ABSOLUTE POWNER
By: DAVI D BALDACCI
Synopsi s:

A longtine burglar breaks into a plush nmansion in the Washington D. C.
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CHAPTER ONE

HE GRI PPED THE STEERI NG WHEEL LOOSELY AS THE CAR, I TS lights out,
drifted slowly to a stop. A few |ast scraps of gravel kicked out of the



tire treads and then silence envel oped him He took a noment to adj ust
to the surroundings and then pulled out a pair of worn but stil

ef fective nightvision binoculars. The house slowy cane into focus. He
shifted easily, confidently in his seat. A duffel bag lay on the front
seat beside him The car's interior was faded but clean

The car was also stolen. And froma very unlikely source.

A pair of miniature palmtrees hung fromthe rearview mrror. He snled
grimMy as he | ooked at them Soon he might be going to the |and of

pal ns. Quiet, blue, see-through water, powdery sal non-col ored sunsets
and late nornings. He had to get out. It was tine. For all the occasions
he had said that to hinself, this tine he felt sure.

Si xty-six years old, Luther Witney was eligible to collect Social
Security, and was a card-carrying nmenber of AARP

At that age nost men had settled down into second careers as
grandfathers, part-time raisers of their children's children, when weary
joints were eased down into famliar recliners and arteries finished
closing up with the clutter of a lifetinme.

Lut her had had only one career his entire life. It involved breaking and
entering into other people's hones and places of business, usually in
the nighttine, as now, and taking away as nuch of their property as he
could feasibly carry.

Though clearly on the wong side of the |aw, Luther had never fired a
gun or hurled a knife in anger or fear, except for his part in a largely
confusing war fought where South and North Korea were joined at the hip.
And the only punches he had ever thrown were in bars, and those only in
sel f-defense as the suds made nen braver than they shoul d have been

Luther only had one criterion in choosing his targets: he took only from
those who could well afford to lose it. He considered hinmself no
different fromthe arm es of people who routinely coddl ed the wealthy,
constantly persuading themto buy things they did not need.

A good many of his sixty-odd years had been spent in assorted nedi um
and t hen nmaxi num security correctional facilities along the East Coast.
Li ke bl ocks of granite around his neck, three prior felony convictions
stood to his credit in three different states. Years had been carved out
of his life.

I mportant years. But he could do nothing to change that now.

He had refined his skills to where he had high hopes that a fourth
convi ction would never materialize. There was absol utely not hing
mysterious about the ramifications of another bust: he would be | ooking
at the full twenty years. And at his age, twenty years was a death
penalty. They might as well fry him which was the way the Comonweal th
of Virginia used to handle its particularly bad people. The citizens of
this vastly historic state were by and | arge a God-fearing people, and
religion prem sed upon the notion of equal retribution consistently
demanded the ulti mate payback. The comonweal th succeeded in di sposing
of nmore death row crimnals than all but two states, and the | eaders,
Texas and Fl orida, shared the noral sentinents of their Southern sister.
But not for sinple burglary; even the good Virginians had their limts.

Yet with all that at risk he couldn't take his eyes off the
hone- mansi on, of course, one would be conpelled to call it. It had
engrossed himfor several nonths now Tonight that fascination would



end.

M ddleton, Virginia. Aforty-five-mnute drive west on a slingshot path
from Washi ngton, D.C. Hone to vast estates, obligatory Jaguars, and

hor ses whose price tags could feed the residents of an entire inner-city
apartment building for a year.

Hones in this area sprawl ed across enough earth with enough spl endor to
qualify for their own appellation. The irony of his target's nane, the
Coppers, was not |ost upon him

The adrenaline rush that acconpani ed each job was absol utely uni que. He
imagined it was somewhat |ike how the batter felt as he nonchal antly
trotted the bases, taking all the tinme in the world, after newy bruised
| eat her had | anded sonmewhere in the street. The crowd on its feet, fifty
t housand pairs of eyes on one hunan being, all the air in the world
seem ngly sucked into one space, and then suddenly displaced by the arc
of one man's glorious swing of the wood.

Luther took a |l ong sweep of the area with his still sharp eyes.

An occasional firefly winked back at him Oherwi se he was al one. He
listened for a noment to the rise and fall of the cicadas and then that
chorus faded into the background, so omnipresent was it to every person
who had lived long in the area.

He pulled the car further down the bl acktop road and backed onto a short
dirt road that ended in a mass of thick trees. His iron-gray hair was
covered with a black ski hat.

H s | eathery face was sneared bl ack with canoufl age cream calm green
eyes hovered above a cinder block jaw. The flesh carried on his spare
frane was as tight as ever. He | ooked |ike the Arnmy Ranger he had once
been. Luther got out of the car.

Crouching behind a tree, Luther surveyed his target. The Coppers, like
many country estates that were not true working farns or stables, had a
huge and ornate wought iron gate set on twin brick colums but had no
fencing. The grounds were accessible directly fromthe road or the
near by woods.

Lut her entered fromthe woods.

It took Luther two minutes to reach the edge of the cornfield adjacent
to the house. The owner obviously had no need for home-grown vegetabl es
but had apparently taken the country squire role to heart. Luther wasn't
compl aining, since it afforded hima hidden path alnpbst to the front
door.

He waited a few nonents and then di sappeared into the enbracing
t hi ckness of the corn stal ks.

The ground was nostly clear of debris and his tennis shoes nade no
sound, which was inportant, for any noise carried easily here. He kept
his eyes straight ahead; his feet, after nuch practice, carefully picked
their way through the slender rows, conpensating for the slight
unevenness of the ground. The night air was cool after the debilitating
heat of another stagnant summer, but not nearly cool enough for breath
to be transfornmed into the tiny clouds that could be seen froma

di stance by restless or insomiac eyes.

Luther had tined this operation several times over the past nonth,
al ways stopping at the edge of the field before stepping into the front



grounds and past no-man's-land. In his head, every detail had been
wor ked and reworked hundreds of times until a precise script of
movenent, waiting, followed by nore novenent was firmy entrenched in
hi s m nd.

He crouched down at the edge of the front grounds an took one nore | ong
| ook around; no need to rush. No dogs to worry about, which was good. A
human, no matter how young and fleet, sinply could not outrun a dog. But
it was the noise they made that stopped men |ike Luther cold. There was
al so no perineter security system probably because of the innunerable
false alarms that would be caused by the |arge popul ati ons of deer,
squirrel and raccoon roam ng over the area. However, Luther would
shortly be faced with a highly sophisticated defense package that he
woul d have thirty-three seconds to disarmand that included the ten
seconds it would take himto renove the control panel

The private security patrol had passed through the area thirty mnutes
earlier. The cop clones were supposed to vary their routines, naking
sweeps through their surveillance sectors every hour. But after a nonth
of observations, Luther had easily discerned a pattern. He had at | east
three hours before another pass would be made. He woul dn't need nearly
that | ong.

The grounds were pitch black, and thick shrubs, the Iifebl ood of the
burglary class, clung to the brick entryway like a caterpillar nest to a
tree branch. He checked each wi ndow of the house: all black, all silent.
He had watched the caravan carrying the hone's occupants parade out two
days ago to points south, and carefully took inventory of all owners and
personnel . The nearest estate was a good two niles away.

He took a deep breath. He had pl anned everything out, but in this
busi ness, the sinple fact was that you could never count for everything.

He | oosened the grips on his backpack and then glided out fromthe field
in long, snooth strides across the lawn, and in ten seconds was facing
the thick, solid-wood front door with reinforced steel fram ng together
with a |l ocking systemthat was rated at the top of the charts for

hol ding force. None of which concerned Luther in the |east.

He slipped a facsimle front-door key out of his jacket pocket and
inserted it into the keyhole w thout, however, turning it.

He |istened for another few seconds. Then he slipped off his backpack
and changed his shoes so there would be no traces of nmud. He readied his
battery-operated screwdriver, which could reveal the circuitry he needed
to fool ten tinmes faster than he could by hand.

The next piece of equipnment he carefully pulled fromhis backpack

wei ghed exactly six ounces, was slightly bigger than a pocket cal cul ator
and other than his daughter was the best investnent he had ever nade in
his life. Nicknamed "Wt" by its owner, the tiny device had assisted
Luther in his last three jobs without a hitch

The five digits conprising this hone's security code had al ready been
supplied to Luther and programmed into his conputer. Their proper
sequence was still a nystery to him but that obstacle would have to be
eradicated by his tiny nmetal, wire and nicrochip conpanion if he wanted
to avoid the ear-piercing shriek that would instantly emit fromthe four
sound cannons planted at each corner of the ten-thousandsquare-foot
fortress he was invading. Then would follow the police call dialed by

t he nanel ess conmputer he would battle in a few nonents. The hone al so
had pressure-sensitive windows and floor plates, in addition to



t anper proof door magnets. Al of which would nean nothing if Wt could
tear the correct code sequence fromthe alarm systenis grasp

He eyed the key in the door and with a practiced noti on hooked Wt to
his harness belt so that it hung easily against his side. The key turned
effortlessly in the | ockland Luther prepared to bl ock out the next sound
that he would hear, the | ow beep of the security systemthat warned of

i npendi ng doom for the intruder if the correct answer was not fed into
it inthe allotted tinme and not a millisecond |ater

He repl aced his black |leather gloves with a pair of nore ninble plastic
ones that had a second | ayer of padding on the fingertips and palns. It
was not his practice to | eave any evidence behind. Luther took one deep
breath, then opened the portal. The shrill beep of the security system
met himinstantly. He quickly noved into the enornous foyer and
confronted the al arm panel

The automatic screwdriver whirled noiselessly; the six netal pieces
dropped into Luther's hands and then were deposited in a carrier on his
belt. Slender wires attached to Wt flashed agai nst the sliver of
nmoonl i ght seepi ng through the w ndow beside the door, and then Luther,
probing nmonentarily |ike a surgeon through a patient's chest cavity,
found the correct spot, clipped the strands into place and then flipped
on the power source to his conpanion

From across the foyer, a slash of crinson stared down at him The
infrared detector had already | ocked on Luther's thermal offset. As the
seconds ticked down, it patiently waited for the security systems
"brain" to pronounce the intruder friend or foe.

Faster than the eye could follow, the nunbers Bashed across Wt's
digital screen in neon anber; the allotted tine blinked down in a snall
box at the top-right-hand corner of the same screen

Fi ve seconds el apsed and then the nunbers 5, 13, 9, 3 and 11 appeared on
Wt's tiny glass face and | ocked.

The beep stopped on cue as the security systemwas disarned, the red
light flashed off and was replaced with the friendly green, and Luther
was in business. He renoved the wires, screwed the plate back on and
repacked his equi prent, then carefully | ocked the front door.

The nmaster bedroomwas on the third floor, which could be reached by an
el evator down the main first-floor hallway to the right, but Luther
chose the stairs instead. The | ess dependent he was on anything he did
not have conpl ete control over the better. Getting stuck in an el evator
for several weeks was not part of his battle plan.

He | ooked at the detector in the corner of the ceiling as its
rectangul ar mouth smled at him its surveillance arc asleep for now.
Then he headed up the staircase.

The master bedroom door was not |ocked. In a few seconds he had his

| ow- power, nonglare work | anp set up and took a nmoment to | ook arount
The green glow from a second control panel nounted next to the bedroom
door broke the darkness.

The house itself had been built within the last five years; Luther had
checked the records at the courthouse and had even nanaged to gain
access to a set of blueprints of the place fromthe planning

conmi ssioner's office, it being large enough to require special blessing
fromthe | ocal governnent as though they would ever actually deny the



rich their w shes.

There were no surprises in the building plans. It was a big, solid house
more than worth the nultimllion-dollar price tag that had been paid in
cash by its owner.

I ndeed, Luther had visited this hone once before, in broad daylight,
wi th peopl e everywhere. He had been in this very room and he had seen
what he needed to see. And that was why he was here tonight.

Si x-inch crown nol ding peered down at himas he knelt next to the
gigantic, canopied bed. Next to the bed was a nightstand. On it were a
smal | silver clock, the newest romance novel of the day and an antique
silver-plated |etter opener with a thick | eather handl e.

Everyt hi ng about the place was big and expensive. There were three
wal k-in closets in the room each about the size of Luther's living
room Two were occupied by wonmen's clothes and shoes and purses and
every other fenal e accoutrenent one could rationally or irrationally
spend noney on.

Lut her glanced at the framed prints on the nightstand and wyly observed
the twenty-sonething "little woman" next to the seventy-sonething
husband.

There were many types of lotteries in the world and not all of them
state-run.

Several of the photos showed off the lady of the house's proportions to
al most maxi mum degree, and his qui ck exam nation of the cl oset reveal ed
that her dressing pleasures |eaned to the downright sleazy.

He | ooked up at the full-length mrror, studying the ornate carvings
around its edges. He next surveyed the sides. It was a heavy, nifty bit
of work, built right into the wall, or so it seened, but Luther knew

that hinges were carefully hidden into the slight recess six inches from
the top and bottom

Lut her | ooked back at the mirror. He had the distinct advantage of
havi ng seen a target like this full-length nodel a couple of years ago
al t hough he hadn't planned to crack it.

But you didn't ignore a second gol den egg just because you had the first
in hand, and that second gol den egg had been worth about fifty thou

The prize on the other side of this private |ooking glass he figured
woul d be about ten tines that.

Using brute force and the aid of a crowbar he could overcone the | ocking
systembuilt into the mirror's carvings but that would take precious
time. And, nore than that @it woul d | eave behi nd obvi ous signs of the

pl ace havi ng been vi ol at ed.

And al t hough the house was supposed to be enpty for the next severa
weeks, one never knew. \When he |left the Coppers there would be no

obvi ous evi dence he had ever been there. Even upon their return the
owners might not check the vault for some tinme. In any event, he did not
have to take the hard route.

He wal ked quickly over to the |arge-screen TV | ocated agai nst one wall

of the vast chamber. The area was set up as a sitting roomw th nmatching
chintz-covered chairs and a |l arge coffee table. Luther |ooked at the
three renotes Iying there. One to work the TV, one for the VCR and one
that would cut his night's work by ninety percent. Each had a brand nane



on it, each | ooked pretty nmuch like the other, but a quick experinent
showed that two worked their appropriate apparatus and one did not.

He wal ked back across the room pointed the control at the mrror and
pushed the lone red button | ocated at the bottom of the hardware.
Odinarily that action neant the VCR was recording. Tonight, in this
room it nmeant the bank was opening for business for its one fortunate
cust oner.

Lut her watched the door swi ng open easily, silently on the nowreveal ed
no- nmai nt enance hinges. From|ong habit, he replaced the control exactly
where it had been, pulled a collapsible duffel bag out of his backpack
and entered the vault.

As his light swept through the darkness he was surprised to see an
uphol stered chair sitting in the niddl e of the room which |ooked to be
about six feet by six feet. On the chair's armrested an identica
renote, obviously a safeguard against being | ocked in by accident. Then
his eyes took in the shel ves down each side.

The cash, bundl ed neatly, went in first, then the contents of the
sl ender boxes that were definitely not costume jewelry. Luther counted
about two hundred thousand dollars' worth of negotiabl e bonds and ot her
securities, and two small boxes of antique coins and anot her of stanps,
i ncludi ng one of an inverted figure that nmade Luther swall ow hard.

He ignored the bl ank checks and the boxes full of |egal docunents, which
were worthless to him Hi s quick assessnent ended at alnbst two million
dol l ars, probably nore

He took one nore | ook around, taking care not to miss any stray nook
The walls were thick-he figured they had to be fireproof, or as
fireproof as man coul d make sonet hing. The place wasn't hernetically
seal ed; the air was fresh, not stale.

Sonebody could stay in here for days.

THE Li no MOVED QUI CKLY DO THE ROAD FOLLOWNED BY THE van, each driver
expert enough to acconplish this feat without the benefit of headlights.

I nsi de the spaci ous back seat of the linio were a man and two wonen, one
of whom was close to being drunk and who was doi ng her best to undress
the man and herself right there, despite the gentle defensive efforts of
her victim

The ot her woman sat across fromthemtight-Ilipped, ostensibly trying to
i gnore the ridicul ous spectacle, which included girlish giggling and
much panting, but in reality she closely observed every detail of the
pair's efforts. Her focus was on a | arge book that sat open in her |ap
wher e appoi ntnents and notes battled each other for space and the
attention of the male sitting across fromher, who took the opportunity
of his conpani on wrenching off her spike heels to pour hinself another
drink. H's capacity for al cohol was enornous. He could drink tw ce the
anount he had al ready consuned tonight and there would be no outward
signs, no slurring of speech or inpeded notor functions-which would have
been deadly for a man in his position

She had to admre him his obsessions, his truly raw edges, while at the
sanme time his being able to project an image to the world that cried out
purity and strength, nornalcy but, at the same tine, greatness. Every
worman in America was in love with him enanored with his classic good
| ooks, immense sel f-assurance and al so what he represented, for all of



them And he returned that universal adnmiration with a passion, however
m spl aced, that astoni shed her

Unfortunately, that passion had never pointed itself in her direction
despite her subtle nessages, the touches that |ingered a shade too |ong;
how she maneuvered to see himfirst thing in the norning when she | ooked
her best, the sexual references used in their strategy sessions. But
until that time came-and it would cone, she kept telling herself-she
woul d be patient.

She | ooked out the window. This was taking too long; it threw everything
el se off. Her nouth curled up in displeasure.

LUTHER HEARD THE VEHI CLES ENTER THE FRONT DRIVE. HE flitted to a w ndow
and foll owed the nini-caravan as it went around back, where it would be
hi dden fromview fromthe front drive. He counted four people alighting
fromthe Iinp, one fromthe van. Hi s mnd scrolled swiftly through
possible Identities. Too small a party for it to be the owners of the
house. Too many for it to be soneone sinply checking on the place. He
could not nmake out any faces. For one ironic instant Luther debated

whet her the home was destined to be burgled twi ce on the same night. But
that was too enornpus a coincidence. In this business, |ike a |ot of
others, you played the percentages. Besides, crimnals did not march up
to their targets wearing clothing nore suitable for a night on the town.

He t hought quickly as noises filtered up to him presumably from outside
the rear of the house. It took hima second to realize that his retreat
was cut off and to cal cul ate what his plan of action would be.

Grabbing his bag, he raced to the al arm panel next to the bedroom door
and activated the home's security system silently thanking his nenory
for nunbers. Then Luther slipped across to the vault and entered it,
carefully closing the door behind him He pushed hinself as far back
into the little roomas he could. Now he had to wait.

He cursed his nisfortune; everything had been going so snoothly. Then he
shook his head clear, forced hinself to breathe regularly. It was |ike
flying. The longer you did it, the greater your chance of sonething bad
happeni ng. He woul d just have to hope that the house's nobst recent
arrivals would have no need to nmake a deposit in the private bank he was
now occupyi ng.

A burst of laughter and then the drum of voices filtered up to him
together with the loud beep fromthe al arm system which sounded like a
jet plane screeching directly over his head. Apparently there was slight
confusi on about the security code. A bead of sweat appeared on Luther's
forehead as he envisioned the al arm expl oding and the police wanting to
exam ne every inch of the house just in case, starting with his little

r oost.

He wondered how he would react as he listened to the mirrored door being
opened, a light blazing in, without the slightest possibility of m ssing
him The strange faces peering in, the drawn guns, the reading of his
rights. He al nost | aughed. Trapped like a fucking rat, nowhere to go. He
hadn't had a cigarette in alnost thirty years, "but now he desperately
craved a snoke. He put his bag down quietly and slowy let his | egs out
straight so they wouldn't go to sl eep

Heavy steps on the oak plank staircase. Whoever they were they didn't
care who knew they were there. Luther counted four, possibly five. They
turned left and headed his way.



The door to the bedroom opened with a slight squeak

Lut her searched his mind. Everything had been picked up or put back in
its place. He'd only touched the renote, and he had replaced it right in
line with the slight dust pattern. Now Luther could only hear three

voi ces, a man and two wonen.

One of the femnl es sounded drunk, the other was all business. Then Ms.
Busi ness di sappeared, the door closed but wasn't |ocked, and Ms. Drunk
and the nan were al one.

Wiere were the others? Wiere had Ms. Business gone? The giggles
continued. Footsteps canme closer to the mrror

Lut her scrunched down in the corner as far as he could, hoping that the
chair would shield himfromview but knowing that it couldn't possibly.

Then a burst of light hit himright in the eyes and he al nbst gasped at
the suddenness of his little world going frominky black to broad
daylight. He blinked rapidly to adjust to the new | evel of brightness,
his pupils going fromalnost full dilation to pinpoints in seconds. But
there were no screans, no faces, no guns.

Finally, after a full minute had passed, Luther peered around the corner
of the chair and received anot her shock. The vault door seenmed to have
di sappeared; he was staring right into the goddanmed room He al npbst
fell backward but caught hinself. Luther suddenly understood what the
chair was for.

He recogni zed both of the people in the room The wonan he had seen
tonight already, in the photos: the little wife with the hooker taste in
cl ot hes.

The man he knew for an altogether different reason; he certainly wasn't
the master of this house. Luther slowy shook his head in amazenent and
|l et out his breath. H s hands shook and a queasi ness crept over him He
fought back the gri of nausea and stared into the bedroom

@p The vault door also served as a one-way mrror. Wth the light on
outside and darkness in his little space, it was as though he were
wat ching a giant TV screen

Then he saw it and a fist of breath kicked out of his lungs: the di anond
neckl ace on the woman's neck. Two hundred thou to his practiced eye,
maybe nore. And just the sort of bauble one would routinely put away in
a hone vault before retiring for the evening. Then his lungs rel axed as
he wat ched her take the piece off and casually drop it on the floor.

Hi s fear receded enough to where he rose and inched over to the chair
and slowy eased hinself into it. So the old man sat here and wat ched
his little wonan get her brains screwed out by a procession of nmen. From
the | ooks of her, Luther figured that some nenbers of that procession

i ncl uded young guys naki ng m ni rum wage or hanging on to freedom by the
width of a green card. But her gentlenan caller tonight was in an

al t ogether different class.

He | ooked around, his ears focused for any sound of the other

i nhabi tants of the house. But what could he really do? |In over thirty
years of active |arceny, he had never encountered anything like this, so
he decided to do the only thing he could. Wth only an inch of gl ass
separating himfrom absolute destruction, he settled down quietly into
the deep leaffier and waited.



CHAPTER Two
THREE BLOCKS FROM THE BROAD WHr FE BULK OF THE UNYr ED

States Capitol, Jack Graham opened the front door of his apartnent,
threw his overcoat on the floor and went straight to the fridge. Beer in
hand he fl opped down on the thread bare couch in his living room H's
eyes qui ckly perused the tiny roomas he took a drink. Quite a
difference fromwhere he'd just been. He let the beer stand in his nouth
and then swal | oned. The nuscles of his square jaw tensed and then

rel axed. The naggi ng prickles of doubt slowy drained away, but they
woul d reappear; they always did.

Anot her inportant dinner party with Jennifer, his soon-to be wife, and
her famly and circle of social and business acquai ntances. People at
that |evel of sophistication apparently didn't have nere friends they
hung with. Everyone served a particular function, the whol e being
greater than the sumof the parts. O at |east that was the intent,

al t hough Jack had his own opinion on the matter.

I ndustry and finance had been well represented, brandi shing names Jack
read about in the Wall Street Journal before he chucked it for the
sports pages to see how the 'Skins or Bullets were doing. The politicos
had been out in full force, scrounging future votes and current doll ars.
The group was rounded out by the ubiquitous |awers of which Jack was
one, the occasional doctor to showties to the old ways and a coupl e of
public-interest types to denonstrate that the powers that he had
synmpathy for the plight of the ordinary.

He finished the beer and flipped on the TV. Hi s shoes cane off, and the
forty-dollar patterned socks his fiance had bought for himwere
carelessly flung over the back of the | anp shade.

G ven tinme she'd have himin two-hundred-dollar braces w th matching
hand-painted ties. Shit! Rubbing his toes, he seriously considered a
second beer. The TV tried but failed to hold his interest. He pushed his
thick, dark hair out of his eyes and focused for the thousandth tine on
where his life was hurtling, seeningly with the speed of the space
shuttle.

Jennifer's conpany |ino had driven the two of themto her Northwest
Washi ngt on t ownhouse where Jack woul d probably nove after the weddi ng;
she detested his place. The weddi ng was barely six nmonths off,
apparently no time at all by a bride's standards, and he was sitting
here havi ng severe second thoughts.

Jenni fer Ryce Bal dwi n possessed instant head-turning beauty to such a
degree that the wonen stared as often as the nen. She was also snart and
acconpl i shed, cane from serious noney and was intent on nmarrying Jack
Her father ran one of the | argest devel opnent conpanies in the country.

Shoppi ng centers, office buildings, radio stations, entire subdivisions,
you nane it, he was in it, and doing better than just about anyone el se.
Her paternal great-grandfather was one of the original M dwest

manuf acturing tycoons, and her nother's famly had once owned a | arge
chunk of downtown Boston. The gods had sniled early and often on

Jenni fer Baldwi n. There wasn't one guy Jack knew who wasn't jeal ous as
hell of him

He squirnmed in his chair and tried to rub a kink out of his shoul der. He
hadn't worked out in a week. His six-foot-one body, even at thirty-two,
had the sane hard edge it had enjoyed all through high school where he



was a nan anong boys in virtually every sport offered, and in college
where the conpetition was a | ot rougher but where he still managed to
make first-string varsity as a heavywei ght westler and first-team

Al'l - Academ c. That conbinati on had gotten himinto the University of

Vi rginia School of Law, where he nade Law Review, graduated near the top
of his class and promptly settled down as a public defender in the
District of Colunmbia's crinminal justice system

Hi s classmates had all grabbed the big-firmoption out of |aw school
They had routinely called with phone nunbers of psychiatrists who could
hel p coax himout of his insanity. He smled and then went and grabbed
that second beer. The fridge was now enpty.

Jack's first year as a PD had been rough as he | earned the ropes, |osing
nore than he won. As tine went on, he graduated to the nore serious
crimes. And as he poured every ounce of youthful energy, raw talent and
common sense he had into each of those cases, the tide began to turn

And then he started kicking some serious ass in court.

He discovered he was a natural at the role, as talented at

cross-exam nation as he had been at throwi ng men much bigger than he
across a two-inch-thick mat. He was respected, liked as an attorney if
you coul d believe that.

Then he had nmet Jennifer at a Bar function. She was vice president of
devel opment and marketing at Baldwin Enterprises. Dynam c in presence,
she had the added skill of naking whonever she was talking to fee
important; their opinions were listened to if not necessarily foll owed.
She was a beauty who had no need to rely solely on that asset.

When you got past the eye-catching | ooks, there was a |ot nore there. O
seenmed to be. Jack woul d have been | ess than human had he not been
attracted to her. And she had nade it clear, early on, that the
attraction was mutual. Wiile being ostensibly inpressed at his

dedi cation in defending the rights of those accused of crimes in the
Capital Cty, little by little Jennifer had convinced Jack that he had
done his bit for the poor, dunmb and unfortunate, and that naybe he
shoul d start thinking about hinself and his future, and that naybe she
wanted to be a part of that future. Wien he finally left PD, the U S.
attorney's office had given himquite a send-off party, and good

ri ddance. That should have told himthen and there that there were a | ot
nmore of the poor, dumb and unfortunate who needed his help. He didn't
expect to ever top the thrill he had felt being a PD, he figured tines
like that cane around once in |life and then they were gone. It was tine
to nove on; even little boys |ike Jack Graham had to grow up soneday.
Maybe it was just his tine.

He turned off the TV, grabbed a bag of corn chips and went to his
bedroom stepping over the piles of dirty laundry strewn in front of the
doorway. He couldn't blame Jennifer for not liking his place; he was a
sl ob. But what bothered himwas the dead certainty that, even spotless,
Jenni fer woul d not consent to live here. For one thing it was in the

wr ong nei ghborhood; Capitol Hill to be sure, but not a gentrifled part
of Capitol HiIl, actually not even close.

Then there was the size. Her townhouse must have run five thousand
square feet, not counting the live-in naid's quarters and the two-car
garage that housed her Jag and brand new Range Rover, as if anybody
living in DC., with its traffic-strangled roads, needed a vehicle
capabl e of driving up the vertical side of a twenty-thousand-foot-high
nmount ai n.



He had four roons if you counted the bathroom He reached his bedroom
stripped off his clothes and dropped into bed. Across the room on a
smal | plaque that had once hung in his office at work until he had grown
enbarrassed | ooking at it, was the announcenent of his joining Patton,
Shaw & Lord. PS&L was the Capital City's number-one corporate firm

Legal caterer to hundreds of blue-chip conpanies, including his
soon-to-be father-in-law s, representing a nultimllion-dollar account
that he was credited with bringing to the firmand that, in turn,
guaranteed him a partnership at the next review Partnerships at Patton,
Shaw were worth, on average, at least half a mllion dollars a year.
That was tip noney for the Bal dwi ns, but then he wasn't a Baldw n. At

| east not yet.

He pull ed the bl anket over him The building's insulation left a lot to
be desired. He popped a couple of aspirin and washed them down with the
rest of a Coke that was sitting on his nightstand, then | ooked around
the cranped, nessy bedroom It rem nded himof his roomgrowing up. It
was a warm friendly nenory. Homes should |ook lived in; they should

al ways give way to the screans of kids as they dashed fromroomto room
in search of new adventures, of fresh objects to break

That was the other thing with Jennifer: she had nmade it clear that the
sound of little feet was a distant project that was far from certain.
Her career at her father's conpany was first and forenmpost in her m nd
and heart-maybe nore so, Jack felt, than he was.

He rolled over and tried to close his eyes. The wi nd pushed agai nst the
wi ndow and he glanced in that direction.

He | ooked away, but then with a resigned air, his eyes drifted back over
to the box.

It held part of his collection of old trophies and awards from hi gh
school and college. But those itens were not the object of his focus. In
the seni darkness he reached out a long armfor the framed photo, decided
against it, and then changed his mnind again.

He pulled it out. This had al nrost become a ritual. He never had to worry
about his financee stunbling onto this particul ar possession of his
because she absolutely refused to enter his bedroom for |onger than a

m nute. Whenever they slid between the sheets it was either at her

pl ace, where Jack would lie on the bed staring up at the twel ve-foot
ceiling where a mural of ancient horsenen and young nai dens shared space
whil e Jenni fer anused herself until she collapsed and then rolled over
for himto finish on top of her. O at her parents' place in the country
where the ceilings were even higher and the nmurals had been taken from
some thirteenth-century church in Rome, all of which made Jack feel that
God was wat chi ng hi mbeing ridden by the beautiful and absol utely naked
Jenni fer Ryce Bal dwin and that he would | anguish in eternal hell for
those few nmonments of visceral pleasure

The worman in the photo had silky brown hair that curled slightly at the
ends. Her smile | ooked up at Jack and he'renenbered the day he had taken
the picture

A bike ride far into the countryside of Al bemarle County.

He was just starting | aw school; she was in her second year of coll ege
at M. Jefferson's university. It was only their third date but it was
li ke they had never lived w thout each other.



Kat e Wit ney.

He said the name slowy; his hand instinctively traced the curves of her
smle, the lone dinple right above the left, cheek that gave her face a
slightly | opsided | ook. The al nond-shaped cheekbones bordered a dainty
nose that sloped toward a pair of sensual |ips. The chin was sharp and
screamed out "stubborn." Jack noved back up the face and stopped at the
| arge teardrop-shaped eyes that always seemed full of m schief.

Jack rolled back over and lay the photo on his chest so that she stared
directly at him He could never think of Kate w thout seeing an inage of
her father, with his quick wit and crooked smile.

Jack had often visited Luther Whitney at his little row house in an
Arlington nei ghborhood that had seen better days. They spent hours
drinking beer and telling stories, nostly Luther telling and Jack
|'i st ening.

Kate never visited her father, and he never attenpted to contact her.
Jack had found his identity al nmost by accident, and despite Kate's

obj ections, Jack had wanted to get to know the man. It was a rare thing
for her face to hold anything but a smle, but that was one thing she
never smled about.

After he graduated they noved to D.C. and she enrolled in | aw school at
Georgetown. Life seened idyllic. She came to his first fewtrials as he
worked the butterflies fromhis stomach and the squeak from his throat
and tried to remenber which counsel table to sit at. But as the
seriousness of the crines his clients were accused of conmitting grew,
her ent husi asm di m ni shed.

They had split up his first year in practice.

The reasons were sinple: she couldn't understand why he had chosen to
represent people who broke the I aw, and she could not tolerate that he
i ked her father.

At the very last breath of their lives together he remenbered sitting
with hex in this very roomand asking, pleading, for her not to |eave.
But she had and that was four years ago, and he hadn't seen or heard
from her since

He knew t hat she had taken a job with the Comobnwealth Attorney's office
in Alexandria, Virginia, where she was no doubt busily putting fornmer
clients of his behind bars for stonping on the |laws of her adopted
state. O her than that Kate Wiitney was a stranger to him

But lying there with her staring at himwith a smle that told hima
mllion things that he had never | earned fromthe woman he was supposed
to marry in six nonths, Jack wondered if Kate would remain a stranger to
him whether his life was destined to becone far nore conplicated than
he ever intended. He grabbed the phone and di al ed.

Four rings and he heard the voice. It had an edge that he didn't
renenber, or maybe it was new. The beep came and he started to | eave a
message, sonething funny, right out of the blue, but then right on cue
he got nervous and qui ckly hung up, his hands shaking, his breathing
accel erated. He shook his head. Jesus Christ! He had done five nurder
one cases and he was shaking |like a goddammed si xt een-year-ol d sucki ng
up the courage to call his first date.

Jack put the picture away and i magi ned what Kate was doi ng right that
very mnute. Probably still in her office pondering over how nany years



to take off sonmebody's life.

Then Jack wondered about Luther. WAs he at this very nminute on the wong
side of someone's doorstep? or |leaving with another bundle of financia
joy slung over his back?

VWhat a famly, Luther and Kate Whitney. So different and so nmuch the
same. As focused a pair as he had ever encountered, but their respective
focuses occupi ed di fferent gal axies. That |ast night, after Kate had

wal ked out of his life, he had gone around to Luther's to say good-bye
and to drink a | ast beer. They had sat in the small well-tended garden,

wat ching the clematis and ivy cling to the fence; the scent of lilacs
and roses lay thick Iike a net over them The old man had taken it all
right, asked few questions, and w shed Jack well. Sonme things did not

wor k out; Luther understood that as well as anyone. But as Jack left
that night he had noticed the glistening in the old man's eyes-and t hen
the door closed on that part of his life.

Jack finally put out the Iight and closed his eyes with the know edge
that another tonorrow was close upon him H's pot of gold, his
once-in-a-lifetinme payoff, was one day closer to reality. It did not
make for easy sl eep.

CHAPTERTHREE

As LUTHER STARED THROUGH THE GLASS, THE THOUGHT struck himthat the two
made a very attractive couple. It was an absurd Opinion to have under
the circumstances, but that didn't make the conclusion any |ess valid.
The man was tall, handsone, a very distinguished md-forties. The woman
coul d not have ventured far into her twenties; the hair was M and

gol den, the face oval and lovely, with a pair of enornous deep blue eyes
that now | ooked up lovingly into the nan's el egant countenance. He
touched her snooth cheek; she nestled her |ips against his hand.

The man had two tunblers and filled themw th the contents of the bottle
he had brought with him He handed the Whman one. After a clink of

gl asses, their eyes firmy set on each other, he finished his drink in
one swal |l ow whil e she only nmanaged a small sip of hers. d asses put

down, they enbraced in the mddle of the room H s hands slid down her
backsi de and then back up to the bare shoul ders.

Her arnms and shoul ders were tanned and wel |l -toned. He grasped her |inbs
admiringly as he | eaned down to kiss her neck

Lut her averted his eyes, enbarrassed to be viewing this very persona
encounter. A strange enotion to have when he was still clearly in danger
of being caught. But he was not so old that he could not appreciate the
tenderness, -the passion that was slowy unfolding in front of him

As he raised his eyes up, he had to smle. The coupl e was now engaged in
a sl ow dance around the room The man was obviously well-practiced at
the endeavor; his partner was | ess so, but he gently I ed her through the
sinmpl e paces until they again ended up besi de the bed.

The man paused to fill his glass again and then quickly drained it. The
bottle was now enpty. As his arns encircled her once nore, she |eaned
into him pulled at his coat, started to undo his tie. The man's hands
drifted to the zipper of her dress and slowy headed south. The bl ack
dress slid down' and she slowy stepped out of it, revealing bl ack
panties and thigh-high stockings, but no bra.

She had the sort of body that nade ot her wonen who didn't instantly



jealous. Every curve was where it was supposed to' be. Her waist Luther
could have encircled with both hands, touching. As she turned to the
side to slide out of her stockings, Luther observed that the breasts
were large, round an& full. The |l egs were | ean and defined, probably
fromhours of: daily exercise under the watchful eyes of a persona
trainer.

The man qui ckly undressed down to his boxers and sat on the side of the
bed wat chi ng the worman as she took her tine slipping out of her
underwear. Her rear end was round and firm and creany white agai nst the
backdrop of a flawless@!| tan. Wth her |ast piece of clothing shed, a
smle cut across anything el se that this spectacle would soon be over
and that these people would leave. It would only take hima few m nutes
to return to his car, and this night would be filed away in his menory
as a unique, if potentially disastrous, experience.

That's when he saw the man grip the woman's buttocks hard and than sl ap
them again and again. Luther winced in vicarious pain at the repeated
bl ows; the white skin now glowed red. But either the woman was too drunk
to feel the pain or she enjoyed this sort of treatnent, because her
smle didn't fade. Luther felt his gut clinch again as the nan's fingers
dug into the soft flesh.

The man's nouth danced across her chest; she ran her finger through his
thick hair as she positioned her body inside his |egs. She closed her
eyes, her nouth gathered into a contented snile; she arched her head
back. Then she opened her eyes and attacked his nmouth with hers.

Hi s strong fingers moved up fromthe abused buttocks and started to
gently massage her back. Then he dug in hard until she w nced and pull ed
back fromhim She half-smled and he stopped as she touched his fingers
with hers. He turned his attention back to her breasts and suckled them
Her eyes cl osed once again, as her breathing turned perceptibly to a | ow
moan. The man noved his attention again to her neck

Hi s eyes were w de open, |ooking across at where Luther sat but with no
i dea of his presence

Luther stared at the nan, at those eyes, and didn't |ike what he saw.
Pool s of darkness surrounded by red, |ike sone sinister planet seen
through a tel escope. The thought struck himthat the naked woman was in
the grip of sonmething not so gentle, not so |loving as she probably
anti ci pat ed.

The wonman finally grew inpatient and pushed her |over the man's face.
The white teeth were straight and thick. De down on the bed. Her I|egs
straddl ed the nman, giving Luther a spite the al cohol, his eyes seened

cl ear and focused. view from behind that should have been reserved for
her gy She smiled at his attention and slowy advanced. As she't

necol ogi st and husband. She hoi sted herself up, but then with drew
within his reach, his long arns gripped her, pulled her! a sudden burst
of energy he roughly pushed her aside and to him She rubbed up and down
agai nst his chest.

went on top of her, grabbing her legs and lifting them up Again, Luther
began to avert his eyes, wishing nore than until they were perpendicul ar
with the bed.

Luther stiffened in his chair at the man's next novenent He grabbed her
by the neck and jerked her up, pulling her head between his | egs. The
suddenness of the act nade her gasp, her nmouth a bare inch fromhim
there. Then he | aughed and threw her back down. Dazed for a nmonent, she



finally managed a weak smile and sat up on her el bows as he towwered
over her. He grabbed his erection with one hand, @ spreadi ng her wi de
with the other. As she lay placidly back' to accept him he stared
wildly at her.

But instead of plunging between her |egs, he grabbed heri breasts and
squeezed, apparently a little too hard, because, finally, Luther heard a
yel p of pain and the worman abrupt sl apped the man. He let go and then

sl apped her back, viciously, and Luther saw a patch of bl ood emerge at
the corner of her mouth and spill onto the thick, |ipstick-coated Iips.
@ " You fucking bastard." She rolled off the bed and sat on@the fl oor
rubbi ng her nouth, tasting her blood, her drunken@ brain nonentarily
lucid. The first words Luther had clearly: heard spoken the entire night
hit his brain like a sl edgehamrer. He stood up, inched toward the gl ass.

The man gri nned Luther froze when he sawit. It was nore |like the
snarl of a wild animal close to a kill than a human bei ng.

"Fucki ng bastard," she said again, a little nore quietly , the; words
slurred. As she stood up he grabbed her arm twisted it, and she fel
hard to the floor. The man sat on the bed and | ooked down triunphantly.

Hi s breat hing accel erating, Luther stood before the glass, his hands
cl enching and uncl enching as he continued to watch and hoped that the
ot her people would conme back. He eyed the renote on the chair and then
his eyes shot back to the bedroom

The worman had rai sed herself half off the floor, the wind slowy com ng
back to her. The romantic feelings she had been experiencing had

vani shed. Luther could see that in her, body novenents, wary and

del i berate. Her conpanion al), parently failed to notice the change in
her nmovenents and the flash of anger in the blue eyes, or else he would
not have stood up and put out a hand for her to take, which she did.

The man's snile abruptly vani shed as her knee caught hi msquarely
between the | egs, doubling himover and ending any arousal he had been
experiencing. As he crunpled to the floor, no sound came fromhis |ips,
except for his | abored breathing while she grabbed her panties and
started to put them on.

He caught her ankle, threw her to the floor, her underwear hal fway up
her | egs.

"You little cunt." The words cane out in short gasps as he tried to get
his breath back, all the tinme holding on to that ankle, draw ng her
closer to him

She kicked at him again and again. Her feet thudded against his rib
cage, but still he hung on. "You fucking little whore," he said.

At the nmenace he heard in those words, Luther stepped toward the gl ass,
one of his hands flying to its snooth surface as if to reach through it,
to grab the man, make himlet go.

The man painfully dragged hinself up and his | ook made Luther's flesh
turn col d.

The man's hands gripped the wonan's throat.

Her brain, clouded by the al cohol, snapped back to high gear. Her eyes,
now conpletely filled with fear, darted to the left and right as the
pressure on her neck increased and her breath started to weaken. Her
fingers clawed at his arns, scratching deeply.



Lut her saw the blood rise to the man's skin where she attacked hi m but
his grip did not |oosen.

She kicked and jerked her body, but he was al nost twi ce her weight; her
attacker didn't budge.

Lut her again | ooked at the renpte. He could open the door. He could stop
this. But his I egs would not nove. He stared hel plessly through the

gl ass, sweat poured fromhis forehead, every pore in his body seened to
be erupting; his breath came in short bursts as his chest heaved. He

pl aced bot h hands agai nst the gl ass.

Luther's breath stopped as the worman fixed on the night-' stand for an
instant. Then, with a frantic notion, she grabbed the |letter opener, and
with one blinding stroke she slashed' the nman's arm

He grunted in pain, let go and grabbed his bloody arm For one terrible
i nstant he | ooked down at his wound, alnpst in, disbelief that he had
been danaged |ike that. Pierced by this; wonman.

When the man | ooked back up, Luther could al nost feel the nurderous
snarl before it escaped fromthe man's |ips.

And then the man hit her, harder than Luther had seen any man hit a
woman. The hard fist connected with the soft flesh and bl ood fl ew from
her nose and nout h.

Wiether it was all the booze she had consunmed or what, @Lut her didn't
know, but the blow that ordinarily would have crippled a person nerely
incensed her. Wth convul sive strength she managed to stagger up. As she
turned toward the mrror, Luther watched the horror in her face as she
suddenly vi ewed the abrupt destruction of her beauty. Eyes widening in
di sbelief, she touched the swollen nose; one finger@ dropped down and
probed the | oosened teeth. She had beconme a sneared portrait, her mjor
attribute had vani shed.

She turned around to face the man, and Luther saw the' nuscles in her
back tense so hard they | ooked like small pieces of wood. Wth [ightning
qui ckness, she agai n@sl ammed her foot into the man's groin. Instantly
the man was weak again, his |linbs usel ess as nausea overcane him He
collapsed to the floor, rolled over onto his back, npanin& Hi s knees
curled upward, his hand protectively at his crotch.

Wth blood stream ng down her face, with eyes that bad gone from stark
horror to homicidal in an instant, the worman dropped to her knees besi de
himand raised the |l etter opener high above her head.

Lut her grabbed the renpote, took a step toward the door.!@his finger
al nost on the button.

plunged toward his chest, screaned with every bit of strength he had
left. The call did not go unheeded.

Hi s body frozen in place, Luther's eyes darted to the bedroom door as it
fl ew open.

Two nen, hair cropped short, crisp business suits not concealing

i npressive physiques, burst into the room guns drawn. Before Luther
coul d take another step they had assessed the situation and made their
deci si on.

Both guns fired al nost simultaneously.



KATE WH f NEY SAT I N HER OFFI CE GO NG OVER THE FI LE ONE
nmore tine.

The guy had four priors, and had been arrested but ultimtely not
charged on six other occasions because w tnesses had been too frightened
to talk or had ended up in trash Dunvsters. He was a wal king tine bonb
ready to explode on ar@ther victim all of whom had been wonen.

The current charge was murder during the conm ssion of robbery and rape,
which net the criteria for capital nurder under Virginia s |aws. And
this time she decided to go for the home run: death. She had never asked
for it before, but if anybody deserved it, this guy did, and the
commonweal th was not . squeam sh about authorizing it. Wy allow him
Iife when he had cruelly and savagely ended the one given to a

ni net een-year-ol d coll ege student who nmade the m stake of doing to a
shopping mail in broad daylight to pick up some nylons and a new pair of
shoes?

Kat e rubbed her eyes and, using a rubber band fromthe pile on her desk,
pull ed her hair back into a rough ponytail.

She | ooked around her small, plain office; the case files were piled
hi gh around the roomand for the millionth time she wondered if it would
ever stop. O course it wouldn't. If anything it would get worse, and
she could only do what she could do to stemthe fl ow of bl ood. She woul d
start with the The nman, seeing his |ife about to end as the letter
opener execution of Roger Simmons, Jr., twenty-two years old, and as
hardened a crininal as she had ever confronted, and she. unnarked by the
burden she found increasingly difficult tot carry. Her
twenty-nine-year-old face, after four years of nineteen-hour days and
countless trials, had held its own.

She sighed as she realized that probably would not last. In college she
had been the gracious recipient of turned heads, the cause of raised
heartbeats and cold sweats. But as she got ready to enter her thirties,
she realized that what she had taken for granted for so nmany years, that
what she had, in She shook her head and checked her-watch: well after’
fact, derided on so many occasi ons, would not be with her had al ready
faced an arny of themin her as yet short career.

She renmenbered the | ook he had given her that day in court.

It was a countenance totally w thout renorse or caring or any other
positive enption. It was also a face w thout hope, an observation
substantiated by his background history, which read like a horror story
of a childhood. But that was not her problem It seenmed |like the only
one that wasn't.

m dni ght. She went to pour some nore coffee; her focus was starting to
wander. The last staff attorney had left five hours ago. The cl eaning
crew had been gone for three. She noved down the hallway in her stocking
feet to the kitchen. If Charlie Manson were out and doing his thing now,
he'd be one of her mlder cases; an amateur conpared to the nonsters
roam ng | oose today.

Cup of coffee in hand, she wal ked back into her office and' paused for a
moment to |l ook at her reflection in the w ndow.

Wth her job | ooks were really uninportant; hell, she hadn't been on a
date in over a year. But she couldn't pull her eyes away. She was tal
and sl ender, perhaps too skinny in certain areas, but her routine of



running four mles every day had not changed while her caloric intake
had steadily dw ndl ed.

Mostly she subsisted on bad coffee and crackers, although she linited
herself to two cigarettes a day and was hoping with luck to quit
al t oget her.

She felt guilty about the abuse her body was taking with the endl ess
hours and stress of noving fromone horrific case to another, but what
was she supposed to do? Quit because she didn't | ook |ike the wonen on
the cover on Cosnopolitan? She consoled herself with the fact that
their job twenty-four hours a day was to nmake thensel ves | ook good- Hers
was to ensure that people who broke the Iaw, who hurt others, were

puni shed. Under any criteria she reasoned she was doing far nore
productive things with her life.

She swi ped at her own mane; it needed to be cut, but where was the tine
to do that? The face was still relatively | that nuch lon er. And like
so many things you took for granted or dism ssed as uni nportant, being
able to quiet a roomby your nere entrance was one she knew she was
going to niss

That her | ooks had renmi ned strong over the |last few years was
remar kabl e consi dering she had done relatively little to preserve them
Good genes, that nust be it; she was fortunate. But then she thought of

her father and decided that she wasn't very lucky at all in the genes
departnent. A man who stole fromothers and then pretended to live a
normal life. A nan who deceived everyone, including his wife and

daughter. A nman you coul d not depend on to be there.

She sat at her desk, took a quick sip of the hot coffee, poured in nore
sugar and | ooked at M. Simons while she stirred the bl ack depths of
her nighttime stimul us.

She picked up the phone, called home to check nessages.

There were five, two fromother |awers, one fromthe policenman she
woul d put on the stand against M. Sinmons and one froma staff

i nvestigator who liked to call her at odd hours with nostly usel ess

i nformati on. She shoul d change her tel ephone nunber. The | ast nessage
was a hang-up. But she could hear very |ow breathing on the end, she
coul d al nost nmake out a word or two. Sonething in the sound was

fam liar, but she couldn't place it. People with nothing better to do.

The coffee flowed through her veins, the file cane back into focus. She
gl anced up at her little bookshelf. On top was an old photo of her
deceased not her and ten-year-old Kate.

cut out fromthe picture was Luther Wiitney. A big gap next to nother
and daughter. A big nothing.

"JESUS FUCKI NG CHRI ST!" THE PRESI DENT OF THE UNI TED States sat up, one
hand covering his |inp and danmaged priivates, the other hol ding the

| etter opener that a nonent before was to have been the instrunent of
his death. It had nore than just his blood on it now "Jesus Fucking
Christ, i Bill, you fucking killed her!" The target of his barrage."

9t woman's condition: a perfunctory exam nation, considerin two
heavy-cal i ber bullets had bl own through her brain.

"I"'msorry, sir, there wasn't tine. I'msorry, sir.

Bill Burton had been a Secret Service agent for twelve years, and a



Maryl and state trooper for eight years before young woman's head.
Despite all his intense training, he was i shaking |like a preschool er
j ust awakened from a ni ght nare.

He had killed before in the line of duty: a routine traffic stop gone
wrong. But the deceased had been a fbur-time@I| oser with a serious
vendetta agai nst uniformed officers and wielding a G ock seni autonmatic
pistol in a sincere attenpt to'" lift Burton's head from his shoul ders.

He | ooked down at the small, naked body and thought he@woul d be sick
H s partner, TimCollin, |ooked across at him grabbed his arm Burton
swal | owed hard and nodded his head. He woul d nake it.

They carefully hel ped up Alan J. Richnond, President of the United
States, a political hero and | eader to young, m ddl e-aged and ol d
al i ke, but now sinply naked and drunk. The President | ooked up at them
the initial horror finally passing, as the Al cohol worked its effects.
"She's dead?" The wor& were a little slurred; the eyes seened to rol
back in the head, l|ike |oose marbles.

Yes, sir." Collin answered crisply. You didn't let a question fromthe
Presi dent go unanswered, drunk or not.

Burton hung back now. He gl anced at the woman again and then | ooked back
at the President. That was their oh, his job. Protect the goddammed
President. Whatever it took, that life nust not end, not I|ike that. Not
stuck like a pig by sone drunken bitch.

The President's mouth curled up into what | ooked |like a smle, although
neither Collin nor Burton would renmenber it that way later. The
President started to rise

"Where are ny cl ot hes?" he demanded

"Right here, sir." Burton, snapping back to attention, stooped to help
hi mup while his compani on checked thef stooped to pick up the clothes.
They were heavily spotted everything in the roomseened to be-with her.

"Well, get ne up, and get ne ready, goddammit. |'ve got a speech to give
for sonebody, sonewhere, don't |?" He |laughed shrilly. Burton | ooked at
Collin and Collin | ooked at Burton. They both watched as the President
passed out on that, and one of his rounds had just bl own apart a
beautiful; the bed.

AT THE SOUND OF THE EXPLOSI ONS, CHI EF OF STAFF GLORI A Russell had been
in the bathroomon the first floor, as far away fromthat roomas she
coul d get.

She had acconpani ed the President on many of these assignations, but
rather than growing used to them they disgusted her nore each tine. To
i magi ne her boss, the nost powerful nman on the face of the earth,
bedding all these celebrity whores, these political groupies. It was
beyond conprehensi on, and yet she had al nost |learned to ignore it.

Al nost .

She had pull ed her pantyhose back up, grabbed her purse, flung open the
door, run down the hallway and even in heels took the steps two at a
time. When she reached the bedroom door Agent Burton stopped her

"Ma'am you don't want to see this, it's not pretty."

She pushed past himand then stopped. Her first thought was to run back



out, down the stairs, into the linio, out of there, out of the state,
out of the miserable country. She wasn't sorry for Christy Sullivan,
who'd wanted to get screwed by the President. That had been her goal for
the last two years.

three inches fromgoing into his chest. Only thing fast enough was a
bul let."

He stood as erect as he could and | ooked her right in the eye. He and
Collin had done their job, and this woman wasn't going to tell them
ot herwi se. No bl ane would be put on his Wl I, sonetines you don't get
what you want; sonetines ti shoul ders

"There was a goddammed knife in the roon?" She | ooked at Burton
i ncredul ously.

"If it was up to ne, the President wouldn't go out on these, these
little excursions. Half the tine he won't |let us check anything out

bef orehand. W didn't get a chance to scope the room" He | ooked at her.
"He's the President, ma'am" he added, for good neasure, as if that
justified everything. And for Russell it usually did, a fact Burton was
wel | aware of.

Russel | | ooked around the room taking in everything. She had been a
tenured professor of political science at Stanford | with a nationa
reputation before answering the call in Alan R chnond's quest for the

presi dency. He was such a powerful force, everybody wanted to junp on
hi s bandwagon.

Currently Chief of Staff, with serious talk of becom ng Secretary of
State if Ri chnond won reel ection, which everyone expected himto do with
ease. Wo knew? Maybe a Richnond-Russell ticket might be in the naking.
They made a brilliant conbination. She was the strategist, he was the
consumat e canpai gner. Their future grew brighter every day. But now?
Now she had a corpse and a drunken President inside a hone that was
supposed to be vacant.

She felt the express train coming to a halt. Then her m nd snapped back
Not over this little piece of human garbage.

Not ever!
Burton stirred. "You want nme to call the police now, ma' an®"

Russel | | ooked at himlike he had lost his mind. "Burton, let nme remnd
you that our job is to protect the President's interests at all tines
and not hi ng- absol utely not hi ng-takes precedence over that. Is that

cl ear?"

you get a lot nore
Russel | steadi ed herself and faced off with Agent Collin.
"VWhat the hell happened?”

Tim Collin was young, tough and devoted to the man he was assigned to
protect. He was trained to die defending the President, and there was no
question in his mind that if the tine cane he woul d. Several years had
passed since he had, tackled an assailant in the parking lot of a
shoppi ng center where then presidential candidate Alan R chnond had been
maki ng an appearance. Collin had had the potential assassin down on the
asphalt and conpletely i mobile before the guy had even gotten his gun
fully out of his pocket, before an one el se had even reacted. To Collin,



his only missioninlife, was to protect A an R chnond.

It took Agent Collin one minute to report the facts to Russell in
succi nct, cohesive sentences. Burton solemly confirmed the account.

"I't was either himor her, Ms. Russell. There was no other;, way to cut
it." Burton instinctively glanced at the President, who still lay on the
bed oblivious to anything. They had cOvered the nore strategic portion
of his body with a sheet.

"Do you nean to tell me you heard nothing? No sounds of violence
before, before this?" She waved at the nmess of the room

The agents | ooked at each other. They had heard nany sounds enmanati ng
from bedroons where their boss happened to be. Some m ght be construed
as violent, sone not. But everybody had al ways come out okay before.

"Not hi ng unusual ," Burton replied. "Then we heard the President scream
and we went in. That knife was maybe

"Ma'am the lady's dead. | think we-2' monentarily relishing this
switching of roles. "And then stay

"That's right. You and Collin shot the woman, and she's@by the front
door just in case we get any late-night visitors.

dead." After exploding from Russell's nouth, the words'
"Collin, go to the van, and talk to Johnson and Varney.

hung in the air. Collin rubbed his fingers together; a hand Don't tel
them anyt hi ng about this. For now just tell themwent instinctively to
his bol stered weapon. He stared at the! there was an accident, but that
the President's okay. That's late Ms. Sullivan as if he could will her
back to life.

Burton flexed his burly shoul ders, noved an inch closer W Russell so
that the significant height difference was at its naximum

"If we hadn't fired, the President would be dead. That's our job. To
keep the President safe and sound."

"Ri ght again, Burton. And now that you have prevented: his death, how do
you intend to explain to the police and: the President's w fe and your
superiors, and the | awers, and the media and the Congress and the
financial markets and the country and the rest of the goddamed worl d,
whyi the President was here? Wat he was doing while he wasi here? And
the circunmstances that led up to you and Agen!

Collin having to shoot the wife of one of the wealthiest and' nost
influential nmen in the United States? Because if you call the, police,
if you call anybody, that is exactly what you' will have to do. Now if
you are prepared to accept full responsibility for that undertaking,
then pick up that phone over there and make that call."

Burton's face changed col or. He backed up a step, his Superior size
useless to himnow. Collin was frozen, watching the two square off. He
had never seen anyone talk that way i | to Bill Burton. The big man
coul d have snapped Russell's neck with a lazy thrust of his arm

Burton | ooked down at the corpse one nore tine. How could you explain
that so that everybody came out all right?



The answer was sinple: you couldn't.

Russel | watched his face carefully. Burton | ooked back at her. H's eyes
twi tched perceptibly; they would not neet herstl now. She had won. She
sm | ed benignly and nodded. The I | show was hers to run

"Go nake sone coffee, a whole pot," she ordered Burton, @

i all. And that they're to stay put. Understood? 1'Il call when | want
you. | need to think this out."

Burton and Col lin nodded and headed out. Neither had been trained to
ignore orders so authoritatively given. And Burton didn't want to be
calling the shots on this one. They couldn't pay hi menough to do that.

LUTHER HADN T MOVED SI NCE THE SHOTS HAD BLOAN APART the woman's head. He
was afraid to. His feelings of shock had finally passed, but he found
his eyes continually wandering to the floor and to what had once been a
living, breathing human being. In all his years as a crimnal he had
only seen one other person killed. A thrice-convicted pedophile whose
spinal cord had collided with a four-inch shiv w elded by an

unsynpat hetic fellow i nmate. The enptions sweepi ng over himnow were
totally different, as though he were the sol e passenger on a ship that
had sailed into a foreign harbor

Not hi ng | ooked or seened fanmiliar at all. Any sound now would do himno
good, but he slowy sat back down before his trenbling | egs gave way.

He wat ched as Russell noved around the room stooped next to the dead
worman, but did not touch her. Next she picked up the letter opener,
holding it by the end of the blade 'with a handkerchi ef she pulled from
her pocket. She stared |ong and hard at the object that had al nost ended
her boss's life and had played a major role in endi ng someone el se's.

She carefully put the letter opener in her |eather purse, which she had
pl aced on the nightstand, and put the handkerchi ef back in her pocket.
She gl anced briefly at the contorted flesh that had recently been
Christine Sullivan.

She had to admire the way Ri chnond acconpli shed his extracurricul ar
activities. Al his "conpanions" were wonen of wealth and soci al
position, and all were nmarried. This ensured that no exposd of his
adul t erous behavi or woul d appear in any of the tabloids. The wonen he
bedded had as nmuch to lose if not nore as he, and they understood that
fact very well

And the press. Russell snmiled. In this day and age the President lived
under a never-endi ng barrage of scrutiny. He, couldn't pee, snoke a
cigar or belch without the public know i ing all of the nost intimate
details. O so the public thought.

And that was based largely on the overestination of the press and their
abilities to nudge out every norsel of a story fromits hiding place.
What they failed to understand was that while the office of the

Presi dent m ght have | ost sone of its enornous' power over the years as
the problens of a troubled gl obe soared beyond the ability of any one
person to confront themon an equal basis, the President was surrounded
by absolutely |l oyal and suprenely capabl e peopl e. Peopl e whose skil

| evel at covert activities were in another |eague fromthe polished,
cookie-cutter journalists whose idea of trailing down a tough story was
asking puffball questions of a conf gressman who was nore than willing
to talk for the benefit o the evening news coverage. It was a fact that,



if he so desired, President Alan Ri chnond coul d nmove about without fear
t hat anyone woul d be successful in tracking his whereabouts. He could
even di sappear frompublic view for as |Iong as he wi shed, although that
was the antithesis of what a successful politician hoped to acconplish
in a day's work. And that privilege boiled down to one conmmon
denoni nat or .

The Secret Service. They were the best of the best. This elite group had
proved it tine and again over the years, as they had in planning this
nmost recent activity.

| ength hooded cloak pulled from her bag. Sungl asses covered her eyes.
She had wal ked for several blocks, randomy w ndow shopping, then taken
a red-line Metro train to Metro Center. Exiting the Metro she had wal ked
two nore blocks and entered an alley between two buil di ngs schedul ed for
denmpolition. Two minutes later, a car with tinted windows , had energed
fromthe alley. Collin had been driving. Christy Sullivan was in the
back seat. She had been sequestered in a safe place with Bill Burton
until the President had been able to join her later that night.

The Sullivan estate had been chosen as the perfect spot for the planned
i nterlude because, ironically, her honme in the country was the |ast

pl ace anyone woul d expect Christy Sullivan to be. And Russell knew it
woul d al so be perfectly enpty, guarded by a security systemthat was no
barrier to their Plans Russell sat down in a chair and closed her eyes.
Yes, she had two of the npbst capable nenbers of the Secret Service in
this house with her. And, for the first time, that fact troubled the
Chief of Staff. The four agents with her and the President tonight had
been handpi cked, out of the approxi mately one hundred agents assigned to
the presidential detail, by the President hinmself for these little
activities. They were all loyal and highly skilled. They took care of
the President and held their tongues, regardl ess of what was asked of
them Up until tonight President R chnond's fascination with narried
wonmen had spawned no overwhel ming dil enmas. But tonight's events clearly
threatened all of that. Russell shook her head as she forced herself to
think of a plan of action.

Alittle after noon, Christy Sullivan had wal ked out of her LUTHER
STUDI ED THE FACE. I T WAS | NTELLI GENT, ATTRAcTi ve beauty sal on in Upper
Nort hwest. After wal king one block but also a very hard face. You
could al nost see the nmental she had stepped into the foyer of an
apartnment building and[. maneuvering as the forehead alternately
wrinkled and then thirty seconds | ater she had wal ked out encased in a
full-@a@ went lax. Time slipped by and she didn't budge. Then Goria i
Russel | 's eyes opened and noved across the room not missing any detail.

Luther involuntarily shrank back as her gaze swept by himi like a
searchlight across a prison yard. Then her eyes cane to the bed and
stopped. For a long mnute she stared at the sl eeping man, and then she
got a look on her face that Luther could not figure out. It was hal fway
between a snile and a gri nace.

She got up, noved to the bed and | ooked down at the man.

A Man of the People, or so the people thought. A Man for the Ages. He
did not look so great right now H's body was half on the bed, |egs
spread, feet nearly touching the floor; an awkward position to say the
| east when one was wearing no cl ot hes.

She ran her eyes up and down the President's body, linger-1 ing on sone
points, an activity that was amazing to Luthed consideri ng what was
lying on the floor. Before Goria Russell had entered the roomand faced



off with Burton, Luther had expected to hear sirens and to be sitting
there watching policenen and detectives, nedical exam ners and even spin
doctors swarning everywhere; with news trucks piling up in vast colums
out side. Cbviously, this woman had a different plan

Lut her had seen G oria Russell on CNN and the major networks, and
countless times in the papers. Her features were distinctive. A long,
aqui l i ne nose set between hi gh cheekbones, the gift from a Cherokee
ancestor. The hair was raven bl ack and hung straight, stopping at her
shoul ders. The eyes were big and so dark a blue that they resenbled the
deepest of ocean water, twin pools of danger for the carel ess and
unwary.

Lut her carefully maneuvered in the chair. Watching the woman in front of
a stately fireplace inside the Wite House pontificating on the | atest
political concerns was one thing.

Wat chi ng her nove through a room contai ning a corpse and exanining a
drunk, naked man who was the | eader of the Free Wrld was an entirely
different matter. It was a spectacle Luther did not want to watch
anynore but he could not pull his eyes away.

Russel | glanced at the door, wal ked quickly across the room took out
her handkerchi ef, and cl osed and | ocked it.

She swiftly returned to again stare down at the President. Her hand went
out and for a nonent Luther cringed in anticipation, but she sinply
stroked the President's face. Luther relaxed, but then stiffened again
as her hand noved down to his chest, lingering nomentarily on the thick
hair, and then dropped still lower to his flat stomach, which rose and
fell evenly in his deep sleep

Then her hand noved | ower and she slowy pulled the sheet away and | et
it drop to the floor. Her hand reached down to his crotch and held
there. Then she glanced at the door again and knelt down in front of the
President. Now Luther had to close his eyes. He did not share the
pecul i ar spectator interests of the house's owner

Several long mnutes passed, and then Luther opened his eyes. Qoria
Russel | was now sheddi ng her pantyhose, |aying themneatly on a chair.
Then she carefully clinbed on top of the slunbering President.

Lut her closed his eyes again. He wondered if they could hear the bed
squeak downstairs. Probably not, as it was a very |large house. And even
if they did, what could they do?

Ten nminutes later Luther heard a small, involuntary gasp fromthe nan,
and a | ow nopan fromthe woman. But Luther kept his eyes cl osed. He
wasn't sure why. It seened to be froma conbination of raw fear and

di sgust at the di srespect shown to the dead wonan.

When Luther finally opened his eyes, Russell was staring directly at
him H's heart stopped for a nonent until his brain told himit was

okay. She quickly slipped on her pantyhose. Then, in confident, even
strokes, she reapplied her lipstick in the |ooking glass.

A smle clung to her face; the cheeks were flushed. She | ooked younger
Luther glanced at the President. He had returned to a deep sleep, the
| ast twenty mnutes probably filed away by his mnd as an especially
realistic and pleasant dream Luther |ooked back at Russell

It was unnerving to see this woman snmile directly at him in this room
of death, wi thout knowi ng he was there. There was power in that wonan's



face. And a | ook Luther had already seen once in this room This woman,
t oo, was dangerous.

"I WANT THI S ENTI RE PLACE SANI Tl ZED, EXCEPT FOR THAT."

Russell pointed to the late Ms. Sullivan. "Wait a minute. He was
probably all over her. Burton, | want you to check every inch of her
body, and anything that |ooks renotely like it doesn't belong there
want you to make di sappear. Then put her clothes on."

Hands gl oved, Burton noved forward to carry out this order

Collin sat next to the President, forcing another cup of coffee down the
man's throat. The caffeine would help clear away the groggi ness, but
only the passage of tine would clean the slate conpletely. Russell sat
down next to him She took the President's hand in hers. He was fully

cl ot hed now al though his hair was in disarray. His armhurt, but they
had bandaged it as best they could. He was in excellent health; it would
heal quickly.

"M. President? Alan? Al an?" Russell gripped his face and pointed it
toward her.

Had he sensed what she had done to hin? She doubted it He had so
desperately wanted to get laid tonight. Wanted to be inside a wonan. She
had gi ven hi m her body, no questions asked. Technically she had
committed rape. Realistically she was confident she had fulfilled nany a
male's dream It didn't matter if he had no recollection of the.event,

of her sacrifice. But he woul d damm sure know what she was going to do
for him now.

The President's eyes canme in and out of focus. Collin rubbed his neck

He was coning around. Russell glanced at her watch. Two o' clock in the
nmor ni ng. They had to get back. She sl apped his face, not hard, but
enough to get his attention. She felt Collin stiffen. God these guys had
tunnel vision.

"Alan, did you have sex with her?"

"Wha ...

"Did you have sex with her?"

"Wha ... No. Don't think so. Don't remem.

"G ve himsonme nore coffee, pour it down his damed throat if you have
to, but get himsober." Collin nodded and went to work. Russell wal ked
over to Burton, whose gl oved hands were dexterously exam ning every inch
of the late Ms. Sullivan

Burton had been involved in numerous police investigations. He knew
exactly what detectives | ooked for and where they |ooked for it. He
never imagi ned hinself using that specialized know edge to inhibit an
i nvestigation, but then he had never imagined anything |like this ever
happeni ng either.

He | ooked around the room his mnd cal cul ati ng which areas woul d need
to be gone over, what other roonms they had used. They could do nothing
about the marks on the woman's throat and other m croscopic physica

evi dence that was no doubt inbedded in her skin. The nedi cal examni ner
woul d pick those up regardl ess of what they tried to do. However, none
of those things could be realistically traced to the President unless
the police identified the President as a suspect, which was pretty nuch



beyond the real mof possibility.

The incongruity of attenpted strangulation of a small wonan with death
caused by gunshot was something they would have to | eave to the police's
i magi nat i on.

Burton turned his attention back to the deceased and started to
carefully slide her underwear up her legs. He felt a tap on his
shoul der.

" Check her."
Burton | ooked up. He started to say somet hing.

"Check her!" Russell's eyebrows were arched. Burton had seen her do that
amlliontimes with the Wiite House staff.

.They were all terrified of her. He wasn't afraid of her, but he was
smart enough to cover his ass whenever she was around.

He slowmy did as he was told. Then he positioned the body exactly as it
had fallen. He reported back with a single shake O his head.

Are you sure?" Russell |ooked unconvinced, although she knew from her
interlude with the President that chances were he had not entered the
worman, or that if he had be hadn't finished. But there m ght be traces.
It was scary as hell, the things they could determ ne these days from
the tiniest specinens.

"I''"'mnot a goddammed oh-gyn. | didn't see anything and | think | would
have, but | don't carry a nicroscope around with ne."

Russell would have to let that one go. There was still a lot to do and
not much ti ne.

"Di d Johnson and Varney say anyt hi ng?"

Collin | ooked over fromwhere the President was ingesting his fourth cup
of coffee. "They' re wondering what the hell's going on, if that's what
you nean."

"You didn't te-"

"I told themwhat you said to tell themand that's all, ma'am" He
| ooked at her. "They're good nen, M. Russell.

They' ve been with the President since the canpaign. They're not going to
do anything to mess things up, okay?"

Russell rewarded Collin with a smle. A good-looking kid r and, nore
important, a |oyal nmenmber of the President's pe sonal guard; he woul d be
very useful to her. Burton night be a problem But she had a strong
trunp card: he and Collin had pulled the trigger, nmaybe in the |line of
duty, but who re- i ally knew? Bottomline: they too were in this al
the way.

LUTHER WATCHED THE Acnvrff wm AN APPREcm rion THAT he felt guilty about
under the circunstances. These nen were good: nethodical, careful,

t hought things through, and didn't m ss anything. Dedicated | awnen and
professional crimnals were not so different. The skills, the techniques
were nmuch the sane, just the focus was different, but then the focus
made all the difference, didn't it?

The wonman was now conpl etely dressed, |ying exactly where she had



fallen. Collin was finishing with her fingernails. A solution had been
i njected under each, and a snmall suction device had cl eaned away traces
of skin and other incrimnating remants.

The bed had been stripped and remade; the evidence-laden sheets were
al ready packed in a duffel bag for their ultinmate destination in a
furnace. Collin had al ready scoped the downstairs area

Everyt hi ng any of them had touched, except for one item had been w ped
cl ean. Burton was now vacuum ng parts of the carpet and he woul d be the
| ast one to | eave, backing out, as he painstakingly extinguished their
trail

Earlier Luther had watched the agents ransack the room

Their obvious goal made himsnmile in spite of himself. Burglary. The
neckl ace had been deposited in a bag along with her plethora of rings.
They woul d nmake it appear as if the wonman had surprised a burglar in her
house and he had killed her, not knowi ng that six feet away a real-life
burglar was watching and listening to everything they were doing.

An eyew t ness!

Lut her had never been an eyewitness to a burglary other than those he
had committed. Crimnals hated eyew t nesses These people woul d kw Lut her
if they knew he was there; there was no question about that. An elderly
crimnal, a three-tinme |oser, was not nuch to sacrifice for the Man of

t he Peopl e.

The President, still groggy but with Burton's aid, slowy made his wa
out of the room Russell watched themgo. She y did not notice Collin
frantically searching the room Finally, his sharp eyes fixed on
Russell's purse on the ni ghtstand. Poking out fromthe bag was about an
inch of the letter opener's handle. Using a plastic bag, Collin quickly
pul l ed out the letter opener and prepared to wipe it off. Luther
involuntarily jerked as he watched Russell race over and grab Collins
hand.

"Don't do that, Collin."

Collin wasn't as sharp as Burton, and certainly wasn't in Russell's
| eague. He | ooked puzzl ed.

"This hashis prints all over it, ma'am Hers too, plus sonme other stuff
if you know what | nean-it's leather, it's soaked right in."

"Agent Collin, I was retained by the President as his strategic and
tactical planner. \What appears to you an obvi ous choi ce appears to nme to
require much nmore thought and deliberation. Until that analysis has been
compl eted you will not w pe that object down. You will put it in a
proper container, and then you will give it to me."

Collin started to protest but Russell's nmenacing stare cut himoff. He
dutifully bagged the letter opener and handed it to her

"Pl ease be careful with that, M. Russell."
"Tim | am always careful ."
She rewarded himwith another smle. He smled back

She had never called himby his first name before; he had been unsure if
she even knew it. He al so observed, and not for the first tinme, that the



Chief of Staff was a very goodl ooki ng woman.
"Yes, ma'am" He began to pack up the equi pnent.

"Ti n?" He | ooked back at her. She npbved toward him | ooked down, and
then her eyes caught his. She spoke in |ow tones; she al nbst seened
enbarrassed, Collin felt.

"Tim this is a very unique situation we're faced with. | need to fee
my way a little bit. Do you understand?"

Collin nodded. "1'd call this a unique situation. Scared the hell out of
me when | saw that bl ade about to go into the President's chest.”

She touched his arm Her fingernails were | ong and perfectly mani cured.
She held up the letter opener. "W need to keep this between us, Tim
Okay? Not the President. Not even Burton."

"l don't know- 2'

She gripped his hand. "Tim | really need your support on this. The
Presi dent has no idea what happened and | don't think Burton is |ooking
at this too rationally right now. | need soneone | can depend on. | need
you, Tim This is too inmportant. You know that, don't you? | wouldn't
ask you if I didn't think you could handle it."

He smiled at the conplinent, then | ooked squarely at her
"Ckay, Ms. Russell. Watever you say."

As Collin finished packing up, Russell |ooked at the bl oody seven-inch
pi ece of nmetal that had come so close to ending her politica
aspirations. |If the President had been killed, there could have been no
cover-up. An ugly wordcover-up-but often necessary in the world of high
politics.

She shivered slightly at the thought of the headlines. "PREsi DENT FOUND
DEAD | N BEDROOM OF CLCSE FRI END' S HOVE

W FE ARRESTED I N SLAYI NG CHI EF OF STAFF GLORI A RUSSELL HELD RESPONSI BLE
BY PARTY LI ADERS." But that had not happened. Wuld not happen.

This thing she held in her hand was worth nore than a nountain of
weapons- grade plutonium nore than the total oil production of Saud
Ar abi a.

Wth this in her possession, who knew? Perhaps even a Russell-Ri chnond
ticket? The possibilities were absolutely infinite.

She smled and put the plastic bag inside her purse.

THE SCREAM MADE LUTHER wHI P Hi s HEAD AROUND. THE PAI N shot through his
neck and he al nbst cried out.

The President ran into the bedroom He was wi de-eyed, but stil
hal f-drunk. The menory of the |ast few hours had conme back |ike a Boeing
747 | andi ng on his head.

Burton ran up behind him The President started toward the body; Russel
dropped her purse on the nightstand, and she and Collin net him hal fway.

"Goddanmit! She's dead. | killed her. Oh sweet Jesus help ne. | killed
her!" He screamed and then cried and then screaned again. He tried to
push through the wall in front of himbut was still too weak. Burton



pul l ed at the President from behind.

Then with convul sive strength, R chnond tore | oose and | aunched hi nsel f
across the roomand slamed into the wall, rolling into the nightstand.
And finally the President of the United States crunpled to the fl oor and
curled up like a fetus, whinpering, next to the woman he had intended to
have sex with that night.

Lut her watched in disgust. He rubbed at his neck and slowy shook his
head. The incredibility of the entire night's events was beconing too
much to endure.

The President slowy sat up. Burton |ooked |ike Luther felt, but said
not hing. Collin eyed Russell for instructions.

Russel | caught the | ook and snmugly accepted this subtle changing of the
guard.

"doria?"
"Yes, Al an?"

Lut her had seen the way Russell had | ooked at the letter opener. He al so
knew sonet hi ng now that no one else in the room knew.

I "WIIl it be okay? Make it okay, Goria. Please. Ch God, dorial"

She rested her hand on his shoulder in her nost reassuring nmanner, as
she had done across hundreds of thousands of niles of canpai gn dust.
"Everything's under control, Al an

I've got everything under control."

The President was far too intoxicated to catch the neaning, but she
didn't really care.

Burton touched his radio earpiece, listening intently for a nonent. He
turned to Russell.

"W better get the hell out of here. Varney just scoped a patrol car
com ng down the road."

"The alarm..?" Russell |ooked puzzl ed.

Burton shook his head. "It's probably just a rent-a-cop on routine, but
if he sees sonet hing.

anyt hi ng el se.

Leaving in alinmpb in this land of wealth was the best cover they could
have. Russell thanked God for the routine she had devel oped for using
rented |inps without the regular drivers for these little adventures.
The nanes on all the forns were dumm es, the rental fee and deposit paid
in cash, the car picked up and dropped off after hours. There were no
faces associated with the transaction. The car woul d be sterilized.

That woul d be a dead end for the police if they ever snagged that I|ine,
whi ch was hi ghly doubt f ul

"Let's go!" Russell was now slightly panicked.
The President was hel ped up. Russell went out with him

Col l'in grabbed the bags. Then stopped col d.



Lut her swal | owed hard.

Collin turned back, grabbed Russell's purse off the nightstand and
headed out.

Burton started up the snmall vacuum conpleted the roomand then left,
closing the door and turning off the light.

Lun4dER s WORLD RETURNED TO | NKY DARKNESS

This was the first tinme he had been alone in the roomw th the dead
worman. The rest of them had apparently grown used to the bloody figure
lying on the floor, unconsciously stepping over or around the now

i nani mat e obj ect. But Luther had not grown accustoned to the death
barely ei ght feet away.

He coul d no longer see the pile of stained clothing and the |ifeless
body inside of them but he knew it was there.

"Sl eazy rich bitch" woul d probably be her informal epitaph.

And, yes, she had cheated on her husband, not that he seened to care
about that. But she hadn't deserved to die |ike that. He would' ve killed
her, there was no question about that. Except for her swft
counterattack, the President would ve commtted nurder

The Secret Service nen he could not really fault. That was He didn't
need to say their job and they did it. She had picked the wong nan to
attenpt to kill in the heat of whatever she had been feeling.

Maybe it was better. If her hand had been a little faster or the agents'
response a little slower, she m ght be spending the rest of her life in
jail. O she'd probably get death for killing a President.

Luther sat down in the chair. H's | egs were al nost nunb.

He forced hinself to relax. Soon he would be getting the hell out of
there. He needed to be ready to run

He had a lot to think through, considering that they were unwittingly
setting up Luther Wihitney to be the nunber-one suspect in what would no
doubt be deened a hei nous and gruesome crime. The wealth of the victim
woul d demand that enornmous | aw enforcement resources be expended in
finding the perpetrator. But there was no way they woul d be | ooking to
1600 Pennsyl vani a Avenue for the answer. They woul d search el sewhere,
and despite Luther's intense preparations, they mght very well find
him He was good, very good, but then he had never faced the types of
forces that woul d be unl eashed to solve this crine.

He quickly thought back through his entire plan | eading up to tonight.
He coul d think of no obvious holes, but it was the not-so-obvious ones
that usually did you in. He swallowed, curled and uncurled his fingers,
stretched his legs to calmhinself. One thing at a tine. He still wasn't
out of here. Many things could go wong, and one or two undoubtedly

woul d.

He woul d wait two nore mnutes. He ticked off the seconds in his head,
vi sual i zed them | oading the car. They would probably wait for any
further sight or sound of the patrol car before headi ng out.

He carefully opened his bag. Inside were nuch of the contents of this
room He had al nost forgotten that he had come here to steal and in fact



had stolen. His car was a good quarter nile away. He thanked God he had
quit snoking all those years ago. He woul d need every ounce of |ung
capacity he could nuster. How nany Secret Service Agents was he
confronted with? At least four. Shit!

The mirrored door slowy opened and Lut her stepped out into the room He
hit the renote one nore tine and then tossed it back onto the chair as
the door swung cl osed.

He eyed the wi ndow. He had al ready planned an alternate escape through
that aperture. A hundred-foot coil of extremely strong nylon rope,
knotted every six inches, was in his bag.

He made a wide berth around the body, careful not to step in any of the
crimson, the position of which he had programred into his nenory. He

gl anced only once at the remains of Christine Sullivan. Her life could
not be brought back. Luther was now faced with keeping his own intact.

It took hima few seconds to reach the ni ghtstand, and probe down behind
it.

Luther's fingers clutched the plastic bag. The President's collision
with the furniture had toppled Qoria Russell's purse on its side. The
plastic bag and its i mensely val uabl e occupant had fallen out and slid
down behi nd t he ni ghtstand.

Luther's finger nudged the blade of the |etter opener through the
pl astic before secreting it in his duffel bag. He went quickly over to
the wi ndow and carefully peered out.

The Iinp and van were still there. That wasn't good.

He went across to the other side of the room took out his rope, secured
it under the |l eg of the enornously heavy chest of drawers, and ran the
line across to the other wi ndow, which would drop himat the opposite
end of the house, hidden fromthe road. He carefully opened the w ndow,
praying for a well-oiled track, and was rewarded.

He played out the rope and watched it snake down the brick sides of the
house.

GLORI A RUSSELL LOOKED UP AT THE MASSI VE FACE OF THE mansion. There was
real nmoney there. Mney and position that Christine Sullivan did not
deserve. She had won it with her boobs and artfully displayed ass and
her trashy mouth that had sonmehow inspired the elderly Walter Sullivan,
--------- awakeni ng sonme enotion buried deep within his conpl ex depths.
In six months he would not miss her anynore. His world of rock-solid
weal th and power would hurtle on

Then it struck her.

Russel |l was hal fway out of the linmo before Collin caught her arm He
hel d up the | eather bag she had bought in Georgetown for a hundred bucks
and was now worth incalculably nore to her. She settled back down in her
seat, her breath normalized. She sniled, alnbst blushed at Collin.

The President, slunped in a senicatatonic state, didn't notice the
exchange.

Then Russel |l peeked inside her bag, just to be sure. Her nouth dropped
open, her hands frantically tore through the few contents of the bag. It
took all her willpower not to shriek out |oud as she stared
horror-stricken at the young agent. the letter opener was not there. It



must still be in the house.

Collin tore back up the stairs, a thoroughly confused Burton racing
after him

Lut her was hal fway down the wall when he heard t hem com ng.
Ten nore feet.

They burst in the bedroom door.

Six nmore feet.

Stunned, the two Secret Service nen spotted the rope;

Burton dove for it.

Two nore feet, and Luther let go, hitting the ground running.

Burton flew to the window Collin threw the nightstand aside: nothing.
He joined Burton at the wi ndow. Luther had al ready di sappeared around
the corner. Burton started to head out the window Collin stopped him
The way they had come would be faster.

They bolted out the door.

LuTrmm CRASHED nnouoh THE coRNFEaD, NO LONGER CONcerned with | eaving a
trail, now only worried about surviving.

The bag sl owed hi mdown slightly, but he had worked too hard over the
| ast several nonths to wal k away enptyhanded

He expl oded out fromthe friendly cover of the crops and bit the nost
danger ous phase of his flight: a hundred yards of open field. The noon
had di sappeared behi nd thickening clouds and there were no streetlights
in the country; in his black clothing he woul d be al nost inpossible to
spot. But the human eye was best at spotting novement in the darkness,
and he was noving as fast as he coul d.

THE Two SECRET SERVI CE AGENTS STOPPED MOMENTARI LY AT the van. They
energed with Agent Varney and raced across the field.

Russell rolled down the wi ndow and wat ched them shock on her face. Even
the President was somewhat awake, but she quickly cal ned himand he
returned to his hal f-slunber.

Collin and Burton slipped on their night-vision goggles and their view
instantly resenbl ed a crude conputer ganme. Thermal inmages registered in
red, everything el se was dark green

Agent Travis Varney, tall and rangy, and only vaguely aware of what was
goi ng on, was ahead of them He ran with the easy notion of the
collegiate mler he used to be.

In the Service three years, Varney was single, conmritted entirely to his
prof ession, and | ooked to Burton as a father figure to replace the one
killed in Vietnam They were | ooking for someone who had done sonet hi ng
in that house.

Sonet hing that involved the President and that therefore involved him
Varney pitied whoever he was chasing if he caught up to him

LUTHER COULD HEAR THE SOUNDS OF THE MEN BEH ND H M



They had recovered faster than he had thought. His head start had
dwi ndl ed but it still should be enough. They had nmade a bi g m stake by
not junping in the van and runni ng hi m down.

They had to have known he woul d have transportation. It wasn't |ike he
woul d have coptered in. But he was grateful that they weren't quite as
smart as they probably should have been. If they had he woul d not be
alive to see the sun come up.

He took a shortcut through a path in the woods, spotted on his |ast
wal k-t hrough. It gained himabout a mnute. H's breath cane in quick
bursts, like machine-gun fire. His clothes felt heavy on him as in a
child's dream his | egs seened to nove in slow notion.

Finally he broke free fromthe trees, and he could see his car and was
again grateful for having taken the precaution to back in.

A HUNDRED YARDS BEHI ND, A THERMAL FlI GURE OTHER THAN Varney's finally
canme alive on Burton's and Collins screens.

A man running, and running hard. Their hands flew to their shoul der
hol sters. Neither weapon was effective |ong-range but they couldn't
worry about that now.

Then an engine roared to life and Burton and Collin ran |like a tornado
was raging at their heels.

Varney was still ahead of themand to the left. He would have a better
line of fire, but would he shoot? Sonething told them he would not;
that was not part of his training, to fire at a fleeing person who was
no | onger a danger to the man he was sworn to protect. However, Varney
did not know that at stake here was nore than a nere beating heart.
There Was an entire institution that would never be the sanme, in
addition to two Secret Service agents who were certain they had done
not hi ng wong, but were intelligent enough to realize that the bl anme
woul d fall heavily on their shoul ders.

Burton was never much of a runner, but he picked up his pace as these
thoughts flew through his head, and the younger Collin was hard-pressed
to keep up with him But Burton knew it was too late. His legs started
to sl ow down as the car exploded out and turned away fromthem In
monents it was already two hundred yards down the road.

Burton stopped runni ng, dropped to his knee, ained his gun, but all he
could see was the dust kicked up by the fleeing vehicle. Then the
taillights went out and in a nonent he |ost the target entirely.

He turned to see Collin next to him |ooking down at him the reality of
the whol e event starting to set in. Burton slowy got up andput his gun
away. He took off his goggles; Collin did |ikew se.

They | ooked at each ot her

Burton sucked air in; his |inmbs shook. H's body was finally reacting to
the recent exertions now that the adrenaline had stopped flowing. It was
over, wasn't it?

Then Varney cane running up. Burton was not too distraught to note with
an envious twinge and a small neasure of pride that the younger man
wasn't even out of breath. He would see to it that Varney and Johnson
didn't suffer with them They didn't deserve that.

He and Collin would go down, but that was all. He felt bad about Collin;



however, there was nothing he could do about that. But when Varney
spoke, Burton's thoughts of the future went from conpl ete and absol ute
doomto a small glimrer of hope.

"l got the license plate nunber.”

"WHERE THE HELL WAS HE?" RUSSELL LOCKED | NCREDU ously around the
bedroom "What? Was he under the goddammed bed?"

She tried to stare Burton down. The guy hadn't been under the bed, nor
in any of the closets. Burton had exanined all those spaces when he was
sanitizing the room He told her so in no uncertain terns.

Burton | ooked at the rope and then the open w ndow.

"Jesus, it was |like the guy was watching us the whole tine, knew right
when we | eft the house." Burton | ooked around for other possible
bogeynmen hovering nearby. H's eyes rested on the nmirror, then noved on,
st opped and went back

He | ooked down at the carpet in front of the mrror

He had gone over that area repeatedly with the vacuumuntil it was
snoot h; the carpet nape, already plush and expensive, had been a good
quarter inch thicker by the tinme he was finished. No one had wal ked
there since they had come back into the room

And yet now as he stooped down, his eye discerned very rough traces of
footprints. He hadn't noticed them before because now the whol e section
was matted down, as if sonething had swept out.... He slapped on his

gl oves, rushed to the mirror, pulling and prying around its edges.

He yelled to Collin to get sone tools while Russell |ooked on stunned.

Burton inserted the crowbar about nidway down the side of the mrror and
he and Collin threw all their wei ght against the tool. The | ock was not
that strong, depending on deception rather than brute strength to
safeguard its secrets

There was a grinding sound and then a tear and a pop and the door swung
open.

Burton plunged inside with Collin right behind. A light switch was on
the wall. The roomturned bright and the nen | ooked around.

Russel |l peered in, saw the chair. As she | ooked around, her face froze
on the inner side of the nmirror door. She was staring right at the bed.
The bed where a little while before ... She rubbed her tenples as a
searing pain ripped through her skull.

A one-way mrror.

She turned to find Burton | ooking over her shoul der and through the
mrror. His earlier remark about soneone watching them had just proven
itself prophetic.

Burton | ooked hel pl essly -at Russell. "He nust have been right here the
whol e tine. The whol e goddammed tine. | can't fucking believe this."
Burton | ooked at the enpty shelves inside the vault. "Looks |ike he took
a bunch of stuff. Probably cash and untraceabl es."”

"Who cares about that!" Russell exploded, pointing at the mirror. "This
guy saw and heard everything, and you | et himget away."



"W got his license plate.’
smle. He didn't get it.

Col l'in was hoping for another rewarding

"So what? You think he's going to wait around for us to run his tag and
go knock on his door?"

Russel | sat down on the bed. Her head was spinning. If the guy had been
in there he had seen everything. She shook her head. A bad but
control |l abl e situation had suddenly becone an inconprehensi bl e disaster,
and totally out of her control. Particularly considering the information
Collin had relayed to her when she had entered the bedroom

The sonofabitch had the letter opener! Prints, blood, everything,
straight to the Wite House

She | ooked at the mirror and then at the bed, where a short tine before
she had been on top of the President. She instinctively pulled her
jacket tighter around herself. She was suddenly sick to her stomach. She
braced hersel f agai nst the bedpost.

Collin emerged fromthe vault. "Don't forget he committed a crine being
here. He can get in big-tine trouble if he goes to the cops." That
t hought had struck the young agent while he peered around the vault.

He shoul d have thought a little nore.

Russel | pushed back a strong urge to vonit. "He doesn't have to exactly
go and turn hinself in to cash in on this.

Have you ever heard of the goddammed phone? He's probably calling the
Post right now. Danmit! And then next the tabloids and by the end of
the week we'll be watching himon Oprah and Sally being shot on renote
fromwhatever little island he's retired to with his face blurred. And
then conmes the book and after that the novie. Shit!"

Russel | envi sioned a certain package arriving at the Post or the J.
Edgar Hoover Building or the U S. Attorney's office or the Senate
Mnority Leader's office, all possible depositories pronising maximm
political damage-not to nmention the |egal repercussions.

The note acconpanying it would ask themto please match the prints on it
and the blood with specinens of the President of the United States. It
woul d sound like a joke, but they would do it. O course they would do
it. Richnond's prints were already on file. His DNA woul d be a natch.
Her body woul d be found, her blood would be checked and they woul d be
confronted with nore questiorts than they could possibly have answers
to.

They were dead, they were all dead. And that bastard had just been
sitting in there, waiting for his chance. Not know ng that tonight would
bring himthe biggest payoff of his Iife. Nothing as sinple as dollars.
He woul d bring down a President, in flames and tatters, crashing to
earth without a chance of survival. How often did sonmeone get to do
that? Wodward and Bernstein had beconme supernen, they could do no
wrong. This topped the hell out of Watergate. This was too fucking rmuch
to deal with.

Russel |l barely made it to the bathroom Burton | ooked over at the corpse
and then back at Collin. They said nothing, their hearts pounding with

i ncreased frequency as the absolute enormity of the situation settled
down on themlike the stone Ilid of a crypt. Since they could think of
not hing else to do, Burton and Collin dutifully retrieved the P



sani tizi ng equi prment while Russell enptied the contents of her stonach.
In an hour they were packed and gone.

THE DOOR CLOSED QUI ETLY BEH ND HI M

Luther figured he had a couple of days at best, mmybe less. He risked
turning on a light and his eyes went quickly over the interior of the
living room

Hs |ife had gone fromnormal, or close to it, straight to horror |and.

He took off the backpack, switched off the light, and stole over to the
wi ndow.

Not hi ng- - everything was quiet. Fleeing fromthat house had been the nobst
nerve-racki ng experience of his life, worse than being overrun by
scream ng North Koreans.

Hi s hands still twitched. Al the way back, every passing car seened to
bore its headlights into his face, searching out his guilty secret.

Twi ce, police cars had passed him and the sweat had poured off his
forehead, his breathing constricted.

The car had been returned to the inpoundnent |ot where Luther had
"borrowed" it earlier that night. The plate would get them nowhere, but
somet hi ng el se coul d.

He doubted they had gotten a look at him Even if they had, they would
only know generally his height and buil d.

Hi s age, race and facial features would still be a nystery, and without
that they hadnothing. And as fast as he had run, they probably figured
hi m for a younger man. There was one open end, and he had thought about
how to handl e that on the ride back. For now, he packed up as much of
the last thirty years as he could into two bags; he would not be coming
back here

He woul d cl ear out his accounts tonorrow norning; that would give him
the resources to run far away from here.

He had faced nore than his share of danger during his long life. But the
choi ce between going up against the President of the United States or
di sappearing was a no-brai ner

The night's haul was safely hidden away. Three nmonths of work for a
prize that could end up getting himkilled. He | ocked the door and
di sappeared into the night.

CHAPTER FOUR

AT SEVEN A M THE GOLD- COLORED ELEVATOR DOORS opened, and Jack stepped
into the neticulously decorated expanse that was Patton, Shaw s
reception area.

Luci nda wasn't in yet, so the main reception desk, solid teakwood and
wei ghi ng about a thousand pounds, and costabout twenty dollars for each
of those pounds, was unmnmg nanned.

He wal ked down the broad hal |l ways under the soft lights of the

neocl assi cal wall sconces, turned right, and then left and in one mnute
opened the solid-oak door to his office. In the background, a smattering
of ringing phones could be heard as the city woke up for business.



Six floors, well over one hundred thousand square feet in one of the
best addresses downt own housi ng over two hundred hi ghly conpensated
attorneys, with a two-story library, fully equi pped gymmasi um sauna,
worren' s and nmen's showers and | ockers, ten conference roons, a
supporting staff of several hundred and, nost inportant, a client |ist
coveted by every other mgjor firmin the country, that was the enpire of
Patton, Shaw & Lord

The firm had weat hered the m serable end to the 1980s, and then picked
up speed after the recession had finally subsided. Now it was going
full-bore as many of its conpetitors had downsized. It was | oaded with
some of the best attorneys in virtually every field of law, or at |east
the fields that paid the best. Many had been scooped from ot her | eading
firnms, enticed by signing bonuses and promi ses that no dollar would be
spared when chasing a new pi ece of business.

Three senior partners had been tapped by the current admnistration for
top-1evel positions. The firmhad awarded them severance pay in excess
of two mllion dollars each, with the inplicit understanding that after
their governnent stint they would be back in harness, bringing with them
tens of mllions of dollars in |egal business fromtheir newy forged
contacts.

The firms unwitten, but strictly adhered to, rule was that no new
client matter would be accepted unless the minimumbilling would exceed
one hundred thousand dollars. Any f the firms time. And they had no
probl em be a waste o sticking to that rule, and flourishing. In the
nation's capital, people cane for the best and they didn't m nd paying
for the privilege.

The firm had only nmade one exception to that rule, and ironically it had
been for the only client Jack had other than Baldwin. He told hinself he
woul d test that rule with increasing frequency. If hf, was going to
stick this out, he wanted it to be on his ternms as nmuch as that was
possi ble. He knew his victories would be small at first, but that was
okay.

He sat down at his desk, opened his cup of coffee and gl anced over the
Post. Patton, Shaw & Lord had five kitchens and three full-time
housekeepers with their OM| conputers. The firm probably consuned five
hundred pots of coffee a day, but Jack picked up his norning brew at the
little place on the corner because he couldn't stand the stuff they used
here. It was a special inported blend and cost a fortune and tasted |ike
dirt mixed in with seaweed.

He tipped back in his chair and gl anced around his office.

It was a good size by big-firmassoci ate standards, about fourteen by
fourteen, with a nice view up Connecticut Avenue.

At the Public Defenders Service, Jackhad shared an office w th another
attorney and there had been no wi ndow, only a giant poster of a Hawaiian
beach Jack had tacked up one repul sively cold norning. Jack had |iked
the coffee at Pl) better

When he nade partner he would get a new office, twice this size--maybe
not a corner just yet, but that was definitely in the cards. Wth the
Bal dwi n account he was the fourth biggest rainmaker in the firm and the
top three were all in their fifties and sixties, |ooking nore toward the
golf courses than to the inside of an office. He glanced at his watch
Tine to start the neter.



He was usually one of the first ones in, but the place would soon be
stirring. Patton, Shaw matched top New York forts. The clients were
enornous and their | egal denmands were of equal size. Making a mistake in
this | eague might nmean a four-billion-dollar defense contract went down
the tubes or a city declared bankruptcy.

Every associate and junior partner he knew at the firm had stomach

probl ems; a quarter of themwere in therapy of one kind or another. Jack
wat ched their pale faces and softening bodies as they marched daily
through the pristine hallways of PS& bearing yet another Hercul ean

| egal task. That was the trade-off for conpensation |evels that put them
in the top five percent nationwi de anong all professionals.

He al one anbng them was safe fromthe partnership gauntlet. Control of
clients was the great equalizer in |aw. He had been with Patton, Shaw
about a year, was a novice corporate attorney, and was accorded the
respect of the nost senior and experienced nenbers of the firm

thing | ess, the nanagenent conmittee had deci ded, would firm wages, and
for the big bucks, they expected big-time ef Al of that should have
made himfeel guilty, undeserving--and it would have if he hadn't been
so m serable about the rest of his life.

He popped the final mniature doughnut into his nmouth, |eaned forward in
his chair and opened a -file. Corporate work was often nobnotonous and
his skill level was such that his tasks were not the nmpbst exciting in
the world. Review ng ground | eases, preparing UCC filings, formng
limted liability conpanies, drafting nenoranduns of understandi ng and
private placement docunments, it was all in a day's work, and the days
were growi ng | onger and | onger, but he was |l earning fast; he had to in
order to survive, his courtroomskills were virtually useless to him
here.

The firmtraditionally did no litigation work, preferring instead to
handl e the nore lucrative and steady corporate and tax nmatters. Wen
litigation did arise it was farnmed out to select, elite litigation-only
firnms, who in turn would refer any nontrial work that canme their way to
Patton, Shaw. It was an arrangenent that had worked well over the years

By lunchtime he had noved two stacks of drift fromhis in to his out
basket, dictated three closing checklists and a couple of letters, and
received four calls fromJennifer reninding himabout the Wite House
di nner they woul d be attending that night.

Her father was being honored as Busi nessman of the Year by some

organi zation or other. It spoke volumes about the President's close
nexus to big business that such an event would be worthy of a Wite
House function. But at |east Jack would get to see the man up cl ose.
Getting to nmeet himwas probably out of the question, but then you never
knew.

"Got a mnute?" Barry Alvis popped his balding head in the door. He was
a senior staff associate, neaning he had been passed over for partner
nore than three times and in fact would never successfully conplete that
next step. Hardworking and bright, he was an attorney any firmwould be
fortunate to have. His schnooz skills and hence his client-generating
prospects, however, were nil. He nade a hundred sixty thousand a year,
and worked hard enough to earn another twenty in bonuses each year. His
wife didn't work, his kids went to private schools, he drove a

| at e-nmodel Beener, was not expected to generate business and had little
to conplai n about.



A very experienced attorney with ten years of intense and hi gh-Ieve
transacti onal work behind him he should have resented the hell out of
Jack Graham and he did.

Jack waved himin. He knew Alvis didn't |ike him understood why, and
didn't push it. He could take his lunmps with the best of them but then
he woul d only allow hinself to be pushed so far.

"Jack, we've got to get cranking on the Bishop nerger."

Jack | ooked bl ank. That deal, a real pain in the ass, had died, or at
| east he thought it had. He took out a legal pad, his hands tw tching.

"1 thought Raynond Bi shop didn't want to get into bed with TCC "

Alvis sat down, placed the fourteen-inch file he was carrying on Jack's
desk and | eaned back.

"Deal s die, then they cone back to haunt you. We need your comments on
the secondary financing docunents by tonorrow afternoon."

Jack al nost dropped his pen. "That's fourteen agreenments and over five
hundred pages, Barry. Wen did you find out about this?"

Alvis stood up and Jack caught the beginnings of a smle tugging at the
other man's face.

"Fifteen agreenents, and the official page count is six hundred and
thi rteen pages, single-spaced, not counting exhibits. Thanks, Jack.
Patton, Shaw really appreciates it." He turned back. "Ch, have a great
time with the President tonight, and say hello to Ms. Baldwin."

Al vi s wal ked out.

Jack | ooked at the bundle in front of himand rubbed his tenples. He
wondered when the little sonofabitch had really | earned the Bishop dea
had been resurrected. Sonmething told himit wasn't this norning.

He checked the time. He buzzed his secretary, managed to clear his
schedul e for the rest of the day, picked up the eightpound file and
headed for conference room nunber nine, the firms snallest and nost
secl uded, where he could hide and work. He could do six intense hours,
go to the party, cone back, work all night, hit the steamroom shower
and shave here, finish up the comments and have themon Al vis's desk by
three, four at the latest. The little shit.

Si x agreenents later, Jack ate the last of his chips, finished off his
Coke, pulled on his jacket and ran the ten flights down to the | obby.

The cab dropped himat his apartnent. He stopped cold.

The Jag was parked in front of his building. The vanity plate succEss
told himhis soon-to-be date for life was up there waiting. She nust be
upset with him She never condescended to cone to his place unless she
was upset with him about sonething and wanted to let himknow it.

He checked his watch. He was running a little late, but he was stil

okay. He unl ocked his front door, rubbing his jaw, naybe he coul d get by
wi t hout shaving. She was sitting on the couch, having first draped a
sheet across it. He had to admit, she |ooked stunning; a real blue

bl ood, whatever that meant these days. Unsniling, she stood up and

| ooked at him



"You're |late."
"I'"'mnot ny own boss you know. "
"That's no excuse. | work too."

"Yeah, but the difference is your boss has the same last nane, and is
wr apped around his daughter's pretty little finger "Mther and Dad went
on ahead. The |lim will be here in twenty mnutes."

"Plenty of time." Jack undressed and junped in the shower. He pulled the
curtain aside. "Jenn, can you get out mny blue doubl e-breasted?"

She wal ked into the bathroom |ooked around in ill-conceal ed disgust.
"The invitation said black tie."

"Black tie optional,"
eyes.

he corrected her, rubbing the soap out of his

"Jack, don't do this. It's the Wiite House for godsakes.
it's the President."

"They give you an option, black tie or not, |I'mexercising nmy right to
forgo the black tie. Besides, | don't have a tux."

He grimed at her and pulled the curtain closed.
"You were supposed to get one."

"I forgot. C non, Jenn, for chrissakes. Nobody's going to be watching

me, nobody cares what |'l| be wearing."
"Thank you, thank you very nuch, Jack Graham | ask you to do one little
thing."

"Do you know how nuch those suckers cost?"

The soap was stinging his eyes. He thought of Barry Alvis and having to
work all night and having to explain that fact to Jennifer and then to
her father, and his voice got angrier.

"And how many times am| going to wear the goddammed thing? Once or
twice a year?"

"After we're married we'll be attending a lot of functions where bl ack
tieisn't optional, it's mandatory. It's a good investnent."

"I"d rather put ny retirenment funds into baseball cards."

He poked his head out again to show her he was kidding, but she wasn't
t here.

He rubbed a towel through his hair, wapped it around his mddle and
wal ked into the tiny bedroom where he found a new tux hangi ng on the
door. Jennifer appeared, smling.

"Compliments of Baldwin Enterprises. It's an Armani.
It'Il 1 ook wonderful on you."
"How d you know ny size?"

"You're a perfect forty-two |l ong. You could be a nodel.



Jenni fer Baldwi n's personal nal e nodel." She wapped her perfuned arns
around his shoul ders and squeezed. He felt her considerable breasts push
into his back and inwardly cursed that there wasn't tine to take

advant age of the moment. Just once without the goddamm nurals, w thout
the cherubs and chariots, maybe it would be different.

He | ooked longingly at the small, untidy bed. And he had to work al
ni ght. Goddammed Barry Alvis and the w shywashy Raynond Bi shop

Wiy was it every tine he saw Jennifer Bal dwin he hoped that things could
be different between thenf? Different neaning better. That she woul d
change, or he would, or they both would neet sonmewhere in the mddle?
She was so beautiful, had everything in the world going for her. Jesus,
what was wrong with himanyway?

THE Li no MOVED EASI LY THROUGH THE DREGS OF POST- RUSHhour traffic. Past
seven o' clock on a weekni ght, downtown D.C. was pretty much desert ed.

Jack | ooked over at his fiance. Her |ight but very expensive coat

didn't conceal the plunging neckline. The perfectly chiseled features
were covered by flaw ess skin that occasionally flashed a perfect smile.
Her thick auburn hair was piled high on top of her head; she usually
wore it down. She | ooked |ike one of those one-nanme supernodels.

He noved closer to her. She smled at him checked her nmakeup, which was
i macul ate, and patted his hand.

He stroked her leg, slid her dress up; she pushed hi maway.
"Later, maybe," she whispered so the driver wouldn't hear.

Jack smled and nmouthed that |ater he nmight have a headache. She | aughed
and then he renenbered there would be no "later" tonight.

He sl unped back in the thickly padded seat and stared out the wi ndow. He
had never been to the Wite House; Jennifer had, tw ce before. She
didn't | ook nervous; he was. He tugged at his bow tie, and snoothed his
hair as they turned onto Executive Drive.

The Wite House guards checked them met hodi cally; Jennifer as usual got
second and third | ooks fromall of the men and women present. Wen she
bent down to adjust her high heel, she alnost spilled out of her
five-thousand-dol | ar dress and nmade several White House staffers far
happi er nmen for it. Jack got the usual envious |ooks fromthe guys. Then
they nmoved into the building and presented their engraved invitations to
the Marine sergeant who escorted themthrough the | ower-Ilevel entry
corridor and then up the stairs to the Fast Room

DANMM T!'" THE PRESI DENT HAD BENT DOWN TO PI CK UP A copy of his speech for
the night's event and the pain had shot up to his shoulder. | think it
ni cked a tendon, Goria."

Goria Russell sat in one of the wide, plush chairs with which the
President's wife had decorated the Oval Ofice

The First Lady had good taste if not a lot else. She was nice to | ook
at, but alittle light in the intellect departnment. No challenge to the
President's power, and an asset in the polls.

Her fam |y background was inpeccable: old noney, old ties. The
President's connection to the conservative wealth and influence segnent
of the country had not hurt his standing with the liberal contingent in
the | east, however, owing mainly to his charisma and skills at



consensus-buil di ng. And his good | ooks, which counted for a lot nore
than anyone cared to adnit.

A successful President had to be able to talk a good gane, and this
President's batting average was up there with Ted Wl Ilians's.

"I think | need to see a doctor.” The President was not in the best of
moods, but then neither was Russell

"Well, Alan, then exactly how would you explain a stab wound to the
Wit e House press?”

"VWhat the hell ever happened to doctor-patient confidentiality?"
Russell rolled her eyes. He could be so stupid sonetines.
if's

"You're like a Fortune 500 conpany, Al an, everything about you is public
i nformation."

"Well, not everything."

"That rermains to be seen, doesn't it? This is far fromover, A an."
Russel | had snoked three packs of cigarettes, and drunk two pots of

cof fee since last night. At any nonent their world, her career, could
come crashing down. The police knocking on the door. It was all she
could do to keep herself fromrunning screaming fromthe room As it was
nausea continuously swept over her in vast waves. She cl enched her
teeth, gripped the chair. The i mge of total destruction would not budge
from her mind.

The President scanned the copy, nenorizing sonme, the rest he would
ad-1ib; his nmenory was phenomenal, an asset that had served himwell.

"That's why | have you, Goria, isn't it? To nmake it all better?"
He | ooked at her

For a monment she wondered if he knew. |If he knew what she had done with
him Her body stiffened and then rel axed.

He coul dn't know, that was inpossible. She renmenbered his drunken
pl eadi ngs; oh how a bottle of Jack could change a person

"Of course it is, Alan, but sone decisions have to be made. Sone
alternative strategi es have to be devel oped dependi ng on what we find
oursel ves faced with."

"I can't exactly cancel ny schedul e. Besides, this guy can't do
anyt hing. "

Russel |l shook her head. "W can't be sure of that."

"Think about it! He'll have to admit to burglary to even place hinself
there. Can you see himtrying to get on the evening news with that
story? They'|Il put himin a rubber roomin a New York minute." The
Presi dent shook his head. "I'msafe. This guy cannot touch ne, doria.
Not in a mllion years."

They had worked out a threshold strategy on the linmo ride back to town.
Their position would be sinple: categorical denial. They would let the
absurdity of the allegation, if it ever came, do their work for them
And it was an absurd story despite the fact that it was absolutely true.



Synpathy fromthe Wite House for the poor, unbal anced and admitted
felon and his shanefaced famly.

There was, of course, another possibility, but Russell had chosen not to
address that with the President just yet. In fact she concluded it was
the more likely scenario. It was really the only thing allow ng her to
functi on.

"Stranger things have happened." She | ooked at him

"The place was cleaned, right? There's nothing left to find, right,
except her?" There was a hint of nervousness in his voice.

"Right." Russell licked her lips. The President didn't know that the
letter opener with his prints and blood on it was now in the possession
of their felonious eyew tness.

She stood up and paced. "OF course | can't speak about certain traces of
sexual contact. But that wouldn't be linked to you in any event."

"Jesus, | can't even remenber if we did it or not. It seens like | did."
She couldn't help smling at his remark

The President turned and | ooked at her. "What about Burton and Col lin?"
"What about then®"

"Have you tal ked to then?" H s nmessage was cl ear enough.

"They have as much to | ose as you, don't they, Al an?"

"As us, Goria, as us." He fixed his tie in the mrror. "Any clue to the
Peepi ng Ton?"

"Not yet; they're running the plate."
"When do you think they'll realize she's m ssing?"
"As warmas it's been during the day, soon | hope."

"Real funny, Goria."

"She'll be missed, inquiries will be made. Her husband will be call ed,
they'll go to the house. The next day, maybe two, naybe three tops."
"And then the police will investigate."

"There's nothing we can do about that."

"But you'll keep on top of it?" A trace of concern crossed the
President's brow as he thought swiftly through various scenarios. Had he
tucked Christy Sullivan? He hoped that he had, At |east the night

woul dn't have been a total disaster

"@s nuch as we can without arousing too nmuch suspicion."

"That's easy enough. You can use the angle that Walter Sullivan is a
close friend and political ally of mine. It wuld be natural for nme to
have a personal interest in the case. Think things through, doria,
that's what | pay you for.,K"

And you were sleeping with his wife, Russell thought.

Sone friend.



"That rationale had already occurred to ne, Al an."

She lit a cigarette, blew the snoke out slowy. That felt good. She had
to keep ahead of himon this. Just one small step ahead and she woul d be
fine. It wouldn't be easy; he was sharp, but he was al so arrogant.
Arrogant people habitually overestimated their own abilities and
underesti mated everyone el se's.

"And nobody knew she was neeting you?"

"I think we can assunme she was discreet, Goria. Christy didn't have too
much upstairs, her gifts were slightly Iower, but she understood
economics with the best of them" The President wi nked at his Chief of
Staff. "She had about eight hundred million to lose if her husband found
out she was screw ng around, even with the President."

Russel | knew about Walter Sullivan's odd view ng habits fromthe mrror
and chair, but then again, for the assignations he didn't know about,
didn't get to watch, who knew what his reaction woul d' ve been? Thank
God it hadn't been Sullivan sitting there in the dark

"I warned you, Alan, that one day your little extracurricular activities
woul d get us into trouble.”

Ri chnond | ooked at her, di sappointnent on his features.
w
r

"Listen, you think I"'mthe first guy to hold this office to catch a
little action on the side? Don't be so goddamed naive, Goria. At
least I'ma helluva | ot nore discreet than sonme of ny predecessors. |
take the responsibilities of the job ... and | take the perks.
Under st and?"

Russel | nervously rubbed at her neck. "Completely, M. President.”
"So it's just this one guy, who can't do anything."
"it only takes one to bring the house of cards tunbling down."

"Yeah? Well there are a ot of people living in that house. Just
remenber that."

"l do, Chief, every day."

There was a knock at the door. Russell's deputy assistant |eaned in.
"Five mnutes, sir." The President nodded and waved hi m of f.

"Great timng on this presentation.”

"Ransoned Bal dwin contributed heavily to your canpaign, as did all of his
friends."

"You don't have to explain political paybacks to nme, sweetheart."

Russel | stood up and noved over to him She took his good arm | ooked
intently at him On his left cheek was a small scar. A souvenir from
some shrapnel during a brief stint in the Army toward the end of the
Vietnam War. As his political career had taken off, the fenal e consensus
was that the tiny inperfection greatly enhanced his attractiveness.
Russel | found herself staring at that scar.



"Alan, | will do whatever it takes to protect your interest.
You will get through this, but we need to work together

W're a team Alan, we're a helluva team They can't take us down, not
if we act together."

The President studied her face for a brief noment, and then rewarded her
with the smile that routinely acconpani ed front-page headlines. He
pecked her on the cheek, squeezed her against him she clung to him

"I love you, Goria. You're a trouper." He picked up his speech. "It's
showtine." He turned and wal ked out. Russell stared after his broad
back, carefully rubbed at her cheek and then foll owed hi mout.

JACK LOOKED AROUND THE OVERSTATED ELEGANCE OF THE i nmense East Room The
pl ace was full of sone of the nobst powerful nmen and wonen in the
country. Skillful networking was taking place all around him and all he
coul d do was stand and gawk. He | ooked across the room and spied his
fiance cornering a congressman from sone state out west, no doubt

plying Baldwi n Enterprises's needy case for the good legislator's

assi stance on riparian rights.

Hi s fiance spent rmuch of her tine gaining access to hol ders of power at
all levels. Fromcounty conmm ssioners to Senate Committee chairmen

Jenni fer stroked the right egos, fed the right hands, and nade certain
that all the inportant players were in place when Bal dwi n Enterprises
want ed anot her mammot h deal orchestrated. The doubling of the assets of
her father's conpany during the last five years was due in no small part
to her excelling at that task

In truth, what man was really safe fromher?

Ransorne Baldwin, all six feet five inches, thick white hair and
baritone voice, made his rounds, solidly shaking hands with politicians
he al ready owned and rubbing elbows with the few he didn't as yet.

The award cerenony had been mercifully brief. Jack glanced at his watch.
He woul d need to be getting back to the office soon. On the way over
Jenni fer had nentioned a private party at the Wllard Hotel at el even
He rubbed his face. O all the friggin' |uck

He was about to pull Jennifer aside to explain his early exit, when the
Presi dent wal ked up to her, was joined by her father, and a nonent |ater
all three headed his way.

Jack put his drink down and cleared his throat so he wouldn't sound Re a
conpl ete fool when the words stunbled out of his nmouth. Jennifer and her
father Were talking to the President |ike old friends. Laughing,
chatting, touching el bows |ike he was cousin Ned in from &l ahorma. But
this wasn't cousin Ned, this was the President of the United States for
godsakesl

"So you're the lucky fellow?@ The President's smile was i medi ate and
pl easant. They shook hands. He was as tall as Jack, and Jack admired
that he had kept trimand fit with a job like his.

"Jack Gaham M. President. It's an honor to neet you, Sir. "I fee
like | already know you, Jack, Jennifer's told nme so nmuch about you
Most of it good." He grinned.

"Jack's a partner at Patton, Shaw & Lord." Jennifer still held on to the



President's arm She | ooked at Jack and smiled a cutesy smile.

"Well, not a partner yet, Jenn."

"Matter of time is all." Ransorne Bal dwin's voice booned out. "Wth

Bal dwi n Enterprises as a client, you could name your price at any firm
inthis country. Don't you forget that. Don't |et Sandy Lord pull the
wool over your eyes."

"Listen to him Jack. The voice of experience." The President raised his
glass and then involuntarily jerked it back

Jenni fer stunmbled, letting go of his arm

"I"'msorry, Jennifer. Too nmuch tennis. Damm arm s giving ne probl ens
again. Well, Ransorne, you |ook |ike you' ve got yourself a fine protdg6
here. "

"Hell, he'll have to fight ny daughter for the enpire.

Maybe Jack can be queen and Jenn can be the king. How s that for equa
ri ghts?" Ransomed | aughed a big | augh that swept everybody up with it.

Jack felt hinself redden. "I'mjust a | awer, Ransoned; |'m not
necessarily looking for an enpty throne to occupy.

There are other things to do inlife."

Jack picked up his drink. This wasn't exactly going as well as he would
have liked. He felt on the defensive. Jack crunched an ice cube. And
what did Ransonmed Baldwin really think about his future son-in-|aw?
Especially right now? The point was Jack didn't really care.

Ransoned stopped | aughing and eyed him steadily. Jennifer cocked her head
the way she did when he said sonething she thought was inappropriate,

whi ch was nost of the tinme. The President |ooked at all three of them
smled quickly and excused hinmself He went over to the corner where a
worman was st andi ng.

Jack watched himgo. He had seen the woman on TV, defending the
President's position on a nyriad of issues. Aoria Russell did not |ook
very happy right now, but with all the crises in the world, happiness
was probably a rare commodity in her |ine of work.

That was an afterthought. Jack had net the President, had shaken hands
with him He hoped his armgot better.

He pull ed Jennifer aside and made his regrets. She was not pl eased.

"This is totally unacceptable, Jack. Do you realize how special a night
this is for Daddy?"

"Hey, I"'mjust a working stiff. You know? Billable hours?"

"That's ridiculous! And you know it. No one at that firm can nmake those
demands of you, |et alone sone nothing associate."”

"Jenn, it's not that big a deal. | had a great tinme. Your dad got his
little anard. Now it's tine to go back to work

Alvis is okay. He's kicking nmy butt a little bit, but he works just as
hard, if not harder than | do. Everybody has to take their lunps."”

"This isn't fair, Jack. This is not convenient for ne."



"Jenn, it's nmy job. | said don't worry about it, so don't worry about
it. I"lIl see you tonmorrow. |'m gonna grab a cab back."

"Daddy wi |l be very disappointed."

"Daddy won't even miss nme. Hey, hoist one for ne. And renenber what you
said about later? 1'Il take a rain check on that, maybe we can nake it
my place for a change?She all owed herself to be kissed. But when Jack
was gone she stormed over to her father

CHAPTER FI VE

KATE WH TNEY PULLED | NTO THE PARKI NG LOT OF HER buil di ng. The grocery
bag cl unked agai nst one |leg, her overflow ng briefcase agai nst the other
as she jogged up the four flights of stairs. Buildings in her price
range had el evators, just not ones that worked on a consistent basis.

She changed quickly into her running outfit, checked her messages, and
headed back out. She stretched the cranps and ki nks out of her |ong
linmbs in front of the Uysses S Grant statue and started her run.

She headed west, past the Air and Space Museum and then by the
Smithsoni an castle that, with its towers and battl enents and

twel fth-century-style Italian architecture, |ooked nmore |Iike a nad
scientist's hone than anything el se.

Her easy, nethodical strides took her across the Mall at its w dest
poi nt and she circled the Washi ngt on Monunent tw ce.

Her breath was coming a little quicker now, the sweat began to seep

t hrough her T-shirt and bl ot the Georgetown Law sweatshirt she was
wearing. As she nade her way along the fringes of the Tidal Basin, the
crowds of people grew thicker. The early fall brought plane-, bus- and
carl oads of people fromacross the country hoping to mss the sunmer
crush of tourists and the infanous Washi ngton heat.

As she swerved to avoid one errant child she collided with another
runner com ng the other way. They went down in a tangle of arnms and
| egs.

"Shit." The man rolled over quickly and then sprang back up. She started
to get up, l|ooked at him an apology on her lips, and then abruptly sat
back down. A | ong nonent went by as canera-toting clans of Arkansans and
| owans danced around them

"Hel l o, Kate." Jack gave her a hand up and hel ped her to a spot under
one of the now bare cherry bl ossomtrees that encircled the Tidal Basin.
The Jefferson Menorial sat big and inposing across the calmwater, the
tall silhouette of the country's third President clearly visible inside
t he rotunda

Kate's ankle was starting to swell. She took off her shoe and sock and
began to rub it out. , "I didn't think you'd have time to run anynore,
Jack. "

She | ooked over at him no receding hairline, no paunch, no lines on the
face. Tinme had stood still for Jack G aham

She had to admit it, he | ooked great. She, on the other hand, was an
absolute and total disaster.

She silently cursed herself for not getting that haircut and then cursed



herself again for even thinking that. A drop of sweat plunged down her
nose, and she brushed it away with an irritable sw pe of her hand.

"I was wondering the same thing about you. | didn't think they |et
prosecutors go hone before mdnight. Slacking Of?"

"Right." She rubbed her ankle, which really hurt. He saw the pain,
| eaned over and took her foot in his hands. She flinched back. He | ooked
at her.

"Rermenber | used to alnpst do this for a living and you were ny best and
only client. I have never seen a woman with such fragile ankles, and the
rest of you | ooks so healthy."

She rel axed and I et himwrk the ankle and then the foot, and she soon
realized he had not lost his touch. Did he nean that about | ooking
heal thy? She frowned. After all, she had dunped him And she had been
absolutely right in doing so.

Hadn't she?
"l heard about Patton, Shaw. Congratul ations."

"Aw shucks. Any lawyer with mllions in | egal business could ve done the
same thing." He sniled.

"Yeah, | read about the engagenent in the paper too. Congratul ations
twice." He didn't snmle at that one. She wondered why not.

He quietly put her sock and shoe back on. He | ooked at her. "You're not
going to be able to run for a day or two, it's pretty swollen. My car's
right over there. I'Il give you a lift."

"Il just take a cab."
"You trust a D.C. cabbie over ne?" He feigned of fense.

"Besides, | don't see any pockets. You going to negotiate a free ride?
Good | uck."

She | ooked down at her shorts. Her key was in her sock
He had al ready eyed the bulge. He snmiled at her dil emm.

Her |ips pressed together, her tongue slid along the bottom one. He
renenbered that habit fromlong ago. Al though he hadn't seen it for
years, it suddenly seenmed |ike he had never been away.

He stretched out his legs and stood up. "I'd float you a loan, but I'm
busted too."

she got up, put an arm agai nst his shoul der as she tested the ankle.
"I thought private practice paid better than that."

"It does, |'ve just never been able to handl e noney. You' know that."
That was true enough; she had al ways bal anced t he checkbook. Not t hat
there was much to bal ance back then

He held on to one of her arns as she linped to his car, a ten-year-old
Subaru wagon. She | ooked at it anmmzed.

"You never got rid of this thing?"



"Hey, there's a lot of mles left onit. Besides, it's full of history.
See that stain right over there? Your Dairy Queen butterscotch-di pped

i ce cream cone, 1986, the night before nmy tax final. You couldn't sleep,
and | wouldn't study anynore. You remenber? You took that curve too
fast."

"You have a bad case of selective nmenmory. As | recall you poured your
m | kshake down ny back because | was conpl ai ni ng about the heat."

"Ch, that too." They | aughed and got in the car

She exam ned the stain nore closely, |ooked around the interior. So much
com ng back to her in big, |unmpy waves

She gl anced at the back seat. Her eyebrows went up. If that space could
only tal k. She turned back to see himlooking at her, and found herself
bl ushi ng.

They pulled off into the light traffic and headed east. Kate felt
nervous, but not unconfortable, as if it were four years ago and they
had nmerely junped in the car to get sone coffee or the paper or have
breakfast at the Corner in Charlottesville or at one of the cafes
sprinkled around Capitol Rill. But that was years ago she had to rem nd
hersel f That was not the present. The present was very different. She
rolled the wi ndow down slightly.

Jack kept one eye on traffic, and one eye on her. Their neeting hadn't
been accidental. She had run on the Miil, that very route in fact, since
they had noved to D.C. and lived in that little wal k-up in Southeast
near Eastern Market.

That norning Jack had woken up with a desperation he had not felt since
Kate had left himfour years ago when it dawned on hi m about a week
after she had gone that she wasn't com ng back. Now with his weddi ng

| oom ng ahead, he had decided that he had to see Kate, sonehow. He woul d
not, could not, let that light die out, not yet. It was quite likely
that he was the only one of the two who sensed any illum nation left.
And while he m ght not have the courage to | eave a nessage on her
answering machi ne, he had decided that if he was meant to find her out
here on the Mail anmidst all the tourists and locals, then he would. He
had let it 90 at that.

Until their collision, he had been running for an hour, |ooking for the
face in that franed scanning the crowds, | mnutes before their photo.
He had spotted her about five t already doubl ed beabrupt neeting. If his
heart rate hadn'

it wuld' ve hit that mark as soon as he cause of the exercise, saw her
nmoving effortlessly along. He hadn't nmeant to sprain her ankle, but then
that was why she was sitting in his car; it was the reason he was
driving her hone.

Kate pulled her hair back and tied it in a ponytail, using a braid that
had been on her wist- "So how s work goi ng?"

"Ckay." He did not want to tal k about work. "How s your old man?" than
me." She did not want to tal k "You' d know bet about her father. -I
haven't seen hi m si nce.

"Lucky you." She |apsed into silence.

Jack shook his head at the stupidity of bringing up Luther.



He had hoped for a reconciliation between father and daughter over the
years. That obviously had not happened.

"l hear great things about you over at the Comobnwealth's Attorney."
"Right."

"I'"'m serious."

"Si nce when."

"Everyone grows up, Kate-"

"Not Jack Graham Please, God, no He turned right onto Constitution, and
made his way toward Union Station. Then he caught himself. He knew which
direction to go, a fact he did not want to share with her. "I'mkind of
rambl i ng here, Kate. Wich way?"

"I"Msorry. Around the Capitol, over to Maryland and |left on 3rd
Street."

"You |ike that area?"

"On ny salary, | like it just fine- Let ne guess. You re ABSOME PONEP
* 83 Probably in Georgetown, right, one of those big federal Pr

"th maid's quarters townhouses with sane placers He shrugged. haven't

moved. I'min the th all of your She stared at him ,jack, what do you
do wi noney | just don't want that nuch," He stared

"I buy what | want; , airy Queen butterscotch-di pped ack. ctHey, how
about a D

b ice cream cone

this town, |'ve tried." -There's none to he had in the honkers, and
roared off He did a U-turn, grinned at didn't try hard enough."

"Apparently, counselor, you TH RTY M NUTES LATER HE PULLM I NTO HER
PARKI NG LOT. HE ran around to help her out. The ankle had stiffened a
little nore. The butterscotch cone was al nbst gone. -1'I1l help you up."

,you don't have to."
"l busted your ankle. Help ne relieve sone of my guilt."”

"I'"ve got'it, Jack." That tone was very familiar to him even after four
years. He smiled wearily and stepped back

lowy. He was get She was hal fway up the stairs, noving sting back in
hi s car when she turned around.

"Jack?" He | ooked up. "Thanks for the ice cream" She went into the
bui | di ng.

Driving off, Jack did not see the nan standing near the lit tie cluster
of trees at the entrance to the parking lot Luther energed fromthe
shadows of the trees and | ooked up at the apartnment buil di ng.

H s appearance fromtwo days ago had drastically H s hair had been
changed. It was lucky his beard grew fast.

cut very short, and a hat covered what was |eft. Sungl asses obscured his
i ntense eyes and a bul ky overcoat conceal ed the | ean body one nore tine



before he left. He He had hoped to see her had been shocked to see Jack,
but that was all right. He liked Jack

He huddl ed in his coat. The wi nd was picking up, and the chill was nore
than Washington usually carried at this tine of year. He stared up at
hi s daughter's apartment w ndow.

Apartnment nunber fourteen. He knew it well; had even been inside it on a
nunber of occasions, unbeknownst to his daughter, of course. The
standard front-door | ock was child's play for him It would' ve taken

| onger for someone with a key to open it. He would sit in the chair in
her living roonj and | ook around at a hundred different things, all of
them carrying years of nmenories, sonme good tines, but nostly

di sappoi nt nent s.

Sonetinmes he would just close his eyes and exam ne all the different
scents in the air. He knew what perfune she wore-very little and very
nondescript. Her furniture was big, solid and well-worn. Her
refrigerator was routinely enpty. He cringed when he viewed the neager
and unheal thy contents of her cabinets. She kept things neat, but not
perfect; the place |looked lived in as it should have.

And she got a lot of calls. He would listen to some of them | eaving
messages. They nmade hi mw sh she had picked a different |line of work.
Being a crimnal hinmself, he was well aware of the nunber of real crazy
bastards out there. But it was too late for himto reconmend a career
change to his only child.

He knew that it was a strange relationship to have with one's offspring,
but Luther figured that was about all he deserved. A vision of his wife
entered his mnd; a wonan who had | oved himand stood by himall those
years and for what? For pain and msery. And then an early death after
she had arrived at her senses and divorced him He wondered again, for
the hundredth tine, why he had continued his crimnal activities. It
certainly wasn't the noney. He had always lived sinmply; much of the
proceeds of his burglaries had been sinply given away. Hs choice in
life had driven his wife mad with worry and forced his daughter fromhis
life. And for the hundredth tine he cane away with no conpelling answer
to the question of why he continued to steal fromthe well-protected
weal thy. Perhaps it was only to show that he coul d.

He | ooked up once again at his daughter's apartnent. He hadn't been
there for her, why should she be there for hinf

But he could not sever the bond entirely, even if she had. He woul d be
there for her if she so desired, but he knew that she never woul d.

Lut her noved quickly down the street, finally running to catch a Metro
bus headi ng toward the subway at Union Station. He had al ways been the
nost i ndependent of people never relying to any significant degree on

anyone el se. He was a |oner and had |liked that. Now, Luther felt very

al one, and the feeling this tine was not so conforting.

The rain started and he stared out the back wi ndow of the bus as it
meandered its way to the great rail term nus, which had been saved from
extinction by an anbitious railway-shopping nmall renovation. The water
bubbl ed up on the ' snooth surface of the w ndow and cl ouded his view of
where he had just been. He wi shed he could, but he couldn't go back

t here now.

He turned back in his seat, pulled his hat down tighter, blewinto his
handker chi ef. He picked up a di scarded newspaper, glancing dow its old



headl i nes. He wondered when they would find her. Wen they did, he would
know about it inmediately; everyone in this town would know t hat
Christine Sullivan was dead. Wen rich people got thenselves killed, it
was front-page news. Poor people and Joe Average were stuck in the Metro
section. Christy Sullivan would nost certainly be on page one, front and
center.

He dropped the paper on the floor, hunched down in his seat. He needed
to see a |l awyer, and then he woul d be gone.

The bus droned on, and his eyes finally closed, but he wasn't sl eeping.
He was, for the nonent, sitting in his daughter's living room and this
time, she was there with him

CHAPTER SI X

LUTHER SAT AT THE SMALL CONFERENCE ROOM TABLE IN THE very plainly

furni shed room The chairs and table were old and carried a thousand
scrapes. The rug was just as ancient and not very clean. A card hol der
was the only thing on the table other than his file. He picked up one of
the cards and thumbed it. "Legal Services, Inc." These people weren't
the best in the business; they were far fromthe halls of power
downtown. G aduates of third-rate | aw schools with no shot at the
traditional firmpractice, they eked out their professional existence
hopi ng for sone luck down the road. But their dreams of big offices, big
clients and, nost inportant, -big noney faded a little nore with the
passage of each year.

But Luther did not require the best. He only required sonebody with a
| aw degree and the right forns.

"Everything is in order, M. Witney." The kid | ooked about twenty-five,

still full of hope and energy. This place was not his final destination
He still clearly believed that.

The tired, pinched, flabby face of the ol der man behind himheld out no
such hope. "This is Jerry Burns, the managing attorney, he'll be the
other witness to your will. We have a self-proving affidavit, so we
won't have to appear in court as to whether or not we w tnessed your
will." A stemlooking, forty-sonmething worman appeared with her pen and
notary seal. "Phyllis here is our notary, M. Witney." They all sat
down. "Would you like ne to read the terns of your will out to you?"

Jerry Burns had been sitting at the table | ooking bored to death,
staring into space, dreaming of all the other places he would rather be.
Jerry Burns, managing attorney. He | ooked |ike he would rather be
shovel i ng cow manure on sone farmin the Mdwest. Now he glanced at his
young col | eague wi th di sdai n.

"I've read it," Luther replied.
"Fine," said Jerry Burns. "Why don't we get started?"

Fifteen mnutes later Luther energed fromLegal Services, Inc., with two
original copies of his last will and testanment tucked in his coat
pocket .

Fucking | awers, couldn't piss, shit or die without them

That was because | awers made all the laws. They had the rest of them by
the balls. Then he thought of Jack and smiled. Jack was not |ike that.
Jack was different. Then he thought of his daughter and his snile faded.
Kate was not like that either. But then Kate hated him



He stopped at a canera shop and purchased a Pol aroid OneStep camera and
a pack of film He didn't plan to |l et anyone el se devel op the pictures
he was going to be taking.

He arrived back at the hotel. An hour later he had taken a total of ten
phot os. These were wapped in paper and placed in a manila fol der that
was then secreted far down into his backpack

He sat down and | ooked out the wi ndow. It was al nost an hour before he
finally noved, sliding over and then collapsing onto the bed. Some tough
guy he was. Not so indifferent that he could not flinch at death, not be
horrified by an event that had ripped the |ife out of sonmeone who

shoul d've lived a lot longer. And on top of it all was the fact that the
President of the United States was involved in all of it. A nman Luther
had respected, had voted for. A man who held the country's highest

of fice had al nost nurdered a woman with his own drunken hands. |f he had
seen his closest relative bludgeon soneone in cold blood, Luther would
not have been any nore sickened or shocked. It was as though Luther

hi nsel f had been invaded, as though those nurderous hands had been
around his throat.

But somet hing el se gripped at him sonething he could not confront. He
turned his face to the pillow, closed his eyes in a futile effort to
sl eep.

"I T'S GREAT, JENN." JACK LOOKED AT THE BRI CK AND STONE mansi on t hat
stretched nore than two hundred feet fromend to end and had nore roons
than a college dorm and wondered why they were even there. The w nding
driveway ended in a four-car garage behind the massive structure. The

| awns were grooned so perfectly that Jack felt he was staring at an
enornous jade pool. The rear grounds were triple-terraced, with each
terrace sporting its own pool. It had the standard accoutrenents of the
very wealthy: tennis courts and stables, and twenty acres-a veritable

| and enpire by northern Virginia standards--on which to roam

The Realtor waited by the front door, her |ate-nodel Mercedes parked by
the large stone fountain covered with fistsize roses carved out of
granite. Conmi ssion dollars were being swiftly cal cul ated and
recal cul ated. Wren't they a terrific young couple? She had said that
enough to where Jack's tenples throbbed.

Jennifer Baldwin took his armand two hours |ater their tour was
finished. Jack wal ked over to the edge of the broad | awn and adnmired the
thi ck woods, where an eclectic grouping of elm spruce, maple, pine and
oak jostled for dom nance. The | eaves were beginning to turn and Jack
observed the begi nnings of reds, yellows and oranges dance across the
face of the property they were considering.

"So how rmuch?" He felt he was entitled to ask that question. But this
had to be out of their ballpark. H s ballpark anyway. He had to admt it
was convenient. Only forty-five rush-hour mnutes fromhis office. But
they couldn't touch this place. He | ooked expectantly at his flancée.

She | ooked nervous, played with her hair. "Three nillion eight.
Jack's face went gray. "Three million eight hundred thousand? Dollars?"
"Jack, it's worth three times that."

"Then why the hell are they selling it for three nmillion eight? W
can't afford it, Jenn. Forget it."



She answered himby rolling her eyes. She waved reassuringly to the
Realtor, who sat in her car witing up the contract.

"Jenn, | nake a hundred twenty thou a year. You nake about the same,
maybe a little nore.”

"When you neke partner--2

"Right. My salary goes up, but not enough for this. W can't make the
nort gage paynents. | thought we were noving into your place, anyway."

"It's not right for a married couple.”

"Not right? 1It's a friggin' palace.” He wal ked over to a
forest-green-painted garden bench and sat down.

She planted herself in front of him arns crossed, a deternined | ook on
her face. Her sumrer tan was starting to fade.

She wore a creany brown fedora from under which her Iong hair tunbled
across her shoul ders. Her pants were perfectly tailored to her elegantly
sl ender form Polished |eather boots encased her feet and di sappeared
under the pant | egs.

"W won't be carrying a nortgage, Jack."

He | ooked up at her. "Really? What, are they giving us the place
because we're such a terrific young coupl e?"

She hesitated, then said, "Daddy is paying cash for it, and we're going
to pay hi mback."

Jack had been waiting for that one.
"Pay himback? How the hell are we going to pay himback Jenn?"

"He's suggested a very liberal repayment plan, which takes into account
future earnings expectations. For godsakes, Jack, | could pay for this

pl ace out of accunul ated interest on one of ny trusts, but | knew you'd
object to that."

She sat down next to him "I thought if we did it this way, you' d fee
better about the whole thing. | know how you are about the Bal dwi n
money. W will have to pay Daddy back

It's not agift. It's aloan with interest. I'"'mgoing to sell ny place.
1"l net about eight fromthat. You're going to have to conme up with
sone noney too., This is not a free ride." She playfully stuck a |ong
finger into his chest, driving hone her point. She | ooked back at the
house. "It's beautiful, isn't it, Jack? W'Il|l be so happy here. W were
meant to live here."

Jack | ooked over at the front of the house but without really seeing it.
Al'l he saw was Kate Wiitney, in every wi ndow of the nonolith.

Jenni fer squeezed his arm | eaned against him Jack's headache noved
into the panic zone. H's mind was refusing to function. Hs throat went
dry and his linbs felt stiff. He gently disengaged his armfromhis
fiancee's, got up and wal ked quietly back to the car

Jenni fer sat there for several nonents, disbelief chief anobng the
enotions registering across her face, and then angrily followed him

The Realtor, who had intently watched the exchange between the two while



seated in her Mercedes, stopped witing up the contract, her nouth
pursed in displeasure.

I T WAS EARLY MORNI NG wWHEN LUuTHER EMERGED FROM THE snmal | hotel hidden in
the cluttered residential neighborhoods of Northwest Washi ngton. He
hailed a cab to the Metro Center subway, asking the driver to take a
circuitous route on the presunption of seeing various D.C |andmarKks.
The request did not surprise the cabbie and he automatically went
through the nmotions to be replicated a thousand tines before the tourist
season was officially over, if it was ever truly over for the town.

The skies threatened rain but you never knew. The unpredictabl e weather
systens swirled and whi pped across the region either mssing the city or
falling hard on it before sliding into the Atlantic. Luther |ooked up at
the darkness, which the newly risen sun could not penetrate.

Wul d he even be alive six nonths fromnow? Maybe not.
They coul d conceivably find him despite his precautions.
But he planned to enjoy the tinme he had left.

The Metro took himto Washi ngton National Airport, where he took a
shuttle bus across to the Main Terminal. He had prechecked his |uggage
onto the American Airlines flight that would take himto Dall as/Fort
Worth, where he would change airlines and then head to Mani. He would
stay there ovenught and then another plane would drop himin Puerto Rico
and then a final flight woul d deposit himin Barbados. Everything was
paid for in cash; his passport proclained himto be Arthur Lanis, age
sixty-five, from M chigan. He had a hal f-dozen such identifying
docunents, all professionally crafted and official-Ilooking and al

absol utely phony. The passport was good for eight nore years and showed
himto be well-travel ed.

He settled into the waiting area and pretended to scan a newspaper. The
pl ace was crowded and noisy, a typical weekday for the busy airport.
Qccasionally Luther's eyes would rise over the paper to see if anyone
was paying nore than casual attention to him but nothing registered.
And he had been doing this Iong enough that something would have clicked
if he had anything to worry about. His flight was called, his boarding
pass was handed over and he trudged down the ramp to the sl ender
projectile that within three hours would deposit himin the heart of
Texas.

The Dal |l as/ Fort Worth run was a busy one for Anmerican, but surprisingly
he had an enpty seat next to him He took his coat off and laid it
across the seat daring anyone to trespass. He settled hinself in and

| ooked out the wi ndow.

As they began to taxi to the takeoff runway, he could make out the tip

of the Washi ngton Monunent over the thick, swirling mist of the clamy

morning. Barely a mile fromthat point his daughter woul d be getting up
shortly to go to work while her father was ascending into the clouds to
begin a new | ife sonewhat ahead of schedul e and not exactly easy in his
nm nd.

As the plane accel erated through the air, he |ooked at the terrain far
bel ow, noted the snaking of the Potomac until it was left behind. H's
thoughts went briefly to his |ong-dead wife and then back to his very
much alive daughter.

He gl anced up at the smling, efficient face of the flight attendant and



ordered coffee and a minute | ater accepted the sinple breakfast handed
to him He drank down the steaming liquid and then reached over and
touched the surface of the window with its queer streaks and scratches.
W ping his glasses clean, he noted that his eyes were watering freely.
He | ooked around qui ckly; nobst passengers were finishing up their
breakfast or reclining for a short nap before they | anded.

He pushed his tray up, undid his seat belt and nmade his way to the

| avatory. He | ooked at hinself in the mrror. The eyes were swoll en,
red- bl ot ched. The bags hung heavy, he had perceptibly aged in the |ast
thirty-six hours.

He ran water over his face, let the droplets gather around his nouth and
then spl ashed on sone nore. He wi ped his eyes again. They were painful
He | eaned against the tiny basin, tried to get his tw tching nuscles
under control

Despite all his wllpower, his mnd wandered back to that room where he
had seen a wonan savagely beaten. The President of the United States was
a drunk, an adulterer and a wonan beater. He sniled to the press, kissed
babies and flirted with enchanted ol d wormen, held inportant meetings,
flew around the world as his country's | eader, and he was a fucking
asshol e who screwed married wonen, then beat themup and then got them
killed.

What a package

It was nore know edge than one person should be carrying around.
Luther felt very alone. And very mad.

And the sorry thing was the bastard was going to get away with it.

Luther kept telling hinself if he were thirty years younger he woul d
take this battle on. But he wasn't. Hi s nerves were still stronger than
nmost, but, like river rock, they had eroded over the years; they were
not what they were. At his age battles becane soneone else's to fight,
and win or lose. His tine had finally cone. He wasn't up to it. Even he
had to understand that, to accept that reality.

Lut her | ooked at hinself in the tiny mirror again. A sob swelled in his
throat before it reached the surface and filled the small room

But no excuse would justify what he had not done. He had not opened that
mrrored door. He had not flung that man off Christine Sullivan. He
coul d have prevented the wonan's death, that was the sinple truth. She
woul d still be alive if he had acted. He had traded his freedom perhaps
his life, for another's. For soneone who coul d have used his hel p, who
was fighting for her very life while Luther just watched. A human being
who had barely lived a third of Luther's years.

It had been a cowardly act, and that fact gripped himlike sone savage
anaconda, threatening to expl ode every organ in his body.

He bent | ow over the sink as his legs began to fail him He was gratefu
for the collapse. He could not look at his reflection anynore. As choppy
air buffeted the plane he was sick to his stonach.

A few nminutes el apsed and he wet a paper towel with cold water and w ped
it across his face and the back of his neck.

He finally managed to stunble back to his seat. As the plane thundered
on his guilt grew with each passing nile.



THE PHONE WAS RI NG NG KATE LOOKED AT THE CLOCK

El even o' clock. Normally she woul d screen her calls. But sonething nmade
her hand dart out and pick it up before the nmachi ne engaged.

"Hell o."

"Why aren't you still at work?"

"Jack?"

"How s your ankl e?"

"Do you realize what time it is?"

"Just checking on ny patient. Doctors never sleep."

"Your patient is fine. Thanks for the worry." She smiled in spite of
hersel f "Butterscotch cone, that prescription has never failed nme."

"Ch, so there were other patients?"
"I've been advised by ny attorney not to answer that question."
"Smart counsel . "

Jack could visualize her sitting there, one finger playing with the ends
of her hair, the sane way she had done when they studied together; he
| aboring through securities regulations, she through French.

"Your hair curls enough at the ends w thout you helping it."

She pul | ed her finger back, sniled, then frowned. That statement had
brought a lot of nenories back, not all good ones.

"It's late, Jack. |'ve got court tonorrow "
He stood up and paced with the cordless, thinking rapidly.
Anything to hold her on the phone for a few nore seconds.

He felt guilty, as though he were sneaking around. He involuntarily
| ooked over his shoulder. There was no one there, at | east no one he
coul d see

"I'msorry | called late."
"Ckay. "
"And |'msorry | hurt your ankle."

"You al ready apol ogi zed for thalL' "Yeah. So, how are you? | nean except
for your ankle?"

"Jack, | really need to get sone sleep."
He was hopi ng she woul d say that.

“Well tell me over lunch."

"l told you I've got court."

"After court."



"Jack, I'mnot sure that's a good idea. In fact I"'mpretty sure it's a
| ousy idea."

He wondered what she neant by that. Reading too nmuch into her statenents
had al ways been a bad habit of his.

"Jesus, Kate. It's just lunch. I'"'mnot asking you to marry ne." He
| aughed, but knew he'd already blown it.

Kate was no longer fiddling with her hair. She too stood up. Her
reflections caught in the hallway mirror. She pulled at the neck of her
ni ght gown. The frown |lines were prom nent on her forehead.

"I"'msorry," he said quickly. "I"'msorry, | didn't nean that. Look
it'll be ny treat. | have to spend all that noney on sonething." He was
met with silence. In fact, he wasn't sure if she were still on the line.

He had rehearsed this conversation for the | ast two hours.

Every possi bl e question, exchange, deviation. He'd be so snooth, she so
under standi ng. They would hit it off so well.

So far, absolutely nothing had gone according to plan. He fell back on
his alternate plan. He decided to beg.

"Pl ease, Kate. I'd really like to talk to you. Please."

She sat back down, curled her |egs under her, rubbed at her |ong toes.
She took a deep breath. The years hadn't changed her as much as she had
t hought. Was that good or bad? Right now she had no way to deal with
that question.

"When and where?"
"Morton' s?"
"For | unch?"

He coul d see her incredul ous face at the thought of the ultra-expensive
restaurant. Whndering what type of world he now lived in. "Ckay, how

about the deli in Ad Town near Founder's Park around -tw? W'Ill mss
the lunchtine cromd "Better. But | can't promise. I'll call if I can't
make it."

He slowy let out his breath. 'Thanks, Kate."

He hung up the phone and col |l apsed on the couch. Now that his plan had
wor ked, he wondered what the hell he was doi ng. What woul d he say? What
woul d she say? He didn't want to fight. He hadn't been lying, he did
just want to talk to her, and to see her. That was all. He kept telling
hi nsel f that.

He went to the bathroom plunged his head into a sink of cold water,
grabbed a beer and went up to the rooftop pool and sat there in the
darkness, watching the planes as they nade their approach up the Potonac
into National. The twin bright, red lights of the Washi ngt on Monunent

bl i nked consolingly at him Ei ght stories down the streets were quiet
except for the occasional police or ambul ance siren

Jack | ooked at the cal msurface of the pool, put his foot in the now
cool water and watched as it rippled across. He drank his beer, went
downstairs and fell asleep in a chair in the living room the TV droning
in front of him He did not hear the phone ring, no nmessage was |eft.



Al nost one thousand niles away, Luther Whitney hung up the phone and
smoked his first cigarette in over thirty years.

THE FEDERAL EXPRESS TRUCK PULLED SLOALY DOWN THE i sol ated country road,
the driver scanning the rusty and | eaning mail boxes for the correct
address. He had never nade a delivery out here. H's truck seened to ride
ditch to ditch on the narrow road.

He pulled into the driveway of the |last house and started to back out.
He just happened to | ook over and saw the address on the small piece of
wood beside the door. He shook his head and sniled. Sonmetinmes it was
just | uck.

e weat hered al um num wi ndow awni ngs, popul ar about twenty years before
the driver had been born, sagged down, as if they were tired and just
wanted to rest.

The el derly wonman who answered the door was dressed in a pullover
flowered dress, a thick sweater wrapped around her shoul ders. Her thick
red ankles told of poor circulation and probably a host of other

ail ments. She seened surprised by the delivery, but readily signed for
it.

The driver glanced at the signature on his pad: Edwi na Broonme. Then he
got in his truck and left. She watched him | eave before shutting the
door.

THE wALi uE- TALKm CRACKLED.
Fred Barnes had been doing this job for seven years now.

Driving around the nei ghborhoods of the rich, seeing the big houses,
mani cured grounds, the occasional expensive car with its mannequinlike
occupants com ng down the perfect asphalt drive and through the nassive
gates. He had never been inside any of the hones he was paid to guard,
and never expected to be.

He | ooked up at the inposing structure. Four to five mllion dollars, he
surm sed. More nmoney than he could nake in five lifetinmes. Sonetines it
just didn't seemright.

He checked in on his wal kie-tal kie. He would take a | ook around the
pl ace. He didn't exactly know what was goi ng on

Only that the owner had called and requested a patrol car check

The cold air in his face nade Barnes think about a hot cup of coffee and
a danish, to be followed by eight hours of sleep until he had to venture
out again in his Saturn for yet another night of protecting the
possessions of the wealthy. The pay wasn't all that bad, although the
benefits sucked. Hs wife worked full-time too, and with three kids,
their conbi ned i ncomes were barely enough. But then everybody had it

t ough.

He | ooked at the five-car garage in back, the pool and the tennis
courts. Well, nmaybe not everybody.

As he rounded the corner, he saw the dangling rope and thoughts of
coffee and a creany dani sh di sappeared. He crouched down, his hand
flying to his sidearm He grabbed his m ke and reported in, his voice
cracki ng enbarrassingly.

The real police would be here in minutes. He could wait for them or



i nvestigate hinmself. For eight singles an hour he decided to stay right
where he was.

Barnes's supervisor arrived first in the stark white station wagon with
the conpany's | ogo on the door panel. Thirty seconds later the first of
five patrol cars pulled down the asphalt drive until they were stacked
like a waiting train in front of the house.

The wi ndow was covered by two officers. It was probable that the perps
had | ong since exited the prenm ses, but assunptions were dangerous in
the police business.

Four officers went to the front, two nmore covered the back. Wbrking in
pairs, the four policenen proceeded to nmake their way in. They noted
that the front door was unlocked, the alarmoff. They satisfied
thenselves with the downstairs and cautiously noved up the broad
staircase, their ears and eyes straining for any trace of sound or
novenent .

By the time they reached the second-floor [anding, the nostrils of the
sergeant in charge told himthat this would not be a routine burglary.

Four mnutes later they stood in a circle around what had recently been
a young, beautiful worman. The healthy coloring of each of the nen had
faded to dull white

The sergeant, fiftyish and a father of three, | ooked at the open w ndow.
Thank God, he thought to himself; even with the outside air the

at nrosphere inside the roomwas stupefying. He | ooked once nore at the
corpse, then strode quickly to the wi ndow and sucked in deep gul ps of
the crisp air.

He had a daughter about that age. For a nonent he img ABSOME PONER *
99 ined her on that floor, her face a nenory, her life brutally over.
The matter was out of his bailiw ck now, but he wi shed for one thing: he
wi shed to be there when whoever had done this atrocious thing was
caught .

CHAPTER SEVEN

SETH FRANK WAS SI MULTANEOUSLY MUNCHI NG A PI ECE OF toast and attenpting
to tie his six-year-old daughter's hair ribbons for school when the
phone call came. His wife's ook told himall he needed. She finished
the ribbon. Seth cradl ed the phone while he finished knotting his tie,
listening all the while to the calm efficient tones of the dispatcher
Two nminutes later he was in his car; the official bubble |ight

needl essly stuck to the top of his departnent-issued Ford and aqua bl ue
grille lights flashing om nously as he roared through the nearly
deserted back roads of the county.

Frank's tall, big-boned frame was beginning its inevitable journey to
softness, and his curly black hair had seen nmore affluent days. At
forty-one years old, the father of three daughters who grew nore conpl ex
and bewi |l dering by the day, he had cone to realize that not all that
much in life made sense. But overall he was a happy man. Life had dealt
hi m no knockout punches. Yet. He had been in | aw enforcenment |ong enough
to know how abruptly that could change

Frank wadded up a piece of Juicy Fruit and slowy chewed it while
conpact rows of needle pines flew past his window He had started his

| aw enforcenent career as a cop in sone of the worst areas of New ' York
City where the statenent "the value of |ife" was an oxynoron and where



he had seen virtually every way one person could kill another

He had eventually nade detective, which had thrilled his wife. At |east
now he would arrive at crime scenes after the bad guys had departed. She
sl ept better at night, know ng that the dreaded phone call woul d
probably not cone to destroy her life. That was as nuch as she could
hope for being married to a cop

Frank had finally been assigned to hom cide, which was pretty nuch the
ultimate challenge in his |ine of work.

After a few years, he decided he liked theJob and the chall enge, but not
at the rate of seven corpses a day. So he had nade the trek south to
Vi rgini a.

He was senior homicide detective for the County of M ddl eton, which
sounded better than it actually was, since he also happened to be the
only hom ci de detective the county enployed. But the relatively

i nnocuous confines of the rustic Virginia county had not lent itself to
much demandi ng work over that time. The per capita income levels in his
jurisdiction were off the scale. People were nmurdered, but other than

wi ves shooting husbands or vice versa or inheritance-ninded kids poppi ng
off their parents, there hadn't been nmuch excitenent. The perps in those
cases were pretty selfevident, less mental work than | egwork. The

di spatcher's phone call prom sed to change all that.

The road snaked past wooded area and then opened out onto fenced, green
fields where | eggy thoroughbreds lazily faced the new norning. Behind

i npressive gates and | ong, w nding driveways were the residences of the
fortunate few, who were actually very plentiful in Mddleton. Frank
concluded that he wasn't going to get any help fromthe nei ghbors on
this one. Once inside their fortresses they probably saw or heard

not hing on the outside. Wich was undoubtedly the way they wanted it and
paid dearly for that privilege.

As Frank approached the Sullivan estate he straightened his tie in the
rearview mrror and pushed back sonme stray wi sps of hair. He had no
particular affinity for the wealthy, nor did he dislike them They were
parts of the puzzle. A conundrumthat was as far froma ganme as you
coul d get.

VWhich led to the nmost satisfying part of his job. For am dst all the
twists, turns, red herrings and plain mstakes, there |urked an
undeni abl e truism if you killed another human being, you came wthin
hi s domai n and you woul d be ultimately punished. What that puni shnent
was, Frank usually did not care. What he did care about was that someone
stand trial and, if convicted, that soneone receive the neted penalty.

Ri ch, poor or in-between. H's skills may be somewhat dulled, but the
instincts were still there. In the long run, he'd always go with the
latter.

As he pulled in the drive he noticed a snall conbi ne chewi ng under the
adj acent cornfield, its driver watching the police activity with a keen
eye. That information would soon be passing through the area in rapid
nmovenents. The nan had no way to know he was destroyi ng evidence,
evidence of a flight. Neither did Seth Frank as he clinbed out of his
car, threw on his jacket and hustled through the front door

HANDS DEEP I N H' S POCKETS, Hi s EYES MOVED SLOALY AROUND the room taking
in each detail of the floor, walls, and venturing to the ceiling before
com ng back to the mirrored door and then to the spot where the deceased
had lain for the |last several days



Seth Frank said, "Take a lot of pics, Stu, looks like we'll need it."

The crime unit photographer paced through the roomin discrete grids
outward fromthe corpse in his effort to reproduce on filmevery aspect
of the roomincluding its |one occupant. This would be followed by a

vi deot aping of the entire crine scene conplete with a narrative. Not
necessarily admi ssible in court, but it was invaluable to the

i nvestigation.

As football players watched ganme filns, detectives were nore and nore
scrutini zing the videos for additional clues that m ght only be seized
upon on the eighth, tenth or hundredth exam nation

The rope was still tied to the bureau and still disappeared out the

wi ndow. Only now it was covered with black fingerprint powder, but there
woul dn't be much there. One usually wore gloves to clinb down a rope,
even a knotted one.

Sam Magruder, the officer in charge, approached, having just spent two
m nutes | eaning out the w ndow sucking in air.

Fiftyish with a shock of red hair that topped a plunp, hairless face, he
was having a hard tinme keeping his breakfast down. A large portable fan
had been brought in and the wi ndows were fully open. Al the CU
personnel wore floater nasks, but the stench was still oppressive.
Nature's parting laugh to the living. Beautiful one mnute, rotting the
next .

Frank checked Magruder's notes, noted the greenish tint to the OC s
face.

"Sam if you'd stay away fromthe wi ndow, your sense of snell would go
dead in about four mnutes. You're just naking it worse."

"I know that, Seth. My brain tells ne that, but ny nose won't listen."
"When did the husband phone in?"

"This norning, seven-forty-five local tine."

Frank tried to nake out the cop's scribbles. "And he's where?"
" Bar bados. "

Frank's head inclined. "How | ong?"

"We're confirming it."

"Do that."

"How many calling cards they |leave, L

aura?" Frank | ooked over at his ident technician, Laura Sinon.
She gl anced up. "I'mnot finding nuch, Seth."

Frank wal ked over to her. "Cone on, Laura, she's gotta be all over the
pl ace. How about her husband? The nmi d?

There's gotta be usabl es everywhere."

"Not that |I'mfinding."



"You're shitting ne."

Si non, who took her work very seriously and was the best print lifter
Frank had ever worked with, including at NYPD, |ooked al nost apol ogetic.
Car bon dusting powder was everywhere, and there was nothing? Contrary
to popular belief, a lot of criminals left their prints at the scene of
the crime. You just had to know where to | ook. Laura Sinon knew where to
| ook and she was getting zip. Hopefully they would get sonething after
anal ysis back at the lab. Many latents just weren't visible no matter
how many angles you hit themwth the light. That's why they called them
| atents.

You just powdered and taped everything you thought the perps m ght have
touched. And you m ght get | ucky.

"I'"ve got a few things packaged to take back to the |ab.

After | use the ninhydrin and hit the rest with the Super Aue | m ght
have something for you." Simon dutifully returned to her work.

Frank shook his head. Super due, a cyanoacrylate, was probably the best
met hod of fum ng and could pull prints off things you couldn't believe.

The problem was the damm process took tine to work its magic. Tine they
didn't have

"Conme on, Laura, fromthe | ooks of the body the bad guys have had enough
of a head start."

She | ooked at him "I've got another cyanoacrylate ester |'ve been
wanting to use. That's faster. O | can always speed-bum the Super
G ue." She sml ed.

The detective grinmaced. "Right. The last tine you tried that we had to
evacuate the building."

"I didn't say it was a perfect world, Seth."

Magruder cleared his throat. "Looks like we're dealing with sonme rea
pr of essional s. "

Seth | ooked at the O C sternly. "They re not professionals, Sam they're
crimnals, they're killers. It's not like they went to goddamed col | ege
to learn howto do this."

"No, sir."
"W sure it's the lady of the house?" Frank inquired.

Magr uder pointed to the photo on the nightstand. "Christine Sullivan. O
course, we'll get a positive ID."

"Any W tnesses?"
"No obvi ous ones. Haven't canvassed the nei ghbors yet.
Gonna do that this nmorning.”

Frank Proceeded to make copi ous notes of the roomand its occupant's
condition and then nade a detail ed sketch of the roomand its contents.
A good defense attorney could nmake any Unprepared prosecution witness

| ook Iike a candidate for the Silly Putty factory. Being unprepared
meant guilty people went free.

Frank had | earned the only | esson he woul d ever need on the subject as a



rookie cop and the first on the scene of a breaking and entering. He had
never been nore enbarrassed or depressed in his life as he had when he
had gotten off the witness stand, his testinony torn to shreds and
actually used as the basis to get the defendant off. If he had been able
to wear his .38 in court, the world woul d have had one fewer |awer that
day.

Frank crossed the roomto where the Deputy Medi cal Exam ner, a beefy,

whi t e- hai red man who was perspiring heavily despite the norning chil
outside, was lowering the skirt on the corpse. Frank knelt down and

exam ned one of the small Baggier-clad hands, then glanced at the woman's
face. It |l ooked like it had been beaten black and bl ue. The clothing was
soaked through with her body fluids. Wth death comes an al npst

i medi at e rel axi ng of the sphincters. The resulting snmell comnbination

was not pl easant.

Luckily the insect infestation was mninal, despite the open w ndow.
Even though a forensic entonol ogi st could usually ascertain tine of
death nore accurately than could a pathol ogi st, no detective, despite
the increased accuracy, ever relished the thought of exam ning a human
body that had becone an insect buffet.

"Got an approxi mate yet?" Frank asked the Medical Exam ner

"My rectal thermoneter isn't going to be much use to ne, not when body
tenperature drops one and a half degrees an hour. Seventy-two to

ei ghty-four hours. I'Il have a better nunber for you after | open her
up." The ME straightened up. "G@inshot wounds to the head," he added,
al t hough there was no doubt about the wonan's cause of death to anyone
in the room

"l noticed the marks on her neck."

The Medi cal Exam ner | ooked at Frank keenly for a nmonment and then
shrugged. "They're there. | don't know what they nean yet."

"I'd appreciate a quick turnaround on this one."

"You'll get it. Not many nmurders out this way. They usually get a
priority, y' know "

The detective winced slightly at the remark

The Medi cal Exam ner | ooked at him "Hope you enjoy dealing with the
press. They'll be on this |ike a swarmhoneybees."

"More |ike yell owjackets."

The Medi cal Exam ner shrugged. "Better you than ne.

I"'mway too old for that crap. She's ready to go whenever."
The Medi cal Exam ner finished packing up and |eft.

Frank held the small hand up to his face, |ooked at the professionally
mani cured nails. He noted several tears in two of the cuticles, which
seened |likely enough if there was a struggle before she'd gotten popped.
The body was grossly distended; bacteria raged everywhere as the

put refacti on process raced on. Rigor had passed | ong ago, which neant
she had been dead well over forty-eight hours. The |inbs were supple as
the body's soft tissue dissolved. Frank sighed.

She had i ndeed been here awhile. That was good for the killer, bad for



t he cops.

It still amazed hi m how death changed a person. A bloated weck barely
recogni zabl e as a human, when just days before ... Had his sense of

snel |l not already gone dead, he woul d have been unable to do what he was
doing. But that came with being a hom cide detective. Al your clients
wer e dead.

He carefully held the deceased's head up, turning each side to the
light. Two small entry wounds on the right side, one large, ragged exit
hole on the left. They were | ooking at heavy-caliber stuff. Stu had

al ready gotten pictures of the wounds from several different angles,
including fromdirectly overhead. The circular abrasion collars and the
absence of burns or tattooing on the skin's surface led Frank to
conclude that the shots had been fired fromover two feet away.

Smal | - cal i ber contact wounds, those fired nuzzle to flesh, and
near-contact wounds fired froma distance of |less than two inches from
the target, could duplicate the types of entry wounds present on the
victim But there would be powder residue deep in the tissues along the
bullet track if they were | ooking at a contact wound. The autopsy woul d
definitively answer that question

Next Frank | ooked at the contusion on the left side of her jaw. It was
partially hidden by the natural blistering of the body as it deconposed
but Frank had seen enough corpses to tell the difference. The surface of
the skin there was a curious amal gamati on of green, brown and bl ack. A
bi g bl ow had done that. A man? That was confusing. He called Stu over
to take pictures of the area with a color scale. Then he laid the head
back down with the reverence the deceased deserved even under the

| argely clinical circunstances.

The nedi co-1egal autopsy to follow would not be so deferenti al

Frank slowy lifted the skirt. Underwear intact. The autopsy protoco
woul d answer the obvi ous question

Frank noved around the room as the CU nenbers continued their work. One
thing about living in a rich, although largely rural county, the tax
base was nore than enough to support a first-rate if relatively snal
crime scene unit conplete with all the latest technol ogy and devices
that theoretically nmade catching bad peopl e easier.

The victimhad fallen on her left side, away fromthe door

Knees tucked partially under her, left armstretched out, the other

agai nst her right hip. Her face was pointed east, perpendicular with the
right side of the bed; she was alnost in a fetal position. Frank rubbed
hi s nose. From beginning to end, back to the begi nning. Nobody ever knew
how they were going to eventually exit this old world, did they?

Wth Sinon's help he did the' triangulation of the body's |ocation; the
tape measure made A screeching sound as it unwound. It sounded somehow
unholy in this roomof death. He | ooked at the doorway and the position
of the body. He and Sinon perforned a prelimnary trajectory path of the
shots. That indicated the shots nost probably cane fromthe doorway,
which with a burglary you' d expect the other way around if the perp was
caught in the act.

However, there was another piece of evidence that would pretty nuch
confirmwhi ch way the slugs had travel ed.

Frank again kneel ed next to the body. There were no drag narks across



the carpet and the bl oodstains and spray patterns indicated the deceased
was shot at the spot she had fallen. Frank carefully turned to the body,
again lifting up the skirt. Postnortem blood settles to the | owest
portions of the body, a condition called livor nortis. After four to six
hours, the livor nortis remains fixed in position. Consequently,

movenent of the body does not |lead to a change in distribution of blood.
Frank | aid the body back down. Al indications were strong that
Christine Sullivan had died right here.

The spray patterns also reinforced the conclusion that the deceased was
probably facing toward the bed when she net her end. |f so, what the
hel | had she been |ooking at? Nornmally a person about to be shot woul d
look in the direction of the assailant, pleading for their life.
Christine Sullivan woul d have begged, Frank was certain of that. The
detective | ooked at the opul ent surroundings. She had a lot to live for

He eyed the carpet carefully, his face barely inches fromits surface.
The spray patterns were irregularly distributed as though something had
been Iying in front of or to the side of the deceased. That coul d prove
to be inportant |ater on.

Much had been witten about spray patterns. Frank respected their
useful ness, but tried not to read too nuch into them

But if something had partially shielded the carpet fromthe bl ood, he
woul d want to know what that sonething was.

Al so the absence of spotting on her dress puzzled him He woul d
cat al ogue that one away; it mght mean sonething too.

Si non opened her rape kit and with Frank's assi stance swabbed the
deceased' s vagi na. Next they conbed through both the hair on her head
and her pubic hair with nothing readily apparent in the way of foreign
subst ances. Next they bagged the victinms clothing.

Frank | ooked over the body minutely. He glanced at Sinon. She read his
m nd.

"There's not going to be any, Seth."
"I ndul ge ne, Laurie."

Sinon dutifully lugged her print kit over and applied powder to the
corpse's wists, breasts, neck and inside upper arns. After a few
seconds she | ooked at Frank and slowy shook her head. She bagged what
they did find.

He wat ched as the body was wapped in a white sheet, deposited in a body
pouch and taken outside where a silent anbul ance woul d transport
Christine Sullivan to a place everyone prayed they woul d never have to

go.

He next viewed the vault, noted the chair and renpte. Dust patterns on
the floor of the vault had been disturbed. Sinon had already covered the
area. There was a snudge of dust on the chair seat. The vault had been
forced though; the door and wall were heavily nmarked where the | ock had
been broken. They woul d cut out the | evered piece of evidence, see if
they could get a tool print. Frank | ooked back through the vault door
and shook his head. One-way mirror. That was real nice. In the bedroom
too. He couldn't wait to neet the man of the house.

He-went back into the room |ooked down at the picture on the
ni ght stand. He | ooked over at Sinon.



"I've already got it, Seth," she said. He nodded and picked up the
pi cture. Nice-looking woman, he thought to hinself, real nice-looking in
a come-fuck-nme kind of way.

The photo had been taken in this very room the recently departed seated

in the chair next to the bed. Then he noticed the mark on the wall. The
pl ace had real plaster walls instead of the usual drywall, but the mark
was still deep.

Frank noted the nightstand had been noved slightly; the thick carpet
betrayed its original position. He turned to Magruder

"Looks |ike sonebody slamed into this."
"Probably during the struggle.
"Probably."

"Find the slug yet?"

"One's still in her, Seth."

"I mean the other one, Sam" Frank inpatiently shook his head. Magruder
pointed to the wall beside the bed where a snmall hole was barely
vi si bl e.

Frank nodded. "Cut the section and let the |ab boys pull it out. Don't
screwwith it yourself" Twice in the last year ballistics had been
rendered usel ess because an overzeal ous uni form had scraped a bull et out
of awall, ruining the striations.

"Any brass?"

Magr uder shook his head. "If the nurder weapon ejected any spent shells,
t hey' ve been picked up."

He turned to Sinon. "Any treasures fromthe Evac?" The evi dence vacuum
was a highly powerful machine that, utilizing a series of filters, was

used to conb the carpet and other materials for fibers, hairs and other
smal | objects that nmore often than not turned out big dividends because
if the perps couldn't see "em they weren't going to try to renbve 'em

Magruder tried to joke. "My carpet should be that clean."”

Frank | ooked at his CUteam "Did we find any trace, people?" They al
| ooked at one another not knowing if Frank was kidding or not. They were
still wondering when he wal ked out of the room and went downstairs.

A representative fromthe al arm conpany was tal king with a uniforned
officer at the front door. A CU nenber was packing the plate and wres
in plastic evidence bags. Frank was shown where the paint had been
slightly chi pped and an al nost microscopic nmetal shard indicated that

t he panel had been renpved. On the wiring were snall toothlike

i ndentations. The security rep | ooked admiringly at the | anwbreaker's
handi wor k. Magruder joined them his color slowy returning The rep was
noddi ng his head. "Yep, they probably used a counter. Looks that way
anyway. "

Seth | ooked at him "Wat's that?"

"Conput er-assi sted nethod of ranm ng massive nunbers of conbinations
into the systemis recognition bank until they hit the right conbo. You



know, |ike they do to bust the ATMs."
Frank | ooked at the gutted panel and then back at the nman.

"I"'msurprised a place like this wouldn't have a nore sophisticated
system "

"It is a sophisticated system" The rep sounded defensi ve.
"Lotta crooks using conputers these days."

"Yeah, but the thing is, this baby has a fifteen-digit base, not a ten,
and a forty-three-second delay. You don't hit it, the gate cones
crashi ng down."

Frank rubbed his nose. He would have to go honme and shower. The stench
of death warned over several days in a hot roomleft its indelible mark
on your clothes, hair and skin. And sinuses.

"So?" Frank asked.

"So, the portable nodels you'd nost |ikely have to use on a job |ike
this can't crunch enough conbos through in thirty seconds or so. Shit,
based on a fifteen-digit configuration you're |ooking at over a
trillion-three in possibles. It's not like the guy's gonna be | ugging
around a PC."

The O C piped in. "Way thirty seconds?"

Frank answered. "They needed sone tine to get the plate off, Sam" He
turned back to the security man. "So what are you sayi ng?"

"I"'msaying that if he knocked this systemover with a nunbers cruncher
then he had already elimnated sone of the possible digits fromthe
process. Maybe hal f, maybe nore. | nmean maybe you got a systemthat']|
do it all right, or they inight've rigged sonething up that could pop
this cage. But you're not tal king cheap hardware and you're not talking
sone bozos off the street that wal ked into a Radi o Shack and canme out
with a calculator. | nean they're nmaking conputers faster and snaller
every day but you gotta realize that the speed of your hardware doesn't
solve the problem You gotta factor in how fast the security systenms
conputer will respond back to all the conbos flow ng in.

It's probably gonna be a | ot slower than your equipnent.

And then you gotta big problem Bottomline if | were these guys |I'd
want a nice confort zone, you know what |'m saying? 1In their line of
wor k, you don't get second chances."

Frank | ooked at the man's uniform and then back at the panel. If the guy
was right he knew what that neant. His line of thinking had al ready
moved in that direction by virtue of the fact that the front door had
not been forced or even nomnally tanpered with.

The security conpany rep continued, "I nmean we could elimnate the
possibility entirely. W have systens that refuse to react to nassive
conbos being forced down their throat. Conputers woul d be jackshit

usel ess. Problemis those systens are so sensitive to interference they
were al so routinely slaming down on owners who couldn't seemto
remenber their nunbers on the first or second try. Hell, we were getting
hit with so many fal se alarns the police departnents were starting to
fine us. Go fucking figure."



Frank thanked hi mand then noved through the rest of the house. Woever
had conmitted these crimes knew what they were doi ng. This was not goi ng
to be a quick one. Good precrime planning usually neant equally good
post - pl anni ng.

But they probably hadn't counted on bl owi ng away the |ady of the house.

Frank suddenly | eaned agai nst a doorway and pondered the word used by
his friend the Medi cal Exam ner: wounds.

CHAPTER EI GHT
A K was EARLY. Hi s wATch sHowED oNE- THi RTy- FrvE. HE

t ladc aken the day off, spending nuch of it deciding what to wear;
sonet hing he had never concerned hinself with before, but which now
seened vitally inportant.

He pulled at his gray tweed jacket, fingered a button on his white
cotton shirt and adjusted the knot in his tie for the tenth tine.

He wal ked down to the dock and watched the deck hands clean the Cherry
Bl ossom a tour ship built to resenble an old M ssissippi riverboat. He
and Kate had gone on it their first year in D.C. during a rare afternoon
of f from work.

They had tried to hit all the touristy attractions. It had been a warm
day |like today, but clearer. Gray clouds were nowrolling in fromthe
west; afternoon thunderstorns were alnbst a given this tinme of year

He sat on the weat hered bench near the dockmaster's small hut and
followed the lazy drift of the sea gulls across the choppy water. The
Capitol was visible fromhis vantage point. Lady Liberty, mnus the
collective filth of over a hundred and thirty years of residing outdoors
thanks to a recent cleaning, stood inperiously on top of the fanobus
dome. People in this town were encased in grinme over tinme, Jack thought
to hinmself, it just came with the territory.

Jack's nmusings turned to Sandy Lord, the firms nmost prolific rai nmaker,
and t he biggest ego Patton, Shaw had ever seen. Sandy was close to being
an institution in the legal and political circles of D.C. The other
partners dropped his nane as though he had just that noment stepped down
from Mount Sinai with his own version of the Ten Commandnments, which
woul d have conmenced with "Thou Shalt Make Patton, Shaw and LORD
Partners As Much Money As Possible.”

Ironically, Sandy Lord was part of the attracti on when Ransoned Bal dwi n
had nentioned the firm Lord was one of the best, if not the best
exanpl e of a power |awer the city had to offer, and it had dozens in
that | eague. The possibilities were limtless for Jack. Wether those
possibilities included his personal happiness, he was far fromcertain.

He was al so not certain what he expected fromthis |unch

VWhat he was sure about WAs that he wanted to see Kate Wiitney. He wanted
that very much. It seenmed as though the closer his marriage cane, the
more he was emptionally retreating. And where nore likely a spot to
retreat than to the woman he had asked to marry himover four years ago?
He shuddered as that nenory engulfed him He was terrified of marrying
Jennifer Baldwin. Terrified that his |ife would soon becone

unrecogni zable to him

Sonet hing made himturn, he wasn't sure what exactly. But she was



standing there, at the edge of the pier, watching him

The wi nd whi pped her long skirt around her |egs, the sun batded the
darkening cl ouds, but still provided enough light to sparkle across her
face as she noved the I ong strands of hair fromher eyes. The cal ves and
ankl es were sunmmrer brown. the | oose bl ouse bared her shoul ders, show ng
off the freckles, and the tiny half-moon birthmark Jack had the habit of
tracing after they had finished maki ng | ove, she asl eep and he wat chi ng
her .

He smled as she wal ked toward him She nust have gone hone to change.
This was clearly not her courtroom arnor; these clothes represented a
far nore fem nine' side to Kate Witney than any of her |egal opponents
woul d ever w tness.

They wal ked down the street to the small deli, ordered and spent the
first fewmnutes alternately staring out the w ndow watching the
approaching rain as it whipped the trees around, and exchangi ng awkward
glances, as if on a first date and afraid to nake steady eye contract.

"l appreciate your making the tinme, Kate."

She shrugged. "I like it here. Haven't been for a while. It's nice to
get out for a change. | usually eat at ny desk."

"Crackers and coffee?" He smled and stared at her teeth.

The funny one that curved inwardly slightly, like it was giving a quick
hug to its neighbor. He liked that tooth the best.

It was the only flaw he had ever noticed about her
"Crackers and coffee." She sniled back. "Down to two cigarettes a day."

"Congratulations." The rain cane at the sanme time their orders did.

She | ooked up fromher plate, her eyes swept over to the wi ndow and then
abruptly to Jack's face. She caught himstaring at her. Jack sniled
awkwar dly and took a quick gulp of his drink.

She put her napkin on the table.
"The Mall's a big place to accidentally run into soneone."

He didn't look at her. "I've been having a run of good luck lately." Now
he met her eye. She waited. Hi s shoulders finally coll apsed.

"Ckay, so it was less of an accident and nore preneditated. You can't
argue with the results."”

"What are the results? Lunch?"

"I"'mnot |ooking ahead. I"'mjust taking it one step at atime. Newlife
resol ution. Change is good."

She said with nore than a little contenpt, "Well, at |east you' re not
def endi ng rapi sts and nurderers anynore."

"And burgl ars?" he shot back, and then instantly regretted it.
Kate's face turned gray.

"I"'msorry, Kate. | didn't nean that."



She pulled out a cigarette and nmatches, lit up and bl ew snoke in his
face.

He waved the cloud away. "Your first or second of the day?"

"Third. For sone reason you always nake ne feel daring." She stared at
the wi ndow, crossed her |egs. Her foot touched his knee and she quickly
jerked it back. She stabbed out her cigarette and stood up, grabbing her
pur se.

"l have to get back to work. How much do |I owe you?"

He stared at her. "I invited you to |lunch. Which you haven't even
eaten.”

She pulled out a ten and tossed it down on the table and headed for the
door.

Jack threw another ten down and raced after her
"Kat e!"

He caught up to her just outside the deli. The rain had stiffened and
despite holding his jacket over their heads they were quickly soaked.
She didn't seemto notice. She clinbed in her car. He junped in the
passenger side. She | ooked at him

"I really have to get back."
Jack took a deep breath, w ped the moisture off his face.

The heavy rain drummed on the car's exterior. He felt it all slipping
away. He was far fromsure how to handle this situation. But he had to
say sonet hi ng.

"Conme on, Kate, we're dripping wet, it's alnbpst three o' clock. Let's go
get cleaned up and hit a novie. No, we can drive out to the country.
Renenber the W ndsor |nn?"

She | ooked at him absol ute astoni shnent on her features.

"Jack, by any chance, have you discussed this with the woman you're
engaged to marry?"

Jack | ooked down. What was he supposed to say? That he was not in |ove
with Jennifer Baldwin despite having asked her to marry hin? Right at
that nonment, he could not even recall asking her

"I"d just like to spend sone time with you," Kate. That's all. There's
not hing wong with that."

"There is everything wong with that, Jack. Everything!"

She started to put the key in the ignition but he held her hand back
"I"'mnot |ooking to make this a battle."

"Jack, you've made your decision. It's alittle late for this now"

His face curled -into disbelief "Excuse me? M/ decision? | nmde a
decision to marry you over four years ago. That was ny decision. |i was
your decision to end it."

She pushed wet hair out of her eyes. "Ckay, it was ny decision. Now



what ?"

He turned to face her, gripped both her shoul ders.

"Look, it suddenly occurred to ne last night. Ch what the hell! It's
been every night since you left. | knewit was a mstake, goddarnmd I'm
not at PD anynore. You're right, | don't defend crimnals anynore.

make a good, respectable living. I, we. . ." As he |ooked at her

astoni shed face, his entire m nd went blank. H s hands were shaking. He
|l et go of her, slunped back in the 'seat.

He stripped off his drenched tie, stuffed it in his pocket, and stared
at the little clock on the dashboard. She checked out the notionless
speedoneter, then glanced at him There was ki ndness in her tone,

al t hough the pain was evident in her eyes.

"Jack, lunch was very nice. It was good to see you. But that's as far as
we can go. I'msorry." She bit her lip, a novenent he didn't see because
he was getting out of the car.

He poked his head back in. "Have a good life, Kate. You ever need
anything, call nme."

She wat ched his thick shoul ders as he wal ked through the steady rain,

got in his car and drove off. She sat for several minutes. A tear traced
its way down her cheek. She angrily flicked it away, put the car in gear
and drove off in the opposite direction.

THE NEXT MORNI NG, JACK PI CKED UP THE PHONE AND THEN slowly put it back
down. What was the point really? He had been in the office since six,

wi ped out his backlog of highpriority work and noved on to projects that
had been on the back burner for weeks. He | ooked out the wi ndow. The sun
ricocheted off the concrete and brick edifices. He rubbed the gl are out
of his eyes and pulled the blinds down.

Kate was not going to suddenly plunge back into his |life and he had to
adjust to that. He had spent the night turning every possible scenario
over in his head, nost wildly unrealistic. He shrugged. Things like this
happened to nmen and wonen every day in every country in the world.

Thi ngs sonetinmes did not work out. Even if you wanted themto nore than
anything else. You couldn't will soneone to |ove you back. You ' had to
nmove on. He had plenty to nove on to.

Maybe, it was time for himto enjoy the future he knew he did have.

He sat down at his desk and nethodically nmoved through two nore
projects, a joint venture for which he was doing | owlevel, no-brain
grunt work, and a project for the only client he had other than Bal dw n,
Tarr Crinson.

Crinson owned a snall audiovisual conpany, was a genius with
conput er -generated graphics and i mages, and nade a very good |iving
runni ng AV conferences for conpanies at area hotels. He also rode a
nmot orcycl e, dressed in cutoff jeans, snoked everything including an
occasional cigarette, and | ooked |ike the biggest burnt-out druggie in
the worl d.

Jack and he had met when a friend of Jack's had prosecuted Taff for
drunk and di sorderly, and lost. Tarr had cone in dressed in a
three-piece suit, briefcase and neatly trimred hair and beard, and
argued persuasively that the officer's testinony was bi ased because the
bust was outside a G ateful Dead concert, that the field test was

i nadmi ssi bl e because the cop had not given the proper verbal warnings



and |l astly because an inproperly functioning piece of equi pnent had been
used to administer the test.

The judge, burdened with over a hundred D&Ds fromthe concert, had

di smi ssed the case after adnonishing the officer to adhere strictly to
the rules in the future. Jack had watched the entire affair In
amazenent. | npressed, Jack wal ked out of the courtroomwith Tarr, had a
beer with himthat night, and they quickly becanme friends.

Except for occasional, relatively innocuous brushes with the | aw,

Crinmson was a good, if unwelcone, client to the halls of Patton, Shaw.

It had been part of Jack's deal that Tarr, who had fired his |ast
attorney, would be allowed to follow Jack to Patton, Shaw as if the firm
woul d have actually said no to their new four-million-dollar man

He put down his pen and noved one@ again to the wi ndow as his thoughts
drifted back to Kate Wiitney. An idea |unbered across the forefront of
his mnd. Wen Kate had left himoriginally, Jack had gone to see
Luther. The old man had had no words of wisdom no instant solution to
Jack's dil emma. |ndeed, Luther Wiitney was the unlikeliest person in the
world to have the answer that would reach to his daughter's heart. And
yet Jack had al ways been able to talk to Luther. About anything. The man
listened. He really listened. He didn't nerely wait for you to pause
with your own story so he could plunge in with his own troubles. Jack
wasn't sure what he was going to say to the man. But whatever it was he
was certain Luther would listen. And that was probably going to have to
be good enough.

One hour later Jack's conputerized cal endar buzzed a warning. Jack
checked the tine and threw on his jacket.

Jack moved qui ckly down the hallway. Lunch with Sandy Lord in twenty

m nutes. Jack was unconfortabl e about being with the man, al one. Legions
had been spoken about Sandy Lord, nostly true, Jack assumed. He wanted
lunch with Jack Graham Jack's secretary had told himthis norning. And
what Sandy Lord wanted he got. Jack's secretary al so rem nded hi m of
that in a hushed whisper that made Jack slightly repul sed.

Twenty mnutes, but first Jack had to check with Alvis on the Bishop
docunents. Jack sniled as he renenbered Barry's face when the drafts had
been placed carefully on his desk, thirty m nutes before the deadline.
Alvis had scanned them the astonishnent clear on his features.

"This | ooks pretty good. | realize | gave you a tough deadline. | don't
usually like to do that." H's eyes were averted.

"I really appreciate the hustle, Jack. I'msorry if | screwed up your
pl ans. "

"No sweat, Barry, that's what they pay ne for." Jack had turned to

| eave. Barry had risen fromhis desk

"Jack, uh, we really haven't had a chance to tal k since you've been
here. Place is so damm big. Let's have |unch one day, soon."

"Sounds great, Barry, have your secretary give mne some dates.”

At that nonment Jack realized that Barry Alvis wasn't such a bad guy. He
had di nged Jack, but so what? Conpared to how the senior partners ran
their underlings, Jack had gotten off easy. Besides, Barry was a
first-rate corporate attorney and Jack could learn a ot fromhim

Jack passed Barry's secretary's desk but Sheila was not there.



Then Jack noticed the boxes stacked against the wall. Barry's door was
cl osed. Jack knocked, but there was no answer.

He | ooked around and t hen opened the door. Hi s eyes closed and reopened
as he | ooked at the enpty bookcases, at the rectangul ar patches of
unf aded wal | paper where a slew of diplomas and certificates had hung.

What the hell? He closed the door, turned and bunped into Sheil a.

Normal |y professional and precise in her manner, w thout a hair out of
pl ace and gl asses set firnmy on the bridge of her nose, Sheila was a

wr eck. She had been Barry's secretary for ten years. She stared at Jack,
fire flashed through her pale blue eyes, and then was gone. She turned
around, wal ked qui ckly back to her cubicle and started packing up boxes.

Jack stared blankly at her.

"Sheila, what's going on? Were's Barry?" She did not respond. Her
hands noved faster until she was literally throwing things into the box.
Jack noved over next to her, |ooked down at the petite frane.

"Sheila? Wat the hell's going on? Sheila!" He grabbed her hand. She
sl apped him which shocked her so badly she abruptly sat down. Her head
slowy went down to her desk and stayed there. She began to quietly sob

Jack | ooked around again. Was Barry dead? Had there been a terrible
acci dent and no one had bothered to tell hin®

Was the firmthat big, that callous? Wuld he read about it in a firm
meno? He |ooked at his hands. They were trenbling.

He perched on the edge of the desk, gently touched Sheila's shoul der,
trying to bring her out of it, but wthout success. Jack | ooked around
hel pl essly as the sobs continued, rising higher and higher in their
intensity. Finally, two secretaries fromaround the corner appeared and
quietly led Sheila away. Each of them gave Jack a not very friendly

gl ance.

What the hell had he done? He |ooked at his watch. He had to neet Lord
inten mnutes. Suddenly he was very much | ooking forward to this |unch
Lord knew everything that happened at the firm usually before it
actual ly did happen.

Then a thought tickled the back of his head, a truly horrible thought.
H s m nd went back to the Wiite House dinner and his irate fiance. He
had nmentioned Barry Alvis by nane to her. But she wouldn't have ... ?
Jack practically sprinted down the hallway, the back of his jacket

fl appi ng behind him

FI LLMORE' S WAS A WASHI NGTON LANDMARK OF FAI RLY RECENT vi ntage. The doors
were solid nahogany and bedecked with thick, weighty brass; the carpets
and drapes were handwoven and suprenely costly. Each table area was a
sel f-cont ai ned haven of intense nealtine productivity. Phone, fax and
copi er services were readily available and wi dely used. The ornately
carved tabl es were surrounded by richly uphol stered chairs in which sat
the truly elite of Washington's business and political circles. The
prices ensured that the clientele would remain that way.

Wil e crowded, the pace of the restaurant was unhurried; its occupants

unused to being dictated to, they nmoved at their own |l evel of intensity.
Sonetimes their very presence at a particular table, a raised eyebrow, a
stifled cough, a knowi ng |ook, was a full day's work for them and woul d



reap huge rewards for them personally or for those whomthey
represented. Money and raw power floated through the roomin distinct
patterns, coupling and uncoupling.

Waiters in stiff shirts and neat bow ties appeared and then di sappeared
at discreetly placed intervals. Patrons were coddl ed and served and
listened to or left alone as the particular occasion called for. And the
gratuities reflected the clientele' s appreciation.

Fillmore's was Sandy Lord's favorite |unch spot. He peered over his
menu, briefly, but nmethodically surveyed with his intense, gray eyes the
broad expanse of the dining roomfor potential business or perhaps

sonet hing el se. He noved his heavy bulk gracefully in his chair and
carefully coaxed a few gray hairs back into place. The trouble was,
famliar faces kept disappearing as tinme noved forward, stolen away by
death or retirement to points south. He renoved a fleck of dust from one
of his nmonogramred shirt cuffs and sighed. Lord had picked this

establi shnent, maybe this town, clean

He punched on his cellular phone and checked his nessages. Wlter
Sullivan hadn't called. If Sullivan's deal cane through, Lord could I and
a former Eastern Bloc country as a client.

A whol e goddamed country! How nuch could you charge a country for

| egal work? Normally a lot. The problem was the ex-conmuni sts had no
money, unl ess you counted rubles and coupons and kopecks and what ever
el se they were using these days, all of which mght as well be used for
toil et paper.

That reality did not trouble Lord. Wat the ex-conmi es had in abundance
was raw materials that Sullivan was salivating to acquire. That was the
reason Lord had spent three godforsaken nonths there. , But it would be
worth it if Sullivan cane through.

Lord had |l earned to have his doubts about everyone. But if anyone could
pull this deal off, Walter Sullivan coul d.

Everyt hi ng he had touched seenmed to nultiply to gl obal proportions, and
the droppings that went to his cohorts were truly awe-inspiring. And at
al most eighty, the old man hadn't slowed a step. He worked fifteen-hour
days, was married to a twenty-sonething babe right out of a drive-in
movie. He was right this mnute in Barbados where he had flown the three
hi ghest-ranking politicos for a little business and entertai nment
Western style. Sullivan would call. And Sandy's short but select client
list would grow by one, but what a one it would be.

Lord took note of the young worman in the painfully short skirt and
tiptoe heels strolling across the dining room , She smled at him he
returned the ook with slightly el evated eyebrows, a favorite signal of
his because of its anbiguity. She was a congressional |iaison for one of
the big 16th Street associations, not that he cared about her
occupati on.

She was excellent in bed, that he did care about.
The vi ew brought back a nunber of pleasant nenories.

He woul d have to call her soon. He jotted a note to that effect in his
el ectroni ¢ notebook. Then he turned his attention, as did nost of the
ladies in the room to the tall, angular figure of Jack Graham striding
across the room heading straight for him

Lord rose and extended his hand. Jack didn't take it.



"What the hell happened to Barry Al vis?"

Lord introduced one of his blank stares to the confrontation and sat
back down. A waiter appeared and then was di sm ssed by a short wave of
Lord's hand. Lord eyed Jack, who remnai ned standing.

"You don't give a person a chance to catch their breath, do you?
Straight out the nouth and into the fire. Sonetinmes that strategy is
smart, sonetines it isn't."

"I'"'mnot kidding, Sandy, | want to know what is going on

Barry's office is enpty, his secretary is looking at me like
personally ordered a hit on him | want some answers."

Jack's voice was rising, and with it the stares increased.

"What ever you have on your mnd, | amsure we can discuss it with a
little nore dignity than you' re nustering right now. Wiy don't you have
a seat and start acting like a partner at the best dammed law firmin
this city."

Their eyes stayed |l ocked for a full five seconds until Jack slowy sat
down.

"Drink9"
"Beer.";

The waiter reappeared and went away with an order for beer and Sandy's
potent gin and tonic. Sandy lit a Raleigh and casually | ooked out the
wi ndow, then back at Jack.

"You know about Barry then."

"Al'l I knowis he's gone. Wiy he's gone is what | want you to tell me."
"Not rmuch to tell. He was let go, effective today."
" \My?ll

"What's it to you?"

"Barry and | were working together."

"But you weren't friends."

"We didn't have a chance to be friends yet."

"Why on God's earth would you want to be friends with Barry Al vis? Man
was permanent associate material if ever | saw one, and |'ve seen
pl enty."

"He was a helluva | awer."

"No, technically, he was a highly conpetent attorney, proficient in the
area of corporate transactional matters and tax, with a subspecialty in
heal th care acquisitions. He's never generated a dine in business, and

never woul d. Thus he was not a 'helluva | awer."

"Goddamm t, you know what | nean. He was a very val uabl e asset to the



firm You need sonmebody to do the friggin' work."

"W have roughly two hundred attorneys who are very well suited to do
the friggin' work. On the other hand, we have only a dozen or so
partners who bring in any material clients. That is not the proportion
one should strive for.

Pl enty of soldiers, not enough chiefs. You see Barry Alvis as an asset,
we saw himas a high-priced liability without the talent to | everage

hi nsel f. He billed enough to keep hinself very highly conpensated. That
is not how we, the partners, nake the nost noney. Thus a deci sion was
made to sever our relationship.”

"And you're telling me you didn't get a little nudge from Bal dwi n?"

Lord's face contai ned genuine surprise. Alawer with over thirty-five
years' experience bl owi ng snoke inpeople's faces, he was a consummate
liar. "What the hell do the Bal dwi ns care about Barry Al vis?"

Jack scrutinized the corpulent face for a full mnute and then let his
breath out slowy. He | ooked around the restaurant suddenly feeling
silly and enbarrassed. Al this for nothing? But if Lord was |ying? He
gl anced again at the man, but the face was inpassive. But why would he
lie? Jack could think of several reasons, but none of them nmade too
much sense. Coul d he have been wrong? Had he just made a conpl ete ass
out of hinself in front of the firms nost powerful partner?

Lord's voice was softer now, alnmost consoling. "Barry Alvis was |et go
as part of an ongoing effort to clear out the deadwood near the top. W
want nore attorneys who can do the work and produce the rain. Hell, like
you. Sinple as that.

Barry wasn't the first and he won't be the last. W' ve been working on
this for a long time, Jack. Long before you ever came to the firm" Lord
paused and | ooked keenly at Jack

"I's there sonmething you're not telling ne? W' re going to be partners
soon, you can't keep things fromyour partners."”

Lord chuckl ed inwardly. The list of secret deals he had had with clients
was a | ong one.

Jack was close to biting, but decided not to.
"I"'mnot a partner yet, Sandy."

"Pure formality."

"Things don't happen till they happen.™

Lord shifted unconfortably in his chair, waved his cigarette snoke |ike
a wand. So maybe the runors that Jack was contenpl ating junping ship
were true. Those runors were the reason Lord was sitting here with the
young | awyer. They | ooked at each other. A smile tugged at Jack's nouth.
Jack's four million in |l egal business was an irresistible carrot.
Particularly because it meant another four hundred grand to Sandy Lord,
not that he needed it, but not that he would turn it down either. He had
the reputation of being a big spender

And | awyers didn't retire. They worked until they dropped.

The best nade a | ot of money, but compared to CEGCs, rock stars and
actors they were strictly mnor-|eague conmpensati on-w se.



"1 thought you liked our shop."
"l do."

" goo"

"So what ?"

Sandy' s eye roaned the dining roomagain. He spotted another ferale
acquai ntance encased in a sleek and costly business suit under which
Sandy had good reason to believe she wore absolutely nothing. He
swal | owed the rest of his gin and tonic, |ooked at Jack. Lord grew nore
and nore irritated.

The stupid, green sonof abitch.
@ You ever been to this place before?"

Jack shook his head, surveyed the thick nenu, searching for a burger and
fries and not finding it. Then the nmenu was yanked out of his hand and
Lord leaned into him his breath heavy and saggy in Jack's face.

"Well, why don't you take a | ook around then?"

Lord lifted a finger for the waiter and ordered a Dewar's and water,
whi ch appeared a minute |ater. Jack | eaned back in his chair, but Lord
inched cl oser, alnost straddling the ornately carved table.

"I'"ve been in restaurants before, Sandy, believe it or not."

"Not this one though, right? You see that little |lady over there?"
Lord's surprisingly slender fingers sliced through the air. Jack's gaze
fell on the congressional liaison. "I've fucked that wonan five tines in
the past six nonths." Lord could not help but smle as Jack appraised
the subject and canme away duly inpressed.

"Now ask yourself why a creature like that would condescend to sl eep
with a big old bag of fat like nme."

"Maybe she feels sorry for you." Jack sniled

Lord did not. "If you actually believe that, then you possess a naivete
that borders on inconpetence. Do you really believe wonen in this town
are any nore pure than the nen?

Why shoul d they be? Just because they have tits and a skirt doesn't
mean they won't take what they want and use any nmeans at their disposa
to do so.

"You see, son, it's because | can give her what she wants, and | don't
mean between the sheets. She knows that, | know that. | can open doors
inthis town only a handful of nen can

And the quid pro quo for that is she lets ne fuck her. It's a straight
comercial transaction entered into by intelligent, highly sophisticated
parties. How about that?"

"How about it?"

Lord sat back in his chair, lit a fresh cigarette and bl ew precise rings
to the ceiling. He picked at his lip and chuckl ed to hinself.

"Somet hi ng funny, Sandy?"



"I was just now thinking how you probably got a kick out of people Iike
me when you were in | aw school. Thinking how you were never going to be
Iike me. Gonna go defend illegal aliens wanting political asylumor do
death row appeal s for poor sonofabitches who've butchered a few too many
peopl e and blamed it on getting spanked by their nomma when they were
bad. Now conme on, tell the truth, you did that, didn't you?"

Jack | oosened his tie, took a sip of beer. He had seen Lord in action
before. He snelled a setup

"You're one of the best |awers around, Sandy, everybody says so."
"Shit, | haven't practiced law in years."

"What ever works for you."

"What works for you, Jack?"

Jack felt a slight but perceptible clinch in his gut as he heard his
nane pass through Lord's lips. It suggested a coming intinmacy that had
startled him despite Jack's know edge of its inevitability. Partner?
Jack took a breath and shrugged.

"Who knows what they want to be when they grow up?”

"But see you are grown up, Jack, and it's time to pay the man at the
door. So what's it gonna be?"

"I"'mnot following this.”

Lord | eaned in again, hands clenched, |ike a heavywei ght pressing the
exchange, | ooking for the tiniest opening. Indeed, for a nonment, an
attack seened i mminent. Jack tensed.

"You think I'man asshole don't you?"
Jack picked up his nenu agai n. "Recommend anyt hi ng?"

"Cone on, kid, you think I'ma greedy, egocentric, powerhappy asshol e
who doesn't give a shit about anything or anybody that can't do
sonething for ne. Ain't that right, Jack!" Lord' s voice was rising, his
thick body half out of his chair.

He pushed Jack's nenu back down to the table.

Jack nervously scanned the room but no one seened to be paying
attention, which neant every word of the exchange was being carefully
absorbed and di ssected. Lord's red eyes focused directly on Jack's,
pulling themto him

"I am you know. That's exactly what | am Jack."
Lord settled back in his chair, triunphant. He grinned.
Jack felt inclined to smle in spite of the repul siveness.

Jack relaxed a notch. Alnpbst as if sensing that slight release, Lord
slid his chair over next to Jack's, -crowding him

For a monent Jack seriously contenpl ated decki ng the ol der man--enough
was enough.

"That's right, I'mall those things, Jack, all those things and nore,



much nore. But you know what, Jack? That's who |l am | don't try to
disguise it or explain it. Every sonofabitch that has ever met me has
come away know ng exactly who and what | was. | believe in what | do.
There's no bullshit there." Lord took a deep breath, and then slowy |et
it out. Jack shook his head, trying to clear it.

"What about you, Jack?"
"What about ne?"

"Who are you, Jack? What do you believe in, if anything?"

"I"ve got twelve years of Catholic school, |'ve got to believe in
somet hi ng. "
Lord shook his head wearily. "You're disappointing ne. | heard you were

a bright kid. Either nmy reports are wong, or you've got that
shit-eating grin on your face because you're afraid of what you ni ght
say."

Jack grasped Lord's wist in a viselike grinp.
"What the fuck do you want from ne?"

Lord smled and gently tapped Jack's hand until the grip was rel eased.

"You like these kinds of places? Wth Baldwin as a client you'll be
eating in places like this until your arteries are hard as drill bits.
In about forty years, you'll keel over in sone sand trap in the

Cari bbean and | eave behi nd sonme young and suddenly rich
third-tine-around honey; but you'll die happy, believe ne."

"One place is the sanme as another to nme."

Lord's hand cane down hard on the table. This tine several heads did
turn. The maitre d' glanced in their direction, trying to conceal his
appr ehensi on behind his thick nustache and qui et air of conpetence.

"That's ny whol e goddammed poi nt, son, that goddammed ambi val ence of
yours." His voice | owered, but he continued to |lean into Jack, crowding
him "One place is definitely not the same as another. You have the key
to this place, you know. Your key is Baldwi n and that nice-Iooking
daughter of his. Now the question becones: will you or won't you open
that door? Which query interestingly enough |eads us right back to ny
original question. Wat do you believe in, Jack? Because if you do not
believe in this' @Lord spread his arns wide----@if you do not want to
become the Sandy Lord of the next generation, if you wake up at night
and laugh at or curse ny little idiosyncrasies, ny asshol eness if you
will, if youreally and truly believe you are above that, if you really
hate whaling away at Ms. Baldwin and if you don't see one single itemon
that nmenu that you care for, then why don't you tell ne to fuck off ?
And get up and wal k out that door there, your head high, your conscience
clear, and your beliefs intact? Because frankly this gane is far too

i mportant and intensely played for the uncomitted."

Lord slunped back in his chair, his nass extrapolating outward until it
fully engul fed the space.

Qutside the restaurant a truly beautiful fall day was unfol ding. Neither
rain nor excessive humdity nmarred the blue sky's perfectness; the

gentl e breeze rustled di scarded newspapers. The torrid pace of the city
seened to have nonentarily slowed a notch. Down the street at LaFayette
Par k, sunseekers lay in the grass, hoping for a few nore nonents of tan



before the really cold weather set in. Bi ke messengers on break prow ed
the area | ooking for unconceal ed | egs and bl ouses open just a peek

I nside the restaurant Jack Graham and Sandy Lord were staring at each
ot her.

"You don't pull any punches do you?"

"I don't have tinme for that, Jack. Not for the last twenty years. If |
didn't believe you could handl e the direct approach, | would' ve just
bull shit with you and let it go."

"VWhat do you want me to say?"

"All I want to know is whether you're in or out. The truth is, with
Bal dwi n, you could go to any other -shop in town.

You chose us, |'m presum ng, because you |ike what you saw. "
"Bal dwi n recommended you. "
"He's a snmart nman. Lots of people would follow his |ead.

You' ve been with us one year. If you choose to stay, you'll be made a
partner. Frankly, the twelve-nonth wait was purely a formality, to see
if ' we were a good fit. After that you will never have any financial
concerns, not counting your future wife's considerable nonies. Your nain
occupation will be to keep Bal dwi n happy, and to expand that piece of
busi ness, and to bring in anybody el se you can. Because let's face it,
Jack, the only security any |lawer has are the clients he controls. They
never tell you that in |aw school and it's the npbst inportant | esson you
have to | earn. Never, never |ose sight of that fact. Even doing the work

shoul d take a back seat to that. There'll always be bodies to do the

wor k.

You will be given carte blanche to chase nore business. You will have no
one supervising you, except Baldwin. You will not have to nonitor the

| egal work being done for Baldwi n, we have others who will do that for
you. Al in all, not such . a terrible life."

Jack | ooked down at his hands. Jennifer's face appeared there. So
perfect. He felt guilty for having assunmed she had had Barry Alvis
fired. Then he thought of the nunbing hours as a PD. H s thoughts
finally turned to Kate, and then quickly stopped. Wat was there? The
answer was not hi ng.

He | ooked up.
"Stupid question. Do | get to keep practicing aw.

"If that's what you want." Lord eyed himclosely. ",So do | take that as
a yes?"

Jack gl anced down at the nenu. "The crab cakes | ook good."

Sandy exhal ed snoke to the ceiling and smiled broadly. "I love 'em
Jack. | goddamm | ove 'em

Two HOURS LATER, SANDY STOOD IN THE CORNER COF HI S nmmssive office suite
staring out onto the busy street below, while a conference call plodded
forward on t he speaker phone.

Dan Kirksen wal ked in the door, his stiff bowtie and crisp shirt
concealing a slender jogger's body. Kirksen was the firm s managi ng



partner. He had unwavering control over everyone in the place except
Sandy Lord. And now perhaps Jack Graham

Lord glanced at himwi th uninterested eyes. Kirksen sat down and waited
patiently until the conference call participants said their good-byes.
Lord clicked the phone off and sat down in his chair. Leaning back, he
eyed the ceiling and lit up. Kirksen, a health fanatic, inched back from
t he desk.

"You want sonething?" Lord's eyes had finally cone to rest on Kirksen's
| ean, hairless face. The man consistently controlled a shade under six
hundred t housand i n business, which guaranteed hima | ong, secure hone
at PS&L, but those nunmbers were chickenshit to Lord and he did nothing
to hide his dislike of the firm s nmanagi ng partner.

"We were wondering how the |unch went."

"You can handle the softballs. | don't have tinme to play fucking
softbal |l ."

"W had heard unsettling runors, and then with Alvis having to be
term nated when Ms. Baldwin called.”

Lord waved a hand through the air. "That's taken care of.
He | oves us, he's staying. And | wasted two hours."

"The anount of money at stake, Sandy, we, we all felt it would be
better, it would convey the strongest possible inpression if you-2

"Yeah. | understand the nunbers, Kirksen, better than you, | understand
the nunbers. Okay? Now, Jacky boy is staying put. Wth luck he m ght
double his fishing line in ten years, and we can all retire early." Lord
| ooked over at Kirksen, who seened to grow snaller and small er under the
big man's gaze. "He's got balls, you know. Mdre balls than any of ny

ot her partners."”

Ki rksen wi nced.

"In fact, | kind of like the kid." Lord stood up and noved over to the
wi ndow, where he wat ched a procession of preschool ers attached together
with rope cross the street ten stories bel ow.

"Then | can report a positive to the commttee?"

"You can report any goddamm thing you like. Just renmenber one thing:
don't you boys ever bother me with one of these things again, unless
it's really, really inportant, you understand ne?"

Lord gl anced once nore at Kirksen and then his eyes returned to the

wi ndow. Sullivan still had not called. That was not good. He could see
his country slipping away, like the little bodies di sappearing around
the corner. Cone.

"Thank you, Sandy."
" Yeah.
CHAPTER NI NE

WALTER SULLI VAN STARED AT THE FACE, OR WHAT WAS left of it. The exposed
foot showed the official norgue toe tag. Wiile his entourage waited
outside, he quietly sat alone with her. The identification had al ready



been formal |y made.

The police had gone off to update their records, the reporters to file
their stories. But Walter Sullivan, one of the nost powerful nmen of his
era, who had rmade noney from nearly everything he had touched since he
was fourteen, now suddenly found hinself bereft of energy, of any wll
what soever.

The press had had a field day with himand Christy after his marri age of
forty-seven years had ended in the death of his first wife. But at

al nost eighty years old, he had just wanted sonmethi ng young and alive.
After so much death, he had wanted sonething that would npost certainly
outlive him

Wth close friends and | oved ones dying around him he had passed his
tol erance | evel as a nourner. G owi ng old was not easy, even for the
very rich.

But Christy Sullivan had not survived him And he was trying to do
somet hi ng about that. it was fortunate that he largely ignorant of what
|l ay ahead for the remains of his not in the least ate wife. it was a
necessary process that was ed to confort the victims famly

oon as Walter Sullivan left the room a technician would enter and whee
the late Ms. Sullivan into the autopsy room There she woul d be wei ghed
and have her height confirnmed. She woul d be photographed, first fully
clothed, and -rayed and fingerprinted. A corn then in the nude. Then X

conducted, with the intent O plete external exam woul d be usable

evi dence and as many noting and obtaining as nmuch uld be taken and cl ues
as possible fromthe body. Fluids wo sent to toxicology for drug and

-al cohol screens and other oulder to shoultesting. A Y incision would
split her body sh der, chest to genitals. A horrific chasmfor even the
veteran be anal yzed and wei ghed, her observer. Every organ would urse or
damage.

genitalia checked for signs of sexual interco Every trace of senen
bl ood or foreign hair would be sent for DNA typing.

Her head woul d be exam ned, wound patterns traced Then a saw woul d rmake
an intermastoid incision over the top of the skull, cutting through the
scal p and down to the bone. Next, the front quadrant of the skull would
be cut away and the brain renoved through the frontal craniotony and
exam ned. The one slug woul d be extracted, narked for chai n-of-custody
pur poses and held for ballistics.

Once that process was conpl eted, Walter Sullivan would be given back his
wife.

Toxi col ogy woul d verify the contents of her stomach and traces of
forei gn substances in her blood and urine.

The autopsy protocol would be prepared, listing the cause and nmechani sm
of death and all relevant findings, and the official opinion of the
Medi cal Exami ner.

The autopsy protocol, together with all photographs, X rays,
fingerprints, toxicology reports and any other inforTa tion constituting
the entire case file would be deposited with the detective in charge.

ns, of his Walter Sullivan finally rose, covered the remai deceased wfe
and left.



mrror, the detective's From behind yet another one-way as he left the
room

ereaved husband eyes followed the b ietly exited.

on his hit and qu Then Seth Frank put CONFERENCE ROOM NUMBER ONE, THE
LARGE 'ST IN THE FIRM ter position right behind the reception held a
prom nent cen eeting of the area. Now, behind the thick sliding doors, a
in entire partnership had just convened. nior partner sat Jack Between
Sandy Lord and anot her se ocol was not hip not yet official, but Prot
Graham his partners insisted

i mportant today and Lord had staff, dani shes Coffee was poured by the
housekeepi ng he help reand nmuffins were distributed around, and then t
treated, closing the doors behind them

d his juice, - He sipped All heads turned to Dan Kirksen ed his nouth
affectedly with his napkin and rose.

tapp ve heard by now, a terrible tragedy has "As |'m sure you sen

gl anced quickly at befallen one of our nost"-Kirk Lord---@or | should
say, our nost significant client." Jack | ooked around the sixty-foot
mar bl e-top table. Most heads ere filled in on remai ned trai ned on
Kirksen, a few others wthe events by whispers fromtheir neighbors Jack
had seen the headlines. He had never worked on any of Sullivan's nmatters
but he knew they were extensive enough to occupy forty attorneys at the
firmon alnost a full-tine basis. He was, by far, Patton, Shaw s biggest
client.

Kirksen continued. "The POice are investigating the matter thoroughly.
As yet there have been no devel opnents in the case." Kirksen paused,

gl anced again at Lord, and then continued. "As one can inagine, this is
a very distressing tinme for Walter. To nake nmatters as easy as possible
for himduring this tinme, we are asking all attorneys to pay particul ar
attention to any Sullivan-related matters, and , hopefully, to nip any
potential problemin the bud before it escalates. Fur there, while we do
not believe that this is anything other than -routine burglary with a
very unfortunate result, and is in no a d to any of Walter's business
affairs, we are way connected to be alert for any unusual signs in any of
aski ng each of you e engaged on Walter's behal f.

the dealings in which you ar Any suspicious activity is to be reported
imediately to ei there nyself or Sandy-"

toward Lord, who was | ooking A nunber of heads turned y fashion. Three
cigarette butts at the ceiling in his customar ins of a Bloody in he Ty
I si:htray in front of him the rema b it

tional |aw section, spoke up. His Ron Day, fromthe interna partially
obscured neatly trimred hair framed an owish face by sl ender ova
spectacles. "This isn't a terrorist thing is it9 |I've been Putting
together a string of Mddle Eastern joint ventures for Sullivan's
Kuwai ti subsidiary, and those people operate under their own rules, |
can tell you that. Should | be worried for ny personal safety9 |'mon a
flight this evening for Riyadh."

Lord sw vel ed his head around until his eyes fell on Day.

how myopic if not downright idi Sonetinmes it surprised himas a service
partner ofic many of his partners were. Day w whose main, and in Lord's
m nd only, strength was his ability to speak seven | anguages and
politely kiss the ass of the Saudis.



"I wouldn't worry about that, Ron. If this is an internationa
conspiracy, you're not inportant enough to dick around with, and if they
do target you, you'll be dead before you ever see it comon."

Day fiddled with his necktie as an uneasy mrth quietly circled the
tabl e.

"Thank you for the clarification, Sandy."
"You're wel come, Ron."

cleared his throat. "Rest assured that everything Kirksen that can be
done to solve this heinous crine is being done.

President hinmself will authorize a There's even talk that the XBSOME
POW * special investigative task force to ook into the matter. As ow,
Walter Sullivan has served in various capacities you kn ons, and is one
of the President's CIOS in several adninistrate est friends. | think we
can assune that the crinmnals will be in custody shortly." Kirksen sat
down.

Lord | ooked around the table, elevated his eyebrows and cl eared.

crushed out his last cigarette. The table NDINH S CHAIR H' S OFFI CE
WAS

SFrh FRANK SW VELED ARCU

a six-by-six pen the sheriff warranting the only spacious | eadquarters
buil di ng. The medi cal exam narea in the small has only seven-thirty in
the, er's report was on his desk. It w norning but Frank had al ready
read every word of the report three tines.

He had attended the autopsy. it was just something detectives had to do,
for a lot of reasons. Although he had been present at literally hundreds
of them he had never grown confortable with seeing the dead tinkered
with like very coll ege biology student had sunk the aninmal remains e no
| onger becane ill at their digits into. And although hers of driving

the sight, it usually took himtwo or three hou e could attenpt to
settl e back around aimessly before h down to work.

The report was thick and neatly typed. Christy Sullivan had been dead
at | east seventy-two hours, probably |onger.

The swelling and blistering of the body, and the bacteria and gaseous
onset in her organs, substantiated that tinme range with pretty good
accuracy. However, the room had been very warm which had accel erated
the postnortem putrefaction of the body. That fact, in turn, made
ascertaining the actual time of death increasingly difficult. But not

| ess than three days, the nmedi cal exam ner had been firmon that. Frank
al so had ancillary information that led himto believe that Christine
Sul l'i van had met her death on Monday ni ght, which would put them smack
in the three-to four-day range.

Frank felt hinself frowning. A mninmmof three days neant he was facing
a very cold trail. Someone who knew what they were doing coul d di sappear
fromthe face of the earth in three or four days. Added to that was the
fact that Christine Sullivan had been dead a while now and his
investigation was really no further along than when he started. He could
not remenber a case where the trail was so nonexistent.

As far as they could ascertain there were no witnesses to the incidents



at the Sullivan estate, other than the decedent and whoever had nurdered
her. Notices had been placed in the papers, at banks and shoppi ng
centers. No one had conme forward

They had tal ked to every honeowner within a three-mle radius. They had
all expressed shock, outrage and fear.

Frank had seen the latter in the twitch of an eyebrow, hunched shoul ders
and t he nervous rubbi ng of hands. Security would be even tighter than
ever inthe little county. Al those enotions, however, yielded no
usabl e i nformati on.

The staffs of each of the neighbors had al so been tboroughly questi oned.
There was nothing there. Tel ephone interviews had been conducted of

Sul l'i van's househol d staff, who had acconpani ed himto Barbados, with
not hing earthshattering to report back. Besides, they all had ironcl ad
alibis. Not that that was insurnountable. Frank filed that away in the
back of his m nd.

They al so did not have a Pood snapshot of Christine Sullivan's |ast day
of life. She was nurdered in her house, presumably late at night. But if
she had i ndeed been murdered on Monday ni ght, what had she been doing
during the day?

Frank believed that information had to | end them sonmething to go on

At nine-thirty in the nmorning on that Mnday, Christine Sullivan had
been seen in downtown WAashi ngton at an upscal e sal on where it woul d cost
Frank two weeks' pay to send his wife for a panpering. Wether the worman
was gearing up for sone late-night fun or this was sonmething the rich
did on a regul ar basis was something Frank would have, to find out.
Their inquiries had turned up nothing on Sullivan's whereabouts after
she had left the sal on around noon. She had not returned to her
apartment in the city, nor had she taken a taxicab anywhere that they
coul d deternmi ne.

If the little woman had stayed behi nd when everyone el se went to the
sunny south, she had to have a reason, he figured. If she had been with
someone that night, that was someone Frank wanted to talk to, and nmaybe
handcuf f.

Ironically, murder in the comm ssion of a burglary did not constitute
capital murder in Virginia, although, interestingly enough, nurder
during the course of an arned robbery did. If you robbed and killed, you
could be sentenced to death. If you burgled and killed, the nost you'd
be |l ooking at was Iife, which wasn't that great of a choice given the
barbaric conditions of nbst state prisons. But Christine Sullivan had
worn nmuch jewelry. Every report the detective had received indicated she
was a great |over of dianbnds, eneralds, sapphires; you naned it, she
wore it. There was no jewelry on the body, although it was easy enough
to see the narks on the skin the rings had nmade. Sullivan had al so
confirmed that his wife's dianond neckl ace was m ssing.

The beauty sal on owner al so renenbered seeing that particular piece on
Monday.

A good prosecutor could nake out a case of robbery on those facts, Frank
was sure of it. The perps were lying in wait, preneditation the whole
way. Why shoul d the good people of Virginia have to pay thousands of
dollars a year to feed, clothe and house a col d- bl ooded killer?
Bur gl ary?



Robbery? Who the fuck really cared? The wonan was dead. Bl own away by
some sick goon. Legal distinctions |like that did not sit well with
Frank. Like many |aw enforcenent people, he felt the crinminal justice
system was weighted far too heavily in favor of the defendant. It often
seenmed to himthat lost in the entire convoluted process with its
intricate deals, technical traps and ultrasnmooth defense attorneys was
the fact that soneone had actually broken the | aw.. That someone had
been hurt, raped or kill ed.

That was just flat-out wong. Frank had no 'Way to change the system
but he could peck around its edges.

He pulled the report closer, funbling with his readi ng gl asses. He took
anot her sip of the thick, black coffee.

Cause of death: lateral gunshot wounds to the cephalic regi on caused by
hi gh-vel ocity, large-caliber firearnm(s) firing one expandi ng, softnose
bul l et causing a perforating wound, and a second slug of unknown
conposition froman unidentified weapon source causing a penetrating
wound.

VWi ch, in ordinary English, meant her brain had been bl own apart by sone
heavy-duty hardware. The report also stated that the manner of death was
hom ci de, which was the only clear elenment Frank could see in the entire
case.

He noted that he had been correct in his conclusion of the distance from
whi ch the shots had come. There were no traces of powder in the wound
track. The shots had conme fromover two feet away; Frank surm sed that
the di stance was probably closer to six feet, but that was only his gut
tal king. Not that suicide had ever been a consideration. But nmurders for
hire were usually of the barrel-to-flesh variety.

That particular nmethod cut down considerably on the margin of error

Frank | eaned closer to his desk. Why nore than one shot? The woman nost
certainly was killed with the first round. Was the assailant a sadi st,
punpi ng round after round into a dead body? And yet they could account
for only two entries into the body, hardly the | ead barrage of sone
madman. Then there was the issue of the slugs. A dundum and a nystery
bul | et.

He held up a bag with his nark on it. Only one round had been recovered
fromthe body. It had entered below the right tenple, flattened and
expanded on inpact, penetrated the skull and brain, causing a shock wave
of the soft brain tissue, like rolling up a carpet.

He carefully nudged the caged creature or what was left of it. A
gruesone projectile that was designed to flatten upon inpact and then
proceed to rip apart everything in its path, it had worked as desi gned
on Christine Sullivan

Probl em was dunmduns were everywhere now. And the projectile deformty
had been imrense. Ballistics had been next to usel ess.

The second round had entered a half-inch above the other, traversed the
entire brain, and exited the other side, |eaving a gaping hole nuch
| arger than the entrance wound.

The bone and tissue danage had been consi derabl e.

This bullet's resting place had given themall a surprise.



A half-inch hole in the wall against the bed. Odinarily after having
cut out the piece of plaster, the | ab personnel, using special tools,
woul d have extracted the slug, being carefur to preserve the grooving of
the bullet, which would enable themto narrow down the make of gun from
which it was fired and hopefully to eventually match it to a particul ar
pi ece of ordnance. Fingerprints and ballistics identification were as
close to certain as you got in this business.

Except in this case, while the hole was there, there was no slug in the
hol e, and no other slug in the room Wen the lab had called himto
report that finding, Seth Frank had gone down to see for hinself. That
was as angry as he had gotten in a long tine.

Way go to the trouble of digging out a slug when you still had one in
the corpse? What would the second slug show that the first wouldn't?
There were possibilities.

Frank nmade sone notes - The missing bullet could be a different caliber
or type, which probably would show there were at | east two assail ants.
Strong as his inmagination was, Frank could not realistically envision
one person wielding a gun in each hand and popping off at the woman. So
now he had a probable two suspects. That would al so explain the
different entry, exit and internal wound patterns. The t mu, bling
dunduns entry hole was larger than the other slug S

So the second slug wasn't a hollow or softnose. It had bl own right
through her head, leaving a tunnel half the width of a pinkie inits
wake. Projectile deformty had probably been ninimal, which was
meani ngl ess since he didn't have the dam sl ug.

He | ooked over his initial scene notes. He was in the
collection-of-informati on stage. He hoped he would not be stuck there
forever. At least he didn't have to worry about the statute of
limtations expiring on this one.

He | ooked at the report one nore tinme, and his frown returned.

He picked up his phone and dialed. Ten minutes |ater he was sitting
across fromthe Medical Examiner in the latter's office.

The big man pried at his cuticles with an old scalpel and finally
gl anced up at Frank.

"Strangul ation marks. O at | east attenpted strangul ati on. Understand,
the trachea wasn't crushed, although there was sone swelling ' and
henorrhagi ng in the tissue.

and | found evidence of a slight.fracture of the hyoid bone.
Got traces of petechia in the conjunctiva of the eyelids too.
Nonligature. It's all in the protocol."

Frank turned that over in his mnd. Petechia, or tiny henmorrhages in the
conjunctiva, or mucous menbrane, of the eyes and eyelids, could be
caused by strangul ation and the resulting pressure on the brain.

Frank | eaned forward in his chair, |ooked at the degrees |lining the wall
proclaim ng the man opposite fromhimto be a | ong-dedi cated student of
forensi c pat hol ogy.

"Man or woman?"



The Medi cal Exam ner shrugged at the inquiry.

"Hard to tell. Human skin isn't a stellar surface for prints, as you
know. In fact it's pretty inpossible except in a few discrete areas, and
after about half a day, if there, was anything there, it won't be
anynmore. Hard to imagine, though, a woman trying to strangle another
worman with her bare hands, but it's happened. Doesn't take much pressure
to crush a trachea, but bare-handed strangling s usually a macho net hod
of inflicting death. in a hundred strangling cases, |'ve never seen one
where it was proved that a wonan committed it. This was fromthe front
too," he added. "Mano a nano. You' d have to be pretty damm confident of
your strength advantage. My educated guess? It was a man, for what a
guess is worth."

"The report also says there were contusions and bruises on the |left side
of her jaw, | oosened teeth and cuts on the inside of her nouth?"

"Looks |ike sonebody belted her a good one. One of the nolars al npst
penetrated her cheek."

Frank gl anced at his case file. "The second bull et?"

"The damage inflicted leads nme to believe it's a large caliber, just
like the first."

"Any guesses on the first?"

"That's all it would be. Maybe .357, .41. Coul d' ve been a 9nmt oo.
Jesus, you saw the slug. Damm thing was flat as a pancake with hal f of
it dispersed through her brain tissue and fluid. No |ands, grooves,
twists. Even if you find a probable firearmyou're not going to get a
match there.”

"If we can find the other one, we m ght be in business.

"Maybe not. Woever dug it out of that wall probably nessed up the
mar ki ngs. Ballistics won't be happy with that."

"Yeah, but it mght just have sone of the deceased's hair, blood and
skin inbedded in the nose. That's some trace |'d | ove to get ny hands
on."

The ME rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "That's true. But you've got to
find it first."

"Which we probably won't." Frank sml ed.

"You never know. "

The two nmen | ooked at each other, knowing full well that t@re was no
way in hell they were going to find the other slug. Even if they did,
they couldn't place it at the nurder scene unless it had trace evidence
of the deceased on it, or they could find the gun that had fired it and
pl aced the weapon at the nurder scene. A potential double whamy.

"Find any brass?"
Frank shook hi s head.

"Then you got no pinprick either, Seth." The Medi cal Exam ner was
referring to the unique inprint left by the firing pin of a gun on the
base of the shell casing.

"Never said it would be easy. By the way, state guys giving you roomto



breat he on this one?"

The Medi cal Examiner sniled. "Remarkably silent. Now if it had been
Walter Sullivan getting whacked, who knows? | already filed my report
in R chnond. "

Then Frank said the question he had really cone to ask
"Wy two shots?"

The Medi cal Exami ner stopped picking his cuticle, put down his scal pe
and | ooked at Frank.

"Why not?" Hi s eyes crinkled. He was in the unenvi abl e position of being
nmore than conpetent for the opportunities presented himin the quiet
county. One of approximately five hundred Deputy Medical Examiners in
the commonweal th, he enjoyed a thriving general practice but had a
personal fascination with both police investigations and forensic

pat hol ogy. Before settling into a quiet life in Virginia he had served
as a deputy coroner for Los Angeles County for alnmost twenty years. It
didn't get nmuch worse than L. A for honmicides. But this was one he could
get his teeth into

id, "Either shot would Frank | ooked at himintently and sa have

obvi ously been fatal. No question. So why fire a second? You wouldn't
for a lot of reasons. Nunber one being the noise. Number two, if you
want to get the hell out of there, why take the tine to punp another
round into her?

On top of that, why | eave behind another slug that could ID you | ater
on? Did Sullivan startle then? if so, why did the shot come fromthe
doorway into the room and not the other way around? Wy was the firing
| i ne descendi ng?

Was she on her knees? She probably was or el se the shooter was off the
scal e height-wi se. If she was on her knees, why? Execution-style? But
there were no contact wounds.

And then you have the marks on the neck. Wiy try to strangle her first,
then stop, pick up a gun and bl ow her head off ?, And then blow it off
again. One slug's taken. Why? A second gun? Wy try to hide that?
What's significant about that?"

Frank stood up and noved around the room his hands stuck deep into his
pockets, a habit of his when thinking intently. "And the crime scene was
so fucking clean | couldn't believe it. There was nothing left. And

mean nothing. |'msurprised they didn't operate on her and pull out the
ot her sl ug.

"l mean, cone on, this guy was a burglar or maybe that's what he wants
us to believe. But the vault was cl eaned out.

About four and a half mllion taken. And what was Ms. Sullivan doing
there? She was supposed to be sunning in the Caribbean. Did she know
the guy? WAas she screwing around on the side? |If she was, are the two
incidents related in any way? And why the hell would you waltz in the
front door, knock out the security system and then use a rope to clinb
out the window? Every tine | ask nyself one question another one pops
up." Frank sat back down, |ooking slightly bew |ldered at his outpouring.

The Medi cal Exam ner |eaned back in his chair, twirled the case file
around and took a minute to read over it. He took off his glasses and
wi ped themon his sleeve, tugged at a corner of his lip with his thunb



and i ndex finger.

Frank's nostrils quivered as he watched the ME

" @\Yat ?I

"You nentioned nothing being left at the crinme scene.

I've been thinking about that. You're right. It was too clean." The
Medi cal Examiner took his tinme in lighting up a Pall Mall-unfiltered,
Frank noted. Every pathol ogi st he had ever worked with had snoked. The
Medi cal Examiner blew rings in the air, obviously enjoying this nental
exer ci se.

"Her fingernails were too clean.”
Frank | ooked puzzl ed.

The Medi cal Exami ner continued. "I nean there was no dirt, nai
pol i sh-al though she was wearing.it, bright red stuff-none of the
ordi nary residues you' d expect to find.

Nothing. It was |ike they had been scoped out, you know what | nean?" He
paused and then continued. "I also found mnute traces of a solution.”
He paused again. "Like a cleansing solution.”

"She'd been to sone fancy beauty sal on that norning.
For a nail job and all that."

The ME shook his head. "Then you'd expect to find nore residue, not
less, with all the chemicals they use."

"So what are you saying? That her nails were-deliberately cleaned out?"

The Medi cal Exami ner nodded. "Soneone was real careful not to | eave any
i dent material behind. "'

"VWi ch means they were paranoid about being identified, sonehow, by the
physi cal evidence."

"Most perps are, Seth."

"To a degree. But squirting out fingernails and | eaving a place so clean
our Evac cane up basically enpty is a little nuch.”

Frank scanned the report. "You al so found traces of oil on her pal ms?"

The ME nodded, | ooked closely at the detective. "A
preservative/ protective conpound. You know, |ike you'd use on fabrics,
| eathers, stuff like that."

"So she may have been hol di ng sonething and the residue was |eft there?"

"Yep. Although we can't be sure exactly when the oil canme to be on her
hands." The Medi cal Exam ner put his glasses back on. "You think she
knew t he person, Seth?"

"None of the evidence points that way, unless she invited himover to
burgl arize the place."

The Medi cal Exami ner had a sudden inspiration. "Maybe she set up the
burglary. You know? Tired of the old nman, brings in the new bedroom
buddy to conveniently steal their nest egg and it's off to Fairy Tale



Land?"

Frank considered the theory. "Except they have a falling out or there's
a doubl e cross all along, and she gets the business end of sone serious
| ead?"

"It fits the facts, Seth."

Frank shook his head. "Fromall accounts the deceased | oved being Ms.
Walter Sullivan. More than the noney, if you know what | mean. She got
to rub shoul ders, and probably other parts of her anatony, wth fanous
people all over the world. Pretty heady for sonebody who used to flip
burgers; at a Burger King."

The ME stared at him "You' re kidding?"

The detective smled. "Ei ghty-year-old billionaires sonetinmes get
strange ideas. It's |ike where does the eight-hundred-pound gorilla sit?
Anywhere he damm wel | pl eases.”

The Medi cal Examiner grinned and shook his head. Billionaire? What
woul d he do with a billion dollars? He J

| ooked down at the ink blotter on his desk. Then he put out his
cigarette and | ooked back at the report, then at Frank

He cleared his throat.

"I think the second slug was a sem - or full-netal jacket."
Frank | oosened his tie, put his el bows on the desk

" Ckay.

The Medi cal Exami ner went on. "It blew through the right tenporal bone
of the cranium and burst through the left pareital bone, |eaving an exit
wound over twice the size of the entry."

"So you're saying definitely tw guns."

"Not unl ess the guy was chanbering different types of amop in the sane
gun." He | ooked keenly at the detective.

"That doesn't seemto surprise you, Seth."

"I't would have an hour ago. It doesn't now. "

"So we probably have two perps."”

"Two perps with two guns. And a | ady how bi g?"

The Medical Examiner didn't need to refer to his notes.
"Sixty-two inches tall, one hundred and five pounds."”

"So a little woman and two probabl e nmal e perps with heavy-cali ber
hardware who try to strangle her., beat her up and then both open fire
on her, killing her."

The Medi cal Exam ner rubbed at his chin. The facts were nore than a
little puzzling.

Frank gl anced at the report. "You're sure the strangul ati on marks and
beating cane before death?"



The Medi cal Exam ner | ooked of fended. "Positive. Pretty ness, isn't it?"

Frank flipped through the report, naking notes as he went. "You could
say that. No attenpted rape. Nothing like that?"

The Medi cal Exami ner didn't answer.

Finally Frank | ooked up at him took off his glasses, put them down on
the desk and | eaned back, sipping the black coffee he had been offered
earlier.

"The report doesn't say anything about a sexual assault," he rem nded

his friend.

The Medical Examiner finally stiffed. "The report's correct. There was
no sexual assault. No trace of semi nal fluid, no evidence of
penetration, no overt bruising. Al that |eads ne to concl ude,
officially, that no sexual assault occurred."

"So? You're not satisfied with that conclusion?" Frank | ooked at him
expectantly.

The Medical Exam ner took a sip of coffee, stretched out his long arns
until he felt a conforting pop deep within the confines of his aging
body and then | eaned forward.

"Your wife ever go in for a gynecol ogi cal exan?"
"Sure, doesn't every woman?"

"You'd be surprised,"” the Medical Exami ner replied dryly, then
continued. "Thing is, you go in for an exam no matter how good the
oh-gyn is, there's usually sonme slight swelling and small abrasions in
the genitalia. It's the nature of the beast. To be thorough, you have to
get in there and dig around."

Frank put down his coffee, shifted in his chair. "So what are you
sayi ng, she had her gynecol ogist visit her in the mddle of the night
ri ght before she got popped?"

"The indications were slight, very slight, but they were there." The
Medi cal Exam ner paused, choosing his words carefully. "I've been

t hi nki ng about it ever since | handed in the protocol. Understand, it
coul d be nothing. She could have done it herself, you understand what
I'"m saying? To each their own. But fromthe | ooks of it, | don't think
it was self-inflicted. | think sonebody exam ned her shortly after her
death. Maybe two hours after, maybe earlier."”

"Checked her for what? To see if sonmething had happened?” Frank did not
try to hide his incredulity.

The Medi cal Exami ner eyed himsteadily. "Not nuch else to check a worman
for down there in that particular situation, is there?"

Frank stared at the man for a long noment. This information nerely added
to his already increasing tenple throbber. He shook his head. The
bal | oon theory agai n.

Push one side in and it bul ges out somewhere el se. He scribbl ed down
sonme notes, his eyebrows bunched together, the coffee sipped
unconsci ousl y.

The Medi cal Exami ner | ooked himover. This was not an easy one, but so



far, the detective had punched all the right buttons, asked good
questions. He was puzzled, but then that was a big part of the process.
The good ones never solved themall. But then they also didn't remain
puzzl ed forever. Eventually, if you were lucky and diligent, maybe nore
of sone on one case than bn another, you would break it open, and the
pi eces would cone tunbling into place. The Medical Exam ner hoped this
was one of those cases. Right now, it didn't ook all that good.

"She was pretty drunk when she bought it." Frank was exam ning the
t oxi col ogy report.

"Point two-one. | haven't personally seen that number since ny coll ege
frat days."
Frank smiled. "Well |I'mwondering where she got that point two-one."

"Plenty of booze in a place like that."

"Yeah, except there were no dirty gl asses, no open botties, and no
di scards in the trash."

"So, maybe she got drunk sonewhere el se.”
"So how d she get home?"

The Medi cal Exam ner thought for a nonent, rubbed the sleep fromhis
eyes. "Drove. |'ve seen people with higher percentages behind the
wheel . "

"You nean in the autopsy room don't you" Frank continued: "The problem
with that theory is that none of the cars in the garage had been driven
fromthe tinme the household left for the Caribbean."

"How do you know that? An engine isn't going to be warmafter three
days. "

Frank perused the pages of his notebook, found what he wanted and slid
it around to his friend.

"Sullivan has a full-time chauffeur. O d guy naned Bernie Kopeti. Knows
his cars, anal as a tax | awyer, and he keeps neticul ous records on
Sullivan's fleet of autonobiles. Has the mleage for every one of them
in alog book, updated daily, if you can believe it. At ny request he
checked the odonmeter on each of the cars in the garage, which presumably
were the only ones the wife would have access to, and in fact were the
only cars in the garage at the time of the discovery of the body. On top
of that Kopeti confirmed that no vehicles were nmissing. There was no
additional mleage on any of them They hadn't been driven since
everyone cleared out for the Caribbean. Christine Sullivan didn't drive
hone in one of those cars. So how did she get horneT)

" Cab?"

Frank shook his head. "W've talked to every cab conmpany that operates
out here. No fare was dropped off at the, Sullivan address on that
night. It'd be pretty hard to forget the place, wouldn't you think?"

"Unl ess maybe the cabbi e whacked her, and isn't talking. Y9
"You' re saying she invited a cabbie into her house?"

"I'"msaying she was drunk and probably didn't know what the hell she was
doi ng. "



"That doesn't jibe with the fact that the al arm system was tanpered
with, or that there was a rope dangling outside her wi ndow. O that

we' re probably tal king about two perps. |'ve never seen a cab driven by
two cabbies.”

A thought struck Frank and he scribbled in his notebook

He was certain Christine Sullivan had been driven hone by soneone she
knew. Since that person or persons had not cone forward, Frank thought
he had a pretty good idea why they hadn't. And exiting out the w ndow
via a rope instead of the way they'd entered--4hrough the front
door-neant that sonething had caused the killers to rush. The nobst

obvi ous reason was the private security patrol, but the security guard
on duty that night had not reported anything out of the ordinary. The
perps didn't know that, however. The nere sight of the patrol car night
have pronpted such a hasty exit.

The Medi cal Exam ner | eaned back in his chair, unsure of what to say. He
spread out his hands. "Any suspects?"

Frank finished witing. "Mybe."

The Medi cal Exam ner | ooked sharply at him "Wat's her husband's story?
One of the richest guys in the country."

"The world." Frank put his notebook away, picked up the report, drained
the last of his coffee. "She decided to opt out on the way to the

ai rport Her husband believes she went to stay at their Watergate
apartment in town. That fact has been confirmed. Their jet was schedul ed
to pick her up in three days and take her down to the Sullivan estate
out si de of Bridgetown, Barbados. Wen she didn't show at the airport,

Sul l'ivan got worried and started calling. That's his story."

"She give himany reason for the change in plan?"
"Not that he's telling me."

"Rich guys can afford the best. Make it look like a burglary while
they're four thousand mles away swi nging in a hamock sipping island
bug juice. Think he's one of thenP"

Frank stared at the wall for a |ong nonment. H s thoughts went back to
the menory of Walter Sullivan sitting quietly next to his wife at the
nmor gue. How he | ooked when he had no reason to believe anyone was

wat chi ng.

Frank | ooked at the Medical Exaniner, then got up to |eave.
"No. | don't."
Chapter Ten

Bl LL BURTON WAS SI TTING I N THE WHI TE HOUSE SECRET Servi ce conmand post.
He slowmy put down the newspaper, his third of the norning. Each carried
a foll owup account of the murder of Christine Sullivan. The facts were
virtually the sane as the initial stories. Apparently there were no new
devel opnent s.

He had tal ked to Varney and Johnson. At a cookout over the weekend at
his place. Just him Collin and their two fell ow agents. The guy had
been in the vault, seen the President and the Ms. The nan had cone
out, knocked out the President, killed the |ady and gotten away despite



the best efforts of Burton and Collin. That story didn't exactly match
the actual sequence of events that night but both men had unfailingly
accepted Burton's version of the occurrence. Both nen had al so

expressed anger, indignation that anyone had laid a hand on the nan they
were dedicated to protect. The perp deserved what was conming to him No
one woul d hear of the President's involvenent fromthem

After they had left, Burton had sat in his backyard sipping a beer. If
they only knew. The trouble was, he did. An honest man his entire life,
Bill Burton did not savor his new role as prevaricator.

Burton swal | owed his second cup of coffees and checked his watch. He
poured hinsel f another cup and | ooked around the Wite House Secret
Service quarters

He had al ways wanted to be a nenber of an elite security force,
protecting the nost inportant individual on the planet: the quiet
resourceful ness, strength and intelligence of the Secret Service agent,
the cl ose canaraderie. The know edge that at any noment you woul d be
expected to and in fact would sacrifice your life for that of another
man, for the benefit of the comobn good, nade for a suprenely noble act
in a wrld nore and nore devoid of anything renotely virtuous. Al that
had al |l owed Agent WIlliam Janes Burton to get up with a smle each
nmorni ng and sl eep soundly at night. Now that feeling was gone. He had
sinply done his job, and the feeling was gone. He shook his head,
sneaked a qui ck snoke.

Sitting on a keg of dynanite. That's what they all were doing. The nore
Goria Russell explained it to him the nore inpossible he thought it
was.

The car had been a disaster. Very discreet inquiries had traced it
directly to the goddatmed D. C. police inpoundnent |ot. That was too
dangerous to push. Russell had been pissed. But |et her be. She said she
had this under control

Bul | shit.
He fol ded up the paper, placed it neatly away for the next agent.

Fuck Russell. The nore Burton thought about it the madder he becane. But
it was too late to go back now. He touched the left side of his jacket.
Hs .357, filled with cenment, along with Collins 9nm was at the bottom
of the Severn River at the npbst renote point they could find. To nost
per haps an unnecessary precaution, but to Burton, no precaution was
unnecessary. The police had one usel ess slug and woul d never find the
other. Even if they could, the barrel on his new pistol would be squeaky
clean. Burton wasn't worried about the ballistics departnent of the

| ocal Virginia police bringing himdown.

Burton hung his head as the events of that night raced through his m nd.
The President of the United States was an adulterer who had roughed up
his lay for the night so badly she had tried to kill himand Agents
Burton and Collin had to bl ow her away.

And then they had covered it all up. That's what rmade Burton w nce every
time he looked in the mrror. The coverup. They had lied. By their
silence they had lied. But hadn't he lied all this tine? Al these

| ate-night trysts? Wen he greeted the First Lady each nmorning? Wen
he played with their two kids on the rear lawn? Not telling themthat
her husband and their father was not nearly so nice and kind and good as
they probably believed he was. As the whole country believed he was.



The Secret Service. Burton grinmaced. It was an apt title for an unlikely
reason. The crap he had seen going on over the years. And Burton had

| ooked the other way. Every agent had, at one time or another. They al

j oked or compl ained about it in private, but that was all. That
particular, if unwelcome, function came with the job. Power made people
crazy; it made them feel invincible. And when sonethi ng bad happened it
was the working stiffs of the Secret Service who were expected to clean
up the ness.

Several times Burton had picked up the phone to call the Director of the
Secret Service. Tell himthe whole story, try to cut his | osses. But
each time he had put the phone back down, unable to say the words that
woul d end his career and, in essence, his life. And with each passing
day, Burton's hopes grew a little brighter that it mght all bl ow over,
even though his common sense told himthat could not possibly happen
Now it was too late to tell the truth, he felt. Calling in a day or two
|later with the story m ght be expl ai ned away, but not now.

H s thoughts turned back to the investigation of Christine Sullivan's
death. Burton had read with great interest the findings of the autopsy,
courtesy of the local police at the request of the President, who was
so, so distraught over the tragedy.

Fuck himtoo.

A shattered jaw and strangul ati on marks. His and Collins shots had not
inflicted those injuries. She had good reason to want to M him But
Burton couldn't | et that happen, under no circunstances could he |et
that happen. There were few absol utes anynore, but that was sure as hel
one of them

He had done the right thing. Burton told hinself that a thousand tines.
The very action he had trained virtually his entire adult Iife for. The
ordi nary person coul dn't understand, could never possibly conprehend how
an agent would think or feel if sonething bad went down on their watch

He had tal ked to one of Kennedy's agents a long tine ago. The man had
never gotten over Dallas. Wl king right beside the-President's |inp,
not hi ng he could do. And the President had died. Right in front of his
eyes, the President's head had been bl own apart. Nothing he could do,

but there was al ways sonething. A ways another precaution you could have
taken. Turned to the left instead of the right, watched one buil ding
more closely than you had. Scan the crowd with a little nmore intensity.
Kennedy's guy had never been the same. Qit the Service, divorced,
finished his human exi stence in obscurity in sone rat's hole in

M ssissippi, but still living in Dallas for the last twenty years of his
life.

That woul d never happen to Bill Burton. That was why he had hurled his
body in front of Alan Richnond's predecessor six years ago and caught
twin .38 caliber steel jackets for his trouble despite his body arnor;
one through the shoul der, the other through the forearm Mracul ously,
neither had struck any vital organs or arteries, leaving Burton only
with a nunber of scars and the heartfelt gratitude of an entire country.

And, nore inportant, the adulation of his fell ow agents.
And that was why he had fired upon Christine Sullivan

And he would do the same thing today. He would kill her, kill her as
often as it took. Pull the trigger, watch the one-hundred-sixty-grain



bullet slaminto the side of the head at over twelve hundred feet per
second, the young life over. Her choice, not his. Dead.

He went back to work. While he still coul d.

CH EF OF STAFF RuSSELL WALKED BRI SKLY DOMN THE CORRI dor. She had j ust
finished briefing the President's press secretary on the appropriate
spin for the Russia-Ukraine conflict. The bare politics of the matter

di ctated backing Russia, but bare politics rarely controlled the

deci si on-naki ng process in the R chnond admi nistration. The Russian Bear
had all the intercontinental nuclear forces now, but Ukraine was in a
much better position to becone a nmajor trade player with the Western
countries. What had tipped the scales in Wkraine's favor was the fact
that Walter Sullivan, the good and now grieving friend of the President,
was honming in on a magjor deal with that country. Sullivan and friends,

t hrough various networks, had contributed approximately twelve mllion
dollars to Richnond's canpaign, and garnered himvirtually every major
endorsenment he needed in his quest for the Oval Ofice. There was no way
he coul d not nake a significant payback on that kind of effect. Hence,
the United States woul d back Ukrai ne.

Russel | | ooked at her watch, counting her blessings that there were

i ndependent reasons for siding with Kiev over Mscow, although she felt
sure Ri chnond woul d have cone out the sane way regardl ess. He did not
forget loyalty. Favors nust be returned. A President just happened to be
in a, position to return themon a massive, global scale. One ngjor
probl em out of the way, she settled down at the desk and turned her
attention to a growing list 'of crises.

Fifteen minutes into her political juggling, Russell rose and slowy

wal ked over to the window Life went on in Washington, nuch like it had
for two hundred years. Factions were scattered everywhere, pouring
money, nmassive intellects and established heavywei ghts into the business
of politics, which essentially meant screw ng others before they got
around to screwi ng you. Russell understood that game, better than nost.
She al so | oved and excelled at it.

This was clearly her elenent, and she was as happy as she'd been in
years. Being unmarried and chil dless had started to worry her. And then
Al an Ri chnond had cone into her life. Made her see the possibility of
moving i to a level where no woman had up to the next |evel. Perhaps
ever gone. That thought wei ghed so powerfully inside her head that she
soneti mes shook with anticipation

And then a goddani ned hunk of metal exploded in her face. Were was he?
Way hadn't he cone forward? He nust, had to know what he had in his
possession. If it was noney he wanted, she would pay it. The slush funds
at her disposal were nore than adequate for even the npbst unreasonable
demands, and Russell| expected the worst. That was one of the wonderfu
thi ngs about the Wiite House. No one really knew how nuch noney it
actually took to run the place.

That was because so many agencies contributed parts of their | budget
and personnel to help the Wite House function

Wth so nmuch financial confusion, administrations rarely had to worry
about finding noney for even the nbst outrageous purchases. No, Russel
t hought to herself, noney would be the | east of her worries. She had
many others to concern herself wth, however.

Did the man know that the President was totally oblivious to the
situation? That was what was tearing Russell's stomach apart. Wat if



he tried to communicate with the President directly, and not with her?
She started to shake, and pl opped down in a chair by the w ndow.

Ri chmond woul d irrinediately recognize Russell's intentions, there was
no question of that. He was arrogant but no fool. And then he woul d
destroy her. Just like that. And she woul d be defensel ess. There woul d
be no good exposing him She couldn't prove a thing.

Her word against his. And she would be relegated to the political toxic
wast e dunp, condemned and then, worst of all, forgotten

She had to find him Sonehow get a nessage to him that he nust work
through her. There was only one person who could help her do that. She
sat back down at her desk, collected herself and resuned working. This
was no time to panic. Right now she needed to be stronger than she had
ever been in her life. She could still make it, still control the
outcone if she just kept her nerves in check, used the first-rate m nd
God had bestowed upon her. She could get out of this nmess. She knew
where she had to start.

The nmechani smthat she had chosen to use would strike anyone who knew
Goria Russell as particularly odd. But there was a side to the Chief of
Staff that would surprise those few who clainmed to know her well. Her
prof essi onal career had al ways cone f6renost to the detrinent of every
other facet of her life, including the personal, and the sexua

rel ati onshi ps that were spawned fromthat area of one's life.

But G oria Russell considered herself a very desirabl e wonman; indeed,
she possessed a femnine side that was in the sharpest contrast to her
official shroud. That the years were going by, and rapidly, only

i ncreased the apprehensi on she had been starting to feel regarding this
i mbal ance in her life.

Not that she was necessarily planning anything, especially in |ight of
the potential catastrophe she was confronted with, but she believed she
knew t he best way to acconplish this mission. And confirm her
desirability in the process. She could not escape her feelings, no nore
than she could her shadow. So why try? Anyway, she also felt that

subtl ety would be I ost on her intended target.

Several hours later she -clicked off her desk lanp and called for her
car. Then she checked the Secret Service staffing for the day and picked
up her phone. Three mnutes |ater Agent Collin stood before her, his
hands clasped in front of himin a pose standard to all the agents. She
nmotioned for himto wait a noment. She checked her nakeup, performng a
perfect oval with her lips as she reapplied her lipstick. Qut of the
corner of her eye she studied the tall, |ean man standing next to her
desk. The nmg4zi ne-cover | ooks woul d' ve been difficult for any wonan to
consciously ignore. That his profession also dictated that he. lived on
the brink of danger and coul d, indeed, be dangerous hinself, only added
favorably to the total package. Like the bad boys in high school girls
al ways seened to be drawn to, if only to escape, nonentarily, the
dul I ness of their own existence.

TimCollin, she surm sed with reasonabl e confi dence, nust have broken
many a female heart in his relatively short life.

Her cal endar was clear tonight, a rarity. She pushed her chair back and
slipped into her heels. She didn't see Agent Collin as his eyes shifted
to her legs and then quickly back to stare strai ght ahead. Had she seen,
she woul d have been pl eased, not |east of all for the obvious reason

"The President will be giving a press conference next week at the



M ddl et on Courthouse, Tim"

"Yes, ma'am nine-thirty-five AM W're working on the prelimnaries
right now" H's eyes stared straight ahead.

"Do you find that a little unusual ?"

Collin | ooked at her. "How so, ma' anP"

"It's after working hours, you can call rae Goria."

Collin shifted unconfortably fromone foot to another.

She sniled at him at his obvious awkwar dness.

"You understand what the press conference is for, don't you?"

"The President will be addressing the"--Collin swall owed
perceptibly----@the killing.of Ms. Sullivan."

"That's right. A President conducting a press conference regarding the
hom cide of a private citizen. Don't you find that curious? | believe
it's afirst in presidential history, Tim"

"l wouldn't know about that, ma--QGoria."

"You've spent a lot of time with himlately. Have you noticed anything
unusual about the President?"

"li ke what?"
"li ke has he appeared overly stressed or worried? Mre than the usual ?"

Collin slowy shook his head, not know ng where this conyersation was
i ntended to go

"I think we nmight have a slight problem Tim | think the President
m ght need our help. You're ready to help him aren't you?"

"He's the President, ma'am That's ny job, to take care of him"

Rummagi ng in her bag, she said, "Are you busy tonight, Tin? You're off

at the regular tine tonight, aren't you? | know the President's staying
in."

He nodded.

"You know where | live. Come over as soon as you're off duty. 1'd like

to talk to you privately, continue this discussion. Wuld you m nd
hel ping ne, and the President?"

Collins answer was imediate. "1'l|l be there, Goria."

JACK KNOCKED ON THE DOOR AGAIN. No ANSVEER. THE BUNDS were drawn and no
light emitted fromthe house. He was either asleep or not home. He
checked the tine. N ne o' clock

He renenbered Luther Wiitney to rarely be in bed before two or three
A.m The old Ford was in the driveway. The tiny garage door was shut.
Jack | ooked in the mail box beside the door. It was overfl ow ng. That
didn't | ook good.

Lut her was what now, nmid-sixties? Wuld he find his old friend on the
floor, cold hands clutching at his chest? Jack | ooked around and then



lifted up a corner on a terra-cotta planter next to the front door. The
spare key was still there

He | ooked around once nore, then put the key in the door and went in.

The living roomwas neat and spare. Everything was stacked where it
shoul d be.

"Lut her?" He noved through the hallway, his nmenory steering himthrough
the sinmple configurations of the house.

Bedroomon the left, toilet on the right, kitchen at the rear of the
house, small screened porch off that, garden in the back

Lut her was in none of these roons. Jack entered the small bedroom
which, like the rest of the house, was neat and orderly.

On the nightstand a nunber of picture franes containing various photos
of Kate | ooked at himas he sat on the side of the bed. He turned
qui ckly away and left the room

The tiny roons upstairs were nostly bare. He listened intently for a
monent . Not hi ng.

He sat down in the small wire and plastic kitchen chair, |ooked around.
He didn't turn on a light, but sat in the darkness. He | eaned across and
popped open the refrigerator. He grinned. Two six-packs of Bud | ooked
back at him You could always count on Luther for a cold brew. He took
one and opened the back door to step outside.

The smal | garden | ooked beaten down. The hostas and ferns drooped even
in the shade of a thick oak and the nelly npbser clematis clinging to the
boar d- on-board fence was painfully withered. Jack | ooked at Luther's
prized annual s fl owerbed and noted nore victinms than survivors of the
Washi ngton | at e-summer heat furnace.

He sat down, put the beer to his lips. Luther had clearly not been here
for a while. So? He was an adult. He could go where he wanted, when he
want ed. But something just felt wong. But it had been several years.
Habits change. He reflected a nmoment nore. But Luther's habits woul d not
have changed. The man was not |ike that. He was rock-solid, as
dependabl e a person as Jack had ever nmet in his life.

St acked-up mail, dead flowers, car not in the garage, that was not how
he woul d have voluntarily left things. Voluntarily.

Jack went back inside. The answering nachine tape was bl ank. He went
back into the small bedroom the nusty air hitting himagain as he
opened the door. He scanned the roomonce nore, then started to feel a
little silly. He wasn't a goddammed detective. Then he | aughed to

hi nsel f. Luther was probably living it up on sone island for a couple of
weeks, apd here he was playing the nervous parent. Luther was one of the
nmost capabl e men Jack had ever net. Besides, it was no business of his
anynore. The Whitney fam |y were not his concern, father or daughter. In
fact why was he even here? Trying to relive old tinmes? Trying to get
to Kate through her old man? That was the nost unlikely scenario one
coul d i magi ne.

Jack | ocked the door on the way out, replaced the key under the planter.
He gl anced back at the house and then wal ked to his car.

GLORI A RUSSELL'S HOVE OCCUPI ED A CUL-DE-SAC I N A QUI ET upper - brackets
Bet hesda suburb off River Road. Her consulting work on behal f of nany of



the country's largest corporations coupled with her sizable

prof essorshi p, and now Chief of Staff salary and nany years of carefu
investing, had left her with a deep purse, and she |liked to be
surrounded by beautiful things. The entrance was framed by an aged arbor
interlaced with strong, thick ivy. The entire front yard was encl osed by
a wai st-high brick and nortar serpentine wall and set up as a private
garden conplete with tables and unbrellas. A small fountain bubbled and
hi ssed in a darkness broken only by the shallow light throwmn fromthe
big bay window in the front of the house.

Goria Russell was sitting at one of the garden tables when Agent Collin
pulled up in his convertible, back ranrod straight, suit still crisp,
tie knotted rigidly. The Chief of Staff had not changed either. She
smled at himand they wal ked up the front wal k together and into the
house.

"Drink? You look like a bourbon-and-water person." Russell |ooked at
the young man and slowly drained her third glass of white wine. It had
been a long tinme since she had a young man over. Maybe too | ong, she was
t hi nki ng, al though the al cohol guaranteed that she wasn't thinking that
clearly.

"Beer, if you have it."

"Comi ng up." She stopped to kick off her heels and padded into the
kitchen. Collin |ooked around the expanse of the living roomwth its
bill owy professionally done- curtains, textured wall paper and tastefu
anti ques and wondered what he was doi ng here. He hoped she hurried with
the beer. A star athlete, he had been seduced by women before, from high
school on up. But this was not high school and G oria Russell was no
cheerl eader. He decided he would not be able to endure the night w thout
a heavy buzz. He had wanted to tell Burton about it, but sonething had
made hi m keep qui et.

Burton had been acting al oof and nobody. What they had done was not
wong. He knew the circunstances were awkward, and an action that would
ordinarily have brought them praise fromthe entire country had to be
kept secret. He had regretted killing the woman, but there were no other
options.

Deat h happened, tragedies occurred all the tinme. It was her tine.
Christine Sullivan's nunber had just cone up.

A few nonents | ater he was sipping his beer and checking out the Chief
of Staff's derriere as she fluffed up a pillow on the broad couch before
sitting dowmn. She smiled at him delicately sipped her w, ne.

"How | ong have you been in the Service, TinP"
"Al nmost six years."

"You've risen quickly. The President thinks quite a lot of you. He's
never forgotten that you saved his life."

"I appreciate that. | really-do."
She took another sip of wine and ran her eyes over him

He sat erect; his obvious nervousness anmused her. She finished her

exam nation and canme away very inpressed. Her attention had not been

| ost on the young agent, who was now hiding his disconfort by exani ning
the nunerous paintings that adorned the walls.



"Nice stuff." He pointed at the artwork.

She smled at him watched himhurriedly gulp his beer.
Ni ce stuff. She had been thinking the same thing.

"Let's go sit where it's nore confortable, Tim" Russell stood up and

| ooked down at him He was led fromthe living roomthrough a |ong,
narrow hal l way and then through double doors into a large sitting room
The lights canme on by thenselves, and Collin noted that through another
set of doubl e doors the Chief of Staff's bed was clearly visible.

"Wuld you mind if | take a mnute to change? |'ve been in this suit

| ong enough.", Collin watched as she went into her bedroom She did not
close the doors all the way. A sliver of the roomwas visible fromwhere
he was sitting. He turned his head away, tried to focus all his
attention on the scrolls and designs of an antique fireplace screen that
woul d be seeing activity soon. He finished his beer and instantly wanted
anot her one. He lay back in the thick cushions. He tried not to but he
coul d hear every sound she nmade. Finally, he couldn't resist it. He
turned his head and | ooked strai ght through the open doorway. Wth a

pi nch of regret he saw nothing. At first. Then she noved across the
openi ng.

It was only a nonent, as she lingered by the end of the bed, to pick up
sonme article of clothing. Chief of Staff G oria Russell parading naked
in front of himsent a jolt through Collin, although he had been
expecting it, or sonething close to it.

The night's agenda confirmed, Collin turned his head away, nmore slowy
than he probably should have. He licked the top of the beer can,
absorbing the |ast few drops of the anber liquid. He felt the butt of
hi s new weapon dig against his chest. Normally the mass of nmetal felt
conforting against his skin. Now it just hurt.

He wondered about fraternization rules. Menbers of the First Fam |y had
been known to beconme quite attached to their Secret Service agents. Over
the years there had al ways been tal k of fooling around, but the officia
policy was clear on that point. Were Collin discovered in this roomwth
a naked Chief of Staff in her bedroom his career would be short-1lived.

He thought rapidly. He could | eave right now, report in to Burton. But
how woul d that |ook? Russell ' would deny it all. Collin would | ook
like a fool, and his career woul d probably be over anyway. She had
brought himhere for a reason. She said the President needed his help.
He wondered now who he would really be helping. And for the first tine
Agent Collin felt trapped. Trapped. Wiere his athleticism his quick
wits and his 9nimwere useless to him Intellectually he was no nmatch
for the womman. In the official power structure he-was so far bel ow her
it was |ike he stared up froman abyss with a tel escope and stil
couldn't glinpse the bottomof her high heels. it promsed to be a | ong
ni ght.

WALTER SULLI VAN PACED WHI LE SANDY LORD WATCHED. A bottle of scotch
occupi ed a prom nent position on the corner of Lord' s desk. Qutside, the
darkness was marred by the dull glow of street |anps. The heat had
returned for a short spell and Lord had ordered the air conditioning to
remain on at Patton, Shaw for his very special visitor tonight. That
visitor re a hal fstopped his pacing and stared down the street whe dozen
bl ocks away sat the famliar white building, home to to Sullivan and
Lord's Al an Richnond, and one of the keys as not thinking about grand
schene. Sullivan, however, w business tonight. Lord was. But he was far



too cunning to show it. Tonight he was here for his friend. To listen to
the grief, the outpouring, to let Sullivan nmourn his little hooker

The qui cker that was done, the sooner they could get down to what really
mattered: thertext deal

"it was a beautiful service, people will renenber-it for along tine."
Lord chose his words carefully. Walter Sullivan was an old friend, but
it was a friendship built on an attorney-client relationship and thus

i ts underpinning could experience sone unexpected shifting. Sullivan was
al so the only person in Lord's acquai ntance who nade hi m nervous, where
Lord knew he was never in Conplete control, that the an he was dealing
with was at | east his equal and probably nore.

"Yes it was." Sullivan continued to | ook down the street.

He believed that he had finally convinced the police that the one-way
mrror was not connected to the crine.

Whet her they were conpletely convinced was another matter. In any event
it had been quite an enbarrassing nonent for a man not accustoned to
such. The detective, Sullivan couldn't remenber his name, had not given
Sul livan the respect he deserved and that had angered the ol der man. If
anyt hing, he had earned the respect of everyone. It did not help matters
that Sullivan did not feel the least bit confident in the |ocal police's
abilities to find the persons responsible.

He shook his head as his thoughts returned to the mrror

At least it had -not been disclosed to the press. That was attention

Sul l'ivan could not tolerate. The mirror had been Christine's idea. But
he had to admit he had gone along with it. Now as he | ooked back, it
seenmed ludicrous. At first it had fascinated him watching his wife with
other nen. He was beyond the age where he could satisfy her hinself, but
he coul d not reasonably deny her the physical pleasures that were beyond
him But it had all been absurd, including the narriage. He saw t hat

now. Trying to recapture his youth. He should have known that nature
bowed to no one, regardless of their nonetary worth. He was enbarrassed
and he was angry. He finally turned to Lord.

"I"'mnot certain that | have confidence in the detective in charge. How
can we get the federals involved?"

Lord put his glass down, lifted a cigar froma box hidden within the
recesses of his desk and slowy unwapped it.

"Homicide of a private citizen isn't grounds for a federa
i nvestigation."

"Ri chnond is getting involved."
"Fluff, if you ask ne."

Sul l'i van shook his massive head. "No. He seened genuinely concerned." t
on that concern, lin ering for too

"Maybe. Don't coun

, 9 long. He has a thousand Cans of worns to handle." -1 want the people
responsi ble for this caught, Sandy."

"l understand that, Walter. O all people, | understand that be. Youbave
to be patient. These guys weren't They wi -diners. They knew what they



were doi ng. But nickel -and
"go to trial, mark ny everybody makes ni stakes. They' words."

"And then what? Life -inprisonnent, correct?" Sullivan said
contenptibly,"It's probably not going to be a capital nurder case, so
life o chance of parole, Walis wh they'll end up getting. But n at

11 never breathe another drop of free ter, believe nme. They nn night
seemreal deair. And getting a little prick in the a

, ight.”

sirable after a few years of getting bent over every n and stared at his
friend. Walter SulliSullivan' sat down us of the van wanted no part of
any trial. Wiere all the deta of all of crine would be reveal ed. He

wi nced at the thought it being rehashed- Strangers knowing intinmate
details of his life and that of his deceased wife. He could not bear

t hat .

He just wanted the nmen caught. He woul d arrange the rest.

of Virginia would inlLord had said the Conmmonweal th Ilivan deprison for
life the persons responsible. Walter Su cided right then and there that
he woul d save the st of that |engthy incarceration.

commonweal th the coON THE END OF THE COUCH, BARE FEET
RUSSELL CURLED UP

on pullover that stopped tucked under a |oose-fitting Cott ked at him
slightly above her cal ves- Her anple cleavage Pee where the fabric
suddenly di pped. Collin had fetched hinself other glass of wine fromtwo
more beers and poured her an the bottle he had brought with him His
head was now slightly warm as though a small fire were burning inside.

The necktie was now | oosened, the jacket and gun | ay on the opposite
couch. She had fingered it as he had taken it off.

"I't's so heavy."

"You get used to it." She did not ask the question he was usually
confronted with. She knew he had killed soneone.

"Wul d you really take a bullet for the President?" She | ooked at him

t hrough drooping eyelids. She had to remain focused, she kept telling
hersel f. That had not stopped her fromleading the young nman to the very
t hreshol d of her bed.

She felt a large neasure of her control slipping anay. Wth a nasterfu
effort she started to regain it. What the hell was she doing? At a
crisis point in her life and she was acting |like a prostitute. She
needn't approach the issue in this way. She knew that. The tugging she
was feeling from another sector of her being was disrupting her

deci si on- maki ng processes.

She could not allow that, not now

She shoul d go change again, retreat back to the living room or Peerhaps
to her study where the dark oak paneling and walls of books woul d quash
the unsettling runblings.

He eyed her steadily. "Yes."



She was about to get up but never mmde it.
"I'"d take one for you too, Goria."

"For ne?" Her voice quavered. She | ooked at himagain, her strategic
pl ans forgotten, her eyes w de.

"Wthout thinking. Lot of Secret Service agents. Only one Chief of
Staff. That's the way it works." He | ooked down and said quietly, "It's
not a game, doria."

When he went again for nore beer he noticed that she had noved cl ose
enough that her knee touched his thigh when he sat down. She stretched
her | egs out, rubbing against his, and then she rested themon the table
across fromthem The pullover had sonmehow worked-itself up, revealing
thighs that were full and creamy white; they were the | egs of an ol der
worman, and a damed attractive one. Collins eyes nmoved sl owy across

the di splay of skin.

"You know |'ve always admired you. | nmean all of the agents." She al nost
seened enbarrassed. "I know sonetines you get taken for granted. | want
you to know that | appreciate you."

"I't's a great job. Wuldn't trade it for anything." He chugged anot her
beer, and felt better. H s breathing rel axed.

She smled at him "I'mglad you canme tonight."

"Anything to help, oria." H's confidence | evel was going up as his
al cohol intake increased. He finished the beer and she pointed with an
unsteady finger to a stand of |iquor over by the door. He mixed drinks
for them sat back down.

"I feel | can trust you, Tim"
"You can."

"l hope you don't take this the wong way, but | don't feel that way
with Burton."

"Bill's a top agent. The best."
She touched his arm left it there.

"I didn't nean it that way. | know he's good. | just don't know about
himsonetines. It's hard to explain. It's just an instinct on ny part."”

"You should trust your instincts. | do." He |ooked at her

She | ooked younger, nuch younger, |ike she should be graduating coll ege,
ready to take on the world.

"My instincts tell ne that you're soneone | can depend on, Tim"
"I am" He drained his drink

" Al ways?"

He stared at her, touched his enpty glass to hers. "Al ways."

H s eyes were heavy now. He thought back to high school

After scoring the wi nning touchdown in the state chanpi onship. G ndy
Purket had | ooked at himjust like that. An allgiving iook on her face.



He laid his hand on her thigh, rubbed it up and down. The flesh was just
| oose enough to be intensely womanly. She didn't resist but instead
inched cl oser. Then his hand di sappeared under the pullover, tracing
over her still firmbelly, just nicking the undersides of her breasts,
and then returning into view The other armencircled her waist, draw ng
her closer to him his hand dropped down to her bottom and gripped hard.
She sucked in air and then let it out slowy, as she leaned into his
shoul der. He felt her chest push into his arm up and down. The fl oating
mass was soft, and warm

She dropped her hand to his hardening crotch and squeezed, then lingered
her mouth over his, slowy pulling back and | ooking at him her eyelids
nmovi ng up and down in slow rhythns.

She put her drink down, and slowy, alnost teasingly, slid out of the
pul I over. He expl oded agai nst her, hands di gging under the bra strap
until he felt it give way and she poured out to him his head buried in
the | oose mounds. Next, the last renaining piece of clothing, a pair of
bl ack | ace panties, was ripped fromher body; she smiled as it was sent
sailing against the wall. Then she caught her breath as he lifted her
effortlessly and carried her into the bedroom

CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE JAGUAR DROVE SLOALY Up THE LONG DRI VE, STOPPED, and two people got
out Jack turned up the collar on his coat. The evening was brisk as
rai n-heavy clouds marched into the area.

Jenni fer wal ked around the car and settled in next to himas they |eaned
agai nst the luxury car Jack | ooked up at the place. Thick sheets of ivy
swept across the top of the entrance. The house had a heavy substance to
it, real and conmitted. Its occupants probably woul d absorb a good
measure of that. He could use that in his life right now He had.to
admt, it was beautiful. What was wong with beautiful things anyway?
Four hundred thou as a partner. If he started bringing in other clients,
who knew? Lord nade five tinmes that, two nmillion dollars a year, and
that was his base.

Conpensation figures of partners were strictly confidential and were
never discussed even under the nost informal circunstances at the firm
However, Jack had guessed correctly on the computer password to the
partner conp file.

The code word was "greed." Sonme secretary must have | aughed her ass off
over that one.

Jack | ooked over a front lawn the size of a carrier flight deck. A
vi sion gal |l oped across. He | ooked at his fiance.

"It has plenty of space to play touch football with the kids." He
smil ed.

"Yes, it does." She smiled back at him kissed his cheek gently. She
took his armand encircled her waist with it.

Jack | ooked back at the nansion, soon to be his
threepoint-eight-nillion-dollar hone. Jennifer continued to | ook at him
her sm | e broadening as she gripped his fingers. Her eyes seened to
glisten, even in the darkness.

As Jack continued to stare at the structure, he felt a rush of relief
This time he only saw w ndows.



AT THI RTY- SI X THOUSAND FEET, WALTER SULLI VAN LEANED back in the deep
softness of his cabin chair and gl anced out the wi ndow of the 747 into
the darkness. As they noved east to west, Sullivan was addi ng a nunber
of hours to his day, but tine zones had never bothered him The ol der he
becane the | ess sl eep he needed, and he had never needed very nuch to
begin wth.

The man sitting across fromhimtook the opportunity to exani ne the

ol der man closely. Sullivan was known throughout the world as a

|l egitimate, although sonmetinmes bullying, global businessnman

| ,egitimate. That was the key word running itself through M chae
McCarty's head. Legitinmate businessnen typically had no need of, nor
desire to speak with, gentlemen in MCarty's profession. But when one is
al erted through the nost discreet channels that one of the wealthiest
men on earth desired a neeting with you, then you attended. McCarty had
not becone one of the world' s forenpst assassins because he particularly
enjoyed the work. He particularly enjoyed the noney and with it the

| uxuries that noney inspired.

McCarty's added advantage was the fact that he appeared to be a

busi nessman hi nmsel f. |1vy League good | ooks, which wasn't too far afield,
since, he held a degree in international politics fromDartmuth. Wth
his thick, wavy blond hair, broad shoul ders and winkle-free face he
could be the hardcharging entrepreneur on the way up or a filmstar at
his peak. The fact that he killed people for a living, at a per-hit fee
of in excess of. one million dollars, did nothing to danmpen his youthfu
enthusiasmor his love of life.

Sullivan finally |l ooked at him MCarty, despite an enornmous confidence
in his abilities and a suprene cool ness under pressure, began to grow

nervous under the billionaire's scrutiny. Fromone elite to another.

"I want you to kill soneone for ne," Sullivan said sinply"Unfortunately,
at the present tine, | do not know who that person is. But with any
luck, one day | will. Until that tinme cones, | will place you on a

retainer so that your services will always be available to ne until such
time as | need them"

McCarty smiled and shook his head. "You nay be aware of ny reputation,
M. Sullivan. My services are already in great demand. My work carries
me all over the world, as |I'msure you know. Were | to devote ny ful
time to you until this opportunity arose, then |I would be forgoing other
wor k.

I"mafraid my bank account, along with ny reputation, would suffer.”

Sullivan's reply was i medi ate. "One hundred thousand dollars a day
until that opportunity arises, M. MCarty.

When you successfully conplete the task, double your usual fee. | can do
nothing to preserve your reputation; however, | trust that the per them
arrangenment will forestall any damage to your financial status.”

McCarty's eyes widened just a bit and then he quickly regained his
composur e

"I think that will be adequate, M. Sullivan."

"OfF course you realize | am placing considerabl e confidence not only in
your skills at elimnating subjects, but also in your discretion.”

McCarty hid his smle. He had been picked up in Sullivan's plane in



I stanbul at m dnight local time. The flight crew had no i dea who he was.
No one had ever identified him thus soneone recognizing himwas not a
concern. Sullivan Meeting himin person elimnated one thing. An

i nterynedi ary who woul d then have Sullivan in his control.
McuCilivrtayn, on the other hand, had no earthly reason to betray S and
every notivation not to.

Sul l'i van continued, "You will receive particulars as they becone

avail able. You will assimlate yourysoeul rf tianstkomnthaye Washi ngton,
D.C., metropolitan area, although take you anywhere in the world. | wll
need you to nove on a nmonment's notice. You will make your |ocation known
to ne at all times and will check in with ne daily on secured

communi cation lines that | will establish. You will pay your own
expenses out of the per them A wre transfer will be set up to funnel
the fee to an account of your choosing. My planes will be available to

you if the need arises. Understood?"

McCarty nodded, a little Put off by his client's series or commands. But
then you didn't get to be a billionaire w thout being sonewhat

commandi ng, did you? On top of that MCarty had read about Christine
Sul l'ivan. Who the hell could blame the old nan?

Sul l'i van pushed a button on the arnrest of his chair.
"Thomas? How long until we're stateside?"

The voice was brisk and inforned. "Five hours and fifteen m nutes, M.
Sullivan, if we nmaintain present air speed and altitude."

"Make sure that we do."
"Yes sir."

Sul l'i van pressed anot her button and the cabin attendant appeared and
efficiently served themthe sort of dinner that McCarty had never had on
a plane before. Sullivan said nothing to McCarty until the dinner was
cleared and the younger man rose and was being directed to his sl eeping
quarters by the attendant. Registering on a sweep of Suffivan's hand,
the attendant di sappeared Wthin the recesses of the aircraft.

"One nore thing, M. MCarty. Have you ever failed on a nission?"

McCarty's eyes turned to slits as he stared back at his new enpl oyer.
For the first time it was evident that the lvy Leaguer was extrenely
danger ous.

Sonetinmes they seem

"Once, M. Sullivan . The Israelis.

nmore than human.”

"Pl ease don't nake it twice. Thank YQOU. "

M NG THE HALLS OF THE SULLI VAN SETH FRANK WAS ROA

still up outside, flutterhone. The yellow police |lines were and

t hi ckeni ng bank of ing softly in the increasing breeze y rain. Sullivan
was dark clouds that prom sed nore heav donestic staying at his

Wat er gat e pent house downtown. His r Island, staff were at their

enpl oyer's residence on Fished Florida, catering to Meinbers of
Sullivan's famly. He had already interviewed each of themin person.
They were being flown home shortly for nore detail ed questioning- It was



as He took a noment to admire the surroundings.

though he were touring a museum All that noney. The place reeked of it,
fromthe superlative antiques to the broadbrush ings that casually hung
everywhere, with real signatures paint original

at the bottom Hell, everything in the house was an He wandered into the
kitchen and then into the dining room The table resenbled a bridge
spanning the pale blue rug spread over the refinished parquet flooring.
Hi s feet seenmed to be sucked into the tiiick, heavy fibers. He sat down
at the head of the table, his eyes constantly roani ng.

As far as he could tell nothing had happened in . here. Tine d progress
was not coming easily was slipping by an gh the heavy outside the sun
momentarily pushed throu He woul dn't clouds and Frank got his first
break on the case.

have noticed it if he hadn't been adm ring the noldings around the
ceiling. H's father had been a carpenter. Joints snooth as a baby's
cheek.

That's when he observed the rai nbow dancing across the ceiling. As he
admred the parallels of color, he began to wonder about its source,
like the folklore of tracking the pot of gold at the end of the striped
apparition. His eye scanned the room It took hima few seconds, but
then he had it. He quickly knelt down beside the table and peered under
one of the legs. The table was a Sheraton, Eighteenth Century, which
meant it was as heavy as a sem . It took himtwo tries, and perspiration
broke across his forehead, a trickle entering his right eye and naki ng
himtear for a nonent, but he finally managed to budge the table and
pull it out.

He sat back down and | ooked at his new possession, maybe his little pot
of gold. The little piece of silver-colored material acted as a barrier
between the furniture to prevent the wet carpet from causi ng danmage to
wood or uphol stery and al so stopped | eaching into the danmp fibers. Wth
the aid of sunlight, its reflective surface al so nade for a nice

rai nbow. He had had simlar ones in his own house when his wife had
gotten particularly nervous about a visit fromher in-laws and decided
sonme serious househol d cl eaning had to be done.

He took out his notebook. The servants arrived at Dulles at ten tonorrow
mor ni ng. Frank doubted in this house if the small piece of foil he was
hol di ng woul d have been allowed to remain in its resting place for very
long. It could be nothing. It could be everything. A perfect way to
gauge the lay of the land. It would probably fall somewhere in between,
if he were very, very | ucky.

He hit the floor again and sniffed the carpet, ran his fingers through
the fibers. The stuff they used nowadays, you could never tell. No odor,
dried in a couple of hours. He would know soon enough how long it had
been; if it could tell himanything. He could call Sullivan, but for
sone reason, he wanted to hear it from soneone other than the naster of
the house. The old nman was not high on the list of suspects, but Frank
was smart enough to realize that Sullivan remained on that |ist. Wether
his place descended or ascended depended on what Frank could find out
today, tonmorrow, next week. Wien you boiled it down, it was that sinple.

That was good, because up to now not hing about the death of Christine
Sul l'i van had been sinple. He wandered out of the room thinking about
t he whi nsi cal nature of rai nbows and police investigations in general



BuRTON SCANNED THE CROWD, COLLIN BESIDE HHM ALAN Ri chnond made his way
to the informal podium set up on the steps of the M ddl eton Courthouse,
a broad block of nortar-sneared brick, stark white dentil noldings,
weat her beat en cenent steps and the ubiquitous Anerican flag al ongside
its Virginia counterpart swooping and swirling in the norning breeze.
Precisely at nine-thirty-five the President began to speak. Behind him
stood the craggy and expressionless Walter Sullivan with -the ponderous
Her bert Sanderson Lord beside him

Collin noved a little closer to the crowd of reporters at the bottom of
the courthouse steps as they strained and positioned |ike opposing teans
of basketball players waiting for the foul shot to swish or bang off the
rim He had left the Chief of Staff's home at three in the norning. Wat
a night it had been. What a week it had been. As ruthless and unfeeling
as Goria Russell seermed in public life, Collin had seen another side of
the woman, a side that he was strongly attracted to. It still seemned
like a carel ess daydream He had slept with the President's Chief of
Staff. That sinply did not happen. But it had happened to Agent Tim
Collin. They had planned to see each other tonight as well. They had to
be careful, but they were both.cautious by nature. Were it would | ead,
Coll'in did not know.

Born and raised in Lawrence, Kansas, Collin had igood set of M dwestern
values to fall back upon. You dated, fen in love, married and had four
or five kids, strictly in that order

He didn't see that happening here. All he knewwt as he wanted o be
with her again- He glanced across and eyed her where she stood behind
and to the left of the President. Sunglasses On, wind lifting her hair
slightly; she seened in conplete control of everything around her

Burton had his eyes on the crowd, then glanced at his partner in time to
see the latter's gaze riveted for an instant on the Chief of Staff.
Burton frowned. Collin was a good agent who did his job well, maybe to
the Point of overzeal Qusness.

Not the first agent to suffer fromthat, and not necessarily a bad trait
intheir line O work. But You kept your eyes on the crowd, everything
out there. What the hell was going on?

Burton made a sideways gl ance at Russell, but she stared strai ght ahead,
seemingly olivious to the nen assigned to protect her. Burton | ooked at
Collin once nore. The kid now scanned the crowd, changing his pace every
now and then, left to right, right to left, sometimes up, occasionally
he woul d stare strai ght ahead, no trace of a pattern a potentia
assailant could count on. But Burton could not forget the | ook he had
given the Chief of Staff. Behind the Sungl asses Burton had seen

somet hing he did not Iike.

Al an Ri chnmond fini shed his speech by staring stonily out at the

cl oudl ess sky as the wi nd whi pped through his perfectly styled hair. He
seenmed to be looking to God for help, but in actuality he was trying to
remenber if he was neeting the Japanese anbassador at two or three that
afternoon. But his faraway, alnost visionary |ook would carry well on
the eveni ng news.

On cue he snapped back to attention and turned to Walter Sullivan and
gave the bereaved husband a hug befitting sonmeone of his stature.

"God, | amso sorry, Walter. My deepest, deepest condol ences. |If there
i s anything, anything that | can do. You know that."



Sullivan held on to the hand that was offered to him and his | egs began
to shake until two of his entourage invisibly supported himw th a quick
thrust of sinewy arns.

"Thank you, M. President."
"Al an, please, Walter. Friend to friend now. "

"I bank you, Al an, you have no idea how rmuch | appreciate your taking the
time to do this. Christy would have been so noved by your words today
Only Goria Russell, who was watching the pair closely, noticed the
slight twinge of a smirk at the corner of her boss's cheek. Then, in an
instant it was gone.

"I know there are really no words | can say to do justice to what you're
feeling, Walter. It seenms nore and nore that things in this world happen
for no purpose. Except for her sudden illness, this never woul d' ve
happened. | can't explain why things |ike this occur,- no one can. But |
want you to know that | am here for you, when you need ne. Anytime,

anypl ace. We've been through so nuch together. And you've certainly

hel ped me through sonme pretty rough tines."

"Your friendship has always been inportant to me, Alan. | won't forget
this."

Ri chmond slid an arm around the old man's shoul ders. In the background
m crophones dangl ed on | ong poles. Like giant rods and reels, they
surrounded the pair despite the collective efforts of the nen's
respective entourages.

"Walter, I'"'mgoing to get involved in this. | know sone people will say
it's not ny job and in ny position | can't become personally invol ved

wi th anything. But goddanmit, Walter, you're ny friend and I'm not going
to just let this slide away. The people responsible for this are going
to pay."

The two nmen enbraced once nore as the photographers popped away. The
twenty-foot antennas sprouting fromthe fleet of news trucks dutifully
broadcast this tender nonent to the world. Another exanple of President
Al an Ri chnond being nore than just a President. It nade the Wite House
PR staff giddy thinking about the initial preelection polls.

THE TELEVI SI ON CHANNELHOPPED FROM MIV To GRAND CLE

Qpry to cartoons, to QUCto CNNto Pro Westling and then back to CNN.
The man sat up in bed and put out his cigarette, laid the renote down.
The President was giving a press conference. He | ooked stem and
appropriately appall ed at the abom nabl e murder of Christine Sullivan,
wife of billionaire Walter Sullivan, one of the President's closest
friends, and its synbolismof the growing | awl essness in this country.

Whet her the President woul d have nade the sane pitch if the Victimhad
been a poor bl ack, Hispanic or Asian found with his throat cut in an
all ey in Southeast D.C. was never addressed. The President spoke in
firm crisp tones with the Perfect trace of anger, of toughness. The
vi ol ence nust stop

The people nust feel safe in their hones, or at their estates in this
Particul ar case. It was an inpressive scene. A thoughtful and caring
Pr esi dent .

The reporters were eating it up, asking all the right questions.



The tel evision showed Chief of Staff doria Russell, dressed in black,
noddi ng approvi ngly when the President hit key points in his views on
crime and punishnment. the police fraternity and AARP vote was | ocked up
for the next election. Forty mllion votes, well worth the norning drive
out .

She woul d not have been so happy if she knew who was wat ching themri ght
this mnute. Whose eyes bored into every inch of flesh on both her and
the President's faces, as the menories of that night, never far fromthe
surface, welled up like an oil fire spewi ng heat and potentia
destruction in all directions.

The flight to Barbados had been uneventful. The Airbus was a vast ship
whose nassive engines had effortlessly ripped the plane fromthe ground
in San Juan, Puerto Rico, and in a few mnutes they had hit their
cruising altitude of 36,000 feet.

The pl ane was packed, San Juan acting as a feeder for tourists bound for
the clusters of islands that nade up the Cari bbean vacation strip.
Passengers from Oregon and New York and all Points in between | ooked at
the wall of black clouds as the plane banked | eft and noved away from
the remmants OF an early-season tropical stormthat had never hit

hurri cane status.

A nmetal stairway met them as they departed the aircraft- A car, tiny by
Anmeri can standards, shepherded five O themon the won side of the road
as they left the airport and headed 9 into Bridgetown, the capital of
the former British colony, which had retained strong traces O its |ong
colonialismin its speech, dress and mannerisns. |In nel odi ous tones the
driver informed them of the many wonders of the tiny island, pointing
out the pirate ship tour as the skull and crossbones ship pounded
through still rough seas. On its deck, pale but reddening tourists were
plied with rum punch in such levels that they would all be very drunk
and/ or very sick by the tinme they returned to the dock |ater that
afternoon I n the back seat two couples from Des Mines made excited
plans in chirrupy patters of conversation. The ol der man who sat in the
front seat staring out the windshield had his thoughts mred two
thousand mles north. once or twi ce he checked where they were headed,
instinctively craving the lay of the land. The major |andmarks were
relatively few, the island was barely twenty-one nmles | ong and fourteen
mles across at its wi dest point. The near constant eighty-five-degree
heat was aneliorated by the continual breeze, its sound eventually

di sappearing into one's subconsci ous but always nearby |ike a faded but
still potent dream

The hotel was an Anerican standard Hilton built on a nman-nade beach that
jutted out on one end of the island. Its staff was well-trained,
courteous and nore than willing to | eave you alone if that was desired.
Wi |l e nost of the guests gave thensel ves whol eheartedly to the panpering
efforts, one patron shunned contact, leaving his roomonly to wander to
i sol ated areas of the white beach or the nountainous Atlantic Ccean side
of the island- The rest of the time was spent in his room |ights set
low, TV on, roomservice trays'littering the carpet and w cker
furni shi ngs.

On the first day there Luther had grabbed a cab fromin front of the
hotel and taken a ride north, alnpst to the edge of the ocean, where
atop one of the island's nunerous hills stood the Sullivan estate.
Luther's sel ection of Barbados had not been arbitrary.

"You know M. Sullivan? He's not here. Went back to America." The
cabbie's lyrical tones had brought Luther out of his trance. The massive



iron gates at the bottomof the grassy hill hid a long, w nding drive up
to the mansion, which, with its sal non-colored stucco walls and

ei ght eenf oot - hi gh white marbl e col ums, | ooked strangely appropriate in
the lush greenery, like an enornmous pink rose jutting out fromthe
bushes.

"I'"ve been to his place,” Luther answered. "In the States."

The cabbi e | ooked at himw th new respect.
"I's anyone honme? Any of the staff naybe?"
The man shook his head. "All gone. Di's norning."

Lut her sat back in his seat. The reason was obvious. They had found the
m stress of the house.

Lut her spent the next several days on the broad white beaches watching
crui se ships unload their population into the duty-free shops that
littered the downtown area. Dreadl ocked residents of the island nade
their rounds with their battered briefcases housi ng watches, perfunes
and other counterfeit paraphernali a.

For five Anerican dollars, you could watch an islander cut up an al oe

| eaf and pour its rich liquid into a small glass bottle for use when the
sun started to nip at tender white skin that had | ain dormant and
unbl enmi shed behind suits and bl ouses. Your own handwoven corn rows cost
you forty dollars and took about an hour, and there were many women with
flabby arms and thick, crunpled feet who patiently lay in the sand while
this operation was performed upon them

The island' s beauty should have served to free Luther, to sonme degree,
fromhis nmelancholy. And, finally, the warning sun, gentle breezes and
| ow- key approach to |ife of the island popul ace had eroded his nervous
agitation to where he occasionally sniled at a passerby, spoke
nmonosyl | abl es to the bartender and sipped his m xed drinks far into the
night while lying on the beach, the surf pounding into the darkness and
gently lifting himaway fromhis nightnare. He planned to nove on in a
few days. Wiere to, he wasn't quite sure

And then the channel hoppi ng stopped at the CNN broadcast and Lut her,
like a battered fish on an unbreakable Iine, was sent reeling toward
what he had spent several thousand dollars and travel ed several thousand
mles trying to escape.

RUSSELL STUMBLED OUT OF BED AND WALKED OVER TO THE bureau, funbled for a
pack of cigarettes.

"They' |l cut ten years off your life." Collin rolled over and wat ched
her naked machi nati ons wi th anmusenent.

"This job's already done that." She lit up, inhaled deeply for severa
seconds, put the snoke out and clinbed back in bed, snuggling butt-first
to Collin, smling contentedly as she was w apped up in his |ong,
muscul ar ar ns.

"The press conference went well, don't you think?" She could feel him
thinking it through. He was fairly transparent.

Wthout the sunglasses they all were, she felt.

"As long as they don't find out what really happened.”



She turned to face him traced her finger along his neck, making a V
agai nst his snmooth chest. Richnond's chest had been hairy, sone of the
tufts turning gray, curling at the edges. Collins was |like a baby's
bottom but she could feel the hard muscle beneath the skin. He could
break her neck with no nore than a passing notion. She wonder ed,
briefly, how that woul d feel

"You know we have a problem™

Collin al nost |aughed' out | oud. "Yeah, we've got sonme guy out there with
the President's and a dead wonan's prints and blood on a knife. That
qualifies as a big problemI'd say."

"Whay do you think he hasn't cone forward?"

Collin shrugged. If he were the guy he woul d' ve di sappeared. Taken the
stash and gone. MIlions of dollars. As loyal as Collin was, what he
could do with that kind of noney. He woul d di sappear too. For a while.
He | ooked at her. Wth that kind of noney woul d she condescend to go
with hin? Then he turned his thoughts back to the discussion at hand.
Maybe the guy was a menber of the President's political party, maybe he
had voted for him In any event why bring yourself that kind of trouble.

"Probably scared to," he finally replied.

"There are ways of doing it anonynously."

"Maybe the guy's not that sophisticated. O maybe there's no profit in
that. O maybe he doesn't give a shit. Take your pick. If he was going
to conme forward, he probably would have. |If he does, we'll sure know
soon enough."

She sat up in bed.

"Tim I'mreally worried about this." The edge in her voice made himsit
up too. "I nmade the decision to keep that letter opener as is. |If the
President were to find out " She | ooked at him He read the nessage
in her eyes and stroked her hair and then cupped her cheek with his
hand.

"He's not going to find out fromme."

She smled. "I knowthat, Tim | really believe that. But if he, this
Person, were to sonehow try to comunicate with the President directly."

Collin | ooked puzzled. "Wy would he do that?"

Russell shifted to the side of the bed, let her feet dangle severa
inches fromthe floor. For the first tine Collin noticed the snal
reddi sh oval birthmark, half the size of a penny, at the base of her
neck. Next he noticed that she was shivering, even though the room was
war m

"Why woul d he do that, doria?" Collin edged cl oser

She spoke to the bedroomwall. "Has it occurred to you that that letter
opener represents one of the nost valuable objects in the world?" She
turned to him rubbed his hair, snmled at the vacant expression that was
slowy co concl usion

"Bl ackmai | ?"

She nodded at him



Mng to a
"How do you bl acknmail the goddammed Presi dent ?"

She got up, threw a | oose robe around her shoul ders and poured anot her
drink fromthe al nost-enpty decanter

"Bei ng President doesn't make you inmune from blackit just gives you
that much nore to mail attenpts, Tim Hell, lose ... or gain."

She slowy stirred her drink, sat down on a couch and tipped her gl ass
back, the liquid warm and soot hi ng goi ng down. She had been dri nki ng
much nore than usual |ately.

Not that her performance had been inpaired, but she would have to watch
it, especially at this level, at this critical point.

But she deci ded she would watch it tomorrow. Tonight, with the weight of
political disaster |urking above her shoul ders, and a young, handsone
man in her bed, she would drink

She felt fifteen years younger. Every passing nonent with himnade her
feel nore beautiful. She would not forget her primary goal, but who was
to say she couldn't enjoy hersel f?

"What do you want nme to do?" Collin | ooked at her

Russel | had been waiting for that. Her young, handsone Secret Service
agent. A nodern white knight like the kind she read about as a wi de-eyed
girl. She | ooked at himas the drink dangled fromher fingers. She used
her other hand to slowy pull off her robe and let it drop to the floor.
There was tinme enough, especially for a thirty-seven-year-old woman who
had never had a serious relationship with a man.

Ti me enough for everything. The drink soothed away her fear, her
paranoia. And with it her cautiousness. Al of which she needed in
abundance. But not tonight.

"There is sonmething you can do for ne. But I1'll tell you in the

nmorni ng." She sniled, lay back on the couch and put out her hand.

Obedi ently he rose and went to her. A few nonents later the only sounds
were intermngled groans and the persistent squeaks of the overw ought
couch.

A HALF- BLOCK DOWN THE STREET FROM RuSSELL'S HOVE, e Bill Burton sat in
his wife's nond script Bonneville and cradled a can of Diet Coke between
hi s knees. Qccasionally he would gl ance at the house that he had
observed his partner entering at 12:14 a.m and where he'd caught a
glinpse of the Chief of Staff in attire that didn't indicate the visit
was a business one. Wth his |long-range | ens he had gotten two pictures
of that particular scene that Russell would have killed to get her hands
on. The lights in the house had noved progressively fromroomto room
until they reached the east side of the place, when all lights were
dramatical |y extingui shed.

Burton | ooked at the dormant taillights of his partner's car.

The kid had nmade a m stake. Being here. This WAs a career ender, maybe
for both himand Russell. Burton thought back to that night. Collin
raci ng back to the house. Russell white as a sheet. Wiy? 1In all the
confusion Burton had forgotten to ask. And then they were smashi ng
through cornfields after someone who shoul dn't have been there but sure



as hell had been.

But Collin had gone back in that house for a reason. And Burton deci ded
it was tinme he found out what that reason was. He had a dimfeeling of a
conspiracy slowy evol ving.

Si nce he had been excluded from participating, he naturally concl uded
that he was probably not intended to benefit fromthat conspiracy. Not
for one nonment did he believe that Russell was interested solely in what
was behind his partner's zipper. She was not that type, not by a |ong
shot .

Everyt hi ng she did had a Purpose, an inportant Purpose. A
good fuck froma Young buck was not nearly inportant enough.

Anot her two hours passed. Burton | ooked at his watch and then stiffened
as he saw Collin open the front door, nove slowy down the wal k and get
in his car. As he drove by, Burton ducked down in his seat, feeling
slightly g Ity at this ui surveillance of a fellow agent. He watched the
wi nk of a turn signal as the Ford nmade its way out of the high-priced

ar ea.

Burton | ooked back up at the house. A light came on in what probably was
the living room It was |ate, but apparently the |ady of the house was
still going strong. Her stami na was | egendary around the White House.
Burton briefly wondered if she exhibited that sane endurance between the
sheets. Two minutes later the street was enpty. The light in the house
remai ned on.

CHAPTER TVELVE
THE

PLANE LAVED AND THUNDERED TO A MP ON THE SHORT strip of tarnmac
constituting National Airport's main runway, hit an inmmediate left a few
hundred yards fromthe tiny inlet that accessed the enthusiasts, and

t axi epdot omac for the swarnms of weekend boat to gate nunber nine. An

ai rport security officer was answering questions froma group of

anxi ous, camera-toting tourists and did not observe the man wal ki ng
rapidly past him Not that identification was going to be nade anyway.

Luther's return trip had followed the circuity of his exit. A stopover
in Mam, and then Dallas/Fort Wrth.

He grabbed a cab and watched t he south-noving rushhour traffic on the
Geor ge Washi ngton Parkway as weary commuters threaded their way hone.
The skies prom sed nore rain, and the w nd whi pped through the
tree-lined parkway neandering lazily on its parallel course with the
Pot omac. Pl anes periodically rocketed into the air, banking left and
rapi dly di sappearing into the clouds.

One nore battle beckoned Luther. The inmage of a righteously indignant
Presi dent Ri chnond pounding the lectern in his inpassioned speech
agai nst violence, his snmug Chief of Staff by his side, was the one
constant in Luther's life now.

The old, tired and fearful man who had fled the country was no | onger
tired, no longer fearful. The overriding guilt at allow ng a young woman
to die had been replaced with an overriding hate, an anger that surged
through every nerve in his body. If he was to be, of sorts, Christine
Sul l'i van's avengi ng angel, he would performthat task with every ounce
of energy and every shred of ingenuity he had left.



Lut her settled back into his seat, nmunched on some crackers saved from
the plane trip, and wondered if doria Russell was any good at playing
chi cken.

SETH FRANK GLANCED OUF THE CAR wi NDow. Hi s PERSONAL interviews of Walter
Sul l'ivan's househol d staff had revealed two things of interest, the
first of which was the business enterprise Frank was now parked in front
of ; the second could keep. Housed in a long, gray concrete building in a
heavy commercial area of Springfield just outside the Beltway, Metro
Steam Cl eaner's sign proclained that it had been in business since 1949
That was stability that neant nothing to Frank. A lot of |ong-standing

| egiti mate busi nesses were now noney-laundering fronts for organized
crime, both Mafia, Chinese and Anerica's own honmegrown versions.

And a carpet cleaner that catered to affluent honeowners was in a
perfect position to scope alarmsystens, cash and jewelry nests and
patterns of behavior of the intended victins and their househol ds.
Whet her he was dealing with a | oner or an entire organi zati on Frank
didn't know. It was nore likely that he was headed toward a dead end,
but then you never knew. There were two patrol cars stationed three
m nutes away. Just in case. Frank got out of his car. '

"That woul d have been Rogers, Budi zinski and Jerome Pettis. Yep, August
30, nine A m Three floors. Damm house was so big, it took all day even
with three guys." CGeorge Patterson consulted his record book while
Frank's eyes took in the griny office.

"Can | speak to thenP"
"You can to Pettis. The other two are gone."
"Per manent | y?" Patterson nodded. "How | ong had they been with you?"

Patterson's eyes scanned his enploynent | og. "Jerone's been with ne five
years. He's one of ny best People. Rogers was about two nonths. | think
he nmoved out of the area.

Budi zi nski had been with us about four weeks."
"Pretty Short stays."

"Hell, that's the nature of the business. Spend a thousand bucks
training these guys and whamthey' re gone. It's not a career-type job,
YQU know what | nmean? It's hot, dirty work.

And the pay ain't exactly going to put you on the Riviera, you hear what
"' m sayi ng?"

"You got addresses for then?@ Frank took out his notebook

"Well, like | said, Rogers noved. Pettis is in today, if you want to
talk to him He's got ajob to do out in MlLean in about a half hour
He's back | oading his truck now "Who deci des which crew goes to which
house?"

"l do."
"Al the tinme?"

Patterson hesitated. "Well, | got guys who specialize in different
stuff."Who specializes in the high-dollar areas?"

"Jeronme. Like | said, he's ny best guy."



"How did the other two get assigned to hin®"

"I don't know, we juggle stuff like that. Depends on who Shows up for
wor k sometinmes. "

"YQU renmenber any of those three being particularly interested in
visiting the Sullivan place?"

Patt erson shook his head.
"VWhat about Budi zi nski? You got an address on hinP"

Patterson consulted a notebook cranmed with paper and wote on a slip of
paper. "lIt's over in Arlington. Don't knowif he's still there."

“I''l'l want their enployment file. Social Security nunbers, birthdates,
job history, all that stuff."

"Sally can get that for you. She's the gal up front."
"Thanks. You got photos of these guys?"

Patterson | ooked at Frank like he was nuts. "Are you kidding. This ain't
the FBlI, for crying out |oud."

"Can you give ne a description?" Frank asked patiently.

"I'"ve got sixty-five enployees and a turnover rate of over sixty
percent. | usually don't even see the guy after he's hired. Everybody
starts to | ook the sane after a while anyway. Pettis'|| renenber."

"Anyt hing el se you think mght help me?"

Patterson shook his head. "You think one of them m ght have killed that
woman?"

Frank stood up and stretched. "I don't know. Wat do you think?"
"Hey, | . get all kinds in here. Nothing surprises nme anynore."
Frank turned to | eave, then turned back. "Ch by the way, I'll want

records of all hones and establishments cl eaned by your firmin
M ddleton in the last tw years."

Patterson expl oded out of his chair. "What the fuck for?"

"You have the records?"

"Yeah, | got 'em

"Good, |et ne know when they're ready. Have a good one."

JEROMVE P=S WAS A TALL, CADAVEROUS BLACK MAN IN HI' S early forties with a
perpetual cigarette hanging fromhis nmouth. Frank watched adnmiringly as
the man nmet hodi cally | oaded the heavy cl eaning equi pnent with a

practi ced hand.

Hi s blue jumpsuit announced that he was a senior technician with Metro.
He didn't | ook at Frank, kept his eyes on his work. Al around themin
the huge garage white vans were being sinmlarly | oaded. A couple of nen
stared over at Frank but quickly returned to their work.

"M . Patterson said you had sone questions?"



Frank Parked hinself on the van's front bunper. "A few.

You did a job at Walter Sullivan's hone in Mddleton on August 30 of
this year."

Pettis's brow furrowed. "August? Hell, | do about four homes a day.
don't renmenber themcuz they aren't that nenorable."

"This one took you all day. Big house out in M ddleton
Rogers and Budi zi nski were with you."

Pettis sniled. "That's right. Biggest goddamed house |'d.
ever seen and |'ve seen sone bad pl aces, man."

Frank smiled back. "That's the sanme thing | thought when | sawit.
Pettis straightened up, relit his cigarette. "Problemwas all that
furniture. Had to nove every dam piece, and sone of that shit was
heavy, heavy |ike they don't nake no nore., @

"So you were there all day?" Frank hadn't neant the question to cone out
t hat way.

Pettis stiffened, sucked on his Canel and | eaned agai nst the door of the
van. "So how conme the cops are interested in how the carpets were
cl eaned?"

"Worman was nurdered in the house. Apparently she mixed it up with sone
burglars. Don't you read the papers?"

"Just the sports. And you're wondering if |'mone of them dudes?"

"Not right now |'mjust collecting information. Everybody who was near
that house recently interests me. I'Il probably talk to the mail man
next."

"You're funny for a cop. You think I killed her?"

"I think if you did, you're @nart enough not to stick around here
waiting for me to ring your doorbell. These two nen who were with you,
what can you tell ne about thenf"

Pettis finished his snoke and | ooked at Frank w thout answering. Frank
started to cl ose his notebook.

"You want a | awyer, Jerone?"
"Do | need one?"

"Not as far as |'mconcerned, but it's not ny call. | don't plan on
pulling out ny Mranda card if that's what you' re worried about."

Pettis finally | ooked at the concrete floor, crushed out his cigarette,
| ooked back at Frank. "Look, nman, |'ve been with M. Patterson a |ong
time. Cone to work every day, do ny job, take ny paycheck and go hone."

"Then it sounds like you have nothing to worry about."

"Right. Look, |I did sone stuff a while back. Did sone tine. You can pul
it off your conmputers in five seconds. So |I'm not gonna sit here and
bul I shit you, okay?"



"Ckay. "

"I"ve got four kids and no wife. | didn't break into that house and
didn't do anything to that woman."

"l believe you, Jerome. I'ma lot nore interested in Rogers and
Budi zi nski . "

Pettis eyed the detective for several seconds. "Let's take a walL"

The two nmen left the garage and wal ked over to an ancient Buick as big
as a boat that had nore rust than nmetal. Pettis got inside. Frank
fol | owed.

"Big ears in the garage, you know?"
Frank nodded.

"Brian Rogers. Called himSlick cuz he was a good worker, picked up
things fast."

"What'd he | ook |ike?"

"White guy about fifty, maybe older. Not too tall, five eight, maybe a
buck fifty. Tal kative. Wrked hard."

"And Budi zi nski ?" '

"Buddy. Everybody here has a nicknane. |'m Ton. For skeletor4 you know. "
Frank smiled at that one. "He was a white guy too, a little bigger
Maybe a little older than Slick.

He kept to himself. Did what he was told and nothing nore."
"VWich one did the master bedroonf"

"We all did. W had to lift the bed and the bureau. They wei ghed a
coupl e tons each. Back still hurts." Jerome reached in the rear seat and
pull ed out a cooler. "No tinme for breakfast this norning", he explained
as he pulled out a banana and an egg biscuit.

Frank shifted unconfortably in the worn seat. A piece of netal jabbed
into his back. The car reeked of cigarette snoke.

"Were either of themever alone in the master bedroom or the house?"

"Al ways sonebody in the house. Man had a | ot of people working there.
They coul da gone upstairs by thenselves. | never kept a watch on them
Wasn't ny job, you know?"

"How d Rogers and Budi zi nski come to be working with you that day?"

Jerome thought for a noment. "I'mnot sure, come to think of it. | know
it was an early job. It might've just been they were the first ones
here. Sonetines that's all it takes."

"So if they knew ahead of time You were going to do a place like that
early, and they got here before everyone el se, they could hook on with
you?"

"Yeah, | guess they could. Man, we just |ook for bodies, You know what
I"msaying? Don't take no brain surgeon to do this shit."

"When was the |last time you saw t hen?"



The O her man scrunched up his face, bit into his banana.

"Couple O Mdnths ago, maybe |onger. Buddy left first, never said why.
Guys cone and go all the tinme. |I've been here | onger than anybody except
M. Patterson. Slick noved away, | think."

" Know wher e?"

"I remenber hi m saying sonethi ng about Kansas. Some construction worKk.
He used to be a carpenter. CGot laid off up here when conmercial went
belly up. Good with his hands."

Frank wote this informati on down while Jeronme finished his breakfast.
They wal ked back to the garage together

Frank | ooked inside the van, at all the hoses, power handles, bottles
and heavy cl eani ng equi prent.

"This the van you used to do the Sullivan place?"

"This been ny van for three years. Best one in the place."
"You keep the sanme equiprnent in the van?"

"Dam straight."

"Then you better get a new van for a while."

"What ?" Jeronme slowy clinbed out of the driver's seat.
"I'"l'l talk to Patterson. |I'minpounding this one."

"You're shitting ne."

"No, Jeronme, I'mafraid |'mnot."

"WALTER, THIS I S JACK GRAHAMm JACK, WALTER SULLI VAN. "

Sandy Lord sat down heavily in his chair. Jack shook hands with Sullivan
and then the nmen sat around the small table in conference room nunber
five. It was eight o' clock in the norning and Jack had been in the
office since six after pulling two all-nighters. He had al ready consuned
three cups of coffee and proceeded to pour hinself out a fourth fromthe
silver coffee pot.

"Walter, |'ve told Jack about the Ukraine deal. W' ve gone over the
structure. The Hill word | ooks real good. Richnond pushed all the right
buttons. The Bear's dead. Kiev got the glass slipper. Your boy cane

t hr ough. "

"He's one of ny best friends. | expect that fromnmy friends. But |
t hought we had enough | awyers on this deal

Padding the bill, Sandy?" Sullivan heaved hinself up and | ooked out the
wi ndow at the pristine early-norning sky that prom sed a beautiful fal
day. Jack gl anced sideways at the man as he nade notes fromthe crash
course on Sullivan's latest deal. Sullivan didn't ook all that
interested in conpleting the nultibillion international nmonolith. Jack
didn't know that the old man's thoughts hung back at a norgue in
Virginia, renenbering a face.

Jack had caught his breath when Lord had cerenoni ously appointed himto
pl ay second chair to Lord on the biggest transaction currently going on



inthe firm |eapfroggi ng over several top Partners and a host of
associ ates senior to Jack.

Hard feelings had already started to roll through the plush hallways. At
this point Jack didn't care. They didn't have Ransonmed Bal dwin as a
client. Regardl ess of how he had gotten it, he had rain, substantia
rain. He was tired of feeling guilty for his Position- This was Lord's
test case on Jack's abilities. He had as good as said it. Wll, if he
want ed the deal rammed through, Jack woul d deliver. Phil osophical,
politically correct ivory tower babble didn't cut it here. Only results.

"Jack is one of our best attorneys. He's also Baldwin's | egal eagle."
Sul l'ivan | ooked over at them "Ransoned Bal dwi n?"
"Yep. "

Sul l'i van apprai sed Jack in a different Iight and then turned once Mre
to the w ndow.

61 Qur wi ndow of opportunity, however, is growing nore narrow by the
day," Lord continued. "We need to firmup the players and make sure Kiev
knows what the hell the are supposed to do."

"Can't you handle it?"

Lord | ooked at Jack and then back at Sullivan. ,OF course | can handle
it, Walter, but don't assume you can abdicate right now You still have
a mpjor role to play. You sold this deal. Your continued involvenent is
absol utely necessary fromthe Point O view of all sides." Sullivan
still did not stir.

"Walter, this is the Crowning glory of your career."
"That's what you said about the |ast one."
"Can | help it if You keep topping yourself?" Lord shot back

Finally, alnost inperceptibly, Sullivan smled, for the first tine since
the tel ephone call fromthe States had cone to shatter his life.

Lord rel axed a bit, |ooked over at Jack. They had rehearsed this next
step several tines.

"I'"'mrecomending that you fly over there with Jack

Shake the right hands, pat the right shoulders, let them see you're
still in control of this tiger. They need that. Capitalismis stiff a
new gane for them"

"And Jack's rol e?"
Lord notioned to Jack.

Jack stood up, went over to the window "M. Sullivan, |'ve spent the

| ast forty-eight hours | earning every aspect of this deal. Al the other
| awyers here have just been working on a piece of it. Except for Sandy,
I don't think there's anyone at the firmwho knows what you want to
acconplish better than | do."

Sullivan slowy turned to Jack. "That's a pretty big statement. $'

"Well it's a pretty big deal, sir.



"So you know what | want to acconplish?"

"Yes, sir.

"Wel |l why don't you enlighten ne as to what you think that is." Sullivan

sat down, crossed his arnms and stared expectantly up at Jack
Jack didn't bother to swallow or catch his breath.

"UWkrai ne has massive natural resources, all the things that heavy

i ndustry around the world use and want. The issue becones how to get the
resources out of Ukraine at mnimal cost and mininmal risk, considering
the political situation over there."

Sul l'i van uncrossed his arns, sat up and sipped at his coffee.

Jack continued. "The hook is you want Kiev to believe that the exports
your conpany will be nmaking will be matched by investnents in Ukraine's
future. Along-terminvestnent, | gather, you do not want to conmit to."

"l spent the bulk of nmy adult life being scared to death of the reds. |
have about as much belief in perestroika and glasnost as | do in the
tooth fairy. | consider it nmy patriotic duty to strip the comruni sts of
as much as | can. Leave them without the neans to domi nate the wodd,
which is their long-termplan, despite this latest hiccup of denocracy.

Jack said, "Exactly, sir. '"Strip' being the key word. Strip the carcass
before it self-destructs ... or attacks." Jack paused to check both
men's reactions. Lord stared at the ceiling, his features unreadable.

Sullivan stiffed. "Go on. You're getting to the interesting part."

"The interesting part is howto | everage the deal so that Sullivan and
Conpany has little or no downsi de exposure and the maxi mum upsi de
potential. You'll either broker the deal or you'll buy direct from
Ukrai ne and you'll sell to the nultinationals. You sprinkle a little of
those Proceeds around in Ukraine."

"That's right. Eventually the country will be al nbst cl eaned out, and
I"lI'l walk anay with at least two billion net."

Jack again | ooked at Lord, who now sat straight in his chair, |istening
intently. This was the hook. Jack had thought of it only yesterday.

"But why not take from Ukraine what really nakes them dangerous?" Jack
paused. "And triple your net at the sanme tinme."

Sullivan stared intently at him ,How? "IRBMs. |nternedi ate-Range
Ballistic Mssiles. Wkraine has a shitload of them And now that the '94
Nonproliferation Treaty fell apart, those nukes are a mmjor headache for
the West again."

"So what are you suggesting? That | buy the goddam things? Wat the
hell would | do with then"

Jack watched Lord finally |l ean forward, then conti nued.

"You buy them for bottomdollar, maybe a half-billion, using a portion
of the proceeds fromthe raw materials sales. You will buy them using
dol lars, which can then be used by Ukrai ne to purchase other necessities
in the world markets."

"Why bottomdollar? Every Mddle Eastern country will be bidding on
them ™"



"But Ukraine can't sell to them The G 7 countries would never allowit.
If Ukraine did, they'd be cut out of the EU

and other Western markets, and if that happens, they're dead.”
"So | buy themand sell themto whon?"

Jack couldn't help but grin. "To us. The United States. Six billionis a
conservative estimate on their worth. Hell, the weapons-grade pl utonium
t hose babies contain is priceless.

The rest of the G 7s would probably pitch in a few billion

It's your relationship with Kiev that makes this whole thing work. They
| ook to you as their savior."

Sul l'ivan | ooked stunned. He started to rise and then thought better of
it. Even to himthe amounts of noney potentially out there were
staggering. But he had enough noney, nore than enough. But to renobve
part of the nuclear equation fromthe collective niseries of the world

"And this was whose idea?" Sullivan | ooked at Lord as he asked the
question. Lord pointed at Jack.

Sul livan | eaned back in his chair and | ooked up at the young man. Then
he rose with a swiftness that startled Jack.

The billionaire took Jack's hand in an iron grip. "You' re going plates,
young man. Mnd if | tag al ong?"

Lord beaned like a father. Jack couldn't stop smling. He had started to
forget what it was like to hit one out of the park

After Sullivan departed, Jack and Sandy sat at the table.

Finally Sandy said, "I recognize it was not an easy assignhnent. How do
you feel ?"

Jack couldn't help but grin. "Like | just slept with the prettiest girl
in high school, kind of tingling all over."

Lord | aughed and stood up. "You'd better go honme and get sone rest.
Sullivan's probably calling his pilot fromthe car. At |least we got his
m nd off the bitch."

Jack didn't hear the last part as he quickly left the room

For now, for once in a long time, he felt good. No worries, just
possibilities. Endless possibilities.

That night he sat up late telling a very enthusiastic Jennifer Baldw n
all about it. Afterward, over a very chilled bottle of chanpagne and a
pl atter of oysters specially delivered to her townhouse, the couple had
the nost gratifying sex of their courtship. For once, the high ceilings
and nurals did not bother Jack. In fact, he was growing to |ike them

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

THE WAM HOUSE RECEPVES M LLI ONS OF Pl ECES OF NONOFficial mail each year.
Each itemis carefully screened and aPpropriately processed, the whol e

task handl ed by an in-house staff wi th assistance and supervision by the
Secret Service The two envel opes were addressed to G oria Russell, which



was sonewhat unusual since nost of this type of COrrespondence was
addressed to the President or nenbers of the First Family, or frequently
the First Pet, which currently happened to be a golden retriever naned
Bar ney.

The handwiting on each was in block letters, the envel opes white and
cheap and thus w dely available. Russell got to them about twelve

o' clock on a day that had been going pretty well up until then. inside
one was a single sheet of paper and inside the other was an item she had
stared at for some mnutes. Witten on the paper, again in block
letters, were the words:

Question: What constitutes high crine and ni sdeweanors? Answer: | don't
think you want to find out.

Val uabl e item available, nore to follow, chief, signed not a sara

admi rer Even though she had expected it, in fact had desperately wanted
to receive it, she still could feel her heartbeat increase to where it
pounded agai nst the wall of her chest; her saliva dw ndl ed down to where
she reached for and gul ped down a gl ass of water and repeated the
procedure until she could hold the letter without shaking. Then she

| ooked at the second item A photograph. The sight of the letter opener
had brought the nightnmare events rushing back to her. She gripped the
sides of her chair. Finally the attack subsi ded.

"At least he wants to deal." Collin put down the note and photo and
returned to his chair. He noted the extrene pallor of the woman and
wondered if she was tough enough to make it through this one.

"Maybe. It could also be a setup.”
Collin shook his head. "Don't think so."

Russel | sat back in her chair, rubbed at her tenples, downed anot her
Tyl enol . "Way not ?"

"Why set us up this way? |In fact, why set us up at all?
He's got the stuff to bury us. He wants noney."

"He probably got nmillions fromthe Sullivan heist."

' Maybe. But we don't know how much of it was |iquid.

Maybe he stashed it and can't get back to it. Maybe he's just an
extrenely greedy person. Wrld is full of those."

"I need a drink. Can you cone over tonight?"

"The President is having dinner at the Canadi an enbassy."

"Shit. Can't you get soneone to replace you?"

"Maybe, if you pulled sone strings."

"Consi der them pulled. How soon do you think we'll hear from himagain?"

"He doesn't seemtoo anxious, although he mght just be acting cautious.
I would in his situation.”

"Great. So | can snoke two packs of menthols a day until we hear from
him By then I'll be dead of |ung cancer."”

"If he wants noney, what are you going to do?" he asked.



"Dependi ng on how rmuch he wants, it can be acconplished w thout too ruch
difficulty.” She seened cal ner now.

Collin rose to 90. "You're the boss."

"Tim?" Russell went over to him "Hold nme for a minute.”

He felt her rub against his pistol as he gripped her.

"Tim if it conmes down to nore than noney. If we can't get it back."
Coll'in | ooked down at her

"Then I'Il take care of it, Goria." He touched his fingers to her I|ips,
turned and le-it.

COLLI N FOUND BURTON WAI TI NG | N THE HALLWAY
Burton | ooked the younger nan up and down. "So how s she hol di ng up?"

"All right." Collin continued to wal k down the hallway, until Burton
grabbed his arm spun hi m around.

"What the fuck's going on, TinP" Collin | oosened his partner's grip.
"This isn't the time or the place, Bill."

"Well, tell me the time and the place, and I'll be there because we need
to talk."

"What about ?"

"You gonna fucking play stupid with me?" He roughly pulled Collin to a
corner.

"I want you to think real clearly about that woman in there. She doesn't
give a shit about you or ne or anybody el se. The only thing she cares

about is saving her own little ass. | don't know what kind of story
she's spinning on you, and | don't know what you two are cooki ng up, but
I"mtelling you to be careful. | don't want to see you throw everything

away over her."
"I appreciate the concern but | know what |I'mdoing, Bill."

"Do you, TinfP Does fucking the Chief of Staff come within the purview
of a Secret Service agent's responsibilities? Wy don't you show ne
where that is in the manual ?

I"d like to read it for nmyself. And while we're tal king about it, why
don't you enlighten me about what the hell we went back into that house
for. Because we ain't got it, and I guess | know who does. My ass is on
the line here too, Tim if I'"'mgoing down I'd like to know why."

An ai de passed by in the hallway and stared strangely at the two nen.
Burton sniled and nodded and then returned his attention to Collin.

"Conme on, Tim what the hell would you do if you were nme?"

The young man | ooked at his friend and his face slowy relaxed fromthe
hard line he normally wore while on duty. If he were in Burton's
positi on what would he do? The answer was easy. He'd kick some ass
until people started talking.



Burton was his friend, had proven it tine and again. Wat the nan was
sayi ng about Russell was probably true.

Collins reasoning hadn't totally evaporated in the presence of silk
lingerie.

"You got tinme for a cup of coffee, Bill?"

FRANK WALKED DOMN THE TWO FLI GHTS OF STAI RS, TURNED ri ght and opened the
door to the crime lab. Small and in need of paint, the roomwas
surprisingly well-organi zed due in |arge neasure to the fact that Laura
Si non was a very conpul sive person. Frank imagi ned her hone to be every
bit as neat and well-kept despite the presence of two preschool ers that
kept her sufficiently haggard. Around the room were stacked unused

evi dence kits with their unbroken orange seals creating a bit of color
agai nst the drab, chipping gray walls. Cardboard boxes, carefully

| abel ed, were piled in another corner. In yet another corner was a snall
floor safe that held the few physical itens requiring additiona
security neasures. Next to it was a refrigerator that housed evi dence
requiring a tenperature-controlled environnent.

He wat ched her small back as it curved over a mcroscope at the far end
of the room

"You rang?" Frank | eaned over. On the glass slide were snmall fragnents
of sone substance. He couldn't inagine spending his days |ooking at

m croscopi ¢ pi eces of who knew what, but he was also fully aware that
what Laura Sinon did was an enornously inportant contribution to the
convi ction process.

"Look at this." Sinon notioned himover to the | ens.

Frank renoved his eyegl asses, which he had forgotten were still on. He
gl anced down and then rai sed his head back up

"Laura, you know I never know what |'m | ooking at.
What is it?"

"It's a sanple of carpet taken fromthe Sullivans' bedroom W didn't
get it on the initial search, picked it up later."

"So, what's significant about it?" Frank had teaned to |listen
very'attentively to this tech.

"The carpet in the bedroomis one of those very highpriced nodels that
cost about two hundred dollars a square foot. The carpet just for the
bedr oom nust have run them al nost a quarter ml."

"Jesus Christ!" Frank popped another piece of gumin his mouth. Trying
to quit smoking was rotting his teeth and adding to his waistline.
"Two-fifty for sonmething you wal k on?"

"It's incredibly durable; you could roll a tank across it and it would
just spring back. It's only been there about two years. They did a bunch
of renovation back then."

"Renovation? The house is only a few years old."
"That's when the deceased nmarried Walter Sullivan."

"Wonen |i ke to make their own statenent about those things, Seth.
Actual ly, she had good taste in carpets.”



"Ckay, so where does her good taste get us?"

"Look at the fibers again."

Frank sighed but obeyed the request.

"You see at the very tips? Look at the cross section
They' ve been cut. Presumably with not very sharp scissors.

The cut is pretty ragged, although like | said these fibers are |ike
iron."

He | ooked at her. "Cut? Wy woul d anyone do that?
Where'd you find then"
"These particul ar sanples were found on the bed skirt.

Whoever cut them probably wouldn't have noticed a few fibers clinging to
hi s hand. Then he brushed against the skirt and there you are.”

"You find a corresponding part on the carpet?”

"Yep. Right under the left side of the bed if you're |ooking toward it
about ten centineters away at a perpendi cul ar angle. The cut was slight
but verifiable."

Frank strai ghtened back up and sat down on one of the stools next to
Si non.

"That's not all, Seth. On one of the fragments | also found traces of a
solvent. Like a stain renover."

"that m ght be fromthe recent carpet cleaning. O maybe the naids
spilled sonething."

Si non shook her head. "Uh-uh. The cl eani ng conpany uses a steam system
For spot cleaning they use a special organic-based solvent. | checked.
This one is a petrol eurnbased, off-the-shelf cleaner. And the mmids use
the sane cl eanser as recommended by the manufacturer. It's an organic
base too. They have a whole supply of it at the house.

And the carpet is chemcally treated to prevent stains from soaking in.
Usi ng a petrol eum based sol vent probably nmade it worse. That's probably
why they ended up sni pping out pieces."”

"So presunably the perp takes the fibers because they show sonething. Do
t hey?"

"Not on the sanple |I got, but he m ght have cut around the area just to
make sure he didn't mss anything and we got one of the clean
speci mens. "

"What woul d be on the carpet that soneone would go to the trouble of
cutting one-centineter fibers out? It nust've been a pain 'in the ass."

Both Sinmon and Frank had the sane thought and indeed had it for several
nonment s.

"Bl ood," Sinon said sinply.

"And not the deceased's either. If | renmenber correctly, hers wasn't



anywhere near that spot." Frank added, "I think you got one nore test to
run, Laura."

She hooked a kit off the wall. "I was just getting ready to go do it,
thought I'd better buzz you first."

“Smart girl-,"

THE DRI VE QUT TOOK THI RTY m nutes. FRANK ROLLED DOMWN hi s wi ndow and | et
the wind course over his face. It also helped dispel the cigarette
snoke. Sinbn was constantly giving hima hard tine about that.

The bedroom had remai ned seal ed under Frank's orders.

Frank watched fromthe corner of Walter Sullivan's bedf oomas Sinon
carefully mxed the bottles of chem cals and then poured the result into
a plastic sprayer. Frank then hel ped her stuff towels under the door and
tape brown packing paper to the windows. They cl osed the heavy drapes,
cutting out virtually all traces of natural |ight.

Frank surveyed the room once again. He |ooked at the mirror, the bed,
the wi ndow, the closets and then his eyes rested on the nightstand and
at the gapi ng hol e behind where the plaster had been renoved. Then his
eyes noved back to the picture. He picked it up. He was rem nded again
that Christine Sullivan had been a very beautiful woman, as far renopved
as one could get fromthe destroyed hul k he had viewed. In the

phot ograph she was sitting in the chair beside the bed. '1The nightstand
was clearly visible to her'left. The corner of the bed nade its way into
the right side of the picture. Ironically so, considering all the use
she had probably nade of that particular vehicle. The springs were
probably due for their sixty-thousand-mle checkup. After that, they
probably woul dn't have nuch to do. He renenbered the | ook on Walter
Sullivan's face. Not nuch left there.

He put the photo down and continued to observe Sinon's fluid novenents.
He gl anced back at the photo, something bothering him but whatever it
was popped out of his head as quickly as it had sprung into it.

"What's that stuff called again, Laura?"

"LAimnol. It's sold under a variety of nanes, but it's the same reagent
stuff. I'mready."

She positioned the bottle over the section of carpet where the fibers
had been cut from

"Good thing you don't have to pay for this carpet." The detective snled
at her.

Sinon turned to look at him '"Wuldn't matter to ne. |'d just declare
bankruptcy. They coul d garni shee ny wages fromhere until eternity. It's
the poor person's great equalizer."

Frank hit the light, plunging the roominto pitch-black darkness.

Swi shes of air were heard as Sinon squeezed the trigger on the spray
bottle. Alnpbst imediately, |like a mass of |ightning bugs, a very snal
portion of the carpet started to glow a pale blue and then di sappeared.
Frank turned on the overhead |Iight and | ooked at Sinon

"So we got sonebody el se's bl ood. Helluva pickup, Laura.

Any way you can scrape up enough to anal yze, get a blood type? DNA
typi ng?"



Si non | ooked dubi ous. "We'Il pull the carpet to see if any | eaked
through, but | doubt it. Not nuch soaks into a treated carpet. And any
residue has been mixed with a lot of stuff.

So don't count on it."

Frank thought out |oud. "Okay, one perp wounded. Not a | ot of blood, but
sone." He |l ooked for confirmation from Sinon on that point and received
an affirmative nod of the head. "Wunded, but with what? She had

not hing in her hand when we found her."

Sinon read his mind. "And as sudden as her death was, we're probably
tal ki ng cadaveric spasm To get it out of her hand they woul d' ve al nost
had to break her fingers."

Frank finished the thought. "And there was no sign of that on the
aut opsy. "

"Unl ess the inpact of the slugs caused her hand to fly open
"How often does that happen?"
"Once is enough for this case."

"Ckay, let's assune she had a weapon, and now that weapon is m ssing.
What ki nd of weapon might it have been?"

Si non considered this as she repacked her kit.

"You probably could rule out a gun; she shoul d ve been able to get a
round of f, and there were no powder burns on her hands. They coul dn't
have scraped those off without |eaving a trail."

"CGood. Plus there's no evidence she ever had a gun registered to her
And we've already confirmed that there are no guns in the house."

"So no gun. Maybe a knife then. Can't tell what kind O wound it made,
but maybe a sl ash, probably superficial. The number of fibers that were
sni pped out was small, so we're not talking |ife-threatening.”

"So she stabbed one of the perps, maybe in the armor |eg.

Then they backed up and shot her? O she stabbed as she was dyi ng?"
Frank corrected hinself. "No. She died instantly. She stabs one of them
in another room runs in here and then gets shot. Standing over her, the
wounded perp drips sone bl ood."

"Except the vault's in here. The nore likely scenario is that she
surprised themin the act."

"Ri ght, except renenber the shots cane fromthe doorway into the room
And fired down. \Wo surprised who?

That's what keeps bugging the ever-loving shit out of nme."
"So why take the knife, if that's what it was?"
"Cause it I DS sonebody, sonehow. "

"Prints?" Sinmon's nostrils quivered as she thought of the physica
evi dence lurking out there.

Frank nodded. "That's how | read it."



"Was the last Ms. Sullivan in the habit of keeping a knife with her?"

Frank responded by slapping his hand to his forehead so hard it made
Si non wi nce. She watched as he rushed over to the nightstand and pi cked
up the photo. He shook his head and handed it to her

"There's your goddammed knife."

Si non | ooked at the photo. Init, resting on the nightstand was a | ong,
| eat her-handl ed | etter opener.

"The |l eather also explains the oily residue on the palns."

Frank paused at the front door on the way out. He | ooked at the security
control panel, which had been restored to its operating condition. Then
he broke into a smile as an elusive thought finally trickled to the
surface.

"Laura, you got the fluorescent lanmp in the trunk?"

"Yeah, why?"

"You mind getting it?"

Puzzl ed, Sinmon did so. She returned to the foyer and plugged it in.
"Shine it right on the nunber keys."

What was reveal ed under the fluorescent |ight made Frank snile again.
"Goddam that's good."

"What does it nean?" Sinon | ooked at him her brow furrowed.

"it nmeans two things. First@we definitely got us sonebody on the inside
and, second, our perps are real creative."

FRANK SAT I N THE SMALL W ERROGA- nON ROOM AND DWAED agai nst anot her
cigarette and opted instead for a cherry Turns. He | ooked at the cinder
bl ock wafts, cheap nmetal table and beat-up chairs and decided this was a
very depressing

2 place to be interrogated in. Wich was good. Depressed people were
vul nerabl e peopl e, and vul nerabl e people, given the appropriate
proddi ng, tended to want to talk. And Frank wanted to |isten. He would
listen all &y.

The case was still extrenely nuddl ed, but certain el enents were becomi ng
cl earer.
Buddy Budi zi nski still lived in Arlington and now worked at a car wash

in Falls Church. He had admtted being in the Sullivan house, had read
about the murder, but beyond that knew nothing. Frank tended to believe
him The man was not particularly bright, had no previous police record
and had spent his adult life perform ng nenial tasks for a living, no
doubt comnpelled by his having finished only the fifth grade.

Hi s apartnent was nodest to the point of near poverty.
Budi zi nski was a dead end.

Rogers, on the other hand, had produced a treasure trove.



The Social Security nunber he had given on his enploynent application
was real enough, only it belonged to a fermal e State Departnent enpl oyee
who had been assigned to Thailand for the |last two years. He nust have
known the carpet cleaning conpany woul dn't have checked. Wat did they
care? The address on the application was a notel in Beltsville,

Maryl and. No one by that name had registered at the notel in the |ast
year and no one fitting Rogers's description had been seen there. The
state of Kansas had no record of him On top of that he had never cashed
any of the payroll checks given to himby Metro. That in itself spoke
vol unes.

An artist's sketch based on Pettis's recollection was bei ng made up down
the hallway and woul d be distributed throughout the area.

Rogers was the guy, Prank could feel it. He had been in the house, and
he had di sappeared | eaving behind a trail of false information. Sinon
was right this mnute painstakingly exam ning Pettis's van in the hopes
that Rogers's prints were still lurking sonewhere within. They had no
prints to match at the crime scene, but if they could ident Rogers

then dollars to donuts he had priors, and Frank's case would finally be
forming. It would take a great leap forward if the person he was waiting
for woul d decide to cooperate.

And Walter Sullivan had confirmed that an antique |letter opener fromhis
bedroom was i ndeed m ssing. Frank feverishly hoped to be able to lay his
hands on that potential evidentiary gold mne. Frank had inparted his
theory to Sullivan about his wife stabbing her attacker with that
instrument. The old nan hadn't seened to register the infornation.

Frank had briefly wondered if Sullivan was losing it.

The detective checked his list of enployees at Sullivan's residence once
nore, although by now he knew themall by heart. There was only one he
was really interested in.

The security conpany rep's statenent kept coming back to him The
variations generated by fifteen digits to get a five-digit code in the
correct sequence was inpossible for a portable conmputer to crunch in the
very brief tinme allowed, particularly if you factored in a | ess than

bl azi ng fast response fromthe security system s conputer. In order to
do it, you had to elimnate sone of the possibles. How did you do that?

An exani nation of the keypad showed that a chernical Frank coul dn't
remenber the exact name al though Sinon had recogni zed it-which was
reveal ed only under fluorescent |ight, had been applied to each of the
nunber keys.

Frank | eaned back and envi sioned VWalter Sullivan--or the butler, or
whoever's job it was to set the alarmgoing dowmn and entering the code.
The finger would hit the proper keyb, five of them and the alarmwould
be set. The person would wal k away, conpletely unaware that he or she
now had a small tracing of chemical invisible to the naked eye, and
odorl ess, on their finger, And, nore inportant, they would be totally

i gnorant of the fact that they had just reveal ed the nunbers conprising
the security code. Under fluorescent |light, the perps; would be able to
tell which nunbers had been entered because the chenical would be
snmeared on those keys. Wth that information, it was up to the conputer
to deliver the correct sequence, which the security rep was certain it
could do in the allotted tine, once given the elimnation of 99.9
percent of the possible conbos.

Now t he question renmi ned: who had applied the chemcal? Frank at first



had consi dered that Rogers, or whatever his real nane was, m ght have
done it while at the house, but the facts against that conclusion were
overwhel ming. First, the house was always filled with people and to even
the nobst unobservant a stranger |urking around an al arm panel woul d
arouse suspicion. Second, the entry foyer was |arge and open and the
nmost unsecl uded spot in the house. Lastly, the application would take
sone time and care. And Rogers didn't have that |uxury. Eventhe
slightest suspicion, the nost fleeting glance and his whole plan could
be rui ned. The person who had thought this one up was not the type to
take that sort of risk. Rogers hadn't done it. Frank was pretty sure he
knew who di d.

UPON FI RST GLANCE, THE WOVAN APPEARED SO TWN AS TO convey the inpression
of emaci ati on perhaps due to cancer.

On second gl ance, the good color in the cheeks, the Iight bone structure
and the graceful way she noved led to the conclusion that she was very
| ean but ot herwi se healthy.

"Pl ease sit down, Ms. Broone. | appreciate your comng down."

The wonman nodded and slid into one of the seats. She wore a flowery
skirt that ended nmidcalf. A single strand of |arge fake pearls encircled
her neck. Her hair was tied in a neat bun; some of the strands at the
top of her forehead were beginning to turn a silvery gray, like ink

| eachi ng onto paper.

Goi ng on the smooth skin and absence of winkles, Frank woul d have put
her age at about thirty-nine. Actually she was sone years ol der

"l thought you were already done with ne, M. Fiank."
"Pl ease call me Seth. You snpke?"
She shook her head.

"I'"ve just got a few foll owup questions, routine. You' re not the only
one. | understand you're leaving M. Sullivan's enpl oynent ?"

She noticeably swal |l owed, | ooked down and then back up

"I was close, so to speak, to Ms. Sullivan. It's hard now, you know .
" Her voice trailed off.

"I know it is, | knowit is. It was terrible, awful." Frank paused for a
moment. "You've been with the Sullivans how | ong now?"

"Alittle over a year."
"You do the cleaning and ... ?"

"I help do the cleaning. There's four of us, Sally, Rebecca and ne.

Karen Tayl or, she does the cooking. | also |ooked after Ms. Sullivan's
things for her too. Her clothes and what-not. | was sort of her
assistant, | guess you coul d say.

M. Sullivan had his own person, Richard."
"Whul d you |like sonme coffee?"

Frank didn't wait for her to answer. He got up and opened the door to
the interrogation room

"Hey Mol ly, can you being nme a couple of javas?' He turned to Ms.



Broone. "Black? Crean®?"

"Bl ack. "

"Make it two pures, Mdlly, thanks."
He shut the door and sat back down.

"Dam chill in the air, | can't seemto stay warm 9@ He tapped the
rough wall. "This cinder block doesn't hel p nuch.

So you were saying about Ms. Sullivan?"

"She was really nice to nme. | nean she would talk to ne about things.
She wasn't--she wasn't, you know, fromthat class of people, the upper
class | guess you could say. She went to high school where | did right
here in Mddleton."

"And not too far apart in years |I'mthinking."

H's remark brought a smile to Wanda Broone's |ips and a hand
unconsciously nmoved to cajole back into place an invisible strand of
hair.

"Further than I'd like to admt."

The door opened and their coffee was delivered. It was gratefully hot
and fresh. Frank had not been |ying about the chill

"I won't say she fit inreal well with all those types of people, but
she seenmed to hold her own. She didn't take anything from anybody if you
know what | mean."

Frank had reason to believe that was true. Fromall accounts the |late
Ms. Sullivan had been a hellion in many respects.

"Wbul d you-say the rel ationship between the Sullivans
I was ... good, bad, in between?"

She didn't hesitate. "Very good. Ch | know what people i say about the

age difference and all, but she was good for him and he was good for
her. | truly believe that. He loved her, | can tell you that. Muybe nore
Re a father loves his daughter, but it was still |ove."

"And she hin?"

Now t here was perceptible hesitation. "You' ve got to understand that
Christy Sullivan was a very young wonman, naybe younger in a | ot of ways
than ot her wonen her age.

M. Sullivan opened up a whole new world for her and--" She broke off,
clearly unsure of how to continue.

Frank chanced gears. "Wat about the vault in the bedroon? Wo kWew
about it?"

"I don't know. | certainly didn't. | assume that M. and Ms. Sullivan
knew. M. Sullivan's valet, Richard, he may have known. But |'m not sure
about that."

"So Christine Sullivan or her husband never indicated to you that there
was a safe behind the nmirror?"



"My goodness no. | was her friend of sorts, but | was still just an

enpl oyee. And on]. with thema year. M. Sullivan , y never really spoke
to ne. | mean that's not the sort of thing you would tell soneone |ike
me, is it?"

"No, | guess not." Frank was certain she was |ying, but he had been
unabl e to unearth any evidence to the contrary.

Christine Sullivan was the very type to show off her wealth to sonmeone
she could identify with, if only to show how far she had suddenly risen
in the world.

"So you didn't know the mirror was a one-way | ooking into the bedroonP"

This time the woman showed visible surprise. Frank noticed a bl ush under
the light application of makeup

"Wanda, can | call you Wanda? Wanda, you understand, don't you, that

the alarm systemin the house was deactivated by the person who broke

in? It was deactivated by the appropriate code being put in. Now, who
set the alarmat night?"

"Richard did," she replied pronptly. "Or sonetinmes M. Sullivan did it
hi nsel f."

"So everyone in the house knew the code?"

"Ch no, of course not. Richard did. He's been with M. Sullivan for
al nrost forty years. He was the only one other than the Sullivans who
knew t he code that | know of."

"Did you ever see himset the alarnP"
"I was usually already in bed when the system was set."
Frank stared at her. 1'll bet you were, Wanda, 1'l| bet you were.

Wanda Broone's eyes w dened. "You're, you' re not suspecting that Richard
had anything to do with it?"

"Wl |, Wanda, sonmehow, sonebody who wasn't supposed to be able to,
disarnmed that alarmsystem And naturally suspicion falls on anyone who
had access to that code."

Wanda Broone | ooked |ike she mght start to cry, then conposed herself.
"Richard is al nbst seventy years old."

"Then he's probably in need of a nice little nest egg. You understand
what I'mtelling you is to be held in the strictest confidence of
course?"

She nodded and at the sanme time w ped her nose. The coffee, untouched,
was now sipped in quick little bursts.

Frank continued. "And until someone can explain to nme how that security
system was accessed, then |'mgoing to have to explore the avenues that
make the nost sense to ne."

He continued to | ook at her. He had spent the past day finding out
everything he could about Wanda Broone. It was a fairly average story
except for one twist. She was forty-four years old, twice divorced with
two grown children. She lived in the servants' wing with the rest of the
i n-house staff.



About four niles away her nother, aged eighty-one, lived in a nodest,
somewhat run-down home, existing confortably on Social Security and her
husband' s rail road pension

Broore had been enpl oyed by the Sulliv'ans, as she said, for about a
year, which was what initially had drawmn Frank's attention: she was by
far the newest nenber of the house's staff. That in itself didn't nmean
much, but by all accounts Sullivan treated his help very well, and there
was sonething to be said for the loyalty of |ong-standing, well- aid
enpi Ig p oy ees. Wanda Broome | ooked |ike she could be very |oyal too.

The question was to whon?

The twi st was that Wanda Broone had spent sonme tine in prison, nore than
twenty years ago, for enbezzl ement when she had worked as a bookkeeper
for a doctor in Pittsburgh

The ot her servants were squeaky-clean. So she was capabl e of breaking
the law, and she had spent tine on the inside.

Her name back then had been Wanda Jackson. She had divorced Jackson when
she got out, or rather he had dropped her. There was no record of arrest
since then. Wth the nanme change and the conviction far in the past, if
the Sullivans had done a background check, they m ght not have turned up
anything, or maybe they didn't care. Fromall sources Wanda Broone had
been an honest, hardworking citizen these last twenty years. Frank
wonder ed what had changed t hat.

"is there anything you can renenber or think of that might help ne,
Wanda?" Frank tried to | ook as innocent as possible, opening his

not ebook and pretending to jot down sone notes. |f she were the inside
person, the one thing he didn't want was Wanda. runni ng back to Rogers,
whi ch would result in his going even further underground. On the other
hand, if he could get her to crunmble, then she just m ght junp sides.

He envi sioned her dusting the entrance hall. It would have been so easy,
so easy to apply that chemical to the cloth, then casually brush it
agai nst the securit panel. It would all look I Y so natural, no one,

even staring directly at her while she did it, would have given it a

t hought. Just a conscientious servant doing her job. Then sneaki ng down
when everyone was asleep, a quick sweep of the |light and her part was
done.

Technically, she woul d probably be an acconplice to nurder, since
hom ci de was a reasonably likely result when you burglarized sonmeone's
honme. But Frank was far less interested in sending Wanda Broonme away for
a large portion of the rest of her life than he was in bagging the
trigger man.

The woman sitting across from himhad not concocted this plan, he
bel i eved. She had played a role, a snall, albeit inportant role. Frank
want ed the naster of cerenpnies. He would get the Commobnweal th's
Attorney to cut a deal with Wanda to acconplish that goal

"Wanda?" Frank | eaned across the table and earnestly took one of her
hands. "Can you think of anything else? Anything that will help ne
catch the person who nmurdered your friend?"

Frank finally received a snall shake of the head in return and he | eaned
back. He hadn't expected much on this goround, but he had rmade his
point. The wall was begi nning to crunble. She wouldn't warn the guy,
Frank was certain of that. He was aetting to Wanda Broone, little by



little.
As he woul d di scover, he had already gone too far.
CHAPTER FOURTEEN

ACK THREW HI S CARRY-ON | NTO THE CORNER, TOSSED HI S overcoat on the sofa
and fought the inpulse to pass out right there on the carpet. Ukraine
and back in five days had been a killer. The seven-hour tine difference
had been bad enough, but for soneone closing in on octogenarian status,
Walter Sullivan had been indefatigable.

They had been whi sked through the security checkpoints with the alacrity
and respect Sullivan's wealth and reputati on commanded. From that point
forward a series of endl ess neetings had commenced. They toured

manuf acturing facilities, mning operations, office buildings, hospitals
and then had been taken to dinner and gotten drunk with the Mayor of

Ki ev. The President of Ukraine had received themon the second day, and
Sul l'ivan had himeating out of his hand within the hour. Capitalism and
entrepreneurship were respected above all else in the liberated republic
and Sullivan was a capitalist with a capital C Everyone wanted to talk
to him shake his hand, as if sone of his noneymaki ng magi ¢ woul d rub
of f on them producing untold wealth in a very short time.

The result had been nore than they could have hoped for as the
Ukrainians fell in line on the business deal with glow ng, praise for
its vision. The pitch for dollars for nukes would cone |later at the
appropriate tinme. Such an asset. An unnecessary asset that could be
turned into liquidity.

Sullivan's retrofitted 747 had fl own nonstop fromKiev to BW and his
lim had just dropped Jack off. He nade his way into the kitchen. The
only thing in the fridge was soured nmil k. The Ukrainian food had been
good but was heavy, and after the first couple of days he only picked at
his nmeals. And there had been way too nmuch booze. Apparently business
coul d not be conducted without it.

He rubbed his head, tussling with sleep deprivation of nmassive
proportion. In fact he was too tired to sleep. But he was hungry. He
checked his watch. His internal clock said it was al nost eight A m

Hi s-watch proclaimed that it was well after mdnight. While D.C. was not
the Big Apple in its ability to cater to any appetite or interest no
matter the time of day or night, there were a few places where Jack
coul d get sonme decent food on a weekni ght despite the | ateness of the
hour. As he struggled into his overcoat, the phone rang. The machi ne was
on. Jack started to go out, then hesitated. He listened to the
perfunctory nessage foll owed by the beep.

"Jack?"

A voice swarmed up on him fromout of the past, like a ball held
underwater until it's free and expl odes to the surface. He snatched up
t he phone.

" Lut her ?"

THE RESTAURANT WAS HARDLY MORE THAN A HOLE IN THE wal |, which made it
one of Jack's favorites. Any reasonabl e concoction of food could be
gotten there at any tine, day or night. It was a place that Jennifer

Bal dwi n woul d never set in foot inside and one that he and Kate had
frequented. A short time ago, the results of that conparison would have
di sturbed him but he had made up his mnd, and he didn't intend on



revisiting the question. Life was not perfect, and you could spend your
entire life waiting for that perfection. He was not going to do that.

Jack wol fed down scranbl ed eggs, bacon and four pieces of toast. The
fresh coffee burned his throat goi ng down.

After five days of instant java and bottled water, it tasted wonderful

Jack | ooked across at Luther, who sipped on his coffee and alternated
bet ween | ooking out the dirty plate-glass wi ndow onto the dark street
and passing his eye around the small, griny interior.

Jack put his coffee down. "You look tired."
"So do you, Jack."

"I'"ve been out of the country."

"Me too."
That expl ai ned the condition of the yard and the mail. A needl ess worry.
Jack pushed the plate away and waved for a refill on his coffee.

"I went by your place the other day." -Wy was that?"

Jack had expected the question. Luther Whitney had never taken anyt hing
other than the direct approach. But anticipation was one thing, having a
ready answer another. Jack shrugged.

"I don't know. Just wanted to see you, | guess. It's been a while."
Lut her nodded agreenent.

"You seei ng Kate agai n?"

Jack swal | owed a nout hful of coffee before answering

H's tenples started to throb

"No. Why?"

"l thought | saw you two together a while back."

"W sort of ran into each other. That's all."

Jack couldn't tell exactly, but Luther |ooked upset with that answer. He
noti ced Jack watching himclosely, then sniled.

"Used to be, you were the only way |I could find out if nmy little girl
was doi ng okay. You were ny pipeline of information, Jack."

"You ever consider just talking to her directly, Luther?

You know that m ght be worth a shot. The years are going by." Luther
waved t he suggestion off and stared out the w ndow again.

Jack | ooked himover. The face was | eaner than usual, the eyes puffy.
There were nore winkles on the forehead and around the eyes than Jack
renenbered. But it had been four y years. Luther was at the age now
where the onsl aught of age hit you quickly, deterioration was nore and
nore evident every day.

He caught hinmself staring into Luther's eyes. Those eyes had al ways
fasci nated Jack. Deep green, and large, like a woman's, they were
suprenely confident eyes. Like you see on pilots, an infinite cal mess



about life in general. Nothing rattled them Jack had seen happiness in
those eyes, when he and Kate announced their engagenent, but nore often
he had seen sadness. And yet right beneath the surface Jack saw two
things he had never seen in Luther Witney's eyes before. He saw fear
And he saw hatred. And he wasn't sure which one bothered himthe nost.

"Luther, are you in trouble?"

Lut her took out his wallet and, despite Jack's protests, paid for the
f ood.

"Let's take a wal k. "

A taxi cab ride took themto the Mail and they wal ked in silence to a
bench across fromthe Snithsonian castle. The chilly night air settled
in on themand Jack pulled up the collar of his coat. Jack sat while
Luther stood and lit a cigarette.

"That's new." Jack | ooked at the snoke curving up slowy in the clear
ni ght air.

"At ny age who gives a shit?" Luther flung the match down and buried it
inthe dirt with his foot. He sat down.

"Jack, | want you to do ne a favor."

" Ckay.
"You haven't heard the favor yet." Luther suddenly stood up. "You m nd
wal king? M joints are getting stiff."

They had passed the Washi ngt on Monument and were headed toward the
Capi tol when Luther broke the silence.

"I'min kind of a jam Jack. It's not so bad now, but | got a feeling
it's going to get worse and that m ght happen sooner rather than later."
Luther didn't |1ook at him he seemed to be staring ahead at the massive
dome of the Capitol

"I"mnot sure how things are going to play out right now, but if it goes
the way | think it's gonna go, then I'mgoing to need a | awyer, and

want you, Jack. | don't want no bullshitter and | don't want no baby

| awyer. You're the best defense |lawer |'ve ever seen and |'ve seen a

| ot of them up close and personal."

"l don't do that anynmore, Luther. | push paper, do deals."

It struck Jack at that nonent that he was npbre a businessnman than a
| awyer. That thought was not an especially pleasing one.

Luther did not seemto hear him "It won't be a freebie.

I"lIl pay you. But | want soneone | can trust, and you're the only one
trust, Jack." Luther stopped wal king and turned to the younger nan,
wai ting for an answer.

"Lut her, you want to tell me what's going on?"
Lut her shook his head vigorously. "Not unless | have to.

That woul dn't do you or anybody el se any good." He stared at Jack
intently until it made hi munconfortable.

"I gotta tell you, Jack,"if you're ny lawer on this, it's gonna get



kinda hairy."
"VWhat do you nean?"

"I mean people could get hurt on this one, Jack. Really hurt, |ike
not - com ng- back hurt."

Jack stopped wal king. -If you' ve got sone guys like that on your butt it
m ght be better to cut a deal now, get imunity and di sappear in a
Wtness Protection Program Lots of people do. It's not an origina

i dea. "

Lut her | aughed out |oud. Laughed until he choked and ended up doubl ed
over, coughing up the little that was in his stonmach. Jack hel ped him
back up. He could feel the older nman's linbs trenbling. He did not
realize they were trenbling with rage. This outburst was so out of
character for the man that Jack felt his flesh crawl. He realized he was
perspiring despite watching his breath produce small clouds in the

| ate-night chill.

Lut her conposed hinself. He took a deep breath and | ooked al nost
enbarrassed.

"Tbanks for the advice, send ne a bill. |I gotta go."
"Go? \Where the hell are you going? | want to know what's goi ng on,
Lut her."

"If sonething should happen to nme-"
"Godammit, Luther, I'mgrowing real tired of this cloakand-dagger shit."

Luther's eyes becane slits. The confidence suddenly returned with a
touch of ferocity. "Everything | do is for a reason, Jack. If |I'm not
telling you the whole scoop now -you better believe it's for a goddamed
good reason. You may not understand it now, but the way I'mdoing it is
to keep you as safe as | can. | wouldn't be involving you at all except

I needed to know if you'd go to bat for me when and if | needed you
Because if you won't, forget this conversation ever happened, and forget
you ever knew me."

"You can't be serious."
"Serious as shit, Jack."

The nen stood | ooking at each other. The trees behind Luther's head had
shed nost of their |eaves. Their bare branches reached to the skies,
i ke bursts of dark lightning frozen in place.

"I''"ll be there, Luther." Luther's hand swiftly settled into Jack's and
the next m nute Luther Whitney disappeared into the shadows.

THE CAB DROPPED JACK OFF I N FRONT OF THE APARTMENT buil di ng. The pay
phone was right across the street. He paused for a nonment, gathering
energy and the nerve he woul d need for what he was about to do.

"Hel | 0?" The voice was full of sleep "Kate?"

Jack counted the seconds until her mnd cleared and identified the
Voi ce.

"Jesus Christ, Jack, do you know what tine it is?"

"Can | cone over?"



"No, you cannot come over. | thought we had settled all of this."

He paused, steeled hinself. "It's not about that." He paused again.
"It's about your father."

The extended silence was difficult to interpret.
"What about hin?" The tone was not as cold as he woul d have thought.
"He's in trouble."

Now the fam liar tone returned. "So? Wy the bell does that still
surprise you?"

"I mean he's in serious trouble. He just proceeded to scare the living
shit out of me without really telling nme anything.”

"Jack, it's late and whatever ny father is involved in--2' "Kate, he was
scared, | nean really scared. So scared he threw UP- Y@

Again there was a |ong pause. Jack tracked her nmental processes as she
t hought about the man they both knew so well. Luther Witney scared?
That didn't nmake sense. His line of work necessarily demanded soneone
with steel nerves. Not a violent person, his entire adult |ife had been
spent right on the. edge of danger

She was terse. "Were are you?"
"Ri ght across the street."

Jack | ooked up as he saw a slender figure nove to a wi ndow of the
bui I di ng and | ook out. He waved.

The door opened to Jack's knock and he saw her retreating into the

ki tchen where he heard a pot clattering, water being poured and the gas
on the stove being lit. He | ooked around the room and then stood just
inside the front door feeling a little foolish.

A mnute |ater she wal ked back in. She had on a thick bathrobe that
ended at her ankles. She was barefoot. Jack found hinself staring at her
feet. She followed his gaze and then | ooked at him He jolted back

"How s the ankle? Looks fine." He smil ed.

She frowned and said tersely, "It's late, Jack. What about hi nP"

He noved into the tiny living roomand sat down. She sat across from
hi m

"He called ne up a couple hours ago. W grabbed sone food at that little
dive next to Eastern Market and then started wal king. He told nme he
needed a favor. That he was in trouble. Serious trouble with sone people
who could do sone pernanent damage to him Real pernanent."

The tea kettle started whistling. She junped up. He watched her go, the
sight of her perfectly shaped derriere outlined against the bathrobe
bringi ng back a flood of nenories he w shed woul d just |eave himthe
hel | al one. She cane back with two cups of tea.

"What was the favor?" She sipped her tea. Jack left his where it was.

"He said he needed a | awyer. He night need a | awyer. Although things
m ght turn out so he wouldn't. He wanted nme to be that |awer."



She put her tea down. "Is that it?"
"I'sn't that enough?"

"Maybe for an honest, respectable person, but not for him"

"My God, Kate, the man was scared. |'ve never seen him scared before,
have you?"
"I"ve seen all | need to see of him He chose his lifestyle and now

apparently it's catching up to him™"

"He's your father for chrissakes."

"Jack, | don't want to have this conversation.'
"VWhat if sonething happens to hinf Then what ?"

She started to get up

She | ooked at himcoldly. "Then it happens. That's not ny problem"”

Jack got up and started to | eave. Then he turned back, his face red with
anger. "I'lIl tell you how the funeral service goes. On second thought,
what the hell would you care? |'Il just nake sure you get a copy of

the death certificate for your scrapbook. " He didn't know she could
move that quickly, but he would feel the slap for about a week, |ike
soneone had poured acid across his cheek, a truer description than he
realized at the noment.

"How dare you?" Her eyes blazed at himas he slowy rubbed his face.

Then the tears erupted fromher with so nuch force that they spilled
onto the front of the robe.

He said quietly, as calmy as he could, "Don't shoot the nessenger,
Kate. | told Luther and I'mtelling you, life is way too short for this
crap. | lost both ny parents a long tine ago. Okay, you have reasons for
not liking the guy, fine.

That's up to you. But the old man | oves you and cares about you and
regardl ess of how you think he's screwed up your life you have to
respect that love. That's my advice to you, take it or leave it."

He noved toward the door but she again got there before him

"You don't know anything about it.

"Fine, | don't know anything about it. Go back to bed, |'m sure you'l
fall right asleep, nothing inmportant on your nind."

She grabbed his coat with such force that she jerked himaround, even
t hough he outwei ghed her by eighty pounds.

"I was two years old when he went to prison for the last time. | was

ni ne when he got out. Do you understand the incredible shane of a little
girl whose dad is in prison? Wose dad steals other's people's property
for a living? Wen you had showand-tell at school and the one kid's
dad is a doctor and another's is a truck driver and it comes to your
turn and the teacher |ooks down and tells the class that Katie, s dad
had to go away because he di d somet hing bad and then she'd skip to the
next kid?

"He was never there for us. Never! Mmworried sick about himall the
time. But she always kept the faith, right up until the end. She made it
easy for him"



"She finally divorced him Kate," Jack gently rem nded her.

"Only because that was the only choice she had left. And right when she
was just getting her life turned around, she finds a lunp in her breast
and in six nonths she's gone."

Kat e | eaned back against the wall. She |ooked so tired, it was painful
to witness. "And you know what the really crazy thing is? She never
once stopped loving him After all the incredible shit he put her
through." Kate shook her head, having a hard tine believing the words
she had just spoken. She | ooked up at Jack, her chin trenbling slightly.

"But that's okay, | have enough hate for both of us." She stared at him

a mxture of pride and righteousness on her features.

Jack didn't knowif it was the conpl ete exhaustion he was feeling or the
fact that for so many years what he was about to say had been pent up
inside him Years of watching this charade. And brushing it aside in
favor of the beauty and vivaci ousness of the woman across fromhim His
vi sion of perfection.

"I's that your idea of justice, Kate? Enough hate bal anced agai nst
enough | ove, and everything equal s out?"

She stepped back. "What are you tal king about ?"

He noved forward as she continued to retreat into the snall room "I|'ve
listened to this goddamed martyrdom of yours until |I'msick of it. You
think you're sone perfect defender of the hurt and victim zed. Nothing

conmes above that.

Not you, not ne, not your father. The only reason you're out there
prosecuting every sonofabitch that comes into your sights is because
your father hurt you. Every time you convict sonebody that's another
nail in your old nman's heart."

Her hand flew to his face. He caught it, gripped it. "Your whol e adult
Iife has been spent getting back at him For all the wongs. For all the
hurt. For never being there for you."

He squeezed her hand until he heard her gasp. "D d you ever once stop to
think that naybe you were never there for hinP"

He I et go of her hand as she stood there, staring at him a | ook on her
face he had never seen before.

"Do you understand that Luther |oves you so much that he's never tried
to contact you, never tried to be a part of your life, because he knows
that's how you want it? H s only child living a fewniles away fromhim
and he's conpletely cut out of her life. Did you ever think about how he
feel s?

Did your hate ever let you do that?"
She didn't answer.

"Don't you ever wonder why your nother |loved hin? 1s your picture of
Lut her Whitney so goddammed distorted that you can't see why she | oved
hi n®?"

He grabbed her shoul ders, shook her. "Does your goddammed hatred ever
| et you be conpassionate? Does it ever let you |love anything, Kate!"



He pushed her away. She stunbl ed backward, her eyes |ocked on his face.

He hesitated for a nmonent. "The fact is, lady, you don't deserve him"
He paused and then decided to finish. "You don't deserve to be |oved."

In one furious instant her teeth gnashed, her face contorted into rage.
She screaned and flew at him hamering her fists into his chest,

sl apping his face. He felt none of her blows as the tears slid down her
cheeks.

Her assault stopped as quickly as it started. Her arns |ike |ead, they
clutched at his coat, holding on. That's when the heaves started and she
sank to the floor, the tears bursting fromher, the sobs echoing through
the tiny space.

He Iifted her up and placed her gently on the couch

He knelt beside her, letting her cry, and she did so for a long tineg,
her body repeatedly tensing and then going linp until he felt hinself
growi ng weak, his hands clamry. He finally wapped his arns around her,
laid his chest against her side. Her thin fingers clutched tightly to
his coat as both their bodies shook together for a long tine.

When it was over she sat up slowy, her face red, splotchy.
Jack stepped back.
She refused to ook at him "Get out, Jack. @

"Kate--r 'Get out!" Despite her screamthe voice was fragile, battered
She covered her face in her hands.

He turned and wal ked out the door. As he headed down the street he
turned to |l ook at her building. Her silhouette was framed in the w ndow,
| ooki ng out, but she wasn't |ooking at him She was | ooking for

sonet hing, he wasn't sure what. Probably she didn't even know. As he
continued to watch, she turned fromthe wi ndow. A few nonents later the
light in her apartment went out.

Jack wiped at his eyes, turned and wal ked sl oWy down the street,
headi ng hone after one of the |ongest days he could ever renenber.

" GODAWM T!'  How LONG?" Sm FFANK STOOD NEXT TO THE car. it was not quite
ei ght in the norning.

The young Fairfax County patrolman didn't know the significance of the
event and was startled by the detective's out burst.

"W found her about an hour ago; an early-norning jogger saw the car,
called it in."

Frank wal ked around the car and peered in fromthe passenger side. The
face was peaceful, nmuch different fromthe | ast corpse he had vi ewed.
The [ ong hair was undone, streanmed down the sides of the car seat and
fl owed across the floorboard. Wanda Broone | ooked |ike she was asl eep

Three hours later the crine scene investigation was conpl eted. Four
pills had been found on the car seat. The autopsy would confirmthat
Wanda Broone had died froma nassive overdose of digitalis, froma
prescription she had filled for her nother but obviously had never
del i vered. She had been dead for about two hours when her body was

di scovered on the secluded, dirt path that ran around a five-acre pond



about eight nmiles fromthe Sullivan place just over the county line. The
only other piece of tangible evidence was in a plastic bag that Frank
was carrying back to headquarters after getting the okay fromhis sister
jurisdiction. The note was on a piece of paper torn froma spiral ring
not epad. The handwiting was a worman's, flow ng and enbellished. Wanda's
| ast words had been a desperate plea for redenption. A shriek of guilt
in four words.

| amso sorry.

Frank drove on past the rapidly fading foliage and m sty swanp that
paral | el ed the wi nding back road. He had fucked that one up royally. He
never woul d have figured the woman for a suicide candi date. Wanda
Broone' s history pegged her as a survivor. Frank couldn't help but feel
sorry for the worman, but also raged at her stupidity. He could ve gotten
her a deal, a sweetheart deal! Then he reflected on the fact that his
instincts had been right on one count. Wanda Broone had been a very

| oyal person. She had been loyal to Christine Sullivan and coul d not
live with the guilt that she had contributed, however unintentionally,
to her death. An understandable, if regrettable, reaction. But with her
gone, Frank's best, and perhaps only, opportunity to |land the big fish
had just died too.

The nenory of Wanda Broone faded into the background as he focused on
how to bring to justice a nan who had now caused the death of two wonen.

"DAMN, TARR, was rr ToDAY?" JAck LOOKED AT ins aj ENT in the reception
area of Patton, Shaw. The man | ooked as out of place as a junkyard nutt
at a dog show.

"Ten-thirty. It's eleven-fifteen now, does that nean | get forty-five
m nutes free? By the way, you look like hell."

Jack | ooked down at his runpled suit and put a hand through his unkenpt
hair. H's internal clock was still on Ukraine tinme, and a sl eepl ess
ni ght had not hel ped hi s appearance.

"Believe me, | | ook much better than | feel."

The two nmen shook hands. Tarr had dressed up for the neeting, which
meant his jeans didn't have holes in them and he wore socks with his
tenni s shoes. The corduroy jacket was a relic fromthe early 1970s, and
the hair was its usual tangle of curls and mats.

"Hey, we can do it another day, Jack. M, | understand hangovers."
"Not when you got all dressed up. Come on back. Al | need is sone grub
I"l'l take you to lunch and won't even bill you for the tab."

As the nmen wal ked down the hallway, Lucinda, primand proper in keeping
with the firms inmage, breathed a sigh of relief. Mre than one Patton,
Shaw partner had wal ked through her turf with absolute horror on their
face at the sight of Tarr Crinson. Menbs would fly this week.

"I"'msorry, Taff, |I'mrunning on about twelve cylinders lately." Jack
tossed his overcoat over a chair and settled down miserably behind a
stack of pink nessage slips about six inches high on his desk

"Qut of the country, so | heard. Hope it was sonepl ace fun.91
"It wasn't. How s business?"

"Booning. Pretty soon, you mght be able to call nme a legitinmate client.



Make your partners' stonmachs feel a |ot better when they see nme sitting
in the |obby."

"Screw 'em Tarr, you pay your bills."

Better to be a big client and pay sone of your bills than a teeny client
who pays all of his."

Jack sniled. "You got us all figured out, don't you?"

"Hey, man, you seen one algorithm you' ve seen "emall.’
Tarr's file and perused it quickly.

Jack opened

"We' Il have your new S corp set up by tonorrow.

Del aware incorporation with a qualification in the District.
Ri ght ?"

Tarr' nodded.

"How re you planning on capitalizing it?"

Taff pulled out a legal pad. "I've got the list of potentials.
Sane as the last deal.- Do | get a reduced rate?" Taff smled.
He |iked Jack, but business was business.

"Yeah, this tine you won't pay for the |learning, curve of an overpriced
and underinfortned associate.”

Both men snil ed.

"Il cut the bill to the bone, Taff, just |ike always. Wat's the new
conpany for, by the way?"

"CGot the inside track on sone new technol ogy for surveill ance work."

Jack | ooked up fromhis notes. "Surveillance? That's a little off the
mark for you, isn't it?"

"Hey, you gotta go with the flow. Corporate business is down. But when
one nmarket dries up, being the good entrepreneur that I am | [|ook
around for other opportunities. Surveillance for the private sector has
al ways been hot. Now the new twist is big brother in the | aw enforcenent
arena. "That's ironic for somebody who got thrown in jail in every major
city in the country during the 1960s."

"Hey, those causes were good ones. But we all grow up."
Tow does it work?"

"Two ways. First, lowlevel orbit satellites are downlinked to
metropolitan police tracking stations. The birds have preprogramed
sweep sectors. They spot trouble and they send an al nost instantaneous
signal to the tracking station, giving precise incident infornation.
It's real tine for the cops. The IN

second met hod involves placing mlitary-style surveill ance equi pnent,
sensors and tracking devices on top of tel ephone poles, or underground
with surface sensors on the outside of buildings. Their exact |ocations
will be classified, of course, but they' Il be deployed in the worst
crime areas. |If something starts to go down, they'll call in the



cavalry."

Jack shook his head. "I can think of a few civil rights that mght be
tranpl ed. "

“Tell me about it. But it's effective."”

"Until the bad guys nove."

"Kinda hard to outrun a satellite, Jack."

Jack shook his head and turned back to his file.
"Hey, how re the weddi ng plans com ng?"

Jack | ooked up. "I don't know, | try to keep out of the way. 91 Tarr

| aughed. "Shit, Julie and | had a total of twenty bucks to get married
on, including the honeymobon. W got a justice of the peace for ten
dol l ars, bought a case of Mchelob with the rest, and rode the Harl ey
down to Mam and slept on the beach. Had a helluva good time."

Jack smled, shook his head. "I think the Bal dwi ns have sonething a
little nore formal in mind. Al though your way sounds like a lot nore fun
to ne."

Taf f | ooked at him quizzically, renenbering sonething.

"Hey, whatever happened to that gal you were dating when you were
defending the crinminal elements of this fair city?

Kate, right?"

Jack | ooked down at his desk. "W decided to go our separate ways," he
said quietly.

"Huh, | always thought you two nmade a nice-I|ooking couple.”

Jack | ooked across at him licked his Iips and then closed his eyes for
a nmonent before answering. "Well, sometines | ooks can be deceiving."

Taff studied his face. "You sure?"
"I"msure."
AFMR LUNCH AM FI NI SHI NG UP SOVE OVERDUE WORK@ JACK

returned half of his phone nessages and decided to | eave the rest unti
the follow ng day. Looking out the window, he turned his thoughts fully
to Luther Witney. Wat he could be involved in Jack could only ess. The
nmost puzzling as gu pect was that Luther was a loner in private life and
with his work. Back when he was with the PD, Jack had checked on sone of
Luther's priors. He worked al one. Even on the cases where he hadn't been
arrested but had been questioned, there was never an issue of ' nore
than one person involved. Then who coul d these other people be? A fence
Lut her had somehow ripped of f? But Luther had been in the business nuch
too long to do sonmething like that. It wasn't worth it. His victim

per haps? Maybe they couldn't prove Luther had conmitted the crinme but
neverthel ess held a vendetta against him But who held that sort of
grudge for getting burglarized? Jack could understand if someone had
been hurt or killed, but Luther was not capable of that.

He sat down at his small conference table and thought back for a nonent
to the night before with Kate. It had been the nost pai nful experience
of his life, even nore so than when Kate had left him But he had said



what needed to be said.

He rubbed his eyes. At this nonment in his life the Witneys weren't
especially wel come. But he had prom sed Luther. Why hadhe done that? He
| oosened his tie. At sone point he would have to draw the line, or cut
the cord, if only for his own mental well-peing. Now he was hoping that
his prom sed favor woul d never cone due.

He went down and got a soda fromthe kitchen, sat back down at his desk
and finished up the bills for last nonth. The firmwas invoicing Bal dwi n
Enterprises roughly three hundred thou a nonth and the work was

accel erating. Wile Jack had been gone, Jennifer had sent over two new
matters that woul d occupy a regi ment of associates for about six nonths.
Jack quickly calculated his profit sharing for the quarter and whistled
under his breath when he got an approximate. It was al nbst too easy.

Things were really inproving between Jennifer and him

H's brain told himnot to screw that up. The organ in the center of his
chest wasn't so sure, but he was thinking that his brain should start
taking command of his life. It wasn't that their relationship had
changed. It was only that his expectation of that relationship had. Ws
that a comprom se on his part? Probably. But who said you coul d manage
to get through life w thout comprom se. Kate Wiitney had tried and | ook
what it had gotten her.

He phoned Jennifer's office, but she wasn't there. Gone for the day. He
checked his watch. Five-thirty. Wen she wasn't traveling, Jennifer
Baldwin rarely left the office before eight. Jack | ooked at his

cal endar. She was in town the whole week. Wen he had tried her fromthe
airport last night there had been no answer either. He hoped nothi ng was
wr ong.

As he was contenpl ating | eaving and headi ng over to her house, Dan
Ki rksen popped his head in.

"Could I trouble you for a mnute, Jack?"

Jack hesitated. The little man and his bowties irritated Jack, and he
knew exactly why. Deferential as hell, Kirksen would have treated Jack
like a piece of manure had he not controlled mllions in business. On
top of that, Jack knew that Kirksen desperately wanted to treat himlike
a piece of shit anyway, and he hoped to acconplish that goal one day.

"l was thinking about heading out. |'ve been hitting it pretty heavy
|ately."

"I know." Kirksen smled. "The whole firm s been tal king about it. Sandy
better watch out-by all accounts Walter Sullivan is very enanored with
you. "

Jack smled to hinself. Lord was the only person whom Kirksen wanted to
kick in the ass nore than Jack. Lord with out Sullivan would be

vul nerabl e. Jack could read all those thoughts as they passed behind the
spectacles of the firm s nanagi ng partner

"I don't think Sandy has anything to worry about."

"Of course not. It'll just take a few mi nutes. Conference room number
one." Kirksen di sappeared as quickly as he had appear ed.

What the hell was all this about? Jack wondered. He grabbed his coat
and wal ked down the hallway. As he passed a couple of fell ow associ ates



in the hallway, they gave him sidel ong gl ances that only increased his
puzzl erment .

The sliding doors to the conference roomwere closed, which was unusua
unl ess sonet hi ng was goi ng on inside.

Jack slid back one of the thick doors. The dark room confronting him
expl oded into bright light, and Jack | ooked on in anazenent as the party
cane into focus. The banner on the far wall said it all: CONGRATULATI ONS
PARTNER!

Lord presided over the lavish affair of drinks and an expensive, catered
spread. Jennifer was there, along with her father and nother.

"I am so proud of you, sweetie." She had already consuned several drinks
and her soft eyes and gentle caresses told Jack things would only get
better later that night.

"Well, we can thank your dad for this partnership-"

"Uh-uh, lover. If you weren't doing a good job, Daddy would cut you

| oose in a New York minute. Gve yourself sonme credit. You think Sandy

Lord and Walter Sullivan are easy to please? Honey, you pleased Walter
Sul l'i van, stunned himeven, and there's only a handful of attorneys who
have ever done that."

Jack swal l owed the rest of his drink and contenplated that statement. It
sounded pl ausi bl e. He had scored big with Sullivan, and who was to say
Ransomed Bal dwi n woul dn't have taken his business el sewhere if Jack
hadn't been up to the task?

"Maybe you're right."

"OF course I'mright, Jack. If this firmwere a football team you'd be
MVP or rookie of the year, maybe both."

Jenni fer took another drink and slid her arm around Jack's wai st.

"And on top of that, you can now afford to support me in the lifestyle
I'"ve grown accustoned to." She pinched his arm

"Grown accustoned to. Rightly Try, frombirth." They stole a quick kiss.

"You'd better mngle, superstar.'’
of her parents.

She pushed hi maway and went in search

Jack | ooked around. Every person in this roomwas a nmllionaire. He was
easily the poorest of themall, but his prospects probably surpassed al
of theirs. Hi s base incone had just quadrupled. H's profit sharing for
the year would easily be double that. It occurred to himthat he too was
now, technically, a mllionaire. Wio would ve thought it, when four
years ago a mllion dollars seened to be nore noney than existed on the
pl anet ?

He had not entered | aw to becone rich. He had spent years working as
hard as he ever had for what anounted to pennies. But he was entitled
now, wasn't he? This was the typical American Dream wasn't it? But
what was it about that dreamthat made you feel guilty when you finally
attained it?

He felt a big armaround his shoulder. He turned to | ook at Sandy Lord,
red eyes and all staring at him



"Surprised the hell out of you, didn't we?"

Jack had to agree with that. Sandy's breath was a mixture of hard Iiquor
and roast beef. It rem nded Jack of their very flat encounter at
Fillmore's, not a pleasant menory. He subdely distanced hinmself fromhis
i nt oxi cated partner.

"Look around this room Jack. There's not a person here, with the
possi bl e exception of yours truly, who wouldn't love to be in your
shoes. "

"It seens a little overwhelnmng. It happened so fast." Jack was nore
talking to hinself than to Lord.

"Hel I, these things always do. For the fortunate few, wham zero to the
top in seconds. |Inprobable success is just that: inprobable. But that's
what makes it so damm satisfying. By the way, |let ne shake your hand for
taki ng such good care of Walter."

"Pl easure, Sandy. | like the man."

"By the way, |I'mhaving a little get-together at my place on Saturday.
Sone people are going to be there you should neet. See if you can
persuade your extrenely attractive Significant O her to attend. She

m ght find some marketing opportunities. Grl's a natural hustler just,
i ke her daddy."

JACK SHOOK THE HAND OF EVERY PARTNER I N THE PLACE, SOMVE nore than once
By' ni ne o' cl ock he and Jennifer were headed honme in her company |ino. By
one o' clock they had already made | ove twice. By one-thirty Jennifer was
sound asl eep.

Jack wasn't.

He stood by the wi ndow | ooking out at the few stray snowfl akes that had
started to fall. An early winter stormsystemhad settled in over the
area al t hough accunul ati ons were not supposed to be significant. Jack's
t houghts were not on the weather, however. He | ooked over at Jennifer
She was dressed in a silk nightgown, nestled between satin sheets, in a
bed the size of his apartnent's bedroom He | ooked up at his old friends
the murals. Their new place was supposed to be ready by Chri stnas,

al t hough the very proper Baldwin fam |y would never all ow patent
cohabitation until the vows were exchanged. The interiors were being
redone under the sharp eye of his fiance to suit their individua

tastes and to boldly cast their own personal - statenentwhatever the
hell that meant. As he studied the nedieval faces on the ceiling it
occurred to Jack that they were probably |aughing at him

He had just made partner in the nmost prestigious firmin tow, was the
toast of sone of the nost influential people you could imagine, every
one of them eager to advance his already meteoric career even further.
He had it all. Fromthe beautiful princess, to the rich, old
father-in-law, to the hallowed if utterly ruthless mentor, to serious
bucks in the bank.

Wth an arny of the powerful right behind himand a truly Iimtless
future, Jack never felt nore alone than he did that night. And despite
all his willpower, his thoughts continually turned to an old, frightened
and angry man, and his enotionally spent daughter. Wth those twn
beauties swirling in his head he silently watched the gentle fall of
snowf | akes until the softened edges of daybreak greeted him

THE OLD WOVAN WATCHED THROUGH THE DUSTY VENETI AN bl i nds that covered the



I'iving roomw ndow as the dark sedan pulled into her driveway. The
arthritis in both grossly swollen knees made getting up difficult, nuch
|l ess trying to nove herself around. Her back was permanently bent and
the lungs were dense and unforgiving after fifty years of tar and

ni coti ne bonbardnent. She was counting down to the end; her body had
carried her about as far as it could. Longer than her daughter's had.

She fingered the letter that she kept in the pocket of her old, pink
dressing gown that failed to conpletely cover the red, blistered ankles.
She figured they woul d show up sooner or later. After Wanda had cone
back fromthe police station, she knewit was a matter of tinme before
sonmet hing like this happened. The tears welled up in her eyes as she

t hought back to the |ast few weeks.

"It was ny fault, Momra." Her daughter had sat in the tiny kitchen
where, as a little girl, she had hel ped her nother bake cookies and can
tomat oes and stringbeans harvested fromthe strip of garden out back.
She had repeated those words over and over as she slunped forward on the
tabl e, her body convulsing with every word. Edwi na had tried to reason
wi th her daughter but she was not el oquent enough to dent the shroud of
guilt that surrounded the sl ender woman who had started life as a
roly-poly baby with thick dark hair and horseshoe | egs. She had shown
Wanda the letter but it had done no good. It was beyond the old woman to
make her child understand.

Now she was gone and the police had conme. And now Edwi na had to do the
right thing. And at ei ghty-one and Godfearing, Edwina was going to lie
to the police, which was to her the only thing she could do.

"I"msorry about your daughter, Ms. Broonme." Frank's words rang sincere
to the old wonan's ears. Atrickle of a tear slipped down the deep
crevices of her aged face.

The note Wanda had | eft behind was given to Edwi na Broonme and she | ooked
at it through a thick nmagnifying ghmthat lay on the table wthin easy
reach. She | ooked at the earnest face of the detective. "I can't inmagine
what she was thinking when she wote this."

"You understand that a robbery took place at the Sullivan home? That
Christine Sullivan was nurdered by whoever it was that broke in?"

"I heard that on the television right after it happened. That was
terrible. Terrible."

"Did your daughter ever talk to you about the incident?"

"Wel | of course she did. She was so upset by it all. She and Ms.
Sullivan got along real well, real well. It broke her UP- "

"Why do you think she took her own LIFE?"
"If 1 could tell you, | would."

She | et that anbi guous statenent hang in front of Frank's face until he
fol ded the paper back up

"Did your daughter tell you anything about her work that mnight shed sone
I'ight on the nurder?"

"No. She liked her job pretty nuch. They treated her real well from what
she said. Living in that big house, that's real ifice."

"Ms. Broone, | understand that Wanda was in trouble with the | aw a



whi | e back."

"A long while back, Detective. A long while back. And she lived a good
life since then." Edwi na Broome's eyes had narrowed, her lips set in a
firmline, as she stared down Seth Frank

"I"'msure she did," Frank added quickly. "Did Wanda bri ng anyone by to
see you in the last few nonths. Sonmeone you didn't know perhaps?"

Edwi na shook her head. That nuch was the truth.

Frank eyed her for a long nonent. The cataract-fined eyes stared
strai ght back at him

"l understand your daughter was out of the country when the incident
happened?"

"Went down to that island with the Sullivans. They go every year |I'm
told."

"But Ms. Sullivan didn't go."

"l suppose not, since she was nurdered up here while they were down
there, Detective."

Frank al nost smiled. This old lady wasn't nearly as dunmb as she was
maki ng out to be. "You wouldn't have any idea why Ms. Sullivan didn't
go. Sonet hi ng Wanda ni ght have told you?"

Edwi na shook her head, stroked a silver and white cat that junped up on
her | ap.

"Well, thank you for talking to ne. Again |'m sorry about your
daughter.™
"Thank you, | amtoo. Very sorry."

As she wenched herself up to see himto the door, the letter fell out
of her pocket. Her weary heart skipped a beat as Frank bent down, picked
it up without glancing at it and handed it to her.

She watched himpull out of the driveway. She slowy eased hersel f back
down in the chair by the fireplace and unfolded the letter

It was in a man's hand she knew well: | didn't do it. But you wouldn't
believe me if | told you who did.

For Edwi na Broome that was all she needed to know.

Lut her Whitney had been a friend for a long tinme, and had only broken
into that house because of Wanda. If the police caught up to him it
woul d not be with her assistance.

And what her friend had asked her to do she would. God help her, it was
the only decent thing she could do.

SEm FRANK AND Bi LL BuRTon sHook HANDs AND sAT DowN.
They were in Frank's office and the sun was barely up
"l appreciate your seeing nme, Seth."

"I't is alittle unusual."



"Dam unusual if you ask nme." Burton grinned. "Mnd if | light one up?"
"How about | join you?" Both men pulled out their packs.
Burton bent his match forward as he settled back in his chair.

"I'"ve been with the Service a long tinme and this is a first for ne. But

I can understand it. Add man Sullivan is one of the President's best
friends. Hel ped get himstarted in politics. Areal nentor. They both go
way back. Just between you and ne, | don't think the President actually
wants us to do rmuch nore than give an inpression of involvenent. W are
in no way |ooking to step on your toes."

"Not that you have jurisdiction to do that anyway."

"Exactly, Seth. Exactly. Hell, | was a state trooper for eight years.
know how police investigations go. The last thing you need is sonebody
el se | ooki ng over your goddammed shoul der."

The wariness started to fade from Frank"s eyes. An ex-state trooper
turned Secret Service agent. This guy was really a career |aw
enforcenment person. In Frank's book you didn't get much better than
t hat .

"So what's your proposal ?"
"I see nmy role as an infornmation pipeline to the President.

Sonet hi ng breaks you give me a call and I'Il fill in the President. Then
when he sees Walter Sullivan he can speak intelligently about the case.
Believe ne, it's not all snoke and nmirrors. The President is genuinely
concerned about the case.” Burton sniled inwardly.

"And no interference fromthe feds. No second-guessing?'Hell, |I'm not
the FBI. It's not a federal case. Look at ne as the civilian em ssary of
a VIP. Not nmuch nore than a professional courtesy really."

Frank | ooked around his office as he slowy absorbed the situation
Burton followed that gaze and tried to size up Frank as precisely as
possi bl e. Burton had known many detectives. Mst had average
capabilities, which, coupled with an exponentially increasing casel oad,
resulted in a very low arrest and nmuch | ower conviction rate. But he had
checked out Seth Frank. The guy was fornmer NYPD with a string of
citations a mle long. Since his comng to Mddleton County, there had
not been one unsol ved homi cide. Not one. It was a rural county to be
sure, but a one hundred percent solve rate was still Pretty inpressive.
Al'l those facts nade Burton very confortable. For although the President
had requested that Burton keep in contact with the police in order to
fulfill his pledge to Sullivan, Burton had his own reason for wanting
access to the investigation.

"If sonething breaks really fast, | might not be able to apprise you
ri ght away."

"I"'mnot asking for mracles, Seth, just alittle info when you get a
chance. That's all." Burton stood up, crushing out his cigarette. "W
got a deal ?"

"Il do in best, Bill."

y

"A man can't ask for nore than that. So, you got any |eads?"



Seth Frank shrugged. "Maybe. M ght peter out, you never know. You know
how t hat goes."

"Tell me about it." Burton started to | eave and then | ooked back. "Hey,
as sone quid pro quo if you need any red tape cut during your

i nvestigation, access to databases, stuff like that, you |l et nme know and
your request gets a top priority. Here's ny nunber."

Frank took the offered card. "I appreciate that, Bill."

Two HOURS LATER SETH FRANK LI FTED UP HI S PHONE AND not hi ng happened. No
dial tone, no outside |line. The phone conpany was call ed.

An hour later, Seth Frank again picked up his phone and the dial tone
was there. The systemwas fixed. The phone cl oset was kept | ocked at all
times, but even if soneone had been able to | ook inside, the mass of

I ines and ot her equi pnent woul d' have been i ndeci pherable to the

| ayperson. Not that the police force ordinarily worried about soneone
tapping their I|ines.

Bill Burton's lines of comunication were open now, a |ot w der than
Seth Frank had ever dreaned they woul d be.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

TUNK rr'S A NusTAKE, ALAN. | TnNK we SHOULD BE DLst anci ng oursel ves, not
tr*g to take over the investigation."

Russell stood next to the President's desk in the Oval Ofice.

Ri chrmond was seated at the desk going over some recent health care
l egislation; a quagmire to say the |l east and not one he planned to
expend much political capital on before the el ection

"Goria, get with the program wll you?" Ri chnond was preoccupied; well
ahead in the polls, he thought the gap should be even greater. His
antici pated opponent, Henry Jacobs, was short, and not particularly
good-1 ooking or a great speaker. His sole claimto fame was thirty years
of toiling on behalf of the country's indigent and | ess fortunate.
Consequently, he was a wal king nmedi a disaster. In the age of sound bites
and photo ops, being able to look and talk a big game was an absol ute
necessity. Jacobs was not even the best anbng a very weak group that had
seen its two | eadi ng candi dates knocked out over assorted scandal s,
sexual | y based and ot herwi se. Al of which nade R chnond wonder why his
thirty-two-point lead in the polls wasn't fifty.

He finally turned to | ook at his Chief of Staff.

"Look, | promised Sullivan I'd keep on top of it. | said that to a
goddamed nati onal audi ence that got me a dozen points in the polls that
apparently your well-oiled reelection teamcan't inprove upon. Do | need
to go out and start a war to get the polls where they should be?"

"Alan, th ' e election's in the bag; we both know that. But we have to
play not to | ose. W have to be careful. That person is still out there.
What if he's caught?"

exasperated, R chnond stood up. "WII you forget him |If you' d stop to
think about'it for a second, the fact that | have cl osely associated
myself with the case takes away the only possi ible shred of credibility
the guy m ght have had. If | hadn't publicly proclained nmy interest sone
nosy reporter mght have pricked up his ears at an allegation that the



Presi dent was somehow i nvolved in the death of Christine Sullivan

But now that |I've told the nation that |I'm mad and determined to bring
the perpetrator to justice, if the allegation is made, people will think
the guy saw me on TV and he's a whacko."

Russell sat down in a chair. The problemwas Ri chnond didn't have al
the facts. If he knew about the letter opener would he have taken these
sanme steps? |f he knew about the note and photo Russell had received?
She was wi t hhol ding information from her boss, information that could
ruin both of them absolutely and conpletely.

As RussbELL WALKED DOWN THE HALLWAY BACK TO HER OFfice, she didn't notice
Bill Burton staring at her froma passageway. The | ook was not one of
af fection, not anywhere cl ose.

Stupid, stupid bitch. From where he was standi ng he coul d' ve popped
three slugs into the back of her head. No sweat. His talk with Collin
had cl eared up the picture conpletely. If he had called the police that
ni ght, there would have been trouble, but not for himand Collin. The
President and his skirted sidekick woul d ve taken all the heat. The
worman had snookered him And now he was barely hanging on the edge of
all that he had worked for, sweated for, taken bullets for.

He knew far better than Russell what they were all confronted with. And
it was because of that know edge that he had nade his decision. It had
not been an easy one, but it was the only one he could nmake. It was the
reason he had visited Seth Frank. And it was al so the reason he had had
the detective's phone |ine tapped. Burton knew his course of action was
probably a long shot, but they were all well outside the range of
guarantees of any kind now. You just had to go with the cards you had
and hope Lady Luck would snmile on you at sone point.

Agai n Burton shook with anger at the position the woman had put himin.
The deci sion her stupidity had caused himto nake. It was all he could
do not to run down the stairs and break her neck. But he proni sed
hinsel f one thing. If he lived to do nothing el se, he woul d ensure that
this woman woul d suffer. He would rip her fromthe safe confines of her
power career and hurl her right into the shit of reality---and he woul d
enjoy every nminute of it.

GLOM RussELL cHEcKED HER HAIR AND LI PMCK IN THE NHR_ ror. She knew she
was acting |ike a damed | ove-struck teenager, but there was sonething
so naive and yet so masculine about TimCollin that it was actually
starting to distract her attention from her work, something that had
never happened before. But it was a historical fact that nmen in power
positions usually got sonme action on the side. Not an ardent femnist,
Russel |l saw, nothing wong with ermulating her mal e counterparts. As she
saw it, it was just another perk of the position

As she slipped out of her dress and underwear and into her nost
transparent ni ghtgown, she kept rem nding herself of why she was
seduci ng the younger man. She needed himfor two reasons. One, he knew
about her blunder with the |etter opener and she needed absol ute
assurance that he keep quiet about that, and, second, she needed his
help to get that piece of evidence back. Conpelling, rational reasons
and yet tonight, like all the nights before, they were the furthest
things fromher m nd.

At that nmoment she felt she could fuck TimCollin every night for the
rest of her life and never tire of the feelings that flooded through her
body after each encounter. Her brain could rationalize a thousand



reasons why she should stop, but the renmainder of her body was, for
once, not I|istening.

The knock on the door canme a little early. She finished prinping her
hai r, quickly checked her nakeup again, and then awkwardly slipped into
her heels as she hurried down the hallway. She opened the front door and
it felt Iike soneone had plunged a knife between her breasts.

"What the hell are you doing here?"

Burton put one foot inside the hal f-opened door and one nmssive hand
agai nst the door itself.

"W need to tal k."

Russel | unconsciously checked behind himfor the man she had expected to
make | ove to her tonight.

Burton noted the glance. "Sorry, |lover-boy ain't conming, Chief."

She tried to slamthe door closed, but couldn't budge the
t wo- hundr ed- and-forty-pound Burton an inch. Wth rmaddeni ng ease he
pushed open the door and went inside, shutting the door behind him

He stood in the entrance way | ooking at the Chief of Staff, who was now
desperately trying to understand what he was doing there at the sane
time she was trying to cover up strategic parts of her anatony. She was
not succeeding with either

"Get out, Burton! How dare you cone barging in here?
You' re through."

Burton noved past her into the living room barely brushi ng agai nst her
as he wal ked bhy.

"Either we talk here or we talk soneplace else. It's up to YOU."

She followed himinto the Iiving room "Wat the hell are you talking
about? | told you to get out. You're forgetting your place in the
official hierarchy, aren't you?"

He turned to face her. "You always answer the door dressed |ike that?"
He coul d understand Collins interest.

The ni ghtgown did nothing to hide the Chief of Staff's vol uptuous
figure. Who woul d've thought? He m ght have been aroused despite
twenty-four years with the sane woman and four children spawned from
that marriage, except for the fact that he was absolutely repul sed by
t he hal f naked wonan standi ng across from him

"Go to hell! Go straight to hell, Burton."

"That's probably where we're all going to end up, so why don't you go
get on sone clothes and then we're going to talk and then I'I| |eave.
But until then | ain't going anywhere."

"Do you realize what you're doing? | can crush you."

"Right!"™ He pulled out the photos fromhis jacket pocket and tossed them
down on the table. Russell tried to ignore them but finally picked them
up. She steadied her trenbling | egs by placing a hand on top of a table.

"You and Collin make a beautiful couple. You really do. | don't think



the media will |ose sight of that fact. Mght make for an interesting
nmovi e of the week. What do you think?

Chief of Staff gets brains screwed out by young Secret Service agent.
You could call it The Fuck Heard 'Round the World. That's catchy, don't
you t hi nk?"

She sl apped him as hard as she had ever sl apped anyone.

Pai n shot through her arm It had been like hitting a piece of wood.
Burton took her hand and twisted it sideways until she screaned.

"]lListen lady, | know every fucking thing that's going on here.
Everything. The letter opener. Who's got it. Mst inportantly, how he
got it. And now this recent correspondence fromour little |arcenous
voyeur. Now any way you cut it, we got us a big problem and seeing that

you' ve screwed everything up fromthe get-go, | think a change of
command is in order. Now go get out of the hooker clothes, and come back
in here. If you want me to save your horny little ass, you'll do exactly

what | tell you to do. Do you understand?

Because if you don't then | suggest we go have a little chat with the
President. It's up'to you. Chief!" Burton spat out the |ast word,
conmuni cati ng unequi vocal ly his absol ute di sgust with her

Burton slowy let go of her armbut still towered over her like a
mountain. Hi s massive bul k seemed to bl ock out her ability to think
Russel |l gingerly rubbed her armand alnost tinmdly | ooked up at him as
t he hopel essness of her situation started to sink in.

She went inmmediately to the bathroomand threw up. It seened |ike she
was spendi ng an increasing amount of her time doing that. The cold water
on her face finally started to work through the throes of nausea unti
she was able to sit up and then walk slowy to her bedroom

Her head spi nning, she changed into |ong pants and a thick sweater,
dropping the negligee on the bed, too ashaned to even |l ook at it as the
garnment floated down; her dreans for a night of pleasure shattered with
terrifying abruptness. She replaced her red stilettos with a pair of
brown flats.

Patting her cheeks down as she sensed the rush of blood there, she felt
i ke she had just been caught by her father with a boy's hands far up
her dress. That event had actually occurred in her life and probably
contributed to her absolute focus on her career to the detrinment of
everything el se, so enbarrassed had she been by the entire episode. Her
father had called her a whore and beaten her so badly that she had

m ssed a week of school. She had prayed her entire life that she woul d
never feel such enbarrassnent again. Until tonight that prayer had been
answer ed.

She forced herself to breathe regularly and when she went back into the
living roomshe noted that Burton had taken his jacket off and a pot of
coffee sat on the table. She eyed the thick holster with its deadly
occupant .

"Cream and sugar, right?"
She managed to neet his gaze. "Yes."
He poured out the coffee and she sat down across from him

She | ooked down at her cup. "How much did Ti ... Collin tell you?"



"About the two of you? Nothing really. He's not the kind of guy who
would. | think he's fallen for you pretty hard.

You' ve fucked with his head and his heart. N ce going."

"You don't understand anything, do you?" She al nost expl oded out of her
chair.

Burton was maddeningly calm "l understand this nuch

W' re about one inch fromthe edge of the cliff and where we're headed
can't even see the bottom Frankly, | don't give a shit who you're
sleeping with. That's not why |I'm here. 91 Russell sat back down and
forced herself to drink the coffee. Her stomach started to finally
settl e down.

Burton | eaned across and held her armas gently as he coul d.

"Look, Ms. Russell. I'mnot going to sit here and bullshit and tell you
I'"mhere because | think the world of you and | want to get you out of a
jam and you don't have to pretend to love nme either. But the way | | ook
at it, like it or not, we're in this thing together. And the only way I
see us making it through is to work as a team That's the deal |I'm
offering." Burton sat back and wat ched her.

Russel | put down her coffee and dabbed a napkin against her Iips.

all right."

Burton i nmedi ately | eaned forward. "Just to recount, the |letter opener
still has both the President's and Christine Sullivan's prints on it.
And their blood. Correct?"

"Yes."

"Any prosecutor would be salivating for that thing. W've got to get it
back. "

"We'll buy it. He wants to sell it. The next comunication will tell us
how nuch. "

Burton shocked her for the second tine. He tossed the envel ope across.
"The guy's savvy, but at sone point he has to tell us a drop point."

Russell took out the letter and read it. The witing was bl ock print as
before. The nessage was bri ef Coordi nates com ng soon. Recommend advance
steps be tak-enforfinanul backi ng Forsucbpri nepropertysug gest md seven
figure Wuld suggest consequenas of default be considered tborougbly.
Respond via Post penon ds if interested.

"He's got quite a witing style, doesn't he? Succinct, but he gets his
poi nt across."” Burton poured another cup of coffee. Then he tossed
across anot her photograph of what Russell was desperately hoping to
retrieve.

"He sure likes to tease, doesn't he, Ms. Russell?"
"At least it sounds like he's ready to deal ."
"We're tal king sone big bucks. You prepared for that?"

"Let nme worry about that piece, Burton. Money won't be the problem" Her



arrogance was returning just in tine.

"Probably not," he agreed' "By the way, why the hell didn't you Ilet
Collin wi pe that thing clean?"

"I don't have to answer that."
"No, actually you don't, Madam President."

Russel |l and Burton actually sniled at each other. Maybe she had been
wong. Burton was a pain in her ass, but he was cunning and careful. She
realized now that she needed those qualities nore than Collins gallant
n;afvetd even if it was acconpanied by a fresh, hard body.

"Mere's one nore piece to the puzzle, Chief."
"And that is?"

"When it cones tine to kill this guy, are you gonna get squeani sh on
me?"

Russel | choked on her coffee and Burton had to literally pound her on
the back until she started breathing normally again.

"l guess that answers that."

"What the hell are you tal king about, Burton-killing hinP"
"You still don't understand what's going on here, do you?
I thought you were some brilliant professor somewhere

Ivory towers ain't what they used to be | guess. O nmaybe you need a
little dose of common sense. Let ne explain this real sinply for you
This guy was an eyewitness to the President trying to murder Christine
Sullivan, Sullivan trying to return the favor, and ne and Collin doing
our job and taking her out before the President gets stuck like a side
of beef. An eyew tness! Renenber that term Before | found out about
this little piece of evidence you |left behind, |I figured our asses were
cooked anyway. Quy |eaks the story sonmehow, sone way and it snowballs
fromthere. Some things we just can't explain, right?

"But nothing happens and | figure maybe we all got lucky and this guy is
too afraid to come forward. Now | find out about this blackmil shit and
I ask nmysel f what does that nean.”

Burton | ooked questioningly at Russell.

She answered, "It nmeans he wants noney in exchange for the letter
opener. It's his lottery. What else could it nean, Burton?"

Burton shook his head. "No, it neans this guy is fucking with us.
Playing mnd ganes. It neans we got an eyew tness out there who's
getting a little daring, a little adventurous.

On top of that it took a real professional to crack the Sullivan nest.
So this guy is not the type who's gonna scare too easily. 9@

"So? If we get back the letter opener aren't we hone free?" Russell was
dimy beginning to see what Burton was getting at, but it still wasn't
cl ear.

"if he doesn't keep photos of it, which m ght end up on the front page
of the Post any day now. An enlarged photo of the President's pal mprint



on a letter opener thatcame from Christine Sullivan's bedroom on page
one. Probably nake for an interesting series of articles. Gounds enough
for the papers to start digging around. Even the slightest hint of a
connecti on between the President and Sullivan's nurder and it's over
Sure, we can argue the guy's a whacko and the Picture's a clever
forgery, and maybe we'll succeed. But one of those photos show ng up at
the Post doesn't concern nme half as much as our other problem"”

"VWich is?" Russell sat forward now, her voice |ow, alnost husky, as
somet hing terrible was beginning to dawn on her.

"You seemto have forgotten that this guy saw everything we did that
ni ght. Everything. Wiat we were wearing.

Everybody' s nanme. How we wi ped the place clean, which I'msure the
police are still scratching their heads over. He can tell them how we
arrived and how we left. He can tell themto check the President's arm
for traces of a knife wound. He can tell them how we dug one slug out of
the wall and where we were standing when we fired. He can tell them
everything they want to know. And when he does, they'|ll at first think
he knows all about the crinme scene because he was there and was actually
the trigger man. But then the cops will start to'realize that this was

nmore than a one-man show. They'll wonder how he knows all this other
stuff. Some of which he couldn't have nade up and which they can verify.
They' Il begin to wonder about all those little details that just don't

make sense but that this guy can explain."

Russel |l stood up and went over to the bar and poured herself a scotch.
She poured one for Burton too. She thought about what Burton had sai d.
The man had seen everyt hing.

I ncl udi ng her and an unconsci ous President having sex. Mserable, she
pushed t he thought from her n nd.

"Way woul d he cone forward after he'd been paid off ?"

"Who says he actually has to come forward? Renenber |ike you said that
night? He could do it froma distance.

Laugh all the way to the bank and take down an administration. Hell, he
can wite it all down and fax it to the cops.

They' Il have to investigate it and who's to say they won't find

sonmet hing? |f they got any physical evidence fromthat bedroom hair
root, saliva, seminal fluid, all they need is a body to match it

agai nst. Before there was no reason for themto | ook our way, but now,
who the hell knows? You get a DNA match agai nst Ri chnond, we're dead.
Dead.

"And so what if the guy never cones forward voluntarily?

The detective on the case is no bonehead. And ny gut tells ne that,
given time, he's gonna find the sonofabitch. And a guy looking at life
in prison or maybe the ultimate penalty will talk his head off, believe
me. |'ve seen it happen too many tines' "

Russell felt a sudden chill. Wat Burton said made absol ute sense. The
Presi dent had sounded so convinci ng. Neither of them had even consi dered
this line.

"Besides, | don't know about you, but | don't plan on spending the rest
of my life |looking over ny shoulder waiting for that shoe to drop."



"But how can we find hin®"

It armused Burton that the Chief of Staff had fallen in with his plans

wi t hout nuch argument. The value of life apparently did not nean nmuch to
this woman when her personal well-being was threatened. He hadn't
expected | ess.

"Before | knew about the letters, | thought we had no chance. But with
bl ackmai |, at sone point you gotta have the payoff. And then he's
vul nerabl e."

"But he'll just ask for a wire transfer. If what you say if true, this
guy's too smart to be looking for a bag of noney ira Dunpster. And we
won't know where the letter opener will be until long after he's gone."

"Maybe, maybe not. You let ne worry about that. What is inmperative is
that you string the guy along just a bit. If he wants the deal done in
two days, you make it four. Whatever you put in the personals make it
sincere. 1'll leave that up to you, Professor. But you've got to buy ne
some time." Burton got up. She grabbed his arm

"What are you going to do?"

"The |l ess you know about it the better. But you do understand that if
the whole thing bl ows up, we all go down, including the President?
There's nothing at this point | could or would do to prevent that. As
far as |I'mconcerned you both deserve it."

"You don't sugarcoat things, do you?"

"Never found it useful." He put on his coat. "By the way, you realize
that Richnond beat Christine Sullivan up bad, don't you? Fromthe
autopsy report it looks like he tried to turn her neck into a spaghetti
| oop. "

"So | understand. |Is that inportant to know?"
"You don't have any children, do you?"
Russel | shook her head.

"I'"ve got four. Two daughters, not nuch younger than Christine Sullivan
As a parent you think about things Iike that. Loved ones getting nessed
up by sonme asshole like that. Just wanted you to know the kind of guy
our boss is.

That is, if he ever gets frisky, you mght want to think twce."
He left her sitting in the living roomcontenplating her wecked life.

As he clinbed into his 'car, he took a nonent to light a cigarette.
Burton had spent the last few days review ng the preceding twenty years
of his Ilife. The price being paid to preserve those years was headi ng
into the stratosphere. Was it worth it? Ws he prepared to pay it? He
could go to the cops. Tell themeverything. H's career would be over, of
course. The police could get himon obstruction of justice, conspiracy
to conmit murder, maybe some bull shit mansl aughter charge for popping
Christine Sullivan and other assorted nickel -and-dine stuff. It would
all add up, though. Even cutting a deal he was going to do sone serious
time. But he could do the tinme. He could al so endure the scandal. Al
the shit the papers would wite. He'd go down in history as a crimnal
He' d be inextricably linked to the notoriously corrupt Ri chnond

admi nistration. And yet he could take that, if it came to it. Wat the



hard-as-rock Bill Burton could not take was the look in his children's
eyes. He woul d never again see pride and | ove. And the absol ute and
conplete trust that their daddy, this big hulk of a man, was,

i ndi sputably, one of the good guys. That was sonething that was too
tough even for him

Those were the thoughts that had been racing through Burton's head ever
since his talk with Collin. A part of himw shed he hadn't asked. That
he had never found out about the blackmail attenpt. Because that had
given himan opportunity. And opportunities were always acconpani ed by
choices. Burton had finally made his. He wasn't proud of it.

If things worked out according to plan, he would do his best to forget
it had ever happened. If things didn't work out?

Well, that was just too bad. But if he went down, so woul d everyone
el se.

That thought triggered another idea. Burton reached across and popped
open the car's glove conmpartment. He pulled out a mnicassette recorder
and a handful of tapes. He | ooked back up at the house as he puffed on
his cigarette.

He put the car in gear. As he passed Qoria Russell's house, he figured
the lights there would remain on for a long tine.

CHAPTER SI XTEEN
LUR-A SI MON HAD JUST ABOUT G VEN UP HOPE OF FI NDI NG U.

The exterior and interior of the van had been mnutely dusted and then
fumed for prints. A special laser fromthe state police headquarters in
Ri chmond had even been brought up, but every tine they found a match, it
was soneone el se's prints. Soneone they could account for. She knew
Pettis's prints by heart now. He was unfortunate enough to have al
arches, one of the rarest of fingerprint conpositions, as well as a tiny
scar on his thunb that had in fact led to his arrest years earlier for
grand-theft auto. Perps with scars across their fingertips were an ident
tech's best friend.

Budi zi nski's prints had shown up once because he'd stuck his finger in a
sol vent and then pressed it against a piece of plywod kept in the back
of the van, a print as perfect as if she had fingerprinted himherself.

Al told, she had found fifty-three prints, but none were of any use to
her. She sat in the mddle of the van and glumy | ooked around its
interior. She had gone over every spot where a print could reasonably be
expected to exist. She had hit every nook and cranny of the vehicle with
the hand-hel d | aser and was running out of ideas where else to took

For the twentieth tinme she went through the notions of nen | oading the
truck, driving it--the rearview rniffor was an ideal spot for
prints-noving the equipnent, lifting the bottles of cleaners, dragging
the hoses, opening and closing the doors. The difficulty of her task was
increased by the fact that prints tended to di sappear over tineg,
dependi ng on the surface containing themand the surrounding clinate.
Wet and warm were the best preservatives, dry and cool, the worst.

She opened the gl ove conpartnent and went through the contents again.
Every item had al ready been inventoried and dusted. She idly flipped
t hrough the van's mai ntenance | og.

Purplish stains on the paper rem nded her that the lab's stock of



ni nhydrin was | ow. The pages were well-worn although the van had had
very few breakdowns the three years it had been in conmi ssion
Apparently the conpany believed in a rigorous nai ntenance program Each
entry was carefully noted, initialed and dated. The conpany had its own
i nhouse mai nt enance crew.

As she scanned the pages, one entry caught her eye. Al the other
entries had been initiated by either a G Henry or an H Thomas, both
mechani cs enpl oyed by Metro. This entry had J.P. initialed beside it.
Jerome Pettis. The entry indicated that the van had run |l ow on oil and
a couple of quarts had been added. All that was terribly unexciting
except that the date was the day the Sullivan place had been cl eaned.

Sinon's breathing accelerated slightly as she crossed her fingers and
got out of the van. She popped the hood and began | ooki ng at the engine.
She shone her light around and within a mnute she found it. An oily
thunbprint that preened back at her fromthe side of the w ndshield
washer fluid reservoir. Were soneone would naturally rest their hand
when they were applying | everage to open or close the oil cap. And a
glance told her it wasn't Pettis's. Nor was it either of the two
mechani cs. She grabbed a file card with Budizinski's prints on it. She
was ni nety-ni ne percent sure they weren't his and she turned out to be
right. She carefully dusted and lifted the print, filled out a card and
nearly ran the entire way to Frank's office. She found himw th his hat
and overcoat on, which he quickly renoved

"You're shitting ne, Laura."

"You want to check with Pettis to see if he remenbers Rogers adding the
oil that day?"

Frank called the cl eaning conpany, but Pettis had already gone for the
night. Calls to his hone went unanswer ed.

Simon | ooked at the lift card like it was the npst precious jewel in the
world. "Forget it. I'll run it through our files.

Stay all night if | have to. W can get Fairfax to access the state
police AFIS, our dam termnal's still down." Sinon was referring to the
Aut omat ed Fingerprint ldentification System housed in R chnond, where
latent prints found at crinme scenes could be conpared agai nst the ones
on the state's conputerized dat abase.

Frank thought for a monent. "I think I can do one better."
"How s that?"

Frank pulled a card out of his pocket, picked up the phone and di al ed.
He spoke into the phone. "Agent Bill Burton please."

BURTON PI CKED up FRANK AND THEY DRove Down ToGm ER to the FBI's Hoover
Bui I di ng, | ocated on Pennsyl vani a Avenue. Mst tourists know the

buil ding as bulky and rather ugly and as a place not to miss on a visit
to D.C. Housed here was the National Crine Information Center, a
conputerized informati on system operated by the FBlI, consisting of
fourteen centralized-distributed types of databases and two subsystens
that constituted the world's |argest collection of data on known
crimnals. The Automated ldentification System (Al'S) conmponent of NCIC
was a cop's best friend. Wth tens of millions of crimnal print cards
on file, Frank's chances of a hit were nmeasurably increased.

After depositing the print with FBI technicians--who had clear
instructions that this assignment was to be noved to as near the top of



the pile as possible-Burton and Frank stood outside in the hallway
nervously sipping coffee.

"This is gonna take a little while, Seth. The conputer's gonna kick out
a bunch of probables. The techs will still have to nake the ident
manual ly. 1'll hang out and | et you know as soon as a nmatch cones back."

Frank checked his watch. Hi s youngest was in a school play that started
in forty mnutes. Her role was only that of a vegetable, but was right
now the most inmportant thing on earth to his little girl.

"You sure?"
"Just |eave nme a number where | can reach you."

Frank did so and hurried out. The print could turn out to be nothing, a
gas station attendant, but something told Frank that was not the case.
Christine Sullivan had been dead a while now Trails that cold usually
stayed as cold as the victimresting six feet under, the |ongest six
feet any of them would ever have to face. But a cold trail had suddenly
turned bl azing hot; whether it would flicker out remained to be seen

For now, Frank was going to enjoy the warnth. He smled, and not just at
the thought of his six-year-old running around dressed as a cucunber.

Burton stared after him snmiling for a very different reason. The FB
used a sensitivity and reliability factor in excess of ninety percent
when processing |atents through the AFIS. That neant that no nore than
two probables, and nost likely only one, would be kicked out of the
system |In addition, Burton had obtained a higher priority for the
search than he had told Frank. Al of which gained Burton tine, precious
time.

Later that night, Burton stared down at a nane that was totally
unfamiliar to him

LUTHER ALBERT WHI TNEY.

DOB 8/5/29. His Social Security nunber was also listed; the first three
digits were 179, indicating it had been issued in Pennsyl vani a.
Whi t ney' s physical description was given as five foot eight, a buck
sixty, with a two-inch scar on his left forearm That'conported with
Pettis's description of Rogers.

Using NCIC s Triple | (Interstate lIdentification |Index) database, Burton
had al so gotten a good snapshot of the nman's past. The report listed
three prior felony convictions for burglary. Witney had records in
three different states.

He had done lengthy time, last coming out of prison in the md-1970s.
Not hi ng since then. At |east nothing the authorities knew about. Burton,
had known nen |i ke that before.

They were career guys who just kept getting better and better at their
chosen profession. He was betting Witney was one of those types.

One hitch, the last known address was in New York and was al nbost twenty
years ol d.

Taki ng the point of |east resistance, Burton wal ked down the hallway to
a phone cubicle and grabbed up all the phone books for the area. He
tried D.C. first; surprisingly it was a blank. Northern Virginia was
next. There were three Luther Whitneys listed. H s next phone call went
to the Virginia State Police, where he had a longtime contact. Division



of Mdtor Vehicles records were accessed by conputer. Two of the Luther
Wit neys were twenty-three and eighty-five years old respectively.
However, Luther Witney of 1645 East Washi ngton Avenue, Arlington, had
been born on August 5, 1929, and his Social Security nunber, used in
ViTignia as the driver's license nunber, confirmed that he was the man.
But was he Rogers? There was one way to find out.

Burton pulled out his notebook. Frank had been very courteous in letting
Burton go through the investigation file. The phone rang three tines and
then Jerome Pettis answered. Vaguely identifying hinmself as being with
Frank's office, Burton asked the question. Five |ong seconds followed
while Burton tried to keep his nerves intact as he listened to the

shal | ow breat hing of the man on the other end of the |line. The response
was worth the short wait.

"Dam, that's right. Engine al nbst | ocked up. Sonebody had | eft the oi
cap |l oose. Got Rogers to do it cuz he was sitting on the case of oil we
carry in the back."

Burton thanked himand hung up. He checked his watch

He still had tine before he would have to | eave Frank the message.
Despite the mounting evidence, Burton still couldn't be absolutely
certain Whitney had been the guy in the vault, but Burton's gut told him
VWi t ney was the nan.

And al t hough there was no way in hell Luther \Witney would have gone
anywhere near his house after the nmurder, Burton wanted to get a better
feel for the guy and maybe get sone indication of where he'd gone. And
the best way to do that was to check out where he |lived. Before the cops
did. He wal ked as quickly as he could to his car

THE WEATHER HAD TuRNED WET AND com AGAIi n AS MOTHER Nature toyed with the
most powerful city on earth. The wi pers flapped relentlessly across the
wi ndshield. Kate didn't exactly know why she was there. She had visited
the place exactly once in all these years. And on that occasion she had
sat out in the car while Jack had gone in to see him To tell himthat
he and Luther's only child were getting married.

Jack had insisted, despite her maintaining that the man woul dn't care.
Apparently he had. He had come out on the front porch and | ooked at her,
smling, an awkward thrust to his body that proclained his hesitation in
appr oachi ng her.

Wanting to congratul ate but not knowi ng exactly how, given their
pecul i ar circunstances. He had shaken Jack's hand, pounded hi mon the
back, then | ooked over at her as if for approval She had resolutely

| ooked away, arns folded, until Jack had clinbed back in and they had
driven off. She had caught the reflection of the small figure in the
side mrror as they pulled away. He | ooked nuch snmaller than she
renenbered, alnost tiny. In her mnd her father would forever represent
an enormous nonolith of all that she resented and feared in the world,
that filled all space around it and dragged one's breath away with its
sheer, overpowering bul k. That creature obviously never existed, but she
refused to admt that fact.

But while she had not wanted to deal with that inmage ever again, she
could not | ook away. For nore than a minute as the car gathered speed
her eyes dipped into the reflection of the man who had given her life
and then taken it and her nother's away with brutal finality.

As the car pulled away he had continued to | ook at her, a mxture of



sadness and resignation on his features that had surprised her. But she
had rationalized it away, as another of his tricks to nake her fee
guilty. She could not attribute benign qualities to any of his actions.
He was a thief. He had no regard for the law. A barbarian in a civilized
soci ety. There was no possible roomin his shell for sincerity. Then
they had turned the corner and his i mage had di sappeared, like it had
been on a string and was suddenly pulled away.

Kate pulled into the driveway. The house was pitch dark.

As she sat there her headlights reflected off the rear of the car parked
in front of her and the glare hurt her eyes. She switched off the
lights, took a deep breath to steady her nerves and clinbed out into the
cold and wet ness.

The previous snowfall had been light, and what little residue there was
crunched under her feet as she nade her way up to the front door. The
tenperature prom sed icy conditions devel opi ng overni ght. She placed one
hand against the side of his car to bal ance herself as she wal ked.
Despite not expecting to find her father honme, she had washed and styl ed
her hair, was encased in one of her suits normally reserved for court
and had actually applied nore than a dab of makeup. She was successful,
in her owmn way, and if chance brought them face-to-face, she wanted him
to realize that despite his maltreatment she had not only survived, she
had fl ouri shed.

The key was still where Jack had told her it was so many years ago. It
had al ways seemed ironic to her that a consummate burglar should | eave
his own property so accessible. As she unl ocked the door and sl owy went
inside, she did not notice the car that had pulled to a stop on the
other side of the street or the driver who watched her intently, and who
was already witing down her |icense plate nunber.

The house had the built-up nusty odor of a |ong-abandoned place. She had
occasional ly inmagi ned what the place would | ook |ike on the inside. She
had figured it to be neat and orderly and she was not di sappoi nted.

In the darkness she sat down in a chair in the living room not
realizing it was her father's favorite and totally unaware that Luther
had unconsci ously done the same thing when he had visited her apartnent.

The photo was on the mantel. It nust've been alnost thirty years ol d.
Kate, held in her nother's arms, was swaddl ed fromhead to toe, a few
wi sps of tar-colored hair visible fromunder the pink bonnet; she had
been born with a remarkably thick head of hair. Her father, cal mfaced
and wearing a snapbrim was standi ng next to nother and daughter, his
muscul ar hand touching Kate's tiny outstretched fingers Kate's nother
had kept that same photo on her dressing table until her death. Kate had
throwmn it away the day of the funeral, cursing the intimcy between
father and daughter that the image displayed. She had hurled it away
right after her father had come by the house where she had expl oded at
himwith a fury, an outburst that became nore and nore out of contro
since its target did not respond, did not fight back, but stood there
and accepted the barrage. And the qui eter he had becone, the nore angry
she becanme until she had slapped him w th both hands, until others had
pul l ed her away and held her down. And only then did her father put his
hat back on, lay the flowers he had brought down on the table and, with
an inflamed face from her pounding and water-filled eyes, he had wal ked
out the door, closing it quietly behind him

And it occurred to Kate as she sat in her father's chair that he too had
been grieving that day. Gieving for a wonan he had presunably | oved for



a good portion of his |life and who certainly had | oved him She felt a
catch in her throat and rushed to forestall it with pressure from her
fingers.

She got up and noved through the house, peering cautiously into each
room and t hen backi ng away, growi ng nore and nore nervous as she
penetrated further and further into her father's domain. The bedroom
door was ajar, and she finally decided to push it open all the way. As
she noved into the room she risked turning on a light, and as her eyes
adjusted to the exit from darkness they fell upon the nightstand and she
drew nearer, finally sitting dowm on the bed

The col |l ection of photographs was, in essence, a small shrine to her
Fromthe earliest age upward, her life was retold here. Each night as
her father went to sleep, the last thing he saw was her. But what
shocked her the npbst were the photos fromlater in |ife. Her graduation
fromcollege and | aw school. Her father had certainly not been invited
to these events, but they were recorded here. None of the photos were
posed. She was either wal king or waving to someone or just standing

t here obvi ously unaware of the canera's presence.

She noved on to the | ast photo. She was wal ki ng down the steps of the

Al exandria Courthouse. Her first day in coum nervous as hell. A

petty-m sdenmeanor case, General District Court M ckey Muse stuff, but
the big smle on her face proclainmed nothing | ess than absolute victory.

And she wondered how in the world she had never seen him And then she
wondered if she had but just would not admit it.

Her imedi ate reacti on was anger. Her father had been spying on her al
these years. Al those special nmonents of her life. He had violated
them Violated her with his uninvited presence.

Her second reaction was nore subtle. And as she felt it rising through
her she abruptly junped up fromthe bed and turned to flee the room

That's when she thudded right into the big nman standing there.

"AGAIN, |'MSCRRY, MW AM | DIDN T MEAN TO STARTLE YQU."

"Startle ne? You scared the living hell out of ne." Kate sat on the
side of the bed, trying to regain her nerves, to stop shaking, but the
chill in the house didn't help.

"Excuse me, but why is the Secret Service interested in ny father?"

She | ooked at Bill Burton with sonething akin to fear in her eyes. At

| east he read it as fear. He had watched her in the bedroom swiftly
gaugi ng her notives, her intent fromher subtle body novenents. A skil
he had spent years devel opi ng, scanning endl ess crowds for the one or
two true dangers that m ght be lurking there. H's conclusions: estranged
daughter and father. She had finally cone | ooking for him

Things started to add up, and naybe in a very positive way for his
pur poses.

"We're not really, Ms. Wiitney. But the police in Mddleton County sure
as hell are.”

"M ddl et on?"

"Yes, ma'am |'m sure you've read about the Christine Sullivan
hom cide." He let that statenment hang out there to test her reaction. He



got the expected one. Conplete disbelief.

"You think ny father had sonething to do with that?" It was a
legitimately asked question. And not one framed particularly
defensively. Burton deemed that significant and another positive for his
pl an, whi ch had been forming the mnute he'd laid eyes on her.

"The detective in charge of the case does. Apparently your father, as
part of a carpet cleaning crew, and using a fal se nane, was in the
Sul l'i vans' house a short tine before the nurder."

Kat e caught her breath. Her father cleaning carpets? O course, he had
been casing the place. Figuring its weaknesses, just |ike before.
Not hi ng had changed. But nurder?

"l can't believe he killed that woman."

"Ri ght, but you can believe he was trying to burgle that house can't
you, Ms. Whitney? | nean this isn't the first tinme, is it, or. the
second?"

Kat e | ooked down at her hands. Finally she shook her head.

"Peopl e change, ma'am | don't know how cl ose you've been to your father
lately' @Burton noted the small but discernible jerk in her
expression----- @but the evidence is pretty strong that he was invol ved

somehow. And the wonman is dead. You've probably gotten a conviction on
| ess evidence that that."

Kat e | ooked at hi m suspiciously. "How do you know about me?"

"l see a wonman sneaking into the house of a man the Police are | ooking
for I do what any | aw enforcenent officer would do, |I ran your license
pl ate. Your reputation precedes you, Ms. Wiitney. The state police think
the world of you."

She | ooked around the room "He's not here. It doesn't ook |like he's
been here for a while."

"Yes, ma'am | know. You woul dn't happen to know where he is, would you?
He hasn't tried to contact you or anything?"

Kat e thought of Jack and his late-night visitor. "No." The answer was
quick, a little too quick for Burton's taste.

"I't'Il be better if he turns hinmself in, Ms. Whitney. You get sone
trigger-happy beat cop out there. " Burton expressively raised his
eyebr ows.

"l don't know where he is, M. Burton. My father and I ... we haven't
been close ... for along tine."

"But you're here now and you knew where he kept the spare key."

Her voice rose an octave. "This is the first tine |'ve stepped foot in
this house."

Burton scrutinized her expression and deci ded she was telling the truth.
Her unfamliarity with the house had already |l ed himpretty nuch to that
concl usion, and also that she and her father were estranged.

"I's there any way you can get in touch wth hin®"

"Why? | really don't want to get involved in this, M. Burton."



"Wll I'"'mafraid you already are, to a degree. It'd be better if you'd
cooperate.”

Kate slung her purse over her arm and stood up.

"]Listen, Agent Burton, you can't bluff ne, |'ve been in the business
too long. If the police want to waste their time questioning ne, I'min
t he phone book. The governnent phone book under Commonweal th's Attorney.
See you around."

She headed for the door.
"W wbi t ney?"

She whirled round, ready for some verbal sparring. Secret Service or
not, she wasn't going to take any crap fromthis guy.

"If your father commtted a crime, then he should be tried by a jury of
his peers and convicted. If he's innocent, he goes free. That's how the
system s supposed to work. You know that better than | do."

Kate was about to respond when her eye caught the photos. Her first day
in court. It seened a century ago and was, in a lot nore ways than she
could ever adnmit to herself.

That smile, the pie-in-the-sky dreans everybody starts with, nothing
| ess than perfection the only goal. She had dropped back to earth a | ong
time ago.

WWhat ever barbed remark she was going to cone back with had just escaped
her, lost in the smle of a pretty young woman with a |l ot she wanted to
do with her life.

Bill Burton watched her turn and | eave. He | ooked over at the photos and
then back at the enpty doorway.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

YOU SHOULDN T HAVE FUCKI NG DONE THAT, BILL. You smd you were not going
tointerfere in the investigation. Hell, | ought to throw your keester
right injail. That'd go over real well with your boss." Seth Frank

sl ammed his desk drawer and stood up, eyes blazing at the big man.

Bill Burton stopped pacing and sat down. He had expected to take sone
| unps over this one.

"You're right, Seth. But Jesus | was a cop for a long tine.

You were unavail able, | go over there just to reconnoiter the place,
see sone skirt slipping in. What woul d you have done?"

Frank didn't answer.

"Look, Seth, you can kick ne in the ass, but I'mtelling you, friend,
this woman is our ace up the sleeve. Wth her we can nail this guy."

Frank's tensed face rel axed, his anger subsiding.
"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"The girl is his daughter. His friggin' daughter. In fact his only
child. Luther Whitney is a three-tine |oser, a career crimwho's
apparently gotten better with age. Hs wife finally divorced him right?



Couldn't take it anynore. Then when she starts to get her life in order,
she dies from breast cancer."

He paused.
Seth Frank was all attention now. "Go on."

"Kate Whitney is devastated by her nother's death. Her father's betraya
as she sees it. So devastated that she totally breaks off fromhim Not
only that, she goes to | aw school and then goes to work as an Assi stant
Conmonweal th's Attorney where she has the reputation of being one
har d- assed prosecutor, especially for property-related crime"urglary,
theft, robbery. She goes for the max on all those guys. And usually gets
it I mght add."

"Were the hell did you get all that info?"

"A few wel | -placed phone calls. People like to tal k about other people's
msery, it makes themfeel their owmn life is sonmehow better when it
usually isn't."

"So where does all this family turnoil get us?"

"Seth, ook at the possibilities here. This girl hates her old man
Hates with a capital H underscored."”

"So you want to use her to get to him If they're estranged that badly,
how do we do it?"

"That's the twist. By all accounts, all the hate and misery is on her
side. Not his. He loves her. Loves her nore than anything else. He's got
a goddammed shrine to her in his bedroom I'mtelling you the guy is
ripe for this."

"If, and it's still a bigif inny mind, if she's willing to cooperate,
how does she get in touch with hin? He sure as hell isn't going to be
hangi ng around hi s phone at hone."

"No, but | bet he checks in for nessages. You should see his house. This
guy is very orderly, everything inits place, bills probably paid ahead
of time. And he's got no idea we're on his ass. Not yet anyway. He
probably checks his nachine once or twice a day. Just in case."

"So she | eaves hima nessage, arranges a neeting and we nail hinP"

Burton stood back up, flushed two cigarettes fromhis pack and flipped
one over to Frank. They both took a monent to |ight up

"Personally, that's how | see it going down, Seth. Unless you got a
better idea."

"We still have to convince her to do it. Fromwhat you said, & didn't
seemtoo willing."

"I think you need to talk to her. Wthout me there. Maybe | canme down a
little too hard on her. | have a tendency to do that."

"Il hit it ' first thing in the norning."
Frank put on his hat and coat and then paused.

"Look, | didn't mean to junp all over your butt, Bill." Burton grinned.
"Sure you did. I would ve done the same thing if | were you."



"l appreciate the assistance."

"Anytine."

Seth started to wal k out.

"Hey, Seth, little favor to an old-fart ex-cop."
"What's that?"

"Let me in on the kill. I wouldn't mnd seeing his face when the hammrer
cones down. "

"You got it. I'Il call you after | talk to her. This cop's going honme to
his famly. You should do the same, Bill."

"After | finish this snoke |'moutta. here."

Frank | eft. Burton sat down, slowy finished his cigarette, then drowned
it out in a half cup of coffee.

He coul d've withheld Witney's nane from Seth Frank

Tol d himthere had been no match by the FBI. But that was too dangerous
a gane to play. If Frank ever found out, and the detective could through
a myriad of independent channels, Burton woul d be stone-cold dead.
Not hi ng coul d explain that deception other than the truth, which wasn't
an option.

Besi des, Burton needed Frank to know Whitney's identity.

The Secret Service agent's plan all along was to have the detective hunt
the ex-con down. Find him yes; arrest him no.

Burton stood up, put on his coat. Luther Whitney. Wong place, wong
time, wong people. Well, if it were any solace he wouldn't see it
com ng. He'd never even hear the shot.

He' d be dead before the synapses could fire the inpulse to his brain.
Those were the breaks. Sonetimes they went for you and soneti nes agai nst
you. Now if he could only think of a way to | eave the President and his
Chief of Staff high and dry, he would' ve done a good day's work. But

t hat one.

he was afraid, was beyond even him

COUJN PARKED FUS CAR DOWN THE SFREET. THE FEW REMAI Ni ng nul ti col ored
| eaves gently cascaded down on him

nudged al ong by the breeze that lazily nmade its way past. He was dressed
casual ly: jeans, cotton pullover and | eather jacket. There was no bul ge
under his jacket. His hair was still danp froma hasty shower. H s bare
ankl es protruded fromhis |loafers. He | ooked |ike he should be heading
to the college library for a | ate-night study session or hitting the
party circuit after playing in the Saturday afternoon football gamne.

As he nmade his way up to the house, he started getting nervous. It had
surprised him her phone call. She had sounded normal, there was no
strain, no anger in her voice. Burton said she had taken it pretty well,
consi dering. But he knew how abrasive Burton could be and that was why
he' was worried. Letting himkeep Collins appointnent with the |ady
probably was not the smartest thing Collin had ever done. But the stakes
were high. Burton had nmade him see that.



The door opened to his knock and he wal ked in. As he turned, the door
cl osed and she was standing there. Sniling.

Dressed in a sheer white negligee that was too short and too tight
everywhere that counted, she stood tiptoe in her bare feet to kiss him
gently on the lips. Then she took his hand and led himinto the bedroom

She notioned for himto lie down on the bed. Standing in front of him
she undid the straps holding up the flinmsy garnment and let it drop to
the floor. Next her underwear slid down her legs. He started to rise up,
but she gently pushed hi m back down.

She slowy clinmbed on top of him running her fingers through his hair.
She slid a hand down to his erection and nicked at it through his jeans
with the tip of her fingernail.

He al nost screaned as the confines of his pants becane too pai nful
Again he tried to touch her but she held him down.

She slid his belt off and then undid his pants. They dropped to the
floor. Next she freed his explosion of flesh. It sprung up at her and
she cradled it between her |egs, squeezing it tightly between her

t hi ghs.

She di pped her nouth down to his and then nestled her |ips against his
ear.

"Tim you want me, don't you? You want to fuck ne so bad, don't you?"

He groaned and clutched at her buttocks, but she quickly noved his hands
away.

"Don't you?"

"Yes. "

"I wanted you so bad too, the other night. And then he showed up."
"I know, I'msorry about that. W talked an& --"

"I know, he told ne. That you didn't say anything about us. That you
were a gentleman.”

"That part was none of his business."

"That's right, Tim It was none of his business. And now you want to
fuck nme, don't you?"

"Jesus Christ yes, Goria. O course | do."

"So bad it hurts."

"It's killing ne. I1t's goddam killing me."

"You feel so good, Tim God, you feel so good."

"Just wait, baby, just wait. You don't know what good is."

"I know, Tim Al | seemto think about is naking |love to you. You know
that, don't you?"

"Yes." Collin was in so nuch pain now his eyes watered.

She |icked at the drops, anused.



"And you're sure you want nme? You're absolutely sure?"
"Yes!™

Collin felt it before his mnd actually registered the fact.
Li ke a blast of cold air.

"Get out." The words were spoken slowy, deliberately, as though
practiced a nunmber of tinmes, to get just the right tone, the correct
inflection; the speaker savoring each syllable. She clinbed off him
taking care to apply enough force to his erection that he gasped for
br eat h.

"doria--:

H's jeans hit himin the face as he lay there. Wen he pulled them away
and sat up, her body was covered in a thick, full-length robe.

"Get out of ny house, Collin. Now."

He dressed quickly, enbarrassed, as she stood there watching him She
followed himto the front door and as it opened and he stepped across
the portal, she abruptly pushed himthrough and then slamed it behind
hi m

He | ooked back for a nonent, wondering if she were |aughing or crying
behi nd the door or maybe displaying any enotion at all. He hadn't mneant
to hurt her. He had clearly enbarrassed her. He shouldn't have done it
that way. She had certainly paid himback for that enbarrassnent,
bringing himto the threshold |like that, manipulating himlike some

| aboratory experinent and then bringing the curtain crashing down on top
of him

But as he wal ked to his car the menory of that |ook on her face made him
relieved their brief relationship had ended.

FOR THE FI RST TI ME SINCE JO NI NG THE COWONWEALTH S Attorney's offi ce,
Kate called in sick. Bedcovers pulled up to her chin, she sat propped up
on pillows staring out at a bleak norning. Every time she had tried to
get out of bed, the image of Bill Burton | oonmed up in front of her I|ike
a mass of sharp-edged granite, threatening to crush or inpale her

She slid down lower in the bed, sinking into the soft mattress |ike
i mersing herself in warmwater, just below the surface where she could
nei t her hear nor see anything that transpired around her.

They woul d be coming soon. Just |ike with her nother

Al'l those years ago. People pushing their way in and firing off
questions Kate's nother couldn't possibly answer. Looking for Luther

She thought of Jack's outburst fromthe other night and tightly closed,
her eyes, trying to hurl those words away.

Goddamm him
She was tired, nore tired than any trial had ever nade her
And he had done it to her, just like he had to her nother.

Drawn her into the web even though she wanted no part of it, detested
it, would destroy it if she could.



She sat up again, unable to breathe. She held her throat with her
fingers, tightly, trying to prevent anothevattack

When it subsided, she turned over on her side and stared at the photo of
her not her.

He was all she had left. She al nost | aughed. Luther VWitney was all the
famly she had left. God help her

She |l ay on her back and waited. Waited for the knock at the door. From
mot her to daughter. It was her turn now.

AT THAT MOMENT, BARELY TEN M NUTES AWAY, LUTHER stared again at the old
newspaper article. A cup of coffee sat near his elbow, forgotten. The
smal | refrigerator humed in the background. In the corner CNN droned
on. G herwi se the roomwas absolutely quiet.

Wanda Broome had been a friend. A good friend. Ever since their
accidental neeting in a Phil adel phia hal fway house after Luther's |ast
prison termand Wanda's first and only. And now she was dead too. Had
taken her own life, the newspaper article said, slunped over in the
front seat of her car with a bunch of pills stuffed down her throat.

Lut her had never operated in the mainstream and yet, even to him this
was all a little much to take. It could have been sone conti nuing

ni ght mare except that every tinme he awoke and stared in the mrror, cold
wat er dripping fromfeatures that grew nore. and nore grizzled, nmore and
more sunken with each passing day, he knew he was not going to wake up
fromthis one.

What was ironic, in the shadow of Wanda's tragic death, was that the

Sul livan job had been her idea. A mserable, terrible idea | ooking back,
but one that had |l eapt fromher surprisingly fertile mnd. And an idea
to which she had hel d doggedly, despite warnings fromboth Luther and
her not her.

And they had planned it and he had done it. It was really that sinple.
And in the cold face of retrospection he had wanted to do it. It was a
chal  enge, and a chal |l enge conbi ned with a huge payoff was too tough to
resist.

How Wanda nust have felt when Christine Sullivan hadn't gotten on that
pl ane. And no way for her to let Luther know that the coast was not
nearly so clear as they thought it would be.

She had been Christine Sullivan's friend. That part had been absolutely
sincere. Alast remnder of real people in the mdst of the sybaritic
life Walter Sullivan |ived. Were everyone was not only beautiful, |ike
Christine Sullivan was, but educated, well-connected and sophi sticated,
all things Christine Sullivan was not and never would be. And because of
that burgeoning friendship Christine Sullivan had begun to tell Wanda
things she shouldn't have, including, finally, the | ocation and contents
of the vault constructed behind a mirrored door

Wanda was convinced that the Sullivans had so nuch, they couldn't
possibly miss so little. The world did not work that way, Luther knew,
and Wanda probably did too, but that didn't matter now.

After a lifetime of hardship, where noney was al ways too scarce, \Wanda
had gone for her lottery win. Just like Christine Sullivan had, neither
of themrealizing just how high the price for such things really was.



Lut her had flown to Barbados, woul d have gotten a nessage to Wanda there
if she hadn't already left. He had sent the letter to her nother. Edw na
woul d have shown it to her

But had she believed hin? Even if she had, Christine Sullivan's life
had still been sacrificed. Sacrificed, as Wanda woul d have seen it, to
Wanda's greed and desire to have things she had no right to. Luther
coul d al nost see those thoughts running through his friend's m nd as she
drove out, alon@ to that deserted spot; as she unscrewed the cap to get
at those pills, as she drifted into permanent unconsci ousness.

And he had not even been able to attend the funeral. He could not tel
Edwi na Broonme how sorry he was, w thout risking getting her pulled. into
this nightmare. He had been as close to Edwi na as he had to Wanda, in
some ways even closer. He and Edwi na had spent nmany nights trying to

di ssuade Wanda from her plan, to no avail. And only when it dawned on
themthat she would do it with or without Luther did Edw na ask Luther
to take care of her daughter. Not |let her go to prison again.

Hs eyes finally turned to the personals in the newspaper and it took
himonly a few seconds to find the one he was | ooking for. He did not
smle when he read it. Like Bill Burton, Luther did not believe Aoria
Russel | had any redeenming qualities.

He hoped they believed this was only about noney. He pulled out a piece
of paper and began to wite.

"TRAce THE AccouNT." BuRTon sAT AcRoss FRom THE CHWof Staff in her
office. He sipped on a Diet Coke but wi shed for sonething stronger

"I'"'m already doing that, Burton." Russell put her earring back on as she
repl aced the phone in its cradle.

Collin sat quietly -in a corner. The Chief of Staff had not yet
acknow edged his presence. although he had wal ked in with Burton twenty
m nut es ago.

"When does he want the nobney agai n?" Burton | ooked at her

"If awire transfer does not reach the designated account by cl ose of
busi ness, there will be no tonmorrow for any of us." She swept her eyes
across to Collin and then returned themto Burton.

"Shit." Burton stood up

Russel |l glowered at him 'I thought you were taking care of this,
Burton."

He ignored the stare. "How does he say he's going to work the drop?"

"As soon as the nmoney is received he'll provide the |ocation where the
itemw |l be."

"So we gotta trust hinP"

"So it would seem™

"How does he know you' ve even gotten the letter yet?"
Burton started to pace.

"I't was in nmy mailbox this morning. My mail is delivered in the
af t ernoon. "



Burton col |l apsed in a chair. "Your fucking mailbox! You nean he was
ri ght outside your house?"

"l doubt if he would have all owed soneone el se to deliver this
particul ar nmessage."

"How d you know to check the mail box?"
"The flag was up." Russell alnost sniled.

"Ms guy has got balls, I'll give himthat, Chief."

"Apparently bigger ones than either of you." She concl uded the statenent

by staring at Collin for a full mnute.
He cringed under the gaze, finally |ooking down at the floor

Burton sniled to hinmself at the exchange. That was okay, the kid would
thank himin a few weeks. For pulling himout of this black w dow s web.

"Nothing really surprises ne, Chief. Not anynore. How about you?" He
| ooked at her and then at Collin.

Russell ignored the remark. "If the noney is not transferred out, then
we can expect himto go public sonmehow soon thereafter. Wat exactly are
we going to do about it?"

The Chief of Staffs cal mdenmeanor was no sham She had decided that she
was through crying, through vomting every tinme she turned around, and
that she had been hurt and enbarrassed enough to |last the rest of her
life. Come what may, she felt alnmost nunmb to anything else. It felt
surprisingly good.

"How nmuch does he want?" Burton asked.

"Five mllion," she replied sinply.

Burton went wi de-eyed. "And you got that kind of noney? Where?"
"That doesn't concern you."

"Does the President know?" Burton asked the question knowi ng full well
t he answer.

"Agai n, that doesn't concern you."
Burton didn't push it. Wat did he care anyway?

"Fair enough. Well, in answer to your question, we are doi ng sonething
about it. If | were you l'd find a way to pull that noney back somehow.
Five mllion dollars isn't going to do nuch to soneone not anobng the
living."

"You can't kill what you can't find," Russell shot back

"That's true, that's so true, Chief." Burton sat back and recounted his
conversation with Seth Frank.

KATE WAS FULLY DRESSED WHEN SHE ANSWERED UM DOCR, thinki ng, sonehow,
**gkip**that if she were in her bathrobe the interview would endure

| onger, that she woul d appear nore and nore vul nerabl e as each question
came her way. The last thing she wanted to appear was vul nerabl e, which
was exactly how she felt.



"I'"'mnot sure what you want fromnme."

"Some information, that's all, M. Witney. | realize you're an officer
of the court, and believe me, | hate to put you through this, but right
now your father is nmy nunberone suspect in a very. high-profile case.”
Frank | ooked at her with a pair of earnest eyes.

They were sitting in the tiny living room Frank had his notebook out.
Kate sat erect on the edge of the couch trying to remain calm although
her fingers kept fluttering to her small chain necklace, tw sting and
turning it into small knots, tiny centers of bedl am

"From what you've told ne, Lieutenant, you don't have nmuch. If | were
the ACA on that case | don't think I'd even have enough to get an arrest
warrant issued, much less a bill of indictnent returned."

"Maybe, maybe not." Frank eyed the way she played with the chain. He
wasn't really there to gather information. He probably knew nore about
her father than she did. But he had to ease her into the trap. Because,
as he thought about it, that's what it was, a trap. For soneone el se.
Besi des, what did she care? 1t made his conscience feel better anyway,
to think that she didn't really care at all

Frank continued. "But I'Il tell you some interesting coincidences. W
have your father's print on a cleaning van that we know was at the
Sullivan place a short tine before the nmurder. The fact that we know he
was in the house, and in the very bedroom where the crine was committed,
a short tinme before. W have two eyewitnesses to that. And the fact that
he used an alias and a fal se address and Soci al Security nurmber when
applying for the job. And the fact that he seens to have di sappeared.”

She | ooked at him "He had priors. He probably didn't use his real info
because he didn't think he'd get the job otherwi se. You say he's

di sappeared. Did you ever think he just nay have taken a trip? Even
ex-cons go on vacation." Her instincts as a trial [awer found her

def endi ng her father, an unbelievable thought. A sharp pain shot through
her head.

She rubbed at it distractedly.

"Anot her interesting discovery is that your father was good friends with
Wanda Broone, Christine Sullivan's personal maid and confidante. |
checked. Your father and Wanda Broone had the sane parole officer back
in Philly.

According to certain sources, they' ve apparently kept in touch all these
years. My bet is Wanda knew about the safe in the bedroom™
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"So | tal ked with Wanda Broone. It was obvi ous she knew nore about the
matter than she was letting on."

"So why aren't you talking to her instead of sitting here with nme? Maybe
she conmtted the crinme herself."

"She was out of the country at the tine, a hundred w tnesses to that
effect.” Frank took a nonment to clear his throat. "And | can't talk to
her anynore because she conmitted suicide. Left behind a note that said
she was sorry."

Kate stood up and | ooked bl ankly out the wi ndow. Bands of cold seened to
cl ose around her



Frank waited for some minutes, staring at her, wondering how she nust
feel, listening to the growi ng evidence agai nst the man who had hel ped
create her and then apparently abandoned her. Was there |ove |eft there?
The detective hoped not. At |east his professional side did. As a father
of three, he wondered if that feeling could ever really be kill ed,
despite the worst.

"Ms. Wiitney, are you all right?vt Kate slowy turned away fromthe
wi ndow. "Can we go out sonewhere? | haven't eaten for a while and
there's no food here."

They ended up at the same place Jack and Luther had mel Frank started to
devour his food, but Kate touched not hing.

He | ooked across at her plate. "You picked the place, | figured you nust
Ii ke the food. You know, nothing person,* but you could stand to put on
some wei ght."

Kate finally |ooked at him a half-smle breaking through.
"So you're a health consultant on the side?"

"I'"ve got three daughters. My oldest is sixteen going on forty and she
swears she's obese. | nean she probably goes one-ten and she's al nost as
tall as ne. If she didn't have such rosy cheeks, |1'd think she was
anorexic. And ny wife, Jesus, she's always on sone diet or another.

mean, | think she | ooks great, but there nust be sonme perfect shape out
there that every wonan strives for."

"Every wonman except ne."
"Eat your food. That's what | tell ny daughters every day.
Eat."

Kat e pi cked up her fork and managed to consune half her neal. As she
si pped her tea and Frank fingered a big trough of coffee, they both

settled thenselves in as the discussion wound its way back to Luther
Wi t ney.

"I'f you think you have enough to pick himup, why don't you?"

Frank shook his head, put down his coffee. "You were at his house. He's
been gone for a while. Probably blew out right after it happened."

"If he did it. Your party bag is all circunstantial. That doesn't cone
cl ose to being beyond a reasonabl e doubt, Lieutenant."

"Can | play straight with you, Kate? Can | call you Kate, by the way?"
She nodded.
Frank put his el bows on the table, stared across at her

"Al'l bullshit outside, why do you find it so hard to believe that your
ol d man popped this wonan? He's been convicted of three prior felonies.
The guy's apparently lived on the edge his whole LIFE. He's been
guestioned in about a dozen other burglaries, but they couldn't pin
anything on him He's a career crim You know the animal. Human life
doesn't nmean shit to them™

Kate finished sipping her tea before answering. A career crinmnal? O
course her father was that. She had no doubt he had continued to commt



crimes all these years. It was in his dam bl ood apparently. Like a coke
addi ct. I|ncurable.

"He doesn't kill people,” she said quietly. "He may steal fromthem but
he's never hurt anyone. It's not the way he does things. What had Jack
said specifically? Her father was scared.

Terrified so badly he was sick to his stomach. The police had never
scared her father. But if he had killed the woman? Perhaps just a
reflex, the gun fired and the bullet ended Christine Sullivan's LIFE
Al'l that would have transpired in a matter of seconds. No tine to think
Just to act. To prevent himfromgoing to prison for good. It was al
possible. If her father had killed the wonan, he woul d be scared, he
woul d be terrified, he would be sick.

Through an the pain, the nost vivid nenories she held of her father was
his gentleness. H's big hands encircling hers.

He was quiet to the point of rudeness with nost people. But with her he
tal ked. To her, not above her, or below her as nost adults managed to
do. He woul d speak to her about things a little girl was interested in.
Fl owers and birds and the way the sky changed color all of a sudden. And
about dresses and hair ribbons and wobbly teeth that she constantly
fiddled with. They were brief but sincere noments, between a father and
daught er, smashed between the sudden viol ence of convictions, of prison
But as she had grown up those tal ks sonmehow becane gi bberish, as the
occupation of the man behind the funny faces and the big but gentle
fingers came to dominate her life, her perspective of Luther Witney.

How coul d she say that this man could not kill?

Frank wat ched the eyes as they blinked rapidly. There was a crack there.
He could feel it.

Frank fingered his spoon as he scooped nore sugar into his coffee. "So
you're saying it's inconceivable that your father killed this woman? |
t hought you said the two of you hadn't really kept in touch?"

Kate jolted back from her nusings. "I'mnot saying it's inconceivable.
I"mjust saying..." She was really blowing this. She had interviewed
hundreds of witnesses and she couldn't renenber one who had perforned as
badly as she was right now.

She hurriedly rununaged . through her purse for her pack of Benson &
Hedges. The sight of the cigarette nmade Frank reach for his pack of
Juicy Fruit.

She bl ew the snmoke away from him eyed the gum "Trying to quit too?" A
flicker of amusenent crossed her face.

"Trying and failing. You were saying?"

She slowy exhal ed the snoke, willed her nerves to cease their
cartwheels. "Like | told you, | haven't seen ny father in years. W
aren't close. It's possible that he could have killed the woman.
Anyt hi ng' s possi ble. But that doesn't work in court. Evidence works in
court. Period."

"And we're attenpting to build a case against him"

"You have no tangi bl e physical evidence tying himto the actual crine
scene? No prints? No witnesses? Nothing |ike that?"



Frank hesitated, then decided to answer. "No."

"Have you been able to trace any of the stuff fromthe burglary to hinP"
"Nothing's turned up."

"Bal l'istics?"

"Negative. One unusable slug and no gun.”

Kate sat back in her chair, nore confortable as the conversation
centered on a | egal analysis of the case.

"That's all you've got?" Her eyes squinted at him
He hesitated again, then shrugged. "nat's it."
"Then you got nothing, Detective. Nothing!"

"I'"ve got nmy instincts and ny instincts tell ne Luther Whitney was in
the house that night and he was in that bedroom Were he is nowis what
I want to know. "

"I can't help you there. That's the sane thing | told your buddy the
ot her night."

"But you did go to his house that night. Wy?"

Kat e shrugged. She was determi ned not to mention her conversation with
Jack. Was she wit hhol di ng evi dence?

Maybe, "1 don't know. " That, in part, was true.

"You strike nme, Kate, as soneone who al ways knows why she does
sonet hing. "

Jack's face flashed across her mind. She angrily pushed it out. "You'd
be surprised, Lieutenant."

Frank cerenoniously closed his notebook and hunched forward.
"I really need your help."
"For what ?"

Ms is off the record, unofficial, whatever you want to call it. I'm
more interested in results than in legal niceties."”

"Funny thing to tell a state prosecutor.”

"I"'mnot saying | don't play by the rules.” Frank finally caved in and
pul l ed out his cigarettes. "All |I'msaying is | go for the point of
| east resistance when | can get it. Okay?"

"Ckay. "

"My information is that while you may not be wild about your father he
is still out there pining for you."

"Who told you that?"
"Jesus |'ma detective. True or not?"

"l don't know. "



"Godammit, Kate, don't play fucking ganes with ne.
True or not?"
She angrily stabbed out her cigarette. "True! Satisfied?"

"Not yet, but I'mgetting there. |1've got a plan to flush himout, and
I"mlooking for you to help ne."

"l don't see that I'min any position to help you." Kate knew what was
com ng next. She could see it in Frank's eyes.

It took himten mnutes to lay out his plan. She refused three tines. A
hal f hour later they were still sitting at the table.

Frank | eaned back in his chair and then abruptly lurched forward. "Look,
Kate, if you don't do it, then we don't have a chance in hell of |aying
our hands on him If it's like you say and we don't have a case, he goes
free. But if he did do it, and we can prove it, then you' ve got to be

the | ast goddammed person in the world that should tell me he should get

away with it. Now, if you think I'mwong about that, I'Il drive you
back to your place and forget | ever saw you, and your old nman can go
right on stealing ... and maybe killing."

He stared directly at her.

Her nmout h opened but no words came out. Her eyes drifted over his
shoul der where a nisty imge fromthe past beckoned to her, but then
suddenly faded away.

At alnost thirty years of age Kate Wiitney was far renoved fromthe
toddl er who giggled as her father twirled her through the air, or the
little girl who divulged inportant secrets to her father she would tel
no other. She was all grown up, a mature adult, out on her own for a
long tine now. On top of that she was an officer of the court, a state
prosecutor sworn to uphold the I aw and the Constitution of the
Conmonweal th of Virginia. It was her job to ensure that persons who
broke those | aws were appropriately punished regardl ess of who they were
and regardl ess of to whomthey were rel ated.

And then another image invaded her m nd. Her nother watching the door,
waiting for himto cone hone. Wondering if he were okay. Visiting himin
prison, making up lists of things to talk to himabout, naking Kate
dress up for those encounters, getting all excited as his rel ease date
came closer. As if he were sonme goddammed hero out saving the world
instead of a thief. Jack's words came back to her, biting hard. He had
called her entire life alie. He expected her to have synpathy for a nman
who had abandoned her. As if Luther Whitney had been wonged instead of
Kate. Well, Jack could go straight to hell. She thanked God she had

deci ded against marrying him A man who could say those awful things to
her did not deserve her. But Luther Whitney deserved everything coni ng
to him Mybe he hadn't killed that woman. But naybe he had. It wasn't
her job to make that decision. It was her job to nake sure that decision
had an opportunity to be made by men and wonen in a jury box.

Her father belonged in prison anyway. At |east there he could hurt no
one else. There he could ruin no nore |ives.

And it was with that |ast thought that she agreed to hel p deliver her
father into the hands of the police.

Frank felt a twinge of guilt as they got up to | eave. He had not been
entirely truthful with Kate Wiitney. In fact, he had downright lied to



her about the nost critical piece of the case other than the

m | lion-dollar question of where Luther Whitney happened to be. He
wasn't pleased with himself right now Law enforcenment people had to
occasionally lie, just like everybody else. It didn't nmake it any easier
to swall ow, especially considering the recipient was soneone the
detective had instantly respected and now heavily pitied.

CHAPTER EI GHTEEN

KATE HAD PLACED THE CALL THAT NI GHT; FRANK HAD wanted to waste no tine.
The voice on the nachine stunned her, it was the first tinme in years she
had heard those tones.

Calm efficient, neasured |ike the practiced stride of an infantrynman.
She actually began to trenble as the tone sounded and it took all her
will to sumon the sinple words that were designed to trap him She kept
rem ndi ng herself how cunning he could be. She wanted to see him wanted
to talk to him As soon as possible. She wondered if the wily old mnd
woul d snell a trap, and then she recalled their |ast face-to-face
meeting, and she realized that he would never see it conming. He would
never attribute deceit to the little girl who confided in himher nost
precious information.

Even she had to give himthat.

It was barely an hour |ater when the phone rang. As she reached out for
it, she wished to God she had never agreed to Frank's request. Sitting
in a restaurant hatching a plan to catch a suspected nurderer was quite
different fromactually participating in a charade designed solely to
deliver your father to the authorities.

"Katie." She sensed the slight break in the voice. A tinge of disbelief
bl ended i n.

"Hell o, Dad." She was grateful that the words had come out on their own.
At that noment she seemed incapable of articulating the sinplest
t hought .

Her apartnent was not good. He coul d understand that.

Too cl ose, too personal. His place, she knew, woul d be unworkabl e for
obvi ous reasons. They could nmeet on neutral grounds, he suggested. O
course they could. She wanted to talk, he certainly wanted to listen
Desperately wanted to listen

A time was reached, tonmorrow, four o'clock, at a small cam near her
office. At that time of day it would be enpty, quiet; they could take
their tine. He would be there. She was sure nothing short of death would
keep hi m away.

She hung up and call ed Frank. She gave himthe time and the pl ace.
Listening to herself it finally dawned on her what she had just done.
She coul d feel everything suddenly giving way and she could not stop it.
She flung down the phone and burst into tears; so hard did her body
convul se that she slunped to the floor, every nuscle tw tching, her
moans filling the tiny apartnent |like heliuminto a balloon; it all
threatened to violently expl ode.

Frank had stayed on the phone a second | onger and w shed he hadn't. He
yelled into the phone but she could not hear him not that it would have
made a difference if she had. She was doing the right thing. She had

not hing to be ashanmed about, nothing to feel guilty about. Wen he
finally gave up and cradl ed the receiver, his monent of euphoria at



growi ng ever close to his quarry was over like a flanmed-out natch.
So his question had been answered. She |oved himstill.

That thought for Lieutenant Seth Frank was troubling but controll able.
For Seth Frank, father of three, it nade his eyes water and he suddenly
didn't like his job very nmuch anynore

BURTON HUNG UP THE PHONE. DETEcri ve FRANK HAD BEEN true to his prom se
to let the agent in on the kill

M nutes |later Burton was in Russell's office.

"l don't want to know how you're going to do it." Russell | ooked
wor ri ed.

Burton snmiled to hinself. Getting squeam sh, just |ike he predicted.
Wanted the job done, just didn't want to get her pretty nails dirty.

"Al'l you have to nake sure you do is tell the President where it's going
down. And then you make damm sure he tells Sullivan before the fact. He
has got to do that."

Russel | | ooked puzzled. "Why?"

"Let nme worry about that. Just remenber, do what | tell you." He was

gone before Russell had a chance to explode at him

"ARE THE POLI CE SURE HE' S THE ONE?" THERE WAS A HI NT of anxiousness in
the President's voice as he | ooked up fromhis desk

Russel |, pacing the room stopped to ook at him "Wll, Alan, I'm
assunming that if he weren't they wouldn't be going to all the trouble to
arrest him"

"They' ve nade m st akes before, Goria."
"No argurent there. Just like us all."

The President closed the binder he had been exam ning and stood up,
surveyed the White House grounds fromthe w ndow.

"So the man will shortly be in custody?' He turned to | ook at Russell.
"So it would seem”

"What' s that supposed to nean?"

"Only that the best-laid plans sonmetines go awy."

"Does Burton know?"

"Burton seens to have orchestrated the entire thing."

The President wal ked over to Russell; put his hand on her arm
"What are you tal king about ?"

Russell relayed the events of the last few days to her boss.
The President rubbed his jaw. "Wat is Burton up to?"

The question was said nore to hinself than to Russell

"Why don't you buzz himand ask himyourself ? the only point he was



absol utely insistent on was your relaying the nessage to Sullivan."

"Sullivan? Wy the hell would..." The President did not finish his
thought. He tang for Burton but was told he had suddenly becone ill and
gone to the hospital

the President's eyes bored into his Chief of Staff. "lIs Burton going to
do what | think he's going to do?"

"Depends on what you're thinking."
"Cut the ganes, doria. You know exactly what | nean.”

"If you mean does Burton intend on nmaking sure that this individual is
never taken into custody, yes, that thought had crossed ny mnd."

The President fingered a heavy letter opener on his desk, sat down in
his chair and faced out the wi ndow. Russell shuddered when she | ooked at
it. She had thrown the one on her desk away.

"Alan? What do you want ne to do?" She stared at the back of his head.
He was the President and you had to sit and wait patiently, even if you
wanted to reach across and throttle him

Finally he swivel ed around. The eyes were dark, cold and commandi ng.
"Nothing. | want you to do nothing. | better get in @ touch with
Sullivan. Gve ne the location and tinme again

Russel | thought the sanme thing she had earlier as she recounted the
i nformati on. Sone friend.

The President picked up his phone. Russell reached across and put her
hand on top of his. "Alan, the reports said Christine Sullivan had
brui ses on her jaw and had been partially strangled."

The President didn't look up. "Oh real ly?"
"What exactly happened in that bedroom Al an?"

"Well, fromthe small pieces | can renenber she wanted to play a bit
rougher than | did. The marks on her neck?" He paused and put down the
phone. "Let's just put it this way: Christy was into a | ot of kinky
things, doria. Including sexual asphyxiation. You know, people get off
when they're gasping for air and climaxing at the same tinme."

"I'"ve heard of it, Alan, | just didn't think you' d be into sonething
like that." Her tone was harsh

The President snapped back: "Renenber your place, Russell. | do not
answer to you or anyone else for my actions."

She stepped back, and quickly said, "OF course, |'msorry, M.
Presi dent."

Ri chnmond' s face rel axed; he stood up and spread his arns resignedly. "I
didit for Christy, Goria, what can | say.

Worren sonetimes have strange effects on nmen. I'mcertainly not inmmune to
it."

"So why did she try to kill you?"

"Like | said, she wanted to play rougher than | did. She was drunk and
she just went out of control. Unfortunate, but those things happen."



G oria | ooked past himout the window. The encounter with Christine
Sullivan did not just "happen.” The tine and planning that had gone into
that rendezvous had eventually taken on the el enments of a full-blown

el ection canpai gn. She shook her head as the images fromthat night
poured back to her.

The President canme up behind her, gripped her shoul ders, turned her to
hi m

"it was an awful experience for everyone, Goria. | certainly didn't
want Christy to die. It was the last thing in the world I wanted. | went
there to have a quiet, romantic evening with a very beautiful woman. M
CGod, I'mno nonster." A disarmng smile energed across his face.

"I know that, Alan. It's just, all those wonen, all those tines.
Sonet hi ng bad was bound to happen.”

The President shrugged. "Well, as | told you before, I"'mnot the first
man to hold this office to engage in those types of extracurricul ar
activities. Nor will | be the last." He cupped her chin in his hand

"You know the demands of the office | hold, Goria, better than nost.
There's no other job like it in the world."

"I know the pressures are enornous. | realize that, A an."

"That's right. It's a job that really requires nmore than is humanly
possible to deliver. Sonetimes you have to deal with that reality by
relieving sone of that pressure, frompulling yourself out from between
the vise occasionally.

How | deal with that pressure is inportant, because it dictates how
well | can serve the people who have el ected ne, who have placed their
trust in ne."

He turned back to his desk. "And besides, enjoying the conmpany of
beautiful wonen is a relatively innocuous way of conbating that stress.

Goria stared angrily at his back. As if he expected her, of all people,
to be swayed by the rhetoric, by a bullshit patriotic speech.

"It certainly wasn't innocuous for Christine Sullivan," she blurted out.

Ri chmond turned back to her; he was no longer sniling. "I really don't
want to talk about this anynore, Goria. Wiat's past is past--start
t hi nki ng about the future. Understand?"

She bowed her head in fornal assent and stal ked fromthe room

The President again picked up the phone. He would deliver all the
necessary details about the police sting to his good friend Walter
Sullivan. The President smled to hinself as the call was being pl aced.
It sounded like it wouldn't be |long now . They were al nost there. He
could count on Burton. Count on himto do the right thing. For all of

t hem

LUTHER CHECKED HI S WATCH. ONE O CLOCK. HE SHOWERED, brushed his teeth
and then trinmred his newy grown beard.

He lingered over his hair until it met with his satisfaction

Hi s face | ooked better today. The phone call from Kate had worked
wonders. He had cradled the phone in his ear playing the nmessage over



and over again, just to hear the voice, the words he had never expected
to hear again. He had risked going to a nen's store downtown where he
bought a new pair of slacks, sports coat and patent |eathers. He had
consi dered and then di scarded the notion of a tie.

He tried on his new coat. It felt good. The pants were a little | oose on
him he had | ost weight. He would have to eat nore. He might even start
wi th buying his daughter an early dinner. If she'd let him He'd have to
thi nk about that one; he didn't want to push it.

Jack! It nust've been Jack. He had told her of their neeting. That her
father had been in trouble. that was the connection. O course! He had
been stupid not to see it right away. But what did that nean? That she
cared? He felt a trenble start in his neck and it ended at his knees.
After an these years? He swore under his breath at the tinmng. The
fucking timng! But he had nmade up his mind and nothing could change
that decision now Not even his little girl. Sonething terribly wong
had to be set right.

Lut her was certain Ri chnond knew not hi ng about his correspondence with
the Chief of Staff. Her only hope was to quietly buy back what Luther
had and then make sure no one ever laid eyes on it again. Buy himoff,
hopi ng he'd di sappear forever and the world woul d never know. He had
verified that the noney had arrived in the designated account.

What happened to that nmoney would be their first surprise.

The second surprise, though, would nmake them forget all about the first.
And the best part was that Richnond woul d never see it coming. He
seriously doubted that the President would actually do any tine. But if
this didn't neet the criteria for inpeachnment he didn't know what did.
This nmade Watergate | ook Iike a third-grade prank. He wondered what

i mpeached ex-Presidents did. Wthered in the flames of their own
destruction, he hoped.

Luther pulled the letter out of his pocket. He would arrange for her to
receive it right about the tinme she'd be expecting the |ast set of

i nstructions. The payoff. She would get her payoff. They all would. It
was worth it, letting her squirmlike he knew she had all this tine.

No matter how often he tried he couldn't erase the nmenory of the woman's
| ei surely sexual encounter in the presence of a still warm body, as

t hough the dead woman was a pile of trash, not to be bothered with. And
then Ri chnond.

The drunken, sl obbering bastard! Again the visions nade Luther seethe.
He clenched his teeth, then abruptly sml ed.

What ever deal Jack could cut himhe would take. Twenty years, ten years,
ten days. He didn't care anynore. Fuck the President and everybody
around him Fuck the whole town, he was taking them down.

But first he was going to spend sone tine with his daughter. After that
he really didn't care anynore

As he wal ked over to the bed, Luther's body took a jolt.

Sonet hing el se had just occurred to him Sonething that hurt, but which
he coul d understand. He sat on the bed and sipped a glass of water. If
it were'true could he really blame her? And besides, he could just kil
two birds with one stone.

As he lay back on the bed, it occurred to himthat things that |ooked



too good to be true usually were. Did he deserve any better from her?
The answer was absolutely clear. He did not.

WHEN THE MONEY TRANSFER HAD REACHED Di sTRi ct BANK, automatic prewire
instructions kicked in and the funds were imredi ately transferred out of
the account to five different area banks, each in the anount of one
mllion dollars. Fromthere the funds followed a circuitous route unti
the total sum was once again assenbled in one pl ace.

Russell, who had put a tracer on the flow of noney from her end, would
find out soon enough what had happened.

She woul d not be particularly pleased about it. She would be far |ess
pl eased about the next nessage she received.

THE CAFt ALONZO HAD BEEN OPEN ABOUT A YEAR | T HAD the usual array of
out door tables with colorful unbrellas in a small space on the sidewal k
encl osed by a waist-high black iron railing. The coffee was varied and
strong; the on-premni ses bakery was popul ar anmong the norning and | unch
crowmds. At five minutes to four only one person sat at the outdoor
table. In the chilly air the unbrellas were coll apsed down resenbling a
columm of giant drinking straws.

The cafe was |located in the ground fl oor of a nodern office building.
Two stories up hung a scaffolding. Three workers were replacing a gl ass
panel that had cracked. The entire facade of the building consisted of
mrrored panels that gave a conplete image of the area directly opposite
it.

The panel was heavy and even the burly nmen struggled with the weight and
bul k.

Kat e bundl ed her coat around her and sipped her coffee.

The afternoon sun was warnming in spite of the chill, but it was fading
rapi dly. Long shadows had commenced to creep over the tables. She felt
the rawness in her eyes as she squinted at the sun suspended directly
over the tops of a nunber of dilapidated row houses that sat diagonally
across the street fromthe caM They were destined for denmplition to
make room for the continued renovation of the area. She did not notice
that the upper-story wi ndow on one of the row houses was now open. The
row house next door had two wi ndows smashed out. The front door on

anot her was partially caved in.

Kate | ooked at her watch. She had been sitting there for approxi mtely
twenty minutes. Used to the frenetic pace of the prosecutor's office,
the day had dragged interm nably.

She had no doubt there were dozens of police officers in the vicinity

wai ting to pounce once he wal ked up to her. Then she thought about it.
Wyul d they even have a chance to say anything to each other? What the
hel | could she say anyway?

H Dad, you're busted? She rubbed her raw cheeks and waited. He woul d
be there right at four. And it was too late for her to change any of it.
Too dammed | ate for anything.

But she was doing the right thing, despite the guilt she was feeling,
despite breaking down like that after calling the detective. She angrily
squeezed her hands together. She was about to hand her father over to
the police, and he deserved it. She was through debating it. She now
just wanted it to be over



MCCARTY DI D NOT Luce rr. NOT AT ALL. Hi s usuAL RouTtNE was to follow his
target, sonetinmes for weeks, until the assassin understood the victins
patterns of behavior better than the victimdid. It nmade the killing so
much easier. The additional tinme also allowed MCarty to plan his
escape, to allow for worst-case scenarios. He had none of those |uxuries
on this job. Sullivan's nessage had been terse. The man had al ready paid
hi m an enornmous sumon his per them wth another two nmillion to foll ow
upon conpl etion. Under any yardstick he had been conpensat ed-now he had
to deliver.

Except for his first hit many years ago, MCarty could not renenber
being this nervous. It didn't help matters that the place was craw ing
wi th copg.

But he kept telling hinself things would be okay. In the tinme he had he
had planned well. He had reconnoitered the area right after Sullivan's
phone call. The row house idea had hit himimediately. It was really
the only | ogical place.

He had been here since four in the norning. The back door to the house
opened into an alleyway. His rental car was parked at the curb. It would
take himexactly fifteen seconds ftorn the nonent the shot was fired to
drop his rifle, make his way down the stairs, out the door and into his
car. He would be two nmiles away before the police even fully understood
what had happened. A plane was leaving in forty-five mnutes froma
private airstrip ten niles north of Washington. Its destination was New
York City. It would carry one passenger, and in a little over five hours
McCarty woul d be a panpered passenger on board the Concorde as it
descended into London.

He checked his rifle and scope for the tenth tinme, automatically
flicking away a grain of dust on the barrel. A suppressor would have
been nice, but he had yet to find one that worked on a rifle, especially
one that was chanmbered with supersonic ammo as his weapon was. He woul d
count on the confusion to mask the shot and his subsequent departure. He
| ooked across the street and checked his watch. Al nost tine.

McCarty, while being a very acconplished killer, could not have possibly
known that another rifle would be trained on his target's head. And
behind that rifle would be a pair of eyes as sharp if not sharper than
hi s own.

T)M COLLI N HAD QUALI FI ED AS AN EXPERT MARKSMAN | N THE Mari ne Corps, and
his master sergeant had witten in his evaluation that he had never seen
a better shot. The focus of that accol ade was now sighting through his
scope; then he relaxed. Collin | ooked around the confines of the van he
was in. Parked down the street on the curb opposite fromthe cars, he
had a straight shot to the target. He sighted through his rifle again,
Kate Witney appearing fleetingly in the crosshairs. Collin slid open
the side wi ndow of the van. He was under shadow of the buil di ngs behind
him No one could notice what he was doing. He al so had the added
advant age of knowi ng that Seth Frank and a contingent of county police
were stationed to the right of the cafd while others were in the office
bui I di ng | obby where the cafe was | ocated. Unmarked cars were stationed
at various locations up and down the street. If Witney ran he wouldn't
get far.

But then Collin knew the man wasn't going to run anywhere.

After the shot Collin would quickly disassenble the rifle and secrete it
in the van, enmerge with his sidearm and badge and join the other
authorities in pondering what the hell had happened. No one woul d think



to check a Secret Service van for the firearmor shooter who had just
wasted their target.

Burton's plan made a | ot of sense to the young agent.

Col l'in had nothing agai nst Luther Wiitney but there was a | ot nore at
stake than a sixty-six-year-old career crimnal's life. A helluva |ot
nmore. Killing the old man was not sonething Collin was going to enjoy;
in fact, he would do his best to forget it once done. But that was |ife.
He was paid to do a job, had in fact sworn to do that job, above al

el se. Was he breaking the law? Technically he was comm tting nurder

Realistically he was just doing what had to be done. He assuned the
Presi dent knew about it; G oria Russell knew about it; and Bill Burton,
a man he respected nore than anyone el se, had instructed himto do it.
Collins training sinply did not permit himto ignore those

instructions. Besides, the old guy had broken into the place. He was
going to do twenty years. He'd never make twenty years. Who wanted to be
in prison at eighty years old? Collin was just saving hima | ot of

nm sery. Gven those choices, Collin would ve taken the round too.

Collin glanced up at the workmen on the scaffol ding above the cars as
they struggled to right the replacement panel. One man grabbed the end
of a rope connected to a block and tackle. Slowy the piece began to
rise.

KATE LOCKED up FROM STUDYI NG HER HANDS AND HER EYES | ocked on him

He nmoved gracefully al ong the sidewal k. The fedora and nuffler hid nost
of his features but the wal k was unm stakable. G owi ng up she had al ways
wanted to be able to glide along the ground |ike her father, so
effortlessly, so confidently. She started to rise and thought better of
it. Frank had not said at what point he would nove in, but Kate didn't
expect himto wait very | ong.

Lut her stopped in front of the cafd and | ooked at her. He had not been
this close to his daughter for over a decade, and he was a little unsure
how to proceed. She felt his uncertainty and forced a snmile to her lips.
He i mediately went to her table and sat down, his back to the street.
Despite the chill he took off his hat and put his sunglasses away in his
pocket .

McCarty sighted through his rifle scope. The iron-gray hair cane into
focus and his finger flipped off the safety and then floated to the
trigger.

BARELY A HUNDRED YARDS AWAY, COLLIN WAS M RRORI NG t hose actions. He was
not as hurried as McCarty since he had the advantage of know ng when the
police were going to nove in.

MCCARTY' S TRI GGER FI NGER CROOKED BACK. EARLI ER, HE had noticed the
Wor kmen on the scaffol ding once or twice but then had put them out of
his mind. It was only the second m stake he had ever comrmitted in his
line of Work.

The mirrored panel suddenly jerked upward as the rope was pull ed down
and the panel cocked in McCarty's direction. Catching the failing sun
directly on its surface, the panel threw the reflection, red and
glimering, full in MCarty's eyes. Monentary pain shot through his
pupils and his hand jerked involuntarily as the rifle fired. He cursed
and flung down the gun. He nade it to the back door five seconds ahead
of schedul e.



The bull et struck the unbrella pole and severed it before ricocheting
of f and inbedding into the concrete pavenent.

Both Kate and Luther went down, father instinctively shieldi ng daughter.
A few seconds | ater Seth Frank and a dozen unifornms, guns drawn, forned
a senmicircle around the pair, facing out, their eyes scanning every nook
and cranny of the street.

"Shut this whole fucking area down," Frank screaned to the sergeant, who
barked orders into his radio. Uniforns spread out, unmarked cars noved
in.

The workmen stared down at the street, conpletely oblivious to the
unwitting role they had played in the events unfol di ng bel ow

Lut her was pulled up and handcuffed and the entire party bustled into
the | obby of the office building. An excited Seth Frank stared at the
man for one satisfying nonent and then read himhis rights. Luther

| ooked across at his daughter

Kate at first could not nmeet his gaze, but then decided he at |east
deserved that. H's words hurt her nore than anything she had prepared
for.

"Are you all right, Katie?"

She nodded and the tears started to pour, and this tinme, despite
squeezing her throat in an iron grip, she could not stop them as she
crunpled to the floor

Bill Burton stood just inside the | obby doorway. Wen an astoni shed
Collin cane in, Burton's |ook threatened to disintegrate the younger
man. That is until Collin whispered in his ear.

To his credit Burton assinilated the information rapidly and hit upon
the truth a few seconds later. Sullivan had hired a hit man. The ol d nman
had actually done what Burton had intended to falsely set himup for.

The wily billionaire rose a notch in Burton's estimation

Burton wal ked over to Frank.

Frank | ooked at him "Any idea what the fuck that was all about?"
"Maybe, " Burton answered back

Burton turned around. For the first time he and Luther Witney actually
| ooked at each other. For Luther, menories of that night again canme
hurtling back to him But he was calm unruffled.

Burton had to adnmire that. But it also was a great source of concern for
him Whitney was obviously not overly distressed at being arrested. His
eyes told Burton-a man who had participated in literally thousands of
arrests, which normally invol ved adults bl ubbering Iike babies-all he
needed to know. The guy was planning to go to the cops all al ong.

For what reason Burton was unsure and he really didn't care.

Burton continued to | ook at Luther while Frank checked in with his nen.
Then Burton | ooked over at the huddl ed nass in the corner. Luther had
al ready struggled with his captors in an attenpt to go to her, but they
were having no part of it.



A pol i ceworran was maki ng awkward efforts to console Kate but with little
success. Traces of tears worked their way down the thick winkles in the
old man's cheeks as he watched each sob wack his little girl.

When he noticed Burton right at his elbow, Luther finally flashed fire
at the man until Burton led the old man's eyes back over to Kate. The
men' s eyes | ocked again. Burton raised his eyebrows a notch and then
settled them back down with the finality of a round being fired into
Kate's head. Burton had stared down sonme of the worst crinmnals the area
had to offer and his features could be nenacing, but it was the absolute
sincerity in those features that turned hardened men col d. Luther

VWi tney was no punk, that was easy enough to see. He was not one of the
bl ubberers. But the wall of concrete that made up Luther Witney's
nerves had already started to crunble. It swiftly finished dissol ving
and the remmants trickled toward the sobbi ng woman in the corner.

Burton turned and wal ked out the door.
CHAPTER NI NETEEN

GLORI A RUSSELL SAT I N HER LI VI NG ROOM AND HELD THE epistle in her
quavering hand. She | ooked at the clock. It had come right on tine, via
messenger; a turbaned older nman in a beat-up Subaru A Metro Rush
Couriers logo on the passenger door. Thank you, rna'am Say good-bye to
your life. She had expected to finally have in her hand the key to

wi ping away all the nightmares she had suffered. Al the risks she had
t aken.

The wind was starting to how in the chimey. A cozy fire burned in the
fireplace. The house was scrupul ously clean thanks to the efforts of
Mary, her part-tinme maid, who had just left. Russell was expected at
Senator Richard Mles's home for dinner at eight. Mles was very
important to her own personal political aspirations and he had started
making all the right noises. Things had finally started to go right
again. The nonmentum had shifted back to her. After all those torturous,
hum |iating nmonents. But now? But now?

She | ooked at the message again. The disbelief continued to sweep over
her like an enornous fishing net, dragging her to the bottom where she
woul d renai n.

Thanks for the charitable contribution. It will be greatly appreciated.
Al so appreciate the extra rope you just gamme to hang you. About that
itemue had discussed, it's no longer for sale. Now that | think about
it, the cops will probably need it for the trial. Ch, by the way, FUCK
YOU!

It was all she could do to stagger up. Extra rope? She couldn't think,
she couldn't function. She first thought to call Burton, but then
realized he would not be at the Wiite House. Then it hit her. She raced
to the TV. The six o' clock news was just recounting a |ate-breaking
story. A daring police operation conducted jointly by the M ddl eton
County Police Departnent and Al exandria City Police had netted a suspect
in the Christine Sullivan nmurder case. A shot had been fired by an
unknown gunnman. The target was assumed to be the suspect.

Russel | watched as footage fromthe Mddl eton police station was run
She saw Lut her Witney, staring straight ahead, not in any way
attenpting to hide his face, walk up the steps. He was far ol der than
she had i magi ned he woul d be. He | ooked |ike a school principal. That
was the man who had watched her ... It never even occurred to her that
Lut her had been arrested for a crine she knew he had not comritted. Not



that that revel ati on woul d have pronpted her to do anything. As the
camer aman swung around, she glinpsed Bill Burton with Collin behind him
as they stood listening to Detective Seth Frank nake a statenent to the
press.

The goddamm i nconpetent bastards! He was in custody.

He was in fucking custody and she had a nessage right there in her hand
that guaranteed the guy was going to nake sure they were all brought
down. She had trusted Burton and Collin, the President had trusted them
and they had failed, failed mserably. She could hardly believe how
Burton could be standing there so calmy while their entire world was
about to flame out, |ike a suddenly used-up star.

Her next thought surprised even her. She raced to the bathroom tore
open the nedicine cabinet and grabbed the first bottle she saw. How many
pills would be enough? Ten? A hundred?

She twisted at the cap but her shaking hands couldn't get it off. She
continued to struggle; finally the pills spilled into the sink. She
scooped up a handful and then stopped. In the mrror, her reflection
stared back. For the first time she realized how much she had aged. The
eyes were gaunt, her cheeks had caved in and her hair | ookedas if it
were grayi ng before her eyes.

She | ooked at the mass of green in her hand. She couldn't do it. Despite
her world shattering in front of her, she could not do it. She flushed
the pills, turned out the light. She tel ephoned the senator's office.

Si ckness woul d prevent her from attending. She had just lain down on the
bed when the knock cane.

At first it seened |ike the distant beating of druns. Wuld they have a
warrant? What did she have that could incrimnate her? The note! She
tore it out of her pocket and tossed it in the fireplace. As it ignited
and a burst of flanme sailed up the chimey, she snmpoothed down her dress,
put on her punps and wal ked out of the room

For the second time a stab of pain seared her chest as her eyes fel
upon Bill Burton at the front door. Wthout a word he wal ked in, threw
off his coat and went straight to the |iquor.

She sl ammed t he door

"Great job, Burton. Brilliant. You took care of everything beautifully.
Where's your sidekick? Getting his damed eyes exani ned?"

Burton sat down with his drink. "Shut up and listen."

Odinarily such a remark woul d have sent her off. But his tone stopped
her dead. She noted the bol stered weapon. She suddenly realized she was
surrounded by people carrying guns. They seened to be everywhere. Shots
were now being fired. She had thrown in her lot with sone very dangerous
peopl e. She sat down and stared at him

"Collin never fired his weapon."
"But -2'

"But somebody did. | know that." He swall owed nost of his drink. Russel
t hought about m xi ng hersel f one, but decided against it.

He | ooked at her. "Walter Sullivan. That sonofabitch



Ri chmond told him right?"
Russel |l nodded. "You think Sullivan was behind this?"

"Who the fuck else could it be? He thinks the guy killed his wife. He
has the noney to hire the best shooters in the world. He was the only

ot her person who knew exactly where it was going down." He | ooked at her
and shook his head in disgust. "Don't be stupid, |ady, we don't have
time for stupid.”

Burton stood up and paced.

Russel | 's thoughts went back to the TV. "But the man's in custody. He'l
tell the police everything. | thought it was themat the door."

Burton stopped pacing. "The guy's going to say nothing to the police. At
| east for now "

"What are you tal king about911

"I"'mtal king about a man who will do anything so his little girl can
keep on living."

"You, you threatened hinP"
"l got my nmessage across real clear."
"How do you know?"

"Eyes don't lie, lady. He knows the gane. Tal k and his daughter goes
bye- bye. "

"You, you wouldn't really--2'

Burton reached down and grabbed the Chief of Staff, effortlessly lifting
her off the floor and holding her in mdair so she was eye-| evel

"I will kill any fucking person who is in a position to fuck with ne, do
youunderstand that?" His tone was chilling. He threw her back into the
chair.

She stared up at him the blood gone fromher face, her eyes filled with
terror.

Burton's face was crinson with fury. "You were the one who got ne into
this. 1 wanted to call the cops right fromthe get-go. | did ny job.
Maybe | killed the woman, but there ain't a jury in the world that

woul d' ve found me guilty. But you sucker- . punched ne, |ady, with al
your gl obal disaster talk and bullshit concern for the President, and
stupid me, | fell for it. And right now |I'm about one step away from

pi ssing away twenty years of my life and |I'm not happy about it.
If you can't understand that, tough."

They sat without speaking for several ninutes. Burton cradled his glass
and studied the carpet, thinking intently. Russell kept one eye on him
as she tried to stop shaking. She could not bring herself to tell Burton
about the note she had received. Wat good would it do? For all she
knew Bi |l Burton would pull out his gun and shoot her on the spot. The

t hought of violent death so close to her nade her blood turn to ice.

Russel | managed to sit back in her chair. A clock ticked in the
background; it seenmed to be counting down the | ast remnaining noments of
her life.



"You're sure he won't say anything?" She | ooked at Burton
"I"'mnot sure of anything."
"But you said--2

"l said the guy will do anything to make sure his little girl doesn't
get herself killed. If he takes that threat away, then we'll be waking
up the next few years staring at the bottom of a bunk bed."

"But how can he take that threat away?"
"I'f | knew the answer to that, | wouldn't be so worri ed.

But | can guarantee you that Luther Wiitney is sitting in his cell block
ri ght now thinking of precisely howto do that."

"What can we do?"

He grabbed his coat and pulled her up roughly. "Come on, it's tinme to
talk to Richnond."

JACK SHUFFLED THROUGH HI' S NOTES AND THEN LOOKED around the conference
table. Hi s transaction team consisted of four associates, three

paral egal s and two partners. Jack's coup with Sullivan had spread
throughout the firm Each of them | ooked at Jack with a m xture of awe,
respect and a little fear.

"Sam you'll coordinate the raw materials sales through Kiev. Qur guy
over there is a real hustler, plays close to the edge; keep an eye on
him but let himrun with things."

Sam a ten-year partner, snapped his briefcase shut. "You got it.

"Ben, | checked your report on the |obbying efforts. | agree, | think we
shoul d push hard on Foreign Relations, can't hurt to have them on our
side." Jack flipped open another file.

"We've got approxinmately a nonth to get this operation up and running.

O chief concern is Wkraine's tenuous political status. If we're going
to hit the brass ring we have to do it pretty quickly. The last thing we
need is Russia annexing our client. Nowl'd like to take a few m nutes
to go over--2'

The door opened and Jack's secretary |eaned in. She | ooked edgy.
"I"'mterribly sorry to bother you."

"I't's okay, Martha, what's up?"

"There's soneone on the phone for you."

"I told Lucinda to hold ny calls except for an energency.

1"l get back to everybody tonorrow "

"I think this mght be an energency."

Jack swiveled around in his chair. "Wio is it?"

"She said her nane was Kate Wiitney."

Five mnutes later Jack was in his car: a brand-new coppercol ored Lexus
300. His thoughts raced. Kate had been near hysterical. Al he managed



to understand was that Luther had been arrested. For what he didn't
know.

KATE OPENED THE DOOR ON THE FI RST KNOCK AND- NEARLY col | apsed into his
arns. it was several minutes before she started breathing regularly.

"Kate, what is it? Were's Luther? What's he charged with?"

She | ooked at him her cheeks so puffy and raw it | ooked |ike she'd been
mugged. , Wen she finally managed to breathe the word out, Jack sat
back stunned.

"Murder?" He | ooked around the room his mind going too fast for himto
register. "That's inpossible. W the hell is he supposed to have
nmur der ed?"

Kate sat up straight and pushed the hair out of her face.

She | ooked directly at him This tinme the words were clear, direct and
cut into himlike chunks of jagged gl ass.

"Christine Sullivan."
Frozen for a long nonent, Jack expl oded out of the chair.
He | ooked down at her, tried to speak and found he couldn't.

He staggered over to the window, threw it open and let the cold beat
into him His stomach churned pure acid; it reached up into his throat
until he was barely able to push it back. His legs slowy regained their
rigidity. He closed the wi ndow and sat back down next to her

"What happened, Kate?"

She dabbed raw eyes with a ragged tissue. Her hair was a nass of
tangl es. She had not taken off her overcoat. Her shoes lay next to the
chair where she had ki cked them of f.

She col l ected herself as best she could. She wi ped a strand of hair from
her nouth, and finally | ooked at him

The words rolled out of her mouth in quiet bursts. "The police have him
in custody. They, they think he broke into the Sullivans' home. No one
was supposed to be there.... But Christine Sullivan was." She paused and
took a deep breath. "They think Luther shot her." As soon as she uttered
those last words her eyes closed, the eyelids seemed to ram down by
thensel ves under a terrible weight. She slowy shook her head, her
forehead a stack of winkles as the throbbing pain clicked up a notch

"That's crazy, Kate. Luther would never kill anybody."
"l don't know, Jack. |, | don't know what to think."

Jack stood up and took off his coat. He put a hand through his hair as
he struggled to think. He | ooked down at her.

"How did you find out? How the hell did they catch hinP"

In response, Kate's body shook. The pain seened to be so strong as to be
vi si bl e, hovering above before it plunged repeatedly into her |ean
frane. She took a nmonment to wipe her face with another tissue. It took
her so long to turn to him one inch at a tine, that she seened |ike an
anci ent grandnother. Her eyes were still closed, her breathing
interrupted by gasps, as if the air was being trapped and was having to



struggle mghtily before escaping.

Finally her eyes opened. The |lips noved but no words cane out at first.
Then she nanaged to say them slowy, distinctly, as though she were
forcing herself to absorb every blow that acconpanied themas |ong as
possi bl e.

"l set himUP LUTHER, DRESSED I N AN ORANGE JAIL SU T, SAT IN THE SAME
cinder block interrogation roomthat Wanda Broonme had occupi ed. Seth
Frank sat across from himwatching himclosely. Luther stared directly
ahead. He wasn't zoned out.

The guy was thinking about sonet hing.

Two other nen canme in. One carried a recorder that he placed in the
mddl e of the table. He turned it on

"You snoke?" Frank extended a cigarette. Luther accepted it and both nen
exhal ed tiny cl ouds.

For the record, Frank repeated, verbatim Luther's M randa warning.
There woul d be no procedural mscues on this one.

"So you understand your rights?"
Lut her vaguely waved his cigarette in the air.

The guy was not what Frank had been expecting. Hi s record was certainly
a felonious one. Three priors, but the last twenty years were clean.
That didn't nmean nmuch. But no assaults, no violent acts. That al so
didn't mean nuch, but there was sonething about the guy.

"l need a yes or no to that question.”
19
"Yes.

"Ckay. You understand that you've been arrested in connection with the
murder of Christine Sullivan?"

it Yes."

"And you're sure you want to waive your right to have counsel present on
your behalf? W can get a | awyer for you, or you can call your own."

661, msure."

"And you understand you do not have to nmake any statenent to the police?
That any statenent you make now can be used in evidence against you?"

"l understand."

Years of experience had taught Frank that confessions early on in the
game coul d spell disaster for the prosecution

Even a confession given voluntarily could be shredded by the defense
with the result often being that all evidence obtained through that
confession was thrown out as tainted.

The perp could have led you right to the goddammed body and the next day
he wal ks free with his attorney smling at you and hoping to God his
client never shows up in his neighborhood. But Frank had his case.

What ever Whitney added to it was just gravy.



He focused intently on the prisoner. "Then I'd like to ask you sone
questions. Ckay?"

"Fi ne."

Frank stated the nonth, day and year and tinme of day for the record and
then asked Luther to state his full name. that was as far as they got.
The door opened. A uniform | eaned in.

"W got his |awyer outside.”
Frank | ooked at Luther, turned off the recorder
"What | awyer?"

Bef ore Luther could answer, Jack burst past the officer and entered the
room ;

"Jack Gcaham | mthe accused's attorney. Get that recorder out of here.
I want to talk to ny client alone, right now, gentlenen."

Luther stared at him "Jack---2' he began sharply.
"Shut up, Luther." Jack |ooked at the nen. "Ri ght now"

The nen began to clear the room Frank and Jack did an eye-to-eye and
then the door was closed. Jack put his briefcase dowmn on the table but
didn't sit.

"You want to tell nme what the hell's going on?"
"Jack, you gotta keep out of this. |I nmean it."

"You canme to nme. You rmade ne pronmise |'d be there for you. Wl
goddammit here I am™

"Great, you did your part, now you can go."

"Ckay, | go, then what the hell do you do?"

"That doesn't concern you."

Jack leaned into his face. "What are you going to do?"
Luther's voice rose for the first tine. "I'mpleading guilty!
| didit."

"You killed her?"

Lut her | ooked away.

"Did you kill Christine Sullivan?" Luther didn't answer.

Jack grabbed him by the shoul der

"Did you kill her?"

"Yes. 99 Jack scrutinized the face. Then grabbed his briefcase.
"I'"'myour |awyer whether you want nme anynore or nhot.

And until | figure out why you're lying to me don't even think about
talking to the cops. If you do I'Il have you declared insane."



"Jack, | appreciate what you're doing, but---?"

"Look, Luther, Kate told ne what happened, what she did and why she did
it. But let ne tell it to you straight. If you go down for this, your
little girl is never going to recover. You hear nme?"

Lut her never finished what he was about to say. Suddenly the tiny room
seened about the size of a test tube. He never heard Jack | eave. He sat
there and stared straight ahead. For one of the fewtinmes in his life,

he had no idea what he shoul d do.

JACK APPROACHED THE MEN STANDI NG | N THE HALLWAY.
"Who's in charge?"
Frank | ooked at him "Lieutenant Seth Frank."

"Fine, Lieutenant. Just for the record, ny client doesn't waive his
Mranda rights and you're not to attenpt to talk to himoutside of ny
presence. Understood?"

Frank folded his arns across his chest. "Ckay."
"Who's the ACA handling this?"
"Assi stant Commonweal th's Attorney George Corelick."

661, m assuming you got an indictnent?"

Frank | eaned forward. "Grand jury returned a true bill |ast week."
Jack put his coat on. "lI'msure they did."
"You can forget about bail, | guess you know that."

"Well, fromwhat |'ve heard, | think he night be safer hanging with you
guys. Keep an eye on himfor ne, will you?"

Jack handed his card to Frank and then wal ked purposefully down the
hal I way. At the parting remark, the smle faded from Frank's |lips. He
| ooked at the card and then toward the interrogation room and back at
the rapidly disappearing defense counsel

CHAPTER TVENTY

KATE HAD SHOMNERED AND CHANGED. HER DAMP HAI R WAS swept strai ght back and
hung | oosely down to her shoul ders.

She wore a thick indigo blue V-neck sweater with white Tshirt
underneath. The faded bl ue jeans hung | oosely around her narrow hips.
Thi ck wool socks covered her |ong feet.

Jack wat ched those feet as they noved up and down, propelling their
Iithe owner about the room She had recovered somewhat fromearlier. But
the horror was still lurking in her eyes. She seened to be battling it
wi th physical activity.

Jack cradled a glass of soda and sat back in the chair. H's shoul ders
felt like a two-by-four. As if sensing that, Kate stopped pacing and
started massagi ng.

"He didn't tell me they had an indictnent." Kate's voice was angry.



"You really think cops are above using people to get what they want?" he
shot back.

"l can see you're getting back into the defense attorney state of mnd."
She really dug into his shoulders; it felt wonderful to him

Her wet hair dipped into his face as she bore down on the stiffest
points. He closed his eyes. On the radio Billy Joel's "River of Dreamns"”
was pl aying. What was his drean? Jack asked hinself. The target seened
to keep junping on him |ike spots of sunlight you tried to chase down
as a Kkid.

"How is he?" Kate's question jarred himback. He swall owed the rest of
hi s drink.

"Confused. Screwed up. Nervous. Al the things | never thought he could
be. They found the rifle, by the way.

Upper-story room of one of those old townhouses across the street.
Whoever fired that bullet, they' re | ong gone by now

That's for sure. Hell | don't even think the cops care.”
"When's the arrai gnnent ?"

"Day after tonorrow, ten o' clock." He arched his neck and gripped her
hand. "They're going for capital nurder, Kate."

She st opped nassagi ng.

"That's bullshit. Homcide in the conmission of a burglary is a class
one felony, nurder in the first degree, tops.

Tell the ACA to check the statute."”

"Hey that's ny line isn't it?" He tried to nake her smle, but didn't
succeed. "The comonwealth's theory is that he broke into the house and
was in the mddle of the burglary when she caught himin the act.

They' re using the evidence of physical violence--strangul ation, beating
and two shots to the head--40 sever it fromthe act of burglary. They
believe that takes it into the realmo ' f a vile and depraved act. Plus
they have the di sappearance of Sullivan's jewelry. Miurder in the

commi ssi on of armed robbery equal s capital nurder.”

Kate sat down and rubbed her thighs. She wore no nmakeup and had al ways
been one of those wonen who didn't need to. The strain was telling
t hough, especially in and under her eyes, in the slope of her shoul ders.

"What do you know about Gorelick? He's going to be trying this sucker."
Jack popped an ice cube in his nouth.

"He's an arrogant asshol e, ponmpous, bigoted and a terrific tria
| awyer. "

"Great." Jack got up fromhis chair and sat down next to Kate. He took
her ankl e and rubbed it. She sunk down into the sofa and put her head
back. It had al ways been that way with them so relaxed, so confortable
in the conpany of each other, like the | ast four years had never
happened.

"The evidence Frank told me he had wasn't even close to getting an
indictment. | don't understand, Jack."



Jack slipped off her socks and rubbed her feet with both hands, feeling
the fine, tiny bones. "The police got an anonynous tip on the license
plate of a car seen near the Sullivan place on what was probably the
night of the nurder. It was traced to the D.C. inpoundnent ot on that
ni ght."

"So. The tip was wong."

"No. Luther used to tell me how easy it was to pick up a car fromthe
i mpoundnent lot. Do a job and then return it."

Kate didn't ook at him she appeared to be studying the ceiling.

"Nice little chats you two used to have." Her tone held the famli ar
r epr oach.

"Come on, Kate."
"I"'msorry." Her voice was weary again.

"The police checked the floor matting. Rug fibers fromthe Sullivan
bedroom were found there. Al so present was a very peculiar soil m xture.
Turns out that exact same soil mix was used by Sullivan's gardener in
the cornfield next to the house. The soil was a special blend made up

for Sullivan; you won't find that exact conposition anywhere else. | had
a chat with Gorelick. He's feeling pretty confident I can tell you that.
I haven't gotten the reports yet. I'll file ny discovery notion

t onmor r ow. "

"Again, so what? How does that tie in to ny father?"
"They got a search warrant for Luther's house and car
They found the sane mixture on the, floor mat in the car.
And anot her sanple on the living roomrug."

Kate sl owly opened her eyes. "He was in the house cleaning the damm
carpets. He coul d've picked up the fibers then."

"And then he took a run through the cornfield? Cone on."

"I't could ve been tracked in the house by sonebody el se and he stepped
init."

"That's what | woul d've argued except for one thing."

She sat up. "Wich is?"

"Along with the fiber and dirt, they found a petrol eurnbased sol vent.
The police pulled traces of it out of the carpet during their
investigation. They think the perp tried to clean sone bl ood away, his
bl ood. I'msure they've got a handful of wi tnessesready to swear that
there was no such thing used on that carpet prior to or at the tine the
carpets were cl eaned.

Therefore Luther coul d' ve picked up traces of the carpet cleaner only if
he had been in the house after that. Soil, fibers and carpet cleaner
There's your tie."

Kat e sl unped back down.

"On top of that they traced the hotel where Luther was staying in town.
They found a fake passport and through that tracked Luther to Barbados.



Two days after the nurder he flew to Texas, then Manm and then on to
the island. Looks like a fleeing suspect doesn't it? They've got a
sworn statenent froma cab driver down there who drove Luther to
Sullivan's place on the island. Luther nade a reference to having been
in Sullivan's place in Virginia. On top of that they've got w tnesses
who will testify that Luther and Wanda Broome were seen together severa
times prior to the nurder.

One worman, a close friend of Wanda's, will testify that Wanda told her
she needed noney, badly. And that Christine Sullivan had told her about
the safe. Which shows Wanda Broone had lied to the police."

"I can see why Gorelick was so free with the info. But it's still all
circunmstantial."

"No, Kate, it's a perfect exanple of a case with no honerun direct
evidence linking Luther to the crine, but enough indirect stuff to where
the jury will be thinking 'cone on who are you kidding you did it you
sonof abi tch. "

"Il deflect everywhere | can, but they've got sonme pretty heavy stones
to hit us with. And if Corelick can get in your Dad's priors, we m ght
be finished."

"They've too old. Their prejudicial value far outweighs their probative.
He' Il never get themin." Kate's words sounded nore sure than she felt.
After all, how could you @ sure of anything?

The phone rang. She hesitated to answer it. "Does anyone know you're
her e?"

Jack shook hi s head.

She pi cked up the phone. "Hell o?"

The voice on the other end was crisp, professional. "M
Wi t ney, Robert Gavin with the Washington Post. | wonder if | could ask
you sone questions about your father? |'d prefer to see you in person

if that could be arranged."

"What do you want ?"

"Come on, Ms. VWitney, your father is front-page news.

You're a state prosecutor. There's a helluva story there if you ask nme."
Kate hung up. Jack | ooked at her.

"What ?"

"A reporter.”

"Christ, they nove fast."

She sat down again with a weariness that startled him He went to her,
took her hand.

Suddenl y, she turned his face toward hers. She | ooked frightened. "Jack,
you can't handle this case."

"The hell | can't. I'man active nmenber of the Virginia Bar. |'ve
handl ed a hal f-dozen nurder trials. I"'memnently qualified."



"I don't mean that. | know you're qualified. But Patton, Shaw doesn't do
crimnal defense work."

"So? You have to start somewhere."
"Jack, be serious. Sullivan is a huge client of theirs.
You' ve worked for him | read about it in Legal Tines."

"There's no conflict there. There's nothing |I've learned in ny
attorney-client relationship with Sullivan that could be used on this
case. Besides, Sullivan's not on trial here. It's us against the state.”

"Jack, they're not going to let you do this case."
"Fine, then I'Il quit. Hang up my own shingle."

"You can't do that. You've got everything going for you right now You
can't ness that up. Not for this."

"Then for what? | know your old man didn't beat up a wonan and then
calmMy blow her head off. He probably went to that house to burgle it,
but he didn't kill anybody, that | know. But you want to know sonethi ng
else? |I'mpretty damm sure he knows who killed her and that's what's
got himscared to death. He saw sonmething in that house, Kate.

He saw soneone. "
Kate slowy let out her breath as the words sunk in.
Jack sighed and | ooked down at his feet.

He got up and put on his coat. He playfully pulled at her waistband.
"When's the last tine you actually had a neal ?"

"l can't renenber."

"I recall when you filled out those jeans in a way that was a little
nore aesthetically pleasing to the male eye."

She did smle that tine. "Thanks a lot."
"I't's not too late to work on it."

She | ooked around the four corners of her apartnment. It held no appea
what soever.

"What did you have in m nd?"
"Ri bs, slaw and sonet hing stronger than Coke. Gane?"
She didn't hesitate. "Let nme get ny coat."”

Downst airs, Jack held open the door of the Lexus. He saw her studying
every detail of the luxury car

"l took your advice. Thought |I'd start spending some of ny hard-earned
money." He had just clinbed inside the car when the man appeared at the
passenger door.

He wore a slouch hat and had a gray-trimred beard and ski nny nustache.
Hi s brown overcoat was buttoned up to his neck. He held a m nicassette
recorder in one hand, a press badge in the other

"Bob Gavin, Ms. Whitney. | guess we got cut off before."



He | ooked across at Jack. His brow furrowed. "You' re Jack G aham Luther
Wiitney's attorney. | saw you at the station."

"Congratul ati ons, M. Gavin, you' ve obviously got twentytwenty vision
and a very winning snle. Be seeing you."

Gavin clung to the car. "Wait a minute, c¢c'non just a minute. The public
is entitled to hear about this case."

Jack started to say sonething, but Kate stopped him

"They will, M. Gavin. That's what trials are for. |I'msure you'll have
a front-row seat. Good-bye."

The Lexus pulled away. Gavin thought about naking a run for his car but
then decided not to. At forty-six, he and his soft and abused body were
clearly in heart attack country.

It was early in the gane yet. He'd get to them sooner or |ater
He pulled up his collar against the wind and stal ked of f.

I T WAS NEARI NG M DNI GHT WHEN THE LExus PULLED UP IN front of Kate's
apart nent buil di ng.

"Are you really sure you want to do this, Jack?"
"Hell | never really liked the nurals, Kate."
"Wat ?"

"Get sonme sleep. We're both going to need it."

She put her hand on the door and then hesitated. She turned back and
| ooked at him nervously flicked her hair behind her ear. This time

there was no pain in her eyes. It was sonething else, Jack couldn't

quite put his finger on. Maybe relief ?

"Jack, the things you said the other night."

He swal | owed hard and gri pped the steering wheel with both hands. He had
been wondering when this was going to surface. "Kate, |'ve been thinking
about that----nf

She put a hand to his mouth. A small breath floated from'her lips. "You
were right, Jack ... about a lot of things."

He wat ched her walk slowy inside and then he drove off.

When he got home his answering machine had run out of tape. The blinking
message i ndicator was so full the Iight was reduced to one conti nuous
crimson beacon. He decided to do the npst sensible thing he could think
of so he pretended they weren't there. Jack unplugged the phone, turned
out the lights and tried to go to sleep

It wasn't easy.

He had acted so confident in front of Kate. But who was he ki ddi ng?
Taking on this case, by hinself, without talking with anyone at Patton,
Shaw was akin to professional suicide. But what good woul d tal ki ng have
done? He knew what the answer woul d have been. G ven the choice, his
fellow partners would have slit their collective flabby wists rather
than taken on Luther Whitney as a client.



But he was a | awer and Lut her needed one. Major issues like this were
never that sinmple, but that was why he fought so hard to keep things as
bl ack and white as possible. Good.

Bad. Right. Wong. It was not easy going for a | awer perpetually
trained to search for the gray in everything. An advocate of any
position, just depended on who your client was, who was filling the
meter on any given day.

Wl | he had made his decision. An old friend was fighting for his life
and he'd asked Jack to help him It didn't matter to Jack that his
client seemed to be growi ng unusually recalcitrant all of a sudden
Criminal defendants were sel domthe npbst cooperative in the world. Wl
Lut her had asked for his help and he was sure as hell going to get it
now. There was no gray in this issue anynore. There was no goi ng back
now.

CHAPTER TWENTY- ONE
DAN KI RKSEN OPENED THE WASHI NGTON PCST AND

started to take a sip of his orange juice. It never reached his nouth.
Gavin had nanaged to file a story on the Sullivan case consisting
chiefly of the information that Jack Graham new y ordai ned partner at
Patton, Shaw & Lord, was the defendant's counsel. Kirksen i mediately
call ed Jack's hone. There was no answer. He dressed, called for his car
and at half past eight wal ked through the | obby of his firm

He passed Jack's ol d office where boxes and personal items were stil
clustered. Jack's new quarters were just down the hall fromlLord' s. A
twenty-by-twenty beauty with a small wet bar, antique furnishings and a
panoramc view of the city. Nicer than his, Kirksen recalled with a

gri mace.

The chair was sw vel ed around away fromthe doorway.

Kirksen didn't bother to knock. He marched in and tossed the paper down
on the desk.

Jack turned slowy around. He gl anced at the paper.
"Well at least they got the firms nane spelled correctly.
Great publicity. This could | ead to sone big ones."

Kirksen sat down w thout taking his eyes off Jack. He spoke slowy and
deliberately, as though to a child. "Have you gone insane? W don't
handl e cri m nal defense work.

We don't handle any litigation whatsoever." Kirksen stood up abruptly,
his |l ong forehead now a shiny pink, his dinmnutive body shaking with
rage. "Particularly when this aninal has nurdered-the wife of the firms
|argest client," he said shrilly.

"Well, that's not entirely correct. W didn't handl e crininal defense
work but now we do. And | learned in | aw school that the accused is

i nnocent until proven guilty, Dan. Maybe you forgot that." Snmiling, Jack
eyed Kirksen steadily. Four mllion versus six hundred thou pal. So back
of f, dickhead Kirksen slowy shook his head and rolled his eyes. "Jack,
maybe you don't fully understand the procedures we have in place at this
firmbefore any new matter is undertaken. I'll have ny secretary provide
you with the pertinent provisions.



In the neantine, take the necessary steps to have yourself and this firm
taken off this matter imuediately."

Wth a dismissive air, Kirksen turned to | eave. Jack stood up

"Listen, Dan, | took the case and |'mgoing to try it and | don't care
what you or the firms policy has to say about it.

Cl ose the door on your way out."

Kirksen turned around slowy and | ooked at Jack with i ntense brown eyes.
"Jack, tread cautiously. | amthe managing partner of this firm™"

"I know you are, Dan. So you should be able to nmanage to cl ose the
goddamed door on your way out."

Wt hout another word, Kirksen spun on his heel, shutting the door behind
hi m

The pounding in Jack's head finally subsided. He returned to his work.
Hi s papers were just about conpleted. He wanted to get themfiled first
thing before anyone could try to stop him He printed out the docunents,
signed themand called the courier hinmself That done he sat back in his
chair.

It was al nost nine o' clock. He would have to get going, he was seeing
Luther at ten. Jack's entire brain was overflowi ng with questions to ask
his client. And then he thought about that night. That chilly night on
the Mall. The look in Luther's eyes. Jack could ask the questions, he
just hoped he was ready to handl e the answers.

He threw on his coat, and in another few mnutes was in his car on his
way to the M ddleton County Jail

UNDER THE CONsTn-LnON OF THE COMMONVEALTH OF VIRginia and its crimna
procedure statute, the state nust turn over to a defendant any

excul patory evidence. Failure to do so was a terrific way for an ACA to
abruptly derail his or her career, not to nmention getting a conviction
thrown out and letting a defendant wal k on appeal

Those particular rules were giving Seth Frank a very | arge headache.

He sat in his office and thought about the prisoner sitting alone in a
cell less than a minute's wal k away. Hi s cal mand seem ngly innocuous
manner didn't trouble Frank. Sone of the worst offenders he had ever
arrested | ooked like they had stepped out of the church choir right
after they had split open somebody's skull for a couple of |aughs.
Corelick was putting together a good case, nethodically collecting a
bagful of little threads that when woven together in front of a jury
woul d make a nice sturdy necktie for Luther Whitney to choke hinself on
That also didn't trouble Frank.

What did trouble Frank was, all the little things that still didn't add
up. The wounds. Two guns. A bullet dug out of the wall. The place
sanitized |like an operating room The fact that the guy was in Barbados
and then cane back. Luther Witney was a pro. Frank had spent the better
part of four days |earning everything he' coul d about Luther Al bert

Wi tney. He had pulled off a crackedack crime that except for one glitch
woul d probably have remmi ned unsolved. MIlions fromhis heist, a cold
trail for the cops; he's out of the country, and the sonofabitch cones
back. Professionals did not do those things. Frank woul d' ve under st ood
hi m com ng back because of his daughter, but Frank had checked with the



airlines. Luther Whitney, traveling under an alias, had returned to the
United States |ong before Frank had hatched his plot wth Kate.

And the kicker was this: was he really supposed to believe that Luther
Wi t ney had any reason on earth to check Christine Sullivan's vagi na?
And on top of that sonebody had tried to kill the guy. This was one of
the few times Frank actually had nore questions after he had arrested
hi s suspect than he had before taking his guy into custody.

He felt in his pocket for a cigarette. H s gum stage had | ong since
passed. He would try again next year. \Wen he | ooked back up Bill Burton
was standing in front of him

"YOU UNDERSTAND, SETH, | CAN T PROVE ANYTHI NG BUT |'mjust letting you
know how | think it went down."

"And you're sure the President told Sullivan?"

Burton nodded, fiddled with an enpty cup on Frank's desk. "I just cane
fromnmeeting with him | guess | should ve told himto keep it num |I'm
sorry, Seth."

"Hell, he's the President, Bill. You gonna tell the President what to
do?"

Burton shrugged. "So what do you think?"
"Makes sense. I'mnot gonna let it lie, | can tell you that.

If Sullivan was behind it |I'Il take himdown too, | don't care what his
justification was. That shot could ve hit anybody."

"Wl l, knowi ng the way Sullivan probably operates, you ain't gonna find
much. The shooter's probably on some island in the Pacific with a
different face and a hundred people who' |l swear he 's never even been

in the States."

Frank finished witing in his | og book

Burton studied him "Get anything out of Whitney?"
"Right! H's |lawer has himclamred shut."

Burton appeared nonchal ant. "Wo is he?"

"Jack Graham Used to be with the Public Defenders Service in the
District. Now he's a big-shot partner with sonme big-shot law firm He's
in wth Witney now. "

"Any good?"

Frank twisted a swizzle -stick into a triangle. "He knows what he's
doi ng."

Burton stood up to go. "Wen's the arrai gnnents"
"Ten tonorrow. "

"You taking Witney over?"

"Yeah. You want to conme along, Bill?"

Burton threw his hands over his ears. "I don't want to know anyt hi ng
about it."



"How cone ,
"I don't want anything |eaking back to Sullivan, that's how cone."
"You don't think the 'd try anything again?"

y

"The only thing | knowis that | don't know the answer to that question
and neither do you. If | were you |I'd nake sone special arrangenents.

Frank | ooked at himintently.

"Take care of our boy, Seth. He's got a date with the death chanmber at
Geensville."

Burton | eft.

Frank sat at his desk for sone mnutes. What Burton said nade sense
Maybe they would try again. He picked up the phone, dialed a nunber and
spoke for a bit and then hung up

He had taken all the precautions he could think of for transporting
Luther. This tinme Frank was confident there would be no | eak

JACK LEFr LUTHER SITTI NG I N THE | NTERROGATI ON ROOM AND wal ked down t he
hal Ilway to the coffee machine. In front of himwas a big guy, nice suit
and a graceful tilt to his body.

The man turned around just as Jack passed him They bunped.
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"Sorry.

Jack rubbed his shoul der where the bol stered gun had struck him
"Forget it."

"You're Jack Graham aren't you?"

"Depends on who wants to know. " Jack sized the guy up; since he was
carrying a gun he obviously wasn't a reporter.

He was nore like a cop. The way he held his hands, his fingers ready to
nmove instantly. The way the eyes checked out every feature without
seem ng to.

"Bill Burton, United States Secret Service."
The nmen shook hands.
"I'"'mkind of the President's earpiece on this investigation."

Jack's eyes focused on Burton's features. "Right, the news conference.
Well | guess your boss is pretty happy this norning. 19

"He would be if the rest of the world wasn't in such a godawful ness.
About your guy, hey, ny feeling is they're only guilty if the court says
they are."

T9



"l hear you. You want to be on ny jury Burton grinned. "Take it easy.
CGood tal king to you."

JACK PUT T11E TWO CUPS OF COFFEE DOMN ON THE TABLE AND | ooked at Luther
Jack sat down and | ooked at his enpty | egal pad.

"Luther, if you don't start saying sonmething |'m going to have to just
make it up as | go along."

Lut her sipped the strong coffee, |ooked out the barred wi ndow at the
singl e bare oak tree next to the station. A thick, wet snow was falling.
The nercury was plunging and the streets were already a ness.

"What's to know, Jack? Cut nme a deal, save everybody the hassle of a
trial and let's get this over with."

"Maybe you don't understand, Luther. Here's their deal

They want to strap you onto a gurney, insert an IV into your arm punp
nasty little poisons into you and pretend you're a chenistry experinent.
O | think now the commonweal th actually gives the condemmed a choi ce.
So you can opt for having your brain fried in the electric chair. That's
their deal."

Jack stood up and | ooked out the window. For a nonment the flash of a
blissful evening in front of a toasty fire in the huge nmansion with the
big front yard with little Jacks and Jennifers running around went
through his head. He swal | owed hard, shook his head clear and | ooked
back at Luther.

"Do you hear what |'m saying?"

"l hear." Luther eyed Jack steadily for the first tinme.

"Luther, will you please tell ne what happened? Maybe you were in that
house, maybe you burgled the safe, but you will never, ever nake ne
bel i eve you had anything to do with that woman's death. | know you,

Lut her."

Luther sniled. "Do you, Jack? That's good, naybe you can tell nme who
am one of these days."

Jack threw his pad in his briefcase and snapped it shut.

C611 mgoing to plead you not guilty. Maybe you'll cone around before we
have to try this thing." He paused and added quietly, "I hope you do."

He turned to | eave. Luther's hand fell on Jack's shoul der
Jack turned back to see Luther's quivering face.

"Jack." He swallowed with difficulty, his tongue seened as big as a
fist. "If I could tell you | would. But that wouldn't do you or Kate or
anybody el se any good. |I'msorry."

"Kate? What are you talking about?"
"I''"l'l see you, Jack." Luther turned and stared back out the w ndow.
Jack | ooked at his friend, shook his head, and knocked for the guard.

The SNOW HAD CHANGED FROm FAT, sl oppy FLAKES To PELLETS OF ice that
clattered agai nst the broad wi ndows |ike handfuls of slung gravel



Kirksen paid no attention to the weather but |ooked directly at Lord.
The nmanagi ng partner's bow tie was slightly askew He noticed it in the
reflection fromthe wi ndow and angrily straightened it. H's |ong
forehead was red with anger and indignation. The little fuck was going
to get his. No one talked to himlike that.

Sandy Lord studied the dark clusters making up the cityscape. A cigar
snol dered in his right hand. His jacket was off and his i mense' belly
touched the wi ndow. The twin streaks of his red suspenders junped out
fromthe background of his highly starched nonogramred white shirt. He
peered intently out as a figure dashed across the street frantically
chasi ng down a cab.

"He is undermning the relationship this firm you, have with Walter
Sullivan. | could only inmagi ne what Walter nust have thought when he
read the paper this norning. H's owmn firm his own attorney actually
representing this, this person

M/ God! "

Lord digested only a fraction of the little man's speech. He hadn't
heard from Sullivan for several days now Calls to his office and hone
had gone unanswered. No one seened to know where he was. That was not
like his old friend, who kept hinself in constant contact with an elite
inner circle of which Sandy Lord was a | ongtinme menber.

"My suggestion, Sandy, is that we take imredi ate action agai nst G aham
We can't let this lie. It would set a terrible precedent. |I don't care
if he has Baldwin as a client. Hell, Baldwin is an acquai ntance of
Walter's. He nust be livid as well about this whole deplorable
situation. W can convene a neeting of the nanagenment commttee tonight.
| don't think it will take long to arrive at a conclusion. Then--@

Lord finally held up one hand and cut off Kirksen's ranblings.
"Il take care of it."
"But, Sandy, as managing partner | believe that--2

Lord turned to look at him The red eyes on either side of the |l arge and
bul bous nose cut right into the slender frane.

"I said I'll handle it."

Lord turned to | ook back out the wi ndow. Kirksen's hurt pride was of
absol utely no consequence to him What concerned Lord was the fact that
soneone had tried to kill the nan accused of nurdering Christine

Sul l'ivan. And no one could reach Walter Sullivan

JACK PARKED H S CAR, LOCKED ACROSS THE STREET AND cl osed his eyes. That
didn't help since the vanity plates seened to be inprinted on his brain.
He junped out of his car and dodged traffic as he nmade his way across
the slippery street.

He inserted the key in the |l ock, took a quick breath, and turned the
door knob.

Jennifer sat in the small chair by the TV. Her short black skirt was

mat ched by bl ack heel s and patterned bl ack stockings. A white bl ouse was
open at the collar where an eneral d necklace fired dazzling color into
the little room A fulllength sable was draped carefully on the sheet
covering his ragged couch. She was clicking her nails against the TV set
when he wal ked in. She | ooked at himw thout speaking. The thick ruby



lips were set in a firm vertical line.
"Hi, Jenn."

"You've certainly been a very busy boy the | ast twenty-four hours,
Jack." She didn't smile, her nails continued to click

"CGotta keep hustling, you know that."

He took off his coat, undid his tie and went into the kitchen for a
beer. He reenerged, and sat across from her on the couch

"Hey, got a new piece of business today."

She reached in her handbag and tossed across the Post.

941 know. "

He | ooked down at the headli nes.

"Your firmwon't let you do it."

"Too bad, | already did it."

"You know what | nean. What in God's nane has gotten into you?"

"Jenn, | know the guy, okay? | know him he's a friend of nine. | don't
believe he killed the woman, and |'m going to defend him Lawers do
that every day in every place where there are lawers, and in this
country that's basically everywhere."

She | eaned forward. "It's Walter Sullivan, Jack. Think about what you're
doi ng. "

"I know it's Walter Sullivan, Jenn. What? Luther Whitney doesn't
deserve a good def ense because sonebody says he killed Walter Sullivan's
wi fe? Excuse nme but exactly where is that witten?"

"Walter Sullivan is your client."

"Luther Whitney is ny friend and |1've known hima lot |onger than |I've
known Walter Sullivan.”

"Jack, the man you're defending is a comopn cri m nal

He's been in and out of jails all his life."

"Actually he hasn't been in prison for over twenty years."
"He's a convicted felon."

"But he's never been convicted of nurder," Jack fired back

"Jack, there are nore attorneys in this city than the crimnals. Wy
can't another lawy re are er handle it?"

Jack | ooked at his beer. "You want oneT, "Answer ny question.”
Jack stood up and hurled the beer bottle against the wall
"Because he goddamm asked ne!"

Jenn | ooked up at him the frightened | ook that had crossed her face
passing as soon as the glass fragnents and beer hit the floor. She
pi cked up her coat and put it on



"You' re maki ng a huge m stake and | hope you conme to your senses before
you do irreversi bl e damage. My father al nbst had a coronary when he read
that story."

Jack put his hand on her shoulder, turned her face to his and said
quietly, "Jenn, this is something | have to do. | woul d' ve hoped you
could support ne on this."

"Jack, why don't you stop drinking beer and start thinking about how you
want to spend the rest of your life."

When t he door cl osed behind her, Jack slunped against it, rubbing his
head until he thought the skin would start to peel away under the
pressure his fingers were exerting.

He watched fromthe tiny, dirty window as the vanity pl ates di sappeared
into the blur of snow. He sat down, |ooked at the headlines again.

Lut her wanted to cut a deal but there was no deal to cut.

The stage was set. Everyone wanted to see this trial. The TV news had
given a detailed analysis of the case; Luther's photo must have been
seen by several hundred million people. They already had public opinion
polls about Luther's guilt or innocence, and he was running far behind
in all of them And Gorelick was |licking his chops thinking that this
was the vehicle to catapult himinto the Attorney General's office in a
few years. And in Virginia, Attorneys General often ran for, and won,
the CGovernor's Mansion.

Short, bal ding, big-voiced, Gorelick was as deadly as a rattler on
speed. Dirty tactics, questionable ethics, just waiting to bury the
knife in your back at the first opportunity.

That was Ceorge CGorelick. Jack knew he was in for a long, tough fight.

And Lut her wasn't talking. He was scared. And what did Kate have to do
with that fear? Nothing was addi ng up. And Jack was going to walk into
court tonorrow and plead Luther not guilty when he had absolutely no way
to prove that Luther wasn't. But proof was the state's job. The probl em
was they probably had just enough to put them over the top. Jack would
peck and chip, but he had a three-tine | oser as a client, even though
the record said Luther had renained clean for the | ast two decades. They
woul dn't care about that.

Why should they? His guy made for the perfect ending to a tragic story.
A poster boy for the three-strikes rule. Three heavies and your life is
over, starring Luther Witney.

He tossed the newspaper across the room and cl eaned up the broken gl ass
and spilled beer. He rubbed the back of his neck, felt the underused
muscles in his arns and went to his bedroom and changed into sweats.

THE YMCA WAS TEN M NUTES AVWAY. AMAZI NGLY JACK found a parking space
right in front and went inside. The black sedan behind hi mwasn't as
lucky. The driver had to circle the bl ock several tinmes and then pul
down the street and park on the other side.

The driver wi ped his passenger-side wi ndow cl ear and checked out the
front of the Y. Then he nade up his mnd, clinbed out of his car and ran
to the steps. He | ooked around, glanced at the gl eam ng Lexus and then
sl owl y wal ked i nsi de.



Three pi ckup games | ater, the sweat was pouring down Jack's body. He sat
down on the bench as the teenagers continued to run up and down the
court with the inexhaustible energy of youth. Jack groaned as one of the
| anky bl ack kids dressed in | oose gymshorts, tank shirt and oversized
sneakers tossed the ball at him He tossed it back

"Hey man, you tired?"

It No, just old."

Jack stood up, rubbed the kinks out of his aching thighs and headed out.
As he was leaving the building he felt a hand on his shoul der.

JACK DROVE. HE GLANCED AT H' S NEW PASSENGER.

Seth Frank | ooked over the interior of the Lexus. "I, ve heard great
thi ngs about these cars. How nmuch it run you, if you don't mind ny
aski ng?"

"Forty-nine-five, |oaded."

"Like hell! | don't even cone close to naking that in a year."
"Neither did | until recently."”

"Public defenders don't nake the big bucks, |I've heard.”

"You heard right."

The nen fell silent. Frank knew he was breaking nore rules than they
probably had witten down and Jack knew that too.

Finally Jack | ooked at him "Uok, Lieutenant, |'m assumi ng you didn't
just conme out here to check ny taste in autonobiles. |Is there somnething
you want ?"

"Gorelick's got a winning case agai nst your guy."

"Maybe. Maybe not. I'mnot throwing in the towel if that's what you're
t hi nki ng. "

"You pl eadi ng hi mnot guilty?"

"No, I'mgonna drive himdown to the Greensville Correctional Center and
inject the shit into himnyself. Next question."

Frank smiled. "Okay, | deserved that. | think you and | need to talk.
Some things about this case don't add up

Maybe it helps or hurts your guy, | don't know. You willing to Iisten?"

"Ckay, but don't think this flow of information is going to be a two-way
street."”

"I know a place where you can actually cut the neatloaf with a butter
knife and the coffee's passable."

"I's it an out-of-the-way place? | don't think you' d | ook good in a
deputy's uniform™

Frank | ooked over at him grinning. "Next question."

Jack managed a snile and then drove home to change



JACK ORDERED ANOTHER CUP OF COFFEE WH LE FRANK PLAYED with his first.
The neatl oaf had been terrific and the place was so isolated, Jack
wasn't even sure where they were

Rural , southern Maryland he thought. He | ooked around at the few
occupants of the rustic dining room No one was payi ng them any undue
attention. He turned back to his conpanion

Frank | ooked at himin an anused fashion. "I understand you and Kate
Whitney had a thing going a while back "Did she tell you that?"

"Hel | no, She cane down to the station a few minutes after you |eft
today. Her father wouldn't see her. | talked with her for a while. Told
her | was sorry about how things had gone down."

Frank's eyes glistened for a nonent and then he continued. "I shouldn't
have done what | did, Jack. Using her to get to her old man. Nobody
deserves that."

"I't worked. Sone people would say don't argue with success."

"Right. Well anyway the subject got around to you. |I'mnot so old yet
that | can't see a gleamin a woman's eyes."

The waitress brought Jack's coffee. He sipped it. Both men | ooked out
the wi ndow where the snow had finally stopped and the whol e earth seened
to be covered with a soft, white bl anket.

"Look, Jack, | know the case against Luther is just about all
circunstantial. But that's sent plenty of people to jail."

"I"'mnot arguing with that."

"The truth is, Jack, there's an awful lot of shit that doesn't make any
sense. "

Jack put down his coffee and | eaned forward.
"I'"'mlistening."

Frank | ooked around the room and then back at Jack. 'I know I'mtaking a
chance doing this, but | didn't become a cop to send people to jail for
crimes they didn't commt.

Pl enty enough guilty people out there."

"So what doesn't add up?"

"You'll see sone of it for yourself in the reports you'll get in your
di scovery, but the fact is |I'm convinced Luther \Witney burgled that
house and |I'm al so convinced that he didn't kill Christine Sullivan
But---@

"But you think he saw who did."

Frank sat back in his chair and stared wi de-eyed at Jack
"How | ong have you thought that?"

"Not long. Any ideas on the nmatter?"

"I'"'mthinking your guy alnost got caught with his hand in the cookie jar
and then had to actually hide in that cookie jar. @ Jack | ooked
puzzl ed. Frank took a few minutes to explain about the vault, the



i ncongruity of the physical evidence and his own questions.

"So Luther's in the vault all this time watchi ng whoever gets it on with
Ms. Sullivan. Then sonethi ng happens and she gets popped. Then Luther
wat ches whoever wi pe away all traces."

"That's how | got it figured, Jack."

"So he doesn't go to the cops because he can't without incrimnating
hi nsel f."

"that explains a lot."
"Except who did it."

"The only obvious suspect is the husband, and | don't believe it was
him"

Jack thought back to Walter Sullivan. "Agreed. So who's not so obvi ous?"
"Whoever she was neeting that night."

"From what you've told nme about the deceased's sex life, that narrows it
down to a couple million."

"I didn't say it would be easy."
"Well, my hunch is it's not sone ordinary Joe."
"Way' s that ?"

Jack took a swall ow of coffee and | ooked at his slice of apple pie.
"Look, Lieutenant ---2'

“"Make it Seth."

Okay, Seth, I'mwalking a fine line here. | hear where you' re com ng
fromand | appreciate the info. But.

"But you're not absolutely sure you can trust nme, and in any event, you
don't want to say anything that m ght prejudice your client?"

"Sonmething like that."
"Fair enough."

They paid the bill and left. Driving back the snow started again with
such velocity that the wipers were having a hard tine keeping up

Jack | ooked over at Frank, who stared straight ahead , |ost in thought
or maybe just waiting for Jack to start talking.

"Ckay. I'll take the chance, | don't have a helluva lot to | ose, do | ?"
Frank continued to stare straight ahead. "Not that | can see."

"Let's assune for the nonent that Luther was in the house and saw t he
woman nur dered. "

Frank | ooked over at Jack; there was relief in the detective's features.
" Ckay.

"You' ve got to know Luther, know how he thinks, to understand how he
woul d react to sonmething like that. He's about as unshakabl e a person as



I"ve ever net. And | know his record doesn't indicate it, but he's about
as trustworthy and dependabl e as you can get. If | had kids and needed
to | eave themw th soneone |I'd | eave themwi th Luther because | know
absol utely nothing bad woul d happen to themon his watch. He's

i ncredi bly capabl e. Luther sees everything. He's a control freak."

"BEverything except his daughter |leading himinto a trap."

"Ri ght, except for that. He wouldn't have seen that comng. Not in a
mllion years."

"But | know the kind of guy you're tal king about, Jack

Sone of the guys |'ve busted, except for the little habit of taking
ot her people's property, they' re sone of the nost honorable people |'ve
ever net."

"And if Luther saw this woman killed, I'"'mtelling you he woul d' ve found
sonme way to deliver the guy to the cops. He wouldn't have let it go. He
just wouldn't!" Jack stared grimy out the w ndow.

"Except ?"

Jack | ooked over at him "Except for a helluva good reason. Like maybe
he knew t he person or knew of him"

"You nean the kind of person people would have a hard tine believing
could do sonething |like that so Luther figures why even bother?"

"There's nore to it than that, Seth." Jack turned the corner and pulled
up next to the YMCA. "I've never seen Luther scared before this al
happened. And he's scared now. Terrified in fact. He's resigned hinself
to take the rap for the whole thing and I don't know why. | nean he |eft
the country for godsakes."

"And came back."
"Right, which I still cannot figure out. You have the date by the way?"
Frank flipped open his notebook and told himthe date.

"So what the hell happened after Christine Sullivan was killed and
before then to get himto cone back?"

Frank shook his head. -Could be anything."

"No, it was one thing and if we could find out what that was, we m ght
be able to figure this whole thing out."

Frank put away his notebook, absently rubbed his hand across the
dashboar d.

Jack put the car in park and | eaned back in his seat.

"And he's not just scared for hinself. Sonehow he's scared for Kate
too."

Frank | ooked puzzled. "You think somebody threatened Kate?"

Jack shook his head. "No. She would've told ne. | think soneone got the
message to Luther that he either keeps quiet or else."

"You think the sane people who tried to take hi mout?"



"Maybe. | don't know. "

Frank made a fist with both hands and | ooked out the car wi ndow. He took
a deep breath and | ooked back at Jack

"Look, you've got to get Luther to talk. If he can deliver us whoever
did Christine Sullivan, I'lIl recomrend probation and comunity service
in return for his cooperation; he won't do any tine. Hell, Sullivan
woul d -probably | et himkeep what he stole if we could nail the guy."

" Recommend?"”

"Let's put it this way, I'lIl cramit down CGorelick's throat.

Good enough?" Frank extended his hand.

Jack slowy took it, eyeing the policeman steadily. "Good enough."
Frank got out of the car and then poked his head back in.

"For what it's worth, as far as |I'm concerned, toni ght never happened
and everything you' ve said stays with ne, no exceptions. Not even on the
witness stand. | nean it."

"Thanks, Seth."

Seth Frank wal ked slowy back to his car as the Lexus pulled down the
street, turned the corner and was gone.

He understood exactly the kind of guy Luther Witney was. So what the
hell could scare that kind of a guy so badly?

CHAPTER TVEENTY- TWO

I T WAS SEVEN- THI RTY | N THE MORNI NG WHEN JACK PULLED into the parking | ot
of the M ddleton police station. The norning had broken cl ear but
bitterly cold. Amid a nunber of snow covered police cars was a bl ack
sedan with a cold hood that told him Seth Frank was an early riser.

Lut her | ooked different today; the orange prison clothes had been
replaced with a brown two-piece suit, and his striped tie was
conservative and professional. He could be an insurance sal esman or a
senior partner in alawfirm wth his thick gray hair neatly trimed,
and the remmants of his island tan. Sone defense attorneys saved the
nice citizen clothes for the actual trial where the jury could see that
the accused wasn't such a bad guy, just m sunderstood. But Jack was
going to insist on the suit throughout. It wasn't nerely game pl aying;
it was Jack's firmconviction that Luther didn't deserve to be paraded
around in neon orange. He might be a crimnal, but he wasn't the kind of
crimnal where if you got too close you mght get a shiv in your ribs or
find a set of crimnally insane teeth on your throat. Those guys
deserved to wear the orange donly to make sure you al ways knew where
they were in proximty to everyone el se.

Jack didn't bother to open his briefcase this tinme. The routine was

fam liar. The charges agai nst Luther would be read to him The judge
woul d ask Luther if he understood the charges and then Jack woul d enter
the plea. Then the judge woul d take them through the dog-and-pony show
to determine if Luther understood what a plea of not guilty entailed,"
and whet her Luther was satisfied with his | egal representation. The only
probl em was Jack had a nagging feeling that .Luther nmight tell himto go
to hell right in front of the judge and plead hinmself guilty. That was
not unprecedented. And who knew? The damm judge might just accept it.



But the judge would nost likely follow the book closely, since, in a

capital murder case, any screwup along the way could be grounds for

appeal . And death penalty appeals tended to |last forever anyway. Jack
woul d just have to take his chances.

Wth any luck the entire proceeding would take all of five minutes. Then
a trial date would be set and the real fun woul d begin.

Since the comonweal th had gotten an indictnment against him Luther
wasn't entitled to a prelimnary hearing. Not that having one woul d have
done Jack any good, but he woul d've gotten a quick | ook at the
commonweal th's case and a crack at sone of their witnesses on cross

al though the circuit court judges were usually diligent in not letting
def ense counsel use the prelimas a fishing expedition

He al so could have waived the arrai gnment, but Jack's thinking was to

|l et themwork for everything. And he -wanted Luther in open court, for
all to see, and he wanted that not guilty plea heard |oud and clear. And
then he was going to hit Gorelick with a change of venue notion and get
this case the hell out of Mddleton County. Wth any |uck Gorelick would
get bunped for a new ACA and M. Future Attorney General could stew on
that disappointment for a few decades. Then Jack was going to nake
Luther talk. Kate would be protected. Luther would spill his story and
then the deal of the century would be cut.

Jack | ooked at Luther. "You | ook good."

Luther's nmouth curled up nore in a smrk than a smile.
"Kate would like to see you before the arrai gnnent."
The response shot out of Luther's nmouth. "No!"

"Why not? M God, Luther, you've wanted a relationship with her forever
and now that she's finally willing to cone around, you clamup. Dam, |
don't understand you sonetines."

"l don't want her anywhere near ne."
"Look, she's sorry about what she did. It tore her up. I'mtelling you."

Lut her swivel ed his head around. "She thinks |I'mnmad at her?"

Jack sat down. For the first time he finally had Luther's attention. He
shoul d have tried this before.

"Of course she does. Wiy else won't you see her?"

Lut her | ooked down at the plain, wooden table and shook his head in
di sgust .

"Tell her I"'mnot nad at her. She did the right thing. You tell her
that."

"Wy don't you tell her?”

Lut her abruptly stood up and wal ked around the room He stopped in front
of Jack.

"This place has a | ot of eyes, you hear niter? You understand ne?
Sonmebody sees her in here with ne, then sonebody might think she knows
sonet hing she doesn't. And believe ne that is not good."

"Who are you tal king about ?"



Lut her sat back down. "Just tell her what | said. Tell her | |ove her
and | always have and always will. You tell her that, Jack. No matter
what . "

"So you're saying thls sonebody m ght think you told ne sonething even
if you haven't?"

"I told you not to take this case, Jack, but you wouldn't listen."

Jack shrugged, flipped open his briefcase and took out a copy of the
Post. "Check out the lead story."

Lut her glanced down at the front page. Then he angrily threw the paper
agai nst the wall. "Fucking bastard! Fucking bastard!" The words
expl oded out of the old man's nouth.

The door to the roomflew open and a beefy guard poked his head in, one
hand on his standard issue. Jack motioned that it was all right and the
guy slowy backed out, his eyes glued on Luther

Jack went over and picked up the paper. The cover story had a photo of
Lut her taken outside the police station. The headline was in bold
three-inch letters normally reserved for when the ' Skins won the Super
Bow : SULLI VAN MURDER SUSPECT ARRAI GNMENT TODAY. Jack scanned the rest
of the front page. Mire killings in the forner Soviet Union as ethnic
cl eansi ng conti nued. The Defense Department was preparing for another
budget hit. Jack's eyes gl anced over but did not really register on
Presi dent Al an Ri chmond announcing his intent to take another stab at
wel fare reformand a picture of himat a children's center in

i mpoveri shed Sout heast D.C.

that made for a nice photo op
The smiling face had hit Luther right between the tenples.

Hol di ng poor bl ack babies for all the world to see. Fucking, lying
asshole. The fist hit Christine Sullivan again and agai n and agai n.

Bl ood flew into the air. The hands w apped around her neck like a wily
serpent, crushing life without a thought. Stealing life, that's what he
had done. Kissing babies and killing wonen.

"Luther? Luther?" Jack gently laid a hand on Luther's shoulder. The old
man's frame was quaking like an engine in dire need of a tune-up,
threatening to fly apart, no longer able to confine itself within a

qui ckly eroding shell. For a terrible nonent Jack wondered if Luther had
killed the woman, if his old friend had perhaps gone over the edge. H's
fears were dispelled when Luther turned and | ooked at him

The cal m had returned, the eyes were clear and focused once nore.
"Just tell Kate what | said, Jack. And let's go get this over with."

THE M DDLETON COURTHOUSE HAD LONG BEEN THE CENTERpi ece of the county. A
hundred and ninety-five years old, it had survived the British in the
War of 1812 and the Yankees and the Confederates in the War of Northern
Aggression or the Civil War depending on what side of the Mason-Di xon
the person you asked hailed from A costly renovation in 1947 had given
it newlife and the good townspeopl e expected it to be around for their
great-grandchildren to enjoy and occasionally go inside, hopefully for
nothing nore than a traffic ticket or a marriage |icense.

Where before it had stood alone at the end of the two-|ane road that



made up M ddl eton's business district, it now shared space with antique
shops, restaurants, a grocery narket, a huge bed-and-breakfast and a
service station that was all-brick in keeping with the architectura
tradition of the area. Huddl ed within wal king di stance was a row of

of fices where the shingles of nany a respected county | awer hung with
si npl e grace.

Normal |y qui et except on Friday norning, which was notions day for the
civil and crimnal docket, the M ddl eton Courthouse now held a scene
that woul d have caused the town's forefathers to do sonmersaults in their
final resting places. At first glance one could al nbst imagine that the

Rebel s and the Union Blue had returned to settle, once and for all, the
score.
Six television trucks with thick call letters enblazoned on their white

sides held forth directly in front of the courthouse steps. Their
broadcast nmasts were already rising skyward.

Crowds ten-deep pushed and prodded agai nst the wall of sheriffs
reinforced by grimnenbers of the Virginia State Police who stared
silently at the mass of reporters pushing pads, m crophones and pens
into their faces.

Fortunately, the courthouse had a side entrance, which was at this
monent surrounded by a semicircle of police, riot guns and shields front
and center, daring anyone to conme near. The van carrying Luther woul d
come here. Unfortunately, the courthouse did not have an inside garage.
But the police still felt they had matters under control. Luther would
only be exposed for a few seconds at nost.

Across the street, rifle-toting police officers patrolled the sidewal ks,
eyes sweepi ng up and down, |ooking for the glint of netal, an open
wi ndow that shouldn't be

Jack | ooked out the snmall wi ndow of the courtroomthat overl ooked the
street. The roomwas as large as an auditoriumw th a hand-carved bench
that rose a full eight feet high and swept nore than fifteen feet from
end to end. The Amer- | ican and Virginia flags stood at attention on
either side of the bench. Alone bailiff sat at a snall table in front
of the bench, a tug boat before the ocean liner

I Jack checked his watch, eyed the security forces in place, | then

| ooked at the crush of nedia. Reporters were a defense attorney's best
friends or worst nightmare. A | ot depended on what the reporters thought
about a particul ar defendant and about a particular crime. A good
reporter will cry loud and hard about his or her objectivity on a story
at the sane tine they' re trashing your client in the latest edition,

| ong before any verdict is in. Wonen journalists tended to go easier on
def endants accused of rape, as they tried to avoid even the appearance
of gender-bias. For sinmlar reasons, the men seened to bend over
backward for battered wonmen who had finally struck back. Luther would
have no such luck. Ex-cons who nurder rich, young wonen woul d

receive the battering ranms of all wordsmths involved, regardl ess of
sex.

Jack had already received a dozen phone calls from Los Angel es-based
production conpanies clanoring for Luther's story. Before the guy had
even entered a plea. They wanted his story and would pay for it. Pay
wel | . Maybe Jack should tell themyes, conme on in, but only on one
condition. If he tells you anything you have to let nme in on it, 'cause
fight now man, |'ve got nothing. Zp.



He | ooked across the street. The armed guards gave him sone confort.
Al t hough there were police everywhere last tine and the shot was stil
fired. At least this time the police were forewarned. They had things
pretty nmuch under control. But they had not counted on one thing, and
that one thing was now coni ng down the street.

Jack swung his head around as he watched the arny of reporters and plain
curious turn en masse and race to the notorcade. At first Jack thought
it must be Walter Sullivan, until he saw the police motorcyclists

foll owed by the Secret Service vans and finally the twin Anerican flags
on the |inp.

The arny this man had brought with himdwarfed the one that was
preparing to receive Luther Witney.

He wat ched as Richnond exited the vehicle. Behind himstepped the agent
he had talked to earlier. Burton. That was the guy's nane. One tough,
serious dude. H s eyes swept the area |ike a radar beam H's hand within
inches of the man, ready to pull himdown in an instant. The Secret
Servi ce vans parked across the street. One pulled into an all eyway
across fromthe courthouse and then Jack | ooked back at the President.

An i nmpronptu podi umwas set up and Ri chnond began his own little news
conference as caneras clicked and half a hundred grown adults with
journalismdegrees tried to push and pull past their neighbor. A few
ordi nary and saner citizens were hovering in the back, two with video
cameras recording what to themwas certainly a special nonent.

Jack turned to find the bailiff, a granite wall of a black man, beside
hi m

"Been here twenty-seven years and never had the nman out here before. Now
he's been here twice in the same year. Go figure."

Jack snmiled at him "Well, if your friend had invested ten m | in your
campai gn you m ght be out here too."

"Lot of big boys against you."

"That's okay, | brought a big bat with ne.

"Samuel , Samuel Long."

"Jack Graham Samuel."

"You gonna need it, Jack, hope you loaded it with | ead

"So what do you think, Samuel? M guy gonna get a fair shake in here?"

"You ask ne that question two, three years ago |'d say yeah, dam
straight you will. Yes Sir." He |ooked out at the crush of people. "You
ask ne today, | say | don't know. | don't care what court you're in.
Supreme Court, traffic court.

Thi ngs are changing, man. Not just the courts either. Everything.
Everybody. Whol e goddamm world's changing and | just don't know
anynore."

They both | ooked out the wi ndow agai n.

The door to the courtroom opened and Kate entered. Instinctively, Jack
turned around and | ooked at her. No courtroomattire today, she had on a
bl ack pleated skirt that tapered at the wai st where a thin black belt



encircled her. The bl ouse was sinple and buttoned to the neck. Her hair
was brushed back off her forehead and hung to her shoul ders. Her cheeks
were rosy fromthe bitter cold, a coat was draped over her arm

They sat together at the counsel table. Samuel discreetly disappeared.
"“It's alnmost time, Kate."
"I know. "

"Listen, Kate, Kke |I told you on the phone, it's not that he doesn't
want to see you, he's afraid. He's afraid for you. The man | oves you
nmor e t han anyt hing."

"Jack, if he doesn't start . talking, you know what S going to happen."”

"Maybe, but |'ve got sonme leads to go on. The state s case isn't as
f ool proof as everyone seens to think."

"How do you know t hat ?"
"Trust me on that one. Did you see the President outside?"

"How could you miss hin? It's okay with ne though. No one paid a bit of
attention to me walking in."

"He definitely rel egates everybody else to wallflowers."
"I's he here yet?"
" Soon.

Kat e opened her purse and funbled for some gum Jack smiled and pushed
her quivering fingers out of the way and pulled the ack out for her.

p

"Couldn't | at least talk to himon the phone?"
"I'"l'l see what | can do."

They both sat back and waited. Jack's hand slipped over Kate's and they
bot h | ooked up at the massive bench where in a few short mnutes it
woul d start. But for now they just waited. Together

THE WH TE VAN ROUNDED THE CORNER, PASSED THE SEM ClI RCLE OF police
officers and canme to a stop within a few feet of the side door. Seth
Frank pulled up directly behind the van and got out, radio in hand. Two
officers alighted fromthe van, scanned the area. This was good. The
entire cromd was in the front gawking at the President. The officer in
charge turned and nodded to another man inside the van. A few seconds

| ater Luther Witney, ankles and hands nanacl ed, and his suit covered by
a dark trench coat, energed. His feet touched the ground and, with an
officer in front and back, he started to nmake his way to the courthouse.

That's when the crowd hit the corner. They were followi ng the President,
who was purposefully striding down the sidewal k to where his |inp was
parked. As he passed the side of the courthouse, he | ooked up. As if
sensing his presence, Luther, whose eyes had been pressed to the ground,
al so | ooked up. Their eyes |ocked for one terrible instant.

The words escaped Luther's |ips before he knew what was happeni ng.

"Fucking bastard." It was said quietly, but each officer heard



sonet hi ng, because they | ooked around as the President wal ked by a nere
hundred feet away. They were surprised. And then their thoughts focused
on one thing only.

Lut her's knees buckled. At first both officers thought he was
intentionally making their job harder until they saw the bl ood stream ng
down the side of his face. One of them shouted an expletive and grabbed
Luther's arm The other pulled his gun and swng it in wde arcs at
where he thought the shot had cone from The events that happened in the
next few mnutes seened a blur to nost people who were there. The sound
of the shot was not entirely clear over the screams of the crowds. The
Secret Service agents heard it, though. Burton had Ri chnmond on the
ground in a second.

Twenty dark suits carrying autonmati c weapons made a human cocoon around
t hem

Seth Frank watched as the Secret Service van tore out of | the alley and
bl ocked of f the now hysterical crowmd fromthe President. One agent
energed wi el ding a nmachi ne gun and scanned the street, barking into a
radi o.

I Frank directed his nen to cover every square inch of the area; every

i ntersection was cordoned off and a buil ding-by- | building search would
comrence. Truckl oads of officers would arrive shortly, but sonehow Frank
knew it was too |ate.

i n anot her second Frank was beside Luther. He | ooked on in disbelief as
the bl ood drenched the snow, warning it into a sickening pool of
crimson. An anbul ance'was called and would be there in mnutes. But
Frank al so knew it was too late for anbul ances. Luther's face had

al ready gone white, the eyes stared blank, the fingers were curled
tight. Luther Wiitney had two new holes in his head and the dam round
had put a hole in the van after exiting the man. Soneone was taking no
chances.

Frank cl osed the dead nman's eyes and then | ooked around.

The President was up and being hustled into his linmpb. In a few seconds
the firno and the vans were gone, Reporters started to flock to the

mur der scene, but Frank notioned to his men and the journalists were net
by a brick wall of infuriated and enbarrassed police officers who

brandi shed their batons and hoped sonebody tried sonething.

Seth Frank | ooked down at the body. He took off his jacket despite the
cold and laid it across Luther's torso and face.

Jack had made it to the window a few seconds after the screans started
H s pul se was off the chart and his forehead was suddenly drenched in
sweat .

"Stay here, Kate." He | ooked at her. She was frozen, her face having
al ready registered a fact that Jack hoped beyond hope wasn't true.

Sanuel had energed fromthe inner sanctum
"What the hell's going on?"

"Samuel , keep an eye on her, please."”

Sanuel nodded and Jack hit the door running.

Qutside there were nore nmen with guns than Jack had ever seen outside of



a Holl ywood war flick. He ran to the side of the courthouse and was
about to have his head cracked open by a two-hundred-and-fifty-pound
bat on-wi el di ng trooper when Frank's voice booned out.

Jack warily approached. Each of his steps in the tightpacked snow seened
to take a month. All eyes seened to be on him The crunpled figure under
the coat. The bl ood soaking the once pristine snowfall. The angui shed
and at the sanme tinme disgusted | ook on Detective Seth Frank's features.

He woul d remenber each of these things for many sl eepl ess nights,
perhaps for the rest of his life.

When he finally crouched down beside his friend, he started to draw back
the jacket but then stopped. He turned around and | ooked back from where
he had just conme. The sea of reporters had parted. Even the wall of cops
had hi nged back just enough to | et her through

Kate stood there for a long mnute, no coat on, shivering in the w nd
that swept down through the funnel-Iike space between the buil dings. She
| ooked straight ahead, her eyes so focused they seened to register on
not hi ng and everything sinultaneously. Jack started to rise, to go to
her, but his legs did not have the strength. Just a few m nutes ago,
juiced and prepared to do battle, nmad as hell at his uncooperative
client, now every scintilla of energy had been stripped from his being.

Wth Frank's help he rose on unsteady | egs and went to her. For once in
their lives, nosy reporters did not attenpt to ask questi ons.
Phot ogr aphers seemingly forgot to take their requisite shots. As Kate
knelt beside her father and gently laid her hand on his still shoul der,
the only sounds were the wind and the distant whine of the approaching
ambul ance.

For a couple of minutes the world had stopped right outside the
M ddl et on County Court house.

AS THE LI MO WH SKED HI M BACK TO TOM, ALAN RI CHMOND snoot hed down his
tie and poured a club soda. Hi s thoughts ventured to the headlines that
woul d drown the upcomi ng papers. The nmaj or news shows woul d be
salivating for him and he would mlk it. He would continue on his
normal schedule for the day. The rock-solid President. Shots fired
around him and he doesn't flinch, goes on about the business of running
the country, of |eading the people. He could envision the polls. A good
ten points at least. And it had all been too easy. Wen was he ever
going to feel a real challenge?

Bill Burton | ooked over at the man as the linp neared the D.C. Iine.

Lut her Whitney had just caught the business end of the npbst deadly piece
of ammp Collin could find to chanber his rifle with, and this guy was
calmMy sipping soda water. Burton felt sick to his stomach. And it stil
wasn't over. He could never in his wldest dreans put any of this behind
him but perhaps he could live the rest of his Ilife as a free man. A man
whose children respected him even if he no | onger respected hinself.

As he continued to ook at the President it occurred to Burton that the
sonof abitch was proud of hinself. He had seen such cal mess before

am dst extrene and cal cul ated vi ol ence. No renorse because a human

bei ng' s existence had just been sacrificed. Instead, a rush of euphori a.
O triunph.

Burton thought back to the marks on Christine Sullivan's neck. To the
busted jaw. To the om nous sounds he had heard from behi nd ot her bedroom
doors. The Man of the People.



Burton thought back to the nmeeting with R chnond where he had filled in
his boss on all the facts. O her than seeing Russell squirmit had not
been a pl easant experience.

Ri chnmond had stared at each of them Burton and Russell sat side by
side. Collin hovered next to the door. They were clustered in the First
Fam |ly's private quarters. A conponent of the Wiite House the eager
public was never permtted to see. The rest of the First Famly was on a
brief holiday visiting relatives. It was best that way. The nobst

i nportant nmenber of that family was not in a pleasant nood.

The President was, finally, fully cognizant of the facts, the nobst

remar kabl e of which had been a | etter opener bearing sonme particularly
incrimnating evidence, and which had ended up in the hands of their
intrepid and feloni ous eyewi tness. The blood had al nost frozen in the
President's veins when Burton had told him As the words fell out of the
agent's nmouth, the President had sw veled his head in Russell's
direction.

When Collin recounted Russell's instructions not to wi pe the blade and

handl e cl ean, the President had stood up and hovered over his Chief of

Staff, who had pushed herself so far back in her chair that she seened

to have beconme part of the fabric. Hi s stare was crushing. She finally

covered her eyes with her hand. The underarns of her bl ouse were soaked
in perspiration. Her throat was devoid of saliva.

Ri chnmond had sat back down and slowy crunched the ice fromhis cocktai
and finally turned his gaze out the w ndow.

He was still dressed in a nonkey suit fromyet another engagenent but
the tie was undone. He was still |ooking out to nowhere when he spoke.

"How | ong, Burton?"
Burton stopped | ooking at the floor. "Wio knows? Maybe forever."
"You know better than that. | want your professional assessnent."

"Sooner than later. He's got a | awyer now. Sonehow, sone way the guy's
gonna pop to somebody. "

"Do we have any idea where it is?"

Burton rubbed his hands together uneasily. "No sir. The police searched
his house, his car. If they had found the letter opener, | would' ve
heard. "

"But they know it's mssing from Sullivan's house?"

Burton nodded. "The police realize it has significance. If it turns up
they'll know what to do w' with it."

The President stood up and played his fingers across a particularly ugly
gothic crystal collection of his wife's that was displayed on one of the
tables. Next to themwere photos of his famly. He never actually

regi stered on their countenances. Al he saw in their faces were the
flames of his administration. His face seemed to redden before the
invisible conflagration. History was in jeopardy of being rewitten and
all because of a little K nmart binbo and an overly anbitious and
incredibly stupid Chief of Staff.

"Any idea who Sullivan enpl oyed?"



Burton agai n answered. Russell was no | onger an equal

Collin was there only to be told what to do. "Could be one of twenty or
thirty high-priced hit men. Woever it is he's |ong gone by now. "

"But you've laid the nmental trail with our friend the detective?"

"He knows that you 'innocently' told Walter Sullivan where and when. The
guy's plenty smart enough to follow up on that."

The President abruptly picked up one of the crystal pieces and hurled it
against the wall where it shattered, sending Is fragnents all across the
room his face contorted into a mass of hate and anger that nade even

Burton shudder. "Dammit, if he hadn't missed, it would ve been perfect."

Russel | | ooked at the tiny shards of crystal on the carpet.

That was her life. Al those years of education, toiling, hundred-hour
weeks. For this.

"The police are going to follow up with Sullivan. | nade sure the
detective on the case understood Sullivan's possible involvenent."
Burton continued, "But even though he"s the nost |ikely suspect, he'l
deny everything. They won't be able to prove anything. |'mnot sure
where that gets us, sir."

Ri chrmond strolled around the room He coul d' ve been preparing for a
speech or getting ready to shake hands with a troop of Boy Scouts froma
M dwestern state. He was actually contenplating how to nurder someone in
a way that absolutely no blame, not even a hint of suspicion, would ever
fall his way.

"What if he tried again? And this tinme succeeded.”
Burton | ooked puzzled. "How do we control what Sullivan does?"
"By doing it ourselves."

No one said anything for a couple of mnutes. Russell glanced

i ncredul ously at her boss. Her entire life had just gone straight to
hel | and now she was conpelled to participate in a conspiracy to commt
murder. She had felt enmotionally numb since all of this had started. She
had been absolutely certain her situation could not get any worse. And
she had been absolutely wong about that.

Finally Burton ventured an analysis. "I'mnot sure the police would
believe Sullivan would be that crazy. He's gotta know they're on to him
but can't prove anything. If we pop Witney, |I'mnot sure they'd | ook

Sullivan's way."

The President stopped strolling. He stood directly in front of Burton
"So let the police reach that conclusion thenselves, if they ever do."

The reality was that R chnond no | onger needed Walter Sullivan to regain
the Wiite House. Perhaps nore inportant, this was a perfect way to rid
hi nsel f of the obligation to back Sullivan's Ukraine deal over Russia; a
deci sion that was growing into nore and nore of a potential liability.

If Sullivan were even renotely inmplicated in the death of his wife's
killer, he would be doing no nmore gl obal deals. R chnond's support would
be discreetly wthdrawn.

Everyone who counted woul d understand that silent retreat.



"Alan, you want to set Sullivan up for a murder?" These were the first
words Russell had spoken. Her face betrayed her conpl ete astoni shnent.

He | ooked at her, with unconceal ed contenpt in his eyes.

"Al an, think about what you're saying. This is Walter Sullivan, this is
not sonme two-bit crook no one gives a dam about."

Ri chrmond smiled. Her stupidity amused him She had seemed so bright, so
i ncredi bly capabl e when he first brought her on board. He had been
wr ong.

The President did some rough cal culations. At best Sullivan had perhaps

a twenty percent chance of going down for the killing. Gven simlar
circunstances, Richnond woul d take those odds. Sullivan was a big boy,
he coul d take care of hinself And if he faltered? Well, that was why

they had prisons. He | ooked at Burton
"Burton, do you understand?"
Burton didn't answer.

The President said sharply, "You were certainly prepared to kill the man
before, Burton. As far as | can deternine, the stakes haven't changed.
In fact they're probably higher. For all of us. Do you understand
Burton?" Ri chnond paused for a nonent, then repeated his question

Burton finally | ooked up and said quietly, "I understand."
For the next two hours they laid their plans.

As the two Secret Service agents and Russell rose to | eave, the
President | ooked at her. "So tell me, doria, what happened to the
noney?"

Russel | | ooked straight at him "It was donated, anonynously, to the
Anerican Red Cross. | understand it was one of their biggest single
contributions ever."

The door closed and the President had smiled. Nice parting shot. Enjoy
it, Luther Whitney. Enjoy it while you can, you insignificant little
not hi ng.

CHAPTERTVEENTY- THREE

WALTER SULLI VAN sgi-rLED INTO HHS CHAIR WTH A BOOK but never opened it.
Hi s m nd wandered back. Back to events that seened nore ethereal, nore
whol Iy unconnected to his person than anything el se that had ever
happened in his life.

He had hired a man to kill. To kill someone who stood accused of
murdering his wife. The job had been botched. A fact for which Sullivan
was quietly thankful. For his grief had subsided enough to where he knew
what he had attenpted to do was wong. A civilized society must foll ow
certain procedures unless it were to become uncivilized. And no matter
how pai nful it would be to him he was a civilized man. He would fol |l ow
the rul es.

It was then that he | ooked down at the newspaper. Many days old now, its
contents continued to beat incessantly into his head. The thick, dark
headl i nes shone back at himon the white background of the page. As he
turned his attention to it, distant suspicions in his mnd were starting



to crystalli ze.

Walter Sullivan was not only a billionaire, he possessed a brilliant and
perceptive mnd. One that saw every detail along with every | andscape.

Lut her Whitney was dead. The police had no suspects.

Sul I'i van had checked the obvious solution. MCarty had been in Hong Kong
on the day in question. Sullivan's last directive to the nman had i ndeed
been heeded. Walter Sullivan had called off his hunt. But someone el se
had taken up the chase in his place.

And Walter Sullivan was the only person who knew that for a fact other
than his bungling assassin.

Sullivan | ooked at his old tinmepiece. It was barely seven in the norning
and he had been up for four hours already. The twenty-four hours in a
day neant little to himanynore. The older he grew, the | ess inportant
becane the paraneters of time. Four o' clock in the norning could find

hi m wi de awake on a plane over the Pacific while two in the afternoon

m ght be the halfway point in his sleep for the day.

There were many facts that he was sifting through, and his nind worked
rapidly. A CAT scan done at his last physical evidenced a brain with the
yout h and vigor of a twenty-year-old. And that splendid mnd was now
wor ki ng toward the few undeniable facts that were leading its owner to a
concl usi on that would amaze even him

He picked up the phone on his desk and | ooked around the highly polished
cherry paneling of his study as he dial ed the nunber.

In a nonent he had been put through to Seth Frank

Uni npressed with the man early on, Sullivan had grudgingly given himhis
due with the arrest of Luther Witney. But now?

"Yes sir, M. Sullivan, what can | do for you?"

Sullivan cleared his throat. His voice had a hunble note to it that was
as far fromhis customary tone as was possi bl e.

Even Frank picked up on it.

"l had a question regarding the information | had given you earlier
about Christy, um Christine's sudden departure on the way to the
airport for our trip to the estate in Barbados."

Frank sat up in his chair. "Did you renenber sonething el se?"

"Actually | wanted to verify whether | had given you any reason for her
not going on'the trip."

"I"'mafraid | don't understand."

"Well, |'suppose ny age is catching up with nme. MY bones aren't the only
thing deteriorating I|'mafraid, though | don't care to admit it to
mysel f much | ess anyone el se, Lieutenant. More to the point | thought
had tol d you she had taken ill and had to return honme. | nean | thought
that's what | had told you in any event."

Seth took a monment to pull his file, although he was certain of the
answer. "You said she didn't give a reason, M. Sullivan. Just said she
wasn't going, and you didn't push it."



"Ah. Well | guess that settles that. Thank you, Lieutenant."

Frank stood up. One hand lifted a cup of coffee and then put it back
down. "Wait a mnute, M. Sullivan. Wiy would you think you had told ne
that your wife was sick? Was she sick?"

Sul l'i van paused before answering. "Actually no, Lieutenant Frank. She

was renmarkably healthy. To answer your question, | believe |I thought |
had told you differently because, to tell you the truth, aside fromny
occasional nenory lapses, | think |'ve spent these | ast two nonths

trying to convince nyself that Christine staying behind was for sone
reason. Any reason, | guess."

14 Sir?"

"To, in my own mnd, justify what happened to her. To not let it be just
a damm coincidence. | don't believe in fate, Lieutenant. For ne,
everything has a purpose. | suppose | wanted to convince nyself that

Christine's staying behind did too."
" O,]. "

"l apologize if an old man's foolishness has caused you any unnecessary
perplexity."

"Not at all, M. Sullivan."

VWHEN FRANK HUNG UP THE PHONE HE ENDED UP STARI NG AT the wall for a good
five mnutes. Now what the hell had all that been about?

Following up on Bill Burton's suggestion, Frank had nade discreet
inquiries into Sullivan having possibly hired a contract killer to nake
sure his wife's presuned killer never stood trial. Those inquiries were
going slow, one had to tread cautiously in these types of waters. Frank
had a career to think about, a family to support, and nen |ike Valter

Sul l'ivan had an arny of very influential friends in governnent who coul d
make the detective's professional |ife mserable.

The day after the slug had ended Luther Witney's life, Seth Frank had
made i mediate inquiries as to Sullivan's whereabouts at the time

al t hough Frank was under no delusions that the old man had pulled the
trigger on the cannon that had propelled Luther Wiitney into the
hereafter. But nurder for hire was a particularly w cked deed, and

al t hough perhaps the detective could understand the billionaire's
motivation, the fact was he had probably gunned down the wong guy. This
| atest conversation with Sullivan left himw th even nore questions and
Nno new answers.

Seth Frank sat down and wondered briefly if this nightnare of a case
woul d ever | eave his watch.

A HALF HOUR LATER SULLI VAN PLACED A CALL TO A LCCAL television station
of which he happened to own a controlling interest. H s request was
sinple and to the point. In an hour a package was delivered to his front
door. After one of the staff handed himthe square box he ushered her
out, shut and | ocked the door to the roomhe was in, and pressed a snall
| ever on a portion of the wall. The small panel slid down silently,
revealing a very sophisticated audi ocassette tape deck. Behind npbst of
this wall rested a cutting-edge hone theater systemthat Christine

Sul l'ivan had seen in a nagazine one day and sinply had to have, although
her tastes in video entertai nment ventured from pornography to soap
opera, neither of which in any way taxed the electronic nuscle of this
monol i thi c system



Sul livan carefully unw apped the audi ocassette and placed it inside the
tape deck; the door autonmtically closed and the tape began to play.
Sullivan listened for a few nmonments.

When he heard the words, no enotion was revealed on his intricate
features. He had expected to hear what he had. He had outright lied to
the detective. H s nenory was excellent.

If only his sight were half as good. For he had i ndeed been a blind
idiot tothis reality. The enotion that finally penetrated the
inscrutable line of his nmouth and the deep gray of his introspective
eyes was anger. Anger |like he had not felt in a long tinme. Not even at
Christy's death. A fury that would only be relieved through action. And
Sullivan firmy believed that your first salvo should be your | ast
because that nmeant that either you got them or they got you, and he was
not in the habit of |osing.

THE FUNERAL WAS CONDUCTED | N HUMBLE SURROUNDI NGS and with only three
peopl e other than the priest in attendance. It had taken the utnost
secrecy to avoid the obvious assaults by the armies of journalists.
Luther's casket was closed. The renains of violent trauna to the head
was not the lasting inpression |loved ones typically wanted to carry away
with them

Nei t her the background of the deceased nor the neans of his dem se
mattered the slightest to the man of God, and the service was
appropriately reverent. The drive to the nearby cenetery was short as
was the procession. Jack and Kate drove over together; behind them was
Seth Frank. He had sat in the back of the church, awkward and
unconfortable. Jack had shaken his hand; Kate had refused to acknow edge
hi m

Jack | eaned agai nst his car and watched Kate as she sat in the fold-up
metal chair next to the earthen pit that had just accepted her father
Jack | ooked around. This cenetery was not home to grandi ose nonunents of
tribute. It was rare to see a grave marker sticking up, nost were the
in-the-dirt variety; a dark rectangle with its owner's nane, dates of
entry and exit fromthe living. Afewsaid "in |loving nenory," nost
ventured no parting renarks.

Jack | ooked back at Kate and he saw Seth Frank start toward her, then
the detective apparently thought better of his decision and nade his way
qui etly over to the Lexus.

Frank took off his sunglasses. "Nice service."

Jack shrugged. "Nothing's really nice about getting killed." Though
mles away from Kate's position on the issue, he had not entirely
forgiven Frank for allow ng Luther Wiitney to die |ike that.

Frank fell silent, studied the finish on the sedan, drew out a
cigarette, then changed his nmind. He stuck his hands in his pockets and
stared off.

He had attended Luther Whitney's autopsy. The transient cavitation had
been i mense. The shock waves had di ssipated radially out fromthe
bullet track to such an extent that fully half the nan's brain had
literally disintegrated. And it was no small wonder. The slug they'd dug
out of the seat of the police van was an eye-popper. A .460 Maghum
round.



The Medi cal Examiner had told Frank that type of amb was often used for
sports hunting, big gane in particular

And it was no wonder, since the round had slanmed into Whitney with

st oppi ng power equal to over eight thousand pounds of energy. it was

I'i ke soneone had dropped a pla= on the poor guy. Big game hunting. Frank
shook his hear] wearily. And it had happened on his watch, right in
front o," himin fact. He would never forget that.

Frank | ooked over the green expanse of the final restin@

pl ace for over twenty thousand dearly departed. Jack | eaned back agai nst
the car and foll owed Frank's gaze.

"So any | eads?"

The detective dug a toe in the dirt. "A few. None of themreally going
anywhere. "

They both straightened up as Kate rose, laid a snall arrangenent of
flowers on the nound of dirt, and then stood, staring off. The w nd had
di ed down, and al though cold, the sun was bright and warm ng.

Jack buttoned his coat up. "So what now? Case cl osed?
Nobody woul d bl ane you."

Frank smiled, decided he'd have that snoke after all. "Not by a fucking
| ong shot, chief"

"So what are you gonna do?"

Kate turned and started to walk toward the car. Seth Frank put his hat
back on, pulled out his car keys.

"Sinmple, find ne a nurderer."
"KATE, | KNOW HOW YOU FEEL, BUT YOU HAVE TO BELI EVE ME.

He didn't blane you for anything. None of this was your fault. Like you
sai d, you were pushed into the mddle involuntarily. You didn't ask for
any of this. Luther understood that."

They were in Jack's car driving back into the city, The sun was eye

| evel and dropping perceptibly with each nmile. They had sat in his car
at the cenetery for alnbpst two hours because she didn't want to | eave

As though if she waited | ong enough he would clinb out'of his grave and
join them She cracked the wi ndow and a narrow streamof air engulfed the
interior, dispelling the newcar snmell with the thick noistness that
her al ded anot her storm

"Detective Frank hasn't given up on the case, Kate. He's still | ooking
for Luther's killer."

She finally |ooked at him "I really don't care what he says he's going
to do." She touched her nose, which was red and swollen and hurt |ike
hel | .

"Conme on, Kate. It's not like the guy wanted Luther to get shot."

"Ch really? A case full of holes that gets blown apart at trial |eaving
everyone involved, including the detective in charge, |ooking |ike
complete idiots. Instead you have a corpse, and a cl osed case. Now tel
me again what the master detective wants?"



Jack stopped for a red light and slunped back in his seat.

He knew t hat Frank was shooting straight with him but there was no way
in hell he was going to convince Kate of that fact.

The 1ight changed and he noved through traffic. He checked his watch. He
had to get back to the office, assuming he had an office to go back to.

"Kate, | don't think you should be al one right now How about | crash at
your place for a few nights? You brew the' coffee in the norning and
1"l take carle of the dinners.

Deal ?"

He had expected an i medi ate and negative response and had al ready
prepared his rejoinder

"Are you sure?"
Jack | ooked over at her, found w de, puffy eyes on him

Every nerve in her body seened ready to scream As he wal ked hi nsel f
through the paces of what was, to both of them a tragedy, he suddenly
realized that he was still totally oblivious to the enormity of the pain
and guilt she was experiencing. It stunned him even nore than the sound
of the shot as he sat hol ding her hand. Knowi ng before their fingers
ever parted that Luther was dead.

"I"'msure."

That night he had just settled hinself on the couch. The bl anket was
drawn up to his neck, his bulwark against the draft that hit hi mchest
high froman invisible crevice in the window across fromhim Then he
heard a door squeak and she wal ked out of her bedroom She wore the sane
robe as before, her hair drawn up tightly in a bun. Her face | ooked
fresh and clean; only a slight red sheen hovering around her cheeks
hinted at the internal trauna.

"Do you need anyt hi ng?"

"I'"'mfine. This couch is a lot nore confortable than |I thought it would
be. I've still got the sane one fromour apartnent in Charlottesville.
don't even think it has any springs left. | think they all retired."

She didn't smle, but she did sit down next to him

When they had |lived together she had taken a bath every night. Coming to
bed she had snelled so good it had nearly driven himmad. Like the
breath of a newborn, there was absolutely nothing inperfect about it.
And she had played dunb for a while until he | ay exhausted on top of her
and she would smile a decidedly wicked little smle and stroke himand
he woul d rum nate for several minutes on howit was so crystal-clear to
hi mthat wonen rul ed the worl d.

He found his baser instincts creeping firmy ahead as she | eaned her
head agai nst his shoulder. But her exhausted manner, her total apathy,
swiftly quelled his secular inclinations and left himfeeling nore than
alittle guilty.

"I"'mnot sure I'mgoing to be very good conpany."

Had she sensed what he was feeling? How could she? Her m nd,
everyt hing about her, nust be a nmillion niles away fromthis spot.



"Being entertained was not part of the deal. |I can |ook after nyself,
Kate."

"I really appreciate your doing this."
"I can't think of anything nore inportant."”

She squeezed his hand. As she rose to go the flap on her robe cane
undone exposing nore than just her long, slender |egs and he was gl ad
she woul d be in another roomthat night. H's ruminations until the
early-norning hours ran the ganut fromvisions of white knights with

| arge dark spots disfiguring their pristine armor to idealistic | awers
who sl ept niserably al one.

On the third night he had settled in again on the couch.

And, as before, she came out of her bedroom the slight squeak nade him
| ay down the magazi ne he was reading.

But this time she did not go to the couch. He finally craned his neck
around and found her watching him She did not | ook apathetic tonight.
And toni ght she was not wearing the robe. She turned and went back

i nsi de her bedroom The door stayed open

For a monent he did nothing. Then he rose, went to the door and peered
in. Through the darkness he coul d make out her formon the bed. The
sheet was at the foot of the bed.

The contours of her body, once as famliar to himas his own, confronted
him She | ooked at him He could just make out the ovals of her eyes as
they focused on him She did not put out her hand for him he recalled
that she had never done that.

"Are you sure about this?" He felt conpelled to ask it. He wanted no
hurt feelings in the norning, no crushed, confused enotions.

For an answer she rose and pulled himto the bed. The mattress was firm
and warm where she had been. In another nonent he was as naked as she.
He instinctively traced the hal f-nmon, noved his hand around the crooked
mout h, whi ch now touched his. Her eyes were open and this tinme, and it
had been a long tine, there were no tears, no swelling, just the | ook he
had grown so used to, expected to have around forever. He slowy put his
arns around her.

THE HOVE OF WALTER SULLI VAN HAD SEEN VI SI TING DIGNItaries OF incredibly
hi gh rank. But tonight was special even conpared to past events.

Al an Ri chnmond raised his glass of wine and gave a brief -but el oquent
toast to his host as the four other carefully selected couples clinked
their glasses, The First Lady, radiant in a sinple, black dress, ash
bl onde hair framing a scul pted face that had worn remarkably well over

the years and nmade for delightful photo ops, snmiled at the billionaire.
Accustonmed as she was to being surrounded by wealth and brai ns and
refinement, she, like nost people, was still in awe of Walter Sullivan

and men like him if only for their rarity on the planet.

Technically still in nmourning, Sullivan was in a particularly gregarious
mood. Over inported coffee in the spacious library the conversation
ventured from gl obal business opportunities, the | atest maneuvering of
the Federal Reserve Board, the 'Skins' chances against the Forty-niners
that Sunday, to the election the follow ng year. There were none in

att endance who thought Al an Ri chnond woul d have a different occupation



after the votes were counted.
Except for one person.

In saying his good-byes the President |leaned into Walter Sullivan to
enbrace the older man and say a few private words. Sullivan smled at
the President's remarks. Then the old man stunbled slightly but righted
hi nsel f by grasping the arns of the President.

After his guests had gone, Sullivan snoked a cigar in his study. As he
moved to the window, the lights fromthe presidential notorcade quickly
faded fromview In spite of hinself, Sullivan had to snmile. The inmage
of the slight wince in the President's eye as Sullivan had gripped his
forearm had nmade for a particularly victorious nonment. A long shot, but
sonetines long shots paid off. Detective Frank had been very open with
the billionaire about the detective's theories regarding the case. One
theory that had particularly interesfed Walter Sullivan was his wife
havi ng wounded her assailant with the letter opener, possibly in the |leg
or arm It nust have cut deeper than the police had thought. Possible
nerve damage. A surface wound certainly would have had tine to heal by
now.

Sullivan slowy wal ked out of the study, turning off the Iight as he
exited. President Al an R chnond had assuredly felt only a small pain
when Sullivan's fingers had sunk into his flesh. But as with a heart
attack, a small pain was so often followed by a nuch | arger one.
Sullivan sniled broadly as he considered the possibilities.

FROM ATOP THE KNOLL WALTER SULLI VAN STARED AT THE LI Tti e wooden house
with the green tin roof. He pulled his nuffler around his ears, steadied
hi s weakened legs with a thick wal king stick. The cold was bitter in the
hills of southwest Virginia this tinme of year and the forecast pointed
unerringly to snow, and a lot of it.

He made his way down across the, for now, iron-hard ground. The house
was in an excellent state of repair thanks to his linmitless pocketbook
and a deep sense of nostalgia that seened to nore and nore consune him
as he grew closer to beconing a thread of the past hinself. Wodrow
Wlson was in the Wite House and the earth was heavily into the First
World War when Walter Patrick Sullivan had first seen the glinmer of
light with the aid of a midwife and the grimdetermination of his

mot her, MIlie, who had lost all three previous children, two in

chil dbirth.

H s father, a coal miner-it seens everyone's father was a coal mner in
that part of Virginia back then-had lived until his son's twelfth
birthday and then had abruptly expired froma series of nal adi es brought
on by too much coal dust and too little rest. For years the future
billionaire had watched his daddy stagger into the house, every nuscle
exhausted, the face as black as their big Labrador's coat, and coll apse
on the little bed in the back room Too tired to eat, or play with the
little boy who each day hoped for sone attention but ended up getting
none from a father whose perpetual weariness was so painful to wtness.

Hi s nmother had lived | ong enough to see her offspring beconme one of the
richest men in the world, and her dutiful son had taken great pains to
ensure that she had every confort his i mense resources could provide
For a tribute to his late father, he had purchased the nine that had
killed him Five mllion cash. He had paid a fifty-thousand-dollar bonus
to every mner in the place and then he had, with great cerenony, shut
it down.



He opened the door and went inside. The gas fireplace threw warnth into
the roomwi thout the necessity of firewood. The pantry was stocked with
enough food for the next six nmonths. Here he was entirely

sel f-sufficient. He never allowed anyone to stay here with him This had
been his honestead. All with the right to be here, with the exception of
hi nsel f, were dead. He was al one and he wanted it that way.

The sinple neal he prepared was |ingered over while he stared moodily
out the window where in the failing Iight he could just nake out the
circle of naked el nms near the house; the branches waved to himwth
sl ow, nel odi c novements.

The interior of the house had not been returned to its origina

condition or configuration. This was his birthplace but it had not been
a happy chil dhood am d poverty that threatened never to go away. The
sense of urgency spawned fromthat tinme had served Sullivan well in his
career, for it fueled himwith a stam na, a resolve before which many an
obstacle had wilted.

He cl eaned the plates, and went into the snall roomthat had once been
his parents' bedroom Now it contained a confortable chair, a table and
several bookcases that housed an extrenely select collection of reading
material. In the corner was a snmall cot, for the roomal so served as his
sl eepi ng chanber.

Sul l'i van pi cked up the sophisticated cellular phone that |ay on the
table. He dialed a nunber known only to a handful of people. A voice on
the other line came on. Then Sullivan was put on hold for a nmonent

bef ore anot her voice cane on.

"Goodness, Walter, | know you tend to keep odd hours, but you really
should try to sl ow down a bit. Were are you?"

"You can't slow down at ny age, Alan. If you do, you m ght not start

back up again. 1'd rmuch rather explode in a fireball of activity than
recede faintly into the nmists. | hope |'mnot disturbing sonething

i mportant."

"Nothing that can't wait. |'mgetting better about prioritizing world

crises. Was there sonething you needed?"

Sullivan took a nonment to place a small recording device next to the
receiver. One never knew.

"I only had one question, Alan." Sullivan paused. It occurred to him
that he was enjoying this. Then he thought of Christy's face in the
nmorgue and his face becane grim

"What's that?"
"Way did you wait so long to kill the man?"

In the silence that followed, Sullivan could hear the pattern of
breathing on the other end of the phone. To his credit Al an Richnond did
not start to hyperventilate; in fact, his breathing renai ned nornal.

Sul l'ivan came away inpressed and a little di sappointed.

"Come agai n?"

"If your nen had nmissed, you mght be neeting with your attorney right
now, planning your defense agai nst inpeachnment. You nust admt you cut
it rather close."



"Walter, are you all right? Has sonething happened to you? Were are
you?"

Sul livan held the receiver away fromhis ear for a nonent.

The phone had a scranbling device that nade any possible tracing of his
| ocation inpossible. If they were trying to lock in his position right
now, as he was reasonably certain they were, they would be confronted
with a dozen |ocations fromwhich the call was supposedly originating,
and not one of them anywhere near where he actually was. The device had
cost himten thousand dollars. But, then, it was only noney.

He smiled again. He could talk as |long as he want ed.
"Actually | haven't felt this good in a long while."
"Walter, you're not making any sense. Who was killed?"

"You know | wasn't all that surprised when Christy didn't want to go to

Bar bados. Honestly, | figured she wanted to stay behind and do sone
alley-catting with a few of the young nen she had targeted over the
summer. |t was funny when she said she wasn't feeling well. | renenber

sitting in the linp and thinking what her excuse would be. She wasn't
all that creative, poor girl. Her cough was particularly phony.

| suppose in school she used the dog-ate-ny-homework with alarm ng
regularity.”

"\l t -

"The odd thing was that when the police questioned ne regardi ng why she
hadn't conme with nme, | suddenly realized | couldn't tell themthat
Christy had claimed illness. You nmay recall that there were runors of
affairs floating in the papers about that time. | knewif | reported her
not feeling well, coupled with her not joining ne in the islands, that
the tabl oi ds woul d soon have her pregnant with another nman's child even
if the autopsy confirmed otherw se. People |ove to assune the worst and
the juiciest, Alan, you understand that.

When you're inpeached they' Il assunme the worst of you of course. And
deservedly so."

"Walter, will you please tell ne where you are? You are obviously not
feeling well."

"Wuld you like me to play the tape for you, Alan? The one fromthe
press conference where you gave nme that particularly noving |ine about
thi ngs that happen that have no neaning. It was quite a nice thing to
say. A private conment between old friends that was picked up by severa
TV and radio stations in the area but that never made the |ight of day.

It's a tribute to your popularity, | suppose, that no one picked up on
it. You were being so charm ng, so supportive, who cared if you said
Christy was sick. And you did say that, Alan. You told nme that if
Christy hadn't gotten sick she woul dn't have been mnurdered. She woul d' ve
gone with me to the island and she woul d be alive today.

"I was the only one Christy told about being sick, Al an

And as | said, | never even told the police. So how did you know?" "You
must have told ne."

"I neither nmet nor spoke with you prior to the press conference. That



much is easily confirmed. My schedule is nonitored by the minute. As
Presi dent your whereabouts and comruni cations are pretty nuch known at
all tinmes. | say pretty nuch, because on the night Christy was killed
you were certainly not anbng your usual haunts. You happened to be in ny
house, and nore to the point, in nmy bedroom At the press conference we
were surrounded by dozens of people at all tines. Everything we said to
each other is on tape sonewhere. You didn't learn it fromne."

"Walter, please tell me where you are. | want to help you through this."
"Christy was never really good at keeping things straight.

She nust have been so proud of her subterfuge with ne. She probably
bragged to you, didn't she? How she had snookered the old nan? Because
in fact my late wife was the only person in the world who could've told
you that she had feigned illness. And you carel essly uttered those words
to ne. | don't know why it took ne so long to arrive at the truth.
suppose | was so obsessed with finding Christy's killer that | accepted
the burglary theory without question. Perhaps it was al so subconsci ous
sel f-denial. Because | was never wholly ignorant of Christy's desires
for you. But | guess | just didn't want to believe you could do that to
me. | should have assuned the worst in human nature and | would not have
found nysel f disappointed. But as they say, better |ate than never.",
"Walter, why did you call nme?"

Sullivan's voice grew nore quiet but |lost none of its force, none of its
intensity. "Because, you bastard, | wanted to be the one to tell you of
your new future. It will involve |lawers and courts and nore public
exposure than even as President you ever dreaned was possible. Because
didn't want you to be wholly surprised when the police presented

t hensel ves on your doorstep. And nmost of all, | wanted you to know
exactly who to thank for all of ilL"

The President's voice becane tense. "Walter, if you want ne to hel p you,
I will. But | amthe President of the United States. And al though you
are one of ny oldest friends, | will not tolerate this type of
accusation fromyou or anyone else."

"That's good, Al an. Very good. You discerned that | would be taping the
conversation. Not that it matters." Sullivan paused for a nonment, then
continued. "My prot6gd, Al an. Taught you everything | knew, and you

| earned wel | .

Well enough to hold the highest office in the |and. Fortunately, your
fall will also be the steepest.”

"Wal ter, you've been under a lot of stress. For the last tinme, please
get sone help."

"Funny, Alan, that's precisely nmy advice to you."
Sul l'ivan clicked off the phone and turned off the recorder.

Hi s heart was beating abnornmally fast. He put one hand against his
chest, forced hinself to relax. A coronary was not going to be all owed.
He was going to be around to see this one.

He | ooked out the wi ndow and then at the inside of the room His little
honmestead. His father had died in this very room Sonehow, that thought
was conforting to him

He lay back in the chair and closed his eyes. In the norning he woul d
call the police. He would tell them everything and he woul d give them



the tape. Then he would sit back and watch. Even if they didn't convict
Ri chnond, his career was over. Wich was to say the nan was as good as
dead, professionally, spiritually, nentally. Wo cared if his physica
carcass lingered? So nuch the better. Sullivan sniled. He had sworn
that he woul d avenge his wife's killer. And he had.

It was the sudden sensation of his hand rising fromhis side that
brought his eyes open. And then his hand was bei ng cl osed around a col d,
hard object. It wasn't until the barrel touched the side of his head
that he really reacted. And by then it was too |ate.

AS THE PRESI DENT LOOKED AT THE PHONE RECEI VER, HE checked his watch. It
woul d be over right about now. Sullivan had taught himwell. Too well,
as it had turned out, for the teacher. He had been al nost certain

Sul livan would contact himdirectly prior to announcing the President's
culpability to the world. That had nade it relatively sinple. R chnond
rose and headed upstairs to his private quarters. The thought of the
|late Walter Sullivan had already passed fromhis mnd. It was not
efficient or productive to |inger over a vanquished foe. It only set you
back for your next chall enge.

Sul l'ivan had al so taught himthat.
IN THE TW LI GHT THE YOUNGER MAN STARED AT THE HOUSE.

He had heard the shot, but his eyes never stopped staring at the dim
light in the w ndow.

Bill Burton rejoined Collin in a few seconds. He could not even | ook at
his partner. Two trained and- dedi cated Secret Service agents, killers
of young worhen and ol d nen.

On the drive back, Burton sank back in his seat. It was finally over.
Three peopl e dead, counting Christine Sullivan

And why not count her? That's what had started this whol e nightnare.

Burton | ooked down at his hand, still barely able to conprehend that it
had just curled around the grip of a gun, forced a trigger back and
ended a man's life. Wth his other hand Burton had taken the cassette
recorder and the tape.

They were in his pocket headed for the incinerator.

When he had checked the tel ephone tap and listened to Sullivan's phone
conversation with Seth Frank, Burton had no idea what the old nman was
getting at with Christine Sullivan's "illness." But when he reported the
information to the President, Richnond had | ooked out the w ndow for
sonme mnutes, a shade paler than he had been when Burton had entered the
room Then he had phoned the Wiite House Media Departnment. A few m nutes
|ater they had both listened to the tape fromthe first press conference
on the M ddl eton Courthouse steps. To the President commi serating with
his old friend, about the whinsical nature of life; how Christine
Sullivan would still be alive if she hadn't taken ill. Having forgotten
that Christine Sullivan had told himthat on the day of her death. A
fact that could be proven. A fact that could possibly topple all of

t hem

Burton had slunped back in his chair, stared at his boss, who silently
| ooked at the tape as if he were trying to erase its words with his

t houghts. Burton shook his head incredul ously. Caught up in his own
mushy rhetoric, just like a politician



"What do we do now, Chief? Make a run for it on Air Force One?" Burton
was only hal f-joking as he studied the carpet. He was too nunb to even
t hi nk anynore.

He | ooked up to find the President's eyes full upon him

"Walter Sullivan is the only living person, other than ourselves, who
knows the significance of this information."

Burton rose fromhis chair and returned the stare. "My job doesn't
i ncl ude poppi ng peopl e just because you tell nme to."

The President would not take his eyes fromBurton's face.

"Walter Sullivan is now a direct threat to us. He is also fucking with
us and | don't |ike people fucking with nme. Do you?"

"He's got a dammed good reason to, don't you think?"

Ri chrmond picked up a pen fromhis desk and twirled it between his
fingers. "If Sullivan talks we |ose everything. Everything." The
Presi dent snapped his fingers. "CGone. Just like that. And I will do
everything possible to avoid it happening.”

Burton dropped into his chair, his belly suddenly on fire.
"How do you know he hasn't already?"
"Because | know Walter," the President said sinply.

"He'll do it in his own way. And it will be spectacular. But deliberate
He is not a man who rushes into anything. But when he does act, the
results will be swift and crushing.”

"Great." Burton put his head in his hands, his mind whirling faster than
he thought possible. Years of training had instilled in himan al nost
innate ability to process information instantly, think on his feet, act
a fraction of a second before anyone else could. Now his brain was a
muddl e, 1ike day-old coffee, thick and soupy; nothing was clear. He

| ooked up.

"But killing the guy?"

"l can guarantee you that Walter Sullivan is right this mnute plotting
how best to destroy us. That type of action does not invoke synpathy
fromne."

The President |eaned back in his chair. "Plainly and sinply this man has
decided to fight us. And one has to live with the consequences of one's
deci sions. Valter Sullivan knows that better than anyone alive." The
President's eyes again lasered in on Burton's. "The question is, are we
prepared to fight back?"

COLLI N AND BURTON HAD SPENT THE LAST THREE DAYS FOLI owi ng VWl ter
Sul l'i van. When the car had dropped himoff in the mddle of nowhere,
Burton both couldn't believe his luck and experienced deep sadness for
his target, now, truly, a sitting duck.

Husband and wife wi ped out. As the car sped back to the Capital Cty,
Burton unconsci ously rubbed at his hand, trying to whittle away the
filth he felt in every crevice. Wat turned his skin cold was the
realization that he could never wi pe away the feelings he was having,
the reality of what he had done. The rock-bottom enotional baroneter



woul d be with himevery mnute of every day of the rest of his days.

He had traded his life for another. Again. H s backbone, for so long a
steel beam had wilted to pitiful rubber. Life had given himthe supreme
chal  enge and he had fail ed.

He dug his fingers into the arnrest and stared out the windowinto the
dar kness.

CHAPTER TWENTY- FOUR

THE APPARENT SUI Cl DE OF WALTER SULLI VAN ROCKED NOT only the financia
community. The funeral was attended by the high and mghty fromall over
the world. In an appropriately solem and | avi sh cerenony at

Washi ngton's St.

Matt hew s Cat hedral, the man was eul ogi zed by a hal f-dozen dignitaries.
The nost fanous had gone on for a full twenty mnutes about the great
human being Walter Sullivan had been, and al so about the great stress he
had been under and how those under such strain sonetines do things they
woul d ot herwi se never contenplate. Wen Al an Ri chnond had fi ni shed
speaking, there was - not a dry cheek in the place, and the tears that
danpened his own face were seeningly genuine. He had al ways been

i mpressed with his superb oratorical skills.

The I ong funeral procession streanmed out, and, over three and one half
hours | ater, ended at the tiny house where Walter Sullivan had begun,
and ended, his life. As the Iinbs scranbled for space on the narrow,
snow- covered road, Walter Sullivan was carried down and interred next to
his parents, on the little knoll where the view down the valley was by
far the richest part of the place.

As the dirt covered the coffin, and the friends of Walter Sullivan made
their way back to the realmof the living, Seth Frank studied every
face. He watched as the President nade his way back to his linmo. Bill
Burton saw him registered surprise for an instant, and then nodded.
Frank nodded back

When all the nourners had gone, Frank turned his attention to the little
house. The yellow police lines were still around the perineter and two
uni formed officers stood guard.

Frank wal ked over, flashed his badge and entered.

It seemed the height of irony that one of the wealthiest nen in the
worl d had chosen a place like this to die. Walter Sullivan had been a
wal ki ng poster child for Horatio Alger tales. Frank admired a man who
had risen in the world on his own nerit, sheer guts and determ nation
Who woul dn' t?

He 4ooked again at the chair where the body had been found, the gun
beside it. The weapon had been pressed against Sullivan's left tenple.
The stellate wound, |arge and ragged, had preceded the massive bursting
fracture that had ended the man's life. The gun had fallen on the left
side of the floor. The presence of the contact wound and powder buns on
the deceased's pal mhad pronpted the locals to file the case away as a
sui cide, the facts of which were sinple and straightforward. A grieving
Walter Sullivan had exacted revenge on his wife's killer and then taken
his own life. H's associates had confirmed that Sullivan had been out of
touch for days, unusual for him He rarely cane to this retreat and
whenever he did, soneone knew his whereabouts. The newspaper found

besi de the body had proclainmed the death of his wife's suspected



murderer. All the signs pointed 'to a nman who had intended on ending his
life.

VWhat bot hered Frank was one snmall fact that he had purposefully not
shared with anyone. He had net Walter Sullivan the day he had conme to
the nmorgue. During that neeting, Sullivan had signed off on severa
forns related to the autopsy and an inventory of his wife's few
possessi ons.

And Sul livan had signed those fornms with his right hand.

It was inconclusive in itself. Sullivan could have held the gun in his

| eft hand for any nunber of reasons. His fingerprints were on the gun

cl ear as day, naybe too clear, Frank thought to hinself The physica
condition of the gun: it was untraceable; the serial nunbers had been so
expertly obliterated that even the scope couldn't pull up anything. A
conpletely sterilized weapon. The kind you'd expect to find at a crine
scene. But why would WAlter Sullivan be concerned about anyone tracing a

gun he was going to use to kill hinmself? The answer was he woul dn't.
But again the fact was inconclusive since the person providing Sullivan
t he weapon could have obtained it illegally, although Virginia was one

of the easier states in which to purchase a handgun, nuch to the di smay
of police departnments in the northeast corridor of the &@ country.

Frank finished with the interior and paced outside. The snow still |ay
thickly on the ground. Sullivan had been dead before the snow had
started, the autopsy had confirmed that.

It was fortunate that his people knew the | ocation of the house. They
had cone | ooking for himand the body had been di scovered within
approxi mately twel ve hours of death.

No, the snow would not help Frank. The entire place was so isol ated
there was no one even to ask if anything suspicious had been observed on
the night of Sullivan's death.

Hi s counterpart fromthe county sheriff's departnment clinbed out of his
car and -hustled over to where Frank was standing. The man carried a
file with some papers in it. He and Frank conversed for a few noments
and then Frank thanked him clinbed in his car and drove off.

The autopsy report indicated that Walter Sullivan had died sonetine
bet ween el even P.m and one o'clock in the norning. But at twelve-ten
Walter Sullivan had call ed soneone.

THE HALLWAYS OF PS&L WERE UNSETTLI NGLY QUIET. THE capillaries of a
thriving | aw practice are ringi ng phones, pealing faxes, nouths noving
and keyboards clicking. Lucinda, even with the firm s individua
direct-dialing lines, was nornally the recipient of eight phone calls
per mnute. Today she leisurely read through Vogue. Mst office doors
were closed, shielding fromview the intense and often enptiona

di scussi ons going on anpong all but a handful of the firms | awers.

Sandy Lord's office door was not only closed, it was |ocked. The few
partners with the tenerity to attenpt a knock on the thick portal were
qui ckly on the biting end of an obscene verbal barrage fromthe roons
| one and nmoody occupant.

He sat in his chair, shoeless feet on the polished desk, tieless, collar
undone, unshaven, a nearly enpty bottle of his strongest whiskey within
easy reach. Sandy Lord's eyes were now nere blots of red. At the church
he had used those eyes to stare long and hard at the shiny brass coffin



containing Sullivan's body; essentially it contained both their earthly
remai ns.

For many years Lord had anticipated Sullivan's dem se and had, with the
hel p of a dozen PS&L specialists, established an el aborate seri es@ of
saf equards that included cultivation of a |loyal contingent on the board
of directors of the parent hol di ng conpany of Sullivan Enterprises, al
of which would ensure continual representation of the huge network of
Sullivan entities far into the future by PS& generally and by Lord in
particular. Life would go on. The PS& train would thrive with its chi ef
di esel engine intact and even repl eni shed. But an unexpected devel opnent
had occurred.

That Sullivan's passing was inevitable, the financial markets
under st ood. Wat the business and investnent comrunity apparently could
not accept was the man's death, allegedly by his own hand, coupled with
the increasing runors that Sullivan had had his wife's alleged killer
gunned down, sonething that once acconplished, had pronpted himto put a
bullet into his own brain. The market was not prepared for such

revel ations. A surprised market, sonme econom sts would predict, often
reacts wildly and precipitately.

Those economi sts were not disappointed. Shares of stock in Sullivan
Enterprises plumeted sixty-one percent in value on the New York Stock
Exchange the norning after his body was di scovered, on the heaviest
tradi ng volunme for a single stock in the last ten years.

Wth the stock selling a full six dollars a share bel ow book val ue it
had not taken long for the vultures to circle.

Centrus Corp."s tender offer was, upon Lord's advice, rejected by the
board of directors. However, all indications pointed to overwhel m ng
acceptance of the offer by the sharehol ders, who had nervously watched
as a large chunk of their investnent had evaporated overnight. It was
likely that the proxy battle would be conplete and the takeover
finalized in two nonths. Centrus's counsel, Rhoads, Director & M nor,
was one of the largest law firns in the country, wellstocked in all
areas of |egal expertise.

The bottomline was clear. PS& woul d not be needed. Its |argest client,
over twenty nillion dollars' worth, alnost one-third of its |ega

busi ness, woul d di sappear. Already rdsurnés were flying out of the firm
Practice groups were trying to cut deals with Rhoads, pleading their
famliarity with Sullivan's business as a hedge agai nst the dreaded and
costly learning curve. Twenty percent of the heretofore |oyal PS&L
attorney ranks had subnitted their resignation and there were no

i ndications the tidal wave woul d subsi de anytine soon

Lord's hand sl owy meandered al ong his desi until the whiskey was
tilted back and finished. He sw vel ed around, checked out the gl oom of
the winter's norning and had to smle to hinself.

There was no deal awaiting himat Rhoads, Director & Mnor and, thus, it
had finally happened: Lord was vul nerable. He had seen clients bite the
dust with alarm ng swi ftness, especially in the | ast decade where you
were a paper billionaire one mnute and an inpoverished felon the next.

He had, though, never inmagined that his ow fall, if it ever came, would
be as terrifyingly fast, as painfully conplete.

That was the problemwi th an eight-figure gorilla of a client. It took
all of your tine and attention. Ad clients dried up and di ed away. New



clients were not cultivated. Hi s conplacency had cone back to bite him
right in the ass.

He calculated swiftly. Over the last twenty years he had netted roughly
thirty mllion, dollars. Unfortunately, he had nanaged somehow not only
to spend the thirty ml but a good deal nore than that. Over the years
he had owned a string of |uxurious homes, a vacation place in Hilton
Head | sl and, a hideaway fuck nest in the Big Apple where he had taken
hi s wedded prey. The luxury cars, the various collections that a nman of
taste and resources was supposed to accumnul ate, the small but sel ect

wi ne cellar, even his own helicopter-he had had all those things, but
three divorces, none of them am cable, had deteriorated his asset base.

The residence he now had | eft was straight fromthe pages of
Architectural Digest but its nortgage matched its stunning opul ence
stride for stride. And the thing he truly didn't have nmuch of was cash
Liquidity escaped himand at PS&L you ate what you killed and PS&L
partners didn't tend to hunt in packs. That was why Lord's nonthly draw
was so much larger than everyone el se's. That revised draw check woul d
now barely cover his plastic bills; his nmonthly AnEx al one routinely
crept into the five-figure range.

He turned his nowracing gray cells for a nonent to his non-Sullivan
clients. A rough ballpark estinmate gave himmaybe a half-nmillion in
potential |egal business at best, if he punped them hard, nade the
circuit, which he didn't want to do, |acked any desire to do. That was
beneath himnow O it had been up until good old Walter had deci ded
life just wasn't worth living despite his several billions. Jesus
Christ. Al for alittle &unbshit whore.

Five hundred thou! That was even less than the little prick Kirksen
Lord winced at that realization.

He wheel ed around and studied the artwork on the far wall. Wthin the
brush strokes of a minor nineteenth-century artist he found reason to
smle once nore. He had an option left to him 'Mugh his biggest client
had royally screwed up Lord's life, the rotund deal -naker had an asset
left to m ne.

He punched his phone.

FRED MARTI N pusHED THE CART QUI CKLY DOMN THE HALLway. Only his third day
on the job, and his first delivering the mail to the firm s attorneys,
Martin was anxi ous to complete his task quickly and accurately. One of
ten gofers enployed by the firm Martin was already feeling pressure
fromhis supervisor to pick up his pace. After banging the streets for
four months with no weapons other than his BAn

hi story from Georgetown, Martin had figured his only recourse was to
attend | aw school . And what better place to plunb the possibilities of
such a career than at one of D.C."s nmpst prestigious? Hi s endless trek
of job interviews had convinced himthat it was never too early to
comrence networ ki ng.

He consulted his map with the attorneys' nanes listed in each square
representing that person's office. Martin had grabbed the map from on
top of the desk in his cubicle, not noticing the updated version buried
under a nultinational transaction closing binder that rose five thousand
pages high, the indexing and bi nding of which awaited hi mthat

af t ernoon.

As he rounded the corner he stopped and | ooked at the cl osed door
Everyone's door was closed today. He took the Federal Express package



and checked the nanme on the map, and conpared that to the scraw ed
handwiting on the packing label. It matched. He | ooked at the enpty
nanepl at e hol der and his eyebrows converged i n confusion

He knocked, waited a nonent, knocked again and then opened the door.

He | ooked around. The place was a ness. Boxes littered the floor, the
furniture was in disarray. Sone papers lay scattered on the desk. His
first instinct was to check with his supervisor. Maybe there was a

m stake. He | ooked at his watch. Already ten mnutes |ate. He grabbed
the phone, dialed his supervisor. No answer. Then he saw the photo of
the woman on the desk. Tall, auburn-haired, very expensively dressed.

Must be the man's office. Probably noving in. Wio'd | eave a | ooker like
that behind? Wth that rationale established, Fred carefully laid the
package on the desk chair, where it would be sure to be found. He cl osed
the door on his way out.

"I'M SORRY ABOUT WALTER, SANDY. | REALLY A.M" JACK checked the view
across the cityscape. A penthouse apartment in Upper Northwest. The

pl ace must have been enornously expensive, and the dollars had continued
to flow for the interior design. Everywhere Jack | ooked were origina

pai ntings, soft |leather and scul ptured stone. He reasoned that the world
didn't have many Sandy Lords and they had to |live somewhere

Lord sat by the fire that popped pleasantly in the grate, a | oose
pai sl ey robe covering his bulky franme, bare feet conforted in |eather
slippers. Acold rain fell against the broad expanse of w ndows. Jack
drew closer to the fire, his mnd appeared to crackle and junp like the
flanes; a | oose enber hit the marble surround, flaned and then quickly
di sappeared. Jack cradled his drink and | ooked at his partner

The phone call hadn't been totally unexpected. "W need to tal k, Jack,
the sooner the better for nme. Not at the office."

When he arrived, Lord's aged valet had taken his coat and gl oves and
then inconspi cuously receded into the farther reaches of the hone.

The two nmen were in Lord' s nmahogany-panel ed study, a |uxuriously
mascul ine retreat that Jack felt guiltily envious of A glimer of the
| arge stone house briefly cane into focus. It had a library, nmuch like
this. Wth an effort he focused on Lord' s back

"I'"'mkinda fucked, Jack." The first words out of Lord's nouth had the
ef fect of making Jack want to snmile. You had to appreciate the man's
candor. But he caught hinmself. The tone in Lord' s voice denmanded a
certain respect.

"The firni'll be okay, Sandy. We're not going to | ose many nore. So we
subl ease sone space, it's no big deal."

Lord finally stood up and went straight to the well-fed bar in the
corner. The shot glass was filled to the rimand downed in a
wel | -practiced notion.

"Excuse ne, Jack, maybe |I'mnot naking nyself real clear here. The firm

took a blow, but not one that'll send it down for the count. You're
right, Patton, Shaw will weather this broadside. But what |'mtalking
about is whether Patton, Shaw and Lord will live to fight another day."

Lord lurched across the roomand wearily plunged hinmself on the burgundy
| eat her couch. Jack traced the colum of brass nails as they marched
across the outline of the heavy piece. He sipped his drink and studied



the wi de face. The eyes were narrow, no nore than penny-wi de slits
really.

"You're the firm s | eader, Sandy, | don't see that changing, even if
your client base took a hit."

Lord groaned from his horizontal perch.

"Ahit? Ahit? | took a goddammed A-bonb, Jack, right up nmy ass. The
heavywei ght chanpion of the world couldn't have hit ne any harder. |I'm
goi ng down for the count. The buzzards they are a circling, and Lord he
is the main course; the stuffed hog with the apple in the nouth and a
bull's-eye on the butt."

"Kirksen?"

"Kirksen, Packard, Millins, fucking Townsend. Keep counting, Jack, the
list goes on until you get to the end of the partnership roll. | have,
must admit, a nobst unusual, hatehate relationship with ny partners.™

"But not Graham Sandy. Not with G aham"

Lord slowy edged hinmself up, perching on one flabby armas he | ooked at
Jack.

Jack wondered why he liked the man as nuch as he did.

The answer probably |ay somewhere in the lunch at Fillnore's way back
when. No bullshit. A real-world baptismwhere the sting of words nade
your gut clench and your brain hamer out responses you'd never have the
nerve to actually deliver. Now the man was in trouble. Jack had the
means to protect him O naybe he did; his relationship with the

Bal dwi ns, right now was far from solid.

"Sandy, if they want to get to you, they'll have to go through ne
first." There, he had said it. And he neant it. It was also true that
Lord had given himhis chance to shine with the big boys, thrown him
right into the fire. But what other way would you know if you coul d
actually pull it off or not? That experience was al so worth somet hi ng.

"The waters mght get a little rocky for both of us, Jack."

"I''"'ma good swimer, Sandy. Besides, don't look at this as purely
altruistic. You're an investnment of the firmin which |I'ma partner
You're a top-grade rai nmaker. You're down now, but you won't stay down.
Fi ve hundred bucks says within twelve nonths you're back in the
nunber-one slot. | don't intend on letting an asset |ike that walk
away. "

"I won't forget this, Jack."
"I won't let you."

After Jack had left, Lord started to pour another drink but stopped. He
| ooked down at his quivering hands and slowy put down the bottle and
glass. He nade it to the couch before his knees gave out. The

federal -style mrror over the fireplace caught his inmage. It had been
twenty years since a single tear had escaped the heavy face. That had
been at his nother's passing. But now the outpourings were steadily
comng on. He had cried for his friend, Walter Sullivan. For years Lord
had duped hinsel f into believing that the nan nmeant nothing nore to him
than a solid-gold draw check each month. The price for that

sel f-decepti on had conme due at the funeral, where Lord had wept so hard



that he had gone back to his car until it was time to go bury his
friend.

Now he rubbed at the puffy cheeks once again, pushing away the salty
l'iquid. Fucking young punk. Lord had pl anned everything down to the |ast
detail. Hi s pitch would be perfect. He had envisioned every possible
response except the one he had gotten. He had m staken the younger nan

Lord assumed that Jack woul d have done what Lord hinmself would have
done: pressed -for every advantage in exchange for the enornous favor
bei ng asked.

It wasn't only guilt that pulled at him It was shane. He realized that
as sickness envel oped hi mand he bent |ow over the thick, spongy carpet.
Shanme. He hadn't felt that one for a long tine either. Wen the nausea
subsi ded and he once again | ooked at the weck in the mrror, Lord

promi sed hinsel f that he would not disappoint Jack. That he would rise
back to the top. And he would not forget.

CHAPTERTVENTY- FI VE

FRANK HAD NEVER IN H' S W LDEST FANTASI ES EXPECTED TO be sitting here. He
| ooked around and quickly determ ned that it was indeed oval in shape.
The furnishings tended to be solid, conservative, but with a splash of
color here, a stripe there, a pair of expensive sneakers placed neatly
on a lower shelf, that stated that the room s occupant was not nearly
ready for retirenment. Frank swallowed hard and willed hinself to breathe
nornmal ly. He was a veteran policeman and this was just another routine
inquiry in a series of endl ess one& He was just followi ng up a |ead,
nothing nore. A few minutes and he'd be out of here.

But then his brain reninded himthat the person he was about to nake
inquiries of was the current President of the United States. As a new
shock wave of nervousness rushed over himthe door opened and he quickly
stood, turned and stared for a | ong nonent at the extended hand unti

his mind finally registered and he slowy noved his out to neet it.

"Thank you for coming down into ny neck of the woods, Lieutenant."

"No trouble at all, sir. | nean you' ve got better things to do than sit
intraffic. A though | guess you never really sit in traffic, do you,
M. President?"

Ri chnond sat behi nd his-desk and notioned for Frank to resune his seat.
An inpassive Bill Burton, invisible to Frank until that noment, closed
the door and inclined his head toward the detective.

"My routes are pretty well laid out in advance |I'm afraid

It's true | don't end up in many traffic jans but it does stifle the
hel | out of spontaneity." The President grinned and Frank could feel his
own nouth automatically turning up into a snile.

The President | eaned forward and stared directly at him

He cl asped his hands together, his brow winkled and he went fromjovia
to intensely serious in an instant.

"I want to thank you, Seth." He glanced at Burton. "Bill has told ne how
cooperative you were with the investigation of Christine Sullivan's
death. | really appreciate that, Seth.

Sone officials would have been | ess than forthcomng or tried to turn it



into a nedia circus for their own personal gain. | hoped for better from
you and ny expectations were exceeded. Again, thank you."

Frank gl owed as though he had been awarded the fourthgrade spelling bee
Crown.

"It's terrible, you know. Tell ne, have you |l earned of any connection
between Walter's suicide and this crimnal being gunned down?"

Frank shook the stars fromhis eyes and his pair of steady eyes cane to
rest on the chiseled features of the President.

"Come on, Ueutenant. | can tell you that all of official and unofficia
Washington is right this very mnute savagely attacking the issue of
Walter Sullivan having hired an assassin to avenge his wife's death and
then taking his own life in the aftermath. You can't stop people from

gossiping. | would just like to know if your investigation has led to
any fact to substantiate Walter having ordered the killing of his wife's
mur derer.”

"I'"'mafraid that | really can't say one way or another, sir. | hope you

understand, but this is an ongoing police investigation. 9@
"Don't worry, Lieutenant, |'mnot treading on your toes.

But | can tell you that this has been a particularly distressing tinme
for me. To think Walter Sullivan would end his own life., One of the nost
brilliant and resourceful nmen of his era, of any era."

"So |I've heard an awful |ot of people say."

"But just between you and nme, knowing Walter as | did, it would not be
out of the realmof possibility that he woul d have taken precise and
concrete steps to have his wife's killer ... dealt with."

"Alleged killer, M. President. Innocent until proven guilty."

The President |ooked at Burton. "But | was |led to understand that your
case was pretty nuch ironclad."

Seth Frank scratched his ear. "Sone defense attorneys |ove ironclad
cases, sir. See, you dunp enough water on iron, it starts to rust and
before you know it, you got hol es everywhere."

"And this defense attorney was such a person?”

"And then sonme. I'mnot a betting man, but | would' ve given us no nore
than a forty percent shot at getting a clean conviction. W were in for
a real battle."

The President sat back as he absorbed this informati on and then | ooked
back at Frank.

Frank finally noted the expression of expectancy on his face and fli pped
open his notebook. H s heartbeat cal med down as he perused the famliar
scri bbl es.

"Are you aware it was right before his death that Walter Sullivan called
you here?"

"I know that | spoke with him | was not aware that it inmediately
preceded his death, no."

"I guess I'ma little surprised that you didn't come forward with this



information earlier."

The President's face fell. "I know. | guess I'ma little surprised
mysel f. | supposed | believed | was shielding Walter, or at least his
menory, fromfurther trauma. Although | knew the police would eventually
di scover the call was placed. |I'"msorry, Lieutenant."

"I need to know the details of that phone conversation."
"Woul d you like sonething to drink, Seth?"
"A cup of coffee would be fine, thank you."

As if on cue, Burton picked up a phone in the corner and a mnute |ater
a silver-plated coffee tray was delivered in.

The steam ng hot coffee was sipped; the President |ooked at his watch,
then saw Frank staring at him

"I"'msorry, Seth, | amtreating your visit with the inportance it
deserves. However, |'ve got a congressional delegation comng to |lunch
in afewmnutes and quite frankly I'mnot |ooking forward to it. As
funny as it sounds, |I'mnot particularly enanored of politicians.”

"I understand. This will only take a few m nutes. What was the purpose
of the call?"

The President |eaned back in his chair as if organizing his thoughts. "I
woul d characterize the call as one of desperation. He was definitely not
his usual self. He seenmed unbal anced, out of control. For |ong periods
of time he would say nothing. Very unlike the Walter Sullivan | knew. "

"What did he tal k about ?"

"Everything, and nothing. Sonmetines he just babbled. He tal ked about
Christine's death. And then about the man, the man you arrested for the
murder. How he hated him how he had destroyed his life. It was truly
awful to hear."

"What did you tell hinP"

"Well, | kept asking himwhere he was. | wanted to find him get him
some help. But he wouldn't tell ne. I'mnot sure he heard a word | said,
really, he was that distraught."

"So you think he sounded suicidal, sir?"

"I'"'mno psychiatrist, Lieutenant, but if | had to nake a | ayman's guess
about his nental state, yes, | would definitely say Walter Sullivan
sounded suicidal that night. It's one of the few times during ny
presidency that | felt truly hopel ess.

Frankly, after the conversation | had with him | was not surprised to
|l earn that he was dead." Richnond gl anced at Burton's inpassive face,
then | ooked at the detective. "That's also wh | questioned you as to
whet her you had determined y if there was any truth to the rumor that
Walter had anything to do with this person being gunned down. After
Walter's tel ephone call | have to admit that the thought certainly
crossed ny mnd."

Frank | ooked over at Burton. "I suppose you don't have a recording of
the conversation? | know that sone of the conmunications here are
recorded. "



The President answered. "Sullivan called my private line, Lieutenant.
It's a secure conmuni cation link and no recordi ngs of conversations on
that line are allowed."

"I see. Did he directly indicate to you that he was involved in the
deat h of Luther Whitney?"

"Not directly, no. He obviously wasn't thinking clearly.

But reading between the lines, the rage that | knew he was feeling-well,
and | hate to nake this statenent of a man who's dead, | think it was
pretty clear that he had had the man killed. | have no proof of that of
course, but it was ny strong inpression.”

Frank shook his head. "Pretty unconfortable conversation to have."

"Yes, yes it was very unconfortable. Now, Lieutenant, |I'mafraid that
official duty calls."

Frank didn't budge. "Wy do you think he called you, sir?
And at that time of night?"

The President sat back down, threw another quick glance at Burton
"Wal ter was one of ny closest personal friends.

He kept odd hours, but then so do I. It would not be unusual for himto
call at that hour. | hadn't heard very nmuch fromhimfor the |ast few
mont hs. As you know, he had been under a considerabl e personal strain.
Walter was the sort to suffer in silence. Now Seth, if you will excuse
me. "

"It just strikes ne as odd that out of all the people he could have
called, he called you. I mean the chances were pretty good that you
woul dn't even be here. Presidents' travel schedules are pretty hectic.
It makes nme wonder what he was thinking."

The President | eaned back, placed his fingers together, and studied the
ceiling. Cop wants to play games to show me how smart he is. He | ooked
back at Frank and smiled. "If | were a mind reader | wouldn't have to
rely so heavily on the pollsters.”

Frank smiled. "I don't think you have to be telepathic to know you're
going to be occupying that chair for another four years, Sir."

"l appreciate that, Lieutenant. Al | can tell you is that Walter called
me. If he was planning on killing hinself who would he call? Hs famly
has been estranged fromhimsince his marriage to Christine. He had many
busi ness acquai ntances, but few people he would call true friends.
Walter-and | have known each other for years, and | considered hima
surrogate father. | had taken a very active interest in the
investigation of his wife's death, as you know. Al of that together
could explain why he wanted to talk to ne, particularly if he was
contenplating taking his life. That's really all | know. |'msorry I
can't be of nore help."

The door opened. Frank did not see that it was in response to a tiny
button on the underside of the President's desk

The President | ooked at his secretary. "I'Il be right there, Lois
Li eutenant, if there' sanything I can do for you, you let Bill know.
Pl ease. "



Frank cl osed his notebook. "Thank you, Sir."

Ri chnond stared at the doorway after Frank had departed.
"What was the nanme of Witney's attorney, Burton?"
Burton thought for a nonent. "G aham Jack G aham™
"The name sounds famliar."

"Wrks at Patton, Shaw. He's a partner there."

The President's eyes froze on the agent's face.

"What's the matter?"

"I'"'mnot sure." Richnmond unl ocked a drawer in his desk and took out a
not ebook he had conpiled on this little extracurricular matter. "Don't

| ose sight of the fact, Burtén, that one very inportant piece of
incrimnating evidence, for which we happened to have paid five mllion
dol l ars, has never turned up."

The President flipped through the pages of his notebook

There were nunerous individuals involved, to various degrees, in their
little drama. If Whitney had given his attorney the | etter opener along
with an account of what had happened, the whole world woul d' ve known by
now. Ri chnond thought back to the awards cerenony for Ransoned Bal dwi n at
the Wiite House. Graham was clearly no shrinking violet.

Clearly he didn't have it. But then who, if anyone, would Whitney have
given it to?

As his mind spun out neat blocks of analysis and possible scenarios, one
nane suddenly stood out at the President fromw thin the |ines of
precise witing. One person who had never really been accounted for

JACK CRADLED THE CARRY-OUT IN ONE ARM HI'S BRI EFCASE IN the other, and
managed, to wiggle the key out of his pocket.

Before he could put it in the |lock, though, the door opened.
Jack | ooked surprised. "I didn't expect you home yet."
"You didn't have to stop. | could' ve made sonething."

Jack went inside, dropped his briefcase on the coffee table and headed
to the kitchen. Kate stared after him

"Hey, you work all day too. Wiy should you have to cook?
Worren do it every day, Jack. Just | ook around."

He enmerged fromthe kitchen. "No argunent there. You want sweet and sour
or nmoo goo gaily pan? | got extra spring rolls too."

"\WWi chever you don't want. |I'mnot that hungry really."
He withdrew and cane back with two fully stocked pl ates.

"You know i f you don't eat nore you're going to blow away. | half fee
like stuffing rocks in your pockets as it is now.

He Sat cross-1egged next to her on the floor. She picked at her plate



whi |l e he devoured his.

"So how was work? You know you probably coul d have stood to take a few
more days off. You're always pushing yourself too' hard."

"Look who's talking." She picked up a spring roll and then put it back
down.

He put down his fork and | ooked over at her
"So I'mlistening-"

She pull ed herself up onto the couch and sat there playing with her
neckl ace. Still dressed in her work clothes, she | ooked exhausted, |ike
a flower collapsed in the w nd.

"l think a | ot about what | did to Luther."
"Kate, @

"Jack, let ne finish." Her voice snapped at himlike a whip. In an
instant her features relaxed. She continued nore calmy. "I've conme to
decide that |I'mnever going to get over it, so | mght as well accept
that fact. Maybe what | did wasn't wong for a |ot of reasons. But it
was definitely wong for at |east one reason. He was ny father. As |ane
as that mght sound, it shoul d ve been a good enough reason." She

twi sted her necklace sonme nore until it congealed into a series of tiny
clunmps. "I think being % |awer, at least the kind of |lawer | am has
made me becone soneone | don't really like a lot. That's not a real good
revelation to arrive at when you're hitting thirty." Jack reached out
his hand to stop hers from shaking. She didn't nove it. He could fee
the bl ood punpi ng through the veins.

"Wth all that said, | think I'mdue for a radical change. In ny life,
nmy career, everything."

"VWhat are you tal king about?" He got up and sat down beside her. Hi s
pul se had accelerated as he anticipated the |ine she was taking.

"I"'mnot going to be a prosecutor anynore, Jack. In fact |I'm not going
to be a | awer anynore. | submitted ny resignation this norning. | have
to admt, they were pretty shocked. Told nme to think about it. | told
them | already had.

As nuch as |'mgoing to."
The incredulity was stiff in his voice. "You quit your job?

Jesus, Kate, you've put a helluva lot into your career. You can't just
throw t hat away."

She suddenly rose and stood by the wi ndow, |ooking out.

"That's just it, Jack. I'mnot throw ng anything away. My nenories of
what |'ve done for the last four years add up to about a lifetine of
horror filns. That's not exactly what | had in nmind sitting in Con Law
as a first-year debating grand principles of justice.”

"Don't sell yourself short. The streets are a heckuva | ot safer because
of what yoi!"ve done."

She turned to look at him "I'mnot even stemming the flow anynore. |
got washed out to sea a long tinme ago."



"But what are you going to do? You're a |lawer."

"No. You're wwong. |'ve only been a lawer a tiny fraction of my life.
My life before that time | liked a whole | ot bettee, She stopped and
stared at him her arms folded across her chest. "You made that very
clear to ne, Jack. | becane a | awer to pay back my father. Three years

of school and four years of no life outside a courtroomis a pretty big
price." A deep sigh emerged fromher throat, her body teetered for a
monent before she regai ned her conposure. "Besides, | guess | really
pai d hi m back now. "

"Kate, it wasn't your fault, none of it." H's nouth stopped noving as
she turned away from him

Her next words rocked him

"I"mgoing to nove away, Jack. |I'mnot exactly sure where yet. |'ve got
alittle noney saved. The Sout hwest sounds nice. O maybe Col orado. |
want as different fromhere as | can get. Maybe that's a start.”

"Moving." Jack said the word nore to hinself than to her

"Moving." He repeated the word as if both trying to nake it go away and
trying to dissect and interpret it in a manner that was not as painfu
as it felt at the nonent.

She | ooked down at her hands. "There's nothing keeping me here, Jack."

He | ooked at her and he nore felt than heard the angry response rush
past his lips.

"Goddam you! How dare you say that?"

She finally | ooked at him He could al nost see the crack in her voice as
she spoke. "I think you better |eave."

JACK SAT AT IHS DESK UNW LLI NG TO FACE THE MOUNDS OF work, the snmall
mount ai n of pink nessages, wondering if his life could possibly get any
worse. That's when Dan Kirksen wal ked in. Jack inwardly groaned.

"Dan, | really don't---"
"You weren't at the partners neeting this nmorning.”
"Well, no one told ne we were having one."

"A meno was sent around, but then your office hours have been sonewhat
erratic of late." He | ooked di sapprovingly at the shanbl es of Jack's
desk. His own was unfailingly in pristine condition; nore a testanment to
how little actual |egal work he did than anything el se.

"I'"M here now. "
"l understand you and Sandy nmet at his house."
Jack eyed himkeenly. "I guess nothing's private anynore."

Kirksen flushed angrily. "Partnership matters should be di scussed by the
full partnership. What we don't need are factions developing that wll
decimate this firmany nmore than it already has been.”

Jack al nost | aughed out |oud. Dan Kirksen, the undisputed king of the
faction-buil ders.



"I think we've seen the worst."

"Do you, Jack? Do you really?" Kirksen sneered. "I didn't know you had
so much experience with this sort of thing."

"Well, if it bothers you so much, Dan, why don't you | eave?"

The sneer quickly evaporated fromthe little man's face.

"I'"ve been with this firmfor alnost twenty years."

"Sounds like it's about tinme for a change then. M ght do YQU good."
Kirksen sat down, renoved a snudge from his gl asses

"Piece of friendly advice, Jack. Don't throw your lot in with Sandy. |If
you do that, you'll be making a big m stake. He's through."

"Thanks for the advice."

"I"mserious, Jack, don't endanger your own position in sonme futile,
however well-intentioned attenpt to salvage him"

"Endanger my position? You nmean the Baldwi ns' position, don't you?"
"They're your client ... for now"

"Are you contenplating a change at the heln? If you are, good | uck
You' d | ast about a minute."

Kirksen stood up. "Nothing is forever, Jack. Sandy Lord can tell you
that as well as anybody. Wat goes around comes around. You can bum
bridges in this town, you just have to make sure there's no one |eft
alive on those bridges." Jack cane around the desk, towering over
Kirksen. "Were you like this as a little boy, Dan, or did you just turn
into a fungus during your adulthood?"

Kirksen smled and started to |l eave. "Like | said, you never know, Jack
Client relationships are always so tenuous.

Take yours, for exanple. It's primarily based on your future nuptials
with Jennifer Ryce Baldwin. Now, if Ms. Bal dwin happened to find out,
for instance, that you had not been going hone at night, but, instead,
had been sharing quarters with a certain young wonman, she might be |ess
inclined to refer | egal business to you, nuch | ess becone your wfe."

It only took an instant. Kirksen's back was flat against the wall and
Jack was, so close in his face the man's gl asses were fogged.

"Don't do anything foolish, Jack. Regardl ess of your status here, the
partnership would not look kindly on a junior partner assaulting a
seni or one. W still have standards here at Patton, Shaw "

"Don't ever fuck with ny Iife like that, Kirksen. Don't ever." Jack
effortlessly threw himagai nst the door and turned back to his desk

Ki rksen snoot hed down his shirt and smled to hinself.

So easily mani pul ated. The big, tall good-I|ooking ones. As strong as
mul es and no smarter. About as sophisticated as a brick

"You know, Jack, you should realize what you' ve gotten yourself into.
For some reason you seemto inplicitly trust Sandy Lord. Did he tell you
the truth about Barry Alvis? Did he happen to do that, Jack?"



Jack turned slowy back around and stared dully at the nman.

"Did he use the permanent-associ ate, no-rai nmaki ng-capabilities line? O
did he tell you Alvis had screwed up a big project?"

Jack continued to | ook at him
Kirksen smiled triunmphantly.

"One phone call, Jack. Daughter calls conplaining that M. Alvis had
i nconveni enced her and her father. And Barry Alvis disappears. It's just
the way the gane works, Jack

Maybe you don't want to play that gane. |If you don't there's no one
stoppi ng you from |l eaving."

Kirksen had been crafting this strategy for a while now.

Wth Sullivan gone, he could pronmise Baldwin that his work would be the
firms top priority, and Kirksen still had the core of one of the best
army of attorneys in the city. And four mllion dollars of |ega

busi ness coupled with his own existing business would nmake himthe

| argest rainmaker at the place. And the name Kirksen would finally go on
the door, in substitution for another that woul d be uncerenoniously

dr opped.

The nmanagi ng partner smled at Jack. "You may not like nme, Jack, but I'm
telling you the truth. You're a big boy, it's up to you to deal with
it."

Kirksen cl osed the door behind him

Jack stood for a second |onger and then coll apsed back into his chair.
He | unged forward, scattered his desk clear with quick, violent thrusts
of his arns, and then slowy laid his head down on its surface.

CHAPTERTVEENTY- SI X

S E7H FRANK LOOKED AT THE OLD MAN. SHORT, WTH A SOFT felt cap covering
his head, dressed in corduroy pants, a thick sweater and wi nter boots,
the man | ooked both unconfortable and greatly excited at being in the
police, station. In his hand was a rectangul ar object covered in brown
paper.

"I"'mnot sure | understand, M. Flanders."

"You see | was out there. At the courthouse that day. You know, when the
man got killed. Just went to see what all the fuss was about. Lived here
all ny life, nothing ever came close to that spectacle, | can tell you
that."

"l can understand that," Frank said dryly..

"So anyway | had ny new Cantorder, real nifty thing, got an i nmage screen
and all. Just hold, ook at it and shoot. Great quality. So the wife
said | should conme down."

"That's terrific, M. Flanders. And the purpose of all this?" Frank
| ooked at himinquiringly.

Real i zati on spread over Flanders's features. "Ch. |I'msorry, Lieutenant.
I'"'mstanding here ranbling, have a tendency to do that, just ask the
m ssus. Retired for a year.



Never tal ked nuch at work. Assenbly line at a processing plant. Like to
talk now. Listen too. Spend a lot of tine down at that little cafe over
behi nd the bank. Good coffee and the nmuffins are the real thing, no

| owfat stuff.”

Frank | ooked exasper at ed.

Fl anders hurried on. "Well, | cane down here to show you this. Gve it
to you, really. Kept a copy for nyself of course." He handed across the
package

Frank opened it and | ooked at the videocassette.

Fl anders took off his cap, revealing a bald head with cottony tufts of
hair clustered around his ears. He went on excitedly. "Got sonme really
good shots, like | said. Like of the President and right when that fella
was shot. Got all that. Jesus did I. | was follow ng the President, you
see.

Ran nme right into all the fireworks."
Frank stared at the man.

"It's all there, Lieutenant. For what it's worth." He | ooked at his
watch. "Huh. | gotta go. Late for ny lunch. Wfe doesn't like that." He
turned to | eave. Seth Frank stared down at the cassette.

"Ch, Lieutenant. One nore thing."
"Yes. "

"If anything were to cone fromny tape, do you think they m ght use ny
nane when they wite about it?"

Frank shook his head. "Wite about it?"

The ol d man | ooked excited. "Yeah. You know, the historians. They'd cal
it the Flanders Tape, wouldn't they, or something like that. The
Fl anders Vi deo maybe. You know |i ke before."

Frank wearily rubbed his tenples. "Like before?"
"Yeah, Lieutenant. You know, |ike Zapruder w th Kennedy."

Frank's face finally sagged in recognition. "I'll be sure to let them
know, M. Flanders. Just in case. For posterity."

There you go." Flanders pointed a happy finger at him
"Posterity, | like that. Have a good one, Lieutenani -AN?"

Ri chrmond absently notioned for Russell to cone in and then | ooked down
once again at the notebook in front of him Finished, he closed it and
| ooked at his Chief of Staff, his stare was inpassive.

Russel | hesitated, studying the carpet, her hands clasped nervously in
front of her. Then she hurried across the roomand fell rather than sat
in one of the chairs.

"I"'mnot sure what to say to you, Alan. | realize ny behavior was
i nexcusabl e, absolutely inappropriate. If | could plead tenporary
insanity | would."



"So you're not going to attenpt to explain it away as being sonmehow in
nmy best interests?" Richnmond sat back in his chair, his eyes renmained on
Russel | .

"No, I'mnot. I"'mhere to offer ny resignation."
The President smled. "Perhaps | did underestimate you, Joria."

He stood up, went around the desk and | eaned against it, facing her. "On
the contrary, your behavior was absolutely appropriate. If | had been in
your position | would ve done the sanme thing."

She | ooked up at him Her face betrayed her astonishnent.

"Don't m sunderstand nme, | expect loyalty, GQoria, like any leader. | do
not, however, expect hunman beings to be anything nore than that, neaning
human, with all their associ ated weaknesses and survival instincts. W

are, after all, animals. | have attained ny position in |ife by never
| osing sight of the fact that the nobst inportant person in the world is
nmysel f. Whatever the situation, whatever the obstacle, | have never,

never |ost sight of that one sinple truism Wat you did that night
di spl ays that you al so share that belief."

"You know what | intended?"

"Of course | do. oria, | don't condemm you for taking a situation and
attenpting to nmaximze its beneficial effect on you. My God, that's the
basi s upon which this country and this city in particular are built."

"But when Burton told yow-'

Ri chnond held up one hand. "I adnmit | felt certain enptions that night.
Betrayal perhaps forenpost anong them But in the tinme since, | have
concl uded that what you did evidenced strength, not weakness, of
character."

Russell struggled to see where this was going. "Then may | correctly
assune that you do not want my resignation?" 441 The President bent
forward, took one of her hands.

can't recall you ever nentioning the word, Goria. | can't inmagine
breaking up our relationship after we've cone to know each other so
well. Shall we leave it at that?"

Russell rose to go. The President went back to his desk

"Ch, Goria. | do have a nunber of things | want to go over with you
tonight. The famly's out of town. So perhaps we can work in my private
quarters."”

Russel | | ooked back at him

94it nmight be a late night, Goria. Better bring a change of clothes."
The President didn't smle. His stare cut right through her, than he
went back to his work

Russell's hand trenbl ed as she cl osed the door.

JACK POUNDED ON THE DOOR SO HARD HE COULD FEEL THE thick, polished wood
cut into his knuckl es.

The housekeeper opened the door but Jack shot through before she could
say a word



Jenni fer Bal dwi n swept down the curved staircase and into the marbl ed
entrance foyer. Dressed in yet another expensive evening gown, her hair
tunbl ed down her shoul ders framing significant cl eavage. She was not
smling.

"Jack, what are you doing here?"
"I want to talk to you."
"Jack, | have plans. This will have to wait."

"No!" He grabbed her hand, |ooked around, pushed open a pair of carved
doors and pulled her into the library, shutting the doors behind them

She jerked her hand free. "Are you insane, Jack?"

He | ooked around the roomw th its huge bookcases and wel | -fed shel ves
of gilt-edged first editions. Al for show, none of them had probably
ever been opened. Al for show.

"I've got one sinple question for you to answer and then I'll |eave."
"Jack ---21
"One question. And then I'Il |eave."

She eyed hi m suspiciously, crossed her arns. "VWhat is it?"

"Did you or did you not call nmy firmand tell themto fire Barry Al vis
because he made ne work the night we were at the Wite House?"

"Who told you that?"

"Just answer the question, Jenn."

"Jack, why is this so inportant to you?"
"So you did have himfired?"

"Jack, | want you to stop thinking about that and start realizing the
kind of future we're going to have together. If we-2'

"Answer the goddai nned question!"

She exploded. "Yes! Yes | had the little shit fired. So what? He
deserved it. He treated you as an inferior. And he was dead wong. He
was nothing. He played with fire and he got burned and | don't feel the
| east bit sorry for him" She | ooked at himw thout a trace of renorse.

Havi ng heard the answer he expected to hear, Jack sat down in a chair
and stared at the nassive desk at the other end of the room The

hi gh- backed, | eather desk chair faced away fromthem He |ooked at the
original oils adorning the walls, the huge wi ndows with perfectly pool ed
flowi ng drapes that probably cost nore than he could even guess, the
ornat e woodwor k, the ommi present scul ptures of nmetal and marble. The
ceiling with yet another |egion of nedieval characters marching across
it. The world of the Bal dw ns.

Well they were welcone to it. He slowy closed his eyes.

Jenni fer swept back her hair, |ooked at him nore than a hint of
anxi ousness in her eyes. She vacillated for a nonent and then went to
him knelt beside him touched his shoul der



The scent of her perfuned body cascaded over him She spoke |ow, close
to his face. Her breath tickled his ear

"Jack, | told you before, you don't have to put up with that sort of
behavi or. And now that this ridiculous nmurder case is out of the way we
can go on with our lives. Qur house is alnost ready, it's gorgeous, it
really is. And we have wedding plans to finalize. Sweetheart, now
everything can go back to normal." She touched his face, turned it
toward hers. She | ooked at himwi th her best pair of bedroom eyes and
then she kissed him |ong and deeply, letting her lips pull back slowy
fromhis. Her eyes quickly searched his. She didn't find what she was

| ooki ng for.

"You're right, Jenn. The ridicul ous nurder case is over. A nan |
respected and cared for got his brains blown apart.

Case closed, tine to nove on. Got a fortune to build."

"You know what | nean. You never should have invol ved yourself in that
thing in the first place. It wasn't your problem If you would just open
your eyes you'd realize that all of that was beneath you, Jack."

"And hardly convenient for you, right?"
Jack abruptly stood up. He was nore exhausted than any thing el se.

"Have a great life, Jenn. 1'd say |I'd see you around but | really can't
i magi ne that happening." He started to |eave.

She grabbed his sleeve. "Jack, will you please tell nme what | did that
was so awful ?"

He hesitated and then confronted her

"The fact that you even have to ask. Jesus Christ!" He shook his head
wearily. "You took a man's life, Jenn, a man you didn't even know, and
you destroyed it. And why did you do that? Because sonmething he did to
me 'inconveni enced’ you. So you took ten years worth of a career and
wiped it out. Wth one phone call. Never thinking about what it would do
to him his fanmly. He could ve blown his brains out, his wife could
have divorced himfor all you know. You didn't care about that. You
probably never even thought about that. And the bottomline is | could
never love, | could never spend ny life with someone who coul d do
something like that. If you can't understand that, if you really think
what You did wasn't wong, then that's all the nore reason why we need
to say good-bye right now W might as well flesh out the irreconcil able
di fferences before the weddi ng. Saves everybody a lot of tine and
trouble.”

He turned the handl e on the door and smled. "Everybody |I know woul d
probably tell me how crazy | amfor doing this. That you're the perfect
worman, smart, rich, beautiful-and you are all of those things, Jenn
They'd say we'd have 'a perfect life together. That we'd have
everything. How could we not be happy? But the thing is, | wouldn't
make you happy because | don't care about the things you do. | don't
care about the mllions in | egal business, or houses the size of
apartnent buildings or cars that cost a year's salary. | don't like this
house, | don't like your lifestyle, | don't like your friends. And I
guess the bottomline is, | don't like you. And right now I' m probably
the only man on the planet who would say that. But |I'ma pretty sinple
guy, Jenn, and the one thing |I'd never do to you is lie. And let's face
it, in a couple of days, about a dozen guys a |lot better suited to you



than Jack Graham are going to be knocking on your door. You won't be
| onely."

He | ooked at her and felt a grinmace of pain as he observed the absol ute
astoni shnent on her face.

"For what it's worth, anybody who asks, you dunped ne.
Not up to the Bal dwi n standard. Unworthy. Goo&bye, Jenn."

She still stood there several minutes after he left. A series of
enotions conpeted for space across her face, none, in the end, w nning
out. Finally she fled the room The sounds of her high heels against the
mar bl e fl oor di sappeared as she hurried up the carpeted stairs.

For a few seconds nore the library was quiet. Then the desk chair swing
around and Ransoned Bal dwi n eyed t he doorway where his daughter had been
st andi ng.

JACK CHECKED THE PEEPHOLE, HALF- EXPECr I NG TO SEE JENni fer Bal dwi n
standing there with a gun. H s eyebrows rai sed a notch when he saw who
it was.

Seth Frank wal ked in, shrugged off his coat, and | ooked around
appreciatively at Jack's cluttered little apartnment. -Man, this brings
back menories of another time in ny life, | can tell you."

"Let nme guess. Delta House 175. You were vice President in charge of bar
operations.”

Frank grinned. "Closer to the truth than |I'd care to adnit.

Enjoy it while you can, my friend. Wthout meaning to sound politically
incorrect, a good wonan will not allow YOU to continue such an
exi stence. "

"Then I mght be in luck."

Jack disappeared into the kitchen and cane back with a brace of Sam
Adanses.

They settled into the furniture with their drinks. -Trouble in
wedded- bl i ss-to-be-1and, counsel or?"

"On a scale of one to ten, a one or a ten depending on your
perspective."

,Why am | thinking that it's not the Baldwin gal that's entirely gotten
to you?"

"Don't you ever stop being a detective?"
"Not if I can help it. You want to talk about it?"

jack shook his head. 111 might bend your ear another night, but not
toni ght."

Frank shrugged. "Just let ne know, I'Il bring the beer."
Jack noticed the package on Frank's |ap. "Present?"

Frank took out the tape. "I'm assum ng you've got a VCR under sone of
this junk?



AS THE VI DEO CAME ON FRANK LOOKED AT JACK

"Jack, this is definitely not Grated. And I'mtelling you up front, it
shows everything including what happened to Luther. You up to it? Jack
paused for a monent. "You think we mght see sonmething in here that'l
catch whoever did it?"

"That's what |'m hoping. You knew hima lot better than I did. Maybe
you'll see sonething | don't."

"Then I"'mup to it. Even forewarned, Jack was not prepared. Frank
wat ched himclosely as the nonent grew cl oser. Wen the shot rang Qut he
saw Jack involuntarily jerk back, his eyes wide in horror

Frank cut off the video. "Hang in there, | warned you."

Jack was slunped over in his chair. H's breathing was irregular, his
forehead clammy. His entire body shuddered for an instant and then he
slowy cane around. He w ped his forehead.

"Jesus Christ!"

Fl anders's passing remark to the Kennedy exanpl e had not been
i nappropriate. "W can stop right now, Jack.Jack's lips set in a firm
line. -The hell we can!"

JACK H'T THE REW ND ONE MORE Tl ME. THEY HAD GONE t hrough the tape about
a dozen tines now. Watching his friend' s head virtually expl ode was not
getting any easier to watch. The only nmitigating factor was that Jack's
anger was increasing with each vi ew ng.

Frank shook his head. "You knowit's too bad the guy wasn't filming the
other way. W mght've gotten a flash fromthe shooter. | guess that
woul d' ve been too easy. Hey you got any coffee? | have a hard tine

t hi nki ng Wt hout caffeine.”

"CGot some pretty fresh stuff in the pot, you can bring me a cup. D shes
are over the sink."

When Frank returned with the steam ng cups, Jack had rewound the tape to
a denonstrative Alan Richnond saying his piece on the inpronptu stage
out si de the courthouse.

"That guy's a dynanp."
Frank | ooked at the screen. "I net himthe other day."

"Yeah? Me too. That was in nmy |'mmarrying-into-therich-and-fanous-set
days. "

"What' d you think of the guy?"

Jack gul ped his coffee, reached for a bag of peanut butter crackers that
lay on the couch, offered one to Frank, who took it and then put his
feet up on the rickety coffee table.

The detective was slipping easily back into the | ess-structured domain
of bachel or hood.

Jack shrugged. "I don't know. | nean he's the President.
I always thought he was presidential. What do you think of hinP"

"Smart. Really smart. The kind of smart you want to be real careful not



to get into a battle of wits with unless you're real sure about your own
abilities."

"l guess it's a good thing he's on America's side.”
"Yeah." Frank | ooked back at the screen. "So anything grab your eye?"

Jack punched a button on the renote. "One thing. Check this out." The
video | eapt forward. The figures jerked around |ike actors in a silent
novi e.

"Watch this."

The screen showed Lut her stepping out of the van. Hi s eyes were turned
toward the ground; the manacles were obviously making it difficult for
himto wal k. Suddenly, a column of people noved into the video, |ed by
the President.

Luther was partially obscured. Jack froze the frane.
"Look. "

Frank scrutinized the screen, absently nunching peanul butter crackers
and draining his coffee. He shook his head.

Jack | ooked at him "Look at Luther's face. You can see it right between
the suits. Look at his face."

Frank bent forward, al nost touching the screen with his face. He
recoil ed, his eyes w de.

"Dam, | ooks like he's saying sonething."
"No, it looks like he's saying sonething to sonebody."

Frank | ooked across at Jack. "You're saying he's recognized sonebody,
I'i ke maybe the guy who popped hi nP"

"Under the circunstances, | don't think he'd just be naking casua
conversation with some stranger."

Frank | ooked back at the screen, studying it intently. Finally he shook

his head. "We're going to need sone special talents on this." He rose.
"Cone on."

Jack grabbed his coat. "Were to?"

Frank smiled as he rewound the tape and then put on his hat.

"Well first |I'mgonna buy us sonme dinner. |'mmarried, and |I'm al so

ol der and fatter than you. Consequently, crackers for dinner don't cut
it. Then we're going down to the station. |'ve got sonebody | want you

to neet."

TWO HOURS LATER SETH FRANK AND JACK WALKED | NTO THE M ddl et on Police
Station, their bellies lined with surf and turf and a couple slices of
pecan pie. -Laura Sinon was in the |ab; the equi pnent was al ready set

up.

After introductions, Laura popped the tape in. The inmages sprung to life
on a forty-six-inch screen in the corner of the |ab. Frank
fast-forwarded to- the appropriate spot.

"There," Jack pointed, "right there."



Frank froze the tape.

Laura sat at a keyboard and typed in a series of commands. On the
screen, the part of the frane containing Luther's inage was bl ocked out
and then nagnified in increasingly |arge degrees, like a balloon being
bl own up. Tnis process continued until Luther's face -seened to span the
entire forty-six inches.

"That's as far as | can take it." Laura spun her chair around and nodded
to Frank. He pushed a button on the renpte and the screen again cane to
life.

The audi o was choppy; screans, shouts, traffic noise and the bl ended
sounds of hundreds of people served to make what Luther was saying
i nconprehensi bl e. They watched as his |lips nmoved open and cl osed.

"He's pissed. Watever he's saying he is not happy."

Frank pulled out a cigarette, got a dirty ook from Sinmon and put it
back in his pocket.

"Anybody read |ips?" Laura | ooked at each of them
Jack stared at the screen. Wat the hell was Luther saying?

The |1 ook on his face. Jack had seen that once before, if he could only
renenber when. It had been recently, he was sure of it.

"You see sonething we don't?" Frank asked. Jack | ooked over to see Frank
staring at him

Jack shook his head, rubbed his face. "I don't know.
There's sonmething there, | just can't place it."

Frank nodded to Sinon to cut off the equi pnent. He stood up and
stretched. "Well, sleep on it. Anything comes to you, let ne know.
Thanks for coming in, Laura."

The two men wal ked out together. Frank gl anced over at Jack, then
reached across and felt behind his neck. "Jesus, you are a stress
grenade ready to expl ode."

"Christ, | don't know why | should be. The woman | was supposed to nmarry
I"mnot, the wonan | wanted to nmarry just told ne to get out of her
life, and I'mreasonably sure |'mnot going to have a job in the

nmorni ng. Ch, not to mention, soneone nurdered a person | cared a |ot
about and we're probably never going to find out who it is. Hell, ny
life couldn't get any nore perfect, could it?"

"Wl I, maybe you' re due for sone good hick.Jack unl ocked his Lexus.
"Yeah, hey if you know anyone who wants an al nost-brand-new car, let ne
know. "

Frank's eyes tw nkled as he | ooked at Jack. "Sorry, nobody |I know could
afford it."

Jack smiled back. "Me either."”

DR™NG BAcK, JAck LooKED AT Fus CAR CLOCIC IT WAS AL nost nidnight. He
passed the offices of Patton, Shaw, |ooked up at, the stretch of
darkened offices and wheeled his car around, turning into the garage. He
slid his security card in, waved to the security canera posted outside



the garage door, and a few nminutes later was in the el evator heading up

He didn't know exactly why he was here. H s days at Patton, Shaw were
now cl early numbered. Wthout Baldwin as a client, Kirksen would ride
himout on a rail. He felt alittle sorry for Lord. He had prom sed the
man protection: But he wasn't going to marry Jennifer Baldwin sinply to
ensure Lord's mammot h draw check. And the nman had |ied to hi m about
Barry Alvis's departure fromthe firm But Lord would | and on his feet.
Jack hadn't been ki dding about his faith in the man's resiliency. A
nunber of firms would snap himup in a New York mnute. Lord's future
was far nore assured than Jack's.

The el evator doors opened and Jack stepped into the fums |obby. The
wal | lights were on | ow and the shadowy effect ,0 cornwoul d have been a
little unnerving if he hadn't been r pletely preoccupied with his

t houghts. He wal ked down the hallway toward his office, stopped at the
kitchen and grabbed a glass of soda. Ordinarily, even at nmidnight, there
were a few people beating their brains out over sone inpossible
deadl i ne. Tonight there was only stone-cold silence.

Jack turned on his light and cl osed his office door. He | ooked around at
the domain of his personal partnership. H's kingdom if only for another
day. It was inpressive. The furniture was tastefully expensive, the
carpet and wall coverings |uxurious. He went down his |ine of diplonas.
Sone hardearned, others freebies that you got for just being al awyer

He noticed that the scattered papers had been picked up, the work of the
meti cul ous and sonetimes overzeal ous cl eaning crew who were used to
attorney sl oppiness and the occasional M -blown tantrum

He sat down, |eaned back in his chair. The soft |eather was nore
confortable than his bed. He could visualize Jennifer talking with her
father. Ransoned Baldwin's face would flane red at what he woul d perceive
as an unforgivable insult to his precious little girl. The man woul d

lift the phone tonorrow norning and Jack's corporate career would be
over.

And Jack couldn't have cared less. His only regret was not instigating
that result sooner. Hopefully PD woul d take hi mback. That was where he
bel onged anyway. No one could stop himfromdoing that. No, his rea
troubl es had started when he had tried being sonmething and soneone he
wasn't.

He woul d never nmake that m stake again.

Hs attention shifted to Kate. Were would she go? Had she really been
serious about quitting her job? Jack recalled the fatalistic |ook on
her face and concluded that, yes, she had been quite serious. He had

pl eaded with her once nore.

Just |ike four years before. Pleaded with her not to go, not to | eave
his life again. But there was sonething there he could not break
through. Maybe it was the enormous guilt she carried. Maybe she sinmply
did not love him Had he ever really addressed that possibility? The
fact was he hadn't. Consciously had not. The possi bl e answer scared the
hell out of him But what did it matter now?

Lut her dead; Kate leaving. His |life hadn't really changed all that nuch,
despite all the recent activity. The Whitneys were finally,
irreversibly, gone fromhim

He | ooked at the pink pile of nessages on his desk. Al routine. Then he



hit a button on his phone to check his voice mail, which he hadn't done
in a couple of days. Patton, Shaw let their clients have their choice of
the antiquated witten phone nessage or the technol ogically advanced

voi ce mail.

The nore demanding clients |loved the latter. At |east then they didn't
have to wait to scream at you.

There were two calls from Taff Crinson. He would find Taff another
| awyer. Patton, Shaw was too expensive for himanyway. There were
several Baldwin-related matters. Right.

Those could wait for the next guy Jennifer Baldwin set her |aser sights
on. The last nessage jolted him It was a wonman's voice. Snall,
hesitant, elderly, clearly unconfortable with the conce of voice mail.
Jack played it back again.

, Pt

"M. Graham you don't know me. My nane is Edwi na Broone. | was a friend
of Luther Wiitney." Broone? The nane was fanmiliar. The nessage
continued. "Luther told nme that if anything happened to himl was to
wait a little bit and then | was to send the package on to you. He told
me not to open it and | didn't. He said it was |ike a Pandora's box. If
you | ooked you m ght get hurt. God rest his soul, he was a good man,
Luther was. | hadn't heard fromyou, not that | expected to. But it just
occurred to me that | should call and nake sure that you got the thing.
I'"ve never had to send sonething |like that before, overnight delivery
they call it.

And | think | did it right, but | don't know If you didn't get it,
pl ease call ne. Luther said it was very inportant. And Luther never said
anything that wasn't true."

Jack listened to the phone nunber and wote it down. He checked the tinme
of the call. Yesterday norning. He quickly searched his office. There
was no package lurking there. He jogged down the hallway to his
secretary's workstation.

There was no package there either. He went back to his office. My God, a
package from Lut her. Edwi na Broone? He put his hand through his hair,
assaul ted his scalp, forced hinself to think. Suddenly the nane cane to
him The not her of the woman who had killed herself Frank had told him
about her. Luther's alleged partner.

Jack picked up the phone. It seened to ring for an eternity.
"H hell 0?" The voi ce-was sl eepy, distant.
"Ms. Broone? This is Jack Graham |'msorry for calling you so late."

"M . Gahan?" The voice was no |longer sleepy. It was alert, sharp. Jack
coul d al nost envision her sitting up in bed, clutching at her nightgown,
| ooki ng anxi ously at the phone receiver

"I"'msorry, | just got your message. | didn't get the package, Ms.
Broorme. Wen did you send it?"

"Let nme think for a mnute." Jack could hear the | abored breathing. "Wy
it was five days ago, counting today."

Jack thought furiously. "Do you have the receipt with a nunber on it?"



"The man gave ne a piece of paper. I'll have to go get it."
"I wait."

He tapped his fingers against his desk, tried to stop his mnd from
flying apart. Just hold 0,4 Jack Just hold on

"I've got it right here, M. Graham"

"Please call me Jack. Did you send it by Federal Express?"
"That's right. Yes."

"Al'l right, what's the tracki ng nunber?"

"The what ?"

"I''"'m.Porry. The nunber on the upper-right-hand corner of the piece of
paper. It should be a long series of nunbers."”

"Ch Yes." She gave it to him He scribbled the nunbers down, read them
back to her to confirmit. He also had her confirmthe address of the
law firm

"Jack, is this very serious? | nean Luther dying the way he did and
all."

"Has anyone call ed you, anyone you don't know? Besides ne?"
" No.

"Wll if they do | want you to call Seth Frank, M ddleton Police
Depart nment . "

"I know him"
"He's a good guy, Ms. Broone. You can trust him"
"A'l right, Jack."

He hung up and phoned Federal Express. He coul d heav the conputer keys
clicking on the other end of the I|ine.

The fenal e voice was professional and concise. "Yes, M. Gaham it was
delivered at the |aw offices of Patton, Shaw & Urd on Thursday at
ten-oh-tWO A.m and signed for by a Ms. Lucinda Alvarez."

"Thank you. | guess it's around here somewhere." Bew | dered, he was
about to hang up.

"Has there been sone special problemw th this package delivery, M.
G ahan?"

Jack | ooked puzzl ed. "Special problen? No, why?"

"Well, when | pulled up the delivery history of this package it shows
that we already had an inquiry about it earlier today."

Jack's whol e body tensed. "Earlier today? Wat tinme?"
"Six-thirty PP.m"
"Did they | eave a name?"

"Well, that's the unusual part. According to ny records, that person



also identified hinself as Jack G aham" Her tone nmde it clear she was
far fromcertain of Jack's real identity.

Jack felt a chill invade every part of his body.

He slowy hung up the phone. Sonebody el se was very interested in this
package, whatever it was. And soneone knew it was comng to him His
hands were shaki ng as he picked up the phone again. He quickly dialed
Set h Frank, but the detective had gone hone. The person woul d not give
out Frank's hone phone, and Jack had |l eft that nunber back at his
apartnent. After sone prodding by Jack the person tried the detective's
hone, but there was no answer. He swore under his breath. A quick cal
to directory assistance was usel ess; the home nunber was nonpub

Jack | eaned back in his chair, the breaths conming a little nore rapidly.
He felt his chest where his heart suddenly threatened to expl ode through
his shirt. He had al ways consi dered hinself a possessor of above-average
courage. Now he wasn't so sure.

He forced hinmself to focus. The package had been delivered. Lucinda had
signed for it. The routine at Patton, Shaw was precise; mail was vitally
important to law firns. Al overnight packages woul d be given to the
firms in-house gofer teamto be distributed with the day's other mail.
They brought it around in a cart. They all knew where Jack's office was.
Even if they didn't, the firmprinted out a map that was routinely
updated. So |ong as you used the correct map ..

Jack raced to the door, flung it open and sprinted down the hallway.
Conpl etely unbeknownst to him around the corner, in the opposite
direction, a light had just cone on in Sandy Lord's office.

Jack clicked on the light in his old office and the room qui ckly cane
into focus. He frantically searched the desktop, then pulled out the
chair to sit down and his eyes cane to rest on the package. Jack picked
it up. He instinctively | ooked around, noted the open blinds and
hurriedly shut them

He read t he package | abel: Edwi na Broonme to Jack Graham This was it.
The package was boxy, but light. It was a box within a box, that's what
she had said. He started to open it, then stopped. They knew t he package
had been delivered here. They? That was the only | abel he could think
to apply. If dtey knew the package was here, had in fact called about it
this very day, what would they do? |If whatever was inside was that
inmportant and it had al ready been opened, presumably they woul d al ready
know about it. Since that hadn't happened, what would they do?

Jack sprinted back down the hallway to his office, the package held
tightly under his arm He flung on his coat, grabbed his car keys off
hi s desk, al nobst knocking over his half-enpty glass of soda, and turned
to go out. He stopped col d.

A noise. He couldn't tell fromwhere; the sound seened to echo softly
down the hallway, |ike water |apping through a tunnel. It wasn't the
el evator. He was sure he woul d have heard the el evator. But would he
really? It was a big place

The background noi se produced by that node of transportati on was so
everyda , would he have even noticed it? And he

'Y had been on the phone, all his attention had been so concentrat ed.
The truth was he couldn't be sure. Besides it mght just be one of the
Enmi s attorneys, dropping in to work or pick up sonething. Al his



instincts told himthat conclusion was the wong one. But this was a
secure building. But then again how secure could any public building be?
He softly closed his office door

There it was again. His ears strained topic@up its location w thout
success. \Woever it was, they were noving slowy, stealthily. No one who
wor ked here would do that. He inched over to the wall and turned off the
fight, waited for an instant and then carefully opened the door.

He peered out. The hallway was clear. But for how | ong?

Hi s tactical problemwas obvious. The firms office space was configured
such that if he started down one way he was nore or less comritted to
that path. And he would be totally exposed, the hallways were absolutely
devoi d of furnishings.

If he met whoever it was going that way, he wouldn't have a chance.

A practical consideration struck himand he | ooked around the darkness
of his office. H's gaze finally fell upon a heavy, granite paperweight,
one of the many kni ckknacks he bad received upon naeking partner. It
could do sone real damage if wielded properly. And Jack was confident he
could do so. If he was going dowmn he wouldn't nake it easy for them

That fatalist approach helped to stiffen his resolve and he waited

anot her few seconds before venturing out into the hallway, closing the
door behind him Woever it was probably woul d have to make a
door-to-door search to find his office

He crouched | ow as he cane to a corner. Now he desperately wi shed the

office was in total darkness. He took a deep breath and peered around.
The way was clear, at least for now He thought quickly. If there was

nmore than one intruder, they would probably split up, cut their search
time in half. Wuld they even know if he was in the building?

Maybe he had been foll owed here. That thought was especially troubling.
They might even at this nmonment be circling him coming from both ways.

The sounds were closer now. Footsteps-he coul d nake out at |east one
pair. His hearing was now raised to its highest |evel of acuteness. He
coul d al nost nmake out the person's breathing, or at |east he inmgi ned he
could. He had to nake a choice. And his eyes finally fell upon sonething
on the wall, sonmething that gl eaned back at him the fire alarm

As he was about to nake a run for it, a leg came around the corner at
the other end of the hallway. Jack jerked back, not waiting for the rest
of the body to catch up with the linmb. He wal ked as swiftly as he could
in the opposite direction. He turned the corner, nmade his way down the
hall, and cane to a stairwell door. He jerked it open and a |oud creak
hit himfull in the face.

He heard the sounds of running feet.

"Shit! " Jack slamed the door closed behind himand clattered down the
stairs.

A man hurtled around the corner. A black ski nask covered his face. A
pistol was in his right hand.

An office door opened and Sandy Lord, dressed in his undershirt, with
his pants hal fway off, stunbled out and accidentally plowed into the
man. They went down hard. Lord's flailing hands instinctively gripped
the mask, pulling it off.



Lord Tolled to his knees, sucking in blood fromhis battered nose.

"What the goddamm hell is going on? Who the hell are you?" Lord angrily
| ooked eye-to-eye with the man. Then Lord saw the gun and froze.

TimCollin | ooked back at him shaking his head half in disbelief, half
in disgust. There was no way around it now.

He raised his gun
"Jesus Chri st! Pl ease no!" Lord wailed and fell back

The gun fired and bl ood spurted fromthe very center of the undershirt.
Lord gasped once, his eyes glazed and his body | anded back agai nst the
door. It fell the rest of the way open to reveal the nearly naked figure
of the young legislative liaison, who stared in shock at the dead

| awyer. Collin swore under his breath. He | ooked at her. She knew what
was coning, he could see it inthe terTor-filled eyes.

Wong place, wong tine. Sorry | ady.

Hi s gun expl oded a second tinme and the inpact knocked her sl ender body
back into the room Her |egs splayed, her fingers clenched, she stared
bl ankly at the ceiling; her night of pleasure turned abruptly into her
| ast night on earth.

Bill Burton ran up to his kneeling partner and surveyed the carnage wth
incredulity, which was quickly replaced with anger

"Are you fucking crazy!" he expl oded.
They saw ny face, what the hell was | supposed to do?
Make them pronmise not to tell? Fuck it!"

Both men's nerves were at their breaking point. Collin gripped his gun
har d.

"Where is he? Was it G ahan?" Burton demanded
"l think so. He went down the fire stairs.”
"So he's gone."

Collin | ooked at himand then stood up. "Not yet. | didn't waste two
peopl e just so he could get away." He started to take off. Burton
gr abbed him

"Gve nme your gun, Tim"
"Coddanmit, Bill, are you nuts?"

Burton shook his head, pulled out his piece and handed it to him He
took Collins weapon.

"Now go get him 1'll try to do sone damage control here."
Collin ran to the door and then disappeared down the stairs.

Burton | ooked at the two dead bodi es. He recogni zed Sandy Lord and
sucked in his breath sharply. "Goddam.

Goddarim" he said again. He turned and went quickly to Jack's office.
Trailing his sprinting partner, he had found it right at the nonent



the' first shot rang out. He opened the door and turned on the light. He
surveyed the interior quickly. The guy woul d have the package with him
That was clear. Richnond had been right about Edwi na Broone's

i nvol venent. Witney had entrusted her with the package.

Shit, they had been so close. Wo knew G aham or anybody el se woul d be
here this late?

He made another sweep of the rooms contents with his eyes. They went
past and slowy came back to the desk. H's plan cane together in a few
seconds. Finally, something mght be going their way. He noved toward
t he desk.

JACK REACHED THE FI RST FLOOR AND YANKED ON THE DOORknob. It didn't
budge. Hi s heart sank. They had had trouble with this before. Routine
fire drills and the doors had been | ocked. The buil di ng managenent said
they had fixed the problem Right! Only now their mistake could cost
himhis Iife. And not from any inferno.

He | ooked back up the stairs. They were conming fast, silence

was no |onger an issue. Jack raced back up the stairs to the

second floor, prayed silently before he grabbed the knob and a rush of
relief swept over himas it turned in his sweating hand. He turned the
corner, hit the el evator bank, pushed the button. He checked his
backside, ran to the far corner and crouched down out of sight.

Cone on! He could hear the el evator heading up. But then an awful

t hought ran through his m nd. Wioever was followi ng himcould be on that
el evator. Could have figured what Jack would try to do and attenpt to
checkmate him

The car halted on his floor. At the instant the doors opened Jack heard
the fire door smash against the wall. He junped for the car, slid in

bet ween the doors and crashed agai nst the back of the elevator. He |eapt
up and hit the button for the garage.

Jack felt the presence inmediately, the slightly el evated breathing. He
saw a flash of black, then the gun. He hurled the paperweight, and threw
himsel f into the corner.

He heard a grunt of pain as the doors finally closed.

He ran through the dark underground parki ng garage, found his car and a
few nmonents | ater he was through the automatic door and hit the

accel erator. The car raced up the street. Jack | ooked back. Nothing. He
| ooked at hinself in the mirror. H's face was drenched with sweat. Hi s
entire body was one |arge knot, He rubbed his shoul der where he had
slamed into the elevator wall. Jesus, that had been so close. So close.

As he drove he wondered where he could go. They knew him knew all about
himit seened. He clearly couldn't go home. \Were then? The police? No.
Not until he knew who was after him Wo had been able to kill Luther
despite all the cops. Wo seenmed to al ways know what the cops knew.

For tonight he would stay soneplace in town. He had his credit cards. In
the nmorning, first thing in the norning, he would hook up with Frank
Everyt hi ng woul d be okay then.

He eyed the box. But tonight he would see what had al nost cost himhis
life.

RussELL LAY UNDERNEATH THE sHEETs. RI CHMOND HAD JUST fi ni shed on top of
her. And without a word he had clinbed off and |l eft the room her sole



purpose brutally fulfilled. She rubbed her wists where he had cl enched
them She could feel the abrasions. Her breasts hurt where he had naul ed
them Burton's warning canme back to her. Christine Sullivan, too, had
been mangl ed, and not just by the agents' bullets.

She slowy noved her head back and forth, fought to hold back the tears.
She had wanted this so badly. Had wanted Al an Ri chnond to rmake | ove to
her; she had imagined it would be so romantic, so idyllic. Two
intelligent, powerful and dynam c people. The perfect couple. How
wonderful it should have been. And then the vision of the man startled
her back to reality; pounding away at her, with no nore enotion on his
features than if he had been masturbating alone in the toilet with the
| at est Pent house. He had never even kissed her; had never even spoken
He had just pulled off her clothes as soon as she cane in the bedroom
sunk his hardened flesh into her and now he was gone. It had all taken
barely ten minutes. And now she was al one. Chief of Staff!

Chi ef Whore nore like it.

She wanted to scream out | fucked you! You bastard! | fucked you in
that roomthat night and there wasn't a damm thing you could do about it
you sonof abi t ch.

Her tears wet the pillow and she cursed herself for breaking down and
crying yet again. She had been so sure of her abilities, so confident
that she could control him God, she had been so wong. The man had
people killed. Walter Sullivan. Walter Sullivan had been kill ed,
murdered, with the know edge, indeed the bl essing, of the President of
the United States. Wien Richnond had told her she couldn't believe it.
He said he wanted to keep her fully informed. Fully terrified was nore
like it. She had no idea what he was up to now. She was no | onger a
central part of this campaign and she thanked God that she wasn't.

She sat up in bed, pulled the ripped nightgown over her quivering body.
Shane rocked her again, nonmentarily. O course she was now his persona
whore. And his consideration for that was his unspoken prom se not to
crush her. But was that all? Was that really all?

She huddl ed the bl anket around her and | ooked into the darkness of the
room She was an acconplice. But she was al so sonething nore. She was a
wi tness. Luther Whitney had al so been a witness. And now he was dead.
And Ri chnond had cal My ordered the execution of one of his ol dest and
dearest friends. If he could do that, what was her life worth?

The answer to that question was shockingly clear.

She bit into her hand until it hurt. She | ooked at the doorway through
whi ch he had di sappeared. Was he in there? in the dark, |istening?

t hi nki ng about what to do with her? A cold shudder of fear grabbed her
and did not |eave. She was caught. For once in her life she had no
options. She wasn't sure if she would even survive.

JACK DROPPED THE BOX ON THE BED, TOOK OFF H S COAT, | ooked out the
wi ndow of his hotel room and then sat down.

He was pretty sure he hadn't been foll owed. He had gotten out of the
buil ding so fast. He had renmenbered, at the last minute, to ditch his
car. He didn't really know who was pursuing him but he assumed they
wer e sophi sticated enough to trace his car's whereabouts.

He checked his watch. The cab had dropped himoff at the hotel barely
fifteen mnutes ago. It was a nondescript place, a hotel where tourists



on the cheap would stay and then wander around the city to get their
fill of the country's history before heading back hone. It was out of
the way but then he wanted out of the way.

Jack | ooked at the box and then decided he had waited | ong enough. A few
seconds later he had it open and was staring at the object inside the
pl asti c bag.

A knife? He looked at it nore closely. No, it was a |l etter opener, one
of the ol d-fashioned kind. He held the bag by its ends and exam ned the
object mnutely. He wasn't a trained forensic specialist, and thus he
didn't register that the black crustings on the handl e and bl ade were
actually very old, dried blood. Nor was he aware of the fingerprints
that existed within the |eather.

He lay the bag carefully down and | eaned back in the chair. This had
sonmething to do with the wonan's nurder.

O that he was certain. But what? He |ooked at it again. This was
obviously an inportant piece of physical evidence. It hadn't been the
mur der weapon; Christine Sullivan had been shot. But Luther had thought
it critically inportant.

Jack jerked straight up. Because it identified who had killed Christine
Sul livan! He grabbed the bag and held it up to the Iight, his eyes
searching every inch of space. Now he could dimy rmake themout, like a
swirl of black threads

Prints. This had the person's fingerprints on it. Jack | ooked at the
bl ade closely. Blood. On the handle too. It had to be.

What had Frank said? He struggled to recall. Sullivan had possibly
st abbed her attacker. In the armor the leg with a letter opener, the
one in the bedroom photo. At |east that was one of the detective's
theories he had shared with Jack

What Jack held in his hand seenmed to bear that anal ysis out.
He carefully placed the bag back into the box and slid it under the bed.

He went over to the wi ndow and again | ooked out. The wi nd had picked up
The cheap wi ndow rattl ed and shook.

If only Luther would have told him confided in him But he was scared
for Kate. How had they made Luther believe Kate was in danger?

He t hought back. Luther had received nothing while in prison, Jack was
certain of that. So what then? Had whoever it was just wal ked up to
Luther and told himflat out: talk and your daughter dies? How would
they even know he had a daughter? The two hadn't been in the same room
with each other for years.

Jack lay down on the bed, closed his eyes. No, he was wong about that.
There was one time when that woul d have been possible. The day they had
arrested Luther. That would be the only time that father and daughter
woul d have been together. It was possible that, w thout saying anything,
someone could have nmade it crystal-clear to Luther, with just a | ook,
not hi ng nmore. Jack had handl ed cases that had been di sni ssed because

wi tnesses were afraid to testify. No one had ever said anything to them
It was solely intimdation by the unspoken word. A silent terror, there
was not hi ng new about that.

So who woul d' ve been there to do that? To deliver the nessage that had



made Lut her shut up like his nouth was stapled closed? But the only
peopl e who were there, as far as Jack knew, were the cops. Unless it was
the person who had taken a shot at Luther. But why woul d he hang around?
How coul d that person just waltz into the place, walk up to Luther, nake
eye contact, w thout anyone becom ng suspi ci ous?

Jack' s eyes shot open.

Unl ess that person were a cop. His i mediate thought hit himhard in the
chest.

Set h Frank.

He dismissed it quickly. There was no notive there, not a scintilla of
motive. For the. life of himhe couldn't inmagine the detective and
Christine Sullivan in any type of tryst and that's what this boiled down
to, didn't it? Sullivan's lover had killed her and Luther had seen the
whole thing. It couldn't be Seth Frank. He hoped to God it wasn't Seth
Frank because he was counting on the man to get himout of this mness.

But what if tomorrow norning Jack would be delivering the very thing
Frank had been desperately searching for?

He coul d have dropped it, left the room Luther comes out of his hiding
pl ace, picks it up and flees. It was possible. And the place sanitized
so clean a pro had to be behind it. A pro.

An experienced hom cide detective who knew exactly how to cl eanse a
crime scene.

Jack shook his head. No! Dammit no! He had to believe in sonething,
someone. It had to be sonmething el se. Soneone else. It had to be. He was
just tired. His attenpts at deduction were beconing |udicrous. Seth
Frank was no rmurderer.

He cl osed his eyes again. For now he believed he was safe. A few m nutes
|later he fell into an uneasy sl eep

THE MORNI NG WAS REFRESHI NGLY COLD, the CLOSE, TRAPPED air expunged by
the storm of the night before.

Jack was already up; he had slept in his clothes and they | ooked it. He
washed his face in the snmall bathroom snoothed down his hair, cut the
light off and went back into the bedroom He sat on the bed and | ooked
at his vatch. Frank would not be in yet, but it wouldn't be long now. He
pul l ed the box fromunder the bed, laid it beside him It felt like a
time bonb next to him

He flicked on the small color TV that sat in the corner of the room The
early-norning | ocal news was on. The perky blonde, no doubt aided by
substantial anmounts of caffeine as she waited for her break into prine
time, was recounting the top stories.

Jack expected to see the litany of various world trouble spots. The
M ddl e Fast was good for at |east a m nute each norning. Maybe Southern
Clifornia had had anot her quake.

The President fighting the Congress.

But there was only one top story this norning. Jack | eaned forward as a
pl ace he knew very well flashed across the screen

Patton, Shaw & Lord. The | obby of PS&L. What was the woman sayi ng?
Peopl e dead? Sandy Lord nurdered?



@unned down in his office? Jack |eaped across the room and turned up
the volune. He watched with increasing astoni shnent as tw n gumeys were
wheel ed out of the building. A picture of Lord flashed into the

upper -right-hand corner of the TV screen. Hi s distinguished career was
briefly recounted. But he was dead, unm stakably dead. In his office,
soneone had shot him

Jack fell back on the bed. Sandy had been there | ast night?

But who was the other person? The other one under that sheet? He
didn't know. Couldn't know that. But he believed he knew what had
happened. The nman after him the man with the gun. Lord nust have run
into him sonehow. They were after Jack and Lord had wal ked right into
it.

He turned off the TV and went back into the bathroom and ran cold water
over his face. H's hands shook, his throat had dried up. He coul d not
believe that this had all happened. So quickly. It had not been his
fault, but Jack could not help feeling enormously guilty for his
partner's death. Guilty, Re Kate had felt. It was a crushing enotion

He grabbed the phone and di al ed.
SETH Fkwk HAD BEEN AT H S OFFI CE FOR AN HOUR ALREADY.

A contact fromD.C. Homicide had tipped himto the twin slayings at the
law firm Frank had no idea if they were connected to Sullivan. But
there was a comon denom nator. A comon denoni nator that had given him
a throbbi ng headache and it was barely seven in the norning.

Hs direct line rang. He picked it up, his eyebrows arched in
sem di sbhel i ef.

"Jack, where the hell are you?"

There was a hard edge in the detective's tone that Jack had not expected
to hear.

"Good norning to you too."
"Jack, do you know what's happened?"
"I just saw it on the news. | was there |ast night, Seth.

They were after nme; | don't know exactly how but Sandy nust've wal ked
intoit and they killed him™"

"Who? Who killed hinP"

"I don't know | was at the office, | heard a noise. The next thing
know |I' m bei ng chased through the building by someone with a gun and
barely get out of there with nmy head intact. Do the police have any
| eads?"

Frank took a deep breath. The story sounded so fantastic.

He believed in Jack, trusted him But who could be absolutely certain
about anyone these days?

"Seth? Seth?"

Frank bit on his nail, thinking furiously. Depending on what he did next
one of two totally different events would take place. He nonmentarily



t hought of Kate Wiitney. The trap he had laid for her and her father. He
had still not gotten over that. He might be a cop, but he had been a
human being | ong before that. He trusted he still had sone docent hunman
qualities left.

"Jack, the police do have one lead, a real good lead in fact."
"Ckay, what is it?"
Frank paused, then said, "It's you, Jack. You're the |ead.

You're the guy the entire District police force is conbing the city for
right this very mnute."

The phone slowy slid down from Jack's hand. The bl ood seened to have
ceased flow ng through his body.

"Jack? Jack, goddanmmit talk to ne." The words of the detective did not
register.

Jack | ooked out the wi ndow. Qut there were people who wanted to kill him
and people who wanted to arrest himfor nurder.

"Jack!"
Finally, with an effort, Jack spoke. "I didn't kill anybody, Seth."
The words were spoken as though they were spilling down a drain, about

to be washed away.

Frank heard what he desperately wanted to hear. It wasn't the
words-guilty people alnpost always lied-it was the tone with which they
wer e spoken. Despair, disbelief, horror all rolled into one.

"l believe you, Jack," Frank said quietly.
"VWhat the hell's going on, Seth?"

"Fromwhat |'ve been told the cops have you on tape going into the
garage at around nidnight. Apparently Lord and a | adyfriend of his were
there before you."

"l never saw them"

"Well, I'"mnot sure that you necessarily would have." He shook his head
and continued. "Seens they were found not completely clothed, especially
the woman. | guess they had just finished doing it when they bought it."

"Ch God!"

"And agai n they have you on the video bl owi ng out of the garage
apparently right after they were killed."

"But what about the gun? Did they find the gun?”
They did. In a trash Dunpster inside the garage."
", And?"

"And your prints were on the gun, Jack. They were the only ones on the
gun. After they saw you on the videotape, the D.C. cops accessed your
fingerprints fromthe Virginia State Bar file. A nine-point hit |I'm
told."



Jack sl unped down in the chair.

"l never touched any gun, Seth. Sonebody tried to'kill me and | ran.
hit the guy, with a paperweight | pulled off my desk. That's all |
know. " He paused. "What do | do now?"

Frank knew that question was coming. In all honesty he wasn't sure what
to answer. Technically, the man he was speaking to was wanted for
murder. As a |aw enforcement officer, his action should have been
absolutely clear, only it wasn't.

"Wherever you are | want you to stay put. |'m gonna check this out. But
don@, under any circunstances, go anywhere. Call nme back in three
hours. Ckay?"

Jack hung up and pondered the matter. The police wanted himfor
murdering two people. His fingerprints were all over a weapon he had
never even touched. He was a fugitive fromjustice. He smled wearily,
then he stiffened slightly. A fugitive. And he had just hung up from
talking to a policeman.

Frank hadn't asked where he was. But they could have traced the call
They coul d have done that easily. Only Frank wouldn't do that. But then
Jack thought about Kate.

Cops never told the whole truth. The detective had suckered Kate. Then
he had felt sorry about it, or at |east he had said he had.

A siren bl ared outside and Jack's heart stopped for an instant. He raced
to the wi ndow and | ooked out but the patrol car kept on going until the
flashing |ights di sappear ed.

But they m ght be coming. They m ght be comng for himright now He
grabbed his coat and put it on. Then he | ooked down at the bed.

The box.

He had never even told Frank about the dammed thing. The nobst inportant
thing in his life last night, nowit had taken a back seat to something
el se.

"AREN T YOU BUSY ENOUGH OQUT THERE | N THE BOONI ES?"
Craig MIler was a D.C. homicide detective of |ong standing.

Big, with thick, wavy black hair and a face that betrayed his | ove of
fine whi skey. Frank had known himfor years. Their relationship was one
of friendship and the shared belief that nurder nust always be puni shed.

"Never too busy to come over to see if you ever got any good at this
detective stuff,” Frank replied, a wy grin on his face.

Mller smled. They were in Jack's office. The crinme unit was just
finishing up.

Frank | ooked around the spacious interior. Jack was a long way fromthis
kind of life now, he thought to hinmself MIler |ooked at him a thought
registering. "This Grahamfellow, he was involved in the Sullivan case
out your way, wasn't he?"

Frank nodded. "The suspect's defense counsel."

"That's right! Man, that's a pretty big swi ng. Defense counsel to
future defendant."” MIler sniled



"Who found the bodi es?"

"Housekeeper. She gets in around four in the norning.
"So any notive work its way through that big head of yours?"

Mller eyed his friend. "Come on. It's eight o' clock in the norning. You
drove all the way in here fromthe niddle of nowhere to pick nmy brain.
What's up?"”

Frank shrugged. "I don't know. | got to know the guy during the case.
Surprised the shit out of me to see his face on the norning news. |
don't know, it just stuck in nmy gut."

M1l er eyed himclosely for another few seconds and then decided not to
pursue it. , "The notive, it seens, is pretty clear. Walter Sullivan was
the deceased's bhiggest client. This fellow G aham wthout talking to
anybody at the firm junps in and represents the dude accused of
murdering the guy's wife. That, obviously, didn't sit too well with
Lord. Apparently, the two had a neeting at Lord's place. Maybe they
tried to work things out, maybe they just nade things worse."

"How d you get all the inside scoop?"

"Managi ng partner of the place.”" MIller flipped open his notebook
"Daniel J. Kirksen. He was real helpful on all the background shit."

"So how does that lead to Gahamcomng in here to pop two peopl e?"

"I didn't say it was preneditated. The video tinme tables show pretty
clearly that the deceased was here several hours before G aham showed

up. "

44S0OT, "So the two don't know the other's here, or maybe G aham sees
Lord's office light on when he's driving by. It overlooks the street,
it'd be easy enough to see soneone in the office."

"Yeah, except if the man and wonman were getting it on, |I'mnot sure
they'd be showcasing it to the rest of the city.

The blinds were probably down."

"Ri ght, but cone on, Lord wasn't in the best of shape so | doubt if they
were doing it the whole tine. In fact the office |light was on when they
were found and the blinds were partially open. Anyway, accidental or
not, the two run into each other here. The argument is rekindl ed. The
feelings accel erate, maybe threats are made. And barn. Heat of the
noment .

It could be it was Lord's gun. They struggle. G aham gets the piece away
fromthe old guy. Shot's fired. Whnan sees it all, she has to eat a
round too. Al over in a few seconds."

Frank shook his head. "Excuse nme for saying so, Craig, but that sounds
awfully farfetched."

"Ch yeah? Well we got the guy blowi ng out of here white as a sheet. The
camera got a clear shot of him |'ve seen it, there was no blood left in
the guy's face, Seth, I'mtelling you

"How come Security didn't come and check things out then?"

MI1ler laughed. "Security? Shit. Half the time those guys aren't even



| ooking at the nonitors. They got a tape backup you're lucky if they
even review on any consistent basis. Let nme tell you it is not hard to
get into one of these office buildings after hours."

"So maybe sonmebody did."
M1l er shook his, head, grinning. "Don't think so, Seth.

That's your problem You look for a conplicated answer when the sinple
one's staring you in the face."

"So where did this gun mysteriously appear fron®"
"A lot of people keep guns stashed in their office."
"Alot? Like hownmany is a lot, Craig?"

"You'd be surprised, Seth."

"Maybe | woul d!'" Frank shot back.

M1l er |ooked puzzled. "Wy do you have such a bug up your ass about
t hi s?"

Frank didn't look at his friend. He stared over at the desk

"I don't know. Like | said, | got to know the guy. He didn't seemlike
the type. So his prints were on the weapon?"

"Two perfect hits. Right thunb and i ndex. Never seen clearer ones."

Sonething in his friend's words jolted Frank. He was | ooking at the
desk. The highly polished surface had been defaced. The small water ring
was clearly visible.

"So where's the glass?"

"What's that?"

Frank pointed to the mark. "The glass that |left that mark.
Have you got it?"

M1l er shrugged and then chuckled. "I haven't checked the di shwasher in
the kitchen, if that's what you're asking. Be nmy guest."

MIller turned to sign off on a report. Frank took the opportunity to
check out the desk nmore closely. In the niddl e of the desk was a slight
dust ring. Sonething had been there.

Square in shape, about three inches across. The paperwei ght.
Frank sm | ed.

A few minutes |ater Seth Frank wal ked down the hal |l way.

The gun had perfect prints on it. Too perfect nore like it.
Frank had al so seen the weapon and the police report onit. A

.44 caliber, serial nunbers obliterated, untraceable. Just |ike the
weapon found next to Walter Sullivan

Frank had to allow hinself a smile. He had been right in what he had
done, or nore accurately, what he had not done.



Jack Graham had been telling the truth. He hadn't killed anybody.

"You KNOW BURTON, |'M BECOM NG A LITTLE TI RED OF HAving to devote so
much tine and attention to this matter. | do have a country to run in
case you've forgotten." Richnond sat in a chair in the Oval Ofice in
front of a blazing fire. H s eyes were closed; his fingers forned a
tight pyram d.

Bef ore Burton could respond, the President continued.

"Instead of having the object back safely in our possession, you have
managed only to contribute two nore entries to the city's honicide
fiasco, and Wiitney's defense attorney is out there somewhere with
possi bly the evidence to bury us all.

I"mabsolutely thrilled with the result."”

"Grahamis not going to. the police, not unless he's real fond of prison
food and wants a big, hairy man as his date for life." Burton stared
down at the notionl ess President.

The shit he, Burton, had gone through to save all their asses while this
prize stayed safely behind the Iines. And now he was criticizing. Like
the veteran Secret Service agent had really enjoyed seeing two nore

i nnocent peopl e die.

"l do congratulate you on that part. It showed qui ck thinking. However,
| don't believe we can rely on that as a long termsolution. If the
police do take Grahaminto custody he'|ll certainly produce the letter
opener, if he has it."

"But | bought us sone tine."
The President stood up, grabbed Burton's thick shoul ders.

"And in that time | know you will |ocate Jack G aham and persuade him
that taking any action detrinental to our interests would not be in his
best interests."

Do you want ne to tell himthat before or after | put a bullet in his
brai n?"

The President smiled grimy. "I'lIl leave that to your professiona
judgrment." He turned to his desk

Burton stared at the President's back. For one instant Burton visualized
punping a round fromhis weapon into the base of the President's neck
Just end the bullshit right here and now. If anyone ever deserved it
this guy did.

"Any idea where he m ght be, Burton?"

Burton shook his head. "No, but |'ve got a pretty reliable source.”
Burton didn't mention Jack's phone call to Seth Frank that norning.
Sooner or later Jack would reveal his location to the detective. And
then Burton woul d make his nove.

Burton took a deep breath. If you loved a pressure-filled challenge it
didn't get nuch better than this. It was the ninth running, the hone
teamwas up by one, there were two outs, one runner on, and a full count
on the bruiser at the plate.

Could Burton close it out or would they all watch as the white orb



di sappeared into the stands?

As Burton wal ked out the door, nore than a small part of him hoped it
was the latter.

SETH FRANK WAS WAI TI NG AT HI S DESK, STARI NG AT THE cl ock. As the second
hand swept past the twelve the phone rang.

Jack sat in the phone booth. He thanked God it was as cold as it was
out si de. The heavy, hooded parka he had bought that norning fit right in
with the bundl ed-up nmass of humanity. And still he had the overwhel m ng
i npression that everyone seened to be |ooking at him

Frank picked up on the background noi se. "Were the hell are you?
told you not to | eave wherever you were staying."

Jack didn't respond right away.
"Jack?"
"Look, Seth, |I@nnot real good at being a sitting duck

And I'mnot in a position where | can afford to conpletely rely on
anyone. Under st ood?"

Frank started to- nmake a protest, but then | eaned back in his chair. The
guy was right, flat-out right.

"Fair enough. Wuld you like to hear how they set you UPTI "I'm
|'istening.”

"You had a glass on your desk. Apparently you were drinking somet hing.
You renenber that?"

"Yeah, Coke, so what?"

"So whoever was after you ran into Lord and the wonman |ike you said and
they had to be popped. You got away. They knew the garage vi deo woul d
have you | eaving right about the tine of the deaths. They lifted your
prints off the glass and transferred themto the gun."

"You can do that?"

"You bet your ass, if you know what you're doing and you've got the

ri ght equi prent, which they probably found in the supply roomat your
firm If we had the glass we could show it was a forgery. Just as one
person's prints are uni que from another person's, your print on the gun
couldn't nmatch in every detail the print on the gl ass. Anpunt of
pressure applied and so on."

"Do the D.C. cops buy that explanation?"

Frank al nost | aughed. "I wouldn't be counting on that, Jack. | really
woul dn't. Al they want to do is bring you in.

They' Il let other people worry about everything else.”
"Great. So now what ?"

"First things first. Wiy were they after you in the first place?"
Jack al nost sl apped hinself He | ooked down at the box.

"I got a special delivery from someone. Edw na Broone.



It's something I think you'll get a real kick out of seeing."

Set h stood up, alnobst wi shing he could reach through the phone and
snatch it. "Wat is it?$, Jack told him

Bl ood and prints. Sinmon would have a field day. "I can neet you
anywhere, anytinme."

Jack thought rapidly. lronically, public places seemed to be nore
dangerous than private ones. "How about the Farragut West Metro station,
18th Street exit, around el even tonight?"

Frank jotted the information down. "I'I|l be there."

Jack hung up the phone. He would be at the Metro station before the
appoi nted tinme. Just in case. If he saw anything renotely suspicious he
was goi ng underground as far as he could. He checked his noney. The
dollars were dwi ndling.

And his credit cards were out for now He would risk hitting several ATM
machi nes. That would net hima few hundred.

That shoul d be enough, for a while.

He exited the phone booth, checked the crowd. It was the typical hurried
pace of Union Station. No one appeared the least bit interested in him
Jack jerked slightly. Coming his way were a pair of D.C. police

of ficers. Jack stepped back into the phone booth until they passed.

He bought some burgers and fries at the food court and then grabbed a
cab. Munchi ng down while the cab took himthrough the city, Jack had a
monent to reflect on his options. Once he got the letter opener to Frank
woul d his troubles really end? Presumably the prints and bl ood woul d
match up with the person in the Sullivan house that night.

But then Jack's defense counsel nentality took over. And that m nd-set
told himthere were clear, alnbst insurnountable obstacles in the path
of such a pristine resolution

First, the physical evidence may well be inconcl usive.

There may be no match because the person's DNA and prints may not be on
file anywhere. Jack again renmenbered the | ook on Luther's face that
night on the Mall. It was sonebody inportant, sonebody people knew. And
that was another obstacle. If you nade accusations agai nst a person |ike
that, you better make damm sure you could back it up or else your case
woul d never see the light of day.

Second, they were | ooking at a mammot h chai n-of - cust ody problem Coul d
they even prove the letter opener canme from Sullivan's honme? Sullivan
was dead; the staff mght not know for certain. Christine Sullivan had
presumably handled it. Perhaps her killer had possessed it for a short
period of tinme. Luther had kept it for a couple of nonths. Now Jack
had.it and woul d, hopefully, soon be passing it on to Seth Frank. It
finally struck Jack.

The letter opener's evidentiary value was zilch. Even if they could find
a match, a conpetent defense counsel would shred its adnmissibility.

Hel I, they probably wouldn't even get an indictnent based on it. Tainted
evi dence was no evi dence at all

He stopped eating and lay back in the grinmy vinyl seat.



But come on! They had tried to get it back! They had killed to get it
back. They were prepared to kill Jack to take possession of what he had.
It must be inportant to them deadly inportant. So regardless of its

| egal efficacy, it had value. And sonething val uabl e coul d be expl oited.
Maybe he had a chance.

IT WAS TEN O CLOCK WHEN JACK HI T THE ESCALATOR HEADI NG down into the
Farragut West Metro station. Part of the orange and blue |lines on the
Washi ngton Metrorail system Farragut West was a very busy station
during the day due to its close proximty to the downtown business area
with its nmyriad | aw and accounting firns, trade associations and
corporate offices. At ten o'clock in the evening, however, it was pretty
much deserted

Jack stepped off the escal ator and surveyed the area. The underground
Metro stations of the systemwere really huge tunnels with vaulted
honeyconbed ceilings and floors consisting of six-sided brick. A broad
corridor lined with cigarette advertisenents on one side and autonated
ti cket machines on the other culnminated in a kiosk that sat in the
center of the aisle with the turnstiles flanking it on either side. A
huge Metro map with its multicolored rail lines, and travel tine and
pricing information, stood against one wall next to the dual phone
boot hs.

One bored Metro enpl oyee | eaned back in his chair in the glass-encl osed
ki osk. Jack | ooked around and eyed the clock atop the ki osk. Then he

| ooked back toward the escal ator and froze. Com ng down the escal at or
was a police officer. Jack willed hinmself to turn as casually as
possi bl e and he passed along the wall until he reached the phone booth.
He flattened hinsel f agai nst the back of the booth, hidden behind its
barrier. He caught his breath and risked peering out. The officer
approached the ticket nachines, nodded to the Metro guy in the kiosk and
| ooked around the perinmeter of the station entrance. Jack drew back. He
woul d wait. The guy woul d nmove on shortly; he had to.

Time passed. A loud voice interrupted Jack's thoughts. He | ooked out.
Comi ng down the escal ator was a man, obviously honeless. His clothing
was in tatters, a thick bundl ed bl anket slung over one shoulder. His
beard and hair were nmatted and unkenpt. Hi s face weather-beaten and
strained. It was cold outside. The warnth of the Metro stations was

al ways a wel cone haven for the honel ess until they got run out. The iron
gates at the top of the escalators were to keep just such people out.

Jack | ooked around. The police officer had di sappeared.

Perhaps to check out the train platforms, shoot the breeze with the
ki osk guy. Jack | ooked in that direction. That man too had vani shed.

Jack | ooked back at the honel ess man, who was now crunpled in one
corner, inventorying his neager bel ongings, rubbing ungl oved hands back
and forth, trying to work circulation into |inbs stretched to their

br eaki ng point.

A pang of guilt hit Jack. The gauntlet of such people downtown was
staggering. A generous person could enpty their entire pockets in the
span of one city bl ock. Jack had done that, nore than once.

He checked the area one nore tine. No one. Another train would not
arrive for about fifteen minutes. He stepped out of the booth and | ooked
directly across at the man. He didn't seemto see Jack; his attention
was focused on his own little world far away fromnormal reality. But



then Jack thought, his own reality was no |onger normal, if it ever had
been.

Both he and the pathetic, nass across fromhimwere involved in their
own peculiar struggles. And death could claimeither of them at any
time. Except that Jack's dem se woul d probably be sonewhat nore violent,
somewhat nore sudden. But maybe that was preferable to the lingering
death awaiting the other.

He shook his head clear. Thoughts like that were doing himno good. If
he were going to survive this he had to renmain focused, he had to
bel i eve he would outlast the forces narshal ed agai nst him

Jack started forward and then stopped. Hi s bl ood pressure al npst
doubl ed; the sudden netabolic change he was experiencing left him
|'i ght - headed

The honel ess man was wearing new shoes. Soft-soled, brown |eathers,

whi ch probably cost over a hundred and fifty bucks. They were reveal ed
fromout of the nmass of filthy clothing Iike a shiny blue dianond on a
bed of white sand.

And now the nman was | ooking up at him The eyes | ocked on Jack's face.
They were fam liar. Beneath the depths of winkles, filthy hair and

wi nd- burnt cheeks, he had seen those eyes before; he was sure of it. The
man was now rising off the floor. He seened to have much nore energy
than when he first staggered in.

Jack frantically | ooked around. The place was as enpty as a tonb. His
tonmb. He | ooked back. The man had already started toward him Jack
backed up, clutching the box to his chest. He thought back to his narrow
escape in the elevator' The gun. He woul d see that gun appearing soon

It would be pointed right at him

Jack backed down the tunnel toward the kiosk. The nman's hand was goi ng
underneath his coat, a torn and beaten behenpth that spilled its wool en
guts with every step. Jack | ooked around. He heard approachi ng
footsteps. He | ooked back at the man, decidi ng whether he should make a
run for the train or not. Then he cane into sight.

Jack al nbst screaned in relief.

The police officer rounded the corner. Jack ran to him pointing back
down the tunnel at the honel ess man who now stood stock-still, in the
nm ddl e of the corridor

"That man; he's not a honel ess person. He's an inposter."

The chance of him being recognized by the cop had crossed Jack's m nd
al t hough the young cop's features didn't betray any such realization

"What ?" The bewi | dered cop stared at Jack

"Look at his shoes." Jack realized he was making little sense, but how
could he when he couldn't tell the cop the whole story?

The cop | ooked down the tunnel, saw the honel ess man standing there, his
face turned into a grimace. In his confusion he retreated to the nornal
inquiry.

"Has he been bothering you, sir?"

Jack hesitated, then said, "Yes."



"Hey!" The cop shouted at the man.

Jack watched as the cop ran forward. The honel ess man turned and fl ed.
He made it to the escalator, but the up escal ator wasn't working. He
turned and raced down the tunnel, darted around a corner and

di sappeared, the cop right after him

Now Jack was al one. He | ooked back at the kiosk. The Metro guy hadn't
returned.

Jack jerked his head. He had heard sonething. Like a shout, of someone
in pain, fromwhere the two nen had di sappeared. He noved forward. As he
did, the cop, slightly out of breath, cane back around the corner. He

| ooked at Jack notioned himto conme over with slow novenents of his arm
The guy | ooked sick, like he had seen or done sonething that disgusted
hi m

Jack hustled up next to him

The cop gulped in air. "Goddamit! | don't know what the bell's going
on, budd ." The cop again struggled to catch his

, y breath. He put one hand out against the wall to steady hinself.
"Did you catch hinP"
The cop nodded. "You were right."

"What happened?”

"Go see for yourself. I've gotta call this in." The cop strai ghtened up
and pointed a warning finger at Jack. "But you are not. to leave. I'm
not explaining this one by nyself and it sounds |ike maybe you know a
hel luva I ot nore about this than you're letting on. Understood?"

Jack nodded quickly. The cop hurried off. Jack wal ked around the corner
Wait. The cop had told himto wait. Wait for themto arrest him He
shoul d bolt now But he couldn't.

He had to see who it was. He was certain he knew the guy.
He had to see.

Jack | ooked up ahead. This was a service way for Metro personnel and
equi prent. In the darkness, far down the tunnel, there was a | arge
bundl e of clothing. In the dimlighting Jack strained to see nore
clearly. As he nmoved closer he saw that it was indeed the honel ess man.
For a few nonents Jack remai ned notionl ess. He wanted the cops to show
up. It was so quiet, so dark. The bundle did not nove. Jack coul dn't
hear any breat hing. Was the guy dead? Had the cop needed to kill hinf

Finally, Jack noved forward. He knelt beside the nman

What an el aborate disguise. Jack noved his hand briefly across the
matted hair. Even the pungent odor of the street person was authentic.
And then Jack saw the stream of blood as it trickled down the side of
the man's head. He noved the hair away. A cut was there, a deep one.
That was the sound he had heard. There had been a struggle and the cop
had hit him

It was over. They had tried to trick Jack and gotten tripped up. He
wanted to renove the wig and other elenents of disguise, to see who the
hell his pursuers had been. But that would have to wait. Maybe it was



good the police were now i nvol ved. He would give themthe |etter opener
He' d take his chances with them

He stood up, turned and watched the cop striding quickly up the
corridor. Jack shook his head. What a surprise this guy was about to
get. Chalk it up to being your |ucky day, pal

Jack nmoved toward the cop and then stopped as the 9mm swiftly came out
of the hol ster.

The cop glared at him "M. Gaham"

Jack shrugged and sniled. The guy had finally identified him "In the
flesh." He held up the box. "I've got sonething for you

"l know you do, Jack. And that's exactly what | want."

TimCollin watched the smle fade fromJack's lips. H's hand tightened
on the trigger as he noved forward.

SETH FRANK COULD FEEL HI' S PULSE OUI CKEN AS HE DREW nearer to the
station. Finally, he would have it. He could envision Laura Sinon
devouring the evidence like it was a slab of aged beef. And Frank was
al rost one hundred percent certain they would score a hit on sone

dat abase, sonewhere

And then the case would crack open like an egg hurled fromthe Enpire
State Building. And finally his questions, the naggi ng, naggi ng
questions woul d be answered.

JACK LOOKED AT THE FACE, ABSORBI NG EVERY DETAIL. NOT that it would do
hi m any good. He gl anced over at the Crunpled clothing on the floor, at
the new shoes covering lifeless feet. Poor guy had probably wangl ed his
first new pair of shoes in ages and now woul d never enjoy them

Jack | ooked back at Collin and said angrily, "The guy's dead. You killed
him "

%t ne have the box, Jack."
"Who the hell are you?"

"That really doesn't matter, does it?" Collin flipped open a conpart nent
on his belt and pulled out a suppressor that he quickly twirled onto the
barrel of his gun.

Jack eyed the hardware pointed at his chest. He thought of the gurneys
wheel ing out ]Lord and the wonan. Hi's turn would conme in tonmorrow s
paper. Jack G- aham and a honel ess man. Twi n guneys. OF course they'd
work it so Jack would be blamed for having done in the poor, wetched
street person. Jack Graham from partner at Patton, Shaw to deceased
mass nur derer.

"It matters to me."
"So?" Collin nmoved forward, placed both hands on the butt of his weapon.

"Fuck you, take it!" Jack flung the box at Collins head right as the
muf f | ed expl osion occurred. A bullet tore through the edge of the box
and inmbedded itself in the concrete wall. In the same instant, Jack

hurl ed hinself forward and made inpact. Collin was solid bone and nuscl e
but so was Jack. And they were about the sane size. Jack felt the man's
breath driven conpletely fromhis body as Jack's shoul der connected



right at the diaphragm Instinctively, |ong-ago westling noves cane
flowi ng back to his linbs and Jack picked up and then body-slamed the
agent into the unwel comng arms of the brick floor. By the tine Collin
managed to stagger to his feet, Jack had already turned the corner

Coll'in grabbed his gun and then the box. He stopped for an instant as

si ckness envel oped him Hi s head hurt from having struck the hard fl oor.
He knelt down, fighting to regain his equilibrium Jack was | ong gone,
but at least he had it. Finally had it. Collins's fingers closed around
t he box.

Jack flew past the kiosk, hurdled the turnstiles, raced down the

escal ator and across the train platform He was vaguely aware of people
staring. H's hood had fallen off his head. H's face was clearly exposed.
There was a shout behind him The kiosk guy. But Jack kept running and
exited the station on the 17th Street side. He didn't think the man had
been alone. And the | ast thing he needed was sonmeone tailing him But he
doubted if they had both exits covered.

They probably figured he woul dn't be | eaving the station under his own
power. Hi's shoul der ached fromhis collision and his breath cane in
difficult gulps as the cold air burned his lungs. He was two bl ocks away
bef ore he stopped running. He wapped his coat around hinmself tightly.
And then he remenbered. He | ooked down at his enpty hands. The' box! He
had | eft the goddammed box behind. He slunped against the front glass of
a darkened MDonal d's.

A car's lights came down the road. Jack | ooked away fromthem and
qui ckly nmoved around the corner. In a few m nutes he hopped a bus. To
where he wasn't sure

THE CAR TURNED oFF L STREET AND oNTo 19TH. SFm FRANK nade his way up to
Eye Street and then turned toward 18th.

He parked on the corner across fromthe Metro station, got out of his
car and went down the escal ator

Across the street, hidden behind a collection of trash cans, debris and
metal fencing, the products of a nassive denolition project, Bill Burton
wat ched. Swearing under his breath, Burton put out his cigarette,
checked the street, and made his way quickly across to the escal ator.

As he got off the escal ator, Frank | ooked around and checked the tine.
He wasn't as early as he thought he would be. His eyes fell upon a
collection of junk that lay against one wall. Then his gaze drifted over
to the unmanned ki osk.

There was no one else around. It was quiet. Too quiet.

Frank's danger radar instantly lit up. Wth an automatic notion he
pulled his gun. His ears had pricked up at a sound that came fromhis
right. He noved quickly down the corridor away fromthe turnstiles.
There a darkened corridor awaited him He peered around and at first saw
not hi ng.

Then as his eyes ad)usted to the dimnished |light he saw two things. One
was novi ng, one wasn't.

Frank stared as the nan slowy rose to his feet. It wasn't Jack. The guy
was in a uniform a gun in one hand, a box in the other. Frank's fingers
ti ghtened on his own weapon, his eyes | ocked on the other nan's weapon.
Frank stealthily nmoved forward. He hadn't done this in a long tine. The
i mge of his wife and three daughters veered across his mnd until, he



pushed it back out. He needed to concentrate.

He was finally close enough. He prayed his accel erated breathi ng would
not betray him He leveled his pistol at the broad back

"Freeze! |1'ma police officer."
The man did indeed stop all notion.

"Lay the gun down, butt first. | don't want to see your finger anywhere
near the trigger or I'mgonna put a hole right in the back of your head.
Do it. Now "

The gun slowy went toward the floor. Frank watched its progression,
inch by inch. Then his vision becanme blurry.

Frank's head pounded, he staggered and then he slunped to the fl oor

At the sound, Collin slowy |ooked around to see Bill Burton standing
there, holding his pistol by the barrel. He | ooked down at Frank

"Let's go, Tim"

Collin shakily got to his feet, |ooked at the fallen officer and put his
gun to Frank's head. Burton's nassive hand stopped him

"He's a cop. W don't kill cops. W're not killing anybody else, Tim"
Burton stared down at his colleague. Disconforting thoughts flickered in
and out of Burton's head at the cal mand accepting manner in which the
younger nman had stepped into the role of consciencel ess assassin.

Col l'in shrugged, put his gun away.

Burton took the box, |ooked down at the detective and then over at the
ot her crunpled mass of humanity. He shook his head di sdainfully and
| ooked reproachfully at his partner

Several minutes after they were gone, Seth Frank let out a |oud groan,
tried to rise and then floated back into unconsci ousness.

CHAPTER TWENTY- SEVEN

KATE LAY I N BED BUT WAS AS FAR FROM SLEEP AS SHE COULD possi bly be. The
ceiling of her bedroom had been replaced with a torrent of inmges, each
one nore terrifying than its predecessor. She | ooked across at the snmall
clock on the nightstand. Three o'clock in the norning. Her w ndow shade
was open enough to reveal the pitch-black darkness outside.

She coul d hear the raindrops on the wi ndowpane. Normally conforting, now
they sinply added to the relentless pounding in her head.

When the phone rang, at first, she didn't nove. Her |inbs seened too
heavy for her to even attenpt to budge, as if each had sinultaneously
lost all circulation. For one terrible nonent she thought she had
suffered a stroke. Finally, on the fifth ring she managed to lift the
receiver.

"Hel | 0?" Her voice was shaky, one step fromoblivion; her nerves
conpl etely spent.

"Kate. | need sone help."

FOUR HOURS LATER THEY SAT IN THE FRONT OF THE LnMX DELI at Founder's
Park, the site of their initial rendezvous after so nmany years apart.



The weat her had worsened into a hard, pelting snow that had nade driving
nearly inpossible and wal king only for the irrationally daring.

Jack | ooked across at her. The hooded parka was off, but a ski cap, a
few days' worth of beard and a pair of thick glasses obscured his
features to such a degree that Kate had to | ook twi ce before she
recogni zed him

"You' re-sure no one foll owed you?" He | ooked anxiously at her. A cup of
steanming coffee partially clouded her Iine of vision, but she could see
the strain on his face. It was clear he was near the breaking point.

"I did what you said. The subway, two cabs and a bus. |If anyone kept up
with ne in this weather, they're not human."

Jack put his coffee down. "Fromwhat |'ve seen, they night not be."

He had not specifically identified the neeting place on the phone. He
now assuned that they were listening to everything, to anyone connected
to him He had only nentioned the "usual" place, confident that Kate
woul d understand, and she had. He | ooked out the wi ndow. Every passing
face was a threat. He slid a copy of the Post across to her. The front
page was reveal ing. Jack had shaken with anger when he had first read
it.

Seth Frank was in stable condition at George WAshi ngton University
Hospital with a concussion. The honel ess man, as yet unidentified, had
not been so fortunate. And snmack in the middle of the story was Jack
G aham a one-man crinme wave. She | ooked up at himafter reading the
story.

"W need to keep noving." He | ooked at her, drained his coffee and then
got up.

The cab dropped them off at Jack's notel on the outskirts of

Al exandria's Od Town. His eyes looking left and right and then behind,
they made their way to his room After |ocking and bolting the door, he
took off the ski cap and gl asses.

"God, Jack, I'mso sorry you're involved in any of this."

She shook; he could actually see her trenbling fromacross the room It
took a nmoment for himto wap his arnms around her until he felt her body
calm relax. He | ooked at her.

"I got nyself involved. Now | just need to get nyself uninvolved." He
attenpted a smle, but it didn't dent the fear she was feeling for him
the awful dread that he m ght soon join her father

"I left a dozen nessages for you on your machine."

"l never thought to check, Kate." He took the next half hour to tell her
the events of the last few days. Her eyes reflected the grow ng horror
with each new revel ati on.

"My God!"
They were silent for a nonent.
"Jack, do you have any idea who's behind all this?"

Jack shook his head, a small groan escaped his lips. "I've got a bunch
of loose threads sliding around in ny head but none of them have added



up to spit so far. |I'mhoping that status will change. Soon."

The finality with which the | ast word was spoken hit her |ike a sudden
slap. H s eyes told her. The nessage was cl ear.

Despite the disguises, the elaborate travel safeguards, despite whatever
innate ability he could bring to the battlefield, they would find him

Ei ther the cops or whoever wanted to kill him It was only a matter of
time.

"But at least if they got what they wanted back?" Her voice drifted off.
She | ooked at him al nost pl eadingly.

He | ay back on the bed, stretched exhausted |linbs that didn't seemto
bel ong to himany | onger.

"1That's not sonething | can really hang ny hat on forever, Kate, is
it?" He sat up and | ooked across the room At the cheap picture of Jesus
hanging on the wall. He would take a dose of divine intervention right
now. A small miracle would do

"But you didn't kill anyone, Jack. You told nme Frank's already figured
that out. The D.C. cops will too."

"WIIl they? Frank knows ne, Kate. He knows me and | could still hear
the doubt in his voice at first. He picked up on the glass, but there's
no evi dence that anyone tanmpered with it or the gun. On the other hand
there's clear, take-it-tother-bank proof, pointing to me killing two
people. Three if you count last night. My lawer woul d reconmend mny
negotiating a plea and hoping for twenty to life with the possibility of
parole. 1'd recormmend it nyself. If | go to trial |I've got no shot. Just
a bunch of speculation trying to tie Luther and Walter Sullivan and all
the rest into sone | andscape of conspiracy of, you have to admt,

m nd- boggl i ng proportions.

The judge'll laugh ny ass right out of court. The jury will never hear
it. Really, there's nothing to hear."

He stood up and | eaned against the wall, hands shoved in his pockets. He
didn't ook at her. Both his short- and |ong term prospects had doonsday
witten all over them

"I'"l'l die an old man in prison, Kate. That is, if | make it to old
age-which is a big question mark in itself."

She sat down on the bed, her hands in her |lap. A gasp caught mdway in
her throat as the sheer hopel essness sank in, |like a boul der dropped in
deep, dark waters

SETH FRANK OPENED HI S EYES. AT FI RST NOTHI NG CAW WM focus. Wat his
brain registered resenbled a | arge white canvas on which a few hundred
gal l ons of black, white and gray paint had been poured' to forma cl oggy,
m nd-altering quagnmire. After a few anxious monents, he was able to
discern the outline of the hospital roomin all its stark white, chrone
and sharp angles. As he tried to sit up, a hand planted itself firmy
agai nst his shoul der.

"Uh-uh, Lieutenant. Not so fast."

Frank | ooked up into the face of Laura Sinon. The smile did not entirely
hide the worry lines around the eyes. Her sigh of relief was clearly
audi bl e.



"Your wife just left to check on the kids. She's been here all night. |
told her as soon as she left you' d wake up."

"l guess if. you were -gonna have your head pounded in, at |east you
pi cked a place close to a hospital."

Sinmon continued to | ean over the bed so Frank woul dn't have to turn
his head. He stared up at her

"Seth, do you renenber what happened?”

Frank thought back to last night. O was it |ast night?

"What day is it?"

"Thur sday. "

"So it happened | ast night?"

"Around el even or so. At |least they found you about then

And the other guy."

"Gt her guy?" Frank jerked his head around. Pain shot through his neck

"Take it easy, Seth." Laura took a nonent to prop a pillow next to
Frank's head.

"There was another guy. Honel ess. They haven't identified himyet. Sane
kind of blow to the back of the head.

Probably died instantly. You were lucky."

Frank gingerly touched his throbbing tenples. He didn't feel so |ucky.
"Anybody el se?"

"What ?"

"Did they find anybody el se?"

"Ch. No, but you're not going to believe this. You know the | awer who
wat ched the tape with us?"

Frank tensed. "Yeah, Jack G aham"

"Right. The guy kills two people at his law firmand then he's spotted
running away fromthe Metro about the tinme you and the other guy get
whacked. The guy's a wal ki ng nightmare. And he | ooked like a M.

Al'l - Aneri can. "

"Have they found himyet? Jack? They're sure he got away?"

Laura | ooked at himstrangely. "He got out of the Metro station if
that's what you nean. But it's only a matter of tine." She | ooked out
the wi ndow, reached for her purse.

"The D.C. cops want to talk with you as soon as you're able."

"I'"'mnot sure how nmuch help | can be. | don't renenber all that mnuch,
Laura."

"Tenporary ammesia. You'll probably get it back."

She put on her jacket. "I have to go. Sonebody's got to keep M ddl eton



County safe for the rich and fanous while you' re counting sheep in
here." She smiled. "Don't nmake a habit out of this, Seth. W were really
worried we nmight have to hire a new detective."

"VWhere woul d you find soneone as nice as me?"

Laura | aughed. "Your wife will be back in a few hours. You need to get
sonme rest anyway." She turned to go to the door

"By the way, Seth, what were you doing at the Farragut Wst Metro at
that time of night?"

Frank didn't answer right away. He didn't have amesi a.
He recalled the night's events clearly.
" Set h?"

"I"mnot sure, Laura." He closed his eyes and then reopened them "I
just don't renenber.”

"Don't worry, it'll cone back to you. In the neantime, they'll catch
Graham That'l| probably clear everything up."

After Laura left, Frank did not rest. Jack was out there.

And he had probably initially thought the detective had set himup,
al though if Jack had seen the paper he woul d know that the detective had
wal ked blindly into the anmbush that had been laid for the | awer.

But they had the letter opener now. That's what was in that box. He was
certain of it. And without that what chance did they have of nailing
t hese peopl e?

Frank again tried to struggle up. There was an TV in his arm The
pressure on his brain caused himto i mediately lie back down. He had to
get out of here. And he had to get in touch with Jack. Ri ght now he had
no i dea how be woul d acconplish either

"YOU SAI D YOU NEEDED My HELP? WHAT CAN | DO?" KATE | ooked directly at
Jack. There were no reservati ons on her features.

Jack sat on the bed next to her. He | ooked troubled. "I've got sone rea
serious doubts about getting you anywhere near this. In fact I'm
wondering if calling you was the right thing to do."

"Jack, |'ve been surrounded by rapists, armed robbers and nurderers for
the last four years."

"I know that. But at |east you knew who they were. This could be
anybody. People are getting killed left and right, Kate. This is about
as serious as it gets."

"I"'mnot |eaving unless you let ne help you."
Jack hesitated, his eyes turned away from hers.

"Jack, if you don't, then I'mgoing to turn you in. Better you take your
chances with the cops."

He | ooked at her. "You'd do that, wouldn't you?"

"Damm straight. | would. I'mbreaking all the rules by being here with
you now. If you let me inonit, then | forget all about seeing you



today. If you don't.

There was a |l ook in her eyes that, despite all the horrific
possibilities he was contenpl ati ng, nmade hi m somehow feel fortunate to
be here at this exact noment.

"Ckay. You need to be ny contact with Seth. Qutside of you he's the only
one | can trust."

"But you | ost the package. How can he hel p?" Kate could not hide her
di slike of the homicide detective.

Jack stood up and paced. Finally he stopped and | ooked down at her. "You
know how your dad was a freak for control? Always have a backup plan?"

Kate said dryly, "I renenber."

"Well I'"mcounting on that quality."

"VWhat are you tal king about ?"

"that Luther had a backup plan on this one."
She stared at him open-nout hed.

"MRS. BROOMVE?" The door opened anot her notch as Edw na Broome peered
out.

"Yes?"
"My nane is Kate Whitney. Luther Whitney was ny father
Kate rel axed as the old wonan greeted her with a snile.

"I knew |'d seen you before. Luther was al ways showi ng pictures of you
You're even prettier than your photos."

"Thank you."
Edwi na jerked the door open. "Wat am | thinking about.
You nust be freezing. Please cone in."

Edwi na I ed her into the small living roomwhere a trio of felines were
cloistered on various pieces of furniture.

"l just made some fresh tea, would you like some?"

Kate hesitated. Tinme was short. Then she | ooked around the narrow
confines of the hone. In the corner sat a battered upright piano, thick
dust on the wood. Kate | ooked at the woman's weakened eyes; the

pl easures of a nusical pastine had al so been taken from her. Husband
passed on, her only daughter dead. How many visitors could she possibly
have?

"Thank you, | would."
Bot h wonen settled into the old but confortable furniture

Kate sipped the strong tea and she began to thaw out. She brushed the
hair out of her face and | ooked across at the elderly woman to find a
pair of sad eyes upon her

"I'"'msorry about your daddy, Kate. | really am | know you two had your
di fferences. But Luther was as good a nan as |'ve conme across in ny



life."

Kate felt herself growing warmer. "Thank you. We both have had a lot to
deal with in that regard.”

Edwi na's eyes drifted over to a small table next to the w ndow. Kate
foll owed the gaze. On the tabl e nunerous photographs di splayed a snal
shrine to Wanda Broone; capturing her in happy tinmes. She strongly
resembl ed her nother.

A shrine. Wth ajolt Kate recalled her father's own collection of her
personal triunphs

"Yes indeed." Edw na was | ooking at her again.

Kate put down her tea. "Ms. Broone, | hate to junp right into this, but
the fact is | don't have nuch tinme."

The ol d wonman | eaned forward expectantly. "This is about Luther's death,
and ny daughter's too, isn't it?"

Kat e | ooked surprised. "Wy do you think that?"

Edwi na | eaned forward even nore, her voice dropped to a whisper.
"Because | know Luther didn't kill Ms. Sullivan. | knowit as if I'd
seen it with ny own eyes."

Kat e | ooked puzzled. "Do you have any idea who ---2' Edw na was al ready
shaki ng her head sadly. "No. No, | don't."

"Wl |l how do you know ny father didn't do it?"

Now there was definite hesitation. Edwi na | eaned back in her chair and
cl osed her eyes. Wen she finally reopened them Kate had not noved a
muscl e.

"You're Luther's daughter and | believe you should know the truth." She
paused, took a sip of her tea, pressed her lips dry with a napkin and
then settled back into her chair. A black Persian drifted across and
pronptly went to sleep in her lap. "I knew about your father. H s past,
so to speak. He and Wanda got to know each other. She got into trouble
years back and Luther hel ped her, hel ped her get back on her feet and
get settled into a respectable life. | will always be grateful to him
for that. He was al ways there when Wanda or | needed anything. The fact
is, Kate, your father would never have been in the house that night if
it weren't for Wanda."

Edwi na spoke for some minutes. Wen she had finished Kate sat back in
her chair and realized she was hol ding her breath. She let out a |oud
gasp that seened to echo around the room

Edwi na didn't say anything but continued to watch the young worman with
her | arge sad eyes. Finally she stirred. A thickly winkled hand patted
Kate's knee.

"Lut her loved you, child. Mre than anything."

"l realize that.

Edwi na sl owly shook her head. "He never blamed you for the way you felt.
In fact he said you were entirely right to feel that way."

"He said that?"



"He was so proud of you, your being a lawer and all. He used to say to
me, 'My daughter is a |lawer and a damed fine one. Justice is what
matters for her and she's right, dead right."

Kate's head began to swirl. She was feeling enptions she was
ill-equipped right nowto deal with. She rubbed the back of her neck and
took a nonment to | ook outside. A black sedan pulled down the street and
t hen di sappeared. She quickly | ooked back at Edwi na.

"Ms. Broone, | appreciate your telling ne these things.

But | really cane here for a specific reason. | need your help."
“I"ll do whatever | can."

"My father sent you a package."

"Yes. And | sent it on to M. Graham |I|ike Luther said to."

"Yes | know. Jack got the package. But soneone ..

soneone took it away fromhim Now we're wondering if ny father sent you
sonet hing el se, sonething el se that mght help us?"

Edwi na's eyes no | onger | ooked sad. They had collected into twi n nasses
of stark intensity. She | ooked over Kate's shoul der.

"Behind you, Kate, in the piano seat. The hymal on the left."

Kat e opened the piano seat and |ifted out the hymmal . Inside the pages
was a small packet. She | ooked down at it.

"Lut her was the nost prepared man | have ever nmet inny life. Said if
anything went wong with ny sending the package that | was to send this
to M. Graham | was getting ready to do that when | heard about him on
the TV. AmIl right in thinking M. Gahamdidn't do any of the things
they say he di d?"

Kat e nodded. "I wi sh everybody thought Iike you did."
Kate started to open the package.

Edwi na' s voice Was sharp. "Don't do that, Kate. Your father said that
only M. Jack G ahamwas to see what was inside of there. Only him |
think it best if we took himat his word."

Kate hesitated, fighting her natural curiosity, and then cl osed the
package

"Did he tell you anything el se? Wether he knew who had killed
Christine Sullivan?"

"He did know. "

Kate | ooked at her sharply. "But he didn't say who?"

Edwi na shook her head vigorously. "He did say one thing though."

"What was that?"

"He said if he told ne who had done it, | wouldn't have believed him"

Kat e sat back, thought for several anxi ous nonents.



"What coul d he have neant by that?"
"Well, it surprised me, | can tell you that."
"Why? Wiy did that surprise you?"

"Because Luther was the npbst honest man |'d ever net. | would have
bel i eved anyt hing he woul d have told nme. Accepted it as the gospel."

"So what ever he saw, whoever he saw, nmust have been sonmeone so unlikely
as to be unbelievable. Even to you."

"Exactly. That's exactly what | thought too."
Kate rose to go. "Thank you, Ms. Broone."
"Pl ease call me Edwi na. Funny nane, but it's the only one | have."

Kate smled. "After this is all over, Edwina, | ... I1'd like to cone
back and visit if you don't mind. Tal k about things sone nore."

"I"d like nothing better. Being old has its good and bad.
Being old and lonely is all bad."

Kate put on her coat and went to the door. She put the package safely in
her purse.

"That shoul d narrow your search shouldn't it, Kate?"
Kate turned around. "Wat?"

"Sonmeone that unbelievable. Can't be too many of them around | woul dn't
t hink."

THE HOSPr FAL SECURrf-Y GUARD WAS TAU, BEEFY AND UNCOM ort abl e as hell

"l don't exactly know what happened. | was gone maybe two, three m nutes
tops. "
"You shoul dn't have been away from your post at all, Mnroe." The

di m nutive supervisor was in Mnroe's face and the big man was sweating
har d.

"Like | said, the lady asked for sone help with a bag, so |I hel ped her."
"VWhat | ady?"

"l told you, just some |ady. Young, good-I|ooking', dressed rea
prof essional ." The supervisor turned away, disgusted.

He had no way of knowi ng the |ady was Kate Whitney and that she and Seth
Frank were already five blocks away in Kate's car

"Does it HURT?" KATE LOOKED AT HM W TH NOT MJUCH SYMoat hy in either her
features or her voice

Frank gingerly touched the bandages around his head.

"You kidding? M six-year-old hits me harder." He | ooked around the
interior of the car. "You got sonme snokes? Since when the hell are
hospi tal s nonsnoki ng?"

She rummaged in her purse and flipped himan open pack



He Iit up and eyed her over the cloud of snoke. "By the way, nice job on
the rent-a-cop. You should be in the novies."

"Great! I'min the market for a career change."
"How s our boy?"

"Safe. For now. Let's keep himthat way."

She turned the corner and | ooked hara at him

"You know, it wasn't exactly nmy plan to let your old man buy it right in
front of ne."

"That's what Jack said."

"But you don't believe hinP"

"What does it matter what | believe?"

"It does. It matters to me,. Kate."

She stopped for a red light. "Ckay. Let's put it this way.

I"mcomng around to the idea that you didn't want it to happen. Is that
good enough?"

"No, but it'll do for now"

JACK TURNED THE CORNER AND TRI ED TO RELAx. THE LATEst storm front had
finally wearied of the Capital Cty, but although there no | onger was
any pelting icy rain, the thernoneter had remai ned consistently in the
twenties and the wind had returned with a vengeance. He bl ew on stiff
fingers and rubbed sl eep-deprived eyes. Against a drift of black sky, a
sliver of moon hung, soft and | um nous. Jack checked his surroundi ngs.
The buil ding across the street was dark and enpty.

The structure he was standing in front of had closed its doors a |ong
time ago. A few passersby braved the inclenent conditions, but for |arge
chunks of time Jack stood alone. Finally he took shelter inside the
doorway of the building and waited.

Three bl ocks away a rusting cab pulled to the curb, the back door opened
and a pair of |ow heels touched the cenent sidewal k. The cab inmediately
pulled off and a nonent later the street was silent again. Kate tugged
her coat around her and hurried off. As she passed the next bl ock,

anot her car, lights out, turned the corner and drifted along in her
wake. Her thoughts focused on the steps that |ay ahead of her, Kate did
not | ook back.

Jack saw her turn the corner. He looked in all directions before noving,
a habit he had quickly cultivated and hoped he would be able to discard
very soon. He noved quickly to nmeet her. The street was quiet. Neither
Kate nor Jack saw the sedan's nose as it crept past the corner
building's front. Inside the driver zeroed in on the couple with a

ni ght -vi si on device the mail-order catal ogue had trunpeted as being the
very latest in Soviet technology. And although the former comrunists had
no clue as to howto run a denocratic, capitalist society, they did, for
the nmost part, build sound nilitary hardware.

"Jesus, you're freezing, how | ong have you been waiting?" Kate had
touched Jack's hand and the icy feel had coursed through her entire
body.



"Longer than | needed to. The notel room was shrinking on me. | just had
to get out. 1'mgoing to make a | ousy prisoner. Well?"

Kat e opened her purse. She had called Jack froma pay phone. She
couldn't tell himwhat she had, only that she had sonething. Jack had
agreed with Edwi na Broone that if risks had to be taken, he would take
nore than anyone. Kate had al ready done enough

Jack grasped the packet. It wasn't that difficult to discern what was
cont ai ned insi de. Photographs.

Thank Go4 Luther, you didn't disappoint.
"Are you okay?" Jack scrutinized her
"I"'mgetting there."

"Where's Seth?"

"He's around. He'll drive nme hone."

They stared at each other. Jack knew that the best thing was to have
Kate | eave, maybe | eave the country for a while, until this blew over or
he was convicted of nurder. If the latter, then her intention of
starting over sonmewhere el se was probably the best plan anyway.

But he didn't want her to | eave.

"Thank you." The words seened whol ly inadequate, |ike she had just
dropped off lunch for him or picked up his dry cl eaning.

"Jack, what are you going to do now?"

"l haven't thought it all through yet. But it's coming. |'mnot going
down without a fight."

"Yeah, but you don't even know who it is you're fighting.

That's hardly fair." | "Who said it was supposed to be fair?"

He smiled at her as the wi nd kicked ol d newspapers down the street.
"You better get going. It's not that safe around here."

"l1've got ny pepper nace.

"Good girl."" She turned to | eave, then clutched himby the arm
"Jack, please be careful."

"I'"'malways careful. I'ma |lawer. CYAis SOP for us."

"Jack, 1'mnot kidding."

He shrugged. "I know. | promise | will be as careful as | can." As Jack
said this he stepped toward Kate and took off his hood.

The ni ght goggles fixated on Jack's exposed features and then they were
| owered. Shaky hands picked up the car's cellular phone.

The two clung in an easy enbrace. While Jack desperately wanted to kiss
her, under the circunmstances he settled for a soft brush of his lips
agai nst her neck. Wen they stepped back from each other, tears had
begun to formin Kate's eyes. Jack turned and wal ked qui ckly away.



As Kate wal ked back down the street she didn't notice the car until it
swerved across the street and al nost ended up on the curb. She staggered
back as the driver's side door flew open. In the background, the air had
expl oded with sirens, all comng toward her. Toward Jack. She
instinctively | ooked behind her. There was no sign of him Wen she
turned back, she was staring into a pair of snug eyes, franed under
bushy eyebr ows.

"1 thought our paths mght cross again, Ms. Witney."
Kate stared at the man, but recognition was not forthcom ng.
He | ooked di sappoi nted. "Bob Gavin. Fromthe Post?"

She | ooked at his car. She had seen it before. On the street passing
Edwi na Broone's house.

"You' ve been follow ng nme."
"Yes, | have. Figured you' d eventually lead me to G aham"

"The police?" Her head jerked around as a squad car, siren blaring, tore
down the street toward them "You called them™

Gavi n nodded, smiling. He was obviously pleased with hinself

"Now before the cops get here | think we can work a little deal. You
give me an exclusive. The down and dirty on Jack Graham and ny story
changes just enough so that instead of an accessory, you're just an

i nnocent bystander in this whole ness.”

Kate glared at the man, the rage within her, having been built up froma
mont h of personal horrors, was near its exploding point. And Bob Gavin
was standing directly over the epicenter

Gavin | ooked around at the patrol car nearing them In the background,
two nore squad cars were heading in their direction

"Come on, Kate," he said urgently, "you don't have nuch tine. You stay
out of jail and | get ny long-overdue Pulitzer and ny fifteen m nutes of
fame. What's it gonna be?"

She gnashed her teeth, her response startlingly calm as though she had
practiced its delivery for nmonths. "Pain, M. Gavin. Fifteen mnutes of
pain." As he stared at her, she pulled the pal msize canister, pointed
it directly at his face and squeezed the trigger. The pepper gas hit
Gavin flush in the eyes and nose, marking his face with a red dye. By
the time the cops exited their vehicle, Bob Gavin was on the pavenent
clutching at his face, trying unsuccessfully to tear his eyes out.

THE FI RST SI REN HAD SENT JACK | NTO A SPRINT DOMN A SI DE
street.

He slid flat against a building sucking in air. H's |lungs ached, the
cold tore at his face. The deserted nature of the area he was in had
turned into a huge tactical disadvantage.

He coul d keep noving, but he was like a black ant on a sheet of white
paper. The sirens were com ng so heavy now he couldn't ascertain from
what direction.

Actually they were coming fromall directions. And they were getting



closer. He ran hard to the next corner, stopped and peered around. The
Vi ew was not encouraging. Hi s eyes fastened on a police bl ockade being
set up at the end of the street. Their strategy was readily apparent.
They knew his general coordinates. They would sinply cordon off a wide
radi us and systenmatically close that radius in. They had the manpower
and the tine.

The one thing he did have was a good know edge of the area he was in.
Many . of his PD clients had cone from here

Their dreans set not on college, |aw school, good job, loving famly and
the suburban split-level but on how rmuch cash they could generate from
selling bags of crack, how they could survive one day at a tine.
Survival. It was a strong, human drive. Jack hoped his was strong
enough.

As he flew down the alley, he had no idea what he would encounter,
al t hough he supposed the fierce weather had kept some of the |oca
felons indoors. He al nbst | aughed. Not one of his former partners at
Patt on, Shaw woul d have cone near this place, even with an arnored
battalion surrounding them

He might as well be running across the surface of Pluto.

He cleared the chain-link fence with one junp and | anded slightly

of f-bal ance. As he put out his hand agai nst the rugged brick wall to
steady hinself he heard two sounds. H's own heavy breathing and the
sound of running feet. Several pair. He'd been spotted. They were hom ng
in on him Next the K-9's would be brought in and you didn't run away
fromthe four-legged cops. He exploded out of the alley and nade his way
over to |ndiana Avenue.

Jack veered down another street as the squeal of tires flew toward him
Even as he raced in the new direction, a new flank of pursuers rushed to
greet him It was only a matter of tine now He felt in his pocket for

t he packet. What could he do with it? He didn't trust anybody.
Technically, an inventory of an arrestee's possessions taken from him
woul d be made, with appropriate signatures and chai n-of - cust ody

saf eguards, all of which nmeant nothing to Jack. Woever could kill in
the middl e of hundreds of |law officers and di sappear without a trace
could certainly manage to secure a prisoner's personal possessions from
the D.C. Police Department. And what he had in his pocket was the only
chance he had. D.C

didn't have the death penalty but life w thout parole wasn't any better
and in a lot of ways seened a helluva | ot worse.

He raced in between two buil dings, stunbled on sone ice and plunged over
a stack of garbage caris and hit the pavenent hard. He picked hinself up
and half-rolled into the street, rubbing at his el bow. He could feel the
bum and there was a | ooseness in his knee that was a new sensation. As

he stopped rolling, he managed to sit up, then froze.

A car's headlights were coming right for him The police bubble Iight
bl asted into his eyes as the wheels cane within two inches of his head.
He sl unped back on the asphalt. He was too winded to even nove.

The car door sprang open. Jack | ooked up, puzzled. It was the passenger
door. Then the driver's door flew open. Big hands slid under his
armpits.

"Goddamm t, Jack, get your ass up."



Jack | ooked up at Seth Frank
CHAPTER TVEENTY- El GHT

Bl LL BURTON LEANED HI' S HEAD | NTO THE SECRET SERVI CE comand post. Tim
Collin sat at one of the desks going over a report.

"Come on, Tim"
Collin | ooked up, puzzled.

Burton said quietly, "They' ve got himcornered down near the courthouse.
| want to be there. Just in case."

SETH FRANK' S SEDAN FLEW DOAN THE sTREET, THE BLUE BUDbl e |i ght
commandi ng i mredi ate respect froma traffic popul ati on unaccustoned to
conveyi ng any what soever to fell ow notorists.

"Where's Kate?" Jack lay in the back seat, a blanket over him

"Ri ght now she's probably being read her rights. Then she's gonna get
booked on a slew of accessory charges for hel ping you."

Jack sprung up. "We've gotta go back, Seth. I'Il turn nyself in. They'l
| et her go."

"Yeah, right."

"I''"'mnot kidding, Seth." Jack was hal fway over the front seat.

"I"'mnot either, Jack. You go back and turn yourself in, that'll do
nothing to help Kate and it'll snuff out what little shot you' ve got to
get your life back to reality."

"But Kate-2'

"I''"l'l take care of Kate. |1've already called a buddy at D.C

He'll be waiting for her. He's a good guy."
Jack sl unmped back down. "Shit."

Frank opened his w ndow, reached out and flicked the bubble Iight off
and tossed it on the seat beside him

"VWhat the hell happened?”

Frank | ooked in his rearview mrror. "lI'mnot sure. The best | can
figure is that Kate picked up a tail sonmewhere. | was cruising the area
We were going to neet at the Convention Center after she nade the drop
with you. Heard over ny police radio that you had been spotted.

foll owed the chase over the airwaves, tried to guess where you m ght go.
Got |ucky. Wien | saw you blow out of the alley, | couldn't believe it.
Dam near ran you down. How s the body by the way?"

"Never better. | ought to do this crap once or twice a year just to keep
me |linber. Get ready for the Fleeing Felon O ynpics."

Frank chuckled. "You're still alive and kicking, ny friend.
Count your blessings. So did you get any nice presents?"

Jack swore under his breath.He had been so busy running fromthe police
that he had never even | ooked. He took out the packet.



"Got a light?"

Frank flicked on the done |ight.

Jack flipped through the photographs.

Frank checked the nmirror. "So what do we got?"

"Photos. O the letter' opener, knife, whatever the hell you want to cal
it."

"Huh. Not surprising | guess. Can you make out anything?"

Jack | ooked closely in the poor, light. "Not really. You guys nust have
sonme gadget that'll do sone good."
Frank sighed. "I gotta be straight with you, Jack, unless there's

somet hing el se we don't have rmuch of a shot. Even if we can sonehow pul
somet hing that | ooks like a print off there who's to say where it cane
fron? And you can't do DNA testing on blood froma friggin photograph,
at least not that |I'm aware of."

"I know that. | didn't spend four years as a defense counsel picking ny
ass. "

Seth slowed the car down. They were on Pennsylvania Avenue and the
traffic had grown heavier. "So what's your idea then?"

Jack rubbed back his hair, dug his fingers into his leg until the pain
in his knee subsided and then |l ay down on the seat.

"Whoever's behind all this wanted the | etter opener back really bad.
Enough to kill you, ne, anybody else that got in the way. We're talking
paranoia at its peak."

"Which fits in with our theory of sonme big shot with a lot to lose if
this comes out. So? They got it back. Were does that |eave us, Jack?"

"Luther didn't make these photos just in case sonething happened to the
original article.™

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"He cane back into the country, Seth, renenber? W could never figure
that one out."

Frank stopped at a red light. He turned around in his seat.
"Ri ght. He cane back. You think you know why?"

Jack carefully sat up in the back seat, keeping his head bel ow the
wi ndow line. "I think so. Renenber | told you that Luther wasn't the
kind of guy to let sonmething like this lie. If he could he'd do
sonet hi ng about it."

"But he did | eave the country. At first."

"I know. Maybe that was his initial plan. Maybe that was his plan all
along if the job had gone according to plan. But the fact is he cane
back. Sonet hing nmade hi m change his nind and he cane back. And he had
t hese phot ographs.”

Jack spread them fanlike.



The light turned green and Frank started up again.

"I"'mnot getting this, Jack. If he wanted to nail the guy why not just
send the stuff in to the police?"

"I think that-was his plan, eventually. But he told Edwi na Broone that

if he told her who he had seen she woul dn't have believed him |f even

she, a close friend, wouldn't have believed his story, considering he'd
have to admit to burglary to convince sonmeone, he probably thought that
his credibility was zip."

"Ckay, so he has a credibility problem Where do the photos cone in?"

"Let's say you're doing a straight exchange. Cash for a certain item
What's the hardest part?"

Frank's reply was i nmedi ate. "The payoff. How to get your nobney without
getting killed or caught. You can send instructions |later on for the

pi ckup of the item It's getting the noney that's tough. That's why the
nunber of ki dnappi ngs have plumeted."

"So how woul d you do it?"

Frank thought for a nonent. "Since we're tal king about the payoff com ng
frompeople who ain't gonna bring in the police 1'd go for speed. Take
m ni mal personal risk, and give yourself time to run."

"How woul d you do that?"

"EFT. Electronic fund transfer. Awire. | was involved in a bank
enbezzl emrent case when | was in New York. GQuy did it all through the
wire transfer department at his own bank.

You woul dn't believe the dollars that fly through those places on a
daily basis. And you also wouldn't believe how much stuff gets lost in
the shuffle. A smart perp could take a little chunk here and there and
by the tinme they caught it, he'd be long gone@ You send your wire
instructions. The noney is sent out. Only takes a few mnutes. Helluva
| ot better than rummagi ng through a Dunpster in a park where sonebody
can take a nice little bead on your head with a cannon.”

"But the sender can presunably trace the wire."

"Sure. You have to identify the bank it's going to. ABA routing' nunber,
you have to have an account at the bank. Al that shit."

"So, assum ng the sender is sophisticated enough, they trace the wre.
Then what ?"

"Then they can follow the fl ow of nobney. They night be able to dig sone
info on the account. Although no one would be stupid enough to use their
own nane or Social Security nunber. Besides, a real snmart guy like
Whi t ney woul d probably have preset instructions in place. Once the funds
hit the first bank, barn they get sent out to another place, and then
anot her and another. At sone point, the trail probably disappears. It's
instant noney after all. Imrediately avail able funds."

"Fair enough. I'mbetting Luther did something just like that."
Frank carefully scratched around the edges of his bandage.

H s hat was pulled down tight and the whole thing was greatly
unconfortable. "But what | can't figure is why do it at all. He didn't



need the noney after the Sullivan hit. He could've just stayed
di sappeared. Let the whole thing blow over. After a while they figure
he's permanently retired. You don't bother nme, | don't bother you."

"You're right. He could've done that. Retired. Gven it up

But he canme back, and nore than that, he came back and apparently
bl ackmai | ed whoever he saw kill Christine Sullivan

And if he presumably didn't do it for noney, then why?"

The detective thought for a nmonent. "To nake 'em sweat.

To l et them know he was out there. Wth the evidence to destroy them
"But evidence he wasn't sure was enough."

"Because the perp was sor respectable."

"Right, so what would you do given those facts?"

Frank pulled to the curb and put the car in park. He turned around. "I'd
try to get sonething else on them That's what |'d do."

"How? |f you're blacknmailing someone?"

Frank finally threw up his hands. "I give."

"You said the wire transfer could be traced by the sender."”
46SOTP

"So, what about the other way? Receiver back up the |ine?"

"Goddamed stupid." Frank nomentarily forgot his concussion and sl apped
his forehead. "Whitney put a tracer on the wire, going the other way.
The person sending out the noney thinks all along that they're playing
cat and nmouse with Whitney. They're the cat, he's the nobuse. He's

hi di ng, getting ready to run."

"Only Luther didn't nmention the fact that he was into role reversal
That he was the cat and they were the nopuse."

"And that tracer would eventually lead right to the bad guys, probably
no matter how many shields you put up, if they thought to put up any at
all. Every wire in this country has to go through the Federal Reserve
You get the wire reference nunber fromthe Fed or the sending bank's
wire room you got sonething to hang your hat on. Even if Witney didn't
trace it back, the fact that he received the nobney, a certain anount, is
damagi ng enough. If he could give that info to the cops with the nane of
the sender and they check it out..."

Jack finished the detective's thought. "And suddenly the unbelievable
becones very believable. Wre transfers do not lie. Mney was sent. If
it was a lot of noney like I"'msure it was here, then that cannot be
expl ai ned away. That is pretty damm close to bull's-eye evidence. He set
themup with their own payoff."

"I just thought of sonething else, Jack. If Witney was building a case
agai nst these people, then he was eventually planning to go to the
police. He was going to just walk in the door and deposit hinself and
hi s evi dence. "

Jack nodded. "That's why he needed ne. Only they were quick enough to



use Kate as a way to ensure his silence.
Later they used a bullet to acconplish that."
"So he was going to turn.hinself in."

"Ri ght."

Frank rubbed his jaw. "You . know what |'mthinking?"

Jack answered i mediately. 'He saw it comng." The two nmen | ooked at

each ot her.
Frank spoke first, the words cane out |ow, alnost hushed.

"He knew Kate was a setup. And he went anyway. And | thought | was so
fucking clever."”

"Probably figured it was the only way he'd ever get to see her again."

"Shit. | know the guy stole for a living, but | gotta tell you, ny
respect for himgrows by the second."

"l know what you nean."

Frank put the car back in gear and pulled off.

"Ckay, again, where does all this conjecture | eave us?"
Jack shook his head, |ay back down. "I'mnot sure."

"I mean so long as we don't have a clue as to who it is, I'mnot sure
what we can do."

Jack expl oded back up. "But we do have clues." He sat back as though al
hi s energy had suddenly evaporated after that one thrust. "I just can't
make any sense out of them"

The nmen drove on in silence for a few m nutes.

"Jack, | know this sounds funny comng froma policenman, but | think you
m ght want to start considering getting the hell out of here. You got
sone bucks saved? Maybe you should retire early."

"And what, |eave Kate swinging in the wind? If we don't nail these guys

what is she looking at? Ten to fifteen as an accessory? | don't think
so, Seth, not in a mllion years. They can fry ny ass before |I let that
happen. "

"You're right. Sorry | brought it up.”

tried to As Seth glanced in his mrror the car next to themdo a U-turn
directly in front of them Frank hit the brakes and his car spun

si deways, crashing into the curb with a bone-crunching inpact. The
Kansas |icense plates on the vehicle that had nearly crashed into them
qui ckly di sappeared

"Stupid tourists. Fucking bastards!" Frank gripped the steering whee
hard, his breath conming in gasps. The shoul der restraint had done its
job, but it had dug deeply into his skin. His battered head pounded.

"Fucki ng bast ard. Frank yelled again to no one in particular. Then he
renenbered his passenger and | ooked anxiously in the back seat.



"Jack, Jack, you okay?"

Jack's face was pressed up agai nst the door glass. He was conscious; in
fact, his eyes were staring at something with great intensity.

"Jack?" Frank undid his seat belt and gripped Jack by the shoul der. "You
okay? Jack!"

Jack | ooked at Frank and then back out the wi ndow. Frank wondered if the
i mpact had relieved his friend of his senses.

He automatically searched Jack's head for bruises until Jack's hand
st opped hi m and pointed out the wi ndow. Frank | ooked out.

Even his hardened nerves took a jolt. The rear view of the Wite House
filled his entire line of vision

Jack's nmind raced; inmages hurtled across |like a video nontage. The
vision of the President pulling back from Jennifer Bal dwi n, conplaining
of tennis elbow Only it had been inflicted with a certain | etter opener
that had started this whole crazy thing. The unusual interest taken by
the President and the Secret Service in Christine Sullivan's nurder.

Alan Richmond's tinmely appearance at Luther's arrai gnnent.

Led me right to him That's what the detective had said their

vi deotaping citizen had reported. Led ne right to him It also expl ai ned
killers who killed in the mddle of an arny of |aw enforcenment officers
and wal ked away. Who woul d stop a Secret Service agent protecting the
President? No one. No wonder Luther felt no one would believe him The
President of the United States.

And there had been a significant event right before Luther had returned
to the country. Alan Ri chnond had held a press conference where he had
told the public how terrible he felt about the tragic murder of
Christine Sullivan. He was probably fucking the man's wi fe and sonmehow
she had gotten killed and this slineball was gaining political dollars
showi ng what a sensitive and good friend he was; a nan who woul d get
tough on crinme. It had been a tour deforce performance. And that was
truly what it had been. Nothing about it had been true. It had been
broadcast to the world. Wat woul d Luther have thought, seeing that?
Jack believed he knew. That was why Luther had cone back. To settle the
score.

Al'l the pieces had been dangling inside Jack's head just waiting for the
right catalyst to cone al ong.

Jack | ooked back once nore at the catal yst.

Directly under the lamplight, TimCollin again glanced down the street
at the mnor traffic mshap, but could nmake out no details in the
onconi ng swarm of car headlights. Next to himBill Burton was al so
peering out. Collin shrugged, and then rolled the wi ndow back up on the
bl ack sedan. Burton threw his bubble light on top of the car, hit his
siren, quickly drove the car through the rear Wite House gate and tore
off in the direction of D.C. Superior Court in pursuit of Jack

Jack | ooked at Seth Frank and smiled grimy as he reflected on the
detective's outburst. The same phrase had erupted from Luther's nouth,
right before his |life had ended.

Jack finally remenbered where he had heard it before. The hurl ed
newspaper at the jail. The smling President on the front page.



Qut si de the courthouse, staring right at the man. Those sanme words had
expl oded out, with all the fury and venomthe old man could nuster.

"Fucki ng bastard, Jack sai d.

ALAN RI CHMOND STOCOD By THE W NDOW AND WONDERED | F HE was destined to be
surrounded by inconpetents. Goria Russell sat dronelike in a chair
across fromhim He had bedded the woman a hal f-dozen tines and now had
completely lost interest. He would catapult her away when the tine was
right. H's next administration would be conprised of a far nore capable
team Underlings who would allow himto focus on his particular vision
for the country. He had not sought the presidency to sweat the details.

"l see we haven't gained an inch in the polls."” He didn't | ook at her;
he anti ci pated her response.

"Does it really matter so nmuch whether you win by sixty percent or
seventy percent?"

He whirled around. "Yes," he hissed. "Yes, it goddanin does natter."
She bit her lip and retreated. "I'Il step up the effort, Al an

Maybe we can pull a shutout in the Electoral College."

"At a minimum we should be able to do that, doria."

She | ooked down. After the election, she would travel

Around the world. Where she knew no one and no one knew her. A fresh
start. That was what she needed. Then everything woul d be okay.

"Well at least our little, problemis cleared up." He was | ooking at
her, hands cl asped behind his back. Tall, |ean, inpeccably dressed and
grooned. He | ooked |ike the conmander of an invincible armada. But then
again history had proven that invincible arnadas were far nore

vul nerabl e t han peopl e i nagi ned.

"I't's been di sposed of ?"
"No, Goria, | have it in ny desk, would you like to see it?

Per haps you might wish to abscond with it again." His air was so thick
with condescension she felt the urgent need to bring their consultation
to a close. She rose.

"WIIl there be anything el se?"

He shook his head and returned to the wi ndow. She had just put her hand
-on the doorknob when it turned and opened.

"We've got a problem" Bill Burton | ooked at each or them

"SO WHAT DOES HE WANT?" THE PRESI DENT LOOKED DOAN AT t he phot ograph
Burton ha ' d handed him

Burton replied quickly. "Note doesn't say. | can guess that the shape
the guy's in with cops on his ass he's | ooking for sone quick funds."

The President |ooked pointedly at Russell. "I'mvery puzzled as to how
Jack Graham knew to send the photo here.”

Burton picked up on the ook fromthe President, and while the |ast



thing he wanted was to defend Russell they had no tine to nisanalyze the
situation.

"I't's possible Wiitney told him" Burton answered.

"If that's true, he waited a long tinme to dance with us," the President
fired back.

"Whitney nay not have told himdirectly. G ahamcould ve figured it out
for hinself Pieced things together."

The President tossed down the photo. Russell quickly averted her eyes.
The nere sight of the letter opener had paral yzed her.

"Burton, how could this possibly be danaging to us?" The President
stared at him seenmingly probing through the inner areas of the agent's
m nd.

Burton sat down, rubbed his jaw with the palmof his hand. "I've been
thi nki ng about that. It could be Graham s grasping at straws. He's in a
pretty tight fix hinmself And his lady friend is cooling her heels in the
| ockup right now 1'd chalk it up to him being desperate. He gets a
sudden inspiration, puts two and two together and takes a flyer on
sending us this, hoping it's worth it to us to pay his price, whatever
it might be."

The President stood up and fingered his coffee cup. "Is there any way to
find hin? Quickly?"

"There are always ways. How fast | don't know. "
"So if we ignore his comunication?"
"He may do nothing, just hightail it and take his chances."”

"But again we're confronted with the possibility of the police catching
up to him--2

"And himspilling his guts,"” Burton finished the sentence.

"Yeah, that's a possibility. A real possibility."

The President picked up the photo. "Wth only this to back up his
story." He | ooked incredul ous. "Wy bother?"

"It's not the incrimnating value of what's in the photo per se that
bot hers ne."

"VWhat bothers you is that his accusations coupled with whatever ideas or
| eads the police can develop fromthe photo m ght make for sonme very
unconfortabl e questions.”

"Sonmething like that. Renenber, it's the allegations that can kill you
You're up for reelection. He probably sees that as an ace for him Bad
press can be just as deadly to you right now "

The President pondered for a nmoment. Nothing, no one would interfere
with his reelection. "Buying himoff is no good, Burton. You know that.
So long as Graham s around, he's dangerous." Ri chnond | ooked over at
Russel |, who had sat the entire tine, hands in her |ap, eyes pointed
down. Hi s eyes bored into her. So weak The President sat down at his
desk and started to sift through sone papers. He said disnissively, "Do
it, Burton, and do it soon."



FRANK LOOKED AT THE WALL CLOCK, WVENT OVER AND SHUT his door and picked
up the phone. His head still ached, but the doctors predicted a ful
recovery.

The phone was answered. "D.C Executive Inn."
"Room 233 pl ease. "

"Just a nonment.7 The seconds dragged by and Frank started to get
anxi ous.

Jack was supposed to be in his room
"Hel | 0?"
"It's ne."

"So how s |ife?"

"Better than yours, | bet."
"How s Kate?"
"She's out on bail. Got '"emto let her go into ny custody."”

"I"'msure she's thrilled. "

"That wasn't the word | was thinking of. Look, it's getting close to
shit-or-get-off-the-pot tine. Take my advice and run like hell. You're
wasting val uable tinme right now "

"But Kate--2'

"Conme on, Jack, they've got the testinony of one guy who was trying to
hit her up for an exclusive. His word agai nst hers. Nobody el se even saw
you. It's a slamdunk she'll beat that charge. A slamdunk. |I've tal ked
to the Assistant U S. Attorney. He's |ooking seriously at dropping the
whol e case."

"l don't know. "

"Goddarnmit, Jack. Kate is gonna cone out of this a whole helluva | ot
better than you are if you don't start thinking about your future.
You' ve got to get out of here. That's not just me talking. That's her
too."

" Kat e?"
"l saw her today. W don't agree on nmuch, but on that we do

Jack relaxed, then let out a heavy sigh. "Okay, so where do | go and how
do | get there?"

"I get off duty at nine. At ten o' clock I'll be at your room

Have your bags packed. I'Il take care of the rest. In the neantine, stay
put. "

Frank hung up the phone and took a deep breath. The chances he was
taking. It was better not to think about them

JACK CHECKED HI' S WATCH AND LOOKED AT THE SI NGLE BAG ON t he bed. He
woul dn't be running with nmuch. He | ooked at the TV set in the corner but
there woul dn't be anything on he cared to watch. Suddenly thirsty, he



pul | ed sonme change from his pocket, opened the door to his room and
peered out.

The drink machi ne was just down the hallway. He pl opped on his basebal
cap, donned his Coke-bottle glasses and slipped out. He didn't hear the
door to the stairwell at the other end of the hallway open. He had al so
forgotten to | ock his door.

When he slipped back in, it struck himthat the Iight was off. He had
left it on. As his hand hit the switch, the door was slamred shut behind
hi m and he was thrown onto the bed. As he quickly rolled over and his
eyes adjusted to the light, the two nmen cane into focus. They were not
wearing masks this tine, which spoke volunes in itself.

Jack started to lunge forward but twin cannons nmet him hal fway. He sat
back down, scrutinized each of their faces

"VWhat a coincidence, |'ve already made each of your acquai ntance,
separately.” He pointed at Collin. "You tried to blow my head off." He
swiveled to Burton. "And you tried to bl ow snoke up ny ass. And
succeeded. Burton right? Bill Burton. Al ways renenber names." He | ooked
at Col l'in.

"Didn't catch yours though."

Collin | ooked at Burton, then stared back at Jack. "Secret Service Agent
TimCollin. You pack a nice little wallop, Jack. Mist've played sone
ball back in school."

"Yeah, my shoul der still renenbers you."
Burton sat down on the bed next to Jack.

Jack | ooked at him "I thought |'d covered ny tracks pretty good. |I'm
ki nd of surprised you found ne."

Burton | ooked at the ceiling. "Alittle bird told us, Jack."
Jack | ooked over at Collin and then back at Burton

"Look, |'m heading out of town, and |I'mnot com ng back. | don't think
you guys need to add ne to the body count."

Burton eyed the bag on the bed and'then got up and slipped his gun back
inits holster. Then he grabbed Jack and flung hi mup against the wall.
The veteran agent |eft nothing unprobed by the time he had finished.
Burton spent the next ten m nutes exam ning every inch of the roomfor
listening devices and other itens of interest, ending his search at
Jack's bag. He pulled out the photos and exam ned them

Satisfied, Burton secreted themin his inner coat pocket and smled at
Jack. "Excuse ne, but in ny line of work paranoia is part of the
mentality." He sat back down. "I would Iike to know, Jack, why you sent
that photo to the President."

Jack shrugged. "Well, since ny life here happens to be over, | thought
your boss might want to contribute to my going-away fund. You coul d' ve
just wired the funds, like you did with Luther."

Collin grunted, shook his head and grinned. "The world doesn't work that
way, Jack, sorry. You shoul d' ve found another solution to your problem™

Jack shot back, "I guess | should've foll owed your exanple. Got a



probl en? Just kill it."
Collins smle evaporated."H s eyes glittered darkly at the | awer.

Burton stood up and paced around the room He pulled out a cigarette and
then crunched it up and put it in his pocket.

He turned to Jack and said quietly, "'You should ve just gotten the hel
out of town, Jack. Maybe you woul d' ve nade it."

"Not with you two on ny butt."

Burton shrugged. "You never know. "

"How do you know | haven't given one of those photos to the cops?"
Burton pulled out the photos and | ooked down at them

"Pol aroi d OneStep canera. The filmconmes in a standard pack of ten
shots. Wiitney sent two to Russell. You sent one to the President. There
are seven left here. Sorry, Jack, nice try."

"I could ve just told Seth Frank what | know. "

Burton shook his head. "If you had | think nmy little bird would've told
me. But if you want to insist on the point we can just wait for the
lieutenant to show up and join the party. t, Jack burst up fromthe bed
and | aunched hinmself toward the door. Right as he reached it, an iron
fist slammed into his kidney. Jack crunpled to the floor. An instant

| ater he was hustled up and thrown back on the bed.

Jack | ooked up into Collins face.
"Now we' re even, Jack."

Jack groaned and | ay back on the bed, fighting the nausea the bl ow had
caused. He sat back up, caught his breath as the pain subsided.

When Jack finally managed to | ook up, his eyes found Burton's face. Jack
shook his head, the disbelief clear on his features.

Burton eyed Jack intently and said, "Wat?"

"I thought you were the good guys," Jack said quietly.
Burton said nothing for several |ong nonents.

Collins eyes went to the floor and stayed there.

Finally Burton answered, his voice faint, as if his larynx had suddenly
collapsed. "So did I, Jack. So did I."" He paused, swallowed painfully
and went on. "I didn't ask for this problem If Ri chnmond could keep his
dick in his pants none of this woul d' ve happened. But it did. And we had
to fix it."

Burton stood up, |ooked at his watch. "I'msorry about this, Jack. |
really am You probably think that's laughable but it's the way | really
feel."

He | ooked at Collin and nodded. Collin nmotioned Jack to |ie back on the
bed.

"l hope the President appreciates what you' re doing for him" Jack said
bitterly.



Burton snmiled ruefully. "Let's just say he expects it, Jack.
Maybe they all do, in one way or another."

Jack slid slowy back and watched as the barrel noved cl oser and cl oser
to his face. He could snell the netal. He could envision the snoke, the
projectile racing out faster than any eye could follow.

Then the door to the roomwas hit with an enornous bl ow.

Collin whirled around. The second bl ow crashed the portal inward and a
hal f-dozen D.C. cops bulled in, guns drawn.

"Freeze. Everybody freeze. Guns on the floor. Now "

Collin and Burton quickly put their guns down on the floor. Jack |ay
back on the bed his eyes closed. He touched -9 his chest where his
heart threatened to expl ode.

Burton | ooked at the men in blue. "W're United States Secret Service.
IDS in our right inner pockets. W' ve tracked this man down. He was
maki ng threats agai nst the President.

W were just about to take himinto custody."
The cops warily pulled out the IDS and scrutinized them

Two ot her cops pulled Jack roughly up. One began to read himhis rights.
Handcuffs were placed on his wrists.

The | Ds were given back

"Wl l, Agent Burton, you're just gonna have to wait until we get done
with M. Gaham here. Murder takes a priority even over threatening the
President. Mght be a long wait unless this guy's got nine lives."

The cop | ooked at Jack and then down at the bag on the bed. "Shoul da
taken off when you had the chance, G aham

Sooner or later we were gonna get you." He notioned for his nmen to take
Jack out.

He | ooked back at the bew | dered agents and smiled broadly. "W got a
tip he was here. Most tips are worth shit.

This one. This one mght get me that pronotion |'msorely in need of.
Have a good day, gentlenen. Say hello to the President for ne."

They left with their prisoner. Burton |ooked at Collin, and then pulled
out the photos. Now Graham had nothing. He could repeat everything they
had just told himto the police and they'd just get himready for the
rubber room Poor sonofabitch. A bullet would ve been a | ot better than
where he was headed. The two agents picked up their hardware and | eft.

The roomwas silent. Ten minutes |ater the door to the adjoining room
was eased open and a figure slipped into Jack's room The corner TV was
swi vel ed around and the back was eased off. The TV was remarkably
real -1 ooki ng and an absol ute sham Hands reached inside and the
surveillance camera was swiftly and silently renoved and the cabling was
pushed through the wall until it di sappeared from sight.

The figure opened the adjoi ning door and went back through. A recording
machi ne sat on a table next to the wall.



The cable was coiled up and deposited in a bag. The figure hit a button
on the recording machine and the tape slid out.

Ten mnutes later the nan, carrying a | arge backpack, wal ked out of the
front door of the Executive Inn, turned left and wal ked to the end of
the parking | ot where a car was parked, its engine idling. Tarr Crinson
passed the car, and casually tossed the tape through the open w ndow and
onto the front seat. Then he proceeded over to his Harl ey-Davi dson
1200cc touring bike, the joy of his |life, got on, fired it up and
thundered off. Setting up the video systemhad been child's play.

Voi ce-activated canera. Recordi ng machi ne ki cked on when the canera did.
Your standard VHS tape. He didn't know what was on the tape, but it nust
be sonmet hing pretty dam val uabl e. Jack had prom sed hima year's free

| egal services for doing it. As he hurtled along the highway, Tarr
smled, renenbering their |last neeting where the | awer had bal ked at
the new age of surveillance technol ogy.

Back in the parking lot, the car glided forward, one hand on the
steering wheel, the other protectively around the tape.

Seth Frank turned onto the main road. Not nmuch of a moviegoer, this was
one tape he was dying to watch.

Bl LL BURTON SAT IN THE SMALL BUT COZY BEDROOM HE HAD shared with his
wi fe through the evolution of four beloved children. Twenty-four years
together. They had nade | ove countless tines. In the corner by the

wi ndow, Bill Burton had sat in a nuch worn rocker and fed his four

of fspring before reporting for early-norning shifts, allowing his
exhausted wife a few mnutes of nuch needed rest.

They had been good years. He had never made a | ot of nobney, but that had
never seened to matter. His wife had gone back and fini shed her nursing
degree after their youngest had entered hi gh school. The added i ncone
had been nice, but it was good to see sonmeone who had | ong sacrificed
her personal goals to the needs of others to finally do sonething just
for herself."All in all it had been a great life.

A nice house in a quiet, picturesque nei ghborhood safe, so far, fromthe
ever - expandi ng war zones around them '1There woul d al ways be bad
people. And there woul d al ways be people like Bill Burton to conbat

them O people |ike Burton had been

He | ooked out the dorner wi ndow. Today was his day off.

Dressed in jeans, bright red flannel shirt and Tinberland boots, he
coul d have easily passed as a burly lunberjack. H's w fe was unl oadi ng
the car. Today was grocery shopping day. The sane day for the |ast
twenty years. He watched her figure adnmiringly as it bent low to pul
out the bags. Chris, his fifteen-year-old, and Sidney, nineteen,

| ong-1 egged and a real beauty, and in her sophonore year at Johns
Hopkins, with her sights set on nedical school, were helping their
nmother. His other two were out on their own and doing well.

They occasionally called their old man for advice on buying a car or a
house. Long-term career goals. And he |loved every nminute of it. He and
his wife had hit four out of the park and it was a good feeling.

He sat down at the little desk in the corner, unlocked a drawer and
pul l ed out the box. He Iifted the top and stacked the five audi ocassette
tapes on top of the desk next to the letter he had witten that norning.
The nane on the envel ope was witten in large, clear letters. "Seth



Frank." Hell, he owed the guy.

Laughter floated up to himand he again went to the w ndow. Sidney and
Chris were now engaged in a pitched snowball battle with Sherry, his
wi fe, caught in the mddle. The smles were big and the confrontation
culmnated in all of themlanding in a heap next to the driveway.

He turned away fromthe wi ndow and did sonething he could never renenber
doi ng before. Through ei ght years as a cop, where tiny babies had
expired in his arns, beaten to death by the ones who were supposed to

| ove and protect them through day after day of |ooking for the worst in
humanki nd. The tears were salty. He didn't rub them away.

They kept pouring. His fanmily would be coning in soon

They were supposed to go out to dinner tonight. Ironically, today was
Bill Burton's forty-fifth birthday.

He | eaned across the desk, and with a quick notion, pulled the revol ver
fromhis holster. A snowball hit the w ndow.

They wanted their daddy to cone join them

I"msorry. | love you. I wish | could be there. I"'msorry for all 1've

done. Pl ease forgive your dad Before he could | ose his nerve he pushed

the .357 as far down his throat as he could. It was cold and heavy. One
of his guns started to bleed froma nick

Bill Burton had done everything he could to ensure that no one woul d
ever know the truth. He had commtted crinmes; he had killed an innocent
person and had been involved in five other homcides. And now, seemingly
in the clear, the horror behind him after nonths of nounting di sgust

wi th what he had becone, and after a sleepless night next to a wonman-he
had loved with all his heart for over two decades, Bill Burton had
realized that he could not accept what he had done, nor could he.live

wi th that know edge.

The fact was that wi thout self-respect, without his pride, his life was
not worth living. And the unfailing love of his famly did not help
matters, it only nade them worse. Because the object of that |ove, of
that respect, knew that he deserved none of it.

He | ooked over at the stack of cassette tapes. H s insurance policy. Now
they woul d constitute his | egacy, his own bizarre epitaph. And some good
woul d conme out of it. Thank CGod for that.

Hs lips curled into a barely perceptible snmle. The Secret Service.
Well, the secrets were going to fly now. He briefly thought of Al an

Ri chmond and his eyes glistened. Here's hoping for life w thout parole
and you live to be a hundred, asshole.

Hi s finger tightened on the trigger

Anot her snowball hit the window. Their voices drifted up to him The
tears started again as he thought of what he was | eaving behind.
"Goddanmit." The word floated fromhis nmouth, carrying with it nore
guilt, nore angui sh than he coul d ever hope to bear.

I"'msorry. Don't hate ne. Please God don't hate ne.

At the sound of the explosion, the playing stopped as three pairs of
eyes turned as one toward the house. In another minute they were inside.
It only took one more nminute for the screans to be heard. The qui et



nei ghbor hood was no nore.
CHAPTER TVENTY- NI NE

THE KNOCK ON THE DOCOR WAS UNEXPECTED. PRESI DENT ALAN Ri chmond was in a
tense conference with his Cabinet. The press had |ately been | anbasting
the admnistration's donmestic policies and he wanted to know why. Not
that the actual policies thenselves were of much interest to him He was
nore concerned about the perception they conveyed. in the grand schene
of things perceptions were all that mattered.

That was Politics 101.

"Who the hell are they?" The President |ooked angrily at the secretary.
"Whoever they are, they're not on the list for today." He | ooked around
the table. Hell, his Chief of Staff had not even bothered to show up for
wor k today. Maybe she had done the smart thing and taken a bottle of
pills. That would hurt himshort-term but he would work out an

i mpressive spin on her suicide. Besides she had been right about one
thing: he was so far ahead in the polls who cared?

The secretary timdly crept into the room Her grow ng astoni shnrent was
evident. "It's a large group of nen, M. President. M. Bayliss fromthe
FBI, several policenmen, and a gentleman from'Virginia, he wouldn't give
hi s nane."

"The police? Tell themto | eave and subnit a request to see ne. And
tell Bayliss to call ne tonight. He'd be cooling his heels in sone
Bureau outpost in the niddl e of nowhere if | hadn't pushed through his
nonmi nation as Director. | will not tolerate this disrespect"'

"They're nost insistent, Sir.

The President flushed red and stood up. "Tell themto get the hell out.
I'"m busy, you idiot."

The woman quickly retreated. Before she could reach the door, however
it had opened. Four Secret Service agents entered, Johnson and Varney
among them followed by a contingent of D.C. police, including Police
Chief Nathan i Brimrer, and FBI Director Donald Bayliss, a short,
thickly built man in a doubl e-breasted suit with a face whiter than the
bui |l di ng he was now in.

Bringing up the rear, Seth Frank quietly cl osed the door.

In his other hand he carried a plain brow briefcase. Rich- i i nond
stared at each of them his eyes finally coning to rest on the honmicide
detecti ve.

"Detective ... Frank, right? 1In case you weren't aware you are
interrupting a confidential Cabinet neeting. |'mgoing to have to ask
you to leave." He | ooked across at the four agents, raised his eyebrows
and cocked his head toward the door. The nen stared back; they didn't
budge.

Frank stepped forward. He quietly slipped a paper out of his coat,
unfolded it and handed it to the President. Richnond | ooked down at it
whil e his Cabinet watched in utter bew | derment. R chnond finally | ooked
back at the detective.

"I's this sonme kind of joke?"

"That is a copy of an arrest warrant naming you on capital mnurder



charges for crimes commtted in the Commonweal th of Virginia. Chief

Bri mrer here has a sinilar arrest warrant for nurder one accessory
charges that will be brought against you in the District. That is, after
the commonweal th finishes with you."

The President | ooked over at Brimer, who nmet his gaze and sternly
nodded. There was a cold look in the lawmrman's eyes that told exactly how
he felt about the Chief Executive.

"I"'mthe President of the United States. You can't serve nme with
anything unless it's coffee. Now get out." The President turned to go
back to his chair.

"Technically that nmay be true. However, | don't really care. Once the
i mpeachnent process is conplete you won't be President Al an R chnond,
you'll just be Al an R chnond.

And when that happens 1'll be back. Count on it."
The President turned back around, his face bl oodl ess. C, |npeachnment?"

Frank nmoved forward until he was eye-to-eye with the man. On any ot her
occasion this would have triggered pronpt action on the part of the
Secret Service. Now, they sinply stood notionless. It was inpossible to
tell that each one of themwas inwardly reeling over the loss of a
respected col | eague. Johnson and Varney seethed at havi ng been duped as
to the events of that night at the Sullivan estate. And the man they
blamed for it all was now crunpling in front of them

Frank said, "Let's cut through the bullshit. W already have TimCollin
and doria Russell in custody. They've both waived right to counsel and
each has given detail ed depositions regarding all of the events

i nvol ving the homicides of Christine Sullivan, Luther Witney, Wlter
Sullivan and the two killings at Patton, Shaw | believe they' ve already
cut deals with the prosecutors, who are really only interested in you
anyway. This case is a real career-builder for a prosecutor, let me tel
you. "

The President staggered back a step, then righted hinself.

Frank opened the briefcase and pulled out a videotape and five

audi ocassette tapes. "I'msure your counsel will be interested to see
these. The video is of Agents Burton and Collin when they attenpted to
murder Jack Graham The tapes are of several neetings at which you were
present and at which the plannings forthe various crinmes took place.

Over six hours of testinobny, M. President. Copies have been delivered
tothe Hll, the FBI, CIA the Pos4 the Attorney CGeneral, \Wite House
counsel and anybody else | could think of-and no gaps on the tapes. Also
included is the tape Walter Sullivan nmade of your tel ephone conversation
on the night of his nurder. It doesn't exactly coincide with the version
you gave nme. Al conplinments of Bill Burton. Said in his note he was
cashing in his insurance policy."

"And where is Burton?" The President's voice was filled with rage.

"He was pronounced DOA at Fairfax Hospital at ten-thirty this norning.
Self-inflicted gunshot wound."

Ri chnond barely nade it to his chair. No one offered to assist him He
| ooked up at Frank

"Anyt hi ng el se?"



"Yeah. Burton | eft behind one other paper. It's his proxy.
For the next election. Sorry, but it seems you didn't get his vote."

One by one the Cabi net nenbers got up and left. Fear of politica
sui ci de by association was alive and well in the Capital Cty. The

| awren and Secret Service agents followed. Only the President renained.
Hi s eyes stared blankly at the wall.

Set h Frank popped his head back in the door
"Remenber, be seeing you soon." He quietly closed the door.
EPI LOGUE

THE SEASONS OF WASHI NGTON FOLLOWED A FAM LI AR PATtern, and a bare week
of spring with tolerable tenperatures and humidity under fifty percent
gave way abruptly to a neteoric thernoneter and a hunmidity |evel that
routinely delivered a full body shower whenever you wal ked outside. By
July, the typical Washingtonian had adapted as nuch as they were ever
going to, to air that was difficult to breathe and movements that were
never slow enough to prevent a sudden burst of perspiration under one's
clothing. But in all of that misery, the occasional evening was not

rui ned by the sudden materialization of a whipping, drenching
thunderstormwith nmultiple branches of lightning that threatened to
touch the earth with every expl osion. Were the breeze was cool, the air
sweet-snel ling and the sky clear. Tonight was just such a night.

Jack sat on the edge of the pool set up on the building' s roof. H's
khaki shorts reveal ed nmuscled, tanned | egs, hairs curled by the sun. He
was even | eaner than before, all remmants of office-indl uced flab

bani shed by nont hs of physical exertion. Cords of well-toned rnuscle sat
just beneath the surface of his white T-shirt. His hair was short, his
face as brown as his |l egs. The water sw shed between his bare toes.

He | ooked at the sky and breathed deeply. The place had been packed a
mere three hours ago as office dwellers dragged tan-free, fleshy bodies
to the replenishing powers of the warmwaters. Now Jack sat al one. No
bed beckoned hi m

No ringingal armwould disturb his sleep the next norning.

The door to the pool opened with a slight squeak. Jack turned and saw
the beige sumer suit, winkled and unconfortabl e-1 ooki ng. The nan
carried a brown paper bag.

"Bui | ding super told nme you were back." Seth Frank smiled. "M nd sone
conpany?"

"Not if you've got what | think you've got in that bag."

Frank sat down in a web chair and tossed a beer to Jack

They di nked cans and each man took a | ong pull

Frank | ooked around. "So how was wherever you were?"

"Not bad. It was good to get away. But it's also good to be back."
"This looks Iike a nice place to neditate."

"It gets crowded around seven for a couple of hours. Mst of the other
time it's pretty much like this."



Frank | ooked wistfully at the pool and then started to take off his
shoes. "You mi nd?"

"Hel p yoursel f."

Frank rolled up his pants, curled his socks into his shoes and sat down
next to Jack, letting his mlky-white legs sink into the water up to his
knees.

"Dam that feels good. County detectives with three daughters and a
nmort gage out the ying-yang rarely cone into contact with sw nming
pool s. "

"So |'ve heard."

Frank rubbed his calves and | ooked at his friend. "Hey, being a bum
agrees with you. You mght want to think about sticking with it."

"I amthinking about it. The idea gets nore appealing every day."
Frank eyed the envel ope next to Jack

"I mportant?" He pointed at the paper

Jack picked it up, briefly reread the contents. "Ransoned Bal dw n.
Renenber hi n"

Frank nodded. "What, has he decided to sue you for dumping his baby?"

Jack shook his head and smiled. He finished his beer and fished in the
bag and pulled out another cold one. He tossed a second one to Frank

"You never know, | guess. The guy basically said | was too good for
Jennifer. At least for right now That she had a lot of growing up to
do. He's sending her out on sone nissionary duties for the Bal dwin
Qaritabl e Foundation for a year or so. He said if | ever needed
anything to I et himknow.

Hel I, he even said that he admred and respected ne."
Frank sipped his beer. "Damm. Doesn't get nuch better than that."

"Yes, it does. Baldwin nmade Barry Alvis his chief inhouse counsel. Alvis
was the guy Jenn got fired at Patton, Shaw. Alvis pronptly wal ked into
Dan Kirksen's office and pulled the entire account. | think Dan was | ast
seen on the | edge of a very tall building."

"l read where the firmclosed its doors."

"Al'l the good | awers got snapped up right away. The bad ones ought to
try sonething else for a living. Space is already rented out. The whol e
firmgone, without a trace."

"Wel |, sane thing happened to the dinosaurs. It's just taking a little
| onger with you attorney types." He punched Jack in the arm

Jack | aughed. "Thanks for coming and cheering nme up."
“"Hell, | wouldn't nmiss it."
Jack | ooked at him his face clouded. "So what happened?"

"Don't tell me you still haven't been readi ng the papers?"



"Not for nonths. After the gauntlet of reporters, talk show hosts, teans
of independent prosecutors, Hollywood producers and your run-of |,
the-m |1l curious person |I've had to deal with | never want to know
anyt hi ng about anything. | changed ny phone nunber a dozen times and the
bastards kept finding it. That's why the |ast two nonths have been so
sweet. No one knew ne from Adam"

Frank took a nonent to collect his thoughts. "Well, let's see, Collin
pl ed to conspiracy, two counts of second-degree nurder, obstruction and
a hal f-dozen assorted | esser included offenses. That was the D.C. stuff.
I think the judge felt sorry for him Collin was a Kansas farm boy,

Mari ne, Secret Service agent. He was just follow ng orders. Been doing
that nost of his life. | mean the President tells you to do sonet hi ng,
you do it. He got twenty to life, which if you ask me was a sweet heart
deal , but he gave a full account to the prosecution team WMaybe it was
worth it. He'll probably be out in tine for his fiftieth birthday. The
commonweal th deci ded not to prosecute in return for his cooperation
agai nst Ri chnond. "

"What about Russel | ?"

Frank al nost choked on his beer. "Jesus, did that wonman spill her guts.
They nmust have spent a fortune on court-reporting fees. She just
woul dn't stop tal king. She got the best deal of all. No prison tine.

Thousand hours of conmmunity tine. Ten years' probation. For fucking
conspiracy to conmit nurder. Can you believe that? Between you and ne,
I think she's right on the borderline sanity-w se anyway. They brought
in a court-appointed shrink. | think she m ght spend a few years in an
institution before she's ready to cone out and play. But | gotta tel
you, Richnond brutalized her

Enotionally and physically. If half of what she said was true.
Jesus. M nd ganes fromhell.'
"So what about Ri chmond?"

"You really have been on Mars haven't you? Trial of the mllenniumand
you slept right through it."

"Sonebody had to."

"He fought right to the end, | have to admit that. Mist've spent every
di me he had. The guy didn't do himself any good testifying | can tel
you that. He was so damm arrogant, obviously lying out his ass. And they
traced the noney wire straight back to the Wite House. Russell had
pulled it froma bunch of accounts but nade the mi stake of assenbling
the five ml into one account before she wired it. Probably afraid if
all of the noney didn't show up at the same time Luther would go to the
cops. Hi s plan worked, even if he wasn't around to see it. Ri chnond
didn't have an answer for that or a lot of other things. They tore him
up on cross. He brought in a Wwo's Wwo of Anerican G eatness and it
didn't help himone little bit, the sonofabitch. One dangerous and sick
dude if you ask ne."

"And he had the nucl ear codes. Real nice. So what'd he get?"

Frank stared at the ripples in the water for a few nonments before
answering. "He got the death penalty, Jack."

Jack stared at him "Bullshit. How d they manage that?"

"Alittle tricky froma | egal -technical point of view They prosecuted



hi m under the nurder-for-hire statute. That's the only one where the
trigger man rul e doesn't apply."

"How the hell did they get nurder for hire to stick?"

"They argued that Burton and Collin were paid subordi nates whose only
job was to do what the President told themto do. He ordered themto
kill. Like a Mafia hitman on the payroll. It's a stretch, but the jury
returned the verdict and the sentence and the judge let it stand."

"Jesus Christ!"

"Hey, just because the guy was President doesn't mean he shoul d be
treated differently than anybody else. Hell, | don't know why we shoul d
be surprised at what happened. You know what kind of person it takes to
run for President? Not normal. They could start out okay, but by the
time they reach that |evel they ve sold their soul to the devil so many
times and stonped the guts out of enough people that they are
definitely-not |ike you and nme, not even close."

Frank studied the depths of the pool, then finally stirred.
"But they'll never execute him"
"Wy not ?"

"H's lawers will appeal, the ACLUw Il file, along with all the other
deat h penalty opposers; you're gonna get amicus briefs fromall over the
pl anet. The guy took a tidal wave plunge on the popularity scal e but
he's still got sonme powerful friends. They'll find something wong on
the record. Besides, the country m ght agree on convicting the
scurnbal | .

But I'mnot sure the United States could actually execute sone guy they
elected to the presidency. Doesn't |ook real good from agl oba
perspective either. Makes nme feel kind of queasy too, although the
asshol e deserves it."

Jack scooped up handfuls of water and let the warmliquid run down his
arms. He stared off into the night.

Frank | ooked keenly at Jack. "Not that sone positives haven't cone out
of all this. Hell, Fairfax wants to nmake yours truly a division head.
I"ve gotten offers fromabout a dozen cities to be their chief of

police. The | ead prosecutor on the R chnond case, they say, is a shoo-in
for the AG sl ot next election."”

The detective took a sip of beer. "Wat about you, Jack?

You were the one who brought the guy down. Setting up Burton and the
Presi dent was your idea. Man, when | found ny line was tapped, | thought
my head was gonna expl ode

You were right though. So what do you get out of all this?"

Jack | ooked at his friend and said sinply, "I"malive. |I'mnot
practicing rich-man | aw at Patton, Shaw and |'mnot marrying Jennifer
Bal dwi n. That's nore than enough."

Frank studied the blue veins on his legs. "You heard from Kat e?"
Jack took another swall ow of beer before answering.

"She's in Atlanta. At | east she was |last tine she wote."



"She gonna stick there?"

Jack shrugged. "She's not sure. Her letter wasn't all that clear." Jack
paused. "Luther left her his house in his will."

"I"'msurprised she'd take it. I'll-gotten gains and all that."

"Luther's father left it to him bought and paid for. Luther knew his
daughter. | think he wanted her to have ... sonething. A hone's not a
bad place to start."

"Yeah? A hone takes two if you ask me. And then sone dirty diapers and
infant formula to make it conplete. Hell, Jack, you two were nmeant to be
together. I'mtelling you."

"I"'mnot sure that matters, Seth." He wi ped off the thick droplets of
water fromhis arns. "She's been through a |ot.

Maybe too nuch. |'mkind of connected to all the bad stuff. | really
can't blame her for wanting to get away fromit all

Wpe the slate clean.”
"You weren't the problem Jack. Fromwhat | saw everything el se was."

Jack | ooked across at a helicopter. roaring its way across the sky. "I'm
alittle tired of always being the one to make the first step, Seth, you
know what |'m sayi ng?"

141 guess.)P
Frank | ooked at his watch., Jack caught the novenent.
"Got sonmewhere to go?"

"I was just thinking we need something a | ot stronger than beer. | know
this nice little place out by Dulles. Rack of ribs long as ny arm

two- pound conon-the-cobs and tequila till the sun comes up. And sone
not - so- bad-1 ooki ng waitresses if you're so inclined, although being
married I will only watch froma respectful distance while you make a
compl ete fool of yourself W take a cab home because we'll both be
shit-faced and you crash at mnmy place. Wat do you say?"

Jack grinned. "Can | get a rain check on that? It sounds good though."
"You sure?"
:'1'"msure, Seth, thanks."

"You got it." Frank stood up, rolled down his pants and fl opped across
to put on his shoes and socks.

"Hey, how about Saturday you cone out to my place?

We're grilling, burgers, fries and dogs. Got tickets to Canden Yard
too."

"You got a deal on that one."
Frank stood up and headed to the door. He | ooked back

"Hey, Jack, don't think too much, okay? Sonetimes that's not rea
heal thy. " '



Jack held up his can. "Thanks for the beer."

After Frank left, Jack. lay back on the cenent and stared at a sky that
seemed filled with nmore stars than there were nunbers. Sonetines he
woul d awaken from a deep sleep and realize that he'd been dream ng about
the nost bizarre stuff. But what he'd been dream ng about had actually
happened to him It was not a pleasant feeling. And it only added to
the' confusion that, at his age, he hoped woul d have been | ong since
elimnated fromhis life.

An hour-and-a-hal f plane ride due south was probably the surest answer
to what, ailed him Kate whitney may or nay not cone back. The only
thing he felt sure about was that he could not go after her. That this
time it would be her responsibility to return to his life. And it was
not bitterness that nade Jack feel such was inperative. Kate had to make
up her own mnd. About her life and how she wanted to spend it. The
enotional trauma she had experienced with her father had been surpassed
by the overwhelning guilt and grief she had endured at his death. The
worman had a lot to think through. And she had nade it very clear that
she needed to undertake that exercise alone. And she was probably right.

He took bff his shirt, slid into the water and did three quick laps. H's
arms cut powerfully through the water and then he pulled hinself back up
on the tiled apron. He grabbed his towel and wapped it around his

shoul ders. The night air was cool and each droplet of water felt like a
m niature air conditioner against his skin. He agai nl ooked at the sky.
Not a mural in sight. But neither was Kate.

He was deci di ng whether to head back to his apartnent for sone sleep
when he heard the door squeak open again. Frank nust have forgotten
sonet hing. He | ooked over. For a few seconds he couldn't nove. He just
sat there with the towel around his shoul ders afraid to make a sound.
That what was happeni ng m ght not be real. Another dreamthat would
flicker out with the sun's first rays. Finally he slowy got up, water
dripping off him and noved toward the door

DOMN ON THE STREET, SETH FRANK STOOD NEXT TO H'S CAR for a few nonents
admring the sinple beauty of the evening, sniffed the air that was nore
rem ni scent of a wet spring than a hunmid sumrer. It woul dn't be that

| ate when he got hone. Maybe M's. Frank would like to hit the

nei ghbor hood Dairy Queen. Just the two of them He'd heard sone good
reports about the butterscotch-di pped cone. That would finish off the
day just fine. He clinbed in his car

As a father of three, Seth Frank knew what a wonderful and precious
commodity life was. As a hom cide detective he had | earned how t hat
preci ous comodity could be brutally ripped away. He | ooked up at the
roof of the apartnent building and sniled as he put the car in gear. But
that was the great thing about being alive, he thought. Today m ght not
be so good. But tonmorrow, you got another chance to get it right.
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