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Chapter One
“Oh … and going ‘ROAD’ stands  

for ‘retired on active duty,’ and  
the answer to Agent Swenson’s  

question is … go fuck yourself.”

T
he Law Offices of Cohen, Miller & Hyde were in a state of mourning. 
Benton Harris the third, a long-time senior partner of the firm, had 
been brutally murdered by fire only a week earlier. Howard Cohen, the 

founder of the law firm, had been on the phone with both the killer and Mr. 
Harris as Harris’s killer taunted both him and Benton, and Howard ended 
up listening as Harris was doused with gasoline and set on fire in a parking 
structure between the Staples Center and the Los Angeles Convention 
Center. The case was initially with LAPD, but the gravity of the situation 
and the influence of Howard Cohen as a high-powered Los Angeles 
attorney brought with it the ability to manipulate the system and bring the 
LA County Sheriff’s Department and the FBI into the investigation.

Sheriff Jim O’Brian and Sheriff elect Samantha Pritchard were 
heading up the city and county investigation while John Swenson and 
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Chris Mantel worked it from the FBI side. Swenson called a meeting at 
his office with O’Brian, Pritchard, and their investigators to discuss the 
case and their next move. Jim walked into the conference room at the 
federal building on Wilshire Boulevard looking haggard; Sam looked the 
same. He didn’t say a word, just sat at the end of the table with her next to 
him, pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket, and put it in his mouth. 
Chris was seated with two other agents when John walked into the room.

“Well, Sam, it’s been a whirlwind week for you, hasn’t it?” John 
said. Sam nodded as he put a tablet on the table and plugged a USB cable 
into the unit. He pressed the touch screen, and the Harris crime scene 
appeared on a large screen behind him in a series of six pictures and two 
videos from security cameras at the murder scene. John looked at Jim 
and asked, “Are you still on the job, or are you going ‘ROAD’ on me?” 

Jim laughed under his breath, and one of the agents asked, “What 
does ‘go road’ mean?” 

John went to speak, but Jim interrupted him, “What Special Agent 
Swenson is asking me is since the elections are over, and Sheriff 
elect Pritchard is going to be helping with this investigation, am I 
going to sit on my ass and do nothing.” Jim chomped his cigarette 
between his teeth as Sam and John looked on and continued, “Oh … 
and going ‘ROAD’ stands for ‘retired on active duty,’ and the answer 
to Agent Swenson’s question is ‘go fuck yourself.’” John laughed as 
did others in the room. 

John pointed to the photos and said, “Okay, here’s what we have. 
Howard Cohen gave a full description of the telephone conversation 
he had with Mr. Harris’s killer. The killer claimed that more attorneys 
are going to die and that this is a result of bad legal work.” 

Chris was typing and never responded without looking up, 
“Everyone in this room knows that there is way more to this than a few 
lawyers doing some bad case work. Whoever killed Mr. Harris has a 
hell of an ax to grind, and based on Mr. Cohen’s statements, the killer 
is not just plotting against his firm, he’s plotting against lawyers all 
over LA.” John nodded as the room burst into spontaneous discussion.
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It was just after noon, and Howard Cohen was reading over a 
motion to be submitted in a high profile divorce case that he had 
agreed to handle personally for one of his longtime clients when 
there was a light knock on his office door. He looked up to see Saul 
Winston, a thirty-five-year-old billionaire real estate mogul who had 
made his money the old fashioned way; he inherited it from his late 
father, David Winston, who had died three years earlier at the age of 
fifty-five due to complications of multiple sclerosis. 

“Saul, what on earth are you doing here? No one paged me that you 
were in my building.” Saul walked with a slight limp and sat down in 
an oxblood leather chair. He looked haggard, and Howard walked over 
to him and asked, “Are you all right? You don’t look good.” 

Saul sat for a moment then put his hand on Howard’s and said, “I’m 
certainly not all right, Howard. I just came from my doctor’s office at 
UCLA.” Howard stood staring down at him and asked what happened. 

His eyes filled with tears, and he said, “I have been having some 
trouble, Howard. Some issues that I couldn’t put my finger on and 
neither could my doctors until about ten minutes ago.” 

Howard walked back behind his desk and asked, “What’s going 
on, Saul?” 

The man took a deep breath and asked, “How is my divorce 
coming? Have you heard back from Janet’s counsel?” 

“No … I am reading over a motion that I am submitting to the 
court later this afternoon as well as a motion to terminate your marital 
status as you requested, so you can move on with your plans to marry 
Heather Sands. I will file it in court at three. Are you okay?” 

Saul sat back and said, “No. I just received a diagnosis of MS.” 
Howard sat for a moment looking at him, as Saul worked hard to 
hold back his tears. Howard started to move toward him again, but 
Saul stopped him and said, “It’s okay, Howard. I didn’t know where 
else to go. You are the closest person I have to family since my father 
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died and Janet and I filed for divorce five years ago. I just needed a 
place away from everyone until I decide what I’m going to do.” 

Howard sat back down and asked, “Is your MS like your father’s? 
Primary progressive?” 

Saul shrugged and said, “It’s too soon to tell. My neurologist 
just gave me a prescription for a drug that I have to inject every day. 
Right now, I’m a mess. I don’t know what’s happening, going to 
happen, or what kind of life I’m facing.” 

Howard sat silent for a few minutes and then asked, “You don’t 
want Janet or Heather learning of this diagnosis right now?” 

“I don’t want anyone to know until I wrap my head around this 
whole situation.”

Howard nodded and looked at the Tiffany clock on his desk. It was 
ten after one. He said, “Saul, I have to be in court in a half hour on some 
other issues as well as your case, so I have to leave. You’re welcome to 
stay here in my office as long as you like. I should be done at court by 
five. If you leave, please call and tell me where you’re going. Okay?” 

Saul nodded and stood up. “I’m going to leave now, Howard. I just 
wanted you to know what’s going on. I have a lot to sort out, and since you 
are dealing with this nasty ass divorce, I figured you would be the place to 
start in this mess that’s becoming my life.” Howard tried to reassure him, 
but there were no words of comfort that he could muster, and Saul could 
see it in his face. Howard walked him out to the elevator, and the two rode 
down together to the main lobby, neither man talking to the other.  

It was half past five p.m., and Sara and Karen had come off a 
twenty-four-hour shift in the ER at Northridge Hospital. Karen had 
finished up with her last patient in her psychiatry practice, and the two 
women met in the doctor’s lounge after changing into street clothes. 
Karen was sitting in one of the plush chairs with her feet up, drinking 
a soda, when Sara walked in. “So … how did the end of shift go?” 
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Sara poured herself a cup of coffee and said, “Uneventful. Strangely 
quiet for the week before Thanksgiving.” 

“Well, enjoy it, because in a few days they will come … the food 
poisonings, the overeaters with their distended bellies all thinking they 
have some malady not caused by stuffing themselves with food and drink.” 

Sara laughed and said, “Oh yeah, and don’t forget the heart attacks 
that are really just indigestion. Of course, we’ll have real heart attacks 
caused by holiday stress and family fun times.” 

They laughed, and Karen put her can in the recycling bin and said, 
“And don’t forget I have a wedding to plan for New Year’s Day!” 

“I can’t believe that you and Chris are really going to tie the knot. I 
mean, you kids are perfect for each other, but it is all happening so fast.” 

Karen nodded and said, “Yes and no. Chris and I have been 
together over a year, and with Jade and Jessica now an openly gay 
couple in a committed relationship, I bet we will be hearing wedding 
bells for them next year as well.” Sara smiled, and Karen said, “Well, 
I’m headed back to the house. I’m hoping that Chris and I can have a 
meal together.” Sara nodded as Karen walked out.
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Chapter Two
“I hope you have damn good  

liability insurance because  
you’re in my sights now.”

T
he traffic was heavy on Santa Monica Boulevard when Cynthia 
Caldwell exited Cohen, Miller & Hyde and headed for her car. Cynthia 
was the new up and coming attorney at the firm and was becoming very 

well known for her civil rights work with her practice being directed at high 
level executive women in the work force, including cases concerning equal 
pay, sexual harassment, and other high profile litigation. She could smell 
freshly brewed coffee and the hint of baked sweets riding on the evening 
air and decided to stop for a cup of coffee and a scone before making her 
way home to her all night study for the next big sexual harassment lawsuit 
she was bringing against a small business in the San Fernando Valley.

Cynthia waited for the light to change and walked across the 
street with several people, all in a hurry it seemed. When she walked 
into the little shop, the owner, Mary Higgins, yelled out, “What are 
you doing here at night, counselor?” 
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Cynthia let out a laugh as she approached the counter and said, “I 
was going home, but then I smelled your coffee, and I just had to stop 
and have a cup and one to go with a maple scone.” Mary laughed and put 
in her order and then leaned on the counter at the front of the shop while 
several of her employees waited on the crush of evening customers. 

Mary asked, “So what are you doing tonight?” 
Cynthia looked around and said, “I’m doing some research on a sexual 

harassment case. It’s not got a lot of teeth to it, and the company doesn’t 
have insurance to defend the suit, so I’m just working to try and bust them 
out and get all of the money I can out of them before they go bankrupt.” 

Mary shook her head slowly and said, “Cynthia, I know you’re 
a rising star at Howard’s firm, but, speaking as a woman and a small 
business owner, do you have facts to support your client’s case?” 

“Look, Mary, it’s not my problem if some small business goes out 
because it did wrong to one of my clients. In fact, it’s a good thing. It sends 
a message to the rest of LA and the area not to do bad things to women.” 

Mary handed her the coffee and scone and said, “Well, I know your 
client. She worked here for a short time. Did she tell you that?” 

Cynthia was taking a bite of her scone and a sip of the coffee in her 
hand and said, “Nope. Why? Did you sexually harass her?” 

Mary shook her head slowly while looking at her and said, “No … 
but she tried to pull that same shit with two of my employees right in 
my presence, and I fired her with cause as a result of it. Your client is 
a slip and fall girl, Cynthia. She’s accident prone and always out for a 
buck. You didn’t check her out before you took her case?” 

Cynthia just laughed and said, “I looked her up, and she’s had 
a few cases before the court and has won a dollar or two against 
businesses around LA. Look, Mary, I don’t give a shit if I can settle 
a case that will make me and my firm money and get me more 
exposure. What the fuck do I care if the woman is a con artist? I’m 
an attorney. It’s my job to defend her rights.” 

Mary rang up the order, and Cynthia stopped chewing and asked, 
“Hey! What are you doing? I always get my coffee and scone free.” 
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“Yeah, well, that was before I realized you’re just another shyster 
lawyer, Cindy. From now on, if you come in for coffee or anything else, 
you pay. I will make sure my managers and employees know that as well.” 

Cynthia put the cup down and paid the bill. She looked at Mary 
as she put her wallet back in her purse and said, “My name is Cynthia 
not Cindy … got it?” Mary didn’t respond. Cynthia flung her head 
back with attitude, striking two of Mary’s patrons in the face with 
her long black hair and said, “Well, if that’s the way you’re going to 
be, I might just have to find someone who has been wronged by you 
or your business, Mary. The good thing is victims are easy to find. I 
hope you have damn good liability insurance because you’re in my 
sights now.” Mary didn’t get a chance to respond as Cynthia turned 
and barged her way out of the crowded shop onto Santa Monica. 

One of Mary’s male employees heard the exchange and moved up 
behind her and said, “With all due respect, Ms. Higgins, but you just 
made one of the most powerful civil rights lawyers your enemy.” 

She looked at the man with his apron covered in coffee stains and 
said, “Go back to work. You let me worry about her. You worry about 
my customers.” The man turned back to the counter and began to take 
an order as Mary walked back to her small office and sat down in her 
chair with a worried look on her face.

The parking structure next to Cohen, Miller & Hyde was well 
lit, and Cynthia walked up several flights of stairs then stopped at 
the third level and walked out to her assigned space. Her BMW M6 
convertible was automated and started without her needing to remove 
her key from her purse. She heard the engine start up and the door 
locks release as she approached. She had finished the scone while 
walking up the stairs and had only her purse, a small tablet carrier, 
and her coffee in her hands. There was the sudden sound of tires 
squealing from the upper level of the ten-story structure, and she 
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saw a large black van coming at a fast speed. There were two parking 
spots near her driver’s side door that were unoccupied, and the van 
caught Cynthia off guard, and she dropped her purse and her coffee. 
The van sped in her direction then stopped only inches from her. 

She looked into the windshield but couldn’t see the driver. She 
started yelling, “You dumb ass mother fucker! What the hell do you 
think you’re doing? Do you have any idea just who I am and how 
badly you scared me?” There was no movement in the van, and Cynthia 
blurted out other obscenities as the van’s engine gunned. There was 
a steel frame around the front end of the van that protruded out six 
inches. It inched closer to Cynthia as she pushed her body against her 
car. The van pressed into the femurs of both her legs just above the 
knee. She screamed as both bones snapped. It wasn’t enough to kill her, 
but it was enough to send her to the concrete floor in pain. 

The driver’s side door opened on the van, and a slender figure 
dressed in a pair of high top sneakers, blue jeans, a white T-shirt, and a 
dark ski mask got out, picked her up, and threw her into the back of the 
van. The whole thing happened in under a minute. The attacker picked 
up her purse and tablet case and slipped a folded piece of paper into the 
tight slit of the driver’s side door of Cynthia’s car and drove out of the 
lot quickly with Cynthia moaning and unable to move. 

“Don’t you worry, Ms. Caldwell. I’m going to take really, really good 
care of you.” The driver’s high pitched voice had an eerie tone to it as the 
van pulled out on to Santa Monica Boulevard.

Aston Phillips was sitting in the lobby of Howard Cohen’s 
private condo on the top floor of his law firm’s building. Aston was 
the reason Howard even had a law practice to begin with, and he sat 
quietly with his assistant. Aston had been deaf since birth, and while 
he could read lips, he didn’t speak well, so he preferred to use sign 
language to communicate. His assistant, Paul Green, sat next to him, 
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and the two were signing back and forth in conversation when the 
elevator doors in front of them opened, and Howard stepped out. 

He stopped dead in his tracks as Aston and Paul sat looking at 
him. He walked up to the two men and asked, “Aston, how did you 
get into my private residence without my knowledge?” 

Aston signed, and Paul translated, “It’s really my residence, isn’t 
it Howard? I let myself in with the pass code you provided me back 
when I loaned you the money to build this building.” 

Howard stood looking at Aston and then waved his arm and said, 
“Paul, please ask Aston to follow me into the drawing room.” Paul 
signed, and Aston nodded, and the two men followed Howard. Aston 
walked over to one of the picture windows that looked out over Santa 
Monica Boulevard and looked in the direction of the Pacific Ocean. It 
was dark, but Aston signed to Paul about different things that he saw. 

Howard walked into his two thousand bottle wine cellar and pulled 
a 2002 Domaine Leflaive Montrachet Grand Cru Chardonnay and 
walked back into the drawing room and showed it to Aston. “One of 
your favorite wines if my memory serves me correctly.” Aston nodded 
and smiled as Howard opened the bottle. He pulled three glasses from 
a cooler in the bar, filled them, and handed one to each man. 

Aston signed to Paul, who said, “Mr. Phillips says thank you, and 
at four thousand dollars a bottle, he is impressed.” 

Howard toasted the men, and when the formalities were finished, 
he looked at Aston and asked, “I haven’t seen or spoken to you in 
nearly ten years, Aston. What brings you to LA?” Aston watched Paul 
as he signed but didn’t respond right away. Howard took another sip 
of his wine and asked, “Paul, you have worked for Aston for thirty 
years. You know why he is here. What’s going on?” 

Aston had been watching Howard as he spoke. Paul looked at 
Aston, who simply nodded, and Paul said, “As you know, Mr. Phillips 
has been and remains very unhappy with you and your firm.” 

Howard sipped his wine and said setting the glass down on a 
corner table, “Aston, you can’t just let it go? Jesus Christ! It’s been 
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ten years. We have been friends our whole life. The ruling of the 
court was the ruling of the court. It had nothing to do with me. A jury 
decided the case, and they acquitted.” 

Paul cut Howard off as Aston signed ferociously, anger gripping 
his face. Paul was talking as fast as Aston was signing. “Mr. Phillips 
says, ‘I do not forgive incompetence, Howard. I do not forgive 
ignorance and arrogance. You owe who you are to me and no one 
else. You would not be the rock star lawyer you are today if not for 
me and my money. You have forgotten your roots. Forgotten the man 
who gave you the opportunity to make all of this shit happen.” 

Howard stood up and walked over to the window with his back to 
Aston and said, “I have forgotten nothing, and I am forever grateful 
for your investment in my career. However, my practice has grown and 
prospered not as a result of you but as a result of my good litigation 
practices and hiring and recruiting the best of the best lawyers.” Aston 
made a snorting sound, and Paul laughed as Howard turned to see 
a hand gesture from Aston directed at him. Howard looked at Paul 
and said, “I don’t need that interpreted for me.” Aston had his middle 
finger extended, flipping Howard off. He sat back down and asked, 
“If you’re still so goddamn angry with me, what are you doing here?” 

Aston got up and walked over to the window, signing as Paul 
translated. “I want to give you the opportunity to redeem yourself. You 
allowed my son and daughter’s killer to walk free over a decade ago.” 
Howard went to say something, but Paul shook his head and said, “I 
would strongly urge you not to interrupt Mr. Phillips, Mr. Cohen. He 
just flew in this morning from New York, and he is in a mood.” Howard 
nodded as Aston continued signing. Paul continued his translation, “You 
can make all the excuses you like for the blown case, but you were 
the one who found the technicality that allowed a murderer to go free. 
Thankfully, I had the good fortune to learn that that man is now dead, and 
that he died badly at the hands of the vigilante known as the Iron Eagle.” 

Howard looked at Aston and said, “You’re talking about Francis 
Statler, aka the Basin River Killer?” Aston nodded. Howard shook 
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his head and said, “Mr. Statler was up on charges that had nothing to 
do with your children’s death. He was on trial for the alleged murder 
of his relatives, and I didn’t get him off on a technicality. The state 
had no case. The jury didn’t find him guilty because all evidence was 
circumstantial. There wasn’t a shred of hard evidence against him.” 

“Oh, give me a fuckin’ break,” Aston signed. “You knew that 
Statler was dirty. You were his goddamn lawyer. You knew he killed 
his family members and buried them out on the land they owned in the 
Chatsworth hills. For fuck’s sake, you told me during the trial that you 
were having a serious ethical dilemma representing that piece of shit.” 

Howard looked up at Aston and said, “There is legal guilt and moral 
guilt, Aston. Yes, I knew that Mr. Statler had done some bad things … 
not to the extent that I would learn years later after he was captured by 
the Eagle and confessed to so many killings. Statler never told me he was 
guilty.” Aston threw his hands in the air, and Paul continued the translation. 

“You fuckin’ lawyers and your double talk. The bottom line is, had 
Statler been found guilty, my children would be alive today. Instead, they 
were tortured and murdered by the man you represented and allowed to be 
set free. Statler murdered my kids one week later, Howard. One fuckin’ week 
later. The son of a bitch had them alive while he was on trial, and as soon 
as he was freed, their mutilated bodies ended up in the LA River. Almost 
a decade passed before the Iron Eagle caught him and got his confession.” 

Howard sat silent with the glass of wine in his hands. He took a 
sip and said, “I have said it before, and I will say it again, Aston, I’m 
sorry. There was nothing I could do. How is it that you feel I can redeem 
myself in your eyes? Ten years is a long time not to speak, and here you 
are in my home suddenly talking to me. So, what can I do for you?” 

Aston moved away from the window and sat down next to Paul. 
He took a drink of the wine and signed that it was good. Howard 
nodded, and Paul was watching both men, waiting to translate more. 
Aston drank down the wine and handed the glass to Howard and 
motioned for more. Howard poured another glass as Aston started 
to sign, “You have had some unfortunate luck in the past week. You 
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lost Benton Harris III to an angry killer, I suspect, a former client 
of yours. I know that the LAPD, Sheriff’s department, and FBI are 
investigating the case. I want you to kill the investigation.” 

Howard sat back in his chair and said, “You want me to stop the 
investigation? I can’t do that. And even if I could, I wouldn’t. Benton 
didn’t do anything that would make him deserve to die the way he did.” 

Aston took a big drink of his wine and signed, “If you get the cops 
off of this thing, I think it will defuse itself.” 

Howard stood up and asked, “Are you telling me that you know who 
is involved with Benton’s murder?” Aston laughed and signed something 
to Paul that the two men laughed about but didn’t share with Howard. 

Aston signed, “All lawyers are corrupt, Howard, and that includes 
you. You and your firm as well as all other law firms put a premium on 
billable hours not the truth of a case. I know every judge you have in your 
pocket. I know how you tamper with juries. I know all of your political 
affiliations from the House in Sacramento to the halls of Congress, as 
you play both sides of the aisle as well as the White House.” 

Howard stood up with an indignant look on his face and said, 
“Aston, you are my client and have been from day one. I know that 
you use your billions you inherited from your father’s oil investments 
to intimidate people all the time, but that won’t fly with me.”  

“Mr. Phillips wants you to sit and listen.” Howard was about to 
say something when Aston said in a high pitched voice, “Don’t press 
me, Howard. I can speak, and I read lips. I just choose to engage in 
conversation through sign language. Now, please sit down.” 

It was the first time since Howard met Aston when the two men 
were at Harvard together that he had ever heard Aston’s voice. It 
was loud and not easily understood, but Howard sat down in stunned 
silence as Aston signed to Paul.  

“You have a problem, Howard. Someone is out there gunning for 
you. One of your high profile attorneys was killed, and you know 
why he was killed. I’m not going to get into that. What I want from 
you is access to the Iron Eagle.”
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“Why on earth would you think that I have any access to the Eagle?” 
“Because it seems like every time there is an Eagle case, you are 

involved in some legal aspect with someone connected to an investigation 
that either becomes a victim of the Eagle or is saved by him.” 

Howard just shook his head and said, “I have no damn idea who the Iron 
Eagle is, and if I did know, I would not be withholding it from the police.” 

Aston laughed and signed, “Oh, fuck you, Howard. Even if you 
don’t know directly who the Eagle is, you have contacts that do.” 

“Suppose that I do. What do you want with the Eagle?” 
Aston stood up and swallowed the rest of his wine and directed Paul to 

stand as well. Aston signed, “First, I want to thank him for getting Statler 
and avenging the death of my children … and two … I want to hire him.” 

Howard sat back in his chair and said, “You can’t be serious?” Aston 
nodded and Howard said, “Well, I don’t think that the Eagle is one of those 
killers for hire. If anything, you and I want to stay as far off the Eagle’s 
radar as we can. I’m not the only one with deadly skeletons in his closet.” 

Aston headed to the foyer and the elevator, signing as he walked. 
“That’s true, Howard. That is very, very true. However, of the two 
of us, you are the one who has more to lose by the Eagle learning 
your demons. I’m staying in my villa in Beverly Hills. You know 
the number and address. Call me when you know something.” The 
elevator doors opened, and Aston and Paul stepped inside, and the 
doors closed on a speechless Howard Cohen.
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Chapter Three
“Shit, John. It’s not who wanted  

the guy dead; it’s who didn’t.”

T
he fog hugging the Malibu coast was thick as John pulled into 
the driveway of his home. He saw that Sara’s car was in the 
garage as well as Karen’s, and he got out of his truck and walked 

around the side of the house in silence.
Sara and Karen were sitting in the living room with the sliding 

doors to the pool open, talking, when they saw a large shadow in the 
thick fog. Sara stopped talking and pointed at the doors. Karen had her 
back to the doors but said, “Hi, John. How was your day?” 

Sara laughed as he walked into the living room with a smile on 
his face and asked, “So, what now, Karen? Do you have eyes in the 
back of your head?” 

She laughed and said, “Nope … I could tell by the look on Sara’s face 
that you were going to try and spook me.” 

John put his hand on her shoulder and said, “All in good fun, 
kid.” Karen nodded and asked where Chris was. John shrugged, 
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walking over to the wet bar and said, “Well, he better be working 
up a profile on the Harris killing because we have people screaming 
from the roof tops over the situation.” 

Sara laughed, taking a sip of wine, and said, “Well, if you ask me, 
whoever killed Benton Harris did the world a favor.” Both John and 
Karen looked at Sara in a moment of stunned silence. 

John sat down with a bottle of water and asked, “You knew Mr. Harris?” 
She nodded. “Yeah. He was a son of a bitch, John. A real asshole. 

He did a lot of malpractice litigation. He was always targeting doctors 
and hospitals in LA.” 

John asked, taking a drink of his water, “And I assume that you 
were on the receiving end of one of his suits?” 

Sara sipped her wine and said, “Yes … and I bet there are a lot of 
doctors and hospital administrators sleeping better tonight, knowing 
that son of a bitch is dead.” 

Karen nodded slowly as John put his bottle on the table and asked, 
“Have you had any run-ins with this victim?” 

Karen said, “Not directly. I know his name and reputation. He was 
a high powered ambulance chaser who had the backing of a large LA 
law firm doing his dirty work.” 

“Well, the man was brutally murdered. Chris is going over the 
guy’s cases to see who might have wanted him dead.” 

Sara couldn’t help herself. She started laughing and said, “Shit, 
John. It’s not who wanted the guy dead; it’s who didn’t. Jesus. I don’t 
know of a doctor in LA who is shedding a tear over his death. I don’t 
know anyone who would have killed him, but I for one am not sad 
to see him gone.”

John picked up his bottle and said, “A man is dead, and he was 
brutally murdered. I mean, I understand your dislike of him, but the 
damn guy wasn’t a killer.” 

Sara was about to speak when Jade said from the other room, “He 
might not have been like other killers that the Iron Eagle has dealt with, but 
make no mistake, Benton Harris the third was a killer in a different way.” 
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John looked up to see Jade and Jessica walking into the living 
room. The two women were dressed in sheer robes with nothing on 
underneath, and John looked on and said, “Explain.” 

Jade asked Sara if it was okay to pour a scotch, and Sara nodded. 
She poured two and handed one to Jessica, and John asked, “Is she old 
enough to drink?” 

Jade shook her head and said, “Nope … but she’s lived ten lifetimes 
in her short years on this planet. She has done a hell of a lot worse. I’m 
not going to be her mother. She drinks and has for years.” Jessica took 
the drink and was a little sheepish as she sat down on the arm of the chair 
that Jade had sat down in. Jessica took a sip of the drink, and Jade said, 
“Benton Harris was an extortionist.” John looked on as Sara and Karen 
nodded. “He would press and pull people in a hundred directions to get 
what he wanted. Over the years, I have had several corpses come through 
my office who were direct victims of Benton Harris.” 

“Are you telling me that this Harris guy was killing people?” 
Jade nodded, taking a sip of her scotch, “Oh yeah. He was a really, 

really good killer, and his killings were legal. He drove many a good 
doctor into bankruptcy with his litigation and settlement tactics, and 
in the end there were more than a few doctors who ended their lives 
because Mr. Harris ended their ability to practice medicine.” 

John sat back and asked, “And you know this how?” 
Jade laughed, swigged down her drink, and stood up, dropping her 

robe. “I know this because I did the autopsies on at least a dozen men 
and woman who were at the top of their medical careers until Benton 
Harris got a hold of them. They left his name in their suicide notes as 
the reason for their deaths.” Jessica followed suit, dropping her robe 
and swigging down her drink, and followed Jade out to the pool. 

Sara and Karen walked out to the pool area and undressed as John sat 
and watched. He looked at Sara as she slipped into the Jacuzzi with Karen 
and asked, “Did you know any of the doctors who committed suicide as 
a result of Mr. Harris’s litigation?” Sara nodded her head as she slipped 
down under the bubbling water and reemerged with her hair slicked back.



18 • Chapter Three

She called to John and asked, “Honey, would you please bring 
me my glass of wine? I left it on the coffee table.” John stood up and 
took the half full glass out to the pool and handed it to Sara. 

Karen was sipping a soda and enjoying the jets on her back. John 
looked at the four women and said, “Well, I guess I won’t find many 
people crying over this man’s death, but it’s still my job to investigate. 
What he did in his life is one thing. Whoever killed Mr. Harris will 
kill again, and what the killer did to him was beyond brutal.” 

Sara laughed and said, “Not really. I know you would think that 
burning to death would be the worst thing in the world, but in all 
honesty, Harris got off easy.” 

“How the hell do you figure that?” 
Jade laughed as did Jessica, and Karen said, “The killer could 

have burned Mr. Harris within an inch of his life and left him to 
linger for days, even weeks, on a burn ward in horrific agony. Harris 
really did get off lucky.” 

John shook his head as he walked away, saying, “And these four 
think that the Iron Eagle is sadistic.” 

Sara must have heard him talking as he walked back into the living 
room because she called out and said, “The Eagle is sadistic, and if 
he knew that burning a person to death could be a cruel, torturous, 
and lengthy death, I’m sure he would have used that tactic.” John 
didn’t respond as he disappeared into the house. 

It was half past nine, and Jim and Sam had finished up some 
reports for the city and were getting ready to leave the office when 
his cell phone rang. He looked down, but the caller ID was blocked, 
so he let the call go to voicemail as he and Sam walked out of the 
building and both took cigarettes out of their pockets and sat down 
on the smoker’s bench. Jim lit his cigarette then Sam’s and asked her 
as he snapped his Zippo shut, “Do you have anyone to go home to?” 
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She took a hit off the smoke and took it deep into her lungs and 
let it out into the night air while answering, “No … there is no one at 
home, and to be honest, I’m really glad for that right now. I don’t need 
the drama and distraction of a lover at this point in my life and career.” 

Jim nodded, taking a hit of his smoke and said, “Yeah. You have 
that one right. The last thing a woman in her early forties needs is a 
couple of kids and a husband or wife at home.” 

Sam laughed and said, “I’m thirty-eight, asshole, and I don’t 
want a wife, husband, or kids. I want to do my job as the Sheriff of 
LA County. I’m married to my work.” 

Jim took the last hit off his cigarette and said, “Yeah, well, the 
job doesn’t give you a hug when you come home. It doesn’t have a 
conversation or give comfort when things are tough.” 

Jim was speaking softly, and Sam looked at him and asked, “Are 
you drunk? Shit, man, those are the last words I thought I would ever 
hear coming from you.” 

Jim let out a deep belly laugh and said, “I wish I were drunk … 
and, no, I’m not. The last thing you need are distractions, but as your 
mentor, I have to test you out and see where you are with all of that 
shit. When you take the oath of office and take over my job, you will 
be married to it alright.” 

He reached down and pressed a button on the side of his phone, 
and Sam asked, “What’s the problem?” 

“Oh, I have a goddamn message.” 
Sam took the last hit off her cigarette and asked, “Don’t you 

think you should listen to it?” 
Jim stood up, stretched his arms, yawned, and said, “Nope. Because 

if I answer it, it is going to be another crime scene, and I don’t want to 
deal with it tonight.” Sam grabbed the phone and dialed the voicemail. 

“What’s your damn password?” Jim rattled off six numbers, which 
Sam typed into the phone and then pressed the speakerphone button. There 
was a pause and then the sound of a woman screaming in the background. 
Sam stood holding the phone in her hands as she and Jim listened. 
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A voice came on the line. A high pitched squeaky voice that said, 
“Sheriff Jim O’Brian, long time no talk. I thought that I would give you the 
heads up on a new crime scene. There is a new victim in the hands of the 
Phoenix Killer. She is in bad shape. You can get more information from the 
note I left on her car at her office at Cohen, Miller & Hyde less than a half 
hour ago. I doubt that anyone is missing Ms. Caldwell, but you never know. 
You will find the note stuck inside the driver’s side door of her BMW. It will 
explain why I have her and what I plan to do to her. Good night.” 

The call ended, and Jim looked at Sam and said, “You see what I 
mean? Fuck! I could’ve gotten the message later or tomorrow when 
someone discovered the woman was missing, but no … Sheriff elect 
Pritchard had to force me to listen to my voicemail.” She handed his 
phone back and asked what now. Jim shook his head as he dialed. 

“We go to Cohen’s building, and we wake up and fuck up a few 
other people’s nights.” Sam was walking behind him as he spoke on 
the phone, which was still in speaker mode. 

“Swenson.” 
“Good evening, Agent Swenson. This is Sheriff O’Brian and my 

newly elected Sheriff elect Sam Pritchard. So … what’cha doin’?” 
Sam started to smile as Jim kept walking in the direction of his car. 

John sighed and asked, “What’s up, Jim? I was just getting ready 
to eat and then take a dip with Sara.” 

“Well, put those plans on hold. You can grab a taco on your way to 
a new crime scene.” 

John was standing in the kitchen looking in the fridge and asked, 
“Why am I going to do that?” 

Jim laughed and said, “I’m so fuckin’ glad you asked. I just got 
an obviously disguised voicemail message from someone who claims 
that there is another victim from Cohen’s firm.” 

“What did the person say?” 
Jim had opened the door and was pointing at Sam and saying, 

“Get in the car, princess. You made me collect the voicemail, now 
you’re going to see it through.” Jim closed the car door and said to 
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John, “The voice only told me the make of the victim’s car at Cohen’s 
building and where I could find it. The rest it said was waiting for me 
in a fuckin’ note. A goddamn note, John. How fuckin’ original is that? 
Outside of that, I could hear a female screaming in the background.” 
John told him he was on his way, and he would call Chris. 

Jim said, “That’s great news. I will see you at the firm.” 
“Where in the parking structure?” John asked. 
“Third level. It’s a BMW with a note in the driver’s side door. That’s 

all I know.” Jim hung up and looked at Sam and said, “See … now you not 
only fucked up my night and your night, but now John and Chris’s, and I 
have a feeling at some point Jade and Jessica’s as well.” Sam said nothing 
as the two drove out of the station heading for Howard Cohen’s building. 

Cynthia Caldwell was weeping in the darkness of the back of her 
captor’s van. She was trying to move her legs, and her captor said, “I 
would advise you to remain as still as possible, Ms. Caldwell. Your femurs 
are fractured; however, with the wrong move, you could end up with a 
couple of nasty compound fractures, and I wouldn’t want you to bleed out 
or do worse to yourself until I’m ready for something to happen to you.” 

Cynthia screamed into the darkness of the moving van, “Who are 
you? My God! What have you done to me?” 

“You flatter me, but I’m not God. I am only carrying out orders, 
Ms. Caldwell. You know about doing that, don’t you? You, however, 
don’t have a conscience, do you? I will remedy that.” Cynthia called 
out again, but there was no response as she felt the van hurtling 
down an unknown road to an even more unknown destination.
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 Chapter Four
“This is really, really bad. That van was
 military grade. That thing was a tank.”

J
im and Sam were standing in front of Cynthia Caldwell’s car 
when John and Chris pulled into the parking structure of Cohen, 
Miller & Hyde. Jim held a piece of paper in his gloved hand. John 

walked up and asked, “So, what do we have?” Jim opened the note 
gently then read it and handed it to him.

He read the note then handed it to Chris, who read it and said, 
“Well, it seems that Ms. Caldwell has a not so happy admirer.” John 
and Jim stood silent as Sam took out an evidence bag and held it 
open as Chris dropped the note inside. 

Jim looked at his watch and said, “It’s ten thirty p.m., John. We 
have an hour and a half before Ms. Caldwell is set ablaze.” 

John nodded with a serious look on his face and said, “Follow me. 
We need to talk to Mr. Cohen.”
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Howard was sitting in the living room of his condo in total darkness 
with the lights of the city flooding through the windows. He had received 
a call from the front desk that both the FBI and the Sheriff were asking 
for him, and he had cleared them to be shown to his unit. He sat with his 
back to the main entrance to the room, looking out the window with a 
glass in his hands when he heard the doorbell and then his butler answer. 

John, Jim, Chris, and Sam were lead to Howard. The butler left them 
alone, and John said, “Why such darkness, Howard? What is it that you 
don’t want to see?” Jim walked into the living room and over to Howard’s 
wet bar and poured himself a drink from one of the crystal decanters then 
sat down on a large couch in the middle of the room. John and Chris 
stood along with Sam in the middle of the room as Howard sat silent. 

Jim took a drink of the beverage and said, “You have a fucked 
up mess here, Howard. I have known you since you started your 
practice. I know you have a lot of demons to exercise and skeletons 
in your closet. Now would be a good time for confession.” 

Howard sipped his drink and said, “I have nothing to confess.” 
Jim let out a laugh and said, “Well, I would argue that with you. 

It appears that the same person who abducted Benton Harris has now 
taken Ms. Cynthia Caldwell. The abductor left a note.” 

Howard stood up and walked over to the wet bar, poured himself 
another drink, and said, “And let me guess … the note says that he 
will kill Cynthia for crimes against humanity.” 

Jim reached into his left top pocket and pulled out a cigarette and 
lit it with his Zippo then answered, “Well, you have that right. Who is 
the killer, Howard? You know who it is.” 

Howard walked back to his chair and sat down. He was silent for 
a few seconds, and John said, “Look, Mr. Cohen, you’re a lawyer. It’s 
your job to protect your clients; however, you have a legal obligation 
to inform law enforcement if you know about this killer.” 

“Agent Swenson, if I knew who this mad man was, I would gladly 
tell you, but I don’t. It is someone who has a real hard-on for me and 
my firm, but I don’t know the identity of the killer.” 
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Jim let out a deep breath of smoke from his lungs and said, “It’s ten 
after eleven, Howard. The note from Ms. Caldwell’s abductor says he 
will kill her very publicly at midnight. Who have you spoken to in the 
past several days about Benson’s murder outside of your office staff?” 

Howard sat sipping his drink, and Chris cleared his throat and 
asked, “Mr. Cohen, what can you tell us about your relationship with 
the billionaire Aston Phillips?” 

Howard picked up a remote control off the window ledge in front 
of him and pressed a button, and the room lit up. He looked at Chris 
and asked, “Why are you asking about Mr. Phillips?” 

Chris took a few steps into the room and said, “He has quite an axe 
to grind with you. His two children were murdered nearly a decade 
after you got Francis Statler, later known as the Basin River Killer, 
acquitted on murder charges against his still missing family members.” 

Howard stood up and said, “I didn’t get Statler acquitted. A jury 
did that. There wasn’t enough evidence.” 

Jim said, “Yeah, yeah. Who fuckin’ cares. It was ten years ago. 
Statler is dead.” 

Howard interrupted and said, “At the hands of the Eagle.” 
Jim shrugged, taking a final hit off his cigarette and said, “Sure. Whatever. 

Statler is, nonetheless, dead … too late to save Phillips’s children. Too late 
to save many, many more. Have you seen or spoken to Mr. Phillips?” 

Howard walked with a bit of a stagger over near the bar and put his 
glass on the counter. He then made his way to a loveseat across from Jim 
and sat down. He stared at the faces in the room and said, “There are old 
faces like John and you that I recognize, and then there are others that are 
new. I recognize Agent Mantel from recent crime scenes, and I, of course, 
recognize Sheriff elect Pritchard, but what are they doing here?” 

Jim laughed and said, “There’s a new generation of cops taking 
over for us old timers, Howard. I’m retiring after Sam’s inauguration, 
and Chris is the next generation of FBI profilers and investigators.” 

Howard looked up at John, towering over all in the room, but 
Chris asked, “Are you leaving the FBI, Agent Swenson?” 
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John shook his head and said, “There are always new faces in 
police work, Howard. You know that. We are all here because Jim 
received a phone call on his personal cell from the person who claims 
to have abducted your associate.” Jim played the voicemail for 
Howard, who listened intently with a perfect poker face. 

When the recording was finished, Jim asked, “Does the voice sound 
familiar?”  Howard nodded his head and said, “That’s the same voice 
that called me when Benton was murdered. Now that I hear it again, 
there is no way that anyone could talk that way and not be noticed.” 

John sat down and looked at Howard and his watch and said, “We 
are down to a half hour before Ms. Caldwell is to be murdered, and 
I’m going to step out on a limb and say the killer is going to do to Ms. 
Caldwell what he did to Mr. Harris. Now, I know a little bit about Mr. 
Harris, Howard. He was not liked in a lot of circles in the medical 
and business world here. He’s dead, and there are a lot of dry eyes in 
LA tonight. Have there been any threats to Ms. Caldwell’s life that 
you are aware of?” 

Howard shook his head. “Cindy is a great attorney. She does great 
work and protects the rights of her clients. This also makes her a 
target, Agent Swenson. Just like you putting the bad guys away. How 
many of them threaten to come after you when they get out?” 

Jim laughed and said, “Not as many as you might think.” 
John shot him a look and asked Howard for access to Cindy’s 

office. The group got in the elevator and headed down to the junior 
associate’s floor, and Howard led the group toward Cindy’s office. He 
stopped short of her door and said, “There is a lot of attorney client 
privileged information in this office. I can allow you to look at her 
public docket sheet and settled cases that are not under a gag order, 
but I cannot allow you access to her business and personal files.” 

John looked at his watch and said, “There isn’t enough time, 
Howard. It’s ten to twelve.” 

“So … what?” Howard asked. “We just sit here until Cindy’s 
body is found?” 
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Jim said with a serious tone in his voice, “No … we wait for 
the phone call. The killer knows we’re all here. It’s just a matter of 
which phone line he calls. Grab your ass, Howard, because you’re 
going to hear another one of your lawyers die.” He had no sooner 
said the words when his cell phone began to ring, and John pulled 
out his tablet and typed in some commands before Jim answered. 

Howard watched John and asked, “What are you doing?” 
John was intense as he punched information into his tablet and 

answered without missing a beat, “Setting up a GPS track. I’m going to try 
to triangulate the caller’s position and see if we can find him.” Jim pulled 
the phone and pointed it at John’s tablet and pressed the answer button. 

“O’Brian.” Jim pressed the speaker phone on his cell, and John 
nodded that he had a link that was tracking the caller.

“Good morning, Sheriff O’Brian. I should also send my greetings 
to Special Agents Swenson and Mantel, Sheriff elect Pritchard, as 
well as Howard Cohen, who I am certain is with you all.” 

Jim looked around and then said, “Yeah, yeah, asshole, so you 
know we’re all here. What’s your fuckin’ beef with Ms. Caldwell?” 

The caller’s voice was high yet steady, “Oh Sheriff, where to 
begin? I’m certain that you have been talking to Mr. Cohen, so you 
know the type of law this predator practices.” 

Jim laughed and said, “Hey, I don’t like lawyers, but I don’t go 
around killing them.” 

The caller laughed softly and said, “Perhaps you should. They 
are parasites on our society. Ms. Caldwell, here, likes to bring 
frivolous actions for both billable hours and settlement. Were you all 
aware that Ms. Caldwell in her two years of practicing law at Cohen, 
Miller & Hyde has never brought a single case to a judge and jury? 
Nope. She settles. She extorts money out of insurance companies 
and businesses large and small, and it has been quite profitable for 
you and Mr. Cohen, hasn’t it Ms. Caldwell?” 

There was some rustling and then Cynthia could be heard loud 
and clear on the other end of the line. “Help me … oh God, please. 
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Howard, if you’re there, help me. This son of a bitch broke my legs. 
I can’t walk. He has me blindfolded, and I smell gas. Jesus Christ! 
Who are you?” 

The man came back on the phone as Cynthia could be heard begging 
and pleading in the background. John was staring at his tablet as Jim held 
the phone in the palm of his hand, so all could hear the conversation, 
then he spoke up and said, “Look, asshole, so you have a hard-on for 
lawyers. So does the rest of the world. What has Ms. Caldwell done to 
you that you feel is deserving of what you are doing to her?” 

“Oh Sheriff, it isn’t what she has done to me. It’s what she has done to 
so, so many. She loves the smell of blood. She’s drawn to it whenever she 
senses she can make a quick buck at the cost of someone else’s livelihood.” 

Jim muted the phone and said, “You all know that this is not 
going to end well, right? He’s going to kill her for fuck’s sake. John, 
do you have anything?” 

He shook his head and said, “He’s scrambling the signal. It’s 
bouncing all over the globe. This guy’s a pro.” 

Jim unmuted the phone, and before he could say anything, the 
voice on the other end of the line spoke, “Let me guess. Agent 
Swenson is trying to track my location. Do you really think I’m that 
stupid? I promise you all, however, that when I am finished with Ms. 
Caldwell, I will reveal my location, so you can retrieve her remains.” 

Sam spoke up, “Killing Ms. Caldwell will right no wrong. You 
know that. If she has done anything illegal, turn her over to us, and 
we will see that justice is served.” 

There was laughter on the other end of the line. “Sheriff elect 
Pritchard, you can’t be that naïve. Ms. Caldwell has broken only 
the laws of fair play and business acumen. She has drunk from the 
fountain of others pain and suffering with her litigation practices. 
She has broken no law that you could bring charges against her for. 
She is being tried by me, and given her extensive case history, she 
has been found guilty of enriching herself and others through the 
blood, sweat, and tears of her victims.” 
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Jim shouted back, “Who the fuck are you? The lawyer terminator? 
Do you think if you off a few lawyers that they are going to stop being 
the predators that they are?” 

There was a moment of silence and then the sound of liquid splashing 
and Cynthia screaming and crying out, “Oh God, please, my God. It’s gas, 
Howard. It’s gasoline that he’s pouring all over me. Save me for God’s sake. 
Please, someone, save me. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I will repent of my ways. 
I will go a different direction in my practice. Please, please let me live.”  

“Don’t worry counselor, I’m not going to kill you …  just burn 
you a bit like you have burned others. Who knows? You might even 
survive. Howard, after I set Ms. Caldwell on fire, you might want to 
call the burn ward either in Sherman Oaks or Northridge. You folks 
are going to want to get Ms. Caldwell immediate treatment for the 
second and third degree burns she is about to suffer.” 

Cynthia began screaming louder and crying, “I’m burning. My 
God, I’m on fire. Help me, help me!” Her voice began to fade as the 
sound of flames could be heard on the other end of the line. 

They could hear a heavy sound of thrashing and pounding, and the 
voice came back, winded, and said, “Okay, well, I put out Ms. Caldwell, 
and I have released the blocking on my cell phone, Agent Swenson. 
You should be able to see my location. You should hurry though. Ms. 
Caldwell won’t survive long without treatment. Good luck.” 

The line went dead, and John was staring at his tablet when his 
eyes went wide. Just as he started to speak, the fire alarm in Howard’s 
building went off, and Jim looked up at John and said, “The parking 
structure?” John nodded as all ran from Cynthia’s office.

The only sound that Sara could hear in her sleep was the gentle 
surf outside her bedroom window. She had fallen asleep reading a 
medical journal and had just put her e-reader on the nightstand when 
her cell phone starting ringing. She sat up and reached in the darkness. 
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“Dr. Swenson.” 
John’s calm voice was on the other end of the line, “Sara, I need 

you to call in your burn unit trauma team. We are transporting a 
victim to Northridge.” 

Sara asked, “Where are you transporting the victim from?” 
“Downtown. We have life flight on the roof, and they have the 

victim on board.” 
“How bad are the burns?” 
John paused then said, “It’s hard to say. Seventy to ninety percent 

of the body. The head and face are not burned, but that’s about all.” 
Sara got up out of bed and asked, “Are you coming to the hospital?” 
“Yes … after I process the scene with the others.” 
Sara was throwing on clothing as she spoke, “Got it. I will call 

our burn team now and have them at the hospital. Does this victim 
have anything to do with the attorney killed last week?” 

“Yes … it’s the same killer.” Sara hung up the phone and called 
the hospital. 

There was nothing but a black streak and blood on the pavement in 
front of Cynthia Caldwell’s BMW. Her purse and personal belongings 
were neatly set on the front seat of the car where the killer had left them. 
Howard Cohen was standing to the side as emergency workers and law 
enforcement worked both in getting Cynthia out to the chopper as well as 
taping off the garage and the crime scene. Chris, Jim, and Sam were busy 
processing the scene as John walked down level by level until he reached 
the street. He moved through the darkness and slid behind several tall 
bushes next to the structure entrance that faced Santa Monica Boulevard. 

Traffic was very light. It was just past one a.m., and he crouched down 
in the brush and scanned every aspect of the street. He looked at each 
car, and as he did, he held his tablet close to his breast plate and typed in 
license plate number after number, recording every vehicle he could see. 
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The action from Caldwell’s burning was on the third level of the structure, 
and there weren’t any patrol officers sealing it off yet. John watched as cars 
drove by; some fast, some slow, distracted by the lights coming out the 
open sides of the ten-story structure. The gleaming structure at ten thousand 
Santa Monica Boulevard, near the corner of Century Park East and Moreno 
Drive, had two exits: one onto Moreno Drive and the other out onto Santa 
Monica, allowing quick and easy access to all major freeways and streets. 

John was getting ready to move back into the building when he saw a 
dark, windowless cargo van with a modified front end pull slowly out of a 
one-way alley and turn onto Moreno Drive. The headlights were off, and 
the van moved slowly up the street. The driver and passenger windows 
were darkly tinted, and John watched as the van crept slowly toward the 
intersection of Moreno and Santa Monica. He looked for a license plate 
as the van passed him, but there was none, so he pointed the tablet’s 
camera in the direction of the van and began filming. He followed with 
the camera until the van turned on Santa Monica Boulevard, and he ran 
across the street and followed it around the corner. He stopped short of 
the intersection and pinned his body against the side of an office building 
as he put the tablet around the corner. He could see that the van had 
stopped and was idling, so he grabbed the police radio off his belt clip 
and called out, “Jim, do you have your ears on? Over.” 

Jim was standing with Sam, who was taking samples and bagging 
them, when his radio crackled with John’s voice on the other end. He 
said, “Where the fuck are you, Swenson?” 

“I’m standing at the corner of Moreno Drive and Santa Monica 
Boulevard where there’s a black van with blacked out windows, no 
license plate, and a modified front end idling.” 

Jim walked off in the direction of the open parking structure and looked 
down onto John’s location and could see him on the dimly lit street. He 
put the radio to his lips and said softly, “You think you have the killer?” 

“I’m willing to bet your life on it.” 
Jim told John to hold, and he changed channels and ordered an all 

call for the corner of Moreno and Santa Monica. He changed back to 
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John’s channel and said, “I have units rolling. Where’s your truck?” 
John looked up and could see Jim looking down at him from the third 
level. He pointed toward the parking garage, and Jim came back and 
said, “Well, are you waiting for an engraved fuckin’ invitation? You 
have about sixty seconds before LAPD and my units come rolling, 
lights blazing, and chasing this guy.” 

John ran back across the street to his truck, started it, and 
whipped a U-turn on Moreno then pulled out onto Santa Monica 
Boulevard. There were two or three seconds of silence, and then the 
van screeched its tires and began to fishtail as it started down the 
street with John hot on the driver’s heels. He radioed to dispatch 
that he was on North Santa Monica Boulevard and was barking out 
a description of the van as well as cut off points for LAPD, Sheriff’s 
cruisers, and California Highway Patrol, who were joining the chase. 

He called out over the radio and said, “We need a road block at 
North Doheney and Santa Monica.” Jim was barking orders to his 
units, and John was in hot pursuit. He could see the flashing lights 
in the intersection of North Doheney and Santa Monica and men 
getting out of their cars guns drawn. John looked down at his own 
speedometer. He was doing nearly ninety miles an hour, and the van 
was at least three car lengths ahead of him. He gunned the throttle, 
and as he did, the van entered the intersection, striking two cruisers 
head-on, sending the cars spinning and officers flying through the air. 

He could hear the pop of weapons discharging, and two bullets 
passed through his back window narrowly missing him.  John ducked 
down with one hand on the wheel and the other on the radio, and he 
called out to Jim and said, “Jesus Christ, Jim! Tell them that the black 
Chevy Silverado is a damn federal vehicle! I just about got shot!” He 
was fast approaching the van, which had been slowed down by the 
impact with the police cars. 

Three officers were now on his tail, and he could hear Jim yelling 
over the radio, “You fuckin’ assholes! Don’t shoot the black pickup! 
That’s FBI Agent John Swenson leading the pursuit.” 
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EMT and officer-down calls were coming, but John stayed on the 
van as it picked up speed. He called out over the radio and said, “We are 
approaching North La Cienega.” John saw several more cruisers pulling 
into the intersection and called out, “Get out of the way! Get the goddamn 
cars out of the way. He just went through three cars like they were butter. 
The suspect has some type of armor on the van. Shoot the windshield.” 

John tried to get up next to the van, but it cut him off, and he slid in 
behind it as he heard the weapons and saw sparks flying off the van. They 
flew through the intersection, and John heard two officers come back over 
the radio, “We fired at the van, and we had at least five strikes on the 
windshield with no damage. It appears to have bulletproof glass.” 

“We need LAPD SWAT,” John said. “We need an armored vehicle 
to block the street.” 

Jim came over the radio and said, “SWAT can’t get here in time. I 
have eyes in the sky. This fucker isn’t going to get away.” John made a 
hard turn and moved next to the van, but as he did, the driver hit the side 
of John’s truck and sent it flying into the median. As he regained control, 
he pulled his service weapon and shot at the van’s back windows. The 
shots just sparked and bounced off the glass without making a scratch. 

“Jim, the guy has a damned armored van. We need artillery to stop 
the thing.” The van made several more maneuvers, striking parked 
cars along Santa Monica as the chase entered West Hollywood and 
residential areas. John called out over the radio for units to back off. 
He looked at the clock on his dash, and it was ten to two. He radioed 
to Jim and said, “Fuck, Jim, the bars are going to start closing, and 
people are going to be hitting the streets. I’m on the van.” 

Jim called out to the units to back off as he ordered the choppers to 
stay on the van then said, “You have to call off the chase, John. This is 
getting too real. I have three officers down. One of them is dead. This 
guy has no regard for human life. You have to back off.” John was racing 
behind the van as the two vehicles hurtled in the direction of the 101. 

John came back on the radio and said, “We’re approaching the 
101 Freeway. If he stays on the streets, I will pull off. If he hits the 
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freeway, I will stay on him.” He could see the nightsun shining off the 
black van as it turned onto the freeway and headed for downtown Los 
Angeles. He swung behind the van and sped up. 

“John, you’re alone with the fucker. CHP, LAPD, and my people 
are off him. He’s all yours. We have eyes in the sky.” John raced up 
and bumped the van, sending it fishtailing. As he pulled back, the 
driver got control. He moved to hit it again when the driver slammed 
on his brakes, and John plowed right into the back of the van. The 
airbags deployed, and John was working to push them down as the 
van took off again headed in the direction of the 110 Freeway. 

He pressed the gas pedal, but the truck was dead. The front end 
was pushed up nearly into the cab, and John kicked the driver’s side 
door to force it open and stepped out onto the freeway. Three CHP 
cruisers passed him and a fourth stopped. The officer got out and 
asked, “Are you alright, Agent Swenson?” 

John nodded and said, “Get in. I’m not done chasing this guy.” 
John took the wheel while the officer got in the passenger side, 

and the two men took off down the freeway as John radioed for 
the van’s position. It was speeding down the 110 and had passed 
downtown and was nearing Staples Center. John looked over at the 
officer and said, “There’s no way we’re going to catch this guy.” 

The officer shook his head and said, “Not at the speeds he’s 
going. If he stays on the 110, however, he will run out of freeway 
when he hits San Pedro.” John nodded as the two men drove down 
the 110, listening to radio chatter from the choppers flying overhead. 

One of the pilots called out, “Suspect is on the 110, transitioning into 
San Pedro, and is headed for Long Beach.” John had the pedal to the 
floor as they raced down the freeway and made a sharp turn near San 
Pedro and crossed Terminal Island. He looked at the GPS in the car and 
said, “He will hit the 710 Freeway and head back inland.” No sooner had 
he said it then he heard one of the chopper pilots echo his words. 

He looked over at the officer in the seat next to him and said, 
“We’re not far from this guy.” 
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He transitioned to the 710 Freeway when he heard two of the 
chopper pilots say, “Where did he go?” 

“What do you mean, where did he go?” 
There was a moment of silence, and the two pilots were talking back and 

forth when one of them came on the radio and said, “We lost the suspect. I 
repeat, we have lost the suspect.” John could see the hovering choppers with 
their nightsun beaming down on the freeway and the area surrounding it. The 
van disappeared into an industrial park off the 710 Freeway not to be found. 

Jim was yelling at the top of his lungs, “You lost him … you 
fuckin’ lost the suspect? We have one confirmed dead officer, several 
others with unknown injuries, a fucked up FBI truck, and you’re 
telling me that you lost the fucker?” 

John broke in on the radio transmission and said, “I’m calling in 
reinforcements, Jim. You do the same. We need to close down the 
entire area and start a door-to-door search.”

One of the pilots came back and asked, “Search of what? This is an 
industrial area. Shipping container storage and other types of facilities. 
The only things you are going to get out here are some security guards 
… maybe. The guy’s a ghost, Agent Swenson. You’re just going to waste 
time and resources. Whoever that was has some kind of infrastructure to 
just vanish. This guy isn’t working alone.” 

It was ten after four, and John and Jim had ordered every available 
agent and officer to do a door-to-door search but nothing was found. 
Jim looked at John as the two men stood on the now shut down 710 
Freeway and said, “It would be better to get to the hospital and see if 
we can get any information from Caldwell.” 

John was standing with his hands on his hips looking at all the 
manpower in the distance. He turned to Jim and said, “This is bad, Jim. 
This is really, really bad. That van was military grade. That thing was a 
tank. We have a special kind of killer here, and one of the pilots hit the 
nail on the head when he said the killer isn’t working alone.” 

Jim put his arm on John’s shoulder and said, “Come on. I’ll give you 
a ride to the hospital. I don’t think we have much time.” The two men 
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got into Jim’s car, and as they headed for Northridge Hospital, Jim said, 
“Your truck is totaled.” John nodded, and Jim asked, “So what now?” 

John looked out the car window, “I can get another truck, Jim. We 
only have one chance with Caldwell.”
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Chapter Five
“I’m not going down with  

the ship, Howard. If you can’t  
deal with this shit, then I will!”

I
t was just before sunrise, and the black van sat parked in a large 
cargo container as its driver surveyed the damage. He was dressed 
in a pair of black jeans with a white T-shirt and tennis shoes. As he 

walked around the van, his cell phone rang. “Yeah.”
“You had to tear apart half of LA and kill three cops?”  
“Would you have preferred I’d been caught?” 
There was dead air, and the caller said, “I would have preferred 

that you got the hell out of Cohen’s place after you killed Caldwell. 
Instead, you have tipped our hand at the type of equipment I am 
providing to you as well as made yourself the most wanted man 
in Los Angeles. You’re now a cop killer. One LAPD officer and 
two Sheriff’s deputies. And I guarantee that not only have you 
put yourself on the state and federal most wanted lists, you have 
definitely garnered the attention of the Iron Eagle.” 
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The man walked around the van and leaned against the front 
grate and took off the ski mask he’d been wearing all night. He put 
the phone on speaker and said, “You know as well as I that it was 
only a matter of time before I got everyone’s attention. Did I want 
to kill cops and make a mess of the city? Fuck no, but I had fuckin’ 
FBI Agent John Swenson hot on my ass until I destroyed his truck. I 
haven’t heard any news. Did I injure that fucker?” 

The voice on the other end of the line laughed and said, “No … you 
pissed him off, but you didn’t hurt him. He is still hot on your ass.” 

“Well then, we will just see how close he gets. If he gets too close, 
I know just what to take from him that will bring him to his knees.” 

The caller on the other end of the line coughed and then said 
firmly, “Don’t even think that way. You go after anyone that Swenson 
cares about, and I have a feeling you will bring the wrath of hell down 
on both of us. He will do his job, and you will do yours. If I find out 
that you’re fucking with Swenson or his friends and family, I will 
have you killed before you can take your next piss. Are we clear?” 
There was a deep sigh, and the caller asked again, “Are we clear?” 

“Yes … we’re clear. This is your revenge. You’re the brains, and I’m 
just the brawn, but I warn you, if Swenson gets too close to you or me, 
we are not going to have many options short of getting ourselves killed.”  

“I will deal with Swenson. You just stick to the plan … lay low for 
a day or two. You can’t drive the van anymore. I will have to get you 
another vehicle. Until I do, go home.” 

The van’s driver pressed the end button on his cell phone and looked 
down to see bits of blood, flesh, and police uniform in the grill and on 
the steel housing around the front end. He leaned down and picked 
bone fragments out of the steel tubing. He took one and put it between 
his teeth like a tooth pick and took a deep breath in, allowing the smell 
of blood from the shard to pass over his taste buds. He laughed and 
said, “What do you know? Cops really do taste like bacon.”
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Cynthia was in a clean room at Northridge Hospital on a ventilator when 
John arrived with Jim. He looked in through a large window as two doctors 
and nurses worked on her. Sara walked up behind him and put her arms 
around his waist, hugging him. He put his hands on her and asked, “Will 
she make it?” Jim stood off to the side out of John’s sight shaking his head. 

Sara could see Jim and said, “She has burns over ninety percent 
of her body. We have her in a drug-induced coma because if she was 
awake she would be in agony.” 

He pulled her to his side and asked, “Let me guess. Hypovolemic 
shock.” 

Sara nodded and asked, “How do you know that term?” 
“We dealt with field dressing burns in the Corps as well as at the 

academy. Is your team able to hydrate her at all?” Sara knocked on 
the glass, and one of the doctors turned around, and she motioned for 
him to come out. He exited the room, removed the special clothing 
he was wearing to protect Cynthia, and walked out to greet Sara. 

The doctor approached, and Sara said, “Doctor Ephraim Romady, I 
would like to introduce you to my husband, FBI Agent John Swenson. 
Your patient is his case. He has some questions for you.” 

Romady smiled and reached out and shook John’s hand and said, 
“You want to know if she will survive?” John shook his head and said, 
“No … I know she won’t survive. I need to talk to her before she dies.” 

The doctor was ill at ease with John’s candor and asked, “Is it the 
custom of the FBI to pronounce death when there is still life?” 

Jim chimed in and said, “Please spare us the fuckin’ homilies of 
hope, doctor. We are professionals in our field as you are in yours. 
The woman is dead. You know that. I know that. The pigeons shitting 
on the window ledge outside know that. She’s the only living link to 
a savage killer, and we need to talk to her and get what she knows 
before we lose the opportunity.” 

John nodded, and Romady looked helplessly at Sara, who nodded as 
well and said, “I’m sorry, Ephraim, but they’re right. Can you bring her out 
of the coma long enough to allow these men to get a statement from her?” 
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Romady looked into the room at Cynthia and then at Jim and 
John and said, “Everything that you both say is true, but to put her in 
such agony is inhumane.” 

John put his hand on Romady’s shoulder and said, “What her killer 
did to her is inhumane. Look at her, doctor. Just a few short hours 
ago that woman was walking and talking and living a life, and now, 
because of some deranged lunatic, she has been effectively burned to 
death. We need to talk to her. Can she breathe on her own?” 

Romady nodded and said, “Once we take her out of the coma 
she will be able to breathe, but she’ll probably only live for a few 
minutes before the shock and pain take her.”

John and Jim dressed in yellow clean suits as did an artist from the 
FBI who John called in to create a sketch of the assailant. John leaned 
down and whispered into Sara’s ear, “Can you mix my painkiller 
cocktail here and administer it to Ms. Caldwell?” 

“John … she’s not my patient, and it is unethical for me to use what 
raises to the level of an experimental drug on a patient. Besides, there 
will be an autopsy.” Sara stopped mid-sentence and said, “But you can 
have the blood results buried?” John nodded, and Sara told Romady to 
start to take Cynthia out of the coma, and that she would be right back. 

He started the process, and Sara returned dressed in the yellow 
protective clothing. Cynthia was moaning and choking as they removed the 
ventilator, and she was crying and screaming as the medications began to 
leave her system. John distracted Romady as Sara injected the medication 
into Cynthia’s IV, and in a matter of seconds, she was calm and lucid. 

Doctor Romady looked at Cynthia and said, “You are in the 
hospital, Ms. Caldwell. You have been badly burned.” 

She choked a little and said, “I remember being set on fire, but 
I don’t understand why.” John stepped over to the bed along with 
Jim and the artist and told Cynthia his name and what he did for a 
living. He explained that they needed information and a description 
of the man who had done this to her. Cynthia didn’t miss a beat as 
she described in great detail the events leading up to her burning. The 
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sketch artist worked feverishly drawing as Cynthia spoke and in a 
matter of minutes had a sketch that he held up to her.

John asked, “Is this a good likeness of the man?” She nodded 
her head weakly. John had his tablet recording, and Jim had his midi 
recorder out, and John asked, “Is there anyone you can think of who 
would want to hurt you?” 

Cynthia laughed and coughed a bit and said, “I’m a lawyer. I 
handled some cases that were … let’s say, dancing on the edge of 
legal. I hurt a lot of people for the sake of money in my few years 
practicing law. There are at least a dozen people off the top of my 
head that I know won’t be sorry to see me hurt or dead.” She rattled 
off several names and then looked at John and said, “You have the 
most beautiful blue eyes. Are you single?” John smiled slightly but 
didn’t get the chance to respond as Cynthia’s pupils began to dilate. 
She gasped three times and then died as all in the room looked on.

Howard Cohen was sitting in the living room of his condo when 
he received the call that Cynthia was dead. It was seven fifteen a.m., 
and he sat looking at a painting over the fireplace. It was an original 
Marc Chagall titled “Soleil dans le ciel de Saint-Paul.” It was a gift 
for a case that he handled in the mid-eighties for one of his wealthiest 
clients, who was forever thankful that Howard had prevailed. 

He stared at the artwork as the morning sun rose, bathing the 
painting in light. He was so drawn into the painting he didn’t notice 
Sandy Hyde standing in the foyer off the living room. She cleared 
her throat, which surprised Howard, who was engrossed in thought. 
He jumped, and she said, “I’m sorry to have startled you, Howard.” 
He waved for her to enter the room, and she sat down next to him on 
a sofa in the center of the room and looked up at the piece. 

Howard said, “This was done by Marc Chagall in nineteen eighty-
three only a few years before his death. It was a gift from a grateful client.” 
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Sandy looked up at it and said, “I remember you telling me the story 
of this painting. It’s quite lovely. It is based on one of the oldest medieval 
villages in France. If I remember correctly, it’s the village of Saint-Paul-
De-Vence on the French Riviera, right?” Howard nodded. She stood up 
and said, “You know that Cynthia Caldwell is dead, don’t you?” Howard 
nodded. She walked over to one of the windows and said, “We are being 
targeted, Howard. Someone has a very, very large grudge against the firm 
and our partners.” Howard did not gesture. He just stared at the painting. 
Sandy continued, “Have you spoken to Aston since Benton’s murder?” 

Howard looked away from the painting and over at her and asked, 
“Why do you ask?” 

Sandy fumbled with a small bag she held in her hands and said, 
“Because I have a feeling that Aston or someone he controls is behind 
this.” Howard slowly shook his head. 

“I have spoken to Aston, and he has nothing to do with this. He is 
upset, but he is now speaking to me after a near ten-year silence.” 

She sat down on a loveseat and asked, “If it’s not Aston, then 
who is it, Howard? Who has been harmed so badly by this firm that 
he or she would go to these lengths?” 

Howard walked over to a small table where there was a coffee 
pot and several cups. “Coffee?” 

Sandy looked at him with a soft look in her eye and said, “Please 
… black.” 

Howard laughed lightly and said, “I know how you like your 
coffee, my dear. It hasn’t been that long.” He handed her the cup and 
then walked over and sat down in a chair across from her. 

Sandy took a sip and said, “It’s been a few years. You and I 
stopped seeing each other just before Molly Hoffman came back into 
your life. You were quite the friend to her in the last months of her 
life.” Howard sipped his coffee and nodded as she continued, “I have 
a new life, Howard. I’m sixty-three and married with a five-year-old 
son. I’ll be damned if I’m going to be murdered or lose the firm I have 
spent my entire career building over some nut job with a grudge.” 
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Howard sipped his coffee and said, “I built this firm, Sandy. I recruited 
you out of Harvard thirty years ago. You have made some great strides in 
your life and career. How is Ben doing, being home with your son?” Sandy 
sat the cup down on the table, pressed her hands against her navy blue 
Calvin Klein business suit, and tilted her head to one side. He looked at her 
and said, “Sometimes I forget just how beautiful you are.” 

She smiled. Her short salt and pepper hair neatly groomed, her 
high cheek bones and deep amber eyes soft in the morning sunlight. 
“Ben is fine.” 

Howard took another sip of his coffee and said, “You worry about 
your family, Sandy. Let me worry about the firm. I have feelers out 
in and outside of law enforcement. We will catch this killer.” 

Sandy stood up, straightened her back, and said, “You do what 
you need to, Howard, but I am not without influence in this firm. You 
and I know that Benton and Cynthia’s murders aren’t exactly hurting 
everyone, and you and I are two of those people. You can pretend you’re 
saddened over their deaths, but in the end, they benefit the firm.” 

Howard poured himself another cup and said, “Benefit? I don’t 
understand how those two deaths benefit the firm.” 

Sandy’s face grew grave, and she said while picking up her 
handbag, “You know and I know that Benton was talking to the 
feds. You and I also know that Cynthia would sleep with anything 
that walked to get what she wanted, including Benton. This firm is 
laundering a substantial amount of money and protecting several high 
profile clients through, let’s say, less than legal manners. So, don’t 
keep your nose up in the air with me, Howard. We all have skeletons 
in our closets. I’m beginning to fear that yours are starting to emerge.” 

Howard didn’t respond. He just watched as Sandy walked into 
the foyer and down the hall to the elevator. He was standing in the 
entryway to the hall as she pressed the elevator button. She looked 
at him and said, “I’m not going down with the ship, Howard. If you 
can’t deal with this shit, then I will!” With that, she stepped into the 
elevator and out of Howard’s sight.
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Chapter Six
“Some things should  

remain secret.”

T
he mid-November air was still with wispy fog and just the hint of rain 
on the early afternoon breeze. Sam sat on the smoker’s bench outside 
the Sheriff’s headquarters while being chatted up by three high ranking 

officers vying for her attention and trying to position themselves in her new 
administration. Jim O’Brian stood off in the distance, leaning against the 
main entrance and watching Sam try to fend off her fellow officers.

A black Chevy Silverado extended cab pulled up in front of the 
office building, and Jim looked on as John stepped out of the brand 
new truck and started to walk up the path leading to the Sheriff’s 
headquarters. Sam spotted him and excused herself and headed toward 
him. John had an intense look on his face when Sam stopped him 
halfway between the parking lot and the building entrance. “Please tell 
me that you have a lead in the Cohen murders.” 

John shook his head as he looked down at Sam’s haggard face. 
“When’s the last time you got a full night’s sleep, Sam?”  



44 • Chapter Six

“I can’t remember. So much is happening so fast. I don’t get 
much sleep these days.” 

John nodded and said, “Get used to it. The higher you go in the 
law enforcement business, the less sleep you get.” He started walking 
and saw Jim near the entrance but said nothing. 

Sam joined him and asked, “You’re an FBI profiler, and you have 
no idea what we are dealing with here? Fuck, John. You and Jim 
talked to the Caldwell woman before she died. I saw the sketches 
done by your artists. All that she saw was a masked man?” 

John nodded as he approached the entrance. Sam looked up to see 
Jim standing in front of the two of them and asked, “How long have you 
been over here?” 

Jim laughed and said, “Long enough to see that you are getting pressed 
by all those deputies who just a few short weeks ago were talking you 
down. Now they want a job in your new administration, and they will do 
and say whatever it takes to get the jobs, kid.” 

Sam just shook her head, and John said, “I didn’t come here to 
talk the politics of the LA County Sheriff.” 

Jim looked at John and then the truck and said, “Well, I see you 
didn’t waste any time getting another vehicle.” 

“A rolling stone gathers no moss, Jim. I purchased the truck 
myself as I need to make some changes to it. I’m going to drop it off 
with Lance and Patrick for the necessary modifications.” 

Jim nodded and Sam looked on with a confused look on her face and 
asked, “You are going to have civilians update a federal vehicle?” 

“It’s not a federal vehicle. It’s my personal truck, and those 
civilians have forgotten more about working to help law enforcement 
than you will ever know.” 

Jim looked at John and Sam in a stare off and said, “Well, only one 
of two things is going to happen between you two if you keep staring 
at each other. You’re going to fight or fuck. John, you wouldn’t be 
here unless you had something. What’s up?” 

John looked at him and asked if the three of them could have some 
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privacy. Jim walked the two into the building, and they took over a 
conference room on the second floor where John pulled out his tablet 
and plugged in a USB cable and attached it to an overhead projector. Jim 
sat down along with Sam as John pulled up the sketches from Caldwell’s 
interview as well as an audio file of their conversation. 

“It took me a while, but I’ve reviewed the sketches, interview, and 
recordings of the killing that were picked up from the surveillance 
cameras at Cohen’s law firm, as well as audio from the caller who 
killed Caldwell.” 

Jim sat back and put a cigarette behind his ear and asked, “Okay. 
You have me all a buzz, John. What do you know?” 

John played the tapes of the killer’s voice and then the video 
from the parking structure and said, “Well, first, the killer is using 
voice manipulation software much like the Eagle uses.” Jim nodded. 
“Second, after going over the files and running them through several 
wave testers, I don’t know that the voice we are hearing is male.” 

Sam perked up as Jim sat motionless and asked, “Are you saying 
that the killer is a woman?” John nodded and said yes and no. 

Jim slammed his fist down on the table, making Sam jump, and 
asked, “Just what the fuck does that mean? The killer is male. We 
have seen the surveillance video.” 

John played a section of tape just before the killer set Caldwell on 
fire and froze it. John said, “Look at the killer. Is there anything in his 
hands other than the gas can and a match?” 

Jim looked hard at the video and said, “So the fucker has a 
wireless earpiece, for crying out loud. You drove all the way over 
here to tell us this?” 

John shook his head and said, “No … the killer is not the one talking 
on the phone. The voice on the phone is not the killer’s. It’s the person 
who’s pulling the strings.” 

Jim cocked his head as did Sam, who asked, “Then how do you explain 
the begging and pleading of the victims that can be heard on the line? Is this 
second person on scene at the murders?” 
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John shook his head and said, “No. The person is talking over the 
pleading of the victims. The killer is wearing a microphone on his 
clothing, and he says nothing as he is doing the killing.” 

Jim laughed and said, “So, let me see if I have this right. The killer 
uses another person that is wired to do the killing and then speaks 
over the pleading of the victim?” John nodded, and Jim continued, 
“Okay. I’ll play. If that’s the case, then how is it that the victim is 
talking to the killer, and the killer is talking back to the victim?” 

John laughed and said, “It’s quite ingenious, actually. The killer is not 
just wired for sound; he’s wired like a speaker. The person doing the killing 
never says a word. We’re hearing a voice on the other end of the phone.” 

Jim sat for a long time as did Sam without saying a word. He 
got up and walked to the front of the room and looked closely at the 
grainy picture of Caldwell’s killer. “Have you enhanced this yet?” 

John shook his head and said, “No, not yet. I picked up my new truck 
and was watching the video on my tablet when it all fell into place.” 

Sam sat back and said, “John, I know you’re a talented fellow, a 
tech geek, and have all kinds of talents that only a handful of people 
know about, but this just seems too far out for me to even entertain.” 

Jim was staring at the video of the killer as John responded, 
“Sam, one of the things that you are going to figure out really 
quickly is to follow your gut. Your first instinct is correct ninety-
nine percent of the time.” 

With his back to her, Jim asked, “Sam, have you ever heard of 
Occam’s Razor?” 

“I’ve heard the term, but I don’t understand its use.” 
John said, “Pluralitas non est ponenda sine necessitate.”
Sam looked at Jim and asked, “Is John speaking in tongues? Is he 

a religious freak or something?” 
John said, “It’s Latin and means ‘entities should not be multiplied 

unnecessarily.’” Sam looked at him and told him she still didn’t get it. 
Jim, who was still staring at the screen, said, “In its simplest form, 

it means the most logical conclusion is usually the correct one.” 
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Sam sat back and said, “Oh. So, ‘KISS.’ Keep it simple, stupid?” 
Both men laughed, and Jim said, “Yeah, sure. I guess that’s as 

good a way to look at it as any other.” He turned from the screen 
and asked John, “Do you have your magic laptop with you?” John 
nodded, and Jim asked him to get it. 

When he left the room, Sam asked, “Magic laptop?” 
Jim sat down and put the cigarette between his teeth and started 

chewing on it and said, “Yeah … it’s not literally magic, but John has 
software on it that is more advanced than most technology out there, 
and one of the things that he has on that laptop is the ability to see 
what other technologies can’t see.” 

Janet Winston had just pulled her new Bentley into the parking 
lot of the Law Offices of Koswick, Harold, Parody, and Swan. As 
the valet opened her door, she gently moved her left leg out of the 
vehicle and turned slowly to give the attendant a cheap thrill. Her 
long silky legs and sizeable breasts were on parade for all the world 
to see. She knew the valet knew who she was. Most everyone in LA 
recognized Janet Winston, formally ‘Janny Fanny,’ one of the most 
popular porn stars in the city. She stepped out of the car and handed 
the valet her keys, and he handed her a ticket while staring at her 
barely covered breasts. At six feet tall, Janet towered over him. 

“My eyes are up here, um …” She looked for a name tag and gently 
put her hand on it, lifting it to see a handwritten name on a piece of tape. 
The tag obviously belonged to another employee. “Larry … my eyes 
are up here, hun. Now, why don’t you do Ms. Janny a favor and make 
sure that her little ole car is parked way far away from any others, okay 
sweetie? I don’t want it to get any dents now, you hear?” Larry nodded 
helplessly as Janet handed him a twenty and walked into the building.
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Thomas Koswick was sitting in his office reading over dictation 
when the voice of his assistant came over the phone to announce that 
Ms. Winston was in his outer office foyer. Tom told her he would be 
right out when Janet opened his door, closed it behind her, walked over 
to his desk, and began to unbuckle his pants. 

Tom sat back and said, “Well, it’s good to see you, too … Jan …
et.” There were a few moments of moaning from Tom and gagging 
sounds coming from the bobbing blond until he let out a low sigh of 
satisfaction, as Janet drew out every bit of semen. When she finished, 
she stood up and walked over to one of the guest chairs and sat down 
with a huge smile on her face. 

Tom stood, grabbed a few tissues from a box on his desk, and 
cleaned himself up. Once he redressed, he said, “I see you received 
my most recent bill for your divorce.” 

Janet nodded with an exaggerated frown on her face like that of 
a child and said, “Yes, Tommy. I got your outrageous bill. Those are 
supposed to be going to Saul, Tommy, not me.” 

Tom said, “Janet, you are a beautiful and seductive woman.” 
“Don’t you mean ‘cock sucking clean woman,’ Tommy? Tell me. 

Did I leave even a drop of cum on you or your pants?” 
He sat down, throwing the tissues in his waste basket and said, “Uh 

… no I am quite clean and satisfied. Thank you. I have never complained 
about any of your skills, Janet. The bills, however, are required in order 
to handle your case. I know you expect Saul to pay them, and, believe 
me, he will. But until he does, I need you to not just open your mouth or 
you other holes for me, I need you to write me a check.” 

Janet stood up and leaned across the desk and said in a sultry 
voice, “It’s money that you want, Tommy?” Her red lipstick was 
slightly smeared from the blow job she had just given. Her green 
eyes were full of passion and anger as she spoke. “You want money, 
Tommy. That’s no problem. I’m happy to write you all the fucking 
checks you want.” Janet pulled her body across his desk until she 
was laying across it with her short skirt hiked up, revealing her nude 
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ass. She pressed her lips to his ear and said, “I will write you that 
check right now, but that will be the last time you ever get near this 
body again. No more ass fucking me, big boy. No more afternoon 
and late night sex sessions. You can watch my videos and masturbate 
to them like you told me you used to do before I became your client.” 

She bit Tom’s left earlobe and continued, “While Mrs. Koswick is 
sleeping away and you lay in your marital bed sexually unsatisfied 
because she won’t let you do the things to her body that I let you do to 
mine. Is that what you want, Tommy? Money over me and what I have to 
offer you sexually? You’ll get your money out of Saul, and you know it. 
When this case is over, so is the sex. Of course, it will be over right now 
just as soon as I write that little ole check.” She bit his earlobe once more, 
drawing a little blood, which she licked off, then pulled her body back 
across the desk and sat down in the chair and waited for Tom’s response.

He was breathing heavy and said, “No. God no. It’s a bill, Janet. I 
am the founder of the goddamn firm. I can deal with my partners. Saul is 
worth millions. I will get my fees. I’m sorry. Can I still have you?” 

Janet let out a loud laugh, throwing the bill on Tom’s desk and said in a 
low fake southern drawl, “Oh, honey, you can have any part of me you want 
right here right now.” She stood up and lifted her skirt with her back to Tom, 
bent over, and spread her ass cheeks and asked, “I just got a load out of you. 
Do you have another for my ass that is aching for your cock?” Tom walked 
around the desk and grabbed her by the hair and pulled her to the end of his 
desk and bent her over as he worked feverishly to pull down his pants.

“Some things should remain secret, don’t you think?” Saul asked 
Phillip Sorano, who was sitting on a loveseat in Saul’s living room 
after giving him his private investigative report on his wife, Janet. 

Phillip smiled and said, “Yes, Mr. Winston. I do believe some 
things are better unknown.” Saul handed Phillip a glass that he had in 
his hand as he sat down in a chair across from Phil with the file open 
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on a small end table. There were a multitude of photographs – very, 
very sensitive and explicit photographs of Janet Winston engaged in 
sex acts with her divorce lawyer, Thomas Koswick. 

Saul had a drink in his hand and took a sip and said, “I have been 
having one of the worst days of my life. I was diagnosed with Multiple 
Sclerosis today, Phil. Do you know what that is?” Phil took a drink of his 
beverage and said he knew the disease well and that he was sorry.” Saul 
smiled and asked, “Do you know someone with the disease?” 

Phil nodded and said, “Yes, sir. My younger brother.” 
Saul sat back and spread his arms on the oversized chair and 

asked, “And how is your brother fairing these days?” 
Phil put the drink down on a coffee table and looked into Saul’s eyes 

with a deep note of sadness and said, “My brother passed away last year, 
Mr. Winston, of complications of the disease. He was forty-four.” 

The smile left Saul’s face, and he put his hands together on his lap and 
said, “I’m sorry, Phil. My God. How long had he been diagnosed?” 

“He was diagnosed at thirty-five. He had a rare form of the 
disease and went downhill fast … nothing could be done for him. I 
hope that you have a less aggressive case.” 

Saul sat silent for a few moments and then picked up one of 
the photographs Phil had given him of Janet being mounted by Tom 
Koswick and said, “I … have what they think is remitting relapsing 
MS, Phil. They tell me that I will live a near normal life span, but 
then live and life are all relative, right?”  

Phil nodded, putting the empty glass down and looking at Saul. 
“What do you want to do with this information, Mr. Winston?” 

“Saul, please. Call me Saul.” 
Phil nodded and said, “Saul, what do you want to do?” 
He looked at the photos and said, “Ah … well, my lovely ex-porn 

queen wife and her piece of shit lawyer don’t know that I am ill, Phil. 
What do I want to do? I want to have you find someone who can take 
Mr. Koswick, low life piece of shit, for a long boat ride. The kind of 
ride that ends with an anchor and a missing persons report.” 
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Phil sat back and asked, “Are you asking me to have your wife’s 
attorney killed?” 

Saul laughed under his breath, putting the picture down and said, 
“Of course not, Phil. That’s illegal. I mean, the man is immoral and 
corrupt and working with my wife to rob me blind, but hey, that’s 
what fuckin’ lawyers do, right?” 

Phil stood up and looked at his watch. It was after four p.m. 
He said, “I’m sorry that this is what I found, Saul, but I think you 
already knew this was going on. I would advise you, given your 
current situation and state of mind, not to be alone tonight. You need 
to be surrounded by people you love and who love you.” 

Saul stood up as well and walked over to the wet bar in a corner 
of the living room of his very large mansion and said, “Yes, yes, Phil, 
that is what I shall do. I shall convene a group of close friends and 
tell them nothing of my wife’s betrayal or of this illness. I will have a 
simple party to celebrate the termination of my marital status, which 
was granted this afternoon. I might not be divorced, but hey, I can 
marry again if I want to … like anyone would have me.” 

Phil walked over and put his hand on his shoulder and said, 
“I’m sorry, Saul. I learned a long time ago not to pretend to know 
what someone is going through. Just hang out with some people 
this evening. Trust me. It will take your mind off things, if even 
temporarily.” Saul nodded as Phil picked up a briefcase and a suitcoat 
and walked to the front entrance of the home and out to his car. 
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Chapter Seven
“Well if that’s a dance move, it’s the 

deadliest I’ve ever fuckin’ seen.”

T
he conference room at the Sheriff’s headquarters was silent. Sam 
and Jim were watching the images on the screen grow clearer 
and clearer. John did the same thing with image after image, and 

when he was done, the three sat looking at them until Jim said, “Can 
you save these onto your laptop?” John nodded, and Jim said, “Then 
let’s get the fuck out of here. We will reconvene at Santiago’s. I need 
a beer, and it’s late. We need some food.”

Sam didn’t say anything as John packed up his laptop. Jim was 
just about to open the door when Sam asked, “That’s it? We just got 
some great shots of Ms. Caldwell’s killer, and you two think that this 
is the time to take a fuckin’ beer break?” 

John looked at her and said, “I don’t drink beer. I’ll be having a 
Coke Zero.” 

Sam shook her head and said, “How the fuck do you two get so 
goddamn much police work done working like this?” 
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John leaned down and pressed his face close to Sam’s and 
whispered, “I pay attention, Sam. And if you would spend more time 
paying attention and less time bitching, you would know what Jim 
and I already know.” She pulled away from him, her hands shaking, 
fighting hard to hide the fear in her eyes. 

“And just what the fuck do you two know that I missed?” 
Jim let out a little laugh and said, “That’s why we’re taking a beer 

break, kid. So that we can discuss what we saw and what we suspect.” 
Sam grabbed her coat off the back of her chair and flung it over 

her shoulder and said, “I don’t know how a goddamn beer is going to 
sharpen your thought process, Jim, or mine.” 

Jim let out another laugh and said, “Who said anything about 
sharpening my thought process? I want to dull it.” The three walked 
down to their vehicles. Sam was about to get into Jim’s car when 
John looked at her and said, “You and Jim are going to want to drive 
separately. There will be errands to run after our late lunch.”

Howard Cohen had been sitting in Judge Alice Walker’s 
courtroom for nearly a half hour. She had called a recess, and Howard 
had desperately tried to meet her in her chambers, but she refused. 
It was just before five p.m., and Howard leaned over and asked the 
clerk, “Is Her Honor going to be resuming court this afternoon?” The 
clerk shrugged her shoulders as the bailiff on the other side of the 
courtroom called the court to order. 

“All rise. Department forty-one of the Los Angeles Superior Court 
is now in session, the Honorable Judge Alice Walker presiding.” 

The judge took her seat and said, “Be seated. Clerk, please call 
the next case.” 

“The People of California versus Peter Murphy.” 
The clerk sat, and Alice looked down at the short, thin, balding man 

trembling before her bench and asked, “How does the defendant plead?” 
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The public defender stood next to his client and said, “My client 
pleads guilty, Your Honor, and asks the Court for leniency.” 

Alice looked at the female district attorney, who was wiping 
crumbs off her skirt as she stood waiting to be addressed. Alice 
rolled her eyes and asked, “Ms. Marx, if you don’t mind, please tend 
to your garments outside the courtroom.” 

“I’m sorry, Your Honor.” 
Alice looked at Sheila Marx, who was neatly dressed. Her dark 

skin was set off against the light colored garment, and it was painfully 
obvious she was more nervous by Howard Cohen’s presence than by 
Alice’s or the case before her. Sheila looked over at Howard several 
times, which got a raise out of the judge. 

“Ms. Marx, would you be so kind as to direct your attention to 
the bench and this court and not to Mr. Cohen, who has decided to 
make his celebrity caliber presence so well known in my courtroom?” 
Sheila snapped to, and Alice asked, “The defendant has pleaded 
guilty to the charges, Ms. Marx. What is the State’s response?” 

Sheila looked straight at Alice and said, “The State has no 
objections to the plea, Your Honor.” 

Alice moved some papers around on her bench as the courtroom 
was silent. She looked at the defendant and said, “Mr. Murphy, you have 
pleaded guilty to drunk and disorderly conduct. You have no previous 
criminal behavior on your record. The Court takes this into account, 
and, therefore, accepts your plea of guilty. One hundred and fifty dollar 
fine and time served. You may pay the clerk on your way out of the 
courtroom.” Murphy slumped his shoulders as his attorney put his arms 
around him and led him over to the clerk to get the release order. 

Alice slammed down her gavel and said, “Court is adjourned.” She 
stood up, and the bailiff called for all in the courtroom to rise as Alice walked 
down from the bench and out of the courtroom. Howard frowned, but then 
she stepped back in and pointed a long, slender finger in his direction and 
said, “Come to my chambers, Mr. Cohen.” He walked through the split 
gates of the gallery and on to the open door that the bailiff was holding. 
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Howard looked at the bailiff and asked, “And how’s Her Honor’s 
mood today?” 

The large, black Sheriff’s bailiff smiled and said, “Good luck!” 
Howard walked on, following Alice at a distance.

Once inside her chambers, she took off her black court smock 
and put it on a coat stand and then turned to Howard and asked, 
“Why were you in my courtroom, Howard?”

Howard looked into her brown eyes and said, “We need to talk.” 
Alice tugged on her dress and then sat behind her desk and asked, 

“What do we need to talk about” 
He got a serious look on his face and said, “You know goddamn well 

what we need to talk about, Alice.” 
The room was tense, and Alice leaned across her desk and said, “Let 

me guess. You’re here to warn me about Mr. Phillips and to tell me that 
he is back in your offices and bringing up the Francis Statler acquittal?”  

Howard nodded and said, “You know as well as I do that the Statler 
case was a fuck-up from the start. He should never have been released.” 

Alice sat back in her chair and asked, “Oh we do, do we?” 
Howard walked further into her chambers and sat down in front 

of her desk and said, “Two of my top lawyers are dead, and they died 
badly. I don’t know all of the reasons why the killer chose Caldwell, 
but I know damn well why he chose Harris. Benton was a young 
attorney in my firm when Statler retained him. Harris colluded with 
the D.A. to hide relevant evidence that would have gotten Statler off 
the streets, and none of that would have worked if you had not also 
been involved in allowing the suppression of evidence.” 

Alice didn’t flinch. She just sat staring at Howard, who was bathed 
in the late afternoon light coming through two large windows behind 
her desk. She stood up and walked around the desk and then sat 
down on the edge of it. She was one of Howard’s founding attorneys 
until she was appointed to the bench right after the firm opened. She 
kept a distance between herself and Howard and refused to have 
any part in his firm. Alice’s five foot, six inch frame was thin, and 
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her once dishwater blond hair was now a sleek silver grey that she 
sported proudly. Howard had always commented on her clear, milky 
complexion. She didn’t look her age and somehow defied the wear 
that being a judge in Los Angeles can put on a person. 

She crossed her thin legs on the edge of the desk and looked at 
Howard and asked, “So, you think that Aston Phillips knows what 
went on in the Statler case?” Howard didn’t respond. Alice said, 
“Perhaps you think that Aston knows about the situation, and he is 
the one behind the recent murders?” 

Howard looked up at her and said, “I don’t know, Alice. I simply 
don’t know. Aston has been out of my life for over a decade. The 
Basin River killings, rather, the Francis Statler killings, were resolved 
by the Iron Eagle several years ago. So, I am wondering why all of a 
sudden Aston would show up in my office and at the same time that 
two of my key people were murdered. I don’t think it’s a coincidence.” 

“Have you told your old buddy, Jim O’Brian, or Special Agent John 
Swenson, your thoughts?” Howard shook his head, and Alice laughed 
and said, “Of course, you didn’t. You can’t. I can’t. No one in your office, 
my office, or the D.A.’s office can. I have known Aston as long as you 
have. Lest you forget, you and I were dating when you first met him.” 
Howard nodded and Alice continued, “Aston is not a killer, Howard. 
That’s just not his style. I think that his coming back has nothing to do 
with the killings. I do, however, think that he’s learned something about 
the Statler case, and that he either has proof or he is really, really close … 
and when he has the proof, he will go to the feds with the information.” 
Howard’s face lost all color as he looked at her somber face. 

“Jesus! That never occurred to me, Alice. And if he tells Agent 
Swenson, that would be the end of my career.” 

Alice stood up and walked back behind her desk and sat down. 
She folded her hands on her desk and said, “I think your career 
should be the least of your worries, Howard. You will go to prison. 
I will go to prison. Many, many more people in your firm and the 
D.A.’s office will go down if this ever gets out.” 
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Howard stood up and asked, “What do we do?” 
“I don’t know what the ‘we’ is about. All I did was follow the 

corrupted evidence that your people and the D.A. brought me. I might 
be in the middle of a scandal for a short while, but I will come out of it 
with a few bumps, and my career will survive. You have the world to 
lose, Howard. If I were you, I would start calling in a few favors and 
get someone to kill Aston before this situation gets out of control.” 

Howard stood up and said, “I’m not a killer, Alice.” 
She leaned back in her chair and said, “Then you better find one 

before you either end up in prison or in flames.” 
He walked out, and as he closed her chamber door, he pulled his 

cell phone and pulled up his contacts.

Santiago’s was hopping with activity when John pulled into the 
parking lot at five thirty. He saw Jim’s car backed in near the entrance, 
found a spot, and backed his truck in and got out. Sam and Jim were 
sitting in a corner of the bar away from the noise with a bucket of iced 
beers. They were each drinking one as a young college aged waitress in a 
short skirt and low cut top put a glass in front of him with a wedge of lime. 

“Mr. Santiago told me to bring this to you, Agent Swenson.” 
John looked at the beautiful young redhead with perky breasts and 

a big smile and asked, “Do I know you?” 
She laughed and pointed at her name tag and said, “My name is 

Sally. Sally Jones. Mr. Santiago hired me and some of my sorority 
sisters to help out here at the bar.” John looked over to see Javier 
sitting on a barstool near the end of the bar on the quiet side near 
Jim and Sam. He waved at John and smiled then went back to the 
newspaper he had clutched between his old fingers. 

John thanked Sally and then looked at Jim and said, “I only need 
one guess as to what school the girl and her friends go to … and 
who recommended they help Javier.” Jim let out a belly laugh as 
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Chris came through the doors of the bar to the squeal of several of 
the young women and a group hug. He joined them at the table, and 
Sally brought him a Coke Zero. 

Chris looked at John’s glass and said, “I thought you were having 
what I’m having?” 

John took a drink and said, “Javier had other ideas. I will drink my tonic 
water while you drink your Coke. So … you got your friends jobs here?” 

Chris nodded, pouring the soda into a glass with ice. It was still 
loud, and Chris had to raise his voice a bit and said, “Well yes … 
Karen and I came down for dinner a few weeks ago, and Javier was 
having a hard night. He had a lot of people and little staff. So, Karen 
and I helped out, and after the rush was over, I recommended that 
he get some help. I made a few calls over to the school, and the next 
thing I knew, Javier had a staff.” 

Jim laughed and asked, “So, are you going into the fuckin’ food and 
beverage business as a side job?” 

Chris shook his head, taking a drink of his coke and said, “No. 
Not at all. Karen and I wanted to help out, that’s all. So … does 
someone want to tell me why we are here talking about a killer?” 

John pulled out his tablet and ordered the others to take out theirs. 
Sam and Jim’s were on the table, and Chris pulled out his, and John said, 
“I’m beaming you all an encrypted file.” A few seconds went by as the 
three looked it over and listened to the audio on their wireless headsets. 

After a few minutes, Sam said, “There is a three second delay 
between the movements of the killer and the voice.” 

John nodded, and Jim looked up from the tablet, took a swig of his 
beer, and said, “The person doing the killing is male. The voice belongs 
to a woman, well disguised, but a woman nonetheless. She’s ordering the 
killer around and talking to the victims and Howard at the same time.” 

Once more, John nodded, and Chris asked, “Okay, I get it now, 
but the killer knows in advance who his target is and what he is to do 
long before he grabs the people and then  does what the woman on the 
other end of the microphone is saying.” 
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“That’s right,” John said. “This is no ordinary killer, folks. 
Someone likes killing and doing it with fire, and someone else has 
the target list and is calling the shots.” 

Sam asked, “Okay, so we basically have two killers. The chick has 
the list and the grudge, and the guy is carrying out the murders. How the 
fuck are we going to catch both of them? Can you unmask the voice?” 

John shook his head and said, “No. I’ve tried, but there is no way 
to do it after the fact. I would have to have my equipment on scene at a 
murder to unmask the voice, and even then there would be a time delay. 
The victim would be dead long before I could crack the code.” 

Chris was watching the screen very closely and said, “No. The 
killer is male, and he isn’t speaking … or … he isn’t literally speaking. 
His body language is telling me more.”

John looked at Chris and asked, “Tell me what you see.” 
Chris said, “I can’t put my finger on it, John. I’m telling you that 

the body language of the killer just doesn’t work with the voice. It’s 
as if the whole killing has been choreographed.” 

Sam said, “What? Like a dance move?” 
Chris nodded, and Jim said, “Well, if that’s a dance move, it’s the 

deadliest I’ve ever fuckin’ seen. And unless we want others to dance 
with this devil, we better figure out who the fuck is behind the voice 
and the killings.”
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 Chapter Eight
“Tell me when murder doesn’t 

have a darker side to it.”

I
t was half past six when Judge Alice Walker emerged from her 
office and walked down the corridor to the private elevator that 
lead to all of the judge’s chambers in the building. She walked out 

into the hallway, and a bailiff pressed the call button on the elevator, 
and the doors opened right away.

Alice stepped in, and the bailiff said, “Good night, Your Honor.” 
As he pressed the lower level parking garage button and stepped back 
into the hall, the doors closed, leaving Alice alone in the elevator.

Janet Winston was dancing away with two men she had met at a 
local club off the Sunset Strip. The music stopped, and she fell into 
one man’s arms and said, “Phew … I think I’m getting old.” There 
was light laughter as Janet walked back over to her small booth and 
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sat down. She had the remains of her dinner on the table and was 
picking over it when her cell phone rang. The voice on the other end 
of the line was unfamiliar. 

“Mrs. Winston, I see you like to trip the light fantastic with 
strange men. Do you think it’s wise to be gallivanting around given 
the state of your divorce?” 

Janet was looking around the crowded bar and asked, “Who is 
this? Where are you?” 

There was a sigh, and the voice on the other end of the line said, 
“Does it really matter who or where I am? I can see you. I’m looking at 
you right now, and I can tell you that there is someone else here waiting 
outside as he couldn’t get in, and he’s been taking pictures.” 

Janet sat up in her booth and smiled big, looking around the 
club and said to the caller, “So, shoot away, fucker. What are you? 
Another one of my husband’s private DICKS?” 

“No … I’m just sending you a message that discretion should be 
utilized given the situation of your divorce.” 

Janet stood up in the booth and lifted the short low cut rhinestone 
covered dress, flashed her nude ass in the direction of the dance 
floor, and said to both the caller and the people in the club, “Who 
wants a piece of this?” She let out a loud laugh, and several men and 
women walked over to the table. “I don’t know who you are, and 
I don’t care. Now, if you will excuse me, I’m going to snort some 
coke off a toilet seat while a couple of strangers fuck me up the ass.” 
She ended the call and promptly began to make out with a man and 
a woman.

Saul Winston sat amongst a small group of friends he had invited 
to his home at Phillip’s advice but wasn’t in the mood for company. 
He had few friends of his own, most were his wife’s friends and had 
hung around for the money that Saul was more than happy to throw 
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around. He spotted Terry Baskin walking slowly and seductively in 
his direction. He watched her until she was only a few feet away and 
commented, “Terry, that’s not a dress. It’s floss.” 

Terry laughed and said, “Why leave anything to the imagination, 
Saul? You’ve been on set with me and Janet many, many times. 
You’ve also fucked me ten ways from Sunday with her.” 

Saul nodded and asked, “Have you seen or talked to her?” 
Terry slid down onto his lap and laid her head and red hair on his 

chest, as well as her large, manmade breasts, and said, “Oh Saul, why 
are you wasting your time worrying about what Janet is doing?” 

“I asked you a question.” 
Terry sat up, frowned, and said, “I had dinner with her and some 

friends last night.” 
He looked at all of the people dancing and laughing, paying little or no 

attention to their host, and said, “I just wanted to know, that’s all.” 
She slid her hand down onto Saul’s crotch and asked, “So, you 

want to fuck me?”
Saul nodded and called out to his butler, “Clovis, the party is 

over. Please see to it that my guests are seen out.” Clovis was an 
imposing figure at six foot two and was classically trained in the 
UK. He’d been Saul’s servant for nearly two decades. His black skin 
against his white shirt and tie were set off against the red vest he was 
wearing, and he was the closest thing Saul had to a best friend. And 
even he didn’t know of Saul’s diagnosis. 

Clovis nodded and asked in his British and West Indian accent, “Will 
there be any other young ladies joining you outside of Ms. Baskin?” 

Saul looked around and asked Terry to pick three, saying “I don’t 
want to be alone, and you wear out fast in my bondage room.” She 
walked over to several young women dancing together, and Saul saw 
her whisper in their ears. Two of them looked at him with dread in 
their eyes. The other, a young, black girl he’d never seen before, was 
nodding as Terry returned with the others in tow. 

Terry said, “I think you know everyone here.” 
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Saul shook his head and pointed to the young girl. “Is she of age?” 
Terry nodded, and he asked, “Does she understand what I want 

and will demand of her?” She shook her head and said, “The rest of 
us do. We’ll let it be a surprise. Do you want introductions?” 

He shook his head and said, “No. I’d rather leave names at my 
dungeon door. Take them to my game room. These two already 
know the drill.” Saul was pointing at two very well endowed young 
women, one oriental and the other Mexican, who both nodded slowly. 
He laughed and said, “Relax, girls. You know that I will pay you 
handsomely in the morning when I am finished with you. Besides, 
you two do bondage and S&M in porn all the time. You’re pros.” 

One of the women said, “The bondage in porn is fantasy, Mr. 
Winston. The bondage in this house is a nightmare.” 

Saul nodded and said, “That’s true. That’s so true.” He looked 
at Terry and said, “Strap the young one and the Mexican to the knee 
boards, nude. The Asian … put her on the cross.” 

Terry nodded and asked, “And how do you want me, Saul?” 
He looked her up and down and said, “Nude. I’ll work on you 

after I have played with them.” Terry led the women off as Clovis 
cleared the house of the rest of the guests.

Saul heard the young girl ask, “Where are we going?” 
The Mexican woman asked, “Have you ever done any S&M 

scenes?” The girl shook her head. “Well, you’re about to get a taste 
of the real thing. Saul likes to hurt women, and in return, we get paid 
a lot of money to let him do it.” 

Saul heard the young girl’s voice trail off in pleading tones as the 
four women disappeared.     

The late evening air was still and heavy as Janet swayed a bit as she 
walked down the outdoor stairs from Tease at 17383 Sunset Boulevard. 
The club was located on the second floor of a strip mall that was near 
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the corner of Sunset and Pacific Coast Highway. She was still staggering 
when she heard a familiar female voice call out to her. 

“You can hear the surf crashing on the beach tonight.” Janet 
nodded her head, looking around, but couldn’t see the person 
addressing her. “You really tied one on didn’t you, Ms. Fanny? Did 
you get fucked while snorting coke?” 

Janet looked around and responded, slurring her words, “Hey. I 
know you. You’re … um … I know your voice. Where are you?” 

“I’m nearby, Janet. I asked if you got what you wanted in the club.” 
Janet swung her bag wildly and said, “Well, I don’t have on  

any goddamn panties, and my ass hurts like a son of a bitch, so 
yeah. I snorted some coke while two guys ... I think it was two, 
maybe three guys. Shit. I didn’t even know any of them. What’s it 
to you?” Janet leaned against the railing of the stairs looking around 
and called out, “Where the hell are you? I know your voice, but I 
can’t see your face.” 

She slid down to the ground, and the female voice asked, “It’s 
late, and you’re hammered. You’re not even thinking about driving 
like this, are you?” 

Janet pulled herself up. Her dress was hiked up, and she was 
nude from the waist down. She started walking in the direction of the 
voice and said, “What business is it of yours? Huh? Who asked you? 
I know your voice. Where are you?” She kept walking away from the 
sound of the beach in the direction of a dark alley, and as she did, she 
moved from light into darkness. 

“I’m right over here.” 
Janet looked into the alley but saw only blackness. She walked a 

little further and said, “I can drive. My car is back over on the other 
side of the club. Who are you?” She stumbled in the darkness and 
landed flat on her face. 

She felt a hand on her shoulder, and the female voice said, “Ouch. 
You landed right on your face, dear. That’s going to leave a scar. Such 
a beautiful, sexy woman with an unseemly scar on her face.” 
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Janet lifted her head and saw a slender figure leaning over her. 
She rolled onto her back and said, “Jesus! The whole fucking place 
is spinning.” 

“Wow! So, do you want to throw up here or at your home?” Janet 
was able to sit up on her hands and realized after a few seconds that 
her dress was up, and she was sitting nude on the ground. 

She said, “Shit. I think I just sat my perfect ass in fuckin’ glass.” 
The shadowed figure reached and helped her up. After she was on 

her feet, the woman said, “Come with me. I will get you home.” 
Janet was being led by the hand and said, “We’re going away 

from my car.” 
“Don’t worry about your car. I’m sure it will be discovered later.” 
There was a red Porsche parked near her, and Janet got in the 

passenger seat and then the female got into the driver seat. Janet 
asked, “Where are you taking me?” 

The woman laughed and told her to relax. She said, “You’ve been 
in darkness, and I promise you, you are going to see a light really, 
really soon.” Janet was leaning against the passenger window as the 
driver turned out onto Sunset. 

“I’m cold.” 
The female driver said, “Don’t you worry about it. Things are 

going to get really, really warm for you in just a few minutes.”

Sara and Karen were sitting on the deck when John and Chris 
came into view. Karen was sitting with a glass of wine, and Sara had 
a scotch. Chris looked at Karen and said, “You’re not twenty-one.” 

Karen looked at him and said, “I have more education than 
you. We’ve had one hell of a day, and while I might be nineteen 
chronologically, I feel thirty-five tonight.” 

John laughed under his breath and looked at Sara and said, 
“Contributing to the delinquency of a minor?” 



66 • Chapter Eight

Sara nodded, taking a sip of her drink and said, “Guilty as 
charged, Agent Swenson.” She put out her wrists and said, “Take me 
away, sir. I’ve been a bad girl.” They all laughed, and Karen dropped 
the robe she was wearing and jumped into the pool nude. 

When she came up from under the water, she turned to Chris and asked, 
“Well, it’s just after midnight, big guy. You want to jump in here and swim 
with me, or am I going to be all alone?” Chris looked at John and Sara, 
who both nodded, and stripped off his clothes and jumped in. 

Sara laughed and said, “We have to have the most open household 
in the world.” John sat down on the chaise lounge next to her and 
asked what she meant. She laughed and said, “My best friend and 
best doctor is a nineteen-year-old woman. Her fiancé is a strappingly 
handsome, well hung stud who walks around the house in the nude 
when he’s not on duty, and then there’s you.” 

John leaned over and smelled Sara’s breath and asked, “How 
many of those have you had?” 

“Not enough.” 
John asked, “What about me?” 
“You … mister stud, walk around nude all the time with all of 

these beautiful women around you, who are nude, too, and you don’t 
pay any one of them a bit of mind.” 

John laughed and said, “I see. So, I’m strange because I see you, Karen, 
Jade, Jessica, Barbara, and I’m supposed to be somehow moved by that?”  

Sara stood up and walked over to the bar and put her glass in the sink. 
She called out, “It’s twelve-thirty a.m., kids. Don’t stay up too late. You 
both have early days. Now, if you will excuse John and me, I’m going to 
take him into the bedroom and have him fuck my brains out.” 

Chris let out a laugh, and Karen shushed him. “You be nice, 
Agent Mantel, or I will sleep in my room here at the house, and you 
can use your hand to get off.” 

John looked at Chris and said, “We are controlled by women, 
brother. Our lives are controlled by women.” Sara was pulling him 
along when he suddenly stopped. He looked back at the pool where 
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Chris was pulling himself up out of the water and onto the pool deck. 
“That’s it … that’s the missing key to the murders. The male killer is 
being dominated by a woman.” 

Chris was putting on his robe and said, “Yeah … but I thought we 
already covered that?” 

John shook his head and said, “We have the idea down. We don’t 
have the killer nailed down. We need to speak with Howard Cohen 
first thing in the morning.” 

Chris pulled a bottle of water from the wet bar and said, “Okay. 
What are we going to talk to him about?” 

Sara let go of John’s arm, taking his hand instead. She knew 
never to interrupt him when he was thinking. He said, “We’re going 
to talk to Howard about who in his law firm has something so deep 
to hide that ‘she’ would be willing to kill over it.” 

Chris had his head half-cocked and said, “I don’t get it. You think 
Cohen knows who the killer is?” 

John looked at Sara and then at Karen, who had gotten out of the pool 
and was drying off. “I don’t know that he knows the killer’s identity, but 
I have a feeling that he has some folks at his firm with a lot to hide. I also 
think that the killings and the calls to him are more than just someone 
looking to hurt him. I think they have a deeper and darker side to them.” 

John was walking off with Sara when Chris called out to him and 
said, “Tell me when murder doesn’t have a deeper, darker side to it, 
John. That’s not a goddamn revelation if you ask me.” Sara and John 
had long disappeared when Karen put her arms around his waist. 

“You still don’t get it, do you?” Chris turned around to see Karen’s 
beautiful face staring up at him and asked what she meant. She took his 
hand and started to walk him toward his guest house, and as she did, she 
said with her back to him, “That wasn’t John Swenson you were talking 
to, Chris. You were talking to the Iron Eagle. Something clicked in John’s 
mind, and Swenson was gone, and the Eagle was the one talking.” 

As they walked down the path to his guest house, there were two 
security guards standing off the pathway. Chris pressed a remote on his 
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key ring, and the lights came on in the house. He stopped in the living 
room and looked at her and asked, “You don’t think that John and this 
Iron Eagle thing is just a little creepy and psychologically abnormal?”  

Karen sat down on the couch and patted the spot next to her, and 
Chris sat down next to her. She looked at him and said, “Is John’s 
behavior ‘normal?’ There’s no such thing as normal, Chris. Is John 
dangerous? Oh, hell yes. He’s dangerous and deadly. However, he 
has so perfectly split the personality of the Eagle from his own that 
the two just don’t cross hemispheres.” 

“Are you telling me that you believe that John Swenson and the 
Iron Eagle are really two separate people?” 

Karen nodded. “Yeah, that’s exactly what I’m telling you, and the 
Iron Eagle has a whiff of something and will be working behind the 
scenes in John’s mind until he figures it out.” 

“Doesn’t that scare the hell out of you?” 
Karen stood up while laughing and said, “Not in the least. I have known 

John a lot longer than you, and I know the Eagle. And in all honesty, I sleep 
better at night knowing that John and the Eagle are one and the same.” 

Chris looked up at her and asked, “Why the hell would you feel safer?” 
“Because if push came to shove and I was in trouble, the Iron 

Eagle would move heaven and earth to find and protect me. And if, 
God forbid, I’m lost to some killer … I know that killer will face 
justice that is a thousand times more brutal than anyone can imagine.” 

Chris got up off the couch and walked behind Karen, who had dropped 
her robe and was walking seductively in front of him. He just shook his 
head as the two entered the bedroom and said, “I wish I felt that confident, 
Karen. Working with John and the Eagle has brought out a side in me that 
I never knew existed, and there are a lot of days and sleepless night sweat 
terror nights when I regret ever coming into his world.”
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Chapter Nine
“We all have our price.”

S
aul Winston was dripping with sweat. He stripped off the leather 
gear he had been wearing and stood with a small tray of S&M toys, 
looking into Terry’s eyes as he took an inch and a quarter needle 

and unsealed it from its sterile wrapper. Terry’s breasts were resting on a 
piece of wood in front of the cross that she was bound to, and Saul smiled 
as he pulled on Terry’s left nipple and pierced it with the needle. There 
were tears in Terry’s eyes as the needle was pressed all the way through 
the nipple and stopped only by the plastic twist connector for the syringe. 
Saul looked down at her in a seated position on an S&M cross. Her arms 
were outstretched on the X-shaped device and restrained at the wrists 
with tight leather wraps that were cutting off the circulation to her hands. 
Her fingers were blue, and Saul reached up and loosened the restraints.

Her legs were spread, and her ankles restrained with leather and 
steel chains. Saul had stitched her vagina shut with black thread, and 
there were needles nailing her thighs into small pieces of wood. Her 
breasts had both been nailed to the wood just beneath her, and the 
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needles were sticking into and through her breasts and nipples as well 
as her tongue, which was held out with a steel clip that was affixed to 
a board. Saliva dripped from her mouth, and she was unable to speak. 

Saul looked at her teary eyes and pulled out six knitting needles 
and said, “Are you ready to feel some real pain?” Terry nodded her 
head slowly as Saul pushed the first needle through her right breast. 

She squirmed and then said as best she could, “Good God, Saul. 
Please. Not too deep. You’ll pierce my implants again. Remember 
how much that cost you?” He nodded as he pressed the second needle 
through her other breast and then slapped her hard across the face. 

One of the three woman was still strapped by the wrists and ankles 
to Saul’s ‘fuck board.’ The youngest was weeping while kicking her feet 
as an oversized dildo was strapped across her back and pushed deep in 
her vagina. The other two were on their knees in front of Terry, moving 
between sucking Saul’s cock and licking Terry’s red swollen vagina. 

Saul had just pressed the third needle through Terry’s breast when 
his cell phone rang. It was sitting on a leather box full of whips and 
other bondage and S&M tools, and he looked at Terry and said, “Just 
hold your tongues, the bunch of you. I need to take this call.” 

The air was cool, and the room pitch black as Janet began to 
rouse. She was laying on something soft, but she had no idea what 
it was or where she was. She called out, but there was no response. 
She went to stand up but fell back. Her head was throbbing, and she 
leaned over and threw up on the floor. She was moaning and crying 
when a female voice cut through the darkness. 

“You really tied one on last night. I’m surprised you’re even awake.” 
Janet laid her head down and asked, “Who are you? Where am I?”
“All will be revealed in time, Mrs. Winston. All in time.” 
Janet called out, “Jesus Christ! Do you know who I am? Do you 

know who my husband is?” 
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“Yes, Mrs. Winston, I do, and you have been less than a loving, 
caring, or even faithful wife to your husband.” 

“What the fuck do you know about our lives? We’re swingers, 
bitch. Why do you think he married a former porn actress? I had 
connections. Saul could get anyone he wanted through my connections. 
You want to know who’s a sick fuck? It’s Saul. You don’t know him 
like I know him. He likes to hurt women.” 

The room was silent for a while then the woman spoke again. “Your 
husband’s tastes run to the exotic. I’m aware of that, but he does nothing 
illegal. His sexual appetite is always fed with the consent of his partners.” 

Janet let out a laugh and said, “If cash is consent, then you’re 
right, bitch, because the only way Saul gets consent is with cash. 
Lots and lots of it.” 

“We all have our price.” 
Janet sat up and asked, “Who the fuck are you? How do you know 

so much? I want to see your face.” The lights came up in the room, and 
Janet looked around while trying to allow her eyes to adjust. She moved 
her head from side to side but saw only a few windows that were covered 
with blinds. The room was a sterile white. She looked harder as her eyes 
adjusted, and that’s when she saw the figure standing near the door and 
started laughing. “It’s you. Why am I not surprised? So … what now?” 

Her captor walked over to the couch and slapped her hard across the 
face. She walked back to the door and said as she locked Janet inside, “I 
don’t know yet, Janet. I haven’t decided what I’m going to do with you.” 

As the door slammed shut, Janet screamed, “You kidnapped me, 
you psycho bitch. Saul is going to lose his fuckin’ mind if he doesn’t 
hear from me today.” 

It was nine a.m. when John and Chris arrived at their office at the 
federal building. They were both dressed in blue jeans and FBI polo shirts. 
One of the field agents in the bullpen called out to them and asked, “Hey, 
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Agent Swenson. Are you and Chris dating? You two are twins.” John 
laughed as Chris sneered, and the two men walked on to John’s office. 

The phone on John’s desk was ringing when he walked in, and he 
grabbed the receiver and said, “Swenson.” The room was quiet as he 
listened, and Chris sat down across from him. When he hung up the 
phone, he said, “You’re never going to guess who that was?” Chris 
shrugged. “Howard Cohen. He wants to meet with us at his office.” 

“When?” 
“Right now.” John pulled his cell phone off his hip and dialed Jim. 
“O’Brian.” 
“Guess who just called me and asked for a meeting at his office?” 
Jim was sitting at his desk at the LA County Sheriff’s office and 

said, “Oh, I don’t know. Howard Cohen?” 
John nodded as he said, “Yep.” 
“When?” 
“Now.” 
Jim saw Sam walking past his office door and called to her, “Sam, 

get your ass downstairs. We’re meeting John and Chris at Howard 
Cohen’s office. Apparently, he wants to chat.” Sam looked on and 
nodded as she walked down the hall. Jim said, “I’m on my way to 
Cohen’s office. Do you have any more information on the leads you 
have been developing on the Caldwell murder?” 

John said, “We can talk about that later. Right now, we need to 
talk to Cohen. I have a feeling he might be in confession mode.” Jim 
hung up the line and grabbed his coat and left the office. John hung 
up and said, “Let’s go, Chris. If Cohen wants to meet and talk, we 
need to strike while the iron is hot.” 

Chris stood up and asked, “What’s the big deal? It’s not like he’s 
going to go mute.”

John laughed and said, “You might be a lawyer, but you haven’t 
practiced law. When a lawyer calls the cops and says he wants to talk, 
there’s a better than average chance that between the time he made 
the call and us arriving he could do a one-eighty and suddenly ‘forget’ 
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what he wanted to talk about.” Chris shrugged as he followed him out 
of the office and to the bank of elevators heading for the lobby. 

Howard Cohen was sitting in his private law library in his apartment 
typing on his laptop. The mahogany bookcases and oxblood leather 
furniture gave the library an old world feel. The windows were long 
and thin around the room and glazed to keep out direct sunlight. The 
hanging lights were low, so the precious manuscripts held on the shelves 
would not be destroyed by light or the elements. Howard flipped his 
right wrist to look at the time on his hundred-thousand-dollar custom 
Rolex. It was ten fifteen, and he was typing with a fury. He stopped 
and looked around the office. His eyes were red and his face streaked 
with tears as he took in the sights of this one place in his home and firm 
where he felt safe and able to escape the trappings of the world. 

He stood up and pulled a copy of “The Common Law” by Oliver 
Wendell Holmes Jr. from a shelf behind his desk as well as “An 
Essay on Crimes and Punishment” by Cesare Bonesana Beccaria and 
placed them next to him on his desk. He walked the room slowly, 
touching volume after leather backed volume. His thick skinned 
fingers stopping on the most recent edition of the California Penal 
Code. He opened it to Section 92–100. Howard pressed the enter 
button on the keyboard, and a small laser printer began to hum behind 
him. It took several minutes for the document to print, and when it 
had finished, he read it over carefully then took out a fountain pen 
from the mahogany desk drawer and signed the final page.
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Chapter Ten
“Secrets, John. Deep,  

dark, terrifying secrets.”

J
im and Sam were standing near their cruiser smoking cigarettes in 
front of Howard Cohen’s office when John and Chris pulled up. 
As John got out of the truck, Jim asked, “Are you ever going to 

take that thing over to be modified?”
John looked at the truck and then Jim and said, “Just as soon as 

I have a week when I don’t need the truck and feel like bouncing 
around in a damn Ford P.O.S.” 

Sam started laughing and looked at Chris and asked, “What type 
of vehicle do you drive, Chris?” 

Chris looked at John and said, “A Ford Crown Victoria.” 
Jim let out a laugh and said, “Jesus Christ! We stopped using 

those cars years ago. Does Ford even make them anymore?” John 
shook his head, which made Jim laugh even louder. John frowned, 
and Jim stubbed out his cigarette and asked, “So, what does Cohen 
want with us?” 
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John shrugged and said, “I have no idea. He just called me on my cell 
and asked if I would please come over to his office.” 

Sam asked, “Were we invited?” 
John nodded and said, “Yes … by me. Now, let’s go.” 
Jim was walking behind him and said, “You got that mother fuckin’ 

right. If a lawyer the caliber of Cohen wants to talk to the feds, you 
get your ass to his office before he changes his mind.” There were 
head nods all around as they approached the front desk. 

John went to pull out his ID when the security guard at the front desk 
said, “Mr. Cohen is expecting you, Agent Swenson. Please go right up.” The 
security guard called for one of the attendants who led the group to a single 
elevator set off from the rest. He pressed the call button, and the elevator 
doors opened and the four stepped in. The attendant pressed the button for 
the penthouse then stepped out of the elevator as the doors closed.

There were four thick white envelopes in Saul Winston’s dresser in the 
master bedroom. He instructed each of the women to line up, and he handed 
each an envelope and said, “There is more where that came from if you 
decide to be my playmates again.” Only Terry remained as the other three 
women took the envelopes and ran out of the bedroom and out of the house. 

Terry looked at Saul and said, “I don’t think they had as much 
fun as we did, sweetheart.” Saul sat down on the oversized king 
bed and put his head in his hands. Terry sat next to him and pressed 
her nude, bruised body against his and asked, “Are you okay? Who 
called earlier when we were in the dungeon?” 

He looked over at her and said, “It was my private investigator 
whom I have had keeping tabs on Janet.” 

Terry stood up and walked over to the full length mirror to survey 
the damage from the night before. She was lifting her large breasts and 
examining them in the bright morning sunlight and asked, “Why on earth 
would your private DICK be calling you so early in the morning?” 
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Saul looked up at Terry and said, “Someone grabbed Janet last night 
at a club off the Sunset Strip.” 

Terry never looked away from the mirror as she said in an upbeat 
voice, “Well, I will be swollen for a day or two, and there won’t be 
any vaginal sex for a few days either, mister. You can fuck my ass. My 
mouth and throat are sore from the needles.” 

He stared at her and asked, “Did you hear a word I just said?” 
Terry nodded then turned to him and said, “It was going to happen 

sooner or later. I would guess that Janet fucked the wrong guy, and either 
he grabbed her, or she got picked up by a scorned wife.” 

“Did it ever occur to you that maybe, just maybe, someone grabbed 
my ex because they think they can get a handsome ransom for her?” 

Terry laughed as she walked into the master bath and started the shower. 
Saul followed as she checked the water temperature before getting in. Saul 
was nude, and he stepped into the shower behind her and asked, “Well?” 

Terry was soaping up her body and then turned and started soaping 
up his. She asked without looking at him, “Has there been a ransom 
demand?” Saul shook his head. “How long ago was she grabbed?” 

Saul looked up at the ceiling as Terry lathered his cock and said, “I 
don’t know. Five or six hours.” 

She laughed as Saul’s penis got harder and harder and said, “Well, 
until you get either a ransom demand or a dead body, I would guess 
that you should call the cops and let them deal with the situation. 
Either way, this could be a win-win for you.” 

“How the hell could it be a win-win?” 
Terry laughed and said, “If she’s dead, no spousal support, and 

your discovery shit is over. And if they demand a ransom …” Terry 
paused and looked up at Saul and said, “You wouldn’t pay it, would 
you?” Saul got a thoughtful look on his face and then shook his 
head. Terry said, “See? Win-win. You don’t pay, so they off her. I 
guess after our shower you better call the cops.” 

Saul lathered up Terry breasts gently and said, “First, I call my 
attorney, Howard Cohen, then I call the cops.”
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The elevator doors opened to Cohen’s private penthouse 
apartment. John stepped out first and the others followed. There was 
a pretty older woman standing near the elevator and before John 
could speak she said, “Agent Swenson, I presume.” John nodded. The 
woman looked on at the other three and said, “I don’t know that Mr. 
Cohen is expecting anyone other than you, Agent Swenson. Would 
your fellow officers please take a seat here in the waiting area? Mr. 
Cohen has instructed me to bring you to his private library.” Jim 
didn’t say a word, neither did Chris. Both men took a seat, and Sam 
stood with a befuddled look on her face as John followed the woman 
down the hall and around the corner out of sight. 

Sam looked at Jim and Chris and asked, “What the shit? Are we 
supposed to sit here playing with ourselves while John talks to Cohen?” 

Jim took a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put it in his mouth 
then lit it with his Zippo and took a hit off the smoke and said, “I have 
known Howard for a long time. He wants to talk to John, so let him talk 
to John. We’ll go in when Howard wants to talk to all of us.” 

Chris looked at him and asked, “What gives you the right to 
smoke here?” 

Jim pointed to a free standing ashtray between the two men’s 
seats and said, “Howard is a cigar man. He allows smoking in his 
home. Relax, kid. I have a feeling things are going to get interesting.”

The well-dressed woman led John down several twisting corridors 
until they came to a pair of closed sliding wood doors. She looked at 
him and said, “Mr. Cohen is waiting for you in his library.” 

She walked away, and John paused for a few seconds then pulled 
a pair of latex gloves out of his pocket and said to himself, “Why do I 
have a bad feeling.” He pulled on the handle to one of the doors, which 
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slid open easily, and he looked around the darkened room. There was a 
lawyer’s lamp on on the desk, and the smell of cigar smoke hung heavy in 
the air. John walked into the office and called out to Howard.

“Agent Swenson, thank you for coming.” His voice was quiet as he 
spoke, and John looked around but didn’t see where Howard was. “Please, 
Agent Swenson, have a seat in one of my client chairs. They are quite 
comfortable.”  

John walked up to Howard’s desk and saw three books stacked 
on top of each other with a manila envelope between the pages of the 
top book, which was the California Penal Code. He looked around the 
darkened room, a room which was too dark for the early hour of the day, 
but he took a seat and asked, “Why did you call me, Howard?” 

There was a light cough and then a little laughter, and Howard 
said, “To be honest, John … may I call you John?” John could see 
the cherry tip of what he assumed was the source of the cigar smoke 
in a dark corner of the room. John nodded, and Howard continued, 
“Well, John, I called you because we have crossed paths so many 
times through the years and almost always with me or one of my 
associates representing the other side. I feel I can trust you.” 

John sat back in the tall leather chair and asked, “And just what is 
it that you are trusting me with, Howard?” There was some rustling 
in the corner where Howard was located, and John heard the sound 
of Howard putting out his cigar in a glass ashtray. 

“Secrets, John. Deep, dark, terrifying secrets.” John sat silent, looking 
at Howard’s desk and then back over to the dark corner. Howard coughed 
a little again and said, “I have been an attorney in Los Angeles for nearly 
five decades. I have done many, many things that I’m not proud of … 
most recently, the deaths of two of my fellow attorneys.”

John put his hands behind his head. His huge arms strained against 
the fabric of his coat, his sidearm exposed in a double shoulder 
holster that he had under his suitcoat. 

“So, you do have a confession that is going to help me nab this 
murderer?” 
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“I’m quite certain that everything that you need to catch the killer is 
in the pages in the envelope under the California Penal Code book on my 
desk as well as two other favorite legal books of mine. I’m afraid that I 
will be unable to assist you in your investigation, but what is contained 
in those pages will no doubt send the entire legal system in Los Angeles 
and the state all the way to the fuckin’ federal level on direct offensive.” 

John looked around the room and then back to the desk and 
asked, “Howard, you’re speaking in riddles here, and I’m concerned 
about your well-being. Would you please step into the light, so I can 
see that you are okay?”

There was some shuffling of feet, and then Howard appeared out of 
the darkness. He was dressed in a black suit with a white dress shirt and 
a yellow tie. He had his hands folded in front of him, and John asked, 
“Howard, show me your hands, please.” 

Howard shook his head and said, “There is nothing in my hands that 
I plan to use to do you any harm, John. I want to thank you for helping 
me find Maria Martinez when she disappeared after her father’s death.”  

John nodded slowly and said, “The Barstow case. Did Maria ever tell 
you what she remembered?” 

“Yes, John. Oh God, yes. Usually I would invoke attorney client 
privilege, but that’s not necessary now as you will see in the documents 
I left for you. Maria spent nearly two years in therapy and through 
regressive hypnosis she was able to recall what happened after her 
father’s death and what Simon Barstow and the animals who worked for 
him did to her the night after her father died.” John started to stand up 
and Howard said, “I must ask you to remain seated, please, John.” 

John stopped moving and asked, “What are you going to do, Howard?” 
“Something I should have done a long time ago. I am coming 

clean, John. I am entrusting you to deal with the scum of this city 
and the corruption of law and the courts. I’m not proud, John, I’m not 
proud of many of the things that I and my law firm have done. They 
say that we all have a day of reckoning, and today is that day for me. 
I asked you here because not only do I trust you, but after the Barstow 
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affair and the sudden appearance of the Iron Eagle, I suspected that 
you and the Iron Eagle might be one and the same.” 

John sat still in his chair and said, “A coincidence, Howard. The 
Eagle and I crossed paths in that case strictly by coincidence.” 

Howard laughed and said, “No, John. I don’t think so. Don’t worry. 
I have never told a soul about my theory. It’s safe with me and will 
die with me.” Howard unclasped his hands and snapped his wrist, and 
the light from the desk lamp caught the glint off of a steel blade in 
his hand. Howard said, “Please deal with this, John. You’re the only 
one who can stop the killing and bring those who have done wrong to 
justice.” With those words, Howard raised the steel blade to his throat. 

John leaped out of the chair, but Howard was too far from him. 
John felt the arterial spray as Howard drug the blade across his throat.  
He reached Howard and put his hands around his neck and called out 
in a loud and powerful voice for help, “Call 911. Someone call 911. 
Jim, Chris, Sam – get the hell in here.”

Jim was blowing smoke in the air when he heard John’s voice. 
The well-dressed woman went running in the direction of John’s 
voice, and Jim and the others were hot on her heels. When they 
arrived at the library, Jim could see John working on someone, and 
Sam and Chris shot into action. Jim walked over to the office phone 
and dialed 911 then left the phone off the hook as he heard the sound 
of sirens coming down the busy street below.

The ER at Northridge was jammed. Sara and Karen were running 
around like crazy trying to keep up with the crush of patients. There 
wasn’t a spare pair of hands when an ambulance pulled up at the 
entrance. The EMT pushing the gurney was calling a code blue, and 
Sara was running down the hall in his direction when she saw John 
covered in blood with a serious look on his face. Karen saw John 
from down the hall and started screaming and running for the gurney. 
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Sara moved Howard into an overflow room, and John grabbed Karen 
as she ran in a panic and said, “It’s not Chris, Karen. It’s not Chris.” 

Karen rushed into the room, and Sara was trying to stop the bleeding 
from Howard’s throat. Two other nurses and a doctor were performing 
CPR as electrodes were being attached to Howard, who was showing no 
pulse and no respiration. Sara was calling for a surgical suit and a neck 
surgeon, but the blood coming from Howard’s neck was but a trickle, and 
she could see his pupils were fixed and dilated. She called out to Karen 
and said, “The victim’s throat is slashed and crushed. We need to perform a 
tracheotomy.” Karen pulled over a crash cart, and Sara slathered Howard’s 
neck with iodine and then cut into his throat to try and set a line to get him 
some air. She was able to set an air line, and she hooked up the ventilator 
while Karen worked on closing the gaping wound in his neck. 

Both women were working on Howard when they heard one of the 
other doctors call, “Clear!” and hit Howard with the defibrillator paddles. 
His body jumped on the gurney, but the monitors showed no heartbeat. 
John looked over at the large clock on the wall. It was ten fifty-five a.m. He 
watched as they worked on Howard until eleven ten. Sara had called for a 
rib spreader and was going to open Howard’s chest for heart massage as 
others were pushing units of blood into him when John, who was leaning 
against the wall in the back of the room, said, “Call T.O.D., Sara.” 

Seething with anger, she looked over at him and said, “I’m the 
goddamn doctor, John, not you. You do your job, and let me do mine.” 
Karen was looking at Sara who was ferocious in her actions. Sara had 
Howard’s shirt open, and she took a scalpel and cut a long thin slit under 
his rib cage and made a few more incisions until she could reach her hands 
under Howard’s ribs and grabbed his heart and started to massage it. 

John stood silent until eleven thirty and was about to speak when 
Karen looked at Sara and said, “Call T.O.D., Sara. He’s not coming back.” 

She looked at the clock on the wall across from John and said in 
a loud voice, “T.O.D. eleven thirty-six a.m.” She moved away from 
Howard’s lifeless body and pulled off her bloody gloves and threw them 
in a hazardous material bin. She looked over at John and said, “This is 
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your area now. Call Jade and have her put him on the slab.” Karen put her 
arm on Sara, who shrugged it off as she stormed out of the room. 

She looked at John and said, “I’m sorry. She gets pretty passionate.” 
John nodded and said, “Well, she has good reason to be passionate 

about this patient.” 
Karen looked confused and asked, “She knew the victim?” 
John nodded and said, “Yes, she does, and so do I. Tell Sara I will 

call her later. This has gone from an attempted suicide to a suicide, and 
I am the one who found Mr. Cohen. I have to get to the crime scene. 
Jade will take care of Mr. Cohen.” Karen nodded as John pulled a sheet 
over Howard’s body then pulled his cell phone from his hip. She heard 
him call Jade and spout out police lingo that she didn’t understand. He 
hung up the line and made another call, and in a matter of two minutes, 
there were three deputies standing guard outside the ER room door. 
John walked out of the room with Karen right behind him. 

“What the hell is going on, John? It’s a suicide not a homicide?” 
He never looked at her as he walked out the automatic doors of the ER 

and said, “We don’t know what we are dealing with right now, Karen. And 
until we do, this case, like many, many others I deal with, is considered 
a homicide until I know more. Jessica is on her way to retrieve the body. 
The Sheriff will not allow you or anyone else into the room until the 
coroner has taken possession of the body. Tell Sara I’m sorry, and I’ll call 
her later.” With those words, John disappeared out of sight.
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Chapter Eleven
“Your Honor, Howard Cohen  

has committed suicide.”

T
he scene at Howard’s office was one of sheer panic. Word of his 
suicide attempt had the entire firm on edge. John walked back into 
the office where he had been less than an hour earlier, and it was now 

a full-blown crime scene. Jim, Sam, and Chris had their CSI teams, and 
Jade was working with several of her team members. As John approached 
the building, he was stopped by Howard’s longtime partner.

“Agent Swenson. My name is Ken Miller, and I am one of 
Howard’s founding partners. I understand that you went to the 
hospital with him. How is he?” John motioned to Ken to follow him, 
and the two men made their way up to Howard’s condo. 

John pulled him aside and said, “This is not public knowledge, 
and it is off the record. Are we clear?” Ken nodded. John looked at 
his terrified face and said, “Mr. Cohen didn’t make it. He’s dead.” 
The man stood in stunned silence staring at and through John. There 
was a moment of quiet tension when John said, “I’m sorry for your 
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loss, Mr. Miller, but as of this moment I don’t know what we are 
dealing with here.” 

Ken looked at John and said, “I thought it was a suicide.” 
John shook his head and said, “I can’t confirm or deny that at this 

time, sir. Right now, we are treating this as an active crime scene. We 
are going to need all of your staff to remain here for interviews.” Ken 
nodded slowly as he walked out of the foyer into the elevator. 

Jim was standing with Sam as Chris was working with his team. 
The straight razor was lying on the floor in a pool of blood, and the 
now brightly lit room was covered in arterial spray. John was still 
covered in Howard’s blood, and Chris and Jim stared at him. Chris 
was looking at the razor and asked, “He was still moving, right John? 
You didn’t disrupt a crime scene or move a dead body?” 

John looked at him and said, “Mr. Cohen was still moving. I 
found him alive, and he slit his throat right in front of me after a long 
conversation.” John pointed to Jim and Sam and said, “Jim, there’s 
something over on the desk we need to bag.” Jim looked around 
the room. There were several books stacked neatly with a manila 
envelope in between the pages. 

Jim said, “Well, if we’re playing the game ‘Clue,’ I would say 
that fuckin’ Colonel Mustard did it in the library with a straight 
razor.” John didn’t smile neither did Jade or Sam. 

John put on a pair of gloves and said, “Cohen is dead. I just left 
the hospital. Now we need to figure out why a high powered LA 
attorney just offed himself.” 

Jim pointed to the manila envelope and said, “Well, the first clue, 
Mr. Wizard, is in that envelope that is pressed between the pages of 
the California Penal Code.” 

John looked down at the book and said, “Interesting. The section 
of the penal code deals with corruption within the ranks of those in 
the service of the court.” 

Jim nodded and said, “You got it, my boy. The fucker is pointing us 
to corruption in law and in our court system.” He laughed, pulling out a 
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cigarette and putting it in his mouth. “I just can’t believe it. Corruption in 
the practice of law and the judicial system? Say it isn’t so.” 

John took the small stack of books with the envelope and said, 
“Whatever the hell we do, we need to put this under lock and key in 
my office immediately.” Jim nodded as did Sam.

“Are you going to read the note here?” Sam asked. John shook his 
head, and she asked why not. 

He looked at her and said, “Because Howard Cohen was one of 
the most powerful lawyers in Los Angeles. This is his suicide note, 
and based on what has happened and what he told me before he killed 
himself, he placed it there, and I know it doesn’t paint a flattering 
picture of fellow lawyers, judges, and whoever the hell else. There are 
too many people who would want to make this document disappear.” 

“Other than the three of us,” Sam asked, “does anyone else know 
about this document or the books?” 

Jim pointed to Chris and said, “Just your young protégé over 
there, who you better wrangle really fast.” 

John called Chris over, and they put the books and envelope into 
evidence boxes, and John said, “We need to get these out of here and 
back to our office and under lock and key NOW!” Chris nodded, and 
the two men left the building.

Saul Winston was listening with his cell phone in his hand. Terry 
was off on the other side of the bedroom, but he could see that she 
was straining to hear the conversation. Terry asked, “It’s a woman, 
isn’t it Saul? It’s a woman you’re talking to?” Saul put his fingers 
to his lips and said nothing. The female caller was talking in a loud 
voice, which made Saul pull the phone away from his ear. 

“Look, Saul. I’ve done you a favor. I have your bitch ex-wife at my 
place now. You better figure out what you want me to do with her because 
I have a ton of things to deal with, and I did this as a favor to you.” 
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Saul laughed and said, “A favor? I’m paying you a hundred 
thousand dollars for this little project, so you aren’t doing me any 
favors. You’re doing yourself a favor. Do we have anything on Janet 
that we could charge her with?” 

“NO … what the hell are you thinking? The bitch knows it’s 
me who grabbed her, and if she hasn’t figured it out yet, she will 
quite quickly connect the dots and figure out that you ordered her 
abduction. So again, I ask you what do you want me to do with her?” 

Saul looked at Terry, who had her back to him and was looking 
out the window of his bedroom. “Just hold on to her for a day or two. 
I have to make a few calls.” 

He hung up the line, and Terry turned around with her hands on 
her hips and said, “What the hell was that all about?” 

Saul put the phone down on his nightstand and said, “None of 
your damn business.” 

She walked back over near the end of his bed and said, “Well, Mr. 
Winston, it is my business. I provide you with the girls you like to 
beat and fuck. I provide you with all of that entertainment that you 
lost when Janet told you to shove it and split. The voice on the other 
end of the phone. I know I have heard that voice before.” 

Saul was wearing a blue silk robe over his nude body, and he slowly 
walked around to the end of the bed and asked, “Really? You think you 
have heard the voice before?” Terry nodded. “Well then, who was it, 
Terry? Who was I talking to and what was I talking about?” Terry began 
to back away from him as he grew more and more agitated. 

She let out a nervous laugh and said, “I … I don’t know, Saul. It was 
just a familiar voice, that’s all. I mean, I don’t know who she was or 
anything. I have heard her voice before, that’s it.” 

Saul got in close to Terry’s face and asked, “What are your plans 
today?” 

Terry was leaning away from him and said, “Um … I have a 
couple of clients this afternoon, but I should be finished with them 
by six. Why?” 
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Saul stepped back and said, “I want you here for the day. I will 
pay your full rate. Cancel the other guys and call some more girls. I 
want to party again tonight.” 

Terry stepped back and said, “Um … yeah, sure. No problem. Just 
let me make a few calls. I can’t leave my johns high and dry without 
calling them. I mean, they pay good money for me.” 

Saul nodded and said, “Make your calls while we get some 
breakfast.” He pointed to the bedroom door and followed as Terry 
walked ahead of him.

Judge Alice Walker was on the bench, reading a small computer screen 
in front of her as the State and the defense were arguing a felony arrest 
case for murder. The prosecution was demanding that the suspect be held 
without bond while the defense was arguing for release pending trial. 
The two women were going back and forth arguing when Walker’s clerk 
motioned to her bailiff who walked over to the clerk’s desk where she 
handed him a piece of paper and pointed to Alice. The bailiff brought the 
paper to her while court was still in session. She opened the small slip, read 
its contents, then folded it slowly and slammed down her gavel. 

“This court is in recess.” 
The two attorneys stared at each other as the defendant looked on and 

asked his lawyer loud enough for Alice to hear, “What’s going on? I thought 
this was a damn bond hearing. I want to get the hell out of this jail.” 

Alice looked over at the skin-headed kid and said, “I will deal 
with you when I return.” She looked at the bailiff and said, “I’m 
going to need some time, Harry.” The bailiff nodded and asked how 
much. Alice looked up at his somber face and said, “I don’t know. I 
just don’t know.” She walked out of the courtroom as Harry called the 
court out of session for an indeterminate period of time. 

She was walking initially but then took off in a full out run to her 
private bath off her chambers and bent over the toilet, vomiting and 
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holding the note. She finished heaving and looked at the handwriting 
of her clerk on the white slip of paper. The words were direct and 
to the point. “Your Honor, Howard Cohen has committed suicide.” 
Alice fell to the floor in front of the porcelain bowl and began to 
weep and shake as she huddled near the wall on the cold tile floor.
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Chapter Twelve
“Well, not as much blood to deal with. 

We left pretty much all of it on his floor 
for someone else to clean up.” 

Y
ou could have heard a pin drop when John walked in and through the 
bullpen and on to his private office. Chris was walking behind him, 
and Sam and Jim were also in pursuit. John was carrying a midsized 

cardboard box and was still covered in Howard’s blood, which had now 
dried to a deep brown on his clothing and the side of his face.

Sam excused herself while John put the box down on his desk, 
and Jim sat down across from him and asked, “Well … what the fuck 
caused Howard to off himself, John?” Chris was standing in a corner 
of the office, and the door was shut. John went to speak when Sam 
came walking back in with two white towels, one was dripping wet, 
and the other was dry. 

“Here. You’re covered in blood, John. Clean up.” John didn’t say 
anything. He took them from Sam and wiped his face and hands and 
then threw them on the floor next to his desk and dried off. 
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He looked at her and said, “Thanks. I forgot.” She nodded, and he 
pulled the three books and the folder out of the box and sat down at 
his desk. He had put on a pair of latex gloves as had the others in the 
room and slowly opened the end of the unsealed legal envelope and 
pulled out its contents. The bundle of papers inside the envelope was 
thick, and John sat down with the package and started reading. There 
was a one-page suicide note, neatly typed and signed. John flipped 
the document over, and there was a grey case file that he pulled open 
and started to read. 

Jim got up and walked around John’s desk and pulled the note and 
started reading it. Jim’s eyes grew huge as he read, and he looked at 
John and the others in the room and said, “Holy fuckin’ shit!” John 
nodded as he read, and Chris and Sam stayed silent as Jim stood over 
John’s shoulder reading the contents of the file.

Jessica Holmes wheeled Cohen’s body out of the autopsy room and to 
one of the refrigeration units while Jade was dictating her report. “It is the 
coroner’s finding that Mr. Howard Robert Cohen died of a self-inflicted 
wound to the left and right jugular and carotid arteries in his neck. This is 
a preliminary report until such time as the toxicology reports return from 
the state crime lab. Dictating official, Doctor Jade Morgan, M.D.” 

Jessica sat in one of the steel chairs and asked, “What the fuck do 
you think made Cohen go harakiri on himself?” 

Jade shrugged, putting down her midi recorder and said, “I have 
no idea, and he didn’t commit harakiri. That’s a Japanese warrior’s 
way of killing himself, and it is done by disemboweling himself. 
Cohen slit his own throat.” 

Jessica looked on and said, “Well, it was somewhat convenient for us.” 
“Really? How so?” Jessica laughed and said, “Well, not as much 

blood to deal with. We left pretty much all of it on his library floor for 
someone else to clean up.” 
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Jade shook her head with a soft laugh and said, “Well, all I can tell 
you is if Cohen called John and spoke to him before slitting his own 
throat, he gave John some serious shit to take with him.” 

Jessica nodded and said, “I would guess given the deep connections 
that Cohen had in this city and state there are probably a lot of people 
pissing their pants right now.” 

“No doubt, and I have a feeling there is going to be a rash of Eagle 
killings really soon, so get ready for it.”

The clock on the wall in Sandy Hyde’s office chimed one thirty 
p.m., and she looked up at the clock with a bitter look on her face as she 
waited to be debriefed by law enforcement. She buzzed her secretary 
and asked, “Is there anyone out there that wants to talk to me? I need to 
get this shit over with, so I can have a press conference about Howard’s 
death.” Her secretary told her no and that she was to stay put. Sandy 
slammed her hand down on the phone cursing as she did it.

Aston Phillips had arrived at Howard’s office for an early meeting. 
He and Paul saw the crime scene tape and the police and FBI crawling 
all over the building. Aston signed to Paul, asking what was going on. 
Paul shrugged his shoulders as an FBI agent approached the two men 
who were getting into the elevator headed for Howard’s apartment. 
The agent stepped in and rode to the top of the building with them 
and then stopped them in the foyer where Howard’s assistant sat at 
her desk weeping as several other staff members tried to comfort her. 

Paul went to speak when the agent asked the two men to sit. 
Aston sat silent as Paul signed to him what the FBI agent was telling 
him about Howard. Aston’s eyes began to tear up, and Paul pulled a 
handkerchief out of his pocket and handed it to Aston, who dabbed 
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his eyes. The agent walked away, and Aston looked at Paul and 
motioned for him to follow. 

Aston walked to the elevator and stepped in. Once the doors closed, 
Aston said, “We need to speak to Sandy now.” 

Paul was looking Aston in the face, so Aston could read his lips 
and said, “Do you think it’s wise to speak to Sandy here and now, 
sir?” Aston got a thoughtful look on his face and shook his head. 
Paul pushed the button for the ground floor, and the two men stood 
in silence as the elevator descended.

It was half past two when John and Jim had finished reading both 
the suicide note and the files Cohen had left behind. Chris looked at 
the two men and said, “So, what are we dealing with?” John stood up 
and walked over to his office window that looked out over Wilshire 
and the Veteran’s cemetery across the street. 

“Based on what Howard Cohen left behind, we have a corruption 
ring of lawyers and judges that spans LA and all of the west coast.” 

Chris sat up and said, “Well then, what the hell are we waiting 
for? Let’s get this shit to the U.S. attorney and start the grand jury 
process.” John stared out the window as Jim closed the grey folder 
and started laughing. Sam and Chris looked at him as if he was crazy, 
and Chris asked, “Did I say something funny?” 

Jim nodded while laughing and said, “Yeah. Oh mother fucker. Yeah. 
You said something so goddamn funny I’m about to piss myself.” Jim 
coughed as he pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket and put it in 
his mouth. He pulled his Zippo out and began to flick the top open and 
closed while looking at Sam and Chris. “If we hand these files over to 
the U.S. attorney here in LA, the first thing that happens is this file goes 
missing. Next, each of us start having unfortunate fuckin’ accidents.” 

Chris looked at John and asked, “What the hell is going on, John? 
What’s in those damn files?” 
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John walked back to his desk and sat down. He looked at Sam and 
Chris and said, “Our worst nightmare. A list of attorneys who have 
bribed state and federal judges. A list of judges all over Los Angeles 
who are on the take. Forensic files detailing financial transactions 
between the top three law firms in LA, including Cohen, Miller 
& Hyde, LLP, that prove money laundering, drug trafficking, jury 
tampering, bribery, and even murder.” 

Chris’s face sank. Sam looked on at the men and said, “Okay, so 
our lives are fucked. What do we do now?” 

Jim looked at John and said, “You know what you have to do, right?” 
John nodded, and Chris said, “No. You’re not throwing this to the 

Eagle.” Jim nodded as John sat silent. Chris asked, “Does the damn file 
tell us who this killer is that has burned two of Cohen’s attorneys alive?” 

John said, “Not specifically, but it gives motive to several people, 
and at least one of them is a killer.” 

Chris said, “So, there is no one we can trust?” 
Sam interrupted and said, “Yes. There are people we can trust, and 

it starts with the people in this room. If what Howard Cohen did today 
was escape the inevitability of his own disgrace by ending his life, he 
has put this information into John’s hands for a reason.” 

John looked at her and asked, “What are your thoughts, Sheriff?” 
Sam looked at him and said, “Well, I haven’t read the files, but 

given Jim’s reaction and the information you two have shared, there 
is only one person who can deal with this, and that’s the Eagle. This 
rises above the law, I’m afraid.” 

Chris threw his hands in the air and said, “Jesus Christ! Are you 
people listening to yourselves? ‘It rises above the law?’ Nothing rises 
above the law. The rule of law is there for a reason. If we can’t go to 
the U.S. attorney in LA, then we go to D.C. We get the rest of justice 
involved in this thing. We don’t just turn a blind eye and expect the Iron 
Eagle to go on a vigilante rampage.” 

Jim walked over to John’s window, lifted his wrist to look at the 
time, and then snapped the Zippo shut again. “It’s three p.m. As far as 
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we know, we are the only four people who know that this letter and 
these files exist. If that is truly the case, our lives are safe, and we can 
work in and out of the law to get to the bottom of this situation.” 

Sam asked, “‘In and out of the law?’ What are you thinking?” 
Jim laughed and said, “The Sheriff’s department is going to 

open an investigation into Cohen’s death. The FBI is going to open 
an investigation, too, and the LAPD will do their own half-assed 
investigation because there are dirty cops listed in the files, though 
all but one of them we know about, and they were killed last year in 
the Death’s Valley cop killings. There is only one LAPD top cop still 
alive, and I will deal with him.” 

Sam asked, “And what do I do in this?” 
Jim said, “You deal with this as the Sheriff elect. It’s a week 

before Thanksgiving and a month and a half before you get sworn in. 
Let’s see if we can’t put this investigation to bed before the turkey is 
on the table.” 

Sam laughed and said, “And if we fuck it up, we’ll be the turkeys 
lying on Jade Morgan’s slab.” 

Chris asked, “And the Eagle? How does he fit into all of this?” 
John looked up at the ceiling as he answered, “Interrogation, Chris. 

The Eagle is going to start by grabbing the first few really, really bad 
guys in this report, and he’s going to have a conversation with them.” 

Jim let out a laugh, and Chris looked at John and said, “Conversation? 
The Eagle doesn’t have conversations. He has interrogations, torture, 
and eventually, when he allows it, death.” 

John stood up and said, “Well … we know what we’re going to do. 
Jim, we need to make up a list of people that these two can interview 
that won’t give away that we know a lot yet.” 

Jim nodded and said, “You set the list, and I will get people on it.” 
“Chris, you and I are going to talk to several of Mr. Cohen’s 

associates and partners.” 
Chris looked at John and said, “And their names are in the bad guy 

part of this, right?” 
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John shrugged and said, “That’s for me to know and for you to 
find out.” 

Sam looked at Jim and asked, “And what is my role?” 
Jim said, “You’re my backup, my partner in this. You’ll work with 

me until we come to the end – whatever that end might be.” John told 
them he would call a news conference for four p.m. Everyone was to 
go back to their offices or to follow-up on their teams, and he would 
have a list of names by evening. All agreed. Jim and Sam walked out 
of John’s office. Chris remained seated as John shut the door. 

“Nice acting job there, kid. I like the ignorant indignation you put out.” 
Chris laughed and said, “Like I’m going to tell even Jim that I’m 

going to work in a background role for both John Swenson the agent 
and the Iron Eagle.” 

John smiled and handed Chris the grey folder and said, “Howard 
broke out the list of bad guys from least dangerous to most. Separate 
them and give Jim and Sam the less lethal ones. Keep this all to 
yourself, and when you’re finished, come back to me. We’ll make a 
plan to grab the lethal ones for interrogation.” 

Chris opened the folder and saw that there were only a few pages 
of information and a few names. He looked at John who had folded 
other papers from the file and was putting them into his suit coat 
pocket. “Are you going home to shower and change?” 

John nodded and said, “We’re going to need some help. I’m going 
to take my truck over to a couple of my Corps buddies to modify. I 
will enlist them. They’ll be able to get deep intelligence as well as 
assist in execution if necessary.” Chris nodded and stood up. John 
said, “Don’t let those documents out of your sight. Make the list and 
give it to Jim and Sam at the news conference.” Chris nodded as he 
walked out. 

John pulled his cell phone off his hip and hit speed dial. 
“Dr. Swenson.” 
“I’m heading to the house to shower and change. Can you and 

Karen meet me there at three?” 
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“Yes. We’re both off shift and doing paperwork. What do you have?” 
John pulled on his suit coat and said, “A lot more than I had this 

morning. Things are going to get complicated and messy. I will explain 
more at the house.” He hung up and walked out of the building without 
saying a word to anyone.
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Chapter Thirteen
“What? Did the clairvoyance  

fairy leave you high and dry?”

T
here was the sound of an engine revving up as Phillip Sorano 
walked into the custom car and bike shop he owned with his Marine 
Corps buddy and love interest Lance Coswalski. Lance was sitting 

behind the wheel of a nineteen sixty-five Mustang convertible and was 
revving the engine when he walked in. Lance let out a howl and said, 
“Tell me this fucker doesn’t sound like a million bucks, man.” Phillip 
nodded and put his head under the raised hood of the car.

He pulled his head out and yelled, “Hang on, Cosmo, the 
accelerator linkage is loose. I can get you even better performance.” 

Lance yelled back and said, “Do it, Philly. Come on, man. Make it 
better.” Phillip laughed and took a tool out of the box next to the car and 
made a few adjustments and told Lance to press the gas again, and the 
engine came to life with even more power. 

Lance shut off the engine and got out of the car and said, “Where the 
hell have you been, man? I need you here working on these babies with me.” 
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Phillip walked over to where Lance was standing and said, “You 
remember I told you I was doing some PI work for Saul Winston?” 
Lance nodded. “Well, I just got a call from Saul that his wife has gone 
missing, and he wants me to find her.” 

Lance grabbed a red shop rag and handed it to Phillip, so he could wipe 
the grease off his hands and asked, “That’s the dude in the nasty divorce, 
right?” Phillip nodded, and Lance continued, “Has he called the cops?” 
Phillip shrugged, and Lance said, “You’re treading into dangerous territory, 
man. Be careful.” Phillip was about to respond when his cell phone rang.

“Philly.” 
“Hi, Phil. It’s John. Are you and Lance free to do a little work for me?” 
Philly laughed and said, “John, how the fuck are you? We’re never 

free, but we can always help you out.” Lance drew near, and Phil put 
the phone on speaker and said, “So, what’s up?” 

John asked, “You put me on speaker phone. Where are you?” 
“In the garage at the shop.” 
John sighed and said, “Private please, gentlemen. Take the phone 

somewhere private.” Lance and Philly walked back into a private 
office and closed the door.

Philly said, “Okay, what’s up with the cloak and dagger shit, John?” 
“Philly, I have it on good authority that you have been doing 

private dick work for a few law firms here in Los Angeles.” 
“Yeah … it takes me out of the shop and helps me stay sharp. I 

also have a few high dollar clients. Why?” 
John said, “Listen, I don’t want to get into this over the phone. I 

need both of you to help me with a situation. One that will include 
you, Philly. Can you two meet me at my place in a half hour?” 

The men looked at each other and said, “Sure, John, sure. We’re 
on our way.” John hung up, and Lance looked at Philly and asked, 
“What did you do?” 

Philly shrugged and said, “Nothing that I don’t usually do for my clients.” 
Lance pulled out his car keys and said, “Well, tell me about it as we 

drive. We have a long haul to get to John’s in a half hour.”
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Jim’s cell phone buzzed, and he looked down to see that he had a 
text message and attachment. He and Sam were sitting at an outdoor 
table having a couple of chili dogs for lunch, and he took a drink of 
the root beer he had ordered and swallowed a bite of the dog and 
said, “We have a list.” 

Sam swallowed and said, “Okay, so what now?” 
Jim was reading the list and said, “Well, we’re going back to 

Cohen’s firm. John wants us to talk to three people there.” 
“Let me guess. Sandy Hyde, Ken Miller…” 
She paused, and Jim said, “What? Did the clairvoyance fairy 

leave you high and dry?” She kept eating as Jim said, “A guy named 
Thomas Koswick.” 

Sam put down the last piece of her lunch and said, “Koswick? The 
big time L.A divorce lawyer?” Jim nodded. “But he doesn’t work for 
Cohen’s firm. He’s with Koswick, Harold, Parody, and Swan.” 

Jim looked confused and asked, “How the hell would you know that?” 
Sam laughed. “I met Koswick a few years ago when I was working 

as an off duty security officer at a downtown event.” 
Jim laughed, crumpling the wrapper in his hands and said, “Let 

me guess. You fucked him?” 
Sam nodded and said, “Hey, he’s a good looking guy, and I was 

between lovers.” 
Jim just shook his head and said, “Well, according to this 

spreadsheet that Chris sent me, this Koswick guy’s representing the 
soon-to-be ex-wife of one of Cohen’s firm’s largest clients. A guy 
named Saul Winston.” 

Sam threw the trash away then took a drink from her soda cup and 
said, “Saul Winston? The heir to the Winston Financial Trust?” 

Jim was getting into the cruiser and said, “So, you know all of 
these people?” 

Sam sat in the passenger seat and said, “No. I met Sandy Hyde twice. 
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She’s a bitch on heels and on a real power trip as a female attorney. I’ve only 
heard of Ken Miller, but I don’t recall hearing anything negative about him.” 

Jim put the car in drive and said, “Well, I know who this Koswick guy 
is because he handled the divorce for Barbara so many years ago.” 

Sam laughed and said, “Oh, this is going to be fun for you.” Jim nodded 
and smiled as they headed for Cohen’s office to talk to the partners.

Janet Winston was huddled in a corner of the bedroom she was locked 
in when the door suddenly swung open, and a muscular man in a green ski 
mask rushed into the room. He didn’t say a word, just grabbed her by the 
hair and threw her to the floor. She tried to scream but the breath had been 
knocked out of her, and the man had his knee in her back as he pulled her 
head back with one hand and used the other to put duct tape over her mouth. 
By the time she had gotten her breath, her assailant had thrown her over his 
shoulder and was carrying her out of the room. She was kicking her feet 
and screaming through the tape as she was carried down a long, dark hall 
then into sudden sunlight and then thrown in the back of a vehicle, and her 
hands and feet were zip tied. The doors slammed shut, and she felt the van 
start moving down the road without a word from her kidnapper.

Police, FBI, and Sheriff’s detectives had been at Howard Cohen’s 
office all day. It was ten to three when Jim and Sam walked up to the 
front entrance and asked the receptionist to speak to Ken Miller and 
Sandy Hyde. The receptionist dialed Miller first. Sam and Jim stood for 
a few seconds, and a well-dressed young man walked out through the 
commotion and asked Jim and Sam to follow him.
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Ken Miller was sitting in one of the large conference rooms when Sandy 
Hyde walked in. She was visibly nervous, and Ken looked at her and asked, 
“Sandy, are you okay?” 

She paced the room for a few seconds and then turned and asked, 
“What the hell does the Sheriff want with me … you … either of us?” 

Ken pulled a legal pad out from a small drawer in the conference 
table and said, “Our founding partner and friend committed suicide, 
Sandy. I would guess that they want to talk to us about his behavior 
to see if we can shed any light onto why Howard did what he did this 
morning.” She sat down and pulled a legal pad out and jotted a few 
things down. He looked at her and said, “Sandy, you are the epitome of 
composure in all situations. What the hell is wrong with you?” 

She wrote a few things down and said, “Oh, nothing, Ken. The 
founding partner of our firm killed himself this morning. We don’t 
know the circumstances behind his decision, and we’re sitting in the 
dark here.” 

Ken said, “Jesus, Sandy. It’s not like we killed Howard. Relax and 
answer any questions that you feel you can. We’re not on trial here.” 

He had just finished speaking when Jim and Sam walked in. Jim 
was dressed in his full dress uniform, and the stars and badges were 
intimidating both of them. Jim and Sam sat at the invitation of Ken 
Miller, and Sandy asked, “To what do we owe the honor of your visit?” 

Jim pulled out his tablet as did Sam, and Sandy asked, “Is it your 
intent to record this interview?” 

Jim smiled and looked at her and said, “Yes, Ms. Hyde. It is in the 
normal course of police work and to make sure we have an accurate 
record of the conversation. This is an informal meeting, folks. We just 
want to talk a little bit about Howard Cohen and his recent behavior.” 

Ken laughed and said, “Recent behavior? Sheriff, Howard 
committed suicide, and we have no information on what happened, 
how it happened, or even who found his body.” 

Sam said, “At this time, that information is sealed until we can 
notify the next of kin.” 
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Sandy threw her hands in the air and said, “Oh, this is a crock of 
shit. Howard had no next of kin. He was a lifelong bisexual bachelor 
who led a rather reclusive life.” 

Sam looked at Sandy and asked, “Were you and Mr. Cohen 
intimate, Ms. Hyde?” 

Sandy put her hands on the table and said, “If you want to know if 
we had a physical relationship, yes. That is not a secret.” 

“Was that relationship still going on up to Mr. Cohen’s death?” 
Sandy shook her head and told Jim no. “Howard and I were just 

good friends. The romantic relationship ended years ago. We were 
friends with benefits. If we were horny and weren’t involved with 
anyone, then we slept together.” 

Ken looked at Jim and asked, “What does Howard’s love life have 
to do with his death?” 

 “That’s a great question, Mr. Miller,” Jim said, “and the answer is 
I have no idea. We are taking in information, so that we can analyze it 
and then try to piece together Mr. Cohen’s last hours.” 

Sam was swiping her hand across her tablet, and Sandy asked, 
“Why is the Sheriff elect here? She has no official duties at this time.” 

“I’m an investigator, Ms. Hyde, and I will be the Sheriff of Los 
Angeles County in a few weeks. A high level attorney in Los Angeles 
has committed suicide. It’s relevant to my new position.”

Jim asked, “Can you each tell us the last time either of you saw 
Mr. Cohen alive?” Sandy told them that she had seen Howard earlier 
in the morning to discuss a case. “Did there seem to be anything 
off about Mr. Cohen when you talked to him this morning?” Sandy 
shook her head and said that he was his usual self. 

Sam asked Ken, “Mr. Miller, how long have you known Mr. Cohen?” 
Ken looked up and then down and said, “Oh, hell, since the 

beginning. Howard and I went to law school together then lost touch 
for a short period before we started this firm. The rest is history.” 

Sandy stood up and said, “Look, I don’t know where this line 
of questioning is going. Did I notice any behavior from Howard 
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Cohen that would lead me to believe he would do something like this 
to himself? No. I believe that Ken has answered the same way, so 
unless you have some question that is relevant to Mr. Cohen outside 
of his behavior and suicide, I have to be in court.” 

Sam looked at her and asked, “There is a question, Ms. Hyde, and 
then you will be free to leave.” 

 “Ask.” 
Sam took a breath and then turned her tablet to Sandy and pointed 

to a picture of the California Bar Association website on her tablet 
and asked, “What type of relationship do you and or your firm have 
with Mr. Thomas Koswick?” 

Jim saw the look on both Sandy and Ken’s faces immediately. 
They were both caught flat footed, and he asked, “Can either one of 
you answer the question, please?”
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 Chapter Fourteen
“Well, he’s sure as hell not 

heartbroken. I can tell you that.” 

T
he screeching tires of a black van caught the attention of a parking 
valet at the Bonaventure Hotel in downtown Los Angeles. The 
van had taken a turn to the upper parking structure a little too 

fast, and it was obvious. The valet watched only for a fraction of a 
second before a couple walked out to get their car.

The van pulled up to the top of the structure. There were four 
cars parked off near the elevator, and the rest of the level was empty. 
The driver got out of the van and walked back and opened the doors 
where Janet Winston lie dressed from the night before with her hands 
and feet restrained.

John had finished his shower, and his blood-soaked suit was on 
the bathroom floor when Sara walked in and asked what was going 
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on. He walked nude out of the bathroom, opened a closet door, and 
said, “I was supposed to have a news conference at four p.m. with 
regard to Howard’s death, and I had to push it off until five. Philly 
and Cosmo are on their way over.” 

Sara interrupted him and said, “They’re here, John, that’s why I 
want to know what the hell is going on.” 

He pulled a black suit out of his closet and a new pair of shoes 
and said, “Howard Cohen left me a list of corrupt attorneys and 
judges in LA and around the state.” 

Sara stared at his muscular back and said, “Jesus! You’re gorgeous. 
I don’t get to see you naked in the daylight much these days.” 

John smiled slightly and said, “There is major trouble brewing, 
Sara, and there is no place that is safe.” 

She sat on the end of the bed and asked, “Please don’t tell me that 
you are going to make me leave the country again.” 

He shook his head and pulled out a pair of underwear, a T-shirt, 
and socks and said, “No … nothing like that this time. It’s not safe for 
me, Jim, Sam, and some others.” 

Sara looked alarmed and said softly, “I don’t understand.” 
“We have a serious and even deadly corruption rising to the 

highest levels of the judiciary.” 
“Then take the case to the U.S. Attorney.” 
“No can do. There’s no one I can trust.” 
Sara looked on for a few seconds and then asked, “Then what are 

you going to do?” John buttoned his white dress shirt in silence as she 
looked on. He buckled the belt on his pants and then took a red tie off 
a jacket rack in his dressing room. Sara walked over and took the tie 
and put it back and grabbed a blue one and handed it to him.

He finished dressing and said, “I’m going to put the men to work 
on this case. Jim and Sam are interviewing Howard’s partners, and 
then I’m going to work with the Eagle to start picking people.” 

Sara fidgeted with John’s tie. “These are really, really bad 
people?” John nodded. “Do they know that Howard killed himself in 



106 • Chapter Fourteen

front of you?” John shook his head. Sara pulled him close and said, 
“Promise me that you will come home to me.” 

He pulled Sara an arm’s distance from him and said, “You know 
that’s a promise I cannot make. I will do everything in my power to 
protect all of us.” Sara nodded sadly and followed him out to meet 
Philly and Cosmo.

Violet Harper handed the valet her parking ticket and was waiting 
for him to get her car. Two other people followed, and she stood off 
to the side as another valet took the other ticket. She looked over at 
the two men waiting for their car and rolled her eyes as one of the 
men approached. 

“That was some talk you gave in there, Counselor.” Violet made 
eye contact only to see that the male addressing her was looking 
down at her ample cleavage and not her eyes. Violet was dressed 
in a low cut yet classy blue dress with white trim. The outfit, while 
professional, was also very, very seductive, which is how she lived. 

She allowed her colleague to stare for a few seconds and then 
said, “Mr. Holston, my eyes are up here, sir.” 

Carry Holston looked up quickly and said, “Um … I’m sorry. 
That was a very good talk you gave on offense, defense, and self-
defense in litigation.” 

She smiled and said, “Thank you, Counselor. I worked hard on 
the presentation.”

Holston stepped back a few steps, and his fellow attorney asked, 
“So, Violet, you’ve been at Koswick, Harold, Parody, and Swan for 
what … twenty years? Is that correct?” She nodded her head as her 
car was being pulled up to the valet station. Carry asked, “Yet, in 
all of your years, you have never made partner. Don’t you feel your 
talents are being wasted?” She pulled two dollars from her hand bag 
and handed it to the valet. 
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“Carry, I was practicing law when you were still in middle school. 
I don’t want a partnership. That’s not what I’m about. I’m an officer 
of the court. I am entrusted with the well-being of my clients to see 
to it that they get fair treatment under the law.” 

Carry laughed and said, “Well, you’re right on all fronts except one.” 
“And which one is that?” 
Carry laughed as did the other man and said, “The only way to get 

balanced justice in this town is with a big ass checkbook, Vi. You better 
have a big ass checkbook.” She shot him a look and was stepping into 
her red BMW when a woman’s scream caught their attention. There 
was a moment of hesitation by all parties and then another scream, and 
Violet jumped out of the car and headed in its direction.

John was standing in the living room as Philly and Cosmo read over 
several pieces of paper that he had handed to them. It was quiet, and Sara 
walked in with Karen behind her with a pot of coffee and a tray of cups. John 
looked at his watch; it was four thirty p.m. He said, “Guys, I have to get to 
my office. I have a news conference in a half hour on the Cohen suicide.” 

Philly looked up from the paper and said, “John, man, I did a lot 
of work for Howard Cohen and his partners as well as clients. I can’t 
believe what I’m seeing here.” John nodded and Philly continued, “One 
of Howard’s oldest clients, at least oldest clients in terms of old money, 
is Saul Winston. Howard was handling the divorce, and I was working 
for Saul directly, trying to tie some shit up on his wife.” 

John took a sip from a bottle of water in his hand and asked, 
“Okay … and how does that play into this investigation?” 

Philly looked over at Sara and Karen standing quietly and said, 
“Saul called me this morning and told me that his soon-to-be ex-wife 
Janet had disappeared, and he wanted me to find her.” 

John handed the bottle to Sara, never looking in her direction, and 
said, “Why the hell are you just now telling me this?” 
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“I didn’t put two and two together. Shit, man. I do the private dick 
work to keep from getting bored. You know that Cosmo loves the cars, 
man. I love the action and doing PI work gives me a taste of that when 
you don’t have us and the rest of the guys working a mission with you.” 

John looked at his watch and said, “I need you to brief me on 
everyone and everything you’ve been working in the past year, but 
that will have to wait. Do you think that Winston is dirty?” 

“Well, he’s sure as hell not heartbroken. I can tell you that.” John 
looked at Sara and asked her to prepare operating room one. She 
nodded, and she and Karen left the coffee and walked out of the room. 

John looked atPhilly and said, “Okay … I have a news conference. 
I want you to go to Winston’s home and give him a B.S. update on 
his wife until I can get over to interview the guy.” 

Philly put the cup he was holding down and said, “And if he’s running?” 
“Take him down, call me, and let me know. Then bring him back 

here. Sara and Karen will know what to do.” Philly nodded and told 
Lance to keep his head down. They would work the list together 
when he returned. Philly followed John out the front door as the two 
men went their separate ways.

The federal building on Wilshire was crawling with reporters. 
Word of Cohen’s death had rocked the city, and the fact that the 
FBI and the Sheriff were giving a joint news conference had every 
news agency buzzing. John pulled up and saw Jim, Sam, and Chris 
standing near a small bank of microphones. He walked up to the 
group of reporters and stepped up to speak. 

“This will be a simple statement, ladies and gentlemen. We will not 
be taking questions. This morning at approximately eleven a.m. Pacific 
Standard Time, Mr. Howard Cohen was discovered after suffering a 
self-inflicted wound to the neck. Mr. Cohen was rushed to Northridge 
Hospital where he was pronounced dead upon arrival. The motive 
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for Mr. Cohen’s action remains a mystery. The Los Angeles County 
Sheriff’s Department along with the Los Angeles Police Department is 
working together with the FBI to work this case as quickly as possible.” 

One of the reporters cried out, interrupting John, “Is it true that 
Mr. Cohen was connected to the recent Phoenix murders?”  

John looked at Jim and Chris standing next to him, and Jim shrugged 
his shoulders. John asked, “What are the ‘Phoenix’ murders?” 

The reporter rattled off the names of Benton Harris and Cynthia 
Caldwell and asked, “Is it true that Mr. Cohen has confessed to the 
murders and that is why he committed suicide this morning?” 

Jim stepped up to the microphones and asked, “Where the hell 
do you people come up with this shit? ‘Phoenix’ murders? You have 
given two goddamn murders a fuckin’ name? For Christ sake, people, 
have you learned nothing in the past several years? We haven’t given 
the murderer or the murders a name yet, but you have.” 

John pushed Jim back a little harder than he thought. Sam moved 
between Jim and John, and Chris put his hand on Jim’s shoulder as 
John continued, “There is no name for these killings. There has been 
no confession, and we have made no connection between Mr. Cohen 
and the murders that you have asked about. This matter is under 
investigation, and as soon as we have more facts, they will be released 
to the public.” John turned to walk away as news cameras with their 
bright lights and individual reporters started to huddle in his direction. 

Sam stepped up and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, law enforcement 
has no further comment on this matter in order to protect the integrity 
of the investigation.” She stepped down, and John and Jim pushed 
their way through the reporters to the building entrance where agents 
prevented anyone through as the four disappeared into the building.

No one was prepared for what had caused the screams on the 
upper deck of the Bonaventure Hotel parking structure. Violet was 
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running with the others behind her. As she rounded the last corner 
going up the steep structure, she spotted a woman engulfed in flames, 
running back and forth, screaming and pleading for help.  

“Dear God, help me. Someone please help me. I’m on fire.” 
There were several fire extinguishers on the wall near the woman, 
and Violet put her elbow through the glass and grabbed a unit, pulled 
the pin, and began to spray the screaming woman with it. 

The valet as well as the other two men froze, and Violet screamed at 
them, “Get the other extinguisher off the wall, damn it, and help me help 
her.” Carry grabbed a unit and began to spray the woman down until the 
flames were out. There was a moment of clarity in the face of the woman 
who had been on fire. Her hair was burned off as well as her clothing. 
Her skin was deep purple and black, and her eyes were a pale grey. 

Violet ran over to her as she collapsed. She was about to say something 
when a dark van came screeching out of a parking spot in the direction 
of the victim and Violet. She was able to get to her feet and run out of 
the way as the van with blacked out windows roared across the lot and 
right over the burned woman’s head. Violet watched as it exploded like 
a watermelon being struck with a sledge hammer. Carry and Violet were 
standing next to each other as the van struck the woman and both were 
covered in brain matter as the driver gunned the engine and took off. 

Carry was looking at the headless body and then bent over and threw up 
near the edge of the garage. Violet followed, both retching up their lunch, as 
the valet and Carry’s colleague ran down the ramp to the safety of the hotel.
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 Chapter Fifteen
“Are you going to babysit Ms. Harper, 

or are you going to question her?”

I
t was five thirty p.m., and John and Jim stood near the elevator 
entrance looking at each other without saying a word. Sam walked 
up to them and asked, “What the fuck were you thinking, Jim? 

Jesus Christ! You can’t throw your goddamn temper tantrums with 
the media because I’m the one who inherits your legacy, and that 
legacy is one of really, really bad relations with those damn people.” 
John nodded as Jim looked on at Chris, who was running across the 
lobby of the building with his cell phone in his hand.

“It’s done.” Saul Winston was holding his phone to his ear as the 
words resonated in his mind. There was a moment of silence, and 
the female voice on the other end repeated, “It’s done, Saul. Did you 
hear what I just said?” 
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A tear ran down Saul’s face, and he said, “I heard you. Where did 
it happen?” 

“Is that really important, Saul? The less you know about how 
your wife died the better. Police are on scene, and it’s only a matter 
of minutes before the FBI and Sheriff’s Department are there, too. 
They will be coming to speak to you, so get ready. There will be a 
knock on your front door any minute.” Saul staggered across the 
kitchen where he had been making a sandwich for himself and Terry, 
who was sitting at a small table staring at him with a confused look 
on her face. The line went dead, and Saul walked out of the room.

Violet and Carry were seated on a bench near the valet stand as two 
LAPD detectives interviewed them about what they had seen. Violet 
was covered in blood and brain matter. She wasn’t very talkative and 
was trying to wrap her head around the goings on of the past half 
hour. It was ten to six, and her life was changed, and she heard in a 
fog one of the detectives say those words to her. 

John and Chris pulled up on scene with Sam and Jim in a follow-
up car with an FBI CSI team behind them. John parked and walked 
over to one of the LAPD officers standing guard and asked where the 
witnesses were. The officer pointed in the direction of the valet stand, 
and John and Chris started walking over. He didn’t walk more than a 
few steps when he saw Violet sitting on the bench. He started shaking 
his head, and Chris looked at him and asked what he was thinking. 

“You’ll understand in a few seconds.” John walked up to the 
bench, and Violet looked up to see them standing in front of her. 

She looked at John and asked, “This is your case?” John nodded 
and asked the other officers to leave and told Chris to take Carry into 
the hotel and interview him. He was about to speak when he heard 
Jim’s voice calling out for him. Jim walked toward him but didn’t see 
Violet right away. 
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John pulled his tablet out of his suit coat as Jim saw Violet and 
said, “You? You’re the damn witness?” Violet nodded slowly. Her 
black hair and alabaster skin were speckled with blood and brains. She 
slouched on the bench with her legs crossed and cleavage showing, 
yet she had no regard for any of it. John asked a nearby ambulance 
driver for a towel and some water, and the EMT handed them to him. 

He sat down next to her and began to gently wipe the blood 
off her face as Chris returned and said, “Professor Harper? You 
witnessed this?” She nodded, taking the towel from John’s hand and 
then grabbing his arm and burying her face in his chest. She began to 
scream, and he put his arms around her and held her. 

He felt her body shudder as she wept, and Chris looked confused 
while Jim pulled a cigarette out of his top left pocket, lit it, and asked, 
“Are you going to babysit Ms. Harper, or are you going to question her?” 

Violet pulled her head away from John’s chest and told Jim, “Go 
fuck yourself, O’Brian.” 

Jim let out a laugh as the smoke rose in front of him and said, “You 
first, Vi, you first.” 

Chris looked at the two men and his former law professor from 
Pepperdine sitting on the bench together and asked, “Does someone 
want to catch me up?” 

Jim said, “John and Vi over here are old friends, aren’t you John?” 
John pulled Violet back, his huge arms holding her shaking shoulders, 

and said, “Tell me what happened, Violet. Do you know who the victim is?” 
She shook her head, wiping her face with the towel, “Um … no. 

I was here giving a talk to an attorney group for the ABA, and I was 
just getting into my car when I heard a woman scream. It was the 
most horrible scream I have ever heard, John. I ran up the parking 
ramp, and she was on fire. She was screaming and pleading as she 
flailed her arms and kicked her legs, fully engulfed in flames.” 

“And what did you do?” 
“I grabbed a fire extinguisher as did one of my colleagues who 

was at my talk, and we put out the flames.” 
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John was holding his tablet near Violet’s face and asked, “And 
then what happened?”

She started to shake and said, “A van pulled out from a parking 
spot near the top of the structure and gunned the engine right at me and 
Carry. We jumped out of the way as the van slowed and ran over the 
woman’s head. Jesus, John! The driver ran over her head. It just popped 
like a grape, and then the van was gone, and the police showed up.” 

John asked, “Did you get any information? A plate number? Did 
you see the driver?” She shook her head and said no. “Did the woman 
say anything other than asking for help?” 

Violet shook her head and said, “Begging … she was begging … she 
knew she was on fire. She said that when we got the fire out. She stared 
for a few seconds before the van pulled out but said nothing.” 

Jim walked away and started up the ramp to the crime scene. 
Chris looked at John and Violet and asked, “I can see that you two 
know each other. May I ask how?” 

“Ms. Harper was a close friend of my late wife Amber and a friend 
of Sara’s as well. Violet was very active in the community in her early 
years as a lawyer.” 

Chris asked, “Were you two intimate?” 
Violet looked up. Her green eyes filled with tears as John looked 

up to the upper level of the parking structure where there was a great 
deal of light and said, “Now is not the time for those questions. Violet 
and I haven’t seen each other in many years.” He looked at her and 
asked, “I want you taken to the hospital. I’ll call Sara and let her 
know that you’re coming in. One of our younger doctors is an ER 
specialist and a psychiatrist. I want you to talk to her.” 

Violet nodded and asked, “Will I see you again?” 
John nodded and said as he walked away, “Yes. You can count on 

it. We have a lot to talk about.” He called out to the EMT and told 
him to take Ms. Harper to Northridge Hospital for observation then 
called Sara. He saw Jade and Jessica near the body and asked, “Do 
we have a note? Anything from the killer?” 
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Jade said, “No, but we know who the victim is.” 
“And how do we know that? She has no head. I mean, we can’t 

even do dental records on this one.” Jade handed John a pair of latex 
gloves, which he put on, and then handed him a black Fendi purse 
that was open. He looked inside and pulled out the wallet and said, 
“Well, isn’t this an interesting turn of events?” 

Jade nodded and said, “Yes … it is.” 
Jessica looked at the two of them and asked, “Who is going to 

call the husband?” 
John stood up and said, “Jade, work with my team and Jim’s. I’m 

going to leave Sam here with you as well. She needs to learn to deal 
with this type of situation.” 

Jade laughed and said, “I’m sorry, John, but this is one I don’t get 
too often. A body with a crushed head.” 

He looked at her as Jim and Sam approached and said, “Well, 
I don’t think we need to look too far for a cause of death, and we 
all know that we are dealing with Caldwell and Harris’s killer.” 
Everyone nodded. John looked at Jim and said, “This victim is none 
other than the wife of Saul Winston.” 

Jim got a big smile on his face and said, “Really? Well, what are we 
waiting for? We need to go give Mr. Winston the devastating news.” 

Chris looked lost, and John said, “Yes … the devastating news 
that the wife who left him and was divorcing him in a high profile 
case is now dead in the parking structure of the Bonaventure Hotel. 
I’m certain he will just be devastated.” 

Jim laughed and said, “I have a feeling Mr. Winston is going to be 
devastated, but I don’t think it is going to be by the news of his wife’s murder.” 

Chris shook his head and said, “Really, Jim? Really? You’re going 
to make a veiled reference to the Eagle here?” 

“You’re right. That was too fuckin’ subtle. I have ten bucks that says 
that Saul Winston will end up in the arms of the Eagle. Any takers?” 

Sam looked down at Jade, who was looking at the meat thermometer in 
Janet Winston’s liver. As Jim and John walked off, Chris was left standing 
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with the women. Sam looked at him and said, “The damn case isn’t going 
to solve itself, mister FBI man, so you want to put on a pair of gloves and 
start investigating?” Chris did as she said and began shooting pictures with 
his tablet as Jade and Sam worked on the scene with the others. 

Sandy Hyde was watching the news conference on a flat screen 
TV with her feet up on her desk. Ken Miller saw the intense look on 
her face and knocked on the office door. She jumped, and Ken said, 
“I’m sorry, Sandy. I wanted to talk to you, but you were on the phone 
when I passed the first time, and now you look pretty intense.” 

She put her feet down and pressed the button on a remote control 
in her hand and said, “I just watched the FBI and Sheriff’s Department 
give a … colorful news conference about Howard’s death.” 

Ken sat down in a chair across from her desk and asked, “Colorful?” 
Sandy laughed while blowing her nose. Her eyes were red, and she 

said, “Well, yes. Agent John Swenson was giving a news conference 
and not answering questions, and a reporter blurted out a nickname for 
the killer that the media has been running stories with, and then Jim 
O’Brian took the stage and basically cursed a blue streak on live TV.” 

Ken laughed to himself and said, “That’s the one thing about Jim. 
He’s not a people person.” 

“No shit, Ken. That’s not a news flash.”  
He sat silent for a moment and asked, “Are you okay? Is it the 

call or the news conference?” 
Sandy stood up and straightened out her skirt and blouse and 

said, “A little of both, Ken, but nothing I can discuss right now.” 
He looked at the antique clock on the wall behind her and asked if 

she had plans for dinner. She shook her head, and he said, “Well, then, 
why don’t we grab a bite at El Campo Restaurant, so we can catch up?” 

She looked around the office and then said, “I wish I could, 
but I have an appointment. How about a rain check?” Ken nodded, 
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standing up, and could see that Sandy was more distraught than she 
wanted him to know. 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” 
“Okay? Oh hell, Ken. I’m not okay. Are you?” He shook his 

head gently. She picked up her purse and grabbed her coat and said, 
“I’ll talk to you in the morning. Thanks for the invitation. Have a 
pleasant night.” And with that, she walked out of her office and into 
the darkening hall of Cohen, Miller & Hyde.

Dusk was just setting in when Philly pulled up to Saul Winston’s 
security gate and pressed the buzzer. A few seconds went by, and 
the gate opened, and he pulled his car around the circular drive and 
parked. He looked up at the clear evening sky, and the first stars had 
begun to show through the light blue filter of night. 

Saul was standing by the front door in a robe, and Terry was walking 
up the right side of the double staircase that led to the second floor. She 
called out to him, “What do you want me to do while you’re working?” 

He looked up at her and said, “Use your imagination. Take a 
Jacuzzi or go out on the upper deck and swim in the infinity pool. Just 
make sure you leave the clothes at my bedroom door.” Terry pulled 
the robe off slowly, revealing her slender frame and perky breasts. 

She held it at her side and said, “You’re the boss. I will do as you 
instruct.” She walked up the stairs in four inch heels, dragging the 
white silk robe next to her thighs, and walked into the bedroom. The 
doorbell rang, and Saul waited to answer until he heard the bedroom 
door shut behind her.

Violet was arguing with the EMT as the ambulance pulled up to 
the ER entrance of Northridge Hospital. “I don’t need to be wheeled 
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out on a damn gurney, for crying out loud. What I need is a shower.” 
The back doors opened, and Sara and Karen were looking into the 
back of the ambulance. 

“It’s city ordinance, ma’am. I can’t just let you walk out of the 
ambulance. You have to be carried. I can get in a lot of trouble.” The 
driver was walking around from his side of the vehicle and telling her 
the same thing. By the time the driver had reached the back, Violet was 
out of the ambulance and standing in front of Sara and Karen. 

Sara shook her head and said while turning her back to Violet, 
“It’s been a long time.” Karen walked behind Violet as she walked 
into the emergency room. Violet didn’t respond. Sara pointed to an 
exam room and said, “In there.” Violet obeyed, and Karen followed 
the two women into the room and shut the door behind them.

Sara pulled a blood pressure cuff off the wall and took Violet’s vitals 
while asking Karen to start a chart. Karen took out her tablet and began 
to ask Violet the usual medical questions until she was interrupted. 

“Goddamn it, Sara. I’m five six and a hundred and fifty-five 
pounds. I’m not a damn construction worker. Why do you have the cuff 
so tight?” Sara let the air out of the cuff and told Karen the readings as 
she put a thermometer in Violet’s ear and finished off all of her vitals. 

She looked at her and said, “Please disrobe.” 
Violet got off the exam room table and started removing her clothing 

while asking, “Is this really necessary?” 
When she removed her skirt and top, which left only a bra, Sara 

looked at her and said, “I see you still like to go commando.” 
Violet laughed as she removed her bra and handed it to Sara and 

said, “You know I’m not an underwear fan. I never have been.” 
“Yeah. I recall. Easy access just in case the moment strikes, right?” 
Violet sat back down and asked, “Jesus, do I at least get a hospital 

gown?” 
Sara stared at her for a few seconds and then said, “You need a 

shower. You’re a mess.” She threw her a robe and led her down the 
hall to the doctor’s locker room and into the shower. She handed 
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Violet a regular robe and said, “After your shower, come to the 
doctor’s lounge. You know where it is.” 

Violet batted her eyes at them and asked, “You’re not going to 
bathe me to make sure all of the human remains are off of me?” Sara 
shook her head, and Violet said, “I know it’s been a few years, but 
how about a shower together for old time’s sake?” Sara just shook 
her head as she walked to the doctor’s lounge with Karen behind her. 

“You want to catch me up, Sara? Who the hell is that woman?” 
Sara pulled a coffee cup from a dispenser and said, “That woman? 

That woman is the one before me … before John’s first wife Amber. 
That woman is someone I thought was gone from my life forever.” 

Karen took a cup and poured some coffee and said, “So … you 
two were lovers, too?” 

Sara sat down at one of the tables. There were three other doctors 
talking in the lounge a few tables away. Sara looked at her and said, 
“It was a long time ago, Karen. Amber and I were in medical school. 
John and I had met a few times but weren’t intimate back then. 
John was deployed with his unit. God knows where he had gone for 
several months.” She looked around and then leaned in to Karen and 
whispered, “Her name is Violet Harper, and she is an attorney here in 
LA. I didn’t know it, and I didn’t know John that well, but it turns out 
Violet is bi. One weekend, I was stressed over school and patients, 
and Amber was stressing, too. Violet came out to hang out, do some 
shopping, just girl shit. We ended up at a bar near the hospital. We got 
drunk, and the next morning the three of us woke up in bed together.” 

Karen was trying to hold back a smile and was smirking as Sara 
continued, “Anyway … one thing led to another, and Amber and 
I had a weekend off shift and school, so the three of us…” Sara 
started blushing. Karen started to say something when one of the 
other doctors moved a chair on the cement floor, and it squeaked. 
There was a moment of silence as the others left the room. Once they 
were gone, Sara sat back and said in a normal voice, “We had a girl’s 
weekend fling. Not even John knows about it.” 
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She had just finished speaking when Violet’s voice broke the 
conversation, “Oh, John knows about it, Sara. He knows all about 
that weekend and a few others that we had.” 

Karen looked at the two women staring each other down and asked, 
“Would you like a cup of coffee, Ms. Harper?” Violet nodded and sat 
down with her robe open. Her large white breasts glistened in the light 
of the lounge. Her hair was wet and dripping on the floor, and Sara 
told her to get on the carpet. The women moved over into the lounge, 
and Violet took a towel from Sara and dried her long black hair. 

Sara sat down on one of the couches across from her and asked, 
“How long has it been since we’ve seen each other, Vi?” Violet threw 
her head back, swinging her hair around, then stood up and took off the 
robe. “Jesus Christ, Vi! This is a public lounge. Anyone can come in 
here.” Violet sat down on top of the robe, her nude skin glistening in the 
light from the shower. 

Karen looked at her and said, “You are very beautiful, Ms. Harper. 
How old are you?” 

Sara laughed, and Violet looked at Karen and asked, “Who old are 
you? You’re too old to be John or Sara’s kid.” 

Karen looked at her indignantly and said, “I’m a doctor, Ms. Harper. 
A psychiatrist and an ER doctor and have been for several years.” 

Violet looked at Sara and asked, “Your prodigy?” 
Sara shrugged and said, “John’s to tell the truth.” 
Violet was taking a sip of her coffee when Sara said it, and she spit 

the coffee onto the floor and said, “This is John’s kid?” 
Sara laughed as did Karen, who said, “In a manner of speaking. John 

is not my biological father, but he is the closest person I have to a father 
figure in my life.” 

Violet looked at Sara and asked, “You want to catch me up?” They 
talked for about ten minutes until they were all less guarded, then Violet 
let out a sigh and a tear ran down her face. 

Karen and Sara just sat still, and Karen said, “John told us what you 
witnessed. I’m sorry.” 
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“I don’t even know what I witnessed. It’s like I’m in a nightmare 
and can’t wake up.” Karen stood up and put her hand on Violet’s 
shoulder. As she did, the doors to the lounge opened, and three 
young male interns walked in. Sara threw a towel over to Violet, 
who covered her breasts, and Sara and Karen helped her up and put 
the robe around her, and the three walked out of the lounge and back 
to the exam room. 

Violet sat on the gurney and asked, “So, what now?” 
“That’s John’s call. You’re here to be evaluated and then, after that, 

it’s up to him.”
Violet looked at her and said, “I’m sorry for just disappearing so 

many years ago. I was trying to find myself, and you and Amber were a 
part of that. I just woke up one morning and realized I needed to take my 
work more seriously and needed to stop screwing up my life.” 

Sara smiled and said, “Hey, we were young, okay? You were 
fifteen years older than me and Amber, but it was a good experience 
for us. We were trying to find ourselves, too.” She paused and asked, 
“Does John really know about the three of us?” Violet nodded slowly. 
“How did he react?” 

Violet pulled her robe closed and said, “He didn’t have a lot of 
time to react. He was home for all of two days in February of ninety-
nine. He got called up and disappeared. I told him when he told me 
that he was starting to see you. I was pissed and thought it would 
push him from you, but he was distracted. As I recall, he shrugged his 
shoulders and said something to the effect of, ‘Girls will be girls.’” 

Sara contorted her face and said, “That’s it? He didn’t freak out or 
get angry?” 

“No … the next day he packed a few things and left to see you, 
and I never saw him again. He told me he had to give you something 
before he left on his mission. What was it?” 

Sara got tears in her eyes and started to choke up. “Um … a 
wooden box that he had made. He handed it to me and said, ‘I want 
you to keep this safe for me.’” 
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Violet looked strangely at them and asked, “What kind of box?” 
“A medium sized, wooden box with an eagle in flight that he had 

burned into the wood. I have it to this day. I’ve kept every military 
memento and communication I ever received from him, including 
a letter from the Department of Defense telling me that he’d been 
killed in combat.” 

Karen’s eyes got huge, and she said, “Why haven’t I ever heard 
about this?” 

Sara smiled and said, “Because it was a crushing time in all of 
our lives. Because John came home, and I wasn’t there for him. He 
fell in love with Amber, and we all lost contact for years.” 

She was drying her eyes with her sleeve, and Karen got her a tissue. 
Violet looked at Karen and said, “There were a lot of sleepless nights 
in those days, kid. I couldn’t handle it, and I know Sara couldn’t, but 
Amber … if you could have known Amber Swenson. Jesus, she was a 
powerful woman. So beautiful, smart, strong, and sensual. She was a 
woman that even I wanted to emulate. She stood by John through thick 
and thin. When I heard about her murder, I didn’t have the courage to 
call him. I did go to the funeral but stood off in the back and watched 
in disbelief that such a wonderful woman was gone.” Sara nodded 
with tears running down her face. Karen was crying, too. 

Violet got up and grabbed her clothing and said, “I’m sure John 
wants me to stay put, but I have some business that I need to attend to.” 

Sara said, “Violet, I have no idea what your situation is, but if 
John wants you here you have to stay.” 

She was putting on the blood-covered clothing and said, “No can 
do, Sara. I have pressing business.” She dressed and grabbed her purse 
and said, “I’ll get a taxi. Tell John thank you, and that I love him.” 

Karen looked at Violet and threw her a set of car keys and said, 
“It’s the blue BMW 5 series in the doctor’s lot right outside the ER. 
Just press the key fob, and it will let you know where it is parked.” 

Violet thanked her, and Sara said, “I know you, Vi, and I know 
you know more about all of this lawyer death shit than you’re telling.” 
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She laughed and said, “Hey … the chick killed in the parking 
structure wasn’t a lawyer. I have some business downtown, and then 
I’m going home.” 

Sara shook her head and said, “You’re playing with fire, Vi. I just 
know that you’re playing with fire.” 

“Perhaps. But I have John Swenson to protect me now, don’t I?” 
Karen and Sara didn’t move as Violet walked away. 
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Chapter Sixteen
“Oh, but it is true, Saul.  

It is fuckin’ true.”

T
he sun had set, and Philly was sitting in Saul Winston’s living 
room as he paced the floor in front of him. Saul looked at him and 
asked, “So, you have no other information on Janet for today?”

Philly shook his head and said, “Nope. Not a drop. The last time 
I saw Janet she was walking into a club off Sunset near PCH. I tried 
to tail her into the club, but I couldn’t get past the bouncer. I waited 
in my car, but I never saw her leave.” 

Saul was still pacing when there was a call from the front foyer from one 
of three young women who were dressed as house servants, not attractive, 
but professional. One of the women walked into the formal living room and 
said, “Mr. Winston, there is an FBI agent at the gate asking to speak to you.” 

Saul got jittery and said with a quiver in his voice, “Please let 
him in, Margo.” She walked away, and Saul sat down near Philly and 
said, “You work for me, right?” Philly nodded his head casually. “So, 
here’s what I need from you. You and I were together last night.” 
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Philly looked at him and said, “That’s not gonna fly, Saul. Believe 
me, that story will never fly.” 

Saul got pissed off and stood up and said, “I’m your fuckin’ 
employer. It will fly. We were together. We were out clubbing 
downtown. You got it?” 

Philly shrugged and said, “Hey, it’s your money, but I’d think 
of a better story than that if I were you. If you’re going to use it, I 
want my money.” The doorbell rang, and Saul walked over to a small 
chest of drawers and pulled out two envelopes. He threw them to 
Philly and said, “The first one covers what I owe you up to now. The 
other is an extra ten grand to stick with the story.” 

“Whatever you say, Saul.” 
There were a few tense moments until Saul could hear the footsteps 

of not one but two people coming through the foyer. John appeared 
first followed by Jim. Philly was watching Saul’s face the whole time, 
and he saw the fear and panic when Jim came into the room.

“What the hell are you doing here, Jim? I thought it was the FBI?” 
John flashed his ID and said, “My name is Special Agent John Swenson, 

Mr. Winston. I see there is no need for introductions to Sheriff O’Brian.” 
Saul nodded slowly as Margo entered the living room. She stood 

in the entry door and said, “We are leaving, Mr. Winston. The night 
shift will be on in a half hour. Is there anything that you or your 
guests need before the three of us leave for the night?” 

He was staring at John and Jim who were standing side by side. 
“Ah … no, Margo. Thank you. I don’t think my guests will be here 
long.” She walked out of the room, and Saul asked, “So … Jim … 
it’s been a long time. What brings you here along with the FBI?” 

He sat down, and Jim pulled a cigarette out of his pocket and put it in his 
mouth then pulled out his Zippo and asked, “May I smoke?” Saul nodded 
as he lit the cigarette. Jim took a hit off it and then looked at John and 
asked, “Well, shit, John. Do you want to break the news to Mr. Winston, or 
do you want me to do it?” John was staring at and through Saul, and Jim 
could see that the stare was not that of John Swenson. It was that of the 
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Iron Eagle. John waved his arm in a gesture of permission, and Jim said, 
“Saul, I have some goddamn devastating news for you. Your beautiful ex-
porn queen wife was set on fire then had her skull run over by a deranged 
killer.” Saul sat silent for a few seconds. John was staring as Jim waited for 
the reaction. Saul was visibly working to convey shock and whip up tears. 

Jim asked, “Did you hear what I said?” 
“That’s not possible … just not possible. I just spoke to her a few 

days ago. She can’t be dead!” Saul started to cry, tears were running 
down his face.

Jim said, “Oh, but it is true, Saul. It’s fuckin’ true. Damn. What 
does that save you in alimony and other assets in your divorce?” 

Saul started yelling at Jim, “Who the hell do you think you are? What 
the fuck game are you playing, O’Brian? You’re a sadistic son of a bitch. 
Janet and I had our issues, but, damn Jim, I would never wish her dead.” 

John finally broke his silence and said, “You might not have 
wished it, Mr. Winston, but, nonetheless, your wife was brutally 
murdered today in a parking structure at the Bonaventure Hotel in 
the heart of downtown Los Angeles. Now... can you think of anyone 
who would want to see such harm come to her?” 

Philly had been sitting on a sofa the entire time with his back 
to everyone. When he turned, he saw a virtual standoff between the 
men. Jim looked at him and asked, “So, what do you think, Phil? Did 
Mr. Winston have anything to do with his wife’s death?” The color 
left Saul’s face as he turned to see Philly slowly nodding his head. 

“You know the Sheriff?” 
Philly nodded and said, “Yeah, Saul. I know both of these gentlemen. 

Very well, in fact.” Philly looked at John and said, “I was tailing the 
missus last night but lost her at a club on Sunset when she went in.” 

John never took his eyes off Saul and asked Philly, “What time 
did you finally give up and leave the stakeout?” 

“It was early. Probably four a.m. I didn’t see Mrs. Winston leave 
the club, and I can tell you that Mr. Winston here is not sorry that 
some harm has come to his soon-to-be ex-wife.” 
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John pulled out a pair of handcuffs and threw them to Philly. 
“Phil, cuff Mr. Winston up and take him out the back to your car.” 

Philly grabbed Saul by the arm and started to force the cuffs on him 
when Saul screamed, “I know my goddamn rights. I want my lawyer.” 

When Phil finished cuffing Saul, Jim said, “Well, your fuckin’ 
rights are simple. You can tell us everything you know about your 
wife’s murder. As for your lawyer, unless you have been under a rock 
all day, your lawyer slit his own throat and is tits up on an autopsy 
table. So, there will be no lawyer coming to save your ass.” Philly 
walked Saul to a rear exit off the living room, and Jim asked, “Are 
there any cameras that will see you take old Saul here?” 

Philly laughed and said, “Nope … I did the security for this place 
a few years ago.” He took out a small remote and pressed a couple of 
buttons and said, “All of the film on Mr. Winston’s security system 
just failed and has been wiped out for the past three hours.” 

He started walking Saul out when Saul asked, “What the fuck 
kind of arrest is this? My PI is taking me in?” 

Jim said, “Well, yeah, Saul, but he’s not taking you to my office 
or Agent Swenson’s.” 

“Then where the fuck is he taking me?” 
John looked at him and said, “To meet with a man who is an 

expert at extracting information.” 
Saul looked at Philly and asked, “Who the hell is he talking about?” 
Philly started pushing Saul out the side door and said, “Someone 

who has become synonymous with justice in Los Angeles … you’re 
going to meet the Iron Eagle.” 

Saul’s legs went out from under him, and he started screaming 
as he hit the floor. John pulled out a tranquilizer gun and shot him 
in the chest. Philly looked at John as Saul was passing out and said, 
“He’s a loud fucker, isn’t he?” 

John nodded as Jim responded, saying, “You think he’s loud 
now… just wait until the Eagle gets him.”
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“Really? Really? You had to order Janet Winston’s murder?” 
“I didn’t order her murder. I was simply the conduit who had the 

contacts.” 
Alice Walker was sitting in her chambers with her cell phone to 

her ear. The voice on the other end of the line had answered Alice’s 
question but not in a manner that satisfied her. Alice said, “Of all of 
the shit to have happen right now, murdering the soon-to-be ex-wife 
of Howard Cohen’s best client was far from smart.” 

The voice on the other end of the line was cool and calculated in 
its response. “With all due respect, Your Honor, killing Janet Winston 
is really the best thing that could happen to us right now.” 

Alice stared at the ceiling of her office and asked, “How the hell 
do you figure that?” 

“We are both women of power and discretion. The FBI has been 
literally on the ass of the van that my source uses for the killings. This 
will get attention away from all of the damn lawyers who are dead and 
throw the cops and the feds in another direction while the plan moves on.” 

Alice stood up and walked to her chamber door and looked out. She 
had ordered her bailiffs to stand outside of the chamber’s outer hallway. 
It was half past eight, and she was the only judge left in the building. She 
walked back inside and said, “We are on the hit list … you and me … we 
are on the hit list that this damn killer sent over to Howard.” 

There was a moment of hesitation, and the female voice on the 
end of the line spoke softly, “Yes, Alice. Yes, we are. That’s why I 
have offered my assistance to the killers and also gave them another 
target that will assist them in carrying out their executions while 
sparing our lives. Don’t you see what this means for us?” 

Alice had walked over to one of the windows in her office and asked, 
“No. I don’t see what it means for us. Explain it to me. Are we off the list?” 

“I’ve been promised that our cooperation will remove us from 
the list. We’re safe. I have fed information to the killers, and they 
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are going to move in the direction that I have instructed. We will be 
the most powerful women in Los Angeles when this is over, and you 
will be one of the senior appellate judges for the ninth circuit court 
of appeals. We will have both the state and federal systems under our 
control. You can rest easy knowing that while Janet Winston’s death 
was tragic, it was also necessary, and we will be able to hold our grip 
on the upper levels of the judicial system when the smoke clears.” 

Alice was shaking her head as she walked over to her desk and pulled 
a pack of cigarettes out of her purse. Her hands were shaking as she put 
one in her mouth and lit it.  After taking a few deep drags, she said, “How 
can you be so sure you can trust the people you are dealing with? Do you 
even know who the electronic voice belongs to on the other end of the 
phone line? Have you met the killers face to face? Have you gone over the 
list of lawyers that they plan to kill? Jesus! Howard fuckin’ killed himself, 
and he did it to keep himself from ending up as a human torch.” 

“You don’t need to worry about it. I have it under control. Why 
don’t you go home and get some sleep? I will try to stop by your 
place later.” The line went dead as Alice finished off the cigarette 
and stood stubbing it out in an ashtray on her desk.

Alice Walker’s courtroom was dark with the exception of a few 
lights. Her bailiff was sitting across from the clerk’s empty desk writing 
out notes when the courtroom doors opened, and a cleaning cart was 
pushed in. The bailiff looked up but didn’t pay much attention. He never 
heard the shot that sent his brain matter spraying across the courtroom.

There was some movement in the hall outside of Alice’s chambers. 
She moved the ashtray on her desk and opened her desk drawer where she 
kept a thirty-eight special. She sat down behind her desk and watched as 
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shadows entered the hallway, and she could see slow movements until 
there was a light tap on her smoked glass chamber door. 

“Yes,” she called out. 
A male voice said, “Cleaning crew, Your Honor. Do you want us 

to clean?” 
The man had a thick Spanish accent, and she looked around her 

office and to the rear entrance and asked, “How did you get into the 
hallway? My bailiff has orders to keep everyone out.” 

“I’m sorry, Your Honor, but I saw no bailiff. Would you like your 
office cleaned?” 

Alice contorted her face a bit and said, “I don’t recognize your 
voice, and your English is very, very good. Who are you?” 

“Cleaning crew, Your Honor. I am on duty in your building as we 
are shorthanded. I usually work at the federal courthouse, but we are 
on loan to the city. Yes or no? Do you want your chambers cleaned?”

Alice put her hand on the gun with her finger through the trigger 
and said, “Sure … please.” The door opened, and a tall, thin man 
walked in. There was a smaller person in the shadows, and Alice 
sat still while looking at the two figures with her hand on the gun. 
There were a few tense moments, but the two cleaners went about 
their business, and as they did, Alice got up and grabbed her coat 
and purse and said, “Thank you for taking care of my chambers. The 
bailiff will see you out. I’m sure he just went to the bathroom.” 

The tall man said, “Yes, Your Honor. I’m sure you are correct. The bailiff 
just went to the bathroom. We will let ourselves out when we are finished.” 

Alice walked back over to her desk, pulled the gun from the 
drawer, and dropped it in her bag then quickly made her way to the 
back exit. She heard the man calling out to her but didn’t hesitate. She 
was in a full run as she exited the building. She heard the ricochet of 
a bullet off the steel exit door and concrete wall as she ran for her car. 
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Saul Winston opened his eyes to three very, very bright lights above 
his head. He tried to move his arms and legs, but they were so heavy 
they didn’t move. “Help me. Is there anyone there? I need help.” 

He was unable to move his head, but he heard a female voice say, 
“Help is on its way, Mr. Winston. Well … sort of.” 

“Who the hell are you? Where am I?” Barbara O’Brian stepped 
into his line of sight dressed in a white medical outfit. Her red hair 
and blue eyes were striking against the antiseptic white of the room. 
He looked up at her and asked, “Who are you?” 

“I’m an associate of your host, Mr. Winston.” 
Saul tried to move and asked curtly, “And just who the fuck is 

my host?” 
He saw Barbara’s head turn away from him and then a familiar 

male voice said, “I’m your host, Mr. Winston. Please show respect 
for those who assist me.” 

Saul blurted out some obscenities, and the Eagle moved up next 
to the table and looked down into his eyes and said, “You are not 
good at taking directions, are you Mr. Winston?” 

“Wait … you’re the FBI agent from the house. O’Brian said I 
would be meeting the Iron Eagle. You know who the Eagle is?” 

John smiled as he asked Barbara to leave them. She walked out of 
the room as the Eagle looked down at Saul and said, “We are one in 
the same, Mr. Winston. Now, I’m going to ask you some questions, 
and you are going to answer them honestly, so that I don’t have to go 
through the long ordeal of tearing your body to pieces. Understand?”
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Chapter Seventeen
“Gas ‘em like the Eagle  

did at the church?”

“T
he who’s who of Los Angeles attorneys is what I’m talking 
about, Sandy. I understand that Howard Cohen is dead. He was 
to receive the lifetime achievement award at the gala dinner 

tomorrow night at the Ritz, which we are turning into a memorial 
dedication ceremony and announcing the Howard Cohen scholarship. 
It’s going to be sponsored by the ABA as well as the Californian Bar 
Association and Howard’s firm, now your firm I would hope.”

Sandy Hyde sat in a client chair across from Tom Koswick who had 
finished speaking and folded his hands in front of him.  “Jesus, Tom! Put 
this whole ceremony on ice until we get through all of this shit.” 

Tom took a deep breath and said, “It’s all in motion, Sandy. 
There’s no way to stop it. Besides, I think we both know that you 
didn’t come here to discuss the dinner. You’re here over the murders.” 
Sandy nodded and asked for a glass of water, and Tom pulled a bottle 
from a refrigerator behind his desk and handed it to her. 



Phoenix • 133132 • Chapter Seventeen

She took a few sips and said, “Tom, I know that you were sleeping 
with Mrs. Winston.” He didn’t move. He just sat staring in silence. 
Sandy took another drink of her water and said, “Howard had a PI on 
Janet, and his PI has everything on you. You do understand that you 
could and most likely will be disbarred if this gets out?” 

Tom laughed lightly and said, “We’re lawyers, Sandy. We take care of 
each other, for Christ’s sake. Even if Howard knew about the affair with 
Mrs. Winston, he would never have told anyone about it. Howard and I 
didn’t get along, but he would never release that information into the public 
arena. Besides, Howard and your firm both have a few demons in your 
private background that could easily be leaked. The whole concept of our 
judicial system is kept in place by the whole MAD concept, you know that.” 

“‘Mutually Assured Destruction.’ One talks, and we all go down. That 
might have worked even five years ago but not anymore. Howard is dead 
by his own hand, and someone was with him when he committed suicide.” 

Tom’s face lost all color, and his hands began to shake. He stood up 
and walked to the edge of his desk and asked, “There has been no news 
about there being a witness to Howard’s death. How do you know this? 
And if you do know this, as a matter of fact, who was it?” 

Sandy put the bottle on a coaster and said, “Our office log reports 
show there were four people in Howard’s suite at the office the morning 
of his death. Sheriff Jim O’Brian, Sheriff elect Samantha Pritchard, 
FBI Special Agent Chris Mantel, and Agent John Swenson.” 

He walked back over to his desk and collapsed into his chair. He 
drew another deep breath and asked, “You have video and audio that 
monitors the whole building, right?” She nodded. “Well … where 
were the four when Howard killed himself?” 

“The audio and video is blank.” 
“Blank?” 
“Blank … we have footage up to the four entering Howard’s 

apartment foyer and the four talking quietly amongst themselves, then 
the screen is wiped clean. No audio or video for hours. It picks back up 
when the coroner and her team arrive on scene.” 
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Tom stared off into space for a few minutes and then said, “I will 
make an inquiry with a contact I have at justice as well as the LAPD 
and see if they know anything. 

Sandy stood up and said, “Well, we better get to the bottom of 
this and fast. I have a bad feeling that whoever is doing the killing 
has us in their sights.” Tom nodded as Sandy walked out the door.

Aston Phillips was reading in the solarium of his home when several 
bright lights flashed around him, attracting his attention. He looked up 
to see Paul walk in with Judge Alice Walker. Aston put down his book 
and stood as Alice walked in. Paul signed, but Aston put his fingers to 
his lips and said, “Relax, Paul. We are all friends here.” Aston pointed 
to a sofa across from him and invited Alice to sit. 

She sat down as Paul stood behind her and pulled the thirty-eight 
special out of her bag and pointed it at him and said, “Mr. Green, if 
you would be so kind as to join your boss, so I can see you both.” 

Paul moved around the couch as Alice sat with the gun trained on 
him. Aston looked at her and asked, “Alice, why all of the hostility?” 

She pointed the weapon at Aston and said, “I see that you had the 
cochlear implants done. I’m impressed, Aston. I can’t see where you 
had the surgery.” 

Aston sat back in his chair and said, “I am sponsoring a 
clinical trial of this new implant. There are only three people in the 
world with the device, and, yes, you are quite the astute observer. 
With this new device, there is no outward sign of the operation 
or the implant. It is rather pleasant, Alice. I can still enjoy playing 
the role of the deaf while hearing every word being said around 
me. It’s a fascinating new device and is going to change the world 
for the deaf.” Alice nodded, still holding the gun, and Aston 
repeated his question calmly, “Why the hostility? Have I or Paul 
done something wrong?” 
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She sat back and said, “I have a pretty good idea that my bailiff 
is dead back at the court house, and I just made a quick exit from my 
chambers with bullets flying behind me. Aston, do you want to explain?” 

Paul looked down at Aston who had nothing but a book in his robed 
lap. Alice looked up at Paul and said, “Mr. Green, please remove your 
weapon and place it on the table in front of me.” Paul slowly reached 
behind his back and pulled out a gun and laid it on the table. There 
was a chair next to Aston, and she asked Paul to sit. Alice looked at 
Aston and asked, “Why Aston? Why did you send a team to kill me?” 

Aston closed the book and said, “I have no idea what you’re 
talking about, Alice. We are teammates in this situation. You are the 
disguised voice behind Paul’s firestorms. That’s what we worked 
out. This is justice, Your Honor. I sent no one to kill you.” 

She reached out and picked up Paul’s weapon. She looked it 
over and said, “Well done, Aston. Your money does allow you some 
excellent technology, doesn’t it?” The two men stared at Alice as she 
put her finger on the trigger then pressed the safety on the gun and then 
the clip release. The clip dropped to the floor with a yellow glowing 
light shining off the end of it. She picked up the clip and put it in her 
lap then cleared the weapon’s chamber and said, “A laser guide … 
and not just for bullets, am I right Aston? Where’s the remote for this 
room?” Aston pointed to a table next to her where a small thin black 
remote sat. She picked it up and pressed a couple of buttons, and 
the light went off on the clip. She looked at Aston and asked, “Once 
again, I ask you, why did you send someone to kill me?”

Sandy Hyde had gotten back to her office where crime scene 
tape was all over the entrance. She cut through it and walked into 
the foyer to the elevator. The doors were open, and she entered and 
pressed the button and pulled her tablet from her bag and turned 
it on. The elevator doors opened, and she crossed the marble floor 
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inlaid with the firm’s initials and walked down the hall and into her 
office. Her office was dark with the exception of a lawyer’s lamp 
on her desk. She dropped her purse in one of the guest chairs and 
stepped into the light when a familiar voice spoke up. 

“They know about everything, Sandy.” She didn’t respond right 
away. She took a pitcher of water off the edge of her desk and poured 
some in a glass then took a sip. 

She sat down in a chair next to the one she had thrown her purse 
on and asked, “And just how the hell would you know anything, 
Violet? Where have you been?” 

Violet twisted her body in Sandy’s desk chair and said, “I was 
with Dr. Sara Swenson and her protégé Dr. Karen Faber.” 

Sandy took a drink of her water and asked, “Who knows what, Violet?” 
She stood up and leaned across the desk and said, “The FBI. 

They know about Howard. They know about what you have been 
doing to corrupt the system, and they are going to get you if the Iron 
Eagle or your firm’s personal serial killer doesn’t get you first.”

Sandy laughed lightly and asked, “How do you know any of this?” 
Violet sat back down as Sandy stood up and turned on her office 

lights. She looked over at Violet who was still dressed in the pantsuit 
that was covered in Janet Winston’s blood and brain matter and 
asked, “What the hell happened to you?” 

“Janet Winston’s head being crushed under the wheels of a very, 
very powerful van happened to me at the Bonaventure Hotel.” 

Sandy didn’t say anything. She just stared at Violet and then 
coolly said, “Oh … well, we both know that slut had it coming. That 
had nothing to do with this office. It had to do with Saul, I’m sure.” 

Violet stood up and walked to an open door in Sandy’s office, 
turned on the light, and Sandy could hear water running in her private 
bathroom. “Well, I’m just a low level lawyer, Sandy. It’s my job to 
defend the innocent before the courts, and I don’t get paid the big 
bucks like you do to get them off. What I can tell you is that the wrath 
of shit that has been going on in this office and Howard’s death are 
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about to come home to roost with the killer, and I have a good idea 
that both Jim O’Brian and John Swenson are getting close to figuring 
this situation out, and when they do …” There was the sound of water 
being splashed, and then Violet appeared from the bathroom with a 
white towel covered in the blood. “Someone is going to call on you, 
Sandy, and I have a feeling you’re not going to like the visitor.” 

Sandy got a snotty look on her face and said, “You know, Vi, you 
would have been better off if you had stayed in the FBI academy 
at Quantico and became a federal agent. You are as stupid as those 
dumb asses, and you would have made the perfect fit at the FBI.” 

Violet laid the towel down on the arm of one of the guest chairs 
across from Sandy’s desk and said, “Yeah, well, I did finish my 
training, Sandy. I just decided to leave the Bureau because I didn’t 
feel it was my cup of tea. However, I have to admit that I might have 
acted hastily so many years ago, and I might just put my application 
back in here for the FBI’s LA field office and come back and bust 
your ass … because I know something that no one else knows.” 

Sandy leaned back in her chair and asked, “And what’s that?” 
Violet pulled her purse up on her shoulder and started walking to 

Sandy’s office door and said with her back to her, “That you’re the 
one behind all of this Sandy. That you’re the one orchestrating this 
murder spree on your own firm and associates and God knows who 
else.” Violet was out of her office and walking to the elevator when 
Sandy came running out behind her. 

Violet pushed the button to call the elevator, and Sandy said, 
“How dare you accuse me of such treachery.” 

The elevator doors opened, and Violet stepped in and turned to 
face her. She pressed the button for the lobby and said, “It’s not 
an unfounded accusation, is it Sandy? Howard knew it, and that’s 
why he killed himself. Howard knew you were the brains behind 
all of this, and he also knew that he was going to go down, so he 
took the easy way out.” The elevator doors were closing, and Violet 
said, “But Howard was with someone when he died, and he handed 
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someone the evidence, or at least enough information to lead back 
to the ring leader of these killings. Sooner rather than later, they will 
come for you, or he will come for you.” 

Sandy ran for the elevator doors and got her arm between them 
before they closed. She pushed Violet hard against the back of the 
elevator and pressed the emergency stop button. The elevator alarm 
began to blare, and Violet said, “You just triggered an alarm for 
police and fire, Sandy. You’re losing it.” 

Sandy pressed her elbow into Violet’s throat and asked in a cold 
and calculated voice, “Who is going to come for me?” Violet was 
choking and flailing her arms. 

She tried to speak but couldn’t, then a voice came over the 
elevator speaker and said, “This is Lieutenant Johnson with the Los 
Angeles Fire Department. How many of you are in the stuck car?” 
Sandy pulled her arm away from Violet’s throat, and she coughed 
and choked for a few seconds. 

“Is there smoke or fire up there?” 
Sandy didn’t respond, and Violet said with a rasp in her voice, 

“No sir … I swallowed wrong. The elevator is fine, sir. I bumped 
the lock by mistake.” Violet reached around Sandy and pulled the 
emergency lock, and the alarm stopped. 

The elevator doors were trying to close behind Sandy when she 
stepped off, and Violet looked at her as the doors closed and said, “The 
one who calls himself justice will be coming for you, Sandy. You know 
him as the Iron Eagle.” 

She only caught a brief look at Sandy’s face as the doors finished closing, 
but the look was enough to get a smile out of Violet as the elevator began to 
descend. She mumbled to herself, “To see your face, Sandy. I would think 
that never occurred to you.” Violet was rubbing her throat as the elevator 
reached the lobby. There was a fire unit at the entrance and Johnson was 
there when the doors opened to make sure Violet was okay. Once she had 
convinced LA fire she was fine, she walked out of the building with a smile 
on her face and pulled her cell phone from her purse and hit speed dial. 
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There was a moment of silence, and the line began to ring. 
“Swenson.” 
She said, “John, it’s Violet. We need to talk.” 
“About what, Vi?” 
Violet cleared her throat and said, “The person behind the killings, 

John. I think I know who it is.” 
There was a moment of hesitation, and John asked, “Where are you?” 
“Leaving Cohen and Hyde’s offices.” 
“You are supposed to be at the hospital, Violet.” 
She opened Karen’s car door and said, “Yeah, well, I needed to 

pay a visit to an old friend.” 
John’s voice was heavy on the other end of the line, “And what 

friend would that be?” 
“Sandy Hyde … she is quite upset, John. Very, very upset. Way 

out of character for the cool collected Sandy I know.” 
John said, “Go home, Violet. I will send someone by to pick you 

up in a few hours.” 
She started Karen’s car with the phone to her ear and said, “You 

better get me fast before the killer does.” She hung up the phone line 
leaving John hanging in dead air.

The Eagle put down the phone as Saul’s bloody face and branded 
body lie strapped to the gurney in operating room one of the lair. 
Barbara and Sara were both standing in the doorway, and Barbara 
said, “It smells like burning hog flesh in here.” Sara walked over to 
Saul and pulled down an empty IV bag and hung another as the Eagle 
pulled two electrodes from a small steel tray next to the gurney and 
drove two brass spikes through Saul’s testicles. 

He let out a howl, and the Eagle said, “I can do this all night, Mr. 
Winston. Now, I’ve been kind to you so far. I have been real gentle, 
but my patience is growing thin.” 
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Sara walked over and injected the IV with SP-17 and looked at 
the Eagle and said, “This is the highest dose we can give him. If he 
doesn’t talk with this, he really knows nothing.” 

Saul was coughing and spitting blood and saying, “I don’t know. 
I truly don’t know who the killer is.” The Eagle sent a low volt of 
current through the wires and into Saul’s balls, and he jerked against 
the restraints on the table and shuddered. 

The Eagle kept the current low and leaned over Saul and said, “It 
makes no difference, Mr. Winston. You are going to die right here. 
Anyway, it’s just a matter of how much pain I want you to endure 
before I let death take you.” 

Sara and Barbara were still in the back of the operating room, and 
Sara asked, “You’re going to kill an innocent man?” 

The Eagle had his back to them and said, “Mr. Winston is far 
from innocent, isn’t that right?” Saul was convulsing and foaming at 
the mouth as the Eagle turned down the electricity. The man’s breath 
was labored, and the Eagle could see that the higher dose of drug was 
taking hold. “Who killed your wife, Mr. Winston?” Saul took a deep 
breath. His face was swollen, and his eyes were black and nearly 
closed from the repeated blows to his face. 

“I don’t know who the killer was. It was set up by Alice Walker.” 
The Eagle stepped forward and asked, “Judge Alice Walker of the Los 

Angeles Superior Court?” Saul nodded his head weakly, and the Eagle 
asked, “And you are just an innocent dupe in the murder of your wife?” 

Saul started crying and said, “Howard was supposed to make this 
whole thing go away. He was supposed to deal with it. He had made 
a deal with Judge Walker to end my marital status, so I could marry 
my love. But the money … there was so much money. I couldn’t 
afford to lose the money.” 

The Eagle leaned on the gurney and said, “So, you had Janet 
Winston murdered to save you the money, and you were going to 
kick cash back to Judge Walker and Howard, but he died before the 
plan could be completed … or so you thought.” 
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Saul nodded weakly and said, “I hated the bitch. She was a slut 
and a cunt. She got what she deserved.” 

Looking into his half shut swollen eyes, the Eagle said, “You are 
going to get what you deserve, too, Saul. So, Judge Walker is the one 
behind the murders at Cohen, Miller & Hyde?” 

“I don’t know about any of that,” Saul said. “All I know is that she 
was behind Janet’s, and now it looks like she will never get the cash 
she so desperately needed.” 

The Eagle started to ask another question when Saul’s vitals began 
to plummet. Sara called out, “He’s crashing. He’s in cardiac arrest.” 
The Eagle stepped back as Sara and Barbara worked to bring Saul 
back, but after ten minutes, Sara stepped away and said, “He’s dead.” 

The Eagle walked out of the operating room and into the 
conference room of the lair and pulled the files that Howard had 
given him before committing suicide. Sara and Barbara were right 
behind him, and Sara asked, “So, he wasn’t innocent?” 

John was standing under the wooden sign of the Eagle as he 
shook his head. He crossed a name off the list and said, “Not by a 
long shot. Howard had Saul on his list of dirty clients. I knew he 
would not know everything about the plot, but I had a feeling he 
could lead us to someone who does.” 

Barbara sat down in one of the leather chairs in the room and asked, 
“You talk as if this Judge Walker isn’t the brains behind this either.” 

John sat down looking at the papers and said, “She’s deep in this, 
and I don’t know if she’s the ring leader yet. But I now know she is a 
killer, and that’s enough for me to go on.” 

Sara asked, “What are you going to do? How are you going to 
stop the killing?” 

John closed the folder in front of him and said, “I don’t know. I 
need to get Ms. Walker and interview her.” 

Both women laughed, and Sara said, “Interview? You mean torture.” 
He nodded slowly and said, “This is now a case for the Eagle. 

There are just too many names on this list of attorneys and judges to 



142 • Chapter Seventeen

rule out anyone. Howard left a very, very detailed list of everyone on 
the take, and that list is huge. But in the end, the killer is targeting 
Howard’s firm and his attorneys due to a grudge.” 

Sara looked up at him and asked, “Then what are you going to do?” 
There was another voice from the conference room entrance, 

“Kill them all!” 
Sara turned around to see Chris as well as Jim and Sam in the 

doorway. Chris had said it, and Sara looked at John, who was nodding 
his head. She looked on and asked, “And just how the hell are you 
going to do that?” 

John looked at the others and said, “We will have the opportunity 
to take out all but a few of them at the Los Angeles attorneys’ dinner 
tomorrow night at the Ritz.” Chris nodded, and Jim walked in with Sam. 

He sat down and lit a cigarette and said, “Gas ‘em like the Eagle 
did at the church?”

John nodded, and Chris said, “And what about the innocents? 
There are some innocents … not many based on that list you have, 
but they don’t deserve to die.” 

John sat down, and Sam said, “We need to set up an operation to 
take the innocents out of the equation. We need a plan that will give 
the Eagle a room full of guilty people.”

Chris looked up at the wooden Eagle logo behind John’s head and 
asked, “Weren’t you invited to speak at the event a few months ago?” 
John nodded. “Did you ever give them an answer?” 

“No. I was involved in some other more pressing matters as you 
might recall.” 

Jim laughed and said, “Well then … Chris, here, can make up 
a presentation for you, and you will accept the invitation and take 
them out at the event. Sam and I will get a copy of the guest list, and 
we’ll start contacting those innocents first thing tomorrow morning 
and create a distraction that will keep them from attending.” 

Chris looked at Sam and Jim and said, “That will work for about 
half of the attorneys, but what about the judges and other attorneys?” 
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John looked at the list and said, “I will have you, Philly, and 
Lance deal with them.” 

“Abduct them?” 
John put his hands behind his head and leaned back in his chair and 

said, “It won’t be that difficult. Lance and Philly have deep connections in 
the courts. They can get to the judges; Jim and Sam can get to the attorneys. 
The one problem we have is we don’t know who the killer is that is stalking 
Cohen, Miller & Hyde’s attorneys or who the next target is.”

Jim and Chris sat silent as did Sam. Sara looked at John and 
asked, “The Eagle received a phone call while dealing with Saul 
Winston. The caller was Violet Harper. What did she want?” 

John’s eyes got wide, and he looked at Jim and said, “You 
need to get someone to Violet’s house right away. She said she had 
information on the killer.” Jim called the station and dispatched 
deputies to Violet’s home. 

He put his hand over the phone as he had dispatch on the line and 
asked, “What the fuck are we grabbing Harper for?” 

John laughed and said, “Don’t worry about it. She’ll just be glad to 
see your men and will go with them without argument.” Jim ordered 
that Violet be picked up and taken into protective custody.” 

After he hung up, he looked at his watch and said, “It’s four a.m. 
What now?” 

John stood up and said, “Jim and Sam are going to accompany 
me to Violet’s home.” 

“Then what?” 
“We’re going to use Sam as bait. If Violet was telling me the 

truth and knows who the killer is, we have only a few minutes to 
get her out of her house and Sam in. We’re going to lure the killer to 
Violet’s home to abduct Sam.” 

Sam shook her head slowly and said, “Why is it that I’m starting 
to feel like Jim and see my life flashing before the Eagle’s eyes?” 

John laughed and said, “It comes with the territory, Sam. It comes 
with the territory.” 
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Jim leaned over and said, “I will be right there in the darkness. 
I won’t let anything happen to you.” Sam nodded as Chris stood up 
and walked out of the room. Sara called Karen on the intercom and 
asked her to meet her in the lair then called Jade’s cell phone.
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 Chapter Eighteen
“Fuzzy pink slippers? Jesus! 

What are you? Five?”

J
essica had her leg over Jade as the two were tangled in a nude 
heap on the bed in Jade’s house. Jade was roused by the sound of 
her cell phone, and Jessica said, “Oh, for God’s sake, isn’t there 

someone else who can deal with death for one goddamn night?” 
Jade pushed Jessica’s thigh off of hers and said, “Death doesn’t 

take a break, sweetheart, and besides, that ring tone is Sara not the 
office.” She pulled herself up on her elbows and grabbed the phone 
in her hand and answered, “Good morning, Sara. What’s up?”

Aston was sitting and staring at Alice. Paul was standing behind 
him, and Alice had put the clip back in the gun and had cocked it. 
Aston was calm as he repeated that he didn’t send anyone to kill her. 
She looked at Paul and then at Aston, lifted the gun, and pulled the 



146 • Chapter Eighteen

trigger. Aston’s head jerked back against the chair’s headrest, and 
blood and bone fragments struck Paul on his right arm and chest. 

“Jesus Christ, Alice. You could have at least given me a second to move.” 
Alice threw the gun to Paul and said, “And had I motioned in 

the slightest, Aston would have pressed the button on the side of his 
chair, and we’d all be dead.” Alice stood up as Paul walked around to 
the front of Aston’s chair where his hands hung limp and a small red 
light shined out of the tip of a small button on the side of his chair. 

Paul looked down and said, “Oh yeah … Jesus! The things I forget 
that would have set this whole room in lock down and released the 
gas. Good catch, Your Honor.” He walked over to her and took her 
face in his hands and kissed her deeply. They made out as Paul’s 
hands slid down Alice’s sides and around her rear. 

She pulled away and said, “Oh for God’s sake, Paul, we can fuck 
later. Don’t you think we should do some cleanup here?” 

“Yes, yes … but it’s been so damn long.” 
Alice walked over to Aston and put her fingers on his throat, 

checking for a pulse and said, “He still has a faint pulse.” 
Paul checked him as well and said, “He is a tough son of a bitch. Can 

you hear me, Aston? You dumb ass. I’m glad Alice finally shot you. I 
am fed up with hearing your bitching about Howard and your goddamn 
kids. Years, Aston, years and years. You have been on the same damn 
tirade. Your kids are dead. It sucks, but, Jesus, get the fuck over it!”

He pulled a pillow from one of the sofas and placed it over 
Aston’s face and held it tight for nearly ten minutes until Alice, who 
had her hand on Aston’s neck, said, “He’s dead.” 

Paul pulled the pillow off his face and threw it on the floor and 
said, “Where do you want me to set him ablaze?” The sun was just 
starting to rise, and Alice looked at the clock on the wall in the room. 
It was six ten. 

“Take him to Howard’s firm and set him on fire in Howard’s 
bedroom. Make sure you douse him good, so he gets a good burn 
before the sprinklers come on and put out the flames.” 



Phoenix • 147146 • Chapter Eighteen

He lifted Aston’s body out of the chair and threw him over his 
shoulders and asked, “Do you want me to set the whole building ablaze? 
I can do that if you want.” 

Alice shook her head. “No … get in and get out.” She looked 
around and asked, “Is there any staff here?” Paul shook his head and 
said he’d given them the day off at Aston’s recommendation. “Does 
Aston have a tool room?” 

Paul looked at Alice with a bit of confusion on his face and said, 
“There is a work room that the maintenance staff uses. Aston was not 
the handiest of people. Why?” 

“Take me to it. We need to do something’s to Aston before you 
set him on fire.” 

Paul walked out of the room and down a long hall and out the 
back of the house to a shed that was unlocked. He walked in and 
threw Aston’s body on a table and asked, “Okay, so what do you 
want done to him?” 

She looked around and saw several pairs of pliers and vice grips. 
She grabbed a couple pairs and said, “We don’t want them to be able to 
identify him, even through dental records. Here. Start grabbing teeth 
and pull.” She had her knee in Aston’s chest as did Paul, and the two 
spent fifteen minutes pulling the teeth from Aston’s mouth. 

Alice cursed, and Paul asked, “What’s wrong?” 
“The son of a bitch has wisdom teeth, and I can’t pull those out.” 
Paul laughed and said, “Hang tight.” He grabbed a hammer and 

chisel off the bench and came back and started to slam the hammer 
against the chisel. Aston’s teeth began to fly out like popcorn, and 
with a couple of hard blows of the hammer, Aston Phillips was dead 
and toothless. Alice took the hammer from Paul and turned Aston’s 
head to one side and bashed in his skull then turned his head to the 
other side and did the same. 

Paul smiled and said, “I have wanted to do that for twenty years.” 
“So have I. Jesus! He never let me hear the end of it when Francis 

Statler was acquitted in my courtroom.” 
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Paul got a somber look on his face as he looked down at the 
unrecognizable face of his long time employer and said, “Well, he 
had a right to be pissed off at you. You suppressed key evidence that 
would have put Statler away, Alice, and you don’t know how many 
times he wanted me to kill you over the years. He was pissed at 
Howard, but when he learned after the Eagle got Statler that you had 
suppressed evidence to cover your ass, the DA’s, and Howard’s to let 
Statler go, he was furious.”  

Covered in Aston’s blood, Alice said, “That was then, and this is 
now. Who was in my chambers last night trying to kill me, Paul?” 

He shrugged and said, “It wasn’t anyone that Aston sent. You’re not 
exactly the most popular judge in LA County. Did it ever occur to you that 
perhaps someone unrelated to this situation might be after you?” 

Alice looked down into Aston’s dead eyes and said, “Yeah, it occurred 
to me, but with all of the killing we have been doing at Howard’s firm, I 
just figured that it was Aston wanting to end the bloodshed.” 

Paul picked up Aston’s body and said, “Well, it wasn’t him, and it 
wasn’t me, so you might want to keep your eyes peeled. I don’t want 
anything to happen to you.” She followed Paul out of the shed and 
over to one of three garages. He opened the door and walked to the 
black van that he had used for the other killings, and Alice opened 
the rear doors, and Paul threw Aston’s body in the back. 

She closed the door, and Paul asked, “So … is there time for a 
quickie?” Alice laughed and took off her skirt and panties as Paul 
followed behind her like a dog. 

She was talking as she removed her top and bra and said, “Do 
me in Aston’s bed then take care of him.” Paul picked her up in his 
arms and carried her up the stairs to the second floor and Aston’s 
bedroom. She was holding her clothing in one hand and had her 
other arm around Paul’s neck as he laid her on the bed and began to 
strip off his clothes. 

She turned onto her stomach as Paul undressed, her nude white 
skin shining in the early morning sunlight, and said, “Damn you look 
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good, Paul. It has been a long time.” He dropped down on the bed, 
spread her legs, and slid his face in deep. Alice’s eyes rolled back as 
she moaned and said, “God, I’ve missed your tongue.”

Philly and Lance were reviewing the lists that John had given 
them the day before. The two men were making plans to start 
grabbing people when Philly’s cell phone rang. 

“You have me on the line. What do you want?” John’s voice was 
on the other end, and Philly put the phone on a coffee table in the 
living room of their home. 

John said, “I have a new assignment for you two, and I’m sending 
Chris to assist. He’ll take orders from you.” Lance was about to speak 
when he heard Chris’s voice behind him. 

“I’m here, and I don’t know what role I am to play, so hit me with it.” 
Lance said, “Great! Are we killing, capturing, or just going to sit 

around pulling each other’s cocks?” He heard Jim laughing in the 
background and said, “Oh, come on, O’Brian. You know you want to 
know what it’s like to have a real man in you!” 

Jim yelled out and said, “Oh, for fuck’s sake. You two homos 
should be in the new Corps since they got rid of ‘don’t ask don’t tell.’ 
You two could be a high ranking black operative married couple.” 

That drew a laugh from all, and John said, “New orders, men. 
Forget about the targets on the grey list I gave you. The Eagle is going 
to take care of that group tonight at the Ritz. I need you to grab the 
lawyers on the blue list and keep them safe and comfortable.” 

Lance pulled out the sheet of paper and asked, “Why? They’re 
lawyers, right?” 

“Yes, but they’re not part of the corruption.” 
Philly let out a laugh and said, “They’re lawyers, John. They’re 

all corrupt. What’s so special about these few that you should care 
if they live?” 
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Jim could be heard in the background saying, “He’s got a point, 
John. Here’s a chance to get rid of a whole nest of these fuckin’ 
snakes. Fuck, man, there’s a whole new class of them coming out. 
What’s the big deal?” 

John said, “Just grab them and take them to a secure location and 
entertain them for a few hours.” 

Lance asked, “I assume you don’t want them to see our faces.” 
Jim laughed and said, “Duh! You’re already going to piss them 

off. You don’t want them to see your faggot faces, too.” There was a 
thud on the line, and Jim said, “Ouch!” 

A female voice came on the line and said, “Jim is sorry for saying that.” 
Lance asked, “Sam, is that you?” 
“Yes, it’s me. I’m with Mr. Homophobe and the Iron Eagle.” 
Philly asked, “What’s your role in all of this?” 
Sam laughed and said, “According to the Eagle, I’m bait.” 
“Okay. We’ll grab these yoyos, John. Don’t let Sam get hurt like 

Jim has in the past. We like her.” 
Jim yelled a loud “Fuck you” to the men as the line went dead. 

Lance looked at Chris and asked, “Do you know any of these lawyers?” 
“Only by reputation. You tell me who to grab and where to take 

them, and I’ll deal with it.” Lance nodded as the men looked over the 
list and talked strategy and stealth.

Violet Harper was sitting in the back of a sheriff’s cruiser heading 
down the 405 Freeway. She looked around and asked, “So, where 
does Jim want me to be?” 

One of the deputies said, “You’re in protective custody, Ms. 
Harper. The Sheriff has not given us instructions, so I assume we are 
going to put you in the lock up downtown.” 

“The hell you are!” She pulled her cell phone out, called John, 
and asked, “Where the fuck is Jim?” 
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John was standing in Violet’s living room with Sam and handed 
Jim the phone. 

“What?” Jim said. 
Violet said, “I agreed to go into protective custody, but 

Tweedledee and Tweedledum say they’re taking me to lock up. That’s 
not happening, Jim. I will jump out of this goddamn car before I sit 
in one of your fucking jail cells.” 

Jim was smoking a cigarette and said, “Give the phone to one of 
the deputies.” 

She handed the phone to the deputy in the passenger seat and 
waited. He was quiet and then said, “Yes sir … I see. No problem, 
sir. We’ll take care of it.” 

He handed the phone back to her, and she said, “Okay. Do you 
want to let me know what that was about?” He was pacing her living 
room as Sam came walking out from the back of the house in Violet’s 
night shirt and a pair of pink slippers. She looked at him and said, 
“Really? I mean, fuckin’ really?” 

Jim was laughing, and Violet asked, “What’s so goddamn funny?” 
“Your sleeping attire, Vi. Fuzzy pink slippers? Jesus! What are you 

… five?” 
“Oh, fuck you, Jim. Where am I going?” 
“Relax. You’re going to be really, really comfortable.” 
She heard the door locks release, and she reached for a handle, but 

there wasn’t one. Violet yelled into the phone, “You son of a bitch! If I 
end up in a jail cell, I swear I will kick your…” The phone went dead, 
and Jim handed it back to John. 

“Violet’s not too happy.” 
John shrugged. “She should have known better than to trust me or you.” 
They chuckled, and Sam said, “Are you two done? I look like a 

retard here. What the fuck am I supposed to do as bait?” 
John looked at her and said, “It’s six thirty. Go to bed.” 
Jim followed her back to Violet’s bedroom in the one-bedroom 

duplex. She asked, “I thought Violet was a lawyer?” 
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“She is.” 
“Then what the fuck is she doing living in a shit pit like this?” 
John heard Sam talking and said, “It’s because Violet Harper is 

a good and decent lawyer who wants to protect her client’s rights. 
She’s never been about the money.” 

Sam sat down on the bed and said to Jim under her breath, “Jesus, 
you’d think that a chick who had been in law for as long as she has 
would at least have a decent home.” 

Jim shook his head and said, “It’s a long story for another time.” 
He slipped into the closet across from the bed, and Sam laid down and 
pulled a comforter up over herself and stared up at the ceiling. 

She laid there quietly for a few moments then whispered, “Jim.” 
“Yeah.” 
“I’m scared.” 
He took a deep breath and said, “I’m right here. No one is going 

to hurt you.” 
Sam said, “Jim.” 
“What?” 
“That’s what the Eagle used to tell you, and you’ve been shot, 

stabbed, drugged, and beaten while helping him.” 
He was silent for a few moments then said, “Yeah … but I’ve 

never been raped.” 
Sam sat up and stared at the nearly closed closet door and said, 

“You better keep your eyes open and pounce anyone who gets in here 
because if I get raped and survive, I will make sure that you know 
what it feels like. You understand me?” 

Jim laughed and said, “Just relax. We do this all the time. Besides, 
the Eagle is here somewhere.” 

Sam laid back down and said quietly to herself, but loud enough 
for Jim to hear, “Yeah … that, too, is what I’m worried about.”
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It was seven thirty a.m. when Paul pulled the black armored van into the 
loading dock at Cohen, Miller & Hyde. He jumped out in a pair of jeans and 
a T-shirt with the ski mask on and checked to see if anyone was around. He 
pressed the button on the freight elevator then lifted Aston’s body and threw 
it over his shoulders. He walked back to the elevator and stepped in then 
pressed the button for the top floor and Howard Cohen’s private residence. 

It was barely light when Sandy Hyde left her office in pursuit of 
Violet Harper. She parked her Mercedes convertible around the corner 
from Violet’s duplex, dialed a number on her cell phone, and waited. 
A few seconds went by before a male voice came on the line. 

“Sandy. Where the hell are you?” Tom Koswick said groggily. 
“I’m around the corner from your associate’s house.” 
“Which associate?” 
“Violet Harper.” 
Tom sat up in his bed and asked, “What the hell are you doing at 

Violet’s house?”
Sandy sat behind the wheel of her car and said, “She came to see 

me a few hours ago. She told me that Howard wasn’t alone when he 
committed suicide, and that the feds and police know what’s going on.” 

Tom was out of bed and walking on the cold, marble floor of 
his high rise condo and said, “Look Sandy … Violet has a hell of an 
imagination. She’s a bit of a whack job, if you ask me. I’m sure she 
was just making shit up.” 

Sandy sat looking down the street as the sun rose over the hills of the 
Santa Monica mountains and said, “We can’t risk it, Tom. She knew too 
much. She was covered in Janet Winston’s blood when she came to see 
me. She was an eye witness to her murder and had been talking to the 
feds and one fed in particular who she knows very, very well.” 

Tom was pulling on a pair of sweat pants and a UCLA sweatshirt 
as he spoke, “Who does she know that we should be worried about?” 
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“Special Agent John Swenson.” 
Tom stopped dead in his tracks and then slipped his feet into a pair of 

sandals and asked, “Swenson? How the hell would Violet know Swenson?” 
Sandy was staring through the windshield as the sun rose higher 

and started to hit her in the eyes. She lowered her visor and said, 
“They were lovers many, many years ago. She didn’t give me any 
details, but I think that she hooked up with Swenson at Janet’s crime 
scene, and the two started to catch up, if you know what I mean?” 

Tom had his keys in his hand and said, “Look, don’t do anything 
foolish. I’m sure there is an explanation for anything that Vi said to 
you. Where are you now?”  

“I’m sitting on Jeffries Avenue about a block from her duplex.” 
Tom was out the door and in the elevator headed down to the 

parking garage of his condo. “I’m on my way. Don’t do anything. 
Just wait for me. Are you in your Mercedes?”

Sandy looked around, and there were a few people starting to mill 
about on the neighborhood street. “Yes, but I can’t stay here long. This 
car is way out of place for this street, and the locals are waking.” 

“There’s a diner at the corner of Avenue Twenty-Six and Figueroa. 
Do you know the place?” She told him yes, and he said, “Go there 
now. I will be there in a half hour.” 

“But what if she runs or goes to the cops? I need to deal with her. 
She might know more than even you or I know.” 

“Look, she isn’t going anywhere. Today is her day off, and she’s a 
night owl. Trust me. I know she is in her bed fast asleep. Just meet me 
at the diner, and we can talk. Okay?” Sandy agreed and slowly pulled 
out onto the street and crept conspicuously past Violet’s home and 
headed for the diner. Little did she know that another pair of eyes was 
watching, and as soon as her car rounded the corner, John Swenson’s 
black Chevy Silverado pulled out and followed her to the diner where 
he ran her license plate number despite recognizing her face.
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Chapter Nineteen
“Murder? Which one?  
We’ve had multiples.”

T
he diner was buzzing with people when Tom Koswick came 
walking in. He’d seen Sandy’s car parked outside and knew 
that she would be off in a corner. He walked to the back of the 

restaurant where she sat sipping a cup of coffee and eating some 
toast. Tom sat down as the waitress approached and ordered coffee 
and a bagel with cream cheese and waited for her to leave.

“Jesus, Sandy! What the hell are you thinking? You can’t just go 
around chasing people.” 

She sipped her coffee and said, “I have spent the better part of 
my career building up the network of contacts in and out of Cohen, 
Miller & Hyde. I’ll be dammed if I’m going to have one of your 
lackeys set me up for a fall.” 

He poured some cream in his coffee and took a sip then spoke as 
he slathered the cream cheese on the bagel. “Violet is a non-issue. 
Whatever she thinks she knows or even really knows is nothing. The 
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fuckin’ cops know nothing, and you have no evidence that anyone 
was with Howard when he died.” 

Sandy sipped her coffee and said, “While I don’t know who 
might have been with Howard when he offed himself, I can tell you 
that Jim O’Brian, Sam Pritchard, and Agents Mantel and Swenson 
were in his apartment when he did it.” 

Tom took a bite of the bagel and said, “It means nothing, and, besides, 
don’t you think if Howard had given any information to any one of those 
four there would be hell breaking all over you and the firm?” 

Sandy relaxed a bit and said, “I hadn’t thought of that. Howard 
has been dead for several days, and if he had given any incriminating 
information to any one of those people, you’re right. They wouldn’t 
be sitting around; they’d move on it.” 

Tom nodded with a mouth full of food and said, “You see why I 
came out here? Jesus! If you try to hurt Violet, all you’ll do is bring 
the wrath of the FBI on everyone. This whole thing is like a line of 
dominos. Tip one and the whole thing will come crashing down.” 

Sandy bit off a piece of toast and asked, “So, what’s up with the 
dinner? Is it still a go for tonight?” Tom nodded, and Sandy asked, 
“Didn’t you invite Agent Swenson and Sheriff O’Brian to speak?” 

He nodded and said, “O’Brian never got back to me. I’m sure the 
killings have been on the top of his list. The same goes for Swenson.” 
He had no sooner said it when his cell phone rang. He pulled it out 
and answered. It was his secretary asking to patch through a call 
from Special Agent John Swenson. Tom looked at Sandy as a bead 
of perspiration began to build on his forehead.

She saw the fear in his eyes and asked, “What’s wrong?” 
Tom swallowed hard and said, “Agent Swenson has called my 

office, and they are putting his call through to me.” Sandy sat back 
in the booth as Tom started to talk. 

“Agent Swenson, it is a pleasure to hear from you.” 
John was sitting in his truck in the restaurant parking lot looking 

at Tom and Sandy through a side window and said, “I’m sorry to call 
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so early, Mr. Koswick, but I wanted to let you know that I would be 
honored to speak at your dinner this evening.” 

Tom’s face relaxed a bit. “That would be wonderful, Agent 
Swenson. I know that Los Angeles’s who’s who in law will be really 
happy to hear from you. You so rarely do public speaking.” 

“Well, I feel that given the tragic circumstances of the past several days, 
perhaps I will be able to bring a bit of calm to a very, very tragic time.” 

Tom looked at Sandy and shrugged. “Yes, Agent Swenson. I’m certain 
that you will. On that note, does the FBI have any leads in the killings?” 

“Not at this time, Mr. Koswick, but I feel confident that we are going 
to make a breakthrough in the case at any moment.” 

“That’s great news. I know I will sleep better at night when the 
killer has been apprehended and justice served.” Tom was making 
a jerk-off motion with his hand as Sandy smiled. He gave John the 
time and details and thanked him for calling. 

“Okay … now are you satisfied that Agent Swenson and the rest 
of law enforcement knows nothing? Swenson just agreed to speak 
tonight at the LA lawyers meeting.” 

Sandy looked at him and asked, “And what is Agent Swenson 
supposed to speak about?” 

Tom laughed and said, “The eradication of police corruption in the 
wake of last year’s West Valley LAPD scandal.” Sandy started laughing 
lightly, and the laughter began to grow until the two were both in hysterics. 

Outside, John grabbed one of his duffle bags, pulled out two remote 
trackers, and moved up behind Sandy’s car. He placed one onto the metal 
frame then did the same to Tom’s car. Once back in his truck, he typed 
some coordinates into his tablet, and both units began to blink in green on 
his screen. John set the tablet to a split screen and then beamed the data 
to his laptop and transferred it. In a matter of minutes, the information on 
both cars was streaming on his laptop, and he pulled out of the parking 
lot and headed back to Violet’s home to get Jim and Sam.
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The all-call went out at eight thirty a.m., and three fire stations 
rolled up on a fire at Cohen, Miller, & Hyde. There was smoke 
streaming out of the top floor windows of the building, and one 
corner was fully involved when they arrived. The sprinklers on the 
top level had been disabled, and there were several hook and ladder 
trucks as well as men dropping onto the roof to fight the flames. 

The heat was intense, and it took units an hour to knock down the 
fire. When the flames had been put out, the burnt remains of Howard 
Cohen’s condo was all that was left. Several firefighters made their way 
through the building, checking room to room in Cohen’s apartment when 
they made the gruesome discovery. LAPD sealed off the building and a 
call went out to LA Country Sheriff Jim O’Brian as well as the FBI. 

Jim and Sam were standing next to John’s truck several buildings 
down from Violet’s duplex when their cell phones rang, and John told 
them to get in his truck, and they headed for Howard Cohen’s building.

Barbara was standing in front of her house when the sheriff’s cruiser 
pulled up carrying Violet Harper. She was screaming obscenities at 
the two deputies, and Barbara could hear her before the cruiser made 
it around the curved driveway. The deputies stopped the car at the 
entrance to the house and both got out of the car, leaving Violet in the 
back screaming at them. The driver walked over to Barbara and said, 
“I’m almost deaf. We don’t have to leave her here. We can make it look 
like an accident.” Barbara laughed and walked to the back door of the 
cruiser and pulled on the handle. It was locked. She looked at the driver, 
who pressed the key fob, and Barbara opened the door and leaned in. 

Violet went silent, and after a few moments, Barbara pulled her head 
out of the car, and Violet stepped out and looked at the two deputies and 
said, “I’m sorry for my behavior.” The two men looked at each other 
and got back in the car and took off. 

Barbara looked at Violet and said, “Not a fuckin’ word. Follow me.”
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Jade and Jessica were on scene at Howard’s office when John and 
the others arrived. Jessica was recording the scene with her tablet as 
Jade recorded her observations when John and the others walked in. 
Jade threw them all gloves and said, “Burnt beyond recognition.”

John looked at the burned corpse, its mouth open and its skin 
charcoal black, and asked, “Any notes, calls, anything?” 

Jade shook her head and said, “No. Nothing, but it gets better. 
This person didn’t die here. He or she had his or her head blown 
off and then someone took great pains to make identification of the 
corpse that much more difficult by removing the teeth.” 

John walked over near Aston’s corpse and looked hard at it. 
He asked for a steel probe and moved the head slightly to the right 
and saw what was left of one of the implants in the skull and said, 
“Well, whoever decided to kill this man didn’t think it through very 
carefully.” Jade looked on as Jessica was getting a body bag opened 
up on a gurney. 

“What do you mean, John?” Jade asked. 
“This person was deaf. Those are cochlear implants on the side 

of the skull, and Howard Cohen only had one deaf client that I know 
of, and that was Aston Phillips.” 

Jim looked at John and asked, “You think this is the body of 
Aston Phillips?” 

John nodded. Jade shot him a look and said, “You haven’t been 
on scene for five minutes, and you’re going to tell me that you know 
for a fact that this is Aston Phillips the billionaire?” 

He nodded, and Jessica asked, “Where is Chris?” 
John shrugged and said, “Overseeing another project for me with 

Philly and Lance.” The room was empty except for the five of them, 
and John asked, “Did you take care of the guest at the lair?” 

Jade nodded and said, “Yes. He’s on an autopsy table in my lab 
right now.” She looked at the three of them as Jessica was assisting in 
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bagging up Aston’s burned remains and said, “Why is the skin on the 
back of my neck crawling, John? What do you know that I don’t?” 

He looked at the room that once was Howard Cohen’s bedroom 
and said, “A lot, Jade. A lot more than I can discuss right now. Are 
any of Howard’s lawyers working?” 

She nodded and said, “Ken Miller is down on the ground floor. He’s 
upset and wants to get to his office, but LA Fire is keeping him out.” 

John nodded and looked at Jim and Sam and asked, “Can you two 
get a car?” Jim nodded, and John said, “Let’s get our CSI teams in 
here ASAP. It shouldn’t take long to identify Mr. Phillips by DNA, 
right Jade?” 

“I can’t do a field kit because I don’t have any samples, so I will 
have to do it back at my lab.” 

Jim asked, “What do you want us to do?” 
“Find Paul Green, Mr. Phillips’s assistant.” 
Sam asked, “And then?”
John never looked up as he looked into Aston’s burned out 

skull. “And then bring him to the lair … the Eagle will have a lot of 
questions for him.” 

Jim looked at him and asked, “And what about Sandy Hyde and 
Tom Koswick?”

John said, “I have them covered. They’re part of all of this, but 
they are not the key players. There’s one more piece to this murder 
puzzle, and I have a feeling I know now who it is.” 

Jim and Sam stared at each other as Jade and Jessica kept working 
the scene and the body. Jim said, “I’m all a fuckin’ tingle, John. You 
want to share what you think you know?” 

He shook his head and said, “No. I need to pay some visits around 
town. Can you get to Judge Robinson?” 

Jim nodded and asked, “Why do you want me to get to Judge Robinson?” 
“We need an order for those few people that the Eagle is protecting.” 
“You want me to walk into Larry Robinson’s chambers and ask him 

to issue a protective order for a bunch of fuckin’ lawyers?” 
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John nodded. Jim took a cigarette out of his top left pocket then 
looked around the burnt out room and said, “I don’t think a little 
cigarette smoke is going to offend anyone. Do you?” John was looking 
at Aston’s body, and Jim asked, “Oh … and who is requesting the 
damn order, John? Should I tell Larry that it is for the Iron Eagle?”  

John looked at him and said, “You can tell him whatever you like. 
Just get the damn order and then have Judge Robinson join the others 
at the hotel.” Jim just shook his head as he pulled Sam by the arm and 
started out of the room. John walked out into the hall and called Chris. 

“Mantel.” 
“Where are you guys with the innocents?” 
Chris was looking at a small room full of men and women, all zip 

tied and gagged. “Um … so far we have seven of twelve, and they 
are not very happy to be here. Philly and Lance just called me and 
told me that they have the others and are bringing them in.”

“And none of them knows your identity?” 
“Nope. I’m in full body armor and masked as are the other two. 

Why? You can’t leave these people like this all day. You know that.” 
John said, “We aren’t going to. As soon as Philly and Lance are back 

with the others I have set up a holding room at the Ritz for them.” 
Chris stepped out of the room and closed the door and asked, 

“And just how the hell are we supposed to get a dozen plus people 
into the Ritz in their night clothes, John? Jesus! Most of these people 
were in bed when the men grabbed them. They have no clothes. 
There are a few that we had to get blankets for because they were 
sleeping commando.” 

John laughed and said, “Philly and Lance know what to do to get our 
guests into the hotel. Once there, they will be secure … pissed off … 
but secure. There will be robes and food. They will be well cared for.” 

Chris said, “John, these people are going out of their minds. You 
can’t keep them like this all day.” 

“They will all be happy tomorrow morning that they were guests of the 
Iron Eagle. Have you been able to work on the PowerPoint presentation?” 
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Chris looked at his tablet where he had the program open. “Yeah, 
a little. I have the Eagle’s information in there, but I need the data 
you want blended with it.” 

“I will get that to you in about an hour. Take a breath. I’m going 
to have you leave Lance and Philly. I have another assignment for 
you as soon as all of the guests have been brought in.” 

Chris looked up at the ceiling and said, “What a surprise. Are you 
going to let me in on what that assignment is?” 

John walked to the elevator and said, “Meet me at Howard Cohen’s 
office as soon as Philly and Lance are back. I’ll explain it all to you then.”

“The court will take a thirty-minute recess, so His Honor may 
use the bathroom.” 

It was ten thirty a.m., and Judge Robinson was slamming down 
his gavel when he saw Jim and Sam walk into the courtroom. He 
stood up and stepped off the bench and then walked over to one of 
his bailiffs, said something, and walked out of the courtroom into the 
hall. The bailiff walked over to the front of the gallery and pointed at 
Jim and Sam. They walked up, and the bailiff asked, “Judge Robinson 
wants to know if you are here about the murder?” 

Jim got a strange look on his face and asked, “What murder?” 
The bailiff opened the swinging gates from the gallery and said, 

“Follow me, please.”
As they walked into the hall, Sam asked, “Murder? Which one?  

Jesus! We’ve had multiples in the past several days.” 
The bailiff opened the door to Robinson’s chambers and said, 

“Please take a seat. His Honor will be right with you.” They sat down, 
both asking each other what the hell murder the bailiff was asking about.  
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Chapter Twenty
“And these two … why does the  

Eagle want them and not Walker?”

T
here was muffled arguing and screams as Philly and Lance 
brought the last of the attorneys and judges into the holding 
room and placed them on the floor. Chris motioned for the two 

men to follow him, and they all stepped into the hall.
“John wants me at Howard Cohen’s office. He said you two know 

what to do.” Philly nodded as did Lance, and Chris asked, “What? 
No jokes? You have a group of lawyers and judges in the other room 
zip tied and gagged.” 

Philly looked at Chris and said, “There’s no humor in this 
situation, Chris. When we can fill a small room with less than twenty 
lawyers and judges that are not corrupt in a city of corruption, there’s 
nothing to laugh about.” 

Chris nodded and said, “I have to meet John. You two know what to do?” 
Lance said, “Yeah. Get your ass to wherever John wants you 

because things are going to get really, really deadly, and it’s going 
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to happen fast.” Chris didn’t bother to ask any questions. He simply 
walked out of the building and headed for Cohen’s office.

Alice was laying on a couch in Aston’s formal living room when 
Paul returned from disposing of Aston’s body. She had a rag over her 
eyes, and Paul walked in and asked, “Migraine?” 

“Not yet, but if I don’t keep the light out for a little bit, it will become 
one. Would you be a doll and bring me my purse from Aston’s private office? 
I left it in there, and my migraine medication is in it.” Paul walked out of the 
room, and as he did, Alice sat up on the couch and pulled her hand gun out 
from under the pillow she had been laying on. She tucked the weapon behind 
her and leaned her head back on the couch as she waited for him to return.

It was just noon when Violet and Barbara sat down on the veranda 
near the pool. Barbara brought her a bottle of water and sat down at a 
small table and asked, “Why are you back in the picture again, Vi?” 

Violet took a drink of the water and said, “It’s not because I want 
to be, Barbara. Believe me. I was minding my own business doing my 
job when I ended up being one of several witnesses to a homicide.” 

Barbara had a cup of coffee in her hands, and she sipped it and 
asked, “I know that. Sara and Karen have talked to you, so now I’m 
going to talk to you. Only I don’t want to catch up. I want to know 
what you know about this mess downtown.” 

Violet sipped the water and said, “I know that there is going to be 
a rising body count of lawyers soon.” 

“And you know this how?” 
She laughed and said, “Jesus, Barb. We’ve known each other for 

over twenty years. I might be a grunt in Tom Koswick’s law firm, but 
I know a corrupt lawyer when I see one.”
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Barbara finished her coffee and poured another cup from a pot 
she had on the table. She took out a cigarette and offered one to 
Violet, who accepted it gladly, and after the two had lit the smokes, 
Barbara said, “So tell me what you know, Vi.”

Chris was standing at the entrance of Cohen, Miller & Hyde when John 
walked up to him. “Jesus Christ, John! What the fuck happened here?” 

“Aston Phillips happened here. Or I should say, this was the place 
where our killer dumped his body and then set it on fire.” 

Chris was shaking his head and asked, “John, please tell me that 
you have some theory about who is doing all of this and why.” He 
nodded and waved for Chris to follow him. The two men walked out 
of the building and over to his truck. Chris looked inside and said, 
“No fancy upgrades yet?” 

“When have I had time?” Chris nodded, and John said, “I know 
who is doing the killing, Chris.” 

“Okay. Who? And what’s the motive?” 
John laughed and said, “Power, kid. Power. All roads were 

pointing to Aston Phillips and his hard-on for Howard Cohen after 
Francis Statler walked on a murder charge ten years ago. Aston had 
a son and daughter who ended up being some of Statler’s last victims 
before the Eagle got him.” 

Chris looked confused and asked, “I don’t get it. I recall you 
telling me that Phillips had been off the radar with Howard for nearly 
a decade, or Howard told you that. I don’t remember. Are you saying 
that Aston came back for revenge on Cohen and his firm?”  

John said, “That’s how it was supposed to look, and it was really 
looking like that until this morning.” 

Chris leaned on John’s truck and said, “I’m all ears.” 
John smiled and said, “Yeah, well, I can’t give you all the details yet, 

but what I can tell you is that Sandy Hyde wanted Howard out of the way.” 
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“So, she’s the killer?” 
John shook his head. “No… she has worked closely with the 

killer and still is. The person doing the actual killing is Paul Green, 
Aston Phillips’s assistant and heir to a substantial portion of his 
estate when he dies or, in this case, is murdered.” 

Chris looked on and asked, “Green would know that he would be a 
prime suspect in Phillips’s death. That doesn’t make sense.” 

John said, “It actually does. Green is not the trigger man 
in Phillips’s death. I’m certain he was present, but he wasn’t the 
shooter. He helped remove the teeth, and Green set the body on 
fire in Howard’s bedroom. All of that can be easily proven. Green 
also has been doing the killings at Howard’s firm, but they’ve been 
nothing more than a distraction from a greater plot.” 

Chris was leaning on the truck, staring at John doe-eyed, and said, 
“Okay…” 

“The mastermind is Judge Alice Walker.” 
Chris leaned in to John and said, “Los Angeles Superior Court’s 

presiding Judge Alice Walker? Why the hell would she want to 
overthrow the judiciary? Shit! There are rumors that she is being 
looked at hard for a federal bench appointment by the president.” 

John nodded and said, “She is a shoe-in for the ninth circuit court 
of appeals, and with several recent retirements and several high profile 
spots open in the court, her name is circulating at the highest levels of 
government. The president could nominate her, and she would breeze 
through the appointment process en route to the bench.”  

Chris looked really confused and asked, “Then if Walker is a sure 
thing for this spot on the bench, why would she want to see people killed?” 

“That, my friend, is a long and sorted tale, but it goes back many, many 
years, and there are several high powered lawyers in this city who know 
about the skeletons in her closet … and she is doing some housekeeping.” 

“Walker is close with both the state attorney general and the U.S. 
attorney general. I read an article that was critical of her relationships as 
well as her private interests.” 
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John nodded and asked Chris for his tablet. He plugged a USB 
cord into the unit and then into his laptop in its silver case, and in a 
matter of seconds, he unplugged it and handed the tablet back to him. 
There were two flashing green lights on a split screen on the tablet 
with Tom Koswick and Sandy Hyde’s names on each. 

John said, “I want you to grab Koswick and Hyde and bring them 
back to the lair.”

“What about Walker?” 
John closed the laptop and said, “I will deal with Walker tonight, 

along with a hundred of her closest supporters.” 
Chris asked, “So, the Eagle is going to use the gas like he did at 

the house where they killed my sister Andrea as well as at the church 
in the child sacrifice case?” John nodded, and Chris asked, “Are you 
sure that so many people have to die?” 

John pulled out his tablet and handed it to him. On the screen 
was the list of corrupt LA attorneys that Howard Cohen had left for 
him after his suicide along with their actions. Chris read over the list 
again and handed the tablet back to him and said, “They will all be at 
the dinner?” John nodded. “What about their spouses and children, 
John? They are bound to be there.” 

He shook his head and said, “No. This is a private attorney-only 
function. I am going to be their guest speaker, and they will keep 
me in a green room without sound, so I won’t hear the proceedings 
before I give my talk.” 

Chris looked at the blinking lights on his tablet and asked, “And 
these two? Why does the Eagle want them and not Walker?” 

John looked down at the tablet in Chris’s hands and said, “It’s 
personal and not something to discuss right now. Once you have 
Hyde and Koswick in the lair, Sara and Karen will sedate them, and 
the Eagle will deal with them after the dinner.” 

Chris nodded and walked off in the direction of his car. He 
stopped halfway across the lot and walked back to John and asked, 
“Mask, no mask?” 
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“It’s your call … they won’t be talking to anyone outside of the 
Eagle and maybe you.” 

Chris shrugged his shoulders and walked away, mumbling loud 
enough for John to hear, “Mask, no mask, and why the hell would I 
want to be involved with these two?”
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Chapter Twenty-One
“Why do I think this night is going  

to go down in Los Angeles history?”

J
udge Robinson walked into his chambers where Jim and Sam 
were sitting. He didn’t say anything right away. He threw his 
judicial robe onto a couch near his desk and sat down. Jim didn’t 

say anything, and Larry said, “So, you don’t know about the murder 
here in these halls last night?”

Jim shook his head and asked, “Does anyone else, Larry?” 
Larry shrugged and said, “From a law enforcement standpoint, no. 

We know about it here in chambers. One of the bailiffs for Judge Walker 
was killed last night.” Jim pulled a cigarette out of his pocket, and Larry 
did the same. He looked at Sam and said, “You smoke, don’t you?” Sam 
nodded, and Larry handed his pack to her, and she took one. Jim lit it 
with his Zippo after he had leaned across Larry’s desk and lit his. 

Jim asked, “So, what the fuck, Larry? Was Judge Walker injured?” 
He laughed and said, “Well, her courtroom is dark today, but I 

doubt very much that she was hurt. What brings you into my office?” 
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“John sent me over to request a protective order.” He handed 
Larry the piece of paper with the names of some of the most powerful 
attorneys in LA on it. 

Larry looked it over with the cigarette hanging out of his mouth 
and said, “John doesn’t need me to get this order. He can get it from his 
fuckin’ secret court. Besides, why would I want to protect these people? 
I hate the whole bunch of them.” 

Jim laughed and said, “I didn’t tell that to John, but they are the least 
corrupt of the ones that the Eagle is going to deal with tonight at the Ritz.” 

Larry pulled the cigarette from between his lips and held it in one 
hand and the list in the other and started laughing. “Does John … the 
Iron fuckin’ Eagle … really believe that these people are going to just 
fold and follow him and his men because I issued an order?” Sam’s 
mouth fell open, and her cigarette fell into her lap. Larry laughed and 
said, “I guess Sheriff elect Pritchard wasn’t aware that I know who 
the Eagle is.” 

Jim shook his head and said, “You don’t have to worry about the 
people on that list following John or his men. He already has them 
in protective custody.” 

He stared at Jim for a few seconds and then broke out into 
laughter. He turned in his seat and started to bang on the keyboard 
next to him on his desk and asked Jim to read off all of the names 
one at a time. As he did, Larry laughed harder and harder, tears 
streaming down his face. He was still laughing when he said to Sam, 
“Make yourself useful, Ms. Pritchard. Grab those documents off the 
printer over there.” 

Larry’s laughter was both infectious and ironic, and Jim joined in 
and said, “This has to be too much for even you, Larry. I know for a 
fact you hate at least half of the people here.” Larry was still laughing 
as he put the cigarette back between his lips and began to sign the 
documents and then pulled out a hand stamp and stamped them. 

There was a moment of silence, and Sam asked, “Your Honor, you 
know who the Iron Eagle is?” 
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Larry looked at Sam with a cold stare for a fraction of an instant and 
then at Jim and said as he broke out in laughter again, “Oh, Jim, please 
tell me that Sheriff elect Pritchard isn’t as naive as she just came across.” 

Jim folded the paper and put it in his pocket and said, “She’s still 
learning the ropes, Larry. Sam knows who the Eagle is. She’s just not a fan 
of his methods.” Sam shook her head slowly after Larry had handed Jim 
the protective orders and stubbed out the cigarette in an ashtray on his desk. 

Larry sat back, trying to catch his breath and said, “Ms. Pritchard, 
you may not like the way the Eagle deals with justice, but I can tell 
you as a man who has been dispensing justice through our broken 
judicial system, the Iron Eagle has played a huge and important role 
in his nearly two decades of dispensing justice.” 

Sam stubbed out her cigarette and said, “Well, I must disagree, Your 
Honor. I don’t think that it serves the public or the judicial system justice to 
have one man deciding who lives and who dies. That is for a jury to decide.” 

The smile left Larry’s face, and he leaned across the desk and looked 
at her and said, “Deputy Pritchard, I have seen more evil in my time on 
the bench than I pray you ever see. I have been witness to some of the 
most heinous, brutal, cruel, and inhumane treatment that has ever been 
handed out by one human being to another. I can tell from your distaste 
for the Eagle and his methods, as well as my taste for him, that you have 
not been on the receiving end of the cruelty of man, either directly or 
indirectly.” Sam didn’t move, and Jim sat silent as Larry continued, “Let 
me tell you something, Sheriff elect Pritchard … I hope you get to keep 
that Pollyanna picture of justice and that right and wrong attitude about 
decisions rendered by a court, judge, and jury. I have tasted my own 
tears at the savagery of men and women, and in my years on the bench 
wanted desperately to turn those animals over to the Eagle and rid the 
world of them once and for all. You judge what you don’t understand, 
Ms. Pritchard, and you have that luxury. The Iron Eagle is a godsend to 
the people of Los Angeles, and I will support him in his actions until the 
day I die or the day he stops rooting out the scum that infests this city 
and county. I dread the day when there is no Iron Eagle for, on that day, 
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the bad guys win, and this city will be once again transformed into the 
hell I watched it transform from in the late 90s.” 

Jim had the papers in his fingers and asked, “Are you invited to the 
dinner tonight at the Ritz?” 

Larry shook his head and said, “They don’t let honest crotchety 
bastards like me into their secret gatherings, Jim. You know that.” 

Jim stood up and said, “Well, John Swenson has been invited to speak 
to the group. And these lucky folks …” He patted his jacket pocket as he 
said the words, “are going to miss that dinner and speech. You want to come 
down and hang around with me and Sam and Chris for the festivities?” 

Larry laughed and said, “Oh … you bet your ass, I do. Hang on. 
Let me adjourn court for the day, and I will ride along with you two, 
if that’s all right.” Jim nodded, and Larry picked up his robe and put 
it on. He laughed and said, “Shit, Jim. I will even stop in and chat 
with John’s guests and explain that they are in protective custody for 
reasons that rise to a federal level.” 

“You can do whatever you want, Larry. Sam and I will wait for you, 
Your Honor.”

“Oh, fuck you, Jim. ‘Your honor,’ my ass.” 
Jim laughed and said, “Hey, asshole, I was trying to show a little 

judicial respect in front of my successor.” Larry laughed and walked out 
of his chambers as Jim and Sam sat waiting for his return.

Sandy Hyde had parked her car in the reopened parking structure 
at her office. Safety had cleared the building, and she met with city 
officials for a briefing on the status of the building. There was no 
structural damage, but the whole top floor would have to be renovated. 

Jade and Jessica had removed Aston’s body and were finishing up 
some last minute things when Sandy walked out onto the landing from 
the elevator. Jade saw her and said, “I’m sorry, ma’am, but this is a 
crime scene. You’ll need to leave this level. How did you get up here?” 
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Sandy walked the floor slowly toward them and said, “I’m the 
head partner in this firm now, and I’m aware that it’s a crime scene, 
but you’re done here, aren’t you?” Jade walked toward Sandy, and 
Jessica looked at Jade’s posture and started walking behind her.

“We don’t need a cat fight here. You must be Ms. Sandy Hyde?” 
Jessica said reaching out a gloved hand that Sandy refused to shake. 

She looked at Jade and asked, “So, who’s the kid? An intern?” 
Jade said, “No, Ms. Hyde. Dr. Holmes is a medical doctor who is 

doing her residency in forensics and crime scene investigation from 
the medical examiner’s side of things.” 

Sandy nodded weakly and asked, “So, when will I be able to get a 
crew up here to gut this place, so we can remodel it?” 

Jade looked at her and said, “Howard Cohen is still in my locker at 
the coroner’s office, Ms. Hyde, and you want to gut the apartment? We 
don’t know who the victim was that we found here. It will be up to the 
FBI to release the scene, and I can’t tell you when that might be.” 

Sandy frowned and said, “Well, it’s for the best, I suppose. It will give 
me a clean slate to work with now that all of Howard’s shit is burned up.” 

Jade just shook her head and said, “You need to leave this level, Ms. 
Hyde. We still have work to do.” 

Sandy gestured as if to speak again when her cell phone rang. She pulled 
it out of her jacket pocket and said, “Saved by the bell, Doctor Morgan. 
Sandy Hyde.” She was silent for a moment then said, “Okay, okay. I will be 
right down.” She hung up the phone and looked the women up and down 
and said, “I read that you two are a lesbian couple. Is that true?”

Jade looked at her sternly and said, “I don’t think that is any of your 
business, Ms. Hyde.” 

Sandy laughed and said, “Jesus! You’ve been in the papers and 
interviewed about your lifestyle choices. I didn’t know it was all of a 
sudden a state secret.” She paused then turned to walk away and said, 
“Well, I’m not a fan of lesbians. The ones I have known and represented in 
the past have all been bitches. I don’t get the fascination with eating pussy. 
That’s what men do. I would never put my lips on another woman’s cunt.” 
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Jessica cut off Jade before she could speak, “That’s our choice, 
Ms. Hyde. It’s who we are and how we love each other. Now, I 
suggest that you make your way to the elevator and off this floor 
before you accidently fall out a broken window from this very, very 
high level. Get my point?” 

Sandy just chuckled a little under her breath and said as she 
walked away, “If you two only knew.” 

When the elevator doors had closed, and Sandy was gone, Jade 
looked at Jessica and said, “You have a mean streak in you, kid.” 

Jessica was staring at the closed elevator doors and said, “You 
don’t know the half of it.”

Tom Koswick had just pulled into his designated parking spot 
at his office when he saw a tall man in a dark suit standing off in a 
corner of the building waving to him. He waved back and then pulled 
his briefcase out and closed and locked the car door only to see the 
tall man still waving excitedly. He started to walk for the entrance 
when an unfamiliar voice called to him from the corner and said, 
“Tom, Tom. Come here. I have something I just have to show you.” 
He looked around but didn’t see anyone else and nodded his head 
and walked over. As he approached, he noticed the man was very, 
very tall, and upon entering the darkened corner, he recognized him. 

“Agent Mantel?” 
Chris nodded and pulled out a small gun and shot Tom in the chest 

with a tranquilizer dart. 
“What did you do to me?” 
Chris said, “You have an invitation to a meeting with someone this 

evening, and I knew if I told you without drugging you, you would most 
likely turn it down.” 

Tom was almost out but was able to ask, “A meeting with whom?” 
“The Iron Eagle, Mr. Koswick, the Iron Eagle.” Tom slid down 
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the wall to the ground, his face gripped with horror. Chris lifted him 
up then threw him in the trunk of his car.

Alice had been alone long enough, and the exhaustion of the 
night caught up with her, and she dozed off. She heard Paul’s voice 
calling to her, “Alice … wakey.” 

She opened her eyes to see Paul staring back at her. She sat up and 
said, “Jesus. I must be exhausted.” 

Paul nodded and said, “Yes, you must be indeed.” He sat down in a 
chair across from the small loveseat that Alice was lying on and asked, 
“So, what are your plans, Your Honor? Who’s next on your hit list?” 

Alice shook her head and moved a bit on the couch and said, “Um … 
we need to rid the world of Sandy Hyde and Tom Koswick.” 

“So, you want me to make a bonfire with the two of them?” 
Alice coughed a bit and asked Paul for a drink of water. He stood up 

and walked to a small wet bar behind him, and as he did, he heard the 
click of a firing pin. He didn’t turn around as he took a glass and filled it 
with water and then walked back over to Alice, who was holding the gun 
in her hand and staring at him with terror in her eyes. 

Paul handed her the water and said, “Really, Alice? You really thought 
that you could just kill me? That you would get me to rid you and the 
world of Aston and the others then bump me off? I have to tell you, Alice. 
I’m very, very disappointed in you. Your list is still quite ponderous.” 

She took a sip of the water and asked, “How did you know?” 
Paul laughed and said, “I have been killing people for Aston and others 

for decades, Alice. The first rule of contract killing … never trust your client.” 

Chris had parked his car in the loading area behind Cohen’s 
building and took the service elevator up to the fifth floor where Sandy 
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and Ken Miller had their offices with a few other partners in the firm. 
He saw the empty receptionist desk and heard voices down the hall. 
He walked quietly until he was in ear shot and could hear both a man 
and a woman in a heated conversation. 

“It’s not going to go like this, Sandy. Howard’s dead, and with him 
went our deepest secrets. There are a few dozen people who have bits 
and pieces of what has gone on in this firm for the nearly forty years we 
have been here, but they are under control.” 

Chris recognized Ken Miller’s voice then Sandy spoke up, 
“I’m not the one behind the killing, Ken. Jesus Christ! Do you hear 
yourself? And as a matter of fact, there is an old saying … ‘a secret is 
only safe between two people when one of them is dead.’” 

He could see Ken’s shadow in the doorway, and it was moving 
back and forth as if he were pacing. Chris was able to move to an 
office one door down where he could see Sandy standing with a gun 
trained on Ken Miller.

“So, what, Sandy? You’re going to kill me in your office?” 
She shook her head and said, “No, Ken. I’m not going to kill you at 

all. You’re going to kill yourself.” 
Ken stopped pacing and said, “Really. And just how is that going 

to work? I’m not suicidal, and I’m not going to put a gun in my 
mouth, so how is it that I am going to kill myself, and what the hell 
is my reason going to be?” 

“You’re tired of all the corruption, Ken. You’ve been saying that in 
articles you’ve written and in the letters you’ve sent to everyone in law. 
Shit! The only person you haven’t written to or about is the goddamn 
President of the United States.” 

Ken said, “Look, Sandy, I don’t know what you have cooked up 
in that head of yours, but I’m not killing myself. You wouldn’t dare 
kill me here because you will be carted off to jail in a heartbeat, and 
because you know that all of the secrets of this firm remain with me. 
I knew Howard long before you were a twinkle in his legal eye. We 
went to law school together. We opened this practice together, and 
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he confided everything in me, both good and bad. You’re losing it, 
Sandy. Losing your perspective. You’re getting paranoid.” 

She pointed the gun at him and said, “The only thing I’m losing 
is my patience, Kenny. You know too much. I have seen you talking 
to all kinds of law enforcement.” 

“Jesus! What’s this about? You’ve been talking to law enforcement, 
too. Our founding partner killed himself. You don’t think that there 
haven’t been just a few damn questions about his state of mind from 
more than one agency?” 

Sandy waved the gun and said, “You’re going to die, Ken, and it’s not 
going to be of old age.” 

Chris pulled out the tranquilizer gun from his right side holster, 
checked the weapon, then aimed the gun at Ken Miller. He pulled the 
trigger gently and watched as Ken jerked and fell in front of her. She 
stood staring at Ken for a few seconds and then let out a light laugh 
and said to herself, “I almost forgot that you have a weak heart, you 
dumb shit. I killed two birds with one stone, and I all I have to do 
is call nine one one.” She walked around her desk, speaking as she 
walked toward Ken’s body on the floor. “Once I make sure your heart 
has stopped and that you are truly dead.” 

She laid the gun on the floor as she leaned over Ken’s body and 
put her fingers on his neck to check for a pulse. She looked at Ken’s 
closed eyes and felt a strong pulse. She was pressing hard against 
his neck when Chris stepped into the doorway of her office. Sandy 
looked up and said, “Agent Mantel. Oh, thank God. Mr. Miller just 
collapsed. I believe of a heart attack. He needs medical assistance.” 

Chris walked over near her and placed his foot on the gun on the 
floor and said, “Really … or did you just kill him?” 

Sandy pushed away from Ken on the floor and said, “My God! Agent 
Mantel, whatever do you mean? Ken is one of my closest friends and 
colleagues. We are leaning on each other in this time of great sorrow.” 

Chris lifted the tranquilizer gun and aimed it at Sandy’s chest. 
“Oh, dear God. What the hell are you doing? You’re a federal agent.” 
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Chris smiled and said, “Yes … yes I am, Ms. Hyde, but not right 
now. Right now, I’m a messenger and delivery man.” 

Sandy scooted across the floor until her back was against her 
desk. She looked into Chris’s eyes and said, “You’re here to give me 
a message at the end of a gun?” 

Chris laughed and said, “Not so much a message as an invitation, 
and the weapon in my hand is merely a tranquilizer gun. The person 
I am assisting asked me to invite you to a meeting with him, and 
I have found in my time working with him the damnedest things 
happen when he extends an invitation to someone.” 

Sandy had a quiver in her voice and asked, “Who are you 
delivering the invitation for?” 

Chris pointed the gun at her and said, “I need only tell you his 
nickname, and you’ll know why people don’t want invitations from him.” 

Sandy looked at him and said, “You’re him. You’re the Iron Eagle?” 
Chris shook his head slowly and said, “No, Ms. Hyde, but I do work 

for him, and, yes, the invitation is from him.” Sandy opened her mouth to 
scream just as the dart struck her in the left breast. The blow of the weapon 
took her breath away because what should have been a scream came out 
more as a light yelp. Chris leaned down and grabbed her by the arm and 
lifted her over his shoulder and began to carry her out of the office. He 
stopped in front of Ken Miller’s body on the floor and pulled the dart from 
his chest and then dialed nine one one and left the phone off the hook. 

Sandy was almost out and asked, “Why did you call for help for Ken?” 
Chris was walking to the cargo elevator with her over his shoulder 

and said, “Just a precaution. Also to make sure that everyone knows 
that you’re not in the office. Now hush. You’ll want to save your 
strength. The Eagle wants to talk to you.”

There was a light fog over Malibu when John pulled into the 
underground parking garage of the Eagle’s lair. He pulled in next 
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to two other vehicles, one was Philly’s and the other Chris’s. He 
walked into the foyer where there was a small gathering. Chris was 
seated with Karen. Philly and Lance were sitting on a couch across 
from the two, and Sara was walking into the foyer from the long 
dark operating room hallway. She had a pair of latex gloves on and 
walked over to John, and he bent down and kissed her cheek. 

“How are the guests?” 
“Asleep for now, honey. What time is your talk at the Ritz?” 
John walked over to the others and said, “Eight p.m. I will get there 

at seven thirty. Chris, you follow me over.”
He nodded, and Karen said, “We are set for all of the people at 

the event, John.” 
He stood staring out the window where the sun had set, and the light 

pinks and darker blues of evening were fading to night as they grew on 
the horizon. “They will be eliminated in a most brutal manner.” 

Karen looked at Sara and asked if she needed any help, and she 
shook her head. 

Philly asked, “Do you need Lance and me for anything?” 
John nodded and said, “I need you for the event, then I want you 

two to take my truck back to your shop and do my usual upgrades, 
please.” Lance nodded, and John threw him the keys. 

Philly asked, “What time do you want us there?” John looked at 
the room full of people and said, “It has become old hat, hasn’t it? 
All of it has become so nonchalant that we just chatter about general 
things as the lives of the guilty and innocent hang in the balance.” 
Sara and Karen sat staring at John as did Lance and Philly. It was 
quiet for several seconds until Jim’s voice broke the silence. 

“No, John. It’s not nonchalant. It’s not taken for granted what the 
Eagle does.” 

John looked over at him and said, “I thought you were with the guests 
in protective custody at the hotel.” 

“Larry and Sam are dealing with them. They’re not happy, and most 
were even more unhappy to see Larry, but he dealt with them, and they’re 
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all having a bite to eat, so I decided I needed to get over here. Oh, and 
most of your guests are calling it a hostel not a hotel.” 

John looked around and said, “Well then, let’s get to work. These 
people aren’t going to kill themselves.” He walked into the dark 
hallway and headed for the armory with the men behind him. He 
loaded several duffle bags with gas canisters, and he looked at Jim 
and asked, “I have the head count in the banquet room at a hundred 
and twenty. Does that sound right to you?” 

Jim nodded and said, “Chris and I will clear hotel staff and others 
from the area. How are you going to get the canisters into the room 
and set them off?” 

Just then, Lance walked into the armory and asked, “What do you 
need from us?”

John threw a duffle bag to him and said, “I need you and Philly 
to go to the Ritz. Sam is there with Judge Robinson, and they can 
show you where the event is going to take place. Dress as hotel 
maintenance staff and set the gas canisters under each table. I have 
already equipped them with remote detonators.” 

Philly was in the room now and said, “No flash grenades or gun fire? 
Jesus. The Eagle is losing his flair for killing with flash and variety.” 

“None of it is needed. The Eagle has a captured audience. I want 
you two to make sure that all exits are sealed, and that at eight thirty 
p.m., the fire alarm goes off in the hotel to clear guests. After the gas 
has been released, I will neutralize it with the fire sprinklers in the 
ballroom once I know that everyone is dead.” 

Chris asked, “And how is it that John Swenson will survive a 
sarin gas attack?” 

“Who says that he’s going to?” You could have heard a pin drop in the 
room. John laughed and said, “Swenson will be out of the room when the gas 
goes off, plus I will have Chris set off even more distractions that will require 
hazmat. Even Sam and Larry will have to gear up to haul out bodies.” 

Jim looked at John and asked, “Are you out of your goddamn mind? You 
think you’re going to pull a fuckin’ Houdini with over a hundred people?” 
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“I don’t think, I know. Jade and Jessica will be there, and there will 
be several large vans from hazmat that I have procured for this event.” 

Jim shook his head and said, “There is no way you are going to 
pull this off. And even if you get the bodies out of there and no one 
sees it, how the hell are you going to explain the disappearance of 
the most powerful legal assholes in LA?” 

John handed another duffle bag to Lance and said, “You let me 
worry about that, Jim. Just be prepared to move really fast with 
everyone else in clearing the room. Sara and Karen will be waiting 
for all of us down at the boat dock.” 

Jim just shook his head as the rest of the equipment was being 
loaded out of the room and said, “I know I have seen the Eagle do 
some incredible shit before, but I have to tell you, John, I don’t see 
how this is going to work.” 

He patted Jim on the shoulder as he handed him a duffle bag and said, 
“You have to have faith, man. The Eagle’s imagination is on fire!” 

Jim looked at him and the very unusual smile on his face and 
said, “Why is it that my skin is starting to crawl?” 

John shrugged his huge shoulders and said, “I have to shower 
and dress. You take this gear back to the hotel and stow it with the 
Eagle’s guests. You will know when it’s time to pull the gear and 
enter the ballroom. Trust me.” 

John walked off, and Jim stood holding a bright yellow bag with a 
hazmat logo on it. He started for the lair exit and said to himself, “Why do 
I think that this is a night that is going to go down in Los Angeles history?”



182 • Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Two
“Besides, I want to look at the  

faces of the future dead.”

I
t was half past seven when Judge Alice Walker and her escort Paul Green 
arrived at the Ritz Carlton Hotel in downtown Los Angeles. The valet 
was packed, but Alice had the forethought to rent a limo, and the two 

walked through the entryway into a large room off the lobby where drinks 
and hors d’oeuvres were being served. It was a litany of who’s who in Los 
Angeles legal circles, from judges to lawyers, all mingling about chatting 
and greeting each other with fake kisses and pretentious handshakes and 
pats on the back. There was a waiter walking around with glasses of 
Champagne. Several of Alice’s acquaintances commented on the fact that 
the Champagne was Cristal and the caviar was Russian Beluga.

Paul took a small plate and piled it with crackers, crème fraiche, chopped 
eggs, shallots, and a healthy dose of caviar. Stuffing the cracker into his 
mouth, he said, “You know what they say, ‘when in Rome!’” He laughed 
as some food spilled out of his mouth onto the floor. Alice looked away in 
disgust as she scanned the rest of the room. 
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“Well, Your Honor, don’t you look ravishing this evening?” Alice 
turned to see Gene Raskin, one of the most powerful entertainment 
lawyers in Los Angeles, staring down at her ample cleavage in the 
black evening gown that she was wearing. 

Alice shrugged him off and said, “Why Gene, you don’t know 
how surprised I am to see you here. I was under the impression that 
you had been disbarred and were serving six years in Boron at a 
minimum security federal prison.” 

He smiled politely and said, “Oh now, Alice, is that any way to 
speak to the man who got you elected to the bench and will be involved 
in your confirmation hearings should the president choose that ninth 
circuit gig that I understand you are at the top of the list for?” 

The two laughed, and Paul just looked at Gene, who was holding 
two glasses of Champagne, and asked, “Hey, Mr. Pretentious 
Schmuck … are you a raging alcoholic, or can I grab that extra glass 
from you? The drink guy just left.” 

Gene handed Paul one of the glasses and looked at Alice and said, “Well, 
I see as always you are just surrounded with educated and cultured people.” 

Alice laughed as he walked away, and she looked at Paul and said, 
“I see why Aston kept you working for him for so many years. You’re 
an educated prick.” 

He laughed and said, “Yes … yes, I am, Your Honor, but I’m not on 
the take by every cock in this room now, am I?” He was leaning in close 
to Alice’s ear as if whispering sweet nothings, but there was nothing 
sweet about anything that he had to say.     

The top floor ballroom of the Ritz was empty except for the staff 
putting the finishing touches on the tables as Lance and Philly set up the 
gas bombs. One of the heads of catering approached the men and said, 
“Excuse me.” He had a name plate on his jacket that read, ‘Manuel,’ and 
he asked Lance, “What are you two doing in this room?” 
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Philly looked up from underneath a table and said, “What the fuck 
do you think we’re doing? Working on our tans? We’re making sure all 
of the table leaves are in place. You got a room full of lawyers coming 
in a few minutes. If just one of those fuckers drops and gets hurt, they’ll 
sue the hotel and YOU… dumb ass.” 

Manuel looked down at him then said, “Of course. Please continue.” 
Philly knelt down and said, “Have I ever told you that you’re sexy 

when you’re being a smart ass?” 
Lance laughed and said, “You can show me later. Right now, we 

need to get these fuckers set up and get out of here, so the Eagle can kill 
him some lawyer meat!” Lance laughed and crawled under the second 
to the last table and set the last few devices.

Jim was in full dress uniform and was walking the ballroom off the 
lobby, making small talk with a few people, when John Swenson walked 
into the room. All heads turned as John walked through the crowd and 
right to Jim, who had a scotch in hand. 

John looked at him and said, “I thought you were working with 
the guests?” 

Jim looked at him and said, “Hey … I get the chance to make a 
few of these last appearances before I hang up my gun and badge. 
Do you really think I’m going to miss out? Besides, I want to look 
at the faces of the future dead. I’m doing the math in my head, man, 
and I don’t see how you’re going to pull a Houdini with all of these 
fuckers. Jesus Christ! Look at those fat fucks over there. Three 
attorneys and two judges, and you have to have ten tons there.” He 
laughed as people milled around. 

John looked around and spotted Alice Walker in the distance with 
Paul Green. He leaned down to Jim and said, “You’re too short to see 
what I see, but Judge Alice Walker is here and standing right next to 
her is Paul Green.” 
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Jim got a strange look on his face then looked up at John and 
said, “Oh, fuck me … the media’s fuckin’ nicknamed Phoenix ‘fire 
starter.’” John shrugged and walked off. He was greeted by several 
partners from Koswick, Harold, Parody, and Swan, and he chatted 
with them until the lights dimmed for the second time, and one of the 
men asked John to follow him to the green room. 

Larry Robinson stood amongst the several dozen guests in 
the presidential suite of the Ritz. There were questions as well as 
allegations and threats of litigation of every kind. Chris was sitting 
with Larry as was Sam as they waited for their sign to begin removing 
corpses. Larry had been quiet for the hour and a half that he had been 
in the suite. The group was moved from a small ballroom to the 
plusher accommodations by several sheriffs in full riot gear through 
a service elevator. Larry had handed out the protective order that 
he had executed on behalf of the FBI and the Los Angeles County 
Sheriff’s Department, but it was not sitting well with all but a few 
people, and those people that were quiet were usually the ones 
screaming the loudest about injustice. 

One of the guests, a husband and wife legal team, who was well 
known in business circles in Los Angeles, started yelling threats at Larry, 
which only raised his anger and brought his wrath upon the group. “You 
bunch of low life bastards. You’re alive right now because someone in 
law enforcement actually gives a damn about you and your pathetic 
practices. You curse me for agreeing to protect your pussy asses and 
then threaten to bring me up on charges and complain against me to the 
California Department of Judicial Performance? Well, fuck the whole 
bunch of you. I’m retiring next year, and if I had my way the bunch of 
you would be dying with your more corrupt counterparts.” 

Silence fell on the room full of people, and Susan Right, the head 
of the Los Angeles Lawyers Association, stood up and said, “I think 
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there needs to be some calm, and we need to ask His Honor to be 
more specific on just what it is that he is protecting us from.” 

Larry looked at Susan and laughed and said, “How diplomatic 
of you, Ms. Right. You want these dumb asses to listen? I have had 
every one of you in my courtroom at one time or another over the 
course of my career on the bench and listening is not one of your 
strong suits. Law school trains it into you, and then somewhere in 
the process and through the years, you lose that skill. You pretend to 
listen and perhaps you do listen, you just don’t hear. So, I will say 
this only once. Hear what I am going to tell you. 

“A motion was filed with me this morning for protective orders for 
each person in this room individually based on credible evidence that the 
Sheriff’s Department has of a threat of harm to your lives. Unless you have 
been under a rock over the past several days, everyone knows that there is 
a killer stalking the law offices of Cohen, Miller & Hyde and that Howard 
Cohen committed suicide in the presence of parties that the court will not 
release. You are all here because your names appeared on a list of attorneys 
in Los Angeles along with a target list of corrupt Los Angeles lawyers and 
their law firms. I am not at liberty to release any further information on the 
subject of the evidence, and before you all start shouting at once, I am more 
than certain that you will ALL understand the true scope of the goings on 
of this day in short order. Which means, by sunrise, you’ll all be damned 
grateful for the inconvenience that you have suffered today. Now, when the 
smoke clears, if you still want to file your complaints, knock your fucking 
selves out because I have already stated if I had my way you would be 
heading down the road that your colleagues are heading right about now.”

John sat alone in the green room looking at his tablet and watching 
the red dots as each of his people moved to their locations for body 
retrieval after his talk. He had a slight smile on his face as he watched 
the movements and then pulled out his satellite phone and dialed Chris. 
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 “There are two guests that will be coming up to the dinner and 
talk I’m going to be giving that I don’t want to make it in the room.” 

He was looking at his tablet as he spoke, and Chris said, “Will I 
know them by sight?” 

John said, “Probably not but you know one of them by reputation. 
Where is Jim?”

Chris looked over at Jim, who was stripped down to his tighty whities, 
and said, “He’s in a T-shirt and underwear trying to pull on his hazmat suit.” 

John laughed and said, “Tell him to put his uniform back on. There isn’t 
much time. He needs to point out Judge Alice Walker and Paul Green.” 

Chris looked at Jim and said, “John says put your uniform back on 
and point out some people to me.” 

John said, “Judge Alice Walker … the current head of the Los 
Angeles Superior Court and short list candidate for the ninth circuit, 
and Paul Green.” 

“But why, John?” 
He laughed and said, “Because she and Mr. Green are the arson 

killers.” 
Chris just nodded his head slowly then asked, “And what do you 

want me to do with them?” 
“Sedate them and put them in the back of my truck. I have plans 

for them.” 
Jim was about dressed in his uniform and looked at Chris and said, 

“Tell that asshole that I am at the end of doing this shit for him.” Chris 
smiled and told John he would take care of things and hung up the phone.

Alice made her way to the elevator with Paul right next to her. 
When the doors opened near the top floor ballroom, she said, “I need 
to use the bathroom before we go in. Are you going to follow me into 
the stall? It might be just a wee bit eye catching, if you know what I 
mean. There are several ladies in line.” Paul moved away, and as he 
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did, he took a hold of Alice’s arm and pulled her gently toward him 
and kissed her on the lips. She pushed away and asked, “What the 
hell was that all about?” 

Paul whispered, “Don’t worry. It was a mere distraction while I 
slipped a small incendiary device into your bag. Just a little insurance 
that you will come back to me when you are finished in the bathroom.” 

Alice glared at him coldly and said, “Can I lift my dress or set 
down my bag to go to the bathroom?” 

“You don’t want to put down your bag. It would be … explosively 
bad for anyone in a fifteen-foot radius.” Alice walked on and got in 
line as Paul went on to the men’s room. He showed Alice a small 
black object as he walked away, and she nodded, knowing that it was 
a remote that he could use from a great distance.

Jim spotted Alice right away and pointed her out to Chris. He said, 
“You need to get her into the stairwell next to the bathroom without 
a lot of attention then sedate her.” Chris nodded and was about to 
leave when Jim also spotted Paul Green. Jim grabbed Chris’s arm 
and said, “Just hold your fuckin’ horses, Mantel. I have a feeling that 
Ms. Walker and Mr. Green aren’t friends.” 

Chris saw the device in Paul’s hand and said, “Well, I can tell you that 
isn’t a cell phone. It’s a remote detonator, and by the look on Ms. Walker’s 
face, she is on the receiving end of whatever that remote controls.” 

Jim nodded and said, “Fuck. Why is it that nothing the Eagle is 
involved in goes easy?” Chris stood watching Green enter the men’s room 
as Jim scanned the rest of the crowd milling around. He was about to say 
something when he saw Philly and Lance in hotel uniforms amongst the 
crowd. Jim looked at Chris and said, “There is a God…” 

He waved for Philly and Lance to come over. Philly walked up 
and asked, “What’s up?” 

Jim said, “You see that little guy with the black cell phone in the air?” 
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Philly nodded and said, “That ain’t no cell phone, that’s a remote 
detonator … and if he presses that button, there is a pretty damn good 
chance that fucker could set off the gas not to mention whatever he 
has that unit set to.” 

Jim said, “You two need to take him down then meet me and Chris 
in the stairwell.” The men nodded and walked off.

Philly and Lance entered the men’s room behind Green. Chris 
and Jim made their way to the emergency exit, and Jim stood 
conspicuously near the ladies’ room, chatting with some other 
attendees as Chris slipped into the side hall and opened the stairwell 
door. Jim lingered for several minutes until Alice appeared from the 
bathroom then excused himself and walked over to her. 

“Good evening, Your Honor.” 
Alice turned to see Jim’s smiling face and said, “Why do I have 

the sinking feeling that it is not going to be good for me?” 
He laughed and nodded slowly then pulled her near and said, “I 

know that you have something very, very dangerous in your little bag 
or on your person, and you don’t want what you’re carrying, do you?” 
Alice looked at him. Her eyes filled with fear, and she was holding back 
tears and nodded. Jim said, “I didn’t fuckin think so. Would you follow 
me, please? I have some folks who can … relieve you of your burden.”  
Jim walked off without looking back at Alice, who was walking slowly 
behind him through the people and into the stairwell as attention was 
being called for all attendees to please take their seats in the ballroom.

Paul Green was leaning against a post near the top of the stairs in 
between Philly and Lance when Jim moved into the hall with Alice 
behind him. She looked at Paul and said, “Jesus! Is he drunk?” 
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Jim laughed and said, “Oh no, Your Honor, just a little … tired … well, 
shit, he’s fuckin sedated.” Alice opened her mouth to scream when a hand 
came from behind her, covering her mouth, and a muffled shot could be 
heard in the stairwell. Alice began to fall into Chris’s arms as he held his 
hand over her mouth, and the tranquilizer dart began to take effect. He lifted 
her in his huge arms, and she said in a groggy voice, “Who are you people?”

Chris smiled and said, “We are the assistants to justice, Your 
Honor. We are all assistants to justice.”
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Chapter Twenty-Three
“Then, how is it going to get out?”

T
he ballroom was quiet as the guests observed a moment of silence in 
honor of Howard Cohen. The black tie event brought out the elite of 
elite in LA lawyers as well as judges and others in political circles.
John had placed the mask of the Eagle into his right inner coat 

pocket. He had his body armor on under his suit, which made him 
look bigger and boxier than usual. The mask had its own built-in gas 
mask, but as Jim had pointed out to him before they left the house, 
in all cases where the Eagle had used the sarin gas, he was never in 
the room. Jim had asked John how much protection he had from the 
gas, and John had told him about two minutes. He had his tablet in 
his hand and was looking over the seating chart as well as the blue 
lights of the gas canisters. 

A man entered the green room and invited him to join him. John 
followed him to the ballroom, and as he walked up to the podium, he 
looked down at his tablet and the two nearest exits to him that would 
only open once for the Eagle’s escape.



192 • Chapter Twenty-Three

He ascended the podium where a small USB cable was plugged into 
a monitor unit, and he pressed a button on the podium, and a light tan 
wall raised to show a large screen with the Los Angeles skyline at night 
on it. John stepped up to the microphone and said, “Good evening, and 
thank you for asking me to speak to you all tonight. I’m here to talk to 
you about corruption, the corruption that has had our city in its grip for 
some time, and what the FBI is doing to combat it.” John’s words drew 
a resounding applause from the audience as he launched into his speech.

The yellow of Jim’s hazmat suit and his heavy frame made him 
look a bit like a weeble by his own admission as he stood looking 
at himself in the mirror. Chris laughed as did Philly and Lance and 
several others in the room, all in the same suits. Jim looked at Chris 
and asked, “Are Judge Walker and Mr. Green all set?” 

Chris nodded and said, “You know, Jim, I feel that there is some 
real friction between those two. I could feel the heat that they have 
for each other. They must make one very, very ‘HOT’ couple.” That 
got a laugh out of Jim as Sam stood next to the men in her own suit.

She said through the respirator on her face, “I don’t see the 
humor, Agent Mantel. I really don’t see the humor. The Iron Eagle is 
about to kill over a hundred people, and you’re making jokes?” 

Chris nodded and said, “Sam, I received some good advice years ago 
from the man you are going to replace as Sheriff. He told me that humor 
is what carries us through the hard times. We’re all members of the same 
family. We are crime fighters. You might curse the Eagle’s methods, but 
when it’s over, you will see a very, very different system of justice, not 
just in Los Angeles, but in the country, perhaps even the world.” 

Sam shook her head and said, “I don’t care what anyone thinks. This is 
still the wrong way to deal with people no matter how bad they are.” 

Jim laughed and said, “You hold on to that thought, Sam. I have a 
feeling you will be eating those fuckin’ words sooner rather than later.”
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There had been multiple rounds of applause as John spoke. He 
talked about the past several years of trauma for the city and county 
of Los Angeles and the healing that needed to take place. He stood for 
a moment in silence as the applause quieted down and then swiped 
his hand across the screen of his tablet, and the seal of the Iron Eagle 
rose behind him on the huge video screen. The background on the 
screen faded to black with the cold steely eyes of the Iron Eagle 
looking out at the audience and the audience staring back at it. 

John pulled out his mask and said, “There is one other person 
who needs recognition for saving the city and county of Los Angeles 
all of these years. I as a FBI profiler have been hunting him since I 
came to the Bureau, and before me, it was my late friend and boss, 
Steve Hoffman.” John held the black mask in his right hand with 
both hands on the podium and asked, “How many of you in this 
room have seen this symbol before?” Hands started to rise around 
the room until all but two or three hands were in the air. John smiled 
and said, “Well, I’m glad this symbol is familiar to so many of you. 
And for those of you who don’t recognize it, it is the calling card 
of the Iron Eagle.” John looked behind him at the dead stare of the 
Eagle then turned to the room full of people and said, “Allow me to 
introduce my alter ego.” He pulled the mask on over his head, and 
the room filled with screams. 

The Eagle swept his hand over the tablet again. Only this time, 
the blue lights on the sarin gas turned to red, and as the gas was 
released, he said, “I wanted the last thing your eyes see in this world 
to be the face of justice … the face of the Iron Eagle.” He dropped 
to the floor as the screams in the room rose decibel by decibel. He 
reached the exit and put his body against it and exited the ballroom 
as the screams began to turn to unintelligible noises and gasps.
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The fire alarm was blasting as people in the hotel were being escorted 
floor by floor by hotel staff and fire officials. The top floors had been 
sealed off by order of the Sheriff and the FBI, and fire officials were 
desperately trying to contact those in charge in order to gain access to the 
upper floors. Jim was looking at the clock in the room where everyone 
was waiting and said, “Something is fuckin’ wrong. The Eagle has sent 
no sign, and there is no water coming out of the sprinkler system.” 

Chris said in a calm voice, “It’s only been three minutes. The Eagle 
knows what he’s doing. Give him time.” Jim was watching the second 
hand on the clock tick by in what seemed like hours rather than seconds. 
It was nine forty-five p.m., and Jim made a dash for the manual override 
of the fire sprinklers as Chris grabbed his arm and said, “Just wait!” 

Jim began shouting obscenities at Chris when the sprinklers went off, 
and the room went dark and the emergency lighting came on. The whole 
of the room had an eerie red glow, and Chris said, “Aren’t you the one who 
has told me to be patient?” Jim nodded his head as the small group exited 
the small maintenance room and entered the hallway outside the ballroom. 

Jim put his ear to the door and said, “I can still hear fuckin’ screaming.” 
Chris listened and said, “No. You hear the sound of the sprinklers 

hitting glassware and tables.” Chris put his finger to his respirator and 
opened the door. It was blocked, and Chris had to force his way in, 
but no one was prepared for the carnage that they would see on the 
other side of the door.

The sound of the sirens and the red light from the emergency 
lighting had dimly lit the cold concrete that Alice Walker lied on with 
Paul Green laying over her legs. She lifted her head to look around but 
was pinned by Paul, who was still unconscious. She called out with a 
weak voice for help, and when she did, she saw a tall, dark figure enter 
into her line of sight. She looked up to see a masked man towering over 
her and Paul, and she asked, “Who the hell are you? Where am I?” 



Phoenix • 195194 • Chapter Twenty-Three

“You would know me best by my nickname, Judge Walker. I’m 
the Iron Eagle.” 

Paul must have come to as the Eagle spoke because he began 
screaming and crying and said, “I can’t feel my legs.” 

The Eagle leaned down and drove a small knife into Paul’s right 
calf, and he screamed in agony. “You can feel the pain, Mr. Green. 
You just can’t move your legs because I snapped your lower spine 
with this steel pipe.” The Eagle threw it on the ground in front of the 
two and said, “I wish I could stay longer and chat, but I have serious 
business to attend to. As for you two, you are going to die as your 
victims died.” Alice let out a scream as did Paul as the Eagle pressed 
the small black remote that Philly and Lance had liberated when they 
abducted him. Alice’s bag was on her chest, and in an instant, the 
two were engulfed in flames. The Eagle threw the remote down and 
said, “May God not have mercy on your souls.” And with that, he 
walked away as the fire consumed the screaming pair.

Cell phones were ringing all around as bodies were being removed 
and stacked in a freight elevator off the ballroom. The Eagle walked 
in with his head uncovered and asked, “How many are left?” 

Chris counted out quickly and said, “Twenty … probably less.” 
The sprinklers had been turned off, and John picked up two bodies 
and threw them on the pile. 

He walked the room, seeing that there was bodily fluid 
everywhere, and he heard Philly call out and say, “Last car going 
down.” The Eagle looked at his seal emblazoned across the screen as 
he walked out of the ballroom and stood on top of the bodies of those 
removed after the mass killing. The elevator doors shut, and as they 
did, he answered his cell in a monotone voice, “Swenson.”
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The ocean was choppy, and the small barge that would carry the bodies 
rocked and bobbed against the pier. Jade, Sara, Barbara, and Karen were 
each taking turns pulling the materials that the Eagle would need to send his 
prey to the bottom of the sea. Sara asked Barbara, “Where’s Violet?” 

“Oh … she was a little tired, so she’s taking a nap.” 
Sara put her hands on her hips with a look of disapproval on her 

face and said, “What did you give her?” 
Barbara laughed and said, “Four shots of Patrón laced with twenty 

milligrams of Valium.” 
Sara shook her head and said, “That’s a lot of alcohol with that drug. 

She better be breathing when you get home, or John will be furious.” 
Barbara nodded and said, “When I left her, she was sleeping like 

a baby. Well … a hammered baby but a baby all the same.” Karen 
stood up near the edge of the barge and was about to speak when 
three sets of headlights caught her straight in the face, and she lifted 
her left arm to block the light. Two large vans pulled down onto the 
dock, and Jade jumped out of one while John and Jessica exited the 
other. Jim and Chris were behind them along with Larry Robinson 
and some of the other men. 

Karen yelled out to Jade and said, “High fuckin’ beams, Jade? Really? 
Are you goddamn blind? This pier is lit up like a damn convention hall.” 

Jade laughed and said, “No. I could see just fine. I just wanted to 
blind your little ass.” 

Karen put her hand down as the headlights were turned off, and 
she looked at Jessica and said, “Your wife-to-be has anger issues. You 
two should seek couples therapy.” 

Jessica had the side door of the van open and was pulling a body out 
and onto a large hand truck that Jim and Chris had brought down and 
asked, “Why the hell do we need couples counseling? You think Jade has 
anger issues? You should try and get me on your couch for a half hour.” 

She paused, and Jade walked over to Karen and whispered in her 
ear, “Oh, you don’t want to do that … you really don’t want to do 
that. It will be a life changing event for you.”
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Karen looked at Jessica, who was now pushing the dolly down 
the pier, and said to Sara, “Is it me, or did it just get colder out here?” 

Sara laughed and told Karen to get a move on. “John and Jim have 
crime scenes to get to and to pretend to give a damn.” 

Jim was standing off to the side of the pier with a cigarette 
hanging out of his mouth and had heard Sara speaking to Karen. He 
said, “You’re goddamn right. Fuck. John and I have to go to a mass 
murder scene and pretend that we give a rat’s ass about a bunch of 
dead and missing fuckin’ judges and lawyers.” 

Larry walked up beside him and said, “Yeah … I see how damn 
heartbroken you are. Get your lazy ass over here and help me and the others.” 
He walked over and helped pull bodies out of the second van. When the 
barge had been loaded, John walked out onto the pier and told Lance and 
Philly to keep a close eye on the cargo. He and Jim would be back.

It was two thirty a.m., and Jim was in full uniform along with Sam, 
while the others worked the crime scene. John walked into the ballroom 
where several of his CSI teams were working, and Chris was leaning 
over one of his agents as he took photographs and filled crime scene 
bags. Chris walked over to John, and they talked away from the others. 

“So what about your guests upstairs?” 
John looked around and said, “Release them.” 
Chris looked at him and asked, “How are you going to explain 

all of this?” 
John looked around the room and said “Trust me, Chris. I won’t 

have to.” 
Chris laughed a little and said, “You think that a few dozen 

lawyers walking out of the hotel in their pajamas and robes are not 
going to be noticed and won’t want to talk about what happened 
to them?” John nodded his head. Chris looked confused look and 
asked, “Is that a yes they will talk or a no they won’t?” 
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John waved him away and said, “Just release them and let the 
chips fall where they may.” 

Chris walked out of the ballroom and took the stairs to the 
presidential suite. He walked in and called out, “FBI. Is everyone 
okay in here?” There were quiet head nods all around and nothing 
more. Chris told them they were free to go, and in a quiet orderly 
fashion, people lined up to use the suite phone to call for taxies with 
no other conversation. The room was vacant in a half hour with not 
a question, comment, or complaint. He sat down on a small ottoman 
and asked himself, “What the fuck just happened?” 

John and Jim as well as Sam were at the upper level of the parking 
garage where the smoldering remains of Alice Walker and Paul Green 
were being examined by Jade and Jessica. One of Jim’s men walked 
over to him and said, “Sheriff, we have a note … well, it’s a hell of a lot 
more than a note.” Jim called for John and Chris. Sam was next to him, 
and the four walked over to a large suitcase that had been opened by the 
FBI bomb squad. In it were piles of manila files. John leaned down and 
pulled a few files out of the case with a gloved hand and read some of 
the contents then put them back and asked for an evidence tag. Chris 
handed it to him, and John put it on the handle and closed the case. 

Jim had been looking at a few files as had Sam and Chris. When the case 
was locked and in evidence, Chris asked, “What the hell is this? This was 
not with Green when he was grabbed, and it wasn’t with Judge Walker.” 

John looked hard at the bag and then at the area where it was 
found and said, “It’s a legacy bag.” 

Jim looked at John and said, “What the fuck is a ‘legacy bag?’”  
John grabbed the name tag on the side and flipped the leather 

wrapped tag open to reveal a name. All looked at the tag, but only Jim 
and John understood what it meant. Chris looked at the tag and said, 
“‘Property of Howard Cohen, Attorney at Law.’ But how?” 



Phoenix • 199198 • Chapter Twenty-Three

John looked at Chris and the others and said, “Howard Cohen put 
the bag here before he died.” 

Jim took a cigarette out of his left top pocket and put it in his 
mouth and said, “The fucker was planning this all along?” 

John nodded and said, “In the notes that Howard left, he referred 
to a larger bag of evidence that would be unveiled at a lawyers’ 
meeting, but he didn’t give any detail or the location of the bag. 
Howard’s autopsy reports are under seal at my request.” 

Chris asked, “What’s in the damn report, John?” Jim lit his cigarette 
and then handed one to Sam and walked off with her in tow. Chris 
looked as they walked away and asked, “Don’t you want to know, Jim?” 

Jim never looked back through a puff of smoke rising up into the 
garage air. “I don’t need to hear it from John. I already know.” Jim 
and Sam disappeared back into the building, and Chris turned to John 
and asked, “What was wrong with Howard Cohen, John?” 

John said, “He had an advanced form of brain cancer called 
glioblastoma.” 

Chris looked at him and said, “So, he was dying?” 
John nodded and said, “It was diagnosed on autopsy, but in notes 

that he left that I read he knew something was going wrong in his mind 
and body, so he acted quickly because he wanted the record set straight.” 

Chris looked on at the devastation and asked John, “He couldn’t 
just tell you this, hand you the damn suitcase, and let you deal with 
it? Jesus! What if someone had found the case before we did?” 

John shook his head and said, “He had no idea. He just knew 
something was wrong. I imagine as I go over more of what’s in the 
files and what’s in that case we are going to get a really, really good 
picture of what was happening in the Los Angeles legal markets, 
and I think the serial killings started by Walker and Green are but 
the tip of the iceberg to a much larger scandal that’s going to take 
out even more lawyers in LA and around the country. As for anyone 
else finding the bag … Howard hid it well. I found it because of 
some clues in his notes.” 
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Chris shook his head and said, “So, Howard’s legacy has been to 
make it so that justice would be served and those responsible punished?” 
John nodded, and Chris said, “Justice will never let this go public, John.” 

John leaned against a wall and said, “You’re right about that. The DOJ 
will bury the whole thing if they get the chance to, but they won’t.” 

“Then how is it going to get out?” 
“That’s for the Iron Eagle to know and you to read about in the 

papers.” John put his hand on Chris’s shoulder and said, “We still have 
two guests to deal with at the lair, and we have a barge of bodies that 
have to be disposed of.” 

They cleared the scene and left it to their investigators as did Jim 
and Sam. John told Jim to meet him back at the house. The Eagle had 
some last minute business and then some chum to dump at sea. Jim 
laughed as he and Sam walked out of the hotel.

“Chum … that’s funny. John doesn’t have much of a sense of 
humor, but every once in a while he really nails one!”
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Chapter Twenty-Four
“I got some of that from  

him as I was ‘drilling’ home  
my point about mistreating  

his female clients.”

I
t was seven fifteen a.m. when John appeared in the kitchen for breakfast. 
Sara sat on one of the barstools with a cup of coffee in her hands and 
asked, “Well, what did the Eagle do with Hyde and Koswick?”

John walked over to the refrigerator and took out a Coke Zero 
and said, “The Eagle didn’t need any information from them, so he 
dispatched them quickly.” 

Sara stood up and poured another cup of coffee and stood leaning 
against the counter in her robe and said, “That is very unlike the 
Eagle. I’m sure they had some torture or torment coming?” 

He opened the bottle of soda and said, “You’re right. I dispatched 
them quickly because someone else had been torturing them mentally 
and physically. Do you know anything about that?”  

Sara sipped her coffee and said, “Well … I did ask Barbara to 
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help me out with the two of them. It seems Barb had a most unhappy 
situation with Mr. Koswick.” 

John took a drink of his soda and said, “You don’t say. I got some 
of that from him as I was ‘drilling’ home my point about mistreating 
his female clients.” 

“And Ms. Hyde?” 
John sat back and said, “Well, Ms. Hyde … that was a whole other 

issue. I ground and ground on her over Howard and the notes that he 
left about how she was blackmailing him with his past.” 

Sara finished off her coffee and asked, “So, the Eagle was able to 
make his point with those two?” 

John smiled and said, “Oh yes … in the end it was a really, really hot 
experience for the two of them. They won’t be joining us on the barge.” 

She nodded and said, “Well, it’s nearly eight a.m. If you want to 
get those other folks offloaded, you need to do it fast. It’s smells like 
shit out by the boat house.”

It was the day before Thanksgiving, and Judge Larry Robinson 
had slammed down his gavel to adjourn for the long weekend. He 
called to his bailiff and asked for the docket for Monday. He took 
the documents back to his office, and after throwing his robe on the 
couch, sat down in his leather chair when he heard Jim O’Brian’s 
voice from behind him. 

“So … you want to tell me about the dead bailiff at Judge Walker’s 
courtroom and the attempt on Judge Walker’s life?” Larry held the 
docket papers up to his face as he responded to Jim. 

“I was wondering when someone was going to ask about that.” 
Jim laughed and pulled a cigarette he had behind his ear out and 

lit it and then snapped his Zippo shut and said, “The fact that you 
mentioned the bailiff’s murder to me when I first came to see you told 
me everything. So, you were trying to get rid of Alice the whole time?” 
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Larry put down the papers and took a cigarette out of a pack he had 
sitting on his desk and said, “With the releases of information that have 
been coming out through anonymous sources about ALL KINDS OF 
SHIT going on in the Los Angeles and country’s legal world, I figured I 
would just lay low, Jimmy. No sense in rocking the boat now, is there?” 

Jim took a deep drag off his cigarette and said, “I guess not. In the end, 
Alice Walker got what she deserved. The Iron fuckin’ Eagle uncovered 
a hornet’s nest of corruption, and Howard Cohen is the man we have to 
thank for a suitcase full of documents that are being leaked out slowly and 
steadily, taking down lawyer after lawyer and law firm after law firm.”

Larry lit his cigarette and took a deep drag off of it and laughed and 
said blowing smoke out his nose, “Yeah, I guess we have old Howard to 
thank for uncovering and shedding light on the corruption of the judiciary 
and the fuckin’ blood-sucking lawyers who make up its backbone.” 

Jim finished off his cigarette and asked Larry, “Did you enjoy that 
little fishing trip that the Eagle took us out on?” 

Larry laughed and said, “There is nothing like the smell of the sea in 
the air and the sound of corrupt lawyers heading down into the deep.” 

Jim started laughing and said, “I also understand that congratulations 
are in order. You got Alice’s appointment to the ninth circuit court.” 

“Well, ain’t that the damnedest thing, Jimmy? I was getting ready 
to retire, and I get a damn call out of the blue letting me know that I 
have confirmation hearings the beginning of December … if I accept 
the president’s appointment.” 

Jim held his cigarette between his teeth as he fidgeted with his 
shoe on Larry’s desk. “Are you thinking of refusing the appointment?” 

“Now, I ask you, Jimmy. What type of litigator and judge would I 
be if I turned down the President of these United States?” 

Jim stubbed out his cigarette and said, “A piss fuckin’ poor one, 
Larry, a piss fuckin’ poor one. Jesus fuckin’ Christ.” 

“What?” 
“There’s going to be an honest fuckin’ judge in the federal 

judiciary! Do you think it’s a first?” 
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Larry laughed and said, “I don’t know, Jimmy. You know what 
they say … power corrupts.” 

Jim nodded his head and asked, “What are you doing for turkey day?” 
“Well, I picked me up one of those special turkey TV dinners and 

was going to enjoy it with my cat.” 
Jim stood up and said, “You’re eating with Barb and me tomorrow 

night. Be at my place at three.” Jim turned to walk away but stopped 
and said, “I have two questions and a comment for you.” 

“Shoot.” 
“What did you do with the bailiff?” 
Larry sat back in his chair and said, “I can tell you, Jimmy, but 

then I would have to kill you.” 
Jim laughed, and asked, “White meat or dark?” 
“Dark meat; what else?” 
Jim leaned down on Larry’s desk and said, “I have an old friend 

of ours staying with me and Barbara for a few days. You might 
remember her. Violet Harper?” 

Larry nodded slowly with a smile on his face, “I remember Violet. 
Does she still have a thing for John?” 

Jim shook his head and said, “That’s old news. She just gave 
her resignation at Koswick, Harold, Parody, and Swan and has an 
application in with the FBI.” 

“No fuckin’ shit. Do you think John has room for yet another 
greenhorn agent?” 

Jim was putting his jacket on as he answered, “Not my problem, 
Larry. I’m so out of here the end of January.” 

“Rumor has it Sam Pritchard roped you into a six-month 
consulting deal.” 

“Yeah, well, she’ll be at dinner tomorrow night. Maybe you can 
talk some sense into her.” 

Larry laughed as Jim opened the door to his chambers and was 
walking out. He called to him and said, “You know what they call a 
hundred lawyers at the bottom of the sea?” 
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Jim let out a laugh and said, “Yeah … a good start!” 
Larry laughed out loud and said, “Nope. Fish food!” Larry could 

hear Jim laughing as he walked down and out of the hall.
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Pray
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Thirteen

Prologue

I
t was just after three a.m. when the blue Suburban pulled on to Dominica 
Avenue in Lake View Terrace. The SUV passed several houses and a 
large well known horse stable before turning at a fork in the road and 

heading in the direction of some local hiking trails in the Los Angeles 
suburb. The SUV was raised up, which allowed it to cover rugged terrain 
as it climbed several steep embankments off road before stopping with its 
high beams on on a desolate trail far away from any lights or population. 
The driver walked to the back of the vehicle and pulled open the rear door. 
Hal Styles lie nude on the carpet of the SUV, his feet and wrists wrapped 
in duct tape. His mouth was duct taped as well, and his muffled screams 
could be heard as his sedative was wearing off.

His eyes were wide when the flashlight of his assailant met his 
face in the blackness of the truck. He tried to kick his legs and feet, 
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but they were taped as well, and the more he strained the more pain 
he felt as the tape tore the hair off his nude skin. His assailant put 
down the flashlight and grabbed him by the back of the head and 
pulled him out of the vehicle and dropped his body on the hard, cold 
ground. Hal stared up at the flashlight moving around the back of 
the SUV and heard the sound of chains and steel striking the ground. 

The moon was full and high in the sky, and Hal watched as his captor 
walked out into the blackness. He watched the shadowed figure and 
flashlight until they disappeared together over a small hill, and he heard 
the faint sound of coyotes in the distance calling out to one another.  He 
struggled against the tape and the drugs in his body until his captor returned, 
grabbed his short black hair, and started to drag him through the darkness. 

His struggles only made things worse, and he felt his body lift off 
the December ground and then felt it smash down again on a thorny, 
harsh surface. Quietly, his captor moved around, and Hal felt his 
wrists release from the tape. He tried to lash out, only to be kicked 
in the head as his right arm was pulled out of its socket, and he felt 
cold steel around his wrist. He screamed through the tape in pain and 
fear as his captor systematically pulled each arm and leg in different 
directions until all he felt was the ground and the cold steel on his 
wrists and ankles. His captor moved over him with his flashlight and 
pulled the tape off his mouth.

“Jesus Christ! What the hell are you doing? Please. I’m begging 
you. Let me go!” The sound of the coyotes and their calls drew closer, 
and Hal smelled a rotten odor and then felt a cold splash on his torso. 
“Oh God … Oh God … help ME. Someone, anyone, please help me!” 

“You can call all you like, Mr. Styles. No one can hear you scream 
out here.” 

Hal lifted his head and pulled against the chains that were now 
restraining him to the ground and asked, “Who the hell are you? I 
answered your ad in the paper. I gave you the sex you wanted. Why 
are you doing this to me?” The smell was horrific, and Hal asked, 
“What the hell is all over my stomach?” 
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“A mixture of things, Mr. Styles. Beef and hog blood that has 
been in the sun for some days along with livestock innards to give 
you that just right smell.” 

Hal screamed out, “Right smell for WHAT?” The coyotes were 
even closer now, and he saw movement in the shadows of the full 
moon’s light just a few feet away. 

“I will shine the light around, so you can see what’s out there, 
Hal. I think you’re really going to love it. It’s the majesty of nature.”  
The shadowy figure shined the light into the black, and Hal could see 
the eyes of the coyotes shining back at him. His captor said, “The 
shine you see in those eyes is called tapetum lucidum in veterinary 
circles. You see, dog’s eyes, much like a cat’s, reflect light, so they 
can see better in darkness. Aren’t they magnificent creatures?” 

Hal looked into the hungry and ravenous eyes of the animals who 
were starting to gather near him and said, “No … dear God! They are 
not beautiful. You’re scaring the hell out of me. Please. In the name 
of all that is holy, let me go!” His captor laughed and moved several 
feet away and sat down on a small rock outcropping as Hal asked, 
“For God’s sake, what are you doing?” 

“Feeding the local wildlife, Mr. Styles. Well … you’re going to 
do that, but I get to sit here and watch. Don’t worry. They will be 
timid at first because I am sitting so close, and I, of course, have this 
light and a camera, so I can film the events. They will settle in and 
start eating in a few minutes.” 

Hal let out a yell as one of the animals came near him and nipped his 
left side below the ribs. He called out again to God. 

“You call out to a deity. This God person. Is he/she supposed to 
help you?” 

Hal continued to cry out as two more animals emerged from the 
darkness and bit deeply into his sides. “I pray … Jesus, save me.” 

His captor looked around and said, “I don’t see anyone but you 
and me. I don’t see anyone coming down out of the sky. Maybe you 
should pray harder.”



Phoenix • 209208 • Pray

No sooner had his attacker said it then three coyotes jumped onto his 
chest, and two started tearing at his midsection as the third stood staring 
down into his terrified eyes. Hal was screaming, and his captor said, “You 
see, Hal. I told you it might take a moment or two, but they are settling 
in. Now they can eat. You’re going to love it. They start eating you from 
the soft belly and then work their way out. You’re probably going to feel 
a bit of pain for a while until they get a major artery or organ.” 

Hal’s screams and pleading went unheeded. Flesh was flying, and 
his captor was laughing as more and more coyotes joined in the kill. Hal 
was screaming through blood and saliva that was rising up in his throat. 
His abdomen was ripped wide open, and his intestines were being drug 
off while others were standing on or around him eating his internal 
organs. His cries became weaker and weaker as the growls and snarls of 
the animals began to drown out his screams and his life. 

His captor sat back laughing and watching as chunks of Hal’s abdomen 
were ripped out in a feeding frenzy. Once or twice, the animals moved in 
the direction of his abductor, but a shot of pepper spray stopped them in 
their tracks, and they want back to their feast. Hal let out a loud howl as 
one of the animals ripped into his liver, and his captor said, “There it is. 
I was waiting for your death howl. Twenty minutes. It took them twenty 
minutes to get deep enough into you, Hal. Wow! I bet that hurts like hell.” 

Hal’s eyes were dilating as his lips moved and one of the larger coyotes 
put his teeth around Hal’s throat and began to rip it out. His captor stood 
up and drove the animals back with pepper spray and a taser. When the 
dogs were clear of Hal’s body, his captor looked into his dead eyes and 
said, “I don’t know about you, Hal, but this has been a most entertaining 
night and morning. Well, it’s half past four. I need to be getting home.” 
There was a step back and then a laugh. “Oh, don’t get up. I will see 
myself back to my truck. Thank you for a wonderful time. The sex was 
great, and the feeding made the whole night one hell of a climax.” 

Hal’s captor pulled up the steel stakes and removed the restraints 
from his wrists and ankles while speaking to his lifeless body. Once 
the steel was back in the captor’s hands, the flashlight probed the 
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darkness heading back to the SUV. And as the engine started and 
the vehicle drove off, the animals came back in to feed, tearing 
and ripping at Hal’s flesh. The only sound was the growling of the 
animals over the carcass on the ground.

Jim O’Brian was standing on top of the small hill several feet from 
where a hiker out for an afternoon run had found the mutilated remains 
of Hal Styles. Two of his deputies were interviewing the distraught 
young woman. Jim stood smoking a cigarette while Sam, Jade, and 
Jessica worked the crime scene. There was no media. No onlookers 
or gawkers. Just a few CSI team members from the Sheriff’s office 
taking pictures and making notes.

Jade pulled out a small tablet from her blue smock and put Hal’s 
remaining fingertips onto the screen and pressed them down firmly. 
His face was unrecognizable as was the rest of what remained. Jade 
pressed a button, and in a matter of seconds, she called out to Jim 
and asked, “Have you called John?” 

Jim took a deep hit off the cigarette and asked, “Why the fuck 
would I call John? This is my jurisdiction for just a little more than a 
month then its Sam’s problem. This is not a federal problem.” 

Jade lifted the small tablet in her hand and said, “Well, it is now. This 
guy’s name is Hal Styles, and he’s an agent with the U.S. Marshals Service.” 

Jim threw the cigarette on the ground and walked over to Jade, 
blowing the smoke from his lungs and said, “Hal Styles? Fuckin’ Hal 
Styles? Jesus Christ! You put a call in to John. I have to call Barbara. 
This situation just went from interesting to one fucked up mess.”

Sam looked at Jim as he held the cell phone to his ear waiting for 
Barbara to answer and asked, “Who the hell is Hal Styles?” 

Jim was about to respond when Barbara answered the phone. 
“Good morning, Jimmy. Only a few short weeks and we will be able 
to have breakfast together in the middle of the week.” 
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Jim was quiet for a moment then said, “Yes, Barb, that’s true. I 
have some devastating news, and I wanted you to hear it from me.” 

“What’s wrong?” 
“I’m on a murder scene, and the victim is Hal Styles.” Jim heard 

Barbara’s cell phone hit the kitchen floor, and he called out to dead 
air. Jade was on her cell phone, and Jim asked, “Are you talking to 
John?” Jade nodded, and Jim said, “Tell him to get over to my house 
right away. I think Barbara just passed out.” Jim called once or twice 
into the cell phone, and he could hear crying in the distance. He hung 
up the phone and said, “Barb will be coming to the scene with John, 
so get a tarp over what’s left of Hal.” 

Sam looked at Jim and asked, “Did you know him?” 
Jim pulled a cigarette from his top left pocket while nodding his 

head. He lit the cigarette and took a few deep hits off of it and said, 
“Yes and no. Not really. Only by name and reputation. But Barbara 
knew him very, very well.” 

“How well?” 
Jim took another hit off the cigarette and said, “He was her boss 

for twenty years … so, pretty fuckin’ well.”
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