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The United States of America’s national anthem and flag are  
NEVER to be disrespected, nor are the men and women who died 

to keep our nation free. Freedom is not free.
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Chapter One
“Yeah… it’s pretty damn eerie.”

A 
single shell casing is all that was found on the upper scoreboard 
overlooking the Los Angeles Memorial Coliseum’s football 
field. The murder of three professional football players on live 

television had rattled not just the city but also the nation. News 
stories and conspiracy theories began to engulf the media almost 
immediately. The blood mongers played the shootings over and over 
again wherever the images of the skull exploding bullet could be seen 
unedited. Several headlines read, “The New Shot Heard Round the 
World.” The politics of the NFL were in full swing, and the right 
and left were blaming each other while sports writers clamored to 
interview players, getting their gut wrenching assessments of the 
events that had played out only hours earlier as the LAPD along with 
the LA County Sheriff’s Department, FBI, and ATF descended on the 
facility in search of the shooter. 

John Swenson and Chris Mantel had arrived on scene at the same 
moment that Jim and Sam did. The FBI had a mobile command post 
in the parking lot as did the ATF and LAPD. SWAT had been all over 
the stadium and reported back that no shooter could be found. Tens 
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of thousands of fans had been held in place in the stadium as teams 
of agents moved meticulously to get statements from people. John 
entered the command center where there were fifteen different monitors 
replaying the shooting from every angle. Jim and Sam had followed 
John and Chris into the post, and Jim looked around at the screens and 
said, “Well, there is no lack of film coverage of this killing, is there?” 

John shook his head as he watched the footage over and over. He 
was standing behind one of his video techs and asked, “Do we have any 
idea of the location of the shots?” 

“Yeah. The shot was fired from the top of the large scoreboard at the 
far end of the stadium.”

“Shot? You mean shots?” 
“No. One single shot. That’s it.” 
“One shot took out three men?” 
“Yep … and to make matters worse, there are no remnants of the 

bullet.” 
“It has to be lodged in a wall or the turf.” 
“No one’s found anything yet. The bodies are tarped. ATF has been 

scanning the scene with our ballistics teams, and they haven’t found a 
damn thing.” 

John watched the replay of the shot on the screens from multiple 
angles and said, “No muzzle flash?” 

“Nothing. And while ALL of our SWAT teams have been all over 
that facility, I can tell you that the shooter was gone almost as fast as the 
shot was made.” 

“Has anyone been up on top of the scoreboard?” 
“I think SWAT has, but ATF and our men have the area closed off.” 
John told Chris and Sam, “You two stay here in the trailer. Doug, 

is there any way to enhance the images on the top of that scoreboard?” 
“I’m working on it, John. I really need the equipment back at the 

office. If you look closely from the blimp’s view of the stadium, I have 
a frame by frame of the shooter dressed in all black with a black head 
covering. The weapon is flung over his shoulder as he got to the top of 
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the board. Then, if you look closely, the shooter laid down. It’s grainy, 
but I think that the gun is on a tripod.” 

“What kind of time are we talking about?” 
“From frame one to this final frame when we lose sight of the shooter 

… ninety seconds.” 
Jim chimed in, “That’s impossible! You’re telling me that this sniper 

climbed up the scoreboard, set up a rifle, took a shot, and left in under 
two fuckin’ minutes?” 

Doug looked at Jim and nodded. “That’s exactly what I’m telling you.” 
“No way.” 
John spoke up, “It is possible. This shooter is a pro. We need to get 

to the top of that scoreboard. Doug, you do what you can. Get the images 
sent over to the Bureau and then let someone else do the cleanup work 
while you get back to the office and start really enhancing these images.” 

Doug nodded. Chris was leaning in the doorway of the trailer and 
said, “I understand that we all want to find this shooter, but has anyone 
talked about what was going on when that shot rang out?” 

Sam looked at the men. “The national anthem had just started.” 
Chris nodded. “Anything else stand out to you guys?” 
Sam said, “The hit players were on their knees.” 
John nodded. “Now, let’s put two and two together. We have a 

professional sniper, with what appears to be a magical bullet, firing on 
a controversial football player. If you look at the reports, the shot struck 
Golden Madden first then passed through the skulls of two other players 
kneeling with him. No other shots were fired based on what we have 
right now. No one in the crowd was targeted. This isn’t a terrorist plot. 
This was a well planned execution.” 

Jim laughed, taking a cigarette out of his top left pocket and putting 
it in his mouth. “Well then, it would seem that someone is fed up with 
this anthem protest bullshit and is making a statement.” 

John nodded, and Sam let out a little chuckle, adding, “You have to 
admit TV ratings for the games have been down. If this killer is going to 
make this a new blood sport, ratings are going to skyrocket.” 
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John asked, “And why is that?” 
“LA has two NFL teams in two different divisions, right?” 
“Right.” 
“Well, if this killer is going to make a statement on these protests 

by killing players, people will be tuning in every week to see who gets 
picked off next. Forget about football. They’ll be watching to see who 
is going to get their head blown off. That’s where the real ratings boost 
will come from.”

John and Jim had climbed the ladder to the top of the board, and 
the two men had bagged the single shell casing while looking for other 
evidence. 

“This fuckin’ thing is clean, John.”  
“Yeah. It’s pretty damn eerie.” 
“A single bullet shot with expert marksmanship that traveled through 

the skulls of multiple kneeling teammates and then exploded leaving no 
trace. That’s some deep covert high-level sniper shit.” 

“The shooter had a perfect vantage point. He could see nearly eighty 
percent of the stadium and had a perfect angle on the sidelines.” 

Jim nodded, taking a hit off his cigarette. “Yep and that shooter is 
special forces trained, no doubt … and with a grudge.” 

“We’re going to need to enlist the best sniper I know to help with 
this case.” 

“I agree. Philly’s the best in the world. If anyone is going to get into 
the logistics of what we are dealing with, he’s our man.”

Lance Coswalski and Philly Soranto were working on bikes in their 
shop in Encino when the phone rang. Philly had his hands covered in 
grease, and Lance walked slowly across the shop floor and said, “Five 
bucks says that call is for you.” 
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“Well, we’ve been watching the news. We know that there is a sniper 
out there, so I’m not going to take you up on that bet.” 

Lance pressed the speaker phone button and said, “Custom bikes.” 
John’s voice was sharp on the line, “I assume Philly can hear me?” 
“You assume correctly.” 
“Guess where I’m calling you two from?” 
Philly laughed. “You could give us three guesses, but we only need 

one. You’re standing on top of the scoreboard at the Coliseum.” 
“Yep.” 
“And you have a killer with a penchant for superstar football players?”
“Right again.” 
“And you want me and Lance to come down there?” 
“Man, you are on fire.” 
Philly was degreasing his hands in cleaning solution but said, “Yeah. 

We can come now. Is ATF on scene?” 
“Yes.” 
“Anyone I don’t want to see?” 
“Not that I’m aware of. Meet us at the FBI trailer in the parking lot.” 
John hung up the line, and Lance asked, “Aren’t you getting tired 

of this shit?” 
“Not really. We get paid well. And to be honest, based on what I 

have seen on TV, this shooter is a really good scout sniper.” 
“So, do you think you know who it is?” 
“Maybe. If the shooter’s a scout, I don’t have to know who it is to 

know how deadly he might be.” 
“‘One shot, one kill,’ that’s the motto, right?” 
“Oh yeah, but this shooter made three kills, and that takes someone 

with great skill and talent.” 
Lance nodded. “You dropped eight agency men in one shot just a 

few weeks ago.” 
“Indeed! That’s why I’m saying I most likely know this shooter, but 

there is a bigger issue than just this one shot.” 
“And what’s that?” 
“It’s the first of many … and not just here in LA.”
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Chapter Two
“It was a hell of a shot, Philly.”

T
he media circus was starting to wind down, and the game had been 
called on account of the day’s events. Teams across the country 
had either dedicated their games to Los Angeles or postponed as 

stadiums were swarmed by state, federal, and local law enforcement 
searching for possible shooters. Madden and his teammates weren’t 
even cold, and the country was in an uproar, each side blaming the 
other for the violent attacks. John and Chris were still on scene when 
Philly arrived. 

“Where’s Lance?” John asked. 
“At the shop. This is my area. So … we have a scout sniper?” John 

nodded.
“Scout sniper? What’s that?” 
“That, Chris, is a highly trained Marine Corps sniper. They usually 

work recon in groups of six to eight,” Jim said calmly as he answered 
from the entry to the van. 

“There’s more than one,” Philly said. 
“What do you mean?” Chris asked. 
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John was seated and said, “These snipers are a tight knit group of 
highly trained professionals. This was the first shot in what is most 
likely going to be many, many more around LA and the country.” 

“So, this has to do with the protests?” Chris asked hesitantly. 
John shook his head. “Not necessarily. They’re certainly a factor, 

but I have a feeling there is a hell of a lot more to it than that.” 
“I don’t understand. Someone is killing football players, and it’s not 

over the protests?”
Jim laughed. “That’s most likely the catalyst, but I think there is 

something deeper.” 
“Deeper than disrespecting America?” Sam asked. 
“These morons don’t have the brain cells to understand that they are 

disrespecting America. You are dealing with an overpaid, uneducated 
group who has no idea what the hell they have brought on themselves, 
their teams, or even the American people. These guys are paid millions 
to play a damn game, Sam. Americans tune in to football to tune out 
politics, but politics have become center stage of what was once a nice 
game, and people aren’t happy. When people aren’t happy, they stop 
watching; they stop buying merchandise, and it affects fans, sponsors, 
owners, players, and others right on down the line.” 

“So, what do you think this is all about?” 
“Ratings.” 
“You’re kidding, right?” 
“Nope. It’s all about ratings.” 
“If you don’t have games, there is nothing to watch.” 
“Ah … but there will be games this coming Thursday night, then 

Sunday and Monday. And if there’s a chance for spectators to see a 
player killed on the sidelines, ratings will skyrocket across the board for 
all teams. Merchandise will start selling either in memoriam or for some 
other cause. It’ll be a nice uniting factor for fans and the general public.” 

“All in the name of the all mighty dollar,” John said coldly. 
“So, what do we do now?” Chris asked. 
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John smiled. “We follow the money, and we need to start now before 
the next game.” 

“I think that shot got the point across, and it was a great shot.” 
“One shot isn’t enough, and you know that. Plus, that shot was easy. 

I mean, sixty-five yards. I can hit targets the size of mice from a mile 
and a half away. Sixty-five yards was like shooting fish in a barrel. It 
was boring. However, one of the positive aspects of this first shooting is 
it is going to give football a ratings kick. It’s an unwanted side effect of 
the shootings if you ask me.” 

“We knew this was going to happen. People will tune in just to see 
the opening of games to see who gets shot next.” 

“Yes, they will, and we have men across the country who can move 
unnoticed within the most controversial teams, just like you and I can in 
LA. We all have our targets for the next week, so let the chips fall where 
they may.” 

“You mean these millionaire babies?” 
“That’s right, but they won’t be disrespecting America much longer.” 
“And if they start standing for the anthem, or the league keeps them 

in the locker room while it’s being sung?” 
“We still have our targets. It doesn’t change the hate factor that the 

average American has for these guys. It won’t matter if they hide during 
the anthem. We’ll take them out while they are on the sidelines or on 
the field.” 

“They will stop playing altogether after two or three kills.” 
“Hey! We are doing our American duty. If the league implodes on 

itself, that’s not our problem. The thing I like about this plan is while we 
see the downside, these idiots don’t, which means we get our point across, 
and they get poor. Who knows? Soccer may become the new football.” 
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Aaron Clintock was seated in his conference room with other local 
owners and managers. Commissioner Patrick Swan had team owners 
from across the country on a videoconference.

“Did I hear right? Did your local police protection walk out on you 
today, Aaron?”

“When Madden’s comments made the media, the men heard it. 
They called me and told me that they would no longer provide free 
protection to the teams and were not present in the stadium at the time 
of the shooting. They’d had it with Madden’s disrespect and said they 
would no longer waste their days off protecting men who don’t respect 
them or the protection that they provide. We are taking it to the police 
union, but they can’t force the men to work for free.” 

“Then pay them.” 
“They won’t take it.” 
“If they had been in the stadium today, they might have stopped that 

attack.” 
James Reardon spoke up, “No, they couldn’t have stopped that 

attack, Pat. This could not have been prevented.” 
“What makes you say something like that, James? We have great 

security. If these men had been on the job, they would have found this 
killer before he could kill.” 

“I disagree. This has been planned for a long time. The shooter 
singled out Madden. The other two killed were just in the wrong place 
at the wrong time.” 

“Did you get this information from law enforcement?” 
“No. I was a law man and a Marine before I retired and got into 

management. This was to make a statement, and it is only the beginning. 
There will be more here in LA and around the country.” 

“Are you saying that you believe that someone is waging war on the 
NFL?” 

“That’s as good a way to look at it as any other. I think this is a 
group of killers not a single killer. This was well planned and probably 
had been for many, many months, possibly a year. This is going to be 
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very hard to stop, but the upside is we will pick up a hell of a bump in 
ratings.” 

“How do you figure?” 
“People will tune in for every televised game, not for the football … 

but to see who gets shot next.”
“That’s sick, James,” Patrick said with disdain. 
“Sick or not, people love reality TV, and there is none better than 

turning on the TV in the hopes of seeing someone, in this case a player, 
perhaps one that you don’t like, possibly get shot. It seems sick, but 
people will watch. This could be the very thing that pulls the league and 
its ratings out of the toilet.” 

“By marching men out onto the playing field and possibility letting 
them get killed?” 

“Yes.” 
Aaron spoke up over the noise of the others on the call and said, 

“Look, we all know that the players’ unions are going to come down on 
all of us and tell their players to refuse to play until the killer is caught.” 

“That’s why we have contracts,” said Mel Perkins, a team owner in 
Florida. “They may not like it, and we will do the best we can to protect 
them, but if they refuse to play, we don’t pay contracts, players go broke, 
unions go broke, and we bring in players from our other leagues, set 
new rules for conduct, and move on with players who’re happy to have 
a job playing ball. The unions, agents, and sponsors will fight us tooth 
and nail, as will the players. We better lawyer up and make sure we are 
ready. One killing isn’t going to stop people from playing ball, so we 
have to put measures in place to protect players and fans. We also need 
to corral our most controversial players and their representatives. If they 
want to keep making money and playing ball, they are going to have to 
change their behavior.” 

Aaron shook his head. “That’s extortion! We can’t play with our 
players’ lives.” 

Patrick laughed. “Oh, but we can, and we will. The games will go on.”
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“You have to admit it was a hell of a shot, Philly,” John said as he 
stood on the scoreboard along with Chris, Sam, and Jim. 

“No, it wasn’t. These guys can hit small shit over a mile away. Sixty 
to seventy yards wasn’t even a challenge. A good sniper could make 
that shot blindfolded. This wasn’t so much about killing as sending a 
message.” 

“Stand for the anthem?” Sam asked. 
“No. Watch football and see who gets killed next.” 
“So, you think this is about money? Ratings?” John asked. 
“Ultimately, yeah.” 
John was staring down at the field as the sun was going down. “There 

has been no ransom demand, no note as to why the killing occurred. No 
acceptance of responsibility. Just silence.” 

“Have you figured out why that is, Einstein?” Jim asked in a 
snarky way. 

“No.” 
Jim shook his head while lighting a cigarette. “It’s because no one 

wants us to have a motive because the motives are money and TV 
ratings. Jesus, you guys are thick. This wasn’t a terrorist attack. It was 
an inside job. Someone in this organization is a sniper. It could be a 
Marine, definitely military trained, but this has very little to do with 
protests. This is about getting people to turn on the TV.” 

John looked down at the field and said, “Then we need to background 
check the local teams’ staff and players to see who fits the profile.” 

“Good luck with that, pal! You’ll need a secret warrant to get that 
information. No one is going to give it to you under normal subpoena.”



12 • Chapter Three

Chapter Three
“He wasn’t even supposed to be  

with his men that night.”

A
aron Clintock was sitting in his home office in Beverly Hills reading 
over reports when James Reardon arrived. Aaron invited him in, 
and the two men sat down. 

“So … is Patrick going to allow the Monday night game to be 
played?” James asked. 

“Of course.” 
“So, it will be played at Badgers Arena?” 
“Yes.” 
“Are you going to call off the men?” 
“No.” 
“So, another murder tomorrow night?” 
“Yes.” 
“Who’s the target?” 
“Sherman Arthur.” 
“Good choice. The Badgers have lost thirty percent of their attendees, 

and viewership has been dead for their games.” 
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“And did you see his news conference this afternoon after Madden 
was killed?” 

James shook his head, and Aaron picked up a remote and turned on 
a large screen TV at the back of his office then hit play on the recorded 
interview. The flamboyant quarterback stood at the microphone with a 
skull cap on in a shirt with a circle around the American flag and several 
police badges with a red slash through them. 

“Some moron took out my friend and brother ‘cuz he was speaking 
his mind. I might be a white man, but I stand firm with my brothers of 
color and all people of color and will not be intimidated by an obvious 
racist looking to silence our voices. I hope that racist shooter is watching 
me right now. Here’s how it is, homie. We are the real athletes, and we 
are the people of power. You don’t scare me. Just try and take a shot 
at me tomorrow night. I dare you. I will not be silenced, and I will not 
stand for a country that disrespects its citizens. I’m not a man of white 
privilege; I’m part of this land, and I’m not going to let you silence me. 
If you’re a real man, come to me face to face, and I will kick your ass.” 

James was watching while shaking his head. “Jesus, and they’re just 
letting him run his mouth like that.” 

“Do we silence our players? Does any owner or manager?” 
“Well, we should. This is only going to incite more violence and 

bring the wrath of the shooter down on him.” 
“There will be several other players from both teams that will be 

doing their thing tomorrow night.” 
“Yeah, multiple targets if the shooter chooses. I understand that you 

started this to draw attention to the disrespect of America and to boost 
ratings, but don’t you think that killing multiple players in a matter of 
days is going to force Pat to shut down the league?” 

Aaron sat back in his chair, took a deep breath, and said, “There 
are lines that aren’t crossed. I have sat silent through this shit for three 
years. I’m not going to argue that we don’t have social issues in this 
country that need to be dealt with, but as a veteran who fought for the 
freedoms these idiots have, I can’t stomach it any further. The unions 
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press, the players press, the media presses, the league presses, but no 
one is doing a goddamned thing about this.” 

James was still but said, “And the flag-draped casket of your son 
this summer? That has not had an impact on your sudden moves?” 

Aaron got tears in his eyes. “They didn’t meet the plane. They didn’t 
see what was left of my son after an IED blew up his convoy. I supported 
his desire to enlist in 2001, and he fought hard in Afghanistan. When Scott 
went in, I was terrified for him, not just for the mortal consequences but 
the mental ones. I fought in Vietnam. I did four tours and commanded 
many men and sent many to their deaths as a commanding officer before 
retiring in 1980, but Scott kept going back. His rank grew and in a little 
over a decade he was a highly decorated major in the Marine Corps. He 
wasn’t even supposed to be with his men that night. He was supposed 
to be on a plane back to Washington where he was to be promoted 
yet again to lieutenant colonel, but he insisted on riding with his men 
back to base. There was no military procession for my son, no military 
funeral, no twenty-one-gun salute. I buried my son in section twenty-
seven with the other unknowns of a mission unacknowledged by the 
military, a black operation on the wrong side of the right line. There 
were no military honors … just a box of ashes and an unmarked grave. 
My son died while these assholes knelt in protest of the very freedom 
Scott and his men were fighting to protect. Have a foreign enemy invade 
our nation! Let them take over the media, the airwaves, imprison and 
murder the citizens. Let these idiots experience the cold hard facts of 
war and why we fight abroad to keep the enemy from invading us.” 

“I do understand, Aaron. I lost a brother and a cousin in the war, and 
I feel strongly about the actions of these morons as well. I think that 
getting the message out to stop these actions is important. I just think 
that too many kills too close together is going to shut down the league, 
not send the message you want or get the ratings you’re trying for.” 

Aaron nodded. “Ratings are just the byproduct of the movement. 
That’s not the goal. I keep replaying the shot that took out Madden and 
the others. It was poetry in motion to me, but you’re right. This shit 
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started slowly, and our response must do the same. I’m not going to stop 
Arthur’s murder, though. I want him silenced once and for all. I will 
order a pull-back of attacks for the next week then have the men hit two 
targets next week.” 

“I think it’s a much better idea.” 
James left, and Aaron replayed Sherman’s news conference on his 

TV. “I hate that son of a bitch. I hate him with a passion.” 

Sam and Sandy were having dinner together at Sandy’s home. The 
two had been seeing each other casually for a few weeks. “So, what do 
you think of this shooting?” Sandy asked.

“It’s a grudge, someone fed up with the disrespect of America.” 
“So, you think this is an isolated event?” 
“I don’t know. John and the others don’t think so, and to be honest, 

over the past several years I have learned that all of the rules of crime and 
police work that I learned in college and in the academy were wrong.” 

“How so?” 
“Criminals, killers, rapists, pedophiles, and human traffickers don’t 

follow all of the models that you’re taught in school. If there is one thing 
that I have learned it’s that no two crimes are the same. The killer doesn’t 
always return to the scene of the crime. All of the clichés attributed to 
criminals are just that. I have seen more in my years as Sheriff than I 
would ever want anyone to see.” 

“I am of the mindset that crime is crime. There are no rules, thus the 
term crime. There is always someone else out there worse than the last 
person we got off the streets. I watch John and Chris dissecting cases 
and throwing around ideas, and nothing is ever as it seems. John has a 
strange insight into the minds of criminals, especially killers.” 

“How do you mean?” 
“I don’t know how to express it in words. I watch him sometimes 

when he is working on a case. It’s as if he goes into a trance, as if he 
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somehow gets into the minds of the killers, as if he can see them and 
relive their actions and find them.” 

Sam laughed. “John and Chris are both very talented law men. 
John learned a lot the hard way after the kidnapping and murder of his 
first wife. I know what you’re talking about, though; he can actually 
transcend the situation and enter the killer’s mind. I have watched it, and 
it can be scary at times.” 

Sandy nodded, taking a drink of her wine. “So, what about you? You 
haven’t spoken much about your plans. You were so sure you wanted 
out of the job. Where do you stand now?” 

“I have talked it over with Jim a bit. I’m not running for reelection 
next year.” 

“So, who is going to run in your place?” 
“Jim. He’s going to step into the fray again. He loves the job.” 
“Does he have any real challengers?” 
“Not really. There are the usual runners, but the people don’t know 

them. Jim is a well-respected and beloved sheriff. He also has the 
sympathy vote after Barbara’s death. Mostly, he’s a good cop. People 
trust him because he says what he means and means what he says.” 

“No argument there. I have never known Jim O’Brian to bite his 
tongue. His opinions are his opinions, and if he disagrees with you, he 
lets you know it.” 

Sam laughed. “Indeed.” 
“What about you? What are you going to do when your term is up?” 
“I don’t know. I’ve been a cop my whole life. I can’t go back 

to the streets, and I don’t know that I want out of law enforcement 
altogether.” 

“Have you thought about the Bureau?” 
“Joining the FBI?” 
“Why not? You have all of the qualifications to make a great special 

agent. You won’t be pigeonholed into one type of work. John is a shoo-
in for director if Hernandez wins in the fall, and that will mean that there 
will be big changes at the Bureau here in LA.” 
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“Joining the FBI has never even crossed my mind.” 
“Well, you should think about it. Maybe talk to John about it.” 
Sam nodded, putting her fork down. She looked at the time. “Wow, 

it’s nearing nine.” 
“Do you have somewhere to be?” 
“No … I’m just not sure what to do.” 
“What do you mean? We’re talking.” 
“I know, but to be honest, I’m horny. I was going to go home and 

break out a few toys.” 
Sandy laughed. “I have toys here if you want to play.” 
“I don’t know, Sandy. I’m still freaked out.” 
“For god’s sake, Sam. You’re bi, right?” Sam nodded. “Are you 

attracted to me?” Sam nodded again. “I’m attracted to you. I live as a 
woman and look like a woman, so what’s the big deal?” 

“You want a relationship with a man.” 
“Look, I date men, and, yes, I have been looking for Mr. Right my 

whole life, but there could be a Mrs. Right.” 
“Are you saying you want to have a sexual relationship with me?” 
“No. I just offered you my sex toys, offered to help you get off, and 

am throwing myself at you because I want to be rejected. Geez, you’re 
slow. I find you attractive. I like your smile. I like your edginess and 
your intelligence. For me, the brain is as much of an erogenous zone as 
the anatomy. You’re hot, smart, sexy, and I want to make love to you. 
No strings, no commitments. Just one night. You and me to see if we 
click. Is that too much to ask?” 

Sam took a drink of her wine then walked over to Sandy, sat down 
on her lap, put her lips to her ear and said, “I want you to fuck me.” 
Sandy smiled then picked Sam up, blew out the candles, and carried 
her to the bedroom. Sam had her head against Sandy’s chest. “Be gentle 
with me. I haven’t had a real penis in a long time.”
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John received the Sentinels’ and Badgers’ employee lists and was 
having the names cross-referenced in the FBI’s database. Chris had 
left the office for home, and Sara called to ask if John would be home 
for dinner. As he was packing up his tablet and leaving his office, his 
phone rang. 

“John, it’s Mark Stewart in data.” 
“Hi, Mark. What’s up?” 
“I just thought I would give you a call. We’ve been running the 

employees of the two local sports teams and found some anomalies.” 
“Explain.” 
“Well, there are four people on the list that are not paid employees of 

the clubs but who provide free security for home games.” 
“Okay. Why is that an anomaly?” 
“We can’t run their information as they aren’t employees of the 

teams, but I took it upon myself to do a little private research.” 
“And what did you find?” 
“Well, they are all local police officers, two are LAPD and the others 

are from the sheriff’s department.” 
“Okay.” 
“They’re all former military.” 
John perked up. “Really? Names and branches, please.” 
“Lieutenant Tory Strand, U.S. Army, one hundred and first 

airborne division, fifth special forces group, restricted records access. 
Captain Gary Robinson, U.S. Navy Seal, special weapons recon unit, 
sealed records access. Captain Jake Taylor, Marine Corps, MARSOC 
operative, sealed records access. Lieutenant Charles (Chuck) Spain, 
U.S. Marine Corps, MARSOC special operations unit recon, sealed 
records access.” 

“Some heavy hitters. How long have they been civilians?” 
“About six years, John, and from what I have learned the day of the 

killing these men ALL refused to protect the teams.” 
“And what triggered this?” 
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“No idea, but the morning before the game they notified the GM 
and the owner that they would not be protecting the team and that they 
should hire private security.” 

“Hmm. What time is the game tomorrow night?” 
“Um…” John could hear a keyboard being typed on quickly. “Six 

p.m. PST with pregame at five-thirty.” 
“I take it you don’t watch football.” 
“No. I used to, but I’m boycotting the games due to the disrespect 

level of the owners and players as well as the NFL.” 
“That seems to be a general feeling among people. There are a lot 

of unhappy fans.” 
“Are you a fan?” 
“Not anymore. Too violent for me. I will check these guys out. 

Thanks for the call.” 
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Chapter Four
“If I were him, I wouldn’t stop it.”

S
o how do you want to do this killing?” Aaron was on the other end 
of the line as the shooter spoke. 
“It’s a Monday night game, and the place will be crawling with cops.” 

“You gave me the target. He deserves to get his brains blown out. I 
can be at the arena early and set up to snipe him on the sideline.” 

“I’m worried that you will be caught.” 
“I’m not. I have a position that only a half a dozen people can access. 

I can get into position early, snipe Arthur, and be out of the venue before 
they can start the search.” 

“I know, I know. This is your area of expertise. You make the kill at 
your discretion.” 

“Done.” 
The line went dead, and Aaron sat in his office as the sun set on 

Sunday, drumming his fingers on the desktop and humming something 
unintelligible.

“
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Sara was sitting in the kitchen, snacking on some bread and wine 
when John walked in. “So … are you going to try and stop the killers?” 

John grabbed a wine glass and poured himself some and took a piece 
of bread and kissed Sara on the lips. “I don’t know.” 

“Ah … then you have a good idea who the shooters are?” 
“Shooter.” 
Sara’s eyes got wide. “But there are three dead football players.” 
John took a sip of his wine as the chef finished preparing their meal. 

“It’s not isolated to LA.” 
“But only three dead?” 
“There will be more.” 
“Are you going to be at tomorrow night’s game?” He nodded. “Are 

you going to be looking for the shooter?” 
“Of course.” 
“And if you find him or her, are you going to grab them or shake 

their hands?” 
“I can’t answer that question until I’m face to face with them.” 
The meal was announced, and the two went to the dining room. “In 

all the years I have known you, those are words I have never heard come 
from your lips.” 

“Well … I’m a veteran and an American. I would never even imagine 
in engaging in the disrespect that has come out of the past several years 
in a national sport that was at one time a respite from politics.” 

“You’re also a cop, John, so it’s even more personal.” 
John cut into his steak and allowed the blood from the rare meat to 

drip on his baked potato. “That’s true, but I know there are a lot of bad 
cops out there, criminals hiding behind a badge. I have been dealing 
with it from day one. However, sitting and protesting a nation will 
not solve the problem. In fact, instead of turning attention to their real 
concern, the trouble with law enforcement, they are diverting attention 
and making people wonder if they are anti-American.” 

Sara was eating her meal and nodding. “I never looked at it like that 
before, but you’re right.” 
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“Now, you see my dilemma?” 
“I do. Stop the killing and let things keep spiraling out of control or 

allow the killings to go on and perhaps they will see the error of their 
ways.” 

John nodded, sipping his wine. “Exactly. I need to find the killers 
and hear them out.” 

“You’ve already said what they’re going to say.” 
John had a thoughtful look on his face. “You’re right. I did.”

Jade and Jessica had been working late to complete the autopsies 
on Madden and the two other men killed earlier in the day. Jessica was 
holding Madden’s helmet in her hands with the bullet hole through it. 
“Had Madden not been wearing this helmet, his brains would have been 
splattered all over the other two.” 

“Indeed, but the other two weren’t wearing helmets, and their brains 
stayed intact.” 

“The shot was slightly slowed by the helmet, but the bullet used was 
specialized. It was custom made to penetrate without blowing the head 
clean off. This is ballistics issue I have never seen before.” 

“That’s up to John and the others to deal with. We just issue a cause 
of death, which in this case is homicide due to being shot.” 

Jessica put the helmet in a cabinet and asked, “Can we get some 
dinner before ten p.m.?” Jade nodded, and Jessica asked, “Do you think 
that John or the Eagle will try and stop the killing?” 

Jade shrugged. “That, as well, is not our problem. But given the 
current climate in America,  if I were him I wouldn’t stop it.”

Chris and Karen had finished their meal and were relaxing in their 
hot tub. Karen was drinking a glass of wine while Chris drank a bottle 



Anthem • 2322 • Chapter Four

of water. Both had been quiet for most of the meal, and Karen could 
see that Chris was thinking. She slid next to him and asked, “What’s on 
your mind?” 

“A long day.” 
“What are your thoughts on the day?” 
“I’m conflicted.” 
“Why? It’s a murder, and your job is to find and stop killers.” 
“Yeah, well, I don’t know that there is a man or woman working this 

case that really wants to stop the killings.” 
Karen sat up in the tub. “Are you telling me that law enforcement 

would like to let this continue?” 
“Yes. I know it’s contrary to everything that we do, but there aren’t 

any teary eyes from our side of things, Karen.” 
“Well, John would never allow this to go on.” 
“Don’t be so sure. John, Philly, Lance, and a lot of people in law 

enforcement are veterans, and they hold this country, the anthem, and 
the flag in high esteem. They sacrificed a lot and lost friends in battle to 
protect this nation and the freedoms that are being abused. We all knew 
that something like this was going to happen if this crap persisted, and 
now that it has I don’t know that there is going to be a lot of movement 
unless the attacks move from the field to the people in the stadium. If 
that happens, everyone will be all over it. But if it remains directed at 
the players, I think there is a good chance all of us in law enforcement 
will do busy work instead of hunting down the killers.”
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Chapter Five
“They will have isolated the  

shot in less than two minutes.”

P
hilly and Lance had been going over the shooting, and Philly had 
been in his gun room most of the afternoon. Lance had picked up 
some food, and the two men were eating as Philly read over his 

notes. “So, what do you see?” Lance asked.
“Custom ammunition, full metal jacket, stainless steel projectiles 

with a phosphorus tip. The bullet does not explode on impact with soft 
tissue or even the helmet. It explodes on impact with a much harder 
surface, but it doesn’t burn. It destroys the steel projectile.” 

“How?” 
“The last time I saw something even close to this, outside of what I 

make for us and the Eagle, was in Afghanistan. They were being used 
by two special operations units. Army and Marine snipers. And while 
the shots were never recorded in any record books, rumor has it that 
the shooters were able to make pinpoint accurate headshots with our 
specialized high-powered scopes from nearly three miles away.” 

“You’re fucking with me.” 
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“No, Lance. I’m not. My personal best was two miles, one shot one 
kill, and they were head shots.” 

“Do you know who these men were?” 
“I would have to see names to remember them. It’s been nearly a 

decade. I do recall there were four guys, though. Real artists. But for the 
life of me I can’t remember who they were. I was out at that point, but I 
heard stories of their missions through friends. They were all in support 
of recon and were first in, last out shooters.” 

“Do you remember Major Scott Clintock?” 
“Sure. I remember Scott. He wasn’t a major when we went in in ’01. 

He made it to that rank?” 
“He was about to be commissioned as a lieutenant colonel last year 

but disappeared with his men in Afghanistan. At least that’s what the 
rumor mill is saying.” 

“No shit? Why the hell didn’t we know about it?” 
“I just found out a few weeks ago. One of his men got out, but he 

isn’t talking. It was a black op. You know the drill. In and out.”
“Isn’t his father the owner of the LA Sentinels?” 
“Yeah! Aaron.” 
“Aaron is one tough son of a bitch. My old man served under him 

in Vietnam. He has to be taking this hard; he and Scott were very 
close.” Lance nodded. “I don’t know how he can be tolerating all 
of the shit his players are pulling, especially knowing his own son 
is most likely dead and gone,” Philly said while looking though a 
microscope. 

“From what I’m told, no one in his organization outside of his GM 
knows about Scott’s service, especially his black op work.” 

“It would’ve had to make the news.” 
“It didn’t. It was a black op. No one knows about it. He’s just another 

nameless faceless fallen soldier.” 
“That’s the bitch of black op work. Very few of those men come 

home in flag-draped coffins. They just disappear, only to be remembered 
by those who served with them.” 
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“Yeah. There is a rumor circulating through our ranks of former 
black operatives that Scott came home and that his father met the plane 
at Dover with President Hernandez. He was cremated and buried at 
Arlington in section twenty-seven.” 

Philly looked around squinting. “Okay, well, let’s call John and let 
him know what we know.” 

“Do you think a lot of effort is going into finding the shooter?” 
“I doubt it; he’s doing America a favor.” 
“It’s only a favor for a short time. One dead is one thing. When more 

die, it will be another.” 

“Do you have everything you need for tonight?” Aaron said to the 
shooter over the phone.

“Yes, sir. I have already been up on top of the board and set up my 
tripod and left my weapon there as well.” 

“How are you going to move freely over there? You have the grassy 
area and then the LED board. You’re wide open.” 

“I have four men who are going to be protecting that area, so I can 
move freely. There’s a locking panel on the roof of the score board, and I 
have my weapon in there. I can shoot, drop the weapon into the locking 
compartment, and leave the venue in under two minutes.”  

“They will have isolated the shot in less than two minutes.” 
“I will be off the roof and down in the mix of security, Aaron. 

Don’t worry about it. Do you really want a week’s delay between 
shots?” 

“Yes! There are just too many eyes on the game. Ratings will pick 
up over the next week and a half as people tune in to see who gets 
killed next. The commissioner will stop the games next week if there 
are killings. At least, I think he will. I have sent a note that I want you 
to leave.” 

“A note?” 
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“Yes. I want you to leave it under your tripod so that law enforcement 
finds it.” 

“Um … it’s not going to credit me with these two kills, is it?” 
“Of course not! You fired the first shot and took out the first assholes. 

This note is going to be a warning that they have a reprieve between 
killings.” 

“Okay, well, get me the note, and I will leave it in plain sight.” 
“Okay. Safe shooting. I only want Arthur killed.” 
“I can’t promise anything there, Aaron. I can make sure no civilians 

are killed, but if the guy is on a knee or sitting and he has people directly 
around him, they are going to be hit. I have a perfect angle on the field 
and sideline. You’re just going to have to accept it if others die.” The 
line went dead, and Aaron sat back in his chair then paged James to 
come to his office. 

“What’s the plan, John?” Chris asked hesitantly. 
“We watch the game and scout the roof tops and score boards.” 
“Are we going to put men on the roofs of the arena and the boards?” 
“No.” 
“If there is going to be a shooter, you know where he will be shooting 

from.” 
“Yes, I do.” 
“But you don’t want to put men on the unit?” 
“No, let ATF deal with it. They have their men on site. I’m sure they 

are scouring the stadium now and setting up sniper positions.” 
“This shooter is smarter than ATF.” 
“We’ll see. The first shot was unexpected, so security was light. 

This one is expected, so security will be massively high.” 
“And if there is no shooter?” 
“Oh, there will be. I have no doubt about that. It’s just a matter of 

whether or not they get the shot off and get out of there in time.” 
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“And you’re okay with an arrest here? You don’t want the shooter?” 
“Not yet. There’s more than one shooter. I’m not going to be able 

to stop all of them.” Chris was about to speak when Philly and Lance 
knocked on John’s office door. John invited them in and shut the door. 
“Well?” 

Philly spoke. “Custom ammo, John. I’ve seen this type of work 
before, but I can’t tell you who the shooter is yet. They are using full 
metal jacket ammunition customized for max kill and bullet destruction 
upon impact with a hard surface. The units are designed to penetrate 
skin and bone without being destroyed, but once the bullet strikes a 
wall, dirt, or concrete, it explodes leaving nothing.” 

“So, the type of ammo you make?” 
“Pretty much but with the exception that I rarely use it. The last time 

was the CIA situation and that bullet could be found if someone really 
took the time to look for it.” 

John nodded and handed Lance and Philly a piece of paper. “These 
men are LAPD and sheriff’s department officers who work security free 
for the two LA teams. Do either of you know any of them?” 

Philly and Lance looked over the list, and Philly smiled. “All of 
them; some personally and others by reputation. I can tell you one thing, 
they are all top-notch snipers, and I would assume their military records 
are sealed, and they are most likely SWAT team members in their 
departments.” John nodded, and Philly said, “There is another factor 
here or someone who might be a factor in all of this.” 

“Who?” John asked. 
“Aaron Clintock.” 
“The owner of the Sentinels?” 
“Yes.” 
“What would make him a factor?” 
“His son is a black op who went missing in the line of duty last 

summer.” 
“Let me guess. No one knows about it?” 
“From what I’ve been told, only his GM, who is a close friend.” 
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“Did his body come home?” 
“Only rumor, but yeah. Supposedly Clintock met the plane at Dover 

along with President Hernandez. The body was cremated and buried in 
section twenty-seven.” 

John sat silent, and Chris asked Philly, “Are you suggesting that 
Aaron Clintock is involved in the killing?” 

“If there’s fact to his son’s death, I wouldn’t rule it out. If he’s not 
involved, I’m pretty damn sure he knows who is. Several of these men 
do security for him and his team, and I think it is strange that these men 
led the charge to strike the day of the shooting. Coincidence? I don’t 
think so. I think it was planned. I also think that there are shooters here 
tonight.” 

“Shooters?” John asked. 
“Yeah. I doubt they would use the same shooter tonight. It’ll be 

someone else or two. They will mix it up. I expect that the shooter 
will be out and under protection before the body or bodies hit the 
ground.” 

Chris was seated in a chair across from John and said, “There is no 
way to stop this, is there?” 

“Sure. Just keep Arthur off the field, order the NFL to make their 
players stand for the anthem, and no one will get hurt.” 

Lance laughed. “So … someone is getting killed tonight?” 
John nodded. “Yes … since the league allows this behavior someone 

is going to get killed.” 
Chris stood up and walked to John’s office window. “So, you think 

that the whole idea behind this killing and any others is to twist the arm 
of the NFL to order their players to stand for the anthem?” 

“Ultimately, but it won’t work. It will only put more resolve in these 
people to do more of it in the hopes of becoming martyrs.” 

“Martyrs without a real cause.” 
“They have a cause. It’s gotten lost in their behavior. They don’t 

even realize that their hope for social change has been long lost. All they 
have done is divide a nation.” 
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Lance spoke up, “Chris, you could sit these idiots down in a room 
and explain where they went wrong and draw them a map of what would 
help their cause, and they would still be disrespecting America.” 

Chris turned with a shocked look on his face. “Are you telling me 
that these men wouldn’t understand how ineffective their actions are 
and that they are just putting their lives in danger for nothing?” 

John laughed. “Do you want to know what the irony is in all of this, 
Chris?” 

“What?” 
“The snipers are not just former special forces veterans. They are 

also cops.” 
There were a few moments of silence, and Lance burst out in laughter. 

“The very thing these morons are claiming to protest is bringing the 
men and women of law enforcement together and has now pissed off 
people to the point that they will kill to stop them.” 

Chris smiled. “If you ask me, that’s just plain nuts.” 
Philly was laughing. “Yeah? You want to know what’s even more 

nuts?” 
“What?” 
“They don’t know that they are going to be killed by off-duty police 

and that two of the men working security and who are on this list are 
one, the best snipers in the world and two… one of them is black.” The 
whole room busted out in laughter, nervous laughter, but laughter all the 
same. 
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Chapter Six
“I just don’t get what the  

impetus is for these killings.”

S
am had a dreamy look on her face when Jim came into her office. 
“Let me guess. You slept with Sandy?” Sam nodded. “And you 
liked it?” 
“She is the best lover I have ever been with.” 
“So, you got past the whole penis thing?” 
“The penis was one of the best parts. It’s ironic.” 
“Why would you say it’s ironic? Sandy has been a woman in a man’s 

body her whole life. She has both male and female anatomy. She is just 
keeping her cock, so she can piss standing up. And to be honest, I have 
seen her do it a few times, and it really freaked me out. So, does she 
need ED medication to fuck you?” 

Sam frowned. “Must you always be so damn vulgar?” 
“Have you ever known me to be any other way?” 
“She uses ED medication, Jim. She has to due to her medications 

to suppress her testosterone and to allow her natural estrogen levels 
to rise.” 
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“Hey, I’m not judging, just asking. I think it’s great that you found 
someone.” 

“Whoa! I had one night of great sex. I haven’t found anyone. I’m 
still getting over Maria.” 

“Yeah, well, I’m getting over Barbara, and I’m getting great sex and 
a companion, and I am way older than you. So, are you going to see her 
again?” 

“We’re having dinner tonight at my place.” 
“Great. When your house is finished, I’m going to have an ‘it’ couple 

next door.” 
“Kiss my ass, Jim.” 
“Present it.” 
Sam got red-faced. “So, what’s on the agenda for today?” 
“Well, we have to have units at the Monday night game tonight.” 
“SWAT?” 
“I don’t think so. This is ATF’s deal. We’re just there for support. 

We’ll put a half dozen officers on site as well as you and me.” 
“What does John think?” 
“He thinks there will be another killing tonight.” 
“You don’t seem to be concerned.” 
Jim pulled a cigarette from his top left pocket, lit it, snapped his 

Zippo shut, then walked over to Sam’s open window. “What’s there to 
be concerned about?” 

“Oh, I don’t know … murder.” 
“Murder? Shit. These mother fuckers brought this on themselves. 

Kill them all, I say. End the NFL once and for all. I don’t watch the 
games. Haven’t since the strike in the eighties.” 

“So, if you don’t watch, why do you care?” 
“I’m a vet. I fought for the freedom these assholes are protesting. 

I know what it’s like to put your life in the hands of another and vice 
versa. I know what it’s like to have the majority of the men in your 
unit dead or dying and all you can do is hold their body parts together 
while calling for a field medic. Watching the dreams of the young die 
right before your eyes … then coming home alive only to be spit on and 
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cursed at by a bunch of whiny college wimps who have been hiding 
out in their safe schools while I was off doing a man’s work. I know 
that disrespect, so if you think that I give one damn about any of these 
rich idiots who don’t even know what they are protesting while they’re 
dividing America and causing harm to a game many people once loved, 
I don’t. Let ‘em put on the uniform, take up a weapon, and protect this 
nation. I bet you would never see another one of these assholes treating 
America this way after being in a hot LZ trying to evacuate or landing 
in one shooting as they were exiting whatever transport took them to the 
fight. In those moments, fear goes away, and you are so focused on the 
mission that even your own mortality goes out the window. So, if you 
think these pampered babies deserve respect or even protection, fuck 
them. For the few who have served and play the game, I would gladly 
step in front of a bullet to protect them.” 

Sam was quiet for several minutes then asked, “What time do we 
need to be at the stadium?” 

“Four-thirty.” 
“Well, it’s noon. How about Santiago’s for lunch?” Jim nodded with 

anger on his face as the two left the office.

Aaron pulled a piece of paper off his printer, put it in an envelope, 
and walked to the security room where Tory Strand was working. He 
handed the envelope to Tory and asked, “Could you get this to Jake 
Taylor?” He nodded without saying a word and left the room. 

Jake was in a gym across town. He was in a pair of workout shorts 
and sneakers and had just finished doing his bench presses. His black 
skin was swollen, his muscles protruding through his chest. Tory walked 
into the gym and handed him the note and walked away. Jake put it in 
his gym bag and went on with his workout.
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“Jake Taylor and Gary Robinson are two of the best snipers I have 
ever seen,” Philly said as he and Lance drank a beer.

John was sitting with the two men and Chris at Santiago’s when Jim 
and Sam walked in. 

“What the fuck are you four doing here?” Jim asked. 
“Going over possible killers.” 
Jim laughed as Philly handed him the list. He looked it over as 

Javier brought over a bucket of beers. The old man cracked two open 
and handed one to Sam and the other to Jim, who thanked him. “Jake 
Taylor and Gary Robinson, huh? Great marksmen but don’t downplay 
Tory Strand or Chuck Spain. Both are great shots in their own right.” 

John was eating a burger. “So, you know these men?” 
“Sure. Tory and Gary were two of the first black snipers in the 

programs for the Army and Marines in the late nineties. I met them 
when they were finishing up sniper school. Good guys, real patriots. So, 
they’re part of the protection for the teams here in LA?” John nodded. 
“Well, I don’t think we need to look too far for our shooters.” 

“I just don’t get what the impetus is for these killings? This stuff has 
gone on for several years, so why now?” 

Sam was sipping a beer. “I know that ratings have come up in 
conversation, John. Could it be that someone in the team’s front office 
or even ownership or management wants to use this as a means of 
getting viewers?” 

“It’s crossed all of our minds.” 
“Tune in next game to see who gets their goddamned head blown 

off,” Jim said with a laugh. No one at the table was laughing. He looked 
around and said, “What? It’s the fuckin’ truth. If football becomes a true 
blood sport, people are going to watch. The rest of the shit that these 
guys do will have no effect on ratings. But if a viewer was able to not 
only see a killing but bet on it? Now you’re talking about a whole new 
game, and there is no damn pun intended in that statement.” 

John sat back. “Does anyone have an in with the owners of the local 
teams?” 
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“I know Aaron Clintock pretty well. We both served in Vietnam 
together. I haven’t talked to him in several years, but when we do see 
each other it’s like we have never been out of touch,” Jim said as he 
polished off the last of his beer and some tacos. 

“Well, set up a meeting with Mr. Clintock, Jim. Lance and Philly 
have come across some information that Clintock’s son Scott was 
possibly killed in a black op last summer. It’s obviously going to be 
classified so really hard to access. Let’s see if we can get his take on this. 
I want to watch his gestures.” 

“Do you want it to be a formal interview or an old friend dropping 
in on an old friend?” 

“We have no reason to think that he has done anything wrong, Jim. 
You know him, so set up a meeting.” 

The men left, and Sam asked, “How well do you know Clintock?” 
“Really well. Why?” 
“I know his GM James Reardon.” 
“How do you know him?” 
“We dated when he was a player years ago.” 
“So, why don’t you give him a call and see if you two can catch up?” 
“I will. It’s been a long time, but it would be nice to catch up.” 

Jim pulled out his cellphone while cracking another beer and lighting a 
cigarette. “That’s your fourth beer, Jim.” 

“So? It’s been over the course of an hour.” 
“I will drive us back to the station.” 
“Have it your way.” Jim took a deep hit off his smoke, then he  

heard the voice of Aaron’s secretary on the line and asked to speak to 
Aaron.” 

“May I say who’s calling?” 
“Jim O’Brian.” 
There was a pause, then Aaron picked up the line. “Jim O’Brian. I 

was wondering when you were going to call.” 
“You’ve been expecting my call?” 
“Well, yeah. You’re still with the sheriff’s department, right?” 



36 • Chapter Six

“I’m the undersheriff to Samantha Pritchard. Why were you 
expecting my call?” 

“Well, one of my superstar players and two of his fellow players are 
dead.” 

“That’s not why I’m calling, but do you want to talk about it?” 
“Sure, but if that’s not the reason, why are you calling?” 
“With all that’s gone on in the last twenty-four hours, you were on 

my mind, and I just wanted to drop you a line.” 
“Well, shit, Jimmy, that’s damn nice of you.” 
“How are you doing?” 
“I’ve been better obviously.” 
“Well, do you have time to talk?” 
“I’m just shining a seat with my ass this afternoon. I’ve had the ATF 

here all day, but they are heading over to the other arena for tonight’s 
game. Feel free to drop by.” 

“Is it okay if I bring a couple of friends of mine?” 
“Of course.” 
“Great! We’ll see you in about an hour.” 
“Looking forward to it.” 
Jim hung up the line and polished off the beer. “Okay. I have a 

meeting with Aaron. Call John and let him know.” 
“Do you want me to call James?” 
“I’m sure he will be there. Ask for him when we get in.” 
“So, this is just a meet and greet?” 
“No. I want to see just what’s going on with Aaron.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“He’s never that easy to talk to or meet with.” 
Sam nodded and said, “Well, then, I guess we should go.”

“Jim O’Brian is coming over to meet me in about an hour.” 
“Why?” 
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“He says to catch up, but I know Jim. He’s going to want to know 
more about Madden’s murder.” 

James was seated across from Aaron and asked, “Do you know if 
Sam Pritchard is going to be with him?” 

“He said he was bringing some friends. I would assume that Sheriff 
Pritchard will be among them. Why?” 

“We had a fling several years ago when I was a player.” 
“Are you still carrying a torch for her?” 
“No.” 
“Then what’s your concern?” 
“You’re going to be talking to, at minimum, the sheriff’s department. 

Informally or not, be careful what you tell them.” 
“I’m not too worried about it.” 
“Did you send the note over for tonight?” Aaron nodded. “Well, you 

will get your point across to the nation with it.” 
Aaron laughed. “If only I could. It will fall on deaf ears, but law 

enforcement and politics will join forces, and fans will start watching 
games again.” 

“Yeah, but for all the wrong reasons.” 
“There is no right or wrong here, James. It’s about respect, and one 

way or another we are going to get the respect of the American people 
back even if it is one shot at a time.” 
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Chapter Seven
“That was the work of the Iron Eagle.”

J
ake Taylor arrived at the stadium at just after three. He had a satchel 
over his shoulder as he was greeted by Tory, Gary, and Chuck, who 
walked him to the back of the stadium. 
“So, how many lookouts do they have?” Jake asked. 
“ATF has been here most of the afternoon. They were up on the 

score board, but we let them know we would be handling that area,” 
Tory said sternly. 

Jake pulled out the envelope that had been delivered to him. “Aaron 
wants this left behind for law enforcement after the shooting.” 

“We need to tread carefully here, guys. Yesterday, we basically 
boycotted a game, and Jake blew Madden and his teammates heads off. 
The world will be watching tonight, but we will be under more scrutiny 
for our actions,” Gary said quietly. 

“I don’t give a damn about any of that. Did you see that damn news 
conference with Sherman Arthur?” All of the men nodded. “This shit 
has to stop. The mother fucker is as white as snow and tries to act like 
he’s black. He knows nothing of sacrifice or the shit that we blacks go 
through, and we’re fuckin’ cops. Shit. Chuck, how many times have you 
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and Tory been pulled over in the past year? Your white asses don’t get 
pulled over, right?” 

Tory nodded. “I get it, Jake, but we are trying to get the focus back 
on America, respect for the anthem, the flag, and the things we fought 
and watched many of our friends die for.” 

“I’m trying to get these fuckin’ morons to get a clue, so they can 
focus on what matters, just like you stated, but I’m also trying to send 
a message to the whole world that no matter the color of your skin we 
need to be treated equally.” Gary laughed as Jake continued, “These 
mother fuckers don’t care about the rights of blacks, whites, or anyone 
else. Aaron’s note will only incite more of this shit, and we are going to 
be shooting mother fuckers until either they end the season or change 
their ways. I don’t give a rat’s ass what they do off the field, but when 
those idiots are on the field, they are there to do a damn job. It’s not 
their soapbox to piss off and disrespect America. You and I know that 
this situation has lost its core, which was about police brutality toward 
blacks. Yeah, I get pulled over a lot, and I know the same is true for 
Gary. We show our badges and go on about our business. But we all 
know that it’s not just blacks and Mexicans getting brutalized by bad 
cops. It happens to every race. If you have a criminal with a badge, 
he doesn’t give a damn about the color of your skin. Someone who’s 
out to steal will steal, kill if they’re out to kill. Come on, man. You 
all know when we get sworn in we have a license to kill and kill with 
impunity.” 

“Then why go after these guys? Why not go after the dirty cops?” 
Gary asked. 

“Someone has been going after dirty cops. Have you forgotten 
the West Valley Police killings?” The men shook their heads. “Have 
you noticed how much more in line the LAPD and even the sheriff’s 
department has been since those killings?” 

“That was the work of the Iron Eagle,” Tory said, and Gary nodded. 
Jake had tears in his eyes as he spoke, “Yes, it was, and now every 

cop is looking over his or her shoulder all the time. A few corrupt cops 
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got taken out, and the whole department changed its behavior. That’s all 
I want to do. Just get these assholes to stop disrespecting America, the 
America we fought for, the flag that covered the coffins of our fallen 
brothers. We will get respect for that flag that flies over this great nation. 
The flag and the anthem are supposed to unite us, and these assholes 
want to use it to divide us. We will bring their focus back to America 
one shot at a time.” When he was finished, he took the sniper case out 
of his bag and looked at the others and said, “Now, I’m going to kill me 
a piece of shit. Are my escape routes clear?” 

All three men nodded, and Tory said, “Just remember, while we are 
doing this for the betterment of our nation, there is a very good chance 
that not only law enforcement but the Iron Eagle is watching.” 

Jake put his foot into the first rung of the ladder. “I hope he is. 
He’s a patriot just like us. I think of all people he would be the first to 
understand our mission … Aaron’s mission.”

Jim walked into the Sentinels’ offices flanked by John, Chris, and 
Sam. James Reardon was leaning on a desk speaking to one of his 
managers when they walked in. He spotted Sam right away and walked 
over to her and gave her a hug. 

“Aaron said you might be coming. How are you?” 
“I’m good, James. How are you?” 
“I’ve been better. Having my players murdered yesterday has been 

a bit unnerving.” 
“I understand, and we are working on it.” Sam paused. “James 

Reardon, I would like you to meet Deputy FBI Director John Swenson, 
Special Agent Chris Mantel, and I’m sure that my undersheriff needs no 
introduction.” 

James laughed. “Jim O’Brian. It’s good to see you. I’ve heard you’ve 
had a bit of a rough year. I’m sorry.” 

“I’m getting through it, James, so, where is Aaron?” 
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“I think he has a conference room set up to speak in. Let me buzz 
his secretary.” 

James walked away, and Jim leaned in toward Sam and asked, “Any 
sparks?” 

Sam spoke softly, “No, Jim. Don’t start shit.” 
James came back and escorted the group to a large conference room 

where Aaron was standing along with several managers and staff. “Jim, 
when you said you wanted to talk to me I didn’t know you were going 
to bring an entourage.” Introductions were made all around and Aaron 
looked at John and said, “I’ve been a fan of your work for some time, 
Deputy Director Swenson.”

“Oh? What work would that be?” 
“Your teams work on some of these terrible cases going on here in 

Los Angeles.” 
“Can you be more explicit?” 
“The gang situation, the dirty cops out of the West Valley division, 

breaking up the Joling human farming operation to name a few.” 
“I had no idea I had a fan in you, Mr. Clintock.” 
“Well, you do. I’m also a fan of your wife Sara. She does so much 

for the community and the sick. She’s a real inspiration. I’m proud to be 
on the hospital board and to sponsor so many events.” 

“Your support is appreciated, sir.” 
Everyone sat down, and Jim handed Aaron a piece of paper and 

asked, “Do you know these men?” 
“Of course, I know them. They’re police and sheriff’s deputies who 

provide security to our team as well as the Badgers. Why?” 
“Are they working security tonight?” 
“I don’t know. There was a bit of a falling out with them yesterday 

after Madden made his racially insensitive remarks.” 
“Falling out?” 
“They refused to work the game yesterday, but we have since 

worked it out, so I assume some of them will be working the Badgers’ 
game tonight.” 
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“Do you know anything about these men?” 
“Just that they’re dedicated to public safety. I don’t get into the 

personal lives of my volunteers. James handles the inner workings of 
the team’s security.” 

“I see, so, how the hell are you personally? How’s the family?” 
“Good, good.” 
“Is Ginger still running your cheerleading staff?” 
“Yes. She has a passion for that as you know. My wife loves the girls 

that root for our team, and she is still doing training and workouts with 
them every day.” 

“And how’s Scott?” Aaron hesitated, and several heads bowed. 
“Um … he’s been on a mission.” 
“I heard that he had made lieutenant colonel.” 
“Yes, he did. He did.” 
“Is he stateside?” 
“His status is classified, Jim. I really can’t tell you any more than 

that. I don’t know much more.” 
John spoke up, “He’s a MARSOC operative, correct?” 
“Yes, yes. He’s the leader of a cracker jack bunch of special forces 

scouts in recon.” 
“Impressive, and being promoted through the ranks quickly, I see. 

Didn’t he go in right after 9/11.” 
“Right after graduating from the naval academy in Annapolis. He 

moved steadily up in rank as he was not afraid of anything.” 
“Good for him. These men who do security for you, how long have 

they been helping out?” 
“James.” 
“Oh … pretty much since they joined their departments. I would say 

two or three years.” 
“And you say that they boycotted the game yesterday over the 

comments of Mr. Madden?” James nodded as did Aaron. “Yet, Mr. 
Madden has been pretty outspoken on all sorts of issues and quite 
frankly has been disrespectful to law enforcement and others for a couple 
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seasons now. Officers Robinson and Taylor are African American. The 
statements made by Mr. Madden angered them? I understand Mr. Strand 
and Spain are white.” 

Aaron was leaning on the table. “Deputy Director, these men 
are a tight knit group. They protect and serve, and they also protect 
each other. I think that Madden’s actions yesterday evoked an anger 
that reverberated across this country. Television sets across this land 
were tuned elsewhere yesterday in protest of his words. I haven’t seen 
the official ratings yet, but I’m sure they were low up and until the 
shooting. We had fans storming out of here, burning his jersey, throwing 
our memorabilia into the trash, and now across town Sherman Arthur 
is calling out a killer. Now, I don’t know about you folks, but to me 
that was the stupidest move anyone could make. He’s detached from 
reality.” 

John nodded. “I have been thinking that very thing. If this Arthur 
guy knew Madden was murdered, his statements are just inviting the 
devil to dinner.” 

James spoke up, “What I’m going to say is off the record. Am I 
clear?” 

“Unless it involves criminal activity, Mr. Reardon, that’s fine,” said 
John. 

“It has nothing to do with criminal activity; it has to do with the 
education level and understanding of the world of our players. Many of 
our players don’t have good educations; they have great athletic ability 
but lack even the fundamentals in education even after graduating from 
top universities. All over the league we have people making mega 
millions of dollars to play a game. The majority of those people, even 
the ones who graduated from college, are less than bright. We have 
a crisis in the league, and there is nothing that we as managers and 
owners can do to stop it. Our hands are tied by unions, even the league 
leadership is more worried about ratings and sales than what these men 
do on and off the field. We are the only professional sport that has a 
rule regarding the anthem but doesn’t enforce it. The NBA has one; 
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the MLB has one, and there are some sports where no one would dare 
take a knee, sit, or otherwise disrespect America. Mr. Clintock is both a 
veteran and a patriot. He has had to sit by while his players behave like 
spoiled children. He has donated millions to the players’ causes and still 
they behave badly. We are doing everything in our power to keep the 
daycare under control while trying to run a professional organization. 
While Madden’s murder is tragic, perhaps it will send a message to ALL 
teams to both educate themselves and show respect for our country.” 
Chris was shaking his head. “You disagree, Agent Mantel?” 

“I do. A man was shot and killed. The killer left no message, made 
no demands. He just shot three men in cold blood. Where’s the message 
in that? As a policing agency, the Bureau works cases like this daily. If 
there had been a note, a message, or a statement about why this killing 
was committed, we would have something to talk about, but we have 
no information. No one has claimed responsibility for this act. Any 
violent act is a terrorist attack, and that’s what this was. For all we know 
some terror group in the Middle East will claim it was them. So, unless 
some direct message comes from the killer or killers that this is anthem 
related, it is all speculation. And even if it is connected to the anthem, 
and the education level of these players is as poor as you have stated, 
these men aren’t going to get it.” 

“So, what do you propose?” 
“Kevlar helmets and uniforms.” 
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Chapter Eight
“Let’s go see if we can bag a shooter.” 

S
herman Arthur was speaking to several media people and shouting 
out his rhetoric as ATF agents wandered around the locker room. 
He finished his diatribe and walked over to one of the agents 

out of earshot of the media and asked, “Who will be protecting me 
tonight?” 

The agent laughed. “I thought you weren’t worried about the 
shooter? You dared them to shoot you, and you just did it again.” 

Sherman looked around, his shaved white head sweating. “Hey 
man, talking crap is one thing. I don’t want to get my head blown off. 
Who will protect me?” 

“We will do our best. Security is high, and we have the stadium well 
covered. This is a much smaller venue than the Coliseum, so a shooter 
will be easier to spot. You should be fine.” 

“Should? Look, asshole, I pay taxes, so law enforcement will 
protect me.” 

The agent moved in close to Sherman’s face and said, “Well, we will 
do our best. You invited the shooter to kill you, and there is nothing we 
can do about that now, is there?” 
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Sherman’s face was red and sweat was pouring down onto his 
shoulders. He stormed off as the agent laughed. Another agent who had 
been nearby and heard the exchange walked over. “Do you want to take 
a bullet to protect that prick?” 

“Fuck no. I wouldn’t take a bullet to protect any of these cry baby 
assholes.” 

John and Chris arrived at the FBI’s mobile van just before four. They 
talked to several of their people and got a briefing from their SWAT 
commander. When they were finished, they walked back to John’s truck 
and got in. 

“So, what do you think?” Chris asked. 
“I think that Sherman Arthur is going to be shot, and I think that 

after the shooting we are going to have a better understanding of the 
motives.” 

Chris nodded. “Where are we going to be?” 
“I’m not going to be anywhere near the sidelines, I can tell you that.” 
Chris started laughing. “The Iron Eagle is afraid for his life?” 
“No. I trust that the sniper knows what he’s doing and will kill his 

target, but the ammo being used is armor piercing and even the body 
armor I have created won’t stop that bullet. We will be up in the sky box 
while the others do their work.” 

“And the far LED scoreboard?” 
“ATF claims to have everything under control, so I will watch it 

with night vision binoculars.” 
“And if you see the shooter before the others do?” 
“If I see the shooter before the others do, it will be too late to do 

anything but get to the board, which will be empty long before we get 
there.” 

“What do you make of Clintock’s story about his son?” 
“I pulled his file, and it’s sealed.” 
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“Do you have an in at the Pentagon?” 
“I have a call into him and hope to hear back soon.” 
Chris sat motionless for several seconds then said, “I think that the 

kid is dead.” 
“So, do I.” 
“In the line of duty.” John nodded. “I have a feeling that Clintock 

is behind this.” John didn’t say anything. “What happens to black ops 
who are killed in the line of duty if they were on a top secret mission?” 

“It depends on the level of secrecy. If national security is involved, 
those people typically never come home, or if they do, it’s kept just as 
secret as the mission they were on.” 

“So, they don’t get acknowledged?” 
“When I was in the Corps, I was assigned to lead a small unit of 

commandos on a reconnaissance mission into Pakistan. We were given 
our cyanide capsules in the event of capture, and it was made clear that 
there would be no acknowledgment of our actions if discovered, and our 
bodies wouldn’t come home.” 

“What happened?” 
“Six of us went in; four of us got out after being undercover for six 

months. In error, the Pentagon sent a letter to Sara since she was my 
girlfriend at the time, telling her that I had been killed in the line of 
duty.” 

“Oh, shit! What happened?” 
“What do you think happened? Sara lost it as did Amber, and the 

two tried to learn where my body was. When the department learned of 
their mistake, they sealed my file, withdrew the letter, and stonewalled 
for six months.” 

“Why six months?” 
“Six men went in, but only four came home.” 
“Lance and Philly were with you?” 
“Yes. I was the third. The final man, who would die later, was Rick 

Park, who you never got to meet.” 
“How did he die?” 
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“He lost it after the 9/11 attacks. His family was on one of the 
planes that flew into the towers. He was a part of an elite unit headed 
by me after that six months in Pakistan where we learned of the plot. 
When he discovered the mastermind behind the attacks, he kidnapped 
and killed two of the family members and was then killed by the wife 
before she died.” 

“And the other two?” 
“Cremated and their ashes interred in the field of the unknowns, 

section twenty-seven at Arlington.”
“The government knows who they are, but the families were never 

notified?” 
“It’s part of the oath and the job. The families are told they are 

missing or POWs.”
“That’s a lot of bullshit!” Chris was visibly shaken. 
“Focus on the situation at hand, Chris. There is no need to get into 

areas of the military and war that you will never understand.” 
“Well, I assume you got a warm homecoming when you returned.” 
“Sara had moved on. Amber and I started up, and the rest is  

history.” 
There was a tap on the window of the truck, and Jim was standing 

with a cigarette hanging out of his mouth. John opened the door, and 
Jim said, “I didn’t disturb anything, did I? You two weren’t making out, 
were you?” John laughed. Chris stepped out of the truck, his face red 
with anger. “Do I sense a little bit of tension between you two?” 

“Where’s Sam?” John asked. 
“Over at our trailer talking to the troops. It’s pushing five. I figure 

we should take our seats before the next fuckin’ killing. John agreed. 
“Hey Chris, what the fuck is your problem?”

“My problem? My problem? Section twenty-seven, that’s my 
problem.” 

Jim nodded as he took a big hit off his cigarette. “Yeah, section 
twenty-seven is a bitch. I know several men interred there.” 

“You know where they are in that section?” 
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“Yeah. I go over there whenever I’m in D.C.” Chris was still fuming. 
“There’s a lot of unfairness in military service, Chris. Secrets that lie 
beneath the earth at Arlington. I don’t expect you to understand why that 
has to be but just know for those of us who know them they are always 
respected and remembered.” 

“Fuel to the fire, Jim. It’s just fuel to the fire,” Chris said coldly. 
“I guess it would be given this situation, Chris. Now,  let’s go see if 

we can either bag a shooter or watch some disrespectful prick get his 
head blown off.” 

The stadium was packed, an unusual sight given that they had 
been practically giving away tickets just to get people in. The teams 
were introduced and took to the field stretching and throwing balls 
around as the announcers gave their usual welcomes and commentary. 
Sherman Arthur was nowhere to be seen even after introductions and 
didn’t come out of the tunnel until his teammates had gotten to the 
sidelines for the start of the game. The color guard stood near mid-
field, and a heavyset woman stood with a microphone in her hand as 
the announcer spoke.

“Ladies and gentlemen, please rise and remove your hats for the 
singing of ‘God Bless America’ and our national anthem.” 

There was visible tension on the field as the woman sang. Sherman 
had run out onto the field during “God Bless America.” He looked around 
at the ATF and other law enforcement officials around the arena and 
fidgeted a bit as the song ended. As the anthem began, he went down on 
both knees, followed by two other teammates. The other side remained 
standing, and the crowd booed as they had for the whole season. He had 
his helmet on and looked down at the ground as the song continued.



50 • Chapter Eight

“You arrogant son of a bitch,” Jake said as he cocked his head with 
his eye in the scope’s sight. The cross hairs fell directly on Sherman’s 
helmet and as the final words were being sung Jake pulled the trigger 
then put the rifle in the lock box, dropped the letter, and left. He never 
looked back. He just left the area in silence guarded by Tory and Gary.

John had been scanning the darkness and trying to get a good view 
of the top of the scoreboard. The lights were bright with the American 
flag and fireworks streaming across the screen as the anthem was sung. 
“I can’t see anything on top of that board, Chris. The LEDs are too 
bright.” John looked down on Sherman as the anthem ended, and he saw 
his head jerk to the left and then his body hit the turf. One of the two 
men who was kneeling next to him dropped to the field as well, and the 
crowd began screaming. Law enforcement was on the field with medical 
staff within seconds, and cameras panned the small arena looking for 
the shooter. Within minutes, the stadium was locked down. The parking 
lots were the same, and a perimeter had been set up around the arena. 

“The shooter strikes again,” Jim said from his spot in the box. 
“We need to get to the top of that scoreboard before ATF does,” John 

said as he ran for the exit. The lower level of the scoreboard had been 
sealed off before John and the rest arrived. They showed their IDs, and 
John climbed a ladder on the back of the board followed by Chris, Jim, 
and Sam. “Flashlights, people,” John said. 

“What the fuck are we looking for?” Jim asked. 
“You’ll know it when you see it. Spread out and hurry.” 
Sam spotted a small white envelope near a tripod stand. “Got it!” She 

had the envelope in her gloved hand and dropped it in John’s evidence 
bag. John picked up the single shell casing, put it into evidence, scoured 
the roof of the board some more, then ordered everyone down.

Several ATF agents had gathered at the bottom of the ladder as the 
four descended, and one asked, “What did you find?” 
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“Same as before. A single shell casing and a tripod.” 
“We’ll dust for prints and secure the scene.” 
“You won’t find prints up there. This is the work of a pro but secure 

the scene and let me know if you find anything else.” 
“We don’t work for you, John. Do your own investigation.” 
“There are at least two men dead on the field down there and a 

murder televised around the world to one of the largest audiences in 
history. Do you want to split hairs on jurisdictional cooperation, or do 
you want to find a killer before it happens again? I have no problem 
issuing a press release and holding a news conference letting America 
know that the ATF team is being a bunch of assholes.” 

One of the other senior agents stepped up. “We will cooperate. I just 
got paged. They want you on the field, Deputy Director.” 

The four walked down to the seating area. Jim was hot on John’s 
heels and said, “You’re starting to sound like me, old man.” 

“Yeah, well, this is a lot bigger than anyone can imagine, and I’m 
not in the mood for politics.” 

Jim laughed loudly while keeping up with John and the others as 
they walked out onto the field. “Politics? Jesus Christ! You think this 
is political? Just fuckin’ wait, Mr. FBI Director- to-be. You’re going to 
Washington to shine a seat with your ass, to kiss political asses, and to 
try to dumb down complex investigations for a bunch of retards that I 
wouldn’t trust with a flyswatter. You think this is politics now … oh 
man, are you in for an awakening.” 

Sherman’s lifeless body was half on its knees, his helmet into 
the ground. The player next to him didn’t have his helmet on, and 
his body had fallen forward as well. The bullet had pierced his neck, 
and he was laying on his helmet with blood pooled around his head. 
Paramedics were on scene but were stopped almost immediately by 
both John’s men and ATF agents who had checked for pulses and 
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found none. All of the players and staff had been removed from the 
field as six snipers took point around the bodies, scanning the arena 
roof tops and score boards. Chris laughed at the sight of them. “Where 
did you guys get your training? Your sniper has the advantage of an 
elevated position. If he was still here and wanted to kill somebody, 
there would be nothing you guys could do but fill body bags with your 
own bodies.” 

Sam laughed then realized two of the men were her own. “You two, 
secure the gates and stop looking like dumb asses. You’re on national 
TV.” She pulled out her cellphone and called for as many people as 
possible to help with crowd control. After hanging up the phone, she 
looked around the stadium at the tens of thousands of people huddled 
together, crying, arguing, and snapping photos of the dead men with 
their cellphones. “Jesus.” 

Jim was standing near her. “What?” 
“They’re revolting!” 
“Who?” 
“These so-called fans. They’re showing a range of emotions and at 

the same time taking photos of the dead.” 
Jim was lighting a cigarette while standing over the bodies. “You 

have much to learn about human nature.” 
“Really?” 
“Really! You see, while what just happened has shocked and stunned 

the stadium attendees, have you really listened to them? The ones close 
enough to hear?” Jim was standing tall and exhaling a lung full of smoke 
into the evening sky. John and Chris were talking out of earshot with 
Jade and Jessica who had just arrived on scene. Sam looked down at the 
yellow tarps then closed her eyes and lowered her head. “Listen to them, 
Sam,” Jim said softly. 

“Wow! I’ve never seen a dead body before. I wish I could get closer. 
I can’t get a good picture.” 

“I can’t believe that I just watched those two get their heads blown 
off. It was so disgusting. I wish I could get closer to get a better shot.” 
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“Oh, this is horrific. I have never seen anything like it. Are you 
people seeing me live streaming this from the Badger game?”

“How horrific! I want to look away, but I can’t. What will they do 
with the bodies?” 

“The asshole deserved it. Disrespectful prick. What did he think was 
going to happen when he challenged the killer?” 

Jim watched Sam for several minutes and when she opened her eyes 
she looked at him and just shook her head. The talking was now just a 
drone in her ears as she looked at Jade and Jessica who were working 
to bag up the bodies. She reached into Jim’s left pocket and took a 
cigarette, which he lit for her. “What did you hear?” 

“Complete and total apathy for human life.” She took a hit off the 
cigarette and walked over to John and asked, “What do you want my 
people to do?” 

“Have them set up release points for fans. It’s a crime scene, and 
we have tens of thousands of witnesses to get statements from.” Sam 
nodded and radioed instructions to her commanders. 

“How many boots does the Bureau have on the ground?” 
“I have five hundred; ATF has four hundred; LAPD has three 

hundred. It’s going to take hours to get statements from everyone. They 
will go into a central database and then out, and AI will sort them based 
on relevance.”

“What about those here at the game who don’t have ID?” 
“They’ll be segregated off to ICE.” 
“The mayor won’t be happy. You know LA is a sanctuary city now, 

right?” 
“It might be for the city, but I’m the federal government. I made it 

clear that if I learned of a single person being allowed to leave this arena 
without proper ID on file and a statement, the offending officer will be 
brought up on federal charges.” 

“You’re playing with fire, John,” Sam said. 
Jim laughed. “No, he’s not. He’s the ultimate authority here along 

with the ATF. The federal government and federal law override state 
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law. There’s no sanctuary in this stadium tonight.” Jim pointed at the 
two body bags on gurneys. “You might not have agreed with their 
politics or attitudes, but those two dead men are American citizens, 
and American lives are far more important than the lives of illegals. I 
know the mayor and the governor and the assholes in Sacramento want 
to protect these idiots and would most likely let the shooter walk even 
if we found him or her, but the federal government won’t, and if those 
assholes want to get in John’s way, it’ll only take one phone call and the 
national guard will be here, and the federal government will take over 
this whole damn thing.” 

Jade heard Jim speak. “I have never heard you speaking so 
passionately.” 

“Yeah, well, I don’t like a fuckin’ state that puts the needs of illegals 
over the well-being of American citizens.” 

“And if you run for sheriff again and win? Just how is that feeling 
going to sit with the undersheriff?” 

“It will sit just fine. I protect American citizens before I protect 
illegals and that’s just how it will be. It’s how it has always been.” 

Sam spoke up, “Let’s get these people processed and out of here and 
these bodies to the morgue.” She turned to Jade and said, “I don’t think 
there is any question about the cause of death.” 

Jade smiled. “Well … who knows? Perhaps they had heart attacks 
just before the moment of impact.” 

Jessica wasn’t smiling, “This isn’t the time for jokes.” 
“Someone has to lighten the mood.” 
“Let’s get the bodies out of here, Jade, and let the others do their 

jobs.” Jade nodded, and the two left. 
Jim looked at John and asked, “What now?” 
“We have a note. I think we should read it.”
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Chapter Nine
“That’s some terrifying 

fuckin’ shit, John.”

T
he Badgers’ Arena wasn’t emptied until after four a.m. A small group 
of local, state, and federal officers were seated at a table outside 
the LAPD command center talking about the shot fired the night 

before and arguing over whether or not Sherman deserved to die. It was 
heated at times but respectful. Several FBI agents as well as ATF agents 
released the men, and one ATF agent asked one of John’s men, “How 
the fuck are we going to find a shooter out of the tens of thousands we 
interviewed last night and this morning?” 

“We’re not. We’re going to put the information into the database and 
start following up on leads. The shooter was long gone after the shot 
was fired.” 

“There is no way someone could have done that without help.” 
“I agree with you there. The shooter had plenty of help.”
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Chris had his head down on the conference room table of the lair. 
Sam was asleep on a sofa in a corner, and Jim and John were reading 
over the note for the third time. 

“We now have confirmation for the impetus of the killings,” Jim 
said while smoking.

“Like we didn’t already know? No. There’s more to it than just this.” 
John read the note aloud again. 

“We have stood by for years and seen America defamed and the 
fallen, the flag, and the anthem disrespected. Enough is enough. For 
several years, we have heard, ‘We want dialogue. We want change. 
Police officers are murderers. We want to protect people who entered 
our country illegally,’ all while ignoring the men and women who served 
this great country and defended the two sacred symbols of America, our 
flag and our national anthem. And while we hear the calls, no one has 
taken action to deal with it, so we will. Those who refuse to stand for the 
national anthem across this country will be killed. We are starting with 
football and the players who refuse to respect the freedom we fought 
for, the freedoms we protected so people have the right to a voice. 
The American flag and the national anthem transcend race, religion, 
politics, and social schisms. It is what unites Americans as people and 
citizens of a nation free of the tyranny of tyrants and dictators. Those 
freedoms came at a great cost, and the anthem is a reminder of that cost. 
America has lost its way and is being led by these whiny crybabies, and 
it ends now! Those who disrespect America WILL DIE, and we will keep 
up our non-peaceful protest until there is an awakening in America to 
respect our flag and our anthem. This is not negotiable. We will gain 
respect and change through force. Once respect for those things that we 
hold dear is restored, we hope that an open dialogue can be started in 
this great country about the real domestic issues facing all of us. We are 
not against anyone’s right to protest an injustice but using the symbols 
of freedom recognized the world over is NOT the way to bring about 
any form of change. United we stand; divided we fall. We hope that 
the deaths will be short lived and that the focus will return to a united 
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America and that a constructive movement can make social change 
possible. The Anthem Brotherhood.” 

“That’s some terrifying fuckin’ shit, John.” 
“Indeed. What we have here are angry former military men who are 

now law enforcement officers who think they are doing the right thing.” 
“So, what are we going to do about it?” 
“We have to find the tip of the spear, the person who either started 

this movement or both started it and is funding it. I want to know more 
about Aaron Clintock and his son.” 

“Why?” 
“I think Scott Clintock is dead, either by his own hand or in battle. I 

think the Pentagon hid it as per protocol regarding top secret missions. 
Mr. Clintock served in the Marine Corps for nearly two decades and 
retired as a highly decorated full bird colonel. Something happened to 
make this movement start; it’s not organic. If it were, this would have 
happened a year or more ago. This is an emotional reaction. The other 
issue we have to face is that while we have five dead football players 
here in LA, I think that this is an organized mission with operatives in 
organizations across the country, and the killings are going to increase, 
and fast, if someone doesn’t stop it.” 

“And just how the hell are you going to stop it?” 
“By gathering information as quickly as possible and confronting it 

head on.” 
“That might get you killed.” 
“Anything is possible, but I have to start somewhere, so let’s get 

more information on Clintock and his son.” 
“I’m going home and going to bed with Cindy. I will make a few calls 

tomorrow to Washington. I still have several deep ins at the Pentagon 
and in the Corps. There is someone that you and I know well locally 
who might have even more information.” 

“Who?” 
“Roy Belker.” 
“Brigadier General Belker?” 
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“Yep. He’s still at Point Mugu Naval Air Station. It’s his command.” 
“Well, that’s not a phone call; that’s a visit.” Jim nodded. “Go home 

and get some sleep. It’s going to be a long week.”

It was three fifteen a.m., and Aaron Clintock was pacing the 
living room in his home in Beverly Hills. He stopped to look at a 
wall of photos of his family and of his son Scott as he grew up. There 
were photographs from the first day of school to his graduation, 
enlistment, commendations, and his rise in rank. Aaron walked to 
a bureau under the wall and pulled out the short classified notice he 
received notifying him of his son’s death. He had tears in his eyes as 
he read it, put it back, and drew a deep breath. “I hope I have started 
the right thing.” 

“You have.” Aaron turned to see Ginger standing in the middle of 
the room. Her graying blonde hair pulled up in a bun, her brown eyes 
full of tears. She was dressed in a green plush robe and slippers and 
poured two glasses of cognac and handed one to Aaron. “Sit, honey.” 
Aaron sat down next to her. “What you have started is going to drive the 
forces of this country to recognize our flag and anthem and the memory 
of all the fallen, including our son.” 

Aaron took a sip. “I have been planning this for months, but now 
that it’s in motion I just hope I can control it.” 

“These men are loyal to you, right?” 
“Yes. I mean, I know the four men who are working out here, but 

the others in this mission I don’t know directly but all are loyal military 
men. I just don’t want this to become a free for all and a murder spree.” 

“Five men dead in Los Aneles is a murder spree, Aaron.” 
He nodded, sipping his drink. “I know; I know.” 
Ginger finished her drink as did Aaron. “Come to bed. This will 

still be there in the morning. You are going to need to keep sharp as you 
navigate this new movement.” 
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Aaron nodded and took Ginger by the hand. “You’re a tower of 
strength for me, Ginger.”

“Ditto, honey. Ditto.”

Jade was sitting on the deck when Jessica staggered out with a cup 
of coffee in her hands.

“Good morning.” 
“You look like hell.” 
“That’s funny because I feel like shit.” Jessica took a sip of her 

coffee, holding the cup with both hands. “It’s cold this morning.” 
Jade nodded, “It makes you feel alive, huh?” 
“I don’t need to freeze my ass off to feel alive.” The two sat staring 

into the fog, listening to the surf crash in the distance. Jade was wrapped 
in a heavy robe as was Jessica. “So, what adventures do we have for 
today?” Jessica asked. 

“It should be a normal day. All of the autopsies are finished on the 
dead players. We’re just waiting for the toxicology reports, but we know 
the cause of death. There were several murder victims brought in last 
night. Gunshot victims, stabbings, beatings, accidents … the usual. The 
teams are working on most of those right now. I emailed John the reports 
on the players and my preliminary ruling as to the cause of death, but he 
doesn’t want it released to the media right now.” 

“I don’t blame him. We’re into the start of the third day after the 
killings. John has until Thursday night to sort this out before the next 
player dies.” 

Jade nodded and asked, “How do you feel about this situation?” 
“The killings or the protests?” 
“Both.” 
“The killings were inevitable. Piss off the wrong person, and you’re 

going to get violence. Do I agree with the way this whole situation has 
been handled by the NFL? No. I think that it’s misguided and that all 
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these people have done is divide a nation and draw attention away 
from the very issues they want addressed. Do I think that the things 
that are being brought up are valid? Oh, fuck yeah. When I was on the 
street, I let cops fuck me for protection from vice and from pimps and 
others who would do me harm. Were all of those cops bad? No. There 
were a lot of good men, but for every good one there were two bad, 
at least it felt like that. I let them stick their cocks in any of my holes 
they wanted and in return … in most cases, I stayed out of jail. I do 
remember one incident just before Jim got me off the streets where 
two cops were working the Hollywood beat, and one of them was a 
john of mine. He pulled me in his car and wanted a blow job, and his 
partner went off on him. He was pissed and started lecturing the older 
cop holding my head down on his cock about protecting and serving 
and oaths and all that shit. The older cop ended up in a fist fight with 
the young guy and in the end, I ended up arrested for solicitation. I 
remember as the young cop was booking me he said, ‘This is for your 
own protection. If we get you off the streets, social services and child 
welfare will help you.’ I laughed, and he wasn’t amused, and then I 
saw the social worker who was going to take me when the booking was 
done. I looked at the cop and said, ‘You see that guy over there from 
social services? Well, as soon as you release me to him for processing, 
he’s going to take me back to his apartment and fuck the shit out of me 
then throw me back on the street.’ He didn’t believe me, so I asked if 
he would be on the same beat the following night. He told me yes, and 
I told him to be at the corner of Hollywood and Vine at nine p.m. the 
following night.” 

“What happened?” 
“He showed up at nine, and there I was with a black eye, walking the 

street looking for a john.” 
“What did the cop do?” 
“At first he was going to arrest me again, but after about fifteen 

minutes of conversation in his squad car he realized that I was safer on 
the streets than in jail or social services.” 
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“So, he left you?” 
“Yeah … or so I thought. Later that night I ended up with a pretty 

brutal john who had picked me up and was beating the shit out of me 
while he fucked me in his car. I was used to being smacked around, but 
this guy was really hurting me. I was trying to scream and get out, but 
the doors were locked. I was starting to pass out from him choking me 
when the driver’s side window came crashing in.” 

“The cop?” 
“Yeah. He beat the shit out of the guy. I mean, put him in the hospital 

beat the shit out of him. He got me out of the car and asked if I needed 
medical attention. When I said I was okay, he drug the guy to his cruiser, 
hogtied him, threw him in the back, and drove off.” 

“And you don’t know who he was? He would have had a name tag 
or a badge number.”

“You don’t look at that stuff on the streets. I saw him several more 
times over a month or two, then he was gone. My point is that there are 
good cops trying to protect even trash like me.”

Jade frowned. “You weren’t trash. I know your history.” 
“That’s just my point. You know my history, so to you I am of value. 

But on the street, a john doesn’t want to hear your life story. Shit. I have 
had a lot of johns say just that. ‘I don’t want to hear your life story, just 
bend over.’ But one good cop tried to help me out and, in the end, he 
realized he couldn’t.” 

“Would you know him if you saw him?” 
“Oh yeah. He was a handsome young black cop with a great build. 

Clean shaven and bald. I really wanted to do him, but he would have 
none of it.” 

“So, you support the idea of this thing that is happening in the NFL?” 
“On principal. I think that they have gone about it the wrong way, but 

I support the fact that there are bad cops and that they need to be outed 
and fired or arrested and prosecuted. But it will never happen. I don’t 
like being this negative, but where there is power there is corruption. 
John handled all of those cops out of West Valley a few years back, 



62 • Chapter Nine

remember?” Jade nodded. “Well, think of the recent killings as kind of 
the same thing.” 

“It’s not the same, Jess. John knew those people were bad and 
brought justice. These shooters are just killing outspoken idiots; they’re 
simply murderers.” 

Jessica drank the rest of her coffee. “I’m not going to argue that the 
shooters are murderers, but sometimes the only way to change things is 
to kill the right people. If they can get the attention back on the issues 
and off our country, then there is the possibility for some type of change. 
However, as long as we stay divided nothing good will ever come out 
of it.” 
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Chapter Ten
“You have my attention.”

J
im and Cindy were having coffee on the deck, and Jim asked, “So, 
how did you sleep?”
“Restless. When you’re not home and I know you’re in a dangerous 

situation, I don’t sleep well. So much death in such a short period of 
time.” 

Jim laughed as the smoke from his lungs mixed with the morning 
fog around him. “There is always death and destruction, Cindy. You’ve 
been around me long enough to know that.”

“Yes, but when there is a shooter of the type you have described 
to me, it makes me more afraid because you could be killed from afar 
without a chance to defend yourself.” 

“That could happen on any given day.” He paused then asked, 
“What’s your patient load today?” 

“Pretty normal. Karen and I have some joint sessions, and I have my 
usual. Why?” 

“Just curious. I’m hoping that we can have a meal together tonight.” 
“That would be nice. Anywhere special?” 
“You know where I like to eat.” 
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Cindy nodded. “You and Javier have a special bond. Is there anything 
more to it than just two men who have known each other for many, 
many years?” 

“A lot more to it, so much more that it would take too long to explain. 
I am in the mood for one of his porterhouses with all the trimmings.” 

“Jim, you eat, drink, and smoke like you’re a kid. You know it’s 
going to catch up with you.” 

“Yeah, but who gives a shit?” 
“I do.” 
“I didn’t mean it like that, Cindy. We’re all dead. It’s just a matter 

of when our time comes. I’m a fuckin’ ghost. You’re a ghost. We just 
haven’t reached our expiration dates. If there is one thing I learned from 
Barbara, it was to live.” 

“There is living, and there is trying to end your life sooner than it 
might end.” 

“I’m not suicidal. I’m not wanting to rush to the finish line, but at 
the same time I’m not going to live my life in fear of the inevitable. I’m 
going to enjoy my life, and when it’s over it’s over. I have just as much 
of a chance of catching a bullet as I do of getting cancer or any other 
thing. Now, John and I have a case, and we need to put every ounce of 
energy into solving it before more die.” 

Cindy stood. “I don’t think you’re suicidal, and I respect your gusto 
for life. I would just like to have you around for a while.” 

Jim stood up, grabbed her in his arms, and kissed her deeply. “Are 
you in love with me, Cindy?” 

Cindy got a soft look on her face. “I have been in love with you all of 
my life. Why do you think I never married? I used Kevin as an excuse. 
I had no interest in anyone but you.”

“Then, why didn’t you come to me when Barbara and I divorced?” 
“Kevin.” 
Jim looked down. “He was still a kid.” 
“Yes, Jim. He was. I couldn’t get caught in a lie. And while I wanted 

desperately to come to you, I knew that you couldn’t handle nor would 
you handle being a father.” 



Anthem • 6564 • Chapter Ten

“I’m sorry.” 
“Don’t be. We made our decisions when we were young. The 

repercussions of those decisions could never have been understood. Our 
world views are very different now. I don’t regret how we handled it. 
That would be a waste of time. What’s done is done. But I have you 
now. I know you’re not sure about your feelings for me. I know you care 
about me, but I don’t think you know if you really love me, and that’s 
okay. What we have is fine with me. And as long as we make each other 
happy, that’s all that matters.” 

“I do love you, Cindy, very much. I have denied those feelings for 
many years. Barbara’s death sent me into a tailspin that you pulled me 
out of. Sam asked me recently if I loved you, and I didn’t answer her. 
I made excuses because I didn’t want to face the reality of how much I 
love you. We are here, and I am happy. You’re happy. Let’s keep taking 
it one day at a time.” He paused and started to walk into the house but 
stopped. “Your house?” 

“What about it?” 
“Well, it’s sitting furnished yet empty. You still have the bulk of 

your life there. What would you say about making this your permanent 
home?” 

“I would say it scares me.” 
“So, you keep your house as a safety net in case things go 

sideways.” 
“This is your home, Jim, not mine. If you decide this relationship 

isn’t for you, and I sell my home, I am shit out of luck. I have been 
independent my whole life. I worked my ass off for my home and my 
life, so it is, in a way, my life boat.” 

Jim nodded. “Well, if you decide to live here full-time, you can 
always rent the house out. It’s an investment, then if one of us decides 
to end this relationship, you won’t be SOL.”

“That’s something to think about.” 
“Okay, then, I need to shower. John and I are going to see an old 

friend.” 
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Cindy followed him into the house and to the bedroom. “Want to 
knock out a quick one with me in the shower?” she asked with a smile 
on her face. 

“You bet your sweet ass I do.”

Karen was dressed for the day, and she and Chris had finished 
breakfast and were both reading. Chris took a drink of water and asked, 
“What do you think about these killings?”

“Revenge.” 
“What?” 
“Someone has had enough and has decided to take matters into their 

own hands.” 
“Okay, that’s obvious.” 
“This is very personal. Someone is dead, most likely military, and 

there’s a well-organized group of people taking it upon themselves to get 
respect for America through any means necessary. This isn’t a random 
killer or a psychopath. This is an organization, and they aren’t going to 
stop killing until they get what they want.” 

“But there have been no demands.” 
“There will be something in writing, a video, or something else, but the 

killings themselves send a clear message that this is going to go on until 
the behavior changes.” Chris nodded. “Are you heading into the office?” 

“Yeah. John and Jim are going out to Point Mugu Naval Air Station 
for a meeting. I’m going to work the cases from the office this morning. 
Why?” 

“Just watch your back, Chris. This is a passion killing. Someone is 
passionate about the things that have been going on in this nation, and 
the last thing you want is to get between them and their fight.” 

“That’s my job, Karen.” 
“Just be careful, honey. Until you know the full motives, everyone is 

a suspect, and I don’t want you to get hurt.” Chris had his shirt off, and 
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Karen ran her hand down the scar in the middle of his chest. She leaned 
in and laid her head on it then kissed it. “You almost lost your life once 
already. So far you have been lucky, but unlike a cat you only have one 
life. I don’t want you to lose it.” 

John and Jim pulled up to the security gate at the base and were 
waved through. Belker greeted them at the entrance to the offices. “So, 
what brings you two sorry sacks of shit to my base?” 

“Football!” Jim said. 
“Football, huh? Well, then follow me to my office, and we’ll talk 

stats.” 

Jake Taylor arrived at the LAPD Rampart Division in downtown 
Los Angeles to start his shift. He had been promoted to detective a few 
years earlier and was now working homicide.

Tory Strand was sitting at his desk when Jake came in. “Guess what, 
Jake? We’ve been assigned to the Madden killing.” 

“Really? I thought that the matter was being investigated by the 
feds?” 

“It is, but we’ve been assigned grunt work on the case.” 
The office was an open bullpen with no privacy, so Tory and Jake 

had to keep things low key. Jake sat down and listened to his voicemail 
then opened his email on his tablet and looked it over as well. After a 
few minutes, he asked, “What type of grunt work? The scene has been 
secured. Everyone but the pope has been there. What are we supposed 
to do?” 

“Hey, man, I just pass the shit news on to you. Do I feel it is a waste 
of time and tax dollars? Hell yeah, but we have our orders, and we have 
to follow them.” 
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“We have a backlog of cases as it is. Let’s speak with the captain. 
There has to be another way.” 

“Okay, but Stew is in a bad mood.” 
“When isn’t he? Come on.” 
The two men walked through the rush of men and women working 

at their small steel desks until they got to Captain Stewart McGrath’s 
office. They knocked, and he waved them in as he was speaking to 
someone on the phone. 

“Look, I don’t make the laws. I just help to enforce them. We have 
a shitload of illegals downstairs and in the overflow at county that we 
can’t report to ICE. Do you think that I’m happy about that?” There 
was a pause. “Look, asshole, if you want to go against the new city and 
state law, you talk to the mayor. My balls are blue from being busted 
from twenty different angles, and now I have some son of a bitch killing 
football players and the feds breathing down my neck. You run the jail; 
I run the detective division. I don’t know what the fuck more I can 
do.” There was another pause. “If they’re violent felons, report them 
to ICE. We can do that. You know we need to do that. If they are low 
level offenders, let the DA and public defender’s office deal with them. 
I have to go.” He hung up the line. “Let me guess. You two are coming 
to whine about being put on the Madden case?” 

“It’s a waste of time, Stew,” Jake said sharply. 
“You might think so, but the mayor and the governor don’t. You 

two understand this sniper shit. That’s what you did in the military, 
right?” Both men nodded. “Then, you’re perfect for the job. It’s grunt 
work. You do a few days of it and then go back to your desks.” Stewart 
paused, and Jake started to speak, but Stewart cut him off. “I know. You 
have a heavy load of unsolved cases. You’re working with the coroner’s 
office on a bunch of cases waiting for autopsy results, ballistics testing, 
and tox reports. ICE is breathing down our necks on the MS-13 killings 
from last week, and you can’t talk to them. Look, the feds want someone 
from LAPD on the Madden case and most likely the Arthur murder as 
well. I don’t like this shit any more than you do, but you’re on it, and 
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that’s all there is to it. Do you two work with Jade Morgan or Jessica 
Holmes?” 

Both men shook their heads. Tory said, “No. They’re way up the 
food chain. We work with their subordinates. We’ve never met them. 
Well, I haven’t. Have you, Jake?” 

“No. I steer clear of those two. They have a reputation for being 
bitches.” 

Stewart laughed. “Look, the FBI and ATF are having a meeting this 
afternoon at the FBI HQ. Two p.m., I think. Go down there, introduce 
yourselves. I bet in five minutes you will be told to look in some 
dumpsters somewhere and then released to work your cases. Those 
arrogant pricks don’t want locals involved. Besides, I hear that O’Brian 
and Pritchard have been roped in on this as well, and you know O’Brian 
hates LAPD, so I’m sure you will get bumped right away.” 

The two men nodded and left the office. Jake looked at his watch. 
“It’s nine thirty, so how about a cup of coffee and a doughnut?” 

“Jake, for a guy that is a workout fanatic you really bring the cliché 
part of police work to life with your goddamned doughnuts and coffee.” 

“Yeah. I’m just a boatload of contradictions. Let’s go.” 
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Chapter Eleven
“Do you have fuckin’ ESP, John?”

S
o … you want access to someone’s military file?” 
“Roy, we need to see Aaron Clintock’s records and those for his 
son Scott,” Jim said coldly. 

“Why Aaron and Scott?” 
“Scott was special forces. I think he’s dead and that daddy is pissed 

and has the inside track on killing players,” John said sternly. 
“Aaron is not a killer. I have known him for forty years. At least not 

a killer of civilians.” 
“Do you know his son?” 
“I met him when he graduated from the naval academy. Smart 

guy. He was rocketing through the ranks and is a spot-on military 
commander. The last I heard he was a major up for promotion. I also 
heard some stories of heroism. The guy would not leave his men. He 
went into battle with them and stood by them to the end. He’s really 
well-respected, guys.” 

“I think he’s dead, Roy. I think that he died in the line of duty, and 
his father is behind these killings.” 

“
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“John, I know you have keen insights into people, but I doubt that 
Aaron would be behind this situation. To be honest, I’m rather enjoying 
watching these pricks getting their heads blown off.” 

“Be that as it may, we can’t sit on our hands and let people get 
murdered.” 

Roy typed for several minutes then plugged a flash drive into his 
computer then handed the drive to John. “Everything you want to know 
about Aaron and Scott is there. Do you have fuckin’ ESP, John?” 

“No. I just pay attention.” John plugged the drive into his tablet 
and read the reports, then he looked over at Jim and said, “Scott’s dead, 
killed by an IED in Afghanistan last summer. He was to be promoted to 
lieutenant colonel at the time of his death.” He passed the tablet to Jim 
who read silently.

Roy looked at John and said, “Okay, you have motive for Aaron, and 
if it is true you can’t treat this like one of your Iron Eagle murder sprees. 
If he has men who were either under his command or Scott’s doing these 
killings, he has his reasons.” 

“I’m aware of that, but murder is murder.” 
“That doesn’t mean that you grab and start torturing and killing 

these people. You need to handle this with kid gloves. Aaron may have 
nothing to do with it, and like I said, if he does, then you need to speak 
to him not kill him.” 

Jim handed John back his tablet. “Roy, John and I are sympathetic 
to the issues facing this country and this movement but killing isn’t the 
answer.” 

Roy laughed. “It’s not? Then what the fuck has the Eagle been doing for 
over a decade? Killing has been his answer to some pretty horrific things.” 

“The Eagle kills the worse of the worst, Roy, and you know that.” 
“Yes, he does, John, but these people aren’t the worst of the worst. 

These people are following in the footsteps of the Eagle and taking 
matters into their own hands. These men are patriots. Misplaced, perhaps, 
but they obviously want to get the nation and the world’s attention back 
on America.” 
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Jim sat back. “Look, John is not going to come blazing in as the 
Eagle and start murdering the shooter or shooters.” 

“Shooters, Jim, shooters. This is an organized network of former 
black ops, most likely police who are doing the shooting.” 

“John’s right, Jim. This is a large operation. Why they started in LA, 
I don’t know.” 

John sat back and said, “I know why. Leroy Woods aka Golden 
Madden. He was an instigator in this movement a couple of years 
ago. Mr. Clintock had had enough after Woods’s racist statements, and 
he cleared the killing. Mr. Arthur … I’m not sure what to make of a 
privileged white kid deciding to start even more crap in the wake of 
Woods’s killing. He decided he was going to step into the fray and invite 
the devil to dinner and got himself killed. TV ratings have been tanking 
for several years. The next NFL game will be on Thursday night, and 
there’s been no call to stop that game.” 

“That fuckin’ game is in Pittsburg, John.” 
“So? You don’t think that this group doesn’t have shooters there or 

anywhere else, Jim?” 
Roy was seated staring at the two men. “You should have had Sheriff 

Pritchard here, Jim.” 
“Not at this early juncture in the investigation. We have all kinds of 

pointers, but we have no hard evidence of wrongdoing on Clintock’s 
part. John has his hunches, but I don’t just run on hunches, and getting 
Sam into this now would just cause more problems.” 

“What are you going to do, John? You can’t just confront Aaron. I 
gave you access to classified information, information even you don’t 
have access to.” 

“I have to try and get to Clintock and talk to him without tipping my 
hand.” 

“You better do it fast. Another game is coming, and I have a feeling 
that Commissioner Swan isn’t going to stop the game on Thursday night 
unless you or the ATF recommend it.”

“Ratings?” John asked. 
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“What the fuck do you think? Hell, yeah, ratings! Even people who 
don’t watch football will tune in to see if there is another killing.” 

John handed Roy another list. “These are police and sheriff’s 
deputies here in LA who provide volunteer protection to the Sentinels 
and the Badgers. What can you tell me about them?” 

Roy put the information into his database. “Interesting.” 
“What?” 
“Two former Navy seals and two former Marine Corps black 

operatives.” 
John looked at Jim then back to Roy and asked, “Anything else that 

I should know about?” 
“Oh yeah. They’re all decorated snipers.” 
Jim shook his head slowly. “Holy fuckin’ shit.”

Jake and Tory were back out at the Coliseum talking to two ATF 
agents who asked why the LAPD was there. 

“We have orders to assist in the investigation,” Jake responded. 
“If we need flunkies, we’ll call for them. Why don’t you go over to 

the FBI? They probably need your help.” 
Tory was red-faced after the agent’s statement. “Hey slick, did you 

serve in the military?” The agent didn’t respond. “I didn’t think so. We 
did, and we have seen more blood and guts and battle than your candy 
ass will ever know. So, you best watch your mouth, pal. You never know 
who you might be speaking to.” Jake pulled Tory back as he was getting 
in the agent’s face.

“Yeah, whatever, soldier boy. I have forgotten more about weapons 
than you have ever learned.” 

Tory was going after the agent again, and Jake pulled him back. He 
looked at the agent’s jacket and said, “Your jacket says ATF, but your 
behavior isn’t indictive of my interactions with the agency. Let me see 
your ID.” 
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The agent pulled it out and pressed it into Jake’s face. “Special 
fuckin’  Agent Ted Mantis. ATF. Now, you two losers get out of my face 
before I kick your asses.” 

Jake looked the agent up and down. He was a skinny runt of a man 
with black hair and glasses. His skin was pale as if he hadn’t been in the 
sun for months. “Agent Mantis, you can expect a formal complaint to be 
filed against you by me and my fellow officer.” 

“Whatever. You niggers complain if you’re looked at sideways, so 
file your complaint. You like to play the race card, and your white pal 
will back up your lies. File away, man. As far as we are concerned, this 
conversation never took place. Now, get your weak asses out of our 
faces before we drop you.” 

Tory was clearly angry, but Jake was calm. He pulled Tory in the 
direction of some bathrooms and said, “Let it go, Tory. Just let it go.” 

“Fuck that! Why didn’t you just kick the shit out of that little weasel?” 
“One, I’m in uniform. And two…” Jake looked back at Ted still 

gesturing in his direction, “There are other ways to deal with racists, 
Tory.” 

The two men didn’t know it, but Agent Sandy Cutler overheard 
the conversation and was standing in a darkened hall out of sight. She 
had come out of the restroom and heard the whole conversation but 
remained hidden until Tory and Jake went into the men’s room. As 
soon as they were inside, she exited and went back over to the trailer 
where other agents were going over materials. She stepped away from 
the others and called John and said, “You’re never going to believe the 
confrontation I just overheard between two ATF agents and two LAPD 
detectives.” 

James Reardon was sitting in his office going over the game schedule 
when there was a knock on his office door. He looked up to see Sam 
standing there in full uniform. “Sam, what the hell brings you to my 
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office?” He invited her in and offered her a cup of coffee, which she 
accepted. 

“I had to come out here again before going over to the Badgers’ 
Arena and thought I would stop in.”

“What a nice surprise. What’s on your mind?” 
“Your security people.” 
“Okay … what about them?” 
“Do you pay for security for your team?” 
“We have paid security for the team when we travel, but for the most 

part we are protected by off-duty police here and on the road from city 
to city. Why do you ask?” 

“I’m just trying to understand how you protect your players and 
other field employees.”

“Why are you trying to figure it out?” 
“It seems strange to me that this whole situation has been going on 

for several years and all of a sudden someone decided to start shooting 
people. I understand the whole movement against police and all the 
rest of the crap. Why do you think your superstar player was the first 
target?” 

James shrugged. “The luck of the draw? Shit, Sam. I don’t know.” 
“Your boss, Aaron Clintock? He’s retired military?” 
“Yes.” 
“His son Scott is active military?” 
“Yes.” 
“The police officers that work your events here … are any of them 

active or past military?” 
“Sure. We have retired vets; we have active national guard members 

who are police officers. What are you trying to get at?” 
“I’m just baffled that’s all. It just doesn’t make sense to me that this 

would have gone on so long and then suddenly exploded.” 
“Isn’t that how crime works, Sam? This could be a crime of passion. 

Passion for America, passion for the flag. Perhaps someone just had 
enough and snapped.” 
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“Nice in theory but not in reality. When someone snaps, they typically 
go on a rampage. They kill indiscriminately, and in most cases, end up 
being killed by police or turning the gun on themselves. They don’t have 
professional sniper rifles or bullets that are custom made and can kill 
multiple victims in a single shot. They don’t leave a crime scene without 
an ounce of evidence except a single shell casing. They aren’t ghosts 
who seem to appear then disappear within seconds of the shootings, and 
they don’t perform the exact same execution here and then across town 
the following night with the same M.O. You get my point?” 

“Sure, but what does that have to do with our people?” 
“I think one of your off-duty security people is doing the killing, and 

I don’t think that this is the work of a lone gunman.” 
“That’s a lot to throw at me in a matter of minutes, Sam. We vet 

the people who do security for us, and we have never had an incident. I 
mean, we have had overzealous fans swarm a bus or yell obscenities at 
the players during and after a game. It’s part of the game. If you have 
a losing season and you’re coming home from that final game, or you 
made the playoffs and got knocked off, you are not greeted with parades 
and joy. Football fans are just that … fanatics. They get so embroiled 
in the game and following the team and players that they do lose it 
now and again. Then you have the groupies and the media who hound 
all of us day in and day out. The Los Angeles market is one of the 
most difficult markets in the country. Our fan base is fickle. If you’re 
winning, people can’t get enough of it, but when you’re losing, you 
can’t give away tickets.” 

“And if you’re protesting?” 
“It’s a double whammy. It hits us on all fronts, and there is nothing 

we can do to stop it.” 
“Are you telling me that you and the owner of this team can’t make 

rules that every other shit ass company makes with regard to the anthem 
and flag?” 

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you, Sam. Our hands are tied by 
unions and the commissioner. Mr. Clintock might be the owner of 
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the team on paper, but he has little to no say on what happens with 
his club.” 

Sam sat back in her chair, drew a deep breath and said, “That makes 
no fuckin’ sense to me, James.” 

“I don’t expect it to, Sam.”

“I need you two to go to the coroner’s office.” 
Jake was on the radio as Stewart was speaking to them. “Why do 

you want us to go to the coroner’s office?” 
“The Madden killing. The team wants his uniform back and now 

that the autopsies are finished, the feds have agreed to release it. Aaron 
Clintock wants the uniform back at the stadium.” 

“When the hell did we become errand boys for Clintock?” 
“When you got the case. The stuff can only be released to police. 

The ATF won’t go down, and the FBI doesn’t care about it. Just go to 
the office, ask for Jade Morgan, and she will give you the package. Take 
it back to Clintock then do your investigation.” 

Tory spoke up, “Look, captain, we just had a racist run-in with two 
ATF agents who called Jake a nigger. The FBI brushed us off saying 
don’t call us we’ll call you. We have a lot of case work on our desks, sir. 
Can’t you send someone else down to run this errand?” 

“You two are only a few blocks away from the offices. Just do this 
and then report back to me when you have finished with Clintock.” 

Jake put the radio down and shook his head. 
“What?” Tory asked. 
“I need you to go in and meet with Morgan.” 
“Why? I know she’s known as a bitch, but it’s not a big deal. Besides, 

if you don’t sign off on the chain of custody as the senior officer I’m 
going to get twenty questions.” Tory turned onto the 110 Freeway 
headed downtown as Jake stared out the window. “What the fuck is 
wrong with you Jake?” 
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“Just drive, Tory. Just fuckin’ drive.” 

Jade was in her office working on reports, and she called out to one 
of her staff, “Where is Jessica?” 

“I think she is finishing up an autopsy on a killing from last night.” 
“Who has Madden’s uniform and equipment?” 
“It’s boxed in evidence. Why?” 
“Just do me a favor and grab it for me. LAPD is sending a couple 

of detectives over to retrieve it for the Sentinels, and I want as little 
interaction with them as possible.” 

Jade went back to work just as Jake and Tory knocked on her office 
door. 

“Doctor Morgan?” Jake asked. 
“Yes.” 
“I’m Detective Taylor, and this is my partner Detective Strand.” 
“Come in. Why is the LAPD using detectives as errand boys for a 

football team?” 
“I don’t know ma’am. We were in the area and were asked to pick 

up Mr. Madden’s belongings.” 
“Please have a seat. I have someone pulling the box out of evidence 

now. Who will be signing for it?” 
“I will,” Jake said softly, and Jade got on the P.A. and paged Jessica. 

Two employees came into the office with two boxes of Madden’s 
belongings. 

“I told you she is doing an autopsy, Jade. What’s your problem?” 
“I’m hungry, that’s my problem. I want lunch, and Jessica wasn’t 

scheduled to perform any autopsies this afternoon.” 
“We are shorthanded, so she’s helping out.” 
The workers put the boxes down, and Jade pulled the forms off of 

each and gave Jake a pen. “Sign and go, please.” 
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Jake was signing the forms when Jessica called out to Jade from 
down the hall. “Jesus Christ, Jade! What’s the fuckin’ emergency?” 

“I’m hungry.” 
“Yeah, well, so am I. I just pulled the brain out of a victim and put it 

in solution. I’m ready to eat.” 
“Let me just finish up with the LAPD, and we can go.” 
Jessica walked down the hall and saw Tory leaning against the wall 

and Jake with his back to her signing the papers. She walked in and sat 
down as the two men picked up the boxes and started out the door. Jake 
raised his box to face level, and Tory laughed. “Jesus, man. Are you 
hiding?” 

That caught both women’s attention, and Tory got out of the office, 
and Jake was about out when Jade called out, “Detective Taylor, you 
signed on the wrong line.” 

Jake had the box up near his shoulder. “Is it really that important?” 
“Yes, detective, it is. Please resign.” 
Jake put the box down and took the pen from Jade and signed the 

form while keeping his face away from Jessica who was staring hard 
at him. He picked the box back up and as he walked out of the office, 
Jessica asked, “Don’t I know you?” 

Jake had his back to her. “I don’t think so. I have never dealt with 
you or Doctor Morgan before.” 

Jessica stood up and walked over to a better lit part of the room and 
looked Jake in the eye. He looked at her, and she frowned. “I’m sorry. I 
thought you looked familiar, detective…?” 

“Taylor, Jake Taylor.” 
The two men left the office, and Jessica asked Jade for the forms. 

“What’s up?” 
“I don’t know. I think I just saw a ghost.”
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Chapter Twelve
“No one will be shot this week.”

T
wo detectives from LAPD got a real bashing by Ted Mantis from 
ATF,” Sandy said to John in his office. 

“Did you get the names of the officers?” 
“Strand and Taylor. Officer Taylor is black; Strand white.” 
“And Mantis actually called him a nigger?” 
“Yes, John.”
“How did he respond?” 
“He was calm, but his partner wasn’t. He wanted to kick Mantis’s 

ass.” 
“Did you speak to them?” 
“No … they talked to a couple of the guys about assisting, and they 

were smartasses as well. No racial insults, just dismissive. However, I 
would be more than happy to submit a written complaint to you or the 
director and to the ATF.” 

“Of course. Write it up. Chris and I want to speak to those two 
detectives anyway because they provide security to the Sentinels on 
their off time.” 

“
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“Interesting. They were both nice men from what I saw of them. Mr. 
Taylor’s very handsome.” 

“I thought you were in a relationship with Sam?” 
“We’re fooling around, but it’s nothing serious. Do you want me to 

come meet with the men?” 
John smiled. “That won’t be necessary. Just write up what you heard, 

the name of the agents, and we will deliver it to ATF, and I will get it 
filed with the director.” Sandy left the room. 

Chris was sitting on a small sofa in a corner of John’s office and 
asked, “So, Mantis is still shooting his racist mouth off?” 

“It looks that way.” 
“So, how do you want to deal with what we know?” 
“Put tails on Clintock and Reardon.” 
“What about Taylor and Strand and the others?” 
“I’ll give Jim a call. He knows their captain. I’ll have him set up a 

meeting with these two at Rampart.” 
“And Robinson and Spain?” 
“They’re Sam’s men. I’ll ask her to make them available for interviews.”
“Mantis might have just insulted one of our killers.” 
John nodded. “Let’s hope so.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Well, if Taylor or Strand are the killers, they will most likely take 

Mantis out. If Mantis winds up dead, then we can narrow our suspect 
pool for the shooter by two.” 

“Even if something happens to Mantis, you’re going to have a hard 
time proving it was one of those officers.” 

“It will be proof enough for me.” 
“Careful, John. Remember what you told me. General Belker said 

this isn’t a normal Eagle case. You can’t just start grabbing and torturing 
these men.” 

“If Mantis buys it, it would be a long time coming. He’s a dirty 
cop, and his racist ways are bound to catch up to him sooner or later. 
However, I can’t sit by and let a killer move with impunity.” 
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“I still think confronting Clintock is the way to go.” 
“I agree, but let’s speak to these two first then go from there.”

It was slightly after two, and Jade and Jessica had just sat down in a 
small café around the corner from their office. “So, you want to tell me 
about that strange interaction with the cop?”

“He looked like the cop I told you about who was trying to 
help me.” 

“Why didn’t you say anything?” 
“What the fuck was I supposed to say? ‘Hey, detective, do you 

remember me? I’m the hooker you helped out a few years back. So, 
how have you been?’” 

Jade frowned, taking a bite of her food. “You could’ve just asked if 
he worked that area at any time.” 

“Right. I’m a damn doctor, a coroner, and a pathologist. That’s a 
long way from the streets of so many years ago. I’m pretty sure neither 
he nor I want to go down memory lane.”

“Well, I think that you should at least call him.” 
“For what purpose? I mean, come on, I was a hooker; he was a street 

cop. I’d rather leave that part of my past in the past.” 
“Okay, okay. I’m sorry. I just thought that it might help you.” 
“Help me? Help me with what?” 
“I don’t know. You seem to have a soft spot for the guy. Maybe if 

he knew he helped you out and you appreciated it, he might be happy 
about it. It’s not often that good cops see success stories from the 
streets.” 

“As far as I’m concerned, I’m a success story that is off the streets, 
and if he knows who I am, and if he wants to speak to me, he could 
speak to me any time. Let’s just finish lunch. We have a shitload of work 
to do before we go home.” 
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Sam and Jim walked into the Rampart station at just after three. 
Stewart was paged, and the two stood looking around at the officers 
bustling about. Stewart walked up to the two of them and asked, “So, 
you want to talk to Jake Taylor and Tory Strand?” 

“Yeah. John Swenson and Chris Mantel are on the way as well.” 
“The FBI wants to talk to my men? Are you going to Mirandize 

them? Do they need lawyers?” 
“I don’t think so, asshole. We just have some questions,” Jim said.
“Well, you might want to ask questions, but the union will be up 

my ass if you start shit with these guys. They’re good cops. They were 
promoted to detectives after just a few years.” Stewart saw John and 
Chris coming through the doors showing their IDs. “Jesus! Swenson 
and Mantel are monsters.” 

Jim nodded. “Yeah, they’re beasts in the gym.” 
Stewart poked Jim in the gut. “What’s this around your waist? 

Goodyear?”
“Very funny, asshole. You should talk. Your stomach sticks out 

further than mine. When’s the last time you saw your cock?” 
“I could ask you the same question.” 
John and Chris approached, and Stewart reached out his hand to 

both men then invited everyone to follow him.

The boxes with Madden’s equipment had been left at the front 
desk, and a receptionist paged Aaron to the front office. He and James 
came out and took the boxes, and James asked, “Where do you want 
to put these?” 

“We need to see the condition, so let’s go back to my office.” 
Once inside, the two men opened the boxes. “For having been head 

shot, there isn’t much blood on his uniform,” James said in surprise. 
“Look at his helmet. Two small holes. One on each side of it, and 

that’s it. If there is one thing I can say it’s that Jake sure as hell knows 
what he’s doing.” 
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James nodded. “So … where do you want to put this stuff?” 
“I’ll keep it in my office for now. We’ll build a memorial to 

Madden when the season is over. Have you heard anything on funeral 
arrangements?” 

“No. I don’t think his body has been released to the family yet. We 
should, however, pay tribute to him and the others at our next home 
game.” 

“I agree. We have a four-game road trip before we will be back here. 
When are you and the team leaving for New Orleans?” 

“Tomorrow afternoon. Are you coming with us?” 
“Yes. Ginger and I are going to fly out on Saturday morning.” 
“Have you called off the killings for this week?” 
“No one will be shot this week.” 
“That includes the Thursday night game in Pittsburg?” 
“Yes.” 
“The letter you had Jake leave … there hasn’t been a word about it 

in the press.” 
“It’s only been a day. The FBI has the letter. I imagine they are 

processing it now. They will most likely get ahold of Patrick with the 
information, which will make him set up an owners’ meeting.” 

“And the players?” 
“As soon as that letter hits the street, I don’t know what is going to 

happen.” 
“You don’t think that these idiots would be stupid enough to pull an 

Arthur type deal, do you?” 
“James, if there is one thing that I can be sure of it’s that no matter 

how you cut it, these guys aren’t stable in any way, shape, or form. I 
doubt that they are going to get the message with just five dead.” 

“How many have to die, Aaron? How many? I mean, you are 
basically blackmailing these men into submitting to your will.” 

“I’m demanding respect, James, that’s all. How many have to die? 
Who the hell knows. Four, five, ten. I don’t know. What I do know is 
that we are going to change the disrespect factor of this league one shot 
at a time.” 
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James was standing at a large window looking down on the field 
below. “I don’t think it’s going to work, Aaron. Pat will order the teams 
to stay in the locker room during the anthem, so there will be no reason 
for anyone to take a knee. Fans are going to stand as they have been 
doing all season … at least those that will dare come to a game. Our 
stadium might get even emptier than it already is. People can watch the 
bloodshed from the safety of their living rooms and bars. So, ratings are 
going to skyrocket, which is the only good thing that is going to come 
from this, but I don’t think it’s going to stop the players. They will still 
shoot off their mouths to the press, insult the league, America, police, 
and the military. I don’t think it is going to get you what you want.” 

“We know who the really bad apples are in this league, James, and 
so do the shooters. Let Pat order us to keep them in the locker room. 
It won’t stop the killing. We will stop this when the league is back on 
track. Fans aren’t going to tolerate teams in locker rooms during the 
anthem; the players and their unions aren’t going to like it either. It 
might work for the rest of the season, but the playoffs? The Super Bowl? 
That won’t fly with fans or sponsors.” 

“Think about the halftime entertainment for the game. Who in their 
right mind is going to get on a stage center field to do a show where they 
might get killed?” James was still looking down at the field. “Aaron, I 
know your heart and patriotism are in the right place. I know that Scott’s 
death changed everything for you, but in the end, I think that all that’s 
going to happen are a lot of people are going to die, and you’re going to 
end up on the radar of the Iron Eagle. And if that son of a bitch gets to 
you…” James paused and looked at Aaron, “If that son of a bitch gets to 
you or the shooters, you will see Scott again sooner rather than later but 
not without suffering the pains of hell.” 
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Chapter Thirteen
“These men are trying to  

protect our country.”

J
ake and Tory were seated in a conference room when the group 
entered. There were introductions all around then everyone sat. 

“What is this all about?” Jake asked. 
“Mr. Taylor, Mr. Strand, I’m Deputy Director Swenson, and this is 

Special Agent Mantel. We’re with the FBI.” Both men showed their IDs. 
“Okay … so what is this all about?” 
“Mr. Clintock, the owner of the Sentinels, provided us with a list of 

people who work and volunteer for the organization, and your names 
came up as part of a volunteer unit that helps protect the team.” Both 
men nodded. “I understand that there was an issue this past Sunday and 
that you and several other officers refused to protect the team that day.”

“That’s correct.” 
“Can you tell me about it?” 
“There isn’t anything to tell. Mr. Madden made disparaging and 

racist remarks to a reporter. We saw it and decided that we could make 
a statement, too.” 

“And what statement would that be?” 
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“You want police protection and depend on us to keep you safe, and 
we are fed up with your shit, so protect yourself.” 

John had his tablet on the table but wasn’t recording. Chris asked, 
“So, you and your men refused to protect the team, and Mr. Madden 
suddenly got his head blown off?” 

“I don’t get the connection.” 
“Neither do we, Detective Taylor. You and Mr. Strand are highly 

decorated former special forces operatives.” 
“We served in the same unit in Afghanistan and Iraq along with others.”
“I see that you are also crack shot snipers.” Jake nodded. “Don’t you 

see the irony?” John asked, sitting back in his chair. 
“Are you suggesting that I or any of the men that protect the team 

had something to do with the shooting?” 
“It’s crossed our minds.” 
“Are you out of your minds? Jesus Christ! We took a day off in 

protest of the words of a pampered asshole. Do you really think that we 
would do that and then take a shot at the idiot?” 

“It would seem foolish, but sometimes in moments of passion or 
anger people do crazy things,” John said.

Jake was cool. “Look, Director Swenson, Agent Mantel, we don’t 
like these men. We don’t like the way they treat us or the way they 
disrespect the country that we serve and fought to protect, but we are not 
going to go around shooting people.” 

Chris asked, “Do you have any theories on the shooting?” 
“Sure. Mr. Madden showed the ugly face of racism and disrespect 

one too many times, and God was watching.” 
“God?” Jake nodded. “So, God killed Mr. Madden?” 
“No. A human killed Madden, but God had had enough.” 
“And you believe this, Detective Taylor?” 
“There is one thing that I believe about Mr. Madden. When he came 

face to face with God, he had no mercy on his soul.” John and Chris 
looked at one another. Stewart was shaken by the conversation as Jake 
and Tory sat tall in their chairs. “Is there anything else you want to talk 
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about, Director Swenson? Tory and I have a huge backlog of cases to go 
through. The shooter is your responsibility. I’ve already been racially 
insulted by a federal employee at the Coliseum this afternoon, so I’m 
not in the mood for this.” 

John nodded slowly and pulled the report from Sandy out of his 
right jacket pocket. “I am aware of the issue you dealt with today 
and the insults made by ATF Agent Ted Mantis. One of my special 
agents was in earshot and has submitted a formal complaint to the FBI 
Director for Los Angeles as well as the ATF.” Jake laughed. “Did I say 
something funny?” 

“You did, in fact. Do you know how many complaints Mantis has 
had against him for racial as well as other types of discrimination as 
well as assault?” 

“I’ve read his jacket. Have you?” 
“I don’t need to. I have crossed paths with him several times. My 

partner, Officer Strand, had not. He wanted to break the guy’s legs, but 
I kept him back.” 

“So, what do you think should happen to Mantis?” 
“Well, if there was any justice in the world, that animal should fall 

into the hands of the Iron Eagle, but that will never happen.” 
“You feel he is that bad?” Jake nodded. 
John excused the two detectives and when they were out of the room 

Stewart looked at everyone at the table and said, “Wow! I haven’t seen 
Jake that composed while angry in the entire time he has been in the 
department.” 

Jim laughed. “Yeah, well, there’s a fuckin’ reason he’s so goddamn 
composed. Right, John?” John and Chris nodded. 

“That interview gave me goosebumps,” Sam said with a chill in her 
voice. All heads nodded. 

Stewart stood up. “Leave my men alone, Jim … you and your federal 
pals. You’re not any cleaner than our department, and I’m not going to 
allow you people to start a fuckin’ witch hunt.” 
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Philly was working on a bike while Lance spoke to a customer when 
the phone rang. “Lance, can you get that? We both know who it is, and 
I’m up to my elbows in grease again.” 

John’s voice was faint on the other end of the line. “Jake Taylor and 
Tory Strand.” 

“What about them?” 
“I want you and Philly to sit on them.” 
“Why not have your people do it?” 
“This is outside the scope of the Bureau.” 
Lance laughed. “I see … so TIE is now involved.” The bike customer 

got a strange look on her face as Lance spoke. 
“Yes. I will text you the information on the two men. They’ll be off 

at midnight. I want you two to keep tabs on them.” 
“I take it you have met with them?” 
“A few minutes ago.” 
“And I bet that Jake was well composed and that Tory didn’t do 

much, if any, talking.”
“Yes.” 
Lance moved out of the showroom and into an office and shut the 

door. “You have your shooter, John.” 
“How can you be so sure?” 
“Jake Taylor is a no-nonsense guy. Philly and I know him as well as 

Tory and others on the list of cops who protect the teams.” 
“So, you’re saying that Jake Taylor is a murderer?” 
“Hardly. I think that he took out Madden and Arthur, but he did it 

based on someone else’s orders. He’s a soldier, John, and a good one. 
Madden and Arthur brought this on themselves.” 

“Murder is not the answer, Lance.” 
“It is if you’re trying to make a point. Philly and I read the letter left 

by Arthur’s killer. It’s not a red herring, John. These men are passionate 
about this country and their jobs as police officers. Something pushed 
the leader of this movement over the edge, and that’s who’s ordering the 
killings.” 
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“So, you think that the killings can be stopped with a single 
order?” 

“Oh, fuck yeah. There won’t be any killings this week.” 
“How can you be so sure?” 
“Common sense. They’ll watch for the fallout and wait to see how 

the league and players respond.” 
“How do you think they’ll respond?” 
“Given that most of these guys are mind blowing morons, I think 

they will do as Arthur did and call out the killer. You have teams and 
killers spread across the country. So, some smartass in Buffalo, Miami, 
Pittsburg, or any other city might think it’s safe to shoot off their mouth 
since the killings happened in LA. But as you know with any good 
military operation, especially a recon mission, you have small squads 
in bed with the enemy, and when the moment is right, you take your 
shot. So, there will be a pause to get reaction. TV ratings for games will 
go through the roof; physical attendance will dip greatly. I mean, no 
one wants to risk getting shot. Then when nothing happens this week, 
ratings will remain high, and these idiots will get more emboldened and 
make more dumb ass statements … and boom. Next week, you’ll have 
a blood bath across the country. Jake and Tory aren’t your problem. I’m 
pretty sure Jake is your LA shooter but going after him and Tory is a 
waste of time. You have to get to the head of this movement and that 
head is in the team ownership.” 

“I’m thinking the same thing about the leader.” 
“Leaders, John, leaders. This isn’t just one owner; it’s a group of 

them. They have the resources to make these killings happen. They 
can kill multiple birds with one stone. Eliminate disrespectful players, 
increase TV ratings and ad revenue, and clean up a disrespectful league 
all at one time.” 

“How philanthropic.” 
“No … how patriotic. That’s really what this boils down to. All of 

the other stuff is icing on the cake. They want to beat these players into 
submission in the name of patriotism. Find the owners who served in 
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the military, or have kids who served and or died, and you will be able 
to pull your list of leaders together quickly.” 

“You’re talking about killing veterans?” 
“Oh, man, I hope not. I think that you can stop the killing without 

killing the shooters.”
“That’s not how I operate, Lance, and you know that.” 
“Fine, then you go out and find the leaders, then track the off-duty 

officers doing the killing and kill them. You’ll be doing the country a 
disservice as well as those men and women who have died in the line 
of duty.” 

“I don’t know, Lance.” 
“John, you thwarted the Rome is Burning and Operation Red Alert 

plots to overthrow the government. You couldn’t save a lot of people, 
but you and the rest of the men sure as hell succeeded in saving millions. 
You stopped the bad guys from destroying this country. I know. I was 
there. This is a whole different type of situation, though. These men 
aren’t trying to destroy our country; they are trying to protect it. I know, 
I know, protecting through killing … it makes no sense.” 

“No, it actually makes perfect sense, at least from the perspective of 
the shooters and the people pulling the strings. However, allowing these 
people to go unpunished is contrary to my mission.” 

“Your mission? If law enforcement learned your true identity and 
got ahold of you, what the fuck do you think would happen to you, Sara, 
Chris, Jade, Jessica, Jim, even Sam? It would take down the largest law 
enforcement ring meant for good and painted as evil. You and everyone 
else would be depicted as demons, depraved killers marched before the 
media, tried and convicted. And since the crimes would be federal, you 
would ALL be sentenced to death and would be killed.” 

John was silent for a few seconds then said, “They would get to you 
and Philly.” 

“They would get to everyone, John. It might take years, but they 
would get to everyone who knew who you are and what you have 
done. So, think about these men. They are not barbarians. They aren’t 
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out there freewheeling and murdering for the fun of it. They have a 
focused mission. Philly and I will do as you asked, but unless they 
make a move that is against an innocent and we see it, we aren’t going 
to stop them.” 

“Just tail them and report.” 
“The usual fee, John?” 
“Double.”

Ted Mantis had pulled into a motel in Van Nuys, a well-known spot 
for prostitution, at a little after eleven p.m. He parked and walked up a 
flight of stairs to a room at the end of a long walkway then knocked and 
waited. 

“I thought I told you not to come out here anymore.” 
Mantis pushed his way into the room where six young girls were 

strung out on beds, couches, and cots. The young Mexican man who 
was their pimp pulled a gun but Mantis disarmed him. “Jose … I let 
you operate. I help keep the locals off you, and this is how you repay 
me?” Mantis struck the young man in the head with the gun then pistol 
whipped him to near unconsciousness. He looked over the girls in the 
room then grabbed a young Mexican girl and drug her to a bed, pushed 
another girl who was out of it to the floor, and stripped down. 

Mantis was unaware that he had a tail and once he had parked his 
follower was only a few feet behind him as he entered the motel room. 
Mantis was nude on top of a young woman when the door was suddenly 
kicked in. The man entered and moved Mantis’s weapon out of reach 
and sat down in a grungy chair. 

“What the fuck are you doing here?” Mantis asked.
“I followed you. We have some unfinished businesses.” 
“I have no businesses with you, asshole. Let me guess. You’re not 

just a nigger lover; you’re a spick lover, too?” 
Tory Strand sat shaking his head with a nine-millimeter handgun 
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with a silencer on it pointed at Mantis. “Man, you are a bad person, Ted. 
Really, really bad.” 

“So? What now? You’re going to threaten me?” 
“No, Ted. No threats. You’re going to die right here in this very 

room.” 
“You’re going to kill me?” 
“Nope.” 
“So, let me get this straight. I’m going to die, but you’re not going 

to kill me?” 
“That’s right.” 
“And just who is?” 
Tory laughed. “You are.” 
“What?” 
“You’re going to hang yourself in the bathroom.” 
“And why am I going to hang myself?” 
“Well … you wouldn’t survive in a maximum-security prison, Ted. 

You know, the ones where you get fucked up the ass ten times a day, 
forced to suck cock, and get used like a urinal.”

“I’m going to federal prison?” 
“If you don’t kill yourself.” Tory pulled a document out of his coat 

pocket and handed it to Ted. 
“This is a warrant.” 
“It is indeed. It’s a warrant for your arrest. Take a look at the charges.” 
Ted read the warrant, laughed, and threw it on the floor. “I plead not 

guilty and this thing never sees a jury. The union will get me off.” 
“Oh, no. It will see the inside of a court room, Mr. Mantis. You will 

be tried by a jury of your peers, and you will be convicted. To be honest, 
I wanted to kill you outright, not quick, but I wanted to personally 
disembowel you and watch you suffer, but my bosses won’t allow that. 
So, the only thing I can do is allow you to take your own life. It’s the 
coward’s way, but then you are a coward. Right, Ted?” 

“Look, I don’t know how you got this warrant, but it’s a fake.” As he 
was speaking the sound of sirens began to rise in the distance outside. 
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“They’re coming for you, Ted. You only have a few minutes and 
then … well … you will be put in a cell on suicide watch at Rampart 
where all of us at the station can make sure you suffer but can’t off 
yourself. Now that I hear myself saying it, it doesn’t sound too bad. It 
would be fun to watch you being raped over and over, but my bosses 
want you to have the opportunity to take your own life.” 

The sirens were getting louder, and Ted was getting more and more 
animated. “You’re full of shit.” 

“Well, the ball’s in your court. You can lay there on that teenage girl 
and wait for my men to come through that door and take you away nude 
as we walk these young victims out of the motel and let the media get a 
good look at your face or hang yourself. Tick tock, Ted. What’s it going 
to be?” 

Ted started shaking violently. “You’re not kidding?” 
“No, I’m not. What’s it going to be?” 
“Who the hell do you work for?” 
“I’ll tell you that as you’re hanging in the bathroom.” Tory had 

gloves on, and he pulled Ted’s belt off his pants and handed it to him. 
“You might have four minutes, Ted. That’s enough time to die. If you 
wait much longer, I will have to cuff you up and then wait for the guys 
to get here.” 

Ted started crying. “No, no. This isn’t fair; this isn’t right. I’m a 
goddamn federal agent.”

“Yes, you are. Imagine what life is going to be like going from local 
custody to federal holding. You won’t get bail … not after all the things 
you’ve done. Rape, murder, extortion, child pornography. Nope. Just a 
prison cell. The union isn’t going to come near you. Your fellow officers 
aren’t going to come near you either and think about your wife and three 
kids. I mean … they are better off with you dead. At least they get your 
life insurance. They might never have to know what a sick person you 
are. But getting caught? Oh, well, shit. Your family will be dragged 
through the mud. They’ll lose everything, and you’ll learn of it when 
Bubba tells you about it as he pounds your ass. Yes, you will get the 
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federal death penalty, but that will take at least five or six years to carry 
out, all while you get to be a prison bitch. That’s not the way I would 
want to go. Imagine those big niggers and Mexicans you hate so much 
bending you over and butt fucking you, making you taste their cum 
every day, every night, week after week, month after month for years. 
That’s not the way I would want to go I can tell you that much. And, 
of course, all of the inmates will know you were a cop. They’ll know 
about your racist feelings, so the punishment from them and even the 
guards will be … well … brutal.” Ted leaned over and grabbed the belt. 
Tory stood up and pointed to the small bathroom. “So, you’ve made 
your decision?” Ted nodded while crying, and Tory allowed him to get 
off the girl and walk to the bathroom. “Hey, look! There’s a little stool 
near the bathroom door. How convenient. Wrap the belt over the robe 
hanger on the back of the door.” Ted was weeping hard as he put the belt 
in place. “Put it around your neck, Ted.” He shook his head as the sound 
of the sirens grew even closer. Tory looked at his watch. “Less than two 
minutes, Ted. I guess you should step down, so I can cuff you.” Ted put 
the belt around his neck quickly and before he could make a move Tory 
kicked the stool out from under his feet. He struggled to breathe as Tory 
looked on smiling. He was turning shades of purple and gray, and his 
feet were kicking as he tried to grab the belt with his hands but couldn’t 
release himself. The sirens were almost on top of the motel now, and 
Tory said, “I have a confession. They aren’t coming for you, and the 
warrant is fake, but I’m not going to tell you who I work for. I’m just 
going to finish watching you die, then I’ll place a 9-1-1 call and … well 
… the feds will get involved, and one scumbag cop will be off the street. 
Ted’s eyes were bulging as his feet stopped thrashing. Tory looked at his 
watch then into the man’s dead eyes. “Five minutes. You’re dead, Ted. 
Well mostly. Did you know that recent studies have confirmed that no 
matter how we die we know when we are dead? It’s true. We know that 
we are dead even after our heart stops beating, and we start to go cold.” 
Tory looked around the cockroach infested bathroom. “What a terrible 
place to die. Those poor girls and their pimp … we will lock him up and 
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try and help the girls, but they will most likely just end up back out on 
the streets again.” Tory put his gun in his holster as Ted’s lifeless body 
hung on the back of the bathroom door. He walked back into the room 
where everyone was so strung out they weren’t even aware that he was 
there. He looked down at the pimp and kicked him hard in the head and 
heard a loud crack. “Oh hell. I think I broke your neck. Oh well. They’ll 
blame it on Ted.” He walked out of the room and down a rear flight of 
stairs to his car. He had no plates on the vehicle and as he drove away 
he dialed 9-1-1. 

“9-1-1. What is your emergency?” 
“There appears to be a prostitution ring operating out of the Lazy 

Place Motel on Van Nuys Boulevard. I saw some guy beating up a 
couple of young women. I think they need help.”

“And your name, please.” 
“My name isn’t important. Just get the police to the motel ASAP. I 

think something terrible is happening in room ten on the second floor.” 
Tory hung up the line and dialed another number and said, “Ted Mantis 
is dead.”

“Can it be traced to you?” 
“No. It was a suicide. I need to meet up with Jake. He’s on a stakeout. 

I just wanted you two to know.” 
“Good news. Did you report it?” 
“I called 9-1-1, so the cops are en route.” 
“Okay. Thanks, Tory. One more bad person off the street.” James 

hung up the phone then turned to Aaron. “Ted Mantis is dead by his 
own hand.” 

Aaron nodded. “He was a federal agent, so that is going to bring 
everyone in.”

“Tory said it was a suicide.” 
“Is there a note?” 
“I doubt it, but knowing how Tory works, old Ted was scared shitless 

in order to take his own life.”
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Chapter Fourteen
“All of that is up to the Eagle.”

L
APD found Ted Mantis hanging on the bathroom door and a half 
dozen women in different stages of alertness and undress. Their 
pimp, Jose Estrada, was crumpled up near a wall with a trickle of 

blood running out of his mouth. None of the women spoke English, and 
as LAPD tried to question the women one of the officers found Ted’s ID 
on the floor and showed it to the watch commander. 

“The guy hanging in the bathroom is a federal agent with ATF.” 
“What a fuckin’ surprise. I thought he looked familiar.” 
“You know him?” 
“He has a reputation in this area. He was a bad person and an 

even worse agent, and it looks like his sins caught up with him.” The 
commander walked out of the room and radioed, “Dispatch, we have a 
suicide and possible homicide out here. This is a federal issue as one of 
the dead is an ATF agent.” 

“Roger that. We will contact the FBI and ATF.” 
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Jade and Jessica were already on scene when John, Chris, Sam, and 
Jim arrived. 

“What do we have?” John asked. 
“Well, on the surface it looks like a murder suicide.” 
“On the surface?” 
“Yeah. Follow me.” Jade led them into the motel room, which was 

now empty but for ATF, FBI, and Sheriff’s Department CSI teams. 
Jessica was leaning over Jose’s body looking at the meat thermometer 
sticking out of his liver. 

“How long has he been dead?” 
“Not long. An hour or less.” 
“And Mantis?” Jim asked.
“The same. They were pretty much simultaneous.” 
“Does anyone have any idea what happened?” Sam asked. 
“There were a half dozen women in the room, all illegals part of a 

sex ring run by a pretty well-known sex trafficker named Jose Estrada. 
That’s him on the floor.” 

“And where is Mantis hanging out?” Sam frowned at Jim’s question, 
and Jade walked them to the bathroom. 

“Well, the guy was hung and not just by the neck,” Jim said. 
Jade started laughing as Ted’s lifeless nude body still hung on  

the bathroom door, his flaccid member hanging down as well. 
“Don’t be too impressed. The suspensory muscle relaxes on death,  
so what you see isn’t what he had in life. Gravity had a little to do  
with it.” 

Ted had a meat thermometer in his liver as well and Jim pulled a 
cigarette from his top left pocket, put it in his mouth, and asked, “So, 
why don’t you think this guy offed himself?” 

Jade looked at John and Chris and said, “I don’t think it went down 
quite like that. We need to do the autopsies on the men, but Estrada was 
pistol whipped and then kicked in the head.” 

“He looks like hell, so Ted beat the hell out of him then kicked him 
in the head?” 
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“In looking at the shoes that Mr. Mantis was wearing and comparing 
them to the bruise on the side of Jose’s head, he didn’t kick the guy. The 
gun is laying there. We just need to dust it for prints.” 

“We will but the only prints we will find on the gun will be those of 
Mantis and the victim.” 

“Well, you are sure of yourself, John.” 
“Yes, Jade, I am. We won’t find a suicide note or any definitive signs 

of anyone in this room except for the women downstairs, Mr. Mantis, 
and Jose Estrada. I assume none of the women saw anything?” Jade 
nodded. “While it looks like a suicide, it’s anything but.” 

Sam asked, “Do you think it was murder?” 
“Sort of.” All heads whipped around. 
Chris asked, “Sort of? How the hell can you have a sort of murder?” 
Jim laughed, lighting his cigarette, “At the feet of the master again, 

huh Chris?” 
Jade and Jessica had stopped their work, and Sam was looking at 

John, who said, “Ted Mantis has a long history of being a dirty cop. 
He has bounced from agency to agency over the past two decades 
with his superiors covering up or participating in his antics. He has 
been under investigation for use of excessive force a dozen times and 
was cleared in six highly suspicious police shooting cases. His luck 
ran out.” 

“His luck ran out?” Jade asked.
“Yes. Someone learned of his transgressions and called him out 

on them.” 
“You mean killed him?” Sam asked. 
“No. I think someone was able to put together a compelling enough 

story that they were able to talk Ted into offing himself. They scared 
him so badly that in his panicked state he hung himself rather than face 
the fury of the courts or the pretend courts.” 

Chris was leaning on a wall. “So, you think that someone tricked 
this guy into killing himself?” John nodded. “That would be one hell of 
a trick.” 
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Jim laughed. “No, it wouldn’t. Old Ted’s past caught up with him. 
He knew it was going to end, so with the help of his killer he ended his 
life before something worse could happen to him.” 

John was typing a text as the others talked. ‘Lance, Philly, where are 
your tails?’

Lance responded, “I have Jake Taylor and Philly has Tory Strand. 
They’re in a unit together staking out a residence in Topanga.”

“How long have they been there?” 
“Just arrived. Why?” 
“We have a homicide in Van Nuys and hoped you could fill in the 

blanks.” 
“No can do… we have the two men now and have been here about 

a half hour.”
“Continue to tail. Out.” 
John looked around the scene then motioned for Chris and said, 

“Grab Sam and Jim. We need to talk.” 
John left the room as Chris went to get the others. An ATF agent saw 

John in the parking lot. “Deputy Director Swenson. What brings you 
into the swamp?” 

“Investigating a case.” 
“I would think with your new job you would do more elbow rubbing 

with politicians and billionaires and let the street teams work the cases.” 
“I’m not an elitist. We have a serious situation here.” 
“Not really. Everyone at the Bureau knew about Ted’s sexual 

perversion. They just didn’t do anything about it.” 
“What are you saying?” 
“I’m saying that Ted crossed the wrong person one too many times, 

and God was watching.” 
Jim was walking up to the men as the agent said his final words. 

“You know we’ve heard the ‘God was watching’ line several times 
today. What the fuck do you know that you’re not telling?” 

“Nothing, Jim. Not a damn thing.” 
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“We need to press Clintock,” John said at his truck when Chris had 
everyone there. Jim was smoking as was Sam.

“Okay, so how do you want to do that? We can’t tell him we know 
about his kid; it’s classified. You don’t want to walk through his office 
door and accuse him of being the ring leader of a murder plot. That 
won’t go too fuckin’ well.” Jim released a deep lungful of smoke into 
the early evening air as he spoke. “So, how do you want to confront 
Clintock, John?” 

“We have to draw him out. We have to make him so irate with us 
that he blows it and admits to what he is doing.” 

“Never going to happen. Aaron is in the catbird seat. He won’t 
disgrace the memory of his son or his own military record.” 

“Section twenty-seven.” 
A thoughtful look crossed Jim’s face as he had his right eye closed 

and smoke rolled up past his eyes. “Section twenty-seven, huh?” 
“That’s what we use. How many men do we know that are there?” 
“A lot of men.” 
“Then we use section twenty-seven in conversation with him.” 
All heads were cocked, and Chris asked, “I don’t know why a burial 

ground for the unknown would move Clintock.” 
John said, “He didn’t get to bury his son in Arlington in a manner 

befitting a hero. He has to keep everything under wraps. I think that he 
wants to yell to the world that his son is dead and that the players, the 
unions, and the league are selfish scum who all deserve to die.” 

Jim coughed. “This isn’t a fuckin’ movie. It’s reality. Clintock 
doesn’t just have the law to fear; he has the Eagle as well. He’s not going 
to come unhinged and start admitting to anything. You have Lance and 
Philly on Strand and Taylor, right?” John nodded. “Okay, and we have 
people on Spain and Robinson as well as Clintock and Reardon. You 
should pay Clintock a visit as the Eagle.” 

“And what is that going to accomplish?”  
“That’s up to the Eagle. All of that is up to the Eagle.”
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When Aaron walked in, Ginger was reading a book in the library of 
their home and asked, “How are you doing this evening, sweetheart?” 

“I’m tired, Ginger. I’m really tired.” 
“Did the team get off to New Orleans?” 
“Yes. They should be there in an hour or so.” 
“What time are we leaving?” 
“I was going to go tonight, but I think we will wait and go in the 

morning.” 
“Anything else going on?” 
“Ted Mantis is dead.” 
“Really?” Ginger had a huge smile on her face. “He died badly, I hope.”
“I don’t know of a good way to die. Tory talked him into suicide at 

a motel in Van Nuys. He and Jake are on a stakeout for work now. He 
says no one saw him.” 

Ginger closed her book and sat up on the couch. “I wanted that 
bastard to suffer, Aaron.”

“He did, Ginger, he did. Tory tormented him to the very end and 
beyond from what he told me.” 

“Good. I wanted to watch that son of a bitch die. I wanted to do it 
myself.” 

“I know, but it wasn’t a good idea.” 
“The things he did to me … the things I endured at his hands, Aaron.” 
“It was a long time ago.” 
“That doesn’t mean that the nightmares have gone away. The scars 

are still on my body. I can’t believe that he has lived as long as he has 
given his depravity.” 

Aaron shook his head. “You had your own hand in what happened, 
and you know it. You wanted to do the swingers lifestyle when we were 
young. You wanted to try BDSM. I’m not excusing the behavior, but 
you asked for it, and he delivered.” 

“We were kids. We’d just turned twenty-one, and you and I had only 
been married for a year. I admit I wanted to try the things that we did, 
but someone could have warned me about that animal.” 
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“He’s dead, Ginger, and there is no connection to you or me. Let’s 
be happy for that. It was a long time ago. You can sleep knowing that 
the son of a bitch is dead.” 

“So, what now, Aaron? When is the next killing?” 

 Donald Strange met the Sentinels’ plane in New Orleans, and he and 
his volunteer group of police officers escorted the bus carrying the team 
to their hotel. James was one of the last to exit the bus and smiled when 
he saw Donald. It was just before nine p.m., and the players and coaches 
checked in as James and Donald walked around the corner. 

“I see that Jake has made one hell of an impression back in LA.” 
“You could say that. We have a mess out there.” 
“We have a mess right here. Aaron has called off the shootings for 

this weekend?” 
“He wants to see what happens as this all sets in.” 
“You and I know what’s going to happen. These ass wipes will be 

contrite for a few days and when no one else gets killed they will get 
back at it again.” 

“That’s the general consensus, but Aaron is running the show.” 
“Well, I have my eye on two players down here that I want to take 

out very publicly.” 
“I know, but there is always next week.” 
“I have been patient. My men have been patient, but now that the 

ball is rolling I disagree with stopping it. I think we should keep the 
pressure on.” 

“Pat will just order the men to stay in the locker room during the 
anthem.” 

“That’s not going to stop the disrespect; it is only going to incite 
more people and embolden the morons who want to push this trend. The 
American people aren’t stupid, James. They know who the disrespectful 
players are, and so do we.” 
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“Well, Aaron wants a hold for a week. I agree with him. I also agree 
with you, though. I will tell you what I have told Aaron … we can kill 
every person on the field, and there will be someone somewhere starting 
the whole thing all over again.” 

“The league needs to enforce the rules that are already on the books. 
That’s all it would take to end this shit. If these people want to protest, 
let them do it on their time and dime, but when an entire league refuses 
to both enforce their own rule and then supports the disrespect for 
America, we need to move up the food chain.” 

“Don’t even think it, Don.” 
“Like you haven’t.” 
“We are already walking a tightrope. Don’t put us in the position 

to fall.” 
“Hey, I’m just saying that Patrick’s refusal to enforce his league’s own 

rules is grounds for termination to allow for a change in management.” 
“Don’t go down this road.” 
“Look, we take out Patrick. We already know the owners would vote 

in Aaron Clintock as the new commissioner. If Aaron takes the job now, 
you have both a great owner and a veteran who will snap the league into 
shape in one season and end this shit. If you ask me, while I would love 
to kill a lot more of these guys, taking out Patrick would be the easiest 
way to get change and save a lot of lives.” 

“Yes, well, the owners also want ratings.” 
“Ratings? Are you telling me that the owners would rather have 

gunmen killing players each week for a short-term ratings kick than 
solve the whole thing by ridding the league of Commissioner Swan and 
earning back the fan base?” 

“It would appear that way.” 
Donald shook his head. “Perhaps we are going about this the 

wrong way.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Perhaps we need to start killing the owners in order to get change.” 
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Chapter Fifteen
“I know. I’m the one who  

will make it happen.”

A
aron Clintock has put a hold on killings for a week,” Kyle Franks 
said to Patrick Swan. 

“How did you learn of this?” 
“It came down through the grapevine. There are a lot of unhappy 

people, Pat.” 
“I’m one of them. We’re finally getting ratings up, and Aaron wants 

to stop this? How deep do your ties go to the men in his command?” 
“Not deep enough to overturn his orders. Aaron is one of the most 

respected owners in the league. His word is the word. No one is going 
to make a move unless he tells them to.” 

“His team is playing in New Orleans on Sunday, right?” 
“Yes.” 
“Then we are going to go to New Orleans to show solidarity with 

him and the others over the killings last Sunday and Monday.” 
“And?”
“And we are going to have a chat about getting back on track with 

this plot. He wanted it; he started it, and I’ll be damned if he’s going 

“
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to stop it now. We have a movement going that will attract the media, 
the players, and most importantly the fans, and will get them back to 
watching the games and get our market share back.” 

“Well, word is that he wants you to enforce the anthem rule, as do 
other owners, and end the protests.” 

“I’m not changing course on this; the rule is more of a guideline than 
a rule. If these idiots want to get their heads blown off for causes they 
don’t even understand, that’s their business. My job is to run this league 
and make it profitable.” 

“Well, then you’ve been missing work, Pat, because our ratings are 
in the shitter and have been sliding downhill for the past three seasons.” 

“Maybe, but we now have a new movement to deal with this issue, 
and Aaron is going to keep it going until I can initiate the changes that 
I want, which starts with getting ratings up and ends with teams in the 
locker room during the anthem.”

“I think people are going to resist, Pat. The players and their unions 
are going to be climbing up our asses if we don’t let them openly protest, 
and the viewers are going to revolt if you keep the teams in the locker 
room before games. I think you should think about the rule enforcement 
and think about doing so sooner rather than later.” 

Patrick was seated behind his desk overlooking Manhattan. “I think 
we should fly out and try and talk sense into Aaron and Ginger. If we 
can’t, then we have the two of them killed in a tragic accident then take 
over this thing ourselves and keep it going until I get what I want.” 

Kyle stood staring out the window in Patrick’s office. “I don’t know. 
I don’t think taking out Aaron will be an easy task. Taking over the 
people who are doing the killing for him will be even more difficult.” 

“You let me worry about that. You just keep pushing paper and 
feeding me information as you get it. In the end, if there has to be an 
accident,” Patrick paused. 

Kyle turned to him with a smile on his face.  “I know. I’m the one 
who will make it happen.”
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Sara was working out in the gym when John walked in. He kissed 
her sweaty face as she walked on the treadmill. “So, how was your day, 
honey?” she asked a little out of breath. 

“Long and a real pain in the ass.” 
Sara shut off the machine and grabbed a towel and her water bottle. 
“I’d expect language like that from Jim but not you.” 
“Yeah … frustration, Sara. Pure frustration.” 
“Tell me about it.” 
“We have a group of cops here in LA killing football players. I have 

the owner of the Sentinels, Aaron Clintock, who I am one hundred 
percent sure is running the show, and I am pretty sure I know who the 
shooter is, but I can’t take them out.” 

Sara sat down next to John on a weight bench. “Why can’t you take 
them out? If they are cold-blooded killers, the Eagle has never had a 
problem getting them off the street and off the planet.”

“These men are patriots; they fought for this country. They are 
all good cops trying to protect and serve their communities while 
volunteering their time to protect these sports stars who disrespect them 
and the nation. These men have to protect weak minded idiots making 
millions of dollars while at the same time being insulted and ridiculed 
at every turn,” 

“I see, so the dead players had it coming?” 
“No. I mean, they pushed and pushed and pushed. That Madden 

character crossed a line with his racist insults on Sunday morning and 
pushed people over the edge.” 

“I have never seen you like this, John.” 
“I have never been in this spot before. Do you know Aaron Clintock?” 
“Of course. He’s a billionaire real estate investor and does a lot of 

philanthropic work in the community. He and his wife Ginger are really, 
really great people. Why?” 

“Aaron is a retired Marine Corps officer whose son was in the Corps 
as well. His son, Scott, was in special forces and was killed last summer 
while imbedded in a black op.” 
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“Like the one you were in in ninety-nine when you went missing 
and the Marines, in error, sent me a ‘John’s dead’ letter?” John nodded. 
“Only Clintock has clearance, so he got the call, but there was no 
acknowledgment by the government of his death?” John nodded again. 
Sara drew a deep breath as tears welled up in her eyes. “And Aaron and 
Ginger buried their son with no military honors in section twenty-seven 
at Arlington?” John hung his head. “So, Aaron blew a gasket after his 
son’s death and is having players murdered?” 

“I think it’s more complex than just one man and a few cops. 
I think there are others involved. Ownership. Maybe even the 
commissioner.” 

Sara looked up at the ceiling, tears rolling down her face. “Do 
you think that Aaron started something that he had hoped would get 
the attention of the players and the league but underestimated its full 
impact?” 

“Yes. Jim thinks that Clintock and his GM are in on this and giving 
orders. He thinks that it would be beneficial if Clintock received a visit 
from the Eagle.” 

“What good would that do if you’re not going to take him out?” 
“That’s what I have been mulling over. The Eagle can tell him 

everything he knows. He can warn him to stop this now or end up 
dead. However, I have a feeling that Clintock and Reardon may have 
overplayed their hand and are now in danger.” 

“How do you mean?” 
“I think that what started off as a way to gain attention to the 

American cause and to fight for players to stand for the anthem had 
other consequences.” 

“Like?” 
“The ratings for the Monday night game were the highest in over a 

decade. People were tuning in to see if there would be another killing, 
and there was. I don’t think Clintock understood that what he decided to 
do publicly rather than privately would have this type of impact on the 
overall game and the profits that come along with it. I don’t think there 
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will be any killings this weekend. I think that he and the others are going 
to want a cooling off period for the week to see how this is handled by 
the players, owners, the league, and the media.” 

“You know I’m not a fan of sports, especially football. We get two 
to three kids a week in our ER with everything from broken bones to 
serious head injuries. Even the new focus on brain injury hasn’t slowed 
the kids from playing the game. Aaron was a professional football 
player, wasn’t he?” John nodded. “He could have brain damage that 
was exacerbated by the death of his son. Perhaps that’s making him 
violent.” 

“Doubtful. He was also a commander in the Marine Corps. He 
fought in battles. We all have brain injuries from battle. The impetus for 
the killings is his son’s death. I believe this had been being planned for 
some time before his son died. The death just set it in motion.” 

“So, what are you going to do?” 
“Sleep on it. If I go to him as the Eagle, it will have to be at night 

and at his home. I have all of the people I think are involved locally 
under surveillance. I will see what, if any, moves happen overnight and 
tomorrow. On top of all of that, the suicide of an ATF agent was dumped 
into our laps … a suicide that wasn’t a suicide.” 

“I don’t understand.” 
“We have a dead, dirty ATF agent who only hours earlier had made 

racial insults to one of the men I think is the shooter.” 
“You’re kidding!”
“I wish I were. The two detectives are on a stakeout and are being 

watched by Lance and Philly. Jade is convinced that this was a murder, 
and if it is, there is a likelihood that either the shooter or his partner 
brought about the death of the agent.” 

“No note?” 
“No nothing. A half a dozen strung out prostitutes, a dead pimp who 

has a history of sex trafficking who was pistol whipped then kicked in 
the head with a bruise pattern that doesn’t match the shoes of the suicide 
victim, and nothing else.” 
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“Jesus! You have a hell of a mess here, John.” 
“Tell me about it!”

Jim and Cindy were eating a late meal at Santiago’s. Jim was quiet, 
and Cindy tried to make small talk but wasn’t getting far. Javier was 
seated on his stool only a few feet away and heard Cindy trying to make 
conversation. He called out for a bucket of beers and then hobbled over 
to the table with them. “You have finished the food and most of the beer. 
Here is some more.” 

Jim nodded, taking a cigarette out of his top left pocket. He lit it then 
snapped his Zippo shut. “Javier, do you know an ATF agent named Ted 
Mantis?” Javier nodded. “What do you know about him?” 

“He’s an asshole. I banned him from the bar years ago. He started 
trouble in my bar in East LA.” 

“What kind of trouble?” 
“He would get drunk and then start insulting others in the bar. One 

night he cornered two black men in the bar and started to threaten them. 
They had done nothing wrong, but Mantis and a couple of his fellow 
agents started to rough up the kids, and I intervened.” 

“How did that go?” 
“He pointed his gun at me from across the bar and called me an 

ignorant spick and told me he would have me deported if I didn’t mind 
my own business.” 

“What did you do?” 
“Nothing at first, but several other officers had been watching the 

guy, and they got into it. The next thing I know I have a yelling match 
in my bar. You know the rule.” Jim nodded. “So, I pull my shotgun out 
from under the bar, aim it at Mantis, and tell him he banned for life.” 

“How did he respond?” 
“Threatened to kill me. We had a Mexican standoff until one of the 

senior officers in the bar pulled Mantis back and told him to get the 
fuck out.” 
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“Did he leave?” 
“He walked around a little until I pumped a shell into the chamber.” 
“I never heard about this.” 
“There have been lots of moments that you never heard about, Jim. 

Anyway, I looked at him and said, ‘You have two choices. Walk out the 
door and never come back or be carried out the door by the coroner.’” 

Jim laughed as did Cindy. “So, he left?” 
“He left, and I never saw him again. Why you ask?” 
“He’s dead.” 
“How he die?” 
“Suicide at a motel in Van Nuys.” 
Javier laughed. “He too selfish for suicide. He must have pissed off 

the wrong person. I hear stories of things he has done over the years. He 
was dirty, Jim. I’m glad he’s dead.” Jim nodded. “Cindy try to make talk 
with you. You don’t want to talk. Why?” 

“I have a lot on my mind.” 
“The killings of the football players?” 
“Yes.”
“I read a little about it. I haven’t been watching football, and I won’t 

have it on in the bar anymore because they disrespect this country.” Jim 
nodded. “You think they killed over the anthem?” 

“That’s the story so far, but we aren’t releasing that to the public.” 
Javier pulled up a chair and sat down. “Every once in a while, one of 

those players come here for food and drink. That Golden Madden guy 
who was killed was here a few weeks ago. I guess he didn’t know that 
this a cop friendly bar. He had a few women with him and a couple of 
guys with guns. He saw several officers leave without paying, and he 
started shooting off his mouth asking why he got a bill but the others 
didn’t. I went over to his table and explained that police, fire, and 
paramedic eat and drink free at my bar.” 

“What did he say?” 
“He tore up the check and told me that he was better than the 

scumbag cops and if they don’t pay he doesn’t pay.” 
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Jim started laughing. “Who was here when this happened?” 
“Stew McGrath and some of his men.” 
Jim burst out in laughter. “So, Madden paid the check?” 
“Oh, yes he did, and his two guards or whatever … they were 

arrested for carrying concealed weapons without a permit.” 
“Let me guess. Madden called you a racist?” 
“He did, but he wasn’t here long enough to say much. Stew and his 

men bounced him out of the bar.” 
“That never made the news.” 
“No. It was a low-key thing, and I no want bad press, but he was a 

real jerk.” 
“Yes, but now he is a dead jerk.” 
Javier laughed. “How is it you say? What goes around comes 

around?” Jim was in tears. 
Cindy was just watching the two men then asked, “You two think 

it’s funny that a man is dead over something he was passionate about?” 
Jim shook his head. “No. We’re laughing because that asshole got 

just what he deserved, and Javier and I know it.”

Jade and Jessica were in bed and out of breath. Jessica took a drink 
of water from her nightstand. “Wow! What got your engine fired up? 
You nearly tore me a new pussy!” 

Jade laughed. “I don’t know. We just haven’t been intimate in a 
while. The constant distractions, the middle of the night phone calls, 
and crime scene after crime scene. I was crazy horny for you, and you 
seemed to feel the same.” 

“You have that right.” 
Jade laughed as she reclined on her right side staring at Jessica. “I 

love you very much, Jess.” 
“I know that, and I love you, too. Why the look of concern?” 
Jade grabbed the bottle from Jessica’s hands and took a drink. “The 

way you were looking at that detective this afternoon bothered me.” 
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Jessica laughed. “He’s a good looking man.” Jade frowned. “I love 
you. I’m not interested in the guy. We had just spoken of him and then 
suddenly seeing him after all these years just brought back a flood of 
memories and emotions. I never had sex with him. He was just a nice 
person and for all I know an honest cop. We interact with them every 
day at the office. How many times a week do you or I get hit on? We 
hear cops joking in the lobby all the time about killing some kid and 
saying, ‘We have a license to kill. The fucker should have been more 
respectful.’” 

“We hear a lot of sickening conversations from the cops. It was just 
awkward for me, that’s all. So, you read his name off the evidence bag. 
‘Jake Taylor.’ Are you going to try and see or talk to him again?” 

“No way. He wanted to get out of your office so fast it was crazy. 
I know that he recognized me, and he knows I recognized him. That’s 
enough for me.” 

“And what if he comes looking for you?” 
“He won’t. If he was going to look for me, it would have happened 

years ago. We were two ships that passed in the night.” 
“What do you think of this Mantis case?” 
“I thought we agreed to keep work talk out of the bedroom.” 
Jade stood up. “Do you want a glass of wine?” Jessica nodded. “Let’s 

sit out on the patio and have a glass of wine and talk about Mantis.”

Ginger Clintock was waiting in their limo for Aaron, so they could 
get to the airport. The driver was standing outside the car as Aaron was 
off in the distance talking on his cellphone. 

“Why are you calling me, Don?” 
“I talked to James last night when the plane got in, and he told me 

about your orders.” 
“Is there a problem?” 
“Look, Aaron, Patrick and Kyle are flying in from New York 

tonight.” 
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“How do you know this?” 
“I’m friends with one of the NYPD officers who works protection 

for one of the New York teams. He’s also a sniper.” 
“Okay, so why the urgency to call me about this?” 
“Patrick is pissed that you have stopped the shootings for a week.” 
“I don’t give a shit. He’s getting what he wants, what we all want, 

and we have sent a strong message that I want to see sink in.” 
“Well, what I have been told is that Patrick is going to press you to 

allow shootings this weekend.” 
“My position on this is set, Don. I know you have a hard-on for 

several of those guys down there and believe me if we don’t get results 
you take the next shot next week. This is a military style exercise, and 
discipline in the ranks must be upheld. Patrick doesn’t know about that 
because he never served. He doesn’t understand the ramifications of 
even one person stepping out of order. It only takes one to start a murder 
free for all that will take everyone down.” 

“I understand. Thank you for letting me know I get the next shots. 
Just watch your back.” 

“Don, when I’m in your city you’re supposed to watch it.” 
“I’m not your twenty-four hour a day security, Aaron.” 
“Are you saying I need that?” 
“Given the tension right now, it wouldn’t hurt. There’s a lot of heat 

on Patrick and Kyle right now, and Kyle is a twisted freak. I just don’t 
want you or Ginger to get hurt.” 

“Jesus, Don! You sound like a frightened kid. Patrick doesn’t have 
the military background that I or my men have. I’ve never liked Kyle. 
He’s a weasel, but he is no killer, and I don’t think Pat is either. Just 
relax. I’m on the way to the airport now, and I will see you later this 
afternoon at the hotel.” 

Don hung up the line. James was standing next to him and asked, 
“He’s not taking the threat seriously, is he?” 

“No, and I think he’s right. Patrick isn’t going to do anything that 
could jeopardize his livelihood let alone his life.” 
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“You don’t know Patrick as well as I do. He’s a money grubbing son 
of a bitch, and greed and power can make you feel invincible. Patrick 
doesn’t always walk the straight and narrow.” 

“Are you saying you know something about Patrick that the rest of 
us don’t?” 

“Just keep some men close to Aaron and Ginger while Patrick and 
Kyle are in town. Make sure they are visible and armed. An ounce of 
prevention is worth a pound of cure, or in this case loss of life.” 
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Chapter Sixteen
“You better get Aaron and  
Ginger killed right away.”

L
ance and Philly had separated during the night as Tory and Jake had 
gone off shift and then to their homes. It was ten after seven, and 
Lance called John with Philly on conference call. 
“John, we spent all night following two guys who have done nothing 

but work and go home. Are you going to relieve us because we need to 
get some rest?” 

“You can pull off them. I set you up with GPS from their city issued 
phones as well as their personal cellphones. Just check the history when 
you get up and let me know if there is anything out of the ordinary.” 

John hung up the phone as Chris and Karen walked into the kitchen. 
“Did you two get a good night’s sleep?” John and Sara nodded. 

“What about you two?” Sara asked. 
Karen got a little red-faced. “Yes, but not until we had some fun.” 
John smiled, and Sara invited them to breakfast. Chris sat down and 

asked, “Is the Eagle going to pay Clintock a visit?” 
“Yes, but I have been told that he is leaving for New Orleans this 

morning to be with his team, so it will have to be after the weekend.” 
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“And if there are more killings over the weekend?” 
“There won’t be any in LA as both teams are on the road, so that 

would confirm that this is indeed an organized killing spree and that it 
is, as the author of the note states, related to the anthem protests.” 

“Well, it looks like we work the cases we have and then watch 
football starting Thursday night to see if anything happens.” 

“While I doubt we will ever be able to prove it, Ted Mantis’s death 
is a homicide,” Jade said to Jessica as they performed the autopsy. 
Ted’s body was spread open, and Jade was taking samples while Jessica 
removed and weighed organs. “The trachea is crushed; the victim died 
from asphyxiation due to hanging,” Jade said into a microphone headset. 

Jessica looked at her. “You need to give your findings as to the cause 
of death.” 

“I know, but I don’t think it was a suicide.” 
“You can only give the cause of death based on the examination 

pending toxicology reports.” 
“At this time, the cause of death appears to be death by suicide. 

These, however, are preliminary findings until toxicology reports and 
further investigations are completed.” 

“I don’t think killing Mantis was a good idea, Tory,” Jake said. 
“There’s nothing to connect me or you, and Mantis has had it coming 

for years.” 
“There were people in the room while you were dealing with him, 

right?” 
“Yes, but they didn’t speak English, and they were out of it. They 

couldn’t identify me in a lineup or give a good description to a sketch 
artist.” 
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“Well, I think you might have overplayed your hand here. I know 
the guy was a racist and worse but killing him could come back to bite 
us both.” 

“Don’t worry about it. Aaron is out of town with the team, and both 
teams are going to be on the road off and on for several weeks. So, what 
do you want to do with the case files?” 

“The investigation is with ATF and the FBI. I say we file it away and 
go on about our regular case load.”

Patrick and Kyle got into town an hour before Aaron and Ginger. 
They called James to set up a meeting, and James made the arrangements 
after calling Aaron on his plane. Aaron and Ginger’s plane touched 
down at Lake Front Airport at just past two p.m. local time. They went 
straight to their waiting car and to the hotel. As they were riding into the 
city, Ginger asked, “Do you want me at the meeting?” 

“No. It’s going to be tense. I know what Patrick wants, and I don’t 
want you to get upset. You should get a massage and relax.” 

“I’m worried about you. You haven’t been sleeping well and are 
under a lot of stress.” 

“I’ll be fine, honey. I will deal with this and then join you for dinner.” 

You could cut the tension with a knife. Patrick was seated at one 
end of a long conference table next to Kyle, and Aaron and James were 
seated at the other. 

“Why are you calling off the killings for this week, Aaron?” 
“Because we have sent a message to the players, the league, and the 

world. Stand for the national anthem or die.” 
“Have you looked at the ratings from Monday night’s game?” 
“I have.” 
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“This was supposed to be about getting ratings and fans back in seats, 
Aaron. I know it is more personal to you; however, as the commissioner 
of the NFL, the players, unions, and sponsors, we need those ratings to 
rise more.” 

“It’s only for a week. It will let things set in, and then if the  
players insist on behaving badly we will off more of them without 
relenting.” 

“You know, we’ll only get another week or two out of this before 
I have to order the players to stay in the locker room for their safety, 
right?” 

“And you are aware that we know who the players are that disrespect 
America, and we will take them out even if that means on the field. What 
I don’t understand is why you refuse to enforce our own rule regarding 
standing for the national anthem. All you have to do is invoke the rule 
and suspend players who break it, and the fans will be happy, and no 
more blood will need to be shed.”

Patrick had his hands folded in front of him. “The owners want the 
rule invoked. I want the rule invoked, but the players and their unions 
have threatened to strike if we force them to stand.” 

“I don’t give a shit what they want or what they will do. If they 
strike, they don’t get paid. They’ll piss off the American people and 
football fans even more, and sponsors will start dropping them and 
us faster than lightning. Yes, we will take a short-term hit financially, 
but the fans are going to support us and respect us for it, and it is the 
players and the unions who will look like asses not us. The sponsors will 
support us, so why do you want more bloodshed? You know this could 
have been avoided all together if you had just enforced the rule and fines 
at the start of the season.” 

Kyle leaned over and whispered into Patrick’s ear then sat back. 
“Why is Kyle in here, Patrick? Is he the one who is in your ear about 

the killings? Is he the one who wants them to go on?” 
“It’s now a true blood sport, Aaron. People who have never watched 

a game will tune in just to see if someone gets killed. You have changed 
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the whole dynamic of the game. Ratings will skyrocket, profits will roll 
in, and we will be back on top again.” 

James’s facial expression changed from relaxed to alarmed. “Are 
you saying that you want the killing to continue after the anthem issue 
has been resolved?” 

“No one will catch the killers. Aaron has them in his pocket. There 
will always be some dumb ass spouting out something stupid, so there 
will be an endless amount of fodder for a killing. Hell, you can even 
just wound players once or twice a month, and we will still be on the 
winning side of this.” 

Aaron began to shake as he spoke, “This was never about the anthem 
to you was it, Patrick? You wanted the blood. You want the ratings. You 
want to keep killing people for the sake of making a buck. I started this 
for one reason and one reason only … to respect the memory of my son, 
for the veterans on active duty and out of the service. I wanted this to 
send a message of intolerance for disrespect of our nation and our flag. 
This was NEVER intended to go on for a long period of time. You’re 
out of your damn mind.” 

“Hardly, Aaron. I’m a businessman just like you. All I want is to make 
money and help the league make money. You started this movement, 
and I intend to see that it not only goes on but that we profit from it.” 

“You are stark raving mad. Do you even hear yourself? I’m not 
going to ask my men to make mass killings their full-time job. You 
manipulated my grief to your advantage. You’re placing yourself in a 
very, very dangerous position, Patrick. Are you aware of that?” 

“I was in New York when the players were murdered, Aaron. Only 
a handful of owners know what’s going on, and no one is going to say a 
word because they don’t want to end up in prison or dead. The movement 
will go on with or without you even if that means that I have you killed.” 

Aaron stood up. “Let me tell you something, you little shit. You are 
lucky I’m not armed right now because if I was I would blow your damn 
head off. You dare to threaten me? You and your weasel over there sit in 
your offices in New York spinning your web of lies, pulling all of us into 
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this hot bed of deception. You could have solved this but refused, and 
now you dare to threaten me? Your life isn’t worth a nickel now, Pat, nor 
is Kyle’s. The killing stops now, and you better grow eyes in the back of 
your head because I am turning all eyes on you.” 

Aaron and James walked out of the room. Kyle had a smile on his 
face, and Patrick asked, “So, now what?” 

“We will have a killing this weekend. First, Aaron and his wife then 
two players. I will handle it myself.” 

 “Well, you better get Aaron and Ginger killed right away before he 
spreads this news and starts more shit.”

“That was a fast meeting.” 
“Don’t unpack. We’re flying back to LA right now.” 
“What’s wrong, Aaron?” 
“The meeting didn’t go well, and you’re in danger. I’m going to 

have Jake get us some private security while James and I decide how to 
deal with this situation.” 

There was a knock on the hotel room door, and James answered it to 
see Don standing with two other men in the hall. “I have protection for 
Aaron and Ginger, James.” 

“Thanks, but they are going back to LA now. The meeting with 
Patrick didn’t go well. He’s lost his mind.” 

“I picked up on it a bit. He just called me and asked for a meeting 
with all of my men in his room.” 

Aaron walked over to the door, “Who is this, James?” 
“I’m sorry, Aaron. You only know Don by reputation. This is 

Detective Don Strange of the New Orleans Police Department. He has 
set up security for you and Ginger.” 

Aaron shook Don’s hand. “The only security that we need at the 
moment is a police escort to the airport.” 

“We can handle that, Mr. Clintock. Can you tell me what happened?” 
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“Patrick Swan has gone insane. He needs to be placed on a seventy-
two-hour psychiatric hold.” 

“He’s that bad?” 
“Worse, detective. Can you do that?” 
“Um … if you want to file a police report and tell us exactly who 

he is a threat to and why, we could get a psychiatric hold order from a 
judge.” 

Aaron shook his head. “James has spoken to you about my orders, 
right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 
“While we have never met before, your reputation in the military 

and on the police force is very impressive. I read your jacket.” 
“Thank you, sir.” 
“There has to be a way you can grab Patrick and his assistant Kyle 

Franks and lock them up.” 
“We can do an unofficial hold on the two men.” 
“What does that entail?” 
“We grab them and lock them up in one of our safe houses for a few 

days.” 
“How much will it cost?” 
“Oh, I think my men could handle it for a hundred thousand.” 
“Done. Give James the banking information, and I will have the 

money wired to you. Don’t release them until you speak to me.” 
“No problem.” He turned to two officers in the foyer and said, “Find 

Mr. Swan and Mr. Franks and take them to my safehouse outside of 
town.” The two men left. “This is just a quick fix, sir. I will have to 
release the two men in a couple of days.” 

“I wish you could kill them.” 
“No can do. Killing unpatriotic idiots is one thing but killing the 

commissioner of football and his assistant? No can do.” 
“He has threatened my life and the life of my wife.” 
“Then I suggest you get private security, Mr. Clintock. If these men 

are as deranged as you say, they have the connections.” 
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Aaron laughed. “I would love for them to do it themselves. I will 
wipe the floor with them.” 

Don shook his head. “Don’t underestimate Mr. Swan or Mr. Franks, 
sir. They are more savvy than you might think.” 

“Oh? How so?” 
“Let’s just say that both men were in government work for a decade 

before coming into the private sector. They know people, and they have 
their own talents.”
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Chapter Seventeen
“Are we going for Clintock?”

A
aron Clintock is back in Los Angeles,” Jim told John over the 
phone. 

“Really? Didn’t he just leave for New Orleans this morning?” 
“He did, but for whatever reason he’s back, and two of my senior 

detectives, Gary Robinson and Chuck Spain, just put in for vacation 
starting tonight.” 

“Did you grant it?” 
“HR did. These guys have a ton of vacation time. I have a feeling 

that these two are going to be doing more than vacationing.” 
“Security for Clintock?” 
“Yep. Something happened in New Orleans, and it wasn’t good. I 

spoke to one of my friends who works for the New Orleans PD. She 
said that several of her men were off duty and providing protection for 
the teams when there was a notice that Commissioner Patrick Swan and 
his assistant Kyle Franks were coming into town. She told me that there 
was a meeting between Clintock and Swan, and when it was over he 
requested a police escort to the airport and was very, very upset.” 

“Then I need to pay him a visit.” 

“
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“He has a hell of a mansion in Bel Air, and it’s not hard to find. 
It overlooks Stone Canyon Reservoir off Beverly Glen and is on 
Clintock Lane and gate guarded. John Swenson might be able to get 
in, but you’re going to have one hell of a time trying to sneak in there 
as the Eagle.” 

“I’ll get in. Any news on the others we’re watching?” 
“Nothing I haven’t already told you. The two detectives on vacation 

leave will fuckin’ know you on sight, John, and so will Clintock. Just 
how the fuck do you plan to break into a compound dressed in the 
Eagle’s body armor and mask?” 

“With a little help from my friends.” 
“Oh shit! What the fuck does that mean?” 
“You and Chris are going to pay a visit to Clintock using Chris’s 

truck. I will hide out in the back, and when you’re waved in I will make 
my entrance while you make small talk, then you and Chris will leave 
and wait for me on the road.” 

“I assume this is going to be done under the cover of darkness?” 
“No, Jim. I thought I would just stroll out of the truck and introduce 

myself to any staff he has.” 
Jim laughed. “Fine, fine. Have Chris pick me up at the office. We 

should be able to get you in there before my men are on scene.”

Patrick and Kyle were blindfolded and left in a room at Don’s home. 
“What the hell is going on here?” Patrick yelled. 

“Just relax, Mr. Swan. It’s for your own protection.” 
“My protection? Who put you up to this and who the hell are you?” 
“All good questions but questions that I can’t answer. Now, you and 

your assistant are going to be with us for a few days. We will make you 
as comfortable as possible. However, should you decide to give us any 
shit … well, we will make your stay with us downright uncomfortable. 
Get the picture?” 
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Kyle hadn’t said a word since their abduction. The blindfolds were 
removed as were the handcuffs. The room they were in was windowless 
with little light. The shadowy figures of three men could be seen in a 
corner. 

“Would you two care for something to eat or drink?” 
“I want to know what the fuck Kyle and I are doing here?” 
“I have already told you all that I can. Now, this is not a hotel. If you 

want a meal before we lock this room up for the night, let us know, and 
we will try to accommodate. If you refuse, you won’t eat until morning.” 

“I want to be in my hotel. I have business to attend to.” 
“Do you want food?” 
Kyle spoke up, “Can we get a couple of burgers and fries?” 
“Of course. And to drink?” 
“Coke, please.” 
The men left the room, and Patrick asked, “What the fuck, Kyle? I 

want out of here, not to give in to these assholes.” 
“You must accept the fact that we are in a situation that is out of our 

control, Pat. We don’t know who these men are, or why they have taken 
us, but pissing them off when they don’t appear to mean us harm will 
get us nowhere. We just have to roll with it.” 

“This is Aaron’s doing.” 
“I agree but getting pissed at these men isn’t going to help us. We’ll 

just ride this out and when we get released we’ll go to LA and finish that 
son of a bitch and his cunt wife.” 

Patrick was quiet for several minutes then stood up and walked 
around the room. There were two double beds and a bathroom as well 
as a living room and dining area. He turned on the bathroom lights and 
looked around then found other light switches and turned them on. 
“Well, it’s not the Ritz, but it’s clean.” 

“You might as well relax. There’s a TV in here. Let’s see what type 
of channels we get. Perhaps we can get a look at the outside world.” 

“You’re awful accepting of this situation, Kyle. It’s very out of 
character for you.” 
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Kyle walked the room and then went into the bathroom and came 
out with a piece of cord, “What the fuck is that?” 

“A makeshift garrote cable. When dinner is served, I will take out 
our host and any other people in this damn place and then we can get on 
a plane to LA.”  

“Are we going for Clintock?” 
“Yes, but he’s not the first target. I need to take out Jake Taylor and 

Tory Strand. They’re at the top of Aaron’s killing food chain; they are 
also his highest in command. They must die in order for us to get control 
over the rest of the men, and if need be, we will bring in our own people 
to get this party started and kill every one of these weak sons of bitches 
who won’t follow through.” 

Chris pulled his truck up to the security gate at Aaron Clintock’s 
home. There was a buzzer box, and he pressed the button, and a male 
voice came over the speaker, asking, “Can I help you?” 

“My name is Special Agent Chris Mantel with the FBI, and I’m here 
with Undersheriff Jim O’Brian to speak to Mr. Clintock.” 

“Mr. Clintock isn’t taking visitors at this time.” 
“Yes, he is, now open the gate.” 
The double steel gates slowly opened. Chris rolled up the window, 

and John said from the back of the truck, “You’re getting good at this.” 
Jim laughed. “Yeah, now if we can just get him to get a clue on 

crimes he would be a hell of an agent.” 
Chris frowned as they drove the windy driveway up to the Clintock 

mansion. As they crested a hill, the mansion came into view, and Chris 
called out to John, “Um … John.” 

“Yes.” 
“I’m looking at Clintock’s home, and it makes your place look like 

a cabin on the sea.”
“Thanks, Chris.” 
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Jim was staring at the house as they approached. “It’s a monster! 
We will have to talk you in over the earpiece; you’ll get lost otherwise.” 

Chris pulled up to the entrance of the house where two armed men 
greeted them, asked for ID, then showed him where to park. Once they 
were parked, Jim looked around and said, “There is a side door off the 
passenger side of the truck. You should be able to at least gain entry. It’s 
about fifty feet off the front entrance.” 

“Thanks, Jim. Chris, you two just need to have your GPS activated 
on your tablets. As long as I can see you, I can find my way around.” 
The two men turned on their tablets and stepped out of the truck. Chris 
pressed his hand to his right ear as John spoke, “Just ask Clintock why 
he is back from New Orleans so quickly. Don’t get into too much with 
him. When I’m in position, I will let you know. Is there enough cover 
for me to get down the drive to the truck?” 

“Yes. The road is two lanes wide and is lined with heavy brush and 
trees. There’s also a boat dock that goes down to the reservoir, so in the 
worst-case scenario you can go down to the water and work your way 
over to the main road.” 

“Let’s try to keep me high and dry, guys, now get in there.” 
Aaron met the men at the front door and excused his guards. He 

walked Jim and Chris into a small sitting room and, once seated, Chris 
got straight to the point. “Mr. Clintock, we had intended to meet with 
you this morning but learned that you had left for New Orleans to be 
with your team.” 

“That’s correct. What did you want to meet with me about?” 
“I will get to that in a moment. We were told that you were going to 

be out of town until Sunday night, yet you’re here. Did you even leave?” 
“Yes.” 
“So, you flew halfway across the country to be with your team and 

then within a few hours flew back to Los Angeles?” 
“Yes.” 
“May I ask what precipitated the sudden departure from New 

Orleans back to LA?” 
“You may not.” 
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Jim was sitting across from Chris near Clintock. “Why can’t we ask, 
and why don’t you want to talk about it?” Jim asked. 

“Personal issues, gentlemen. What it is that you wish to speak to me 
about? I have business that needs my attention.” 

John had put on his body armor and mask and made his way to the 
side door. He was surprised to find it unlocked. His counter surveillance 
equipment was doing its job, and he looked at the GPS blips from Chris 
and Jim that allowed him to see where they were. He slipped through an 
entry door and into a long hallway. He pulled up Clintock’s phone on his 
tablet and got a GPS signal right away. The three men were all in close 
proximity to each other, so he moved along a wall to a large mahogany 
door and opened it. He looked around to see books, a desk, and other 
furniture. He whispered into his earpiece, “I’m in a library or office 
right off the room you’re in, Chris. Wrap it up.”

Aaron was sitting with his hands folded in his lap. “Agent Mantel, 
Sheriff O’Brian, you have asked me about the men who do security at 
our stadium at least five times, and I have told you that I don’t handle 
those situations. Now, I don’t want to be rude, but I’m a bit jetlagged 
and have business to attend to in my office.” 

“So, you’re leaving the house?” Chris asked.
“No. My office is through those doors.” Aaron pointed to a pair 

of sliding doors that were closed. “Now, if you will excuse me I am 
expecting visitors, and I need to get some work finished before they 
arrive.” 

“Those visitors wouldn’t be deputies Spain and Robinson, would 
they?” Jim asked curtly. 

“No, Mr. O’Brian. What would make you ask a question like that?” 
“Just curious, that’s all. The two men put in for sudden vacation 

time, and I know they do protection for your team and thought perhaps 
you needed them.” 
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“Well, I don’t, now, again, if you will excuse me, I have important 
business to attend to.” Chris and Jim stood as Aaron summoned one 
of his guards to see them out. Once they were gone, Aaron asked if 
Robinson and Spain had arrived but was told no. “When they do, please 
have them take a seat in the outer foyer and page me.” The guard nodded 
as Aaron opened the doors into his office and then closed them behind 
him. It was dark inside, and he pulled the cord on a banker’s lamp and 
picked up the phone and called Don, asking him, “Did you take care of 
my problem?” 

“Indeed, Mr. Clintock. We have Mr. Swan and Mr. Franks in my 
safehouse under lock and key. They are not happy, and they know this 
has been done under your order.” 

“Well, hold them until at least Sunday night. I need time to figure 
out what to do about them.”

“Well, I can tell you that my room is monitored, and Mr. Franks 
has calmed Mr. Swan down and has made it clear as soon as they are 
released that they are heading to LA to kill you and your wife.”

“They said that?” 
“Yes, sir, so whatever you are going to do you better do it fast because 

we will hold them as requested but come Sunday we will release them 
as we can’t be compromised.” 

“I understand. You will stand by my orders, correct?” 
“No killings this weekend. All of the men have your orders. We 

aren’t happy about them, but we will honor them.” 
“Thank you, Don. Please work with James on the team safety for the 

Sunday game and call me before you release Mr. Swan and Mr. Franks.” 
“Will do.” 
Aaron hung up and fell into an oversized leather chair behind his 

desk. The room was dark, and he couldn’t see the Eagle sitting in a 
corner near the double doors. 

“Good evening, Mr. Clintock.” Aaron jumped and reached for a top 
desk drawer. “You won’t find your gun, sir. I have it.” There was a free-
standing lamp next to the oxblood leather chair the Eagle was sitting in. 
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He pulled on a cord, and the light came on, shining a low glow over the 
Eagle as he sat holding his own weapon in his lap pointed at the man 
with Aaron’s nine-millimeter handgun in his other hand. 

“Who the hell are you and how did you get into my home?” 
“How I got in isn’t important at this moment, and I know you know 

who I am.” 
“You’re … you’re…” Aaron froze.
“Yes, Mr. Clintock. I’m the Iron Eagle.” 
Aaron slumped in his chair, “They sent you to kill me?” 
“Who are they?” 
“Patrick Swan and Kyle Franks.” 
“Commissioner Swan?” Aaron nodded. “No. Who is Kyle Franks?” 
“He is the assistant to Mr. Swan. So, if they didn’t send you, why 

are you here?” 
The Eagle laughed. “You know exactly why I’m here. You’re 

heading an organized group of killers who are taking revenge on players 
because of the anthem protests.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
“Please don’t play dumb with me, Mr. Clintock. You were just on 

the phone with one of your men who, based on your brief conversation, 
currently has Mr. Swan and his assistant in some type of custody. 
They have threatened your life, and you are hoping to figure out a way 
to take them out before they take you out. Do I have a clear picture 
so far?” 

“It wasn’t supposed to go down like this.” 
“How was it supposed to go, Mr. Clintock?” 
“What the hell does it matter now? You’re going to kill me. I know 

your reputation, and I was warned I could end up on your radar.” 
“You heard correctly. You got on my radar as have Detectives Strand 

and Taylor. I know about your son, Mr. Clintock. I know about his 
death, his black operative mission, and his final resting place in section 
twenty-seven at Arlington.” 

“How could you know all of this? This is classified.” 
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“I have access. The death of your son was the impetus for these 
killings? You have a crack unit of former black operatives, all snipers, 
who are doing the killing?” 

“Yes.” 
“You asked the man on the phone if he understood about this 

weekend. What does he understand?” 
“I ordered that there be no killings this week.” 
“I see, and your orders are always followed?” 
“Yes. These are good men who are just as fed up with the disrespect 

as any of us.” 
“Why does Mr. Swan want you dead?” 
“I flew to New Orleans this morning with my wife for what was to 

be an uneventful weekend game. I got notice en route that Mr. Swan and 
Mr. Franks were coming from New York and wanted to meet with me. 
When Swan learned I had ordered the killings stopped for the weekend, 
he lost it. He wants to keep the killing going. He wants to keep ratings 
up with a new blood sport in football and perhaps other sports. In short, 
he’s out of his damn mind and plans to have me and my wife killed, so 
he can take over the operation and make it a free for all.” 

“I see, well, we can’t have that now, can we?” 
Aaron peered into the dead eyes of the Eagle’s mask. “No, we can’t. 

I know what you do, and I know some of the methods you employ to get 
information and or just to punish those who kill.” 

“I get information when I need it through torture, but that’s a last 
resort. My methods of killing are wide and varied and depend on the 
depth of the depravity of my victims and theirs. You didn’t pull the 
trigger, Mr. Clintock, but you are as guilty as the man who did. Who 
fired the shots?” 

“Jake Taylor. He’s a master marksman. He hated Madden and 
Arthur.” 

“So, he decided to target these men?” 
“Not exactly. Madden was on the top of our list based on his behavior. 

His racist rant Sunday morning only added fuel to the fire, and Jake and 
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his men who work security refused protection that day, and Jake and the 
others set up the kill.” 

“And the other two men?” 
“Collateral damage. They were not intended targets; however, 

they were kneeling in disrespect of our nation, so they got what they 
deserved.” 

“And Arthur?” 
“Do I really need to give you an explanation of that one?” 
“Yes, you do. If you had him killed just because he challenged Mr. 

Taylor to shoot him, that’s an issue.” 
“Do you even follow football? Do you know who these children are? 

Do you follow their antics? It’s like paying mega millions of dollars to 
a bunch of kindergarten babies who whine, bitch, moan, and complain 
while collecting their huge salaries and disrespecting everything that I 
fought for, that my son died for, and millions of others fought and died 
for since the founding of this country. My son came home in a box, Mr. 
Eagle. There was only one other person who met the plane at Dover 
when he came back to American soil.” 

“I know. President Hernandez.” 
“Yes. The President was there. He gave us his condolences then had 

our son’s body taken away. You are obviously former military. A black 
operative. Am I correct?” 

“Yes.” 
“Then you know what happened next. He was cremated and buried 

in section twenty-seven. No honor guard, no twenty-one-gun salute, just 
the flag that covered his casket on the flight home.” 

“But the planning for these killings had been in the works, Mr. 
Clintock. Your son’s death might have pushed up your timeline, but it 
was going to happen anyway.” 

“Yes, it was. When Scott learned he had been promoted, he was 
supposed to be back in D.C. receiving his promotion. Instead, he was in 
a Humvee with his men coming back from a mission. The irony in the 
whole thing is that he died protecting his men, standing a post doing a 
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dirty secret job. So, I was angry. I had had enough, but Scott was angry, 
too. I told him of the plot I was working on.” 

“And what did he say about it?” 
“He didn’t like it. He knew about the injustice in this country in 

law enforcement and other fields. He felt that the way the players were 
going about the whole thing was ridiculous. His fellow soldiers felt the 
same way, but he didn’t want me to kill the players. He wanted Patrick 
to enforce our league’s anthem standing rule.” 

“And you spoke to Mr. Swan about that rule?” 
“All of the owners did, but Patrick refused to push the issue. Instead 

he caved to the players and unions. Their behavior became more and 
more out of control. I hired these men to play a game, and I paid millions 
of dollars to many of them to do that. When you hire an employee, 
that employee must follow the company handbook, right?” The Eagle 
nodded. “Well, they pissed on the handbook and on the American people. 
As a team owner, I have no voice. I can’t punish these spoiled brats, fire 
them, force them to respect the men and women who serve and have 
paid the ultimate sacrifice for their freedoms and the flag that flies over 
every state in this country and on every battlefield since the American 
Revolution. So … I took it upon myself to stop it or at least try, and now 
here you sit. I was warned you were watching, that you were looking for 
me and the killers, and we were told we would die badly at your hand.” 

“How many men are involved in this situation?” 
“A dozen.” 
“All former military and all local, county, and state police?” 
“Yes.” 
“Your orders are for no killings this weekend?” 
“Yes.” 
“But Mr. Swan and Mr. Franks want the killings?” 
“Yes.” 
“Do you know anything about their backgrounds before they got 

involved with football?” 
“No.” 
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“I do. Both men were operatives in the CIA for nearly two decades. 
Both men are dangerous, Mr. Swan for money and Mr. Franks, well, Mr. 
Franks is a killer.” 

“How do you know so much?” 
“It’s my job to know. Your life is in jeopardy. I have read the letter 

left by Mr. Taylor, which you wrote, correct?” Aaron nodded. “I’m 
sensitive to your situation, and I’m sorry that your son died the way 
he did and was treated the way he was, but that’s what we sign on for 
when we decide to become deep black operatives in any branch of the 
military. We do our jobs knowing that, in many cases, if discovered, 
our government will deny any knowledge of us and our mission. They 
won’t negotiate for us or save us. We simply cease to exist. It’s the price 
paid for freedom.” 

There was a knock on Aaron’s office door, and Ginger stepped in 
near Aaron’s desk without seeing the Eagle. “Who are you talking to, 
honey?” 

“Death.” 
Ginger got a confused look on her face as Aaron lifted a shaking 

finger in the direction of the Eagle. Ginger jumped and moved behind 
Aaron’s chair. 

“What in heavens name is that?” 
“There is nothing heavenly about me, Mrs. Clintock. If anything, 

where I go hell follows. Allow me to introduce myself. I’m the Iron 
Eagle.” 

“Oh, dear God … please, please don’t kill us.” 
“Why would I want to kill you?” Aaron hung his head and Ginger 

looked on into the dead eyes of the Eagle. “So, this is a family affair, 
Mr. Clintock?” 

Ginger stood up. “If you’re asking if I know what’s been going on, 
then the answer is yes, and I support it. So, you’re the serial killer that 
is in the news all the time?” 

“I’m not a serial killer, Mrs. Clintock. I bring justice when law 
enforcement and the courts can’t or won’t or the person or persons are 
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just so vile they don’t deserve to waste the court’s time. I hunt them 
down and take them out.” 

“Well, then we must be animals in your eyes.” 
“No. I don’t see that. I don’t agree with the methods employed, but I 

do understand what you are trying to accomplish. I don’t think that you 
will accomplish your mission this way; it is only going to end in your 
deaths. You two have crossed two very dangerous men, and they are 
going to come for you … and that’s exactly what I want them to do.” 

Aaron sat up in his chair. “I don’t understand.” 
“I’m giving Mr. Taylor’s letter to the press. Can you contact the 

detective who has Swan and Franks?” 
“I have Detective Strange’s cellphone number.” 
“Call him.” 
Aaron picked up his cellphone and hit redial, but it went to voicemail. 

“There is no answer, just voicemail.” 
“That’s because the detective and his men are most likely dead.” 
“Dead?” Ginger had her hand over her mouth as she said the words, 

and Aaron just stared into the eyes of the Eagle. 
“These detectives have no idea who they are dealing with or how to 

protect themselves.” 
“How can you find out if they’re dead?” 
“I have contacts. They will get to Mr. Strange, but I would imagine 

that Mr. Swan and Mr. Franks are en route to Los Angeles right now.” 
“So, what do we do?” 
“The deputies that are coming to your home are Robinson and Spain, 

right?” Aaron nodded. “I will get word to their superiors to notify them 
they aren’t on vacation, and that they are guarding you and your wife.” 

“You can do that?” 
“I can do that.” 
“Then what?” 
“We’re going to set a trap for Swan and Franks.” 
“And just how do you propose that we do that?” 
“Publicly, Mr. Clintock, very, very publicly.” 
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Chapter Eighteen
“Oh, this day just keeps  

getting better.”

T
wo of Don’s men were seated in the living room playing cards when 
he returned with the food. His cellphone was ringing on his belt, but 
his hands were full. “Shit! It will have to go to voicemail. Did you 

have any problems while I was out?” 
“Nope. They have been as quiet as church mice.” 
“Good. I want to get this over with, so we can get back on schedule. 

I will take them their food and then we can all play cards.” Patrick 
was standing in the middle of the room when Don unlocked the door. 
“Where is Kyle?” 

“In the bathroom. He’s feeling a bit ill. I’m sure it’s due to hunger. 
Is that dinner?” 

Don walked into the room as Kyle slipped behind him. “Yes. Enjoy. 
I will see you in the morning.” 

“No, you won’t.” Don opened his mouth to respond as Kyle garroted 
him and pulled his body into the bathroom and took his weapon. 

Patrick called out, “There is something wrong with your officer.” 
The two men rushed into the room only to receive two quick headshots 



138 • Chapter Eighteen

and have their bodies dragged into the bathroom as well. “Jesus, Kyle. 
We have three dead cops now.” 

“So? No one knows where we are, and no one knows where these 
guys are, now let’s get to LA and finish off Aaron and his bitch wife, so 
we can get these killings back on track.”

Jim and Chris had been talking in his truck when John appeared 
with his body armor in his hands at the end of the drive. He had only his 
mask on when he jumped into the truck and said, “Drive.” 

Chris pulled onto Clintock Lane and then turned onto Beverly. “So, 
what the fuck happened?” Jim asked.

“Clintock is the mastermind behind the killings with the support 
of his wife. Detective Jake Taylor is our shooter here in LA, helped by 
Detective Tory Strand as well as two of your deputies, Gary Robinson 
and Chuck Spain.” 

“So, where are the Clintocks?” 
“At home.” 
“Did you kill them?” 
“No.” 
“Are you going to fuckin’ kill them?” 
“I don’t know.” 
Jim turned in his seat. “What the fuck just happened back there?” 
“Clintock started the killings as a form of counter protest to the 

craziness of the players’ juvenile actions. The death of his son pushed 
him over.” 

“So, what now?” 
“Patrick Swan and his assistant Kyle Franks are a problem. Clintock 

ordered no killings this weekend, and Swan and Franks ended up in 
New Orleans with their own agenda. They want the killings to continue, 
and they have threatened the Clintocks lives.” 

Chris had pulled the truck onto the 405 Freeway and asked, “So, 
what do we do now?” 
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“Swan and Franks are being held by police in a safehouse in New 
Orleans until Sunday.” 

“What happens after Sunday?” 
“They’ll be released, and they have vowed to kill the Clintocks.” 
Jim had a cigarette in his hand and asked if he could smoke. Chris 

nodded, so Jim lit up and asked, “Do we know who has these two men?” 
“Detective Don Strange in New Orleans. Do you know him?” 
Jim took a deep hit off his cigarette and blew the smoke out the 

window. “I’ve heard of him.” 
“Well, he has no idea the type of men he has in custody in his 

safehouse.” 
Jim pulled his cellphone out and made a call. “Silvia, it’s Jim 

O’Brian.” He had his phone on speaker.
“Jim O’Brian … my, oh my. What has you calling me at this hour?” 
“I think you have some dead men.” 
“Come again?” 
“It’s a long story, Silvia. Do you have a Don Strange under your 

command?” 
“Yes.” 
“Do you know where he lives?” 
“No, Jim. In New Orleans we don’t give out that information to our 

employers. What’s wrong with you, you, dumb ass? Of course I know 
where he lives.” John laughed, and Silvia asked, “Who’s that? Am I on 
speakerphone?” 

“Yeah, the laugh was from Deputy Director John Swenson.” 
“John! How are you, darling?” 
“I’ve been better, Silvia.” 
“What’s wrong, sweetheart? I haven’t seen your handsome face in 

years.” 
“I’m afraid that some of your men are dead.” 
“You have my attention.” 
“Don Strange had taken in two house guests by request of a friend.” 
“And who might these guests be?” 
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“I can’t tell you that right now. I just need you to roll multiple units 
to Strange’s home and use caution.” 

“Do I need to send SWAT?” 
“It wouldn’t hurt, though I think the killers are long gone.” 
“John, you speak as if you know my man is dead.” 
“Men, Silvia, men. I don’t know how many.” 
“I’m sending out a team now.” 
Jim had a lung full of smoke and coughed lightly as he spoke, 

“Thanks, Silvia. Once you know what’s going on, please call me back.” 
“You’re still smoking, Jim? I thought that Barbara would have 

beaten that out of you by now.” There was a long pause. “Jim, are you 
still there?” 

“Yes, Silvia. I’m here.” 
“Did I say something wrong? Barbara’s one tough woman, Jim, 

that’s all I’m saying.” 
Jim got teary-eyed, “Um … Barbara’s dead, Silvia.” 
“She’s WHAT?” 
“She passed away several months ago of cancer. She gave it a hell 

of a fight, but in the end, it took her from me.” 
“Oh, Jim, I’m so sorry. No one called me. I had no idea.” 
“That was by design. Barbara only told a handful of people. Local 

folks learned of her death and condolences have been coming in.” 
“Well, shit, Jim. I wish I would have known. I would have gotten my 

ass on a plane and been there for you. How are you holding up?” 
“I’m getting better. Barbara and I had things worked out in the end.” 
“You’re not one for being alone. Who’s taking care of you?” 
“An old friend has been helping me out. Now, look, I’m fine, but I 

don’t think your men are. Please roll a team and call me when you have 
information.” 
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Robinson and Spain arrived at Aaron and Ginger’s home at just after 
ten p.m. Chuck had his phone in his hand as Aaron opened the front 
door. “Why did I just get a call that Gary and I are working protection 
for you and Ginger?” 

“It’s a long story, but our covers have been blown, and Patrick Swan 
and Kyle Franks are on the war path to kill me and Ginger and take over 
the operation.” 

Gary looked at Chuck and then at the two private security guards 
that worked for Aaron. “Well, okay then. You men take the outside 
perimeter. Any movement shoot first and ask questions later. Aaron, 
where’s Ginger?” 

“She’s laying down. It has been a long day.” 
“As long as you are home you should be safe. Neither one of you 

leave the house without protection.” Aaron nodded. “I’m going to call 
Tory and Jake. We’re going to need extra hands out here.” 

Gary walked off, and Chuck asked, “Who knows about the plot?” 
Aaron shuddered. “The Iron Eagle.” 
Chuck shuddered as well and said, “The Iron Eagle?” 
“Yes.” 
“Oh, this day just keeps getting better and better and better.”
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Chapter Nineteen
“A non-fatal projectile.” 

H
ow are you going to do this?” Patrick asked Kyle as their private 
jet crossed the Rockies. 

“The police in New Orleans know about the murders by now.” 
“How is that possible? Do you think that Aaron talked to someone 

already? We can’t come at Aaron directly. He would be expecting that, 
especially after our conversation, and he will have heavy security, plus 
we would get caught. We have to use more stealth in how we take Aaron 
and Ginger out.” 

“Indeed, but you have to leave the details to me. Three dead cops 
and you and me in their custody at the time of the murders is going 
to put us in the thick of it. While you might not be a killer, you are an 
accessory to murder, and while I can disappear, you can’t. Taking out 
Aaron and Ginger is only part of what has to happen. Some high-level 
law enforcement need to be taken out, too, in order to protect you and 
your mission.”

“I don’t understand. You want to kill police?” 
“Police, sheriff’s deputies, and federal agents.” 
“Just how the fuck are you going to do that?” 

“
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“I really don’t know. But before I take out Aaron and Ginger, I 
need to take out someone high up in law enforcement in Los Angeles. 
Someone well recognized … and as publicly as possible.”

The lair was quiet when the men entered. Jim sat down in the 
conference room as did Chris. John stood staring at the glowing eyes 
of the Eagle sculpture and thumbing his fingers on the table. “What are 
you thinking?” Chris asked.

“It doesn’t make sense.” 
Jim put his feet up on the table. “What doesn’t make sense?” 
“Swan and Franks. We know the officers that were holding them are 

dead. Swan isn’t a killer, but Franks is.” 
“So, Franks made the killings with Swan. This isn’t rocket science,” 

Jim said while lighting a cigarette.
“Swan is going to throw his career and his life away to keep a 

movement that he knows is now dead going? It doesn’t add up for me.” 
“When have the motives of mad men added up to you?” 
John looked at Chris, who was slumped in his chair, “They never 

do, Chris.” 
“Then we need to figure out who is next on the hit list.” 
“He won’t go after the Clintocks right away.” 
Jim was blowing smoke rings. “If you were in their spot, who would 

you target to draw attention away from yourself?” 
“Someone important outside of the sports world.” 
“So, perhaps a high-ranking person in law enforcement? Someone 

that everyone would recognize. Someone that would send all officials 
rushing to protect their own?” 

“Yes. It would only be a temporary distraction, but it would give me 
enough time to get to my intended target.” 

Jim nodded. “What Swan doesn’t know is that he is already dead.” 
Chris had a confused look on his face. “How do you mean?” 
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Jim shook his head. “They really gave you a gun and a fuckin’ 
badge? Jesus, the Bureau is desperate for bodies. Franks is a ghost. He 
has deep ties to the NSA as well as the CIA. All he has to do is make 
a call, and he will vanish, and no one will find him. Swan, well, Swan 
is fucked. I’m sure that Franks has him deluded into thinking that by 
taking out Clintock and perhaps his wife that, somehow, he is going to 
be able to keep this murder spree going. He’s not, of course, but based 
on the conversation Clintock told us about, Swan wants ratings and 
money, and he thinks the power he wields as the head of the league is 
going to insulate him from the crimes and make him a hero to everyone 
by saving the league and its reputation from failure. The only reason 
that Swan is still alive is Franks needs him to finish what he wants to get 
done, which is to rid the world of Clintock.” 

“Why would Franks have that much animosity for Clintock?” 
“Well, Chris, Clintock and Franks have a sorted history. Franks 

served under Clintock many years ago. There has been bad blood 
between them for decades. Clintock came out of the military already 
wealthy after inheriting a successful business from his family. He didn’t 
have to work. He could have been a trust fund guy and lived happily 
ever after, but he didn’t do that. He worked to make his empire even 
greater by including a couple of sports franchises. He’s also a silent 
partner in the Angels.” 

“Why silent?” 
“He keeps a low profile in that investment to keep his focus on 

football, but rumor has it that he has his eye on some other local sports 
teams, even NASCAR.” 

“Okay, but how does that involve Franks?” 
John was listening as Chris asked questions, and Jim answered 

them. “Franks didn’t come from money. He also wasn’t an exemplary 
soldier. He was busted down in rank multiple times through his career 
by Clintock. So, when he got out of the military and federal work, he 
went to the one thing he knew well, sports. He started off as an agent and 
moved on into management with several teams around the U.S. He got 
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a reputation as an aggressive defender of the teams’ right to autonomy 
and defended the players and got in the middle of the anthem protests 
that started a few years ago. Swan got wind of Franks, and one thing led 
to another, and he brought him on as his personal assistant. Franks rose 
from obscurity to the second most powerful person in the league, but 
he has always had his eye on Clintock. Now, he’s in a position to start 
shit for him with the league. Then Clintock’s son got killed in battle, 
and while technically a secret, Franks got ahold of the information 
and leaked it to his boss and some of the team owners in the league. 
However, the story wasn’t quite true, and Clintock got less attention and 
respect than he had before.” 

“Why?” 
“Franks made up a sorted tale about Scott Clintock. People love 

sorted tales, and Aaron’s son was painted in a bad light, and Franks 
was even able to get this misinformation to the teams and players 
without directly naming Scott or Clintock and added fuel to the 
protest fire.” 

John had taken a seat. “You think that Franks is the one who has 
stoked the flames of these protests using Clintock’s son’s death?” 

“Yeah, I fuckin’ do. I think that Franks wanted to piss off Clintock 
to the point that he would take action against the players, thus starting 
the chain reaction that led us to where we are right now. Five dead 
players, TV ratings on the rise, and Clintock in the cross hairs of law 
enforcement, thus ending everything that he’s built and destroying 
him from the inside out. What Franks didn’t factor in was the quick 
response from law enforcement. He gambled that we would all chase 
our tails for several weeks as killings continued and ratings rose, then 
he would take out Clintock and, even as that investigation went on, the 
killings could continue through the season.” 

“But Franks doesn’t understand law enforcement,” Chris said.
“No. He had law enforcement pegged right. What he didn’t factor in 

was the Eagle.” 
“The Eagle?” 
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“Yeah, the fuckin’ Eagle. Had this started in any other city, we 
would be put on alert, but we would not have been front and center in the 
investigation. Clintock, in his anger to punish these fools, didn’t take 
into account the Eagle either. Had he started killing in any other city, 
his plan would have taken hold, and they might have gotten through 
the whole season, perhaps even more, if they stayed out of killing in 
the LA market. But Swan, Franks, and Clintock moved to start in LA 
right under the Eagle’s nose, and now they’re fucked. Clintock knows 
it, we know it, and I think that Franks knows it, so all he can do is try 
and kill Clintock for revenge, kill Swan, and drop off the map. The 
killings will stop with Swan and Clintock dead, and the best laid plans 
will go up in smoke. Teams will go back to their shit; the American 
people will go back to being divided, and the wheels on the bus will 
go ‘round and ‘round.” 

“Jim’s right. Swan is in danger as are the Clintocks. However, 
Franks needs to kill a high-powered person in local law enforcement to 
give him time to get to Swan and Clintock.” 

“So, who do you think will be the target?” Chris asked. 
Jim stubbed out his cigarette. “That’s the million dollar question. 

Franks is a well-known bigot and hater of homosexuals. If we use that 
as our target base, I think his homophobia will be his driver, and we 
have two high profile people in law enforcement that fit that mold.” 

“Sam and Jade?” Chris asked. Jim nodded. “Then we need to get 
protection on them right away.” 

John had not spoken for a few minutes. He looked at the map of the 
city on the screen behind him and ran his finger along several locations. 
Jim and Chris watched him as he moved almost musically with his 
finger and then stopped at the Hollywood Bowl. “We are going to create 
a very public murder scene right here.” 

Jim was staring at the site. “Okay … go on.” 
John looked at his tablet. “It’s three a.m. Swan and Franks are in 

town, and Franks is going to want to make the killing very, very public. 
We’ll leak a murder scene at the Bowl to the media and allow their 
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choppers and news crews to get in the vicinity. It’ll draw Franks out. 
We’ll have Sam and Jade on the scene as well as Jessica and Jim. Franks 
is a scout sniper, and the hills around the Bowl will provide him cover 
to take out one or even two targets.” 

Jim shook his head. “You want to create a crime scene and put 
Sam and Jade as well as others in the open, so this nut case can kill 
them?” 

“He won’t get the chance.” 
“And just how the fuck can you guarantee that?” 
“Do you trust me?” 
Jim lit another cigarette and snapped his Zippo shut. “Yes, but then 

again, even in the times that I have trusted you and was used as bait, I 
have been shot, stabbed, beaten, and burned. Do I need to go on?” 

“We will have two of the best snipers in the world on scene.” 
“You’re going to need more than two. Look at the cover!”
“We will have the body near the stage. There is only one way to 

get access for a long range shot down into the Bowl, and that is to get 
behind the houses on Los Tilos Road.” 

Jim coughed. “John, there’s a shitload of cover up there. There is 
no way that Lance and Philly can cover all of that ground to protect 
everyone, even with IR on their rifles. It’ll be like tracking a needle in 
a fuckin’ haystack.” 

“They have been trained to find needles in haystacks, Jim.” 
“I won’t go for this. We need more men.” 
“For the Eagle to get ahold of Franks and Swan, I can’t use my 

people.” 
“What about Strand, Robinson, Taylor, and Spain?” Chris asked.
“Jesus Christ, Chris! You want to invite murderers to help the Eagle 

catch a murderer?” 
Chris looked at John. “Is the Eagle going to kill these men?” 
John stood staring at the map. “With those four snipers along with 

Lance and Philly, it would be an ironclad trap. Franks wouldn’t get off 
a shot.” 
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Chris snapped at him, “Is the Eagle going to kill Jake Taylor? Not 
to mention whoever incited Mantis to kill himself … a person whom 
Taylor and Strand had a run-in with?” 

“Right now, I am focused on catching this killer.” 
“But we don’t know that he killed anyone.” 
At that moment, Jim’s cellphone rang. He listened but didn’t speak 

for several minutes. “Okay, thank you, Silvia. We will do our best.” 
He hung up the line. “Everyone is dead in New Orleans, and Swan and 
Franks are gone.” 

John looked at Chris. “Any more questions?” 
“Yes. Are you going to kill Taylor?”

It was four-thirty a.m., and Aaron and Ginger were asleep in their 
bed. Gary and Chuck were guarding the house when two unmarked 
sheriff’s cars rolled up. Four men got out, and Gary asked, “What the 
hell are you guys doing?” 

“We are here to relieve you and Chuck.” 
“By who’s order?” 
“Jim O’Brian.” 
“What the fuck is going on?” 
“Beats the hell out of me, but Jim wants you two back at the station 

now, and I mean ‘don’t pass go, get your asses in your car with lights 
blaring, get to the station.’ He said he will explain more when you get 
there.” 

Sam was asleep with Sandy when her cellphone rang. 
“I need you downtown now.” 
“What the fuck, Jim? It’s four-thirty in the morning.” 
“Just get dressed and meet me at the office. I will explain there.” 
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Sam hung up the line. Sandy was standing in the bathroom, urinating. 
“I have to tell you, Sandy, that freaks me out.” 

“What?” 
“You’re a woman in every way but one. Could you humor me and 

sit to pee when we are together?” 
Sandy finished and walked back into the bedroom. “Okay, but if we 

are going to be a couple you’re going to have to get over it. So, who was 
on the phone?” 

“Jim needs me downtown.” 
Sandy laid back down. “What does he need you for at this hour?” 
“I have no idea, but he wouldn’t call if it weren’t important. Go back 

to sleep. There’s no sense in both of us being dead dog tired today.” 
Sam was standing in front of the mirror in the bathroom, and Sandy 

rolled over to look at her. “You have one hell of a body, Sam.” 
“Thanks. You aren’t bad yourself.” 
Sam cleaned up and was dressing as Sandy spoke, “So, this thing 

between us … how are you feeling about it?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I mean, I think I’m falling for you.” 
Sam didn’t stop dressing as she replied, “Sandy, we’re having fun. 

I’m not saying I don’t have strong feelings for you, but I think it is too 
soon to start using the “L” word.” 

“Perhaps for you but not for me.” 
“Please, Sandy, not now. We can have this conversation later.” 
“And if later never comes?” 
Sam stopped tying her shoes and looked up at the ceiling, “If later 

never comes? Jesus. You know just what to say to get me emotional.” 
“It’s true for both of us.” 
“Yeah, but it’s more likely for me than you. I’m on the street; you’re 

in a laboratory.” 
“My point exactly. I’m not asking you to state your undying love for 

me. I just want to know if we’re on track for a long-term relationship or 
just a few weeks of play.” 
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“I’m not ready to make a commitment.” 
“I understand. I’m not a woman who likes to play the field, though. 

When I love someone, I’m all in. I think in light of the two different 
spots we are in that we cool it for a while until we know if we want this 
relationship or not.” 

“You want it, right?” 
“I said I’m all in, but you’re not ready for that, and I don’t want to 

be sleeping with you if there is no chance of a long-term relationship. I 
just don’t operate like that.” 

Sam grabbed her gun off the night stand and holstered it. “You’re 
right. We need some time apart. I do care for you very much. I just 
don’t know where this is going. Hell, I don’t know where I’m going. 
I have a million things in my head, some tough decisions to make 
about my own life and career, not to mention my love life. It’s all just 
a bit overwhelming right now.” Sandy got out of bed. “What are you 
doing?” 

“I’m going home, Sam. You call me when and if you want to talk. 
I’m not going to call you. The next move is yours.”

Jim, John, and Chris arrived at the sheriff’s department at five a.m. 
John and Chris sat in a room behind the mirrored glass waiting for the 
rest to arrive. 

“How do you want to handle this, John?” 
“Lance and Philly as well as Tory and Jake are on their way. Let’s 

just watch and listen.” 
Gary and Chuck arrived, and Jim greeted them and asked them to 

sit. The two men sat down as Sam walked into the room. “What’s going 
on?” she asked. 

“Sit. We’re waiting on four more people.” 
Jim poured himself a cup of coffee and sat down at the head of the 

table just as Lance, Philly, Tory, and Jake arrived. All had shocked looks 
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on their faces as Jim greeted them and thanked them for coming out 
so early. Lance laughed. “So, who called this meeting of specialists?” 

“You know who.” 
Philly laughed. “I don’t see him here?” 
“He’s here.” 
“Who is here?” Tory asked.
“That’s not important right now. So, tell me about your guard duties 

when you’re off duty.” 
Jake looked on at Tory. Gary and Chuck had more concerned looks 

on their faces. 
“What about them?” Gary asked. 
“You guys being called in to boycott the Sentinels after Madden’s 

comments.” 
“Yawn.” 
“Then Madden and two others getting their heads blown off?” 
“Yawn again.” 
“Is this a joke to you, Gary?” 
“No. This is all known information. Did you pull us off protecting 

Mr. and Mrs. Clintock to talk about things that everyone knows?” 
Jim stared the men down. Sam yawned. “Look, guys, we know about 

the run-in with Mantis. He was found dead last night, suicide, though the 
coroner has doubts about that, along with a human trafficker in Van Nuys.” 

Jake asked, “What does any of this have to do with us?” 
“That’s a good question,” Jim said. “Look … we have a situation 

and need the best snipers we have to assist.” 
Lance and Philly remained silent, and Jake asked, “You want us to 

help you snipe someone?” 
“I want you guys to work with Lance and Philly to triangulate a 

situation.” 
“I still don’t understand.” 
“There is a killer out there. He’s from out of town, and we have it 

on good authority that the guy is going to try and gun down a high-level 
police official.” 



152 • Chapter Nineteen

“Okay.” 
“We are working unofficially with Deputy Director Swenson of the 

FBI and Agent Mantel.” 
Jake said, “So, is this a sting? Are we supposed to kill someone?” 
“You will be armed with special sniper rifles. You will have all the 

bells and whistles to do the job. You just won’t be firing bullets.” 
“What will we be firing?” 
“Non-fatal projectiles.” 
Jake was staring at Jim as he spoke. “Out of a sniper rifle? You do 

get that the bullet leaving the barrel of a gun is moving faster than the 
speed of sound, right? That even if the round were a supposed ‘non-
lethal’ unit, when it strikes the victim it is going to be lethal.”

“You let us worry about that. We will supply you with what you 
need to do the job.” 

Jake shook his head. “I’m sorry, Jim, Sam, but I’m not comfortable 
with this. I don’t know about the other guys but discharging my weapon 
in the line of duty to protect lives is one thing but firing intentionally at a 
target who is not posing a threat to me, my fellow officers, or the general 
public feels like a setup.” 

John tapped Chris on the arm. “Let’s go.” 
“Where?” 
“Into the room.”
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Chapter Twenty
“I never thought about any of that.”

S
o, who’s your target?” 
“Targets. Sheriff Sam Prichard and Los Angeles County Coroner 
Jade Morgan.”

“Why those two women?” Patrick asked as the two men ate breakfast. 
“They are both lesbians, and they are both the first in their respective 

fields to lead a department.” 
“And how do you propose to get to them?” 
“I’m thinking about that now. I can’t take them out at work. I need 

them to be on the job, so I’m thinking I need to kill someone else and 
dump the body in LA County, that way these two women will be on the 
scene, and I can take them out.” 

“So, you’re going to murder someone to draw these two out, so you 
can murder them?” 

“Yes.” 
“Okay, and who are you going to murder?” 
“Well, I have been giving that a lot of thought, and there really is 

only one compelling person I could kill that would not only get the 
attention that I want but also rid the world of a problem.” 

“
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“I thought you weren’t going after Clintock now?” 
“I’m not.” 
“Then who?” 
Kyle pulled a twenty-two-caliber handgun from under his seat, 

pointed it at Patrick’s head, and pulled the trigger. “You, Pat. You 
have served your purpose. That slug will rattle around in your skull, 
scrambling your brains.” Patrick’s head jerked back and then his body 
slumped in his chair. Kyle pulled him off the chair to the floor. Patrick 
was still breathing while his eyes were wide open. “Well, shit, one bullet 
didn’t do the trick.” Kyle pulled Patrick into the bathroom then threw 
him in the tub. “I don’t want blood all over the place.” Kyle shot Patrick 
two more times. His body shuddered in the tub with each shot, and the 
third ended his breathing.

When John and Chris entered, all men fell silent. Jim watched their 
body language as the two took seats at the table. 

“Have you two been here the whole time?” Tory asked.
“Yes, Detective Strand,” said John. 
The others looked on, and Philly laughed and asked, “So, which one 

of you assholes did the shooting on Sunday and Monday?” You could 
have heard a pin drop in the room. 

John looked at the men. “We know one of you did the shooting and 
that it was ordered by Mr. Clintock. We know all about the underlying 
issues that precipitated it and that there is a whole team of men at the 
ready to kill across this country.” 

“And what happens to the shooter?” Jake asked.
John remained seated as he answered. “This is an unusual situation, 

gentlemen. A group of killers who were doing so to stand up for America 
and gain the respect for our flag and our troops. It puts us all in a situation 
like I have never seen. Yet, while I think well meaning, it is still murder, 
and murder must usually be punished.” 
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“I don’t understand. Are you going to cuff us and jail us to stand trial?”
“Did all of you do the shooting?” Jake shook his head. “You were 

the shooter right, Detective Taylor?” 
“Yes.”
“Do you regret what you did?” 
“No. The disrespect was just over the top. It’s one thing to take a 

stand for something like police brutality and other social issues; it’s 
another to disrespect the very country that gave you those freedoms 
and the men and women who have died to protect those rights. Police 
are being slaughtered across the country and when an officer or officers 
are murdered in cold blood, do these maggots shed a tear? No. They 
raise their fists and stomp their feet in support of the killers. It doesn’t 
even matter what race the dead cops are; it’s not the race, it’s the badge 
they are gunning for. I’m sorry, but there has to be something done 
to stop this, and I agreed in a meeting with others to support Aaron 
Clintock’s movement and still do.” 

John shook his head. “It won’t change anything, Detective. It will 
only embolden these people. If it gets out that it was a police officer who 
killed these men … that it is a police plot that is promoting this agenda 
and killings, do you understand what will happen?” John spoke with 
passion in his voice. 

“I hadn’t thought of that.” 
Jim had his feet up on the table as he responded, “Of course, you 

didn’t. Those weren’t animals you shot; they were people. As misguided 
and, in the case of Madden, as racist as he might have fuckin’ been, if 
word gets out through the media that cops are the killers it’s going to 
send one hell of a panic across this country and through the rank and 
file. It will pit citizens against police, the government against police, 
and could throw this entire country into insanity.” 

Jake lowered his head as did the other men. “I never thought about 
any of that.” 

“Neither had Mr. Clintock until I brought it to his attention, Mr. 
Taylor. Now, here we sit with an even bigger problem,” John said.
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“And what’s that?” 
Sam had been standing in a corner of the room as the conversation 

was going on. “From what we have been told, Commissioner  
Swan and his assistant Kyle Franks have come to LA to kill the 
Clintocks in hopes of taking over the operation and keeping the 
killing going.” 

“It won’t work,” Tory said firmly.
“What do you mean?” Sam asked. 
“These men are military men and police officers. Mr. Clintock 

commanded many of us. We respect him as both a leader and as an 
owner. Clintock is not the only owner who knows of this plot and 
supports it. All Patrick had to do was enforce the rules, and all of this 
could have been avoided. The only thing that will happen if Clintock 
dies is this would shut down, and the officers would form their own task 
force to find his killer.” 

John nodded. “And since you know that it is Kyle Franks who will 
make the kill if he can, he will become a victim of the Hudson River 
Killer?”

“How do you know about that?” Tory asked.
“Because I know one of the founding members of that justice 

organization.” 
“So, am I going to jail?” Jake asked as John looked at him closely. 
“No, you’re not going to jail.” 
“Am I going to be killed?” 
“Why would you ask such a question?” 
“Common sense. The Iron Eagle is out there watching. You might 

give me a pass, and I will do everything I can to help you stop Swan 
and Franks … we all will, but from what I know of the Eagle, Director 
Swenson, he is not forgiving.” 

Lance and Philly looked at Jim who in turn looked at John and Chris. 
“I don’t think you have anything to fear from the Eagle at this point,” 
Sam said as she leaned on the table. 

“How could you possibly know that?” 
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“Because I know the Eagle. I know how he operates, and while you 
are a murderer, detective, you’re not the type of prey he goes after. He 
knows your motives. What we have to do is get a crime scene staged and 
fast before someone else dies.” 

Kyle Franks had placed Patrick’s body in a hotel laundry basket and 
wheeled it out to his car. The early morning air was cool in Long Beach, 
and he had parked the rental car in a secluded area in an underground 
garage. He opened the trunk with the key fob and then pulled Patrick’s 
body out of the linen and into the trunk. He shut the lid then looked 
around. The linens were covered in blood, but there were several 
industrial dumpsters lined up against the far wall of the garage, so Kyle 
emptied the contents of the basket into one of them then broke down 
the basket itself and threw it in as well. As he walked back to the car, he 
spoke to himself, “It’s five-thirty a.m. and still dark. Where oh where 
should I dump Patrick’s body where it will get the maximum exposure 
and give me the advantage of elevation, so I can kill each target with 
one … clean … shot.”

The group had broken up in Jim’s conference room, and he and Sam 
had gone back to their office with John and Chris behind them. Sam had 
ordered all of the others to remain in the building until called, and Lance 
and Philly were asked to stay close until needed. 

“It’s five fifteen, John. There is no way you are going to set up a 
crime scene at the Hollywood Bowl now.” 

“I have a feeling we aren’t going to need to Chris.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“He means that most likely Franks and Swan have already started 

the ball rolling.” 
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“Murder?” 
John nodded. “Someone is dead or will be soon, and there is nothing 

we can do but wait for the call.” 
“If that call comes in, how do you want it handled?” 
“You and Jim won’t be on scene right away. You will roll your CSI 

teams, and Jade will roll her own people. We have to have time to assess 
the area as we will be protecting you and Jade on the fly.” 

Sam nodded. “Well, you better call Jade and Jessica because if you 
don’t, they will walk right into a trap.” 

John pulled out his cellphone, and said after Jade answered, “There 
is likely to be a call to you at some point today of a body being found. I 
don’t want you or Jessica going out to the scene.” 

“Why the hell not?” 
“Because I have it on good authority that a shooter will be on scene 

who intends to ambush and kill you and Sam and maybe even Jessica.” 
“Really? Sounds like fun.” 
“Hardly. It’s deadly serious.” 
“Same shooter from the weekend?” 
“No. An even more dangerous one who has a twisted idea of killing 

and protests.” 
“Uh huh, well … what would you have us do?” 
“When the call comes in, you two come out to my office.” 
“What about Sam?” 
“Sam is safe here in her office, and she will be there as well.” 
“So, who is going to the scene as a senior officer?” 
“It depends on the victim. If it’s a John Doe, your regular staff and 

Sam’s regular staff.” 
“And if it’s a name?” 
“If it’s a name, Jim will go out for the sheriff’s department, and 

Chris will go out for the FBI.” 
“And what will you be doing?” 
“Working with a small team of men to try and get to the killer before 

he sets up to get to you.” 
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“But I’m not going to be there.” 
“You will be when I feel we have the situation secured.” 
Jade looked over at Jessica asleep in bed. “I don’t want Jess in this. 

If there is a nut job that wants to kill one of us, I would rather it be me 
than her.” 

“It won’t come to that.” 
“I’ve heard that before, John. I’m sure Jim is all excited about being 

in the crosshairs of a killer yet again.” 
“Well, as far as I know he’s not the target.” 
John hung up the line, and Jim took a cigarette out of his pocket, 

lit it, and said, “Yeah, John. I’m never the intended target, yet I always 
seem to get hurt.” 

“Not today, Jim.” 
“You’re goddamn right not today. I am getting my life back on track, 

and I’ll be damned if I’m going to get killed over a bunch of assholes 
who refuse to honor the country that all of our men fought and died to 
protect.” 

Sam was smoking near the window as well and asked, “So, we just 
wait for a 9-1-1 call?” 

John nodded. “Don’t worry. I don’t think we’ll be waiting very long.”

“Elevation, elevation. I need elevation,” Kyle said to himself as 
he looked over a satellite mapping service on his laptop. The whole 
west coast of the U.S. was on his screen, and he worked to narrow the 
display down to just the greater Los Angeles area. As he ran his fingers 
along the screen, he stopped at Flint Peak in Glendale. “Perfect. I will 
have eighteen-hundred-foot elevation near the radio towers. I can dump 
Patrick near one of the large round storage bins and then take a point on 
one of the towers where no one will spot me.” He drummed his fingers 
on the dashboard as he looked at the screen. “After dark. I must dump 
the body after dark. It’s too risky in the daylight.” 
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Chapter Twenty-One
“I swear to God, John, if I get  
shot again and survive, I will  

fuckin’ shoot you myself.”

I
s it just me or has this day been very quiet?” Chris asked John as the 
two men sat reading over reports. 
“It’s been way too quiet. The Clintocks are safe. Jade and Sam are 

safe. There have been no reports of a homicide, and it’s ten after five.” 
“The Thursday night game is tomorrow. Do you think you got it 

wrong? Do you think that there is a chance that Swan and Franks left the 
city and are somewhere else?” 

“No. They’re still here. If indeed they have taken someone or killed 
someone, Franks will need the cover of night to work.” 

“I don’t know, John. It all seems like bullshit to me. I think Swan 
and Franks are playing us. I think they realized that they aren’t going to 
get to Clintock easily and bailed and are on the ground at another venue 
for some more killing.” 

“It’s nearly sunset, Chris. Just wait for it. The call is coming and 
when it does we are going to have to move our men to the location 
quietly.” 

“
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“How will we do that when we don’t know when or where? I doubt 
that Franks is going to murder someone really, really publicly. Your plan 
was to set up a fake scene, but if this goes down, it’s a real scene. You’ve 
planned a sniper attack, yet if Franks is still here and is going to kill, 
what makes you think he will do it with elevation?” 

“He will need the advantage looking down over the scene. I have no 
doubt he will place the body in a location that is either in a ravine or on 
an access road in the area. He is an experienced sniper. You don’t snipe 
a subject from level ground. You do it from elevation.” 

Suddenly, John was interrupted by his cellphone. When he 
answered, he heard Sam’s voice on the other end of the line. “9-1-1 
received a call about a dead body in Glendale near a storage tank at 
Flint Peak. It’s a popular hiking location where there are radio towers 
on a relatively low hill.” 

“Okay. Anything else?” 
“The body has already been identified. It’s Patrick Swan. Bet’cha 

didn’t see that coming.” 
“No. That takes things to a new level. This isn’t about keeping 

the killings going or about the ratings. This is about something totally 
different.” 

“And what’s that?” 
“It’s a total power grab. Franks was Swan’s assistant. He thinks he 

will naturally be promoted to commissioner.” 
“But he won’t?” 
“No. There will be an emergency meeting of the ownership when 

this gets out. Franks would be appointed the interim commissioner until 
a vote could be taken.” 

“And the person that the owners would want would be Clintock?” 
“Yes. This is a huge distraction play by Franks. I now know his plan.” 
“And what is it?” 
John put Sam on speaker phone so Chris could chime in, and Jim 

coughed in the background. “Franks has Swan out of the way. He’s 
going to be lying in wait to ambush you and Jade.” 
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Chris had pulled up Flint Peak on a satellite map and zoomed in on 
the towers and the land around it. “It’s eighteen hundred feet above sea 
level, John. If Swan’s body is near this storage container and Franks is 
in those towers, it’s going to be harder than hell to get to him without 
being spotted.” 

John nodded and spoke to Sam, “We are going to have to put a 
couple of snipers in one of my choppers and send them high over the 
towers. If he doesn’t see you or Jade in quick order, he will just start 
killing indiscriminately, and we could have dozens of officers and 
others murdered with Franks then vanishing, only to show up in New 
York with some type of alibi.” 

“What do you want me to do?” 
“Roll regular units out with your CSI team and have Jim go out 

there. We have some time. I’m going to send the men out to Santa 
Monica Airport. They will hook up with Lance and Philly. I will have 
Jade come to my office, and we will go from there.” He hung up and 
called Jade and told her and Jessica to come to his office. Chris said 
nothing as John made several calls. When he had made his call to the 
airport, he called Lance and said, “I need you and Philly to meet up with 
the men at the airport. I have a chopper fueled and waiting. I’m sending 
the coordinates now. Your target is Kyle Franks. He will most likely be 
up on one of the radio towers on the top of Flint Peak. It’s a popular 
hiking location, so there may be a lot of civilians in the area. You guys 
have to get to this guy and take him down.” 

“John, if he’s in a tower he won’t be fastened in, so if we hit him 
with darts all he’s going to do is fall to his death.” 

“Be that as it may, Lance. You pilot and let the others snipe. I’d say 
we have about a half hour before all hell breaks loose out there.” 

John hung up the line, and Chris asked, “What now?” 
“We get our butts out there. It’s dark, and we can access the tower 

areas as well. He might have elevation to his advantage, but I have 
experience.” John pulled a single round from the pocket of his dress shirt. 

Chris looked at it. “Only one?” 
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“This is a 6.5 mm Creedmoor sniper bullet. One shot, one kill, now 
let’s get out there.”

Units were arriving on scene at Flint. Patrick’s body was laid out 
near the tank, and deputies were taping off the area when Jim arrived. 
Several members of his CSI team were there already. He lit a cigarette 
and looked up the hill where several radio towers glowed with different 
colored lights in the darkness. “So, what do we have?” he asked one of 
his deputies. 

“Based on the caller’s information, this is the body of NFL 
Commissioner Patrick Swan.” 

“Any ID on the body?” 
“We haven’t gotten that far yet.” 
Jim leaned down over Swan’s corpse. He was dressed in a suit, and 

Jim asked for a pair of gloves then checked the pockets and found a New 
York driver’s license. “Put some light on the fuckin’ thing, man.” The 
detective held a flashlight on the ID, and Jim laughed. “Well, according 
to this ID this is Patrick Swan.” He took the flashlight and shined it 
around Patrick’s body and head. “Three rounds to the head, most likely 
a twenty-two-caliber pistol. Jesus Christ! He smells like shit. He’s been 
dead for a while.” 

“Looks that way. We’re waiting on the coroner.” 
Jim stood up and walked back to his car while looking around the 

area and taking a long hit off his cigarette. He sat down in the driver’s 
seat, put his wireless headset in his ear, and said, “John, you out there?” 

“Chris and I are coming up a back road about a quarter of a mile 
from the towers. What do we have?” 

“Swan’s been dead for a while. He smells like shit. I don’t see any 
vehicles outside of police, and Jade’s team isn’t on scene yet. Are the 
guys in the air?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Are you going to try and spot this asshole and take him out?” 
“Yes. We’re going to park near the back edge of the towers. That 

will put me between five hundred and a thousand yards out.” 
“Franks is up there. If he spots you or the chopper, he’s going to start 

shooting. You know that, right?” 
John pulled the truck over on a dirt road and stepped out. He put 

his finger in his mouth and put it up in the air then pulled a scope from 
the back of his truck. “There’s no wind. I’m scanning with IR.” Chris 
was standing next to John assembling his rifle. “Where are you at, 
Jim?” 

“Sitting in my car. Jade’s team just arrived.” 
“I need you to get out and get in plain sight of the towers.” 
“I swear to God, John, if I get shot again and survive, I will fuckin’ 

shoot you myself.” 
“Just get out there.” John was peering through the scope and as he 

scanned the towers a figure lit up in his infrared scope, and he zoomed 
in. “Got him.” 

Chris handed John the rifle, and he locked the scope on it and raised 
it as the sound of the chopper rose in the distance. “They’re coming, 
John.” 

“I hear them. Lance will switch over to silent any second.” 
“They still have lights.” 
John stood with the rifle over his left arm and was as still as he could 

be. “Come on, Kyle. Poke your head up just a few more inches.” 

Lance silenced the chopper blades. The men were scanning the 
tower site with their weapons as Philly did the same. 

“I got him,” Jake said in a low voice. 
“Take the shot,” Lance said. There was a moment of hesitation and 

then the recoil of the gun on Jake’s shoulder.
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“Shit! Franks is hit,” John said as he had his weapon trained on 
the man. 

“Is he still moving?” Chris asked. 
“Yes. He was hit with a tranquillizer dart.” 
“It’ll take a few seconds to a minute for him to go out. Do you have 

a shot?” 
John squeezed the trigger, and Franks fell forward and then hung 

between two pieces of steel on the tower. “Jim, Franks is down.” There 
was no response. “Jim, do you read me? Franks is down.” 

“I read you. He got off a shot.” 
“Was anyone hit?” 
“Yeah …” 
“Don’t tell me it was you.” 
“No. He must have jerked when he was hit. The shot struck Swan 

in the head again blowing it to pieces, so we’re covered in brain matter 
down here, thank you very much.” John started to laugh. “What’s so 
funny, asshole?” 

“I don’t know. Some type of karma, I guess.” 
“Yeah, well, all of the people here are hunkered down, and someone 

made a call for SWAT.”
“That’s fine. Leave the body where it is. Let your guys get it.” 
“Where did you hit Franks?” 
“I don’t know where the tranquilizer dart hit him, but I got him in 

the head. I would guess that there will be a headless assistant hanging 
upside down on that tower.” 

“Great. I will send Ichabod up to retrieve it.” 
John radioed to Lance, “Who took the shot from the chopper?” 
“Taylor. Damn good shot, huh?” 
“Yeah, too bad it was a tranquillizer not a round. I hit him after 

Jake’s shot. It was one hell of a shot, though. You’re clear. Meet us back 
at my offices and bring the men.” 

“You got it. I guess it’s time to pay the piper.” 
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Jade and Jessica arrived on scene a half hour after the final shots 
were fired. Kyle’s body hung upside down with blood dripping down 
on the steel beams of the largest tower. Jessica looked up at him through 
a pair of binoculars. “Just how the hell are we going to work this crime 
scene?” 

Jade laughed. “SWAT will bring down the body after they get all of 
the photographs we need.” 

“Well, have them leave him near the blood splatter. That was his 
head on the ground.” 

Jade yelled up to two SWAT members near the body, “Please lower 
him to the ground as directly as you can.” 

“Will do, Jade, but there are pieces of brain and skull all over this 
damn tower. The scene is secure. No other shooters. Do you know who 
this guy is?” 

“Yes, but I’m not at liberty to say at this time.” 
The two officers tied ropes off on Franks’ legs, and two others used 

winches to lower his body to the ground. Once he was down, the officer 
yelled out, “Okay, Jade. It’s your problem now. Do you want us to bag 
any of the physical evidence on the beams?” 

“How much is there?” 
“Quite a bit, but it’s just hunks of skull and brain matter.” 
“We’ll send up our evidence bags. Get what you can.” Jade looked 

at Jessica and said, “That could have just as easily been us.” 
“Yes, but it wasn’t.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
“I don’t feel bad about it.”

J
ohn and Chris arrived back at their offices just after seven. John 
had already received the report on the sniper situation at Flint Peak 
with a request for FBI assistance and had dispatched a team. Lance 

and the others walked into the conference room, and the men sat down 
next to each other as Lance and Philly stood off in a corner. 

“You had a run-in with Ted Mantis of the ATF the other day, Mr. 
Strand?” 

“I thought we went over this.” 
“Yes, and I told you that Mr. Mantis had committed suicide.” 
“So?” 
“There were half a dozen Mexican sex workers in the room at the 

time of the suicide along with a well-known pimp and sex trafficker 
named Jose Estrada. The coroner’s office has stated that Mantis’s death 
was a suicide, but Jade Morgan isn’t buying it.” 

Jake sat up. “So?” 
“Estrada and Mantis had a working relationship. Estrada had been 

kicking back cash to Mantis for protection. There had been a falling out 
between the two men a few months earlier according to witnesses, and 
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according to witnesses there was a third man in the room before Mantis 
killed himself.” No one said anything, so John continued. “LAPD was 
able to get a sketch artist to work with two of the girls, and while their 
accounts differ due to sedation with drugs, I have two drawings that 
closely match one of you.” 

Jake looked at Tory and said, “Did you go after Mantis?” 
Tory threw his hands in the air. “I followed Mantis to a motel in Van 

Nuys. Vice had reported that he had been in the area and that a couple 
of the cops were giving him room to work a small prostitution ring. He 
was picking up extra cash from this Estrada guy, and I watched him until 
he entered the motel then followed him in.” 

Chris leaned his head on his hands and asked, “Then what 
happened?” 

“What do you think happened? I walked in, and Mantis had pistol 
whipped Estrada who was on the floor, and Mantis was on top of one of 
the women.” 

“So, you killed Mantis?” 
“No, I did not.” 
John perked up, “Really? Then tell us what happened.” 
“I tormented him with tales of life as a prison bitch. I told him 

he was going down, and I kept pushing and pushing until he hung 
himself.” 

“Did you in any way assist in his death?” 
“He was standing on a stool after he put the belt around his neck 

and … well … he was trying to move it, and I kicked it out from under 
him.” 

John sat back. “So, you watched him die?” 
“Yes.” 
“And Estrada?” 
“I kicked him in the head as I left the motel. I heard a snap, but I 

wasn’t sure if I killed him or not.” 
“Well, you did. The blow broke his neck.” 
“I don’t feel bad about it.” 
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“I don’t blame you. Estrada was a bad guy.” 
“And I’m no better, right?” 
“If what you’re telling me is true about Mantis, you scared him into 

ending his life. You didn’t lie to him, though. He was under investigation 
by ATF, and they were closing in on him, so he would have most likely 
ended up a suicide in prison or before going in. You actually did him 
a favor. Mantis would never have survived prison, but I would have 
thought you would want to hear about his death in prison if that’s where 
it happened.” 

“No. The guy was a racist asshole. He deserved to die. I might have 
taunted him to his death, but he made the decision. I just happened to 
be there to help.” 

John nodded. Lance and Philly were still standing at the entrance to 
the conference room when Jim and Sam entered. John looked at them 
and asked, “What are you two doing here?” 

“Jade and Jessica have the scene under control, and I knew you were 
going to bring these men back here, so we thought we would stop in and 
see the show.” He took a seat in a corner of the room, and Sam sat down 
next to him. 

Tory looked at all the faces. “Will someone please tell me what the 
fuck is going on?” 

Jim laughed. “You and your pals are all being sized up, Mr. Strand.” 
“Sized up? Sized up for what?” 
“You don’t know it yet, but your lives are hanging by a thread, and 

each response to a question from Director Swenson either makes that 
thread stronger or weaker.” 

“So, what? John Swenson is going to kill us?” 
Jim laughed. “Oh no. John isn’t going to kill you. He’s just gathering 

information for the Iron Eagle. The Eagle will decide your fate.” All of 
the men fidgeted in their chairs. 

“So, you know who the Eagle is?” 
“Everyone in this room knows who the Eagle is, Mr. Strand. 

Everyone but the four of you.” 
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“Okay, this shit is getting too bizarre.” 
“You were enlisted by Clintock to murder. You call it a mission; I 

call it murder. With Mr. Swan and Mr. Franks dead, there will be a new 
commissioner quickly, and I have it on good authority it will be Mr. 
Clintock. What will you men do then?” 

Jake took a deep breath. “Our intentions in this mission were to never 
have to kill, now through the killing there has been change. Change 
from the inside. If Aaron Clintock becomes the next commissioner, the 
odds are good that he is going to make the move that we were fighting 
for from the start.” 

“And what move is that?” 
“He’ll enforce the existing rule of standing for the anthem and 

handing out fines and giving the owners back power over their 
employees. If Aaron becomes commissioner, the rules will be enforced; 
the players will whine, complain, and sue, but within a season this will 
be but a faded memory.” 

“So, the killing is over?” 
“It is for me, and I’m sure for the others. We did our part, and we 

now have a dialogue, or we will when the letter gets released. So long 
as no one learns the true source of this movement, it will end up a blip 
on the internet with conspiracy theories for decades.” 

Jim laughed. “He’s got you there, John. So long as there is no 
connection to law enforcement and no one else gets killed, this will get 
put to bed quickly.” 

John nodded. “That is where things get convoluted. If we arrest you 
and your fellow soldiers, there will be a trial in the courts and the media. 
If the Eagle takes you and your men out, he most likely rids the world 
of good cops doing misguided things.” 

There was a tense silence in the room, which Jim broke by saying, 
“Killing will serve no purpose. Neither will arresting them. There are 
gray areas, John, and I think even the Eagle would acknowledge that.” 
Jim looked the men in the eyes. “Are you ever going to kill for the sake 
of killing again?” 
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Jake spoke, “I didn’t kill for the sake of killing, and if the disrespect 
factor were to rise again I would step up for the right leader. Do I want 
or need to kill anyone to feed some desire? No. Will I fire my weapon in 
the line of duty if appropriate? Yes. I don’t have any regrets about what 
I did. I love this country and the men and women who I served with who 
still serve and the millions who served before me. I will not apologize 
for being a patriot.” 

John stood up. “You men are dismissed. Go home and get some rest. 
It’s been a hell of a week.” The men stood and walked out of the room 
quickly. John looked at Lance and Philly then said, “As always, you two 
never let your fellow countrymen down.” 

Lance rolled his eyes. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. If the government and 
the Eagle don’t need us anymore, we would like our money and some 
sleep.” 

John smiled. “The wire has already been done. Thanks, guys.” 
“Anytime you need us, John. You know that.” 
When they were gone, Sam looked at John and said, “You made the 

right decision.” 
“I don’t know about that, Sam. Only time will tell. But one thing is 

certain … the Eagle can get to them anytime, anywhere.”

Aaron and Ginger were sitting in their living room when John, Jim, 
Chris, and Sam arrived at their home. The protection detail was released, 
and John said, “The threat has been neutralized.” Aaron nodded as the 
detail left the house. Once the men were gone, John paused, looked at 
Aaron and Ginger, and said, “It’s over. Am I clear?” He sat down with 
the others. “Patrick Swan is dead as is Kyle Franks.” 

“What happened?” Aaron asked.
“One demented man took out the other, and we took him out. We 

have not released this to the media, but I feel that we need to release 
your letter first and then the news of the sudden passing of Swan.” 



172 • Chapter Twenty-Two

“And Franks?” 
“He worked in the background. The general public wouldn’t know 

who he was. The ownership would and some media, but we can let the 
media spin. You need to call a meeting of the owners.” 

“What is going to happen to the men involved as well as us?” 
“I just told you. It’s over. The killing stops now. Fix the problem and 

nothing more need be done. However, should the killings start again, 
I can promise you there won’t be a man left alive on your team. There 
is nowhere you or they can go that you can’t be found and dealt with.” 

Aaron nodded. “I will call for an emergency meeting here in LA on 
Friday.” 

“We will get the information leaked to the media.” John paused. “If 
the owners vote for you, will you take the job?” 

“Yes. And while I will be unpopular at first, I will enforce our rules, 
and no one in this league will ever disrespect America again.” 

Jim laughed. “I don’t think it is going to happen that quickly.” 
Aaron looked at Jim and asked, “Are you going to tell people that 

there are no more shooters?” 
“No.” 
“Then I can allow that fear to fester as we work out enforcing the 

rules and get games rolling again tomorrow night.” 
John nodded, and Ginger asked, “And about our involvement in 

this? Are we going to jail?” 
Sam answered, “Should you go to jail? Yes. Are we going to put 

this into the public arena to set up a situation that would undermine 
the already fragile relationship between police and citizens? No. Your 
husband has the power to control this situation, and so long as he does 
that and no more bodies end up on the field, this situation will go into 
our secret archives. However, make no mistake, should it continue or 
start up again, I think I can speak for all of us in law enforcement when 
I say that it will end everyone and that includes you two.” 
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Chapter Twenty-Three
“The Eagle got more than  

he bargained for.”

I
t was just after eight, and Sandy was cleaning up her office for the 
day when there was a knock on her door. She looked up to see Sam 
standing in her doorway. 

“What brings you to my cave?” 
Sam had tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry. I want to be with you.” 
Sandy was already standing and walked over and grabbed Sam in a 

soft embrace. “What happened?” 
“It has been a long day, and I realized just how little time we have on 

this planet. I want love in my life and that love is you.” 
Sandy had her head on top of Sam’s as she held her. “I do 

understand. One minute we are here, and the next we’re not.” Sam 
nodded with her face pressed into Sandy’s chest. “So, do you want to 
have dinner?”

“Very much. It’s been a hell of a day. I want to get hammered and 
forget that this day happened.” 

Sandy laughed. “Well, we can get hammered at Santiago’s and can 
count on Javier getting us a cab.” Sandy turned off the lights in her 
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office and grabbed her bag, “You want to leave your car here and ride 
with me?” 

“That would be wonderful.” 

Jim was sitting at his table at Santiago’s when Javier hobbled over 
and sat down with a bottle of his expensive scotch. 

“How many more fuckin’ bottles do you have of this shit?” 
“A case and a half.” 
“No one wants it?” 
“Not at a hundred and fifty a shot.” 
Jim laughed, blowing smoke from his lungs. “So, lower the fuckin’ 

price.” 
“Fuck you! I spend thousands, and I get them back.” 
“Not if the goddamn price is more than a fine cognac.” 
“I will figure out how to market it. Where Cindy?” 
“Working late, but she’ll be here. She doesn’t want to cook.” 
“I don’t blame her. How the football case going?” 
“It’s over.” 
“That was fast.” 
“Yeah …” Jim paused as Javier poured the scotch. “Well, it wasn’t 

as complex a case as first thought.” He paused again. “Let me rephrase 
that. It was the most complex case I have ever worked on.” 

Javier raised his glass. “A toast to complex fuckin’ cases.” 
“I’ll fuckin’ drink to that. Keep ‘em coming.” 
“One fifty a shot.” 
“Fuck you. You got ripped off, not me.” 
Javier laughed. “You keep drinking. I will have the money back for 

this shit in a few weeks, and you will have an empty bank account.”
Cindy walked into the bar to see Javier and Jim laughing at the table. 

Javier saw her and stood and pulled out a chair. “So nice to see you, 
Miss Cindy.” 
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“It’s nice to see you, too, Javier. How are you this evening?” 
“Well, thank you. What you like to drink?” 
“How about Jack and a beer back.” 
“Yes ma’am.” Javier yelled out to his bartender, “Two Jack and beer 

back for the lady.” He hobbled back to his stool as Cindy looked into 
Jim’s exhausted eyes. 

“Another long day?” 
“They’re all long, Cindy. They are all fuckin’ long.” 
“The Eagle?” 
“Oddly enough, no, not directly. A strange convergence of poetic 

justice choreographed in the shadow of the Eagle.” 

Karen was in the kitchen when Chris walked in. “Look what the 
cat drug in.” Chris smiled and gave her a huge hug and kiss. “Are you 
hungry?” Chris nodded as he sat down at the kitchen table. Karen was 
sipping a glass of wine and poured one for him then asked. “How is the 
football case going?” 

“Resolved.” 
“How the hell is that possible?” 
“It is one of the strangest cases I have ever been on. We’ll know 

more in a few days, but as it stands right now it appears that the case is 
solved.” 

“I see. So how many are or were in the Eagle’s lair?” 
“None.” 
“Did you say none?” Chris nodded. “But there was murder and 

mayhem. Did the killers or killer get away?” 
“I wouldn’t say that anyone got away. The really bad people took 

themselves out, and the Eagle was able to stay in the shadows without 
making a formal kill.” 

Karen sipped her wine as she stirred dinner on the stove. “Well, 
that’s a first for the Eagle.” 
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“It was a first for me as well.”

Sara walked into the lair where John was putting away some of his 
equipment. She kissed his cheek and handed him one of his duffle bags. 
“Any guests?” He shook his head. “Case ongoing?” 

“Pending resolution.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“There will be a meeting on Friday here in LA. Once that’s over, I 

will know if the case is resolved.” 
“You called in a lot of people on this one.” 
“I had to. This was a national case, but we were able to nip it here.” 
Sara nodded as John put the last of the equipment away. The two 

walked out of the lair and into the main house. He stripped off his 
clothes and jumped into the pool. Sara walked into the kitchen to see 
how dinner was coming along then took a bottle of wine that the chef 
had in the wine chiller, poured herself a glass, and walked out to the 
pool. She sat down in one of the lounge chairs and asked, “Do you want 
some wine?” John was doing laps and didn’t respond. She sat drinking 
and watching her husband move through the water, his nude body 
glistening against the pool lights. He stopped and pulled himself up on 
the ledge, his shoulder muscles bulging, and his pecks ripped across his 
chest. “Jesus, you’re hot.” 

John smiled as she threw him a towel. He dried off and wrapped it 
around his waist. “Did you ask me something while I was in the pool?” 

“Yes … would you like a glass of wine?” 
“Sure.” 
Sara poured it and then asked, “So, we have an empty lair and no 

guests imminent?”
“No.” 
“Did the Eagle get his prey?”  
“The Eagle got more than he bargained for.” 
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Sara’s eyes grew large. “How do you mean?” 
“Killers who were actually good guys and a killer who was an 

animal. I would have loved to have gotten into the lair, but it came down 
to saving lives instead of a lengthy extraction of justice.” 

“All of this was over the national anthem?” 
John took a sip of his wine. “On the surface that’s what it looks like, 

and it is what the media complains about, but it has a deeper core to it.” 
“Cops doing the killing, former military tired of disrespect, greed to 

see ratings rise, and a misplaced or misguided desire for reform?” 
John nodded. “You really do pay attention.” 
“I learned from the best. So you went against your gut and let 

admitted killers go?” 
“No. I went with my gut and let admitted killers go. However, they 

are easily obtainable if this should happen again, so justice is only a few 
moves away.” 

“Now what?” 
“I wait to see if the powers that be do the right thing.” 

Aaron Clintock’s phone had not stopped ringing since news of 
Patrick Swan’s murder had been released through the media. Ginger left 
it to voicemail at home and left Aaron to his staff. Owners were flying 
in from all over the country for the emergency meeting with regard to 
the vacancy left by Swan. The Ritz Carlton on Wilshire was the host of 
the event, and Aaron and Ginger arrived for the meeting ten minutes 
ahead of time. Aaron was alone in another room with James Reardon 
and Ginger when one of them asked, “What now, Aaron?” 

“We go into the meeting.” 
“You know the first question that’s going to come up before a vote 

and that question is going to be directed to you. ‘Where do you stand on 
the anthem protest?’” 

“I know.” 
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“And how are you going to answer?” 
“As commissioner I will enforce the rules on the books. Our players 

will stand for the anthem, and teams will enforce the rule or face fines 
and suspensions.” 

“And the players and their unions?” 
Aaron looked James in the eye and said, “They can go fuck 

themselves. They’re employees, and we have rules.” 
“You know there will be litigation, right?” 
“And we have way more money and clout behind us than those 

few players with their dollars. We also control the purse strings for the 
league and ultimately those giant salaries. But the most important group 
we must face is the American people and then the American veterans.” 

James nodded, and Ginger said, “This is for Scott.” 
“And if they don’t elect you, Aaron? If they go for one of the 

moderates or supporters of the protest?” 
“First, they won’t, and second, if by some insane move they do, they 

will bring hell down upon themselves, and it won’t have a thing to do 
with me.” 

Aaron walked into the meeting flanked by James and Ginger and 
much to his surprise sitting in a chair in the corner of the room was John 
Swenson. He didn’t acknowledge Swenson but sat down as the meeting 
came to order. Several owners spoke, some in support of Clintock and 
others in opposition to him becoming the commissioner. After nearly 
three hours of deliberations, the first votes were cast, but no one was 
elected. John sat there as the arguing persisted then stood up, looked 
around the room at the men and women, and said, “You are all sitting 
here arguing about a league, owners, players, and unions out of control. 
You have ignored the big picture and that is why you are all here to begin 
with. Let me make it clear why you are here. One of your billionaire 
owners and several millionaire players are DEAD! Gunned down in 
broad daylight and most on national television. I have listened to you 
argue. I have listened to you all rant about ratings. Here is the reality. If 
you choose to allow this disrespect for America to continue, all you will 
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do is get more people killed, including some of you right here in this 
room. The FBI and the ATF have done what they can up to this point to 
put a stop to it, but if you think that this is over and that you can go back 
to business as usual you’re wrong. More will die if you keep up this 
inane posturing. The killers are still out there, and they have made their 
point. Continue with this abuse of power and you will die. Mr. Clintock 
is the most well-respected owner in the league. He is an American icon, 
a well-respected veteran who has served this country and sacrificed 
greatly for the freedom that you and your players disrespect. I know 
the bulk of you have never served in uniform and don’t know just what 
freedom costs, but I can tell you as both an American and a veteran that 
freedom isn’t free. The fact that I am sitting here listening to you people 
talk about the impact of murders on TV ratings is insane. When snipers 
start killing you or people you care about, you won’t give a damn about 
ratings, will you?” The room was silent with owners staring at John as 
he spoke. “You somehow think this is a game. That your ratings will 
climb and that you can continue with this crap. I’m here to tell you it 
can’t and won’t be accepted, and the killings will become more brazen 
and brutal. Everyone in this room knows that Mr. Swan was murdered. 
What you don’t know is how he died. And while I’m not at liberty to 
release details, I can tell you he suffered at the hands of his killer. It’s my 
job as the Deputy Director of the FBI to let you know the facts, now it 
is up to you. Mr. Clintock will, as commissioner, enforce existing rules 
with regard to the anthem, and he will fine owners and players who 
kneel or otherwise disrespect America. You have allowed these racist 
tirades, and you are solely responsible for those who are dead.” John 
had stood still while speaking but now moved for the door. “Now … 
take your damn vote and prepare for the repercussions if you fail to elect 
a commissioner who will enforce the rules. I can tell you this much, 
local police are not going to protect you and your players until they 
are respected for their sacrifice. When you people are in trouble, you 
want law enforcement there to protect you, then you bad mouth the very 
people who have taken an oath to serve and protect you.” 
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One of the owners, a thin black man, was sitting back in his chair 
and asked, “Are all police good people, Director Swenson?” 

“No, sir, they are not, and no one knows that better than I do. It 
is my job to investigate police departments and officers who do bad 
things. As a rule, most officers are good people trying to protect people 
and property. There are, however, bad people in law enforcement, and 
my office tries to weed them out. Not all police have the best interests 
of people at heart. But as I have stated, the majority are good men and 
women doing a dangerous job, and they do it to protect citizens and, in 
some cases, they die in the line of duty.” John opened the conference 
room door but stopped and turned back to the room full of people. “Be 
careful what you wish for, folks. A controlled business with rule-abiding 
employees is what the business world both respects and expects. You 
are running a business. Keep that in mind. Businesses have rules that 
their employees must follow. Yours is no acceptation.” 

John left the room, and Jim, Chris, and Sam were waiting. They had 
heard his speech and all applauded him quietly as they followed him out 
of the hotel. 

“That was one hell of a speech, John,” Jim said as they left. 
“Yes, well, I fear it has fallen on deaf ears and that they will continue 

down this road, and there will be no way to protect them from the killers.” 
Sam said, “If they keep this shit going, I will not allow my deputies 

to protect them.” 
Jim nodded, taking a cigarette out of his top left pocket. “I’m not 

going to have my people putting their lives on the line for these pricks. 
Not a chance.” He lit his cigarette as he stood next to his cruiser. Sam 
asked for a cigarette, and Jim lit one for her. 

Chris and John were standing in front of his truck. There was no 
one around, and Chris asked, “This is even out of the Eagle’s hands, 
isn’t it?” 

“Yes. I’m not going to punish people who are being disrespected. 
I don’t agree with their methods, but the Eagle is going to stay out of 
this.” 
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“So, what now?”
“We all go back to work until we hear from these morons.”

The conference room was silent for several minutes after John left. 
People milled about and got drinks and returned to their seats. James 
looked around and said, “So, is there anyone who really wants this job?” 
Heads began to shake around the room, except for Aaron’s. “Then let’s 
vote, and let Aaron do what needs to be done to reel in this mess and keep 
people alive.” The vote was quick and when it was done a spokesperson 
for the owners fielded questions at a hastily called press conference. 
Aaron didn’t address the media. He and Ginger left the hotel along with 
James and headed for the stadium. James was seated in the back of the 
car as Aaron drove and asked, “So … how are you going to deal with 
this fucked up situation?” 

“I’m going to enforce the rules on the books, James. The fact that 
Director Swenson and so many others in law enforcement know how 
this all transpired leaves me nervous.” 

“Why?” 
Ginger spoke up, “Agent Swenson might be in quiet support of what 

has happened, but we aren’t buying that the Iron Eagle isn’t going to 
make a move. Tory and Jake are killers. And then the Mantis death? I 
don’t like it.” 

James didn’t respond. They exited the 110 Freeway onto Exposition 
Boulevard headed for the offices. When they got in, Aaron excused 
himself and went to his office alone. Ginger went down to meet with 
the cheerleading staff, and James went about his work as the GM. Aaron 
wasted no time. He picked up the phone and called John. When he 
answered, Aaron said, “That was one hell of a speech, Director.” 

“Deputy Director, and it was all fact.” 
“Did you see the news conference?” 
“No.” 
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“I’m the new commissioner.” 
“Congratulations. So, what’s the first order of business?” 
“The anthem protests, but I need to ask you a question.” 
“Shoot.” 
“You have been tracking the Iron Eagle for years, correct?” 
“Yes.” 
“So, is there anyone who knows him better than you?” 
“Not outside of the Eagle himself. Why?” 
“We are still afraid that he is going to come after us.” 
“The Eagle is not going to come after you or the men that were 

involved in this.” 
“I don’t understand how you can be so sure.” 
“This is not the type of case the Eagle jumps into.” 
“But he was at my home; he talked to me.” 
“And you told him what he needed to know.” 
“He’s a monster.” 
John laughed. “Mr. Clintock, I have been hunting for the Eagle for 

years. I can assure you that the Iron Eagle is not a monster.” 
“How can you say that given what he does to his victims?” 
“He doesn’t hurt good people. The Eagle is a complex man. He is 

brutal. There’s no doubt about that, and if this were a matter of people 
killing for the joy of killing I would say that he would be in the middle of 
it. There are plenty of monsters out there that he needs to focus his attention 
on. I am always one step behind him, but I will get to him some day.” 

“You make him sound like a hero.” 
“He’s certainly not a villain. He’s not going to come after you or the 

others. You can rest on that.” 
“I’m going to send a letter to all team owners that effective 

immediately ALL teams must stand for the anthem. There will be stiff 
fines for players and teams, and there will be benching and, in extreme 
circumstances, suspensions.” 

“You’re going to come up against a lot of resistance from players 
and their unions.” 
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“I don’t give a rat’s ass. There are a thousand ways to make their 
dissatisfaction known. There are things that players and teams can do 
that will have a direct impact on the situation. Kneeling or sitting on 
their asses isn’t solving anything. Since they want to behave like a 
bunch of children, I will treat them that way.” 

“I wish you luck. Have you ordered the end to the movement?” 
“Yes. All of the men know not to kill anymore. I have let them know 

that this is not going to change overnight, but it will change. Do you 
think that LAPD and the sheriff’s department will step up and help with 
protection?” 

“I think they will need a week or two to see what the teams do, but 
if they fall in line, I think they will step up again.” 

“We need them.” 
“I know, but you have to show respect to them. For the moment, you 

need private security.” 
“I have my GM working on that. The team is on the road for the next 

several games and local police have agreed to help out.” Aaron paused. 
“I want to thank you, Deputy Director Swenson, for keeping this under 
wraps and for resolving this without people being arrested or worse.” 

“Just do right by everyone and things will be okay.” 
“I want you to have season passes for your family.” 
“They would be wasted on us. We aren’t football fans. Donate them 

to Northridge Hospital, then my wife can use them for patients. It can 
become a part of the dream foundation she runs for indigent and terminal 
children.” 

“I will have someone contact her.” He paused for a moment then 
said, “So, you’re certain we have nothing to fear from the Eagle?” 

“I’m one hundred percent certain, Mr. Clintock. Focus on the work 
at hand; the rest will resolve itself.” 

John hung up the line, and Chris asked, “Is the Eagle really out of 
this?” 

“There is only one ethical issue I have and that involves Tory Strand 
and his efforts in assisting Mantis in his suicide.” 
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“Mantis was a bad guy, and Strand was able to clean up a sex ring 
and get a bad cop off the street.”

“Yeah, well, let’s just watch cases that come through. If he has gotten 
a taste for killing and thinks he is off the hook with the Eagle as well as 
law enforcement, he might decide to go after others.” 

Chris laughed. “A cop going after bad guys and taking them out 
without the judicial system … that sounds familiar.” 

“Yes … well, there is only room for one vigilante in this city, and it 
is too easy to cross over to the dark side and start killing for the sheer 
fun of it.” 

“I know, and that line is razor thin.”
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Chapter Twenty-Four
“Let the Eagle risk getting caught.  

Don’t lose your life over it.”

J
ake and Tory were sitting in a cruiser when Jake said, “I hope that 
Aaron can get this under control. I don’t like killing people even 
when they piss me off.” 
“You know what? I got satisfaction out of getting Mantis to kill 

himself. I didn’t do the heavy lifting. He really did hang himself but 
taking him out along with that little fuck who was exploiting those 
young women felt good.” 

Jake shook his head. “Don’t even think about the vigilante game. 
That’s covered by the Iron Eagle. We all know he’s a cop, and we know 
he understands how to work the system. The last thing you want is to 
get on his radar. You don’t have his skills. You will end up a victim of 
his savageness.” 

“You know what’s savage, Jake? The sick shit we see every day. 
These animals who prey on the weak then discard them like garbage. 
Every day across this county we see it. I know the Eagle doesn’t see all 
of it; he’s not omnipresent. He’s a man for Christ’s sake. How many 
cases have you or I testified in only to see a dirt bag get off or a judge 
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reduce a sentence for a really bad person only to see a life snuffed out 
by the same person when all the judge had to do was his job and lock 
him up? It gets old, Jake. The same shit every day. And who speaks for 
the victims? I can’t tell you how many times I’ve sat in a court room as 
people read victim impact statements at the sentencing of some animal 
who is either uninterested or is taunting the victim’s family. These are 
people who have no remorse, who are more likely to die of natural causes 
or at the hands of other inmates than to ever see the death chamber. And 
the worst of the worst are usually in protective custody and never see the 
general population. These people live better behind bars than a lot of the 
people we are out here protecting.” 

“Tory, I’m only going to say this once. You’re not in the class with 
the Eagle. He doesn’t get all of the bad guys, but he gets a lot of them. 
If we killed every person we thought was bad, where would it stop? We 
pull over a DUI suspect. Should that person die?” 

“If he’s a repeat offender and or has killed someone, then hell yes. 
Tie him to the bumper of a car and drag him through the streets he 
offended on.” 

Jake laughed. “Yeah, that won’t draw attention. Let it go, man. If 
you think someone is really bad, call John Swenson.” 

“Why Swenson?” 
“Well, he knows who the Eagle is and can pass along a message.” 

Tory had a thoughtful look on his face as they arrived at the scene. “Did 
I strike a nerve?” 

“Yeah, you did. Perhaps I need to feed information to Swenson and 
then see if any of these animals end up dead.” 

“That seems like the best way to go. L et the Eagle risk getting 
caught. Don’t lose your life over it.”

The front page of every newspaper carried the story of Swan’s death 
and of Clintock’s appointment to commissioner. They also had copies of 
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the letter instructing teams that ALL players must stand for the national 
anthem, laying out the fines and punishments for those who disobeyed. 
The editorial and opinion pieces balked at the rule as being an affront 
to the players’ First Amendment rights, and the unions and players had 
taken to social media to vent their frustration. Lawsuits were filed across 
the country, and for the Sunday game ALL teams sat for the anthem 
to challenge Clintock’s enforcement. By Monday afternoon, everyone 
had been fined, and multiple high profile players were benched for the 
following week’s games. 

Clintock held a news conference on Monday after the antics and 
made his position clear. “If these men are going to disrespect the 
anthem and America, they won’t be playing football. They will be 
fined and benched, and if that doesn’t work, teams have the option 
to put the offending players on waivers and bring up their second 
and third string squads to play. There are a lot of semi-pro players 
who never get their big break. Perhaps it’s time to see what they can 
do. We’ll send those who refuse to play by the rules down or out 
of the organization. While the organization has a certain amount of 
autonomy, I will use my powers as the commissioner of the league to 
enforce the rules and, if need be, remove offending players, up to and 
including lifetime bans.” 

One of the reporters asked, “Don’t you think this is over the top? 
These men have rights.”

“You’re a reporter for a major newspaper, right?” The reporter 
nodded. “You’re paid to do a job and that job is to cover our team and 
other local teams, correct?” 

“Yes.” 
“Are you an employee of the paper or a freelancer?” 
“Employee.” 
“Do you have an employee handbook with rules you must follow?” 
“Yes.” 
“And what happens if you break those rules?” 
“It depends on the offense. I could be reprimanded or even fired.” 



188 • Chapter Twenty-Four

“That’s right. You check your First Amendment rights at the door 
when you go to work for an employer. If your employer has a zero-
tolerance policy on any number of things – sexual harassment or posting 
on social media about work-related issues – and you violate those rules, 
you are reprimanded or fired, right?” The reporter nodded again. “Then, 
what makes you think that owning a sports team is any different? We 
employ these people to do a job. We have a code of conduct that wasn’t 
being enforced and now it is. The players are our employees; they are 
not our employers. They expect their paychecks and their other bonuses 
in exchange for playing a game. Why should they be allowed to break 
the rules that every other person with a job has to follow?” 

“I never thought of it like that.” 
“Of course, you haven’t. You’re an employee. You’re doing your 

job according to the rules of your employer. These men are going to 
follow the rules, or they will be replaced. There is an air in this industry 
that players aren’t expendable, that teams will collapse if players aren’t 
there. That’s not the case. It may mean a rebuilding process for some 
teams, but we do that all the time. So, I have levied some very, very 
heavy penalties on every team and every player who sat on Sunday, and 
I will continue to do so until order is restored and our teams follow the 
rules that every other professional team follows. It’s as simple as that.” 
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Blood Eagle
The Iron Eagle Series: Book Twenty-Five

Prologue

J
oann Fontaine had been cleaning up her desk at the main branch of the 
Los Angeles Public Library in preparation for the monthly meeting of 
librarians from around LA County. She had been the head librarian 

for nearly two decades and earned the position at the age of twenty-five. 
She didn’t look like a forty-five-year-old woman, though. Her brown 
hair was up in a bun, and her clothing was conservative: a blue skirt 
down to the knee with a white blouse. She showed enough skin to get 
looks from the public but not enough to get her dates. She had piercing 
blue eyes that gained her many compliments, and her soft skin and lack 
of wrinkles were disarming to people when they learned her age. 

She looked up and saw several desk lights on in the main library 
and looked at her watch. It was five-thirty-five p.m., and that was 
five minutes past closing time. Several of her staff were working on 
computers and inputting books that had been returned, so she walked 
the halls letting people know it was time to leave. She headed to the 
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back of the library where it was nearly dark with the exception of one 
reading lamp. Steven Black sat reading, and Joann leaned down and 
whispered, “It’s closing time, Steven.” The man jumped, and she pulled 
back. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you.” 

The man shook his head to clear it. “I’m sorry, Joann. I must have 
lost track of time. It’s only five-thirty.” 

“It’s Friday, Steven. We always close at five-thirty.” 
He closed the book he was reading, and Joann looked at the title. 

“Ulysses? Now, that is quite an undertaking.” 
“I love Joyce. I have read this book five times, and every time I read 

it I learn something new.” 
“That is the joy of Joyce. He was a creative author with a good sense 

of humor.” 
Steven put the book into a backpack he had on the table. “Indeed, he 

was. Is tonight your monthly meeting?” 
“Yes, so I’m expecting a full house, and I need the library clear. Will 

I see you tomorrow?” 
“Of course. I have been coming here for nearly ten years every day.” 
“I know. Why is that? Don’t you have a job?” 
“No. My family is very wealthy, and I don’t have to work, so I read.” 
“Why don’t you read at home?” 
“My mother feels that reading is a waste of time. Father supported 

my reading until he passed a decade ago, and now with mother alone in 
that big house I stay out of her way by coming here. I like it here. It’s 
quiet. There are plenty of places to eat, and I usually have this spot all 
to myself. And, of course, I get to see your beautiful face every day.” 

Joann smiled. “We have been down this road, Steven. I don’t date.” 
“I know, I know, but it can’t hurt to ask every once in a while. You 

might change your mind.” 
“Not likely. I’m celibate.” 
“Why?” 
“Just a choice I made many, many years ago, and I don’t see that 

changing. Now, you’re a nice young man.” 
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Steven laughed. “Young man. Do you know how old I am?” 
“Yes, Steven. It was on your library card application.” 
“I’m forty, Joann. Only five years younger than you.” 
People were starting to stream into the building and Joann asked, 

“How do you know my age?” 
“I know everything about you. I have for years. I will leave you to 

your meeting, and I will see you in the morning.” 

“Well, what a difference a few months makes,” Cindy said to Jim 
who was sitting on the deck. 

“What are you talking about?” 
“Sam’s house is finished. She’s moving in this weekend.” 
“Oh that. Yeah, well, she’s moving in with Sandy. I don’t know how 

the hell well that is going to go.” He stubbed out a cigarette and sipped 
the scotch he had on the table. 

“It’s six thirty. What do you want to do for dinner?” 
“Do you really need to ask me that every night?” 
“It’s the polite thing to do, isn’t it?” 
Jim laughed. “You cook like shit, and I know you do it on purpose. 

I know you want a chef like John and Sara, but I’m not going to pay 
someone to do what I can do in a microwave or get from Santiago’s.” 

“Oh, come on, Jimmy. We have a maid. Why can’t we have a chef?” 
“The maid keeps the house clean because you and I are hardly ever 

here. A chef would be a waste of money. We rarely eat at home.” 
“We could change that.” 
“No, we can’t. My schedule is insane, and yours is hectic during 

office hours. And let’s not forget when the losers call you at all hours of 
the night with their petty ass problems.” 

“They are not petty, and they are real problems to them.” 
“I’m sorry, Cindy, but the same three patients call you nearly every 

night with the same nonsense. ‘I’m having a panic attack over what 
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underwear to wear.’ ‘Doctor Bartlett, I feel out of control, like I’m going 
to fly off the planet.’ ‘Cindy, I did it again. I slept with five guys in one 
night, and I feel like a cheap whore.’” Jim paused. “The last one? What 
does she look like? Perhaps we could … help with her sex addiction,” 
he said laughing.

“To these people, these feelings are real, and it’s a crisis when they 
come on. As for my sex addict, there is no way in hell I’m going to let 
you ever meet her. She is young, blond, sexy, and drop dead beautiful as 
well as very, very damaged.” 

“Hey, if you ask me, you’re just leading them down the primrose 
path to take all the cash you can off them. I can cure every one of your 
patients. Just give me one day with them. We’ll make it a ride-along. 
After seeing the shit Sam and I as well as my deputies deal with, they 
will be cured.” 

“No. They will have a whole new set of problems for me to deal 
with.” 

Jim shook his head and stepped into the hot tub. Cindy stripped and 
joined him. “So, things have been quiet for the past few months.” 

“Quiet? Not really. Crime is still going on, just nothing that has had 
to draw me or Sam into the cases.” 

“Well, the anthem issue sure got worked out.” 
“Yes, that was fuckin’ survival. Those fuckers were getting fined 

up the ass, and several lost their jobs. Aaron Clintock has certainly put 
them in their place. Now that the season is over, we will see how next 
season goes.” 

Jim was reclining in the water, and Cindy put her foot on his groin 
and asked, “Do you want to fool around?” 

“No. I want to beat off. What the hell do you think? I want to get 
laid.” 

Cindy stood up. “Then follow this ass to the bedroom, big boy, and 
let’s work up our appetites even more.” 
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Steven Black had been walking up and down West Fifth Street near 
the library for about an hour. He had his backpack over his shoulder, and 
it was nearly eight p.m. when he saw people begin to leave the library. 
He had stopped in front of the U.S. Bank Building and was looking 
down on the people leaving. People were walking the streets, and the 
traffic was heavy. There was a small park area at one end of the library, 
and he made his way across the street and into the park where there were 
several homeless people camped out. 

“This can be a dangerous place for a white man.” Steven turned to 
see a dirty black man in torn clothing and several missing teeth speaking 
to him. “What’s a nice, neat guy like you doing in my park?” 

“It’s not your park. It belongs to the city, and, if anything, it is more 
dangerous for you than for me.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that. Bad shit happens to nice clean-cut men like 
you. Are you drunk or something?” Steven ignored the man who kept 
running his mouth. “Let me guess. You’re a homo looking for a deal. I’ll 
jerk you off for twenty bucks. Shit. I’ll suck you off for fifty. I got the 
perfect mouth for it. Hardly any teeth. I’ve been told it feels like a nice 
piece of pussy.” Steven spotted Joann leaving the library and pushed the old 
man away. “Oh, pretty boy found a date. You watch your back, pretty boy.” 

Steven walked slowly behind Joann for several blocks until she got 
to her building. He hid in a small alcove as the doorman buzzed her in. 
Once she was inside, he walked past the building and down an alley 
where he unzipped his pants and began to masturbate. Once he relieved 
himself, he picked up his backpack and was about to leave the area 
when he heard a female voice call to him. 

“Hey! Why are you beating off in this alley? You want some sex? 
I’ll hook you up, and I’m good.” The voice was unfamiliar but soft and 
inviting, and he moved further into the darkness until he could smell a 
sweet perfume and felt a hand touch his crotch. 

“It’s very dark here,” he said. 
“Indeed, it is. You don’t want the cops on us while you’re fucking 

me, do you?” 
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“I don’t do prostitutes.” 
“Who says I’m a prostitute? I’m interested in you. I saw you were 

following the librarian. You have a crush on her, right?” 
“Yes. How did you see me?” 
“I have been watching you for over an hour pacing around like a 

stalker. If you like the woman so much, why don’t you talk to her?” 
“I have talked to her. I have talked to her every day for nearly ten 

years.” 
“Well then, I’d say that she’s not interested in you, honey, but I am.” 
“Who are you?” 
“Right now, I’m your date, and I’m a sure thing, baby.” 
“I can’t see your face.” 
“Come farther back in the alley. My car is parked back there, and 

you can see all of me, honey.” The woman took him by the hand and led 
him to a small SUV. When she opened the door, he could see she was a 
beautiful woman in her early twenties and was dressed only in a pair of 
heels. Steven looked her up and down as she turned around slowly. “So, 
do you like what you see?” 

“Very much.” 
“Well, hop in, and we can take this party to my place. Believe me, 

this will be one night neither one of us is going to forget.” 
“Where do you live?” 
“Just around the corner. I have a little place that is oh so private.” 
“Let’s go to your place.” 
The woman started the car and drove out of the alley onto Fifth 

Street. Steven was visibly nervous. “You’ve never done this before, 
have you?” 

“Done what?” 
“Sex with a stranger.” 
“I still don’t understand. You want to have sex with me, but you 

don’t want money?” 
“Nope … just want you to fuck my brains out, and I like it bareback, 

baby.” 
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“Bareback?” 
“No condom, honey. I like it natural, and I like it in ALL of my 

holes.” 
They continued down Fifth Street until it merged with the 110 

Freeway. “I thought you said you lived just around the corner.” 
“I do, but the freeway is faster than the streets. Just relax, baby. 

Here, I’ll help you.” Steven was looking at the woman as she removed 
a small inhaler, and she reached over and shot it up his nose. He jerked 
for a fraction of a second and then began to slump in the seat. “That will 
knock you out for a while until I can get you home. I wouldn’t want you 
to try and jump out of the car, you know.” 

Steven’s eyes grew heavy, and his speech slurred. “What’s 
happening? Who are you? Where are you taking me?” 

“To my fun house. Well, it’s fun for me. I doubt it’s going to be as 
fun for you.”

It was just before eight a.m. when Joann arrived at the library. She 
walked to the side entrance and was unlocking the door when she noticed 
something red sticking out of the bushes near the building. She walked 
over to it and was met with a foul stench. When she looked closer, she 
saw a nude body face down in the bushes with two deep purple objects 
protruding from its back. 

“Jesus! Oh Jesus!” She pulled her cellphone out and dialed 9-1-1 
and said, “Um … I want to report a murder.” 

“What is your location?” 
“I’m at the side entrance to the Los Angeles Public Library. 630 

West Fifth Street.” 
“What is your name.” 
“Joann Fontaine. I’m the head librarian.” 
“Okay, stay on the line with me. I have dispatched police and 

emergency services. You say the person has been murdered?” 
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“It appears that way. There is no movement.” 
“Have you checked the body for a pulse?” 
“No. It’s a gross scene. It looks like a man. He’s face down in the 

bushes with these purple things sticking out of his back. I have never 
seen or smelled anything like this.” The sound of sirens could be heard 
off in the distance and then a police car parked as did an ambulance. 
“The police are here. I’m hanging up.” 

The officers rushed to the scene, and one of them took Joann to 
the side as the other checked the body. “Dead, partner. We don’t need 
EMTs; we need the coroner and a CSI team.” 

One officer taped off the scene while the other walked Joann into 
her office. He questioned her for several minutes, but she had little to 
tell him. Once detectives were on the scene, the black and whites were 
ordered to maintain crowd control while they investigated and waited 
for the coroner.

Jade and Jessica arrived on scene at half past nine. The two gloved 
up and then started to examine the body. Jessica looked at the purple 
flesh protruding from both sides of the back. “What the fuck are those?” 

Jade had her bag and stuck a meat thermometer into the liver from 
the side. “The victim’s lungs.” 

“Um … aren’t they supposed to be inside?”
Jade laughed. “That’s how we usually see them. I have seen a lot of 

things in my years in this business, but I have never seen anything like 
this.”

“Well, based on the smell and the low seventies on the thermometer, 
this guy has been dead for hours. What sick fuck would do something 
like this to another human being?” 

“All good questions, Jess. The lungs have been pulled through the 
victim’s back. It’s called a blood eagle. It’s a mythical form of torture … 
or at least is was until this moment.” 
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