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Brightington University 
Birchmont, Westchester County, New York 
Eight years ago 
 

A kill for a kill. 

Weeks of watching and waiting. Plans devised. Soon to be meticulously executed. Mid-

November. Football season nearing its peak. Thursday night. Nine p.m. Campus in early-weekend 

party mode. Undergrads drinking. Smoking up at the frat houses. Athletic building deserted. 

Nearly deserted. 

His target was there. Alone. Thursday night was his late night during football season. That’s 

when he reviewed his game strategy and player weaknesses. That’s when he targeted the next eager kid 

to torture until he broke. 

The bastard wouldn’t be breaking anyone ever again. Not the way he’d broken Hank. 

As the star quarterback in high school, Hank had gotten a full-ride Division 1 scholarship. Since 

he’d come from a dirt-poor family, this was the opportunity of a lifetime. A first-rate college education 

with a shot at the NFL. It was supposed to be a life-changing event. 

Instead it turned out to be a death sentence. 

His executioner had been Pete Rice. Football coach? Bullshit. Rice hadn’t coached Hank; he’d 

tortured him, driven him—until he’d blown out his knee on a rain-soaked football field junior year, 

ending his college career, his dreams. And in the end, his life. 

It was first down and goal. 

Rice was about to find out the true meaning of payback. 



The campus grounds were soggy, leftover patches of wet leaves and an endless span of slick grass, 

made worse by the cold, steady rainfall. The bare trees swayed as rain pounded their branches. A wet 

mess. Treacherous, like a wet football field. 

Slugging through the debris, he approached the athletic building, pausing yards away to don the 

black ski mask. He then tugged his hood back into place. No point in taking chances. Security cameras 

were everywhere. He didn’t need his face to be captured. Other than the mask, he could be any college 

student. A waterproof parka that swallowed up his body. Jeans and combat boots. Standard college 

garb. 

He reached the building and slid Hank’s ID card into the entry slot. The card still worked. Too 

soon for it to be deactivated. 

He was in. He wriggled into his latex gloves. 

The office door was unlocked. Rice was at his desk, files spread across it. He was scribbling 

something on one of them, brows knit in concentration, totally focused on his work. 

Clueless that he was about to die. 

In one fluid motion, he was inside the office, the door closed behind him. Rice leapt to his feet, 

snatching the heavy football trophy on his desk as he rounded the front of it to defend himself against 

the intruder. 

Without a word, the killer whipped out a pistol and fired two bullets, one into each of Rice’s 

kneecaps. Rice howled, collapsing to the floor in pain. The trophy hit the floor beside him with a 

thud. 

The assailant moved quickly—four long strides until he was behind Rice, dragging him back to 

his chair and heaving him into it. He shoved a rag in the coach’s mouth to stifle his screams, then 

moved behind him, wrapping a strong arm in a choke hold around Rice’s throat. He pocketed his 

pistol, pulled out a zip tie, and leaned down to cinch the writhing man’s ankles together. That done, 

he slapped a digital voice recorder on the desk, with the record feature on. He yanked the rag out of 

Rice’s mouth, tossed it aside, and anchored his forearm against the left side of the coach’s neck, using 

his free hand to pull as tight against the carotid artery as he chose to—for now. 

A rush of power surged through him. He could taste victory. 

But there was work to be done before the final play. 

“You killed Hank Bishop,” he growled. “I want details.” 



When he got no answer, only a violent trembling of Rice’s body, he tightened the pressure around 

his neck. “Talk.” 

“Car crash…” the coach gasped. “I didn’t…” 

“Wrong answer.”  His grip tightened still more, enough so Rice was on the verge of losing 

consciousness. The coach struggled in vain, his struggles weak and fading. 

His soon-to-be executioner eased the pressure the tiniest fraction. He knew just what it would 

take. And he wasn’t ready. Not until he got what he wanted. 

“Wanna die?” he asked in a flat tone that was chillingly devoid of emotion. 

Terrified, blood oozing down his legs, Rice gave a feeble shake of his head. 

“Good. Because this is what it will feel like.” 

He increased the pressure until Rice passed out. Slowly, he eased the choke hold until the 

scumbag came to. 

“Now I’ll ask my question again,” he said calmly. “Why is Hank dead?  Why was he in that car 

crash? This is your last chance. I want to hear it all—what you did, how you did it, what you drove 

him to.” 

Rice was drenched in sweat, his entire body shuddering, choking sounds coming from his throat. 

No further coercion was necessary. 

Between gasps for air, the coach spilled his guts, revealing everything he’d done, everything that 

had happened—plus a whole lot more that was happening still. 

Interesting stuff. Some of which he knew about. Still more of which he didn’t. It was even bigger 

than what he’d come here to learn. But frankly, he didn’t give a shit. He’d originally planned to take 

the voice recorder with him to relive Rice’s agonized confession whenever he chose to. But it really 

didn’t matter. He’d committed the bastard’s words to memory. So instead, he’d leave the recorder 

here, let the cops hear the entire confession, including the big-picture part that had nothing to do with 

Hank but that would send their investigation in the entirely wrong direction—a direction his employer 

wouldn’t appreciate, but that was his problem. 

His adrenaline pumping, he tightened his choke hold into a death grip, pressing against the 

carotid artery, closing it off and squeezing the life out of his victim. 

A minute later, Rice was dead. 


