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Chapter One


  
  
    Jim McBride knew his wife was pissed; he just wasn’t sure what had set her off this time. The sound of slamming doors that bombarded his ears indicated that whoever she was mad at would receive her full wrath. He was glad it wasn’t him. It didn’t even cross his mind that he would be the cause of all that racket. He wasn’t even sure that she thought about him at all. She didn’t seem to care enough about him to get mad at him. She had plenty of producers and cameramen and hapless assistants upon whom to vent her anger. Their relationship had been strained for several years, especially once the last of their children had left the house to pursue their own lives. But throughout their marriage, Jim had always accepted the mood swings. They seemed to be part of being married to a celebrity, or at least that’s how it had been for as long as he could remember.

    So, sitting in his office, he poured himself an after-dinner brandy and opened the New York Times website on his laptop. He settled into the big cushy leather chair that sat behind his desk and started to read about the day’s events. It didn’t take long before the warmth from the fire in the hearth, and the warmth from the brandy in his belly, worked their magic, and he drifted off to sleep.

    Jim awoke with a start, and in his foggy mind, he realized two things that made him believe that this time Barb, his wife, was pissed at him. The first was when she threw open the glass panel door that closed him off from the world and three panes of glass shattered when the door hit the wall. The second indicator that he was in deep shit was the fire that raged in her eyes. He couldn’t remember if he had ever seen her that angry, and he could feel the fear of what was about to happen well up inside him. The full glass of wine she threw at him was the cherry on top of all that anger.

    The wineglass bounced off the back of the leather chair, spraying wine all over him and the desk, and continued until it met the river-rock fireplace and shattered against the stones, spilling what was left of the wine down the front of the hearth.

    “What the hell, Barb?”

    “Don’t you what the hell Barb me, you son of a bitch. How dare you?” she yelled.

    “How dare I what? Why don’t you calm down and tell me what’s going on?”

    Jim knew before the words were out of his mouth that he’d made a huge mistake. He turned away from her and started to wipe the wine off his laptop screen.

    Barb walked to the edge of his desk and threw a handful of papers across the desk.

    “How dare you bring this filth into my house? Have you no shame?”

    Jim picked up the papers and leafed through them, and his eyes got as big as saucers. He could not believe what he was looking at. The papers were pictures of children, pornographic pictures of children, and it momentarily stunned him.

    “Whe . . . Where did you get these? These are disgusting.”

    The warmth he had experienced earlier was gone, and all that was left was confusion.

    “Someone emailed those to me. Probably one of your pervert friends. What the fuck is wrong with you. I’m right in the middle of an exposé on child porn, and you have the balls to be involved in something like this.”

    “I have no idea what these are. I would never be involved in something like this,” he said.

    Barb didn’t seem convinced, and she threw down the last piece of paper she held in her hand. Jim picked up the picture and felt like he wanted to vomit. The picture was a young girl, no older than fourteen or fifteen, and she was sitting half-naked on his bed. Barb had recognized the picture on the wall over the bed.

    Disgust and revulsion showed on his face and he raised his hand to his mouth. He didn’t have a clue how to respond.

    “I have never seen this girl before, and I have no idea how you got a picture of her sitting on my bed.”

    “You should be ashamed of yourself. You are a disgusting pig, and I want nothing else to do with you.”

    “Barb, I would never do something like this.”

    She stared at him with disgust and disbelief.

    “I should call the sheriff right now and have you arrested, you pig. You and your friends are the lowest forms of humanity, and when I am finished investigating you, your pathetic life will be worthless.”

    Barb turned and walked out of his office, grabbed her coat off the hook in the hallway and picked up her overnight bag, which she had left at the foot of the stairs.

    “I’m going to spend a couple nights at my sister’s. I want you gone when I come back, or I swear to god, my first call will be to the sheriff.”

    “Barb, wait. Let’s talk about this first. I am sure there’s a reason for all this. We need . . .”

    He heard the front door slam, and the sound reverberated through the house. He sat and leafed through the pictures on his desk. He had no idea who would have sent these or why. He had never seen Barb that angry and he wasn’t sure what to do next. He poured himself another brandy, finished wiping the wine off his desk and sat back in his chair. He thought about going after her, but it was apparent she was not in a mood to talk. Maybe a few days at her sister’s would be good.

    Her car pulled out of the garage and he sensed the garage door closing, and then she was past the house and flying up the road towards the highway. He took a long drink, sat back and closed his eyes.

    ****

    Barb had never felt so humiliated in her life. You would have thought after all those years of marriage you would know someone, but that was not the case, and she wasn’t sure what she was going to do about it. She should call the sheriff and have Jim arrested. It wouldn’t be a big loss since he was basically worthless anyway, but deep inside she still loved him, and she was having a hard time believing he would be involved in something like this. She would decide what to do once she had a chance to cool off and talk to her sister.

    She threw her overnight bag in the trunk, slid into her car, started it and pulled out of the garage, pushing the button to close the door as she left. She drove past the house and then headed down the dirt road towards Highway 9.

    As she approached the end of her road, she didn’t see any oncoming lights, and she blasted onto the highway, fishtailing as she went. Light snow was beginning to fall, and she hoped she would be able to make the hour-and-a-half drive to Steamboat Springs before the roads got bad. She hated driving over Rabbit Ear’s Pass in the snow, especially at night.

    She had driven about five miles north of the ranch and was approaching the South Cow Creek campground at Green Mountain Reservoir when the lights in the car flickered, and the engine died, plunging her into complete darkness. She managed to steer the car over to the shoulder before she lost all her momentum.

    “Shit. What now?” she said out loud.

    She stepped on the brake and pushed the start button, and nothing happened.

    “This is all I need,” she thought to herself. “The damn car is only two years old. What the hell?”

    She reached for her purse and pulled out her cell phone, but when she pushed the button to activate the screen, it also appeared dead. She felt alone on an empty stretch of highway, and the snow was getting worse. She considered her options, which were not good, but the best option was to walk back to the house. She hated that idea, and besides, she wasn’t dressed for a long walk in the snow. She decided to wait it out and hope someone would come along.

    She didn’t have to wait long before her prayers were answered, and a pair of headlights pulled onto the shoulder behind her. Now, Barb was no dummy. She knew better than to open her door to just anyone, but opening the door was her only option as she had no power to the windows, so she waited until what she hoped was a Good Samaritan walked up to her door.

    The man walked up and tapped on her window.

    “Barb, are you all right?”

    She was so relieved to see who it was that she set her phone down on the console and opened her door.

    “Thank god. I’m not sure what happened. The car just died, and so did my phone. Can you give me a ride back to the house?”

    “Sure can,” he said. “See if it will start now. Maybe it needed to sit for a minute.”

    Barb stepped on the brake and pushed the start button, and the engine started right away.

    “What the hell?” she said. “It was deader than a doornail.”

    She was about to thank the Good Samaritan when he reached a huge hand behind her head and in one swift move slammed her forehead into the steering wheel. The blow was so hard that it cracked the top of the steering wheel. It took two more blows to knock her out.

    The Good Samaritan checked the highway in both directions and didn’t see any lights coming from either direction. He reached across the unconscious Barb, picked up her cell phone and pulled her laptop out of her purse. He walked back and put them on the seat of his truck and then returned to the car. The car had stopped precisely where he wanted it to stop.

    This section of Highway 9 skirted one of the finger inlets that made up the east side of the reservoir. The guardrail covered the area that was open to the lake below, and there was just enough room to roll the car past the guardrail, where it would plummet the forty feet into the reservoir below.

    He put the car in gear and, checking once more up and down the highway, pushed the car past the end of the guardrail and stopped it at the edge of the drop-off. The reservoir was still frozen, but he hoped that enough of the thaw had occurred to make the ice thin enough so the car would crash right through it. He was confident that the snowfall that was under way would cover the hole in the ice.

    With one last look up and down the empty highway, he closed the door, walked behind the car and gave it a shove. With a grinding of metal against rock, the car bounced over the edge and rolled down the side of the reservoir, crashing into the ice with a loud bang, and after a second’s hesitation, broke through the ice and disappeared beneath the surface. He stood on the shoulder of the road and watched until the taillights blinked off.

    Comforted in knowing that Barb had not fallen out of the car or revived enough to swim out of it, he turned, walked back to his truck, did a U-turn and left the scene.

  

  




  
  





Chapter Two


  
  
    Buck Taylor usually loved his job. He’d been with the Colorado Bureau of Investigation for almost eighteen years, and he enjoyed the variety of crimes he got to investigate. But there were two types of investigations he hated. One was when a child was involved: murder, abduction, abuse, or whatever. These types of crimes were devastating to everyone involved. The other type of investigation he dreaded was when a police officer was shot, or worse yet, murdered in the line of duty. Those types of crimes were fraught with drama and emotions always ran high.

    As soon as CBI Director Kevin Jackson called that morning, three days ago, Buck knew this case was going to be bad. Whenever a law enforcement officer was murdered, the Colorado Bureau of Investigation got the call. Their forensics teams were top notch, and because of the emotional toll it took on the other officers and personnel in the department involved, CBI served as an outside investigator, keeping the investigation impartial. Buck had been involved in several “officer down” calls during his career, and they never got any easier, but everyone involved who knew Buck understood that if he was on the case, the investigation would be thorough, and justice would be swift.

    That morning was no different except that emotions were already off the charts.

    The last member of the Grand Junction Police Department to be killed in the line of duty was K9 Gero, whose end of watch came on May 5, 2004. He was shot while he and his handler covered the execution of a warrant, and his handler was able to kill the assailant. For the most part, Grand Junction was a small, peaceful city on the western slope of Colorado, a few miles from the Colorado-Utah border. The fact that nothing like this had happened in such a long time in the city made this early-morning call even harder.

    Buck had arrived at the scene two hours after the bodies were discovered, and already the other officers in the police department were ready to round up every bad guy in Grand Junction and string them up. The police chief had his hands full trying to keep everyone from running off to track down suspects.

    Sergeant Bill Smalley was a tall, thin officer with nineteen years on the force. He was one of the most well-respected officers in the city and had devoted his life to volunteering for any charity that needed help. The other officer on the scene was Rosy Trujillo, a three-year veteran of the force and the mother of a four-year-old named Anthony. She was married to her high-school sweetheart, and they had been talking about having another child.

    Sergeant Smalley answered the possible burglary-in-progress call at 2:15 a.m. and headed for a small industrial park that sat along the Colorado River. Officer Trujillo took the call as backup, and they both arrived on the scene at almost the same time. The evidence would indicate that both officers opened the doors to their respective patrol cars and before they could even swing their legs out of the car, they were shot multiple times by one, possibly two unseen assailants. Both officers died lying on the ground next to their patrol cars.

    Buck walked up and shook hands with Police Chief Mike Whitaker. “My condolences, Mike.”

    “Thanks, Buck. I’m glad you’re here. Your forensics guys are already working on the car, and the doc released the bodies.”

    Buck saw the tears form in the chief’s eyes. He reached out and took hold of the chief’s arm. “It’s okay, Mike. You go be with your people. We’ll take care of your officers. Did you set up roadblocks?”

    “Yeah, as soon as we found the bodies. I-70 in both directions, 50 North and South and the major surface streets.”

    “Thanks, Mike.”

    Mike nodded and walked away to join the group of officers who had formed behind the crime scene tape. Buck turned and headed towards the two shot-up patrol cars. CBI Agent Ashley Baxter was standing to the side of one of the cars talking with Dr. Sima Kalishe, the forensic pathologist for Grand Junction. Dr. Kalishe was tall and dark-skinned with black hair that she had tied up in a bun. Originally from Kansas City, she had gotten her medical degree at the University of Colorado and stayed in Boulder after graduation.

    They stopped talking as Buck walked up, and he shook hands with each of them in turn. He then stepped away from them and walked towards the cars. Both women had dealt with Buck for a long time, and neither was offended by his behavior. One thing Buck always did when he first approached a crime scene was to stand for a minute and look it over. He liked to get a feel for the scene before listening to any of the details. This approach had served him well for a lot of years, and you could almost feel the intensity as he slipped into what he called “investigation mode.”

    Having gotten the overall picture of the scene, he walked back over to Bax and Dr. Kalishe.

    “Ladies. It’s good to see you both. Doctor, can you give me a quick rundown on what you see.”

    Buck and Bax followed the doctor to the first body, where she knelt and pulled back the sheet that covered the body. She held the sheet in such a way as to prevent the police officers behind the tape from seeing the body. Using her pen as a pointer, she started in the area around the ballistic vest.

    “Sergeant Smalley didn’t die instantly. He was hit with six rounds altogether. Three of the rounds are lodged in his vest, one round hit him in the throat, one in the upper left shoulder.”

    “What about the head wound, Doc?”

    She hesitated for a moment, anger welling up in her eyes. “The head wound was a coup de grâce. The shot came while he was lying on the ground. I hope he didn’t see it coming.”

    She recovered the body, and they stepped over to the second body. Repeating the same procedure.

    “Officer Trujillo died instantly. She was hit twice in the head, twice in her left arm and once in her leg. Buck, this is so tragic. These officers never knew what hit them. How can somebody be this cruel?”

    Buck nodded. “Thanks, Doc. As soon as my forensics guys have all their pictures, you can take the bodies.”

    Buck and Bax stood up and walked towards the forensics team, who had set up a table under a white tent where they were cataloging evidence bags.

    “What do you think, Bax?”

    “I don’t think they stood a chance.”

    Bax was about five foot six with blue eyes and blond hair she kept tied in a ponytail, hanging through the hole in the back of her CBI cap. She was what some would describe as husky, or what used to be called having a “mountain girl” figure. She wasn’t gorgeous, but she was pretty enough to turn men’s heads when she walked into a room, at least until they spotted the badge and gun clipped to her belt. She had been with the Colorado Bureau of Investigation over five years, and she had earned Buck’s respect numerous times during their time together.

    Buck nodded as they stepped into the tent. He shook hands with Richard Goodnight, the lead forensic tech. Buck and Rick went way back, and he knew that Rick would leave no stone unturned in going over the cars and the bodies for evidence.

    “Buck, good to see you.”

    “Rick, what have you got so far?”

    “Both officers died where they lie. This was an ambush, straight up and down. The shots came from behind the dumpster next to the roll-up door. We’ll run ballistics, but it looks like a .308. The officers didn’t stand a chance. We’ll gather their clothes once they get to the morgue. We are getting a lot of prints off the cars, but we’ll run elimination prints against the first officers on the scene and the EMTs. When you look at the cars, you will notice a couple things. Both dash rifles are gone, so are the laptops, the officer’s weapons and their dash and body cameras. These guys were brazen enough to stick around and take their time going through the cars and the bodies. This is some cold shit.”

    Buck couldn’t agree more. He stepped out of the tent followed by Bax, who handed him a pair of blue nitrile gloves, and they walked over to the cars. Pulling his flashlight from his pocket, he opened the passenger door of the first car, knelt and moved the flashlight from side to side. Seeing nothing his techs had missed, he moved around the car and did the same thing on the driver’s side. While he was looking through the car, Bax walked over to the dumpster and examined the area around and in it. By the time Buck was finished with the cars, she had finished looking at the dumpster. She seemed perplexed.

    “What’s up, Bax?”

    “I can’t figure this, Buck. Was it a crime of opportunity, were they covering up another crime we haven’t discovered yet or was it a couple sick bastards getting their jollies off?”

    “All excellent questions, Bax. Let’s put some of those cops to use.” He pointed towards the group that had assembled behind the tape. “Let’s start a door-to-door search of these businesses. Maybe somebody caught something on a security camera. Wake up the owners if you have to. There aren’t many homes nearby, but have the cops check everything within a thousand yards of where we are and call the office and have our guys check for cameras along each street leading out of here.”

    “Are you heading to the autopsy?”

    “Yeah. I want to send those bullets to Max as soon as possible.”

    Buck started to walk away, but he stopped and turned around.

    “To answer your question, Bax. Sometimes murder is just murder.”

  

  




  
  





Chapter Three


  
  
    The next two days went by like a blur and sleep was at a premium. Working together with the Grand Junction police as well as the Mesa County sheriff and the state police, the investigation raced at a fever pitch, but by the end of the second day, they were still nowhere. So far, the canvassing had turned up nothing of any value. No eyewitnesses, no video and the evidence was worthless. Whoever the perpetrators were, they were well organized, and they knew how not to leave any evidence. The more Buck thought about it, the more he was concerned that this was a well planned and executed ambush.

    Sleep-deprived, he pushed back from his laptop and leaned his head against the back of the chair at the borrowed desk at the CBI field office in Grand Junction. Buck very seldom worked out of the field office, an agreement he’d made with the former director of CBI Tom Cole, a long time ago. Buck had turned down several of Tom’s offers over the years he worked for the Gunnison County Sheriff’s Office. He thought he was content until the night Tom showed up at his front door in Gunnison and offered him the chance to work out of a new field office he was opening in Grand Junction. The best part was that he could work from his home. A quick discussion between Buck and his late wife Lucy, and a month later he started the second phase of his law-enforcement career.

    Buck had drifted off to sleep when Paul Webber woke him up. Paul was a big guy, over six foot four with a muscular physique. He had joined CBI two years earlier after spending ten years with the Dallas, Texas police department. His last post was as a homicide detective. Paul may have seemed like a giant, but those who knew him knew he was a pussycat. He was one of the most soft-spoken guys Buck had ever met. They had first worked together on an arson fire that had almost cost Buck his life when the case got way bigger than just a fire. He was also instrumental in helping Buck unmask a decades-old serial killer in Aspen a couple months before. It was Paul’s diligence that led to the information that revealed that the old serial killer’s granddaughter, Alicia Hawkins, had taken up her grandfather’s cause. She was now somewhere in Florida, keeping the authorities down there on their toes as she honed her deadly skills.

    Buck still followed her case whenever he had the chance. He blamed himself for each death that was attributed to her because he was unable to finish the case and arrest her.

    “Buck. Sorry to wake you, but Bax called, and they want you back at the scene. She sounded excited.”

    Buck stretched and wiped his eyes. “Okay, I’m on my way. Any luck with the camera hunt?”

    “Not so far. I have a few more stores to call, but I need to crash for a while. I’m getting cross-eyed chasing store owners.”

    “Okay, Paul. Grab some shut-eye, and we’ll start again later this afternoon.”

    Paul walked away, headed for the break room, and Buck loaded up his laptop, grabbed his notes and headed for his car. Since there was little traffic at that time of the day, Buck made it to the industrial park in ten minutes. He pulled around the building and parked his state-issued black Jeep Grand Cherokee next to Bax’s Jeep and stepped out. Bax and Detective Larry Cooper were standing in front of one of the shops talking with a big burly-looking biker as Buck walked up. Detective Cooper was shorter than Buck and a little heavier, with a receding hairline. He was Buck’s liaison with the GJPD. He was wearing a winter coat over his sport coat.

    Surprise was written all over the biker’s face. “Well I’ll be damned, Buck Taylor. How the hell are you? Thought you’d be retired by now.”

    “Moose? Geez, it’s been a long time. You still look the same.” He smiled and said to Bax, “What’s going on?”

    It was Detective Cooper who spoke first. “You two know each other? Why am I not surprised?”

    “Yeah,” Buck said. “Moose and I go way back. He helped me with a case, must be what, fifteen years ago. Stolen motorcycles. Moose gave me the lead that cracked the case.”

    Moose smiled. “Yeah, that was fucking something. First time I ever helped a cop. Almost cost me my club affiliation, but believe it or not, Buck talked to the club, and they all backed off. Told me he would, and he did. Knew right then he was a stand-up guy, even for a cop.”

    Buck laughed, thinking back on all the interesting characters he had met during his thirty-four years in law enforcement.

    Bax waved her hand to cut off the conversations and said, “Moose might have the bad guys on video. He just got back into town. Was delivering a motorcycle to a buyer in Vegas. While he was gone, someone tried to pry open his shop door. When he pulled up the CCTV footage, he spotted the car off to one side. There’s also a blurry image of two guys, one white, one black, trying to break into his place.”

    Moose spoke up. “I got broken into a couple years back. Couple high school kids fucking around, looking for a fast score. So, I put in cameras. Haven’t had to use them since. I think the wife watches them to make sure I’m working.”

    That was good for a laugh all around.

    Bax had her laptop open on the hood of Detective Cooper’s car, and she pulled up the video from the shop door camera. The picture was not the best quality, and the fact it was dark didn’t help, but it showed two individuals trying to use a pry bar on Moose’s door. The car was visible off to the side.

    “Do we know what kind of car that is?” Buck asked, squinting at the blurry object at the edge of the picture.

    “We were discussing that when you pulled up,” said Cooper. “I can have one of the tech guys try to enhance that so we can see it better.”

    “No need,” said Moose. “I’ve seen it around here before. 1980 Olds Cutlass, burgundy landau roof over a black body. Saw it cruise through the parking lot a couple times in the last week or so. Car like that, you notice.”

    Buck, by this point, had put on his reading glasses and was looking closer at the car. He raised his head and said, “This was way before your time, but I think Moose is right. I had that same car after I got out of the army. First new car I ever owned.”

    Buck asked Detective Cooper if he could run the year, make and model and see if anything turned up locally, and he asked Bax to run the video back to the office and have one of the tech guys try to enhance it. He thanked Moose, shook hands and was turning to walk back to his car when he stopped and turned back to the group.

    “Who made the call?” he asked.

    Bax and Detective Cooper thought about the question, and they both shrugged their shoulders.

    Buck continued. “This started with a 911 call of a burglary in progress. We’ve been working under the assumption that the call was a fake and was made to set up the ambush. But this video says there was an attempted break-in, so who made the call and why did a simple burglary end up with two dead cops? Are we now looking at a crime of opportunity?”

    Buck turned back around and stood staring out across the parking lot. There were very few houses in the area on either side of the river, and none of the other businesses were open at that time of the morning, so where would the 911 call have come from?

    “Bax, can you pull up the murder book and access the 911 call?”

    Buck was a dinosaur when it came to technology, but one of the things that the CBI did a couple years back that made a huge difference in how Buck did his job was to set up a file sharing system. In the old days, all the documents that pertained to a case were kept in a blue three-ring binder. The problem was that anytime someone needed to look at something in the “murder book,” as it came to be known, or add information, they had to take the book with them. The new system allowed Buck or any agent to open a new case file, which automatically assigned it a new case number, and then the agent gave access to the file to anyone involved in the case. Documents, lab reports, evidence, photos and all manner of information were inserted electronically by the sender, so anyone with access to the file had instant access to the latest information.

    Bax opened her laptop and pulled up the file containing a digital recording of the 911 call.

    “Grand Junction911, what’s your emergency?”

    
      “Someone is trying to break 
      into one of the shops in the industrial park on Riverside, north of 
      25
      R
      oad.”
    

    
      “
      Ma’am,
      are you in the area now and are you in any danger?”
    

    
      “Just send the cops.”
    

    Noticeable click on the line.

    
      “
      Ma’am,
      can I 
      have
      you
      r 
      name and where you are calling from
      ?”
    

    
      “Hello, 
      ma’am,
      are you still there
      ?
      Ma’am?
      Hello
      .”
    

    Late-spring snow started to fall, and Buck pulled his collar up against the breeze. By normal standards, it was late for snow to fly, but Buck could remember years when he was younger, and they had measurable snow as late as the Fourth of July. The forecast was for snow showers for Grand Junction, but the mountains could be buried under as much as a foot of new snow.

    Detective Cooper was the first to speak. “Definitely sounds like an older woman.”

    “I don’t hear anything in the background that might help us,” said Bax.

    Buck thought for a minute. “Are there any homeless encampments along the river? Her voice was shaky, like maybe she was cold.”

    “She could have just been scared,” said Bax.

    “Let me make a call and find out what we can about homeless people in the area,” said Detective Cooper. He stepped away from the group as he pulled out his cell phone.

    Buck and Bax watched the video one more time and listened to the 911 call again. Nothing jumped out at them. Buck was going to play the call one more time when Detective Cooper walked back to them.

    “I have one of the patrol officers who works this area coming by. If anyone can tell us about the homeless in the area, he can.”

    While they waited, Bax pulled up the forensic reports. She was looking for the ballistics report on the bullets that had been pulled from the bodies of the deceased officers. Halfway down the report, she found what she was looking for. The report indicated that the techs found a partial thumbprint on one of the bullets that had been lodged in the vest. The bullet was severely deformed, so it only amounted to a sixty percent print, but AFIS had kicked out a possible hit.

    “Hey, Detective,” she said. “What do you know about a guy named Henry Jenkins?”

    Detective Cooper was familiar with Henry Jenkins, so he filled them in on the details. Jenkins was a local black kid who was always in trouble. If it wasn’t the cops who were looking for him, it was the school or a drug dealer, or just about anyone else who lived in the area. His parents were alive but out of the picture, and he spent most of the time couch surfing amongst his friends. He had never been in any real trouble, just youthful indiscretions.

    “Why do you ask?” he said.

    “The lab got a possible hit on a print found on one of the bullets, and it led back to Jenkins. It’s a less than sixty percent possibility, but a possibility nonetheless,” Bax replied.

    Just then a GJPD patrol car pulled into the lot and parked next to the group. Officer Todd Kearney stepped out of the car and approached the group, shook hands all around and asked how he could help. Buck explained about the call and asked Officer Kearney if any homeless people were living in the area, who might have witnessed the attempted break-in and shooting. Kearney thought for a minute and asked Bax if she could play back the call so he could listen to it.

    Bax played the call twice more, and Kearney said, “That almost sounds like Brenda.”

    He explained that Brenda had been on the streets for as long as he could remember. She was in her sixties and suffered from Parkinson’s disease, which she refused to do anything about and could explain the shaky voice. He told them that she lived along the river.

    “Would you mind taking Agent Baxter with you and try to locate this Brenda?” Buck asked.

    He called his dispatcher and asked her to relay his location to his desk sergeant and told her that he would be on his rover, his portable radio. Bax locked her laptop in her car and grabbed a pair of gloves and her flashlight, and they headed across the parking lot towards the river.

    “Detective, can you get an address for this Jenkins character? Let’s go figure out why he might have been playing with ammo.”

  

  




  
  





Chapter Four


  
  
    Buck followed Detective Cooper south on Highway 50 and onto eastbound North Avenue until he turned left at North Fifteenth Street, crossed Glenwood and halfway down the block pulled to the curb. Buck slid out of his car and stood for a minute looking at the ramshackle house that stood before them. At the very least a coat of paint and a yard would have helped, although the snow that was starting to stick to the grass hid most of the yard damage. Best thing would have been for a strong wind to come up and level the house. Buck felt sorry for a kid that had to grow up in a place like this.

    With Detective Cooper in the lead, they walked up the cracked sidewalk and onto what was left of the front porch. Cooper knocked on the door then took a step back and slightly left, giving Buck a full view over his right shoulder. From inside they heard a cough and the slow shuffling of feet as someone approached the door.

    The door swung open, and standing in front of them in a stained sweater and ripped jeans was a tall, gray-haired black man. He could have been forty, or he could have been eighty, it was hard to tell between the partial beard and the bloodshot eyes. He held a can of beer in his hand.

    “What d’ya want?”

    “Mr. Jenkins,” said Detective Cooper as he held up his badge. “Is Henry here?”

    “What he do now?”

    “We would like to talk to him for a minute if he’s around, sir,” said Detective Cooper.

    “Ain’t seen him in a couple weeks. Now get off my porch and leave me alone.”

    Mr. Jenkins tried to push the door closed, but Buck reached out his hand and pushed the door back.

    Jenkins glared at Buck through bloodshot eyes and then reached for Buck’s hand.

    “What da fuck?” he slurred. “You got a warrant?”

    “Mr. Jenkins, we need to know where your son is so we can have a friendly chat,” said Buck.

    “Ain’t no such thing as a friendly chat when it comes to the police,” Jenkins replied. He pushed the door a little harder, but Buck didn’t back down.

    “Mr. Jenkins. We don’t want to cause you any trouble,” Buck said. “But it is important we talk to your son. He might be in a lot of trouble.”

    “This about those two police that got shot?” asked Mr. Jenkins.

    “What do you know about that, sir?” asked Detective Cooper.

    “Don’t know nuttin’ about those two police being kilt and neither does Henry or that no good white trash shithead he been hangin’ with lately. Told them boys they was gonna have real trouble someday they keep mouthin’ off about the police.”

    “Mr. Jenkins,” said Buck. “If you know anything about this and you don’t tell us, you could be arrested as an accomplice. You could go to jail, sir.”

    “Already been to jail, once. Ain’t no big deal. Still got friends in Canon. Ain’t no big deal.”

    “Mr. Jenkins,” said Detective Cooper. “Who is the white boy Henry’s been hanging with?”

    “Don’t know who he is. Drives an old car. Now, I’m done talkin’. You want anything else, you come back with a warrant.”

    This time Mr. Jenkins pushed the door closed.

    Buck smiled at Detective Cooper. “Think it could be the same old car?”

    Cooper thought about it for a minute. “What are the odds of there being two old cars involved in recent crimes? I’m inclined to believe that this is the same car from Moose’s video.”

    “Good,” said Buck. “Let’s request a warrant to search the house.”

    Detective Cooper pulled out his phone and called his office. Buck’s phone chimed, and he pulled it off his belt and checked the number. “Hey, Bax. What’s up?”

    He listened for a minute, told her they did a good job and that they would be there as soon as they could and disconnected the call.

    “Bax says they found our homeless person. We need to head back to the industrial park.”

    They each headed for their cars and followed the same route back to the industrial park. When they pulled in, they spotted Bax and Officer Kearney at the far end of the lot talking with an elderly woman. She appeared to be wearing two or three coats and was stooped over. She wore a knit cap on her head and had on fingerless gloves. Buck and Detective Cooper approached the group, and Buck introduced himself to Brenda.

    Bax gave Buck a look that said the elderly woman might not be all there and explained that Brenda was having trouble sleeping the night of the break-in and had walked up from the river to find a place out of the wind. She saw the two men, one white, one black, doing something to the door with a long bar and called the police because most of the shop owners were kind to her and she didn’t want them getting broken into.

    “Brenda,” Buck asked. “Did you see the car they were driving?”

    She stood for a minute and stared into space, trying to recall the moment. “Yes, sir, I did. It was an old black car. Couldn’t make it out clearly because I lost my glasses a while back. Also saw them hide when they saw the lights from the cop cars.”

    “Brenda, where did they hide?” Bax asked.

    “Right behind that dumpster. They shot those two cops as soon as they got here, but I didn’t hear any shots. Saw the flashes from the guns but no noise.”

    Buck, Bax and Detective Cooper thought about what Brenda just told them. A picture of the attack was forming, and they understood why there was only the one 911 call. The bad guys had used silenced weapons. “Why did you hang up after you called 911?” asked Buck.

    She pulled her old flip phone out of her coat pocket and held it up for Buck. “Battery was low. Just like now. Didn’t want to be without it during the night.”

    “Brenda, where do you sleep at night when it snows? Do you go to the shelter?”

    Brenda pointed towards a pile of cardboard boxes covered by a blanket. “Over there. I like being along the river. It’s peaceful.”

    Buck saw her makeshift home and offered to take her to the shelter. Brenda shook her head, no. “Can’t leave my stuff. Someone will steal it.”

    Buck walked back to Bax and Detective Cooper, who were standing together watching Brenda head back to her makeshift shelter.

    “What a sad life,” he said. “Her story backs up the video, so we need to find out who owns that car and also who Henry Jenkins’s friends are.”

    Detective Cooper was about to say something when his cell phone chimed, and he stepped away to answer it. Buck and Bax took a minute to talk about what Brenda had said about not hearing any noise from the guns. This was something new. Although it was easy to buy a suppressor these days, it was still unusual to see them at a crime scene. Buck was about to comment when Detective Cooper ran back over.

    “They got a hit on the car description. SWAT is rolling. Chief wants us there, now. He also sent a detective and a couple uniforms over to the Jenkins’s house to execute the warrant. Got a verbal from the judge.”

    They each jumped into their respective cars, and Buck and Bax followed Detective Cooper as he pulled out of the parking lot and, with lights flashing, pulled onto Riverside Parkway. He turned onto 25 Road heading north, turned right on Patterson Road and turned left on 28 Road, where they ran into a police roadblock. They pulled their cars into the first available spaces they saw, got out, grabbed their ballistic vests and signed in with the officer that was manning the roadblock.

    It was a nice-looking house with a well-kept garden out front, and the only thing out of place was the front door hanging off its top hinge. Several SWAT officers were standing out front talking when the trio walked up, and Detective Cooper stepped up to a captain who was talking with one of his officers. They spoke for a few minutes, and then he called Buck and Bax over. He introduced them to Captain Stan Jackson, the SWAT commander, and explained that their suspect, twenty-eight-year-old Edward Michael Seville, was not at the residence. While Bax and Detective Cooper talked with the captain, Buck stepped through the door, noting the damage caused to the lockset and the doorjamb by the ram. There was a heated conversation coming from the kitchen, and he stepped through the door and spotted Chief Whitaker and several plainclothes detectives talking to a middle-aged woman who was sitting on a kitchen chair with her hands cuffed behind her. From the language coming from her mouth, Buck could tell she was not happy about the damage the police caused when they smashed in her front door. Buck listened for a minute and figured out that she was the mother of their suspect and she had no idea where her son was.

    The chief walked away frustrated and spotted Buck standing in the doorway.

    “Definitely her son who owns the car. His old man took good care of it, and when he died a year ago, she gave the car to her son. He’s got a juvy record and did six months in county for assault. She doesn’t know if he is friends with Henry Jenkins. She swears she doesn’t know the name.”

    A detective walked out of a hallway deeper in the house carrying two boxes in his gloved hands. “Chief found these in the bedroom under a pile of clothes in the closet.”

    The boxes were long and thin, and everyone in the room knew what they once held. “Suppressors,” said Buck.

    Buck pulled out his phone and dialed Paul Webber. He answered with a sleepy voice and Buck filled him in on recent developments.

    “Paul, would you give the forensics guys a call and get them on their way?” He gave Paul the address for both houses. “Also put out an APB for Seville, Jenkins
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