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Chapter One: Hidden Killer
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May 9th

San Francisco, California

Ocean Beach

10:23 pm

Her hair was long, a little frail, but looked lightly soft from a distance. This was the fourth female he had stalked today, and he finally felt that he had found an ample specimen to satisfy his needs of pleasure and delight.

Slowly, he approached her with the softest step so as not to frighten her and scare the women off. She looked sweet and nice, like any other girl out on a night like this, walking on the beach alone. He thought to himself, This was going to be such a delightful moment. Already imagining what he could do to this girl once he caught up with her. 

The fixations were all coming together now, and he imagined himself immersed in them deeply, with only one thought in mind: killing, killing had been all he had known since he was a little boy. At age seven, he was diagnosed with bipolar and personality disorder. At age eight, he began to have strange fixations about hair. 

It was most peculiar; no one would have ever thought that this killer would be obsessed with something like hair. When he was nine, he killed his pet cat because he wanted its fur. When his mother discovered what he had done, she nearly beat him. 

That very next morning, in a fit of rage, he killed his mother while she slept. He sliced open her throat, cutting through her trachea. Blood soon filled the bed; he got right to work and scalped his mother off her hair. He felt no remorse towards it and felt some sort of pleasure and satisfaction out of it.

For the next several years, he would be in and out of foster care and different medical facilities specializing in caring for mental patients. But all that had been the past, and he was now in the present and wanted to make a name for himself out here in the city that had helped to raise them.

Gabby knew that she was in trouble when she got home. She had promised her mother she would be home by ten, and it was now ten twenty-three; she was late. She had just spent the last three hours partying on the beach with friends and doing what most young teenagers did on Saturday nights, getting high and drunk out of their minds.

Luckily for Gabby, she did not smoke, and she had almost sobered up when out of the shadows she saw someone step out behind her. As she turned around, she felt dizzy and soon realized that at that moment she had slipped and fallen straight into the sand.

As she looked up, coughing and brushing the sand out of her hair, a hand appeared down in front of her. The man who had been behind her was now in front of her and reaching his hand down to help her up".

"Looks like you had a soft fall in the sand there, miss," said the man, looking down at her. Gabby was now a complete mess. She still felt dazed and could feel the alcohol churning up and down inside her stomach. "Thank you, I'm sorry I'm a little drunk and I tend to get clumsy," she said as the man helped her up.

"That's quite all right, miss, it happens to a lot of us, I suppose". She looked the man up and down. He was slightly grizzled and had a small beard growing. His hair was lush and long, and his teeth looked worn and ruff as if he had just spent the last hour chewing on a piece of hardwood.

"Mind if I help you walk home since you’re out here all alone?" asked the man as they started to walk. "Um, sure, I just live up the block, I was coming from a party down that way," she said, pointing back in the direction she tripped. "Ah, a party, that seems to be what all you young kids are doing these days," said the man, slightly smiling at her.

They kept walking for another five minutes or so before they turned into an alleyway. Gabby had a strange thought and felt that there was something off with the man walking with her, but at the same time, she was too drunk to know. "I appreciate the walk home, sir; my house is right down this alley," she said, pointing.

"Oh, it was my pleasure, lass, but I can't let you go home to mommy and daddy just yet," said the man, stepping closer to her with an even bigger smile than before. Gabby now knew that something was off with this guy, and so she did the only thing that popped into her mind: she ran as far away and as fast as she could.

When she turned around, she was about three doors down from her house when suddenly, the dizziness rushed back into her head, and she tripped again, this time not on the soft sand but on cold, hard concrete that made up the alleyway leading down to a series of houses. As she got up, she felt something warm start to slowly drizzle down on her cheek.

She felt what it was and saw that it was blood. Now she dripped on the ground, and she hit her head hard. Feeling an immense amount of pain, she pulled herself up off the ground and tried to walk. While she had distracted herself with getting up, Gabby had completely forgotten the whole reason she was running. 

As she got herself together, something moved in the shadows behind her, and then it came for her with a sudden rush. It was the man who had been with her only moments earlier. He ran right at her and threw her into the brick wall behind her. 

Gabby hit the wall hard and gashed the back of her head this time. She tried to scream, but could not for some reason. The man now had a hold of her, and while one gloved hand covered her mouth, he whispered in her ear.

"You’re just the one for me, I am going to slice all that beautiful dark black hair off your scalp". The man started to slightly laugh and then, with a single movement, pulled a medium single-bladed knife from his pocket and began to cut, starting slowly up her left shoulder, cutting through bones, tendons, and veins. He then proceeded to cut deeply on the backside of her scalp and, in one slow cut, took her entire head of hair.

Gabby then realized she was dying; the large knife had sliced her entire lower back and shoulder wide open, leaving a pool of blonde staining the ground. 

She continued to wheeze as her killer then dragged the body back to the beach side, dumping it out in the open, and left her there to slowly die on her own, all alone on a warm Saturday night. As Gabby took her last breath, she thought of everything she had done that night.

From waking up that morning, kissing her mom one last time, and then spending the afternoon with her friends, and then partying late into the night. Now she knew what would happen next, she slowly drew her last breath and was then silent, unmoving in the dark, bleeding out her last remains onto the beach. She had become the first victim of the San Francisco Scalper.

Next-Day...
May 10th
9:30 am
Mission Police Station
Chuck Finley had been a part of the San Francisco Police force for nearly three years. He had served the street as a beat cop and, up until a week ago, had received word that he had been promoted to detective and had arrived at the Mission Row police station to accept his new badge. He had been born and raised in Bakersfield and knew the streets of San Francisco well enough to make a living for himself as a police officer.

In the last year, crime had skyrocketed, and news outlets were reporting a forty-eight percent increase in murder, robbery, grand theft auto, and more. 

Chuck was ready to tackle whatever case they were going to throw at him first. "Charles Finley," he turned to see someone walking out of an office and introduced himself. "It's a pleasure to finally meet you. I'm Detective John Walters in homicide, and you are my new partner".

He reached his hand out for a formal handshake. "Good to meet you, and I look forward to working with you. Also, not to rush you, but we do have an active case that we must get to," he said as they turned towards the exit. Chuck was excited. He had been at the Mission Row police station for barely ten minutes, and he had already received his first case.

"I'm guessing I'll get a tour of the station and the office when we get back," said Chuck while they walked to the parking lot. "Don't worry, I'll give you the full layout when we get back," he said. They hopped into a light Gray unmarked 2002 Crown Victoria and sped off.

Ocean Beach
9:50 am
The crime scene was fully laid out when they arrived. The body was lying face up in the sand next to the sidewalk leading to an outer boardwalk area. Blood stained the sand and concrete sidewalk. "Oh boy, we'll have a fun time with this one," said John as they approached the police line. "And why is that?" Asked Chuck, they crossed the police line and made their way over to the body. Beat police officers, CSIs, the coroner, and others surrounded the area. "Because I can already see the body from here, it's a teenager and a female. Once the news outlets pick this up, if they have not already, they will blow it out of proportion,” said John. 

The girl was lying face up in the sand, unmoving, with a straight stare on her face. The most disturbing factor was that the girl’s hair was missing; it looked as if it were out of an old western where the Indians scalped settlers who were living on their land. 

If anything, this was the exact opposite of that. This girl had been brutally murdered, and for what reason remained unknown. Most of the crowd that had gathered was small, mostly made up of curious neighbors who had come out to see what all the commotion was about.

Sergeant Jack Riker had been part of the San Francisco Police Department for over ten years. Of all the crimes he had seen, this was one of the most barbaric. He had seen men jump from rooftops, get shot in the street, and be set on fire, but he had never seen a teenage girl so savagely and brutally murdered like this.

"Sergeant Riker, good morning," said John, nodding his head. "Morning, detective, such a nice way to start the morning," said Riker, sipping his coffee. "This is my new partner, Detective Chuck Finley". Chuck reached out for a handshake. "Pleasure to meet you, Sergeant," said Chuck, shaking his hand. 

Across from them, a beat cop was taking a statement from a female jogger who found the body on her early morning run. Behind her, another officer was comforting what he assumed to be the mother and daughter of the dead girl. "Okay, Sergeant, what do you get for us?" asked Detective Walters. Riker turned to look at the body once more and then back to Walters.

"Jogger over there found her early on her morning run. Our victim's name is Gabby Martinez, age 17, and she was a student at San Bonita High School. Her parents called in to report her missing after she did not come home last night, and now we know why,” said Riker. 

The crowd had grown a little larger now, and more random bystanders had shown up to look at the scene. Elsewhere, people were starting to show up at the beach for a fun day in the sun. "Ah, shit, all the news media are starting to show up. Go talk to Max and find out what else you need to know.

I will go and keep this nosy crowd back", said Riker as he took off in the direction of the crowd. Max, good to see you. This is my new partner, Detective Chuck Finley,” said Walters. "A pleasure to meet you, detective," said Max. Working at the coroner’s office had been his dream, and now that dream had come true.

Max Gilbert had been a coroner examiner for nearly five years now and loved the work. When the detectives walked up, he was examining the large gash on the back of the victim’s head. There was a second gash on the front of her head. "Our victim was alone when she died here on this spot.

I have put her time of death at ten forty pm," said Max as he stood up. The CSIs began taking more photos of the body to document, and we are taking samples of the blood-stained sand. "That's a very specific time frame, Max,” said Walters. 

"Yes, detective, after investigating myself, I figured it out. The victim was supposed to be home by ten, and after walking the distance to the party, got here at exactly ten twenty-three," said Max, pointing at the spot. He walked the same distance as Gabby and matched the time frame exactly.

"Max, I'm still not following what you’re saying,” said Walters. "Detective, what I mean is she didn't die here, she died three doors down from her house's back door,” said Max. They walked down the alleyway, which had also been blocked by police tape and was flooded with more beat cops and CSIs. Finley noticed two separate blood spatters.

One on the ground and another on the brick wall adjacent to them. There was a lot more blood that trailed down the alley back towards the beach. "The girl got to this spot at ten thirty-two pm and was then assaulted by her killer,” said Max.

They walked the area looking for anything out of the ordinary. CSI, meanwhile, was taking blood samples and pictures from the area in which the murder took place. 

"So, the killer dragged her body back to the halfway point of where she was walking and dumped her in the sand and just left her there to finish bleeding out,” said Walters. He had a hard stare about him as he mulled over the thought of the young girl being dragged back to the beach. 

"Max, do we know what ultimately caused the girl’s death? “asked Finley as they began the walk back to the main crime scene. "I have determined the cause of death was due to multiple lacerations on her lower back and upper left shoulder. The two contusions, one on her front and back forehead, were also a part of the cause of death,” said Max.  

"Okay, and what about her missing her hair?" asked Walters. He was quite curious to know why this girl had been scalped in a way that was so violently done. "I don't have an answer for you yet, detective," replied Max.

They had walked back just in time to see the body being zipped up and lifted into the back of the coroner's van. "It will take me a full day for an autopsy, but I'll call you when I'm done and update you if I find anything," said Max as he headed for the van.

The crowd by now had dimmed down, and many people had left. The only ones who had remained were a few stay-behinds behind officers, a couple of neighbors, the news, and, of course, the girl’s parents. They were still distraught at the fact of losing their only daughter to what Finley believed was some deranged killer. 

"Come on, let's go and get the full story from the parents,” said Walters. They walked in the parents’ direction; Finley took notice of the mother, whose face was peach red and covered in tears.

The girl’s father was next to her, his face remained straight and steadfast as if he was tight and unmoving. Mr. and Mrs. Martinez, I am Detective John Walters. This is my partner, Detective Chuck Finley," said Walters as Finley gave a slight head nod. The mother managed to put herself back together and wipe away the tears on her face. 

"Please tell me you’re going to find the person responsible for taking my baby girl away from me," said the mother, who then started to cry again. "Ma'am, I can assure you we will do everything in our power to bring this killer to justice," said Walters, giving a somewhat hopeful look at the parents. 

"Ma'am, we are very sorry for your loss, and we just want to ask you a few questions that might help us in the search for your daughter’s killer," said Finley, giving her a sorrowful and comforting look. "We would certainly be happy to answer any questions you might have," said Mr. Martinez, who had finally woken up and seemed to snap out of whatever dreadful gaze he had.

"I understand that you put a nine-one-one call in to report that your daughter was missing," asked Finley, who had then pulled out a small notepad to record some of the answers.

The mother was the first to answer. "Yes, she was supposed to be home by ten, and around midnight I put in a call and reported her missing, but the dispatcher told me that she couldn't be counted as a missing person if she wasn't gone for twenty-four hours first". 

Mrs. Martinez, who had been holding onto her husband's shoulder, then broke down again. Crying more profoundly this time, she was escorted away by an officer who helped her back to the doorstep of their home.

"Mr. Martinez, do you know of anyone who would want to cause harm to your daughter?" Asked Walters. "No, not that I know, she was loved by everyone, she had plenty of friends at school, no one she knew could ever do something like this,” said Mr. Martinez. Finley noted that Mr. Martinez had started to slightly shake and determined he was still in shock over the sudden death of his daughter.

"Do you know where your daughter was on the night she was murdered?" Asked Walters. He could see the slight tension building in the father as he answered the next question. "She was at a beach party with some friends.

We told her that she could go, but not to do anything under age like drinking or drugs, and that sort,” said Mr. Martinez. Finley could now see him shake a little more profoundly and knew that something was off. 

"This party was down the block here at the beach, I'm assuming," said Walters as he pointed over to a spot a few hundred yards away. "Yes, originally her mother and I didn't want her to go, but she insisted and promised she would be back by ten". Mr. Martinez had now become a little distraught and then began to cry just as his wife had. "We'll leave you be for now and start our investigation. If you remember anything or wish to talk, this is my card. Again, sir, we are very sorry for your loss," said Walters as he gave the man his card with his number. 

The father was then escorted back to the house by another officer, and the detectives then finished up a quick canvas of the area and made their way back to the police station to start what would become an almost unsolvable case.

12:30 pm

San Francisco Chronicle

It was another busy day in the newspaper business. Jordan Potter knew this and had been sitting at his desk for nearly three hours. The front of his computer screen was blank. This was the first time that he did not have a good article to write and publish. He flopped back and forth from writing about crime in the city to the Sunday sports edition. Nothing so far today had produced something of value for him to write about. As he sat playing with a pen at his desk, he looked up to see Jenny Woodson, the editor’s secretary, hurry to his office. He noticed that she seemed to be carrying some sort of letter in her hand. Jordan noticed the look on her face and considered that whatever had just occurred seemed to be quite serious. 

The editor of the Chronicle, Edward Williams, opened and then closed the door for her. Jordan got up from his desk and decided to make his way over to his boss’s door and see if he could pick up on what they might be talking about.

“Okay, Jenny, what seems to be the matter?” Edward asked her. He could see that she seemed to be shaking. She held up the envelope to him and pulled out the letter. He immediately noticed that it appeared to be stained with blood. Edward took the letter from her and began to read it. After looking it over, he called the publisher.

Walter Morris had been the publisher of the San Francisco Chronicle for over ten years and had never seen a letter such as this one. Once he read the letter, he called everyone into the conference room for an emergency meeting.

“I am sorry to call all of you in here on such short notice, but this could not wait,” said Walter. He took the letter and laid it down on the table for everyone to see. “What is it?” asked Brett Morton. Brett was currently the leading reporter and focused on city politics and domestic lifestyle in San Francisco.

“It’s a letter of confession from a deranged killer,” said Edward. Everyone could tell that he seemed uneasy by the letter that now sat in the middle of the table. “What does it say?” said someone else from the back of the room. Jordan Potter reached over and grabbed the letter. He studied it for a moment and then began to read its contents.

“Dear editor, last night I killed a female teenager at Ocean Beach. By now her name will be all over the news,” Jordan read. Everyone in the room was silent. They appeared to be taking in what was being read to them. “I felt no remorse in killing the girl, and I thought I would write to you about” Jordan continued to read. The letter delved into much more than he wished to have read, but he read it until its end. “I would like for you to publish the contents of this letter on the front page of your paper and your website,” the letter read.

“If you do not publish it, then I will go on a kill rampage across the city,” it read. There was no signed name at the end. No one knew who wrote the letter and how it was mailed. “We should run it on the front page,” said Michael Grayson, head of the circulation department. “Wait a minute, we should think this through,” said Brett. Almost everyone in the room nodded their heads in agreement.

“Running it will be our best option,” said Edward. “We could face backlash for it,” Walter replied. Everyone then looked to Edward as he responded. “If we don’t run it, then this guy could go on a killing spree,” he replied. The room was again silent, and everyone sat motionless, thinking over what had been said in the letter.

“Huh, it seems like our only option is to run this on the front page,” said Walter. He looked to Edward and gave him a nod of approval to run it. “Someone call the police and tell them we have a blood-stained letter from the killer waiting for them,” said Edward. Everyone then began to file back out of the room.

Jordan stopped for a moment and looked down at the letter. It was a small notepad-sized piece of paper. The entire lower half had a large blood stain on it. To Jordan, the blood still looked to be fresh. He could not imagine what the girl’s family must be going through. The police arrived an hour later to analyze the letter.

“You’re the one who picked up the letter?” Finley asked Mrs. Woodson. “Yes, detective, I picked up the mail as I usually do, and when I was going through it, I discovered the blood on the letter,” she said. Detectives Finley and Walters had received the call about the letter after they had left the crime scene at Ocean Beach. They had wasted no time in getting over to the Chronicle as fast as they could. “Meet the killer’s demands and publish this letter to your front page and website,” said Walters. He had met with the editor and publisher to see what was going to be done about the contents of the letter. 

“We have already started,” said Edward. “I’ll also need a list of those who touched the letter so we can eliminate fingerprints,” said Walters as he walked out of the office. Both Finley and he met up and proceeded to walk out of the Chronicle and to their car. “You get any information about how the letter was mailed here?” Walters asked him. “No, apparently, they get hundreds of letters daily from several unknowns. This one just happened to slip in,” said Finley.

The San Francisco Chronicle had not had a mail-in letter about murders since the late 1960s-1970s during the time of the Zodiac Killer. “I’ll have the lab take a look at the letter and analyze it for fingerprints and hopefully try and get a positive match on the blood sample,” said Finley. Walters looked over at him while he was still studying the letter. “I am betting this blood came from Gabby Martinez. The killer is using it to send some sort of message,” he said as he held the letter up to read. They now had to figure out why the killer had decided to write the Chronicle and admit to the murder.

Two Hours Later...

Mission Police Station

“The blood sample just came back,” said Walters as he walked into their office. “Did we get a positive ID?” Finley asked him. Walters took a moment and then sat down at his desk. “Yes, we did, the blood does belong to Gabby Martinez,” said Walters. 

Finley continued to study the homicide report that he had brought up on his computer. “No usable prints found at the scene, what about from the letter? Anything at all?” He asked his partner. 

“Nothing as of now,” Walters replied. While studying the letter and trying to pull prints from it, the lab techs discovered that the letter had been handled by too many people, and the prints found were not a match to anyone who could be the killer. “I’ll keep digging to see what else I can find,” said Walters. He turned to his computer and began pulling up all the information he had received thus far on the case.

“Good, I’ll keep going over today’s report and see if we might have missed anything back at the crime scene,” said Finley as he turned back to his screen and continued reading. 

Downtown, about a block from the Chronicle, a man walked up to one of the newspaper booths and looked at the afternoon edition. The front page had a printed copy of the letter he had sent. He pulled up the Chronicle’s web page, and there on the front page was the letter. Putting his phone down, the man began to smile and moved on down the street.
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Chapter Two: New Victim
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May 11th
11:18 pm
Ocean Beach
Benny's Beach Bar and Grill
Andrea Oman was having the time of her life; she always enjoyed a good bar, and Benny's had become one of her favorite places to get a drink. She had visited Los Santos many times and always enjoyed every trip she got to make. While she sat and enjoyed a nice vodka and martini mix, she noticed her phone ringing.

It was her ex-boyfriend, Tom, who had been non-stop calling her for the past week to talk. They had previously dated for six months, and just when things seemed good, she walked in on him and some low-life escort getting it on in their hotel room. This had only happened two nights before, and tomorrow she would make the trip back to Chicago herself, leaving Tom behind to figure himself out. 

She took one final shot of her drink and then felt a little dizzy and started to sway back and forth. Now she knew how drunk she was. Out of the corner, a lone figure was watching her and unknowingly had slipped something into her last drink while her back was turned.

Andrea stumbled out of the bar and was swaying side to side as she walked down the sidewalk. She started to feel even more dazed than before and could feel that something was wrong. As she turned down a dense, dark alley leading to the street, a figure emerged in front of her. 

It was a man; he looked somewhat aged with a grizzled face and had a small beard. The man began to approach, and Andrea slowly started to back up until she was right up against the wall. He got closer and was smiling at her. 

"Such a nice night out, isn't it, young lady?” said the man. "Um, yes, it is, I guess," Andrea answered as she started to move away from the wall. Her whole head hurt, and she could still feel nothing but dizziness. "Let me help you out, you seem to be stumbling a little," said the man as he approached her more closely. Andrea had alarms going off in her head and knew something with this man was not right.

"Oh, I mean, I think I'm fine, but thank you, though," Andrea replied as she started to turn away. She slowly started to step back, and as she turned to start running, she could not move. The man with a new, sudden sense of speed grabbed Andrea and covered her mouth, preventing her from screaming. She started to whimper and cry as the man tightened his grip. 

Slowly, she noticed him pull out a knife from his side pocket, and then she felt a large amount of pain. He cut open her entire shoulder and stabbed deep into her spine, cutting through everything. Blood spilled out along the sidewalk as Andrea started to stagger. 

The man then sliced the bottom of her head open, and she fell to the ground. He crept up to her until he was on top of her and began to whisper in her ear.

"I'm so happy you decided to share your beautiful, long, lush hair with me," he said as he started to scalp her. The man was patient, he cut slowly along all the edges until, as if she had been wearing a wig grabbed her whole head of hair. He then dragged her body into the corner, still bleeding everywhere. Andrea tried to mumble out some final words, but she then felt silent and knew now she was dead.

Next-Day...
9:15 am
Mission Police Station
“I combed through her history and didn’t find much. She was about to be an honors student, all straight, as in every class, and she was loved by everyone,” said Finley. They had spent the morning poring through Gabby Martinez’s whole life, from the time she could walk until she was in high school.

“I got a list of names from her parents. All these teenagers were close friends with Gabby, some of them were more than likely at the party with her,” said Walters, looking over the list of names. As they looked down the list, an officer appeared at the office door. “Excuse me, detectives, we just received a call, there has been another body found at Ocean Beach, “said the officer. Finley and Walters looked at one another, grabbed their things, and departed once more for Oceanside.

Ocean Beach
9:45 am
“This is starting to get concerning, seeing as how another body dropped, and it’s only five blocks down from where the first one was found,” said Finley. They approached the police line and crossed under the tape. A larger crowd, one bigger than yesterday, had gathered around to see the body. It was again another female who was slumped up against the alley wall with a scared look on her cold, dead face. “Sergeant, what info do you have on the victim?” Asked Detective Walters. “Victim’s name is Andrea Oman, age 21, out of Chicago. We got in contact with her parents; she was out here on vacation with her boyfriend,” said Sergeant Riker. Finley thought it curious that the victim had been out here alone when she was attacked. “Did you manage to get a name on the boyfriend?” asked Finley. “His name is Tom Bennet. We put an APB out for him,” said Sergeant Riker. The crowd had now grown, and more people, including two news crews, had arrived. “Okay, Sergeant, thanks for the information, and keep up the good work,” said Walters.

They walked over to the body, each had on a pair of gloves so they could get up close and personal to examine the body closely. Max was already there, taking hair and fingernail samples and looking at blood spatters on the ground. Chuck could already see the multiple lacerations on the victim's back and head. He also noticed the most disturbing factor of all. 

Just like the other victim, this girl had been scalped fully and was missing her whole head of hair. She. “Max, what do you have for us?” Asked Walters. CSI was moving in the background, taking pictures and documenting every little thing around the crime scene.

“As you can see detectives there are multiple lacerations and cuts along the victim's lower back and shoulder. She has a small gash on her elbow and a bruised forearm,” said Max as he showed the detectives her side. 

Blood stained her clothes and the ground. “The cuts on the back of her head look deep,” said Finley, pointing out where most of her lower head was cut open. “Yes, it cut into parts of her brain and severed many nerves in the pain center of her brain. She was alive the whole time she was being cut open said Max, rolling the body back around. 

“So, the cause of death was multiple lacerations to the victim's back and head,” said Walters, looking down at the fallen girl’s body. “It would seem so, detective. I’ve finished the first autopsy, and once I get done with this one, you can come by and examine both bodies,” said Max as he moved to stand up. CSI had just finished their final analysis of the crime scene, and we were packing their things. 

“Let’s get back to the station and find out all we can about this boyfriend of hers,” said Walter as they headed for
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