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Chapter 1
It was time. Darkness had finally taken over the back yard.
The big man turned off the radio—the Reds were up by
three. He finished his whiskey and walked into the garage.
He made sure that all the doors were closed before opening
the Ford’s trunk. The trunk’s small light flooded the rear of
the garage.
Not surprisingly, the boy was still there. He was tied and
taped, making movement, much less escape, impossible. The
boy was no Houdini, just a scared victim that did not understand why.

Jake laughed. He’d seen that look several times before. The
eyes go blank the moment people realize that they’re about
to die. The boy now knew; Jake could see it in his eyes. Jake
pulled him from the car and cut the ropes that bound his legs.
The man barked, “Your choice, punk: walk or be pulled. I’m
sure not going to carry your lazy ass.”
Conners’s arms were still tied behind him as the man pushed
him down the hall and out a door that led into a fenced in back
yard. A large pool crammed the small yard. Conners tried to
run as Jake looped a rope around his legs. It was too late. The
big man pulled him to the ground with a single yank. Jake
smiled down at the young man and said, “Sorry, kid, we’re all
given so little time and yours just ran out.”
The boy’s screaming was silenced by the gray masking
tape covering his mouth. The pressure of Conners’s obstructed scream made his head appear to blow up and his
eyes about to pop. Blood ran freely from his nose as Jake
gently pushed his feet into the cool pool water. Fighting
without hope, Conners rolled hard to the right. Jake softly
pushed him into the pool. He watched closely and as the ripples cleared, he could see the frightened eyes. The boy was
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fighting hard to hold his breath. Jake watched calmly as the
boy lost the fight and slowly died. Jake pulled the dead body
from the pool—he had work to do.
My name is Ben, or Bentley Davis, depending on the client. Bentley makes more money. I’m a private investigator.
Looking back I feel strangely guilty that as I cheered Pete
sliding headfirst into third, a young man, whom I would
soon get to know very well, was losing the fight of his life in
Newport.
It was late September 1970 and the Reds had already
wrapped up their spot in the post-season. That night they beat
LA, 6–3, to win their 100th game of the season—they were
great. Dad and I had good center field seats near the beer.
He loved Pete and Johnny and I loved him. After the game
I dropped Dad at his home in Florence and headed for the
Roundup Lounge on Dixie. Barbara the new and very pretty
part-time waitress often got off early on Monday nights—but
sadly, not tonight. The regulars were in place and my friend
Gary was a little high and spinning the same old tales, using
the same old lines. I quickly decided to call it a night.
She did it; damn her adrenaline was firing. Jake had been right.
The first thing they did was take off for the river. It was easy to
move away and disappear into the shadows during all the commotion. She was good! Perhaps she should take up acting—the
johns bought her act, didn’t they? They always left thinking they
were studs. Maybe Jake would take her to Hollywood. Now in
the clear, she picked up the pace, she needed to get back to Newport and tell Jake and she could use a little juice.
Jake was waiting at The Rue DeMoment when Joan finally
got there. She’d broken the heel off her left shoe, and her
stockings were torn and dirty. Her little red toes where showing through small holes she’d pushed through her hose.
Jake laughed as she limped toward his table. He loved her
but she sure looked funny at that moment. “Joan, Joan,” was
all he could say.
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