SHERLOCK HOLMES GREAT GRANDSON—
A Case of Deceit
 And Death

Prologue
The heavy oak door of Dr. Arnold Rosen’s office clicked shut, sealing Watson Holmes in the quiet sanctuary of the room. He sat back in the deep, brown leather armchair, its worn, supple surface enveloping him as if it had done so a thousand times before. The room was tastefully appointed, filled with an understated elegance that spoke of wealth but not ostentation. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined the walls, and a fireplace crackled in the corner, filling the air with the faint smell of cedar and warmth.
Watson had been coming here for nearly two years, seeking refuge from the outside world—the world that constantly reminded him of his lineage, his inheritance of not only a name but of expectations he hadn’t asked for.

Dr. Rosen sat across from him, a notebook balanced on his knee, his pen poised to take notes but not yet moving. He was an older man, with thinning silver hair and a gaze that could pierce through the most fortified defenses. He didn’t need to say much; his mere presence and gentle, non-judgemental attitude encouraged those who entered this space to speak.

“It’s worse today,” Watson said, leaning forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “This… pressure.”
Rosen raised an eyebrow but didn’t speak, letting Watson continue.
“I mean, it’s always been there, but today it feels heavier. Almost unbearable.” Watson ran a hand through his dark hair, his eyes fixed on a distant point in the room. “There’s always this voice in the back of my head reminding me that I’m not just Watson Holmes, the criminal defense lawyer. I’m Watson Holmes, great-grandson of Sherlock Holmes. And to make it worse, my father, Henry Holmes, was also a brilliant lawyer. It’s like I’m carrying the weight of their legacies every day.”
Dr. Rosen nodded, his pen still motionless. “Tell me more about the pressure, Watson. What does it feel like?”

Watson chuckled, though there was no humor in it. “It feels like I’m running a race, but I’m not even sure who I’m running against. Every client, every case… it’s not just about winning or losing. It’s about whether I measure up. Whether I can live up to the expectations that come with being a Holmes.”

He paused, swallowing hard before continuing. “When I walk into a courtroom, I can feel the eyes on me—judges, prosecutors, the media. They all wonder if I’ve inherited that same sharp mind, that same detective instinct. They expect brilliance, and anything less feels like a failure.”

“Are you sure those are their expectations, or are they yours?” Rosen’s question was calm, but it hit Watson like a blow.
Watson stared at him, momentarily silent. “Maybe it’s both,” he admitted. “I’ve spent so long trying to prove that I’m more than just a name. That I’ve earned my place on my own. But I don’t know if I can ever separate myself from it.”

Rosen shifted slightly in his chair. “Do you want to be separate from it?”
Watson frowned, considering the question. Did he? The thought of being disconnected from the lineage that had shaped his entire life was both liberating and terrifying.
“I don’t know,” he admitted at last, his voice softer. “It’s like I’m grateful for the legacy, but sometimes I wish I could just… be myself. I love the work, I do. But there’s always that shadow. That feeling that no matter how hard I work, how many cases I win, I’ll always be in his shadow.”

Rosen nodded again, scribbling something briefly in his notebook before looking back up. “Have you ever told anyone else this?”
Watson shook his head. “Judith knows some of it, but I’ve never really laid it out like this. I guess I just feel like I can’t. People expect me to have it together. To be like him—like Sherlock Holmes. Cold, methodical, always in control.”

“But you’re not him, Watson.”

“No,” Watson said, his gaze finally meeting Rosen’s. “I’m not.”

For a moment, the only sound in the room was the crackling of the fire. Watson exhaled slowly, the tightness in his chest loosening just a little. In this room, he could let go of the need to be everything to everyone. Here, he didn’t have to live up to the name. He could just be Watson Holmes, the man who was still trying to figure it all out.

“Maybe,” Rosen said softly, “that’s something worth telling yourself more often. That you’re allowed to be your own person, separate from the past.”

Watson leaned back in the chair, feeling the weight of the session wash over him. It wasn’t a solution—he wasn’t foolish enough to think it would be—but it was a start. And right now, that was enough.


Chapter One: 
Watson Holmes stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows of his downtown New York City office, watching the endless flow of yellow cabs and pedestrians below. The noise and energy of Manhattan were constant, truly a city that never slept—and neither, it seemed, did his mind. His latest client, Reginald "Reggie" Bradford, was expected any minute now. Bradford was the kind of high-profile tech mogul that attracted media scrutiny, and the accusations of fraud against him were splashed across every news outlet.
Everyone was waiting for Watson Holmes, the great-grandson of the Sherlock Holmes, to crack the case wide open. The pressure of being a Holmes was always there, a silent weight on his shoulders.

He turned from the window and glanced around his office. It was sleek and minimalist—dark wood, glass, and leather. No clutter, no distractions. The only personal touch was a framed photo on his desk of him with Judith, the love of his life, and their Australian Shepherd, Morgan. It was from a spa trip upstate, the last real getaway they had taken before more complicated, high profile cases than usual started piling up, requiring him to add twoo more associates. Their cost, plus a margin was of course, added to the client’s billing. His clients recognized from their monthly statements that although crime may pay,  it also has a cost. But the pressure of increasing success also had a price for Watson.Their trip to Italy—one week at the Bulgari resort in Tuscany—had already been postponed twice, thanks to complex cases like this.

The knock at the door pulled him back to the present. His assistant, Eleanor Marks, a woman as sharp as she was efficient, peeked her head in.
“Mr. Bradford is here.”
Watson straightened his tie, slipping on his professional demeanor like a mask. “Send him in.” Bradford came in 2-3 times a week, ever since his investigation for fraud had begun. He only stayed a few minutes, as if stressing how important his case was would make Watson work harder.

Reginald Bradford entered with the swagger of someone who was used to being in control. He was tall, in his mid-forties, and looked every inch the tech billionaire, from the tailored suit to the custom-made shoes. But Watson saw there was something in his eyes—a flicker of desperation.

“Watson” Bradford said, shaking Watson’s hand firmly. “Thanks for seeing me on such short notice, but I wanted to get a status report, and no offense, but when I want answers to tough questions…I like to look at a man’s eyes.”

Watson gestured to the two leather client chairs in front of his desk. “Please, sit. Even if you’re only going to be here a few minutes, It frustrates me to have someone hovering over my desk.”

Bradford dropped into one of the leather chair,s running a hand through his neatly styled hair. “Well I’m frustrated too.  This whole thing is a hit job. Competitors, jealous employees…who knows? But I didn’t defraud anyone, and it’s costing me a fortune in concessions I have to make with damn near every deal I do now.” As an after thought he added, “And you’re costing me a small fortune too!.”

Watson opened a file on his desk, containing all the details the prosecution had gathered. “Let’s get something straight Bradford,” Watson responded with firmness in his voice. “I’m not costiing you a small fortune. The way you do business is costing you a small fortune. I’m simply sweeping up your trash.” Then he continued, “The accusations are serious—misappropriation of funds, falsifying financial documents, insider trading. The evidence seems…thorough.”

“Thorough, but wrong,” Bradford said, his voice edged with frustration. “My company’s legit. I’ve built it from the ground up. I wouldn’t throw all that away on a stupid scam.”

Watson listened carefully, his mind piecing together Bradford’s words, from their many meetings, cataloging inconsistencies. He’d learned long ago to pay attention to not just what his clients said but what they didn’t say. And Bradford’s story had a few gaps.

“Mr. Bradford, the prosecution isn’t going to back down easily. Their evidence is detailed and convincing. But that doesn’t mean we can’t fight it. And it doesn’t mean we can’t win it. We just need to be smart about our approach. And,” he added as a reminder, “That small fortune you’’re paying isn’t a net figure to me or this firm. The invoices we send you list all the attorneys, accountants, researchers and investigators working to keep your ass out of jail. Frankly, I may need to make sure we are charging you enouogh.”

Bradford’s jaw tightened. “That’s why I came to you. You’re the great Sherlock Holmes’s descendant. If anyone can find a way out of this, it’s you.I’m gambling the Holmes DNA will get this resolved.”

Watson resisted the urge to sigh. It always came back to that. Sherlock Holmes. No matter how many cases he won on his own merits, people still believed his success was somehow in his bloodline. As if his great-grandfather’s brilliance could be inherited like blue eyes or dark hair.

“I feel confident” Watson said, his voice calm and measured. “But I need you to be honest with me.We’re at the short strokes and If there’s anything I should know, anything that might come out as a surprize during the trial…”

“I’ve told you everything,” Bradford cut him off, leaning forward. “Just get me out of this.”

When Bradford left, Watson let out a long breath. The case was high stakes, not just because of the media attention but because of what it would mean if he won—or lost. Clients like Bradford expected perfection. And with his name, anything less than an unqualified victory would be a failure in the eyes of the client and the public. What he did not tell Bradford was that he was working to get the Feds to treat the case as civil with a hefty fine and an overseer. It was a long shot, but there was a slight chance. Too slight to let Badford know that it even existed.
.
Eleanor knocked again, stepping into the room. “Everything okay?”
Watson leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temples. “The usual. High-profile client, impossible expectations.”

Eleanor offered a sympathetic smile. “You’ll figure it out. You always do.”
“Yeah, but not without a few sleepless nights.”

Eleanor chuckled. “Well, if you need me, I’ll be here a little late, catching up on some files. By the way, Judith called earlier—something about confirming those flights to Italy? I told her you’d call her back.”

Watson’s heart sank. The Italy trip. The vacation he’d promised Judith for months was now hanging by a thread. He glanced at the clock—he could still make the call before diving into Bradford’s files. But deep down, he knew what the conversation would be.
“Thanks, Eleanor,” Watson said, reaching for his phone. “I’ll take care of it.

Chapter Two

Watson entered his Upper West Side apartment, greeted by the soft click of Morgan’s nails on the hardwood floor. The Australian Shepherd padded over, his mismatched eyes—one blue, one brown—blinking up at Watson with curiosity and affection. For a brief moment, the simple routine felt grounding, pulling him out of the swirling chaos of the day.
Watson bent down, scratching behind Morgan’s ears. “Hey boy. Long day.” His voice, however, was hollow, as though even the mundane comforts of home weren’t enough to fill the gnawing void inside him.
Judith sat at the dining table, her laptop open in front of her, brows furrowed in concentration. She looked up as Watson walked in, her expression softening, but only slightly. The distance between them was palpable, a silence that had grown louder with each postponed plan, every unspoken frustration.
“Long day?” she asked, though her voice lacked the warmth it once had.
Watson could feel the weight of her question—it wasn’t just about the day. It was about all the days he’d been consumed by his cases, absent from their lives together.
“Long doesn’t even cover it,” Watson replied, collapsing into a chair at the table. “Reginald Bradford’s case is about as messy as they come. The prosecution’s going to come hard and fast.” As he stretched out his long legs, he added. “If they would at least make a settlement offer, I have a response that could likely be shaped to satidfy everyone.” He leaned forward, stretching  as he continued. “The prosecution is treating this like Bradfor needs to be nailed to the cross, but when push comes to shove, this case should be settled. It should never go to trial.” He shook his head and concluded, “They like to go after high profile players. It helps with their funding when Congress meets.
Judith closed her laptop, folding her hands on top of it. “And Italy?”
The question landed like a punch to the gut. Watson had promised—again— they would take that trip to Italy, a week’s vacation at the world-famous Bulgari resort in Tuscany. But now, with Bradford’s case heating up, Watson could see the writing on the wall.
“Judith,” he began, knowing full well what he was about to say would only widen the gap between them, “I know what you’re going to say and I don’t want to cancel the trip, but—--“
“I’m not asking you to cancel it,” Judith interrupted, her voice sharper than intended. He heard the frustration—no, more than that. What he heard was exhaustion. “I’m asking if you’re going to make time for it.”
Watson sighed. “This case—if I don’t stay on top of it, the prosecution will bury us.”
"And what about us?" The words hung in the air, a heavy silence swallowing them both. “We’ve rescheduled twice already, Watson. Once, I understand. But now, it feels like I’m competing with your clients for even a sliver of your time.”
“It’s not like that,” Watson protested, but his voice lacked conviction.
"Isn’t it?" Judith stood, crossing her arms. Her body language was a fortress, her defenses high. “Your work is always first. I get that your cases are important, but we’re important too. And I’m tired of being pushed aside.”
Before Watson could respond, his phone buzzed, cutting through the tension. He glanced at the screen—a number he didn’t recognize, but if they knew the number…something in his gut told him to answer.
“Watson Holmes,” he said, his voice tight.
There was a brief pause, followed by a soft, shaky voice. “Mr. Holmes... my name is Emma Radcliffe. You represented my father, Eric Radcliffe.” She barely paused before rushing to say, “I need your help.”
Watson’s frown deepened. He remembered Eric Radcliffe—he had represented Emma’s father in a high-profile embezzlement case a few years ago. He’d never met her, but somehow, she had his cellphone number. Probably from her father.
“What’s happened, Ms. Radcliffe?”
“My father... he’s dead. And they think I killed him. The police are here.”
A pit formed in Watson’s stomach. “Tell me where you are,” he said, grabbing a notepad. As she rattled off the address, he scribbled furiously. “I’ll be there in 20 minutes. Don’t answer any questions or speak to anyone. Especially the police. Tell them your lawyer is on his way.”
He hung up and looked at Judith, her arms still crossed, her face unreadable, but her disappointment clear. She had heard everything.
“I have to go,” Watson said, his voice soft.
“I figured,” Judith replied, turning away. The words stung more than any argument could have. “It’s what you always do.”
Watson felt the sting but could not let himself dwell on it. He grabbed his coat, gave Morgan a quick pat, and headed for the door. As it clicked shut behind him, he couldn’t help but feel like it wasn’t just the door closing, but something much larger—something more final.

Chapter Three:
By the time Watson arrived at Emma Radcliffe’s Upper East Side apartment, the scene outside was buzzing with police activity. The flashing red and blue lights illuminated the quiet street, casting eerie shadows on the brownstone buildings. Inside, the tension was thick, and a somber energy filled the air. It was the kind of scene that Watson had grown accustomed to, but tonight, it felt different—personal.
Watson flashed his credentials and was quickly escorted inside by a young officer. Every step he took felt heavy, as if he was walking into something much darker than he had anticipated.
He spotted Emma immediately. She was seated on an elegant sofa, her face pale, her eyes puffy from crying. Her fragility was almost startling—nothing like the confident young woman he had imagined from their brief phone conversation. Standing nearby, Detective James Harper, a burly man with a permanent scowl, surveyed the scene.
“Holmes,” Harper muttered, greeting him with a nod, his tone a mix of surprise and impatience. “Here for the girl?”
Watson gave a brisk nod, his eyes scanning the room. The body of Emma’s father lay on the floor, surrounded by a flurry of forensic investigators. Even though Watson had seen his fair share of crime scenes, the sight of Eric Radcliffe's lifeless form struck a strange chord in him.
“I represented her father years ago in another case,” Watson said, keeping his voice steady, though his mind raced with the implications of the scene before him.
Harper raised an eyebrow. “Funny how life circles back around.”
"Life’s full of irony," Watson replied, his voice tight. “I need to speak with her.”
“Make it quick,” Harper said, crossing his arms. “We’re taking her downtown. Her prints are all over the gun. It’s an open-and-shut case.”
Open-and-shut. Watson knew better than to trust such oversimplifications. If it were that easy, they wouldn’t need him.
Watson approached Emma cautiously. “Emma, I’m Watson Holmes. I understand what you’re going through, but first, I need you to pay close attention to what I’m telling you. Can you do that?”
She nodded, but it was a shaky response, more instinct than true understanding.
Watson’s voice softened. “I need you to say that you understand. I need to hear those words.”
Struggling to hold back the tears, she nodded again and quietly echoed, “I understand that I need to pay close attention.”
“The police will take you downtown tonight and book you…” He paused as her eyes opened wide in fear. “No lawyer can stop that. For a lot of reasons, I may not be able to represent you beyond tonight, but I will meet with you tomorrow at the jail. If my firm can represent you, I will bring another lawyer from my office. If you agree to this, I need you to follow my instructions as if your life depended on it—because it does.”
Emma’s wide, fearful eyes locked onto Watson’s. In that moment, she seemed to grasp the gravity of her situation.
“You are not to discuss what happened with anyone. The police will use anything they can against you, and they will not believe you are innocent—no matter what you say. Instead, they will twist your words and use them to build a case against you. Right now, they think you’re guilty, and they are going to do whatever they can to prove it. Even if they have to lie.”
Emma’s face mirrored disbelief and confusion.
Watson continued, more firmly now. “This isn’t like the movies, where the friendly good cop talks to you to help you go free. Do you understand this?”
She nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Yes.”
“Good,” Watson said. “Don’t tell anyone—not another prisoner, not even someone who seems like a friendly cop—what happened or that you’re innocent. Say you can only discuss it when your lawyer is present. If you can’t do this, I promise you, whatever you say, no matter how much you protest your innocence, will be used against you, and you will be found guilty.”
Watson could see a shift in Emma’s demeanor—she was coming out of the fog of shock and starting to listen, really listen.
“I understand,” she said more firmly this time.
Watson nodded in approval. “Now, I need you to tell me what happened.”
Emma sniffled, wiping her nose with the back of her hand. “I… I didn’t do it. We were arguing in the salon, in front of his gun display, and he was getting ready to clean the gun. I wanted him to pay attention to me, and I grabbed the gun, but I didn’t shoot him. I swear. I dropped it… I just… I don’t know how it went off.”
Watson studied her carefully, noting the trembling in her hands and the panic in her voice. “Did anyone else hear the argument?”
Emma nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “I was told one of the neighbors heard us yelling. They called the police. When they got here, I was standing over him... with the gun.”
The police had their narrative. And it was a damning one. But Watson knew better than to accept it at face value.
“The police think it’s an easy conviction,” Watson said softly. “But there’s always more to the story. Remember what I told you. If someone asks you, ‘Do you think it’s going to rain?’, your answer is ‘I can’t talk until my attorney gets here.’”
He stood, glancing at the crime scene again, his mind already racing through possible defenses. The evidence was damning, but something about the setup felt... off.
Detective Harper walked over. “How much longer? I can give you five more minutes. After that, you can continue your discussion downtown.”
“We’re almost done,” Watson responded, turning his attention back to Emma. “They will book you tonight, and there is nothing I can do until morning,” he told her. “I will try to get a bail hearing set tomorrow. It’s not a capital murder case, so chances are, even though the DA will object, we can get you bail. But it will be expensive. Anywhere from twenty-five to fifty thousand for a bond and two hundred fifty thousand to five hundred thousand for a cash account. Plus, there is the fee to my firm. We will need a retainer of fifty thousand, and if we have to go to trial with experts and investigators, it can run from half a million to seven or eight hundred thousand. I know it’s a lot, but you will have a small army working for you from investigators to experts.
Emma’s eyes widened as she processed the figures.
“I have plenty of money,” she told him. “My dad could be a jerk, but he parked a lot of money with me, and I have my own as well.”
Watson suspected ‘parked’ meant she was hiding money for him—something that might come up later. He waved to Harper, indicating they were done.
As she was being led away, Watson reminded her, “Don’t forget what I told you. You won’t talk without your attorney.”
“Take her downtown for processing,” Harper said to one of the officers. “Let’s get this over with.”


Chapter Four

Back at the firm the next morning, Watson sat at the head of the conference table, his two key associates flanking him. The sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows illuminated the polished wood, but Watson barely noticed. His sharp eyes scanned the notes in front of him, his expression unreadable.

On his left was Adrian King, a man who could disarm juries with a smile and outmaneuver opposing counsel with a razor-sharp argument. In the almost three years he had been with the firm, he was Watson’s choice as Second Chair on tough cases. Adrian had once turned a hostile witness’s testimony to their favor with a single question—a moment Watson often recounted with pride. Known for his charm in the courtroom, Adrian was one of Watson’s best backups, always ready to take the reins when needed. His confidence, intelligence, and poise made him invaluable during high-stakes trials.  

To Watson’s right was Sara Levin, a brilliant young lawyer with a quick wit and excellent intuition. Watson once told Judith, “She can see around corners.” She had been with the firm for just over a year, and while her talent was undeniable, Watson knew she was struggling with a personal battle. Sara was trying to quit smoking—the habit a holdover from long nights in law school—but the stress of working at the firm made breaking the habit difficult for her.  

What Watson didn’t see was the tension in her hands, the faint tremor as she adjusted the cap on her pen. Sara felt the weight of her double life pressing down harder every day. She was just barely able to contain her cocaine habit, and despite the $125,000 a year she earned at the firm, she had almost nothing left over at the end of the month because of the expense of the cocaine. She knew she had to break the habit and had cleared with Watson that as soon as the Bradford case was over, she could take a two-week vacation. She did not tell him she was going to book herself into a treatment facility. Instead, she told him she was going to visit her mother in Atlanta.  

And she certainly didn’t tell him about Ricky Lane. Ricky, her supplier since university, was more than just her dealer. She was her confidante, her sounding board, her reckless best friend. Ricky had her own secret—she was the daughter of one of Watson’s former clients, Carlos Lopez, who was currently serving time at a Federal facility in Texas. Despite the fact that he was guilty, like a few of his clients that had received long sentences, Lopez blamed Watson for losing the trial.  

Strangely, over the years, Ricky and Sara developed a solid friendship outside their dealer-user relationship, sharing almost all of their secrets, hopes, and fears. Ricky’s dry wit and fearless demeanor made her magnetic, even dangerous. The only secret Ricky kept from Sara was that her source for the coke was her father’s organization. As far as Sara knew, Ricky’s parents died in an auto accident years ago and that the insurance settlement left her well fixed. When Ricky shared that story with Sara, her response was, “Why, then take the risk of dealing?” Ricky responded, “There is no such thing as ‘enough.’”  

Ricky’s dark eyes had glimmered with something unspoken when she added, “But now, I intend to retire from the business at the end of the year.”  When Sara asked if she was going to refer her to another supplier she could trust, Ricky told her, “No, and when I quit, I hope all my clients will quit. For those that don’t, they continue at their own risk.”  

While Watson was leading their meeting, making assignments and sharing what he knew to date about Emma’s case, Ricky’s father, Carlos Lopez, sat hunched over a small desk in his prison cell. His scarred hands clutched a pen as he scratched out notes on the back of a legal pad. Diagrams, names, and revenge scenarios filled the margins. Incarcerated in a Texas prison, Carlos planned the destruction of Watson Holmes every day in every way.  

“He thinks he’s untouchable,” Carlos muttered under his breath. “We’ll see about that.” 

 CHAPTER FIVE 

At night, in his cell, it helped Lopez to relax by plotting ways to ruin Watson’s life and make him suffer. Each plan began as a shadow, forming and twisting until it became a vivid scenario he played out in his mind like a dark lullaby. It did not matter that Watson cut him a deal and filed his appeal for less than his regular fee because he falsely claimed money became scarce after he got busted. The past didn’t matter—only the revenge that would bring Watson to his knees. Of the many plans he had in his mind, whichever plan he selected, he knew it would eventually end in Watson’s painful death.  

Almost every night, he would replay the drama of his trial in his mind.  

He remembered the courtroom was heavy with tension, the air thick enough to choke on, and the tightness in his stomach as the judge’s gavel struck, sealing his fate.  

The Judge’s voice echoed as if it were still happening:  
"Mr. Lopez, you have been found guilty of leading a major cocaine trafficking operation. You are hereby sentenced to 50 years in a federal penitentiary."   

That sentence had carved itself into his memory, as relentless as a curse. 

“I would not let them break me,” he whispered to himself, as if savoring the memory. Slowly, his face twisted into a mask of fury, his eyes locking onto Watson as he remembered the scene unfolding.  

The sound of clinking metal filled the room as the bailiffs moved toward him, shackles in hand. He remembered how cold the steel felt as one by one, they cuffed his wrists and chained his ankles, the metallic clatter only intensifying the humiliation.  

His whisper grew louder, more venomous:  
“You did this to me, Holmes. You think you’re so damn smart. I’ll make sure you pay for this!”  

Watson had remained calm, his expression impassive but his eyes steely as they met Lopez’s fiery glare. Reporters scribbled furiously, capturing the drama for the headlines.  

Lopez remembered the weight of a bailiff’s hand on his shoulder, attempting to calm him, but the fury was too much. And then, Watson had the gall to speak to him as if he were a child.  
"You should have taken the deal," Watson had said. "I got the murder charges dropped for lack of evidence, and fifteen years for the rest of the crimes was the best offer you’d ever see." 

His head throbbed and his hands clenched as the scene replayed itself in his mind. His hatred burned hotter with each memory.  

“Fifteen years? You think that was a deal? You wanted this. You wanted to watch me fall.”  

His grimace turned into a twisted, thin smile as he recalled his courtroom vow:  
"Mark my words, Holmes. I’ll have your head on a spike if it’s the last thing I do."  

“I’ll ruin you!” he whispered again, his voice sharp in the darkness of his cell. “I swear to God, Watson, I’ll ruin you!”  

Plotting the scheme helped him sleep well at night.  



He knew that a week from Saturday his daughter Ricky would be at the prison to visit him for a permitted two hours. He needed to enlist her help in executing his plan and knew she might be reluctant. Ricky was a contradiction: sharp enough to navigate his world yet wary of sinking too deep into it.  

Although she was fully aware of his business operations—with the exception of delivering messages to his “street leaders” before she could be tried as an adult and now selling coke to a few trusted friends she had been supplying since university—she had nothing to do with his broader empire. In fact, Carlos was proud that she was clean as far as ‘the rat patrol’ that had pursued him for so many years was concerned. The Feds didn’t even have a shred of evidence proving she had guilty knowledge of his drug activities.  

Despite her reluctance to be involved because of the risk, Carlos knew she was well-informed from overhearing his almost daily summaries of the day’s activities that he shared with her mother. At the dinner table, Carlos had painted his world with careful brushstrokes, disguising the violence behind the language of supply chains and workforce discipline. But Ricky was no fool. She had learned the darker truths from the blood stains her father tried to scrub from their lives.  

She also learned the value of a lavish lifestyle. She knew what it meant to crave, to need more, and to take it. While civilians hesitated over the price of a single trinket, Ricky demanded the entire store.  

She was never ignorant about her father’s business. The police had raided their three homes often enough for the truth to be inescapable. When cartels were in the press, his name was almost always mentioned, and her two slightly older brothers had been assassinated by a rival gang. She wanted the spoils, not the war.  

But there was war. Carlos had ensured that retribution for his sons’ deaths had been swift and merciless, his vengeance bloody enough to send a message. Opposing leaders met painful ends, and their networks were absorbed into his organization.  

Carlos knew loyalty was a fleeting currency. While he was locked up, others in his cartel were siphoning off his earnings, a betrayal he intended to rectify when the time was right. Ricky would come to understand her responsibility as the heir to his empire.  

Carlos understood Ricky well: her only vice was living the good life. Now, it was her turn to earn it.  

He needed the plan to be foolproof because he wanted to protect her, to safeguard the one person he trusted to secure his legacy. 




Chapter Six

For their 8 a.m. meeting, Watson arrived with an assorted box of breakfast pastries from the firm’s coffee bar. He raised an eyebrow as Sara—usually one to cut a pastry in half—grabbed two of the largest ones. “Hungry this morning, are we?” he quipped.

She shot him a fleeting glance, a hint of defiance in her tired eyes. “Fuel,” she replied, taking a bite without further comment.

Watson set the box on the table and opened his notes. “Emma Radcliffe,” he began. “Daughter of Gerald Radcliffe, who I represented in a high-profile embezzlement case three years ago. She’s accused of killing him last night. The case is already all over the media.”

Adrian leaned back in his chair, a knowing grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. “I’m guessing it’s not as cut-and-dry as it looks?”

“Nothing ever is,” Watson sighed. “Harper’s convinced it’s an open-and-shut case. Her prints are on the gun, and she was found at the scene.”

“But you don’t think she did it?” Sara asked, her tone curious. She leaned forward, her hands clasped together. A faint minty smell lingered around her—a telltale sign she’d been chewing nicotine gum again.

“I don’t know yet,” Watson admitted. “But something feels off. The police are eager to wrap this up quickly—too quickly. I think there’s more to it.”

Sara’s sharp gaze flickered over the case files spread across the table. Her analytical side always emerged like clockwork, even if her personal life looked frayed around the edges lately. “Should I file a motion for bail this morning?” she asked.

Watson nodded. “We’ll meet with her later today, but in the meantime, I want you to dig into her background. Adrian, look into anyone Gerald might’ve crossed. He was a wealthy, unscrupulous man—plenty of enemies to choose from.”

Adrian’s smirk vanished as his professional demeanor kicked in. “Got it.”

“Sara, pull everything on Emma. Friends, relationships, past habits—good or bad—anything that might give us a lead.”

Sara bit her lip, jotting notes as she spoke. “I’ll start right away.”

---

As the team dispersed, Watson stayed behind in the conference room. The distant hum of traffic outside his office window only amplified the weight of the case. The Radcliffe situation was a tangled mess, and it would take every ounce of focus to unravel it.

Yet, Judith’s words from the night before lingered in his mind. She had been right—his work consumed him. Case after case, his personal life had always come second. And now, another high-stakes trial loomed, threatening to pull him even further into the abyss of sleepless nights and moral dilemmas.

Watson drummed his fingers on the table, wrestling with a solution. An idea sparked. He picked up his phone and called Judith.

“I have a plan,” he said, his voice steady but tinged with a hint of mischief.

Her response came with a teasing lilt. “Because you’re going to tell me we’re finally going to Italy… or because you’re about to say something I won’t want to hear, and you think drowning me in sake will soften the blow?”

Watson chuckled, appreciating her wit even when it stung a little. “Let’s just say it’s a little of both. Are we good for 7:30?”

There was a pause, followed by the warmth of her smile through the phone. “I’ll meet you at Yee’s at 7:30, Counselor. But you’d better bring your A-game.”


Chapter Seven 

The evening did not unfold as Watson had planned. As soon as their orders were placed and the sake arrived, Judith reached across the table and rested her hand on his. The gesture stilled him mid-thought, her touch familiar yet brimming with purpose.  

“Watson,” she began, her tone soft but resolute, “I don’t want to hear your plan until I tell you mine.” She met his gaze, her eyes a mixture of tenderness and quiet determination.  

He leaned back slightly, caught off guard.  

“The importance of this trip,” she continued, “has grown beyond the trip itself. I’m not going to walk away from our relationship—or the love we have for each other—just because we had to reschedule for the third time.”  

Watson’s expression softened, guilt and gratitude flickering across his face.  

“What matters to me,” Judith pressed on, “is that we make time for each other. Time that isn’t limited to the office or some weekly restaurant outing. I miss us, Watson. I miss relaxing together, holding hands, having long, winding conversations that aren’t interrupted by emails or phone calls.”  

Her voice dropped slightly, filled with self-awareness. “I’ve thought about it, and I realize I’m just as guilty of trespassing on our relationship as you are. Every night, I’m glued to the computer or stuck on a conference call, and you’re doing the same. We’ve let work take over everything. We need to rethink how we spend our time.”  

Judith took a deep breath, her hand squeezing his lightly before continuing. “My contribution to a solution is that I’ll work on managing my time better. I won’t treat our home as an extension of my office. But there’s one thing I won’t compromise on.”  

Watson tilted his head, silently urging her to go on.  

“Italy,” she said, and then continued, “As for Italy, “I don’t want to put it off again. If you tell me tonight that you can’t make it, then I’ll call my sister. And you—” she pointed a playful yet pointed finger at him—“you’re going to pay for her to meet me in Tuscany. If you figure out you can come later, then great. The three of us will have a wonderful time together.”  

She smiled, adding with mock gravity, “And just so we’re clear, Watson, if you don’t agree—and we split up—Morgan comes with me!”  

Watson chuckled, shaking his head, “You fight dirty, counselor.”

Judith grinned, the tension in her features softening slightly.  

Watson leaned across the table and kissed her, a brief but meaningful gesture that conveyed his unspoken appreciation.  

When he pulled back, she tilted her head and asked with a teasing smile, “So, counselor, what’s your suggestion?”  

Watson hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck as if weighing his options. Then, with a grin of his own and his fingers visibly crossed on the table, he replied, “That’s exactly what I was going to suggest.”  

Judith laughed, her laughter light and genuine, and for the first time in weeks, Watson felt a sliver of hope.  


Chapter eight

The early afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows of Watson’s office as he sat at his desk, his mind split between the Radcliffe case and trying to figure out how to readjust his life according to Judith’s suggestion and need. He knew she was right.
 He stared at the scattered case files on his desk, but his thoughts kept drifting back to their conversation the night before. How long could they continue like this, rescheduling plans and putting off their personal life for the sake of his clients? He made a promise to himself that he would start managing his time better.

Because workmen would be in the apartment, he brought Morgan to the office, and Morgan lay beside his desk, sensing his master's tension but doing nothing more than offering silent companionship. The steady breathing of his dog had always been a source of calm for Watson, though now even Morgan’s presence couldn’t pull his focus away from the potential storm in his personal life. He knew the changes he and Judith both committed to would be difficult to implement and even more difficult to keep.

A sharp knock on the door broke his reverie.
“Come in,” Watson called, straightening up as Adrian entered the room. The young lawyer looked sharp as always—impeccably dressed in a tailored suit, his confidence evident in his stride. But Watson could see the subtle tension in his eyes. Adrian was still relatively young, despite his undeniable skill. He wasn’t ready for the weight of a case like Emma Radcliffe’s—not yet. He was still trying to prove himself both to himself and to Watson. 
“Got something for you,” Adrian said, dropping a file onto Watson’s desk. “As you suspected Gerald Radcliffe had more than a few enemies. Nothing too concrete, but he was involved in some shady deals that could have left a few people bitter.”

Watson opened the file, scanning through Adrian’s findings. He nodded slowly, the pieces of the puzzle beginning to take shape, though there were still plenty of gaps.
“Good work,” Watson said, setting the file aside. “What about Emma? Did you find anything that suggests she had reason to harm her father?”

Adrian shook his head. “Nothing serious. She’s got a few old friends who mentioned a strained relationship between them, but nothing that would suggest she’d want him dead. From what I’ve found, she’s been dealing with a lot of emotional baggage since her mother passed.”
Watson rubbed his chin, mulling over the information. “Keep digging. I have a feeling we’re missing something, and the prosecution’s going to pounce on those fingerprints if we don’t find an alternative explanation.”
Adrian hesitated for a moment, then took a step closer to Watson’s desk. “You know, I could take this one if you need a break. I’ve been working cases with you for three years now, and I’m ready to step up.”

Watson looked at Adrian, studying him carefully. There was no doubt Adrian was talented, but the stakes of this case were too high, and Watson couldn’t risk it. He knew Adrian wasn’t seasoned enough to handle the kind of pressure that came with a case this complex—especially when lives were on the line. Emma Radcliffe’s entire future hung in the balance, and the smallest misstep could ruin everything.
“I know you’re capable, Adrian,” Watson said slowly. “But this case… it’s not something you’re ready for yet. There are too many moving parts, and we need to be absolutely certain we don’t miss anything. You’ll get your chance, but this one needs my full attention.”

Adrian nodded, trying to mask his disappointment. “I understand.”

Watson sighed. He hated turning Adrian down, but the reality was that Emma’s case, with the potential of a Felony Murder charge couldn’t be treated like any other. There is a thin dividing line between Not Guilty and Life without Parole. As much as he longed for that trip to Italy with Judith, he couldn’t take the risk of stepping away now.

“Keep working on those leads,” Watson said. “We’ll talk more in the morning.”
Adrian left the office, leaving Watson alone once again with his thoughts. He leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes for a moment, feeling the weight of responsibility settling heavily on his shoulders. The strain between him and Judith was becoming a more difficult burden to bear, but he couldn’t afford to lose focus now.

As Adrian pulled the office door shut, Watson picked up his phone and dialed Sara’s extension. When she answered he asked her to call the court to see if a time had been set for their motion for a bond hearing in the Radcliffe case. She told him, “I just heard from the clerk. It’s set for 10am tomorrow. No one would hear it today. Everyone’s docket was full.”

“Emma will need to be prepped,” he told her, and then asked, “Can you go to the jail with me in a couple hours? I want her to meet you and tomorrow I’d like you to appear at the hearing with me. Let me know who will be appearing from the DA’s office. Let’s see if we can get them to accept a reasonable bond arrangement.”

A few minutes later, Sara rang back, and when Watson answered, she told him, “Tom Snyder is the ADA and tomorrow they are asking the court to set bond at half a million dollars, but here’s the strange part, he says for you to call him. He’s prepared to make a deal.”

He exhaled a soft whistle indicating his surprize. “Too soon for the DA to be showing their cards,” he told her. Come here and we’ll get him back on the line.”


Chapter Nine
Late that afternoon, Watson and Sara sat in one of the small attorney meeting rooms at the jail, its pale beige walls looking as if they were designed for all who met there to give up hope. They sat quietly,waiting for Emma Radcliffe to be brought in. In the background they heard metal on metal as cell and access doors were opened and shut, coupled with the never ending clamor of prisoners calling to one another or for freedom. Watson could hear the faint echo of footsteps down the hall, followed by the creak of the door as a guard escorted Emma inside.

She looked even more fragile than before, her face pale and drawn. She sat down across from Watson and Sara, her hands clasped tightly in her lap, her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and exhaustion.

“Ms. Radcliffe,” Watson began gently, “This is Sara Levin. She will be working on your case with me, as will another attorney who you will meet later. I need you to be completely honest with me. The bail hearing is set for ten tomorrow morning. You need to have access to your cash for bail insurance or a cash bond because they won’t process you out until its paid. Time will never be on our side and the prosecution is going to push hard for a manslaughter charge. Manslaughter carries fifteen to twenty years. You could be out in seven or ten. If there’s anything you haven’t told me, now is the time. You need to think about the offer. For whatever reason, they are fast tracking the offer. Just maybe, if they want this resolved quickly, I might be able to get them to drop the charge to involuntary manslaughter. That’s ten to fifteen years, and you’re probably out in five or seven as long as you don’t have any problems. If we have the hearing in the morning, the deal is off the table.

“Are you telling me to accept the offer?”

“I’m just telling you there’s an offer. I can’t advise you either way. It’s your life. It’s your choice.”

Emma bit her lip, her gaze dropping to the floor. “I’ve told you everything,” she whispered. “I didn’t kill him. I know it looks bad, but I didn’t pull the trigger.”

Watson studied her carefully, searching for any signs of deception, but all he saw was a young, slightly hardened woman trapped in a nightmare. There was still something about the case that didn’t sit right with him—something that gnawed at the edges of his mind. The evidence was damning, but it felt too… convenient. And that the DA wanted an answer and short deadline was unusual, despite the ADA telling him they were making a generous offer because of a crowded calendar. Usually plea negotiations took place after the bail hearing.

“Tell me about your father,” Watson said, leaning forward. “Did he have any enemies? Anyone who might have wanted to hurt him?”
Emma hesitated. “He wasn’t a good man. I mean, he was good to me—sometimes—but I know he wasn’t always honest in business. I heard him arguing on the phone a lot, but I don’t know who with.”
“Do you remember anything specific about those arguments? Names, places?”
Emma shook her head. “He kept a lot from me.”
Watson nodded, already filing away her words for further investigation. “I believe you, Emma,” he said softly. “But the evidence isn’t on our side right now. We need to find something that will cast doubt on the prosecution’s case.”
She looked up at him, her eyes brimming with tears. “What if we don’t?”
Watson’s jaw tightened. He didn’t have an answer for that. There were no guarantees in the world of criminal defense, only hard work and the hope that the truth would eventually surface, and that it would be on their side if they went to trial. If she did not plead out. At the back of his mind he wondered what he would do if their roles were reveresed.

She took a deep breath and looked into his eyes as she told him,“I’m not a murderer and I do not want to be known as one. I want my life back, I want to have the freedom to go to a restaurant, to a show or a movie. To date someone. To maybe even get married. But I don’t want to go to prison for something I didn’t do. And I don’t want to go through life as a felon.” Her voice tremored as she continued, “My god,” she said, “At worst, it was a fucking accident! Why can’t they see that.”

Watson could feel her pain, but had to tell her, “Even accidents can have jail time.”

“I want to fight it,” she said, suddenly stronger, “Tell the DA to go fuck himself. And get me out on bail. And I want a speedy trial.”

Watson wasn’t surprised that she knew her rights. When her father was indicted, Watson explained their options. “We can go for a speedy trial or we can drag it out. That gives us more time to prepare a stronger defense, and circumstances change. ADAs move on, memories get murky, sometimes witnesses die” He opted for dragging the litigation out and Watson could build a strong enough case to plead it down to an accident or misdemeanor. Maybe Emma was hoping for a short term miracle.

His thoughts returned to the present. “That would only give us 90 days to prepare,” Watson told her, “That’s not enough time. There are advantages to drawing it out.

Emma responded, “I’m not goiing to have this hanging over my head while we wait nine or ten months or a year.” And then, almost conspiratorily she added, “Maybe 90 days isn’t enough time for the DA.”

In his mind, Watson could not deny her logic. That the DA was pressing for a fast track acceptance of a plea, just maybe, just maybe their case was not as strong as he thought.

He said to Emma, “Think about it. We’ll make the decision before the bail hearing in the morning.” 

“Emma,” Sara said sympathetically, take a deep breath and walk me through what happened.” Watson looked at Sara, hiding his surprise. He felt that he had already well-briefed her.

“My story’s not going to change,” she said, anger still in her voice. “It’s exactly like I told Watson yesterday.”

“I’m sure it is,” Sara responded, putting her hand on Emma’s, “but I’d like to hear it from you.”

Not pleased with having to relive the story, Emma nodded her understanding and took a deep breath before beginning. “ My dad called and told me he needed to talk to me. He didn’t trust saying things on the phone because he was paranoid. He always worried about competitors or enforcement agencies tapping our phones and sometimes there were documents for me to sign or he needed me to pay someone from the escrow account that I’m a signature on but he isn’t because he technically is not the owner. On the phone he never told me why I was neded, and he never said that he needed to talk to me unless it was important and I needed to get my butt over there.” She shrugged as she added, “In reality I almost never heard from him unless he needed me.”

“And what happened after you got to the apartment?” Sara asked. “Tell me from the time you reached the front door.”

“I have my own keys, so I let myself in and yelled out that I was there. My dad yelled back that he was in the salon and to join him there.”

“Why wasn’t he a signature? Why?” Sara asked.

Emma looked at her as if she did not nderstand the obvious as she replied, “On some accounts he needed the ability to deny that he was an owner.”

“You mean you were concealing assets for him?”

“I prefer to say I was holding the funds and some stocks in trust for him.”

Sara shook her head “No.” and added, “You can’t sugar coat it unless there is a valid trust agreement and provenance of the assets. And you can’t lie about it. The DA will make you look like a thief. You’re going to have to admit you were helping your father hide assets and you’re going to need to tell the truth about how much you earned.”

Watson interjected, “and as I told you earlier, that confession may open you up to creditor suits and criminal liability even if you don’t know how your father obtained those assets.”

Emma pounded the desk, “If the shit was still alive, I could kill him!”

Watson and Sara looked at one another in surprise. Watson retook control of the conversation, “We’ll worry about the asset management later. Just continue with what happened. In a lower voice he added,  and never make an outburst like that again. If a jury heard that, they would give you life without parole”

She nodded her understanding. “Like I said the last time,” she continued, “Dad seemed to be a little drunk to me and he was sitting at his desk cleaning a few of his pistols, and he told me that I needed to endorse some stock certificates,” and I told him I needed a bigger allowance. That I was holding  and managing a fortune in cash and securities and that I thought it only fair that instead of the $100,000 a month he was paying me to be the corporate secretary, I should get twice that because keeping the books on all those assets and filing reports required a lot of my time and that was comparable as a market rate.” She looked at Sara to explain, “I really am the corporate secretary and the accountant managing those assets. I’m a CPA and I felt that I should receive market value for my services. Someone else prepared his personal financials, and I was never named in any of the lawsuits against him. The only law I was breaking was keeping the assets in my name. I paid taxes on all the income, which of course pissed him off, but I did not want New York or US tax authorities coming after me.” 

“What did he say?” Sara asked

“His stock answer,” Emma replied, “Don’t worry, you’re getting a big payoff when I die.”

Emma interupted, “Did he ever tell that to anyone else, to your knowledge?

“Not as far as I know, “ Emma responded, and then continued, “during all this he is continuing to drink, and I could see he was getting more and more angry. And then he literally jumps up like he was startled and starts waving the gun and pointing it at me, and I yell at him not to point the goddamn gun at me, and I reached for the gun. As I jumped up to take the gun away from him, I  grabbed at it and must have stumbled and hit my head because the next thing I know I’m getting myself off the floor and Dad is sitting at the table with the top of his head blown away. I see the gun on the floor and am wondering what was said that would make him shoot himself as I leaned over to pick it up and put it back on the table.” She shakes her head and acknowledges, “I know that was stupid,” she says, “But I was in shock and it was just a reflex.”
After taking a deep breath to regain her composure, she continued, “ About that time the doorbell rings and two cops are at the door because the neighbors heard the shot. I try to tell them what happened but they told me to go into the living room and wait for a detective. Maybe 15 minutes later a detective and forensics team arrive, and they take my fingerprints and check me for gunshot residue. She looks at Watson, “That’s when I call you. Next thing I know, as soon as you leave, I’m handcuffed and in a squad car with a fat lady cop and on the road to hell.”

Chapter ten
After Emma was taken back to her cell, Watson and Sara left the jail and headed straight for the office. They both had work to do. He checked the time, and was frustrated that it was. Already a little after 5pm.He called Judith and hoped the conversation would remain light when he told her he was going to work a little late because of the Radcliff case, but he would assure her he was going to distribute the workload so that he could honor his commitment to her about spending more time off the phone and computer. He hoped she would believe him, and understand this was a murder case, for God’s sake.

The night stretched out before him, but he had too much work to do—too many pieces to put together before this puzzle would reveal its full picture.

Later, returning from the washroom he was surprised to see Sara Levin sitting sat her desk, a fresh pile of documents in front of her. She looked up as Watson walked in, flashing him a tired smile.

“When did you come back?” he asked.

“A couple hours ago,” she responded. 
“I’m glad I did. I found something interesting,” she motioned for him to come over. “Turns out, Gerald Radcliffe was involved in more than just shady business deals. He had ties to some pretty dangerous people. One of his old partners, a guy named Julian Kline, disappeared a few years ago under suspicious circumstances.”
Watson raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Suspicious how?”
“Rumor has it, Radcliffe cut him out of a major deal. Kline was furious, and not long after, he vanished without a trace, but with a lot of cash that belonged to his investors. He wiped out the bank accounts on all of his deals. No one’s seen him since, but his name keeps popping up in connection with Radcliffe’s old business dealings.”

Watson leaned over the file, his eyes scanning the documents. “Don’t waste time on it. This isn’t a movie where the mysterious villian just happens to appear in time to knock out our client and shoot the victim.” He realized how tired he was, for criticizing her like that, and added, “We both need to go home and get some sleep or we’ll be chasing shadows instead of procedural errors.”

Sara nodded, chewing on her lip thoughtfully., before responding, “It’s a long shot, but it’s the best lead we’ve got.”
“I’m thinkiing,” she said, “That if Kline stole from Radcliff, just maybe we can posit the theory that Radcliffe was in so much hock that his house of cards was going to collapse and he committed suicide.”

Thinking it might be a plausible theory, Watson told her, with appreciation, “I shoudn’t have jumped you. OK, Keep digging, but go home. The facts will still be there tomorrow.” As he turned to leave he addded, “If maybe Kline’s involved, I want to know everything about him.” As an afterthought he added, “Call the DAs office and find out who the ADA is and ask him to bring the forensics report to the bond hearing.”

As Sara got back to work, Watson felt a surge of hope. Just maybe the pieces were starting to come together, but there was still much they didn’t know. Time was running out, and the prosecution wasn’t going to wait.

And all the while, the tension between him and Judith hung in the air, a storm he couldn’t ignore forever. But for now, he had to keep moving. Lives were at stake—Emma’s, his reputation, and possibly his own future with Judith.

It was a little after ten when he returned to their apartment. The lights were out, and the apartment was quiet. Morgan, his tail wagging a greeting was the only welcome home he got.

Not wanting to wake Judith, he padded softly into the bedroom with the idea of getting his pajamas and quietly changing in the guest bathroom, but he soon saw that stealth wasn’t necessary. Judith wasn’t there.

Chapter eleven 

Knowing Judith would be upset with him when she came home—and equally certain she would come home—Watson buried himself in work. Emma wasn’t his only client, though her case weighed on him like an anchor. He sifted through files under the dim light of his desk lamp, the muted hum of the city outside offering little solace. Papers covered the desk in chaotic stacks, a reflection of his frayed thoughts.
At 11:30, he heard the metallic clink of the lock turning, followed by the sharp staccato of Judith’s heels on the marblefloor. He straightened instinctively, pushing his chair back as though preparing for battle.
“I’m in the office,” he called, his voice steady but strained. He rose to meet her, his mind already racing through scenarios of what she might say—or do.
When she appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame, he could see exhaustion etched into her face. Her eyes were rimmed red, as though she’d spent hours holding back tears only to lose the fight. She looked both fragile and distant, her usual elegance dimmed by something heavier than fatigue.
Watson forced a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Hey.”
Judith didn’t respond. Instead, she studied him, her expression unreadable. The silence between them stretched, taut as a drawn bowstring.
“I’m so sorry I hurt you,” Watson said finally, stepping closer. He reached out, but she recoiled—quickly, sharply—as though his touch might burn her. The rejection was like a slap, though he kept his composure. “I know I promised to offload some of the work,” he continued, his voice quieter now, tinged with regret. “Even if it means hiring another lawyer. But I need a few days—to figure out who gets what files, talk to a couple of headhunters, get suggestions from my team. And tomorrow…” He hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’ve got this damn bond hearing for a murder charge.”
Her gaze didn’t soften. If anything, her sadness seemed to deepen, morphing into something harder to decipher. When she finally spoke, her voice was low but sharp. “Is Sara helping you with this?”
The question hit him like a gut punch. He didn’t flinch outwardly but felt a flicker of unease. “She’s second chair behind Adrian,” he replied evenly. “And she’s handling some of the research.” He paused, then added, “She’s come up with a couple of good ideas, actually—if we need to present alternate solutions to a jury.”
Judith’s response was cold, cutting through the room like a blade. “Are you fucking her?”
The words hung in the air, jagged and heavy. For a moment, Watson couldn’t breathe. There it is, he thought. The question she’s been holding onto all night.
“No,” he said firmly, his voice measured but unwavering. “I’m not.”
Her lips pressed into a thin line, her eyes searching his face for cracks in the armor. “But you’re thinking about it, aren’t you?”
“That’s not fair,” Watson said, his tone sharpening. “This isn’t about Sara. This is about us.”
“Is it?” Judith shot back, her voice rising. “Because it sure feels like we haven’t been a priority for a long time. I don’t even recognize you anymore, Watson. You’re always working, always chasing some case or some win. When do I get to be enough?”
The accusation cut deeper than he wanted to admit. He stepped back, running a hand through his hair as he struggled for the right words. “Judith, you are enough. You’ve always been enough. But this—this is my job. It’s who I am.”
Her laugh was bitter, hollow. “And what am I, then? Your afterthought?”
“No,” he said quickly, desperation creeping into his voice. “You’re my partner. But this job… it’s not something I can just turn off. You knew that when we got together.”
Her expression darkened. “Don’t you dare throw that in my face. I didn’t sign up to feel invisible.”
Watson’s chest tightened as guilt and frustration battled within him. He wanted to fix it, to say something that would bridge the chasm growing between them. But the words wouldn’t come.
Judith turned away, her shoulders slumping. “I’m going to bed,” she said quietly. “Don’t stay up too late.”
“Judith…” he began, but she was already walking down the hall, her heels clicking softly against the floor. The sound faded, leaving him alone in the silence of the office.
Watson sank back into his chair, the weight of the moment pressing down on him. He stared at the stacks of case files, but the words blurred together, meaningless. His mind was stuck on Judith’s parting words, on the pain in her eyes.
You knew this was coming, he told himself. You just didn’t know how much it would hurt.


Chapter twelveFifteen 

It took Watson a few moments to recover and even longer before Judith was calm enough to speak. “About nine o’clock I received a call on my cell phone from a blocked number. It was a woman who would not tell me her name, but the first thing she said after I said “Hello” was “Watson is fucking Sara.  I’m just letting you know so that you won’t get hurt the way he is hurting me.”

Watson shook his head in disbelief, asking himself “Who would do such a thing? Who would want to hurt them?”
To Judith he said, “The easiest way to resolve this is to get Sara on the line and ask her.”

Judith nodded her acceptance. “Call her,” she said.


Parked on the street, in a van with the logo of an Office and Condo Cleaning Company the muscular, well groomed man, listened to their conversation and smiled. He was planting seeds of doubt and would savor the harvest when he was ready.

Chapter 13
The call to Sara went well. She was surprized of course, and denied any sexual relationship with Watson. “Whoever said that must have it in for one of us,” she said. “They either want to get me fired or you two to break up,”


Collectively they brainstormed who could have it in for one or all of them. Sara did not have any clients that ever expressed displeasure, Judith’s clients were all happy they were getting an education and of course as a criminal defense attorney Watson did not get a Not Guilty verdict for all of his clients, but he was successful in negotiating their sentence down with a guilty plea, and none had ever threatened him, accepting the sentence as a risk they knowingly took when they committed the crime.

Then Judith asked, “What about when you were an ADA?

Watson paused to think about it, “God, that was so long ago. Almost 10 years.” He searched his memory and said, “Of course at the sentencing hearings there were a few, “I’m not guilties or I’ll get you for this,” but by now most….probably all of those jokers have been out for a while.” 

Then Sara asked, “What about the Hackett case? I remember it from law school. Weren’t you threatened as the original prosecutor?”

“Yes and no,” Watson answered. “We held him on a state manslaughter case  and I argued against bond, arguing that we were refiling as murder for killing an employee when he learned the guy was feeding us and the Feds information about his crimes, both violent and financial. But before we could try him, the feds had the case moved to the Federal Criminal Courts because he murdered his employee who was a Federal witness.” He paused to think about it and continued, “He got life and maybe isn’t even alive. He was in his fifties and not in good shape when he was convicted. He stole millions, and  the government never found where he stashed it. But he threatened both me and the other ADA, Chance Allen with “painful death.” Watson was sorry the old memories were coming back. “He kept telling us he was a thief, but not a murderer,” and the more he repeated it, the angrier he got,…always arguing he should have been tried as a thief, and not given a life entence as a murderer….He swore he would get back at us….”For a couple years both Chance and I were looking over our shoulders because he had a teenage son busted for violence more than once, and the kid had also made threats to us during the trial.” Thinking back, Watson added, “The kid was an anomaly to us.”. He was a smart, electronic whiz working with computers and all types of recording and sound equipment …and a very buff workout freak. He had even been busted for animal cruelty. Tortured some puppies or something like that, but apparently the dog owner refused to testify. And, of course, there had been multiple complaints about violence, but nothing ever made it to court.” As an after thought, he added, “Both Chance and I figured witness intimidation, and passed the info downstream.” He shook his head ‘No’ as he added, “Nothing ever came of it. I think the court let him off with just a warning a couple times.”

“Did Hackett get extra time for his threats?” Sara asked, remembering how complicated the case seemed to her when she studied it in law school...

Watson answered after thinking back, “He had a life sentence…The judge gave him extra time, but it ran concurrently.” He half smiled as he said, “The bigger question is  still out there. Where did he hide the loot?”


The issue of fidelity had been resolved, but still it had been a long and fitful night for both Watson and Judith. In bed, they fine-tuned their agreement for creating more time for them as a couple. They both knew the importance of sharing experiences as a couple if they were to remain a couple. “Love is a voracious emotion,” Watson said to Judith, “and I need to remember that it needs to be fed a balanced diet of respect, affection, sharing experience and….”

“Sex,” Judith completed his list with a smile. 

“I was going to say, ‘Honest communication’ Watson responded, returning her smile.

“OK,” she said, “That too.” 

Watson rolled over to her and took her hand. Giving it an affectionate squeeze, he said softly, “let’s work on ticking that item on the list.”

Chapter Fourteen
Watson would not have slept so well if he knew that Hackett’a son, having legally changed his name to William Small, the most non-threatening name he could think of, could overhear everything that was said in both their’s and Sara’s apartment. He would have been angry and concerned. If he had known William Small’s plan, he would have asked for police protection.

 A little over five years after Hackett was sentenced he found blood in his sputum and knew his lung cancer had returned. The thought of dying was almost welcomed, because it gave him the seed of an idea about how he would get his revenge on Watson and Chance. Whose demise he had never stopped contemplating. 

Treatment was begun by the prison hospital staff, who were non-commital, but he knew the cancer would kill him within the next few months.

Within the first five minutes of his son’s monthly visit to him in prison, Hackett told the young man about the cash trust accounts in the Canary Islands and the Isle of Man….and that he had finally developed plans for Watson and Chance. If his son wanted access to the millions in those secret accounts, he had to agree to follow the plan Hackett had made to destroy Watson and Chance. The young man readily agreed, and Hackett, with an evil smile, whispered, “Listen carefully, because this is the perfect crime.”

Chapter FIfteen
The young man agreed with his father that the man had indeed conceived the perfect crime, and he promised not to access the secret bank accounts until both Watson and Chance were in prison. That was not a hardship for him because his dad had created a trust fund for him shortly after he was born, and the government could not access it bcause the government could not prove the base funds were illegally acquired.The son would need to wait until his father died of lung cancer in three or four months before he could begin to execute the plan because no one would suspect a dead man for plotting malevalence after so many years. In the interim the father could savor the fact that he would get his revenge from the grave.

Now, the plan was in motion. With credentials identifying him as a City Fire Inspector, William had easily gained access to both Watson’s and Sara’s buildiings. Picking locks was a trade he had learned from the Internet and practiced with success in home burglaries in other parts of the city. That was before he went to prison for two years for assaulting a neighbor from a few blocks away because his dog peed on his rosebushes. The man should have known better, William told himself once again as he thought back to the incident. Their’s was an affluent, posh neighborhood, and people just didn’t let that sort of thing happen. His wife, Maureen, felt the same way, and a month before his release from prison, she threw tainted meat over the neighbor’s fence and poisoned the dog.

She did it to please him. She did not want to make him mad again. While he was in prison, on visiting days, he could not reach out and slap her or twist her arm until it broke again because she made him angry. He could only whisper his anger and remind her it was her fault he was in prison. She should have gone after the man when his dog peed. It did not matter that she had not seen the incident because she was in the house cleaning up. After beating the man, he came back into the house, and while slapping her explained she had an obligation to be alert and to protect the property. She knew he was right and swore to him that she would do better. She knew he only hurt her when he was teaching her a lesson, that way she would learn not to repeat her mistake. She understood the beatings were for her own good.

While he was in prison his father died. He wanted to attend the funeral, but the Warden refused the request, citing the number of fights he had with other inmates. He wondered if Holmes or Chance had attended

But the warden could not keep him after his sentence was served and he knew that his stupid cow of a wife would be waiting for him at the gate. When she met him at the prison gate the day he was released, she told him about the dog  as soon as he got in the car. He laughed as he gave her a stinging, hard pat on the cheek. He could not stop laughing about it these three months later.

Prison was an interruption, but it gave him time to perfect his father’s plan.

In Watson’s apartment he planted voice activated remote broadcasting bugs in the living room, kitchen and bedroom. From the dirty clothes hamper he took a pair of men’s argyle socks.

He repeated the process in Sara’s smaller apartment. While he was prowling around Sara’s apartment he was pleased to see a coffee can full of dime bags of cocaine. He whispered to himself, “You naughty girl.” And smiled as he instantly improved his plan.

From her clothes hamper he took a pair of panties.

At each apartment building he placed the voice activated, battery operated recorder out of sight in the floor’s glass “Crash in the event of an emergency” fire hose box. By looking at the inspection dates he confirmed the crash boxes would be undisturbed the two weeks the recorders would be hidden inside,

Once everything was in place, he was ready to begin. To celebrate, he stopped to order a large pizza to go for he and his wife to share. After dinner she placed the call to Judith, telling her Watson was fucking Sara.

Chapter Sixteen
The next day, at 10am, Adrian and Sara joined Watson for a scheduled preliminary call before the bond hearing with the ADA.
Watson told the ADA, an arrogant Supervisor named Rogers, whose first name was so filled with consonants most just called him Rogers, they were prepared to meet his bail demands but they wanted him to bring with him the forensic, autopsy and police reports to the hearing. They also told him they were fast-tracking the trial at their client’s request.
“I’d advise against that Chief,” said Rogers “It’s an open and shut case, and if you’re not accepting our manslaughter charge, you can save your bail money because we’re upping it to a Capital Murder charge. No bail. And we’re not through with forensics, so that is going to take some time,”

Sara and Adrian looked at one another and then turned back to Watson as he resonded. “I will pass what I consider to be a non-offer along to my client once again. I don’t know what game you are playing, but you and I both know the judge is not buying Murder One. She did not arrive with a weapon, the victim was pointing his loaded pistol at her, and there is no history of violence.” Then he added, “And I want the forensics and other reports. They can’t be complicated, and I know how fast they get prepared and delivered.”

Rogers ignored the demand with an angry, “I’ll see you in court at one.” Watson looked at his two colleagues and said, “It looks like the game is afoot. We’ll leave here at 12.00 so we can have a little time with Emma.” He looked at Sara and asked, “Will you please call the jail to make sure she has the civilian clothes we sent over and ask for an interview room at noon.”

She nodded ‘yes’ as she said, “Sure thing.”

Chapter Seventeen
Judge Enid Roundtree, who was sometimes referred to as ‘Judge Roundass’ by her staff when she was not around, nodded towards the Plaintiff’s table and said to ADA Rogers, who was wearing the same custom tailored deep blue suit he always wore for the first appearance of a case “That’s a nice suit Counselor. Is the State prepared?”

“The State is prepared, your Honor.” He wanted to introduce the young assistant ADA sitting next to him, but she did not give hime time. Instead she turned to the Defense table and looked at Watson and his two colleagues. “This is just a Bail Hearing Counselor, not a trial. Do you need all that heavy lifting or are you going to a party after this?”

“Well, Judge,” we think this is an important case and we did not want to waste the Court’s time if we needed to look up some precedents because of a difference of opinion between the District Attorney’s office and ours.”
She pursed her lips as she asked the ADA, “Well Counselor, is there a dispute we can informally resolve or should we begin the Hearing?”

Rodgers took a quick look at Watson and then turned to the Judge,“I think out of respect for the Court’s time we should begin the Hearing.”

Judge Roundtree instructed the Court Reporter to begin and looked at Rodgers as she said, “Let’s hear from the State.”

Rodgers walked over to the lecturn that stood between and in front of the two trial tables.“Your Honor, this is a Capital Murder case. The murderer…”

“Objection, Watson interuppted, “She is a Defendant, not a murderer.”

“Sustained.”

Withhout missing a beat, Rodgers continued, “The State contends the Defendant, who has a history of violent encounters with the victim, her father, in a fit of anger went to his residence with the intention of causing him harm. She had in her purse a 22 caliber Colt automatic pistol.” With fanfare he dropped the evidence bag holding the pistol on the prosecution table as he continued, “The Defendant has admitted the weapon is hers.” She did not shoot her father with the weapon, instead she shot him with one of his own weapons as he was working with them when she arrived. Based on the evidence, the State believes this is a Capital Murder case and that bail should be denied.”

 Rogers sat down, a smirk showing on his face.

Judge Roundtree turned her attention to Watson, “I imagine the Defense has something to say in response. Counselor?”

Watson took a moment to button his jacket as he walked over to the lecturn

Judge Roundtree nodded to Rogers in acknowledgement of his presentation and turned her attention to Watson as he began, “Your Honor, the State failed to mention that the 22 caliber pistol was not loaded, the Defendant did not have in her purse, on her body or within reach any 22 caliber bullets. And even if she had bullets, they could not have been fired because of a faulty firing mechanism. As an aside, the gun is in the Defendant’s name, is permitted and was a gift from her father on her 25th birthday. She brought it with her so that he could have it repaired. There is evidence he knew it was not working. He was an avid gun and rifle collector and had relationships for repair. She had the gun with her because he had told her to bring it over.”

Rogers objected, “Not in evidence.There is no evidence the victim told her to bring the weapon over.”

“Sustained”, agreed the Judge.

Watson continued, “Two other items your Honor. There was a struggle and the Defendant had broken skin and a bruise to prove it. There are multiple explanations that may be in the Defendant’s favor but the State has refused to provide the forensic scene report.The autopsy report and the police reports from the crime scene and their investigators. This was not a complicated crime scene and generally these reports are available within 48 hours, yet the State has refused  to make these reports available.”

The Judge looked at Rogers. “Have the reports been received by the State?”


“Yes, your Honor,” but we have not had time to review them.

“Defense has a right to them regardless whether you have reviewed them or not. It is evidence regardless whether or not there is exculpatory evidence. Deliver them to Defense by 5pm today.”

Without acknowledging the reprimand, Rodgers, still standing at the Prosecution’s table responded,
“The State continues in its belief that this is a Capital Murder case and the Defendant should be remanded without bond.”

“Counselor?” The Judge asked Watson, who was still at the lecturn. He replied, “Your Honor, I believe the State has not made a case for Capital Murder. I believe the evidence on its surface can range from self-defense  to manslaughter or accidental homicide. Therefore we are requesting Bail of $100,000, and the Defendant will surrender her passport and wear an ankle bracelet. The Defendant is well known in the city as a parent, as an active, engaged supporter of her child’s school, a volunteer or donor to a number of charities in the city and has never had so much as a parking ticket. In addition, she has two young children, eight and ten years old to care for. Unfortunately their father passed away after a stroke less than a year ago, and the family is still dealing with the tragedy.”

The Judge had paid close attention to the arguments and had no preconceived position prior to taking her seat at the bench. Her clerk had briefed her on the facts in evidence, but had not predjudiced her with an opinion. The Judge had overseen almost twenty years of bail hearings and felt she could not be criticized for the ruling she was about to make.  Like all Judges, she did not like being overruled on appeal. And because of her thoroughness, that seldom happened.

She addressed Rodgers, “I do not see this as a Capital case, and I suggest the State consider a new charging instrument.” Then she addressed both lawyers, “Bail is set at $300,000 cash or bond, Defendant will surrender her passport, wear an ankle bracelet and report once a week to the Probation office.” She was already standing as she slammed the gavel down, in a hurry to get to the bathroom.

Sara and Adrian began to quickly reload their briefcases with the rulings and case law they were prepared to argue in front of the judge if they felt she was going to accept the State’s argument for a Capital case, but it was obvious from her expression early on, as Rogers was speaking that she was not buying his argument. Simultaneously, Watson smiled, nodding to Rodgers as he stood. At the same time Emma began speaking, “Thank you,” she said as she gave him a polite hug.

“Don’t thank me yet,” he quietly responded. “This was the easy part,” he said. “The hard part is winning at trial, and we need to see those reports. We can almost predict the reports of the officers.” 

Two officers, one a stern looking female and the other a stern looking male approached with the intent of escorting Emma back to her cell. Watson addressed them as Sara had Emma sign the forms authorizing the transfer of the bail funds. “Can she stay in her civvies in a holding cell?” he asked. “She’ll be bonded out in about two hours.”

The male officer responded with a “Sure, Counselor,” while at the same time the female officer said, without emotion, “It’s against regulations.”

The male officer shrugged his shoulders as he gave Watson a “What can I do?” look.

Watson turned to the woman, lowering his head to her so that he could confidentially whisper, Look, I know she is not guilty and when the trial is over, she will walk. I don’t want her writing letters to the editor when she’s free about how she was treated here and that the jail officers need remedial training or suspension.”

She nodded her head, ‘No’, as she responded in the same conspiritorial tone, “No can do, Councilor. The DA apparently has it in for her. Or you. He wants her strip searched and returned to her cell. She won’t bond out until the last chain is released at 6 tonight.”

With disgust in his voice, he responded, meaning Rodgers, “What an asshole.”

To Emma, he explained that it was unlikely she would be released before six pm, and that tonight and first thing in the morning he and his associates would study the reports delivered to his office by the ADA. Then he added, “Since we are fast tracking the trial, we need to hit the ground running. We’ll need you to come to the office at 1pm. We’ll order lunch in and go over the reports. We’ll be looking for discrepancies and have a list of questions.”

“Can you have copies delivered to my home after you get them?” she asked. “I want to be prepared.”

“No,” he responded. “You won’t get home before six or seven and you’ll be tired, but want to stay up late to study the reports. Then, tomorrow when we need you to be sharp and alert, you will be dead on your ass.” Then he added, tonight we’ll just skim the material. We’ll need to be on our game tomorrow too.” He turned to look at Sara and Adrian, “We’ll just skim the reports this evening and study them in the morning.” To Emma he asked, “Do you want some sort of salad or sandwich for lunch? Tomorrow’s workday will be from one o’clock ‘til six-thirty, and likely the same schedule for the next 2-3 days. From that point forward there will probably be a flurry of discovery motions from our side up until the trial. We may need to hire an investigator or two. It’s going to be busy and time consuming. Bring plastic with you because we’ll burn through your retainer before the week is out.”

Emma listened carefully, nodding her head to indicate she understood.

The two court bailiffs who had been standing at a discrete distance saw they were through talking and approached Emma.

The male bailiff ordered her, “Put your hands behind your back.” To which Watson asked, “Is that really necessary?”

The female bailiff looked at him and responded, “That’s the rules.”


Chapter Eighteen

Eleanor, his always efficient secretary smiled as he approached her desk and offered, “Congratulations.”

“Word gets around fast,” he answered back with a smile,”but we only won the first round. We’re a long way from a knockout.” 
“I feel good about this case,” she said. “Maybe because I’ve seen such positive coverage of her in newsletters from my daughter’s school. She’s always sponsoriing some activity.”

“Watson showed surprize as he said, “Your daughter goes to the same school as her kids?”
“They do, but don’t worry,” she said with a smile. “I couldn’t pay her tuition and eat on what you pay me. I’m not complaining because you do pay me well,  but luckily for them, my father left me well fixed.” 

Watson realized that as long as Eleanor had been with him, this was the most personal she’d ever been, and it made him feel deficient as he realized how preoccupied he always was. 

It hit home that that preoccupation was Judith’s complaint, but until that moment,the impact and the distance it created had not registered. 

Eleanor was about to hand him the paper slips with the calls from clients when she added, lightly, “There’s even a bit left over for a Christmas turkey.” As she handed him the pink slips, she remarked, “Speaking of turkeys, I told Mr. Bradford  you weren’t in but he dropped in anyway. I think he thought you were avoiding him”

“That’s the problem with having a client in the same building,” Watson said lightly. Please tell him we have a meeting with the bank regulators next Wednesday, give him the times, etc., and let him know I’ll call in about two hours.”
Then he added, “No calls, no visitors for the next thirty minutes.”  She knew Watson was going to meditate. A practice he tried to do everyday, but seldom did. He was taught the method by Dr. Rosen, and for a while he was able to keep it up, and was benefitting from its effects. He refused to blame his irregular application on his lack of discipline and fear of self-discovery, preferring to blame it on how busy he always was.

Once when meditating he realized he used the excuse of being too busy to avoid a lot of responsibilities. He felt guilty about that, and thought to himsellf as he settled into his chair, “Maybe feeling guilty, is the first step to being a better person.” When he was meditating, among the recurring images that seemed to occur too frequently was sitting at the dinner table with his father and hearing comments about his clients and trials and that he could understand the thrill of discovery his great grandfather, Sherlock Holmes, must have felt as he solved crime after crime,bringing Justice to his world. It was that constant need to be victorious that haunted him and that drove him, filliing his mind with so many details that there did not seem to be enough room for details from the people that meant the most to him. Particularly Judith. And as he settled into his chair, he once again made a promise to himself that he would do better.

He took a deep breath and closed his eyes trying to clear his mind of the clatter of the courtroom. The hearing had been tense, as always, but not for the reasons others might think. It wasn’t the pressure of winning or losing cases that gnawed at him. It was the way they looked at him. The quiet whispers behind his back, the headlines that always referenced Sherlock’s name more than his own. 

*Great-grandson of the legendary Sherlock Holmes…*

He could feel the words hover in the air like a fog he couldn’t quite shake. No matter how many cases he won, no matter how sharp his legal skills, there was always that unspoken expectation. Was he brilliant because of his work? Or was it in his blood? Watson wanted, needed, to believe that his achievements were his alone. That he wasn’t standing on the shoulders of a legend, but walking his own path. 

He breathed in deeply, feeling the familiar tug of frustration. His father had always been so proud of their heritage, always reminding him that it was an honor to carry the Holmes name. *"You have the blood of greatness, Watson," his father would say, practically beaming with pride. "That legacy is a gift."

But was it really? Or was it more of a burden?

The memory of his father’s voice sent a pang through his chest. Watson had never had the heart to tell him how suffocating it sometimes felt. How every time someone mentioned Sherlock, it was like a shadow looming over his own accomplishments. His father saw the connection to Sherlock as a badge of honor, a legacy to embrace. But for Watson, it felt like a chain, keeping him bound to something he never chose. 

Another breath, slower this time. Watson focused on the rise and fall of his chest. He needed to let this go, to center himself before the flood of new cases pulled him under. He wasn’t Sherlock. He didn’t need to be. His legal victories weren’t the result of some inherited genius—they were his. His skill, his intellect, his tenacity. That had to be enough. 

But then, there was that nagging thought, the one that crept in when he was most vulnerable: Would anyone care about Watson Holmes if it weren’t for the family name? 

Watson exhaled, long and hard. He couldn’t afford to dwell on that right now. There were cases to handle, problems to solve. But deep down, he knew this conflict wasn’t something meditation alone could resolve. It was something he’d carry with him—just as he carried the Holmes name. 

With one final breath, he opened his eyes. His mind was clearer now, but the weight of the legacy remained, a quiet pressure that would always be part of him.

Taking stock of his emotions wasn’t something he had time for. He only took a little more than a minute to consider the most important recurrent revolation of his meditation, his fear of losing Judith, before reaching over to the stack of files that required action.

When two hours passed, Eleanor saw that his office line wasn’t lit and buzzed him. When he answered, she politely reminded him, “You had me tell Mr. Bradford you would call him in two hours. Should I get him on the line?”

“Please do…and then please call that garden supply store that you like and order a really nice tall plant. Maybe something with blooms.”

“Is this an ‘I’m sorry plant’ or an ‘I love you plant?’”

“It’s an ‘I love you plant’, so maybe send some flowers with it.”

“Got it,” she said and then “Mr. Bradford is on the line.”

“Reggie,” he began, “We heard from the State Regulators and they turned down our offer…..”
“Those bastards,” he said, more angry than upset.
“Hold on,” Watson responded, “I told you it was unlikely that they would accept it, but that it would open the door to negotiations. And it has.”

“Did they counter?”
“Yes, but you’re not going to like their offer any more than they didn’t like ours. But it does tell me what I think I can settle for?”

“Would there be an admission of guilt? I can’t afford that. A guilty verdict puts me out of business.”

“I told you there was always that risk. No matter how fair and honest you thought you were being, when a deal goes South, everybody that wrote a check will testify they were lied to. That’s the flaw in achieving the American Dream…

Reggie interupted with “I can’t accept it.”

“Reggie, let me finish and let me tell you what they offered,and now that they’ve shown their cards, I think we can make an offer they’ll accept.”

“But no guilty plea. Godammit I didn’t hire Sherlock Holmes to get me a guilty plea.”

Watson felt the sting of his calling him Sherlock Holmes, but continued, “Only the subsidiary, as a corporation will plead guilty. There will be a significant fine, probably close to what they think you made….but no individual plea of guilty and no jail time….maybe a monitor from the state to oversee the deal.”

“Well, hell….that’s not so bad.” Watson could hear the relief in his voice. He too felt releived; it would be nice to get Reggie and his disruptive drop-in visits over with. Watson knew the State’s Settlement Guidelines, had structured this deal for multiple clients, and knew he could make it happen, but he responded, “It isn’t a deal yet, but as long as I can make that offer, I think I can make it happen.”

“No shit, Sherlock,” Bradford blurted, and Watson felt the sting of the familiar statement. “If you can do that, you’re as good as they say.”

To which Watson responded,without disguising the anger in his voice, “It’s no shit, Watson!” and disconnected the call.

Ringing Eleanor on his phone’s intercom, he said in response to her, “Yes, Chief?”…. “Get me Rodriguez at State.”

“Will do, hold on.”

Within only a few minutes of reaching Deputy State Attorney Rodriguez, the settlement agreement was, to their mutual relief, reached. Bradford had only swindled a few large corporations out of a few million dollars, not enough to impact their earnings or their shareholders, so there would be no public outcry. The State would collect a fine and a guilty plea from Bradford’s shell corporation, which would not impact his other business investments, not even the shady ones, and Watson would collect a hefty fee for his firm. He leaned back in his chair with a smile. As far as he was concerned it was a case with a perfect outcome. 

Watson would not have been so complacent if he knew he would soon have an appointment with Ricky Lane, daughter of former client Carlos Garcia, who had screamed vindictive retribution against Watson when he was found guilty for leading a cocaine cartel would result in a chance meeting with William Small and his wife and the start of a set of challenges not only to his career, but also to his freedom and could quite possibly lead to his death.
 
Chapter Nineteen
The penitentiary was bleak, a steel fortress that hummed with the routine of men serving time. Ricky Lane sat across from her father, Carlos Garcia, separated by a thick pane of glass. She picked up the phone on his side, staring at her father, who looked leaner and meaner than when she had last seen him.
“Ricky,” Garcia began, his voice calm, almost unnervingly so. “How’s your mother?”
“She’s fine,” Ricky replied, shifting uncomfortably in her seat. She hated coming here, hated the way her father always looked at her—like she was a tool to be used or exploited.  She had no love for Carlos. She was not even certain he was her father. Even as a child she knew her mother had multiple lovers when Carlos was gone even for the day. There was no way her mother could be certain. She did know she was her mother’s daughter, having inherited her mother’s love of sex and multiple partners as well as her model’s look. But to keep the money flowing, once a month she would charter a private plane for a trip to Texas to listen to him complain or give her instructions to pass along to one of his commanders. But this visit was unscheduled. She wasn’t due for another two weeks, but he got word to her that she needed to come earlier. After they exchanged “Hellos” and one minute of small talk, Ricky went right to the point with, “What do you want, Dad?”
Garcia’s lips curled into a slow, calculating smile. “I’ve been thinking. Holmes—Watson Holmes. He’s still out there, living his life, walking free while I rot in here.” His knuckles whitened as he gripped the phone tighter. “But not for long.”
“What do you mean?” Ricky asked warily, already sensing the weight of what was coming.
“I’ve got a plan, Ricky. A plan to put that smug lawyer exactly where I am. Behind bars.” Garcia leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with a cruel intensity. “Holmes ruined me. Took everything from me. So now, I’m going to take everything from him.”
“How?” Ricky asked, trying to hide the unease creeping into her voice.
Garcia’s grin widened, a dark gleam flickering in his eyes. “We’re going to frame him. Make it look like he’s been trafficking cocaine. It’s poetic, really. The lawyer who put the cartel away? We’re going to turn the tables. I’ve got connections—my contacts who will help you.”
When she heard him say, that his contacts would help her, Ricky’s heart began to race as she listened. She did not want any part of a crime or her father’s vindictiveness. All she wanted was the money. Long ago she ditched the Garcia name and adopted her mother’s maiden name of Lane. She thought whatever his scheme, it was just a jailhouse dream, and hoped that like so many of his schemes, this too would pass. Yet,her father’s tone was so calm, so certain. “You really think this is a good idea?” She wanted to drag it out, hoping the scheme of retribution would go away. Or at least find an out so that she did not become involved.
“It’s a god damn good idea,” he responded dragging each word out. “We’re going to frame Watson. Make it look like the hotshot lawyer runs a large operation. That I gave it to him as part of my fee!” He quietly laughed, “It’s the perfect plan, drug defending lawyer is a drug dealer.” His laughter sounded sinister as he said, “I can see the headline now!”

“I need you to tell me you’re in baby,” he said, “because you are totally clean. Watson will never think you’re going to get him busted.”
Ricky stared at her father, a chill running down her spine. “What if it goes wrong?”
“It won’t,” Garcia snapped. “I’ve waited too long, been too careful. Watson thinks he’s safe, but he’s not. The drugs are going to turn up, the evidence will stick, and he’ll be finished. He’ll get a taste of what it’s like in here.” And then he smiled, “And if he gets sent here, he’s a dead man.”
Ricky’s hand shook as she gripped the phone. She did not want to be part of this, but her father’s eyes burned with the kind of determination that was impossible to ignore.
She knew if she turned him down, the money would stop flowing
“Think about it, Ricky,” Garcia said, leaning back with an almost theatrically sinister smile. “This is our chance. Our chance to settle the score.”
Ricky nodded slowly, her mind already swirling with doubt. She knew how Carlos thought. She was certain her father’s plan would be dangerous—reckless even—and there was no turning back once it was set in motion.
Knowing she had no choice,“Okay,” Ricky said quietly. “What do I have to do?”
Carlos Garcia smiled, a slow, victorious grin spreading across his face. The wheels of his revenge were finally in motion, and soon, Watson Holmes would pay.

Chapter Twenty

William Small’s plan to ruin Watson, was, in his mind, foolproof. He had carefully thought through the hurdles, and felt confident everything was falling into place. The plan was simple. He would create situations that would make Watson’s lover, colleagues and the police believe Watson was haviing an affair with Sara, was getting her drugs and that to keep the affair and her drug addiction from being discovered, had murdered Sara. 

When he discovered Sara’s drug stash in her apartment, he instantly thought her addiction could be used to help give the police one of the motives Watson murdered her and added drugs into his plan. 

He planned to use the recording devices he had placed in Holmes office  and apartment and Sara’s apartment to create incriminating messages using an app  he had downloaded to generate incriminating  messages in their voices and leave the messages on their home phones, and with the answering service used by Watson’s firm. He wanted to leave them on their cell phones as well but could not think of a way to surreptitiously do that without their discovering them. But that was OK because the police would find a pair of men’s socks in Sara’s laundry bin and surely check It for DNA, and they will find a pair of panties when they searched Watson’s office, revealing, of course, Sara’s DNA.

What he had not anticipated was how much time creating the messages would take, because he would need more samples of Sara’s voice. In a week she had hardly uttered a word that did not have the sound of her favorite TV programs in the background. He and his wife determined that the only way to get enough of her voice and the words they needed, was for his wife Linda to make an appointment with Sara, lead the conversation so that Sara would say the words they needed. They had all the words they needed from Watson’s recordings. But the tapes from his offices had almost nothing from Sara.  For some reason the bug in her office was not picking up or she was returning client and social calls from one of the conference rooms.

Chapter Twenty One
At 6 o’clock the Emma Radcliff files from the DA’s office had not arrived. After confirming with ADA Rogers that they were being sent as soon as they finished making copies,” in about half an hour,” Rogers told him. He laid the blame on Lieutenant Harris who had not completed putting his team’s file in order. 

 Watson asked Adrian to stay to receive the files. He was determined to show Judith he was trying to honor his commitment and wanted to get home in a timely fashion. To Adrian he said, “Don’t worry about reading them. Being well rested is more important. Tomorrow we can make copies, study them when we can and at the end of the day convene, agree on what they say and don’t say and come up with a going forward plan.”

It was a little after seven when the delivery service arrived, rang the service bell to gain access and gave Adrian the files. When he finished signing for the documents he noticed down the  an obviously buff man remove a small box and tinker with its contents before putting it back in the fire box. He did not think anything about it and returned to his work; anxious to skim the dosuments from the ADA before he left, in spite of Watson’s admonition not to read the files, but to relax and go home. He knew it would only take him a couple minutes because all he was interested in were the fingerprints on the gun. He pulled the Forensics Report, thumbing through it until he saw the fingerprint analysis on the gun. He was debating with himself whether or not to call Watson when the Night Bell rang. 

As he stood to go to the main door, he glanced at his watch, wondering who would be coming to the office when it was almost seven pm. As he approached the door he saw it was one of the building Security officers. “Yes, officer?” he asked as he opened the door.

“I’m just checking this floor to see if anyone has been missing anything or seen any suspicious activity?”

“No, we haven’t had any problems,” Adrian responded, and asked, “Have their been any issues?”

The guard nodded negatively as he answered, “No, but there was an inspector from the fire department that was here and needed an access pass for the elevator, so I gave it to him for a 17 to 27 elevator after he showed me his ID.” He took a breath before continuing, “Then I mentioned it to 
Travis, the other  guard, and he told me the same guy was here to do an inspection last month and was surprised he was back again.” He raised his brows as if to convey his words, “Well, you know how we ex-cops are….Travis and I got to talking and neither of us had ever seen an inspector come in after hours before, and started wondering if he was looking for unlocked offices for something to steal, like computers…or something else valuable.”

“Was he a buff looking guy?” asked Adrian
“Yeah…you saw him?”
“Looked to me like he was doing his job. I saw him looking at the fire hose box.”
“Well that’s good to know,” he responded. “I’ll let Travis know” As he turned to leave he added, “Sorry to have bothered you.”
“No problem,” Adrian said. “Better safe than sorry,” he added as he shut the door.

Walking back  towards his office he had sense of having seen that buff guy before, but could not remember where. He quicklyy studied the fingerprints analysis on the forensics file, and smiled as he dropped the file onto Watson’s desk.



Chapter 22
The next morning Watson  sat at the head of the conference table in his office, the smell of fresh pastries mixing with the morning coffee. He had placed a box of breakfast treats on the table, a gesture he made frequently for his early morning meetings. On his left sat Adrian King, sharp as ever, and on his right, Sara Levin, looking as though she hadn’t slept. Her listless look immediately registered on Watson because she was always so crisp and alert whenever they met early.
Watson, eyes narrowing slightly, watched Sara as she reached into the box and took two of the largest pastries. She seemed jittery, her fingers tapping restlessly against her mug. Is it nerves? he wondered. Or something more? A late night with a bad date?A darker thought crept in, one that he hadn’t wanted to confront—Drugs?
He pushed the thought aside for now and cleared his throat. “Alright, let’s get started. We’ve got a lot to cover. Let’s each take a file, skim it, and see if anything—good or bad—pops out. We need to identify exactly what justifies Emma’s arrest.”
Adrian leaned back, holding the forensics file. “I skimmed through this last night. The good news is, the fingerprints on the trigger are too smudged to identify. No way to tell who pulled it.”
Watson perked up at that, his mind already working through the implications. “Well, at least they can’t prove she was the shooter,” he said, a glimmer of hope in his voice.
But Adrian quickly tempered that optimism. “Yeah, but there’s gunshot residue all over her—hands, clothes, even her face.”
Watson’s concentrated as he pictured a courtroom scene and then said, “We don’t argue that she wasn’t in proximity. They were fighting over the gun. It went off during the struggle….or after he knocked her down he shot himself“ He smiled as he added, “She was trying to keep him from shooting himself.” Then he added, “We know she hit something or something hit her. She had the bruise to prove it.” He glanced at Sara, who remained strangely quiet. Her usual quick wit and sharp input were absent. She looked... distracted. Withdrawn. He decided to address it later.
“Well,” Watson said, trying to shift gears, “this gives us a few options. We can scrap the ‘someone else did it’ defense for now and argue that she was trying to keep her father from shooting her—or maybe even himself. We’ve got room to maneuver.”
Adrian nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah, that could play well, depending on how we frame it.”
Sara remained silent, flipping through her file absentmindedly. Watson’s eyes narrowed again. Something was off.
Watson broke the silence, his tone turning businesslike. “We need to finish reviewing these files. I’ll ask Eleanor ro have copies made for each of us.”
He stood up, indicating the meeting was over,, and asked “ Sara, can you stay for a minute? I want to go over a few things.”
Adrian gathered his things but paused at the door. “Oh, one more thing,” he said, looking back at Watson. “I think I’ve seen that fire hose crash box guy before.”
Watson frowned. “What do you mean?”

Realizing he had not told Watson about the incident, he retracked with, “Oh, never mind, no big deal. I’ll tell you later.”
Walking back to his office, he was still trying to remember where he had seen that buff guy before. As he entered his office, his face lit up with realization as he rememberd the scene at The Grill, his favorite steakhouse. 
From his office, he buzzed Watson on his intercom. Watson, did not show his frustration to Sara at being interrupted as he picked up his receiver with a  “Yes?”
Adrian said, “I want to get your thoughts on something.”
To which Watson replied, “I’m going over some stuff with Sara right now. Can you give me a half hour?”
Adrian looked at his calendar and responded, “I’ve got back to back interviews with two prospective clients. How about end of day?”
Aware of his time commitments to Judith, he suggested, “How about four thirty?”
Adrian, glanced at his calendar as he responded with a “Perfect.”
Watson put the receiver back on its cradel and returned his attention to Sara. “Sorry for the interruption.”
“Not a problem, boss.” She said it softly and without energy. She knew she looked and sounded bad. She wondred if Watson noticed she was wearing the same clothes as yesterday,
“Sara, “ he began slowly and softly, “I’m concerned about you.” His face reflected his worry. “
He leaned in towards her. “Is everything alright? You were awfully quiet this morning and you seemed distracted.”
Sara shifted uncomfortably in her seat, avoiding his gaze. “Yeah, just... a lot on my mind.”
Watson wasn’t convinced. He’d seen that look before—on clients who were hiding something. “If something’s going on, you know you can tell me,” he said gently. “You’ve been off lately, and it’s not just this case. What’s the matter?”
Sara’s face tightened, and for a moment, Watson thought she might open up. But she simply nodded and mumbled, “I’m fine… Really.” Trying to sound as if she meant it, she added, “I’ll go to bed early tonight and catch up on my sleep.” She looked up at him as she added, hoping she could  as she said, “I’ll be OK tomorrow.”
Watson didn’t push further. Not yet. “Alright,” he said. “Let’s stay focused. We’ve got a long way to go on this case, and we’re building a backload.”
“Dear God” she thought to herself, “I thought he was going to fire me.” She decided at the end of the day she would go to Olinville Arms in the Bronx to register to buy a gun. She knew they were competitive, cost effective and provided good training and service. Three of her clients had reccomended them. She thought about them. One died in a shootout with a pawnbroker he tried to rob, one was slain by a member of his own gang due to a perceived injustice and one was out on bond pending an appeal.For the first time in that day she laughed to herself as she thought, “What if they ask how did I hear about them? My referals are not exactly blue chip.”

Chapter twenty three
That morning, Sara had slowly woken up, feeling still groggy with sleep and a strange taste in her mouth. She looked at her watch and was shocked to see she had overslept. Watson did not have a lot of rules, but never be late for a meeting was one of them. She wouldn’t have time for a shower and would have to rush to make their 8am meeting. Tossing the covers to the side she was suprised and confused to see she was naked, and as   she began to notice the room, her face contorted into a silent scream as she realized she was not in her apartment, but in a hotel room that looked like a cheap residential hotel. She saw her underwear and clothes were in a pile, and hurried to pick them up wanting to dress and to escape from God knows what as quickly as possible. She hurried into the bathroom. Seeing her reflection in the small mirror, the harsh light revealing the smudged mascara under her eyes discusted her as it also added to her fright. “What happened to me?” She splashed cold water on her face, but it did little to chase away the fog clouding her mind. Her pantyhose were ripped so she discarded them, put on her panties and bra and slipped her wrinkled dress over her head. She hurried to get her shoes on, fearing that whomever had done this to her would be back.
Her mind was racing as she hurried out of the room. Regaining control of her senses she checked her purse for her wallet, cash  and credit. As she expected, the cash was gone but,”thankfully” she thought to herseld, her credit card card was there. She congratulated herself for never carrying her bank debit card because drugged she would probably given them the PIN. Going out the door, she looked back to make a note of the room number. The police could find out who rented it. For the police, she also  memorized the name of the hotel, and was relieved to see it was in Hell’s Kitchen, so she should just be in time for the meeting. She made a mental note that as soon as the morning meeting was over, she would need to make an excuse to leave the office so that she could go to the pharmacy to get a Morning After pill. “God,”she thought to herself as she flagged down a taxi, ”I hope they work.” She started to think like a lawyer and knew the should go to the hospital and be tested for sperm and signs of rape. And then her enthusiasm for prosecution began to wane as she started to think through the investigative process. “Where were you last night? “Were you drinking?  Were you taking drugs? “Who was there with you?” She realized she couldn’t call the police, and at that moment she confronted the truth. She was no longer a casual drug user. She had become addicted to cocaine. Maybe even to alcohol. Depression and confusion overcame her as she realized she needed help and could not overcome her addiction on her own. And she certainly couldn’t discuss what happened, because if word got out, someone in the firm would hear about it and eventually Watson would know and have to let her go. 
She came back to the moment and realized she had to hurry if she was going to be on time for the meeting. She stepped off the curb to flag a taxi.
Riding in the cab her hands trembling as she fumbles through her purse to get to her credit card, her mind spinning, searching for memory. The streets of New York blur outside the window, and with every passing block, she tries to pull her scattered thoughts together.
Every Wednesday the historic Old Mill Bar hosted a Happy Hour for the Association of Young New York Lawyers, and Sara always met her friend Melody there. “But what happened?
 she asks herself, begging her brain to yield memories. Vaguely she remembers the party at The Old Mill — the dim lighting, the faint scent of cigarettes in the air, the chatter and the laughter and the pounding music. Melody had introduced her to a few new faces, but it’s the image of one particular man that keeps tugging at her mind: dark hair, square jaw, a steroids based muscular frame, and a sharp grin. He handed her a drink with an easy smile. Was he the one? The thought sends a cold shiver down her spine, but the memory fades before she can grasp more details.
She grips the edge of her seat, trying to focus. "What happened after I took that drink?" she whispers to herself. She tries to remember, but the memory slips away like smoke through her fingers. She didn’t hesitate to trust him. Melody knew him. Was there a tatoo on his wrist?
The cab jolts as it comes to a stop. She looks up, disoriented. The cab driver is looking at her through the rearview mirror and she realizes she has to pay for the ride. She fumbles for her credit card and after two tries slides it through the card processor. The processor generates a receipt, but she just stares at it, The cabbie snaps her back to reality with a reminder, “This is your stop, lady”.
"Yeah, yeah. I'm fine," she responds to an unasked question. Her voice is steady even though her heart races. She hurries into the building, pulling her security card from her billfold to get past the turnstiles to the elevators, she just makes it to the meeting as Adrian opens the door to Watson’s office for her with a “Good morning,” to which she does not respond.

During the meeting, she can’t focus on the present as she tries to remember the past. Pieces of the previous night flicker through her thoughts, disjointed and fractured like a puzzle missing half its pieces. She knew she meet Melody and friends at The Old Mill. The night was a blur of neon lights and loud music, a crowd that felt both suffocating and freeing. Her memories were fragmented, scattered flashes of faces, voices, hands and conversations pulling her in different directions. 
Watson, she realizes is saying something to her. The meeting is over and she hears that he wants to go over some things. She tries to focus as he speaks to her. She promises that tomorrow she will be alright, back to normal, and hopes to God that is true.
But her only cogent thoughts are “I need to get through the day, I need to join an addict self-help group, and I need to kill the son-of-a-bitch that did this to me.” That is why she decided to buy a gun.

Chapter Twenty four
At four-thirty on the dot, Adrian knocked on the frame of the open door as he entered Watson’s office. Sitting at his desk, Watson looked up as Adrian walked in. Adrian, as he lowered himself into one of the client chairs, began speaking without ptramble,  “Last night, as I was looking at the forensics file, the night bell rings, and it’s one of the Security Guards. He asks if we’ve had anything stolen and, of course, I tell him, “No”, and ask “What’s going on?”
“He tells me there has been a fire department inspector coming in after hours to make inspections, and that he got suspicious when the other security guard told him he was just here a couple weeks ago.”
“So, I tell him, which is the case, that I saw him at the hose crash box doing something, so he must’ve been doing his job. So, the guard is satisfied and I don’t think anything more about it, other than knowing I’ve seen this guy somewhere  before.”
“And?” asks Watson, already bored and hoping Adrian would get to the point. .
“Well, I know I’ve seen this guy before, but I can’t remember where, and then the incident pops right into my head, and I remember where I’ve seen the guy, and now I’m suspicious. So, I called the chief fire inspector who sends me to three other people, who finally tell me, our building is not scheduled for an inspection for another four months, that inspections are annual, and are only during normal business hours.” He pauses a moment before continuing, “So, now I know the guy is a phony, and all I can think of is he’s casing out one of the offices on this floor.”
Interested in the idea the guy was casing offices, Watson is concerned about their’s and asks, “Where had you seen the guy before?”
Adrian responded,with the details succinctly and without emotion. “It was at Morton’s” he began, “About two months ago. My friend Gary Becker and I were at the bar, and this guy was there with a nice looking woman, a blonde. Three or four stools away. We were looking at the blonde, when this guy yells at her, ‘You bitch, you fuckin’ bitch’ and the he slapped her—hard—twice. “ He paused, remembering the scene. “It all happened fast. In seconds. The bartender threw a pitcher of water on him to stop him from hitting her again, and it took two waiters to get him to let loose of her hair, and escort him out.” He paused, as he reflected on the incident, “And as the waiters are escorting them out, she’s apologizing for the guy, saying over and over to all of us, “It’s all my fault, it’s all my fault.”
Watson, softly comments as he pictures the scene, “Battered wife syndrome,” and then asks
“And the Fire Department guy?” 

Adrian with the sound of amazement in his voice, answers “He keeps repeating until they are out the door, ‘shut the fuck up, bitch.’ 
Adrian is still amazed as he thinks about it, and adds, “Maybe, in university I hung out at some of the wrong bars, and thought I’d seen everything,” and he shook his head in wonderment,”but I never saw anything like that before. His look was pure evil.”
“You’re sure this is the fire department guy?” Watson asks.
“Same guy,” Adrian responded, his brow furrowed. “Last night,” he added, “I was preoccupied with a couple cases and later, started thinking about it. It didn’t sit right with me then, and it doesn’t now. Why would the Fire Department be inspecting crash boxes after hours? Every inspection I’ve ever heard about always took place during the day, so that if there was an infraction, they could give someone the ticket.”
Adrian nodded to himself. “I think I’ll go back to the steakhouse tonight. See if the bartender remembers him. Maybe he’s a regular.”
Watson gave him a nod of approval. “Good idea. Keep me posted.” And then he had a second thought. “Did you check the fire box to see if you could tell what he was fiddeling with?
“No,” Adrian responded, “but it makes sense to look. I’ll go check it out.”
“I’ll go with you,” Watson said as he stood up.
As they exit his office, Watson tells Eleanor, “We’ll be back in a minute.”
She nods her understanding as they continue towards the office entrance.
Walking down the hallway towards the fire box, Watson asks, “Do you have a clean handkerchief, we want to preserve any fingerpriints.”
“Yeah,” Adrian respondes reaching over to the breast pocket of his suit, “Good idea.”
At the firebox, Adrian offers Watson the handkerchief asking, “Want to do the honors?”
“You do it,” Watson smiles as he says, “Finders. Keepers. Besides if there is a chain of evidence issue, I can be your proof witness.”
Adrian looks through the crashbox glass and says,”I don’t see anything irregular,”  as he carefully uses the handkerchief to preserve fingerprints on the handle and glass. And then he blurts out, “Oh shit!” To Watson he says, “Look at this,” and opens the door wider for Watson to see. “Don’t touch it!” Watson orders. “It looks like a battery operated receiving device. Somebody’s being bugged, and it may be us.”
As Watson reaches into his jacket pocket for his cellphone, he says, “We both stay here until we get backup.” Flipping through the contact list, he places a call to his friend and occasional courtroom adversary, Chance Allen, Chief Prosecutor Major Crimes.
Chance answers on the second ring, “Hey man, I was gonna call you later today. For lunch this week.”
“I always have time for an expensive lunch when someoone else is picking up the check,” Watson lightly responds, “But I’m calling becausewe may have some business for you.”
After he explains the device and circumstances, Chance tells him, “I’ll get the police and a forensics team over there right away, and I’m coming over too.”
The next call he made was to Eleanor. “Tell all the staff we have found an illegal recording device and our offices may be bugged. They are not to discuss any cases, anything personal or anything about the firm until the device is disabled and our offices are swept for transmitters. Then call Guardian and tell them we need our offices swept now. That it is an emergency. Adrian and I will stay with the device in situ in the hallway until the police and a forensics team arrive. Thinking about the situation he says, “Type it up. Tell them not to discuss it because the police may want to trap someone and we don’t want the perp to know we know.”
Adrian asks,“What about the other tenants on this floor?”
Watson laughed lightly as he said, “Don’t worry. In about ten minutes the entire building will know.”

Chapter twenty-five
Before the day was over, the Guardian Security team had identified miniature voice activated transmitters in Watson’s and Sara’s offices and the conference room. As the Guardian rep pulled them from their hidden locations, in coordination with the forensics team, she was conscious of protecting for fingerprints, but remarked, “Whomever installed these is pretty sophisticated. The serial numbers on each have been ground off.” She raised her eyebrows as she continued,  “I doubt you’ll find fingerprints.”
At the same time, Watson was meeting with everyone of  his staff, agreeing that they would only notify clients and courts that their had been a security breach and they would notify them if suspicious activity occured. “It’s most likely they were looking for information on a high value case. No one else would go to the expense or could afford to,” Watson told them, “so if you have a high value case, be on alert.” And then he added, “Tomorrow, unless anyone has a problem with this, I’d like us to meet at eight am, list our high value cases and identify any information that helps the opposing party. You’ll need to watch out to see if someone is unusually leveraging against you in your negotiations.”
Shortly after the meeting ended, Chance walked into Watson’s office, and without sitting down, brought him up to date. “There are multiple fingerprints on the firebox, and to my surprise, a few prints on the recorder. Nothing on the bugs.” Then he added, “We’ll run the prints and see if any of them are in the system, and depending on backlog, we’ll know in 2-3 days.”
As he sat down, he said, “Since none of the devices can transmit much beyond this building, it’s likely the perp doesn’t know of the discovery, and will be back. We know he’ll have to go to the Security desk to get a pass for the turnstile and elevator.” He leaned forward as if he was sharing a confidence. “There are two guards on duty, and one will always need to be standing in front of the desk to detain him before he can bolt.”

Watson was quick to respond, “I think that might be too dangerous.” He shook his head ‘No’ as he continued, “Adrian says this guy is built like a battleship, and that’s putting the guard at risk.” He paused to let his point register and then continued, “Let’s see if the prints give us a suspect and you send a team to bring him in? As much as I want to see the son of a bitch brought down, I don’t want to put anyone at risk.” The he added, “There’s probably a hotline button to the police at the Security desk.” They can punch that and before the guy is back from upstairs and seeing the box is gone, you can have at least a couple armed officers to meet him.”
Chance nodded his head in agreement, as he said, “Makes sense,” and stood up, offering Watson his hand to shake. “That offer for lunch still holds, give me a shout early next week, and we’ll pick a day.”
There were still a few things Watson wanted to take care of, but when he glanced at his watch to check the time he was surprised to see that it was already a couple minutes before 5pm, and if he was going to honor his commitment to Judith to set aside time for them, he would have to leave within the next few minutes. He decided he would check with Sara to see how she was doing before he left. He walked down the hall to her office. The door was closed, so he lightly knocked, but did not receive a response. He knocked a little harder, and when there was noo response, he tried the door, and when it easily opened he looked in. Sara wasn’t there, and Watson stopped at Eleanor’s desk to ask her, “Did Sara say anything before she left?” 
Eleanor closed the screen on her monitor and responded, “You just missed her. She stopped over to tell you she was leaving, but did not want to interrupt you and Chance.”
“How did she seem?,”  he asked, showiing his concern. “I was a little worried about her this morning.”
“She seemed fine to me,” Eleanor responded, “In fact, she seemed really upbeat.”
Watson smiled in relief, as he said, “I’m glad she was feeling better, and I’m also out of here.”
“I think everyone is shutting down,” Eleanor said with a smile, “It was a pretty eventful day.”
Watson noded in agreement, saying, “See you tomorrow.”
Eleanor nodded with a smile in response.
Neither knew the reason for the improvement of Sara’s attitude was based on her leaving for the gun dealer to complete the paperwork to purchase a Walther PPK automatic pistol. After researching weapons on the Internet and speaking to the gun store’s saleswoman she made her decision. “If it’s good enough for James Bond,” she thought, “It’s good enough for me.”
Chapter twenty six
William Small smiled as he listened to the most recent recordings he had collected from the recorders he had placed in the fire crash boxes at Watson’s office and home. He now had enough words, to generate a message proving that Watson was having an affair with Sara and that she was threatening to tell Judith. He silently mouthed congratulations to his father, who created the plan for getting his revenge from the grave. When the police discover Sara’s body, they will also hear the message on her cell phone with Watson telling her not to do anything stupid because the repercussions could be fatal. He knew there was much to be done. The words had to be linked at the same sound level and not sound as if they had been pieced together. That would take some time, but knowing that Watson’s life would be ruined and that he would die in prison made it all worthwhile. He reviewed his mental checklist of what else needed to be done. The bugs needed to be retrieved from the apartment and from the offices, and of course the fireboxes. Once again he thought about the recorders in the fire boxes and the bugs in Watson’s office and apartment. And then his thoughts turned to Sara. He smiled with intent as he pictured her naked again, the way he had posed her for the photos he would hide in Watson’s desk for the police to find. And as he remembered the heat of her body when he had entered her, he thought to himself, “Just one more time.” He was starting to work on the plan. He knew she was continuing to go to the parties every Wednesday at the Old Mill and that she had not recognized him when he stopped to speak to her. Maybe she would be more cautious about accepting a drink from a stranger offering to buy one for her, but he knew that when she was talking to her friends she wasn’t paying attention to it when she set it down. He could quikly empty a dropper of the drug into her drink and five minutes later lead her out of the bar. Knowing he would soon be using her in all the ways he could think of made him hard and he masterbated  as he kept her image in his mind. It would have to be soon because his DNA could not be on or in her when he killed her. As he imagined strangling her, he ejaculated.

Chapter twenty seven
The air inside the gun shop felt heavy with the scent of gunfire, oil and metal;the low hum of fluorescent lights blending with the quiet murmur of customers browsing rows of pistols and rifles displayed under glass and secured racks. Sara paused to look around as she stepped through the door, her eyes sharp, scanning her surroundings with an intensity that hadn’t been there before.  She paused to listen to the sound of firing guns and rifles coming from the firing range in the back of the large store. For Sara this was no ordinary errand. No “Maybe I will or maybe I won’t” ambivalence accompanied her.  There was purpose in her stride, but more than that—there was rage. Beneath her composed exterior, a storm brewed, twisting her every thought.
She scanned the room for the woman she had been working with but all the sales people she saw were men with customers. She wondered where Rose was. She thought to herself, “She said she would be here.” As a grizzled man in  his sixties approached her, she heard him ask, “May I help you?” He introduced humsel as the shop’s owner, a grizzled man in his sixties, salt-and-pepper hair thinning but his sharp instincts had not been deadened with age.. He’d seen every kind of customer, from anxious first-timers to seasoned veterans, but the moment he saw Sara stepping in , he sensed something different. There was a hardness in her gaze, a tension in her posture that told him she wasn't here  just for protection. She was hunting something, or someone.
Her voice, when she spoke, was controlled but edged with a cold fury. "I want to speak with Rose about a Walther PPK. Stainless steel. Automatic."
The owner raised an eyebrow but didn’t comment. Instead he explained, almost apologizing for any inconvenience, that Rose was his wife and had to pick up their grandaughter to take her to a dance class. “She’s our daughter’s child, and normally takes her, but she was delayed at work,” Then he asdded, “If you are Sara, my wife has the automatic set aside for you.”
When she replied that she was, inded, Sara, he escorted her to one of the glass topped counters, walked around to the otherside, so that they were facing one another. Pulling a key ring from his pocket, he selected one and used it to unlock the sliding door under the counter. Then, he reached under the counter and brought out a sleek, compact pistol, laying it gently on a pad on top of the counter glass. "Good choice,” he said. “Small, easy to conceal. Packs a punch." He watched her face, but Sara gave no reaction, no smile of appreciation for his approval.
From her soft leather briefcase, which doubled as her handbag, she reached in and pulled out her Permit to Carry a Concealed Weapon and showed it to him. “Rose said you have my approval to purchase,” She reminded him. He confirmed all the paperwork was in order. As he was recording the sale, he asked if she was familiar with the weapon. She said she was and he double checked with, “You know to hold it like this so that the hammer doesn’t snag the web between your thumb and forefinger?”
She nodded Yes and asked"Can I use the range?" Her hands already reaching for her wallet.
"Of course." The owner pointed toward the back, where the muffled sounds of gunfire could be heard. "You need ammo and for how long?”
Sara nodded as she responded. "Two boxes. Two hours.”
As she paid and completed the paperwork, her mind wasn’t on the legalities. She could barely hear the shop owner’s instructions, his monotone voice blending with the pounding in her chest. Her fingers trembled only slightly as she handled the pen, but she steadied herself. This wasn’t fear. This was resolve.
Once the paperwork was completed, Sara moved to the range with her gun, the boxes of bullets, and ear protection. The walls were lined with gray acoustic panels, absorbing the echo of shots as other customers tested their weapons. She was assigned a booth, her heart racing. As a youth her father, who was a gun buff, had taught her to fire a rifle and a pistol. She had never used an automatic, but was confident she could figure it out. “Guns just aren’t that complicated,” she thought to herself.
 
As her fingers loaded the magazine, slotting each bullet into place, she felt a strange sense of calm. The motion became rhythmic, mechanical, as if she had already done this a hundred times before..
When she lifted the Walther for the first time, it felt cold and unfamiliar in her hands, its weight a reminder of the power she now held. She took a deep breath, set her sights on the paper target at the end of the lane, and squeezed the trigger.
The shot was louder than she expected, the sharp report reverberating in her chest. The recoil jerked her hand back, and she flinched, nearly dropping the gun. She cursed under her breath, feeling the heat rising in her cheeks. She hadn’t anticipated the kick, the violence of the discharge. For a moment, her hands shook again.
But the anger—that burning fire that had been with her since that night—was stronger. It steadied her.
The shop owner, from his position near the counter, watched through the picture window that overlooked the range. He'd seen people react in many ways during their first firing, from fear to exhilaration. But as he observed Sara, he saw neither. Her face was hard, determined. The anger on her features was raw, unmistakable. She wasn’t just here to learn self-defense. He could tell she was training for something much darker.
He had seen this look before, in soldiers returning from war, men who had seen too much and carried it back home. They came to the range not for sport but to exorcise their demons. As Sara loaded the gun again, more confident now, and took aim, he couldn’t help but feel a chill. Whoever had put that look on her face was in trouble.
Sara fired again. In anticipation of the recoil it was less jarring. She adjusted, recalibrated,  and each shot became a little smoother. The paper target danced as bullets ripped through it, each one a small release of the fury that had been boiling inside her. She fired and reloaded, fired and reloaded, losing herself in the rhythm of it. The minutes stretched into hours. She didn’t stop, didn’t look up, her focus singular and unrelenting.
The gun, warm from so much use, was no longer a stranger to her hands. It became an extension of her rage, an outlet for her frustration, her need for vengeance. Every shot brought her closer to what she needed—the ability to confront her attacker. To make him pay. If only she could remember him. As she was firing, a plan began to take shape. She wondered if he would repeat his attack if he saw her at next week’s young lawyers party?
By the time the second box of bullets was nearly empty, Sara’s hands were sore, her arms aching from the strain, but she barely noticed. Her eyes, bloodshot from the intense concentration, never left the target. The once-clean sheet of paper was now shredded, riddled with holes, a mess of torn edges and frayed lines. But it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough until that phantom figure stood before her.
The shop owner, still watching, knew she was finished before she did. Her arms dropped to her sides, the weight of the gun hanging limply in her grip. Her breaths came in shallow gasps, a mixture of exhaustion and something deeper—a need that hadn’t yet been satisfied.
She looked at the target one last time, her eyes dark with an emotion the owner couldn’t quite place. Then, without a word, she turned and left the range, her movements stiff but deliberate. The gun was still in her hand, and as she passed the owner on her way out, he caught a glimpse of something in her eyes—something dangerous, something he had no interest in getting involved with.
As the door swung shut behind her, the shop returned to its usual hum, but the owner couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted in that short time. He wasn’t sure what kind of battle Sara was gearing up for, but one thing was certain—she wasn’t walking away from it. Not until it was finished, one way or another.
He knew someone was going to pay.
As Sara, on the verge of exhaustion, got into her car, an image flashed in front of her. A small, jagged scar below a strange man’s earlobe. And then a cleft chin suddenly appeared in her mind’s eye and evaporated as she fought to see more. She struggled to replay the images, strained her mind to see a face; but there was nothing but the sound of the city.

Chapter twenty eight
It had been an eventful day in the city. While the issues facing the Watson Holmes Law Office were uppermost in the mind of Watson Holmes, the life blood of the city continued to flow oblivious to his needs. In hospitals, babies were born, patients would go home and some patients would die. Chefs would be prepping ingredients for fine dining in air conditioned, sparkling clean kitchens  that had the look and smell of success and frycooks would be wiping sweat from their foreheads as they tossed burgers on a hot, oily griddle behind counters with cracked, plastic covered stools for the customers. Taxis and limo drivers would jockey for position to snare fashionably dressed executives, who usually tipped well after their social drinks with colleagues, and who were now headed home to wives or girlfriends, and sometimes to mistresses. Police walked and drove their beats, hoping the next call would not be for a home disturbance that would turn into a deadly ambush. Newspaper pressman finished laying out stories for tomorrow’s print editions, while their colleagues prepared the same stories for early posting on the paper’s website. The homeless started heading over to the soup kitchens so they could be back to the shelter before the doors were locked, and those that preferred the street or had no other option would wait until the foot traffic slowed down before spreading their blanket onto the concrete and pulling their stained blanket up to their nose, as if hiding from their surroundings in an attempt to be invisible to those passing by.
In her apartment, Sara, exhausted from her stint at the shooting range, laid down to take a nap before making a simple dinner, but for the first night since the attack, she slept peacefully through the night, the Walther PPK under her pillow.
Watson and Judith were enjoying that they both were keeping to a schedule that gave them more “together time” and celebrated by going to their favorite sushi place for dinner. During dinner Watson told Judith about the bugging of the offices, but the challenges did not seem so insurmountable this night.
And as the hearbeat of the city continued,  Just before leaving for the day, Lieutenant Rowcliff finally passed along to the Head Officer for faccial recognition the two head shots of the probably phony fire inspector that had bugged Watson’s office. The photos were taken when the Security Desk issued the buildiing passes. The Facial Recognition Officer thought “the photos might be too grainy for a match, but we’ll give it a shot.”….
There was no mutual respect for one another between Watson and Rowcliff, which was why Lieutenant Rowcliff had taken his time providing the Head Officer for facial recognition the head shots.His intense dislike for Watson stemmed from the fact Holmes had made him look bad on a few major crime trials by convincing the juries that his data processing and invesigative techniques were prejudicial and not objective. As a result, all three cases were lost and because two suspects were held without bond,  based on evidence provided by Rowcliff, the city paid each more than three million dollas for unlawful imprisonment. The third received almost a million in compensation when Watson satisfied the court that Rowcliff and his team had been been both intentionally predjudicial and negligent in evaluating the data.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    Watson believed Rowcliff gave law enforcement a bad name, and although he had no evidence, he also believed Rowcliff could be bought. Rowcliff had long ago decided that  he would whateever he could to even the score between he and Watson, Rowcliff, like a lot of officers disliked Defense attorneys. They considered them as bad as the criminals they represented.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         
Adrian was preparing to meet his date for dinner. He had met her that morning. She was sitting on one of the long benches in front of Courtroom 4, reading a newspaper section.. Without crowding her, he sat on the bench to wait for his client. He looked at his watch to check the time. In the unlikely event the hearings were running on time, he and his client would be called for their appearance in twelve minutes. As he pulled his laptop from his briefcase to review the points he would raise at trial, she put the newspaper on her lap and politely asked, “Are you a lawyer?” When he acknowledged he was, she calmly remarked, “I don’t like lawyers.” And returned to her newspaper. Adrian acknowledged, with a smile that, “A lot of people don’t like lawyers, but sometimes they’re necessary to smooth the bumps in Life’s road.”
“And some lawyers put the bumps in Life’s road,” she responded without taking her eyes off her newspaper. She wasn’t petulent, just simply stating a fact, and she said it with a smile.
“Are you suing someone or being sued? Is that why you’re here?” he asked because he was genuinely interested. He was drawn to her. She was attractive, he thought, and told himself, “Not beautiful and not cute. More like a  confident sophisticated young woman of the world.”
She shook her head as she said, “No. I’m waiting for my friend. She’s suing her car dealer, and I’ve already told her she’s going to lose.”
“What makes you say that?” He asked. “Do you think she has a bad case?”
“It’s not that. It’s that her lawyer and the lawyer for the dealership are friends! “ She shook her head and made aface of obvious disgust, and then continued, “I saw them having coffee in the hallway, walking together. They were laughing. I’m sure her lawyer won’t push to win. He looked like he was sucking up to the other guy.” Then she added, “It was disgusting.”
Adrian’s phone rang and his client told him he was caught in traffic and might be ten minutes late. “I’ll try to stall, “ he responded, “but you don’t want to piss off this judge.” 
Then he turned back to the girl, hoping to change her opinion of lawyers because he wanted to ask her out. Silently he hoped she did not have a boyfriend “I don’t think you understand how it works, he politely told her.” And then continued with, “Lawyers are advocates, not enemies. Their job is to represent the interest of their client. And it is only natural that they are likely to be friends with opposing counsel. They know each other from law school, from conferences, from Bar Association events, etcetera. But as advocates they, at least the good ones, will do everything they can to protect the interest of their client. And they can advocate without being enemies, even if they go up against one another everyday.”
“Well, I admit that gives me a different outlook…maybe I was just being naïve. But I still hope I never need a lawyer.”
Adrian handed her his business card. “Well, just in case you do,” he said, “Here’s my card.” He looked at his watch and client or no client, he needed to be available to announce his appearance to the court. “I have to go inside,” he told her, “But I’d like to tell you about some really exciting cases that I will make up and pretend I won, just to impress you.” Then he added, “If you think that sounds like fun, I’m hoping we can meet for a drink and go to dinner. I’d really like to show you lawyers can be fun” As he stood, he offered to shake her hand and told her, “I’m Adrian,” and continued cheerfully, “If you forget, my names on the card. If that sounds like the way you would like to spend your evening, text me your info and I’ll call you as soon as I’m through here, probably in a couple hours.” He added.
She lightly laughed as she took his card. “I really like this place,” she said with a broad smile, “Whenever I’m hungry, I come here and some lawyer tries to pick me up by telling me all the cases he won and asking me out to dinner.”
Adrian’s face reflected his surprize. He felt like he had been taken,but before he could respond, she laughed and said, “I’m just joking.” She looked at his card and said, “I’m looking forward to hearing about all the cases you will make up to impress me.” She smiled as she said I’m Cassie and I’ll text you. Now, go on in and whip the other adovocate’s ass.” It had been a long time since he had been with a girl as interesting as Cassie and he wondered if the encounter would grow into a relationship.
As the city continued its transition in its never ending cycle from day to night, life continued…
Ricky Lane carefully inserted a handful of dime bags of cocaine under the lining of her bulky purse. She only sold to a small number of clients she had met at university and she had a unique hold over them. She promised their coke would always be pure,never cut, but they had to swear never to tell anyone from whom it came. “If anyone ever comes to me and says, “’ XYZ sent me’, I am shuttiing down and no one gets anything from me ever again.” That was the reward with a leash. Great coke at a great price, but if you tell, everybody gets cut off.
At the same time Ricky Lane was preparing to join her friends (and customers) at The Old Mill, William Small was watching the Sports Channel when he got up from his LazyBoy and beer in hand,went into the kitchen of his house and angrily asked his lover, Maureen, “Why the fuck isn’t dinner ready? Goddammit I told you I wanted to eat at seven o’clock.”
He slammed the beer bottle down, “I had it all figgured out,” he angrily shouted. “Dinner at seven, we leave the house at seven thirty-five, in the city by eight thirty, park the fuckin’ truck at the loading zone when the cleaning crew shows up at nine, you walk in with them, with the bucket and mop in hand, go to the eleventh floor, grab the receiver outta the crash box, put it in the bucket and come back to the truck. We are home by ten in time to watch the wrestlin’.” As he is reminding her of the schedule he is getting angrier and angrier that she isn’t on schedule. “You’re so fuckin’ dumb and worthless,” he says and slams the beer bottle down. It breaks in his hand, cutting it. A small rivulet of blood starts to slowly flow over his fingers. “Godammit, now look what you made me do.” He reaches across the table where she is sitting, peeeling potatoes and slaps her so hard that she feels the muscles in her neck stretch as her head snaps to the side in response. “I’m sorry darlin’.” She cries out. “I’m so sorry…I know its my fault. I shoulda paid attention to the time.” She wipes her tears from her face with her hands. “Please forgive   me. I swear I can do better. I swear it.” Pleading for forgiveness, she asks, “Oh sweetheart, how can I make it up to you? “ He tells her “there ain’t enough time for both of us to eat,” and laughs as he says, “But I’ll give you somethin’ to put in your mouth,” and as he speaks, he unzips his pants, crudely saying, “Git on your knees, bitch.”

Chapter twenty nine
Sitting in his 4x4, William Small was impatiently waiting for Maureen to come down with the recorder from the fire hose box. He had heard enough of the recorded conversations  he had collected in a month to know he could piece together a tape of Watson threatening Sara if she was going to expose their affair, so it was important that they start removing the recorders and transmitting bugs. They could not afford to abandon the electronics because eventually they might be discovered and ruin the plan his father had so meticulously laid out for him.He was impatient to get started because it could take him a week or more to generate the message he would use a burner phone to dial into Sara’s phone as soon as he murdered her. He hated that the plan took so much more work than tieing up a wealthy homeowner and looting their house. As long as they did not put up a fight, no one got hurt. The burglary did not bother them because they had plenty of insurance and probably bumped the claim up by adding a Rolex or two. But this was a lot of work and he was not a patient man. Adding to his impatience was the fact that he would only have access to drug Sara’s drink at the once a week party at the Old Mill. And there was no assurance he could drop the GBH into her drink at any given week. He had to wait for the right moment and he knew he had to be alert. Sara might turn away from her drink, but others might just happen to see his hand pausing over her drink and alert her. He was so close to his dad’s millions, he did not want to blow it. He swore to his father that he would not touch the money until he had taken care of both Watson and Chance. And  although he made a good living from the trust fund his dad had set up when he was a kid and the tax free money from the burglaries, he wanted more than just money. He wanted his dad to be proud of him by giving him the revenge from the grave that was so important to him. He wanted to earn his respect, and this was his only chance. He silently mouthed a prayer to his father. “We’re almost there dad; we’re almost there.”
And he heard his father’s angry response from his grave. “No Billy, we are not almost there.You are a long way from being almost there. Once again, you are letting me down.”
He knew he was going to have to do better. To speed things up. He looked at his watch and wondered what was taking her so long, Maureen called his cell phone. He answered, “Where the fuck are you? What’s takin’ so long?”
“Are you sure it’s the eleventh floor? I didn’t find it there, so I looked on ten and twelve. The Supervisor stopped me and bitched that I wasn’t in the bathroom mopping.”
In anger and frustation he yelled into the phone, “Git down here, you stupid bitch. I’ll godamn get it myself.”
She tried to calm him, “I’m telling you William that it is not in the firebox on the eleventh floor. Somebody must have fucking stole it.”
“Stole it my ass,” he screamed into the phone. “They fuckin’ found it. Git your ass down here. I gotta think. And the wrestlin’ matches have started. I don’t want to miss anymore.”
And then his father told him, “Don’t pamic, you stupid shit. The plan is foolproof. Just go forward with the plan.” As she got into the car, and William sped out of the loading zone, his father continued speaking to him. “It’s all her fault, Billy. When this is over, you will have to get rid of her. She’s holding you back.”
Billy nodded his understanding.

Chapter thirty
While William Small was racing out of the parking lot, Watson and Judith were holding hands as they were enjoying, at a leisurely pace, the three block walk from the Leopard, their favorite Italian restaurant, back to their apartment. They were admitting to one another the difficulty of not bringing work home with them, “except for mission critical items,” Watson reminded her. She gave him a playful poke in the shoulder as she remarked, “So far you haven’t labeled much ‘mission critical’, and I really appreciate the effort.”

“In all honesty, I am enjoying it. Leaving the work at the office and not continuing to work on it feels sinful, like enjoying forbidden fruit,”
“I know,” she responded, “and I am enjoying the taste of that fruit.” She gave his hand a light squeeze and continued, “we’re talking more, and we’re doing little things just for ourselves. I noticed that you and Morgan play more oftern, so he’s benefitting right along with us.”
As they stopped at a corner waiting for the Walk sign, a dark green 4x4 sped through a yellow light, honking its horn to alert any traffic.
The car skidded as the driver made the turn, its right front tire and fender scraping the tall curb before straigtening out.
“Son of a bitch,” Watson exclaimed, “that guy is going to kill or get killed someday.”
Judith laughed as she said, “He probably takes his work home with him and is angry because he’s not getting any forbidden fruit.”
Thinking like a lawyer, Watson responded, “The problem with forbidden fruit is sometimes you can choke on a seed.”
To which Judith responded,“Which of course means a liabilty suit being filed by the Watson Holmes law firm, which will collect a hefty percentage of the settlement.”
“OK.” He lightly laughed, and added, “No more forbidden fruit observations. Let’s talk about Italy.”
“One of my favorite topics,” she said as they waved to the doorman at their apartment building, “but first, I want to take a shower. I visited some shelters today, and I can still smell the cigarette smoke in my clothes.”
Walking towards the elevator Watson saw the fire hose crash box, and once again wondered who had placed the recorder and bugs in his office and which case were they tracking.
Exiting the elevator on their floor, as they walked down the hallway, for the first time, as he passed it, he paid attention to the fire hose crash box on his floor. As he entered the apartment with Judith, he wondered how often it was inspected.
Later that night, as they were prepariing for bed he realized that although he passed the fire box at least twice a day, he had never really noticed it. “Yesterday,” he remarked to Judith, “If you had asked me if we had a fire box on our floor, I would not be able to tell you. Now, I can respond with ‘Absolutely’.”
“Did you check it?” She asked, with interest showing on her face.
“No, but now that you raise a valid point, I guess I should.”
He put his robe back on, picked up his key ring for the House Key, opened the front door and headed down the hall to inspect the box.  
“Holy shit!” he exclaimed when he saw the recording device. As he turned back to his apartment, he was making a mental list of whom to call and what needed to be done. As soon as he entered their apartment and raced to the bedroom to get to his cellphone, he simultaneously dialed Chance, and with anger in his voice,told Judith, “the son of a bitch has been recording us. Don’t say anything you don’t want on the record.”
Chance answered his cell phone on the second ring, digested the facts and told Watson, “I’ll call the cops and get a forensics team. And I’ll be there in twenty minnutes,”
 His next calls on his mental list were to Adrian and Sara. As he punched Adrian’s name on his speed dial, he glanced over to Judith, who was already changing from pajamas to gym sweats, pants and shirt. At the same time she reminded Watson that he also needed to get dressed. From one of the large,deep drawers in their walk-in closet, she pulled his gym sweats and a hoodie sweat shirt.
Adrian answered but it was difficult to hear him because of the loud background music. And he could barely hear Watson, telling him, “Just hold on a minute and I’ll be able to hear you. Half a minute later he was in the Men’s Bathroom. He could still hear the  repetitive throbbing of the music, but it was muffled enough for them to hear and understand one another. Adrian told Watson he had no idea about a fire box or anyplace else to search in the old brownstone he shared with another lawyer, a bi-sexual woman he met in law school and with whom he had a strong, non-sexual friendship. He called her cell and she and her date were just getting ready to leave the restaurant. Adrian explained the situation about the recorder and gave her a description. She offered to return home and help with the search, but he explained that would not be necessary as there would be professionals doing the tedious work. With relief she told her date about the turmoil. Her date gave her a light brush of a kiss and offered, “You can stay with me.”
During the calls, Watson had hurriedly changed his pajamas for his gym sweats, so Judith had no compunction about sending Chance into their bedroom where Watson was sitting in his favorite leather side chair making calls. When he saw Chance, approaching with a concerned look on his face, he cradeled the phone between his shoulder and his neck as he waited for Sara to answer, and waved a “Hello”.
Chance reponded by silently mouthing “the officers are here.”
Sara’s voice mail came on and Watson left a message stressing the need to check if there was a fire box on her floor, and if there was to check it but protect against damaging any fingerprints. Then he added, “I’ll also text you the information.
Chance was in the doorway, trying to hurry him up. As soon as Watson hung up, Chance hurried him with, “We need to keep them happy, so let’s get the interview started.”

Watson laughed as he said, “That’s the difference between your office and mine. We don’t say the police interviewed we say the police questioned our client.”
“Either way,” Chance said, “We can’t nail these bastards if we don’t show respect for their time. You’re a Criminal Defense attorney, so they don’t have any love for you and they don’t care if you’re bugged or not.”
“I know,” Watson reponded to Chase as they approached the officers. “I know.”
The officers were just completing their interview with Judith when the uniformed lieutenant took a couple of steps towards Watson with his hand extended to offer a handshake as he introduced himself. “Councilor, I am Lieutenant Clayborn, and these two fine gentleman are Sergeant Richardson and Officer Callahan.”

Watson, relieved he had never cross examined either of the officers, gaining their enmity, shook their hands as he introduced himself and added, I’m looking forward to working with you and will provide any support I can,” and added  “Please forgive me because I know your time is valuable, but I just need t a moment to ask my colleague to call our associates to alert them.”
He then turned to Judith, “Please let us know what Adrian has to say when he checks in; and I left a vmail and sent Sara a text. Please let us know if she has any information. And also call Guardian. I want a crew here tonight to check everything, and if necessary at Adrian’s and Sara’s as well.”
Watson turned back to the officers as Judith walked over to the sofa to make the calls. “OK,” he said, “What do we know and how can I help?”
Lieutenant Clayborn took the lead. “We are assuming these incursions at your office and here are by the same perpetrator. The transmitters and receiver are the same brand and serial numbers have been ground off” He paused to see if Watson had a comment.
Watson asked, “Any good fingerprints?”
“Forensics isn’t finished dusting the transmitters, but the underside of the receiver has a partial.” Politely the Lieutenant remarked, “It’s pretty obvious this has to be a company or a damn affluent individual either in opposition in litigation in process or pending…” He paused for a moment before continuing, “Or…it could be a former client or adversary who’s well-heeled enough to capture information to use against you.”
Watson nodded in acceptance of the officer’s evaluation as Judith approached and told them, “There’s not a fire box at Adrian’s and the only place he thought was large enough for the receiver was an unused coal box.” She turned to the officers to explain, “He’s in an old brownstone.”
“Anything from Sara?,”Watson asked.
“She said she was in the shower and had her phone off while it was charging. She sounded upset, but wasn’t interested in telling me why. Anyway, she’ll get dressed and check for a firebox.” She gave Watson a friendly fist to his shoulder as she said, “She’s like you. If it’s there, she never noticed it,”
A moment later, Watson’s cell phone rang, with the display reflecting Sara’s name. Judith answered, and while she was still on the line, nodded ‘Yes’ to Watson. Adding, “She sounds terrified.”
Watson took the phone from Judith and said to Sara, “Sara, there is probably nothing to worry about but the police will be there shortly. Does your door have a keyhole? He asked, and then replied, “Good. A uniformed officer and the forensic team will be at your place shortly. If you’re worried, use the keyhole when someone knocks or rings the bell.” If the person at the door isn’t in uniform or can’t show official ID, keep away from the door and call 911.” Then he added in a comforting tone, “I don’t want to alarm you or imply that we know anything about someone wanting to harm any of us.” He put his free hand behind his back and crossed his fingers as he added, “It’s probably industrial espinage having to do with one of our current cases or one that is on appeal.” Then he added, “We have Guardian Security coming over to run electronic check up on your’s,Adrian’s and our place. “ Then, trying to ease her fears, Watson added, “They will have two uniformed guards escort you to a hotel so that you will be comfortable.” He took a deep breath as he organized his thoughts. “Book a room at the Essex House or the Plaza…someplace where strangers have to get past Security. Guardian will alert them and get you registered. Use the firm credit card. It’s our expense.” And then he added, “If you want, we can have Guardian post a guard at your door.” He listened to her response as she nervously repeated his instructions, and commented, “I feel silly.” Not wanting to tell him about the rape, she said, “Just for tonight, can you put an armed guard at my door…. I know it’s expensive.”

Watson responded lightly, hoping to help her relax, “It’s ok, we can’t bill anyone yet, but we will eventually.”
Her voice lowered, reflecting her concern, “Watson….what if this is not about a case….what if we are targets?”
Unconsciously his grip on the cellphone tightened, the knuckles of his hand turning white. Watson’s mind raced to a conclusion he had not thought of and did not want to be true. But he knew the potential risk was real. Criminal Defense Attorneys and ADAs picked up a lot of crazed enemies along the way. He knew most never took the vengeance they threatened, But it only took one.
His mind explored the possibilities and asked himself, ‘But why involve Sara?
Before the night ended, Watson called both Adrian and Sara, moving their office meeting from eight am to nine am, so that they could all get a decent night’s sleep. But that night none of them slept well.

The next day the three attorneys had a long brainstorming session, the outcome of which was a working theory they would begin with.. They agreed the only reason the police would stay involved was because Chance would continue to follow up with them, but not to expect much investigative work unless a felony occurred. Otherwise they would likely consider it a civil litigation issue.
Therefore they would retain Guardian to investigate. The investigation would start with Sara and Watson as they were the obvious targets. Watson did not say anything about this at their meeting, but he was surprised Sara was a target since all of her cases were peaceful, mostly civil settlements, and although she sometimes sat in as third chair in some criminal cases, she did not address the judge or the jury. And Adrian who was Second Chair at almost all of the important criminal trials did not seem to be targeted. Therefore, he thought, they were being targeted for something personal, but what. And why?Sara was obviously still frightened and asked if Guardian could keep someone posted at her door, “Just for a few more days.”
Thinking of Ricky Lane,with whom she was close as a friend as well as her dealer, she said, “I have a friend I can ask to stay over for a few days, or maybe I can stay with her.”
Watson’s response was, “This is not likely to go away in a few days. We’ve cut off their information supply, so most likely they will need to take the next step.” His expression reflected his concern with the situation as he said, “God only knows what that next step will be….or when.” Then he added, “In the meantime we have client’s to serve and hours to bill.” He turned to Adrian and reminded him, “At two tomorrow we have a pretrial conference with Rogers at the DA’s office on Emma’s case. Let’s try to turn it into a dismissal.”
Almost as an after thought Watson  responded to Sara, “You can have the security service at your door for as many nights as you need. Weekends, day and night if necessary, although you do need to get out to keep your life from being run by whomever is doing this.” After a pause, he added, “Besides if “they” see us enjoying out lives in fairly normal style, they may make a mistake and become more visible to us.”
As Adrian and Sara stood to leave, Adrian, with a look of concern on his face, asked “Watson, do you have a minute?”
“Sure,” what’s up?”
Reluctantly, Adrian told Watson, “Lee and Corrigan have approached me about joining their firm.” He paused, seeing the expression of intent concern on Watson’s face. “I hate to think they are our perps, but there needs to be some way to check it out.”
“Whether they are or not,” Watson said, then asked, “What did you tell them?”
“I told them I was happy here, and I appreciated the offer and would get back to them Monday.”
Then he added, “So, they offered me a fifteen percent raise over what I;m getting here and a guaranteed option to buy-in as a partner in five years.”
The pressure was starting to get to Watson, and he felt as if the firm he so loveingly created was beginning to fail. He had told Judith he was going to bring in another lawyer to help with the caseload, but had not even begun the process.Bringing in two lawyers at the ssame time would be impossible and would open the door to too many opportunities for conflict. He could understand why Adrian would join Lee and Corrigan. It was a well respected, midsize firm with a lot of civil and criminal trial work, although they did not attract the kind of high profile cases that came to the Watson firm. But it would give him plenty of trial work with greater opportunity to be first chair. 
Watson reviewing the situation, asked himself if he should have given Adrian more opportunities to be first chair or was he taking first chair in the high profile cases because he liked the publicity?
Christ! He thought, as he realized the amount of workload he would need to cover. There was no way he could continue with the deal he and Judith had made to bring home less work and spend more time for one another. He knew she would understand, but wondered how long she would put up with it. Especially if she thought this might become a pattern.
In seconds all of these thoughts flashed through Watson’s mind. He could offer to meet the pay, but he knew Adrian well-enough to know that he would resent that, thinking, “If I’m worth that now, why wasn’t I worth that before Lee and Corrigan entered the picture?”
To Adrian, he said, “I appreciate your telling me. I’m not going to insult you by making a counter-offer, I’ll wait to learn your decision Monday. The cops won’t do anything on our case, but I will let Guardian know. They have good investigators, and I’ll let Chance know that Lee and Corrigan might be behind this.” Then he added, “It’s up to you, but do you want to meet with the ADA on Emma’s case tomorrow?”
“I’d like that,” Adrian replied, adding, “I appreciate that, and I appreciate your not busting my balls.”
With the beginning of a grin, Watson responded, “If I busted the balls of every Associate that another firm hijacked, I wouldn’t have time to practice. Besides you and I might be opposing one another and I wouldn’t want to go up against you with a head full of hard feelings.”
Then he offered his hand to Adrian as he said, “Let’s see what happens, and either way, good luck.


Later that day, Sara telephoned Ricky, with whom she had developed an almost sisterly relationship over the years and explained the situation. During the conversation she formulated a plan. She would borrow the money to buy out her lease, which did not have long to run and rent another place, but not under her name. “I’ll create a shell corporation”, she told Ricky, “which will sign the lease and provide a personal credit guarantee letter. That way my name and address won’t appear in any searches.”
Ricky did not see any short term risk in helping, and because of the closed circuit way she ran her dealing activities, she felt comfortable in helping out. She told Sara, “You’re welcome to stay and I’m happy to help out, but it can only be for a week, if that will help.” Thinking the problem through, she added, “When you pack, take enough for a week. You don’t want to risk going back and forth. And if you still have that security service, have them bring you here.” She thought about how much guidance to give her that she had learned overhearing her father’s instructions to couriers, and added, “If your building has a garage, have them pick you and your security person up in the garage. That will make it easier to spot anyone that might be following you.”
Sara, becoming more at ease remarked, “You sound like you’ve done this before.” 
“I had a really jealous boyfriend a long time ago,” She lied, thinking back to when she would overhear her father’s instructions to his couriers.
“I really appreciate this Ricky, and I promise to not get underfoot, and…Thinking of Ricky’s business, added,”and will not be disruptive.”
Understanding Sara’s implication, Ricky replied, “Understood and appreciated,”,,and then added, something she had been thinking about “I’ve been thinking about retiring and wanted to talk to you about maybe representing me as my lawyer,”
“I’d be happy to,” Sara agreed.”You know, of course, anything you tell me is protected by privilege unless it involves a criminal activity, but we can safely discuss hypothetical criminal activities that are protected by privilege.”
“In that case,” Ricky laughed as she added, “Then councilor, why don’t you consider yourself retained and I’ll give you a check at dinner tonight.”
With a smile, Sara responded, “Make it out to the firm.: “We need a confidential environment, so we can eitehr meet here or we can order in tonight at your place.”
“I’m for ordering in,” Ricky responded, “Can you be here by eight tonight?”
Feeling as if a weight had been lifted from her, Sara cheerfully responded, “You bet!”
Chapter thirty two
About that same time, William Small was sitting alone at the bar of the Do Drop In, a beat-up diner in a section of the city not likely to be rennovated any time soon. William liked the place because it was near his primary fence, a pawnbroker who gave him the best prices on the loot he would collect from his burglaries. The bar did not open until ten, but regulars could buy coffee and doughnuts from the bartender from nine a.m. until ten while he was getting the bar ready for the dockworkers that would practically fill the place when their shift ended at 10. The nine a m to ten a m sales were cash only and the bar owner, a member of the Clementi mafia family did not feel the need to report those cash sales, including the tax collected, to either the state taxing authority or the IRS. Since most of their bar sales were also in cash, much of that went unreported as well. 
William checked his watch. Three minutes before ten a m. In another three minutes he’d be able to buy a beer.He was waiting for Maureen, (“God how I hate that dame,” he told his father) to show up.“ She drove across the bridge to Sara’s building to get the recorder from the fire box. They both liked Sara’s building because it was so easy to enter. With only eight decent sized apartments, there was no doorman, only a series of buzzers for the tenants and one for the building superintendant-maintenance man.
Maureen took William’s instructions and parked the car in the nearby garage, thinking, “God he is so smart. This is so easy. I just love the way he thinks of everything and the way he treats me.” After exiting on to the street, it took her a few moments to adjust to the bright mornng sun and to get her bearings so that she could walk over to Sara’s building.
A few minutes later she climbed the few steps of the stoop and rang the bell for the maintenance man. “Who is it?” He shouted over the intercom.
Maureen took a deep breath and answered back, “Amazon, I have a drop off. No signature required. Open the door and I’ll leave it in front of 4B,”  
The buzzer sounded and the front door clicked open. Maureen huried in and took the elevator to the fourth floor.
William had explained  to her the use of an Amazon delivery made sense because when he was casing the property it seemed like everyone in that building was ordering something from Amazon everyday, and the building superindendant would buzz the door open and almost never  came up from the basement to meet them. “If he says somethin’ like, ‘I’ll be right there,’ just turn around and get your fat ass outta there!”

As the elevator slowly moved up to the fourth floor, Maureen was
congratulating William again for being so clever and smart. She knew how lucky she was that he loved her. “Oh sure,” she thought, “Sometimes when he hits me or twists my arm, he does it too hard, but he’s just trying to help me understand. “ She remembered him saying more than once, “You know babe, if I didn’t love you I wouldn’t fuck you, and I wouldn’t hit you to help you understand when you’ve made a mistake.”
Maureen had been with a lot of men, and she was always telling herself how lucky she was that William had found her when she was freelancing on the street.
The elevator bell rang as the doors opened and she stepped out and looked to her left, and just as William said, the firebox was right there. With confidence she was about to open the door when she  remembered William’s instructions. “Put the box in the shopping bag, and if it’s not there, just act casual and turn around, git the car and come home. Be sure not to speed, and make sure no one is following you.” That’s when she realized she did not have the shopping bag. “Oh god,” she thought as she realized the shopping bag was still on the front seat of the car. Not willing to go back to the car to get the bag, she decided she could casually carry it the few blocks back to the parking garage, and that if she held it tight no one would know what it was. With renewed confidence she opened the door to the firebox and looked in. Not wanting to believe that this one had also been discovered, and not wanting to give bad news to William, she took the nearby stairs rather than wait for the elevator.
Hurriedly walking towards the parking garage she remembered to check to see if anyone was following her and quickly looked back. Pleased to see the sidewalk was deserted, except for a mother with a small child and a dog, she continued on.
 As much as she did not want to tell William the box wasn’t there, she knew she could not delay. She hoped he did not blame her for not getting it sooner. Entering the garage she picked up her pace and hurried to the car. Going to the outbound ramp she stopped at the lowered bright yellow, black and red bar to insert a credit card into the autmatic cashier terminal. Seconds later she exited the garage, pulled over into a parking space across the street that was reserved for vehicles with a Handicap sticker, pulled out her cellphone and called William.
As soon as he saw Maureen was calling, William answered and without so much as a “Hello” asked, “Didja git it?”
He could tell by the sad, nervousness of her voice when she said, “It wasn’t there,” that she was afraid he would blame and punish her.
But before he could scream at her, his father said, “Billy, you dumb shit, don’t scare her off. She might run to the cops. Tell her its alright, that you’re already working on a backup plan.” Swallowing the venom in his heart, William knew his dad was always right, and told Maureen, “Don’t worry babe, Dad and I are workin’ on a plan.”
Hearing his words, Maureen thought, “He is so loving. I’ll make it up to him tonight when we go to bed.” She wondered how his dad could help; remembering William always told her he died in prison.
But William could hear him when he shouted at him, “No question about it Billy, you are both fuck ups. But she is a weak link. As soon as we don’t need her anymore, we’re going to have to bury her.”
“I understand, daddy. I understand,” he quietly responded. He imagined his father’s hand heavy on his shoulder and could feel his hot breath. William silently begged, “Please don’t hit me again, daddy. Please.”

Chapter thirty three
It had been a busy morning for everyone at the Watson law firm, and in the minds of the attorneys,the needs of the clients came first, so they had to put aside their personal issues. That’s why Adrian and Watson had spent most of the morning prepping for the pretrial meeting with ADA Rogers on the Emma Radcliffe case and Sara had focused on negotiating with three different creditor committees, working towards consensus on a settlement agreement she had worked out in behalf of her client, a crypto currency guru who had gone from poverty to great wealth and had now returned to poverty. Although she and the creditors all assumed someplace he had hid a small, retrievable fortune that he would collect when the coast was clear.
The offices of the District Attorney and the ADAs are located at 100 Centre Street, operating out of the imposing New York State Courthouse. The courthouse loomed, its stone façade exuding both dignity and a faint oppressiveness, casting a long shadow over the weary defenders, prosecutors, and hopefuls who moved within. Even after all these years of practice, Watson still experienced a thrill as he walked up to the ageing, still imposing structure and what it stood for, even though sometimes terrible wrongs were committed by all that had a reason to be there. Justice was not always served within those stone walls. Too often, because of lies and predjudice, justice was denied. 

Promptly at two pm, Adrian and Watson arrived at the offices of the ADA major crimes unit. Entering the offices, the weight of countless verdicts pressed down on Watson, and his eyes narrowed slightly as he weighed the heavy decisions Adrian and he were about to make.
Shortly after they were announced by the over burdened receptionist, ADA Rogers left his 4’x5’ cubicle and came out to the reception area. Roger’s greeting was cordial, but his eyes were not. Watson felt his expression felt too slick,  too confident, too eager. In Watson’s mind, Rogers was morphing from mere prosecutor to puppet master, subtly pulling strings. As a former ADA, he understood the source of the confidence. Most defendants could not afford emotionally or financially to engage in battle with the DA’s office and its seemingly unending resources.
After courteous greetings, but without warmth, Rogers said, “I’ve reserved conference room C for us.” And led them a short distance down the drab hallway, lined with old and current photos of DAs and opened the door marked C. Adrian was thinking the 10’ x 10’ room was about half the size of his bedroom, while Watson thought, “This place is so depressing. No wonder these guys are always so unhappy.” The depressing surroundings were one of the reasons Watson left the DA’s office. The other was the focus on winning convictions or guilty pleas. ADAs all knew that a Not Guilty decision looked bad on their evaluations and impacted opportunities for greater responsibility. Therefore they sometimes threatened even the innocent with risk of a trial that carried heavy penalties unless they pled guilty to a lesser charge. Too many ADAs seemed not to care how many lives theyhad wrongfully impacted. It created a venomous atmosphere and helped make Watson decide to try to right wrongs whenever he could.

After getting seated, all three poured themselves a glass of water. Without an exchange of pleasantries, Rogers began with “I think we can settle this pretty easily.” I’ve studied the evidence and presented my suggestion  to the DA that we lower the charge for your client from Murder 1 to Criminally Negligent Homicide.” He smiled, expecting a look of relief on their faces, as he continued, “Your client is out in four years. If the judge gives her less than that after he gets a Sentencing Report, we won’t contest.” Watson’s eyes narrowed slightly; Rogers’ expression felt too slick, too eager. In Watson’s mind, Rogers morphed from mere prosecutor to puppet master, subtly pulling strings. Watson wanted to tell Rogers his smile made him look like a used car salesman who just sold a clunker for twice its value.
Before Watson could interject, Adrian was already pushing back with calm authority., “If she were actually guilty that would be a reasonable offer, but since there is no direct evidence she fired the fatal shot or tried to wrest the gun away from her father for the purpose of shooting him, we anticipated you would prefer a dismissal of all charges as opposed to losing in court and have a Not Guilty verdict on your scorecard. Taken aback, Rogers flinched---a subtle, quick movement, but enough for Watson to catch it. Watson had to suppress a smile as he watched Adrian dig in. But a creeping thought kept Watson from relaxing: had the listening devices captured their every strategy session? Was the DA’s office the culprit? Would Rogers know more than they thought? The DA would be unlikely to take the risk, he thought. If they were discovered the DA office could not afford the scandal. Filings to oveturn probably thousands of convictions would follow. Watson was barely listening to Adrian’s dialogue as his mind asked again and again, 
“Who was behind the surveillance?”
 Rogers had not expected that much pushback. He had thought they would ask for a Sentencing Reccomendation and he was prepared to knock off ninety days. Instead, he respponded, “The offer is good for today only. So offer it to your client.” Watson thought Rogers visage had migrated from used car salesperson to angry wrestler. Usually, unlees they decided otherwise, Watson would take the lead at important pretrial conferences. But he was content that Adrian had sidestepped the arranngement and was not only arguing the case, but skillfully getting Rodgers to reveal his strategy.
Adrian responded with “We’ll present it to our client. We’ll also recap for her of our thinking with a summary….”Ladies and Gentleman of the jury…

We believe the deceased intended to commit suicide. Why else would he load his….. prized pistol with a single bullet? He had other guns in his collection and a fully loaded gun he kept in the house for his saftety. But for his prized pistol he had it loaded with only a single bullet. And it raises the question? Why only one bullet? Why load it at all? He was cleaning the gun, preparing it for a ritual when he and Emma spoke and he asked her to come over. He could have argued over the phone about her reasonable request he not keep the kids out  too late or better pay for the hours she worked. There were a lot of things they could  have argued about, but he was going to shoot himself and she unsuccessfuly tried to stop him. The police were there within minutes and spoke with her when she was in shock and nothiing she said to them contradicts what I am saying to you.”
Why did he want her to come over? He was a cruel man and it
could be  he wanted her to come over because he wanted her to have the image for the rest of her life of his blowiing the top of his. head off.   
And as for the States discussion that she had gunshot residue on her hands and face….that only proves proximaty to the firiing. And we don’t argue that she was there. You can’t try to stop someone from shooting themselves from down the street. And what the State never said to you was that her finger print was on the trigger, nor did they say her finger print…not one fingerprint was on the gun.”
Adrian looked hard at ADA Rogers and said, “You know she’s a tough cookie. She gambled on a speedy trial and I think she’ll gamble on a hung jury or a not guilty verdict. Either way, she walks, and the State has egg on its face.”
Watson and Adrian could tell by ADA Rogers face that he had fully digested Adrian’s argument. Finally, he said, “I’ll need to speak with the powers that be. Give me a few minutes.” Both Adrian and Watson nodded their understanding. While ADA Rogers was out of the room, not believing their privacy would be respected, they spoke about the various on and off Broadway shows they wanted to see. Before that topic had been exhausted, ADA Rogers returned to the room. “I think she’s guilty as hell,” he said, “but the powers that be think you are right, that we can’t secure a conviction and they don’t want to take the economic risk for someone that is unlikely to repeat the crime. “
As Watson and Adrian thanked him for being reasonable, he responded, rather surly, with,”She’s not entirely off the hook. The feds have been investigating her dad’s financials and they will soon be calliing on her.” Then, with his disdain showing on his face, he added, “Of course, that just means more money for your firm. Good day, gentlemen.”
As they waited for the elevator, Watson turned to Adrian and complimented him on his control of the meeting and the impromptu jury summation.
“It wasn’t too impromptu,” Adrian admited, with a lighthearted smile. “I’ve been practicing all week.”
“Don’t think what I’m about to say has been influenced by your conversation with Lee and Corrigan, but we’ll get a nice chunk from Emma for this case, and if she asks us to represent her with the feds, an even bigger chunk because that will go on for at least a couple years. So, if on Monday you decide to stay you’ll get a 10% bump plus your 10% share of the profits. It might not match Lee and Corrigan, but it’s fair.” Then he added the reminder, “But that’s if you decide to stay.”
Adrian smiled as he told Watson, “Right after I left your office this morning, I called Craig Lee and told him I appreciated their offer, but  I was going to stay with the firm.”
Watson smiled as he reached out to shake Adrian’s hand.
Chapter thirty four
When they returned to the office, Watson, as he gave Eleanor a high five, she offered her congratulations and said “Sara would like to see you at  five. She knows you want to be home by six, and said she only needs five or six minutes.”
Watson glanced at his watch and responded, “Sure,please let her know.”
After calling Emma Radcliffe to give her the good news, and to alert her that there was a liklihood she will inherit a federal investigation as well as her father’s assets, he returned a few calls to clients, sent Judith a text suggesting she pick a cozy restaurant to celebrate the Radcliffe victory, and was surprised that it was already five o’clock when Sara knocked on the frame of his office door and walked in.
Without sitting down, she started right in with “I know you want to get out of here, but I’m hoping you can refer me to a banker. I’ve figured out what I want to do. I feel so violated by being spied upon that I want to buy out of my lease and move into another property near here with a doorman.” She looked embarassed as she admitted she was going to need a bank loan of 50k. “I don’t have any real assets a bank can put a lien on,” she told him, “but I can pledge a portion of my salary.” Then she added, I’ve already found a place, a co-op. I can cover the downpayment and they have a bank that will do the mortgage. Any referals?”
He was surprised she did not have larger savings and wondered if he was unaware of the cost of living for a single young woman in the city or if she had a drug or alcohol problem. That was something he had been considering ever since she showed up in the office wearing the same outfit from the day before and looking so stressed. But his respponse was immediate. “Don’t worry,” he told her, “I’ll take care of it for below market interest. We can do the paperwork tomorrow, but I need to scoot right now.”
As she thanked him, he thought, “Don’t thank me. Thank my great great grandfather Sherlock. He had his brother Mycroft, who was a savvy investor, set up a perpetual trust for their descendants, and there is plenty of money to go around.”                                                                                      

Chapter Thirty-Five
It was exactly eight p.m. when Sara arrived, feeling a surge of relief as Ricky buzzed her into the high-rise building. The elevator hummed as it rose, carrying her away from her old anxieties. Tonight, she had decided to take her first step toward quitting cocaine, hoping it would make rehab easier when the holidays rolled around. She felt buoyed by the resolve that Watson’s faith in her had sparked, and, in the back of her mind, she hoped he’d be proud if she ever told him that she once had the habit and had kicked it. Her pulse steadied as she focused on her plan, even though a nagging sense of dread lurked at the edges of her thoughts because of the listening devices.
When the elevator doors slid open, and she exited, Ricky greeted her from her open door with a glass of red wine, her face breaking into a grin. "Welcome, stranger," she said, eyeing Sara with a mischievous sparkle. "You look downright jubilant. So, did you get laid on the way over?"
Sara laughed, shaking her head as she took the wine glass and rolled her small bag over the threshold. “I wish. But it’s just been a good day.”
They strolled into Ricky’s apartment, the rich scent of lasagna warming the air. "Put your things in the spare room," Ricky said, nodding toward the hallway. "We've got all night."
On her way, Sara paused at the living room’s expansive windows, transfixed by the Fifth Avenue lights stretching below, vibrant even at this hour. She had visited Ricky several times over the years of their friendship, and she was always taken by the view. Across the street, Central Park lay shadowed and grand, while the Metropolitan Museum loomed quietly in the dark. This scene always made Sara feel as if she’d stepped into a postcard of New York’s glamour. Ricky’s world felt so far from her own reality, like an oasis she could escape to when life got turbulent.
Ricky joined her at the window, shrugging casually. “One guy looked around once and asked me, ‘Where does Cole Porter sleep?’ Can you believe that?” She laughed.
“Sounds about right,” Sara said, grinning. She took her bag to the spare room, hanging up her things carefully, breathing in the sense of calm that Ricky’s apartment lent her. Here, she could feel safe—even if only for a while.
When she returned, Ricky was seated at the dining table, a small stack of folders, her checkbook, and an open bottle of wine set out neatly. She motioned for Sara to join her, saying, “Let’s get the attorney-client stuff out of the way, then we can enjoy the lasagna.”

Sara went to her bag, retrieving a Retainer Agreement and settling into a chair near the window. They refilled their glasses and clinked them together. “To crime,” Ricky joked, to which Sara responded, “As long as they need lawyers.”
They went through the retainer agreement, with Ricky meticulously noting details, showing a surprising level of seriousness that made Sara rethink her image of Ricky as carefree. Ricky signed with a flourish, then scribbled out a check for ten thousand dollars and handed it over.
“I want everyone to feel comfortable about getting paid,” Ricky said lightly. “Besides, I bet we go through this in less than a month.”
Sara blinked, quickly masking her surprise as she raised her glass. “I’ll drink to that!”
“To a prosperous partnership,” Ricky replied, but her tone was different this time—serious, maybe even urgent.
A part of Sara wanted to relax, to lose herself in the company of a friend, but the weight of their conversation kept her alert. Ricky was talking about shutting down her dealing operation at the end of the year, emphasizing how dangerous the hypothetical replacements could be. A familiar, dark edge crept into Sara’s mind—an awareness that she and Watson had enemies too, enemies who weren’t playing fair. This plan of Ricky’s to quit might have sounded hypothetical, but Sara sensed real anxiety under her friend’s carefully guarded exterior.
Ricky continued, her voice lowering. “I have a lot to lose. I need everything protected—there’s some undeclared cash, a few real estate assets my father legally deeded to me. This place, it’s all under corporate names, and I’d like it to stay that way.”
Sara listened, her lawyer’s mind spinning through the implications. "We can get the corporate records up to date," she assured her, "but for financials, we’ll need an accounting firm that’s discreet. We know people who can handle it.”
Ricky sighed with visible relief, but her eyes stayed sharp. “Good. There’s a lot of cash that isn’t in the bank. Can they help with that?”
“We can make it work. Legally, so long as you have the right story, and I’ll help with that, hypothetically, of course, she added with a grin.” Sara leaned forward, feeling the pull of excitement as the outlines of their plan solidified. “Shell companies, foreign accounts—whatever you need to get things in order.”
Ricky nodded, a slight smile playing on her lips. “If you and the firm can handle it, I’ll make it worth your while with a bonus.”
“I promise, that’s not necessary,” Sara replied with a polite smile, a little flattered at the offer. “But we’ll be happy to make this smooth for you. The billings will cover us.
Ricky looked away for a moment, gazing out the window before murmuring, “My father had too many people who envied him. Got him into a trouble that I want to avoid.” Her voice hardened. “If I have to meet your Mr. Watson, he comes here. I don’t want to go public with anything. Not a word leaves this place.”
The momentary sparkle in Sara’s eyes dimmed as the weight of Ricky’s tone hit her. “Not a problem,” she said quickly, though she knew Watson might balk at making house calls. Her own portion of the retainer flashed in her mind, and with a hint of excitement, she pictured paying off her loan to Watson. For a moment, she could see a brighter future, maybe even a path to partnership.
“Off the record,” she added, voice softening, “I know some people who had a tough time getting out of the business. You’re right to keep a low profile.”
Ricky’s expression remained inscrutable, a confidence that seemed to stretch beyond the confines of her condo. “Don’t worry about me. I’m well covered,” she replied, knowing that even from prison, her father could protect her.
“Then let’s eat!” Sara exclaimed, suddenly feeling lighter as they moved to the table. “I’ll tell you all about our stalker.”
For now, here with Ricky in her secure, anonymous condo with the Manhattan skyline glittering beyond the windows, Sara allowed herself a flicker of hope. She was safe for the moment, maybe even out of reach.

Chapter Thirty-Six
William sat sprawled in his worn recliner, the room hazy with cigarette smoke and stale beer. A half-empty six-pack lay at his feet, with empty cans scattered like markers of his progress. He stared, glassy-eyed, at the TV as Hulk Hogan bodyslammed his latest opponent, oblivious to the flickering light that cast long, eerie shadows on the cluttered walls. The faint hum of static filled the air until his father’s voice bellowed, breaking the haze.
"Billy, you dumb shit!" The words cut through the silence, sharp and unyielding. "You got a mission to accomplish, boy! I gave you an assignment, and you're messin’ it up!"
“Oh yeah,” Billy mumbled, struggling to pull himself out of his alcoholic fog. The assignment. “I know Daddy, Kill Maureen.”
"Goddammit, not yet, Billy. We still need her," his father’s voice hissed in his mind, as if he were right there, whispering in his ear. He felt the hairs on his neck prickle, and his fingers clenched around the near empty beer can, denting it with a faint crunch.
“What’s your plan?” his father demanded, each syllable as sharp as a blade.
Billy hesitated, fighting the urge to flinch under the invisible scrutiny. "I'm still thinking on it," he lied, knowing his father could see right through him even now.
A pause, then a grudging acceptance. "Well, here's a plan, and it’s so damn simple even you and that fat cow you call a girlfriend couldn’t mess it up."
“Okay, Daddy,” Billy replied, his voice little more than a whisper. “What’da we do?”
"Maureen goes in with the cleaning crew again and stuffs Sexy Sara's underwear under Watson's sofa. Shove it far enough back so it won't be noticed till the cops start sniffing for clues."
Billy nodded, trying to piece together the plan as his father laid it out. His gaze drifted back to the flickering TV, but the images seemed distant, unreal, like ghosts moving across the screen.
“Tomorrow you go over to Sexy Sara's and do what you. Know how to do. Pick the lock and go inside and wait for her. Stand behind the door. When she comes in, strangle her before she can scream. You signal fat cow to get Watson over there because Sara’s calling for him, and as soon as he gets to her building fat cow calls 911 and says ‘a woman’s being killed, send the cops, give ‘em the addrerss and hang up,’’
The silence stretched until Billy finally spoke. “But, Daddy, what if he has an alibi? Like, if he's with people?"
A low growl, heavy with impatience. "Do I have to think of everything? Have Maureen phone and tell him she's got information about someone bugging his law office. Tell her to tell him to come alone to the Do Drop In. It’ll keep him out of circulation, and no one’ll be around to give him an alibi.”
Billy blinked slowly, a dull smile creeping over his face. “Goddamn, Daddy, you’re so smart. We’ll do it tomorrow night.” Then he remembered the wrestling marathon continued another night and amended, “Day after, at the latest.”

Later, William filled Maureen in on the plan, his face flushed with a strange mix of excitement and arrogance. "Daddy was right," he murmured, "simple is best."
Maureen shivered, but whether from the cold draft seeping through the cracked window or the tone in William’s voice, she couldn’t tell. She felt a pang of confusion, a memory of William describing his father as a heartless bastard who never cared about him. But here he was, clinging to his father’s advice as if it were gospel.
Maureen’s thoughts drifted, wondering why William didn’t just disappear with the money his dad once bragged about stashing in a foreign account. Surely, no one would chase him down. “But,” she told herself, “William’s got a good heart, in his own way. That’s why I love him.” Yet, the sentiment sometimes  felt hollow, especially when he looked at her like she was just another piece of the furniture.
They went over the plan, each word twisting around her nerves like barbed wire. Tomorrow night, Maureen would hide Sara’s underwear under Watson's sofa, and the following night, William would show up at Sara's door, ready to pounce.  She would make the call to Watson, directing him to the Do Drop In, alone, at a certain time.
After going over the plan, William slumped back into his chair, eyes fixed on the TV. “Goddammit, Maureen," he muttered, more to himself than to her. "Daddy was right. Simple is best."
Questions buzzed through Maureen’s mind, but fear kept her silent. What if Sara didn’t come home alone? What if Watson had plans he couldn’t change? What if he didn’t come alone? She glanced at William, his face vacant, lost in the dim glow of the television. She couldn’t bring herself to ask her questions—afraid of what might happen if she dared interrupt his twisted sense of purpose.
                             --------------------------------
The next morning, to her surprise, William was already up, sitting at the kitchen table. Sheets of paper spread out, a pencil in his hand, writing with an intense look of concentration. “Good morning,” she ventured, hesitant to interrupt him.
Without acknowledging her greeting, with what sounded to her like almost childlsh glee, he said, “I have it all figured out.” He waved a sheet of paper in front of her. “Here’s how it goes down.”
She pulled out a chair and sat down as he began, excitedly….”About 4 o’clock I go to Sara’s pick the lock and just wait for her to git home from work.” She watched him lick his lips, and wondered how long he had been up, as he continued. When I hear the door being unlocked, I get behind it and as soon as she gets in I snuff her.” He looked up at her as if expecting approval. Maureen gave it to him with a “Smart, that way she doesn’t have time to scream.”
“Yeah,” he acknowledged and continued, “Then I call you and you call Watson and tell him you’re a friend of Sara’s and he should come right over because she seems to be having a breakdown and keeps asking for him.” He was so proud of himself, he had to catch his breath before continuing. “I send his dummy message to her phone and git outta there.” He took another deep breath as he added, “And here’s the best part. You call 911 and tell them there’s a terrible fight going on, and a woman is screaming ‘Don’t kill me, Watson.” He looked smug as he added, “We’ll git you a burner phone so when they ask for a name and number, you give them the number but just say, Betty or some other shitty name and hang up.”
She couldn’t believe he came up with the plan on his own, but then he added,”Goddamn, Daddy was right. Simple is best.”
Not wanting to spoil his mood, but feeling she needed to ask, Maureen asked, “What if the cops get there before Watson?”
“Goddamn it you stupid shit,” not disguising his anger at being questioned, “you wait outside the building and don’t call 911 until you see Watson going into the building.” After thinking about it a moment he added, “And when you call Watson, tell him Sara asks him to come alone because she doesn’t want anyone to see her like this.” He nodded his head in agreement with himself, a smug look on his face, as he challenged,  “Bitch, can you fuckin’ poke any holes into that?”
“What about her panties, do I still put them under the couch?
He had forgotten about planting her panties in Watson’s office but quickly recovered with, “You go in with the cleaning crew tonight and stuff ‘em under the couch.” He paused briefly as he thought about the logistics and not wanting to miss his favorite TV shows. “Tonight’s the last night of wrestling and the cleaning crew starts late so you can take the car and mix with the cleaning crew, stuff the panties and come home.” Another pause before he added, “I tole daddy we’d finish her off t’morrow, but that’s the weekend, so we’ll stuff the panties tonight and have to wait ‘til Monday to kill her.”
			_________________ 
At the same time, Sara was arriviing at the office, after picking up a breakfast egg sandich at the restaurant across the street from their offices. She was a little tired after spending a long night with Ricky; each sharing some secrets and some dreams. As the egg sandwich and a coffee helped energize her, she made a mental note to stop by her apartment for a few extra things. In her rush to pack she had left behind some toiletries, jeans and tops for the weekend and a dress she wanted to wear for a meeting with a client,on Monday. He was a handsome young man, about whom she sometimes fantazised. 
 
After finishing her hurried breakfast, Sara checked her purse to make sure she still had the key to Ricky’s apartment. Ricky left with a small bag for the weekend, telling Sara to enjoy the apartment and alerted her to the fact that a housekeeper would come Saturday morning with “she’ll ring the bell around nine and,” she laughed as she added, “If you get lucky and need the sheets changed, just let her know.?
When Sara asked her where she was going, not wanting to tell her about her father, she responded, “Since I don’t want to lie to you, I am just going to tell you that I’ll be back Sunday night after dinner. If you’re gonna cook, don’t make anything for me.”
Sara wondered if Ricky was having an affair with a married man, but gave no other thought about what she called ‘Ricky’s mystery trip”
              _____________________ 
That morning, Ricky had left for Texas to visit her father on Saturday, one of their scheduled visits at the prison. Ricky was going to tell him about her plans to stop dealing and work in real estate. “After all,” she intended to tell him, “you have all that cash salted away and its not doing you or Mom any good just hidden away.”                                     

			_________________ 
A few minutes after 8.30 in the a.m. before the early morning hum of the office kicked in,  Watson was enjoying a cup of coffee as he was reviewing drafts of a couple civil agreements clients had asked him to generate when Eleanor buzzed him on his intercom. Frustrated at being interrupted his, “Yes” was so curt that Eleanor felt obligated to tell him. “I assume you’ll want this call, it’s Chance.”
He picked up the receiver and issued a hurried,”Good morning,” but wanting to sound cordial,politely asked, “How are you this morning?”
Watson was surprised by the response, “We have a hit on that partial,” he said matter of factly.
Watson, sat up,listening carefully for the rest of the information as Chance continued, “It belongs to  Maureen Bercu,” he said, “I’ll send her mugshot in a minute,” he paused a moment to look at his notes, “She’s been busted a few times for hustling, but we haven’t seen her for about five years. Her last known address was a half-way house that closed a couple years ago. She has a few AKAs and we’ll try to run down her known associates.”
Watson responded, hoping they might be able to leverage off this information to the source of the attack against him and Sara “Let  me have the AKAs also,” he said, “I’ll put Guardian on it as well.”
Chance understood Watson’s thinking, but warned him, “Just make sure they don’t stumble and create a problem for the uniforms.”
“Understood,” Watson responded. “I’ll make sure they’re discreet, and if they land any info we’ll share it with the police.”
“Thanks,” Chance replied and added, “I just emailed you a copy of the file.”
As soon as the call was disconnected, Watson reached out to his contact at Guardian and forwarded the file to him along with a reminder to share anything of value with the police.
			_________________ 
That night Sara made a light meal for dinner and went to the Old Mill. She planned to go again with Ricky on Wednesday, and still had hope of remembering who it was that drugged and raped her. Still, the only image she had in her mind was the small scar next to his ear. She reached into her purse to caress the weapon, and whispered, “Don’t worry, you’ll get your chance,”
			------------------------------------- 
Late that same night, Maureen joined the cleaning crew going into Watson’s buildiing, and as the workers separated to do their tasks, she went upstairs to Watson’s office. Using the pass key she stole from one of the workers when they first began bugging Watson and Sara’s offices, she let herself in to hide Sara’s panties under the sofa in Watson’s office. She made certain it was not so deep that its placement would be hard to explain, but just out of sight, as if Sara had put them out of the way while she and Watson screwed.
She quickly took her mop and bucket went to the elevators, pushing the Down button. Now, she was starting to get nervous. She had long been a thief. Stealing from the John’s while they slept. But she knew she was crossing a line with serious consequences. Even though William would kill the girl, if something went wrong she was sure she would be complicit. She would not take the risk for any other man she had ever been with. None were like William, who provided her with love and the punishing discipline she craved.
			----------------------------------- 

The next day, shortly after 4pm, William Small picked the lock to Sarah’s apartment, prepared to wait for her to come home from work. If she stopped off for dinner or a drink, he brought provisions. He had a duffel bag with sandwiches, water and a small cooler with a six pack of beer. He knew he could not smoke because she might smell cigarette smoke before she opened the  door and run away. He knew that was important because he saw it on an episode of CSI. He also kept his thin, tight surgical gloves on so as not to leave fingerprints. He had bottles of water and cans of beer to avoid using her glasses and leaving DNA. He knew about DNA from CSI as well. He was a fan of the series re-runs because he was always learning new ways to foil the cops. Once he was comfortably seated near her door, he opened his duffel bag, intent on having a beer when he saw Watson’s socks. He had forgotten about putting them in her clothes hamper. He reached in and grabbed them when he heard a woman and a man talking in the hallway. He hadn’t counted on her bringing a dude with her and was starting to panic. Asking himself, “Do I run? Or try to kill them both? The dude would have to go first, he thought, but then she’d be screaming her head off. He decided to run, and positioned himself next to the door. As soon as it opened, he thought, I’ll knock the dude down and run. He listened for their voices to get louder, indicating they were getting closer. He could tell they had stopped in the hallway, but were still talking. Sweat was starting a small rivulet on his forehead. Almost as quickly as their sound began, it stopped. He listened carefully, putting his ear next to the door. And then he heard the door to the apartment next door close, He realized they went into the apartment next door, and with a sigh of relief, wiped the sweat from his brow. At that same moment he heard a key being inserted into the door’s lock and thought, “Shit, she’s here!”
As Sara started opening the door, William clenched his fists, ready to seize her when he realized he was still holding Watson’s socks. In a split second, as he tossed the socks aside, Sara saw the movement in her apartment and began to hurriedly pull the door shut with all her might. William, holdiing the door was stronger and faster. With all his strength he pulled the door open, leaving no time for Sara to release her hold. William slammed the door open with a ferocity it was not designed to combat, and Sara, with her hold still on the door handle was thrown into the room. She knew she had to scream, the neighbors would hear her, but the force of being thrown into the room took her breath and she needed one deep breath to scream for help, As she began to deeply inhale, William slapped her so hard across her face that she could not draw a breath. At that moment, as his hands encicled her neck, she noticed the scar next to his ear and at that moment, she knew she was going to die. William’s hands, grew tighter as they encircled her throat, breaking the hyoid bone but neither of them heard the fragile snap. And Sara could not hear him complain, “Bitch, why did you make me do this?”
In the first ten seconds after he wrapped his musceled hands around Sara’s neck, she could feel herself losing consciousness, and in a last effort to free herself, scratched at William’s hands. He could feel the sting, but he never loosened his grip. Ten seconds later she went into a coma, releasing the stored urine in her bladder. William felt his shoes sliding in the wet floor, but he held on tight. After four more minutes he could tell she was dead. He released his hold on her neck and as gently as a child putting a doll to sleep, carefully laid her down on a dry section of carpet. He looked at her, laying there. Although her features were deformed by the strangulation, he thought she looked sweet and gentle. He remembered the time he had given her the date rape drug at the Old Mill, and how wet she became and rocked with pleasure as he used his tongue to stimulate her pussy while she was under the influence of the drug. And he grew hard as he remembered how she moved that night after he entered her. He lifted her skirt, wanting one last look. He slid her wet panties off and opened his pants.
After, he quickly gathered his duffel bag, He saw the socks on the floor, remembered dropping them and decided to leave them there. Thinking, “Easier for the cops to find.” Faking calmness as he took the stairs to street level, he called Maureen, and gave her the signal words to call the police, “It’s done.” Then, from his burner phone he dialed Watson’s words into her voice mail, “Don’t threaten me. I could kill you.”
Maureen followed thru as planned. Immediately after calling Emergency Services and reporting the scream and the phrase they invented, “Watson, you’re hurting me!” Next, she called Watson’s cell phone .
He and Judith were about to leave for dinner when Maureen called and hurriedly told him, “I’m a friend of Sara’s and she’s having a nervous breakdown or something. She asked me to ask you to please come over. She asked that you don’t. bring anyone else because she doesn’t want any others to see her like this. You need to come quick, I’m afraid she’ll hurt herself.” She disconnected before he could ask any questions.
He told Judith about the call and as he reached the door politely added, “Love, I’ll call you as soon as I can.”

Chapter Thirty Seven
Arriving  at Sara’s apartment building Watson was surprised to see a squad car, an unmarked police car and an EMS ambulance parked in front, their revolving colored lights casting a horror movie effect as the colors painted over the faces of the police and the façade of the building. Watson had no doubt Sara had hurt herself and the cotilla of officers and EMS staff was the result. He was not a religious man, but silently prayed, “If you’re there God, please let her be okay.”
An officer standing guard at the elevator put his hand out, signalling for Watson to stop as he asked, “Are you a tenant?”
Watson hurriedly replied, “No, but my law associate is in 4G”
as he reached for his cleather card case and withdrew a business card. 
Handing the card to the officer, he continued, “Her friend called asking me to see her because she was having hysterics.”
“Well,” the officer said, “She’s over her hysteria.” He reached up to the microphone near his shoulder, pressed the transmission button and asked, “Captain Daniels ? A gravelly man’s voice cut through the static as it responded with a “Yeah?
The officer used his free hand to hold Watson’s card up so that he could read it, as he spoke into the microphone. “There’s a lawyer down here that says the victim is his law partner.” 
“I said, ‘Associate” Watson corrected as it was registering on him that Sarah must have been attacked and may be dead.
The officer nodded in response to Watson’s correction, but did not clarify the comment with the officer on the other end. Instead, he added, “He wants to come up.”
“Tell him to take one of those cushiony chairs in the lobby and I’ll be down in a couple minutes.”
The officer started to say something, but Watson preempted him with, “I heard,” and then asked, “Is she,,,,alive?”
The officer’s non-commital response was, “The captain will be down in a couple’a minutes.”
Watson knew the drill. The commanding officer did not want someone coming in that could contaminate the crime scene. A restriction that would have been resolved if Sara were alive.
Watson walked over to one of the two leather lobby chairs flanking a tall, well tended fern, selected one and in anticipation of a long wait reached for his cell phone to tell Judith what little he knew and that it would likely be awhile before he returned. Before she answered, he saw a familiar face getting off the elevator. It was Captain James Harper from Homicide. “Jesus!” Watson thought to himself, “She’s been murdered…”
Watson, his knees a little wobbly, stood and as he offered his hand to the Detective, commented, “I’m so not pleased to see you, Captain. Sara was an associate in my firm. What happened?”
The Captain had heard the voice mail on Sara’s cell phone with Watson calmly threatening to kill her, but wanted to collect more evidence before alerting Watson to his thinking. He thought of Watson as too smart a lawyer to let a voice mail message convict him. “But, “ he thought, “Prisons are full of lawyers that fucked up.”
In answer to Watson’s question, Captain Harper wanted to be sure he did not alert Watson that he was a suspect. He had questions too, but they would have to wait until he read Watson his rights.

“All we know right now is she was strangled,” he responded, and then added, “We’ll know more after forensics are through, and although it probably won’t tell us anything different, we’ll try to push the autopsy through.” Then, he asked Watson, “Do you know why she carried a gun? We found one in her purse, lying on the floor next to her door.”

Surprised, Watson answered, “I didn’t know she owned a gun. I’m guessing it was for protection.”

“Well, it didn’t do her any good tonight.”
Watson thought a moment, gathering his thoughts. “I don’t know if this is related, but Both Sara and I were bugged in our offices and our homes. Chance knows about it, and I can get you the name of the Lieutenant that met with us. I don’t know if there’s a tie-in, but I’m damn sure going to take precautions.” As he reached for his cell phone, he told Captain Harper he wanted to alert his partner, since she was home alone.” Still serious he remarked, “We have a good size dog, but all he would do if a stranger created a problem would be to check to see if he brought any food.”
Hearing about the bugging, Harper thought, “If Watson goes to trial, he would use  the bugging  to tell the jury, “It wasn’t me, it was some other guy.” He wondered if Watson planted the bugs himself, just so he could use them in his defence. His mind followed that path,,,’if that were the case, Watson had planned the murder for some time. That meant a lot of planning and a greater opportunity for mistakes to be discovered by his team, and therefore a greater opportunity for conviction.’
Judith answered on the first ring, with concern in her voice. “Is she allright?”
Before he could answer, the Captain raised his hand to signal Watson he was leaving to go back upstairs. He could hear the concern in Judith’s voice and wondered if Watson really received a call, and if so from whom. He respected Watson’s skill as a Defence attorney and if the murder was premeditated and not spontaneous, he will have laid in protective clues and alibis. But nonetheless, he could not ignore his voice mail on Sara’s cellphone, ‘If you tell her, I’m going to kill you’.” He was a good enough Cop to know things are not always as they seem, but the threat of murder was on the voicemail, and for now, Watson Holmes was his prime suspect. 
                          ______________________
On his way back to their apartment, after calling Judith to bring her up to date,
Watson called Chance to alert him to the attack on Sara, in case she was a victim of whomever bugged ther homes. To his surprize, Chance told Watson he knew all about it, that Captain Harper had called him right after he left Watson.
“Does he have any ideas, any clues as to whomever had a hard on against Sara or me?
There was a long pause before Chance, responded,   his voice lowered and the tone more serious as he replied, “I can’t discuss an ongoing police investigation. You know the rules.”
Watson felt as if he had just been punched in the gut by someone weilding a sledgehammer. He knew the procedures. If he were not a suspect, Chance could discuss the case lawyer to lawyer. After a quick breath, he fought to control his concern and his anger, as he asked, “Are you telling me that stupid son of a bitch thinks I did this? Is he fucking crazy? “ 
All Defence attorneys give this advice to their clients, regardless whether they think they are guilty or innocent: “Don’t talk to the cops. Especially don’t talk to the cops if you are innocent.” The subset of the quote is, “If you have to talk to the cops, tell them you have nothing to say until your attorney gets there.”
Watson intended not to follow his own advice and was going to call Captain Harper in the morning. He did not want Harper wasting manpower on him when it could be effectively used to find the killer and if he wasn’t acting alone, for whom was he working and why? 
As he pulled into his parking space at his apartment building, he thought of all that had to be done, He would ask Adrian to take over Sara’s cases and have their newest assistant associate, Riemer, back him up. He would ask Eleanor to alert the staff and to set a meeting for all at 8.30a.m. and to call Sara’s parents,(aren’t they somewhere in the South?) and let them know the firm will provide any support services they need and would also pay for the funeral once the body was released. Also give them Captain Harper’s contact information. His next call was to Adrian, to let him know about Sara’s murder and the need to manage Sara’s files. “And,” he added, “That schmuck Captain Harper likely considers me a suspect. I would like you to sit in on any interviews, etc.” He quickly asked, “You OK with that?”
Adrian quickly responded with confidence, “I’m with you all the way.”
			---------------------------
The next morning, Captain Harper, sitting  at his cluttered desk, in his office, in the Homicide section of the dreary New York State Courthouse  looked at his watch again. Nine thirty-three a.m. It had been a restless night and already a restless day for him. He knew he was tired, and did not want to make any costly nistakes, but  he felt driven to move forward, to reduce the number of case files he had on his desk. He had been reviewing the Sara Levin file, the preliminary forensics report and his notes on Watson’s statement. No matter how much he pushed, the coroner told him it would be two days before they could do the autopsy and isue a preliminary report. Forensics told him it would be three days before they had an analysis of the scant materials from under Sara’s nails and the DNA from the mens socks found near her front door. In his heart, he felt Watson was guilty. The facts added up.There was Watson’s threat on Sara’s phone, there was the call to 911 about the fighting and Judith, his lover and the only person that Watson told he had to see Sara because she was having a breakdown said she only heard Watson’s side of the conversation which was a brief, “I’m coming now.”
He surveyed the two stacks of case files. The one on his far left would be going to trial soon, if their lawyers did not cut a deal with the DA’s office. The larger stack he and the detectives would go through at their 4pm meeting today. They would identify the ones they thought they could solve and the remainders would go to “cold cases” where they would be reviewed by the Cold Case Team of two detectives diligently putting in the required hours before retirement. He shook his head a little, out of sadness. He could not, after all these years, understand what would drive one person to take the life of another. And, almost always it was the same three reasons. Money, Sex, Pride. As he mentally inventoried the files, he was sure, that for Watson, what began as Sex, ended in pride. He did not want his infidelity with a younger associate revealed. Likely there was the risk of his roomate/lover ditching him, and maybe even a citation from the State Bar Association.
The night before he had sent two officers to the building where Watson’s firm was located and had it sealed off as an extension of the crime scene. The idea of sealing it off came to him as the coroner’s team was removing the body. It was about 11,30 that night when the thought hit him that Sara’s office might hold some clues. He called Watson to let him know he wanted to quarantine the office. As he expected, Watson firmly objected as he told  the captain there were cases and other lawyers and staff that were working on a tight schedule and to. “have the entire suite of offices blocked off is over playing your hand.” They worked out a compromise that both Parties felt was fair, but, as with many compronises, pleased no one. Watson’s office manager, Elisabeth would, per her routine, arrive at 8a.m. One officer would tape off Sara’s office and the other officer advise incoming staff about the sanctity of the police tape blocking Sara’s office. Naturally no files or other objects in her office could be removed. The officers would remain stationed until a two man investigating team arrived to search and study her office. At that time the two uniforms would leave, and the investigating team would interview the staff. “The investigating team should be at your offices around ten, and I’m hoping you can give them a private area for them to conduct interviews, and of course access to any area Ms. Levin had access, in adition to her office.”
	
He looked at his watch again. 9,47am, and decided to have a driver take him to Watson’s office. He wanted to sit in on the interview with the Office Manager and Watson, if Rowcliff had not already started with them. He called out to the rookie Uniform, who hurriedly came to his desk. As he was putting his jacket on, he instructed the rookie to “sign out a car, Now! We’re going to midtown, and put the crazy lights on. With his cellphone he called Lieutenant Rowcliff to get a status report. When he heard the interview with Watson would not start for another ten or fifteen minutes because he was going through Sara’s personal files first. “Contrary to the firm’s policy she kept some personal files and email on her computer.”
“Well, so much for Miss Goody two shoes,” Harper responded, then added, “Forensics found about a grand’s worth of cocaine. That’s just on the edge of ‘for personal use.’ “ He began to wonder if he was wrong about Watson, but then he thought about the threatening message on her cell phone, and as they pulled to a stop at Watson’s building, leaving the flashing red and white lights on, they hurried into the lobby, giving the security guard at the desk a wave as they moved towards the elevator bank. Harper told the Uniform, “Tenth floor “and then added “watch the investigation team and you’ll see how to be thorough when inspecting a crime scene.”
Exiting the elevator a plaque on the wall indicated the direction of the room numbers, but an officer at the open door of an office suite was an even better marker, and he headed towards him. As he reached the officer he gave him an informal salute and entered the offices. He immediately saw Lieutenant Rowcliff speaking with what he assumed was an Executive Secretary because of the size of her desk, which made an island in front of what he assumed was Watson’s office.

Out of the corner of his eye, Rowcliff saw Harper approaching, and as Harper reached the desk he introduced Eleanor and Harper to one another. Then, to Harper he said, “Watson is ready to meet with us, Eleanor here just rang one of the lawyers that Watson wants to sit in on the meeting. “ Then he saw Adrian, whom he met earlier approaching, and he told Harper, “Handsome is Watson’s lead trial attorney. Rowcliff introduced Adrian to Harper. They graciously shook hands and exchanged greetings. With the formalities behind them Rowcliff, as Chief Investigator took the lead, saying, “Gentlement, let’s get started.”
As was his custom, Adrian knocked on Watson’s door and without waiting for an acknowledgement  opened it, and the three walked in. Watson stood and nodded his head as a courtesy. There was no need for introductions as he had spoken with Rowcliff earlier in the morning. Rowcliff began with, “I know this is a difficult situation for you, and I hope we can answer one another’s questions without beating arouond the bush so that we can all go about our goal of trying to figure out what precipitaed the attack on Ms. Levin and who did it.”

Watson said, “I appreciate your candor, but before we begin that process, I am asking for the record, am I a suspect.” Captain Harper was quick to reply, “Everyone is a suspect until we collect all the facts.” 
Then he introduced Adrian to the two officers and explained, Adrian represents me, if you want, the record can show that I was represented by counsel.
Then Watson, looking at Captain Harper, said in a casual manne, “In answer to my question, I’ll take your resonse as a ‘Yes.’, 
“Well,” said Rowcliff, “I think we should start with the tough questions first.”
Watson replied, “Fire away” as he pulled a yellow legal pad closer to make notes.”
“Here’s the first one,” Rowcliff scooted to make himself more comfortable in the chair, “Were you ever intimate with Ms. Levin?”
“No,” Watson responded, then quickly added, “Next.”
“What if I told you we have information that contradicts that?”
“Then I would tell you your information was wrong.”
“Do you have knowledge or even a hint about who or why Ms. Levin was murdered?
“No.”
“Did you ever threaten to murder Ms.Levin?”
“No. next?”
Hearing Watson’s denial Harper thought, “We’ve got you, you sonofabitch.”
The questions and answers continued for about another fifteen minutes, but Captain Harris wasn’t paying attention, he was thinking through what his team needed to look for in order to lock down a charge of murder against Watson.

As they were wrapping up the questions, one of the forensic specialists knocked on Watson’s door. Watson pushed a button underneath his desk top and the door opened.
“Hello Captain, hello Lieutenant,” he said in recognition, and then added, “I’m sorry to interrupt but I need to get a DNA sample from,” he glanced down at his list, “Mr. Watson Holmes and Adrian King. You gentlemen are the only two we’re missing.” As he approached Watson’s desk he pulled a cotton swab from a tube, and remarked “this only takes a half-minute. Open wide.”  After collecting the sample from Watson, he turned his attention to Adrian and pleasantly said, “Next.” As he walked the few steps to the sofa where Adrian was sitting, and he reached to pull the swab from its sleeve, he dropped Watson’s sample, silently mouthing “Oh shit.”
 Lieutenant Rowcliff said, “I’ll get it,” as he got off his chair and bent over to pick up the container.  As he picked it up, a white, lacy fabric under the sofa caught his eye. Always suspicious, he said to the technician, “Have someone bring an evidence number and photographer over here….and bring an evidence bag.”
Out of innocent curiousity, Watson asked, “What do you see down there?”
With a smirk, Rowcliff answered, somewhat soberly, “A pair of panties, and I’m betting the DNA will match the deceased.”
Captain Harper looked at Watson and asked, “Any comment, counselor?”
			_______________________
Visibly shaken, after the officers left, taking the evidence with them, Watson called Chance. “There are things going on that are beyond my control, but I am sure I’m being set up to take the fall,’ he told him. 
Chance’s response was a reminder, “I can’t discuss the case, Watson, I’m sorry.”
“But you could have a  pre-indictment Discovery conference with my lawyer present?”
“Only if I am assigned the case or there is an investigating officer present. Also you would need to sign a statement.”
“Set it up,” Watson said. “I will be counsel of record and I’ll bring Adrian with me as my back-up.”
 			_______________________
Watson kept checking his watch, wondering when Chance would call back. He knew what he was requesting was out of the ordinary. Usually the prosecution team wanted time to develop all their theories and fold them into the hard evidence. Then, by picking at the Defense presentation they could overcome issues that might confuse a jury. Although the stated goal of such meetings was to collect all the facts and determine if there was enough evidence to secure a confession or eliminate a suspect, the reality was that the prosecution had already made up it’s mind, and their team was looking for more confirmation of guilt.

Watson knew how the game was played, and although he intended to pick at some of the evidence he would save his best shots for trial if it looked like he would be indicted. If there were some glaring error in their thinking that he could point to and avoid an indictment, he would shine a light on it, but his gut told him he was going to have the fight of his life. If he was indicted and could not secure an immediate dismissal, his law practice would crumble. Judith would stay by his side throughout a trial, but if he was found guilty, he knew he would need to tell her to go on with her life, and forget about him. The appeal process was long and arduous and the verdict of a jury was almost never overturned. “Chance,” he thought, “was already playing a prosecutors game.” Make the Defendant wait, and wait and sweat, thinking about everything they did wrong and worrying about how much the DA’s office and the police knew.
At six fifteen, he told Adrian, “Let’s pack it in. They’re playing games with us.” His face reflcted his disgust as he remarked, “I can’t believe Chance is playing that game on me.” Adrian began putting a couple files in his briefcase as he reminded Watson, “Right now, he’s not your friend. Whenever we have the meeting, you need to remember he is the prosecutor.” Watson smiled as he responded, “I’m supposed to be giving you advice, and not you giving it to me. But you are right to remind me.” And then he added, the tone of his voice reflecting the importance of his next statement, “I appreciate your not packing your bags and jumping ship. Before this is over, I’m afraid it might be only the two of us steering the boat.”
Adrian smiled as he responded, “Watson, when I turned down the Corrigan offer, one of the reasons was this firm gets interesting, high value clients, and the other was the trial experience I gain as second chair to you. And, “ he added with a smile, “What better PR can there be than “That’s the team that got Sherlock Holmes great grandson off a murder rap.” 

For the first time he heard his name linked with Sherlock Holmes, it did not bother him and Watson laughed. He couldn’t help himself because he knew Adrian was right. Instead of thinking about the failure of the firm if he was found guilty, he should concentrate on maximizing the publicity that would help grow the firm if there was a Not Guilty verdict.
But first he had to deal with the reality of the here and now, as he told Adrian, “Don’t worry about your salary and the trial bonus. Even if the firm tanks, I can cover the firm’s cost and any experts,etc. that we may need.” Adrian nodded his understanding and responded with a sincere, “Thank you.”

As they prepared to leave the office, Watson’s cell phone rang. He looked at the screen and as he answered, he indicated to Adrian to wait and pressed the speaker button enabling Adrian t hear the conversation.

“Hey, man,” Chance began, “It’s taken longer to pull this meeting off than I anticipated.”

“Vero? Or are you gaming me?”
“Look, Watson,” Watson could tell Chance was genuinely offended, “If I were	gaming you I would tell you I’m having difficulty pulling everybody together, but I’ll try again Monday. Then, Tuesday I would call at eleven and tell you to bring your client, who has probably wet himself with angst, because that’s the only time I can get everyone together, and then you guys would be so strung out, you’d. make mistakes or try to cop a plea.”
“Okay,” Watson said, “I apologize and stand corrected.”
“Thank you,” Chance said and laughed as he said,”we’ll meet in a conference room here on Tuesday, at eleven, because that really is the only time I could get everyone together.’

			_____________ 
Since the murder investigation began, Sergeant Marbro had been working through Sara’s files and correspondence looking for hints or a pattern that might generate a different suspect or further confirm Watson as the perpetrator.	Now that it was exactly seven in the evening, he hoped to catch her friends before they were out partying with too much background noise or booze to answer his questions with the exactness the investigation required. He was working under the direction of Lieutenant Rowcliff, who told him, keep good notes and,  “ if
you land someone with information that can be used in investigation or at trial, let me know ASAP.”	
Chapter Thirty eight
Sargeant Marbro looked at his watch, and was pleased at the headway he was making. It was not quite eight and he was already starting with the ‘Ls’. “I’ll stop at the end of the L’s,” he thought to himself, “and pick up the Ms on Monday.”
The first two Ls were neighborhood restaurants. The owners immediately recognized Sara’s name, but as best they could remember she always ordered for one. They each confirmed that with their delivery person  and their cashier.
Next was Ricky Lane,and as he dialed the number he wondered if that was a man or a woman.
After five rings it went into voice mail, a young woman’s voice invited him to “Please leave a message,” which he did.
Moments later, before he could finish dialing the next number, his extension rang. He had left his name and number at half a dozen calls and as he reached for the receiver was surprised it was Ricky Lane calling back so soon.
Marbro picked up the receiver quickly, and asked for confirmation, “Ms. Lane?”
			________________________
Ricky had been traveling, and was in Texas to visit her father the next day. When she arrived and settled into her hotel room, she checked her voice mail and was surprised to hear a stranger, who was also a cop had left a message on her voice mail. She wondered what had happened to cause a cop to call with “I’d like to discuss Sara Levin with you.” He left his cell phone number, with anytime between 8,30am-9.00pm, adding, “It is very important. Again, this is Sergeant Marbro.”
Her first concern was to protect herself. She wondered if Sara had fallen off the wagon and been busted for possession. The only other dealer Sara knew, as far as Ricky knew, was Tommie D, her distributor. She telephoned Tommie D and asked if he had heard from Sara or been contacted by the police. He had not, which she considered to be a good sign. She scrolled back to get the Sergeant’s message, pressed the call back button on her phone and after only two rings,a polite voice answered with, “This is Sergeant Marbro.”

Equally polite and working hard not to sound panicky because he was a cop, Ricky identified herself and said she was “ returning your call about Sara Levin. Is she all right?”
Marbro responded with, “What’s your relationship with Ms. Levin?”
“Sara, is a friend of mine,” she replied, and asked, “Is she in some kind of trouble?”
“I’m sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but your friend is dead.”
“Oh my God,” she blurted, “what happened?”
“We’re still investigating,” he said, but it looks like it was her lover.”
“She didn’t have a lover,” she almost shouted, with anger over the apparent inability of the police to learn anything about Sara.
“She may have kept it secret from you, but she was seeing a married man from work,” he explained.
“Impossible,” she said with anger, because it was obvious that the police did not know what they were talking about. And then asked, “What happened?” Before the Sargeant could answer, she added, “You know she and her boss were being stalked?”
Trying to get her to calm down, he responded they were aware of the stalking claim.
“It was more than a claim,” she said, “Her office and apartment as well as her boss’s office and apartment were bugged. 
“Did she ever tell you if she suspected anyone?’’ Then, interested in her response, said, “Some people say she was having an affair with her boss.”
“Wih Watson” she laughed, genuinely amused, yet frustrated. “Look,I was her best friend and I know every person she slept with and who she would like to sleep with. Watson did not  make the cut.. 
“She thought it might have been the guy that raped her.”
“When was she raped? Where did it happen? Did she know her attacker? Did she report it?”Officer Marbro was shocked by this new piece of information and  rattled off the questions hurriedly as he processed the data.
“She was too embarassed to file a complaint and she did not know who did it. Someone drugged her drink at the Old Mill and she woke up the next day in a sleazy hotel. All she remembers is that the guy had a small scar next to his left ear.”
Marbro responded, “Sometimes people have too much to drink and rather than admit they’re alcoholic they come up with different stories.”
Angrily Ricky responded, “It’s that attitude that gives cops a bad rep. I’m telling you that Sara was one of my best friends and she never, absolutely never,ever had more than two drinks at a party and at the Old Mill these are regular combo social and business networking events and neither Sara or I ever had more than one drink that we would nurse. If you’’re going to blame her for getting murdered, I’m not interested in speaking with you. Call me when you understand who Sara was, and I’ll be glad to speak with you.” Followiing that tirade she slammed the phone down, took a deep breath and called                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         Tommie D. When he answered, she told him that Sara had been murdered and “There’s no telling what the police know, but they obviously have her phone and no telling what information is on it or her computer.” Tommie D, like Ricky, did not trust telephones or cell phones and never discussed business much above a whisper, and always face to face. Even face to face he certainly never made any incriminating comments. His response to the news was, “Be careful, there’s a lot of crazies out there.”
“I’m available by phone but I won’t be back home until late Sunday night,” she told him, “Maybe we should meet for lunch Monday.”
“Good idea,” he said and they ended the conversation.
			_____________________ 
Later that day, Marbro was finished speaking with or leaving messages for contacts on Sara’s cell phone. The picture he painted in his mind of who she was had completely changed from the partying drug user whose lifestyle got her killed to a hard working professional who was only a recreational drug user who, unfortunately, was killed by her lover. Her relationship with Watson was something she kept so close to her vest that not one of her friends knew about it. And those who he thought knew her well scoffed at the idea. If it wasn’t for the physical evidence, he would think they were looking to draw their net around the wrong man.
Towards the end of the day he drafted a report for the file noting that none of her identified contacts believed she was having an affair with Watson and none knew of her alleged rape. Before he left for the day, Lieutenant Rowcliff stopped by Sergeant Marbro’s desk to ask him to change the wording of his report from “None of her friends believed she was having an affair with Watson” to “None of her contacts were aware of her affair with Watson.” After asking Marbro to edit his report, he commented, “Some smartass Defense attorney would have read that and called her 20 odd friends to the stand to raise doubt about the relationship, and we would be wasting our time defending what they didn’t know instead of the hard evidence of his threat to kill her.” Then he added, “ And take out the part about the rape. It was never reported and we can’t prove it really happened. For all we know, she got drunk and went home with a sleeze.” Then he explained his logic, “ I want this trial to go smoothly, and I don’t want some smartass Defense lawyer confusing the jury with non-essential or misleading, unprovable data. Bottom line,”
He added, “When this trial is over,  I want to hear the judge give Watson Holmes life in prison, without the possibilty of parole.” He had a look of disgust on his face as he added, “Too many assholes walked out of that courtroom because of some loophole that Holmes sold to the jury and I want to make sure he pays for it.”
Then he added, “We have enough to pick him up now, but his buddy Chance wants to wait until the Grand Jury issues an indictment next week, and then he’s going to have him surrender after the six o’clock news so that there won’t be a lot of adverse publicity.” Marbro could see the disgust on Rowcliff’s face and hear it in his voice.
Watching Rowcliff’s features grow angrier, Marbro commented, “You’ve got press contacts. Why not drop a dime and let them know.”

“Chance doesn’t want to risk a tainted jury pool by giving the case too much publicity. Watson is a public personality and anyway, there’s no way the press won’t run with the story over the weekend. I’m not the only cop with a hard-on for Holmes.”

 


Chapter Thirty Nine 
Ricky had a restless night, tossing and turning as images of Sarah, her features bloated by strangulation lay on a gurney, waiting to be  transferred to the autopsy table where she would be sliced open, her brain and organs removed and weighed and analyzed. Her corpse left as an empty shell until it could be stitched back together. The vision of her body sliced open kept repeating itself, keeping her from sleep
Between her sense of sadness and shock over Sara’s murder and a restless night filled with stress and not enough sleep, Ricky did not feel up to telling her father about her decision to end her small distribution business and transition into real estate, but she knew it had to be done, that it could not be delayed. She needed to move on, but she knew her father would want her to stay on because she was an occasional conduit of information between her father and his representative within the business, and he had often made it clear to her that she should be working harder to become more important within the organization as his additional representative. It bothered her that he could not accept that the organization was no longer his, but that his key people had worked out some sort of shared responsibility and that the funds smuggled to him were not a division of profits, but merely an effective stipend that kept him from trying to take over operational leadership of the organization, which still bore his name.She suspected her father knew what the situation with the business was, but that the dream of still being the brain and leader of the organization helped him keep his sanity.
She knew the two hours they were allotted, as always, would go fast, and hoped he would give her time to fully express her feelings. The letters they exchanged every week, were scrutinized and censored by prison staff, so the news they shared was boring, day to day activity, never exposing true emotion or facts that could be used against either one.

She checked the time on her cell phone. 9.30 and thought time to leave. She took a quick look around the drab hotel room, free of personality with its bland beige walls and lithograph depicting the seige of the Alamo. She checked her purse to make sure she had her ID and was not inadvertently bringing any banned items, such as a nail file. She did not need to reserve a taxi, the Day N’Night motel was a seven minute taxi ride to the Federal prison in Texarkana and there was always a small string of taxis that worked a triangle path to and from the hotel, the airport and the Federal prison. Her schedule followed the same path. From the motel to the prison where she would be searched in a holding area, issued a dated visitors pass which she would put over her heart,then she would sit on a wooden bench for never more than ten minutes when she would hear her name over the intercom, show her ID and pass through an iron cage where another guard would point the direction to the Visitation Room, fifteen feet away, where another guard would give her the table number of her assigned seat. Once the guard saw that she was seated, she would yell, louder than necessary, “Clear. Inmate walking.”, and then open the door separating the visitation area from the hallway leading to other parts of the prison. From her printed list she would see which table the visitor sat and which prisoner would be expected to join her. Turning her head to see the short line of prisoners, she would call the names, and one by one they would walk past the guard and join their vistor, sittiing on a chair across the table. If the visitor was a family member, they were allowed a brief hug and kiss. If not, a brief handshake was permitted. Inmates days and nights are highly regulated and the system seems to work, so family members are not overly concerned about their loved one’s safety. If they saw the turmoil beyond those gates in the common area where fights broke out over what TV show to watch, radios played at full volume and the cries of the weak as they  were forced into submission, they would not be so calm.
Tall, compact and muscular, Ricky’s father, Carlos was given the respect of his cell block. He had money, a small, but loyal, coterie of inmates he paid to do his bidding, and despite his HighRisk evaluation, a job as a surveyor’s assistant that took him out of the prison five days a week to survey, over and over property owned by the prison. The Bureau if Land Management wanted to expand the prison, but despite pledges to the contrary, Congress could never find the funds.
 Because they were both well organized, Ricky and Carlos arranged a schedule that, barring tragedy they could easily follow and would not have to spend every week wasting their time with “When are you coming?” Carlos wife had a schedule as well. The second Saturday of every month. Shortly after Carlos was incarcerated, she told Carlos that her dentist had asked her out to dinner, that she would retain a social life because she could not serve a parallel sentence for fifty years. He understood, and on her visits they never discussed her social life, but she always had plenty to say about their family and the activities of relatives. She would also convey messages from his distributors. They both knew that if he lost his appeal, the money from his gang would slowly dry up and evaporate, but he had plenty hidden away and, he assured her, “If I lose the appeal, I will give Ricky access. There’s plenty for each of you.” After seeing the look of relief on her face, he laughed as he said, “There’ll be a little something left over for me too!”
Stepping out of the motel Ricky looked around at the grey, hazy,weather and low floating fog. “What a horrible, depressing day,” shethought to herself.” And then her thoughts returned to Sara, and she wondered if her dad might have contacts that could locate the murderer. But she knew that was wishful thinking. Entering the taxi, she told the driver, “The Fedral Prison, Visitors entrance.”
During the 7 minute ride, Ricky kept going over the scenario on how she would broach the subject and tell her father she was getting out of what he called “the family business.” And how to respond if that angered him. She did not worry about her father lashing out at her. That was not his way. She knew Watson had miraculously gotten two murder charges dismissed, shortly after he was arrested.Ricky suspected that he may have ordered the murders, but that was a topic they never discussed.
As the taxi pulled into the Visitors Entrance it started to rain. Exiting the taxi Ricky hoped that neither her flight to Dallas and connection to New York would  be cancelled. The thought of having to spend the night in Texaekana or Dallas appaled her.
			        ----------------------------------
As she arrived at the visitor table assigned to her she saw that her father was already walking towards her. They hugged as if they meant it, because they did. Despite his criminal instincts that had led him from juvenile delinquent to major crime boss, Carlos was a loving, caring father and husband. He decried the violence that took his two son’s and after achieving retribution promised himself that he would never again practice an “eye for an eye.” But instead would seek other avenues of resolution. The exception of course, was Watson Holmes. There could be no free pass for permitting him to alter the sentence Holmes had originally negotiated.   
The brief hug completed, they sat across from one another, still smiliing. Ricky began with an enthusiastic,“You look great.”
“Thanks, I have plenty of time to work out,” He said with a smile
“And of course,” he added, “You’re looking great. Every day I am so proud of you as my daughter, and I tell your Mom that too. I think she gets some of the credit.”
She smiled in appreciation, said “Thank you,” and added, “You may not think so much of me after you hear what I have to say.”
“Ricky,” he said, his voice lowering to reflect the seriousness of what he had to say, “You are my daughter, and although I may have asked you to do certain things for me, I have never knowingly put you at risk, nor will I. And no matter what you intend to tell me, it will not reduce my love and  respect for you.”
“Thank you, daddy,” she said in response, and then took a deep breath and said, “I want to tell you what I want to do, in two parts, and I ask that you don’t interrupt when you hear the first part, but that you’ll wait until you hear the second part before telling me what you think.” She took a breath, “Okay?”
As he nodded “Yes” He wondered what could be so serious? Was she pregnant? Was she getting married? “Shoot,” he said, and then warned, “Don’t forget,” as he pointed towards the ceiling, “ they may be listenning, but I agree.”
She took a deep breath and said, “Part One. I am shutting down my business as of the end of the year. Part two on January first, I am going into the real estate business. I am going to look for revenue property I can buy or property I can develop. I’ve been studying the industry and the market and I think I can be succesful. I have some money set aside that I have been saving for investment.” She spread two fingers on the table, tapping them to get his attention.

He looked down at her fingers and put down two fingers in the same way and gave her a questioning look. She smiled and nodded ‘Yes’.

Impressed, as he said, “Maybe I can refer some people to you, he laid his hands on the desk and raised eight fingers. Surprised that he was being so accepting, she showed eight fingers on the desk with a questioning look and he nodded ‘Yes’.
Ricky asked, “What about Mom?” 
“She’ll be fine. She has a lot going on, and she is well-covered.
Sounding more serious, Ricky then added, “Daddy do you remember Sara Levin? She was the girl at the end of your table during the trial?”
“Sure. I remember her why?”
“She and I became really good friends when she was working on your case…”
He interrupted her with, “Yeah, and….?”
“She was murdered in her apartment.”
No stranger to violent death, his response was a simple, “And…?”
“I don’t know, and maybe this is wishful thinking, but if you could help find who did it, maybe that could lead to a sentence reduction?”
Carlos laughed as he said, “Baby, you’ve seen too many movies. If I knew how to find this guy and ratted him out, the next day I would wake up with a toothbrush shiv in my heart.” Then he leaned a little closer,with his voice lowered, “but if I were to take him down as retribution, in here I would be glorified.” His tone a little lighter, he added,”It’s not like we have a network and all speak to one another and list our crimes…..and then he added, “I do have a friend, who is getting out in about six weeks, and I’m going to give him your info. I’ve asked him to do some work for me, and to give an assiggnment to you.” His voice lowered, “As the Arabs say, ‘You can trust him, but at night tie up your camel.’”
Ricky, trying not to show her disappointment that her father was involving her in a criminal act via this stranger to her, nodded her understanding.
From the corner of her eye, she saw a guard approaching, knowing that meant their time together for the month was over. She stood up for one more quick hug, kissed her father on the cheek, turned and left wiithout looking back.
In the taxi back to the hotel to get her luggage and on the flights first to Dallas and then to New York, she tried to focus on the positive support from her father and his willingness to invest in real estate witih her, but the negative kept entangling her thoughts as she wondered what the assignment from her father being delivered through a soon to be discharged inmate could possibly be. And then of course her thoughts of Sara’s autopsy kept overshadowing her. She imagiined her organs being removed and weighed and her empty carcass being stitched back up for her funeral..
On the connecting flight from Dallas she tried to sleep, but could not. She was surprised to feel small drops of tears silently sliding on her cheeks while rain beat against the window next to her seat. Looking at the rain she remembered when she was a young child, sitting on her father’s lap, looking at the rain through the big picture window at her parent’s home. She remembered him telling her, “They are the tears of God. They are tears of happiness. Tears are only for when you are sad.” She was glad it was Saturday, because for the first time since she was that young child, she was going to church on Sunday.

Chapter Forty
Monday morning Chance received the call from Lieutenant Rowcliff that he expected, but had hoped would not occur.
On response to Chance saying, “Hello”,Rowcliff, with glee filled enthusiasm said, without any introduction,“We got him.!” Then he filled in the blanks with, “Forensics identified the men’s socks we found at the scene as Watson’s and the panties we found at Watson’s office as the deceased. The DNA match on both is 100%.”
Chance could not believe Watson was a killer. They had been friends since law school, they had worked together as ADAs. His mind  quickly took him through an infinite number of encounters, and not once could he remember Watson becoming uncontrollably angry or anxious. But evidence is evidence, and Chance was committed to prosecute Major Crimes. Murder being the most major crime of all.
Without enthusiasm, he responded to Rowcliff, “Good work Lieutenant. We need to run this through the steps. Watson is smart and I don’t want to give him any opportunity to argue against an early arrest. I’ll advise him we’re presenting to the Grand Jury and give him his opportunity to meet with us and, if he wants, to appear before the Grand Jury.”
Rowcliff was disappointed, but knew Chance was right. Without letting his voice reflect his disappointment, Rowcliff, reluctantly agreed.
Chance pressed the intercom button on his desk phone to ring his Legal Assistant. When she answered, he asked her to call Watson at his office and ask him if Adrian is his alternate counsel of record. If he is, see if you can be transferred to him. I’ll speak with him. If he’s not in, leave him a message that it is urgent for him to call back. If it is not him, find out who is. When you get him, put him through to me. Don’t hesitate to interupt me.”
As much as he would like to hear Watson’s side of the story, now it would need to be recorded in a pre-indictment conference, if he was willing to tell it. Chance kept replaying the facts and his experiences with Watson as a long time friend, as a colleague and as an agile defense attorney. The memories had their voice, but the evidence, he thought had a voice as well.
			-------------------------------------- 
Later that day, Adrian alerted Watson that Chance’s office had called, and asked his assistant if he was still Watson’s alternate counsel of record for the Sara Levin investigation. He had not called back yet, wanting to know if Watson wanted to be on the call. They both knew what it meant. Even though Watson had earlier identified as Counsel of Record with the investigators,  at that time he was yet to be officially designated as a potential perpetrator subject to indictment by  a grand jury. As such, Chance could not speak with him until an Interview Agreement was in place. Although they both knew that would be the only reason Chance would call Adrian, Watson somberly voiced their assumption. “It sounds like I’m subject to indictment and our interview meeting will be the last chance to avooid an indictment.” Equally concerned, Adrian agreed, and, without hesitation, Watson said, “Let’s make the call.”
   	________________________ 
When Chance’s phone rang, he was working with Lieutenant Rowcliff on the first draft of the Bill of Indictment of Watson Sherlock Holmes. It was a Bill he could not believe he was writing, charging a close friend and respected colleague with the brutal murder of his lover.”But facts were facts, and the law is the law for everyone,” Chance murmurred to himself. After a moment, he quietly added, “Except for the rich and the well connected.”
“Sorry, I missed that,” Rowcliff said.
As he reached for the phone, Chance responded, “Nothing, I was just talking to myself while finidhing this draft,” Chance responded. “I think you.ve given me all the facts, and they are well documented. I’ll send you a copy for comments in about a half hour. I want to present it to Watson and his lawyer when we meet.” Then, as an after thought, he added, “You’ll let me know if any new evidence pro or con shows up?”
“Of course,” Rowcliff responded, as he left the office.
Chance picked up the receiver, answering, “Hello, this is Chance.”
“Hello Chance, this is Adrian, and I have Watson on the line with me. I’m returning your call.”
Following procedure, Chance made the call official. “Adrian, I am confirming you are calling as Mr. Holmes attorney?”

“That’s correct,” Adrian responded, “and Mr. Holmes is present as my client in this case.”

“Councillor,” Chance began, “We are prepared to take our evidence to the Grand Jury, and ask for a Murder One indictment against your client, but if you and your client want to have a meeting for the purpose of hearing the evidence and possible refute elements, then we can continue with our scheduled meeting next week, with the proviso that it will be a sworn interview if your client does not stand mute, and we will present the facts as we know them.”
Although this was what they expected and had planned for, Adrian looked at Watson, who nodded his head, indicating he understood and the meeting should be held.
“That is acceptable to us,” Adrian responded, adding, “We’ll see you next week. If there is nothing else, I need to ring off.”
“Goodbye, Councillor.” Chance cradled the receiver. He paused to think what the meeting will be like. Watson will likely stand mute or only address elements of the evidence to point out weaknesses of the case. He shook his head, “No,” when he asked himself, “Could Watson refute his socks in her apartment or Sara’s underwear under his sofa?”
He knew Watson would claim that he was being framed, and as he walked through every element of the crime, and Watson’s likely defense, he knew the jurors would always return to the socks and the underwear. Asking them to believe every step of Sara’s murder was planned by a criminal mastermind that had also recorded their office and home conversations for the purpose of framing Watson was too complex and too unbelievable a theory for a jury. It was much easier for them to accept the State’sposition. The evidence was irrefutable. Hie socks in her apartment, her underwear in his office, his threat on her voicemail. That was proof. Everything else was going to be a smokescreen that Watson and Adrian would throw in front of the jury. Chance knew that when the time was appropriate, he would blow away that smoke.

Chapter Forty One
On Tuesday, the day of the interview meeting, before leaving to meet with Chance, Adrian reconfirmed with Watson that unless Chance offered any evidence they did not anticipate, Watson would exercise his right to deny any or all elements without stating alternative facts or theories. “To deny anything and put up a defense,” Watson agreed “is pointless, because they have enough to put in front of the Grand Jury to secure an indictment.”
“They can always secure an indictment,” Adrian responded, and added, hoping to reflect the confidence he wanted both Watson and he to feel, “but that doesn’t translate to victory in the courtroom.”
Watson replied, with a sense of irony, “I’ve said that to every defendant I have represented, but I never realized what a lack of comfort it is when I’m the defendant, not defense council.” He took a deep breath and added, “Another speech is the one I tell myself when I prepare for a trial, “My job is to make sure my client and I both get to go home when the trial is over….” After a pause, he added, “but in my mind, I know regardless of the verdict, when the trial is over, I’m going home.” He took a deep breath and continued, “Even though I know I am innocent and that I can refute or at least cast doubt on any fact Chance can toss onto the fire, what I don’t know is if the jury will believe me or give my facts more weight than their facts.” He looked closely at Adrian as he added, “For the first time I truly understand how a defendant feels.” He shrugged his shoulders as he added, “I’m scared.”

Surprised by Watson’s admission, Adrian opted against a comforting platitude or words of comfort. Instead, with a touch of anger in his voice, he ordered Watson, “Just fucking fake it.” Then he added, that’s what you and every lawyer, prosecution or defense counsel does every time they enter a courtroom. We all pretend the facts are on our side and we work hard to display the confidence that comes from expecting to win. But every one knows there can only be one winner and one loser.” And then he looked Watson right in the eyes as he said, “If you think the facts are not on our side, you need to fake it, because I’m telling you, the facts are on our side and you have a goddamn good lawyer on your side. Now, let’s go grab a cab and kick some DA ass!”

 They were silent in the elevator, each in his own thoughts. Exiting the elevator and as they walked outside to flag a taxi, Adrian broke the silence with, “I know this is tough on you,” And I’m not telling you this to ease the worry, because there are not enough platitudes to ease the concern,” he put his hand on Watson’s shoulder, “but I think we can bring in enough witnesses to create Reasonable Doubt.”
“Reasonable Doubt,” Watson responded, “Is not a Not Guilty.”
“No, it’s not, but it beats the hell out of a Guilty verdict.” Adrian replied, “and if Chance wants a new trial we will have time to strengthen our case.”

Watson responded with irony, “They get the same chance to strengthen their facts.”

Disappointed in Watson’s faltering confidence, Adrian shut the conversation down with, “You’re falling into every trap a defendant sets for themselves guilty or innocent, and you need to snap out of it. I don’t want Chance to see you’re worried.”
Watson knew Adrian was right, and worked through the case as he saw it on the drive to the courthouse. And he convinced himself that there was a good chance of a hung jury. Although he and Adrian were immersed in their own thoughts, their professionalism took over and when Chance came down the hallway to greet them, he saw two confident lawyers.

But he was confident too. He went through the evidence with them, taking the position that nothing was exculpatory and gave Watson an opportunity to respond or to appear under oath before the Grand Jury.
Watson remained silent and nodded his head a little bit to Adrian, inviting him to speak.
Adrian’s captured Chance’s eyes wiith his as he began. “We both know you have a weak case, but that you have to present it, and everyone in this room anticipates a Bill of Indictment. I have already prepared a Motion for a Bail hearing and a Speedy trial. Here’s your copy.”
“We want this to move as quickly as you do.” Chance responded. “We’ll present to the Grand Jury later today and anticipate the indictment will be released Friday.”
Watson, not used to keeping silent felt the need to speak. “Chance, I know you are conflicted about this case, but Sara deserves the best voice to get her justice, and although I know this is a sophisticated frame-up, I also know that as facts come to light, you will work hard to get the son of a bitch behind this.”
Chance’s response was a cold, “We think we have the son of a bitch.”
To Adrian, he said, “We will not oppose bail, and we’ll go along with whatever amount the judge sets. Adrian nodded his head and quietly added, “Thank you”, as he handed Chance a series of documents. “These are a Motion for a Speedy Trial, the standard Motion for Discovery, and Motion for a Bail Hearing.” Then Adrian added, “We are not asking for anything that is not procedural, but we do want to fast track it.” As Chance took the papers and glanced at their titles, Adrian continued. We will be at the Court House Friday, in anticipation of the Indictment being issued. If it is, we’d like an officer handy to take Watson down for his photo and fingerprinting. Our goal is to avoid a media circus and speculation that could taint the jury pool.”

“Understood, and agreed.” Chance said as he looked at his watch. “I’ve got a call to make, and I’ll see you Friday.” He ignored Watson as he walked past, hurriedly, unsure if he would ever be able to recall Watson as a friend.
Chapter Forty two
It was late Friday, and William Small had been planning how to murder Emily for almost a week. But he knew he had to wait until Watson was  arrested in case they needed to create other clues for the police. He could not understand why the police had not even released to the newspapers that Watson “was a person of interest.” They always did that in the TV series he watched. And then, on his favorite Fox news show, the news ticker crawling low across the screen read Prominent Defense Attorney Watson Sherlock Holmes had been indicted by a New York Grand Jury. With all the enthusiasm he could muster, he yelled out, “Daddy, we did it! We did it!”
From the kitchen, Maureen yelled back, “What are you yelling about?~

“We did it! We did it!” William yelled back. “They’ve arrested No Shit Sherlock! I’m gonna be rich! Do you understand? I’m gonna be fuckin’ rich!”
Maureen knew not to correct him by saying, “Doncha mean,’We’re gonna be rich?’” Instead, she walked into the den where William was still yelling his excitement to the TV. In the back of her mind she began to realize that William Small was not going to give her a cut of the money like he had promised. Instictively she knew that for the rest of her life she would be dependent on him, And she knew that if she could not trust him now, in the long term he could not be trusted at all. It was in that split second she knew she was going to do whatever was necessary to get her share of the his dad’s money and hide where William could not find her. 
 
	______________________________ 
Watson and Adrian were sitting on the hard, wooden bench outside the Grand Jury room. They were waiting for the anticipated indictment to be issued so that Watson could, as pre-arranged with Chance, be escorted by an officer who would take him to be fingerprinted and photographed. There had been an effort to secure a bail hearing, but the one judge who, out of his respect for Watson had agreed to hold a hearing had to cancel because his daughter who had earlier gone into labor looked as if she was about to deliver.
That created what grew into an unsolvable problem. The indictment meant he was to be arrested immdeiately, but if everything had gone according to plan, the arrest, finger printing and photo would immediately be followed by the bail hearing, Watson’s posting of the bail and his release to freely move about until his trial in sixty days.
But without the judge’s cooperation the plan began to fall apart. The police would not release him without bail and no judge, after five o’clock on a Friday could be found to hold a bail hearing. Chance tried to help, but the best he could do was ensure Watson would be kept in isolation, in a cell by himself for the weekend and brought to the courthouse by the first bus transporting prisoners for a hearing.
Of course the news media was quick to learn that he was being held as a prisoner, creating a deluge of supportive calls to Judith from friends and family and aggressive calls from the press. And, of course, the press learned Watson would have a bail hearing first thing Monday in Superior Court #4.
On the late night news William Small heard the announcement about Watson’s Bond Hearing and he and Maureen agreed there would not be any risk if they went to the hearing.
All weekend they both inspected their clothes, trying to decide what they would wear. Sunday night, at Maureen’s urging, William showered and shaved.

Chapter Forty Three
Watson had not slept well over the weekend, but he and Adrian knew the drill and they were both well prepared. Watson would be transported to the courthouse on the first bus. Each of the forty prisoners shackled to one another until they were placed iinto holding cells. Adrian would be there with a suit, shirt tie, etc., picked out by Judith. The clothes would be handed through the bars to Watson. When he appeared in court, he would look as professional as ever. The court room looked just as it does on TV, except more dingy and beaten down. Like many of the Defendants that had passed through its doors. 
The first row behind the lawyers was reserved for the press. Adrian had filed a motion that the press could not bring cameras into the room, but the court had denied the motion, permitting small, hand held cameras and recorders.
Those familiar with the procedure knew it would be quick, as they eagerly awaited the start, anxious to generate their copy for broadcast, the net and late editions. It would go fast because all the prosecution needed to do was prove their was a crime and that there was sufficient evidence to implicate the Defendant.

As Judge Mathews entered the room, the Chief Bailiff drew on his best baritone to inform the courtroom the formalities were about to begin as he announced, “Please rise.” Judge Mathews had been on the bench 23 years, was contemplating retirement and was disappointed to have been assigned the Watson Holmes bond hearing. He knew Watson casually and was surprised he would get in a relationship with one of the younger lawyers in his firm, when, he was sure, Watson could have been nailing a dozen other women in his building. But, he knew, lawyers sometimes did stupid things. He was just surprised Watson could be that stupid.
Looking out over the room, the judge gavelled the audience into silence. “We are going to get this show hearing over with first so that you press people can leave and let the rest of our good citizens in orange move on with their life.”
He picked up a sheet of paper, studied it for a moment and then remarked, “Mr. Watson, it says here, you are counsel of record.”

“That’s right your honor. And Adrian King is my co-counsel”
“Well counselor, you know the old platitude, ‘A lawyer representing himself has a fool for a cllient.’ “

“I am famliar with that platitude, your honor,” Watson acknowledged with a smile, “But I’d rather have a fool for a client, than a fool for a lawyer.”
There was titering from the audience, which the judge gavelled into silence. As the room chuckled and the judge gaveled, Adrian reflexively turned to look at the audience, and saw the heavyset, muscular man and heavily madeup woman in the middle of the second row behind the media. He thought there was something familiar about the man, but he could not place him. 

The judge turned his attention to the prosecutors sitting across the aisle. Without the relaxing banter he began with, he simply asked, “Is the Prosecution ready to proceed?”
Chance did not look at Watson as he approaced the podium located just in front of and between the Defense and Prosecution tables.
At the podium he unbuttond his jacket and began, “Your Honor, on the time and date stated on this Prosecution Exhibit #P1 a call was received at our emergency services indicating a domestic disturbance at the address indicated on the Exhibit #P1. A patrol car was dispatched in less than a minute, and arrived less than four minutes from the time of the call. Officer Stanley was first to arrive. He Looked at Officer Stanley and asked, “Can you tell us from that point forward what transpired?”

Before answering, Offficer Stanley shifted in the witness chair to make himself more comfortable and brought the flexible microphone closer to his face. He cleared his throat and began, “We knocked on the door and identified ourselves as police officers. We did this three times and received no answer. “ He paused, remembering the details. “When we tried the door, it was unlocked, and we could see from the doorway indications of a brawl of some magnitude. After calling out for the owner of the apartment and getting no response, I determined that a crime had taken place and entered the apartment. The building manager was at the scene and I alerted him that we suspected the unit was a crime scene and access to the floor needed to be restricted.” He shifted his position again before continuing.  “As soon as I entered the apartment, to my left I saw what appeared to be a dead body of a woman. I hurried to her and felt for a pulse or any sign of life such as breathing without success.” He paused for effect, then continued, “I instructed my partner to contact emergency services for an ambulance and the coroner. I did see evidence of possible strangulation and rape and her body was cold and unresponsive to the touch.”
“During this time did you identify any potential evidence?” Chance asked.
Before the Officer could answer, a stage whisper and quiet chuckle from the audience section could be heard, “Here it comes.” 
The judge hit the gavel hard and looked out over the gallery as if he could spot the source of the interruption, and when he could not, he remonstrated, “There is nothing in this hearing that is a laughing matter, and everyone in the gallery is here as a courtesy. If there are any further outbursts, I will clear the gallery.” He looked over to Chance, saying, “Please continue, Counselor.”
Without any sign of discomfort by the interruption, Chance continued, “I will repeat my question, Officer. Did you identify any potential evidence at the scene?” 
“Near the door,” he responded, “was a pair of man’s socks, that I thought could be a lead.”
“And was it, Officer?” Chance asked.
“Only incrementally,” answered the Officer, “But they turned out to belong to the suspect.”
“Her panties had been removed and were on the floor,” he responded, “but there was no foreign DNA I was told by a forensics officer later.”

From the podium, Chance offered a polite, “Thank you, Officer Stanley,” and then continued, “Our next witness is Dr. James Adams from the office of the Medical Examiner.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
After the Doctor from the Medical Examiner was seated, Chance asked him to state his name, academic history and experience as a Medical Examiner.
Before he could get started, Watson interrupted with, “We are quite familiar with Dr. Adams and his experience. Let the record show that we waive that lengthy biography. We accept him as an objective expert in his field.”
“So noted,” said the Judge with a nod to the Court Reporter.
As the Doctor was getting settled, it occurred to Adrian that the muscular guy in the row behind the press could possibly be the same suspicious guy he saw at the law offices, but he could not be sure. He knew he needed a closer look. Not wanting to alert the guy, he did not want to turn around and stare at him. He leaned into Watson and after telling him not to turn around, told him about the possibility of the guy two rows back being the mystery trespasser and key to the recording devices in his and Sara’s homes and offices. But he needed a better look.
Chance then asked “What can you tell us about the victim, Doctor?”
The Doctor had a green file folder wiith him that he opened, and used as a reference tool. “The victim was a 33 year old female.Death was by strangulation, and post mortem her corpse was abused around the breasts and nipples and she was raped.”
From the gallery the woman with too much makeup yelled, “Raped!” everyone turned in time to see her hitting the muscular looking man with her purse as she screamed at him, “You fucked her after you killed her! You fucked a dead woman and then come home and fuck me! You’re a creep, a god-damn fucking pervert! How in gods green  grass could you fuck a corpse?” At the same tiime she was screaming and hitting William Small with her purse, William Small was starting to stand to hit her, the Judge yelled out to the Bailiffs, who were already grabbing at the two, trying to separate them, “Detain those two and keep them apart. I don’t want them to talking to one another.” As he was taking all this in, Adrian looked at Watson in asonishment and then stood up to address the Judge, who was busy hammeriing with his gavel. “Judge,” he called out, “Judge I request the charges against the Defendant be dismissed.” The Judge, still hammering with his gavel shouted, “I want to see counsel in my chambers, NOW!”

Even as the Bailiff’s were separating them the two were continuing to scream at one another. “You are a goddamn, fuckin’ creep, William, how could you fuck a dead woman?”
“Maureen, she’s a lot better fuck dead then you are alive,” he screamed at her as he tried to break away from the two Bailiffs trying to pin his arms behind his back with handcuffs.
“I hope to god they give you the chair for this, you fuckin creep!”
Even as they were separated and being pulled towards separate holding cells, they continued to scream at one another.
As the Judge removed his robe he said to the three attorneys, “If either of you planned this stunt, I’ll have the Bar Association pull your license before you leave this room. Now, tell me what the fuck is going on.”
“Judge,” Adrian began, and as the story began to make sense, the Judge turned to his court reporter and asked, “did you get any of what that fool couple said? She read it back and after she quoted William Small as saying, “She was a better fuck dead, then you are alive.” He looked at Chance and asked, “Well?”
Chance reached over to shake Watson’s hand as he said, “The People drop all charges and will refile them against whomever that guy turns out to be.”
With his anger subsided, William Small kept asking for his daddy to answer him, but he never again heard the voice.

Epilogue
With his anger subsided, William Small kept asking for his daddy to answer him. He needed the money and help to formulate a plan to free himself of the murder charge. But he never again heard the voice.
Maureen, in exchange for her testimony against William Small received a minimum sentence of ten years for her participation in the invasion of Watson’s offices and Sara’s murder. Before she began serving her time she died from an overdose of Xanax while drunk from wine. It was ruled an accidental death.
Six months after the dismissal of charges against Watson, Adrian King became a full partner in the newly named firm Holmes and King. The letter head listed Watson Sherlock Holmes as Senior Partner.

As a way of saying “Thank you,” Adrian presented Watson with an Australian Shephard puppy. When Watson asked his name, Adrian responded, “Lestrade.”

Judith and Watson were married while in Italy.
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