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CHAPTER 1
 

Joe Martello stood against the wall in his NYPD uniform, his radio on just enough to hear, but not enough to disturb the party.
A waiter in a tuxedo shirt passed with a tray of drinks and then entered the crowd of wealthy patrons, most of which were dressed in expensive suits and evening gowns.
Crystal chandeliers above provided the perfect amount of light while a piano player added elegant background music. The smell of garlic and rich foods emanated from the buffet table.
Joe strolled along the wall and glanced down an adjoining hallway. At the end of the hall was a large room full of children, most of them bald and skinny, a few of them laughing and talking, others eating cake and ice cream. A few women sat at a small table, talking and eating.
He didn’t want to stare, so he kept moving along the wood-paneled wall, toward the phone booths and the main doors that led to the hotel lobby.
Joe stepped out into the quiet lobby. The revolving door was still. The doorman stood inside the lobby, staring outside. A bearded maintenance man polished the ornate brass railing along the side of the staircase while a cute female clerk behind the counter sat and texted on her phone at super-fast speed.
The doorman glanced at Joe, then turned his gaze back to the street outside.
Joe took a quick stroll to the front doors and looked out the big glass window.
The snow had stopped coming down outside, and luckily, it only left a few inches as opposed to the one foot the weatherman had been ranting about. A sanitation truck plowed and salted the avenue while a few maintenance men cleared the sidewalks with snow blowers. Only a few bundled-up pedestrians were out and the only cars on the street were taxis and patrol cars.
When he finished the academy two years ago, Joe had planned to make detective, but with all these babysitting and security assignments around the United Nations, he knew he’d never make enough arrests to make it past beat cop.
As he turned around, Joe glanced at the bulletin that read,
Children’s cancer research fundraiser.
He felt guilty for thinking about his own problems while knowing that most of these poor kids will never live to see puberty.
A tall pale man with glasses, dressed in a pair of khakis and a polo shirt, stepped out into the lobby with an unlit cigarette in his hand. He didn’t fit in with all the suits, but he didn’t seem to be doing anything wrong either. Joe noticed a tattoo on the man’s forearm, the same tattoo he had on his shoulder: an eagle with the Earth, an anchor, and the words
Semper Fi.

When Joe stepped back through the double-doors and into the fundraiser, he noticed two men rushing down the hall while zipping up their pants. As he got closer, he could hear a woman’s voice inside the men’s room yelling, “Taylor!”
Just as he was about to go inside, a full-figured woman in a black dress burst out of the men’s room and almost caught Joe in the face with the door.
He jumped back, “Hey! Watch it!”
The frantic woman yelled down the hall, “Taylor!”
“What’s the problem, miss?”
The woman turned to Joe and glanced at his uniform and badge, her body trembling and her eyes full of water. “He’s my son. He went to the bathroom, but he never came back. It’s my fault, damn it! I shouldn’t have let him go alone.” She started sobbing.
“It’s not your fault. Just tell me what he looks like.”
The woman caught her breath, then said, “He’s seven. He’s wearing a gray suit and the cutest little clip-on tie . . .” She started sobbing again.
A few people gathered in the hallway and watched.
The waiter approached with his empty tray, trying to make his way to the kitchen.
Joe stopped the waiter and said, “Stay with her. I’ll be right back.” He hurried down the hall and entered the door that led to the kitchen.
Inside, he found dishwashers washing and cooks cooking . . . business as usual.
He stepped out of the kitchen and continued to the end of the hall. There was an emergency exit door, but it had an alarm. If the kid had run out this way, the alarm would have gone off . . . unless it wasn’t working.
Joe braced himself for the loud blast, but it never came. He opened the door and stepped into the cold concrete staircase.
Across from the stairs was another emergency exit door. Just as Joe was about to go through that door, he heard something. He listened closely while moving closer to the staircase.
The sound of a whimpering child came from above. Joe knew it had to be that woman’s kid. Damn kid got lost and now he’s scared.
When he reached the landing above, Joe saw the kid curled up in a fetal position, crying. The kid’s shirt was torn and stretched. His pants were around his ankles along with his underwear.
Joe picked up his radio and called for an ambulance, then the precinct.
When he noticed blood, and what looked like shit, on the kid’s inner thighs, Joe knew someone had raped him.
His stomach twisted. He felt like crying for the boy, but at the same time, he felt like killing someone . . . killing the scumbag who could do something like this.



CHAPTER 2
 

Outside the hotel, shivering from the cold, Richie Carson finished his cigarette, then stomped it out on the icy sidewalk and hurried back into the lobby.
Inside, he stomped out the snow and salt on the rubber mat before sloshing across the highly polished marble floor. The doorman looked down at the mess Richie was making, but he didn’t say anything.
A family with too much luggage approached the revolving door. The doorman stepped over to a glass door next to the revolving door and opened it. The cold wind blew in and made the girl behind the counter stop texting and look up.
The doorman continued holding the door while the family thanked him and dragged their wet luggage inside.
Before returning to the fundraiser, Richie sprayed two shots of Binaca into his mouth.
Inside, a crowd of people was gathered at the end of the hall, near the bathrooms. He wondered what was going on, but what he really wanted was another drink and some more of those delicious appetizers.
Just as he was about to make his way toward the back where the food and drinks were, he heard a woman scream—a woman that sounded a lot like his wife, Gail.
Richie pushed his way through the crowd, which at 6’5” and 280 pounds, wasn’t hard to do. As he got farther down the hall, he could hear his wife crying. Between the alcohol, his high blood pressure, and the adrenaline, his head felt like it was about to burst.
At the end of the hall, Richie saw the same cop he’d just seen in the lobby. He remembered the name on his badge,
J. Martello. The cop stood with the staircase door open.
As Richie approached the door, he saw Gail sitting on the stairs, crying, and holding their son Taylor who was also crying.
The cop tried to stop Richie from entering the staircase.
Richie looked down at him, he didn’t care if he was a cop, no one was going to stop him from going through that door. “That’s my wife and son.”
The cop stepped to the side and let Richie pass.
Richie approached his wife and asked, “What happened?”
Gail didn’t speak. She just looked down at Taylor, who had his face buried in her hip.
Richie squatted down, “What happened, buddy?”
Taylor didn’t answer, he didn’t even look at his father, he just kept crying and hiding his face, clinging to his mother.
Richie asked Gail, “What the hell’s going on? Where’s Chelsea?”
The cop said, “Your daughter is with the other children in the playroom, sir. She’s fine. The program director is with them.”
Richie noticed something on the floor . . . drops of blood. The veins in his balding head began to throb even more. He turned around and yelled at the cop, “What the fuck happened?”
The cop said, “Your son was assaulted, sir.”
“Assaulted? What do you mean assaulted?”
Gail finally caught her breath enough to say, “Don’t Richie.”
A man and a woman, both wearing business clothes and detective’s badges on their belts, entered the staircase. The male detective was white with blond hair. He was tall, but not as tall as Richie was. The female detective was short and looked Hispanic.
The male detective turned to the cop in uniform and said, “I’ll take it from here, officer Martello. Just try to clear that hallway, the bus should be here any minute.”
He turned to Richie and said, “I’m Detective McCoy. This is my partner, Detective Perez.”



CHAPTER 3
 

At a small table in the back of the fundraiser, near the piano, Bradley Bedford sipped a Martini while conversing with his boss, David Schultz.
Next to David was Ko Sin Lu, the US ambassador from The Republic of Tan Guk Van.
All three men wore glasses and tailored Italian suits.
David, a sixty-two year old financial genius with a swollen red nose and a receding hairline, supervisor of American affairs for Yates Pharmaceuticals, sipped his twelve-year-old Scotch, then turned to Ko Sin Lu and said, “So . . . Lu . . . do you mind if I call you Lu?”
Ko Sin Lu replied in his heavy accent, “I like it. It sounds very American.”
Bradley chuckled.
David took another sip, then said, “So . . . Lu . . . your country will soon realize they made the right decision to become a part of this great ideal we call capitalism.”
As a black man who grew up in the projects and earned his law degree through scholarships and hard work, Bradley was happy to raise his glass and make a toast, “To capitalism.”
David and Lu also raised their glasses and said, “Capitalism.”
They all took a drink.
Bradley glanced at his watch. He was hoping to visit his hot Russian mistress tonight before going home to his wife, but now, watching David suck down that Scotch, he had a feeling this was going to be a long night.
David said, “You know, Lu . . . you and your country have given me something to look forward to. For the past ten years, we’ve been dealing with religious fanatics in Afghanistan. What a shit hole.” David took another sip and winced.
Bradly watched a crowd of people gathered on the other side of the room, near the entrance. He wondered what was going on.
David continued speaking with Lu. “I hate those damn religious fanatics. They’re not scared to kill themselves because they get all those virgins after they die.”
“Virgins?”
David said, “Yeah, virgins. I know . . . the whole thing is just so fucking crazy. Anyways, I’m just happy to get out of there and get into your country. We don’t mind doing business with gangsters. That’s something we already know how to do.” David winked, then raised his glass.
Lu raised his glass.
Bradley noticed two paramedics enter the fundraiser with an empty stretcher, then disappear behind the crowd. “Something’s happening.”
David and Lu turned their heads to the direction Bradley was looking.
The paramedics returned with the stretcher, no longer empty, now it had a little boy on it.
Bradley said, “I wonder if that little boy is one of the cancer patients.”
While looking at his phone, Lu said, “So sorry, but I must go.”
David asked, “Everything alright? You need anything?”
“Everything is fine.”



CHAPTER 4
 

While the detectives were at the hospital with Richie Carson and his family, Joe Martello completed his paperwork at the precinct.
He couldn’t understand how some people could have such bad luck. That poor family. It’s not enough that their five-year-old daughter had been diagnosed with cancer, now this atrocity had to happen to their seven-year-old son.
Joe finished his paperwork and hoped there weren’t any mistakes. He turned it in to the sergeant on duty and prepared to go home for the night.
Before entering the men’s locker room, a chubby little desk cop named Amy was just about to pass Joe, but she stopped. She was short and round, but she had a pretty face with juicy lips and monstrous breasts. Not Joe’s usual type, but he could definitely imagine her giving a mean blowjob.
“Hey Joe. You tell your girlfriend about me yet?”
“Yes, Amy. I told her you’re my soul mate and I’m leaving her for you.”
She giggled. “You’re a liar.”
“I’m not lying. I’m joking.” Joe smiled.
“Cute.”
Joe asked, “Did you think about what I asked you?”
“I did.”
Joe’s heartbeat increased. “And?”
“Is it true that you used to be a lawyer?”
Joe nodded. “Yeah. Why?”
“Not only are you gonna represent me for free if I get in trouble for this, but you’re going to feed my cat while I’m gone.” While looking both ways down the hall, she retrieved a flash drive from her pocket, stepped toward the drinking fountain, placed it on a dry spot on the edge, then stepped back.
Joe didn’t think she would really do it. He snatched the flash drive, then exhaled and said, “Thank you so much, Amy. I owe you big time.”
“Why don’t you thank me over dinner tonight?” She giggled.
“I was telling the truth when I said I’m one of those rare men that would never cheat on his girlfriend.” He waited for another cop to pass, then he leaned in close and whispered in her ear, making sure she could feel his hot breath. “But if you ever catch me when I’m single, I’ll give you the fuck of your life.”
He kissed her on the cheek and then headed into the locker room, leaving Amy frozen like a statue with her mouth open.



CHAPTER 5
 

An announcement rang over the hospital loudspeaker while a nurse stepped into the room, wrote something in a chart, and stepped back out.
Wearing a paper gown and covered with a blanket, Taylor was propped up on the hospital bed. His sandy blond hair was a mess and his pale skin was whiter than normal.
Richie became more frustrated by the minute as he watched the detectives question Taylor and Taylor ignore their questions. He tried using his best sympathetic daddy voice, “Taylor, buddy . . . the police are your friends. They want to find the bad man who hurt you, but they don’t know who he is. Please, Taylor . . . you need to tell them what they need to know.”
Taylor shook his head, but didn’t speak.
“You tell them, boy, or I’m gonna give you the beating of your life.”
Detective Hanna Perez said, “That won’t be necessary Mr. Carson.”
Richie was glad that Gail and Chelsea didn’t have to be there. He ignored Detective Perez and said, “Okay, Taylor. Forget the beating. Let’s try this. Either you tell the detectives what they need to know or I’m throwing your TV and Xbox right in the garbage.”
“But, Dad.”
“But, nothing! You start talking right now, boy! And speak up!”
Taylor began to cry.
Detective McCoy said, “Mr. Carson. What do you say you and I step into the hall and leave Perez with your son for a while? She’s good with kids.”
Richie didn’t answer. He just looked back and forth at the two detectives and at his son who was still crying.



CHAPTER 6
 

In front of the hotel, Bradley waited as David’s bodyguard assisted David into the back of his limousine and closed the door. The bodyguard then sat up front with the driver.
David rolled down his window and said, “Bedford, tell Lu to rest up tomorrow. Monday is going to be a long day. We have a lot of money to make.”
“I’ll tell him.” Bradley stepped back onto the sidewalk and waited for his own limo to pull up. He looked at his Rolex. The fundraiser had ended at eleven and it was already eleven thirty. He hadn’t heard from Lu since he’d left the table earlier. Bradley had called twice, but Lu’s phone went straight to voicemail. He texted once, but still didn’t hear anything back.
Bradley’s limo pulled up. The driver got out.
Still on the sidewalk, Bradley said, “I have to go back in for something. Just keep circling the block until I text you.”
“Yes, sir.” The driver got back in the car.
Bradley wondered if Lu had gotten sick, or maybe he’d called a hooker. He just hoped he wasn’t in his room getting high. He didn’t need those kinds of problems.
The doorman stood at attention while Bradley entered through the revolving door. The lobby was still quiet. The elevator opened as soon as he pressed the button.
The girl behind the counter looked at him, and for a moment, Bradley thought she was going to say something, but she didn’t. True, he was black, but he was a middle-aged man wearing a three-thousand-dollar suit and a ten-thousand-dollar watch.
Bradley stepped into the elevator as if he owned the building and the girl behind the counter went back to texting. He loosened his scarf and unbuttoned his coat while watching the floor numbers on the screen.
After getting out of the elevator on the 29th
floor, Bradley tried calling and texting Lu again, but there was still no response. He’d been in Lu’s room earlier that evening to help him tie his bow tie, otherwise he’d have to spend who knows how long trying to hunt down the info.
Bradley headed down the wallpapered hallway, then knocked on Lu’s door. Nothing.
He knocked again, louder. He heard movement inside the room, so he called out, “Lu! It’s Bradley! Are you okay?” He heard movement again, then silence. “Lu?”
Finally, the door opened a little and Lu peeked out into the hall.
Bradley thought Lu was high on coke.
Lu opened the door. Bradley entered. Lu closed and bolted the door.
“I am sorry, Mr. Bradley Bedford, but I have family emergency. I must go home.”
“Home?” Bradley looked into the man’s eyes and realized he wasn’t high, just scared. “What happened?”
“It is personal. I must go.”
Bradley noticed all of Lu’s things packed and ready to go. The furniture shined as if it had just been polished and the thick carpet looked as if it had never been walked on.
“I am waiting for confirmation for my flight now, then I must go, Mr. Bradley Bedford.”
“What about Monday?” Asked Bradley.
“One of my assistants must fill in.”
“This is the first meeting between your country’s new government and my company. I cannot stress how important your presence is.”
“So sorry, Mr. Bradley Bedford.” Lu’s phone beeped. He read a text, then said, “My tickets are ready and my taxi is on the way. I must go.” He grabbed his luggage.
Bradley grabbed Lu by the arm. “If you’re going to ruin both of our careers, at least tell me why you have to go.”
Lu’s thick glasses fogged up as tears ran down his face. “I don’t know what is wrong with me. I just can’t help myself. Those sweet little boys are just so beautiful.”
It took Bradley a moment to understand what he was hearing—Ko Sin Lu was a pedophile? This could really fuck things up for everyone.
Lu used the same handkerchief to wipe his eyes and his glasses.
Bradley said, “Tell me why you have to go.”
After blowing his nose and putting his glasses back on, Lu said, “Do you remember the little boy that go to hospital?”
“Oh my God.” Bradley held his hand against his head. “That’s why you left the table?”
Lu nodded.
He wondered what exactly Lu had done to the boy. Did he rape him? He must have. If he only touched or fondled the boy, he wouldn’t have needed a stretcher and an ambulance.
Bradley’s sons were teenagers now, but it wasn’t long ago that they were as young and vulnerable as that boy that the paramedics had taken out of the fundraiser tonight.
Part of Bradley wanted to strangle the deranged little man standing in front of him, but he knew there was still a chance of salvaging things. “Okay. Maybe it is better you go home for a while. I’ll speak with David about our next move.”
“Thank you so much, Mr. Bradley Bedford. Thank you.” Lu bowed.
Bradley didn’t bow, and he certainly didn’t want to shake the man’s hand. “Just go.”



CHAPTER 7
 

After leaving the hotel, Bradley had sent David a text, but David didn’t respond, so Bradley headed home for some sleep.
He knew his wife would already be in bed, so he keyed in his alarm code, then tiptoed into the house trying not to wake her. His Luxurious Long Island home was always spotless.
In the bedroom, Bradley stripped out of his clothes and wearing jut his boxer shorts and undershirt, he slipped into the bed next to his wife. She rolled over, but didn’t wake up.
He spent about an hour thinking about what Lu had done, but thanks to the alcohol, he was able to fall asleep at a decent hour.
At 6:30 AM, his phone vibrated on the nightstand waking himself and his wife. He grabbed it and silenced it. “Sorry, baby.” He jumped out of the bed while putting on his glasses, then glanced at the screen. It was David calling.
Bradley entered the bathroom, shut the door, and answered the phone. “David. I need to speak with you.”
“So speak.”
“I need to meet with you.”
David sighed. “I’m on my way to DC already. I’ll be back tonight.”
“Okay. Text me when you get back.”
“You know I don’t like that texting shit.” David coughed. “I’ll call you.”



CHAPTER 8
 

Sunday morning, Joe wanted to sleep a little later than usual, but he woke up when the sun came out, just as he always did. He lay for a moment with his eyes open, staring at the dark beige walls and white trim, thinking about that little boy he’d found in the staircase.
He tried to think of something else, so he thought about the same walls he was staring at. He’d painted when he bought the house five years ago, but now the paint was getting faded. Recently, he’d been thinking of painting again, but never seemed to have the time.
Joe rolled over and spooned against his girlfriend, Michelle, who was sleeping on her side. He moved her long dirty-blonde hair to the side and kissed her neck. She moaned. He kissed her again, lightly, close to her ear. She moaned again. Joe knew Michelle loved it in the morning, even when she was tired.
Michelle rubbed her round juicy ass on his hard dick and whispered, “Put it in.”
Joe didn’t need to be told twice. Without changing positions, he pulled her thong to the side and slipped it into her from behind.
She moaned louder and louder as Joe pumped her harder and harder. Within less than ten minutes, he blew his whole load inside of her. She was on the pill, so neither of them ever worried about it. Joe spanked her ass, then jumped out of the bed.
The bathroom was just down the hall and was spotless.
He had to wait a few minutes for his hard-on to subside before he could urinate.
After brushing his teeth and taking a quick shower, Joe went back into the bedroom where he found Michelle asleep, still in the same position she was when he left.
He slipped on a pair of briefs, then approached the bed.
After covering Michelle with the blanket and giving her a kiss on the head, Joe put on a T-shirt, a pair of cotton shorts, and a pair of slippers. He crept out of the bedroom and closed the door behind him.
Downstairs, in Joe’s living room, a 42” TV sat on a stand against the wall. A brown sofa and loveseat occupied the opposite wall. Everything was five years old, but in perfect shape.
Joe passed through the living room and entered the kitchen, where he brewed a pot of coffee while copying the files from the flash drive that Amy had given him to his laptop.
He heard noises, and he knew what it was.
Joe opened the vertical blinds that covered a big glass sliding door leading to the backyard. He looked down at his two brown dachshunds jumping, scratching the glass, and licking their lips. “Greedy fucks.” He had named them
Yin
and
Yang
because when they were younger, they had opposite personalities.
From the broom closet, Joe retrieved a pair of old sneakers and slipped them on.
While sliding the big glass door open, Joe had to be sure the dogs didn’t get in the house. He went outside, closed the door behind him, and squatted down to pet them. “Yous two better not bark now. Michelle is in there trying to sleep.”
The dogs just kept jumping up and down and licking their lips while Joe pet them.
After a few minutes, he stood and said, “Okay, okay, I know what you want.” He removed the lid from a big blue plastic tub and used a small plastic bowl to scoop dry dog food out of the container and into their big bowl.
While they ate, Joe slipped his hand into the elaborate doghouse that he’d built, to make sure they still had water in their bowl from yesterday. They did. A vent tube from the basement brought heat up to the doghouse, but still, with these ten-degree days they’ve been having, Joe was worried it was too cold for the dogs, but it wasn’t. It was very comfortable in there.
“Okay, guys, I got things to do now.”
The dogs just kept eating while Joe went back into the house, closing the glass sliding door behind him. He slipped out of the old sneakers and back into his slippers, making sure not to drop any dirt onto the polished fake wood floor.
After putting away the sneakers, Joe washed his hands, then checked his computer. The files were done copying. He unplugged the flash drive and opened the folder on the desktop. There were hundreds of documents, so he started with the original detective’s report.
Tears began to fill Joe’s eyes as he read his father’s name and cause of death:
Tony Martello. Multiple gunshot wounds to the head and chest. Dead on arrival.

Joe heard the pipes in the bathroom upstairs and he knew Michelle was awake. After closing the files and folders, he powered down his laptop and wiped his eyes with a paper towel.
Michelle came in the kitchen wearing just her thong and asked, “Where’d you go?”
“Couldn’t sleep with that sun shining through the window. You want breakfast?” He took a dozen eggs out of the refrigerator and showed it to her before placing it on the counter.
“What I want is to take a shower and then for you to fuck me, and fuck me proper this time.” She slipped out of her panties and threw them at Joe.
He caught them and smelled them.
Michelle giggled, then turned around.
Joe followed her juicy ass as it led him up the stairs and into the bathroom.
After getting into the shower and adjusting the water, Joe began to lather Michelle up with some moisturizing body wash. He started with her small breasts. Instantly, her nipples grew hard. He rubbed them and pinched them lightly.
Michelle returned the favor by lathering up his chiseled hairless chest and abdominals, then working her way down.



CHAPTER 9
 

Richie hadn’t slept all night, and because he didn’t have to work, he’d spent all morning pacing the house and checking his cell phone. His wife had picked up some pastrami sandwiches for Lunch, but Richie had only eaten a few bites.
That afternoon, it was time to pick up Taylor from the hospital. Richie still couldn’t believe this was really happening. How could it happen to his kid? He turned to Gail who was helping Chelsea put on her coat. “When we get to the city, drop me off at the precinct and you go for Taylor, then come back for me.”
“Come back for you? They’ll probably arrest you.”
He put his jacket on. “No one’s arresting me.”
“With that attitude? I know your temper.”
“I’ll be fine.” He opened the door. “Let’s go.”
Richie, Gail, and Chelsea walked the skinny path from their front door past the snow covered front lawn, and into their ten-year-old Chrysler minivan.
Traffic on the tree-lined New Jersey highway moved smoothly all the way up to the Staten Island crossings. It took another thirty minutes from there just to get into Manhattan. Richie had hoped there wouldn’t be much traffic since it was Sunday, but he should have known, there was always traffic in New York.
He double-parked in front of the precinct on the Upper East Side, a fifteen-story metal and glass building surrounded by even taller skyscrapers.
Richie got out of the minivan and leaned into the back, giving Chelsea a kiss on the cheek while she was strapped into her car seat.
Gail circled the car and jumped in the driver’s seat. “Don’t get loud in there. They all have guns.”
Richie chuckled, kissed his wife, then moved away while she took off down the avenue.
Just as he stepped onto the sidewalk, he slipped on a thin sheet of ice and almost lost his balance. He caught himself before falling, but his heart was pounding. “Fuck.” He could hear his wife in his head telling him to keep calm. He exhaled, then looked around at the few bundled-up people passing on the sidewalk to make sure no one saw what had just happened.
Inside the precinct, things were relatively quiet. He figured the criminals must have stayed in this week with this blistering cold. The gray paint on the walls was faded and scuffed. The floor was clean, but the vinyl tiles were worn down and full of scratches.
The cop at the desk was turned around in his chair, chatting with another cop who was standing with a folder in his hand.
Richie stood at the counter and waited as patiently as he knew how.
Finally, the cop swiveled around in his chair and asked, “How can I help you?”
“I’m here to see Detective McCoy.”
“Is he expecting you?”
“He’s working on my son’s case.”
“That’s not what I asked you. Is he expecting you?”
Richie felt like sending this cop bastard straight to the moon, but instead, he smiled and said, “No. He is not expecting me.”
The cop picked up his desk phone and asked Richie, “What’s your name?”
“Richie Carson.”
He dialed a number, then said, “A Richie Carson here to see McCoy?”
Richie kept his fake smile on while waiting.
After about a minute, the cop spoke into the phone, “Okay. I’ll send him up.” He hung up, then turned to Richie and said, “Second floor.”
“Thank you.” Richie headed up the stairs and entered the area where all the detectives’ desks were.
Detective Perez was at the front door. She shook his hand. “Hello Mr. Carson.” She led him to the back of the room where McCoy was typing on a computer.
McCoy stood and shook his hand. “Mr. Carson.”
Richie said, “Hello detective.”
Perez said, “We weren’t expecting you.”
“I know.”
McCoy said, “Should have called me. I could have saved you a trip.”
“We had to come into the city anyway. My wife is at the hospital picking up Taylor.”
There was silence for a moment.
Perez said, “I bet he’ll be happy to get back home to his Xbox.”
Richie chuckled.
McCoy said, “Well, Mr. Carson. I wish I had something for you, but we still don’t have any solid leads yet.”
“But he told you who did it. He described an Asian man. I only remember seeing two Asian men, so he shouldn’t be too hard to find.”
“I assure you Mr. Carson we are doing our best here.”
Perez added, “Haven’t you noticed we’re still in the same clothes as last night? We haven’t been home yet. I took a two hour nap this morning on the cot, and I need a shower.”
“What my partner is trying to say is that we are doing everything humanly possible to catch the man who did this.”
“If you were doing everything humanly possible, then you would have rounded up both of those Chinks and demanded a DNA sample.”
McCoy shook his head, “We’re not the
Gastapo. This is America, and we have a constitution to follow. Besides, one of the men you’re talking about is a surgeon and the other is an ambassador.”
“I don’t care if he’s the Chinese fucking Jesus! I want this animal caught!”
A few detectives stood and began getting closer to where Richie and McCoy were standing. He remembered his wife telling him not to get arrested.
McCoy motioned for the detectives to stand back. “It’s okay fellas. I got this.” He turned to Richie and said, “I’ve got the same Irish temper as you, so I won’t hold that against you, but you better cool down. Go home and wait for my call.”
Richie stood there for a moment, looking down at McCoy, then he nodded, turned around, and walked away.



CHAPTER 10
 

Joe had on a pair of jeans and boots and his heavy coat when he drove his five-year-old yellow Mustang to his mother’s house, which was only a few blocks away from his house.
He rang the bell twice, then used his key to let himself in. A few pieces of black furniture sat against olive green walls with white trim. Everything was as spotless as it was at Joe’s house.
Joe’s mother zipped out of the kitchen in her electric wheelchair. “I couldn’t get to the door. I had a meatloaf in my hands.”
“Don’t worry, Ma.” He sniffed the air. “Smells good. What is that?”
“Scalloped potatoes.”
“I told you not to go crazy with all this heavy cooking.”
“And what am I supposed to do? Shrivel up and die?” She spun her wheelchair around and zipped back into the kitchen.
Joe followed her.
Mrs. Martello had thick red hair and freckles with pale blue eyes. Joe inherited his brown hair and brown eyes from his father’s side of the family, which were dark haired and dark skinned Sicilians. Joe’s complexion, however, was much lighter than his father’s family, due to his mother’s Irish genes.
A former district attorney, Joe’s mother was paralyzed from the waist down after a car accident in 1984 that also killed the fetus in her womb and made it impossible for her to have any more children.
Mrs. Martello took a bottle of Sam Adams out of the refrigerator. “You want one?”
“I’m working tonight.”
She opened the beer and took a big gulp, then said, “Everything is done. Just have to let the meatloaf settle for five minutes before I can cut it.”
Joe opened a can of soda. The only time he had soda, or beer, was Sunday dinner at his mother’s house.
“So, how’s things going with that new girl?”
“Michelle.”
“Yes, Michelle.”
Joe knew what his mother wanted to hear, so he humored her. “Things are going good. She seems like a nice girl.” He then tried to change the subject. “Did that lazy nurse do anything today, or was she on Facebook again all morning?”
“So I guess the conversation about Michelle is over. I’ll cut the meatloaf now.”
After dinner, Joe kissed his mother goodbye and left the flash drive in her china cabinet next to the extra set of keys for his house.
Snow flurries and icy highways forced Joe to slow down and drive cautiously all the way to Manhattan. He thought he would be late, but was lucky to find a parking spot just around the corner from the precinct. He made it in with just enough time to put on his uniform and make roll-call and briefing.
After a typical meeting, Joe was on his way out the front door for another night of walking the cold streets.
Just as he got outside, he ran into Detectives McCoy and Perez.
Both detectives nodded at Joe, but didn’t say anything.
Joe stopped and said, “Detectives.”
They stopped.
McCoy said, “Officer?”
Joe asked, “How’s the Carson family doing?”
McCoy said, “Why don’t you just walk your beat and let us worry about the Carson family?”
“Why don’t you go fuck yourself?”
“Excuse me?”
“You don’t outrank me, wise guy. I’ll tell you to go fuck yourself any time I feel like . . . now . . . go fuck yourself.”
A few cops and civilians on the sidewalk stopped to watch the confrontation.
Detective Perez stepped between them. “You men and your testosterone. Why don’t we all try to act like grownups?”
Without a word, McCoy turned around and marched into the precinct.
Joe turned around and trudged through the snow toward Madison Avenue to spend another night giving directions to tourists and telling bums to keep moving.



CHAPTER 11
 

Bradley had just finished a big dinner with his large, but wonderful wife at their favorite Japanese restaurant. He was happy to be home for a little rest and relaxation when David called and said he was back in the city and wanted to meet.
It was a waste of a Sunday night, but at least there was no traffic, and it gave him the perfect opportunity to swing by and fuck Olga, his hot Russian mistress.
Sitting in the back of his limo, he rolled up the dividing window then called Olga. She didn’t answer, so he called again. She still didn’t answer, so he texted.
Before he knew it, he was in Manhattan. Bradley rolled down the divider and told his driver to double park in front of David’s East Side high-rise, which David lived in, and owned.
Cars beeped their horns while passing in the street. The icy sidewalks still only had a few people hurrying around.
David came out of the building with his bodyguard.
Bradley put on his scarf and gloves before getting out of the car.
David and Bradley strolled down the sidewalk while David’s bodyguard stayed twenty feet behind.
Obviously annoyed, David asked, “So, what’s with this cloak and dagger shit?”
Bradley replied, “I just want to be safe. Is that not what Wayne Norman always tells us? To be safe?”
“Yes. Yes. So, what is it?”
“Do you remember that little boy who left the fundraiser on a stretcher yesterday?”
“Just get to the point, Bedford. It’s late.”
“Ko Sin Lu, raped that little boy in the staircase during the fundraiser.”
David stopped walking. “Damn it. He just couldn’t resist, that little bastard. His president offered him a whole harem of boys back home and assured us that this would not happen. Now we’re fucked.”
“We’re fucked? Try telling that to the seven-year-old boy who had his asshole torn open and then stitched back up.”
 




CHAPTER 12
 

Monday morning, Richie still hadn’t gotten much sleep and he wasn’t feeling any better. He called in sick for that afternoon, but didn’t tell his wife.
Gail took Taylor to her mother’s house before going to work.
Richie stood with Chelsea on the sidewalk until the school bus picked her up. It was the first time she had to go to school without her big brother, but Richie told her that Taylor needed to rest for a few days before going back. He kissed his daughter before she got on the bus, then he waved until the bus was out of sight.
No one told Chelsea exactly what had happened to Taylor. They just told her that he had been hurt and needed to recuperate. Richie was confident that she was too young to understand what had really happened.
Back inside the house, Richie had a couple cups of coffee and a few cigarettes while continually checking his cell phone.
Rocky, the family’s fat yellow Labrador, stepped around the mess of clothes and toys that were strewn about the floor. It then climbed up onto the couch and curled up against Richie. He stroked the dog’s head while staring at the wall.
Finally, the phone rang. It was a 212 number that he didn’t recognize. He usually didn’t answer calls from numbers he didn’t know, but he had a feeling this was the detectives. He answered, “Hello?”
“Mr. Carson. McCoy here.”
“What’s up? Any news?”
“The surgeon from last night volunteered his DNA sample. The results should be ready in a couple hours. Also, there were no other Asian men there, including employees and volunteers.”
“And what about the ambassador?”
“We’re still trying to locate him. But, keep in mind, Mr. Carson. It may not be either of those two men. We’re talking about the memory of a traumatized seven-year-old boy. It could have been someone who looked Asian, maybe Mexican or South American—or the man could have been white, or even another race and your son just didn’t get a good enough look at him.”
“My son has a better memory than I do.” Richie had already researched the surgeon and the ambassador online, and after looking at the pictures of Ko Sin Lu, he had a feeling that he was the guilty man. “I think it was the ambassador, he looks like a sicko. You could see it in his eyes.”
“I thought you didn’t remember him that well.”
“I didn’t. I googled him this morning.”
“Please, just leave the investigating to us. I’ll get back to you soon.”
They ended the call.
Richie tried to find something to occupy his mind, but all he could think about was what had happened to his son. He had a little weed in a coffee can in the garage that he saved for special occasions. It was dried out, but it still did the job. Richie smoked a half a joint and fell asleep on the sofa in front of the TV.
His cell phone woke him up. He felt disorientated when he reached for it and answered, “Hello?”
“McCoy here. We got the results. The surgeon is not our man.”
Richie cleared his throat. “And the ambassador?”
“Still waiting for his embassy to get back to me. They’re giving me the run around. I have another call. I’ll call you later.”
Richie rubbed his eyes and looked at the time. He had slept for three hours, the longest at once since the fundraiser. He got the other half a joint out of the house, then nuked a few frozen burritos.
While eating in front of the TV, he decided to crack open a cold beer.
Before he knew it, Richie was halfway through his second six-pack. He wasn’t drunk, but buzzed enough to make him want to look for a fight. McCoy hadn’t called him back yet, so he decided to take things into his own hands.
While putting on his boots and coat, Richie said, “The run-around? See if they give
me
the run-around, mother fuckers.”
He headed out the door, above the level of legally drunk, and drove north on Route 9 with his second car—a fifteen year old Volvo that he shouldn’t have been taking on trips like this.
There was much more traffic than the day before, but somehow he made it all the way to Manhattan without being arrested or getting into an accident.
He double-parked in front of the embassy of The Republic of Tan Guk Van, which was on the first and second floors of a ten-story beige-brick building. Cars honked at Richie as they passed. He gave them the middle finger, then called McCoy.
“McCoy here.”
“I’m here at the embassy. I’m going in.”
“Do not do that. Wait for me. I’ll be right there.”
“You better hurry before I find this sicko.” Richie ended the call before McCoy could respond, then he slammed another beer and stuffed the empty can under his seat.
He got out of his car and stormed passed the pedestrians on the sidewalk and into the embassy.
Inside, the polished marble floors reminded Richie of the fancy hotel lobby from the other night. There was a staircase in the back, then next to that, a hallway.
Everyone in the building was from The Republic of Tan Guk Van. Two soldiers at the door armed with AK-47’s, two women and one man behind the counter, and a few civilians talking to the workers behind the counter.
Richie went straight to the front of the line and in his loudest booming voice, he hollered, “I need to see Ko Sin Lu! Now!”
The soldiers at the door moved toward Richie with their guns pointed at him.
The civilians scattered.
Richie yelled, “Put down those fucking guns and get Ko Sin Lu out here right now!”
Four other soldiers with AK-47’s came down the back stairs and surrounded Richie.
Detectives McCoy and Perez barreled in through the front door.
Perez said, “Shit.”
McCoy showed his empty hands and said, “Everyone calm down.” He motioned in Richie’s direction. “This man is unarmed.”
The soldiers didn’t lower their guns.
Richie looked down at the soldiers that were all half his size. “You shrimps better do what he says. You’re in America now, fuckers!”
Perez said, “You’re not helping things.”
McCoy spoke slowly to one of the soldiers, “I already spoke with your commanding officer and told him I was coming. He said this man would be released into my custody.”
A man in a suit came down the back stairs and said, “Their commanding officer does not possess the authority to authorize such a thing and this embassy is part of the sovereign nation of The Republic of Tan Guk Van. This man is our prisoner and subject to our laws. He will be tried and imprisoned.”
“No. He will not.” McCoy pulled his gun and pointed it at the man in the suit.
Half of the soldiers turned their guns on McCoy.
Perez pulled her gun and aimed back and forth between the soldiers.
Richie wished he had a gun.



CHAPTER 13
 

Bradley was in the back of his limo, just about to go for a late lunch when he got the call. He was only a few blocks away from the embassy, but traffic was heavy. The first thing he did was call David, then he called Lu.
By the time he finished his conversation with Lu, he was there.
The driver helped Bradley out of the limo and over a patch of ice in the gutter.
Bradley entered the embassy to find two NYPD detectives with pistols drawn, six Tan Guk Van soldiers with assault rifles ready to fire, and a tall fat white man in the middle of it all.
He turned to the man in the suit and said, “Mr. Shan. Please tell your men to lower their weapons. This has been a misunderstanding.”
“I am sorry Mr. Bradley Bedford, but these people are under arrest and will be tried according to the laws of—” his phone rang.
Bradley said, “That is Ko Sin Lu. Pick it up.”
Mr. Shan answered his phone and listened for a minute before hanging up. He said something in his language to the soldiers and they lowered their weapons.
The detectives lowered their weapons.
Bradley said, “I need to speak with these people in private.”
Mr. Shan led four soldiers up the back stairs and the other two soldiers returned to their posts by the door.
Bradley led Richie and the detectives down the hallway to a room furnished with a meeting table and a dozen chairs. He closed the door, then motioned for them to sit.
No one sat, so Bradley didn’t sit either. “Ko Sin Lu is out of the country on official business. I can answer any questions you may have for him.”
McCoy asked, “And you are?”
“Mr. Bradley Bedford, attorney.”
“I see.” Replied McCoy.
Richie asked, “Why does he need his lawyer to answer for him?”
Bradley looked at Richie’s red face and he knew he’d been drinking. He didn’t even respond to his question. He turned back to McCoy and said, “What would you like to know, detective?”
McCoy said, “I’d like to know the exact whereabouts of your client during every minute of the cancer research fundraiser on Saturday night—but that’s impossible—so the next best thing would be a DNA sample.”
Bradley replied, “I am sorry, but that is also impossible.”
Perez said, “Of course.”
Bradley felt for that little boy and his belligerent father, but at the same time, he had a job to do. “Let me be frank, detectives. Ko Sin Lu has diplomatic immunity and therefore is not obligated to answer any questions, and furthermore . . . he is not liable for any laws broken in foreign countries.”
“You motherfucker.” Richie moved toward Bradley.
McCoy stopped Richie and stood between him and Bradley.
Perez said, “We can get a federal warrant.”
Bradley replied, “You can try.”
Richie opened the door and stormed out of the room.
McCoy said, “We will be back.”
The two detectives left the room.
Bradley sat down and exhaled. He hated having to defend Lu. At least he was able to stop a bloodbath today. Talk about bad publicity.



CHAPTER 14
 

The realization of the situation, and the icy cold air outside, took away the last of Richie’s beer buzz as he stood on the sidewalk and glanced at the parking ticket on his car. “Figures.”
Perez took the ticket and said, “We’ll take care of that.”
McCoy said, “I’m gonna get that federal warrant for a DNA sample and then we’re gonna get that pedophile bastard.”
Richie didn’t feel very hopeful. He knew that Ko Sin Lu could just stay in his country and he would never have to answer for what he did to Taylor. He thought about the painful memories that his son would have to live with for the rest of his life. A tear ran down his face.
Perez placed her hand on his shoulder. “It’s not over yet.”



CHAPTER 15
 

Joe and Michelle had spent most of the afternoon in bed having sex and sleeping. They ordered Chinese food for dinner, then Michelle stuck her head out the window for a cigarette. Joe felt bad about making her do that, but she smoked too much, and he didn’t want it stinking up his clean house.
She took a couple puffs from a joint after her cigarette, then headed toward the bathroom. “I gotta get ready to go, baby. Work tonight.”
Joe said, “The first time I have Monday night off and you have to work.”
“I know, baby, but they got that big basketball game tonight.”
Joe wasn’t sure which game she was referring to, he hadn’t kept up on professional sports since puberty. “That’s alright. I’ll just hit the gym for a little cardio.” He slipped on a pair of sweatpants and a tank top.
She peeked back into the bedroom and asked, “Wasn’t I enough of a workout?”
Joe chuckled.
Michelle went into the shower.
Joe headed downstairs and then into the backyard where he petted his dogs and filled their water bowl.
Inside, he washed his hands in the kitchen sink, then took a bottle of pills from the cabinet and swallowed one. He placed the bottle on the counter and went back upstairs and into the bedroom.
When Michelle came out of the shower naked and dripping wet, Joe moved toward her and squeezed her nipple while kissing her.
She pushed him away. “I thought you were going to the gym.”
Joe watched her put on her bra and then pull her panties up.
She squeezed his hard dick through his sweatpants and said, “Save that for later. And you better not be walking around the gym like that.”
Joe kissed her, then went into the bathroom and closed the door. He opened the window, turned on the fan, and lit a candle for the smell, but he couldn’t hide it, and he couldn’t hold it.
After taking care of his business in the bathroom, Joe found Michelle downstairs in the kitchen making coffee. She pointed at the bottle on the countertop and asked, “What are those pills?”
“For the gym.” Joe took the milk out of the refrigerator and put it on the table.
“They don’t look like they came from GNC. Oxandrolone?”
Joe forgot his small towel and weightlifting gloves, so ran upstairs to get them, then ran back downstairs and into the kitchen to get his coffee.
Michelle read something on her phone. Joe figured it was a text message. He poured two cups of coffee, then added a little milk to his. “I’ll let you make yours.”
Michelle said, “These are steroids, baby.”
Joe chuckled. “You looked it up?”
“Yeah. That bottle doesn’t look legit. And look here, these are steroids. Everybody knows steroids make your dick shrink.”
Joe laughed. “That is so stupid. Steroids shrink the balls, not the dick.” Joe squeezed his own dick and asked, “Does this feel small to you?”
“But, what about roid rage? What if we get in an argument and you kill me?”
Joe laughed again. “Come on, baby. It’s just a very light steroid.”
“Oh. Like light beer?”
Joe tried not to laugh too hard. “Why you breakin’ my chops, anyway? What about all that weed you smoke?”
“But, I’m a bartender . . . not a cop.”
Joe put the bottle back in the cabinet and said, “Come on, give me a break.”



CHAPTER 16
 

On Tuesday afternoon, Bradley sat in the back of his limo while a company bodyguard sat up front next to the driver.
It took over thirty minutes to get out of the city, but the highways in New Jersey were moving well. They arrived in Newark an hour early and continued to an area of two and three story houses and apartment buildings, about two miles away from the downtown area.
Bradley had a copy of Richie Carson’s work schedule and he knew the diner where Richie ate. “Park in that lot across the street. We may have to wait a while.”
“Yes, sir.” The driver made a U-turn, then entered a dirt lot with a sign that read:
$5 per hour, park it yourself.
The messy old attendant got off his rusty metal folding chair and approached with a cigarette hanging out of his mouth. The driver rolled down his window. The attendant said, “I’m gonna have to charge you for two spots for that thing.”
Bradley rolled down his back window and waved a hundred dollar bill at the attendant.
The attendant quickly came over.
“I need to wait in my car for a couple hours, right here next to the entrance.”
“Anything you need, sir.”
Bradley gave the attendant the hundred dollar bill, then rolled up his window before the man had a chance to say anything else.
“I’m going to make some calls. If you see Mr. Carson, let me know.”
“Yes, sir.” Replied the driver.
Bradley raised the divider, then took out his phone and stared at the screen. Sunday night, after David told Bradley what had happened with Lu and that little Polish immigrant boy in Switzerland, Bradley decided the best way to fix the problem would probably be the same way they fixed most problems—with money.
Instead of making phone calls, he closed his eyes for a moment.
The intercom buzzer startled Bradley awake—he wasn’t sure how much time had passed. He tried to sound like he wasn’t sleeping when he pressed the intercom button and asked, “Is he here?”
“Yes, sir.” Replied the driver.
Bradley rolled down the divider. “Keep the car here. Tom, let’s go across the street.” He opened the door, stepped out of the limo, and approached the attendant. “I’ll be right back.”
The attendant nodded, staring at something behind Bradley.
Bradley turned around, but the only thing behind him was Tom, the bodyguard whom David had sent. A 6’5” 350 lb. gorilla with a bulletproof vest under his overcoat. Bradley figured the old man was probably looking at the bulges in Tom’s coat, which were obviously guns.
Tom followed Bradley across the street and into the old diner on the corner. A cute young black girl approached and asked, “Two?”
Bradley said, “No. We are meeting someone.” He looked around and saw Richie at a booth alone, sipping on a large soda and doing something on his phone. Bradley pointed, “There he is.”
“Oh. Okay. Right this way.” With two menus in her hand, she led Bradley and Tom to Richie’s table.
The floor was black and white checkered tile and all the chairs and booths were red with metal trim. The oldies station played in the background.
Bradley and Tom did their best to squeeze into the bench on the opposite side of Richie.
Richie didn’t say anything.
The girl gave Bradley and Tom menus. “Your waitress will be right over.”
“Thank you.”
The girl left.
Richie asked, “What the fuck are you doing here?”
“I’m here because I’m a father, too, and I want to help you.”
“You gonna give up Ko Sin Lu?”
Bradley shook his head. “I’m sorry. I can’t do that. But, I can help your family financially. My company is prepared to put ten million dollars into an account that your son can access when he is eighteen years old.”
Richie glared at Bradley as the waitress approached and asked, “What can I get you gentlemen?”
Bradley said, “Just two coffees. Thank you, honey.”
She took their menus, then shuffled toward the kitchen.
Richie said, “Take your coffees to go.” He stood.
Tom stood.
Tom and Richie were the same height, but Tom was more muscular, and he was a professional, not to mention the two big pistols he carried at all times.
Bradley said, “No need to get hasty, Mr. Carson. You haven’t heard my entire offer. I have another five million dollars in cash waiting in the trunk of my limo, for counseling and doctor bills, or whatever.”
“Counseling?” Richie grabbed his glass of diet soda from the table and smashed it against Bradley’s face.
Bradley grabbed his face. It burned. He could feel chunks of glass in his skin.
Tom pulled a gun and pointed it at Richie’s head.
Everyone in the diner gasped. An old woman began to pray.
“Put it away.” Bradley stood while still covering his face. The pain seemed to get worse with every second that passed, but he knew he deserved it.
Tom helped Bradley out of the diner while Richie stayed behind.



CHAPTER 17
 

After Bradley and his goon left the diner, Richie called Detective McCoy. The phone rang a few times, then went to voicemail. He called again, voicemail again. The second time he left a message, not detailed, just that he needed to talk.
Richie went back to work, but because he could lose his job for using his phone on duty, he set it to vibrate and put it in his bag. He couldn’t talk now anyway while taking passengers up and down Market Street in his bus.
After finally finishing his shift, Richie checked his phone, but there were no calls or messages. He called McCoy again, but got his voicemail again, so he jumped in his car without even changing out of his uniform and headed to the city.
Traffic between New Jersey and New York was bad going both ways, and during the entire ride, he ignored his wife who called and texted at least ten times.
Finally, in Manhattan, on the Upper East Side, Richie parked in a garage that cost him twenty-five dollars for three hours, then he made his way down the block in the cold wind.
Inside the precinct, most of the cops seemed to remember Richie by the way they looked at him, but he didn’t care—it wasn’t their son who was raped in the ass.
The desk cop said, “He’s been in court all day. I don’t know what time he’ll be back.”
“I’ll wait.”
“Suit yourself.” The desk cop pointed at a row of old green chairs against the wall.
Richie looked at his watch. It was after ten thirty. He sat down and called his wife.
“I’ve been calling you for the past two hours. Where are you?”
“I’m in the city, at the precinct.”
“They called you?”
“No. I came on my own.” Richie noticed McCoy and Perez coming in through the front door.
On the phone, Gail said, “Damn it, Richie. You agreed to wait.”
“I gotta go, Gail. I’ll call you back.” He ended the call before she could argue, then he approached the detectives.
Perez looked annoyed. McCoy just looked exhausted.
“I’ve been trying to call you all day.”
McCoy said, “We were in court all day, and then we had two night sessions.” He moved to the side, away from the stream of cops going in and out of the building. “Come upstairs where we have a little privacy.”
On the second floor, only two other detectives were working, both on their computers.
McCoy offered Richie a cup of coffee.
Richie shook his head. “That lawyer, Bedford, came to see me on my lunch break today. Motherfucker tried to give me fifteen million dollars to sign a waiver. Can you believe that shit?”
Perez asked, “Fifteen million?”
McCoy poured himself a cup of coffee, then asked, “And what did you say?”
“I smashed a glass of diet coke against his face.”
McCoy said, “You assaulted him.”
“What happened with the federal warrant?”
McCoy said, “The judge refused it.”
Perez looked at McCoy with a surprised look. “You didn’t tell me about that.”
“I’ve been kind of busy if you haven’t noticed.” McCoy turned back to Richie and said, “It wouldn’t have mattered anyway, since the DNA sample from the scene is contaminated.”
Perez said, “You didn’t tell me about that, either.”
McCoy ignored her and said, “I’m sorry, Mr. Carson, there’s nothing we can do as far as Ko Sin Lu, but we will follow up on the guest list and employee list, just in case we missed anything. We’ll be in court for the next couple days, so I’ll get back to you early next week.”
Richie couldn’t believe that this guy was ready to sweep everything under the rug. He looked into McCoy’s green eyes and wondered if he was lying. He wondered if Mr. Bedford had paid him a visit with an offer he couldn’t refuse.
McCoy put his hand on Richie’s shoulder and said, “You hang in there. Everything will be okay. Time heals all wounds.”
“Yeah? Tell my son that.” Richie turned around and walked down the stairs.
For the first time, his temper didn’t get the best of him. Richie was saving his anger now for Ko Sin Lu. It was time to take matters into his own hands.
On the first floor, just as Richie was about to exit the building, he saw the cop from that night. He remembered the name on his badge,
J. Martello.
The cop recognized him too. “Mr. Carson. I was asking about you.”
“Why?”
“Just wondering how your case is going.”
“You don’t know?”
“I’m just a grunt here.”
Richie knew that cops usually looked out for each other, but he decided to take a chance. “Can I buy you a beer? I need talk to you about something.”
“My shift is over. I just have to change.”
“I’ll wait outside.”
 




CHAPTER 18
 

Joe could tell something was bothering Richie and he really did want to know how his family was doing, so he decided to have a beer with the man, even though what he really wanted was to get home and continue sorting through his father’s case files.
Outside, Richie steamed a cigarette while pacing on the sidewalk.
They shook hands.
“Thanks for talking to me, officer Martello.”
“Call me Joe.”
“Joe. Call me Richie.”
They strolled down the sidewalk to a pub and went inside for a drink.
The dark pub wasn’t crowded, but wasn’t empty either.
Richie ordered two draft beers.
They took off their coats and placed them on two stools, then stood at the bar between two separate groups of tipsy office workers.
Joe looked down at the tattoo on Richie’s forearm. “I noticed your tattoo the other night. I was in the second battalion fifth marines.”
Richie replied, “Second tank battalion.”
They both sipped their beers.
Richie said, “You really don’t know anything about my son’s case?”
Joe shook his head.
Richie looked around, then lowered his voice. “They have a suspect, but he has diplomatic immunity. McCoy said he would get a federal warrant for a DNA test, then, the next thing I know, a lawyer offers me fifteen million dollars to drop the case and sign a waiver.”
“Holy shit.” That big number took Joe by surprise.
Richie continued, “Then, I went to the precinct tonight to talk to McCoy, and all of a sudden . . . there’s no chance of getting a warrant. And that’s not all. Now the DNA sample just happens to be contaminated.”
“You’re not thinking . . .” Joe didn’t have any suspicion about McCoy being a crooked cop, but those kinds of numbers could make a lot of people crooked.
“Yeah. I think they paid him off.”
“And what about Hanna?”
“Who? The chick cop? I don’t know. She seemed surprised when McCoy told me he couldn’t get the federal warrant.”
Joe didn’t know what to say. What if Richie was just paranoid? What if he was right? Joe asked, “And who is this suspect with diplomatic immunity?”
“Ko Sin Lu. Ambassador from The Republic of Tam Guk Van.”



CHAPTER 19
 

Joe slept later than usual on Wednesday, it must have been those few beers he had the night before with Richie. He’d planned on looking into Ko Sin Lu, and also spending some time on his father’s case files, but now it was too late. He only had time for a quick workout before heading out to work.
Luckily, Joe got to the precinct earlier than he expected. Using the NYPD computer, he looked up the schedule for diplomats in the city. Ko Sin Lu wasn’t important enough to warrant high security from the NYPD, so Joe was easily able to access the information. Aside from a few meetings at the UN, the ambassador would be attending another fundraiser in Manhattan next weekend, this time for hungry children.
He texted the information to Richie and instantly had a feeling deep within his gut that he may have just made a major mistake.
Richie replied with a text message that read, “I’m going to chop off his cock and balls.”



CHAPTER 20
 

Saturday morning, Richie was ready to go. He’d had a week and a half to plan his vengeance. He’d bought a gun and rented a tuxedo.
The fundraiser would be at The Children’s Museum of New York City, so Richie was confident he would be able to get in. He just hoped Lu didn’t have any bodyguards. Richie knew he’d be going to prison, but he didn’t want to go away for murder. He just wanted to hurt Lu, real bad.
After an awkward, quiet breakfast with the family, Richie took his bus driver uniform and headed out the door. The tux, the gun, and a Bowie knife were waiting for him in his Volvo.
While driving his bus up and down Market Street, Richie had to do his best to concentrate on what he was doing and not to think about what he was planning to do. It seemed like a waste to go to work, but even one extra day on his last paycheck would help his family. There was even a moment when he considered getting himself killed during his mission, just so his wife and children could collect the insurance money.
After what felt like the longest shift of his life, Richie got out of the bus, said hello to the large woman who was replacing him, and headed to his usual bar for a drink.
Richie had told his wife he had to work overtime tonight. He hated to lie to her, but he couldn’t tell her the truth.
The bartender poured Richie a beer and a shot of Jack Daniels. “Nice haircut. You join the marines or something?”
Richie downed the shot and said, “Another.”
“One of those nights, Rich?” The bartender poured another shot.
Richie downed the second shot and chased it with a gulp of his beer. “Nothing a good drink can’t fix.”
The bartender said, “I’ll drink to that.” He set up an empty glass and poured a shot into it. He poured another shot into Richie’s glass, then put the bottle down.
They raised their glasses, clinked them together, then downed their shots simultaneously.
Richie finished his beer, threw twenty dollars on the bar, and stood.
The bartender asked, “You okay to drive?”
Richie patted his own big belly and said, “This thing is like a sponge. Don’t worry about me.” He headed out the door and walked through the falling snow to where his car was parked.
Inside the car, Richie stared at the windshield wipers as they went back and forth. The sun was gone already, and the roads were getting dangerous. He opened the window for some fresh air. The last thing he needed was a car accident, or a drinking and driving arrest.
He took his time driving to New York. He already had the route to the museum highlighted in his map book.
The snow stopped falling as Richie got into the city. He drove into a half-empty parking garage a few blocks from the museum and went up to the fifth floor, parking behind a van to block the view of his car.
Standing next to his car, Richie quickly took off his bus driver’s uniform and put on his tuxedo. He didn’t have a mirror to see what he looked like, but he’d practiced putting it on twice at home during the week and he was confident that he now had everything in place.
He checked his map book once more before heading to the garage elevator.
Downstairs, on the sidewalk, Richie hurried to the museum, being careful not to slip on any snow or ice. Luckily, it only took him a few minutes to get there.
During the past week and a half, Richie pictured every possible scenario in his head—he tried to think of the best way to get in, but by the time he got there, he decided to try something completely different, it just seemed too perfect not to work.
Richie approached the door, opened it, and saw a security guard standing next to a woman with a nametag on her dress and pamphlets in her hand. Before either of them could say anything, Richie said, “I forgot my phone. Can you believe it?” He chuckled, then strolled in as if he were there all night.
The security guard and the woman at the door must have fallen for it, because they didn’t say anything, and they didn’t come after him.
Richie was relieved, but he knew he still had a long way to go. He looked around for Lu, while hoping he didn’t have any protection.
Trying to fit in, he took a glass of white wine from a waiter with a tray and began to mingle. He saw the same type of rich people who were at the last fundraiser. He glanced at the exhibits, most were art made by children, but a few were art that featured children.
Finally, he spotted him. Ko Sin Lu was looking at a painting of two naked cherubs and discussing it with two older women who weighed less than the diamonds they were wearing.
Richie never liked those pictures of naked angels, and it seemed fitting that this little sicko would like that type of shit.
There didn’t seem to be any bodyguards around, or anyone else who looked threatening, so Richie decided to make his move. He slipped his glasses into his pocket. He wouldn’t be able to see exact details, but he didn’t need to . . . for now.
He approached Lu and the two women and with some help from the alcohol, Richie put on his best southern accent. “Is that?” He got closer to them. “Is that Ko Sin Lu?”
Lu adjusted his thick glasses, but didn’t answer.
Richie said, “You look great.” He held out his hand, hoping Lu would take the bait.
Ko Sin Lu shook Richie’s hand, “I am very sorry. I do not remember your name.”
“Tex. Tex Williams. We met at the United Nations.” Before Lu could answer, Richie looked at the two old women and asked, “And who are these beautiful young ladies?”
The two women giggled like schoolgirls.
The taller one said, “I’m Helen. Nice to meet you.” She gave him a half-curtsy and half-handshake.” The shorter woman kept giggling, so her friend answered for her, “She’s Anna . . . and she’s single.”
The shorter woman hit her friend in the arm.
Richie never imagined women of this age and wealth, acting like this. He continued the charade, “Well, Anna. If my wife catches me with you, she just might get jealous.”
Helen chuckled.
Anna seemed disappointed. “Wife?”
“Yes.” Richie turned and waved at a group of beautiful women in their thirties. The young women didn’t notice. Richie had to remember to use his southern accent. “When she gets to talking, there’s no stopping her. Don’t worry, I’m sure she’ll be over any minute now.”
Anna said, “I’m sorry we can’t stay and meet her, but we have friends looking for us as well.”
“It was nice meeting you ladies then. Maybe we’ll catch up later.” Richie smiled and hoped no one could see the bulge of the small pistol in his jacket pocket or the bulge of the Bowie knife strapped to his ankle. Thank god he asked for a little extra room in the tuxedo.
The rich old women sashayed away, leaving Richie alone with Lu.
Richie put his arm around Lu’s small shoulder and looked at the painting of the cherubs. “Beautiful, aren’t they?” He could tell Lu was uncomfortable, so he decided to talk as much as possible and hopefully gain his trust before someone else came over.
“These naked boys remind me of my nephew. He just loves to dance around naked.”
“Really?” Lu seemed to be interested now.
Richie laughed, then said, “Yeah. And then his mother spanks his little white butt and the kid just laughs. It seems like he likes it.”
Lu adjusted his glasses. “Really?”
Richie wanted to take out his gun and shoot the little sicko right there in front of everyone, but that wasn’t the plan. He continued enticing Lu. “And then the kid loves water. He always wants to be naked and wet. Hey. You wanna see a picture?”
“Do you have one?”
“On my phone. But I can’t show you here.” Richie looked around at the crowd of people. “Imagine if someone saw us looking at pictures of a naked boy with a wet little white ass.” Richie laughed. “They might get the wrong idea. You know what I mean?” Richie elbowed Lu gently.
Lu smiled, but didn’t say anything.
Richie glanced back over his shoulder, then said, “Oh. I think my wife is calling me. I’ll have to catch up with you later, Lu. It was great seeing you again.”
Lu adjusted his glasses, then shook Richie’s hand.
There was a moment on his way to New York, when Richie thought he might be wrong about Lu, but after the way Lu had just reacted to Richie’s naked boy stories, Richie knew the man was a sicko.
Richie headed into the crowd. He wanted to turn around to see where Lu was, but he didn’t want to be obvious.
The wall behind the buffet table had a huge mirror on it, so Richie took an empty plate and adjusted his position so he could see Lu in the mirror.
Lu was moving toward the bathroom. Richie wasn’t mentally ready yet, he thought he’d have to follow Lu around for a while before getting him alone, but now that he had his chance to get a confession out of Lu, he knew he had to take it.
Richie put the plate down and headed back across the party, to the bathroom. He stood outside the door for a moment and took a deep breath. This was it. He fumbled through the apps on his phone, then finally turned on the voice recorder.
With the phone recording in his front jacket pocket, Richie opened the door slowly and slipped in as quietly as possible without looking like he was sneaking around. The bathroom was empty. There were two urinals and two stalls. One of the stall doors was closed, but Richie didn’t see any feet under the door. He knew Lu was in there.
Richie stood silently against the wall for a moment. He heard something, movement inside the stall.
Hoping that no one would come in, Richie peeked over the side of the stall.
Ko Sin Lu had his feet on the toilet seat and he was squatting down with his pants around his ankles, masturbating. His other hand held his cell phone, scrolling through pictures of naked boys.
After getting a recorded confession, Richie’s plan was to beat the hell out of that little sicko and hope for the best in court, but now, Richie’s hate and anger blinded him and he went into caveman mode.
After slipping his Bowie knife from the sheath strapped to his leg, Richie smashed the stall door open with his shoulder.
Lu fell off the seat, his phone fell in the bowl as his feet hit the ground.
Richie punched Lu in the face, knocking him out with one powerful shot.
He grabbed Lu’s small cock and balls with one hand and used the other hand to chop them off as if he was carving a Thanksgiving turkey. Blood sprayed everywhere.
Richie heard something behind him. He turned, still holding the bloody cock and balls in his hand.
An old man in a tuxedo stood frozen, then began to vomit.
Richie stuffed the cock and balls into his front jacket pocket along with the phone from the toilet and then raced out of the bathroom with his hunting knife in his hand and blood splattered all over his tuxedo.
Only a few people saw Richie as he sprinted from the bathrooms to the front door. The security guard yelled. Everything felt like a dream.
Richie bolted down the street to the garage where his car was parked. He didn’t even stop to breathe. His rib cage throbbed and saliva dripped from his mouth, but he kept running—straight up the five floors to where his car was parked. Richie knew he fucked up. He should have stuck to the plan and not let his anger take over, but his temper was always his problem, and this time he knew he went too far.
He took a quick look around before getting into the car. It didn’t seem like anyone had followed him, so he got in and drove down the ramps. He knew that a lot of people in his situation would kill themselves at this point, but Richie refused to do that. He was hoping for a miracle. Maybe the judge would be lenient because of what had happened to his son.
Things were still cool when he got to the first floor. He paid his ticket, then the oblivious man in the booth pressed a button that lifted the gate. Richie thought about driving home, but he knew he’d be going to jail very soon and didn’t want his kids and his neighbors seeing him taken away in handcuffs.
Richie drove to the precinct where McCoy worked and double-parked outside. Nothing mattered now. At least he avenged his son.
When he marched into the precinct with his bloody tuxedo, a few cops put their hands on their guns and kept their eyes on Richie while creeping toward him.
Richie approached the desk cop, pulled the bloody cock and balls and wet cell phone from his pocket and slammed them on the counter. “You tell those motherfuckers upstairs their DNA sample is here!”



CHAPTER 21
 

After an early Sunday dinner at his mother’s house, Joe headed to the city for another night of patrolling the cold streets.
At the precinct, he changed into his uniform, but as he approached the roll-call room, the sergeant on duty told him to go to the captain’s office.
Joe knocked on the captain’s door.
Detective McCoy opened the door.
Joe stepped into the office and noticed two other men along with his captain.
The captain said, “Sit.”
Joe looked around at everyone’s serious faces, then sat in the only vacant chair.
The captain asked, “You haven’t read the papers today?”
Joe replied, “I woke up late and had a busy day. Why? What did I miss?”
One of the two men in suits asked, “When was the last time you spoke with Mr. Carson?”
“I don’t know. Last week maybe. I saw him on his way out of the precinct.” Joe knew something must have happened. He just hoped Richie didn’t kill anyone.
The second man in a suit asked, “Did you have drinks with him that night?”
Joe glared at McCoy. He knew that pub was a regular after work spot for McCoy, and it was probably him that had seen them there that night after work. Joe turned to the two men in suits and said, “Yeah. I had a couple beers with a fellow former marine. Who the hell are you, anyway?”
The captain said, “Relax, Martello.”
The first suit said, “We’re Internal Affairs.”
The second suit said, “And we have transcripts of all your recent text messages.”
McCoy said, “You told him where to find Lu. You used the precinct computers to find out where he’d be.”
Joe wanted to know what Richie had done, but first he needed to try and get the spotlight off of himself and onto McCoy. “What about you? You said you were gonna file for a federal warrant, but you never did. And what a coincidence that the DNA sample was contaminated, just after someone offered Richie Carson fifteen million dollars to keep his mouth shut.”
The captain asked, “Did you just say fifteen million dollars?”
The second suit asked, “Are you insinuating that Detective McCoy accepted a bribe?”
Joe stood and raised his voice. “That’s exactly what the fuck I’m insinuating, genius.”
McCoy shot to his feet. “Fuck you, Martello.” He put two hands on Joe’s chest and pushed.
Joe’s body was a concrete wall. McCoy couldn’t budge him. Without considering the repercussions, Joe slugged McCoy in the face.
McCoy fell backward, into the captain’s desk, knocking over picture frames and office supplies. Joe grabbed McCoy by the throat.
Both men in suits grabbed Joe, but Joe was too powerful. He picked up McCoy and slammed him against the wall, smashing him into the plaster and knocking over framed documents and pictures.
The captain, lying on the ground among the mess, yelled, “That’s enough!”
Joe could have destroyed all four of those men with ease, and because of the drugs and adrenaline in his blood, he wanted to—but he didn’t. He let his body go limp as the men from internal affairs handcuffed him.



CHAPTER 22
 

Bradley sat in the back of his limo as his driver made his way around Columbus Circle, passing Central Park. They headed up the west side and then pulled over in front of a big Gothic style stone church.
Another limo pulled up in front of Bradley’s limo and stopped. David and another man got out of that limo and got into the back of Bradley’s limo. David’s bodyguard sat up front with Bradley’s driver.
Bradley knew the man with David, and he didn’t like him. Wayne Norman, director of security for the American division of Yates Pharmaceuticals. Wayne was short, but wide, like a Pitbull. He was an ex-marine, but looked more like an SS officer with his blue eyes, blond hair, and blond mustache.
Wayne shook Bradley’s hand. “Hello, Bedford.”
Bradley even hated the fact that Wayne called him by his last name. He nodded and said, “Hello, Wayne.”
David rolled down the divider and told the driver to drive. When the car started moving, David rolled the divider back up.
The bruises and cuts on Bradley’s face were almost healed, but there was still a trace.
Wayne said, “Hey, Bedford, I heard that guy fucked up your face with a glass of diet soda.” He laughed. “Not even regular soda.”
“We can’t all be tough guys like you.”
David said, “Don’t even think about getting started. We have important business to discuss.”
Bradley poured himself a scotch on the rocks.
Wayne took a bottle of water from the mini-refrigerator.
David said, “I have to fly to Asia for a couple days to try and smooth things over with the president of Tam Guk Van. If we lose those contracts, we’re all fucked.”
Wayne said, “As far as I can see, there is only one solution.”
Bradley said, “Let me guess. You want to kill everybody.”
“Not everybody. Only Mr. Carson and officer Martello.”
Bradley chuckled. “Only two? Are you becoming a pacifist in your old age? A little bit of a bitch, maybe?”
“Anytime you wanna dance, nigger boy.”
David yelled, “Damn you two! Can’t you stop acting like children for one fucking day?”
Bradley wanted to smash his glass against Wayne’s face the same way Richie had done to him, but he didn’t. Not because he knew Wayne could easily kill him, but because the man wasn’t worth Bradley throwing away his whole career for.



CHAPTER 23
 

It had been three nights since Richie’s arrest. He’d been in jail twice as a young man, once for a week in New York, and a second time for sixty days in New Jersey. He knew how to act around criminals, and his size kept most people away, but he still couldn’t remove the pain of missing his family.
Dinner was over and Richie was in the TV room with everyone else. He watched the screen, but had no idea what was going on. He was looking forward to Gail coming to see him. He checked the clock and hoped she wasn’t late, they didn’t give much visiting time after dinner.
It was only about a half hour, but it felt like longer to Richie. A guard called him and told him to go to the visitor’s area.
It was a Tuesday night, so the place wasn’t packed.
As soon as Richie sat down and looked at his wife, she let the phone drop from her ear and began to sob.
He wanted to do the same, but there was no way he could do that, especially not now in jail. He picked up his phone, waited for her to pick up hers, then asked, “Where’s the kids?”
Gail wiped her nose with a tissue. “With my mother. I couldn’t let them see this place.”
Richie wanted to see his kids, but he knew Gail was right.
On his way to get Lu, Richie knew he was doing the right thing, but now, sitting here in jail, looking at his wife through a sheet of bulletproof glass, he was beginning to doubt himself.



CHAPTER 24
 

Joe had spent Monday and Tuesday in a solitary confinement cell. It felt like a punishment, but he knew that he’d get shanked or worse if they put him into population and someone found out he was a cop.
He’d already heard what Richie did to Ko Sin Lu. Because Lu had bled to death on the bathroom floor, Richie was being charged with murder, and Joe was being charged with conspiracy to commit murder.
On Wednesday morning, a corrections officer took Joe out of his cell, shackled his feet, and cuffed his hands in front of him. “Time to go to court.”
Joe waited with one guard as another guard shackled and cuffed another inmate from solitary—a scarred, tattooed, big, ugly Neanderthal with a beard and a mess of hair.
As soon as he saw Joe, the man asked, “What the fuck you lookin’ at, faggot?”
He was already going up for conspiracy to commit murder, so he didn’t see any harm in adding an assault charge. Without a word, Joe head-butted the big ugly man.
The man stepped back, holding his face as blood dripped onto the hard tile floor.
The first guard smacked Joe in the lower back with his baton.
Joe gasped, almost losing his balance.
“You wanna miss your court appearance?”
The pain was so bad Joe couldn’t speak.
The second guard moved the ugly man away from Joe. “We better keep these two animals separated.”
After going through a series of locked doors and long hallways, they ended up in the building that housed the courts. Joe knew this place well from when he was a cop and also from when he was a lawyer working for the district attorney.
After about fifteen minutes of waiting in a cage, Joe noticed everyone stand.
A morbidly obese woman with red dyed hair and caked-on make-up approached the bench and sat down. This was only an arraignment, but Joe had a bad feeling already.
The judge typed on her phone for about fifteen minutes while the people from the district attorney’s office shuffled through files and whispered back and forth to each other. It was this type of nonsense that had made Joe believe he could do more good as a cop than as a prosecutor.
Finally, after checking her manicure, the judge called the first case.
Joe was happy to be going first. He knew what it was like to spend all day in court. He wondered if this was a one-time miracle or if his luck was changing for the better.
Joe approached the bench alone. He couldn’t afford a high-powered genius attorney, and he knew he could do a better job than some public defender, so he decided to represent himself.
The judge had a high-pitched, nasally, annoying voice. “Joseph Martello.” She looked away from the file and read something on her phone.
Joe waited as she texted.
She placed her phone down on the bench, looked at the file, and said, “Joseph Martello. Charges are: conspiracy to commit murder. How do you plead?” She glanced at her phone again.
Joe chuckled, “You can’t be serious.”
The woman adjusted herself in her seat. “Excuse me?”
“Nothing. Not guilty . . . your honor.”
“No, no, wait a minute. You have something else to say, officer . . . counselor . . . or should I say, inmate?”
“Yeah. I have something to say. You and your corrupt system are a disgrace to this country and our constitution. You sit up there on your pedestal with your hair, your make-up, and your expensive jewelry. You’re nothing but a fat fucking slob and this judicial system is a farce. A disgrace!”
“Bailiff!”
Two court officers grabbed Joe and began to escort him back to the cage.
Joe didn’t fight. He knew there would be plenty of time for that later.
Another bailiff entered and handed the judge a document.
After reading it, the judge asked, “Is this a joke?”
“No your honor.”
“Take him.”
The bailiff escorted Joe out of the cage and said, “You are to appear in another court.”
“Why?”
“I’m just the messenger.”
The bailiff led Joe down the hall and into an elevator. While they went up two floors, Joe wondered what was going on. He wondered if it had to do with Richie. He hoped that they caught McCoy with the money from the bribe, but he knew that was a long shot.
They got out of the elevator and proceeded to an office.
Inside the expensive office sat a short fat balding man in a judge’s robe. Bookshelves lined two walls while a painting of another old man in a judge’s robe hung from the wall behind the desk. Joe wondered who the old man in the painting was.
Next to the judge sat a tall man with thick white hair, pale blue eyes, and a charcoal gray Brooks Brothers suit. The man was Joe’s uncle, Congressman Timothy Scott.
As soon as Joe saw his uncle, he lowered his head in shame.
Uncle Timothy stood and hugged Joe. “I’m glad to see you’re okay. I know what those animals do to cops in there.”
The judge stood and shook Joe’s hand. “Brian McDonald.”
“Your honor.”
The judge took off his robe, revealing a shiny blue suit. “We don’t have to be so formal in here. Call me Brian.”
Joe glanced over at his uncle, then back at the judge.
The judge said, “Your uncle and I go way back. He explained the whole thing to me and I told him I’d be glad to help. The DA was out of line charging you with conspiracy. The way I see it, it was an error in judgment. The truth is, off the record of course, if someone raped any of my grandchildren, I’d chop off their cock and balls too.”
Joe didn’t know what to say. He looked at his uncle.
Uncle Timothy said, “The conspiracy charges are dropped. But the NYPD wanted you gone. There was nothing we could do to save your job.”
The judge said, “Wouldn’t you rather be a lawyer than a cop anyway, son? It must get cold out there.”
“It does.”
Uncle Timothy asked, “You have kept your license up to date, haven’t you?”



CHAPTER 25
 

On Thursday evening, Bradley sat in the back of his limo while creeping along the Long Island Expressway after another day at the office. The divider was up as it usually was on his way home. Bradley liked to catch a power nap any time he could, and the way home was usually the best time.
But Bradley hadn’t slept well for days. The more he thought about what Lu had done to that poor boy, the more he hated himself for helping Lu. But what was he supposed to do? Give up all those years of hard work and sacrifice for just one boy? A boy who was brutally raped.
Bradley knew about Joe Martello and his law degree and relationship with Richie Carson, and he also knew that no one could connect Joe Martello to himself, so he decided to send Joe some information on Ko Sin Lu. At least the information may be able to help Richie Carson at his trial.
Bradley had a second cell phone, an unregistered prepaid phone that he used to for illegal conversations and also, to call Olga.
He searched some European news articles, then copied and pasted some of the contents, enough information to put Joe Martello on the right track.
 




CHAPTER 26
 

 

After checking up on his mother last night, Joe went straight to his own bed to sleep.
First thing in the morning, he cleaned his house, did his grocery shopping, and then hit the gym for a quick workout.
After a shower, he spent a couple hours trying to read and organize the hundreds of documents in his father’s case. He read until he couldn’t keep his eyes open any more, then he took a long nap.
Joe awoke that evening to a beep on his phone. He knew from the sound that it was an email. At first, he thought it was spam because he didn’t recognize the email address, but then he read the subject line:
pedophile escapes justice.
Joe opened the email. There was no message, only portions of news articles that were copied and pasted from various websites.
Joe learned that Ko Sin Lu’s second cousin is the president of the new government in their country, and Lu was first appointed ambassador to Switzerland.
After being accused of molesting an eight-year-old Polish boy, Lu hid behind diplomatic immunity and went back to his country, but Switzerland didn’t want him there anymore.



CHAPTER 27
 

On Friday morning, Bradley had a brunch meeting with David and Wayne. They all ordered the same thing, eggs benedict, and a screwdriver.
David spoke in a low voice, but not a whisper. “Wayne, tell Bradley what the phone taps and email monitors came up with.”
Wayne said, “Our friend, the cop, knows about what happened in Switzerland.”
Bradley’s heart dropped. His hands began to sweat. Is it possible they knew? He played it off, hoping, they weren’t on to him. “That’s not so hard to find out for someone with some computer skills.”
David said, “You’re right. But the thing is, now that Mr. Carson is in jail. I think we can get to the mother. Get her to take the money and sign the forms. And with her husband in prison, he won’t be much of a threat anymore.”
Wayne added, “But that damn cop just won’t leave well enough alone. We know he's gonna continue poking his nose where it doesn’t belong.”
Bradley turned to David and asked, “So, what do you suggest?”
David hesitated, then he said, “I’m going to let Wayne handle it.”
Bradley shook his head. “I wish you would think this through.”
“I did.” David drained his drink, then waved for the waitress to come over.
When Bradley had woken up that morning, he looked at the time and date on his phone and realized that it was Friday the 13th. He didn’t usually believe in bad luck, but now, he was beginning to entertain the idea.
David said, “I know how you feel, Bedford. But this Martello kid is a problem waiting to happen. We can’t afford any more problems now. It’s time for damage control.”
Bradley wished he could change their minds about Martello, but he knew he couldn’t. He was just happy that they weren’t on to him, or at least it didn’t seem so.
 




CHAPTER 28
 

That morning, Joe had slept late, then hit the gym early. After going home for a protein drink and a shower, Joe read his father’s files for about an hour, then took another nap. He knew how easy it would be to get into such a comfortable routine, but he also knew he would run out of money in no time.
After cooking and eating dinner, Joe washed and dried his clothes in the basement, then brought them upstairs to the living room where he began folding them. Sade played on the radio in the background.
The dogs in the backyard began barking like crazy.
Just as Joe was about to go to the backyard to see what they were barking at, he saw the shadow of a person approaching his front door. He had never believed in anything supernatural, but occasionally he seemed to have feelings about things, maybe instincts. And now was one of those times—Joe knew something was wrong.
Just as he was about to pick up his next pair of briefs and fold them, he decided instead to take a look out the front window.
Something slammed into the front door.
Joe dashed to a metal can by the door with umbrellas in it and pulled out a wooden baseball bat.
Something slammed into the door again—this time smashing it open as wood splinters shot everywhere.
A man in a ski mask entered with an MP-5.
Joe swung the bat and connected with the man’s head.
The first man dropped.
A second man jumped over the first man’s body.
Joe squatted and swung the bat, crushing the second man’s ankles.
The man went down.
Joe smashed the second man’s head with the bat, then raced up the stairs.
He’d turned in his service pistol, but still had his own personal gun in the bedroom. He opened his underwear drawer and retrieved his 9mm.
With the pistol fully loaded, cocked, and ready to fire, Joe crept out of the bedroom and peeked over the staircase.
The two men in ski masks were still on the floor unconscious. Joe knew he should have grabbed their guns instead of running upstairs for his own, but he didn’t think of that until now.
He knew if he were watching a movie, he’d be calling himself stupid for that, but in real life, things didn’t always work out perfectly.
Just as he was about to make his way down the stairs, Joe noticed another man in a ski mask creeping into the living room from the kitchen.
Joe didn’t hear his dogs barking anymore and he knew that man had to come in from the backyard. He hoped
Yin
and
Yang
were still alive.
The third man approached the two bodies in the living room.
Joe fired a shot, hitting the third man and knocking him down.
The man turned and aimed his gun up the stairs at Joe.
Joe fired three consecutive shots.
The sound of rapid machine gun fire got louder as a fourth man in a ski mask fired into the living room.
Joe went back into the bedroom, ready to jump out the back window. He heard the machine gun fire a few shots, then it stopped. Joe looked out the window. Both of his dogs were laid out on the grass, not moving.
He turned and went back to the top of the staircase. With his gun out in front of him, he peeked over the staircase, into the living room. The fourth man was not there.
Joe tiptoed down the steps while keeping his eyes on the smashed open front door and the entrance to the kitchen. At the bottom of the stairs, Joe heard a car outside screeching away.
He peeked out the front door. No one was there. The street was silent. The sound of Sade singing continued in the background from inside the house.
Joe went back in. All three men on the floor were full of bullet holes.
He hurried to the backyard to check his dogs. They were unconscious, but alive. They must have tranquilized them.
Sirens got louder as Joe checked the rest of the house to be sure no one else was there.
He stepped out the front door and took his gun permit from his wallet as a cop car pulled up onto the front yard with sirens blaring.
The cops pointed their guns at Joe.
He raised his hands. “They attacked me in my house. My gun is on the coffee table inside. Here’s the permit.”
They approached cautiously.
Michelle pulled up in her Maxima. She parked on the street and got out. “Joe? What happened?”
“It’s okay, baby. Just stay by your car.”
Two other cop cars skidded down the street and screeched to a stop in front of Joe’s house as the neighbors peeked out their windows.
 




CHAPTER 29
 

Joe and his mother had a guest for Sunday dinner, Uncle Timothy.
While eating, they spoke about current events and the weather.
After dinner, they all settled down in the living room and polished off a couple six-packs. They talked about memories, good ones and bad ones, and they did a lot of laughing. Disco from the ‘70’s played in the background.
Joe was happy that his uncle the congressman was still enough of a regular guy to have some beers and some laughs with his family.
Uncle Timothy pulled a wooden pipe from his pocket. “Sorry, sis, but I need a smoke.”
“Just don’t do it in here.”
Timothy stood and turned to Joe. “Come outside and keep me company.”
Joe followed his uncle out the sliding glass door to the backyard.
The white plastic furniture on the back porch had a thin sheet of ice and didn’t look very clean, so they stood.
The air was cold, but the lack of wind made it comfortable.
Timothy packed his pipe with cherry tobacco, then, before lighting it, he said, “Tell me everything . . . from the beginning.” He lit his pipe and began puffing away.
Joe told him about finding the raped boy at the fundraiser and explained everything that had happened since then.
Timothy said, “Yates Pharmaceuticals is a multi-billion dollar a year business, and The Republic of Tan Guk Van recently granted them exclusive rights to eighty percent of the country’s opium poppy fields.”
Joe said, “That explains a lot.”
Timothy let out a big cloud of smoke, then removed the pipe from his mouth and said, “Do you believe Detective McCoy took a bribe?”
Joe nodded. “I do.”
Timothy took another puff, then asked, “Do you know what today is?”
Joe didn’t like smoking, but he did enjoy the smell of cherry tobacco coming from a pipe. He answered his uncle’s question, “Sunday.”
He lit his pipe again, then said, “Today is the Ides of March.”
“The day they killed Caesar.”
Timothy nodded. “I’m going to arrange a meeting with this Mr. Bedford.”
“You think you can get him to offer you a bribe?”
“It shouldn’t be so hard. Everyone thinks all politicians are on the take anyway.”



CHAPTER 30
 

After learning of Wayne Norman’s botched assassination attempt, Bradley wondered if it wasn’t time to get into a different line of business, but then again, Wayne’s mercenaries might come after him, just because he knows too much.
When Congressman Scott contacted him at his office this morning, Bradley became even more worried. He knew that Congressman Scott was Joe Martello’s uncle, and after what had just happened, that put him in a very bad spot.
Bradley had spent the entire day in his office, on his computer, making sure that there wasn’t any incriminating evidence against himself, Wayne, or David. He didn’t even stop for lunch.
“Damn you, Wayne Norman.” Bradley checked his watch for the hundredth time.
The intercom on his desk buzzed.
Bradley pressed a button and answered, “Yes?”
A woman’s voice answered, “Congressman Scott is here to see you.”
Bradley glanced at his watch again and said to himself, “Fifteen minutes early.” He adjusted his silk tie, then pressed the button on the intercom and said, “Send him in, Lois.”
Congressman Scott stood a couple inches taller than Bradley. He had a full head of thick white hair and pale blue eyes.
They shook hands.
“Have a seat congressman.”
The congressman sat and displayed a big perfect smile. “Call me Timothy.”
Bradley knew the congressman had spent hundreds, if not thousands of hours practicing his smile. He knew from experience that the more trustworthy a politician seemed, the less trustworthy he really was. “Can I get you something to drink . . . Timothy?”
“No, thank you. I really don’t have time to stay. I just stopped by for a quick chat.”
“Okay. Chat away.” Bradley waited for him to talk about the attempt on his nephew’s life. He knew his replies had to be good to bullshit a bullshitter.
“It’s about my nephew. The truth is, he’s a good kid, but after his father was killed three years ago . . . something just changed. He doesn’t seem to be as sharp as he once was. Personally, I believe that’s the reason he quit law to become a cop. Of course, I could never tell the kid what I think. It would break his heart.”
Bradley was still waiting for him to talk about the attempt on Joe’s life. “So . . . how can I help you?”
“We’re both worldly men, Mr. Bedford. My nephew is not. He’s still young and naïve enough to believe in truth and justice. And he’s stubborn, too. The only people he ever listens to, other than his father, god rest his soul, is his mother and myself.”
Bradley said, “I still don’t understand what this has to do with me.”
“My nephew tells me you offered Mr. Carson a substantial sum of money, as well as paying off Detective McCoy.”
Bradley’s heart began to pound. He wondered if his office was bugged. He tried to think if anyone had worked over the weekend. Maybe that’s when they got in and bugged the place.
Timothy said, “You look nervous. Don’t be. I’m not here in an official capacity.”
“Oh?”
“No. I’m actually working in a fundraising capacity at the moment.”
“I see.” Bradley knew it was a set-up now, and he wasn’t going to fall for it. “I’d be happy to help. Just see my secretary on the way out and she’ll cut you a check.”
“I was hoping for cash.”
Bradley’s palms began to sweat. He wondered where the microphone was. Under the desk? In his intercom? Maybe the congressman had it on him. “Sorry, Congressman . . . Timothy . . . I don’t keep any cash in the office.”
“I’ll just take the package you had in the trunk of your car. The one for Mr. Carson.”
“I’m sorry, sir. But I have no idea what you are talking about.”
Timothy just smiled, showing his big white teeth.
Bradley stood. “It was very nice meeting you though.”
Timothy kept his perfect smile while standing. He shook Bradley’s hand and said, “If you want to play hardball Mr. Bedford, be advised that I am not new to the game.”
Bradley stood and watched the congressman as he turned around and opened the door.
Before leaving, Timothy turned back to Bradley and said, “By the way, I will be heading the new congressional committee on pharmaceutical manufacturing standards outside the United Sates. It’s a shame we couldn’t be friends.” Timothy walked out the door.
Bradley wondered if the congressman was bluffing. Were they really forming such a committee? Was this really a set-up or just another greedy politician on the take? He knew that this man could get Joe Martello to leave things alone, and more importantly, he could make things go very smoothly for Yates Pharmaceuticals in Asia.
While pacing around in his office, Bradley considered making the deal. If it was a set-up, he’d go to jail. But then again, if he was somehow convicted of bribing McCoy, he’d also go to jail. Either way, the company would probably have him killed to silence him.
Bradley powered off his computer and grabbed his coat and hat. He was ready to go have a nice dinner, fuck his Russian mistress, and forget about things for a while.
On his way down the hall, Bradley tried not to think about Congressman Scott and his deal, but that’s all he could think about. He knew the congressman already had something on him, and had unlimited resources to investigate with. It was easy to picture himself in televised congressional hearings like Jimmy Hoffa.
Now that they were on to him, he had a feeling they would get him anyways, so he decided to make the deal and take his chances. If things went well, he’d have another congressman in his pocket, not just a congressman, but the head of the congressional committee on pharmaceutical manufacturing standards outside the United Sates. An invaluable ally.
Just as he approached the elevators, Bradley turned around and hurried back. He hoped it wasn’t too late.
He approached his secretary’s desk and said, “Lois. Tell security to stop the congressman. I need to speak with him again.”
She picked up the phone. “Yes. Hi, it’s Lois on twenty-two. Please tell Congressman Scott that Mr. Bedford needs to speak with him again.” She waited a second, then turned to Bradley and said, “He already went into the garage.”
“Well, call the garage and tell them to stop him. I need to talk to him. It’s important. I’ll meet him in front of the garage entrance.” Bradley hurried to the elevator and got in with a few other people.
Finally, at the lobby, Bradley exited the elevator and hurried to a door on the back wall. The security guard opened the door to let Bradley in.
He hurried down the concrete stairs and then made his way to the opposite side of the garage full of parked cars.
He was already out of breath. He stopped and looked at the concrete ramp that led up to the street. “Fuck.”
Just as he was ready to go up the ramp, he heard a horn beep at him.
When he turned around, he saw Timothy siting in a restored classic Corvette. Not what Bradley would have guessed the congressman drove.
Timothy pulled over into an empty spot and got out of his car. He approached Bradley and said, “You are in terrible shape. You really should join a gym.”
In between breaths, Bradley said, “Thanks.”
Timothy said, “You wanted to see me?”
“I changed my mind. I want to make a contribution.”
Timothy put back his trademark smile.
Bradley said, “It’s on the lower level.”
“You sure you can make it?”
“I’m fine.” Bradley headed back to the staircase and went down another floor while Timothy followed him.
Bradley approached his limo and tapped on the driver’s side window.
The window rolled down. The driver looked like he’d been sleeping. “I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t know you were ready to go.”
“Never mind that. Just pop the truck and wait for me.”
“Yes, sir.” The driver leaned over and pressed a button that opened the trunk.
Bradley and Timothy went to the trunk of the car. Bradley pulled back a blanket and then opened a briefcase. Inside were stacks of brand new hundred dollar bills.
“You kept all this money here like this?”
“It was in the safe upstairs until this afternoon. I was supposed to try to pay off Mrs. Carson tonight, but now that you and I are friends, I’d appreciate it if you could smooth things over with Mrs. Carson, so I don’t have to deal with her.”
Timothy said, “I can see this being the start of a very happy friendship.”
Bradley closed the briefcase, then handed it to Timothy. There was no turning back now. He waited for FBI agents to pop out from the shadows, but no one did. He felt relieved when he closed the trunk. They sealed the deal.
Timothy said, “Not to sound ungrateful, but I hope I got more than McCoy, I am much more significant.”
“McCoy was only a one-time payment. For you and me, I see a prosperous future.”
Timothy flashed his perfect smile once again, then headed up the stairs.
Bradley got in the back of his limo and exhaled. Not only was he not in jail, but now he had Congressman Scott in his pocket. Things were looking up. He told his driver, “Give me five minutes to have a drink and then we’ll go.”
“As you wish, sir.”
Bradley poured a double shot of scotch on the rocks and sipped it slowly. The alcohol numbed his overworked nerves. He could feel his pulse decreasing as relaxation set in. He planned on going on a nice long vacation after the whole mess was over.
When the drink was finished, Bradley said, “Okay, let’s call it a night.”
The driver started the car and headed up the ramp.
The parking attendant waved at the driver as they drove up to the second ramp that led to the street above. Bradley took out his phone and texted his hot Russian mistress that he was on his way. He couldn’t wait to see her long sexy legs and natural big tits.
Outside, the sun was gone, replaced by streetlights. It was rush hour. People on the sidewalks were bustling to get to their cars, buses, and trains. Light snow flurries landed on the windshield as the driver waited for pedestrians to pass on the sidewalk.
When it was clear, the driver pulled out onto the street. As he made his way toward the intersection, three black Chevy Suburbans with tinted windows screeched to a stop, blocking Bradley’s limo in.
FBI agents with their guns drawn jumped out of the trucks and told Bradley to get out of the limo with his hands above his head.



CHAPTER 31
 

While taking off his clothes and jewelry and placing them into a plastic bin, Bradley continued hoping that this was a dream that he’d be waking up from very soon.
A gargantuan guard placed a lid onto the bin and pointed at a single file line of naked men. “Wait there.”
Bradley covered his shrunken penis and waddled over to the line of naked men, most of them black, but much younger than Bradley. He just hoped they didn’t notice his fresh manicure.
Over an hour passed before it was Bradley’s turn to shower with three other men. The water was ice cold. He tried to get in and out quick, but the guard was yelling for everyone to scrub up good.
After his shower, another guard gave Bradley a pair of green scrubs—pants and a top. Bradley put them on and didn’t feel much more clothed than he did just a moment earlier.
The guard pointed at another line of men, this time wearing the same green scrubs. “Wait there ‘til the doctor sees you.”
One hour passed before Bradley was near the front of the line. His feet were tired from standing so long and he had a chill that wouldn’t go away. He could feel it deep in his bones and he knew he was going to get sick after this.
Finally, it was his turn. His hopes of this being just a bad dream were crushed when he felt the sting of the doctor’s needle. They took a blood test and injected some liquid under the skin of his forearm for a TB test.
Bradley followed another guard to a giant concrete room with metal bars on two sides. There were two concrete benches, both of them were occupied, so Bradley stood in the middle of the room among at least thirty other men packed like sardines.
While standing for another two hours on his swollen feet, Bradley kept thinking about how stupid he was to get himself arrested. He had a feeling he could get out of it, but he wondered if Yates would stick by him or turn their backs on him.
The man next to Bradley slammed into him, knocking him down.
Bradley looked up.
Two men were pounding on another man. Everyone else was trying to get out of the way. Even though the third man was on the ground, the first two kept kicking him in the body and the face.
Bradley stood, but stayed out of the way. He felt sick to his stomach when he saw two teeth floating in a puddle of blood.
 




CHAPTER 32
 

After breakfast, Richie sat in the day room with all the other criminals. He picked up a newspaper that one of the guards had left.
The front page showed Detective McCoy in handcuffs. The headline read,
Bribery
in the worst degree. Richie flipped to the story and read about Congressman Scott and Bradley Bedford. The article also said that Ko Sin Lu had molested a young Polish boy in Switzerland, but got away with it because of diplomatic immunity.
Richie felt relieved. Now the world would know the truth. He hoped this new information would help his case, but because he couldn’t afford a good lawyer, he wasn’t very optimistic.
He flipped to the back of the paper and tried to concentrate on the sports pages, but instead, he turned back to the article he’d just read, and he read it again.
A guard called, “Carson! Richie!”
Richie stood.
The guard said, “You have a visitor.”
Richie wasn’t expecting anyone.



CHAPTER 33
 

Joe sat down in front of the bulletproof glass divider, and when Richie sat down on the other side, they both picked up the phones on the wall. It felt good to be back on the outside, but he felt for Richie.
Richie said, “I saw your name in the paper. Thanks.”
“Thank my uncle. Without him, I’d probably be your next cellmate.”
“I heard you got fired.”
“My career as a cop wasn’t going anywhere anyway. I’m going back to practicing law.”
“Back to practicing law?”
“I went to law school after the core and worked for the prosecutor for two years.”
Richie said, “Do I have to ask? Why?”
“My father was a cop. He was murdered four years ago. I guess I thought I could do more to help stop crime as a cop than as a lawyer. But I guess the grass isn’t always as green as it looks. Thank god my uncle always told me to keep my law license up to date.”
“Did they find your father’s killer?”
“No. The case is still open, but nothing’s happening. Between me and you, I’m doing my own investigation.”
“I hope you find him.”
“I will. But first I’m going to work on your case.”
“You?”
“I’m better than a public defender. Don’t get me wrong, you will do some time, but I’m hoping, with some sympathy from the DA, to get the charges reduced to manslaughter in the second degree. And then my goal is to get you the minimum, which would be three years.”
Richie started to say something, “But I—”
Joe interrupted, “It’s my fault you’re here, and I’m gonna help you. At my expense.”
“It’s my own fault I’m here.”
It was nice of Richie to say that, but Joe still felt partly responsible.



CHAPTER 34
 

After three full days in jail, Bradley was happy to be getting out. Although a few people did extort some candy and commissary money from him, he was just thankful no one beat him up or raped him.
It was Friday morning and the first day of spring. Bradley felt optimistic about winning his case and securing his place in the company. He’d been in touch with David and David had assured him that everything would work out.
When Bradley stepped out onto the busy Manhattan sidewalk, he stopped for a moment and took a deep breath while basking in the warm sunlight. The mounds of filthy snow and ice were gone and the bustling streets and sidewalks were back to normal.
His limousine pulled up and double-parked. Bradley’s driver approached him on the sidewalk and said, “It’s good to see you, sir.”
Bradley shook his hand and said, “It’s good to see you, too.”
They stepped out into the street, where the driver helped Bradley into the back of the limo, then circled around and got in the driver’s seat.
Bradley enjoyed the feel of the leather seat under his ass. All those cold metal and concrete benches in jail had given him hemorrhoids.
He rolled down the divider as the limo pulled out into traffic. “I have a lunch meeting with Mr. Schultz.”
“Yes, sir. I have the address.”
“Let me know when we get there.”
“Yes, sir.”
Bradley rolled up the divider, then poured himself a double shot of scotch on the rocks. He sipped it while watching the cars and people outside through his tinted windows. The alcohol warmed his blood and relaxed his mind.
They pulled over on a busy midtown street.
Bradley rolled down the divider.
The driver said, “This is the restaurant, sir. I’ll park in the garage down the block, just call me when you need me.”
Bradley got out of the car and saw Wayne on the sidewalk. He approached him and asked, “Where’s David?”
“David couldn’t make it. He said to tell you the meeting is cancelled.” Wayne turned around and began to stroll down the sidewalk with the crowd.
Bradley stood there in front of the restaurant, trying to figure out what was going on. He yelled, “Wayne! Wayne!”
Just as he was about to run after Wayne, he noticed a man on a cell phone, staring right at him. Bradley had a bad feeling. He turned around and began walking while dialing his driver on his cell phone. The phone went straight to voicemail. “Shit.”
Bradley turned and saw the man with the cell phone following him. He walked faster. He wanted to text his driver, but he couldn’t do it without stopping, so he kept moving.
While crossing the street, Bradley noticed the man with the phone behind him, standing on the corner, not moving, his eyes fixed on something.
When Bradley looked to see what the man was looking at, he noticed another man on a cell phone coming his way.
Everyone seemed to be talking on phones. Bradley wondered if he was just being paranoid. But why would Wayne just walk away like that? Why didn’t David call him if he had to cancel?
On the other side of the street, Bradley stopped and turned around. The man across the street was gone. Bradley exhaled. He began to text his driver.
Someone bumped into Bradley and said, “Hey! Watch it!”
When Bradley turned to look, he felt a stinging sensation on the back of his neck. It felt like a bee sting.
Bradley tried to finish his text message, but the words became blurry. He tried to walk, but his feet felt heavy. After a few seconds, he couldn’t even hold himself up anymore. He fell to the ground as consciousness faded away.



CHAPTER 35
 

After checking on his mother, Joe headed to the gym for an evening workout.
After a few warm up sets, then a few heavy sets on the bench press, Joe was pumped. His muscles swelled and his veins were bulging. The rock music that played over the speakers wasn’t too much, just hard enough to add to the pump.
A middle-aged man wearing a sweat suit, sat down on the incline bench next to Joe. He turned and said, “Impressive.”
Joe thought the man was hitting on him, but he wasn’t sure, so he wasn’t rude, he just nodded and said, “Thanks.”
The man pointed at the tattoo on Joe’s shoulder and said, “I see you were in the core.” Using his thumb, the man pointed at himself. “Twenty-fourth amphibious. But that was a long time ago. The name is Wayne Norman.”
Joe replied, “Joe Martello.”
They shook hands.
“I know who you are.”
“From the newspapers?”
“I’ve known about you for longer than that, Joe. Tell me something . . . was it Bedford that told you about Lu in Switzerland?”
Joe felt like crushing the man’s face with a 45lb. plate, marine or not. “I didn’t need any help. And I don’t need any help taking care of you.”
“I don’t doubt it. That’s why I’d like to hire you. I can use another good marine. My top level people are making seven figure salaries.”
Joe wondered if this was the man who tried to have him killed. There was no way to prove it, but he still wanted to make a point, so he pulled the weight off one side of the barbell and pushed the bar up, causing it to tip over. The weights on the other side slid off the bar and crashed onto the floor, one slamming on top of the next.
The floor rumbled. Everyone in the gym turned to look.
A big man, also wearing a sweat suit, dropped the dumbbell he was pretending to lift and ran over to protect Wayne Norman.
Wayne told his bodyguard, “I’m fine. I’m fine.”
The bodyguard looked at Joe as if he was ready to pounce.
When Joe raised his voice, the veins in his face and neck pulsated, “What? You want some, fat boy? Come on!”
Everyone in the gym was far from what was going on now, but still watching.
Wayne said, “No need for violence. We can all be civilized here.”
Joe said, “I’m gonna find out who you are, and if you try to fuck with me, I will rip you apart.” He pointed at the bodyguard and said, “That goes for you too, fat boy.”
 




CHAPTER 36
 

The next morning, while Michelle was still asleep in bed, Joe tiptoed out of the bedroom and down the stairs. The living room furniture was gone, the floor was covered with sheets of plywood, and the sheetrock walls were patched up and ready to be painted.
Joe retrieved the newspaper from outside, then proceeded through the living room and into the kitchen, which was unharmed.
After going to the backyard to pet and feed his dogs, Joe returned to the kitchen and sat down with a cup of coffee.
The front page of the newspaper read,
man accused of bribery drops dead in midtown. The article said that Bradley Bedford had just gotten out of jail and was on his way to a lunch meeting when he dropped dead of a blood pressure induced stroke on the sidewalk.
Joe now knew that it was Bradley who had sent him that email.
He wondered if they would try to come after him again. He didn’t think so, but he planned on beefing up the security at his house and at his mother’s house, just in case.
While sipping his second cup of coffee, Joe checked his email, then began to sort through the documents for Richie’s case.
Michelle came into the room, poured herself a cup of coffee, and sat in the chair next to him. “We have to talk.”
Joe put his computer into sleep mode, then turned to Michelle and said, “About?”
“About your steroid use, first of all.”
Joe chuckled while putting his empty coffee cup into the sink. “You’ve been watching too many of those after school specials, and besides, I’m not a cop anymore. Doesn’t that make you feel better?” He sat back down next to her.
Michelle said, “And what about world war three out there in your living room? What if I’m here one night and they break in and kill us both?”
“They’re not coming back.”
“How do you know? I don’t think I can deal with this.” She stood. “I have to work tonight. I’ll call you tomorrow. We’ll talk.”
Joe didn’t say anything. The ball was in her court.
Michelle walked out of the kitchen.
He started up his computer and tried to concentrate on Richie’s case again.
 





Table of Contents
CHAPTER 1
CHAPTER 2
CHAPTER 3
CHAPTER 4
CHAPTER 5
CHAPTER 6
CHAPTER 7
CHAPTER 8
CHAPTER 9
CHAPTER 10
CHAPTER 11
CHAPTER 12
CHAPTER 13
CHAPTER 14
CHAPTER 15
CHAPTER 16
CHAPTER 17
CHAPTER 18
CHAPTER 19
CHAPTER 20
CHAPTER 21
CHAPTER 22
CHAPTER 23
CHAPTER 24
CHAPTER 25
CHAPTER 26
CHAPTER 27
CHAPTER 28
CHAPTER 29
CHAPTER 30
CHAPTER 31
CHAPTER 32
CHAPTER 33
CHAPTER 34
CHAPTER 35
CHAPTER 36


cover.jpeg
A FATHER’S
WRATH

A JOE MARTELLO STORY





