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 Chapter One 
“I freaked out, threw up, and screamed…”

Southern California nearly a year after the fi res

J
im O’Brian stood on top of the cargo crane in the Port of San Pedro looking down 
at the mutilated female torso, and the word ‘SLUT’ written in what he could only 
assume was the victim’s blood. Jade Morgan was leaning over the torso gathering 

DNA evidence and preparing to place it in a body bag to go back to her offi ce at the 
Los Angeles County Coroner’s lab. Jim looked on as Jade was doing her work and 
asked, “How old?” She didn’t look up as she responded. “She’s a teenager. I would 
guess, based on the pelvis and the pubic hair, between 14 and 18.” He looked down 
and asked, “Dark-skinned. Is she Mexican?” Jade shot him a look. “Just because she 
has dark skin that isn’t black doesn’t mean she’s Mexican, Sheriff. Has anyone ever 
told you you’re a racist?” “He knows it, and he doesn’t care.”

Jade looked up to see Special Agent John Swenson stepping off the ladder leading 
to where the body part was found. “It’s good to know that there’s sensitivity to your 
victims between your two offi ces,” she said in a snide voice. Jim didn’t say anything 
as John looked around. “Where’s the rest of her?” he asked. Jade pointed to a yellow 
tarp down on the ground at the bottom of the crane. “She is in about a dozen pieces, 
John, and I won’t know more until I get her back to the lab, and we start the autopsy. 
But it looks to me like she was carved up alive.” Jim laughed. “That’s original!” he 
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said, staring down at John. “Do we know who operates this crane?” John asked. Jim 
looked at him in disbelief and said, “Well, with the port on strike – actually, shut down 
because of a longshoreman shortage – not too many.” “When was the last time it was 
operated?” Jim had a logbook in his hand, and he handed it to John. “It was operated 
this morning until three a.m. The port manager who was unloading cargo took a break, 
and when he came back a half hour later, all this shit was here.” John looked on. “So, 
our killer did his business with the body off site, knew when the manager would break, 
and dumped the parts.” 

Jim shook his head. “You just climbed up here, asshole. Unless the motherfucker 
was Superman, there is no way he could have climbed up here, dumped the body 
parts, spread the blood, and climbed down in the time the operator was off shift.” John 
nodded. “He could have done it if the body parts were already up here.” He pointed 
to a black bag about ten feet above their heads hanging from one of the crane’s steel 
cables. Jim looked up and said, “Son of a bitch…how is it that you see things that 
none of us ever do?” He shrugged, patted Jade on the back, and started to climb down 
the side of the crane. He reached the bottom with Jim right behind him. “Where’s the 
operator?” Jim pointed to a man off in the distance standing with local police shaking 
his head and waving his hands. John approached with a surprised look on his face.  
Jim asked what was wrong. John shrugged and said, “I thought I would recognize the 
man.” Jim scrunched up his face in confusion and said, “What?” 

John waved him off and walked up to the operator talking to police. He showed 
his ID and asked what they had. The officers explained that Mike Smith was the 
supervisor on duty and that he was operating the crane and found the remains when he 
returned from a break. John and Jim walked over to Mike and introduced themselves. 
John asked, “How long have you been running this unit, Mr. Smith?” He shook his 
head and said, “Only about a day. We have had several of the longshoremen cross the 
picket line, if you can call it that, to work.” “Who operated it before you?” He had a 
thoughtful look on his face and said, “Al Shaw was running the unit most of the day, 
but he left early ill.” John looked around. “Did you see anything unusual when you 
came on shift, Mr. Smith? Did you see anyone before your break or when you came 
back from your break on or near your crane?” He shook his head. “This Al Shaw, 
who was operating the unit before you, you say he went home sick?” John asked. He 
nodded, “Yea…he was very, very upset and said that he was deathly ill and left the 
facility. I didn’t have another operator, so I took over the crane when he left.” John was 
recording the conversation on his tablet. Jim was holding a small midi recorder and 
taking down everything that Smith had to say. “Did Mr. Shaw give any indication of 
the type of illness he had?” He just shook his head. “Is he an employee who is prone 
to illness?” “No. Quite the opposite. I don’t recall Al being sick the entire five years 
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he has worked for me.” John was typing on his tablet. “Can you please get me access 
to HR, so I can take a look at Mr. Shaw’s employee file?” He nodded, pulled out his 
cell phone, and talked to someone on the line, but Jim and John couldn’t hear what he 
was saying over the noise of the other cranes and container handlers moving around 
the facility. He waved his arm for the men to follow him, and they walked over to an 
office building not far from the cranes. 

When they entered and the door closed behind them, all sound was blocked out, 
and they could hear each other without the deafening noise. “WOW!” Jim said after the 
doors had closed. “How the fuck do you get it so quiet in here?” “We have soundproof 
materials that keep the noise at a very, very low level. HR is over here. They have Mr. 
Shaw’s file. Do you need me for anything else?” John looked at him and asked, “What 
was your reaction when you came back from break and saw the victim?” “You didn’t 
see the vomited up hot dogs on the platform?” John shook his head. “I freaked out, 
threw up, and screamed, but no one could hear me. I climbed down and called from my 
cell phone for help.” “Who did you call?” Jim asked. “I called the office to have them 
call 911. I knew that calling from my cell would be a waste of time. San Pedro Police 
was faster than usual given the state of the city, and that’s all I know.” They thanked 
him and released him to go back to his duties.  

Harriett Martell, the head of HR, was waiting with Mr. Shaw’s file. She handed 
it to John after verifying his credentials and left the area. Jim and John sat down at 
a small table and looked over the file. The photograph was of a middle-aged white 
male. John called out to Ms. Martell and asked, “Ms. Martell, would you give us a 
moment of your time?” She walked over to the men sitting in the small waiting area 
looking over the file. John pointed to the photograph in the file and asked, “Is this 
Mister Shaw?” She looked hard at the photograph and said, “Why, no. No it’s not.” 
“Do you know the name of the man in the photograph?” asked John. She nodded. 
“Yes…um… that’s the late Russell Baldwin.” “Late?” Jim asked. She nodded and 
told them that he had passed away of a heart attack about two years ago. “How did 
his photograph get into Mr. Shaw’s file?” She shrugged her shoulders. They could 
both see that she was sad. 

John asked, “Can you describe Mr. Shaw to us?” “Why, yes…he is five foot 
five, one hundred and fifty-five pounds. He’s of Middle Eastern descent.” “Have 
you seen or spoken to him in the last twenty four hours?” She told them that he 
called down sick from his crane in the late afternoon and left for home. “Did he 
describe the nature of his illness?” John asked. She shook her head and told them 
that he was very frazzled when he left the yard and was in no way himself. They 
thanked her for the information and asked for a copy of the employee file, which 
she gladly gave them. 
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Jim and John walked out of the building, and their senses were assaulted by the 
noise of the cranes and machinery. They walked over to the yellow tarp where Jade 
was now standing having removed all of the pieces of the corpse. John looked down 
at the pieces and said, “The only thing missing is her head!” Jade nodded and said it 
was not on the crane. “I will send in a team of divers. I have a feeling her head is under 
the crane well packaged.” She looked at John with a confused and curious look on her 
face. “How could you possibly know that, Agent Swenson?” “I have a hunch!” He 
walked off with Jim in tow and his cell phone to his ear as he called for an FBI dive 
team for a body recovery. He rattled off instructions, and the two men headed outside 
the gates where their vehicles were parked. 

Jim followed John back to his vehicle and said, “Hmm…when did you go back 
to the Chevy pickup?” “After the fires, there are so many parts of the city where we 
need four-wheel drive, so I put myself back into my truck.” Jim looked on and asked, 
“Do you know who the chick is we just pulled off the crane?” He looked Jim in the 
eye and said, “Yea…I have a pretty good idea.” There was a moment of silence, 
and John asked, “So, did you get debriefed by the CIA?” Jim nodded. “You?” Jim 
asked. John nodded as well. “So, how much longer do you think they will have us 
under surveillance?” John shrugged and said, “I have a feeling that this crime scene 
is going to be a game changer. The body is the daughter of Ali Shabad.” Jim’s face 
went cold. “How the fuck do you know that?” “I picked up some chatter between 
him and her killer yesterday afternoon. The killer has the rest of Al’s family; he 
kidnapped them yesterday afternoon.” 

It was almost five a.m.; the sun was starting to rise, and both men could see 
a huge number of cargo ships off the coast waiting to be unloaded. “So, Shabad is 
now the hunted?” Jim asked, laughing. “The call I intercepted had the caller telling 
Shabad he wanted the manifest for one of those ships out there. Someone is carrying 
sensitive cargo, and they don’t want Shabad and his people getting it.” Jim looked 
confused. “So, if Shabad knows that his family has been abducted, and indeed that 
is his daughter, where the fuck is he?” John shrugged and said, “There is one place 
I know he’s not.” Jim put his arms in the air in a motion of surrender. “So, where is 
he not?” “Cherry Cove off Catalina Island.” “What the fuck are you talking about?” 
Jim asked in an angry voice. “The caller said he had grabbed Shabad’s family and had 
already raped his daughter. He told Shabad to have the manifest near the pier at Cherry 
Cove off Catalina at midnight last night, or he would kill his kid. Based on the body 
parts we found here, Shabad didn’t go to Cherry Cove, and I don’t think he’s going to 
do anything to save his wife and son.” “So, what? He’s going to let the captor torture 
and kill his family?” John nodded. “And when the captor is done with his family, he’s 
coming for Shabad?” Jim asked snapping his Zippo shut after lighting a cigarette and 
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taking a hit off it as the sun started to peak over the horizon of LA County. “So, you 
fi gure Shabad has gone back underground?” John had a thoughtful look on his face. 
“That’s a hell of a question, Jim, that’s a hell of a question. I don’t think so. I think 
Shabad is about to fall into the hands of The Eagle.” Jim smiled and then started 
laughing, blowing the smoke from his lungs. “Does The Eagle know where he is?” 
John didn’t respond. “Does The Eagle already have him?” Jim asked. John didn’t 
respond to that question either. 

“Well, shit, John. You’re just a load of laughs this morning. I’m going back to the 
mobile home that is my offi ce on Will Rogers State Beach. You call me when you want 
to talk more about what the fuck you’re going to do. I would like to see my wife again 
before I die.” Jim walked off puffi ng on his cigarette as John jumped in his truck and 
heard a call come over the police scanner to Jim about a suspicious package found at 
Union Station in downtown Los Angeles. John called his CSI team and bomb squad 
and ordered them to the scene while he took off for the station.

Huxley Industries’ containership, the ‘Eudora Huxley,’ the largest and newest 
containership in the world, sat anchored just off the coast of San Pedro. Its cargo 
had come from ten countries in Europe and Africa. The manifest included the usual 
products being shipped to the United States from the regions, or so the ship’s captain, 
Gustavo Televichi, thought.  The ship was awaiting clearance to dock in San Pedro, 
so it could unload its cargo. Televichi was on a tight schedule and needed to be back 
to the Netherlands in less than a week. The whole trip had been an unusual one for 
him and his crew. They launched out of Amsterdam three weeks earlier and took on 
containers as they moved along the ports of Europe and Africa. This was very much 
out of the norm and was the fi rst time that he had taken an empty vessel to sea and 
loaded it as he sailed. There were very strict instructions on how the cargo was to 
be loaded. He was also surprised when he was told that he would be returning to 
Amsterdam with a single container. 

“One unit? How do I make money if you want me to deliver this cargo and then 
come back with one unit?” he had asked the contractor who had hired him. “We are 
paying you ten times what you would get paid to haul cargo. You will make plenty 
of profi t. If you don’t want the job, I’m certain we can fi nd another vessel,” was the 
response from his employer/contractor. He stood on the bridge looking at the cranes 
and container handlers idle on the platforms off in the distance; the red lights on top 
of them shining bright in the early morning haze. The sea was calm, but there was an 
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uneasiness on him. “Carlo!” he called through the ship’s intercom. Carlo Umberto 
entered the bridge and walked over to Televichi. “Yes, sir.” “Where are we with getting 
to docking and unloading? We need to get back underway if we are going to make it 
back to Amsterdam in the next ten days.” 

Carlo pulled the manifest from the wall and radioed into the port to check on their 
status in line for unloading. He put down the phone and said, “Captain, the port is still 
partially shut down due to a longshoreman’s strike as a result of the recent fires. They 
are saying it could be a while.” “A while!” he yelled, “we’ve been on this damn ship 
for three days waiting to unload…fucking Americans. You would think we were back 
in Italy with the train operators  striking.” Carlo nodded and looked at his watch. “It’s 
six thirty, Captain. How about some breakfast?” He handed Gustavo the manifest and 
headed off the bridge. Televichi took the book and thumbed through its pages. He 
noted a five star rating on two containers that were located on the upper deck. They 
would not have caught his attention if it hadn’t been that the container numbers were 
identical, yet they were loaded bow and stern on the ship. 

Carlo had not made it through the hatch to exit the bridge when Gustavo called 
out, “Why are there two containers with the same cargo numbers on this manifest?” 
Carlo walked back and looked over the manifest. “I have no idea, Captain, but I’m 
certain it’s an error – an error that we can sort out when we dock in San Pedro.”  “We 
don’t make errors on my ship, Carlo. Pull all the information on the two containers and 
their ports of origin.” He nodded and exited the bridge. 

Carlo walked up to the front of the ship and made a call on a satellite phone he had 
unclipped from his belt. He dialed a number, and a male voice answered. “We are stuck 
out here in the Pacific Ocean because your people are on strike. The captain is uneasy, 
and he’s started to scrutinize the manifest. We would usually be here and gone, but we 
sit anchored a mile off shore waiting to unload. The captain is asking questions about 
the two containers numbered nine. He’s instructed me to pull all their paperwork. He 
wants to see their points of origin as well as their contents.” “There is nothing in the 
paperwork that should give him a reason to question. Show it to him,” the voice on the 
other end of the line said. It was male with a thick east coast accent. There were a few 
moments pause, then Carlo said, “How much longer do you think this strike is going 
to last?” “I have no idea. This isn’t a strike over money. It’s a strike over too many 
hours. Half of the employees of the ports in Los Angeles, San Pedro, and Long Beach 
were killed in the terrorist attack on the cities. While perfectly executed, they have left 
a mess of momentous proportions. One of the biggest problems is finding experienced 
people to do the work of getting the city moving again. Give the captain what he 
has requested. If he continues to push on the containers and their contents, eliminate 
him.” “In the middle of the sea with a ship loaded with cargo? Are you mad?” “Too 
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many people have sacrifi ced too much to have one man start trouble. Give him what 
he wants. If he pushes further, do what you have been trained to do.” The orders were 
met with silence, and the line went dead. Carlo pulled the paperwork as instructed and 
had it sent to the bridge while he had breakfast. “I need to create something else to 
distract the captain. I don’t need a missing captain, the coast guard, and U.S. homeland 
security on this ship … not to mention the FBI.”

The fi rst unmarked car pulled up behind the warehouse at Union Station 
in downtown Los Angeles. Jim O’Brian exited the vehicle with an unlit cigarette 
between his teeth and a bad attitude. There were several other vehicles parked at the 
location as well, utility crews, other vehicles, and people all on the same undercover 
assignment. “Where the fuck is Swenson?” he called out to a group of men standing 
near a dumpster. He saw John’s truck parked near the scene but no sign of him. 
One of the men pointed to a darkened doorway covered with crime scene tape. He 
walked over to see John speaking to two men he didn’t recognize. “Do you want to 
tell me what the fuck you’re doing in my city in one of the only areas not damaged 
or destroyed by the fi res?” John pulled away from the men and turned to greet Jim. 
“Good morning to you again, Sheriff.” “Go fuck yourself, John. All I need to see 
now is the media, and I will shoot you myself.” John’s towering fi gure cast a shadow 
over Jim as the two stood in the morning sunlight. Jim said, “We were called in on 
an unknown package left on one of the train platforms. I’m waiting for the bomb 
squad.” Jim shook his head looking down at the ground. He looked at John and asked, 
“Have you seen the device?” John nodded, and Jim said, “You’re a fuckin’ specialist 
in explosives, John. Is it a damn bomb?” Jim clenched the cigarette between his teeth 
awaiting a response. “Most likely not.” “We’ve been getting more and more of these 
false bomb threats and suspicious package reports in the past few weeks. Why is the 
FBI here? This is the local’s jurisdiction.” John walked over to a vending machine 
and put in a dollar. He pressed the button and grabbed a bottle of Coke Zero from 
the door. “You want something?” he asked as he opened the bottle. “Coffee…I don’t 
know how you can drink that shit fi rst thing in the morning.” John took a big swig and 
let out a burp. “It’s good stuff. I get the caffeine without all the calories.” He laughed 
as Jim shook his head. “Oh, I didn’t know you were watching your girlish fi gure. 
What happened to the health nut I met a few years ago?” “He met you and picked up 
some bad habits!” There was a laugh between the two men, and John got Jim a coffee 
from one of the other vending machines. 
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“I thought when you left the San Pedro scene you were going to deal with Shabad.” 
John smiled and said, “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Jim frowned but he 
knew not to push it. “So, why are you and I and our men and women standing in front 
of Union Station with our dicks in our hands?” John smiled and took another swig of 
his Coke. “I think the ladies would be offended.” Jim got loud and said, “Oh, go fuck 
yourself.” “Physically impossible, Jim!”  “John, do we need to be here, or can we clear 
the scene?” Heads turned all over the area at Jim’s loud voice. John laughed and said, 
“I have my bomb squad sweeping the premises. Give it five more minutes, and we will 
call the scene clear. Now, shut up and drink your coffee.” Jim lit a cigarette and drank 
his coffee as he listened to John’s team call an all clear and begin taking off their gear. 
“This coffee tastes like shit.” “Well, you’re drinking bad coffee with a cigarette. What 
did you think it was going to taste like?” Jim shrugged his shoulders. “I’m getting 
goddamn tired of these false alarms. Someone is fucking with us. We have dead bodies 
still being pulled from the rubble of the fires, the stench of death hangs heavy in the air, 
and someone thinks it’s a good idea to divert and waste precious resources on shit!” 
John nodded as the two men walked back to Jim’s car. Jim leaned on the car with his 
elbow and with the cig hanging out of his mouth and asked, “You going to tell me 
about Shabad?” John just drank his Coke and waited for the rest of his team to emerge 
from the building. Jim said, “I’m getting a chopper to take me over to Cherry Cove on 
Catalina this afternoon. Want to join me?” Jim smiled, knowing that this would piss 
John off. He was surprised when John looked at him and said, “Sure. What time?” 
“One.” John looked down at his watch; it was half past nine. “Where are you flying 
from?” Jim told him San Pedro, and John told him he would meet him there at quarter 
to. The two men parted, and Jim looked on as John drove off.
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 Chapter Two
“I don’t kill innocents. That’s what you do.”

A
li Shabad was struggling against the restraints when The Eagle walked into the 
room. Ali spit on him as he walked up. “Now, I know that in your culture that’s 
a manner of insult, but in Western culture it’s just rude and vulgar.” The Eagle 

slapped Shabad hard on the side of his face and pulled his head back against the gurney. 
The Eagle took a leather strap from the steel table and placed it across Shabad’s head, 
snapping it to two clips. He placed a bondage snaffl e bit in Shabad’s mouth, so he 
could not close his mouth or spit and walked back to the end of the gurney.

The Eagle said, “Look, I know that you’re pissed off that I got you before you 
got me. I know you’re upset that the headless torn apart body of your daughter 
was found on your crane this morning in San Pedro, and that your son and wife 
are next to suffer at the hands of their captor. Did I mention that her abductor 
wrote the word ‘SLUT’ on your daughter’s torso? I mean…that’s all that there 
was of her in that spot. The rest of her body parts were all over the place. I have 
to tell you, Al, whoever killed her took his time cutting her to pieces, and he did 
it while she was still alive.” His eyes were wide and red as he fought back tears. 
The Eagle continued, “Here’s what I know. You were in the meeting in Washington 
before the president put a bounty on my head, and you are under instructions by 
administration offi cials to do something even worse to our country than you did 
on nine-eleven. I also know that you know who has your family, or what’s left of 
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them, and that you will let them die the horrifi c way your daughter already has. 
So, let’s get right down to it. Where is the manifest, and why does he want you to 
deliver it to Cherry Cove on Catalina Island?” 

Shabad’s eyes were huge. He struggled to speak but couldn’t. The Eagle looked 
at him hard and asked, “If I take out the bit, will you be polite?” He tried to nod his 
restrained head. The Eagle walked up to the front of the table and removed the bit. 
Shabad spit but not at John. He complained about the taste of the bit. “How the hell 
do you know so much?” Shabad asked. “The same way I knew about your plot over 
a decade ago. I’ve been spying on you. So, I’m right on everything I have told you so 
far. How high up in the administration does this go?” Silence met his question. “Al…
you know that I’m going to get everything out of you. You know that I am an expert 
at torture. Why not save us both a lot of trouble and tell me what I want to know, and 
maybe, just maybe, I can not only stop this plot but save what’s left of your family.” 
“There’s nothing you can do. By now he has humiliated my wife and son, and more 
than likely, my son is dead. The captor is raping my wife. He will hold her the longest. 
He will want to make her watch what he does to our children before he humiliates her. 
He’s like you. He likes to torture and dehumanize his victims.”

The Eagle shook his head. “No, Al, he’s not like me. I kill killers like you in a 
manner consistent with their crimes. I don’t kill innocents. That’s what you do. So, 
who is he?” Silence met the question, and The Eagle took a pair of scissors from the 
table and cut away Shabad’s clothing. The Eagle attached electrodes to his genitals. 
“You want to do it the hard way, so we will do it the hard way, Al.” He looked at 
the clock on the wall. It was eleven thirty. “Hey, I’ve got some time. I’m taking a 
chopper over to Cherry Cove at one, so we have some time to see what I can get 
out of you before I make that trip.” The Eagle grabbed a remote and began to apply 
current to Al’s balls as he convulsed on the table spitting saliva and sweating as the 
current grew stronger and stronger.

Aahil Shabad was begging for his life as his mother sat nude and tied to a chair in 
the kitchen of the small apartment their captor had them in. “Remove your clothing, 
Aahil, or I’ll do it for you.” The young boy stood in silent defi ance of the order. His 
captor grabbed him by the back of the neck and started ripping the clothes off the 
thirteen-year-old’s body. Once he was nude, his captor threw him to the fl oor, moved 
over to where his mother was, removed her restraints, and pulled her by the hair over 
to a twin bed in a corner of the room. He picked her up and threw her on the bed and 
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tied her arms and legs to the bed posts then returned to the boy. There were three small 
video cameras in the apartment with two near the bed. He picked up the boy and threw 
him on the bed. “Eat her out!” The boy sat nude between his mother’s legs. She made 
no attempt to resist, and he slowly shook his head no, staring at the man. His captor 
grabbed him by the hair and pushed his head down between his mother’s thighs and 
held his head into her groin all the while instructing the boy to lick. He pulled Aahil’s 
head back. He was covered with sweat and crying. “Why are you doing this to us?” he 
asked. His captor laughed and said, “Look into the camera and ask your father.” 

He grabbed a board with carpet tack strip attached to it and pushed the boy down 
on the bed and screamed, “YOU WILL EAT YOUR MOTHER OUT THEN FUCK 
HER!” He brought the piece of wood down on the boy’s back and buttocks multiple 
times until he screamed for mercy and slowly crawled across the bed and followed all 
of the instructions of his captor while weeping.

John reached the helipad before Jim did. The sheriff’s rescue chopper was ready to 
go, and he knew he could have a long day over on Catalina. Jim pulled up a few minutes 
later and parked the car. He got out blowing smoke from his mouth and looking at John 
asking, “What the fuck are we going to fi nd in Cherry Cove?” Jim walked toward the 
helipad and jumped in the front seat next to the pilot while John sat in the back. They 
put on their headsets, and the pilot notifi ed them of the fl ight restrictions that had been 
put in place by the FAA since the terrorist attacks. John pushed the speaker button on 
his head set and said into the microphone, “Thanks for the heads up, but we are not 
exactly a threat to national security.” The pilot nodded as the chopper lifted up over 
the port and the waiting containerships fl oating on the sea. “So, you didn’t answer my 
question. What the fuck is in Cherry Cove?” Jim asked, looking out the windshield 
of the chopper. “I’m not really sure.  I picked up some chatter that there was to be a 
rendezvous there between Shabad and the captor of his family.” Jim just about jerked 
his back out turning to look at John sitting casually looking out the window at the 
rippling sea. “You know that the victim in San Pedro is his kid?”  He nodded and 
kept looking out over the ships and Catalina Island off in the distance. Jim sat silent. 
The look on his face was enough to let John know he was pissed as hell, and that he 
couldn’t ask another question until they were alone on the ground. Jim called out to the 
pilot, “How long will it take to make it to Cherry Cove?” “It’s a straight shot across the 
sea from San Pedro, sir, and just a mile or so north of the Isthmus Cove, about half an 
hour. The thing is I don’t know if there will be a good landing zone, or if we will have 
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to land at the Isthmus. You and Special Agent Swenson might have to hike up there.” 
Jim glared back at John. “You find a fuckin’ place to land at Cherry Cove. This fucker 
has pontoons on it. Land on the fuckin’ beach!” 

There was silence between all men until they made their approach to the cove. 
John spoke up and told the pilot to veer inland to a Boy Scout camp where they could 
land. He saw the clearing and landed about a hundred yards off the beach. Jim jumped 
out, as did John, and the two men walked away from the chopper blades and the roar 
of the engine, so Jim could yell at John at the top of his lungs. “You son of a bitch! You 
have Shabad!” Jim was yelling in an area where there were no people. John nodded. 
“If you have Shabad, then you have neutralized the threat.” John shook his head as 
they walked toward the pier. “What the fuck, John? Is Shabad dead?” He shook his 
head. “He’s not talking even after his kid’s body was found?” “Nope!” Jim took a 
cigarette out and put it in his mouth and lit it. “So, how many of Shabad’s family does 
the captor have?” “Two, now that the daughter is dead. His son is most likely dead, and 
the wife will follow. The boy’s body will end up like the daughter’s. The captor will 
leave it at Shabad’s home. The wife…I’m not sure just what he will do with her. She’s 
a looker and has a nice body. I have a feeling he will hold her for quite a while. I expect 
there will be video coming into my office in the next day or two from the killer.” 

Jim took a deep drag off the smoke and asked, “Is this a copycat of The Eagle?” 
“Oh no…this guy is his own person.” “Do you know who he is?” John shrugged. 
“Don’t fuckin’ shrug. Do you know who he is – yes or no?” John walked past the pier 
and looked around the adjacent area, but there was nothing out of the ordinary. He 
poked the lid on a trash can; it was empty. It was the middle of the week, and there 
were no boats or people on the island. All traffic on the seas had been stopped by the 
government after the attacks, so no one was allowed to launch a private vessel off the 
California coast for the foreseeable future. Jim followed, watching John as he moved 
around the pier and was just about to ask another question when John stopped where 
the beach ended and the pier began. He was looking carefully at one of the pylons 
that held up the pier entrance. He grabbed a pair of gloves from his pocket and waded 
down into the water. He felt around for a second where the wood decking and concrete 
pylon met and pulled out a plastic bag. He waded back to shore and opened it, and he 
and Jim looked inside. There was a small flash drive and a note. John asked Jim to grab 
a CSI kit from the chopper, which he did, and the two men sat on a bench next to the 
water as he pulled out the contents. John read the note and said, “I was wrong. There 
will be no video coming to my office.” Jim looked at him with a confused look on his 
face and asked, “Why not?” He pointed to the flash drive in the bag and said, “This is 
a video. Probably in one of several easily accessed video programs on the net.” “The 
killing?” Jim asked. “Killings,” John responded. He looked down at the bag then stood 



Operation Red Alert • 1312 • Chapter Two

up and started walking toward the chopper. Jim stopped him and said, “Hey, this is a 
crime scene if what you say is true about that flash drive.” John shook his head. “This 
is just a drop point. Shabad didn’t show up to drop what the captor and now killer 
wanted, so he dropped off a film for Shabad.” 

Jim was walking next to John as they headed for the chopper when he asked, “Is 
everyone a fucking moviemaker now?” “This is going to be a very disturbing video.” 
“So, are you taking it back to the lab?” Jim asked. “No…I’m taking it to show Shabad. 
He will lose his cookies and his mind, and then I will press him for more details.” Jim 
shook his head as they got seated in the chopper. Not a word was said until they were 
back on the ground in San Pedro. When they landed, Jim walked with John to his truck 
and asked, “Is this mess going to get better or worse?” John shrugged again and said, 
“It all depends on what I can get out of Shabad and what it is his captor wants.” Jim 
was clearly angry and said, “I know goddamn well you know a hell of a lot more than 
you’re telling me. I think you know who has Shabad’s family, and I think you’re going 
to let them die. I also think that you will kill Shabad before he tells you a damn thing 
about any new plots against America.” John shook his head. “No. Shabad will talk if 
this video has on it what I think it does. This is about dishonoring his family and his 
legacy. He knows that the Eagle’s going to kill him; it’s just a matter of how he does it 
and how long he wants it to take.” Jim didn’t respond. He walked off to his car, and as 
he did he muttered to himself, “How the fuck did I allow myself to get into bed with 
the Iron fuckin’ Eagle? I should have just left it alone.” He turned and walked back to 
John who was now sitting in his truck. “I’m coming over to your house tonight. You 
made me an accessory to murder here, and I need to see Shabad and his reaction to 
the video.” John nodded and said, “Be at my place at six thirty.” Jim turned to leave, 
and John called to him and waved him back to his truck. “Don’t bring food. I’m pretty 
certain that this video is going to make The Eagle’s killings look tame.” Jim turned and 
walked away. Jim looked at his PDA. It was three p.m. He decided to make his way 
back to his office to try to sort out the events of the day. 
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 Chapter Three
She was crying on the other end 

of a lost line in cyberspace.

C
aptain Televichi was on the bridge of the Eudora Huxley going over the 
manifest of the two cargo containers on the bow and stern of his ship that were 
identically numbered nine. He noted that the containers had been originally 

slated for delivery to the Port of San Francisco but had been re-routed at the last 
minute to the Port of San Pedro.  Carlo entered the bridge while the captain sat with 
his head in his hands staring down at the manifest. “I brought you a cappuccino, 
Captain,” Carlo said. “I don’t understand this, Carlo. The two containers show 
contents of electronics, but they were picked up at the port in Casablanca. We have 
never picked up any cargo of electronics for the United States in all of my years 
traveling these seas out of that port. We are always delivering cargo. Something is 
wrong on this manifest. Both of the containers are accessible on the upper decks; 
I want them opened and inspected.” Carlo looked on as the captain spoke and 
said, “Sir, with all due respect, we are not allowed to open sealed containers in 
transit, that’s for U.S. Customs and the port authority to do when we unload. If you 
order the seal on those containers broken without their permission, we will not be 
allowed to unload the cargo and could likely be fi ned. I don’t think that Huxley 
Industries will smile upon us for the unauthorized opening of cargo at sea, sir.” 
Gustavo took a sip of the cappuccino then told Carlo to put a call in to U.S. Customs 
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and to advise that they have two unidentifi ed containers on the ship of suspicious 
origin. “Request that they send a party to board us and let them look at the cargo.”

Carlo’s face took on a look of desperation, and Gustavo saw it right away. “What’s 
the matter, Carlo? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” Carlo was fi dgety as Gustavo 
took the fi nal sip of his beverage. “It’s okay, Carlo. I know you’re new to this area of 
shipping, but this is not new when it comes to container handling in foreign ports. I 
have requested early boarding or inspection of suspicious cargo hundreds of times.” 
There was no response. Gustavo was getting visibly irritated with Carlo. “Look, Carlo, 
I will make the call to shore. You take the helm while I speak to the authorities. I’m 
not trying to cause problems; I’m trying to prevent them.” He stood up and started 
to walk off the bridge when he fell to the fl oor. Two other helmsmen were there and 
reached the captain before Carlo. “Captain? Captain? Are you alright?” asked one of 
the men. He stood up and started to walk again waving them off, but his walk was now 
a stagger, and the two helmsmen thought the captain had tied one on earlier in the day 
or might still be drunk from the night before. “Carlo, it would seem the captain has 
had a bit too much drink.” Carlo laughed as he approached Gustavo. “Sir, are you still 
a bit tipsy from last night?” He shook his head. “Get the captain to his quarters and let 
him rest. I will take over with his instructions. I will make the calls, Captain. Lie down 
in your quarters and rest. I’m sure you will feel better soon.” The two men lifted the 
captain under their arms and carried him to his cabin. When they returned, one of the 
men said, “The captain is asleep, Carlo. He was fi ne a half hour ago. I watched him 
walking the deck doing a count of containers.” Carlo just shrugged and told them it 
was the wine that made the captain ill and to go back to their duties. 

Gustavo’s breathing became labored as he lay in his cabin until he breathed his 
last. Carlo checked on him fi fteen minutes later, in secret, to see that he was dead. He 
knew that the death of a foreign sea captain would get their ship into the port faster and 
get the cargo unloaded, so he could fi nish his end of the agreement. He was mumbling 
to himself, “They won’t hold up the ship because there are no signs of foul play. There 
will be a few Customs questions, then I can fi nish this mission, collect my share of the 
money for the delivery of the containers, and take the ship back, so long as Huxley 
allows me to captain her.” He walked back to the bridge to retrieve the captain’s things 
and his coffee only to fi nd that the cup was missing. He asked who had taken it, but 
no one knew anything. Carlo fi dgeted nervously at the helm as he waited for the room 
porter to fi nd the captain’s body.
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Jim arrived at John’s home, parked in the underground garage, and went into the 
foyer of The Eagle’s lair. He had been cleared with retinal and fingerprint recognition 
to open the main entrance into The Eagle’s area of the home. He sat down on a small 
loveseat near the window and watched the surf crashing on the beach below the house 
until he heard The Eagle clear his throat. “Are you sure you want to be involved 
here, Jim?” He looked at The Eagle dressed in a white jumpsuit with no disguise 
on his face. He nodded. “Follow me.” Jim followed him down the same corridor he 
had been in when The Eagle and his men took out Colonel Bolton and Ryan Skillen 
during Operation ‘Rome is Burning.’ He followed until they came to an open door, 
was ushered into a bright white operating room, and there on a gurney in front of him 
was Ali Shabad, nude and in pain. The Eagle pointed to a chair and asked Jim to sit. He 
did as instructed. The Eagle pulled a steel table over near Shabad, removed some wires 
from his groin, and placed them on the table. “Al,” The Eagle said, “we went to Cherry 
Cove on Catalina Island like I told you we were going to, and Detective O’Brian and 
I found this.” He showed Shabad a small flash drive and a note. “Now, Al, based on 
the contents of this note, there is a lot more you should be telling me.” Shabad had no 
reaction to The Eagle’s comments. “Well, let’s see what’s on the flash drive, Al. I think 
it will give us more insight into the contents of the note.” 

Jim looked around at the monitors that were all over The Eagle’s operating room. 
He took a cigarette out of his top pocket and said, “Well, I see how you filmed your 
victims.” He put the cig between his teeth and chomped on it nervously. There was 
no response. The Eagle put the flash drive into a small computer he had on a desk 
in a corner of the room, and the monitors came to life. On the screen was a woman, 
nude and tied to a chair. She wasn’t moving, but she was staring into the camera. 
Jim recognized the voice of her captor immediately, and he knew that The Eagle 
recognized it as well, although he didn’t react. 

“Ali Shabad … or should I say Al Shaw? As you can see, I have your lovely wife 
and two children.” The camera panned over to where two teenagers sat, one male, the 
other female. The girl was nude, but the boy was dressed, and both were hog tied. “Al, 
do you remember me asking you how your trip to Washington went last year during 
the wildfires? I have learned that your trip went quite well. I also learned that you are 
part of an elite team that has been enlisted by certain members of President Matthew 
Hernandez’s cabinet to eliminate the remaining members of the counterterrorism team 
that was working to stop you and your men on nine-eleven. You might recall the code 
name of the operation to stop you, ‘Operation Red Alert.’” 

Jim looked first at Shabad and then at The Eagle. Neither showed any emotion. 
The captor continued, “Well, no sense in beating around the bush. I know you’re 
viewing this video from the lair of The Iron Eagle. I know that he’s trying to figure out 
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what you’re up to, so I’m going to tell him what I know. Black op units were dispatched 
by Vice President Oren McNeil to kill all operatives. McNeil also coordinated the 
blaming of the terrorist attacks in Los Angeles on The Iron Eagle with the help of CIA 
Director Harold Cantos and FBI Director Brian Smalls.” 

There was a pause, and Jim blurted out, “That’s Rick Park’s voice.” The Eagle 
nodded. Park continued, “Al, I knew you were a diabolical genius, but I only recently 
learned the depths of your depravity. Mr. Eagle, the three people you see before you 
on this video were knowingly going to be used as suicide bombers when Hernandez 
comes to Los Angles next week for a follow up on the fires as he makes a swing through 
the State of California as the opening of his reelection campaign. Al, here, has passes 
for his wife and children to be on stage with the president at one of the LA fire survivor 
functions. I learned of it and knew I had to do something. Al, you and your people have 
killed Blake Stroud and Lance Coswalski, and I got your family before you could get 
me. I’m betting that you’re not going to share with me how you’re planning on getting 
your nuke into the country; however, I do know that you have one, and you’re working 
to get it in. So… what to do?” 

There was a pause, and Rick came into view of the camera, grabbing Shabad’s 
daughter by the hair and dragging her over to a small bed in the room. All three 
watched as Park raped and beat the girl. Jim looked over at Shabad, whose face 
remained expressionless. When Park had finished, he pulled a field knife and a hack 
saw off a table in the room and held them up to the camera. “Well, Al, I got to drive my 
point home in your kid here, so now let’s drive the point home that you are going to 
give us the information.” Rick drove the knife into the girl’s abdomen and pulled up 
on the blade allowing her intestines to spill onto the floor of the room. She screamed 
with the insertion of the blade and laid groaning and writhing on the floor in her 
blood and feces as the contents of her intestines were released. Both the boy and 
Shabad’s wife could be heard screaming off camera as Park took the hack saw and 
began sawing the girl to pieces – alive. When Park was finished, he placed her parts 
in a black sack, the one that John had noticed hanging from the port crane, and then 
sat down in front of the camera. 

“Ali…I know, and The Eagle knows, that you’re not going to save your family, and 
you know that I’m going to humiliate them before I kill them to make sure I humiliate 
you. I don’t think that The Eagle is going to kill you any time soon, so I will make more 
videos as I kill your family. The thing that I want you as well as The Eagle to know is 
that bomb will never get to American soil. My mole has fed me enough information 
to allow me to get to it before it gets delivered. I want The Eagle to keep you alive for 
several more weeks, so you can see where that bomb is going to end up and how you 
are going to claim responsibility on behalf of your bosses.” 
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Jim looked hard at Shabad who was still stoic in his expression when Rick told 
The Eagle through the video that Hernandez is in danger, and that McNeil and his 
cronies were planning on killing him, so he could take offi ce and fi nish what the o-one 
and current terrorist attacks did not accomplish – the destruction of America. The 
video faded to black, and Jim said, “Okay, I have to go on the record here right now 
saying what I said to you at Oat Mountain when you liberated Skillen and his men, and 
I got SHOT! I don’t want to hang out with you any more.” The Eagle turned to Jim 
and said, “I’m about to spend some time with Mr. Shabad. If you don’t want to be an 
accessory to his torture and eventual demise, you should leave the room.” 

Jim got up and looked at Shabad as he started for the door. He stopped at the 
opening to the room and turned back and said to Shabad, “I have no compassion for 
you. You’re a cold-blooded and sadistic killer, but you have never done a killing 
on your own. You use other people to kill for you. This man,” he pointed to The 
Eagle, “is a master at torture. He will make you so desire death you will be willing 
it upon yourself, but it won’t come. He will take you to the edge of your sanity 
and to the points of human pain endurance only imagined, and just when you think 
you’re going to breathe your last, he will revive you and start all over again. If he 
has promised you a quick death for information, do yourself a favor and answer his 
questions. Have no illusions. You are never leaving this room alive. All you will do 
by denying The Eagle what he wants is suffer unimaginable pain and agony only to 
tell him what he wants to know in the end.” He looked over at The Eagle standing 
next to Shabad and said, “I hope he keeps his mouth shut. Fuck him up. Fuck him 
up good. When you’re done, come and see me in my offi ce, and we can go over the 
note.” With that, Jim walked out of the room, down the hall, and out to his car. He 
drove away with the radio on, listening to the news and hoping that The Eagle would 
have months to spend with Shabad.

Vice President Oren McNeil was sitting in the ceremonial vice presidential offi ce 
in Washington D. C. in the Eisenhower Offi ce Building next to the White House with 
FBI Director Brian Smalls and CIA Director Harold Cantos. He was tapping on his 
desk and reading a security brief as well as a report that had been received from 
the new captain of the Eudora Huxley, Carlo Umberto. He put the paper down on 
his desk and looked at the two men. “You ordered him to kill the captain?” He was 
looking at Harold Cantos as he asked the question. “Yes, sir. The captain was asking 
too many questions about the number nine containers.” “Questions? Questions? For 
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God sake, man, there was nothing to find on those containers that could have caused 
us a problem. Now, YOU have caused us a problem because the ship is going to be 
taken out of rotation in an already nearly dead port and pushed to the front of the 
line. It also means that Director Smalls’s LA office, as well as local authorities, are 
going to end up on that damn ship. What the hell were you thinking?” Cantos had 
no response. Smalls tried to coat the whole thing by saying he had control over the 
agents that would be on the scene. 

McNeil stood and walked across the office and leaned on a credenza, looking out 
the window of his office. “You don’t have control of SHIT, Smalls, neither does your 
buddy sitting next to you. We have the launch of Hernandez’s reelection bid starting in 
the war torn city of Los Angeles, and our plans are falling apart.” There was silence, so 
the VP continued, “Where’s Shabad? According to the CIA and FBI, he had the whole 
thing set up for a suicide bomber to take out Hernandez.” He turned and glared at the 
two men sitting in the chairs across from his desk. “We don’t know where Shabad 
or his family is,” Cantos responded. “How the fuck do we lose the key international 
terrorist mastermind a week before he is to assassinate the president? Can either one 
of you rocket scientists explain any of this to me?” 

Cantos spoke right up. “Shabad always falls off the radar before an attack. He did 
the week before the nine-eleven attacks. He did it before ‘Nero,’ and I’m certain that 
he’s doing it again before this operation, sir. You have masterminded your plan for 
succession to the presidency, and you, sir, will be the one running for a first term as 
president with the sympathy vote.” “Listen, I don’t need you kissing my ass. I need to 
know that we are still a go for this operation. As soon as Hernandez is dead, I can start 
my new agenda and get this damn country where it needs to be.” Smalls stood up and 
said, “Nothing is off-track, sir. The plot will continue as planned.” 

McNeil sat down and asked, “Where are your two offices with eliminating the 
‘Rome’s Burning’ teams that killed off Skillen and his men?” Cantos replied, “Our 
operatives have killed two of the six men, a third is missing and we presume dead, 
and three others are on the hit list. However, I don’t advise that we move forward on 
the kill orders for Patrick Martin, Phillip Soranto, or John Swenson until after the 
attack, sir.” “Why?” “These three men are all very well connected and most likely 
know that we have a termination order out for them, sir. While it is highly unlikely 
that they know you are involved in this plot, they most likely know or suspect that 
Director Smalls and I are the moving parties in the executions. With two men down 
and one missing, making a hit on any one of these three will be the equivalent of 
kicking the hornets’ nest, sir.” McNeil look confused. “Isn’t that what we’re doing 
here, gentlemen? Do I need to remind you that we have subverted the president? We 
have lied, cheated, and killed to get where we are. We have convinced the president 
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that the man who saved the nation is public enemy number one, and if the media and 
others loyal to Hernandez learn that The Iron Eagle is really a hero not a heel and 
it was us who did all these things, then it’s all over. Where are the CIA and FBI on 
identifying this Iron Eagle character?” 

Smalls responded, “We don’t have any fi rm leads, sir, but we feel that The Eagle 
is most likely one of the six men on the kill list. I feel strongly that we have already 
eliminated The Eagle, sir.” “Can you prove that?” “No, sir.” McNeil sighed. “Then it 
doesn’t mean diddly shit. You two need to pull your heads out of your asses and fi nd 
this guy and kill him before all hell breaks loose.” He sat silent for a few moments then 
looked back at the security brief he had on his desk. He looked at Smalls and asked, 
“Who do you have that you are going to send onto the Eudora to investigate the death 
of the captain?” Smalls looked at the VP for a few seconds and said, “That’s really the 
supervising special agent’s call in Los Angeles, sir. I don’t want to put any infl uence 
in it from Washington. I think that would send off too many warning bells.”  “Fine…
who is the supervising agent?” “John Swenson, sir.” McNeil got a smile on his face. 
“Perfect, let’s make sure that Swenson and his team are sent to the ship when it is 
brought into the port. Perhaps you two nimrods are right. Leave the kill list alone for 
now. If we can get the containers off the ship under the supervision of Customs and 
the FBI and Swenson is in charge, we can blame him when the package gets delivered 
after the president has been killed.” There were smiles all around the room. Smalls and 
Cantos both nodded, and Smalls said, “It’s perfect, sir. No matter how you cut it, we 
can get rid of Swenson in a very public way. Once that is done, we can focus on the 
other two and fi nding The Iron Eagle if he’s not already dead.”

John had gone back to his offi ce on Wilshire. He had pulled the fi les on the 
murders of Blake and Lance. He called in his CSI team leader, Ron Bergman, to 
discuss the fi les. Bergman was known for being an uptight, arrogant agent, and he and 
John rubbed each other the wrong way from day one. Bergman didn’t like the fact that 
John had advanced so quickly in the Bureau. Ron had been a special agent for nearly 
two decades and had been second in command under the former head of behavioral 
science in Los Angeles, Special Agent Steve Hoffman, and had tried unsuccessfully to 
transfer to his team at Quantico. He knocked on John’s door and was invited in. John 
was reading the fi le on Blake and handed the fi le on Lance to Ron. “Ron, help me out 
here. You wrote the reports on these two homicides, but there is no information on the 
crimes themselves. Where is the fi le information?” 
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Ron looked at the files and said, “I didn’t write these reports, John. They were 
prepared by HQ in Washington and then sent over to me. I reviewed the findings and 
signed off on them.” “You were never on either of these crime scenes?” He shook 
his head. “Ron, how do you sign your name to a homicide report for a scene that you 
were never at?” He had a frustrated tone in his voice. “Look, John, you know how 
many reports we get in this office every day. Since the fires, we have millions of death 
reports, and they are all homicides. There is no one to search for. We don’t have the 
manpower to try and track down every dead or missing person case that has evolved 
since the fire. I just sign the reports and put them in a file.” John stood up and walked 
to the edge of his desk where Ron was sitting in a chair. “You know, Ron, I know 
you have a hard-on for me. I know you’re pissed off about my advancement, but you 
are the lead CSI for my team, and your reports have to be accurate. I know there are 
millions of missing person files and deaths that were a direct result of the fires. They 
are all homicides that we can lump under two suspects, Bolton and Skillen. But these 
two men were supposedly killed AFTER the fires and their bodies dumped at sea 
and washed ashore with bullets in the back of their heads. Now… those are current 
homicides not related to the fires, and there is no investigative information in either of 
these files. Can you explain why that is?” 

Ron shrugged and said, “Like I said, John, it’s overwhelming. I didn’t pay a lot 
of attention. The files came in from HQ. I figured you sent the files up, or that they 
were passed through the chain of command in another manner.” He sat looking down 
at Bergman. “There’s no coroner’s report, no autopsy report, not even a crime scene 
photograph. You don’t think that’s strange?” He nodded. “I’ll take the reports back and 
do some more work on them.” John shook his head. “I will deal with these two cases. I 
know you’re not happy here, Ron. If you want me to recommend a transfer to another 
field office somewhere else in the U.S., I will be happy to do it for you. However, if 
you want to keep your position as the lead CSI on my team, you better pull your head 
out of the clouds and do your job. Fire fatalities are clearly marked on the file. If you 
want to file those under ‘solved by fire deaths,’ I’m not going to make a stink. I know 
we are all overwhelmed by the enormity of the loss, and I know that there are a lot of 
names in those files of people we all knew and worked with. You still have a job to 
do. If I see this type of sloppy case work on a current file again, I will relieve you of 
your duty. Am I clear?” He nodded and apologized under his breath. John stood up and 
told him he was finished with the conversation, and Bergman walked out. He called 
Jade Morgan at the coroner’s office and asked if she had a few minutes. She told him 
sure, and he told her he was on his way. He hung up the phone and put the files under 
his arm as he left the office to learn the whereabouts of his fallen soldiers and friends.
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Jim was sitting on a bench overlooking the sea outside his makeshift offi ce 
smoking a cigarette when his cell phone rang. He looked down at it and got a surprised 
look on his face. “O’Brian.” “Sheriff O’Brian, my name is Alex Martel. I’m the head 
of U.S. Customs for the Port of San Pedro.” Jim took a drag off his smoke and asked, 
“What can I do for you, Agent Martel?” “We have a containership that we are bringing 
into port whose captain has died. We need a CSI team to come in and process the 
scene.” “Um…I don’t mean to tell you how to do your job, Agent Martel, but this is 
not the sheriff’s departments’ jurisdiction. Shouldn’t you call the FBI? This is federal 
not state.” There was a pause. “Well, sheriff, it falls into both jurisdictions, and I 
want to make sure I have covered all the bases on this matter.” Jim laughed. “You’re 
covering your ass, Martel. Am I right?” There was a light laugh. “Sheriff, there are no 
proper procedural lines right now. The port is on strike. We have managers, scabs, and 
practically anyone with a pulse who is willing to work down here pulling these ships 
in and unloading them. We get two or three of these types of situations a year. I just 
want to make sure I do things right. I have a call in to the FBI, and I’m waiting for 
them to assign a team.” Jim laughed, stubbing out his smoke on the concrete bench. “Is 
the ship in port?” “No. We have given it priority, but it will be nightfall before we can 
free up a dock and crane where we can tug the ship in.” “And how do you know it’s a 
homicide?” “We don’t. It could be natural causes, but out of an abundance of caution, 
I felt we should have law enforcement here along with my team when we bring in 
the ship.” “Yea, whatever. Call me when the ship is a half hour from docking, and I 
will come out with one of my teams. Who are you calling at the FBI?” “I will call the 
switchboard and have them put it in as a standard request. They will assign a team to 
come out.” Jim was looking out at the sea and the ships fl oating on the open water. 
“I will make a call for you, Agent Martel. The head of homicide at the Bureau and I 
work closely together. His name is Special Agent John Swenson.” He gave Martel 
John’s cell number. “Call me when the ship is coming in, and I will call Special Agent 
Swenson. Call him directly if, for any reason, you feel that a federal presence needs 
to be there before I am on scene.” Martel thanked Jim and was hanging up when he 
heard Jim say, “No…thank you. It will be nice to have a natural death case to deal 
with. We haven’t had any of those for some time here in LA.” He had no sooner hung 
up with Martel when his cell rang again, this time from an unknown caller with no 
information on his caller ID. “What?” There was silence on the other end of the line. “I 
don’t answer these blocked calls, and I have been getting a shitload of them for over a 
month. If you have something to say to me say it. If not, stop calling my cell, or I will 
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hunt you down and shove your phone up your ass.” He was about to hang up when 
he heard his wife Barbara’s voice on the other end of the line. “Barb? Is that you?” 
“Hi, honey. I know I’m not supposed to call, but I needed to hear your voice to know 
you’re alive.” He was quiet for a moment and asked, “Is it you who has been calling 
my cell over the past few months without speaking?” “Yes.” “I know that John gave 
you and Sara strict instructions on calls, but the phones you both have are so heavily 
encrypted that, according to John, no one could ever trace you. I’m doing okay, Barb. 
How are you doing?” “I want to come home.” She was crying on the other end of a 
lost line in cyberspace. “I know, honey, and I want you home, but this is not the time. 
There’s just too much going on. How’s Sara doing?” “She’s holding up, but she’s 
having a hard time as well. She won’t call John and that’s making her crazy, so can I 
tell her he’s okay?” Jim got misty and tried to hold back the emotion he was feeling. 
“Tell Sara that John’s fi ne. We are both fi ne. We are working as hard and as fast as we 
can to get you home.” Jim’s cell phone beeped with an incoming call. Barbara heard 
the beep and said, “Are you the only fuckin’ detective in LA County?” There was a 
faint laugh between the two of them, and he said, “Almost. It’s so good to hear your 
voice.” He looked at his caller ID. It was John on the other line. He asked Barb to hold, 
and he fl ashed over to John. “What the FUCK DO YOU WANT?” “I’m on my way 
to see Jade about Lance and Blake. I thought you might want to join me.” He got his 
composure and said, “Sure. Let me clear this other call, and I will head her way.” He 
fl ashed back over, but Barbara was gone. He got a sad look on his face as he walked to 
his car and headed out onto PCH. He muttered under his breath, “I miss you so much, 
Barb. We will get you two back here soon.” He lit a cigarette and thought of Barbara 
saying, “How romantic,” when he would light two cigarettes for them at the same 
time. He took a deep drag off the smoke as he wound his way through surface streets 
to the coroner’s temporary facilities at a funeral home in Long Beach.

Aahil was lying on the bed across his mother’s abdomen after having done 
the unthinkable. She was still tied spread eagle with her son’s semen dripping out 
of her vagina and anus and a smear of it on the side of her mouth. Rick sat silent 
looking at him while holding the fi eld knife in one hand and the hacksaw in the 
other. He got up and took hold of one of the cameras that he had used to fi lm all of 
the horrifi c events and put it in the boy’s face. “Any last words for your father?” 
The boy’s eyes were red, and his face was streaked with tears. “I want to die!” Rick 
put the camera down and said, “Your wish is my command.” He began to slash the 
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boy’s body with the knife while he lie tied on top of his mother. Arterial spray was 
going everywhere, yet Aahil made no sound. No screaming, crying, or begging 
like his sister had done. He remained still as Rick hacked and cut into him. The 
quiet stoked Rick’s rage, and he slashed more and more until there was nothing but 
bloody flesh covering the bed and the boy’s mother. Rick was covered in the blood 
as well. He walked over to the woman, pushing a piece of her son’s arm off of her 
face then wiped some blood from her breasts. 

He licked his fingers and said, “I think you and I will dine on Aahil meat this 
evening. Yes, we will dine on your son and toast our new relationship – for however 
long I decide to allow you to remain alive.” She looked away from Rick with tears 
running down her face. “Oh, come on now…” He put his face close to hers. He placed 
his left hand under her chin and pulled it to his so their eyes met. “You are disgusted 
by what I have done to you and your children, yet you were going to lie to your 
children and the three of you were going to be suicide bombs to kill the president. 
Pretty ironic, if you ask me. We will dine on Aahil tonight, and you will eat every bite.” 
He released her face, and her eyes remained locked with his. She took a breath and 
said the first intelligent words since he abducted the family. “You can rape my body. 
You can humiliate me and my children. You can do whatever pleases you for we are 
but pawns in a great scheme for the greater good. My son and daughter are with Allah, 
and his curse is upon you.” 

Rick stood up and pulled Aahil’s body off of her and threw it on the floor. He 
started to clean the pieces of her son’s flesh off of her torso and as he did he said, 
“That’s where you have it wrong, Henna. That’s where you have it wrong. You see, 
Aahil and your daughter, Nasra, are indeed dead, but they are not with any deity. 
You were going to martyr them and yourself at the direction of your husband to kill 
the President of the United States. That’s not going to happen now. All that is and 
has happened just makes some great smut for your husband to see. Aahil was really 
getting into fucking you as you can see, feel, and taste. Ali is going to watch his son 
do his own mother and then watch the video of his murder and our dining on him this 
evening. That’s all that is going to come of his plans and your cooperation. I will kill 
you as brutally or even more brutally than I did your kids because you deserve it, and 
when I’m finished, I will clear this unit and disappear into the darkness with only The 
Iron Eagle knowing. I know that he will see what I have done as over the top, but he 
has his techniques, and I have mine. The best part of all of it is that your husband is 
getting a psychological taste of what he has done to America and the world through my 
torture and killing of his family, and he is getting firsthand experience at the hands of 
The Eagle as to what pain he has inflicted on the world.” He shook his head violently 
from side to side with a huge smile on his face. His voice was wild and high pitched. 
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“I know you’re not enjoying this, but I’m having a hell of a good time! Ah!” He sat 
on the floor in front of Henna Shabad and butchered her son for dinner, all the while 
singing songs and laughing now and then as he worked.
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 Chapter Four
“Why is it that I’m starting to see 

my life pass before your eyes?”

J
im pulled up at the makeshift coroner’s offi ce to see John’s truck parked in police 
parking. He walked through the doors of the funeral home where there was a 
cardboard sign telling the entrants where they were going. Jade and John were 

sitting in a small conference room, and Jim commented on Jade’s appearance out of 
politeness. He knew that she, out of all of the people that had been going through the 
ordeal in Los Angeles over the past year, had seen and experienced the worst of it. 
She thanked him and invited him to have a seat. Jim saw two gray fi les on the table 
in front of the two of them and asked, “What are we here to talk about?” John handed 
him the fi les, and he looked through them and then handed them back. “Okay … 
Lance and Blake are dead. So?” John looked at Jade and asked, “Jade, would you tell 
Jim what you told me about these two cases?” She smiled a half-hearted smile. “John 
came to see me because these two murder fi les have no autopsy reports or crime scene 
photographs in them.” Jim was looking on at the two of them with a blank stare. “I 
don’t think he’s getting it, Jade. Jim, Jade was never called to a crime scene. These 
bodies never came through her morgue. These reports are bogus.”

Jim looked at the two of them mystifi ed by what he had just heard, and then it was 
as if a light went on in his mind. “Yea, so, if they never came through here, and there 
is no crime scene information, how did these reports get generated?” John said, “I 
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questioned my head CSI on that earlier today. These two files came out of Washington, 
D.C. They were created at FBI headquarters.” Jim sat for a few more moments then 
asked, “Are you thinking that Lance and Blake are still alive?” John nodded, and Jade 
shrugged her shoulders. She said, “All I can tell you is that these two corpses never 
came through this office.” Jim frowned and asked, “John, can we have a moment 
alone?” He said it with a pissed off voice. Jade excused herself, and John and Jim 
moved to a back part of the room and spoke in hushed tones. “John, these two guys 
are dead. Who gives a shit if there aren’t crime scene photographs or autopsy reports? 
The bottom line is the government killed them and made them disappear.” John shook 
his head. “I don’t think so, Jim. I think they are still alive. I think that someone in D.C. 
made it look like they were killed to appease the higher ups. We know that Rick is 
alive. He abducted and is killing Ali’s family, and Rick has been reported as missing.” 

Jim shuffled his feet and pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put it 
in his mouth. “So, you think that there is a conspiracy on top of a conspiracy?” John 
nodded and said, “If Lance and Blake are still alive, I can get a message out that 
only they would respond to.” Jim felt a shiver move up his spine. “Why is it that I’m 
starting to see my life pass before your eyes?” John laughed. “Let’s talk about this 
later. I wish there was some place we could go like Santiago’s.” Jim’s expression 
turned to one of sadness. “Javier survived the fires, but the bar didn’t. I’m not sure 
where he is, but I know he will rebuild. For now, we will have to make our own place 
for conversation and a beverage.” John asked, “You have been a cop in this town for all 
of these years and that is the only watering hole for cops? There has to be something 
that survived closer to the beach.” Jim had a thoughtful look on his face. “What about 
Moon Shadows on PCH in Malibu? That place is still there, right?” John nodded, and 
a smile grew across his face. “Yea, and they’re open. Sara and I used to eat there a 
lot, but it’s not a cop hangout.” Jim frowned. “Wherever there’s a bar, there will be 
cops, and with few bars left, I would bet your life that the cops hang out there.” John 
laughed and said, “Then let’s make that our meeting point for now.” There was a nod 
of agreement, and John called out for Jade. She walked back into the room as the two 
men made their way back to the table. 

John said, “I want to thank you for helping me with this. Is there anything I 
can do for you?” She flopped down in one of the chairs; her arms hung limply at 
her side. “Wipe away my memory; take away these images.” She paused. “Bring 
back my husband and children.” Both men’s faces dropped. They didn’t know. Tears 
were filling her eyes, and she lifted her arms and placed her hands flat on the table. 
John moved over to a chair next to her and put his hands on hers. “I’m sorry, Jade. I 
had no idea.” She shook her head as she spoke. “How could you? No one knows. I 
didn’t know until last week. They were among the missing until they were brought 
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in. I didn’t know it was them until I started to examine the remains, and I recognized 
their dental work.” There were no words. John just kept his hands over Jade’s and 
said, “If there’s anything that I can do, just let me know. You have been so incredible 
through all of it. You truly are the glue that’s holding what’s left of criminal science 
together here right now.” 

She looked down at John’s huge hands covering hers and asked, “How is Sara 
holding up?” John’s face was stoic, and she got the wrong impression before he 
could respond. “Oh my GOD! No!” she exclaimed. He calmed her down and said, 
“No, Jade, she’s fine. She’s away on business related to the hospital. Sara is fine.” 
The tears welled up in her eyes, and she reached out for John and put her arms 
around his neck and started to sob uncontrollably. Jim sat there staring not saying 
a word. John wrapped his arms around Jade in the simplest of embraces, holding 
her gently and letting her cry, not saying a word. After a few minutes, she pulled 
away, straightened her apron, and apologized for her inappropriate outburst. The 
three stood up, and John held out his hand and said, “You have nothing to apologize 
for. I wish that there was a way to console you, but I know there isn’t. Where are 
you living now?” She waved her arms around the room and said, “This is home.” 
Jim looked at John and knew what was about to happen. John said, “No. This won’t 
do. You have to get away from your work and the death that is all around you.” He 
handed her a card and said, “This is my home address. When you get off work, come 
to my home. Sara and I have several guest houses on our property. You will come 
and stay there until this passes. I will have my staff prepare your home, and you will 
live there as long as you wish.” She started to cry as she took the card from John’s 
hand. She didn’t make an argument; she just nodded in agreement and said, “Thank 
you, John…thank you very much.” He nodded and excused himself. 

He and Jim walked out of the funeral home, and Jim said in a cautious tone, 
“You two have chemistry, John…be very, very careful…there’s a lot of strain, a lot of 
emotional upheaval. I know you think you’re superhuman, but you’re not. You fuck up 
and fuck her, and your life with Sara will be over. That’s a fact.” “I love my wife, Jim, 
and I miss her terribly. I want to get Sara and Barbara back here as soon as possible. 
If Sara were here, she would be extending the same invitation and would be angry 
with me if I had not done so.” “Yea, but she’s not here, and you’re human, pal. I’m 
just telling you, you better put a lot of distance between the two of you because I see 
a train wreck, and you can’t see the forest for the trees.” John walked over to his truck 
and asked, “Who were you on the phone with when I called you?” 

Jim coughed. “I got a call from a supervisor with U.S. Customs. He told me that 
they had a containership that they were bringing in tonight in an emergency situation 
because the captain was dead.” “Why the hell would he call you?” Jim shrugged and 
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lit the cigarette that he had in his teeth. “Beats the hell out of me. I told him that it was 
federal jurisdiction; however, he admitted that political protocol was out the window 
since the fires, and he was just covering his ass. He told me that he was calling the 
FBI, and I told him I would handle it for him. So … you need to have a CSI team ready 
to board the ship tonight when it docks.” Jim could see the confusion on John’s face. 
“Hey… John … I would have told you sooner, but we got caught up in Lance and 
Blake’s deal and then Jade’s. It’s the first opportunity I’ve had to tell you. So, you are 
fucked just like me.”  “When is the ship going to be in?” Jim looked at his PDA. It was 
four fifteen p.m. “I don’t know. I talked to the guy about three hours ago. He said that 
they had to clear a berth, so they could bring in the ship where they had a crane and 
equipment to unload the cargo. He said he would call me when they were a half hour 
from docking.” John nodded and said, “Just let me know when you get the call, and 
I will pull my people together. Why a homicide team? Is it a murder?” Jim shook his 
head. “Not from what he knew and what he told me. I think this is a young guy who 
wants to make damn sure he covers his ass.” “Sure. No problem. I’m going to head 
back to my office. I’m going to put out a message for Lance and Blake and see if I get 
a nudge back. I figure that Rick is done with the kid, so one of us should hear from him 
on where to pick up the next flash drive.” 

Jim stopped and asked, “Do you think that Rick is going over the top here?” John 
looked thoughtfully. “You don’t know Rick’s history, do you?” Jim shook his head. 
“His wife and three children were on one of the planes that were hijacked on nine-
eleven. He didn’t know it at the time, as he was a part of our team in ‘Operation Red 
Alert’ to stop the hijackings. When it was over and he learned about it, he lost it. He 
was ready to go after everyone including the president. Blake and some of the others 
guys on his team got him through it, but he learned Shabad was involved. I got Ali, 
and Rick got his family. He also probably knows more about what Shabad is planning 
than I know, so there is a fine line. We will see in the next crime scene what he has 
done with his other kid.” 

Jim started to walk away and stopped. He turned to John and said, “Barbara called 
me on my cell this afternoon.” John’s back was to him. He didn’t turn around; he just 
lifted his head with his hands at his sides. “What did she say?” “She wants to come 
home!” John opened the door to his truck and without looking at Jim said, “I want them 
home, too, Jim. But if we bring them back before we kill this thing, the government 
is going to grab them, and we will never see them again.” He got in the truck and 
closed the door. His window was down. Jim looked down at the ground then walked 
over to John and asked, “Could the NSA, CIA, or any of the rest of the government’s 
agencies pick up the call?” John nodded. “Could they trace it back to the girls?” John 
shook his head. “No, but they will eavesdrop on your communications, and if Barbara 
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or Sara says where they are, they will fi nd them…and they will take them.” Jim’s face 
grew grim on that prognostication. He said softly, “I know I said I don’t want to hang 
out with you anymore, but I want my wife back, and I’m willing to do ‘anything’ to 
make it safe for her.” John nodded and said, “Good to know.” He started the truck and 
said, “Let me know when the containership comes in. It will be a nice break to have a 
natural causes case to distract from all the other crap.” Jim nodded as John drove off.

John called his home and gave instructions to the staff to prepare one of the 
guest homes for Jade. He also gave them her information, so that if she arrived 
when he wasn’t there she could get in. He gave strict instructions that she was 
allowed only access to the guest house and the grounds around it as well as the 
beach. She was to have no access to the main house. He arrived back at his offi ce 
at fi ve p.m. to fi nd three Secret Service agents, two men and a woman, waiting in a 
conference room. He asked his secretary what the deal was, and she just shrugged 
her shoulders and told him they arrived about a half hour earlier. He walked into 
the conference room and the agents stood up. He invited them to sit and asked, “To 
what do I owe your visit to my offi ce?” The female agent stood up and extended 
her hand to John and said, “I am Agent Alison Hubert, and I am heading up this 
advance team for the president’s visit to Los Angeles next weekend.” John invited 
her to sit and said, “The President of the United States is coming to Los Angeles 
next weekend? Why am I only hearing about it now?” The two men sat silent with 
their clear wires in their ears looking on at their supervisor. 

Hubert was an attractive, middle-aged black woman. She was neither small nor 
large. He could see that she was in very good physical condition and that she was 
sizing him up as well, and she said, “You are on a need to know basis Special Agent 
Hoffman, and right now this is something that you need to know.” He stretched his 
huge arms while sitting in his seat, and the two other male agents looked away. “I’m 
going to need the president’s full itinerary and your advance team’s location. How 
many agents will you need?” She smiled a pleasant smile and said, “Director Smalls 
will be sending his own personal detail with the president as he will be joining 
him on this trip as well as CIA Director Cantos.” “Ah,” John said, “I have been 
so caught up with fi ghting crime and trying to catch the bad guys that destroyed 
our fi ne city and killed millions of Americans that I forgot it is an election year. 
President Hernandez is gearing up to run for a second term. So, if the director is 
bringing his own people, why are you in my offi ce?” “We will need some advance 
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support, and we need some of your people as we prepare for the president’s arrival 
on Saturday.” “Okay, well, tell me how many men and what specialties you need 
and I will do my best to accommodate.” 

“Director Smalls has told us that you are to be the special agent in charge of 
preparing for the president’s visit, so we will need you and four of your people as well 
as the sheriff and local PD.” John smiled. “Well, I’m sorry to disappoint the director, 
but I’m not available to have my week locked up helping you fi nd entertainment and 
fund-raising options for the president. But I tell you what I will do. I will give you four 
agents and a map to the stars’ homes, though I’m sure that the president already knows 
where those are!”  Hubert rose and said, “Pick the agents that you want to accompany 
us, and I will expect to see you tomorrow morning at six a.m. for a briefi ng on the 
president’s trip.” John rose as well and asked, “Where will you be meeting tomorrow 
morning?” “We will be staying at the Hilton in Marina del Rey. We will meet in a 
conference room at the hotel that has been cleared and secured, so until tomorrow, 
Agent Swenson.” He nodded, and they walked out of the offi ce. 

He called a meeting of the staff along with other fi eld agents and selected two 
men and two women to be a part of the president’s advance team. He gave them 
instructions to meet Agent Hubert and her agents at the hotel at six a.m. and broke 
for the evening. He called Jim and said, “Hey there, sheriff. Have you had any calls 
or visits from out of town this afternoon?” “No. Why?” “Well, you’re going to. Just 
wait for it. President Hernandez is coming to town this coming Saturday, and you 
and your people get to be part of his advance team.” Jim started yelling over the 
phone, “Oh, they can fuck themselves. No motherfuckin’ way. I have enough shit 
to deal with. If the president wants to launch his bullshit campaign for reelection 
in LA, he’s going to do it without me. That fucking asshole put a hit on The Eagle. 
He disgraced the men who saved a nation. He can suck my cock!” Jim hung up 
the phone before John could say any more. It was nearly fi ve thirty. John told his 
secretary he was leaving for the night. He got to his truck and started for the house in 
Malibu. He said under his breath, “Oh, Al…I now know why you were moving like 
you were. Just how the fuck are you planning to kill the president?”

Jade arrived at John’s home at fi ve p.m. She was looking forward to escaping 
the morgue she had been living in since the fi res. She arrived at the entrance, rang 
the buzzer at the gate announcing her name, and a man came out to check her 
credentials. In a matter of minutes, she was standing in a four thousand square foot 
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house mesmerized by the view. One of the servants asked if she needed anything. 
She asked where her bedroom was, and she was given a tour of the house. When 
they were finished she asked, “Where do John and Sara stay?” The servant smiled 
and told her that she was in one of the guest homes on the property, and that the 
Swensons lived in the main house. She was just getting ready to ask another question 
when John walked into the living room where Jade was standing. “This isn’t your 
home, John?” He smiled and shook his head. He dismissed the servant and invited 
Jade to sit. “I don’t get it, John. Where is your house?” Sara and I live in the main 
house. It is a short hike from here. This is all yours, Jade. Please make yourself at 
home. Anything that you need Harriet will get for you. She is your maid as well as 
cook and cleaning woman.” Jade was in shock. “I have a servant?” “We prefer to 
call them personal assistants. Sara staffed the house with people that she and I trust 
explicitly, and Harriet is exceptional.” She looked out over the pool to the ocean.

“How big is your house, and when do I get a tour?” John laughed. “I am afraid 
I can’t accommodate that this evening. I have other duties that I must see to, but 
I promise that I will have you up to the main house in the next day or so. In the 
meantime, while there is nothing that can erase the pain, I hope that we can make you 
as comfortable as possible, Jade; you mean a great deal to me and Sara, and we want 
only your comfort.” John went to leave when Jade asked, “That’s it? You’re not going 
to have dinner with me or spend time with me?” He shook his head. “As I said, I have 
other matters to attend to this evening.” 

She walked over to stand in front of him. She looked up at his towering figure 
above her and asked, “Why did you invite me here, John?” “I thought we covered 
this. You have suffered a tremendous loss, and your beyond demanding job has placed 
you in the middle of this war zone. The city is destroyed, and your life as well as the 
lives of millions is upside down.  I wanted to show my appreciation for your work and 
provide you with a nice place to live.” She frowned as she looked up at him. “Oh…” 
She stepped back and sat down on a sofa that looked out the sliding doors of the 
home to the sea. “I thought that perhaps you had invited me to be with you.” John’s 
expression never changed when asked. “I don’t understand.” She sat back on the couch 
and said, “Come on, John. I’ve seen the way you look at me. There is sexual tension 
between us. I thought you were looking for some comfort with Sara away.” 

He slowly shook his head looking Jade in the eye. “Jade, you are in shock over the 
loss of your family. While I do care about your well being, it is strictly professional. 
I know what it’s like to lose the person who meant the world to you. I can’t imagine 
losing a child, let alone children.” She sat on the couch as John stood up to leave. He 
was just about to walk out the door when she said, “My marriage was over years ago. 
I married my husband after his wife passed away from cancer. The children were his. 
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I have no children of my own. I know it’s going to sound terrible of me, but we were 
in the process of filing for divorce just before the fires because I couldn’t handle the 
responsibilities of being a stepparent as well as a wife. I’m dedicated to my work. It 
has been my life. I don’t know what I was thinking when I married my husband and 
took on the life that he had with his children. I’m not saying that I don’t miss him or 
the children, only that I’m not as broken up over it as you might think.” 

John was blindsided by her very open and honest confession. “I had no idea, Jade. 
The last time we were alone together you flashed your wedding ring as you thought 
I was flirting with you. I’m a happily married man. I love my wife very much, and I 
am missing her while she is away. I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong impression. My 
offer was simply one to a colleague I respect who is living out the nightmare of the 
past year’s events on a scale I can only imagine. I do hope you will stay with us; this 
is your home for as long as you like. We just wanted to help you out, that’s all. Now, 
if you will excuse me, I have pressing business to attend to.” And with that he walked 
out of the room. She heard the front door shut upon his exiting and sat staring out the 
window with a lost look on her face.
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 Chapter Five
“I really don’t know much about dentistry...”

T
he Eagle put on his white jumpsuit and walked into the room with Ali. He was 
lying on the gurney staring off into space when the door opened, and he looked 
over to see The Eagle standing in the doorway. “I just learned from the Secret 

Service that the president is coming to Los Angeles this weekend to kick off his 
reelection campaign.” There was no response from Ali. The Eagle grabbed a small 
tray with medical equipment on it and pulled it over. There was a small unit with 
hoses on it, and when The Eagle lifted the white cloth off the steel tray Ali recognized 
the instruments immediately. The Eagle began to assemble some equipment while 
speaking to Ali. “You know, Al; we have been either chasing each other, or in your 
case hiding from me and my team, for over a decade.” He put a small bit into a dental 
drill and said, “I really don’t know much about dentistry, but I do know about the 
nerves that go to the teeth.” The Eagle pressed a pedal on the fl oor next to the table, 
and the drill started with its high pitched whir. He took a steel mouth opener used by 
dentists to lift the lips and expose the teeth, and after some resistance from Ali, he was 
able to set the unit into his mouth. “There. The teeth are so very, very sensitive.” He 
pushed the pedal and began to drill into Shabad’s front teeth. He was fl ailing his hands 
and feet against the restraints as The Eagle pressed the drill into all of Ali’s upper 
teeth, drilling holes in each tooth. He pulled a small sprayer from the unit he had next 
to the table and asked Ali, “Before I spray this ice cold water into the exposed nerves 
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in your teeth, do you want to tell me about your plan for killing the president?” He 
didn’t make a move. “One of my old Marine Corps friends, Rick Park, left a note with 
the video of your daughter’s murder and talked about a manifest that he wanted from 
you. Now, I know that you’re working with administration officials in this conspiracy 
to kill President Hernandez, and I know that you have something even bigger going 
on. Rick’s request for a manifest is too vague and cryptic. A manifest can be used in 
multiple ways of shipping and delivering something.” He took the sprayer and began 
to spray the water into the holes he had drilled in Ali’s two front teeth. Ali screamed 
through the mouth apparatus as The Eagle continued to speak.  “I can only guess that 
the manifest that Rick wants is coming from a ship, since you are the union president 
and have been working the loading cranes in San Pedro for years.” Ali was screaming 
and crying as The Eagle kept spraying the ice water into tooth after tooth as he spoke. 
“I figure that Rick knows that there is something coming in on a ship, and you are 
going to get it into the country. Now, Al, do you want to talk to me about the manifest, 
or do I start drilling all the rest of your teeth.” He pulled the sprayer away and hung it 
on a small rack on the dental unit. Ali was in tears. He was screaming, and there was 
no way for The Eagle to understand him with the steel cage in his mouth. He ripped the 
steel out of Ali’s mouth, sending blood and tooth material flying. Shabad was spitting 
and gnashing his teeth and cursing at The Eagle in Farsi. “I speak Farsi, Al. You know 
that. You shouldn’t call me such things. Ricky hasn’t put an end to your plans for the 
president, has he?” Ali closed his eyes and tried to turn his head away from The Eagle. 
“Have it your way, Ali. We don’t need the dental apparatus.” The Eagle grabbed the 
drill in one hand and pressed his forearm into Ali’s chest and began drilling into Ali’s 
face, through his lips and cheeks, into his teeth, jaw, and sinus cavities. Blood, spit, 
and sinus fluids were spilling out of the holes in his face.  The screams were deafening, 
but The Eagle just kept drilling until Ali’s face looked like a pin cushion. Parts of his 
jaw and upper lip were gone, and The Eagle looked down into his jaw and fragmented 
teeth. He grabbed the water sprayer, and Ali put his hands up in a motion of surrender. 
“You want to talk?” He nodded. “Well, that’s a good thing because I was about to get 
to the larger drill bits, and you wouldn’t be able to talk when I was done using those 
on you. Out with it.” Ali was weeping as he told The Eagle of the plot to blow up the 
president by using his own wife and children as suicide bombers. He went on and on 
in English and Farsi. He explained several different plots that were unfolding and his 
role. When he was finished, The Eagle’s cell phone rang, and he looked down to see 
that it was Jim. He didn’t bother to leave the room. He answered the phone, “Eagle. 
Go!” The answer of the phone took Jim by surprise, “Are you with Ali?” “Yes.” “Is 
he dead?” “No.” “Has he told you anything on the plots?” “Yes.” Jim was cautious 
as he spoke. He knew that he wasn’t speaking to Swenson. “I just got a call from 
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Customs that the ship is being pulled in by a tug and should be docked in a half hour. 
I’m heading out to San Pedro. Are you going to meet me there?” “Yes.” The Eagle 
hung up the phone and looked down at the time. It was half past seven. He looked 
at Ali. “What’s the name of the ship with your cargo on it?” Ali shook his head, and 
The Eagle slapped him hard on the side of the face. Blood and spit went fl ying like a 
boxer being punched in the ring. He grabbed the water and began to spray it into Ali’s 
mouth holding his head with one hand and spraying into his teeth and jaw. “What’s 
the name of the ship, Ali? This won’t kill you, but I promise that I will start removing 
your teeth with a saw. You have fi ve seconds.” His language was garbled and slurred 
as he said the name of the ship. “Eudora Huxley, Eudora Huxley.” “Is there anyone 
dead on that ship?” He shook his head. The Eagle grabbed Ali’s face in his hands and 
pressed his jaw letting blood pour down Ali’s chest. “The ship is out there waiting to 
be unloaded?” He nodded. “What’s the cargo?” “Nine…nine,” he said as he began to 
pass out. “Nine what?” Ali kept repeating the number nine as he lost consciousness. 
The Eagle placed two straps across Ali’s abdomen and attached them to the table. He 
walked out of the room and removed the white jumpsuit. He was talking to himself as 
he ran out of the house for his truck, “The Eudora Huxley is the cargo ship, but what 
the hell does nine mean?” He pulled out of the tunnel from Parson’s Trail and turned 
onto PCH heading for San Pedro. He knew that somewhere in the night lie a dangerous 
cargo, and he knew that Ali didn’t tell him half of what he needed to know.

Carlo Umberto stood at the helm of the Eudora Huxley as it was eased into 
port. He called an all clear, and the whistle from the freighter sounded, letting the 
men know they were at shore. He looked down from the bridge to see multiple 
vehicles with lights and sirens. He knew that they were going to be boarded, but 
he hoped that Al Shaw was sitting in his crane ready to remove the cargo, so he 
could get his men and his ship out of Southern California and on its way back to 
Amsterdam before the night was over. 

Jim was talking to Customs when John pulled up. He saw him park his truck and 
walked over to meet him. Jim had a cigarette in his hand and asked John where his 
team was. “I have a call in to them. They will be here shortly. What do we have?” 
Jim looked back at the ship and said, “I have no fuckin’ clue. They just docked the 
Eudora Huxley in the port. Customs just told me that this is the largest containership 
in the world, and they have never dealt with her before.” John looked on at the 
giant fl oating next to the dock. “The Eudora Huxley, you say?” Jim nodded. “You 



Operation Red Alert • 3736 • Chapter Five

ever heard of this ship?” John nodded. “Let me guess … from fuckin’ Ali?” John 
nodded. “What’s on this goddamn ship, John?” He shook his head and shrugged his 
shoulders. “I don’t know. I was torturing Ali. I was able to get the name of the ship 
and that it carried a dangerous cargo but nothing else.” “He wouldn’t tell you what 
the cargo was?” John shook his head. “He was passing out when you called, and all 
he would say to me was ‘nine.’ He kept repeating it.” Jim looked baffl ed. “Nine…the 
motherfucker’s not German. What the hell do you think he meant?” John shrugged 
his shoulders again and said, “Let’s board the ship and talk to the new captain. 
Perhaps he can shed some light into all of this with a copy of the manifest.” “That’s 
not our area, John, that’s up to Customs; we are here for a possible homicide.” John 
started walking toward the ship when he said, “It’s our area now, Jim. It’s our area 
now.” The two men met up with several Customs agents and all shared their IDs as 
the ship was being prepared to be boarded.

Alex Martel was standing near the gangway leading to the entrance of the Eudora 
Huxley when Jim and John approached after being cleared by his men. He was surprisingly 
young, and Jim commented on that fact. Martel explained that he, in essence, received 
a battlefi eld promotion as his superiors were killed in the fi res. He made it very clear 
that he really had no idea what he was doing or how this situation worked, and he was 
counting on O’Brian and Swenson to help guide him. “I don’t want to get in trouble, sirs. 
I have been thrust into this position, and Washington has sent me no relief.” Jim laughed 
and told the kid that this is a pretty straightforward situation then asked for the captain of 
the ship. Martel pointed to the top of the gangway where Carlo Umberto stood awaiting 
their arrival. Jim called out to John, who was standing still looking up at the ship and its 
captain. Jim walked over to him and asked, “Are you going to join me in investigating 
this situation, or are you going to stand there gawking?” John looked around at the ship 
bathed in the artifi cial light of the port’s cranes and street lighting; John looked at Jim 
and said, “By all means. This should be interesting.” 

Jim shook his head as they started up the gangway. Carlo was smiling a somber 
smile when Jim and John approached and introduced themselves. They asked where 
the captain’s body was, and Carlo took them to a small refrigerated morgue in the 
bowels of the ship. There were four lockers, and he opened the one containing the 
body of Gustavo Televichi and pulled out the tray. The two men looked on and did 
a cursory view of the body but saw no trauma. “Who found him and where?” John 
asked. “The porter found him in his cabin late yesterday morning,” responded Carlo. 



38 • Chapter Five

“Had the captain been ill?” “Not that I was aware of, sir. He was feeling a bit ill the 
morning that he died, but we thought it was just a hangover from the night before. Two 
of our crew members helped him to his cabin, and the porter called to let me know 
that the captain wasn’t breathing. I went to check on him because we were getting 
our routing orders to dock, and I confirmed that the captain wasn’t breathing.” John 
asked to see the captain’s cabin, and the men followed Carlo up to the main deck and 
to a cabin that had been sealed with yellow tape. “Has anyone been in the room since 
the captain’s body was removed?” “No, sir. We sealed the room as directed by the 
international guideline for when a person is found dead alone.” 

John walked into the captain’s room, put on a pair of latex gloves, and began to 
look around. Jim did the same, and Carlo was getting unsettled. “I am afraid I have 
never had a death on ship before.” John looked him in the eye and asked, “How long 
have you been a commercial sailor?” “Three years, sir.” “You’ve been a sailor for 
three years, and you have never had a person die while on ship?” He shook his head. 
“Well, Mr. Umberto, that’s strange because deaths on ships, cargo ships in particular, 
are extremely common.” Carlo was visibly nervous, and both John and Jim saw it. 
“So, you contacted Huxley Industries upon the captain’s death, and you were named 
captain for the remainder of this voyage?” Jim asked. Carlo nodded. “Interesting, in 
three years, you rose to chief officer of the world’s largest vessel.” Carlo explained that 
his father is second in command at Huxley Industries, and that he was granted the job 
upon graduating from school. John said, “So, the reality is you’re the boss’s kid and 
were handed the second in command position. You didn’t earn it?”  Jim could see that 
John was trying to anger the kid, but instead Carlo just shook his head.  

“Thank you, Captain. Would you please excuse us while we process the scene?” 
Carlo got a frightened look on his face and asked, “I don’t understand. Process what 
scene?” John was looking over the bed as well as the night stand next to it with his 
back to Carlo. “This is a crime scene, Captain, until I and my colleague say it isn’t. 
Please keep yourself available for further interviews from us.” Carlo walked away 
from the room, and Jim saw the panic-stricken look on his face. When he was out 
of sight, Jim asked John, “What the fuck’s your problem? Jesus! You’re treating the 
kid like he’s a criminal.” John never looked at Jim as he responded. “Perhaps that’s 
because he is!” John was picking up a small cappuccino cup that was on the floor next 
to the captain’s bed and putting it in a bag. 

“Okay…what the fuck do you know that I don’t?” “This is not the time or place. 
However, I’m pulling rank here, and I’m calling this a federal crime scene and sealing 
the ship.” John called out to Martel who was down the hall speaking to some other 
Customs agents. Martel walked to the entrance of Televichi’s cabin, and John said, 
“Martel, this ship is a federal crime scene. No cargo is to be moved off the ship, and 
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these quarters and other parts of the ship are to be sealed off at my team’s direction 
until further notice. Please have the crew and its captain sequestered under Article 6 
Chapter 14-9 of the 2002 American Protection Act.” Martel’s face dropped, and he 
asked, “You are invoking a terrorist law on the crew of this ship?” John nodded. Jim 
stepped back as Martel stepped into the close quarters of Televichi’s room and said, 
“You will have to give me damn good grounds, Special Agent Swenson, because the 
second I make that call to Washington all hell is going to break loose, and this is going 
to become an international incident.” 

John stopped what he was doing, turned to face Martel, and said, “The FBI 
has reason to believe that this ship, its crew, and its cargo are a terrorist threat. 
Further, the President of the United States is due to be in the city of Los Angeles this 
coming weekend, and the FBI has it on good authority that this ship and its crew 
and cargo are a threat to both the president and national security. Now, I will have 
my team make arrangements to move the captain and his crew to a holding area at 
my direction. The ship is under lockdown and nothing and no one other than your 
officers, my officers, or the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s officers may have access 
to this ship until further notice.” Jim rocked back on his heels but said not a word. 
Martel took out his cell phone as John took out his, and in a matter of minutes the 
ship was teaming with FBI, U.S. Customs officers, and ICE agents. John walked out 
of the room with his gloves still on. Jim followed. “Where is Captain Umberto?” 
One of the sailors pointed in the direction of the bridge. John made his way to the 
bridge where Umberto was standing talking to two of his officers. 

“Captain Umberto.” He turned to face John. “Yes, Special Agent Swenson.” “This 
ship and its cargo are under sequester by order of the United States Department of Justice 
Federal Bureau of Investigation. You and your men are to be detained at a location that 
has been determined by me for questioning.” Umberto showed the first act of command 
he had shown since they boarded his vessel. “No, Agent Hoffman, this ship, its cargo, 
and its crew are the property of Huxley Industries International, based out of Amsterdam 
in the Netherlands, and with all due respect, you and your people are trespassing on 
private property. We are invoking diplomatic immunity and order you and all foreign 
nationals off our ship immediately.” Silence fell over the bridge and all who were on her. 
John’s towering figure moved toward Carlo, who stepped back away from him. “You 
have no diplomatic immunity, Mr. Umberto, nor do your men or this ship. You are being 
held under the American Protection Act of 2002. Now, you can make all the noise you 
want, but I know that neither you, your employer, nor the Netherlands are going to stand 
in the way of a terrorist investigation, so you will follow the directions of my agents, and 
I will speak to you back at my headquarters when you and your men have been moved. 
Any resistance will be met with the full force of my agents.” 
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John pulled the cell phone off his hip and gave his identification number and ordered 
an FBI swat team, a bomb squad, and several U.S. Marshall’s buses to be sent to San 
Pedro to secure the Eudora Huxley and to transport the detained foreign nationals. He 
hung up his cell phone and said, “Mr. Umberto, you will please come with me.” He stood 
staring at John in a resistant pose. Jim watched as John leaned into Carlo and whispered 
something into his ear. He saw Carlo’s eyes get huge. John turned, and Carlo followed 
him. Jim walked behind the two men off the bridge to the gangway and off the ship 
where John invited Umberto to have a seat in his truck. When Umberto was seated in 
his vehicle, he pulled Jim aside and said, “I can’t explain it all right now, but I got Ali to 
talk, and he identified this ship as carrying a sensitive cargo intended for the U.S.” “Fuck 
you…no fuckin’ way, man!” John nodded. “What the fuck is it?” Jim asked, taking a 
cigarette out of his top left pocket with his hand shaking. “I’m taking Umberto back to 
my office to interrogate him. I want you to go to my house. Ali is in the second room on 
the left off the conference room we used during ‘Rome is Burning.’” 

He handed Jim a small device that fit in the palm of his hand. “The unit is a digital 
camera. I want you to show him photographs I took on board the ship. I want you to show 
him a picture of Carlo over there and ask if he recognizes him.” “He’s not going to tell 
me shit. I don’t even know the man.” “If he refuses to answer you about Carlo, you tell 
him that The Eagle will be back soon, and if he wants to prevent a repeat of the torture 
of a few hours ago, he better answer your questions and tell you the truth.” Jim shook 
his head. “I hate this cloak and dagger shit, John. You motherfuckin’ know that. You’re 
asking me to get involved in your illegal activity.” John shrugged. “Hey, I think we are 
close to getting the girls back home and everyone being safe. The president’s life is in 
danger, and Ali is on the front line working for higher ups in Hernandez’s administration. 
But hey, if you want to let another terrorist plot of Shabad’s go off on U.S. soil, and most 
likely get our president killed as well, go back to your office and write your resignation 
letter and leave it on your desk, and I will fly you to be with the girls. One way or the 
other, Jim, I’m going to get to the bottom of it, with or without your help.”

Jim threw his hands in the air and put the camera in his pocket. “If he won’t talk to 
me?” “Then, just walk away. Don’t say anything more; just walk away. You did what 
I asked, and I will deal with him in my own way.” Jim turned to leave, and John called 
him back. “Um…just so you have a heads up. Ali Shabad might look a little different 
than the photographs you have seen of him.” Jim laughed and said as he walked away, 
“Like that’s a fuckin’ surprise to me.” He disappeared into the crowd of federal and local 
agents flooding the scene. 

Ron Bergman arrived with John’s teams as Jim disappeared out of sight. He asked 
John what he was to do. John gave him detailed instructions where to send the rest of 
the ship’s crew. He told him that they were to be detained and interrogated. He would 
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give him the parameters of the interrogation in a few hours when things were settled. 
John had just opened the driver’s side door to his truck when Martel called out to him. 
“Agent Swenson, I have the head of U.S. Customs in Washington, D.C. on the line. 
He wants to speak to you.” He handed John the phone. “Swenson.” The voice on the 
other end of the line asked, “Are you trying to start an international incident here, 
Special Agent Swenson?” There was no response. “You release those men and that 
ship immediately, or I swear to God I will have you fired and brought up on charges.” 
John had a smile on his face as he responded. “I don’t know who this is, and I don’t 
care. Article 6 Chapter 14-9 of the 2002 American Protection Act allows a federal or 
local officer to hold suspected terrorists. I am a federal officer who believes that the 
security of our nation is at stake. I am invoking that article in that law, and it protects 
me as a federal law enforcement officer and grants me immunity when I feel that there 
is a clear and present threat to the nation. If you don’t like it, then amend the Act. 
Either way, I don’t give a damn about international interests or your damn politics. 
Now, why don’t you do something useful and get your fat bureaucratic ass out of your 
chair and get to the White House and advise the president that the FBI has reason to 
believe that his life is in danger.” 

John snapped the face of the phone closed, hanging it up, and handed it back to 
Martel. “Any questions?” Martel looked at him and whispered, “No sir,” and walked 
away. John got into the truck and headed down PCH on his way to the federal building 
on Wilshire. He said to Carlo without ever looking at him, “Why is it that I think that 
you know way more about the death of your captain and the nature of your cargo than 
you would care to speak about?”
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 Chapter Six
“We are the goddamn government.”

O
ren McNeil was just getting ready to leave his ceremonial offi ce when his cell 
phone rang. The voice on the other end of the line was not familiar to him, yet 
he stood listening very carefully when his secretary walked into his offi ce. She 

could tell by the look on his face that something was very wrong, and that she wasn’t 
going home any time soon.

Jim arrived at John’s house just after eight p.m. He entered through the private 
tunnel and parked in the empty garage. He got out of the car and took the camera 
that John gave him out of his pocket and pressed the ‘play’ icon, and a slide show of 
photographs started to run. He looked down at them as he walked to the entrance to 
The Eagle’s lair. He pressed his hand to the security screen and placed his eye over 
the retinal scanner, and the door opened for him. There were no lights on, and he had 
no idea how to or where to fi nd a way to operate them. The walls were smooth. There 
were no switches. He started to walk into the foyer when a light came on. He jumped; 
looking around, but there was no one there. He walked a little further and another 
came on. “Jesus Christ, John. You could have told me you had motion sensitive lights. 
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I know you’re trying to give me a heart attack.” He was talking out loud as if John 
were in the room as he moved down to the room that held Ali Shabad. He placed his 
hand on the sensor, and the door unlocked. “Well, here we go. Knowing The Eagle, it’s 
going to be gruesome.” He said it out loud to himself as he opened the door. It turned 
out that he was only half prepared for what he was going to see when he saw Shabad. 

When the door opened and he saw the man on the gurney, he gagged and pulled 
back. Shabad’s badly deformed face was so swollen that is was hardly recognizable. 
Blood had pooled on his throat and chest, and he could smell the odor of dental decay 
in the air. He whispered under his breath as he approached Shabad, “Jesus Christ…I 
didn’t expect this kind of firsthand experience.” He walked up to the table, and Shabad 
opened his left eye. Jim looked down at him almost sympathetically; he knew that this 
was just the beginning of Shabad’s agony. He turned the camera to face Shabad and 
said, “I have been sent here by The Eagle. What he wants is simple.” He pressed the 
play button that he had his finger on and asked, “Do you know any of the men in the 
photographs?” He looked at Shabad’s eye. It was following the photographs. When 
the scroll of photos was done, Shabad turned his head. Jim said in a contrite, almost 
apologetic voice, “If you know anyone in the photographs, The Eagle wants to know. 
If you refuse to answer, I have been instructed to leave without the information and 
notify him of the same. He told me if you’re not going to cooperate, he will get the 
information out of you his own way. He told me you would know what that means.” 
Shabad didn’t turn around. Jim shut off the camera and turned to leave the room. 
The click of the heels of Jim’s shoes made a distinct sound on the concrete floor. He 
was just about to close the door to the room when Shabad called out in an almost 
indiscernible voice. It was more a shriek than a call. Jim turned to see Shabad’s hands 
and feet wiggling violently, restrained to the gurney. 

Jim walked back over to the disgusting deformed man and asked, “Do you 
know someone in the photos?” “If you will release my head, so I can move it, I will 
answer.” The words came out in a drawl as when a stroke victim tries to speak. “This 
is not a negotiation, Mr. Shabad. I’m removing nothing. Do you know anyone in 
the photographs?” He did the best he could to nod his head against the restraint on 
his forehead. “A name please, sir!” Jim was surprising himself with how polite he 
was being. “Carlo Umberto.” It was almost unintelligible, and if Jim had not already 
known the name, he would never have understood him. “Did you say Carlo Umberto, 
Mr. Shabad?” “Yes!” “Did he kill Captain Televichi?” “Yes.” “Does he know what 
the cargo is that you are smuggling into the U.S. on that ship?” “Yes.” “Did you order 
him to kill Televichi?” “No.” “No?” “NO!” Jim pulled back for a second and took 
out his midi recorder from his pocket and turned it on and held it next to his side. He 
made Shabad repeat everything that he had just said, and then he asked, “Who ordered 
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Televichi killed?” Silence followed Jim’s question. He looked into Shabad’s good eye. 
“I know you’re pissed that The Eagle got you, but he did. I know that he is torturing 
you, but you have to ask yourself how much worse the torture will be if you don’t 
answer my questions and give him the information now.” 

A tear ran down Shabad’s face. “My family.” Jim nodded. “I know there’s nothing 
that I can do about that.” “I know who has them.” Jim looked at him and asked, “Who 
has your family?” “Rick Park, USMC.” Jim nodded, and Shabad was stunned. “I know 
he has them, and I know why he has them … as do you. Do you know where he’s 
holding them?” There was no response. Jim leaned down close to his face and said, 
“There is nothing I can do for you. You brought this on yourself. If you know where 
Rick is with your family or what remains of them, tell me, and I will try to save them.” 
Shabad turned his head and said, “He has them at Avalon on Catalina Island in an 
apartment building that he owns.” “An address, please” Jim asked. “One Playa Azul, 
second floor, unit three.” Jim’s face had a skeptical look on it. “If you knew where Park 
had your family, why have you waited so long to tell anyone?” “Who could I tell?” Jim 
nodded in agreement to that statement. Shabad continued, “I was on my way to get 
them when The Eagle grabbed me.” “Have you told The Eagle any of this?” “No.” “Do 
you think he would try to save your family?” “No.” “Then why tell me?” He looked 
at Jim with a cold stare. “Because you’re not like him, Sheriff. Because you’re a law 
man. You will try to save my family whereas The Eagle will not. You are bound by 
your convictions and your obedience to the rule of law; The Eagle is not.” 

Jim asked him if he had anything else he wanted to confess while he was able to. 
“I was hired to carry out two plots; one is to kill the president. The Eagle thinks he has 
foiled that plot, but he has not. The other is to bring down hell upon the United States.” 
Jim shrugged and said, “Yea, yea. I know all of it. The name of Allah! Bullshit.” Shabad 
coughed out a laugh and said, “No! In the name of MONEY…I don’t have political or 
religious agendas, Sheriff. I’m an atheist and a paid assassin. I work for the highest bidder. 
In this case, the high bidder is your own government.” “How can we save the president 
and stop what you started?” Shabad started to shudder violently on the gurney, and his 
eye rolled back in his head. He was having a seizure. Jim had seen one before. Blood and 
saliva was foaming out of Shabad’s mouth, and he started choking on his own fluids. Jim 
released his head from the restraints and turned it to the right facing him. Shabad shuddered 
a little more, then his body relaxed, and his breathing was deep and labored. Jim had seen 
death too many times in his life and career. He knew that it had come for Ali Shabad. Jim 
called out to Shabad, “You’re dying…who ordered this attack? Who in the government 
hired you?” Shabad drew a deep breath and said in the same slurred manner, “Carlo knows 
everything. If The Eagle has him, Carlo can tell you the whole plot.” He jerked on the 
gurney a few more times and then let out a deep, guttural howl and stopped breathing. 
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Jim pulled a chair from a corner of the room and sat watching Shabad for about 
ten minutes just to make sure he was dead. He took a scalpel from the table that The 
Eagle had used for torture and put it up to Shabad’s nose and mouth looking for any 
sign of respiration, but the mirror polished steel remained clear for over fi ve minutes. 
He closed Shabad’s eye and put the blade back on the table. “You don’t know what 
a lucky bastard you are. Death took you without The Eagle’s permission. You really 
have no idea just how damn lucky you are!” He walked out of the room and heard the 
door lock behind him. The lights came on as Jim walked through the foyer and out 
to his car. He put the recorder in his pocket and called John. “Swenson.” “Shabad’s 
dead!” John was standing in a one way glass room looking at Carlo sitting alone in 
a chair. “Did he tell you anything?” “Yea…I got it on my midi recorder, but the gist 
of it is simple. He was hired to kill the president and destroy the country and all for 
a buck!” “Did he give details?” John heard the snap of Jim’s lighter and the sound of 
him taking a deep breath. “Yea…he said that Umberto knows everything…now what 
you have to fi gure out is how Swenson is going to get him out of the FBI building and 
into the hands of The Eagle.”

McNeil called a meeting of the heads of the departments involved in the covert 
plot to kill the president. They met in a secure room at CIA headquarters in Langley, 
Virginia. McNeil asked Brian Smalls to take roll to verify all mission unit leaders were 
in the room. He took a quick roll call and identifi ed each party by name, function, and 
position in government. “Harold Cantos, CIA Director; Oliver Bastian, head of the 
president’s Secret Service security detail; Carl Daly, former White House Chief of 
Staff to President Hernandez; NSA Director Bill Stamford; FBI Director Brian Smalls; 
and Vice President of the United States Oren McNeil.” 

McNeil looked across the room at the men seated at the table and said, “The 
FBI in Los Angeles has sequestered the Eudora Huxley and detained its crew for 
questioning.” Bill Stamford asked, “Under what authority did the FBI decide that 
they would start an international incident?” McNeil’s shoulders slouched, and he 
said, “The FBI is using our own law against us. The American Protection Act of 
2002, more specifi cally a little known or used codicil in the Act, Article 6 Chapter 
14-9 of the 2002 American Protection Act.” 

There was silence for a few moments, and Daly spoke up. “I’m not familiar 
with that section of the law.” Cantos replied, “In essence, it’s a vague and ambiguous 
section of the Act that the previous administration pushed through Congress after the 
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nine-eleven attacks. In short, the article being invoked states that any federal or local 
law enforcement officer who feels that any individual, group, citizen, or foreigner 
is a threat to national security can be detained and their property seized without due 
process and can be held indefinitely in secret.” McNeil said, “So, what we have here, 
gentlemen, is a rough FBI agent who has called out the law, knows its impact, and I 
have a sinking feeling knows what’s on the Eudora Huxley and perhaps knows of the 
plot to kill the president.” FBI Director Smalls spoke up. “I have been in contact with 
U.S. Customs. They have been overridden by the LA field office and the special agent 
who called out the section of law. That agent is Special Agent John Swenson.” McNeil 
slammed his fist on the table. “Damn it, man. Can’t you control your own goddamn 
people? Have you called Agent Swenson and ordered him to cease and desist from 
these actions?” He shook his head. “Why the hell not?” Smalls took a drink from a 
water glass in front of him on the table and said, “I think you can figure that one out 
for yourself, Mr. Vice President.” 

McNeil nodded and sat back in his chair. “If you call in the big guns, it’s going to 
be the tipping point for Swenson, and if he doesn’t know the scope of this situation, he 
will figure it out.” Heads nodded around the room. Cantos spoke up, “We are between 
a rock and a hard place, gentlemen. We can’t order Swenson and his team to cease 
and desist. They will find the cargo. The good thing about that is once they open 
the containers the nukes in them will automatically detonate within thirty seconds, 
and there’s no way to stop detonation. In fact, this might actually work in our favor. 
While we don’t get the two five megaton thermo nukes onto the towers for an aerial 
detonation for maximum kill radius, a ground detonation is still going to take out 
the entire west coast of the U.S., and no one will ever be able to trace it back to 
us. I believe our focus should shift to eliminating the president; the Eudora Huxley 
will work itself out. We need to distance ourselves from the LA field office’s actions, 
maybe even throw our support behind them.” 

McNeil looked around the room and asked, “Does anyone see a problem with 
what Director Cantos is proposing?”  Stamford looked around the room and said, “I 
think that the silence speaks for itself. However, if they have the crew, then they have 
Carlo Umberto, and he could blow this thing out of the water because he has been 
in direct contact with Vice President McNeil as well as me. If he talks before those 
bombs detonate, then we are all dead.” McNeil asked, “Do we know where Umberto 
is?” Smalls told them that Swenson had him along with the rest of the crew at the LA 
headquarters for debriefing. Stamford said, “We trained Umberto. He won’t talk. If 
anything, he will point their attention to the two strange containers both numbered 
nine, which Televichi had started getting into which got him killed.” Daly spoke up, 
“Do you really think that Umberto is going to commit suicide by letting them open 
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those containers? I’m sorry; gentlemen, but I don’t see it. I see Umberto talking, and 
this thing hitting the media and getting to Hernandez, and the whole bunch of us being 
tried for treason.” 

McNeil looked at Bastian and interrupted, “Do you have your people under 
control?” He nodded. “Can you kill the president any time you like?” He nodded 
again. “Okay,” McNeil said, “we have the president dead any time we like. I don’t 
want him dying in the White House because that’s going to send off way too many 
red flags about an internal conspiracy. It’s now,” he looked at his watch, “two a.m. 
Tuesday morning. The president’s advance team is in LA. Is that right, Oliver?” He 
nodded. “And they are your people?” He nodded again. “Look, this thing is still under 
control. Let’s try and push the president’s agenda up and get him on the ground in 
LA by Thursday. That will allow for Shabad’s people to be in place and detonate 
their suicide bombs before the LA field office knows what hit them. They will be so 
involved in investigating the terrorist’s assassination of the president and those in his 
party that the Eudora Huxley will become an afterthought.” 

There were a few moments of silence before McNeil asked Cantos, “Can you 
get a secure message through to Shabad?” “Yes. We have set up an encrypted email 
account for him that runs through the NSA and CIA central computers. He receives the 
emails through a secure tablet that he carries everywhere he goes.” “No one’s seen him 
in nearly two weeks,” McNeil said nervously. Cantos and Smalls as well as the others 
at the table assured the Vice President that this was the normal protocol for Shabad, 
and that they could get a message to him on the details to change the kill date and place 
if necessary. McNeil stood up as did the rest of the men in the room. “Send a message 
to Shabad that we are pushing up the kill date. Let’s keep it at the same event, Oliver. 
You have your advance team reschedule all of the president’s events. No one needs 
to worry about getting the itinerary changed; Hernandez will do whatever I tell him 
to. I do think that since Swenson has called out this article of the American Protection 
Act the Secret Service trumps the FBI. Send your advance team in and take Carlo 
Umberto into custody and have him brought here to Washington. It’s not going to raise 
eyebrows because this is the Secret Service’s area as well, and that way we can control 
him until after Shabad has finished his act. I also believe that we owe Mr. Shabad a 
progress payment on his contract, so verify his information and notify him that we are 
transferring another hundred million to his offshore account and. That fucker changes 
bank accounts like Yasser Arafat changed houses. I don’t want a repeat of the fiasco 
when last year’s fire storm was moving, and we wired funds that didn’t get to him, and 
he almost stopped the truck bombs in LA.” Cantos spoke up. “No one but us knows 
about that or that he was the one bankrolling Skillen and Bolton. Hell, they didn’t even 
know where their money was coming from.” “No matter,” McNeil said, “Skillen and 
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Bolton almost learned about it because he didn’t have his money, and he was going 
to go public with the plot. I don’t want anything remotely like that happening again.” 
Cantos told the room that he would take care of everything with Shabad, and Oliver 
told the vice president that he would take care of Umberto. 

They adjourned the meeting when Carl Daly asked, “No one has said anything 
about The Iron Eagle.” Seats started moving back into position as the men began to 
sit down. McNeil looked at Daly and asked, “What about him? There hasn’t been 
anything out of him since the president announced the reward for his capture.” 
“Exactly, we still have three rogue black ops out there, and we still believe one 
of them is The Eagle.” McNeil got pissed off and looked at Daly and said, “Look, 
you little shit, the only reason you’re even here is because you were in the wrong 
place at the right time and overheard our plans on ‘Operation Nero.’ The Iron 
Eagle is a non-issue. This is not a serial killer situation. This is a government 
conspiracy and NO ONE KNOWS about this operation outside of the men in this 
room, Shabad, and Umberto. Missions go wrong like Nero did because people 
like you start running in directions that are not related to the direct mission at 
hand. We will revisit The Eagle when the president is dead, and we have detonated 
the bombs, if necessary. If we haven’t killed The Eagle by then, the bombs will 
definitely kill him.” Daly shook his head and said, “I think that you’re making 
some huge assumptions and predictions without looking at the facts. But, hey, this 
is your party, and you’re right. I got in on it because I was in the wrong place at 
the right time. I do, however, want to go on the record here and now to say that if 
this mission fails every man at this table could very likely end up in the hands of 
The Eagle, myself included, and if that happens ,based on what I know about this 
killer, we will pray to die long before we do.” 

McNeil just huffed and stood up. “We are trying to take over a nation, and 
Daly wants to scare us with spook stories. We are the goddamn government, Daly. 
The Iron fuckin’ Eagle can’t get to us. Now, stay on task and keep your mouth 
shut, or The Iron Eagle will be the least of your worries.” The meeting adjourned 
and Daly was walking out the door when he heard Cantos, Smalls, McNeil, and 
Stamford speaking off in a corner of the room, whispering in clipped and hushed 
tones. The one thing Daly heard loud and clear was Stamford agreeing with McNeil 
and the others that he needed to be eliminated immediately. He kept walking as 
the men spoke. He got outside the building to his car and said to himself. “I’m on 
the wrong side of a bad situation. I’ll be damned if I’m going to let them kill me 
without a fight.” He jumped in his car and headed out of CIA headquarters back 
into Washington, D.C. He pulled out his cell phone and hit speed dial. Daly drove 
as quickly as he could for the I-95 Freeway south headed for Quantico.
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“Hoffman,” a groggy voice said on the other end of the line. “Steve, this is Carl 
Daly. Please don’t hang up.” He looked at the phone in his hand and then put the 
receiver to his ear. “It’s nearly three a.m. What the fuck do YOU want, Carl?” “I’m 
on my way to your offi ce. We need to talk!” “Well, I’m at home in bed with my 
wife. It will have to wait until morning.” Steve was about to hang up when he heard 
Daly yelling into the phone, “This is not a secure line, Steve. It’s a matter of national 
security, and the lives of millions hang in the balance.” Steve looked over at Gail fast 
asleep beside him. “Daly, this better be the biggest goddamn emergency in the history 
of man. Meet me in my offi ce in an hour. Like I said, it had better be all of what you 
just said, and it better make sense because there are no Secret Service people to protect 
you in my offi ce, and I will kick your ass for dragging me out of bed at this ungodly 
hour.” The phone line went dead, and he pushed the covers off his legs and stood up. 

Gail rustled and felt for him, but the bed was empty. Steve was in the bathroom 
brushing his teeth when she came walking in sleepy-eyed and nude. “What’s going 
on, honey?” “Go back to bed, sweetheart. It’s an urgent matter that I have to attend 
to. I’m sorry I woke you.” She put her hand on his bald head while he was brushing 
his teeth and said, “It must be really important to drag you out of bed at this hour!” 
He nodded with a mouth full of toothpaste and water. She kissed his puffed up cheeks 
and staggered back to bed. He emerged from the bathroom, threw on a pair of FBI 
sweats and slip-on shoes, and walked over to her side of the bed and kissed her on the 
cheek. “I won’t be too long, honey.” She was half asleep and said, “You better not be. 
I’m horny, and I don’t want to have to use my battery-operated friends.” He started 
laughing as he walked out the bedroom door. He said as he was leaving, “When are 
you not horny?” He had a huge smile on his face and a woody in his sweats as he left 
the house and got into his car for the short drive to Quantico. As he drove the desolate 
early morning freeway, he said to himself, “Daly, I hate you, and you hate me. You 
better have one HELL of a good reason for getting me out of bed and not getting laid 
before coming in to work.”
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 Chapter Seven
“MAGICALLY… their MOTHERFUCKIN’ 

HEADS JUST BLEW OFF?”

C
arl Daly was sitting in his car in front of the main entrance to the behavioral 
science building when Steve pulled up. He parked and tapped on Daly’s window 
and motioned for him to follow. Daly got out of the car and walked behind Steve, 

who was passing the two men through security until they got to the elevator that led up 
to his offi ce. Daly went to say something, and Steve put his fi ngers to his lips and said, 
“Not until I have a cup of coffee, Carl.” They walked into Steve’s offi ce, and he turned 
on a coffee pot behind his desk and pulled out a small stash of powdered doughnuts 
from his top desk drawer. Daly said nothing as Steve went about his business. Daly 
looked down at his watch; it was a quarter to four. He knew that Cantos and the others 
already had strike teams out to kill him. Steve got his coffee and took a few sips then 
said, “Okay, Carl, why are we sitting in my offi ce at four a.m.?” Carl wasted no time. 
He began to tell Steve everything that was going on. Steve sat back in his chair with his 
coffee in one hand, a doughnut in the other. He never had the chance to take another 
bite or sip as Daly spilled his guts about the largest conspiracy in U.S. history.
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It was a quarter after twelve when John sat down with Carlo and started talking 
with him. He had been delayed by a hundred calls challenging his actions, and he 
was waiting for Jim to get to him, so he could hear Shabad’s confession. He had no 
sooner started to speak to Carlo when Alison Hubert and her men showed up in the 
interrogation room with a warrant for Carlo Umberto. John read over the paperwork, 
and it was all in order. “Well,” John said, handing the warrant back to Hubert, “someone 
wants Mr. Umberto very bad for you to show up here at this hour with a secret court 
warrant.” She smiled and said, “I just got this an hour ago, Agent Swenson. I was 
actually asleep in my hotel room when I got the call. I am just as surprised as you are, 
and I have no idea what it’s all about. I’m under orders from above.” “High above, no 
doubt. Where are you taking him?” “I’m not at liberty to disclose that, Agent Swenson. 
Please release the prisoner to us, so we can get going.” John released Umberto to 
Hubert and her team, and as she was handcuffing him, he asked, “Why would the 
president’s advance team for a pep rally and fund-raising trip be being ordered to take 
one individual of a larger ship’s crew into Secret Service custody?” “You invoked the 
American Protection Act, Agent Swenson. It is our job to protect the president and 
you. By invoking that Act, you got the attention of the Secret Service. If you have a 
problem with it, I suggest you take it up with Director Smalls or my boss, Director Lisa 
Burroughs. I’m just the messenger, Agent Swenson, just the messenger.” 

She was walking Carlo out, who had a half grin on his face. John watched them 
until they entered the elevator, and once the doors were closed, he took off for the 
stairs. He called down to the front security check point to see how the Secret Service 
had come in. He was advised that they entered through the front entrance but were 
requesting to leave through the back. “I was just about to call you for permission, 
Special Agent Swenson, since there is no one of higher authority in the building at this 
hour.” “No problem. Allow them to exit via the back entrance, but I want you to slow 
their exit.” “No problem, sir. Do you need any other assistance?” “No, thank you.” He 
hung up the phone while in a full sprint skipping stairs in the stairwell. 

He ran down the stairs at breakneck speed, beating the elevator to the basement by 
only a matter of seconds. He watched as his men slowed the processing of the Secret 
Service and then watched as they loaded Carlo into a black GMC SUV. John had 
made his way to his parked truck only a few feet away. The SUV pulled out and John 
followed. He called Jim on his cell. “WHAT? IT’S FUCKING AFTER MIDNIGHT.” 
John laughed and said, “I know it’s after midnight, and I know you weren’t fucking 
because Barbara’s not here. The Secret Service just showed up at my office and took 
Umberto.” Jim’s voice was clear, so he knew he hadn’t been sleeping. “Where are 
you, John?” “I’m tailing a black GMC SUV down Wilshire that just made a turn 
onto Sepulveda Boulevard heading … guess what direction?” “South toward LAX!” 
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“Bingo. I need you to have a couple of your deputies make a stop on the vehicle.” 
He read Jim the license plate number, and Jim repeated it back. “What’s the want or 
warrant on the vehicle?” Jim asked. “Felony abduction.” 

Jim’s voice got loud on the other end of the line. “Are you out of your motherfuckin’ 
mind?” “Yea!” “Are my offi cers in jeopardy?” There was a pause. “I’m going to have 
to take out Hubert and the Secret Service advance team. You should have your men 
pull the vehicle over and then keep a fi fteen foot perimeter around the vehicle. I can 
hit the targets with a high power rifl e from the top of my truck at a sniper’s range.” 
“And how the fuck are you going to take Umberto without my men knowing it?” John 
laughed. “I thought you would never ask. You’re going to take Umberto.” “WHAT! 
And just how the hell am I going to do that?” “He’s in the back seat of the SUV. I want 
you to have them make the stop in the middle of the intersection of Sepulveda and 
Mississippi.”  “A center intersection stop? Fuck, John. You’re playing with fi re.” “You 
park behind the Odyssey Theater off the corner of Mississippi and wait. I’m going to 
hit them from Mississippi East. The agents will open the back door where Umberto is, 
and I’m certain that the cuffs that they put on him in front of me have been removed. 
As soon as the shooting starts, Umberto is going to make a break for it, and he is going 
to run right down Mississippi into your waiting arms. Hit him with a taser to stun 
him, then put him in the trunk and meet me back at my place.” “You don’t think that 
my deputies are going to let you get out of the area?” “No disrespect, Jim, but your 
deputies couldn’t fi ght their way out of a wet paper bag.” “Jesus, John. Why wouldn’t 
I feel disrespected by that remark? Go fuck yourself!” “I will meet you back at my 
house when it’s over. Eagle out.” 

Jim hung up the phone, cussing as he took a cigarette from his top left pocket, 
put it in his mouth, and lit it. He took a deep drag off of it and hit the gas. He was 
originally on his way to John’s offi ce with Shabad’s confession, now he was back in 
the secret operative mode of The Iron Eagle. He mumbled to himself as he turned onto 
Sepulveda headed back toward Mississippi Avenue, “The Iron fuckin’ Eagle is going 
to get me killed long before the damn government or the other fuckin’ bad guys.” He 
pulled up behind the theater and called dispatch with an APB for a black GMC SUV, 
California license plate number 556AD74. He gave the code of felony abduction and 
homicide. He fi gured that would set the perfect scenario of caution. He ordered a 
mid-intersection stop with the vehicle’s location nearing the corner of Sepulveda and 
Mississippi. He put down the radio, and the system came to life. Units were rolling 
from all over what was left of west LA. There was a perimeter in seconds, and Jim 
sat and watched as the black SUV hit the intersection, and his deputies hit the lights.
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The Iron Eagle donned his full body armor and mask and screwed on the 
silencer to his modified black ops sniper rifle. He laid down on the roof of his truck 
well over two hundred yards up Mississippi with his night vision goggles on and 
pointed the rifle in the direction of the intersection. The green light of the laser 
pinpointed his shot. He could see the green laser light through his night vision 
goggles, but the light was not detectable to the naked eye. He waited until the SUV 
was in the intersection. He knew this was the safest, least populated point before 
there would be more people near LAX. He heard the sheriff’s loud speaker and 
watched as the SUV stopped in perfect view. Orders were given for the occupants 
to exit the vehicle, and as is protocol, he saw Hubert and the two others exit 
the vehicle and open the rear doors. The deputies ordered them forward, and the 
agents complied. When all three were in view at the back of the SUV, he heard 
the sheriff’s deputies order the three face down on the ground. “I can make that 
happen,” The Eagle said, gently squeezing the trigger. The first shot struck Hubert 
and Fogler in the head as they were standing side by side. He saw the puff of 
flesh from the head shots, and the two agents falling slowly head first. He fired 
the second shot a millisecond later. It was a clean head shot on Litt, and all three 
agents were down on the ground in less than two seconds. He saw Umberto jump 
out of the vehicle and start running down Mississippi just as he had predicted. He 
jumped off the top of his truck, and he was out of the area before the first calls 
for help could get out. He was listening to his police scanner as Jim’s men were 
calling for a slow approach to the three suspects. It took nearly three minutes for 
the officers to realize that the three suspects were dead.  

Jim was leaning on the front of his car with his smoke between his teeth and his 
taser out. He saw the agents fall, and he saw Carlo running down the street toward 
him. As soon as Carlo hit the alley where Jim was parked, he shot the taser, and it 
landed in Carlo’s thigh. He dropped like a rock, and Jim ran quickly to the alley 
entrance and grabbed the stunned man and threw him in his trunk. He headed down 
Mississippi until he got to PCH and then made his way back to Malibu and The 
Eagle’s lair. He pulled into the underground drive and into the parking lot where 
The Eagle stood in his full body armor and mask waiting for him. He parked the car 
and popped the trunk and turned and looked on at a wall, still smoking his cigarette 
as he heard the rustle of Umberto being removed from the trunk. There were a few 
minutes of silence, and he waited. Jim looked at the clock; it was four eighteen 
when he parked, and The Eagle started to deal with Umberto. There was a tap on his 
passenger window, and he looked at the clock, and it was four twenty-five a.m. He 
looked over to see John standing in his regular work clothes. He got out of the car, 
blowing smoke in John’s direction as he closed the door. 
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“Great job, Sheriff!” Jim came around the car and punched John right in the 
stomach. His fi st crumpled into his abs, and while John didn’t move, Jim fell to his 
knees, screaming in pain. John picked him up and said, “Oh, sorry. I forgot to take off 
my vest and abdominal plate.”  Jim’s face was contorted as John helped him into the 
house. He looked up at the giant man walking him into his lair and said with pain in his 
voice, “No matter…I knew that doing that was a bad idea…the result would have been 
the same with or without the body armor.” John laughed as he put him on the loveseat 
in the foyer. “Do you feel better?” Jim looked at him with a dazed look on his face. 
“What the fuck do you think? My damn wrist is probably broken; I have kidnapped a 
federal prisoner, and I have turned him over to the IRON...FUCKING…EAGLE. No, 
I don’t feel any better!” John laughed and said, “Let’s X-ray it to make sure it’s not 
broken.” “You have a goddamn X-ray machine?” “Yea. It was Sara’s idea, and she has 
used it for me, but I think I know how to work it!” “You think? You think?” Jim was 
screaming at John the whole time he was doing the X-ray. “Hey, good news, Jim. Your 
hand and wrist are not broken.” “Oh, good, I feel much better now.” 

John came back in and walked Jim back to the foyer. “Where’s Umberto?” Jim 
asked. “Asleep.” “What now?” “I get back to my offi ce, and you get back on the 
streets. You are going to have to spin this that one of your guys shot the agents.” Jim 
looked at him with total confusion. “And just how the fuck am I supposed to do that?” 
“Hey, I don’t tell you how to do your job, just work your magic!” The two men walked 
out to their vehicles, and John said, “I will talk to you in a few hours.” Jim just fl ipped 
him off as the two made their way to PCH and back to their respective jobs.

The call came to Jim over his radio from dispatch that there had been a homicide 
near LAX. He called back to dispatch and said he was in route. When he got to the 
scene, it was crazy. His deputies were all looking at each other with dazed looks on 
their faces each asking the other who shot at them. His SWAT team was on scene, 
and they were in sniper positions on nearby roof tops, and two choppers had the 
intersection and surrounding area lit up like high noon. He pulled into the intersection 
and got out of the car. He looked at one of the deputies he had known for many years 
and asked, “What the fuck did you guys do?” Deputy Alan Haze just stared at him not 
blinking and said, “Jim, none of our men fi red a shot. I ordered the three to their knees 
and then to lie face down. They complied. The next thing I know we make a felony 
stop approach, and there’s blood and brains everywhere. We never heard a shot, man. 
We never heard nor did we fi re a shot.” 
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Jim looked down at the three corpses on the ground in front of him. “So, let me 
see if I have this RIGHT?” He yelled at the top of his lungs, and every person on scene 
stopped right where they were without making a sound. “You boys and girls want me 
to fuckin’ believe that you pulled over a vehicle on a felony stop. That you ordered 
these three people out of the vehicle, and they complied with your orders, and then…
MAGICALLY… their MOTHERFUCKIN’ HEADS JUST BLEW OFF? Is that what 
you want me to believe? Which one of you is going to write up that DAMN REPORT 
BECAUSE I REALLY, REALLY WANT TO READ IT?” There was silence. “Do we 
know who these three are?” One of his deputies walked over with three items in his 
hand and handed them to Jim. He opened them one at a time and said, “YOU SONS 
OF BITCHES JUST KILLED THREE SECRET SERVICE AGENTS? Holy fuckin’ 
shit. Has anyone put in a call to the Secret Service?” There was no response. He pulled 
out his cell phone and dialed John’s cell. He had it on speakerphone. 

“Swenson.” “Is this Special Agent John Swenson with the Federal Bureau of 
Investigation?” “Yes. Is that you, Sheriff O’Brian?” “Yes, sir, it is. I’m sorry to 
call you at this UNGODLY HOUR, but we have a little problem at the intersection 
of Sepulveda and Mississippi.” “How can I help you, Sheriff?” “We need your 
homicide team here on scene as we have three federal agents that have been shot 
and killed, and my people on scene who made the stop don’t have any idea how the 
agents that are dead on scene managed to get their HEADS blown off before their 
very eyes.” There were a few moments of silence, and John’s voice came back on the 
phone. “Are these FBI agents?” “No, sir. They are Secret Service agents.” “WHAT? 
Say again.” “Special Agent Swenson, how long will it take for you and your team 
to arrive here?” “Um…you are right around the corner from my HQ, so under five 
minutes.” Jim looked around at the officers all staring at him. “We’ll wait for you, 
sir.” He hung up the phone and looked at his people. 

“Have the SWAT snipers hold their positions. No one move a muscle until the FBI 
is on scene. This is a federal crime scene, and we have a SHITLOAD OF EXPLAINING 
TO DO!” He walked back to his car, pulled out his radio, called dispatch, and asked for 
the coroner to be sent out. He stood by his car, took out a cigarette, and lit it, looking 
all around him at his deputies. He took a hit off the smoke and said, “Well, boys and 
girls, I don’t know who did this, but you have our department in the federal spotlight, 
and I don’t think this is going to fare well for any of us.” 

John and his team were pulling up to the scene as the words were coming out of 
Jim’s mouth. John stepped out of the truck and walked over to the three bodies lying 
on the ground, and Jim walked over to him. They spoke out of earshot of the others on 
scene, and then John took out his phone and made a call. His team had swarmed the 
scene and had covered the bodies with yellow tarps and were clicking photographs and 
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working the scene like they would any other homicide. John clipped his phone back 
on his hip and motioned for all of Jim’s people to circle around him. They approached 
as John’s team kept on working, and the coroner’s van pulled up, and Jade Morgan 
jumped out. She saw John and Jim and the group gathering and thought that that was 
where she and her people needed to be. She motioned for her CSI team to follow, and 
John saw Jade poke her face in amongst the others. John smiled in spite of himself. 

John spoke up and said, “What I’m about to tell this group is not related to 
you or your team Jade, but since you’re here you might as well hear it firsthand. I 
want to applaud the LA County Sheriff’s deputies present here who managed to kill 
three Secret Service agents that were sent to Los Angeles yesterday as an advance 
team for the President of the United States’ visit later this week. I just got off the 
phone with Secret Service Director Lisa Burroughs, who was devastated by this 
news and is sending in her own team of agents. We are going to need statements 
from each of you on what took place. We are also going to confiscate as evidence 
your dash cams, individual cop cams, personal cell phones, and any other video or 
photographic devices. I will have an agent begin collecting your items after this 
briefing. The director asked me to relay her displeasure about the murder of her 
agents and assured me that there will be a full and thorough federal investigation. I 
also want to thank you all for getting my office and my agents assigned to assist both 
the Secret Service and homeland security with your homicide case. Ms. Morgan, 
the Secret Service has asked that you work with my agents to photograph this crime 
scene and transport the bodies to your morgue.” He turned to Jim and curtly said, 
“Sheriff O’Brian, if I could have a word with you in private, please?” His officers 
looked on as Jim skulked off behind John. As he did, an announcement was made 
over a loud speaker that all officers were to line up for debriefing. 

John and Jim walked off out of earshot of everyone, and John said, “I really did 
just speak to Director Burroughs, and she was initially pissed that three agents were 
dead; however, she didn’t let on that she had any idea that her agents had anything 
to do with Umberto.” Jim got a perplexed look on his face. “Someone does.” John 
nodded and said, “But who?” He told Jim he didn’t have to deal with the BS rules. He 
just apologized for getting him and his people in the mess. Jim shrugged his shoulders 
and said, “You asked me to work my magic, and I did. Now, you better work your 
magic and figure out what the hell is going on.” Jim handed his midi recorder to John 
and said, “Here are Shabad’s last words. You better listen to them right away. I think it 
will fill in a lot of the blanks.”
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 Chapter Eight
“Blake said to tell you we didn’t get 

those orders. Where do you need us?”

J
ohn had only been home for a few minutes before he checked on Carlo. He was 
restrained to a gurney next to Shabad’s body and out cold. When John’s cell phone 
buzzed with an email, he opened it and read the report. It was from Jade. He had 

given the cappuccino cup to her to take some scrapings to test for drugs or poisons. 
John pulled the cup out of his bag. It was still in an evidence bag, but he had not logged 
it into inventory. Jade’s report was simple: “Remnants of ethylene oxide were found 
to be on the suspect cup in extremely high amounts.” John picked up the phone and 
called Jade. “Coroner’s offi ce. Jade Morgan speaking.” “Jade, it’s John. I just received 
your report on the cup from the captain’s room on the Eudora Huxley.” “Okay, so what 
did you think of the report?” “I have never heard of this compound. Where would 
someone get it?” Jade was sitting at her desk with not only the report she sent to John 
but a toxicology report on the captain.” “It’s a compound that is used most often as a 
disinfectant in hospitals and other industries where it is important to keep areas clean.” 
“Would it be used on a cargo ship?” John asked. “Oh, yes. It is commonly used to 
clean and disinfect areas of the ship where the crew is staying as well as other common 
areas. However, ingestion of this compound is really, really rare. I think I have seen 
one other case in my career and that was a hospital worker who was exposed to the 
product while mixing it with another compound, and it formed a deadly gas.” John 



58 • Chapter Eight

looked at the report and asked, “If you were given this, would you know it?” John 
could hear the rustling of papers on the other end of the line. “That’s hard to say, John. 
It can have a bitter or sweet taste. It would depend on the lifestyle of the person. For 
instance, our captain, here, was a heavy smoker. Smoking alters the taste buds as well 
as the sense of smell. He could very well have been given battery acid and would not 
have known it until it was burning its way through his mouth and throat.” John asked, 
“Is there an antidote?” “No … and I have the captain’s tox report, and he had a lethal 
dose of the chemical in his system.” “And that’s what killed him?” “That’s what killed 
him.” “One glass of this stuff can kill a person?” There was a pause, and Jade said, 
“No…not really. The captain had probably been exposed to it over a few weeks time 
for the levels that were in his blood to be so high.” John lifted the evidence bag with 
the cup in it up and looked at it and asked, “The dose that you found in the sample from 
the cup I’m holding was the tipping point?” “Oh yea. What was in that cup was one 
part coffee, and the rest was poison. It was the final death blow, and it hit him really, 
really fast.” John thanked Jade and was about to hang up when she asked, “So … you 
have the cup?” “Yes.” “Is it in the chain of custody, John?” “I’m taking care of it, Jade. 
You’re going to issue a cause of death for the autopsy report. I don’t think the cup is 
necessarily important since you say that the captain was exposed to the poison over a 
long period.” “Then why keep the cup out of the report? That makes no sense.” “It will 
be in the report. Write it up and include the cup. I will put it in with the other evidence. 
Thank you for the report and the information. I need to have a conversation with the 
Secret Service. They took Umberto, the second mate who admitted he gave the cup to 
the captain the morning that he died.” Jade asked, “Did the captain and Umberto share 
a cup in the captain’s room?” “No…one of two sailors who helped the captain to his 
room took the cup from the helm where he had been drinking it and brought it to his 
cabin. He mentioned it to Jim when he was questioning the crew members who had 
the last contact with him. Why?” “I don’t think that you can say that Umberto killed 
the captain, John. It could have been any one of them.” There was a laugh, and John 
said, “That’s why I’m the investigator, and you’re the coroner. I know things about the 
investigation that you don’t.” “That’s true. That’s very true. Well, I hope I helped you 
out.” “You did Jade. Thank you.” 

John hung up the line and walked back out to the foyer and took out the midi 
recorder and listened to the whole interview Jim got on tape with Shabad.  John had 
his tablet in his lap and had the recorder plugged into it, so that his voice recognition 
software would put all of the information in writing. When he was finished listening, 
he started to read the report. He now knew where Rick was, but he knew that Shabad’s 
family was dead. He had enough information from Shabad to know this was going 
to be worse than the nine-eleven attacks, and that Carlo held all the information in 



Operation Red Alert • 5958 • Chapter Eight

his dull head. John had just walked to his dressing room to put on his white coveralls 
when his cell phone rang. “Swenson.” The voice on the other end of the line was 
familiar right away. It was Steve Hoffman, and he was talking quickly and excitedly. 
“Steve, Steve, calm down. I can’t understand you. What’s going on?” There were a 
few moments of silence, and Steve said, “I have Carl Daly with me, and he has told me 
of a conspiracy to kill the president and to destroy California.” “Why are you calling 
me, Steve? You need to call the president.” “No…the president can’t know. Daly gave 
me a detailed account of what has gone on and what is and will happen very, very soon 
in your backyard.” John stopped dressing and asked, “I don’t know what you want me 
to do, Steve.” “I’m on my way to the airport with Daly. We’re coming to LA. I will 
explain all of it in your offi ce when we land later this afternoon.” John said okay and 
hung up the phone. He fi nished putting on his coveralls and said, “It’s time for Mr. 
Umberto to wake up and talk!”

Carlo heard the voice of a man calling his name. First, it was quiet, and then it 
got louder and louder until his eyes started to fl utter and were washed over by a bright 
light. He fl inched and batted his eyes as they adjusted to the light. He tried to raise his 
hand to block the onslaught of light, but he couldn’t move it. When his vision fi nally 
cleared, there, standing before him, was a man dressed in all white with a white cloth 
hat and a surgical mask and clear medical helmet. 

“Good morning, Mr. Umberto.” He didn’t recognize the voice or the person. 
He stared at the fi gure and asked, “Where am I?” “Right now you’re a visitor to my 
domain. Please allow me to introduce myself. I am The Iron Eagle.” Umberto started 
to scream and tried to thrash but was unable to move. “I take it from your reaction 
you’ve heard of me?” Umberto nodded. The Eagle laughed as he pulled a tray of 
equipment over to the gurney next to him. Carlo could see himself on several video 
monitors. He was nude and saw no visible restraints. “Why can’t I move?” “I’ve 
given you a powerful paralytic medication.” Carlo looked and saw that an IV was 
in his arm, and a bag of fl uid was dripping through the tubing. There was a small 
white clamp on his index fi nger that ran to two units where he could see his pulse. 
“What is on my fi nger?” The Eagle was working near the tray and answered without 
looking at him. “It’s a vital sign monitor. It allows me to see what your heart and 
lungs are doing.” “Why am I here?” “To answer some questions.” “About what?” 
The Eagle removed a white towel from the steel tray next to Carlo, and he could see 
its contents. There were scalpels, scissors, and larger pieces of equipment that he 
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didn’t recognize, and one thing that he did – the coffee cup that had been missing 
from the helm when he had come back from checking on Televichi in his cabin. The 
Eagle watched Carlo’s eyes, and he saw them fix on the cup. “Does that cup look 
familiar to you Carlo?” There was no response. “Well, Carlo, that’s the smoking gun 
that proves that you killed your captain. I have to admit you were quite creative in 
your method of execution, or someone gave you guidance on what to do and how to 
do it. I’m going to ask you questions, and you’re going to answer them. So, let’s get 
right to it. Who told you to kill Captain Televichi?” 

“I didn’t kill the captain.” “Yea…I had a feeling you were going to say that. 
Now, here’s how things are going to work, Mr. Umberto. You see this table of 
instruments next to me?” He nodded. The Eagle took a scalpel and a pair of scissors 
from the table and laid them on Carlo’s chest. “They’re very cold. Why are they so 
cold?” “Things need to be sanitary. You’re in an operating room, sir.” There was 
again a moment of screaming, but The Eagle ceased that right away with a slap to the 
side of Carlo’s head. “Stop it,” The Eagle said as he picked up the scalpel. He took 
the blade and incised Umberto from his throat down to the bottom of his sternum. A 
small line of blood followed the blade as it sliced into his flesh, and the flesh spread 
open like the lowering of a zipper. He watched in amazement. He felt no pain. “Why 
doesn’t it hurt?” “Give it a second. You’re in shock.” The Eagle had no sooner said 
the word when Carlo began to scream. The Eagle used sponges to dry up the blood 
then sat a white solution with a clear liquid next to Carlo on the table. 

“I know that the Eudora Huxley is carrying dangerous cargo, and that you killed 
the captain to protect it. Who ordered the captain killed, and what is the cargo?” 
Carlo didn’t answer. “Have it your way.” The Eagle poured the white solution of 
salt into the line on Carlo’s chest, and he screamed and cried uncontrollably. The 
Eagle was unmoved and said, “If you think that hurt,” he said as he held up a vial 
of clear liquid, “you’re going to really enjoy this one. It’s ethyl alcohol; however, 
you’re not going to drink it. You’re going to wear it. I don’t want you getting any 
infections.” The Eagle slowly poured the liquid over the salt in the open wound, and 
Carlo’s screams reached ear plug needed decibels. His face was beat red, and he 
was breathing hard as The Eagle put down the vial and picked up two copper wires 
attached to two long thin pins. He smiled at Carlo as he took the pins in his hand 
and thrust them down into Carlo’s thighs. There was a moment of offsetting pain, 
and Umberto stopped screaming. The Eagle picked up a small white remote and sent 
some current through the electrodes. Carlo started to shudder and convulse on the 
table. The Eagle pushed the voltage until Carlo was on the brink of cardiac arrest. 
The Eagle watched the monitors for Carlo’s heart and respiration; they were red 
lining, and he turned the unit down, and then off. 
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“Mr. Umberto, I can do this, and much worse, to you all day, but I need the 
information that you have.” He took a syringe from the table and injected it into the 
IV. Carlo smiled and asked, “What was that?” “Oh, a little something to help you 
relax. Now, I ask you again, who ordered you to kill the captain, and what is your 
ship’s cargo?” The Eagle pulled out a copy of the ship’s manifest he received from 
Customs when they boarded the ship. He showed it to Carlo and asked, “How many 
containers, what are their contents, and where are they located?” He laid silent, and 
The Eagle took up the remote again when Carlo screamed and said, “Nine. Nine.” 
“You’re not German, so I know you’re not saying no. Is it the number nine?” Carlo 
nodded, sweat was pouring off his face. The Eagle looked at the manifest, which 
looked more like an electrical blueprint, and followed the containers with his eyes. 
He pointed to the stern of the ship on the manifest showing it to Carlo and asked, 
“This container?” He nodded. The Eagle looked on and saw a second container on 
the bow with the same number and said, “Two containers with the same number and 
the same contents?” He nodded. “What’s in the containers, Carlo?” “Nothing that 
you can stop. Ali Shabad has made certain of that.” 

The Eagle walked across the room and pushed another gurney that was covered in 
a white sheet over next to Carlo. He pulled the sheet off the table revealing the body 
of Ali Shabad. Carlo started screaming as he looked at Shabad’s deformed face. “I 
take it from your screams that you recognize this man?” “But…how…no one has ever 
touched Shabad…how?” The Eagle sat down between the two gurneys and looked at 
Carlo and said, “Does it really matter? The man’s dead and so is his family. You have 
a family don’t you, Carlo?” He nodded slowly, wincing in pain. “Well, of course you 
do. Why else would you work with a black operative terrorist like Shabad? I bet you’re 
making a lot of money to get the cargo here to LA.” He nodded. “And I’m going to 
go out on a limb here and say that those two containers contain bombs.” He nodded 
again. “Now, see, Carlo, you’re doing great. Let’s keep this communication going for a 
few more minutes. Now, the bombs in the containers aren’t just normal explosives, are 
they?” He shook his head slowly. “And they’re not just makeshift dirty bombs either, 
are they?” He shook his head again. “You were ordered to kill Televichi because he 
learned about it from the manifest and thought there was a manifest error and wanted 
to open the containers?” He nodded again slowly, waiting for The Eagle to move, but 
he didn’t. “Did Shabad order the killing?” “No.” “You didn’t do it on your own. Who 
gave you the instructions to kill him?” “If I tell you, they will kill me.” 

The Eagle pointed to the table of instruments then to the mutilated body of 
Shabad and finally Carlo’s chest and said, “Worry about me. What do you think I’m 
going to do to you?” Tears began to run down Carlo’s face, and The Eagle hit him 
with another jolt of electricity. His tears conducted the current into his eyes, and he 
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started shaking his head as his vision was getting darker.  “I’m going blind, stop, 
please, stop.” The Eagle turned down the voltage and said, “I’m going to ask you one 
last time. Who instructed you to kill the captain, and if you don’t give me an honest 
answer, I’m going to finish cutting open your chest and remove your heart.” “Harold 
Cantos,” Carlo cried out. “CIA Director Harold Cantos?” “Do you know another?” 
Carlo was smarting off. The Eagle knew it was a result of the medication. “Are the 
containers booby-trapped?” asked The Eagle. Carlo nodded. “There’s more than just 
that to this mission, isn’t there?” He nodded. “Well, out with it.” “They are planning 
to kill your president in the next week here in LA.” “How?” “Shabad was going to 
use his family as suicide bombers. If what you say is true, and his family is dead, 
then his alternates will do the bombing.” 

Carlo was breathing heavy as The Eagle spoke. “Do you know who the alternates 
are?” “No.” “Do you think the alternates know who they are?” “I don’t know. That’s 
how Shabad works in 99% of his suicide bombings. The bomber or bombers don’t 
know they are carrying the device. He would detonate them remotely when his victims 
were in place. But Shabad’s dead. He can’t follow through with the plot, so your 
president is safe.” The Eagle slowly shook his head. “Not by a long shot, Carlo, not 
by a long shot.” He put the remote on the table and pushed the gurney with Shabad’s 
body away from them. “Well, Carlo, I want to thank you for your assistance. You have 
helped to fill in the blanks.” The Eagle reached behind Carlo and grabbed a circular 
saw and sat it on Carlo’s chest. “I thought you weren’t going to hurt me if I told you the 
truth?” Carlo was hyperventilating looking at the saw and feeling the weight pressing 
down on his chest. “Well, Carlo, I don’t need you anymore. I have the information that 
I need, and I can’t release you,” The Eagle spoke as he pulled a clear plastic shield 
down over his face, “because then there would be an extradition fight, and you’ve seen 
my face…complicating things further. You understand, don’t you?” 

As Carlo started to scream, The Eagle picked up the saw, pulled back the blade 
guard, pulled the trigger, and started cutting through Carlo’s sternum. Blood and 
bone went flying, and Carlo’s screams were drowned out by the sound of the saw. 
The Eagle grabbed a rib spreader and placed it into the open wound and cranked 
the mechanism hard, spreading Carlo’s chest cavity open. “Help….me….oh God…
help me!” Carlo was out of breath. The monitor next to him showed a heart rate 
over one eighty, and his BP was through the roof. The Eagle didn’t talk. He took 
a scalpel and opened the pericardium. Carlo looked over at one of the monitors to 
see his heart beating in his chest. “I bet this really hurts!” The Eagle said while he 
injected more medication into Carlo’s IV, and the pain was exacerbated, yet Carlo 
was keenly awake and aware of what was happening to him. “Why don’t you just 
let me die…why are you making me hurt so much?” Carlo was speaking out of 
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breath and looking at the monitor next to his head. “I will let you die soon, Carlo, 
but I don’t want to rush things. You took a great deal of time working with Shabad 
in planning this attack on America. I want to make sure that you feel every ounce of 
the agony you inflicted on your captain as well as what you planned on inflicting on 
the world.” “I don’t deserve this…I was only doing what I was hired to do.” 

“Now, that’s not an excuse that you want to use.” The Eagle made a circular 
incision around the heart and reached his hands into Carlo’s chest cavity. “There.” The 
Eagle said. He was holding Carlo’s heart in front of him, and he said, “Now, I will 
allow you to die.” The Eagle held the beating heart in one hand as he slowly clamped 
off arteries going to the heart. He cut them one by one, and Carlo’s heart rate began 
to get more and more erratic. His face had a grimace of agony on it, and The Eagle 
said, “You’re having a heart attack, Carlo…or more accurately … I am causing you to 
have a heart attack.” Carlo was moving his head violently from side to side, trying to 
speak. His mouth moved but no words came out. The Eagle held a scalpel to Carlo’s 
aorta and said, “You see this huge throbbing thing on the top of your heart? It’s your 
aorta. That’s all that is keeping you alive. What I’m going to do is point your aorta into 
your chest, and then I’m going to take this scalpel and incise it. I don’t want blood on 
my floor. You will die quickly. You can watch on the monitor next to your head.” He 
slid the scalpel across the aorta, and Carlo gasped. Blood began to fill his chest cavity, 
and The Eagle put the heart down between the lungs and watched as Carlo slowly lost 
consciousness. “You are now, as you requested, dead. May God NOT have mercy on 
your soul.” With those words, the monitor flat lined, and Carlo Umberto was dead. 

The Eagle ripped the rib spreader off his chest and threw it in a sink on the 
other side of the table. Carlo’s pupils were dilating as The Eagle threw the rest of the 
instruments that he no longer needed into Carlo’s chest cavity and rolled his body out 
to the incinerator. When The Eagle had finished with Carlo, he walked back into the 
room and cleaned up. As he went to leave, he saw Shabad’s body on the gurney. “You 
will start to stink up the room if I leave you here.” He removed the restraints, put 
Shabad over his shoulder, and carried him out to the incinerator. He threw him in on 
top of Umberto and pressed the start button. He walked back into the changing room, 
removed his coveralls, and went into the foyer. 

The sun was just starting to rise when he entered the kitchen and pulled a bottle 
of Coke Zero out and started to walk back to the holding rooms. He saw Shabad’s 
clothing and a bag that he was carrying when he grabbed him. He had not had time to 
search his belongings, so he started to go through the items. When The Eagle opened 
the bag, he found a tablet computer. He pressed the touch surface, and it came up with 
a fingerprint passcode. “Just my luck. I’m burning the guy, and I need his fingerprints.” 
He ran out to the incinerator, shut it down, and the steel doors opened. Shabad’s right 
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arm fell limply over the side. He examined the right hand fingers, and they were intact 
but black, so he pulled the half-burned corpse to the edge of the unit and pulled the 
right arm. The flesh came off in his hands. “Great, just great, I hope to hell you were 
left handed.” He went back into the operating room, picked up a pair of tin snips, went 
back out to the incinerator, and cut off each of the fingers and the thumb on Shabad’s 
left hand. He pushed the carcass back into the unit and left it open while he went 
in to try the digits on the scanner. He got a match with the left index finger, and the 
computer opened to a blue screen. He threw the other parts into the incinerator, turned 
it back on, and bagged the finger for use until he could reprogram the computer. 

He put the finger into the refrigerator in the holding room and went back to the 
tablet. He pressed the enter key, and a password screen popped up. The Eagle drew 
a USB cable connected to a small algorithm box he designed from a shelf in the 
room and plugged it into the tablet. It was only a matter of seconds before the screen 
came to life with apps and icons. He quickly changed the password and fingerprint 
identification to his own then pressed on a mail icon on the tablet. The email box 
opened to yet another password and fingerprint verification site. He grabbed the finger 
from the fridge and pressed it to the scanner, and the email account opened. The Eagle 
mumbled to himself, “I need to make a print plate, so I don’t have to carry Ali’s finger 
in my pocket.” He walked over to the lab, lifted Ali’s print, then inlaid it on a latex 
mold and sized it to fit his index finger. He tested it out on the computer’s opening 
screen after restoring its settings, and it worked. He put the digit back in the fridge 
and put the latex fingerprint into his pocket. He walked out of the holding room after 
putting all of Shabad’s personal items in a locked closet and walked out into the foyer. 
He sat down on one of the couches and started opening the email. Most were old 
messages with information he had already extracted out of Shabad and Carlo. He 
got to the most recent email, which had been sent at three ten a.m. that morning. He 
opened the email and knew what he had from the introduction.

“Dear Mr. Shabad,

“Please accept our apologies for not getting the second installment into your account. Please 
provide us with your current wire instructions and the second installment of one hundred 
million U.S. dollars will be wired into your account immediately. Please see the attached 
schedule change to your itinerary.

“Respectfully,

“HC”
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He opened the .pdf attachment without a problem. There, on the screen, were 
the updated instructions from Harold Cantos, signed by all of his men on the updated 
schedule to kill the president and to detonate two thermo nuclear five megaton war 
heads currently in storage on the Eudora Huxley. It was all there in writing. Dates, 
times, and places for everything. He picked up the phone and called Jim. 

“O’Brian.” “Are you done with the Secret Service?” “Yea…WHY?” “We need 
to meet ASAP. I’m at the house. How long will it take for you to get here?” “A half 
hour.” John hung up the phone and stared down at the email. Steve was en route to 
Los Angeles with Daly, whose signature and name were on the .pdf he was looking 
at, along with the names and signatures of Vice President Oren McNeil; FBI Director 
Brian Smalls; head of presidential security for the Secret Service, Oliver Bastian; and 
finally, NSA Director William Stamford, and CIA Director Harold Cantos. John sat 
shaking his head. “Umberto might know the outline of the plot, but he doesn’t know 
the extent of it. Somehow, I have to figure out a way to get all of these men to LA and 
into The Eagle’s custody while at the same time abducting the president to save his 
life.” He had just stopped when the encrypted sensor that he had used to ping Lance 
and Blake toned. He pressed the small unit to his cell phone and pressed talk. He heard 
the voice of Lance say, “Okay, what the fuck do you have us into now?” He heard 
Blake in the background and the sound of music. “You two are supposed to be dead.” 
Lance laughed and yelled to Blake, “Hey Blake, John says that you and I are supposed 
to be dead!” There was a moment of silence, and Lance came back on the line and said, 
“Blake said to tell you we didn’t get those orders. Where do you need us?”
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 Chapter Nine
“…a bottle of scotch and a diaper. 

Forget the diaper; I just shit myself.”

T
he FBI government-issued jet was passing over Denver en route to Los Angeles 
as Steve and Carl sat not speaking to each other. Steve fi nally broke the two and 
half hour silence by asking Carl, “What the hell were you thinking?” He looked 

at Steve and said, “It’s a long story.” “Well, we have another two hours plus of fl ying 
time, so since you’re in confession mode, let’s get your confession on the record.” 
He took out a midi recorder and sat it on the small table between their seats, turned 
it on, and said, “This is Special Agent Steve Hoffman, head of behavioral science, 
interrogating Mr. Carl Daly. Mr. Daly, before we can begin this interrogation and 
admission by you, I am required under federal law in order to protect your rights 
under the Fifth Amendment to the Constitution to recite to you your Miranda rights. 
You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you 
in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, 
one will be provided for you. Do you understand the rights I have just read to you?” 
“Yes.” “And do you wish to waive those rights?” “Yes.” “Please state your full name 
for the record.” Thus began Carl Daly’s interrogation and admission to the largest 
government conspiracy in U.S. history.
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The Malibu sky was clear and the morning warm. John stood on the balcony 
looking out over the sea. Jim had spoken to Barbara, but he had had no contact with 
Sara since he sent the two women away nearly a year ago for their own protection. 
He heard the lock click and heard Jim calling out his name. John called out, and Jim 
found him on the balcony staring out into the sea. “So, what’s so goddamn important, 
John, Eagle, guy trying to get me killed?” John turned and walked back into the living 
room off the foyer and handed Jim Shabad’s tablet and said, “READ!” Jim took the 
tablet and sat down in the bright sunny room and held the tablet as one would hold a 
book. John watched his eyes as he read the message from the ring leaders of this plot. 
Jim’s jaw began to fall open, and John went into the kitchen and asked if he wanted 
anything. “Yea…a bottle of scotch and a diaper. Forget the diaper; I just shit myself.” 
“I listened to the recording that you got from Shabad before he died.” Jim was still 
staring at the tablet. “What the fuck are we going to do, John? This is way above 
my pay scale. Who do we tell? Who do we trust? Man, this is your area of black op 
cloak and dagger killing shit not mine…I’m just a lowly sheriff.” He had no sooner 
gotten the words out of his mouth when John’s cell phone rang. He answered it, and 
Jim listened as John spoke in cryptic terms. John hung up the phone, looked at Jim, 
and said, “We have company.” John left the room and went out to the garage. Jim 
was sitting holding Shabad’s tablet between his fingers looking hopeless until a huge 
smiled broke across his face when John walked back into the room with his guests. 
Walking behind him, arguing back and forth, were Lance Coswalski, Blake Stroud, 
Phillip Soranto, and Patrick Martin. 

Philly looked at Jim sitting at the dining room table with the tablet in his hands 
and said, “The fun never stops, huh, Jim?” John called the kitchen in the main house 
and asked for breakfast for the men. He was talking to his cook as if he were in a 
restaurant. The men were ordering large quantities of food, and John was relaying the 
order like a waiter in a diner. When he was finished he said, “Shall we adjourn to the 
war room, gentlemen? Breakfast will be served in there.”

They all started walking in the direction of the corridor and the heart of The Iron 
Eagle’s nest when Jim blurted out, “I’m too FUCKIN’ OLD for this shit. Guys … will 
the killing ever stop?” John looked at Jim sitting there, the tablet still in his hands, and 
John’s look softened. “We are going to brainstorm a way to put this plot down, Jim, 
but the killing…the killing will never stop. It’s the nature of man. I have made it my 
duty to put down the sick animals that prey on other human beings, and for now I have 
to put that mission on the back burner in order to deal with this one.” Jim stood up and 
walked in the direction of the men, taking a cigarette out of his pocket and putting it in 
his mouth. He pulled out his Zippo and flipped it open. “Well, I never thought I would 
say this, but I wish that the world would settle, and we could have The Iron Eagle 
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dealing with serial killers instead of military operations. Since I hooked up with The 
Eagle, I’ve been shot, my wife’s been kidnapped, I’ve been chased and detained, and 
now I’ve just been made privy to a government conspiracy that’s so fucked up I want 
to shoot the whole bunch of them.” 

The men turned and went on to the room with Jim following behind them. He 
lit the smoke and sat down in one of the chairs, took a deep drag, and asked, “What 
now?” The seats began to fi ll as breakfast was brought into the room by Sara’s most 
trusted assistant. John told Jim to grab a plate and dig in. It was going to be a long day.

Oren McNeil was sitting in the outer offi ce off the Oval Offi ce when President 
Hernandez entered the room after coming down from the residence. He looked over 
his schedule quickly then asked McNeil, “What’s the emergency, Mr. Vice President?” 
Hernandez sat down behind the presidential desk. There were several newspapers and 
a brass coffee pot sitting next to a coffee cup with the presidential seal. “I think, Mr. 
President, that you should move up your campaign trip to California.” Hernandez was 
sipping his coffee and reading the newspaper. “Why?” He wasn’t looking at McNeil. He 
was casually fl ipping through the paper when he stopped on a news article that caught 
his eye. “Mr. President, Los Angeles is still a disaster area. The people of that great city 
and of the surrounding counties have been devastated, and while the rebuilding goes on, 
your commitment and the federal government’s is on the line.” “It’s Wednesday, Oren. 
I am fl ying out on Friday night and plan to visit all of the affected counties and launch 
my reelection campaign. I’m not going there strictly for politics, Oren. You know that. 
I’ve spent almost as much time in LA and its surrounding counties as I have here in 
my offi ce. I have to do the work of ALL the people, Oren. While there is a devastating 
situation in Los Angeles, other things are happening all over the country.” He held up 
the newspaper he was reading and showed McNeil the article. The headline read, “Video 
Released of Attack on Secret U.S. Missile Base Goes Viral on Internet.” He put the paper 
down and asked McNeil, “Have you heard about this?” The VP slowly shook his head. 
“Neither have I.” “Did one of our operatives make a secret video of the Oat Mountain 
Offensive?” There was no response. Hernandez could see that the VP was as surprised 
by this revelation as he was. Hernandez picked up the phone and called in his chief of 
staff, Brian McMillan. The offi ce door opened, and McMillan stepped in. 

Hernandez handed him the paper and asked, “Did you know about this video?” He 
took the paper and scanned it quickly. “No, sir. This is a report in the Oakland Journal.” 
Brian read the article and who the contributor was. He said, “No, sir. I have no idea 
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who Professor Charlie (Charles) Baxter is, sir.” Hernandez took the paper back from 
him. “Well, you better fi nd out who he is and what he has because the photograph in 
this article is a picture of the mutilated remains of the mercenaries that the late senator 
Ryan Skillen used in his failed attempt at a coup.” “Yes, sir. We will get right on this.” 
Hernandez turned to McNeil, who was staring at the paper in his hand. “I think you’re 
right, Oren. I think I need to get to Los Angeles as soon as possible. I will order Air 
Force One to be made ready for a late night departure tonight.” He walked back to his 
desk, but McNeil didn’t move. “Oren, are you okay?” He nodded his head quickly as 
if he were clearing the cobwebs and said, “Yes, sir.” “Is there something else we need 
to discuss?” He shook his head and said, “Thank you, Mr. President.” 

He walked out of the offi ce quietly, shutting the door behind him. He wandered 
the halls of the West Wing, fi rst visiting his offi cial offi ce and then heading to the 
entrance and out onto the grass. He paced for a few minutes and then walked out the 
gates and over to his ceremonial offi ce. When he got to his desk, he sat down and 
pulled out his cell phone. He called Brian Smalls at his offi ce in the FBI headquarters 
only a few blocks away. “Smalls.” “Call Cantos and have him set up a secure room in 
Langley.” He looked down at his watch. It was eleven a.m. “I want the room and all 
of the men in it in twenty minutes.” “Yes, sir. What’s going on?” “We have a mole!”

John and his men sat at the conference table fi nishing their breakfast in silence. John 
got up and walked over to an electronics center at the far end of the room. He plugged in 
a tablet with a USB cable and pressed a few things on its screen. The white wall on the 
other side of the room lit up with a .pdf document. He worked to enlarge the document 
and then took a small remote and sat back down. “Gentlemen, I am so glad to see you all 
alive and well.” Blake laughed as he was shoving three pieces of bacon into his mouth 
and said, “Well, I don’t know about the rest of you, but the CIA thinks Cosmo and I are 
dead. Hell, they have us listed as dead in their database. They have Ricky missing, but 
who knows where that sick bastard is?” John replied, “I’m glad you two are alive, and 
I know where Ricky is. He has crossed the line. He got Ali Shabad’s family after I got 
Shabad.” Cosmo chimed in with a mouth full of food, “I will go out on a limb here and 
say that Shabad’s family is dead…and they died in a bad way.” John nodded. He started 
to read the document on the screen out loud for all of the men. “The .pdf fi le you see on 
the wall behind me was retrieved from an email account of Ali Shabad this morning after 
his untimely passing. There are three situations that bring us together again, men. The 
fi rst two are in the .pdf. The last relates to Ricky.” John started reading.
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“Shabad,
“Tactics and dates have changed. President’s schedule has been pushed up. He 

will be at the Water Front Hotel in Santa Monica for a campaign stop before moving 
on to a more secure area. We have organized a press briefing at the stop, and we have 
cleared forty natural and naturalized citizens to be on stage with the president when 
he makes the announcement at this location of his commitment to Los Angeles and 
announces his bid for four more years in the White House. You are to proceed with 
the bombing to kill the president at the event at eight p.m. Pacific Standard Time on 
Thursday. We need your new wire information to wire the next progress payment to 
your account post haste in the amount of one hundred million dollars. The Eudora 
Huxley has been discovered by the FBI. They have quarantined the ship and taken the 
new captain and its crew for questioning. We have the situation under control. Both 
containers numbered nine await removal from the cargo ship. Once the two containers 
are on the trucks, send them to their open air detonation points. Maps are enclosed. 
There is a chance that The Iron Eagle knows your location. Use caution when moving 
about. We will communicate again after you have eliminated the president. We 
understand that you have two backup protocols for both the killing of the president 
and the detonation of the bombs. Get it done ASAP.” 

They all sat looking at the maps and the letter for a long time. John spoke up, 
“Shabad is dead. I got all I could out of him. The newly appointed captain of the 
Eudora Huxley was in one of my torture rooms, but he has already told The Eagle 
most of this, so he has been eliminated. The names before you are the names of the 
men who have issued a hit on the president and the destruction of our country. Now, 
we need to work out how we are going to kill all of these men and secure the president 
for safe keeping until we can clear the nukes and then kill off his would be assassins, 
so go.” He looked around the table. “How do we grab the president to protect him and 
kill these men without getting ourselves killed?” Jim asked, putting a cigarette into his 
mouth. “Carefully, very, very carefully,” John said, looking around the room.
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 Chapter Ten
“You might have killed me, but I killed you!”

H
enna Shabad lie nude and spread eagle with Rick pounding away on top of her. Her 
face was expressionless as Rick used her body for his gratifi cation. He was grunting 
and sweating over her as he looked into her eyes and said, “Why no reaction? I know 

it hurts. That’s what I always intended. You’re going to be a porn queen when I post the 
videos on line. Come on, give me a kiss.” He leaned down to kiss her, and she tilted her 
head and opened her mouth, and he slipped his tongue between her lips and began to kiss 
her patiently. She began to kiss him back, and as their tongues swirled together, his hips 
thrust harder and harder between her thighs. She was moving her left hand that was tied 
in a leather restraint to the bedpost. The leather had loosed over the past couple of days, 
and she could feel her slender wrist starting to slip out of the restraint. He lifted his head 
and said, “See? I knew you would come around. The longer you please me the longer 
you live.” Her expression changed from one of passive indifference to a face of passion 
and desire. He got off her and was going to the kitchen for a beverage. She could see the 
fi eld knife that he used to kill her children on a small table next to the bed. She jerked her 
arms against the restraints, and her wrists released a little more. Rick heard the creak of 
the bed springs and walked back to the bed, talking while drinking a beer.

“Henna, what do you think you’re doing?” She looked at him with fi re in her eyes 
and said, “I want you in me, now!” “I was just there.” “No! I want you in my other 
region…lower and tighter.” She was talking the way he had been talking since he had 



72 • Chapter Ten

taken her and the children. He smiled and jumped on the bed and felt around with his 
cock until he pressed it hard against her anus and, without lube, slid in. She gasped and 
let out a low squeal as he ruthlessly began to sodomize her. She used the distraction to 
work her wrists out of the restraints with each of his thrusts, until her left wrist released 
and then the right. She placed the palms of her hands down in a grasp of the headboard 
with the leather straps in her fi nger, so it looked like she was tied. He was so excited 
by her responsiveness to pleasing him that he didn’t look closely at the restraints after 
he had had his orgasm and lifted his body off of her and out of the bed. 

He moved over to a small video monitor he had set up in the room and was 
watching the replay of what he had done to her. Henna released the headboard and was 
able to sit up on the edge of the bed. She grabbed the fi eld knife and cut the restraints 
freeing her feet.  Rick was speaking with his back to her, “You know, Henna, I’m just 
not happy with this fi lm. I need to do you again.” He was just about to turn back in 
her direction when she drove the fi eld knife through his lower left rib into his heart. 
She released the knife and stepped back. Rick turned and stood up, a little wobbly, 
and grabbed the knife from the rear left side of his back and pulled it out. There was 
blood dripping off the knife, and he looked at it and then her and said, “I thought we 
had something special?” She moved to run for the door when Rick reached out for her 
as he was falling to the fl oor. Henna fell on her back, and Rick landed on top of her, 
driving the knife through her thorax. They both breathed shallow for a few seconds, 
and Henna went to move and the knife ripped further through her tissue. Rick gasped 
and said, “You might have killed me, but I killed you!” There was a smile on his face 
as his pupils dilated. He was dead. Henna was trying to breathe with Rick still on her 
chest. She was able to push him off of her, but it was only then that she realized that 
the knife was embedded in her chest. She looked at the handle of the blade protruding 
from her chest and took a deep breath. She grabbed the handle and pulled with both 
hands, yanking the knife out of her body. She turned to crawl, but her lungs were 
fi lling with blood, and she put her head on Rick’s chest and breathed her last.

 

Steve and Carl’s plane was on fi nal approach to Santa Monica Airport. He called 
John’s cell, and he answered. “John, it’s Steve. I am landing at Santa Monica Airport 
in ten minutes. Can you send some agents to pick me and Carl up?” John looked at the 
men sitting in the room with him and said, “Yes, sir. I will send an unmarked vehicle 
with blacked out windows, sir. Steve, you don’t know many of the new agents that we 
have. I am sending two of my most trusted men, Art Smith and Harry Stans.” “I don’t 
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think it’s safe to bring Daly to headquarters.” “Why is that, sir?” “There’s a contract 
out on his life. Too much to talk about on a non-secure line. We will need another 
location.” A smile grew across John’s face, and everyone in the room saw it. “I have a 
location, sir. The agents will meet your plane. What’s your tail number?” Steve gave 
him the information, and John hung up the phone. He looked at the confused faces in 
the room. “You will never guess who Steve Hoffman has on the FBI jet about to land 
at Santa Monica Airport.” Lance said, “I’m sure I only need one guess. Let’s see … 
Carl Daly?” John nodded. “They are on fi nal approach.” Lance said, “Daly is one of 
the men who signed the president’s assassination order on the .pdf you just showed 
us.” He nodded. John pulled two FBI IDs from a sack on a desk in the room. He had 
Lance and Phillip pose for quick headshots, and in fi ve minutes, he had two FBI tags 
and ID cards in their hands. “Go to Santa Monica and pick up Agent Hoffman and his 
prisoner, Carl Daly. When you have them in the car, sedate them and bring them back 
here. There’s a black sedan with government issued plates in the parking garage.” He 
threw a set of keys to Lance. “What if Hoffman starts giving us trouble?” John had his 
back to them as he answered. “He won’t. He’s fl ustered and wants to feel he and his 
prisoner are safe.” “What do you want to do with them?” Philly asked. “Just get them 
here. I will deal with them from there.”

The two men were sitting in the sedan on the runway when Steve’s jet touched 
down. They approached and assisted in opening the cabin door. Steve came out, 
lowering his head, with Daly behind him and stepped down the jet’s stairs. Phil showed 
them to the car, and Steve didn’t hesitate. “John doesn’t mess around when I give an 
order.” “No, sir,” Lance said as he got in the back seat with the two men. Phil started 
to drive off the tarmac when Steve asked, “Where are we meeting John?” Lance pulled 
a tranquilizer gun from his hip and said, “It’s a secure and secret location, sir. You will 
be safe there.” Steve didn’t get out another word before Lance had shot them both. 
He called out to Philly who was now on PCH headed for The Eagle’s lair. “Man, it’s 
a good thing that the public trust is not totally in this guy’s hands. We’d be screwed!” 
Philly laughed and said, “Sadly, Cosmo, it is in his hands. It’s just a good thing we got 
him before the others.” The black sedan raced down PCH toward Malibu.
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John was sitting with the other men waiting for Hoffman with Shabad’s tablet 
in front of him, looking at the email when he said, “We need to set up an off shore 
account to take these funds.” Jim piped up, “Are you suggesting that we take one 
hundred million dollars of blood money?” “It has nothing to do with that. If the 
money is not transferred and contact made, they will know that Shabad is dead, and 
our plan to stop this situation in its tracks will be compromised.” John was typing on 
his computer as he answered Jim. Blake chimed in and was making suggestions on 
routing the money when John stopped typing and said, “We have an account!” Jim sat 
silent. John grabbed Shabad’s tablet and clicked a keyboard to it and began responding 
to the message. His response was as cryptic as Shabad was.

“Mission on track. Adjustments made per instructions. Wire funds to Zurich 
account 9785-5576 SWIFT: ZUR-5AZ-5588. Credit to the account of A.R. Fizel. 
Expect verification of funds in twenty four hours or mission scrubbed.” 

John read the message back to the room as Patrick and Blake were typing on 
their computers. John said, “Okay, we have Daly here. Now, we need to get the 
VP and the rest of them to LA.” He was rubbing the top of his head. Jim started 
laughing. “What are you going to do? Trip and knock yourself out again, so I can 
get shot?” There was laughter in the room and John smiled and said, “You’re never 
going let me live that down, are you Jim?” Jim had a cigarette between his teeth 
and took a drag off the smoke and said, “Fuck no…I GOT SHOT saving your sorry 
ass, Mr. Iron fuckin’ Eagle!” Blake sounded out, “I think I can get a message to CIA 
Director Cantos that will bring all of them to LA.” John sat up in his chair as did 
the others. John asked him how. Blake was typing as they waited. He hit a key on 
his computer and said, “Like that!” and started laughing. John looked befuddled. “A 
little more information would help!” Blake hit two keys on his computer and read a 
message he sent directly to CIA Director Harold Cantos.” 

“I HAVE ONE OF YOUR MEN. I KNOW YOUR PLOT. I’M COMING FOR YOU 
ALL. THE IRON EAGLE.”  

There were a few moments of silence, and John was about to speak when Cosmo 
and Philly came through the door with Hoffman and Daly over their shoulders. “So, 
where do you want these two sleeping boneheads?” Cosmo asked in a flat tone. John 
had them follow him down the hall. He had Daly placed in one of the operating 
rooms, and he had Steve placed in one of the holding rooms that Jim had been in. 
When the men were situated, Cosmo asked John, “How are you going to explain 
abducting your boss?” 

“That’s the least of my worries. Right now, we need to split teams. Lance and 
Philly, you two check out the containers on the Huxley ship and make the necessary 
changes to hide the cargo. It’s booby-trapped, so don’t try to open it. I will get 
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more information from Daly. I have made reservations for you at the president’s 
hotel.” He handed the men The Eagle’s calling card with their identities and check 
in information for the Water Front Hotel. “When you’re done with the containers, 
head for the hotel and check in. Patrick and Blake, you two have reservations at 
the hotel as well.” He handed them two cards with their information on them. “Set 
up and monitor the advance team of the president. We will all communicate on our 
encrypted frequency. If I learn anything new from Daly, I will pass it on.” Jim started 
laughing. “Um, hey, dipshit … The Eagle killed the advance team!” “I intercepted 
a message that the president has pushed his visit to Los Angeles up to today.” He 
handed them both small radio receivers and earphones, much like the Secret Service 
uses, and small gym bags. “I have set up two receivers that are set to the VP and 
Cantos’s cell phone signals. You know what to do. Hernandez will be based out 
of the hotel, and most likely it is close to the spot that McNeil has planned for 
his demise. When you intercept McNeil and Cantos’s communications, alert me. I 
already have access to the president’s suite and will be in position when he is in. The 
Eagle will move to take Hernandez into protective custody.” 

Jim jumped up, the smoke falling out of his mouth. “Wait a second! You guys are 
going to abduct the president and attempt to take out the VP, the head of the CIA, FBI, 
NSA, and Daly? Are you all out of your fuckin’ minds? Just in case one of you has had 
an aneurysm or something, there is a mega-million dollar reward for The Eagle. The 
city is a mess. The Eagle has already killed three Secret Service agents that Jade has at 
her lab, and will, if she has not already, be letting the feds in Washington know about 
because it’s her job! This is fuckin’ nuts.” John was sitting with his hands folded in 
front of him. “Are you finished?” Jim sat back down. “Jim, you’re going to the farthest 
guest house on the premises and speak to Jade Morgan.” “She’s here?” “She will be in 
a few minutes. I put a call in to her, and she is on her way.” “And what the fuck am I 
supposed to tell her?” “Just tell her it’s about national security, and John asked her to 
hold all reporting.” “Really? That’s it? And she’s going to do as I ask?” John nodded. 
Jim got up and started out of the room for the guest house when John called out to 
him. “Jim, when you’re done with Jade, I need you here in the war room. We are all 
going to be gone, and you are going to be the point man for us.” “So, you’re telling me 
that now instead of being in the line for fire, I have to broker intel between the five of 
you nutjobs? That your lives could be in my hands?”  “Most likely, they will be!” said 
John. Jim started off for Jade’s guest house. As he left, he was saying, “You guys are 
the craziest motherfuckers I have ever known. I’m not getting fuckin’ shot this time. 
I swear to God. I see so much as a gun pointed in my direction, and I will shoot the 
whole bunch of you myself.” His voice was fading as he walked away. There were 
smiles on the other men’s faces as they departed for their assignments.
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Harold Cantos’s cell phone buzzed, and he picked it up off his desk, read the 
message, and in fi ve minutes every man involved was en route to his offi ce in Langley. 
He readied a conference room and called Oliver and told him to take out Hernandez. 
“No can do, Cantos. Hernandez is gone!” “Gone where?” “Marine One just took off 
for Andrews; he’s heading for LA, like you asked McNeil to get him to do.” “Do you 
have any men with him who know the plot?” There were a few moments of silence. 
“There are two agents. They are part of Shabad’s alternate plan. The rest of my men 
know nothing. I have done my part, Harold. You’re going to have to fi nish this on your 
own with Shabad.” “You need to get your ass to my offi ce NOW, Oliver. You’re in this 
up to your eyeballs.” Cantos slammed the phone down on his desk. He received a call 
letting him know that the men were there. 

He walked out to the elevator and took it down to the basement level. When 
he walked into the secure room, McNeil, Smalls, and Stamford sat staring at him. 
“We have a problem, gentlemen. The president is en route to Los Angeles. Mr. Vice 
President, you and Oliver have done your jobs in getting the president to Los Angeles. 
Oliver is on his way over. He has two men that are a part of Shabad’s backup plan. 
Outside of that, no one in the president’s detail knows of the plot to kill him.” Stamford 
spoke up. “I don’t have any men that I trust to carry out this mission.” That was echoed 
by all in the room. “I also received a message from Shabad. He says he’s ready to go 
and wants his money.” Smalls said, “Then wire it to him. If he pulls the plug, it’s over.” 
“The money was wired ten minutes ago, so we are fi ne there. We have a much larger 
problem,” Cantos said. All sat staring at Harold, standing at the head of the table. 

“I received a message from The Iron Eagle. He claims to know our plot, and 
that he has one of our men.” McNeil stood up and started pacing. “Where the fuck 
is Daly?” Cantos shook his head. “We don’t know. I dispatched kill teams for him, 
but he’s disappeared.” “Disappeared? Disappeared? How the hell does a man who 
was in this same room only a few hours ago just disappear?” “I don’t know, Mr. Vice 
President, but he is nowhere to be found. I feel we are the only people who can fi nish 
this job.” McNeil sat down and asked, “Are you suggesting that we go to LA and 
kill the president?” “No…of course not. I think that we need to go to LA to fl ush out 
The Eagle and end this shit once and for all. I have prepared an advance strike team 
of my best agents both in LA and here in Washington to meet in Los Angeles. Their 
sole objective is to take out The Eagle, Mr. Vice President. I think it would show 
solidarity if you arrived in Los Angeles unannounced. You have constituents there 
from when you were in the senate, so you have a reason to travel to LA in support 
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of the reelection campaign. Brian, you can always make a surprise visit to your Los 
Angeles field office as I can make one to mine.” Stamford spoke. “And me?” “You, 
Bill, are going as the head of the NSA to visit with your local office in Los Angeles 
and to make certain that the president’s visit is safe. The city just came out of a 
terrorist attack. I don’t see any problems with that.”

McNeil wasted no time. “It’s the only way to make sure that this happens. Harold 
is right. We all need to go. We keep our schedules separated, so we are never together 
other than on my plane. We will fly together. The president is a real prick when it 
comes to his public appearances. He won’t want or expect me at the event.” He looked 
down at his watch and said, “It’s one thirty a.m. Be at Andrews in a half hour. Wheels 
up at two.” Everyone nodded in agreement as Oliver walked into the room. Harold 
looked at Oliver and said, “Go pack a bag. You’re coming to LA with us.” He didn’t 
say a word. He just nodded. “Okay, prepare a quick press release that we are coming to 
LA.” said McNeil. Smalls asked, “Why do we want to do that? It will give The Eagle 
the heads up that we are coming his way.” McNeil smiled and said, “I know, and that’s 
exactly what I want.” The men broke up the meeting, and while Cantos sat looking 
at the walls of monitors in the secure room, he said, “We are going to LA, and we are 
going to take out The Iron Eagle once and for all.”
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 Chapter Eleven
“I’m going to make you a hero again.”

J
ade walked into the living room of the house to see Jim sitting on the couch. 
“How the hell did you get in my home?” she said in angry voice. “John sent me.” 
“I’m here because he called me. Where is he? He said he had something to ask 

me?” “He’s unavailable and asked me to come over and ask you for a favor.” Jade 
put her coat on the back of the loveseat in the room and sat down.” “What kind of 
favor?” “Have you notifi ed anyone about the demise of the three people killed on 
Sepulveda?” “No…why?” “John has asked that you remain silent on the killings. 
It is a matter of national security.” “Yea…I would say something big is up because 
the three people killed were Secret Service agents. I’m under a legal obligation to 
report the killings.” “I know.” She sat back on the couch and said, “That’s all you 
have to say is you know? I want to hear it from John’s lips, Jim, not yours.” “That’s 
impossible. Right now, he is unavailable.” She shook her head and stood up. “Look, 
Jim, I appreciate that John is a special agent with the FBI, but there are rules, and 
I have to follow them.” She grabbed her coat and was getting ready to leave when 
she heard John’s voice. “Jade.” She turned around to see him standing in front of the 
open sliding doors in her living room. “It’s important, Jade, and I don’t have time 
to explain. I need twenty four hours then all will be explained.” He didn’t wait for 
a response. He disappeared. Jim stood up and said, “Okay then…you heard it from 
John. Will you do it?” She nodded, and Jim walked out.
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Lance and Philly arrived at the Eudora Huxley and parked out of view of the 
agents who were securing the ship. They pulled two gym bags of equipment, donned 
wetsuits, and headed for the water. “I fuckin’ hate diving off of So. Cal. The water 
is fuckin’ cold,” Lance said with disdain. “Quit your bitchin’ and get in the fuckin’ 
water. We’re not diving, dickhead. We … are … swimming. Visualize Hawaii while 
we try to get up on this monster ship.” They swam through the water to a ladder off 
the stern. Each had a bag in his mouth, and they pulled themselves up the side of the 
ship and crawled onto the deck. Lance pulled out his tablet and set it to a split screen. 
On one side was the map John had given them, and on the other was a homing 
beacon blinking on the screen. Philly was looking over his shoulder. “What the 
fuck, Cosmo? There’s no homing device on those containers.” He laughed and said, 
“The frequency doesn’t lie. Someone is tracking these two units.” A second dot had 
appeared on the screen while they were talking. “Well, kill the damn things!” Philly 
said. They moved amongst the cargo containers. They climbed to the top of the units 
and moved until the fi rst fl ashing dot was under their feet. “Check the unit number,” 
said Cosmo, looking down at the tablet. Philly slipped down the side of the unit and 
whispered back “It’s number nine.” “Cool. Pull out your Geiger counter and tell me 
if this motherfucker is hot.” He pulled out the small unit and pressed it against the 
container. The unit began to click while Cosmo waited for a response; it took about 
a minute. “It has no more radiation than any of the surrounding containers. If there’s 
a thermo nuke in there, it’s the real deal.” 

Cosmo pulled out a small digital device and was programming it as Philly 
climbed back to the top of the unit. The blip on the tablet screen changed from 
red to green. Philly looked on and said, “Okay, so you killed the transponder. Big 
whoop…they still know where the containers are.” Cosmo pulled out several plastic 
container labels and handed them to Philly. “Change the labels on the container.” 
They both moved around and did it. They moved to the bow and did the same with 
the other unit. Cosmo placed a small black box under the containers two rows over 
from the ones numbered nine. When they fi nished, they jumped ship and swam 
back to the pier and climbed out, got out of the wet suits, and into the car. Philly 
looked at Cosmo as they drove off out of the area. “You put markers on the other 
two containers, didn’t you?” He smiled. “Yea. John had some radioactive material 
left over from Skillen’s killing, so I made two small brachy sacks and set them on 
the other containers. They will work as a decoy, plus kill a few people!” “Shit, man. 
How much of that shit did you use?” “Relax. Enough for a Geiger counter to pick 
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up at a distance and for the assholes who are trying to locate the containers to get 
contaminated. The only way anyone will die is if they come in direct contact.” Philly 
smiled as they drove on to Santa Monica and the Water Front Hotel and asked, “But 
there is enough to dose some folks, isn’t there?” Cosmo nodded. 

The radio for contact with The Eagle had static on it as the voice of The Eagle 
instructed the men to come back to his lair. He had something for them to take to the 
hotel with them. The two men looked at each other as they sped down PCH. Cosmo 
said, “I wonder who we’re going to be taking with us to the hotel?”

Steve Hoffman woke up with a terrible headache. He looked around the windowless 
room and tried to remember how he got there. He got to his feet and walked to the door. 
He tried to open it, but it was locked. There was no response as he pounded on the heavy 
steel, so he looked around the room. It was tastefully decorated like a green room at 
a television studio. He tried his cell phone, but he had no reception. He stood looking 
around when a voice came over an intercom in the room. Steve knew the voice right 
away. “I’m sorry to put you through this, Agent Hoffman; however, while Mr. Daly is 
your prisoner, I need very detailed information from him on two very serious plots. I 
know you know why this cannot be entrusted to government, and I know you know a 
great deal of this plot.” There was a moment of silence, and Steve asked, “You planed this, 
didn’t you?” “Your bringing Mr. Daly to me was a pleasant surprise that was not planned. 
However, the rest of the players in this government conspiracy are here or en route. This 
won’t be like the fi res and Senator Skillen’s attempted coup. I have all of the information 
now. No one targeted in the plot is going to die on my watch.” “You’re going to kill the 
others though, aren’t you?” “They will get what they deserve, Agent Hoffman.” “Are you 
going to kill me?” “Why on earth would I kill you?” “Because I know everything.” “No, 
Agent Hoffman. I have no intention of hurting you. I have even made arrangements to 
have your wife protected back in Virginia. Not everyone is going to die, Agent Hoffman. 
There will be people to take into custody when this plot has been foiled. Now, I don’t 
mean to be rude, but I have a lot to do. Please make yourself as comfortable as possible. 
Meals will be served to you in your room for the duration of your holding.” “And how 
long will that be, you son of a bitch?” There was a moment of silence. “Agent Hoffman, 
I think that you should show a little gratitude that I have taken on this case. I didn’t have 
to. I could have let millions more die. I’m going to make you a hero again, so just sit back 
and relax while I do my work.” The speaker went dead, and Steve looked around the room 
for a few seconds and pounded his fi st on the door in frustration.
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Carl Daly was huddled in a corner of the operating room when The Iron Eagle 
walked in. Daly’s wrists and ankles were restrained. He looked up at the towering 
fi gure above him. “You’re The Iron Eagle?” The Eagle knelt down and cut the 
zip ties from his wrists and ankles then pointed to the gurney in the middle of the 
operating room. Daly shook his head, and The Eagle reached down and grabbed 
his fat ass and threw him onto the gurney and restrained him once more. The Eagle 
hadn’t said a word. He strapped Daly’s head to the gurney and pulled out the dental 
equipment. He forced Daly’s jaws open and set a dental cage over his mouth, so he 
couldn’t speak and pulled out the drill and the ice water sprayer. “Yes, Mr. Daly, I 
am The Iron Eagle. Time is not a luxury that I have with you. I’ve gone over your 
confession to Agent Hoffman, but you only told half truths. So, to get us off on the 
right foot and to make sure you know I’m not going to mess around with you, I want 
to set the tenor of our relationship.” 

The Eagle pressed the foot pedal on the drill and began drilling through all of 
Daly’s front teeth. The screams of agony wafted through the halls of The Eagle’s lair 
as the drill hit nerve after nerve. When the drilling was over, The Eagle removed the 
dental cage and took the ice water sprayer into his hands, lifted the top lip to expose the 
teeth and gums, and sprayed the water into the newly made holes. Daly squirmed and 
screamed as each exposed nerve was stimulated. The Eagle put down the sprayer and 
said, “There. Now we are off to a good start. What’s the countermeasure in the event 
that Shabad doesn’t get his suicide bombers in place to kill the president?” Daly was 
screaming. The Eagle slapped him in the mouth open handed, sending blood, spit, and 
teeth across the room. “Answer the question.” 

Daly got his composure and through tears said, “Oliver. Oliver Bastian has 
two men who are jihadists. He had suicide vests made for them to wear in the event 
Shabad’s plan fails. Shabad’s people are to detonate their vests halfway through the 
president’s speech. If they don’t, then plan B has the two jihadists disguised as Secret 
Service agents standing next to the president and detonating vests.” “Where are the 
vests?” The Eagle was in his black outfi t in the operating room with his mask on. The 
clock on the wall showed six thirty a.m. “I don’t know. I don’t know. That’s top secret, 
and I never got the information.” The Eagle grabbed a syringe and stabbed Daly in the 
groin with it. He walked over to a small table covered with a white towel and pushed 
it over to where Daly was restrained. He uncovered the table to expose the surgical 
instruments he intended to use. He took a pair of scissors and removed Daly’s shirt. 
He started to yell, his fat, white, hairy belly jiggling with each heave of his screams. 
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“I don’t know. I swear to God. I don’t know where the vests are.” The Eagle grabbed a 
scalpel off the table and began to cut into Daly’s abdomen. “Why don’t I believe you, 
Carl,” The Eagle asked over the screams. The Eagle had incised Daly’s abdomen, and 
all of his digestive organs were exposed. The Eagle looked at Daly with cold dead eyes 
and said, “There is still time to tell me before I spill your entrails into this steel trough.” 
He pointed to a large steel container next to the table. Daly was struggling to breathe 
and sweating. “I can’t breathe.” “I know that, Carl. Your fat ass is about to have a 
massive heart attack. I can save you if you’re willing to give me the information. Tick 
tock, Carl. You only have two to three minutes before you’re dead.” 

“The vests are at the Water Front Hotel in Santa Monica. They are in Room 504 
in the closet.” “Which agents are scheduled to wear the vests?” There was a moment 
of thought on Carl’s face, just a little too long, and The Eagle took the scalpel and 
nicked his small intestine. The smell was horrific, and Carl could see his entrails 
oozing into his abdomen while he saw himself screaming on a monitor next to his 
head. “Wells…Marcus Wells and um…Sam Spinks. They are the president’s key 
protectors.” “Thank you, Carl. Now, was that so hard?” There was no response. “How 
many in the president’s Secret Service detail know of this plan?” The Eagle could see 
that Carl was light-headed, and he gave him a shot of adrenaline straight into his heart. 
“Just those two and the head of the president’s Secret Service detail, Oliver Bastian.” 

“Okay, Carl, I believe that you have told me the whole truth. Thank you. I will 
take it from here.” The Eagle was putting his tools back on the table as he casually 
told Carl that Shabad was dead as were his original three bombers. Daly’s eyes were 
huge. “Right now I have you, and I had captain pro tem Umberto; he’s dead too. I 
can’t think of anything further that I need from you, can you?” The question was met 
with silence. “It was rhetorical, Carl. Thank you for the information. It’s time for 
your death.” The Eagle released the restraints on Carl’s arms and legs and pulled him 
forward over the trough. His intestines and organs began to flood out of the gaping 
opening in his abdomen. The Eagle made sure that Carl could see what was happening 
to him. As the life ebbed out of him, The Eagle said, “Thank you, Carl, for filling in the 
last remaining blanks. I’m afraid you deserve to suffer a lot longer, but there isn’t time. 
You will serve another purpose to foil this plot in death though. Thank you for that.” 

Carl was starting to flop on the table. The Eagle took out his branding iron with 
his seal on it and pressed it into Carl’s chest. He winced in pain. “I have to make sure 
that Harold Cantos knows it was me when he finds your body in his hotel room.” The 
Eagle pulled his field knife out, showed it to Carl, and then reached into the opening 
in his abdomen with the other hand. He felt around for the celiac trunk. He found it 
and said, “Got it. It’s always in the last place you look! If you can still feel my hand, 
it’s grasping your celiac artery that supplies all of the blood to your body.” He flashed 
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his fi eld knife at Carl then put the knife into his abdomen and with some stress in his 
voice as he pulled the artery forward to be removed, The Eagle said, “This will be over 
in a splash…” He pressed the knife against the artery, and it exploded inside Daly’s 
abdominal cavity. The Eagle removed his hands and laid Carl down on the gurney as 
the now hollow opening fi lled with blood. “Carl’s eyes were closing, and his pupils 
were dilating as The Eagle spoke. “You’re not dead yet, but you will be in seconds. 
Thanks for the information.” The Eagle suctioned out the blood from Carl’s body 
cavity and bagged him for transport to Harold Cantos’s room at the Water Front Hotel.

The Eagle emerged in full body armor. Lance and Philly were in the war room 
when he walked in. “Cosmo and Philly, there are two suicide bomb vests in Room 
504 at the Water Front Hotel in Santa Monica. Please take care of them. Also, I am 
certain that the occupants of that room are Secret Service Agents Markus Wells and 
Sam Spinks. Wait for them after you take care of the vests and put two bullets in 
their heads, please, then leave them…on display … with my calling card.” The Eagle 
handed Cosmo two business cards with his symbol on them. There was no response. 
He just took the cards and left. 

“Philly, the body of Carl Daly is ready to be delivered to CIA Director Harold 
Cantos. He, too, has a room at the Water Front Hotel. I don’t have a room number, 
but I’m sure you can resolve that. Please deliver Daly, and once Cantos has seen him, 
please deliver Director Cantos straight to hell.” Philly followed The Eagle back to 
the operating room and picked up the black body bag and threw it over his shoulder. 
“Hmm!” Philly said, “It seems like Carl lost some weight…you should sell your 
weight loss program on TV.” The Eagle had his back to him as he packed a gym 
bag and replied, “Not the best plan for the average person. Gutting like a pig is a 
serious weight loss program.” Philly laughed and asked, “Hell is here in this room for 
Cantos?” The Eagle nodded as Philly left the room with Carl Daly’s body.
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 Chapter Twelve
“I will call his cell at ten o-

fi ve and blow them to pieces.”

A
ir Force One landed at LAX at half past six a.m. The plane had made several 
sweeps around Southern California, so that the president could see both the 
devastation and the reconstruction of both personal and municipal infrastructures 

fi rsthand. The city limits of Los Angeles, if the lines were redrawn, would run from San 
Pedro east to Harbor Gateway, then north to LAX and Pacifi c Palisades. Everything 
east of those communities had been destroyed in the fi res, leaving millions of people 
to coexist in an extremely small area.

President Matthew Hernandez went straight to the Water Front Hotel where the 
top four fl oors had been sealed off for him. His Secret Service detail was sweeping 
the corridors again as the president walked down the hall to his suite fl anked by two 
Secret Service agents. Two other agents followed with wall-to-wall agents guarding 
the perimeters. They opened the suite, and the president entered. Chief of Staff, Brian 
McMillan, was sitting at a table in the suite when the president walked in. “What time 
is our fi rst appearance?” Hernandez asked. “I moved your eight p.m. talk to ten a.m. 
outside the hotel with a group of survivors and fi rst responders. Then, there’s a meet 
and greet on the piers of LA, Long Beach, and San Pedro to try to lift the spirits of 
the workers who are striking over long hours and what they feel are low wages for 
the demands upon them.”  “Jesus Christ! Don’t these people know this is not about 
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pay? It’s about their country. It’s about the loss of life. They are short-handed because 
of the fi res and the lives they took, including the lives of their brothers and sisters 
on those docks. We need them to work to help get this city and this country back on 
track. Why can’t people see that in a time of national and local crisis pulling together 
is more productive than pulling apart?” McMillan said, “That’s a great line, sir. I’m 
going to give it to the speech writers to include in your speech.” Hernandez had his 
back to Brian as he spoke, and he spun around on his heels at the statement. “You don’t 
think I will remember that statement? You, McNeil and Oliver, along with the rest of 
the think tank got me out here early and that’s fi ne. Just remember that this is not a 
fundraising and reelection bid launch for me. This is about trying to help the people 
of Los Angeles, Southern California, and the nation heal. This trip is about building 
bridges between divides and asking people to sacrifi ce even more than they already 
have to speed the recovery and make the lives of their surviving family, friends, 
neighbors, and even total strangers just a little bit better. You people and your, ‘You 
have to think of reelection. The time to strike is now, sir.’ Look around you, Brian. This 
city is a disaster area. I don’t give a damn about reelection. Right now, I care about 
America and these Americans who work and pay taxes who are suffering. So, please, 
let’s leave the politics at the door and see if I can use this trip to unite a divided city and 
state as well as country.” Brian was quiet for a few moments and then said, “You are 
right, Mr. President. I’m sorry. There is plenty of time to talk of reelection. You need 
to be here for the people as you have been from the start.” 

Two Secret Service agents walked into the room and spoke to two others. 
Hernandez asked about the conversation and was told it was just a routine shift 
change. Wells and Spinks were due to be relieved, and he should get some sleep 
before his speech. Hernandez waved them on and walked into the bedroom and shut 
the door. The Secret Service agent who had come to speak to Spinks and Wells was 
letting them know they would need to stay on duty with the president another hour 
as their relief had not yet arrived. They both nodded, and Spinks asked, “I know I 
can speak for Agent Wells when I say that we would prefer to stay with the president 
through his fi rst speech.” The agent in charged asked, “Are you two sure? You’ve 
been on POTUS for nearly twenty four hours.” “Yes, sir. We were able to grab some 
shut eye on the fl ight out. We swapped duties with fellow agents on the way, so we 
are good to go. The only thing we would need is a ten minute bathroom break and 
an energy bar.” “You got it. I will have two agents relieve you to do your business 
while the president is in his room.” He walked off, and the two agents smiled at each 
other as they stared at Hernandez’s bedroom door.
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Lance arrived at the hotel before Philly and checked in. He looked around the 
lobby, and it was a buzz with federal agents. He was just about to head to his room 
when Philly came into the lobby. The two men checked in and went straight to their 
room. When they got in, Philly said, “I have Daly’s body in my truck. I need to fi nd 
Cantos’s room, deliver the body, and take Cantos before we move on.” It took less 
than two minutes for Lance to fi nd Cantos’s room number on his computer. He told 
Philly and asked, “Do you need help?” Philly had a thoughtful look on his face. “Yea. 
Why not. Let’s get Daly. We can use a service elevator. You can help me display him 
for Cantos, and then I have instructions to deliver him to hell.” Cosmo laughed. “Oh, 
man…and he won’t be dead yet!” Philly nodded as they went to get Daly’s body. As 
they walked down the hall and into the parking lot, their receivers buzzed in their 
pockets. Cantos and the VP were on the line together, and the two men sat in the truck 
and listened to the conversation.

Air Force Two landed at Santa Monica Airport. McNeil called Cantos while 
getting ready to disembark with his staff. “Harold, you better have our situation under 
control.” “Yes, sir. I have Director Smalls and Director Stamford with me, sir.” “What 
about Oliver? We need him.” “He’s with me as well, sir. The head of this movement 
is intact, sir.” McNeil was in his private quarters as he spoke. “Okay, Cantos, you, I, 
and Oliver have accommodations at the president’s hotel, the Water Front Hotel in 
Santa Monica. Where are Smalls and Stamford staying?” “There’s a Court Yard Hotel 
a few blocks away, and they have accommodations there. I also had an advance team 
from my offi ce prepare a secure room for meetings.” McNeil smiled into the mirror 
in his private bath as he was picking something out of his teeth. “Excellent. Okay. It’s 
seven a.m., and the president is to give his speech at ten. I am already freed from the 
event, so I am going to head for San Pedro and give a pep talk to the folks down there 
while Hernandez is blown to pieces. I have verifi cation of receipt of the wire transfer 
from Shabad. Let’s make sure that Oliver has his men ready in the event that there’s a 
problem. In fact, let me speak to Oliver.” 

A few moments passed, and Oliver Bastian came on the line. “Yes, Mr. Vice 
President.”  “Oliver, I just want to make certain that you have all of your men prepared 
to act in the event Shabad doesn’t come through.” “Yes, sir, but that won’t be necessary, 
sir. Shabad has never let any administration down since I have been with the service, 
sir.” “Yea, well, no one has ever asked Shabad to kill a president before either.” “That’s 
true. At least not in this country, sir. My men are prepared for the unlikely event.” 
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“How will your men know if Shabad doesn’t do his job?” “It’s best that you not know, 
sir. This is a case where the less you know the better. You will know when the Secret 
Service grabs you and drags you into your car. When that happens, you will know that 
the president is dead, and you are being whisked off to Air Force One to be sworn in.” 
McNeil was smiling when Cantos came back on the line. “Okay, sir, I believe all is 
in order. I have to brief the president at seven thirty, so I should get everyone where 
they need to be. I will oversee the death of Hernandez.” The line went dead, just as the 
president was going to be in a few short hours.

Patrick and Blake were in their room of the hotel and radioed to Philly and Lance. 
“What’s your twenty, guys?” Lance replied, “Taking care of Daly and Cantos. The 
Eagle gave you your Secret Service targets?” “Roger that. We are in position. The 
vests are disarmed. We are waiting for the targets.” The Eagle was exiting his truck 
and heading for the service elevator of the hotel as he broke in on the conversation. 
“This is The Eagle, over. Philly and Lance, as soon as you neutralize the agents you 
need to bolt to the Port of Los Angeles and take down agent drivers and take control of 
the VP’s car. No later than eight fi fteen, assuming all has gone as planned. Once I have 
the president, I will leave my calling card in his suite, and they will know the president 
has been abducted. As soon as they know, it’s hard to say what the Secret Service will 
do, but I would guess they will move for McNeil to get him to Air Force One and then 
make a statement about the abduction. I want to make sure you two control the VP 
and that vehicle before they know what’s happened. Once you have McNeil, lose your 
escorts and bring him to my lair.” 

Lance chimed in, “Why do you have to make life so goddamn easy for us, man? 
Jesus Christ! How do you suggest that we commandeer the limo of the Vice President 
of the United fucking States?” “With creative sensitivity…we will commence radio 
silence until the mission has been concluded.” Philly spoke up, “What about Smalls, 
Stamford, and Bastian? They are here, and they are ringleaders in this plot.” Patrick 
broke in on the conversation. “Sorry. No one told you guys. The Eagle intercepted 
an advance team directive from Cantos to set up a secure room at the Court Yard 
Hotel. I made a few calls, and the advance team didn’t quite make it. However, three 
of my men did and packed the underground room with enough C4 to blow the room 
and its occupants to pieces. Don’t worry. It’s not enough to hurt the main structure, 
and it’s in an unoccupied section of the building. However, it is enough explosive 
that they will need a sponge for clean up. I had them set the trigger signal to Smalls’s 
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cell. Smalls, Stamford, and Bastian have all received texts to meet in the room at 
eight a.m. sharp. The VP wants them far away from the action. I will call Smalls’s 
cell at eight o-five and blow them to pieces. There will be no survivors.” There 
was laughter on the lines until The Eagle interrupted. “This is the most dangerous 
mission we have ever undertaken, men. I want to see you all alive with your targets 
dead or alive back at my lair…Godspeed…Eagle out!” 

Jim was listening to the dialogue and said to himself, “Unless something 
catastrophic happens, the next time I will see them will be here in the war room.” 
He plopped down in his chair, pulled out a cigarette, and put it between his teeth. He 
flipped his Zippo open and closed several times nervously, then lit the smoke, took a 
deep drag, and sat back and waited for all hell to break loose.
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 Chapter Thirteen
“Seriously? Fuckin’ seriously? 

You’re worried about the blood?”

T
he Eagle made his way to the service elevator and pushed the button for the 
top fl oor and the president’s suite. He had only a tranquilizer gun, a taser, 
and zip tie handcuffs. He popped the emergency hatch on top of the elevator 

and pulled himself up to the roof then closed and locked it from the outside. The 
elevator stopped the fl oor below the president’s level for inspection by the Secret 
Service. He heard some chatter about who called the elevator, and after a few 
moments of checking, including banging on the emergency hatch, they released 
the elevator to the top. When the elevator stopped, The Eagle grabbed onto a steel 
ladder that accessed the hotel roof and climbed up. Halfway up the ladder was a 
large access panel that allowed maintenance into the suite. He knew that the Secret 
Service would have opened and checked the panel in advance of the president’s 
arrival. He also knew that they would leave it accessible should the unthinkable 
occur, and it was the only way to get the president out of the hotel. He pulled the 
latch, and the panel opened into blackness, which was actually the master bedroom 
closet. He pulled himself in and heard the sound of a television. He moved toward 
the slatted closet doors. He looked through the slats and saw movement. He put 
his earpiece in and listened with his sound magnifying device. No voices at all. 
He turned the door knob slowly until the latch released, and he pushed it open. He 
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could see the president’s feet on the bed. He was dressed and fl ipping channels. 
He looked at his watch. It was seven thirty. He took out his tranquilizer gun and 
moved to take down the president.

Philly moved into Cantos’s room with Daly’s body still in the body bag. He 
dropped the body on the fl oor and unzipped the bag. Lance was standing behind him, 
yet neither man was prepared for what they saw. Lance pulled a desk chair from the 
offi ce area of Cantos’s suite and said, “Oh, for Christ sake. He could have warned us 
that we were getting a gutted carcass.” Philly just shook his head as he pulled Daly’s 
body out of the bag and placed it in the offi ce chair. His body was nude from the waist 
up with the seal of The Iron Eagle burned into his chest. The smell of blood, burned 
fl esh, and feces was noxious. “Fuck, man, I hope Cantos doesn’t smell him before he 
gets in the suite,” Lance was saying as they fi nished posing Daly’s corpse. When they 
were fi nished, they hid in the closet, so they could get the drop on Cantos.

 

Patrick and Blake synced their watches at seven forty-fi ve. They screwed their 
silencers onto their nine millimeters and waited. They knew the agents had to come in 
because they had to have their vests.

Wells and Spinks motioned for time, and two agents took over for them in the 
president’s suite. They talked into their wireless to let command know they were 
taking their fi fteen, and they got the all clear. The two men went down to the lead fl oor 
security agent for their hotel room keys. Once they had them, they walked the stairs, 
which were heavily secured, down to their fl oor and to their room. 

Blake and Patrick heard the agents enter and waited for a few seconds to make 
sure they were the right ones. There was a moment of quiet when Spinks spoke up, 
“Shit, man. What the fuck are we doing? I’m supposed to put on a suicide vest to 
kill the president? The same president that I have sworn to protect?” Wells’s voice 
was calm and soothing. “Look, Sam, you don’t have to do this. I don’t have to 
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do this. The odds that we are even going to need these vests are a million to one. 
Shabad is going to take out the president.” “Um…Wells, unless you just arrived 
on the planet, we will be wearing a ton of explosives. We’re going to be killed 
in the blast. What the fuck are we thinking? We have to stop this.” Wells’s voice 
remained eerily calm as Blake and Patrick listened. “Hey, man, we are going to be 
okay. The blast is set to go off behind Hernandez. We know what time. All we have 
to do is break away at that time, and we are good. We have a ton of body armor on, 
Sam. It’s going to be okay. This is just a precaution. It’s not going to be needed, 
and we are going to make more money than we could spend in a lifetime. Imagine 
what this will mean for our families. It’s all good.” 

Patrick leaned into Blake and whispered, “Damn, man, he’s good. Why isn’t 
he working with us?” Blake shrugged and whispered back, “Um…I know you’re 
enjoying the conversation, but these are our targets. Do you want to listen to the 
counseling session or do what we came here to do and kill them?” Blake sang 
softly back, “Kum … ba … ya.” Patrick just stared at him through what little light 
there was in the closet. “Sorry,” Blake said, “let’s kill these assholes and get our 
asses to the harbor.” He tapped his watch gently and said, “Not a lot of time to do 
it.” “How much time?” Patrick asked. “Five seconds.” “I can take both in three,” 
said Blake with a quiet laugh. “Usual bet?” Patrick nodded and put up one hand 
with three fi ngers counting down in the near darkness from three to one. They 
broke out of the closet, and Patrick had two bullets in each agent’s head before 
they even knew Blake was with him. “Pay up,” he said with his hand out to Blake. 
He took a dollar out of his pocket and handed it over when he heard a moan from 
one of the agents. Blake put a bullet into the moaning agent’s head and took back 
the dollar. “That’s your problem, C4. You’re not patient. You’re too aggressive. 
You have to take your time when you’re shooting your targets. What if this had 
been a grand?” He said it as he put the dollar back in his pocket. Patrick shrugged 
his shoulders and grabbed one of the agents while Blake grabbed the other and put 
them into the closet. “What about the blood?” Blake asked. “Seriously? Fuckin’ 
seriously? You’re worried about the blood? Let’s get the fuck out of here and on to 
the real risky mission … the VP. Blood. You’re worried about the fuckin’ blood!” 

Harold Cantos checked into the hotel, and he was wiped out. It was seven thirty, 
and he had to make his way through a throng of supporters, media, and protesters. 
He got his room key and made his way quickly to the elevator. He knew that all hell 
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was about to break loose, and he had fi fteen minutes before he briefed the president. 
He got to his suite and walked into to a very foul smell. He looked around but didn’t 
see anything. He hadn’t gone to the offi ce area of the room before he called the front 
desk to complain. He was just about to speak when he saw a foot in the offi ce area 
off the room. He hung up the phone and walked slowly in the direction of the foot. 
Cantos drew his Glock 380 from its holster and trained it on the room. He walked 
around the corner to see Daly’s body sitting up in the offi ce chair. His abdomen was 
wide open, and he could see into his rib cage. His lungs and heart were exposed but 
nothing below it. He heard a shot and felt pain in the back of his neck. Harold’s gun 
hand had been grabbed almost simultaneously, and he was disarmed. He turned to 
see Lance and Philly. Philly had two weapons trained on Cantos, a nine millimeter 
with silencer and the tranquilizer gun he had fi red. Cantos slid down the side of 
the desk to the fl oor, and as he did he asked, “But how, how could you know?” 
Lance leaned down close to Cantos and said, “Our commander would like to speak 
to you. You know who I’m talking about.” Cantos was almost unconscious as he 
whispered, “Oh God, not The Iron Eagle?” The last words he heard before slipping 
into unconsciousness were, “Hey, he’s not as stupid as The Eagle thought. Wait until 
he sees what The Iron Eagle has waiting for him.” The two men picked up Cantos 
and put his body in a laundry hamper from the maid service. They were on the 
second fl oor, and all of the Secret Service action was above them. They had cleared 
a path from the service elevator on the far side of the hotel where there would be 
little security. They rolled the cart in and took the elevator to the basement. Within 
minutes, they had Cantos in the trunk and were headed for Malibu.

Philly and C4 were pulling into the Port of Los Angeles when Philly asked, “Any 
ideas how we are going to do this and get back to base?” C4 looked at his watch and 
said, “It’s eight a.m.; we will park outside the main hub where the VP will be. We have 
our FBI badges that John made for us. We look for the limo, and you get in position 
near the limo’s rear door. I will create a disturbance with a couple of fl ash grenades 
and take out the driver while you work with the Secret Service to get the VP in the car 
while shooting the protection detail before they can get in with him. Then, you get in 
with the VP, shoot him with a tranquilizer dart while I shake the cover, and we head 
back to The Eagle’s lair.” Philly sat staring out the windshield as the container cranes 
came into sight. “Oh…well, shit … I didn’t know it was going to be so goddamn easy.”
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The presidential suite was lined with several Secret Service agents. Brian 
McMillan was reading over the fi nal draft of the president’s speech when an agent 
asked what time he wanted POTUS to move. McMillan looked at his watch; it was 
seven thirty. “Let’s give the president fi ve more minutes.” The agent spoke into the 
mic in his hand and stepped back. 

The Eagle caught Hernandez off guard. He was napping on the bed when 
a large shadow passed between his bed and the bathroom. He turned to see The 
Eagle standing over him. The Eagle didn’t make a sound. He had his fi ngers to 
the lips of his mask for Hernandez to be quiet. Hernandez went to move, and 
The Eagle put his hand gently on his chest and addressed him. “There’s not a 
lot of time, Mr. President, and I can’t explain this situation to you right now. 
I’m sorry for what I have to do here, but all will be revealed to you in short 
order. This is a matter of your life or death.” With that The Eagle shot Hernandez 
with a tranquilizer dart, and the president quickly lost consciousness. He grabbed 
Hernandez off the bed and put him over his shoulders. The Eagle dropped his 
calling card on the president’s pillow, then carried him to a set of French doors that 
led out onto the roof top where there were gardens and a private pool. He carried 
Hernandez to a fi re escape at the back of the building. The Eagle moved quickly 
through the vacant pool and gardens. He shot two Secret Service agents with darts 
as he carried the president to the escape ladder and climbed down the eight fl oors. 
When he reached the street, his truck was parked next to some dumpsters near the 
ladder, where three more Secret Service agents laid unconscious. 

He took Hernandez and gently laid him in the back of the truck behind the driver’s 
seat. He started the engine and took off for Malibu. He radioed to Jim as he was pulling 
onto PCH, “Jim, it’s The Eagle, over.” “Roger, Eagle. I got you. Where the fuck are 
you?” “I have Hernandez, and I’m en route.” There was a moment of silence, and Jim 
came back over the radio, “Holy fuckin’ shit…you really did it…you do know that 
the president has several tracking devices in his clothing, right?” “Yes…he also has 
a tracking chip imbedded in his neck. The signal is blocked for now. It will be fi ne. 
The walls of the lair are lead and concrete. His transmitters aren’t strong enough to 
penetrate the walls.” “You better hope to hell you’re right because if you’re wrong and 
the signal can pass through the walls, we’re dead!” “I’m fi ve minutes out.” Jim sat 
staring at the radio in his hands. He sat down and said, “Out of his fucking mind, that’s 
what The Eagle is…out of his fucking mind.”
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The Vice President was mingling with longshoremen who had been on strike and 
was talking to them about their situation. Patrick and Philly parked their vehicle a hundred 
yards from the docks and headed for the pier. Patrick said, “It’s eight.” Philly looked at 
his watch. “Well, if The Eagle has succeeded, then the Secret Service knows the president 
has gone missing, which means we might have two minutes before all hell breaks loose 
here.” They split up, and Philly showed his ID and was waved through. They both had 
their earpieces in, and Philly commented to Patrick on the low level of security for the 
VP. Philly did a count and came back with fi ve agents. He asked Patrick, “Do you see any 
snipers?” There was a pause, and the response was no. Philly made his way into line next to 
the open door to the VP’s limo as Patrick worked his way to the driver’s side door. The car 
was running, which was protocol, and the driving agent was sitting behind the wheel with 
the door closed and the window up. He walked up to the driver’s window and knocked on 
the glass. The agent looked over, and Patrick fl ashed his ID and motioned for the driver to 
put down the window. There were a few moments of back and forth in the car, and Patrick 
could see that the driver was speaking to someone. 

The window rolled down and the agent asked, “What’s the problem?” Patrick told 
him that the secondary exit in front of the car was blocked, and there weren’t enough 
Secret Service agents to clear it. The agent looked at Patrick through the morning sun 
shining off his sunglasses and asked, “You’re FBI. Why don’t you clear it?” “No can 
do. This is your party. You know protocol. Secret Service has full control over the 
protected. If you have your superior order me to go down and move the barricade, fi ne, 
but if anything goes wrong it’s on your head.” There was a thoughtful moment, and 
the agent radioed back, “Command, FBI advises that there is something blocking the 
secondary exit point. Requesting permission to have FBI move to clear.” There were 
a few more moments of silence, and the agent popped the driver’s side door open and 
got out. “Fuck,” he said, looking at Patrick. “We are short-handed, and they want me 
to take a look. Can you take the wheel while I follow up?” “Yea, no problem. I mean, 
this is just routine shit, right? Really … what the fuck’s going to happen?” They shared 
a laugh, and the agent swapped positions with Patrick and headed down the front of 
the vehicle toward the spot. 

When Patrick was in position, he motioned to Philly, who was standing next 
to the open driver’s side door; he saw several of the Secret Service agents moving 
wildly, including the one he had just relieved of the car. He pulled out his tranquilizer 
gun and shot the driver and a second agent heading for the car; both dropped in 
seconds. He saw Philly moving for the car with four men around him. Patrick took 
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two shots with the same gun and dropped two more as Philly dropped two other men 
in the area while putting the VP into the vehicle. Philly jumped in the car with the 
VP in the back seat, slammed the door, and pounded his palm on the top of the car 
three times hard and fast to signal all was clear. Patrick threw two shock grenades 
from the driver’s window as he sped out of the parking lot headed for PCH. The VP 
was sitting in the back of the car screaming, and Philly turned to him, smiled, and 
fired as the limo jerked onto the highway headed toward Malibu. It all happened in 
a fraction of a second, and then it was over. 

The VP slumped unconsciously. As Patrick drove, he looked in the rear view 
mirror, but he had no tail. He sped down PCH at over a hundred miles an hour when 
a car with flashing lights started gaining on him fast. “Fuck…there’s no way that 
anyone could have gotten to me.” He hit the gas and sped around the twists and turns 
of Pacific Coast Highway. The two cars passed the strip mall and grocery store headed 
into Malibu at over a hundred and twenty. As Patrick approached The Eagle’s lair, he 
had to make a split second decision. “Fuck it. It’s a single. I will lead him right into the 
lair and take him out.” He pressed a remote sensor on his jacket, and the gates to the 
underground road at The Eagle’s opened. The tires of the limo skidded as he hit sand 
and dirt on the shoulder before the open entry. The car started to spin, and he turned 
into it but couldn’t stop it. He held the wheel as the car’s heavily armored frame and 
body held tight to the ground, and the vehicle did a three hundred and sixty degree 
spin. The G force was so strong his vision blurred as the car came to a temporary 
stop in front of the open gates. The tailing car spun wildly and veered toward the 
limo; Patrick pulled out his nine millimeter and fired two shots into the driver’s side 
windshield. The car veered wildly until it passed him going on up PCH and crashed 
through a guard rail and into the sea. He punched the gas, and Philly and the VP were 
pulled back in their seats. He shot into the tunnel and watched as it closed behind the 
limo as he headed for the parking lot of The Eagle’s lair.
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 Chapter Fourteen
“Do you still have Umberto, or did you kill 

him already? It’s getting hard to keep track.”

T
he secure room at the Court Yard Hotel was quiet as Smalls, Stamford, and Bastian 
entered. Smalls closed the door, and they sat down and turned on the television. It 
was a quarter past eight, and the president was due to speak at any moment. The 

media anchor came on and said there was a delay in the president’s speech. The men 
sat watching the screen, looking to see if they could indentify Shabad’s people when 
the news anchor came on with breaking news:

This is Cheryl Zinsky reporting for EWAC 16 NEWS from the Water Front Hotel 
in Santa Monica. Just moments ago, our reporter at large, Ralph Holden, revealed 
that he picked up a report over his police scanner that President Hernandez is 
missing. Ralph, can you tell us exactly what you heard and who, if anyone, has 
corroborated this breaking story? 

Cheryl, information is sketchy right now. I intercepted a radio transmission 
between the Secret Service and an unidentifi ed party that POTUS is missing and 
presumed kidnapped. POTUS is, as many people might know from watching 
television, the acronym used for President of the United States.

Is there any other information that you have at this time on the vice president 
or other members of the government that are traveling with the president 
and vice president?



Operation Red Alert • 9796 • Chapter Fourteen

There was some static, and the reporter on the phone line told her to hold on. The 
reporter repeated to viewers what she had just been told by her reporter at large when 
Holden came back on the line. 

Cheryl, I can confi rm that both President Matthew Hernandez and Vice President 
Oren McNeil have been abducted. I received verifi cation of this breaking story from a 
source on condition of anonymity. However, I can tell you that my source is a very high 
ranking member of the president’s staff. 

Is there any word on what’s taking place in this major political crisis? 
Cheryl, while I don’t have confi rmation of this, under the Constitution, for the 

moment, the third in line to the presidency is the speaker of the house. So, at this 
moment, I would guess that the speaker is being moved to the White House and being 
sworn in as commander and chief until such time as we know more on the fate of the 
president and vice president. 

The television went black, and the three men looked at each other in sheer horror. 
Smalls was just starting to speak when his cell phone started ringing on his hip. 

Patrick put down his cell phone as he and Blake watched smoke billowing from 
the underground garage on a hijacked city camera across the street. Blake looked hard 
at him and asked, “Are you one hundred percent sure that we don’t have any clean 
up in there?” He was pointing to the garage and the dust and smoke overtaking the 
TV monitor. “Oh yea,” Patrick said with a smile on his face, “there’s no fuckin’ way 
anyone survived that blast. All there will be are pieces, man, just pieces.” “Well, if 
you’re right, that was one hell of a controlled fuckin’ explosion,” said Blake with a 
smile on his face. “Precision, man, precision. I made all of the explosives myself. My 
nickname isn’t C4 for nothing.” Nothing more was said as they watched the monitor 
and the police and fi refi ghters starting to arrive at the entrance to the hotel garage.

The Eagle arrived to fi nd all vehicles in the parking structure of his lair. He smiled 
as he took Hernandez out of the truck and threw him over his shoulder. He walked into 
the war room where all the men were gathered. Jim had all of the monitors directed at 
local and national news sources. Jim turned to see The Eagle standing in the doorway 
with the president over his shoulder. “You left a goddamn calling card of the Iron 
fuckin’ Eagle?” Jim was pounding his fi sts on the table, and his face was beat red. 
“Relax, Jim. You know I had to do that. They want me. Now, I have them. We need 
to give the president nicer accommodations while I talk to Oren and Cantos.” Jim 
stood up and ran across the room and started pounding on The Eagle’s chest. He had 
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moved to punch him, but the last time he did that he nearly broke his hand. The muscle 
bound Eagle stood unflinching as Jim pounded on him screaming, “I want to bring my 
wife home, you son of a bitch, and now you have us at war with the United States of 
America. What the fuck are you thinking? Talk? The Iron fuckin’ Eagle is going to 
TALK to Cantos and McNeil? Torture … that’s what you’re going to do. Shit, shit, 
shit!” He beat the anger out of himself and moved away from The Eagle. 

The Eagle laid the president on a sofa in a corner of the room and looked at 
the men. “Well?” They all looked at him, first with somber looks and then Patrick 
couldn’t hold it back any longer, and he yelled, “ONE HUNDRED PERCENT! We 
got them all, man. They are swearing in the speaker of the house right now. We got 
them all.” The Eagle looked around the room and said, “Okay. Steve Hoffman is 
still in his holding room, and I’m going to have to speak to him. The question now 
is just how long I will have to hold the president. Philly, I want you to go down 
and speak to the staff about making accommodations for Agent Hoffman. Patrick, 
I’m going to need to have you set up the guest house next to the main house for 
the president in the event that he needs to stay for a long period of time. Scan him 
for all frequencies in his clothing and his tracking chip and make sure we can 
block transmission.” Patrick grabbed some electrical equipment and was working 
on the president as John continued to speak.  “I’m certain my staff won’t mind an 
interruption to their lives if I need their homes for a brief period. Blake, as soon 
as the houses are empty I want you to set up a guard perimeter. You, Lance, and 
Patrick will guard my guests until their release.” 

“Is The Eagle going to make a statement?” Lance asked. “I already did. Now 
I want to get the truth out of Cantos, McNeil, and all the rest about what they were 
trying to do. We also have to deal with the cargo on the Eudora Huxley.” Jim asked, 
“Do you still have Umberto, or did you kill him already? It’s getting hard to keep 
track.” “He’s dead. I have his confession; he was of no use to me.” Jim sneered. 
“Why didn’t you just release him to the authorities? Shit, man, you didn’t have to 
kill him.” “If I had done that there would have been an extradition fight over him. I 
couldn’t risk that. Besides, I have been able to put two and two together, and I know 
where the cargo on the Eudora Huxley originated from.” Jim took a cigarette out 
of his top left pocket and put it in his mouth. “So, what now, Mr. Eagle? You have 
the president, the vice president, and the head of the CIA. What are you going to do 
now?”  “I want all of the men in disguise from this moment on. No one sees your 
faces, that includes you, Jim.” “What is this? Fuckin’ Halloween? You don’t think 
that people aren’t looking for you and me in our jobs right now?” “My cell hasn’t 
rung, Jim. This is not my department’s area. No one is going to be looking for us. 
Hide your face. You are going to meet the president and who knows who else.”
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Hernandez was starting to rouse, and the room emptied out fast. All but The Eagle 
remained. He towered over Hernandez. As he started to move, he looked around and 
saw The Eagle standing over him. “Who are you, and where am I?” “Please allow me to 
introduce myself, Mr. President. I am The Iron Eagle.” Hernandez’s face dropped, and 
there was a moment of panic in his eyes. The Eagle saw it and said, “You have nothing 
to fear from me, sir.” Hernandez sat up on the couch and looked around the room at all 
of the equipment and the monitors with the news running. He was reading the breaking 
news banners on all of them, and they all said the same thing. ‘President and Vice 
President Abducted.’ He looked up at The Eagle and said, “You will understand that I 
have little faith in what you have told me.” The Eagle nodded. The president looked 
around some more and asked, “So, what now?” The Eagle walked over to one of the 
chairs and pushed a button turning off the news. “Now, sir, my men and I will show 
you the truth. It won’t be pretty, and it won’t be kind, but it will be the truth, the whole 
truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me God.”
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 Chapter Fifteen
“Yes, sir. He died badly…I 

assure you, he is quite dead.”

S
teve was sitting in the holding room looking at his dead cell phone and wondering 
when it was going to be his time to die when The Eagle entered. He sat down in 
a chair across from Steve saying nothing. Steve sat down on a sofa across from 

The Eagle and asked, “Do you want to tell me what’s going on?” “Mr. Daly came 
running to you, Agent Hoffman because he was in fear of his life and rightly so. The 
Vice President, as well as Director Smalls and Director Cantos, put contracts out on his 
life.” “This is not news to me…whatever your name is.” “You can call me The Eagle.” 
“No…I’m not calling you The Eagle. I want to know who the hell you are and how 
you know so damn much about what Daly told me.” There were a few moments of 
silence broken by the ring of The Eagle’s cell phone. He answered it and listened then 
said, “Good. I will have Agent Hoffman ready to be brought down in a few moments. 
Please send someone up to collect him.”

The Eagle closed the phone and without looking at Hoffman said, “You will address 
me as The Eagle. I have earned that. As of this moment, Special Agent Hoffman, I have 
saved your life and, for the moment, your wife’s. However, if you think that you or 
your family are out of peril, you are mistaken. Now, I do not have the time to get into 
all of the details, but what I will tell you is that while for the moment the conspiracy 
to kill the president has been halted, it is by no means thwarted. Also, there is a ship 
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with dangerous cargo sitting in the Port of San Pedro, and if I and my people don’t sort 
out what it is and where it came from, there’s a very good chance that everything that 
we have done to save this nation will become moot. I have made accommodations for 
you here on these premises. Make no mistake, you are my prisoner and any attempt 
to fl ee will be met with deadly force. My men don’t fi re warning shots or shout out 
demands to stop. They shoot, and they shoot to kill. Do you understand me?” Steve 
nodded slowly, and there was a knock on the door. The Eagle opened it and let two 
of his men in. “Please follow my men to your accommodations. I think that given the 
circumstances you will be happy with your stay.” “You said my family isn’t safe. I 
only have my wife…what about her?” “I have made arrangements for your wife, Gail, 
to be protected. She has already been contacted by her protectors and is safe.” “How 
the fuck do I know that any of what you have told me is true?” “You don’t…you are 
going to have to trust me and hope that the information that Mr. Daly gave you, and 
that I extracted out of him, is the truth.” With that The Eagle left the room, and the two 
masked guards walked Steve to one of the guest houses. 

Hernandez had turned on a TV in the war room and was watching the news when 
The Eagle reappeared. “You have thrown this country into chaos; now before we go 
any further, I am the commander and chief of this country. I demand to know why you 
have me here if you are no threat to me.” The Eagle walked into the room and pointed 
to a chair at the main table, “Please, Mr. President, have a seat.” Hernandez sat down 
at the head of the table, and The Eagle sat down across from him. “Before we start, 
would you like a beverage or anything to eat?” “Water…in a sealed bottle.” 

The Eagle took two bottles from the fridge in the bar and handed one to the 
president. “I will make this brief, sir, as I don’t have all of the facts yet. Your Vice 
President, Oren McNeil, who is in my custody, hatched a plot with CIA Director Harold 
Cantos, who I have here as well as FBI Director Brian Smalls and NSA Director 
Bill Stamford, to have you assassinated here in Los Angeles this morning. My men 
and I intercepted enough information to thwart the plot. Your head of Secret Service 
security, Mr. Oliver Bastian, conspired with all of the above to set you up. You were to 
be killed by a suicide bomber set up by a terrorist mastermind whom you have never 
heard of. That mastermind has been behind every major terrorist attack around this 
globe during the last three decades.” “Three decades? What kind of terrorist attacks?” 
“All of them.” Hernandez looked puzzled and asked, “Are you talking about nine-
eleven?” “All of them, and yes, sir, that includes the o-one attacks.” “How do you 
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know all of this?” “It was my job and the job of the men now protecting you to flush 
him out and kill him. However, government intervention over the past three decades 
has stopped every covert operation until now.” 

“Until now?” The Eagle nodded, taking a drink of water through the mouth of 
his mask. “So, what’s this super terrorist’s name?” “Ali Abdul Shabad.” “I see, and 
where is this terrorist now?” “Deceased!” “How?” “I captured and killed him, sir. That 
is how I got most of the information on the plot.” Hernandez started to laugh, “I’m 
sorry. You’re telling me that a guy you have been searching for who has been protected 
by the government was captured and killed by you after all these years?” The Eagle 
nodded, drinking from his bottle. “Yes, sir. He died badly…I assure you, he is quite 
dead, as are Bastian, Stamford, and Smalls, sir.” “You killed the head of the FBI, the 
NSA, and my Secret Service detail?” The Eagle nodded. “I want to see the bodies.” 
“Not possible, sir.” “Because you’re lying to me?” “No, sir, because they were blown 
into a million pieces at the Court Yard Hotel this morning in a secure meeting room 
set up by Cantos. I assure you, sir, it will make the evening news.” “So, you are slowly 
decapitating the government. That’s why I put the price on your head.” “Sir, you put 
the price on my head because you got some very bad advice. I’m not the threat, sir. 
If you recall, it was I and my men who stopped Ryan Skillen and his mercenaries 
from taking Oat Mountain missile base just a few short months ago. We also took 
out the people responsible for the Los Angeles fires and bombings.” Hernandez got a 
contorted look on his face and asked, “Who the hell are you? I know who the men are 
that did what you described, and they left your sign behind with the mangled bodies 
of Skillen’s men, but you weren’t there. You also sent Skillen back as a nuclear bomb 
who took out half my cabinet.” 

The Eagle stood and said, “You will have to excuse me, Mr. President. I have 
meetings with Mr. Cantos and Mr. McNeil.” The president stood up, put both hands 
on the table, and said, “If there is a plot to kill me and McNeil was involved, I want to 
hear it from his own mouth.” “You will, Mr. President, you will.” The Eagle pressed 
a button on the table, and the monitors in the room lit up. Hernandez turned to see 
McNeil and Cantos on different screens. The Eagle handed the president Shabad’s 
tablet with the .pdf on it. “This, sir, is the computer tablet of Ali Shabad. The .pdf file 
is an attachment that was sent to Mr. Shabad by the men on the screen before you. 
You will also notice that your ‘death warrant’ is signed by all of the men that I have 
mentioned. Now, if you will please be seated, you will hear the confessions of these 
two men.” He turned to leave but stopped and said, “They don’t know you’re here, 
Mr. President. Just for the record, they have no idea that you’re going to hear their 
confessions. They have no idea you’re still alive; they believe that you’re dead.” The 
Eagle left the room as the president took a seat, watching the monitors.
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Alex Martel sat at his desk in the U.S. Customs offi ce in San Pedro looking over 
the manifest of the Eudora Huxley. He noticed two like numbered containers on the 
ship, circled them on the manifest, and then called in his second in command. He 
handed him the manifest and asked him to locate the containers on the ship. He told 
him that the containers needed to be opened for further scrutiny. “But isn’t the ship 
and its contents under the control of the FBI?” he asked Martel as he looked over the 
manifest. “The FBI has jurisdiction over the crew and the ship, but we have control 
over the contents. We need to check the contents of both units numbered nine. They are 
bow and stern, which is strange to me. If they are, indeed, fi lled with electronic parts as 
the manifest claims, there should be no problems. However, sooner rather than later, 
this ship needs to be off-loaded and these containers placed in our quarantine until we 
clear the whole ship’s cargo. Huxley is fl ying in one of their captains to bring the ship 
back to Europe, and we have a duty to get this wrapped up.” “Are you going to call 
the special agent in charge to let him know what we’re doing?” He got a thoughtful 
look on his face. “Let’s check out these units. I’m not going to unload cargo without 
speaking to the agent, but there’s no harm in looking at the cargo in these containers.”  
The agent nodded his head and walked out of the offi ce headed for the ship.

Vice President Oren McNe il was restrained in a sitting position on one of The 
Eagle’s gurneys. He struggled a little against the restraints as he looked around the room. 
He saw himself on several TV monitors. He was still groggy and shaking his head when 
The Eagle entered. “Greetings, Mr. Vice President!” “What’s the meaning of this? Who 
are you, and how dare you bind me like this. Release me at once.” The Eagle walked to a 
corner of the room and grabbed a chair and sat down next to McNeil in front of the camera. 
He took a piece of paper from a pocket in his chest armor and handed it to McNeil. “Do 
you recognize the document that I have handed you, sir?” McNeil looked down to see 
that it was the instructions that he and the others had sent to Shabad. “No!” The Eagle 
took the paper from him and asked, “You don’t recognize this document?” McNeil got an 
indignant look on his face and said, “I am the President of the United States.” 

The Eagle stood up and walked over to one of the steel tables with a sheet over 
it and pushed it over next to McNeil. “I think you are confused, sir. You are the Vice 
President of the United States.” McNeil’s face sank, and he looked at the table and 
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then at The Eagle and asked, “Who are you, and where did you get this document?” 
“I’m sorry, Mr. Vice President. How rude of me. Allow me to introduce myself. I am 
The Iron Eagle.” McNeil’s face turned from one of defiance to one of terror in an 
instant. “Oh God…Oh God…don’t kill me, please, don’t kill me.” “The document, 
Mr. Vice President. Answer my question. Do you recognize the document?” He 
nodded slowly. “Would you be so kind as to read its contents, please, and the names of 
all the signatories?” McNeil read the contents of the letter sent to Shabad and then the 
names of the signatories as demanded. “Thank you, Mr. Vice President. So, you admit 
that you are the leader of this plot to murder President Hernandez?” 

McNeil looked around the room, and as he did he asked, “If you’re asking me 
the question, then the president must be dead.” “I asked you a closed probes question. 
Are you the leader of the plot to assassinate President Matthew Hernandez?” McNeil 
started to shake and said, “It was a joint plan. I was not the only one involved as you 
can see from the document you somehow got your hands on. There are many others. 
Where are the other signers and what has become of the president?” The Eagle stood 
up and leaned his huge arm on the back of the gurney that McNeil was strapped to. 
“The men who signed this document are dead, Mr. Vice President.” “All of them?” 
“All but two, and you are one of them. So, I don’t need you to prove the rest of your 
treachery, Mr. Vice President. You plotted to murder the president for a power grab.” 
McNeil sat up as straight as he could. “You wouldn’t understand the whole of this 
situation, Iron Eagle; you’re just an ignorant fool who has only exacerbated this plot. 
You might have killed the men who started this, but you can’t stop the mastermind 
commissioned to carry out the plot.” 

The Eagle laughed. “Ali Abdul Shabad?” McNeil’s arrogance was suddenly stymied. 
“There’s no way you could know him!” “Oh, but there is, Mr. Vice President, there is. I 
have been hunting him for over a decade. I almost had him in my hands on the morning 
of nine-eleven, but the mission was scrubbed, and he got away. It took years, but he 
surfaced again after Ryan Skillen’s failed coup. But I’m not telling you anything that you 
don’t already know. You conspired with Director Smalls and Cantos to distract attention 
from this covert mission by misleading the president and hanging a wanted sign on me. 
At the same time, you were plotting both the death of President Hernandez, which would 
allow your rise to power, and also opening the door for Shabad and his Iranian masters 
to detonate two five megaton thermo nuclear warheads on U.S. soil.” McNeil didn’t have 
to say anything; the look on his face and the gasping sounds he was making for air said 
it all. The Eagle looked into his eyes and said, “You’re feeling a sharp pain in the middle 
of your chest radiating to your left arm, aren’t you?” McNeil was unable to speak and 
was gasping for air. “Ambitious goals for a man with a congenital heart defect, Mr. Vice 
President. In the end, you’re going to die, and you killed yourself.” The Eagle walked 
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over to a cabinet opposite McNeil and took out a small prescription drug bottle. He took 
a pill out, opened McNeil’s mouth, and said, “Lift up your tongue. It’s nitroglycerine. It 
will stop the angina that you’re having.” McNeil lifted his tongue, and The Eagle placed 
it in his mouth, and the pain started to subside. “Feeling better?” McNeil nodded and 
asked, “Did Shabad succeed? Is the president dead?” The Eagle put his finger to his lips 
and walked out of the room. 

He walked back to the war room where the president was standing looking at 
the monitors in a rage. He had tears in his eyes, and The Eagle asked, “Mr. President, 
would you like to address Mr. McNeil before he dies.” “Are you going to kill him?” 
“No, sir, his heart is going to do that. The medication I gave him is just a momentary 
stay of execution.” Hernandez followed The Eagle back to the operating room. The 
Eagle opened the door and stepped in and said, “Mr. McNeil, the President of the 
United States,” as Hernandez stepped in behind him. McNeil’s eyes were wide, and he 
said, “Don’t believe anything this animal tells you, sir. He is a liar and a murderer. He 
brought us here to kill us; he wants to take over the country.” 

Hernandez sat down on the same seat that The Eagle had been sitting on and said, 
“I know the whole story, Oren, and this man saved my life and, again, this nation. 
Why…why, Oren?” McNeil looked at Hernandez sitting before him and said, “You 
smug arrogant piece of shit. You know nothing about governing a nation. You know 
nothing of sacrifice. This nation needs to be protected, protected from the likes of you 
and the likes of him.” He pointed a pudgy clubbed finger at The Eagle. “I did it so 
that the people would be protected, so that we could get the legislation we needed to 
have for a police state and control over enemies, foreign and domestic. You’re weak, 
Matthew. You’re weak and pathetic. Killing you was the only way to stop this endless 
circle of gridlocked government. The blasts will unite the people, and the government 
can do what it needs to do to protect the people.” Hernandez shrugged his shoulders 
as he stood up. “So, your idea of a free America is to fund and utilize terrorists and 
terrorist nations to put fear into the American people by killing them in the name of 
safety? I’m sorry, Oren, but you’re the one who is weak, and you deserve to die. I was 
elected by the people to protect them, and I have been doing that. You have thwarted 
me at every turn, and innocent Americans have paid for that with their lives, and you 
are planning to do it again! What kind of sick twisted mind could hatch such a plan?” 
McNeil started coughing and laughing. 

“Sick? Twisted? Shabad may not have killed you, but he will finish the mission, 
and the people will die because you are weak.” He started to wheeze, and The Eagle 
stepped over and clipped a monitor to McNeil’s finger. His pulse and respiration 
appeared on a monitor next to the gurney. “You’re going into cardiac arrest, Mr. 
McNeil. There’s nothing I can do to stop that; however, since you are dying, I wanted 
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you to know that I caught Ali Abdul Shabad, and I killed him. I know about the two 
five megaton war heads that you assisted the Iranians in smuggling to our borders.” 
McNeil’s pulse was getting thready, and his eyes were bulging. The Eagle looked at 
the monitors then at McNeil and said, “While the death you’re suffering is painful, 
consider yourself fortunate. If I had kept you, you would have learned what your front 
temporal lobe tastes like.” 

McNeil started to cough and howl on the table. Hernandez stepped back and said, 
“Save him!” The Eagle just shook his head. “There’s nothing I can do, Mr. President. 
Mr. McNeil is already dead.” McNeil continued to thrash against the restraints and 
a small trickle of blood had formed in the corners of his mouth. His eyes were wide 
open, and his pupils were dilating before their eyes. Hernandez turned his back, and 
The Eagle looked at him and asked, “You can send young men into the arms of the 
enemy, but you can’t watch a traitor die of his own illness? Perhaps McNeil was right. 
You are weak, or worse … a coward.” Hernandez turned back around and watched 
as McNeil continued to seize and resist for several more minutes until the monitor he 
was attached to flatlined, and he ceased moving. He took one long deep breath then 
exhaled, and The Eagle said, “It’s over. Your vice president is dead.” 

“Now what?” “I’m going to leave that up to you, Mr. President. I have Director 
Cantos here, only he is in perfect health. He is, however, your mortal enemy, and 
he wants you dead. There is the business of two five megaton warheads that are 
precariously situated near Los Angeles. You must choose, sir. I can either release you 
back to the Secret Service for you are safe now, with Cantos in restraints of course, 
and I will deal with the bombs, or you can have Cantos and the bombs dealt with by 
me, and I will release you to the Secret Service. You get with Cantos the proof of his 
treason to be tried by the courts. It’s your call as commander and chief.” 

Hernandez walked back to the war room, leaving McNeil’s body on the gurney. 
“Where is Cantos?” The Eagle pointed to a closed door next to McNeil’s room. “Is 
he awake?” The Eagle nodded. “If I leave him to you, I am condoning vigilante 
justice, and if I take him, I subject the nation and the world to his tyranny.” “Yes, 
sir, but you are the one who was elected to make the hard decisions.” “What about 
the bombs?” The Eagle let out a little laugh. “Well, unless someone does something 
really stupid, those are going back to where they came from.” Hernandez looked at 
The Eagle for a few seconds and asked, “Are you suggesting that you’re sending 
them back to Iran?” The Eagle nodded. “So they can send them back to us again?” 
“No, sir, I and my men will terminate Iran’s nuclear capability with extreme 
prejudice.” “You’re going to detonate those bombs on innocents?” “The country 
is a terrorist nation which wishes nothing but harm to the west. In war, there are 
no innocents, sir.” Hernandez pleaded to allow the military to take control of the 
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bombs, but The Eagle would have none of it. “The bombs are already being dealt 
with by my people, sir. The U.S. will have no culpability for the detonation. It will 
put an end, once and for all, to a lot of worldwide unrest.” 

“And who claims responsibility for the detonation?” The Eagle grabbed his water 
off the table and took a drink. “Iran.” Hernandez had a look of bewilderment on his 
face. “How the hell does that work?” “That’s for me to know and you to find out 
through diplomatic channels. Now, with all due respect, Mr. President, do you want 
Cantos or not?” Hernandez nodded, The Eagle made a call, and three men entered 
the room. The Eagle looked at them and said, “Men, the president is leaving us this 
afternoon. He will be taking CIA Director Harold Cantos with him. Please prepare him 
as a ‘to go bag’ for the president along with all of the evidence against him including 
his confession.” 

The men left the room. “So, what now?” Hernandez asked. “My men will take 
you to a location near your hotel; the rest will take care of itself.” “And what do you 
want me to do about you?” The Eagle looked at Hernandez and said, “I trust that you 
will do the right thing, Mr. President. It is not my place to tell you what you should 
do in matters such as this.” The Eagle went to walk out of the room when Hernandez 
called to him. The Eagle walked back in and the president said, “Thank you.” “You’re 
welcome, Mr. President. Your administration is clean now. I figure you to be a shoe in 
for reelection. All I ask is that you do the right thing.” The Eagle’s men emerged with 
Cantos cuffed and with a black hood over his face. The Eagle handed the president a 
small suitcase with all of the evidence in it. “This will more than convict Cantos, sir. 
We will take care of the rest. From here on, sir, the less you know about my actions and 
the actions of my men the better.” “Plausible deniability?” The Eagle nodded. “I’m 
afraid so, sir. My men will take care of you from here. I will take care of McNeil’s 
body. I don’t think you want a state funeral for him.” Hernandez shook his head. The 
Eagle gave instructions to his men and ordered them to reconvene at the lair when 
Hernandez had been delivered safely. And with that, the only people left alive in the 
house were Jim, Steve, and The Eagle.
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 Chapter Sixteen
“…think of it as…‘return to sender.’”

T
he radio crackled as Alex Martel walked the deck of the Eudora Huxley. He 
was headed to the fi rst container numbered nine on the bow of the ship. He 
pulled the radio off his belt and called out, “This is Martel, over.” “We have 

radiation, sir. High levels of radiation near the container.” “How high?” “The kill 
you kind of high, sir.” “Clear the men out of there. I will call the FBI. We will 
also need the NRC and the EPA out here.” He pulled his cell phone off his hip 
and called Special Agent John Swenson. “Swenson.” “Agent Swenson, this is 
Alex Martel with U.S. Customs.” “Yes, Martel.” “I sent my men in search of two 
containers that are strangely marked here on the Eudora Huxley, and they have 
discovered extremely high levels of radiation.” There was a moment of silence, 
and then Swenson came back and asked, “Have your men touched any of the 
containers?” “No.” “Have they attempted to open any of the containers?” There 
was a moment of silence … too long of a silence, and John yelled back on the cell 
phone, “Tell your men to clear the area. DO NOT OPEN ANYTHING. THAT’S 
AN ORDER, MARTEL!” There was dead air. “Shit.” John had changed out of his 
body armor and was getting ready to head for the Port of San Pedro when the call 
came in. He grabbed the radio on his hip and called for Jim. “O’Brian.” “Jim, call 
the men, sedate Steve, and get to me in the main house now. I think we might have 
big trouble on the Eudora Huxley.” “FUCK!” was Jim’s response.
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“We have reception on the president’s tracking chip,” Secret Service Agent Harris 
Olsten said, pointing to the blip on the tracking screen. He narrowed the coordinates 
into GPS, and the two other agents standing with him just stared at each other. “This 
can’t be right!” one of the other agents said. Olsten looked at them and said, “Well, 
don’t just stand there. Let’s get up there.” The three men ran for the stairs and bolted up 
the stairwell until they came to the end point of the tracker. Olsten pulled out a keycard 
and opened the door. There, sitting in a chair in the presidential suite of the Water Front 
Hotel, was President Matthew Hernandez. Beside him on the fl oor was a body with its 
head covered with a black bag. The president stood up as the men approached. Olsten 
was both out of breath and exasperated that the president had been located under their 
own noses. “Mr. President, are you hurt?” “No.” “Where have you been, sir?” “It’s 
not important at this moment. Call an immediate news conference. We need to let the 
American people know that I am safe and back in charge.” “But Mr. President, the 
speaker of the house is currently the president.” “Only under the succession act of 
1947. I’m here, and I’m alive and well. We need to get to the business of the people.” 
There were a few moments of silence, and all hell broke loose. 

Word of the president’s return ran through the press like wildfi re. The news was 
on every major newswire the world over before Hernandez had a chance to shower and 
change clothes. He was surrounded by doctors and other medical staff checking him 
out. He remained calm while he was being tested and started dressing. Olsten entered 
the bathroom and asked, “What do you want us to do with Cantos, sir?” Hernandez 
was buttoning his shirt with a tie around his neck and walked into the room where 
Cantos remained handcuffed with the bag off his head. “CIA Director Harold Cantos 
has committed treason against the United States of America. He is the reason I was 
abducted, and his plan along with his coconspirators was to have me killed.” All eyes 
fell on Cantos sitting in a chair in a corner of the room. Hernandez continued, “Call 
the United States Attorney and have her prepare to meet with me at the White House 
upon my return. As for Director Cantos, have him interred by the U.S. Marshall’s 
service and placed on Air Force One. I’m taking him back to Washington with me.” 
There were no arguments. They made the preparations for Cantos to be delivered to 
Air Force One while Hernandez prepared for his news conference.
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The Eagle was standing at the head of the conference table in the war room 
of his lair when Lance and Blake walked through the doors. “I received a call 
ten minutes ago from Agent Martel with U.S. Customs. He called to let me know 
that they had been looking for the two like numbered containers and while doing 
so located a large amount of radiation. I ordered them away from the containers 
but lost contact with Martel.” There were a few moments of silence before Lance 
said, “Philly and I renumbered the containers, and I put the brachy sacs with 
radiation four containers over from the newly marked containers. We know they 
haven’t opened the real ones, or we wouldn’t be having this conversation as the 
nukes would have detonated.” John looked on and asked, “Who here knows how 
to operate a container handler and container crane?” All hands rose except Jim’s. 
“Okay…Lance and Philly, you two will take control of the containers. Remove 
them from the ship. Patrick and Blake, pick up a tractor trailer and flat bed from 
the yard. In all of the confusion, no one will miss a single truck, at least not at first. 
Load the containers on to the flat bed, strap them, and drive them to New York. 
The Eagle threw them a GPS, “It’s preset with the coordinates of stops along the 
way and its final destination in New York.  Jim and I will work with Customs to 
clear the ship of its cargo. Huxley Industries is sending a captain in to take control 
of the Eudora Huxley and take it back to the Netherlands. I have called in a favor 
from some friends in New York, and we have a containership in New York harbor 
waiting for the cargo.” 

Jim looked around quiet for a moment and then asked, “Let me see if I have 
this right. You’re taking two containers with nukes off a ship that was supposed 
to deliver them to us to blow us up, and you’re going to drive them across the 
country and put them on another ship?” John nodded. Jim pulled out a cigarette, 
lit it, and asked, “And where is this cargo going?” There were smirks around the 
room. “Back where it came from,” John said with a huge smile on his face. “And 
where’s that?” “Iran.” Jim’s face dropped. His cigarette fell out of his mouth onto 
his lap, and he was brushing off ashes and cursing at being burned at the same time 
saying, “You’re going to blow up, Iran?” “No…Iran is going to blow itself up.” 
“Huh?” “These containers are going back to them just the way they shipped them 
to us, think of it as…‘return to sender.’” Jim had a confused look on his face. “You 
don’t think they will remember the containers that they shipped to us?” John shook 
his head. “And why not?” Lance let out a laugh and said, “We are doing a little 
container makeover on the units.” There were laughs all around, and Jim asked, 
“Do the girls get to come home now?” John smiled and said, “There’s just one 
more thing that we need to do before that can happen.” “What’s that?” He clicked 
on one of the TV monitors in the war room, and the news was running the story of 
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the president’s return to the hotel. They were talking about a news conference that 
the president intended to have at six p.m. Pacific Standard Time. Jim looked at his 
cell. It was three. “So, the news conference is directly related to the girls coming 
home?” John nodded and then said, “Let’s move out men. We have a lot to do and 
a short time to do it.”



112 • Chapter Seventeen

 Chapter Seventeen
“I don’t know what just happened … but I have 

a hell of a good reason to think that you two do!”

A
lex Martel had his men gathered at the bottom of the gangway when three 
unmarked cars pulled up in front of the ship. He saw John step out of one of the 
vehicles and walk toward him fl anked by Jim O’Brian and four other men with 

FBI credentials on their jackets. “We’ll take it from here, Agent Martel,” John said 
waving his hand as his men spread out and started climbing onto equipment. John’s 
men dispersed, and Martel approached John and said, “I have NRC and EPA on the 
way. This is a radioactive hot zone, Special Agent Swenson. No one can move until 
NRC and EPA clears it.” John was heading to the gangway with Martel hot on his 
heels. “Agent Martel, I have four special agents who have special nuclear containment 
training. They are going to unload the containers and move them to a secure federal 
location. Once we have the cargo offl oaded, I’m releasing the ship to Customs, and it’s 
your problem from there.” Jim was standing off to the side looking up at the massive 
ship. Martel was trying to argue with John, but he was getting nowhere.

John and his men had been on scene for fi ve minutes, and they already had 
one container on the crane lift. There was a fl atbed semi waiting for the containers 
while Martel protested. John looked down at his PDA. It was four fi fteen when the 
containers had been loaded onto the truck and were headed for New York. Martel 
was still protesting when John said, “Thank you for your cooperation, Agent Martel. 
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The FBI clears the scene.” John handed Martel a release of custody form. “I want to 
commend you and your men on a great job under such dire circumstances, and my 
offi ce will be putting in a recommendation for a commendation for you and your 
men.” John motioned to Jim, and the two men got into John’s truck and drove away.

The semi pulled off at an isolated location of Interstate 40 where a small crew of 
men was waiting with container handlers and paint and decal equipment just across the 
state line in Arizona. There was no talk. The two units were sandblasted and painted, 
then passed through a laser drying process, decaled, and placed back on the freshly 
painted and newly registered rig. Blake and Patrick were sitting in the cab of the rig 
arguing over who could drive to New York faster. “It’s fi ve p.m. I can drive straight 
through and have these units in New York in twenty-four hours.” Patrick laughed and 
said, “I can drive straight through and have these units in New York at the port and on 
the ship in thirty hours.” There was a moment of silence, and Blake said, “Okay, smart-
ass, I will split the drive time with you, and I bet that we can do it in twenty hours 
straight through. No pit stops. You have to piss or shit, you have to do it in your pants.” 

Patrick jumped out and looked at the rig that had just been topped off with fuel. 
It was a modifi ed Peterbilt 379 with two fi ve-hundred gallon fuel tanks on each side 
of the truck. “What’s our MPG in this rig based on our load weight?” Blake told him 
ten miles per gallon. Patrick jumped back in the truck and plugged the address and 
route details into the GPS. Blake had thrown a cooler of food and water in the sleeper 
of the truck and looked at Patrick and said, “This baby ain’t gonna smell too fuckin’ 
good when we get there ‘cuz we ain’t stopping.” Blake laughed and pointed behind 
the driver’s side of the sleeper where there was a portable toilet. “Oh, I don’t know. I 
think it will smell just fi ne. I just have to make sure that I take smelly ass shits when 
you’re driving because your ass can’t get out of the rig!” The two started to laugh and 
continued to argue over how long the trip would take.

Jim and John made it back to the house where they grabbed the sleeping Agent 
Hoffman and took off for Jim’s offi ce. Jim was in the passenger seat as they sped 
down PCH. He had a cigarette in his hand and was taking deep drags off it. “So now 
that you have that drama behind you, I bet you’re shittin’ your pants on how you’re 
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going to explain all of this to Steve.” John looked over at the dashboard, and the clock 
showed five fifteen. “Not really…I’m going to blame it all on you!” Jim sat with a 
confused look on his face and then asked, “And just how the fuck do you think you’re 
going to do that?” John laughed. “Oh, now Jim, if I gave away all of my secrets, you 
would get bored hanging out with me.” Jim got pissed and started yelling at him, “Oh, 
motherfucker, bore me…bore the shit out of me…or give me one more reason to run 
as far away from you as humanly fuckin’ possible.” 

They pulled into the sheriff department’s parking lot next to the trailer, and Jim 
looked over at John and said, “Oh no…motherfucker…no fuckin’ way!” John grabbed 
Steve out of the back of the truck and carried him up and into Jim’s office and laid him on 
a couch. There was no one in the trailer, and Jim was shouting at John as Steve began to 
rouse. Steve made a sound, and Jim shut up.  He looked over at John with a pleading look 
in his eyes, and John smiled and gently started to shake Steve. “Steve? Steve, can you 
hear me?” Steve’s eyes opened to see John looking down at him. There was a moment’s 
pause, and he sat up on the couch and said, “I knew it…it’s been you all along, John. 
You’re the fuckin’ Iron Eagle!” He was staring at John who was smiling at him when 
Steve heard Jim clear his throat. Steve looked over to see Jim sitting behind his desk with 
an unlit cigarette in his mouth chomping away saying nothing. Steve sat up and put his 
head in his hands and said, “Will someone please tell me what the FUCK is going on?”

“You were abducted by The Iron Eagle when you landed with Daly earlier today,” 
John said calmly. “No fuckin’ shit, John. That’s not a damn news flash. How the hell 
did I get here? Where are Daly and the president? What happened to The Eagle?” “Jim 
saved you, Steve.” Jim’s face went cold as he looked at John who continued, “Jim got a 
heads up on your location through an anonymous source. He called me, and we raided a 
house on the Santa Monica coast where we found you.” Steve was looking at Jim who 
hadn’t said a word. “Wait…I was drugged, and I was going to be staying some place 
for safe keeping. The Eagle claimed that my life was in danger as well as my wife, and 
that he was protecting us both. He also claimed he had the president.” “Yes, sir. The 
president was released by The Eagle this afternoon; in fact, the president will be having 
a press conference in,” John looked at his PDA, “five minutes.” John looked over at 
Jim and asked him to turn on the TV. He pulled a remote out of his desk drawer, and 
pointed it to a small flat screen on the wall. He didn’t have to do any channel flipping; 
the podium was in the middle of the screen with the president’s seal on the front of it, 
and news broadcasters were theorizing about what had happened to the president. Steve 
tried to see the screen, but it was behind him. He got up slowly with the help of John and 
walked over to a chair next to Jim’s desk. Jim had still not said a word, and Steve hadn’t 
made a comment on his unusual silence. Steve looked over at Jim and was about to say 
something when the president was introduced.  
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Ladies and gentlemen, the President of the United States. 
President Matthew Hernandez stepped out from behind a curtain and walked to the 

podium. He wasted no time. My fellow Americans, today has been a most harrowing 
day, not only for myself but for our country. I was not abducted as many reports have 
mistakenly stated. I was taken into protective custody by an elite military unit of our 
government. The reason for my protection and sudden disappearance was that these 
operatives uncovered a plot of historic proportions meant to take my life and the lives 
of millions of Americans, and I was taken for my protection and the protection of the 
American people. I have learned today that Vice President Oren McNeil, FBI Director 
Brian Smalls, CIA Director Harold Cantos, as well as former White House Chief of 
Staff Carl Daly, and the head of my Secret Service protection detail, Oliver Bastian, 
conspired to assassinate me here in Los Angeles and were also involved in other covert 
terrorist plots that could have destroyed our nation. 

The operatives working under deep cover uncovered the plots, and, in the end, 
saved my life and the lives of millions of Americans. The only surviving member of 
the plot is former CIA Director Harold Cantos, who is in custody and being delivered 
to the United States Attorney for prosecution for terrorist acts and treason. I am fit 
and physically unharmed by the events of the day, and I am in full command as your 
president and the commander and chief of this great country. I am preparing to leave 
Los Angeles in a few minutes to go back to Washington, but before I leave this great 
city and state, I need to say a few words. 

The city of Los Angeles and its people who have endured so much heartache have 
showed great strength in the face of adversity. They have risen above the petty dealing of 
daily life and have worked arm in arm to rebuild this great city and county, as have all 
of those others impacted by the terrorist attacks of nearly a year ago. I have not forsaken 
you nor has your government. I am here with you tonight and more funds are being 
designated to Southern California for the rebuilding effort. A lot of people thought that 
I originally came to Los Angeles with an agenda, that agenda being my announcement 
that I will be running for a second term as your president. That was not the reason for 
my visit to Los Angeles. My reason for coming here was to support the rebuilding effort 
and to see what more the government can do to help. 

A little less than a year ago, I was advised that one person was responsible for the 
terrorist attacks that took so many lives and destroyed and devastated this city and state. 
That person is only known by a nickname, ‘The Iron Eagle’. I was misinformed, and I 
was WRONG! John looked on at Steve and Jim who were staring intently at the screen. 

The Iron Eagle saved my life and this nation today. I don’t know his identity, but I 
did speak to him in person though he was disguised. What I can tell you is that if it were 
not for him and his men, I would not be standing here tonight, and this country would 



116 • Chapter Seventeen

not be the same. Terrorism was struck a hard and heavy blow today by The Iron Eagle, 
and I am thankful he was there and did what he did for me and this nation. I know that 
there are those who have their opinions about who he is and what he has done, and on 
those matters I have no comment. If he were standing here now, I would pin the Medal 
of Honor on him and shake his hand and thank him for what he did today.

Let us move forward from this day a stronger nation for the travails that we 
endured as well as being ever thankful that The Iron Eagle and his men stood between 
America and the abyss, and America won. If there is a bounty to be placed on any 
head, it is on the head of terror and those who would deny us our freedoms. I know that 
this situation is not going to go away overnight; I know that there will be conspiracy 
theories and all kinds of analysis and accusations of every kind. As for me, I’m thankful 
to be alive, thankful that I am still here to serve America, and thankful that The Iron 
Eagle made that possible. Thank you for your time. God bless you all, and may God 
bless America. Good night. 

Jim looked at John with a huge smile on his face when the president had concluded 
his speech. Steve was doe eyed and said, “The President of the United States is thanking 
a vigilante serial killer?” John spoke up, and asked Steve, “Do you have a hotel for the 
night, sir?” He looked at Jim and John and said, “No, and I don’t need one. I’m getting 
back on my plane and getting the hell out of here. I don’t know what just happened 
today, but I have a hell of a good reason to think that you two do!” Steve pointed at Jim 
and John, who were looking unusually relaxed. Jim pulled a cigarette out of his top left 
pocket and stuck it in his mouth. He pulled out his Zippo and lit the smoke and took a 
drag off of it then said, “Steve, you’re breathing, right?” He nodded. “You’re unhurt, 
and you’re going home to your wife. Get on your motherfuckin’ airplane and go home. 
Let me and John do the police work. I have a city to run as does John, okay? I don’t 
have time for any of your shit tonight.” Jim got up and walked out of the offi ce leaving 
John and Steve alone. Steve looked at John and asked, “What the hell happened?” 
John put his hand on Steve’s shoulder and asked, “Does it really matter, Steve? Does it 
really fuckin’ matter? Go home. I will call you tomorrow.” John walked out, and Steve 
called to him, “Okay, I will go home. Do one of you assholes want to drive me to the 
airport?” A patrol unit pulled in as Steve asked the question, and Jim ordered them 
to take Steve to the airport as he and John stood watching the car pull out onto PCH. 
Neither man said anything to the other. They just stood in silence, fi rst watching Steve 
leave, then watching the surf break on the beach.
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It was ten fifteen p.m. when the private jet landed at Santa Monica Airport. Jim 
and John were standing on the tarmac as the doors opened. Barbara was the first off the 
plane and slowly walked over to Jim and threw her arms around his neck. Sara stepped 
off a few seconds later; she looked over to see the towering figure of her husband. John 
started walking toward her, and she started to run until she fell into his arms, and the 
two kissed one another and cried, hugging. Sara said, “Don’t ever do that again.” He 
held her tight and said, “I won’t have to.” She smiled when he released her and said, 
“Let’s go home.” The four got into the car, and as they headed down PCH for Malibu, 
Barbara said, “I hope you two got this shit worked out because we are not going 
through this again. If you didn’t, I’m going to kick you both in the BALLS!”
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 Chapter Eighteen
“Look who I fuckin’ found.”

T
he Peterbilt pulled into the Port of New York just before midnight, thirty-one 
hours after it left Los Angeles. They were met by two NYPD offi cers with 
fl ashlights who guided the unit and its cargo in. The containership, IRITR 

Exports, was docked at the port and fl ying a Russian fl ag. Patrick and Blake pulled 
the truck up to the depot, and two NYPD offi cers were running the container 
handlers and the loading crane. There was a small out building where another NYPD 
offi cer stood watching the operation as the fi rst container was loaded onto the ship. 
Blake walked up and handed him some paperwork. He took it and added some other 
documents to it and said in a thick New York accent, “Interesting manifest.” Patrick 
asked, “What are you talking about? We have no manifest.” The cop stuck his head 
out of the booth-sized building and said, “Sure you do…it’s right here.”

The offi cer handed the manifest to Patrick who looked at it and said, “Dude…it’s 
written in Farsi.” “So…it’s still a manifest, and it’s a good one. They will love this.” 
Blake looked on and introduced himself, “I’m Blake Stroud. He reached his hand out 
to the offi cer. “Bob Zimmer...nice to meet you.” “So, where is this headed?” Patrick 
asked. “It will be dropped in the Strait of Hormuz at a small town named Bandar 
Abbas, Iran. Then, based on the manifest, the army over there will grab it, and it will 
end up on a military base in the heart of the country. You guys make any modifi cations 
to the interior of the units?” “Nope…they are just as they shipped them to us,” Blake 
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said with a smile. The last container was on board, and the ship was pulling away 
from the dock when Bob and the rest of the NYPD offi cers started breaking down the 
area. “Hey…yous guys wanna give us a hand here?” he asked, and Patrick and Blake 
helped them clean up. By two a.m., it was nothing but an empty fi eld with what looked 
like an abandoned container crane and nothing more. All material and the container 
handler had been loaded onto the fl atbed, and Bob said, “Thanks for the help. My guys 
will take yous two to Newark. You have a fl ight back to LA at six a.m.” The semi was 
driven out of the yard by the NYPD, and Patrick and Blake got in an unmarked car and 
were driven off to Newark Airport.

The sun was rising over the Santa Monica mountains, spreading its light out 
over the Pacifi c Ocean as Sara stood looking out at the sea. John was still asleep, 
and she looked over her shoulder at his magnifi cent frame laying nude on his side, 
breathing deeply. She made her way to the kitchen and started a pot of coffee and 
walked out onto the sundeck and sat down to take it all in. It had been a long time 
since she was able to sit in her home, make love to her husband, and enjoy the 
life that she and John had worked to put back together. Sara’s assistant walked 
out onto the deck and wished her a good morning while handing her a stack of 
newspapers. She asked Sara if she would like some breakfast, but she said no. She 
would wait for John. She sat drinking her coffee looking out at the sea and over 
the headlines on the papers. All were talking about the president’s speech after his 
disappearance. She sat reading the cover story in the Times about The Iron Eagle 
and the debate over his actions. She yawned and stretched. She was wearing a 
light pink robe with nothing underneath. She heard the sound of one of the chairs 
moving next to her and looked over to see John in a white cotton robe. 

“You want some coffee, sweetheart?” John yawned and said, “No. I have my 
morning starter here.” He was opening a bottle of Coke Zero, and she looked at 
him with her head half-cocked and asked, “Since when do you drink Coke? And 
more importantly, since when do you drink caffeine?” He took a drink and said, 
“I picked up some bad habits while you were away.” “Okay…caffeine and what 
else?” He laughed and took another drink of his beverage and said, “Scotch…I had 
a couple with you before you left and then, well…it’s all Jim’s fault.” He had no 
sooner said it when he heard Jim’s voice calling to him from the beach below. “I 
heard that, asshole…you started the Coke thing on your own … and the scotch…
well … that’s just a man’s drink.” 
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Barbara and Jim were walking on the beach hand in hand and were walking up to 
where Sara and John were sitting. “Did you read the paper this morning?” Jim asked, 
a little out of breath from climbing the small slope up from the beach to the house. 
John grabbed the paper, and Jim interrupted. “I will save you the time. Cantos has been 
indicted for his role in what the media has dubbed ‘Operation Red Alert.’ Too bad he 
will never see trial.” John looked at Jim with a confused look on his face. Jim shrugged 
and said, “They found him dead in his cell last night. There are all kinds of conspiracy 
theories going around according to the paper. Even one that says it was the work 
of The Iron Eagle.” Jim leaned his arms on the wall and looked at John and asked, 
“Where were you last night?” “In bed with my wife. I guess the CIA took Cantos out 
to keep him from talking.” Jim stood up straight as did Barbara. “What do you mean, 
you guess? Please don’t tell me that there is another government conspiracy coming 
down that you’re going to thrust us into.” John shook his head. “No…I’m sure it was 
just a little ‘housekeeping’ that the agency needed to do to end the mess without a trial 
and Cantos airing the agency’s dirty laundry.” 

Jim turned to walk away when he stopped and said, “Oh…if you look on 
page three of the Times, there’s an interesting story about three bodies found on 
Catalina Island a few days ago. It appears it was a murder suicide. No motive 
has been given, but the LA County Sheriff’s Department is investigating.” John 
opened the paper to the article and read it. “Well, that solves the rest of the Shabad 
family mystery. The property they located these bodies in is Rick Park’s.” Jim 
nodded. “So, what’s the sheriff’s department’s spin going to be to the press?” 
Jim said, “That will depend on what the coroner finds, but most likely a murder 
suicide.” Sara looked over at Jim and John and said, “That was a very kind thing 
you did for Jade Morgan, John. I talked to her yesterday, and the fact that you 
opened our home to her was wonderful.” John shrugged, and Jim laughed. Barbara 
looked at him and asked, “What’s so damn funny, Jimmy?” He just shrugged and 
said, “I was wrong about something, that’s all.” Sara smiled as did John, and the 
subject was dropped. Jim and Barbara walked on down the beach holding hands 
and chatting. Sara looked at John and asked, “Jim was worried when you invited 
Jade to stay here, wasn’t he?” John nodded, taking another drink of his Coke. “You 
told him that I would insist, given what she told me her life has been like since the 
fires.” He nodded again. Sara took a sip of her coffee and said, “I know that you 
and Jade have chemistry…and I know that Jim was freaked because he thought 
something would happen between the two of you.” He nodded again. “So, does he 
think something happened?” John shrugged and said, “Who knows. Knowing Jim, 
I’m sure he does. I haven’t even invited her to the main house yet.” Sara smiled 
and said, “Well, we will have to remedy that. She will be our guest for dinner 
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tonight. I will walk down to the house before she leaves for work this morning and 
invite her.” John nodded in agreement and said, “I have to get dressed for work. 
Crime isn’t going to solve itself.” 

They walked back into the house and on to the master bedroom. Sara said, 
“I spoke to Marty this morning. The renovations on the hospital are going well. 
He said that the ER is ready to re-open, and he wants me to do the ribbon cutting 
today. Will you come?” John had just dropped his robe and was getting into the 
shower when he said, “I wouldn’t miss it for anything in the world. What time?” 
He was in the shower, and Sara was standing nude in front of the bathroom mirror 
pretending to admire her shape, when in fact she was looking at John showering 
behind her. “Um…no, I don’t have a time, but I will text you when I know.” “No 
problem, honey. I will be there. Just tell me when.” She walked over and opened 
the shower door and stepped in. She rubbed her breasts against John’s back, and 
he turned and started to soap her up. She followed suit and asked, “Is there time 
for a quickie?” He laughed and said, “I don’t know about how quick it will be, but 
there is time for some fun.” She rinsed him off as she went to her knees, and he 
raised his huge arms over his head in a combination stretch and surrender to the 
warmth of her mouth.

Jim kissed Barbara goodbye as he headed out the door for his offi ce.  Jim asked, 
“Has anyone asked where you have been?” She shook her head. “There’s been too 
much confusion. People who they thought were dead have been showing up for work, 
and people they thought were alive have either been confi rmed deceased or have 
disappeared. I have reported in, and I’m expected downtown at the federal courthouse 
this morning at nine.” Jim stood for a moment looking at Barbara standing nude in the 
doorway. “Well, life will start to get back to normal,” he said, taking a cigarette out of 
his top left pocket and lighting it. “Oh, Jimmy, I hope not. I hope that people learned 
something from the past year or so.” He took a deep drag of the smoke and said, “If 
there is one thing I have learned in my years of police work, the more vulnerable a 
population, the more likely it is that someone is going to exploit it.” Barbara nodded 
in sad agreement as she closed the door.
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John had just arrived at his offi ce and had not even had a chance to sit down 
when he got a text message from Zurich. The bank was requesting wire transfer 
instructions for Shabad’s money. He pulled out his silver case and logged on to 
the computer inside then logged on to the net. With a few key strokes, he gave 
wire instructions into an account in the U.S. He closed the laptop and went to 
work reading the reports on the events of the past several days. He looked at the 
clock, and it was half past ten. He called Jim and asked if they could meet for 
coffee. “Coffee? Fuck that. It’s fi ve o’clock somewhere. I want a beer.” They made 
arrangements to meet at eleven at a new bar on PCH that John had heard about.

Professor Charles Baxter had just fi nished giving a lecture on environmental 
studies. The lecture hall at UC Berkley had cleared out with the exception of one 
lone person sitting in the left upper deck of the hall. Baxter hadn’t been paying 
attention and was packing up his briefcase and laptop when he saw the fi gure out 
of the corner of his eye. “Can I help you?” he asked as the fi gure rose and began 
to walk down the steps of the hall in his direction. The hall was half lit, and he 
couldn’t make out the fi gure until the very last second. A young woman of oriental 
descent stepped into the light just above the lectern. She didn’t say a word. She 
just handed him an envelope and walked out of the room. He looked at the outside, 
and it had only his name on it. He opened the envelope, which contained nothing 
but a simple note. 

Dear Professor Baxter,

Thank you for posting your information on the firefight at Oat Mountain. While 
it didn’t garner the attention deserved due to recent political events, I wish to 
assist you in your research. You will find a deposit in your name in the follow-
ing bank account below. The money is yours to do with as you please. This is 
the net amount. Taxes have already been paid in your name for these 
funds. Wishing you much success with your research, and thank you for your 
courageous postings online. 

Sincerely, 

TIE  
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Baxter looked at the information below the note, and it had a user name and 
password for a bank account in San Francisco with a web address. He pulled out his 
laptop and logged into the bank. There on the screen in a bank account in his name was 
the staggering dollar fi gure of twenty-fi ve million dollars.

Jim was already at the bar when John pulled into the parking lot. He walked in to 
fi nd Jim sitting at a table with a cigarette in his mouth and a beer in his hand. Javier 
Santiago stood behind the bar smiling when John walked in. “Look who I fuckin’ 
found,” Jim said, pointing at Javier off in the corner. John smiled and sat down. Javier 
brought John a bottle of water, and the two men sat for a few minutes looking at each 
other. “You did this, didn’t you?” Jim asked. John nodded. “I found Javier after the 
fi res and learned of his situation. Things have been so hectic that I had not had time 
to assist him in getting the bar open. The place is all his. I bankrolled the opening, 
but I think he will do just fi ne. He likes the views here on the ocean’s edge. What 
do you think?” Jim looked around at the old and the new. The views from the bar 
and restaurant were incredible. “How did you fi nd this place?” Jim asked. “I didn’t. 
Javier has many, many friends, mostly cops.” John smiled. “This location had been 
closed and abandoned some ten years ago when the pier it’s sitting on was condemned. 
Before all of the political commotion started, we spoke and I got Sara’s okay to invest 
in the pier, the restaurant, and the bar. The rest was done by Javier and his customers. 
I know for a fact a lot of cops worked on this place in their free time.” 

Jim sat drinking his beer in shock and sadness. “I love the new place, John. Don’t 
get me wrong, but I miss the old place a lot. But hey, if Javier is happy, then I’m happy. 
The poor old guy has been through hell.” He took the last gulp of his beer and opened 
a second and asked, “Okay, this place is great, but that’s not why you called me down 
here, is it?” John shook his head. John took out his tablet, attached a keyboard to it, 
and after a few seconds of typing turned the screen to face Jim. There were a few 
moments of silence, then Jim’s eyes got huge. He grabbed the tablet, looked at the 
screen, and then placed it fl at on the table between him and John. “What the FUCK?” 
“It’s for you and Barbara. It will get you started on a new life, and you can rebuild and 
retire if you like.” Jim sat staring out the window at the sea and the sun glistening off 
the water as the gulls swooped down on the deck in search of food. “What the FUCK, 
JOHN? Where did this money come from?” John took a drink of his water and said, 
“Ali Shabad.” Jim’s face grew fearful. “John, I’m not like you. I can’t take this. This 
is blood money from a notorious terrorist.” John nodded then said, “The money is 



124 • Chapter Eighteen

clean, Jim. It has to go somewhere. Sara and I have more money than we can spend in 
a lifetime. I divided the money between you and the men.” 

Jim lifted the tablet and looked at the screen, “This is my portion after a five 
way split?” “Actually, seven. I also gave some money to Professor Baxter at Berkley 
and another person.” “The dude who posted the images from ‘Operation Rome is 
Burning?’” John nodded. Jim said, “I thought he was fuckin’ dead.” “Cantos and 
McNeil tried, but they couldn’t get to him.” Jim looked at the number and said, “But 
there was only a hundred million. I remember the number. How can there be this much 
cash after you did the split?” “That payment was the second of three. He had another 
hundred million in the account, and a few million more from some other attacks he had 
been hired to do.” Jim chugged the beer and looked at the tablet again. “Well, taxes 
will eat up a large portion. How do I explain this to the IRS?” “The tax has been paid. 
That is net money for you and Barbara.” Jim sat for a long time then opened another 
beer. He handed the tablet back to John, and John handed him an envelope. “This is 
the user name and password for the account. There are also checks and a debit card in 
there as well. Taking the money doesn’t make you a dirty cop. Consider it restitution 
for the harm that has befallen you over the past year or so.” Jim took a drink of his 
beer. “I did get FUCKIN’ SHOT SAVING YOUR ASS AND THE COUNTRY’S! 
What’s the catch? Are you going to put me in a bag and ship me overseas?” 

John laughed. “No catch. It’s yours. Accept it or reject it.” Jim took a drink 
and yelled to Javier asking if he could smoke. He got the same half-hearted hand 
gesture from Javier like always. He looked at the tablet again and said, “I suppose 
this means that you’re retiring, and you want me to retire, too.” John shook his head. 
“No…I’m going to keep doing my job, Jim. There are still a lot of bad people out 
there, and someone has to do the work of justice.” Jim glared at John. “You’re still 
going to be searching for…THE IRON FUCKIN’ EAGLE?” John nodded. Jim took 
another drink and said, “So, you want me to retire?” John shook his head. “I have 
to think about this, John. I have to talk to Barb. She’s going to freak, and she will 
want to retire.” “Do you want to retire, Jim?” He sat for a few minutes mulling over 
the question. “Hell no…I want to keep putting the bad guys away. I love my work.” 
John laughed. “For someone who loves his work, you sure bitch about it a lot.” 
“Hey, go fuck yourself. I like my work. That doesn’t mean it doesn’t freak me out 
sometimes.” John told Jim he had to get back to the office.

 “The money is yours. If you don’t want it, then give it to your favorite charity.” 
Jim started laughing. “I am my favorite fuckin’ charity!” John laughed as the two 
men got up and headed for the door. Javier called out to the two men, and they waved 
and thanked him for the drinks. They got out to their vehicles, and Jim asked, “So, 
you’re going back to the office?” “Oh yea…there’s about to be a major international 
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incident, and I want to be at my desk when it happens.” Jim looked on. “I don’t want 
to know, man. I don’t want to fuckin’ know.” John laughed. “You won’t be able to 
avoid this one my friend.” John drove off leaving Jim standing in front of Santiago’s 
staring out into the sea.

Jade Morgan was sitting in her makeshift offi ce at the funeral home slash morgue 
when she heard John’s voice calling from the front hall. She got up and rushed out to 
greet him. “Agent Swenson, what brings you to my little slice of hell?” “Sara told me 
you’re coming for dinner tonight.” “Yep…I’m fi nally going to see that mansion you 
two built. So, what’s up? I know you didn’t come here to confi rm dinner plans.” She 
invited him back to her offi ce, and they sat down. John reached in his jacket pocket, 
took out an envelope, and handed it to her. “What’s this?” “A new start!” She crinkled 
her nose in a look of confusion, and John laughed. “What’s so funny?” “Nothing. You 
are very cute when you’re confused.” She opened the envelope and took out a slip of 
paper. It was a cashier’s check in her name for ten million dollars. 

“Is this some kind of joke, John?” He shook his head. “No, Jade, it’s no joke. It is 
a simple thank you for all you have done and still do for this city.” She looked at the 
check and said, “It’s not from the State of California, so where is it from, John?” “I 
don’t think the state has the money or the inclination to reimburse you for your time or 
suffering.” “Where’s this money from, John?” “It’s a gift from Sara and me to help you 
get your life back on track.” “Um…this will do more than get my life on track. How 
do I explain this very large sum of money should I choose to deposit the check in my 
bank?”  “You don’t. You just deposit it; you just have to claim it at tax time. If anyone 
asks, it was a windfall left to you by your late husband.” She sat holding the check for 
a long time before responding. She folded the check and put it in her pocket. “So, Sara 
said to be at your house at eight.” He nodded and stood up. She walked around the 
desk and took John by the hand then the arm and pulled him in for a full body hug. She 
didn’t say anything; she just hung onto him for dear life. He wrapped his arms around 
her and held on until she released. “Until dinner then,” she said with tears in her eyes, 
“until dinner.” And John left.
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 Chapter Nineteen
“Behold! I show to the world 

our nuclear capability.”

T
he IRITR Exports containership had docked at the small port in the town of 
Bandar Abbas at a little after two a.m. She was boarded by Iranian military that 
checked her manifest. Colonel Afshar Adel boarded the vessel, took one look at 

the manifest, and issued quick and stern orders to remove the cargo. The two containers 
were loaded onto trucks and began the long journey across the country to a military 
base and nuclear enrichment plant outside of Tehran. Adel then ordered the crew be 
detained, but would learn that in his haste to move the two containers, the crew of six 
men had escaped the ship into the dark waters of the Persian Gulf. He ordered every 
military aircraft and warship available to the location to search the waters.

The seas were calm and the night black with no moon when Colonel Michael 
Hellsing and his fi ve man SEAL team slipped from the containership into a small 
50 horsepower electric powered black dingy that they had placed overboard on 
approach to the port and towed closely next to the ship. As Adel and his men moved 
on the containers, they glided silently and speedily through the gulf. They were 
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picked up by a U.S. Blackhawk helicopter just past the island of Qeshm and were on 
the deck of the USS Nimitz that was on patrol in the gulf before Adel had the fi rst 
chopper or ship searching for them. Hellsing messaged back to The Eagle that the 
package had been delivered.

It was nearing seven p.m., and John had had a full day of reading reports and 
going over the fi ndings of his men with regard to the Eudora Huxley and the incidents 
with the president over the past forty-eight hours. He packed up his things for the night 
and headed for his truck in the parking lot. His phone rang on his hip. It was Jim letting 
him know that Sara had invited him and Barbara to dinner as well, and he wanted to 
know why they were eating so late. “What the fuck, John? A nine p.m. dinner? We’re 
not in Europe, you know.” “Trust me, Jim. You are in for an unforgettable evening!” 
“Oh, man…I don’t like it when you say shit like that…what DID YOU DO?” “Relax; 
I’m on my way to the house. Be there at eight; we can have a scotch and chat with the 
girls until Jade gets there.” “OH, MAN. I HAVE A BAD FUCKIN’ FEELING!” The 
phone went dead as John headed down Wilshire to PCH and home.

Jade was running late and got to the house at half past eight. She parked at her 
guest home and ran in to change. She had just started the shower when her cell phone 
rang. It was her next in command saying that a body had been discovered in the West 
Hollywood Hills. “Oh, shit, David. I have plans. It’s probably someone left over from 
the fi res. Who called it in?” She listened and said, “Okay…LAPD called it in. Let 
them send their people out. You take our CSI team out and mop up. I will look at what 
you have in the morning.” “It’s a fresh kill; Jade … it’s a bad situation out there from 
what LAPD homicide is telling me.” David was persistent, but Jade held her ground. 
“You know what to do. You don’t need me to hold your hand at every corner. Do your 
goddamn job, and let me have one evening of fucking peace.” She hung up the phone 
then turned it off. “Jesus Christ. One night, that’s all I ask. It’s not that damn diffi cult.” 
She was saying it to herself as she stepped into the shower. 

She soaked for several minutes, letting the water run down her fl esh and watched 
it roll down her thighs, knees, feet, and then down the drain. She rubbed her hands on 
the glass shower door to look at the clock. It was nearing nine. She turned off the hot 
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water and stepped out into the cool Malibu night air. Her nipples were hard, and she 
had an itch in her groin and no one to scratch it. She rubbed the towel slowly between 
her legs until her left leg seized up from an orgasm. “Oh, thank God…a little relief 
before having to sit with John and Sara…tormented by the man I can’t have.” 

She slipped into a light evening dress, put on a little makeup, and walked up to the 
main house. Jim answered the door, which surprised her. He had a glass of scotch in 
one hand and an unlit cigarette hanging out of his mouth. “WOW! Hubba hubba! I’m 
taken, Jade, but if your intent was to be workin’ it…you got it goin’ on tonight!” Her 
nipples showed through the thin dress. She was braless, and the dress was very short. 
“Oh, Jim, shut the fuck up…we are all friends here. The only thing I want to work on 
is a drink. Would you please bring me to the natives?” Jim yelled out, “Incoming,” as 
Jade made her way into the living room where John, Sara, and Barbara were having 
drinks. Sara smiled and said, “Well, look at you.” Jade apologized for her look. She 
explained that she was running late because of a call from her offi ce, and she didn’t 
want to fuss. Sara laughed and said, “Relax, Jade, we are all friends here. If there is 
one thing Barbara has taught me in the short time I have known her, it’s to keep your 
options open.” John shot Jim a look, and Jim smiled and shrugged. 

“So, what will it be Jade?” “Vodka tonic, stiff, really, really stiff.” Jim poured Jade 
a glass of vodka and waved the tonic over it. “Bad day?” John asked. “They are all bad, 
John. They are all bad.” She took the drink from Jim and started to chug it. Jim let out 
a little laugh and said, “Slow down there, kid. That’s about nine ounces of vodka to a 
vapor of tonic. You don’t want to be shit-faced before dinner.” She put the glass on the 
table and listened as everyone made small talk. It was nine-thirty when Jim asked, “Is 
there a meal in our future, or are we here to get plowed?” The dinner bell sounded as 
he said it, and they all went into the dining room. The meal was decadent, and Jade, 
Sara, and Barbara were engaged in light and humorous conversation. All of the girls 
were a bit tipsy, Jim had had a few, and John was straight. When the meal was done, 
John stood up, tapped a bread knife on a glass, and said, “A toast…to good friends and 
a hopefully long peace.” There was a round of “hear, hear” from the table. John then 
invited his guests to the media room for a special surprise.

It was just past eight a.m. when the trucks arrived at the nuclear facility outside of 
Tehran. The two containers were unloaded and set side by side on two large stationary 
scissor lifts. The two containers had their locks removed and one small pin on the 
bottom of the container doors was all that held them closed. There were two steel cables 
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connected to the pins to be pulled simultaneously to release the spring-loaded doors 
on Adel’s command.  Colonel Adel had called a news conference of state media with 
the permission of the supreme leader and the current president. The cargo containers 
were marked as shipped from Russia. He had been working for nearly fi ve years to get 
the fi nal piece of Iran’s nuclear arsenal together, and he now had it. Iran had enriched 
enough uranium to build fi ve or six two to three megaton warheads. He needed the 
fi ring mechanism to cause the chain reaction to detonate a weapon, and inside the two 
containers were those mechanisms, six to be exact. He had been promising this to 
his commanders for nearly two years, and if he had not delivered on that promise by 
today, his head was literally to be on a chopping block in the middle of Tehran. 

The supreme leader and the president were in the audience as he addressed the 
media. He noticed that there was foreign media as well, an unexpected surprise, but 
the world was about to learn that Iran is now a nuclear power. He began to give his 
speech to the overfl owing crowds that had gathered upon hearing the news of a major 
announcement, and with every word of his speech, he unifi ed a people against the 
United States, the great Satan, and called for the elimination of Israel. He was cheered 
as he riled the crowd in to a frenzy. American and Israeli fl ags started popping up in 
the crowds being burned by the hordes, and ‘down with America’ began to be chanted 
as he stoked the fi res of hatred and intolerance.

John had just gotten everyone seated when he said, “We have a very special 
television event this evening, and I wanted us all to be here to share it.” He clicked the 
remote, and the one hundred and twenty inch LED TV came to life. He had it on one of 
the local news channels that was reporting live from Tehran. The reporter was telling the 
network that Iran was about to announce that they have the ability to not only create a 
nuclear weapon, but that they have six bombs. The reporter stepped away as Adel stood 
on a podium speaking to the people in Farsi, which was being translated into English as 
well as other languages. He had the crowd whipped into a frenzy, and he stood on the 
podium announcing that Iran now had the capability to destroy Israel and the missile 
capability to deliver a fi rst strike on the United States. 

No longer will Iran sit in the shadow and be dictated to by these evil powers who 
have nuclear weapons. We are a superpower unto ourselves, and we will use that power 
when and if necessary to defend our borders and to stop invaders. Israel has, for too 
long, been able to demand and obtain foreign aid while we have been cut off from the 
world. No more! Behold! I show to the world our nuclear capability. Praise be to Allah.
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With that the pins to the two cargo containers’ doors were pulled, and the doors 
opened for the media to see, but all that was seen was a snowy screen. Sara looked 
on and said, “Did we lose the satellite feed honey?” as she took a sip of her drink. 
Jim looked at John who said, “No, honey. I think it will be just a few minutes. I think 
that they’re having technical difficulty.” The girls started chatting as Jim got up and 
walked over to the bar and poured a large scotch. He walked back over to John who 
was standing in a corner of the room with his arms crossed with the remote in his hand 
and asked John, “We didn’t just witness what I think we witnessed, did we?” John 
shrugged as the TV came back to life on the local network. 

The reporter was telling the viewers that there was some technical difficulty, 
but it was only a matter of minutes and the reports of what really happened came 
out. One foreign correspondent that was in Iran, but not in Tehran, was picked up 
on a satellite feed, and the news played back what his camera crew caught on film 
from a little over three hundred miles away. The room fell silent as the huge double 
mushroom cloud grew into one single mass in the distance. The reporter was trying 
to explain what he thought was happening, and the camera caught what looked like 
a giant sandstorm headed in his direction. Jim looked at John and asked, “That’s 
not a sandstorm, is it?” John shook his head with a smirk on his face. The reporter 
continued to report. The winds started to pick up, and he commented on a sudden 
rise in temperature …until his screen also went to snow. Sara looked at John and 
asked, “What just happened?” 

“Two five megaton thermo nuclear warheads detonated in Iran. The world will 
no longer have to worry about their nuclear capability.” The room fell silent as they 
watched the news media trying to make sense of what was just witnessed on live 
TV. John looked at the clock, and it was close to midnight. “Well, folks, I think we 
should all get some sleep. We have work tomorrow.” Barbara and Jim got up and 
were heading for the front door when Sara heard Barbara say to Jim, “Whatever 
we do, let’s not piss John off.” Jim laughed as he walked his half drunk wife out 
the front door headed for their house. Jade was a little wobbly as she made her way 
to the door, and John asked, “Can you make it home, Jade, or do you need help?” 
“Oh…I’m FINE!” She threw her head back and was stepping for the door but missed 
the threshold and hit her side on the door frame. Sara giggled and told John, “Um…
we are all a little tipsy, sweetheart. Why don’t you carry Jade to one of the guest 
rooms and let her sleep it off.” He picked Jade up in his arms and carried her half 
conscious frame into one of the guest rooms in the main house. Sara was behind him, 
and he laid her on the bed. He was going to cover her up when Sara said, “Undress 
her, dear. She will get too hot under the blankets.” John shook his head, and Sara 
said, “You go get ready for bed. I will put her to bed.” 
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John walked out of the room and headed for the master suite. He got cleaned 
up and changed out of his clothes and sat down on a chair overlooking the sea 
waiting for Sara. He was in deep thought and said, “There will be no acceptance of 
responsibility for the bombing in Iran, and since they’re a terror state, the world will 
blame them for the accident.” He dozed off on the lounge chair wrapped in his robe 
mumbling under his breath.
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 Chapter Twenty
“As long as there are men on 

the earth, there will be killing.”

J
ohn woke up on the lounge on the deck off the master. He was a little groggy, all of 
the lights in the bedroom were on, and he walked in to see that Sara wasn’t in bed. 
He walked down the hall to the guest room that he had put Jade in and found her 

and Sara asleep under the covers. Their clothes were on the fl oor, and John looked on 
shaking his head as he went back into the bedroom and got into bed and fell asleep.

The alarm went off at half past six, and the sun was glinting off the sea through 
the open blinds in the bedroom. He reached for Sara, but she wasn’t there. He got up 
and went to the bathroom then put on a robe and walked to the guest room. The bed 
was made, and the girls were not in the room. He walked out into the living room and 
through the dining room to the kitchen to fi nd Sara and Jade sitting at the island bar, 
both nude drinking coffee. He didn’t say anything. He opened the refrigerator and 
grabbed a Coke Zero, opened it, and walked over to the bar and sat down. The two 
women just sat there drinking their coffee saying nothing until John asked, “How are 
you two feeling?” Sara shook her head and motioned for him to speak softer. Jade just 
held her coffee cup saying nothing.

“Hung over?” John whispered. “Very,” Jade said, with Sara nodding very slowly. 
John took another drink of his Coke and whispered, “How was your sleep, ladies?” Jade 
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looked away, and Sara just sipped her coffee with a slight smile on her face. “The last 
time I saw you two, you were asleep together in the guest room.” Sara grabbed the coffee 
pot and poured another cup for herself and Jade. Jade smiled and put some cream in it 
and took a sip. John fi nally asked, “Do either of you want to tell me what happened?” 
Jade looked at Sara and asked, “Does what we did last night make us gay?”

John and Jim met up in the driveway of John’s house as they were leaving for 
their offi ces. “I bet Sara is hung over, man…she really tied one on last night.” John 
stood staring at Jim but said nothing. “Have you talked to Jade this morning? She 
was pretty plowed, too. I got a message overnight that there was a homicide in the 
West Hollywood Hills, and that they needed the sheriff’s department. Did you get any 
calls?” John shook his head. Jim lit a cigarette and asked John, “What the hell’s going 
on?” Barbara came walking out from the side of the house talking as she walked, 
“Jimmy, I need you to drop me at the courthouse. My car is still in the structure.” She 
saw the two men standing by their vehicles neither saying a word. “What’s the standoff 
here, boys?” Barbara walked to the front of Jim’s car and sat down on the hood. 

“Jade thinks she’s gay,” John said softly. Barbara smiled and asked, “What 
happened?” John started to explain when Barbara cut him off. “Are the girls in the 
house?” He nodded. “You two get off to work; I will talk to them. I can assure you, John, 
that neither of the girls is gay. Try and relax. I’m sure Sara will give you a call later.” 
John opened the door to his truck slowly as Jim walked over to the driver’s side door 
of his car. He took a drag of the smoke and blew it high into the air and said, “A bitch, 
ain’t it? Hey, look at the bright side. If Barbara says they’re not gay, they’re not gay. You 
might get lucky like Steve did a few years ago and get a threesome.” Jim turned to walk 
away but stopped and turned to John and said, “Or…Sara could dump your ass like Barb 
did mine to be with her lover.” Jim let out a loud laugh as he got in his car and drove 
away. John followed Jim down the drive as they headed for their offi ces.

John had voicemail from Steve when he got to the offi ce. The offi ce was a buzz 
over the nuclear explosion in Iran last night. He called Steve back. “Hoffman.” “Hi, 
Steve, it’s John. I’m returning your call.” There was a moment of silence, and Steve 
said, “I’ve been at the White House all morning. The president and other world leaders 
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are trying to piece together what happened in Tehran this morning.” “Okay…what 
does that have to do with you or me?” “Well, I couldn’t help but notice that through 
the whole ordeal in Los Angeles in the past few days I only saw you a couple of times.” 
“So?” “Well, I find it strange that The Eagle had gone to so much trouble to uncover 
and destroy an unprecedented conspiracy, and you were not hot on his heels!” John 
sighed. “What makes you think that I wasn’t?” “I don’t know. A hunch?” 

John looked down at the cover of the Times on his desk. The front page had the huge 
mushroom cloud over Tehran and the caption, “Who did this?” “You know, Steve, I’m 
looking at the cover of the Times, and it seems to me that there are much bigger questions 
to ask other than where I was while The Eagle was doing his thing. I would imagine 
that somehow the international community is going to try to blame the U.S. for what 
happened in Tehran.” “No…not at all. Like I told you, I have been in meetings at the 
White House all morning. The international community figures that the nuke heads that 
ran the enrichment program in Iran were clueless. Russia announced today that Iran was 
able to get six nuclear fission detonation devices smuggled out of the country through 
unknown sources. Right now, the best guess of world nuclear powers is that Colonel 
Adel, the head of Iran’s nuclear enrichment program, screwed up.” 

“How?” “We have reliable intelligence that Adel was slated for public beheading 
today after promising a nuclear bomb to Iran’s supreme leader and president for the 
past several years. Our sources tell us that he was so excited when he got the firing 
pins that he had his team haphazardly put together a bomb. The problem was he didn’t 
understand the first thing about nuclear fission and overloaded a bomb with material. 
Right now, the best guess based on the blast radius is that he created a five to ten 
megaton warhead. When he opened the containers to show the world what he had 
accomplished, the firing pins were not secured, and in a fraction of a millisecond 
the bombs detonated. The total blast destroyed over nine hundred square miles from 
the immediate detonation with hundreds of thousands of square miles impacted. The 
worst part is the world will never know because millions of people are dead or dying, 
and those who were in the know were in the direct blast.” John sat down in his chair 
with the phone to his ear and said, “So, it is up to the nuclear regulatory commission 
and EPA to determine the fallout, no pun intended, to the world from the detonation?” 
“Yea, basically that’s it.” 

“Well then, Steve, I have to get to work. Jim told me about a new homicide case 
in the Hollywood Hills, and I’m expecting that he will be calling me any minute to 
get involved.” “The killing never stops, does it, John?” “As long as there are men on 
the earth, there will be killing.” Steve yawned on the other end of the line and said, 
“Okay, well, I’m sorry to be long winded. I suppose you’re right. You and The Eagle 
will keep crossing tracks until you catch him. I’m sorry if I insulted you. It’s just The 
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Eagle has me perplexed.” “As he does me, Steve, as he does me,” John said in a weary 
voice. John hung up the phone and had no sooner started to look at his desk when his 
cell rang; it was Sara. 

“Hey, sweetheart. How are you doing?” John asked in a sensitive tone. “I owe 
you an apology, John. I got Jade to bed, and then I must have undressed thinking I 
was with you and passed out. If you could have seen the look on Jade’s face when we 
woke up looking at each other in bed, you would have laughed your ass off.” “So…
you didn’t have sex?” he asked hesitantly. “The truth?” Sara asked, “Yea.” “Something 
happened between us, but we were so hammered I don’t know what we did. Barbara 
sat and talked to us this morning after you and Jim left, and we chalked it up to two 
drunk women, and Jade said that she had been really, really horny.” John was still 
sitting in his chair looking out his window. “Okay, but I don’t understand where that 
leaves us?” “I’m not gay, John. It’s something that happened, and to be honest, I only 
remember bits and pieces of the rest of the night. I love you. I’m sorry I hurt you. 
Please don’t take it out on Jade and ask her to leave.” John laughed. “I would never 
do something like that. I just wanted to know where we stand. It sounds to me like a 
drunken escapade, and since I was the one who put you two in the bedroom and bed 
together, I say let’s leave it alone.” 

Sara giggled and said, “When Barbara was done talking to us, she suggested that 
Jade and I owe you.” He looked on out over Wilshire Boulevard and asked, “Owe me 
what?” “We will discuss it tonight. I have to get to the hospital for a meeting with 
Marty and the new board. How about dinner here at home tonight? Just you, me, 
and Jade, and we can…talk!” “Okay, Sara, okay. What time is the ribbon cutting at 
the hospital?” “Oh…Marty called and asked to delay it for another day or two. They 
weren’t as far along as he thought.” “What time is dinner then?” “Seven. I love you, 
John. Be safe.” With that, Sara hung up the phone, and John did the same. He was just 
about ready to call a meeting when his cell phone rang once more. 

“Swenson.” “Crime doesn’t take a break in this fuckin’ town, John. I just got to 
the crime scene in the Hollywood Hills. It’s a homicide.” Jim sounded breathy. “Are 
you okay, Jim? You sound out of breath.” “Yea, yea, I had to climb up the side of 
a fuckin’ hill near the Hollywood sign to get to the scene. You need to get out here 
ASAP. It looks like we have a new killer on our hands.” “Okay, I’m en route.” John 
hung up the phone and called out to his secretary to tell her he was heading for a crime 
scene and needed his CSI team ready to go. John walked out of the building, got in his 
truck, and headed for the coordinates Jim gave. As he drove down Wilshire he said to 
himself, “Just when I think things can’t get any more strange, my own wife surprises 
me.” He drove up into the Hollywood Hills to do the job he was hired to do with the 
FBI, not anything more sinister, at least that’s what he told himself.
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 A Model for Murder
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Five

Prologue

T
he sea was glassy in the late afternoon sun. Sara was pulling a double shift at 
Northridge Hospital, and John had the fi rst Saturday afternoon off in nearly 
two months. He was just settling in to sit on the deck off the living room near 

the infi nity pool when the doorbell rang. John walked to the front door clad in only 
a pair of swim trunks, his massive frame lumbering toward the door. He opened 
it to fi nd Jim O’Brian standing there in a pair of shorts and a Hawaiian shirt with 
Jade Morgan next to him in a sundress. John turned back into the house leaving 
the door open as Jim and Jade walked in. “Nice package!” Jade said as John stood 
on the edge of the pool looking at the two of them, waiting for the shoe to drop on 
his weekend.

“Yea…thanks Jade. Like you don’t know what’s under my swimsuit.” She 
laughed, and Jim just rolled his eyes. “Can we desist with the sexual innuendos 
you two morons? It’s getting fuckin’ old!” Jade sat down on one of the patio chairs 
and said, “Oh, give it a rest, Jim. You’re just jealous.” John stretched back fl exing 
the muscles in his back and chest and jumped into the pool. He swam a couple of 
laps before pulling himself up out of the pool and walking back to Jade and Jim, 
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dripping wet. Jade handed him a towel, and he asked, “To what do I owe my fi rst 
weekend off in two months being interrupted?” Jade pulled out a gray case folder 
from under her arm and put it on the glass table in the early afternoon light. 

“Here are the autopsy reports you requested on the last fi ve victims of the 
Hollywood killer.” John was drying off and sat down and opened the fi le. Jim took 
out a cigarette and motioned for approval to smoke. John nodded, and Jim lit up. 
He sat looking at the fi le while Jade and Jim sat watching him. John was deep in 
thought, and Jade took off her clothes and jumped into the pool. Jim sat smoking 
his cigarette and admiring the view as Jade slowly walked out of the water and 
asked Jim to hand her a towel. He did, and she took her time drying off. All the 
while, John’s head was buried in the case fi le. Jim looked over at John and asked, 
“How the fuck can you look at that fi le with … with that?” Jim was pointing to 
Jade’s nude body glistening in the sunlight as she walked around the pool to stand 
near the edge of the stairs leading down to the beach.” John never looked up; he 
kept reading and said, “I see it all the time, Jim. It’s no big secret.” Jim took a 
deep drag off his smoke and said, “Well, even if I got to see it all the time, it would 
distract me from anything I was doing.” 

John called out to Jade, and she walked back over and sat down nude next 
to him. “All fi ve victims are female, between twelve and sixteen, and all raped 
and had their breasts masticated by the killer…what’s he using to grind up their 
breasts?”  Jade said, “He’s using some type of grinding device that he lays his 
victims in face down to grind down the breast tissue.” Jim was smoking his 
cigarette staring at Jade as John read the autopsy reports. “The M.O. is always the 
same,” Jim said, “he grabs them from the local beaches and streets then tortures 
and rapes them before he cuts up their tits. Always the same age group, always 
well-developed girls, and …” He stopped. Jade said, “And they are always alive 
when he grinds them.” 

Jim sat back in the chair as he fi nished his cigarette and asked John, “This is 
the fi fth case in two months, John. Do you have any idea who’s doing this?” John 
closed the folder and looked over at Jade. He pointed to her breasts and said, “He 
likes them like those and Sara’s, big, full, and meaty.” Jade covered her chest for just 
a moment, not out of embarrassment but out of fear.” John laughed and said, “Relax, 
Jade. You’re not his type. He wants them young. He needs them young.” She took 
her hands away from her breasts and sat back in the chair. “The question, John, is 
why?” “That’s the million dollar question Jade, that’s the million dollar question.”
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Suzy Strom was running back to the beach from her mom’s car when she caught 
sight of a man watching her. She smiled at him as he smiled back, and she ran back to 
the water. She gave her mother the blanket and towel she asked for, and asked if she 
could go back in the water. “It’s starting to get dark, so don’t go too far out. I want to 
be able to see you.” “Okay, Mom.” She grabbed her boogie board and ran into the surf. 
Amy Strom was sitting on her blanket watching Suzy boarding in the small waves as 
the sun was setting on the Zuma Beach coastline. 

“Excuse me,” a male voice asked from behind her. She turned to see a well-
dressed man standing in the sand behind her. He was a handsome young man, and she 
said, “Yes.” “I’m sorry to intrude, but I couldn’t help but notice your sister when she 
was running back to you from your car.” Amy laughed and said, “Nice try at flattery 
young man, but that’s my daughter.” “No attempt at flattery was intended. You both 
look young.” “How can I help you?” He handed her a business card and said, “My 
name is Alan Holden, and I am president and CEO of Holden Modeling Agency.” “Uh 
huh!” Amy said with some cynicism in her voice. “I was wondering if you or your 
daughter have ever done any modeling work.” Amy turned back to face the sea and 
watch her daughter. “No, Mr. Holden, we are not models, and I can assure you that we 
have no desire to become models.” 

Holden knelt down near Amy on the blanket. “I’m not a masher, Ms….” “Mrs., 
Mr. Holden, Mrs. Strom. We really have no desire to be involved in modeling. We 
are both flattered, but if you will excuse me, it’s getting late, and I need to gather my 
daughter and our things and head for home.” She stood up and was getting her things 
together while calling out to Suzy. Alan was helping her and said, “I’m sorry Mrs. 
Strom. There was no attempt at veiled flattery. I really do think that you and your 
daughter look like sisters. My agency is recruiting new talent for television and movies 
as well as magazine modeling. Your daughter seems like she would be a really good 
fit into our portfolio, and it could be a great career move for her. I assume at eighteen 
or nineteen, your daughter is examining her options.” “Thirteen, Mr. Holden. My 
daughter is thirteen. I know that she is well-developed, and that she is very beautiful. 
I doubt that I or her father would be interested in getting her involved in modeling. 
Now, if you will excuse us.” 

Suzy came running up to the two as Amy was putting the rest of their things in a 
bag. “Hello, Suzy.” She had a surprised look on her face and said, “Um…hello. Do I 
know you?” “No, Suzy. You don’t know him. Now, help me with our things. We have to 
meet your father for dinner.” Suzy grabbed one of the bags and was flirting harmlessly 
with Alan. He followed the two of them to their car with one of the bags that they had 
on the beach. He handed it to Amy, and she put it into the car. Suzy was still flirting 
when Amy said, “Enough, young lady. Get in the car.” “Thank you for the help, Mr. 
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Holden, but we must be off.” “Well, if you change your mind, my information and 
website are on my business card.” Suzy heard him say it to her mother, and she asked, 
“What business card? What do you do?” Holden looked into the passenger window at 
Suzy and told her what he did. She started begging her mother to let her talk to Alan, 
but it was no use. Amy would have no part of it. 

They were just getting ready to leave when Alan asked, “Mrs. Strom, is that your 
umbrella over there?” She couldn’t see from the driver’s side window and got out of 
the car to check. As she did, he handed Suzy his card and whispered. “Just between us, 
if you want to do some modeling, check out our website, and if you like what you see 
give me a call. You are a very beautiful woman.” He put his fingers to his lips as Amy 
got back in the car. Suzy slipped the card down into her D cup bikini top and smiled 
as they drove off. Holden walked off into the parking lot to his car knowing he would 
hear from Suzy, and that they would have some fun.
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