looking around at the model/actress wannabees, each of them vainly 
preoccupied with her own beauty. Each lost in their own blissful oblivion.   Good.   I remembered a 
vital lesson my father had taught me, when I first entered the business.  “If you see an opportunity to  
jump, then jump.  Timing is everything.”  
            At that thought, I could not help it that the corners of my mouth turned up.  I couldn’t fight a 
smile if I tried.  Perfect.  I slipped out, unnoticed by the other girls.    I closed the door behind me, and 
looked around.  The security guard was not at his post.  Evidently, Mace had done his job. The coast 
was clear.     I noticed that the tiny red speck of light was out on the surveillance cameras.  Trevor has 
done his job too—now it was time for me to do mine.

With the cameras out, security wouldn't be able to view any footage of a redheaded cheerleader 
walking down the corridor, headed straight to the maintenance man's supply closet. I walked inside, 
closing the door behind me.  There was my next disguise, my other alias Jose Cortez. Other people 
have seen Jose around the stadium complex.  Portly, middle aged, hard working maintenance man who 
keeps to himself mostly due to the fact that he is mute.  Little did they know that Jose did not exist...not  
really.  He's a foam suit, complete with mask and foam latex gloves, which even had faux fingerprints 
meticulously etched into them.  Usually, our experts used a completely fictitious pattern—but not this 
day.  Not for this job.  



We had set this up to look like a drug-induced suicide.  Another member of our team, incognito 
as one of the Bulldogs, tacked a suicide note to Jensburg's locker.  Both sets of gloves contained 
fingerprints identical to Jensburg's.  Incidentally, these suits also helped to prevent our own DNA—
hair, skin, and blood—from being found at the crime scene. 

Once fully suited up as Jose, I stuffed the cheerleader gear, red wig and all, into the duffel bag 
and stashed it behind a lose ceiling tile.  I double checked that I was armed with all the weaponry I'd 
need, conveniently stashed in the pockets of Jose's coveralls, as well as his tool belt.  I smirked beneath 
the heavy mask, and stepped out into the corridor; Closed, and locked the door behind me.  

There's a chill I get down my spine if I thing something is going to go wrong...
and I got that chill at that moment. Odd, considering that everything had been so meticulously planned. 
Two razor-sharp daggers were stashed in my tool belt, ideal for the job at hand. 

The Colonel was paying a very big price to ensure that the monster that raped his daughter was 
exterminated.  Since the courts wouldn't convict the bastard, Colonel Briggs sought his own form of 
swift justice.  Eli had assured him he came to the right place, and that “The Blade” was the right 
assassin for the job.  I could not let him down. 

I stormed down the hallway, toward the men's restroom which was a frequent stop of Brad 
Jensburg, star quarterback of the Bulldogs, junkie, untried and unconvinced rapist, unregistered sex 
offender.  The reign of terror he's been carrying out behind the scenes ends today.  
His fans—full of blind adoration—whether above me in the stands, or at home in front of their 
televisions waited for him to run back onto the field after half-time.  It was my job to make sure they 
were disappointed.  Too bad. I thought to myself, They should pick their idols more wisely.  

I'd disappointed several people in the past ten years, doing what I do best.  Including, my own 
mother, who left us when I was five after she found out what my father really did for a living.  Word 
got back to me recently that she was dismayed when she found out I had followed in his footsteps and 
became what she had called him the day she walked out—A murderer. If she only understood...

We're merely exterminators, ridding the world of filth and scum. He was a human cockroach 
that I was about to hunt down and squash. I just needed to sneak up behind him in the restroom. Then, 
while he's leaning over the sink for his usual snort of coke, slash his wrists leave him bleeding on the 
ground.  

The adrenaline rush charged through me.  Suited up, and carrying a broom I stormed down the 
hallway.  Determined.  The weight of the suit not slowing me down.  The stomp of my work boots 
echoing down the corridor made me wonder if the insect I was stalking could hear me coming...

I passed a stadium employee in business casual wear, nodded to him.  He nodded back with a 
smile.  I did not know him, but I had seen him before strutting around the stadium acting important.

As I turned the corner, I came to the men's restroom that had become Jensburg's coke hide-out. 
My heart raced. Beneath the mask of my alter-ego my lip twitched.  I pushed open the door, and 
unwittingly startled Jensburg who was just standing up, after leaning over the small mirror on the 
counter.  My prey turned to face me.  Beneath the mask, I sneered.  Yes, he was big.  Hence his 
nickname “Big Burg.” But I had taken on bigger. His short, blonde hair drenched with sweat.  His face 
was flushed.  Traces of white powder still under his nose. 

“What are you doing here?” He asked.  I didn't answer. “What are you doing here man?  What 
the fuck are you doing here?” 

My teeth gnashed.  I had missed the opportunity to sneak up on him from behind.  This is one 
job that was obviously not going to go according to plan. I needed to focus.  I needed to improvise. 

“You don't belong in here man,” Jensburg said, in a vicious tone. “You know the rules.”
Yeah, I knew the rules—all of the employees of the stadium knew that this restroom was off-limits 
during game time.  However, I was not a stadium employee—and I had a job to do. 
I shrugged.  

“What's wrong, moron.”Jensburg said “Don't you speak English?”  



  My heart beat faster.  Throat tightened.  I needed to act fast. My hands clenched my broom.  I didn't 
need this stalling...and Jensburg was high as a kite, giving in to cocaine-induced rage.  As he came 
toward me, I flipped the broom.  Twirled it in my left hand, my stance firm. I just had to knock him out 
and then finish the job. 

He let out a mocking laugh, “Alright, Bruce Lee. Let's go.”  He ran forward, quicker than I 
anticipated, and grabbed the broom.  This was not going as expected—not at all. His adrenaline rush 
from PCP made him stronger.  I struggled to regain control; tried to parry and knock him out or at least 
knock him down so I could slit his wrists.  Foul play could never be suspected.  This was not going 
well...

He had a strong grip on the broomstick and pushed me back against the wall. He started to 
overpower me.  The rage in his eyes evident, even as his lips turned up into a cocky smile.  He was 
winning.  I couldn't let this happen.  It was as if the coke had been a super-drug, giving him more 
strength.  He was sweating profusely, red-faced and foul smelling.  A monster. I could smell his 
halitosis through my mask.  

I saw murder in Jensburg's eyes. He wanted to kill me for simply walking into the bathroom and 
disturbing his coke-snorting solitude.  YES, I was there to terminate his life too.  I was paid to rid the 
world of cockroaches like him. 

I pushed with all my might, against his brute force. Then, positioned the broomstick upright—
vertically.  I shoved it forward at an angle. Struck Jensburg firmly in the crotch.  He let out a high 
pitched wine, and instinctively released the broom. His hands dropped to coddle his own weapon of 
choice.  My mask itched my face as I let out a satisfied grin.  

His teeth clenched, as he spat out vulgarity.  His anger heightened.  Regardless, I needed to 
cease my new opportunity.  I slid out the two razor-thin daggers out of the tool belt.  Ready to slice his 
wrists.  

Weapons in hand, I approached the rodent I was about to do away with...
As I leaned over him, I still saw no fear on his face. Just the same nasty smirk.  He kicked the 

one blade out of my left hand and sent it soaring across the room.  I resisted the temptation to yell, 
“Shit.” He could not hear my voice.  I had to remain mute.  I still had one blade, and I needed to act 
fast.  Now or never.

As my arm reached forth to stab Jensburg, he gripped my wrist.  Twisted my arm back toward 
my face.  The dagger was pointed right at my eye, the football pro's strength outweighing my own.  I 
could not let myself fail.  There was too much at stake. 

My heart pounded, as I breathed heavier. I was not going to let this 
creep gouge my eye out!  I fought against his strength with all of my own.  I twisted his hand away. 
The blade pointed downward toward the rubbery, puffed cheek of my mask.  I felt pressure, pulling on 
the mask. But didn't think too much of it, until the creep let out a dumfounded “whah...the...?”  he let 
go of my wrist.  He sneered like of high school bully, besting the class wimp.  “A MASK?!” he said, 
“What is this Halloween?   Who the hell are you?!” I steadied my feet, dagger still in hand.  I reached a 
hand up to my face, and felt a rubbery flap on the exterior.  The mask was torn. Acid rose in my throat. 
I gritted my teeth.  Heart raced.  “Never let your prey see your face.” I kept recalling my father's 
words. “And if by chance he does, you best not leave him alive.”

Jensburg ran at me and grabbed my head. He pulled at the mask, “who the f'ck are you?” 
he kept muttering.  

Now was my chance...
I shoved the dagger it into his stomach, twisted it.  He screamed, releasing my head. 

Tried to grab at my hands. “Who are you?” The glint of fear in his eyes was priceless.   Blood poured 
over my latex-covered hand. I  wanted to say “Now you know how she felt!”  I thought of the fear, the 
terror Tiffany must have felt as he and forced  himself on her...I recalled to my own nightmare.  The 



monster that had intended to punish my father, by raping then murdering me—just because my father 
wouldn't betray Jimanez.   

Right then, something in me snapped.  I wanted Jensburg to suffer, I wanted him to feel 
that mixture of fear, pain, and sheer terror.  I became full of blood lust in that moment—I became what 
my mother had called my father.  I became a murderer.   I shoved the blade harder, twisted further. 
Listened to his guttural moan. His hands shook.  His  head turned to look at me once again, A 
trembling hand reached again toward my mask.  I wanted to pull it off,  I wanted him to see that a 
woman was doing this to him.  A woman was terminating his life—one of those that he loved to 
overpower, and forcibly rape was now overpowering him.  The last bit of his brute strength will fade 
away at my hand.  I wanted to pull off my mask, and spit in Jensburg's face just seconds before he dies. 
But I knew the rules.  As my father warned, “Sometimes dead men  do tell tales.” I knew to leave no 
trace of my own DNA.   Again, I twisted the dagger.  Watched the creature I was slaying writhe from 
pain. Then, the evil, spiteful glare that had been in his eyes turned to fear.  Soon even that  was gone. 
Nothingness.  This is where the assassin stops, and the killer would continue slashing at her victim...

The blood lust subsided.  The clear headed mentality of a professional assassin returned. 
I listened for his death gurgle, then placed a finger on his jugular. No pulse.  I stood up, and glanced 
down at my prey.  My work was done.  

Now, my escape needed to be flawless.  Halftime was nearly over. People would be 
looking for Jensburg especially after finding the staged suicide note.  I peered out the door of the 
restroom to make sure no one was there. I stepped out, using extreme caution.  Kept Jose's moves 
casual, just another Sunday at work...heading back to the supply closet. 

Once inside, I locked the door.  Quickly, I pulled off my mask, shook lose my long black 
hair. Kicked off the work boots, winced as one hit the wall with a thud.  I didn't need to attract 
attention. I took the jumpsuit off, and then all the rest of the padded latex suit.  Then, I grabbed the 
duffel bag I had neatly stashed behind the ceiling tile.  I pulled out a pair of slim fit jeans and a black 
sweater, and put them on. I stepped into my own boots, and tied my hair into a ponytail.  I also grabbed 
a green and white tossle cap, and matching scarf.  Ironically, the colors of the opposing team.  I stashed 
the belongings of Jose Cortez, skin, face, and all into a garbage bag.  As I exited the closet, the hallway 
was still empty.  But it wouldn't be for long.  Frantic stadium staff, and maybe even coaches and 
players would come looking for Jensburg.

I ran down the hallway, and out a rear entrance.  I threw the bag into a dumpster, then 
turned and walked away. Soon, a member of my company disguised as a homeless man would show up 
and set the dumpster on fire—eliminating any existence of Jose Cortez.  I walked around to the front of 
the stadium...where I blended in with passers by.  Meshing in with the fans of the visiting team. 
Smiling to myself.  A getaway car would show up soon... 

 A Yellow Cab driven by Sasha pulled up to the curb, as I flagged him down.  I got in to 
the dismay of anther woman trying to hail a cab.  We drove off.  I sighed, knowing that by the time 
they'd discover Brad Jensburg's body, I'd already be at the Penthouse, which served as our 
headquarters.  

As I arrived, I saw My father and Eli Jiminez talking to a tall man wearing a stetson hat 
and pin-striped Armani suit.  He had a diamond pinky ring, and a collar stud; An  arrogant display of 
wealth.  Sitting next to him, a young girl with blonde, curly hair in a pristine, pink dress. Tiffany.  My 
tall, silver-haired father turned and smiled at me as I entered the room.  “Ah,” he said, “There she is. 
The Blade that slayed the monster.” 

The Colonel gave me a skeptical glance, “You?” then he cleared his throat...and 
searching for words that wouldn't offend me.  “You finished the job?”  He said, “You killed that pervert 
Jensburg?”  Tiffany looked up at me, her blue eyes hopeful.  Seemingly begging me to tell her the 
truth.  “Yes,” I said, walking over and putting a hand on her shoulder.  “The bastard's dead.  You'll 
never have to fear him again.”



“And, of course.” The Colonel said, “Before we seal this deal I need to see proof.” 
I nodded to Jiminez, and then to his large flat screen TV.  “Go ahead, Eli.” I said. “Show 

him.”  
Eli picked up the remote, and turned the TV onto the local news station. Then he 

changed to another station, and another.   It was, as expected, all over the news.  The anchors spoke of 
the details; how the quarterback of the Bulldogs was found with a dagger in his chest and PCP in his 
bloodstream.  The suicide note pinned to his locker disclosed a confession of the rape of Tiffany 
Briggs, and other young women.  I saw the shame in Tiffany's face, but the corners of her father's 
mouth turned up.  There was a glint in his eye.  He really wanted to ruin the man—even his memory.  

I looked up at my father. We smiled at each other, and nodded; remembered that he had 
done the same thing for me years ago—only he pulled the trigger himself.  

~ ~ ~ ~ 
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