
Chapter 6—Samantha’s Story 
Startled, I woke from a sound sleep.  I listened but heard nothing.  Rolling over, I tried to drift off 

again, but it felt like there was something in the room with me—something moving.  I felt a tinge of fear 

creep up my spine as I cracked my eyes open.  I saw a light dancing on the wall, on the bed spread—all 

over actually.  It was filtering in between the curtains.  Odd.  The clock on the night stand showed it was 

2:30.  I lay still wondering.  It wasn’t like we had stirred up anything.  We shouldn’t be in any real 

danger—at least not yet.  Where was the light coming from? 

I slowly edged my way to the side of the bed.  My gun was on the night stand in the holster.  I 

pulled it out, flicked the safety off, and then carefully, slowly slid off the bed nearest the door.  Staying 

on the floor, I quietly turned around then edged to the corner of the bed.  I had my gun in front of me, 

aimed towards who knew what.  The light that had awakened me was moving around on the deck.  

Someone was gently tugging on the sliding glass door.  I crawled over to the side of the wall near the 

master bath behind the hot tub.  I was trying to get close enough to see between the curtains.  Who was 

on the other side of the glass?  This was a private balcony, but it wasn’t completely inaccessible.  It could 

be anyone. 

With the door closed, Cooper was probably snoring to the national anthem by now.  I’d left him 

after Letterman had ended.  Slowly approaching the curtains beside the hot tub, I got to my knees and 

pulled the drape about a sixteenth of an inch and saw a man standing there in frustration messing with 

the locking mechanism.  The sliding glass door, which was three panels of heavy glass, spanned the 

whole balcony and opened from either end.  The man was so intent on getting the door open that he 

didn’t notice me on the opposite side.  I slid the locking mechanism then lifted the latch.  It was 

remarkably quiet.  Whatever the man was doing wasn’t working as he whispered curses profusely.  I 

grabbed hold of the handle and prepared to throw my weight behind sliding the door open when a hand 

gently but quickly covered my mouth.  I froze.  Two assailants? 

“It’s Cooper” 

I turned in relief.  He had slipped into my room.  I don’t know what had awakened him but he 

was on the floor right behind me—in his boxer shorts.   

“Cover him.  I’ll go around.” 

I nodded.  “Hurry.”  I was afraid he would lose interest and leave.   

Cooper backed out of the room so quietly that I didn’t even hear him go. 

Who was this guy, and what did he want?  I watched as the man finally sighed in frustration and 

turned away.  Unwilling to wait any longer, I pushed the sliding glass door open and said, “Don’t move, 

moron!” 

The man stopped and slowly turned raising his hands over his head.  “You got this all wrong.  I 

thought this was my room.” 

“Right.  Do you always sneak up the back side of buildings to get into your room?” asked Cooper 

hopping lightly over the railing around the balcony.   

“Nice shorts,” the intruder commented. 

“I don’t like it when people interfere with my sleep.” 

“Yeah,” I said.  “It makes him cranky.” 



I was in a tight tee shirt and shorts myself and there was a pretty substantial breeze coming off 

the ocean.  “I’ll call the police.” 

“No you won’t,” the man said. 

“You seem awfully confident.”  Cooper held his gun unwaveringly.  “Who are you?” 

“Hey, idiot.  I’m the guy you’ve been looking for.  I’m Tom Gustavson.” 

“Don’t you mean Gary Smith?” I corrected. 

“The last time I took a hospitality course with Martha Stewart—when people come to visit, they 

usually come during the day and knock on the door.  They don’t break in the back in the middle of the 

night.” 

I snorted, “I clep’d that course.” 

“Look, I like standing here with a hot babe and a naked guy holding guns on me as much as the 

next person, but could we put the guns down and maybe go inside and talk?  I’ve been drinkin’ a lot of 

beer and I really gotta pee.” 

Rolling my eyes with disgust, I was beginning to doubt the report I had brought with me.  This 

man seemed more like an idiot than a hardened killer.  Who in their right mind would seek out the 

people that were trying to arrest him and get him to testify against the Boston Three?  I backed away 

from him and put the safety back on my gun, trusting that Cooper had him covered.  Walking into the 

bedroom, I picked up my gear bag and pulled out some hand cuffs.  I tossed them to Cooper.  He caught 

them in his free hand without even looking away from Tom/Gary. 

“I’ll let you handle the current problem he has.  Then we’ll talk.” I said. 

––––––––––––◊●◊–––––––––––– 

Twenty minutes later the intruder, I hadn’t decided what to call him yet, had his left hand cuffed 

to the anchored support railing that was on the side of the hot tub and had a cup of coffee in his right 

hand.  I was wearing my robe and Cooper had put on some jeans and a tee shirt.   

“I’m not a killer,” the man began.  “I’ve never killed anyone in my life.  The most I’ve ever done 

is burglary.  I’m good at it, too.” 

I looked down at the details in the folder and the pictures of the crime scene.  It was a brutal 

beating that Senator Garrison’s father had taken.  I gave the man a skeptical look. 

“I really am Tom Gustavson.  I took that alias Gary Smith years ago when I left here to move to 

Boston.” 

“Why did you leave?” I asked curious. 

“My mother was dead and my uncle raised me.  I was what you would call—a handful.  He threw 

me out ‘cuz he was tired of bailing my butt out of jail.  I was trouble.  He gave me a wad of cash and told 

me he never wanted to see me again.” 

“Tragic,” said Cooper, clearly uninterested.  “Move on from the sad adolescent story to where 

you become a hardened killer.”  Good cop, bad cop, I thought. 

Tom (I had decided to call him Tom) glared at Cooper, clearly annoyed.  “I’m not a killer.  I don’t 

have the stomach for it.” 

“Then why did you kill John Garrison?”  Cooper grabbed the picture from the folder and held it 

in front of Tom’s face.  The man flinched and turned pale.   



Setting his coffee cup down on the edge of the hot tub, he covered his face with his hand and 

turned away.  Clearly the picture made him feel ill.  “I didn’t do it!” he growled.  “And if you don’t want 

room service cleaning barf out of the rug you’d better get that picture out of my sight.”  He was 

breathing hard. 

“Cooper,” I had maneuvered up behind him and gently took the picture from him.  “If you didn’t 

kill him, what happened that night?”  I held out a glass of water for Tom.   

He took it and sipped it, still glaring at my partner who stepped back scowling.  Then he turned 

to me.   

“I was hired by Abbott to break into John Garrison’s house to steal a coin collection.” 

“What?” I almost laughed.   

He nodded. “I know!  Why on earth would he hire me to do that?  Heck if I know!  He offered 

me ten thousand dollars to get it for him.” 

“Ten grand for a coin collection?” Cooper said derisively. 

I held up my hand to silence him.  He stomped to the other end of the room. 

“When I got there, Garrison was already dead.  I was set up!  I’d just broken into the back of the 

house when the police arrived.  It was like they were waiting for me to show up.” 

“Why didn’t you tell the police that?” I asked.  

“You think I didn’t?” Tom looked exasperated.  “I’m telling you I was set up.” 

Cooper chimed in and said, “Okay, let’s just say that for one second we believe you, why did 

they set you up?  Why would Abbot and his gang want to kill Garrison?” 

“If I knew that at the time, I would’ve told the police.  I didn’t want to go down for murder.  

When Abbott hired the Archer firm to represent me, I knew that if I said anything, I was dead.  When 

they didn’t keep me from going to prison I knew that I was dead anyway.  They planned this whole 

thing.” 

“Tom, why would they do that?”  I grabbed his attention stepping between him and Cooper.  

“Why would they go to all this trouble?” 

“Maybe you should be asking Robert Garrison.” 

“What does he have to do with this?” 

“That’s what I asked myself.  I couldn’t get it out of my mind.  So I worked hard in prison to 

endear myself to the warden.  I got a job working in the office with access to the internet.  In case my 

resume there in that folder doesn’t list it, I’m really good at accessing information that people don’t 

want others to see.” 

Cooper laughed and walked out of the room stating loudly, “You’re a hack!”  I could hear him 

rifling around in the refrigerator. 

Tom contradicted him with a lifted chin saying, “I’m an entrepreneur of computer information 

industry.” 

My partner walked back into the room carrying a soda.  “Right.” 

“Tom, focus,” I urged him. 

“I found out who’s backing the Abbot, Kirkland, and Hortonson trio.”  He looked smug, waiting 

for us to guess. 

“No way,” I said.   

“Way,” he smiled.  “I got into Garrison’s personal files.” 



“From prison?” Cooper snorted.  “That’s impossible.” 

“Nothing is completely safe on the internet.”  Tom said wearily.  He was tiring of this and I could 

tell.  I pulled a chair forward and sat crossing my legs in front of him so that my robe would fall open just 

enough so he could admire them (I know, I’m shameless—but we needed answers).  Just as I knew he 

would, he glanced down and his attention was drawn away from Cooper.  I caught my partner rolling his 

eyes as if to say, “Oh brother!” 

“Tom,” I said seriously and softly, “we haven’t got all night.  Please tell us what’s going on.  If 

you’re telling the truth—” I gave him my most thoughtful look, “then clearly, my file has been 

compromised and I hate it when that happens.”  I leaned forward as if I believed him. 

“Finally,” he said.  “Did you know that while I was in prison, there were three attempts on my 

life?” 

I feigned serious ignorance.  “No, I didn’t, but that’s not uncommon.  After all we’re talking 

about prison.” 

He tilted his head in disgust.  “What kind of FBI agents are you if you don’t even know what’s 

going on?” 

“Hey!” Cooper leapt to his feet moving swiftly forward. 

I put out my hand and caught Coopers’ arm in an iron grip.  He looked at me in surprise.  “Wait, 

Robert.  I want to hear what he has to say.” 

“The attempts were all by inmates that have at one time or another been in the employ of 

Abbot, Kirkland or Hortonson.” 

I raised my eyebrows in genuine surprise. 

He smiled nodding.  “That’s right. They’ve been trying to ‘off’ me in prison and make it look like 

just another prison skirmish where someone accidentally gets killed.  When the Archer firm got me 

released on parole, I knew my days were numbered so I bailed.  No one knew I was from California until 

now.” 

He glanced at Cooper with anger in his eyes.  “Oh, and by the way, thank you for that.” 

“What?” 

“Do you think that you’re the only ones who know where I am?” he asked derisively.  “Why do 

you think I’m here?” 

“Not my fault if you’re sloppy enough to be discovered by your former bosses.” 

 “Tom, you still haven’t answered my question.” I pulled his focus back to me.  “What does 

Garrison have to do with this situation?” 

Tom glared at Cooper and then turned to me.  “Who do you think is funding their illegal 

activities?” 

“Right,” Cooper returned to his chair with disgust.   

“Senator Garrison?  The man whose father you killed?” I said with confusion. 

“I didn’t kill him,” he shouted, exasperated.  I was glad we were in the corner room and hoping 

no one would come knocking at the door.  It was 3:30 in the morning. 

“Then who did?”  

“Robert Garrison.” 

Cooper said, “Bull!” 

“You know what?  I’m getting really tired of your attitude,” Tom turned to the man. 



Cooper stood and pulled out his cell phone, “And I’m tired and cranky and want to go home.  I’m 

calling the office. 

I stood and walked over to Cooper and placed a gentle hand on his phone.  “Can we talk for just 

moment?”  We both knew that Tom Gustavson wasn’t going anywhere so we stepped into the living 

room of the suite out of earshot but not out of sight. 

“I think this is going rather well, don’t you?” I asked.   

Cooper smirked.  “Nice move with the legs.” 

“Jealous?” 

“As a matter of fact,” he grinned.  He had turned his back to Tom while I watched the man 

through the open door and we spoke in low tones.  “You know if he’s telling the truth, we have someone 

on the inside that’s falsified the report.” 

“I know,” I said with disgust.  “It won’t be the first time.”  I leaned over to give Tom a 

sympathetic look—all part of the act.  “We’ll need to find out who,” I said turning back so that he 

couldn’t possibly read my lips. 

“I’ll tone it down so he’ll open up a little more, but if you’re going to show off cleavage, I want to 

be there,” said Cooper with a grin.   

I refrained from punching him in the throat.  “Don’t question my techniques,” I said, shaking my 

finger in his face, trying to look furious.  I shoved past him.  He scowled at me and followed me back into 

the bedroom.  Taking a chair, he sat, twirling his gun, watching Tom with an expressionless look.  The 

man was good. 

Shaking my head, I turned to Tom.  “Sorry.  He’s tired.  How do you know Garrison’s involved?” 

“I told you I’m really good at getting into systems.  I’ve uncovered enough evidence to not only 

put away your precious ‘Boston Three,’” he made quote marks with his fingers.  “I can give you Garrison 

as well.” 

“What evidence?” 

“E-mails.” 

“Not admissible in court,” muttered Cooper. 

I didn’t know if that was true, but I wasn’t going to question him in front of Tom.   

“I have more.  It’s safely hidden, though, so don’t try searching my apartment for it.”  He yanked 

on the handcuffs.  “Could you loosen this?  I’m starting to lose feeling in my fingers.” 

I opened my mouth but Cooper said, “No.” 

Shrugging, I said, “Tom, if what you say is true, if Garrison is funding Abbot and his gang, then 

my report has been tampered with.  Though I find this hard to believe, I try to keep an open mind.” 

“Harper,” warned my partner.  “What are you doing?” 

“Think about it,” I swiveled in my chair allowing my robe to show more thigh (I do draw the line 

at cleavage—poor Cooper).  “If someone betrayed us, we need to know.” 

I heard Tom sigh and turned back to him.  “So—do you have a name?” 

He shook his head.  “I don’t know who it is, but I’m not making this stuff up.  I have all the 

evidence I need.  I just have to live long enough to get it into the right hands to save my butt.  I have no 

desire to die.” 

“All right, Tom,” said Cooper.  “Why should we believe you or even help you.” 



Tom snarled at him.  “Don’t you get it?  This is bigger than you.  This is bigger than me.  It’s even 

bigger than the Boston Three—they think they’re so tough,” he ended muttering.  He leaned over to put 

his head in his hands just as a bullet hit the wall next to him, showering him with dust. 

I dove at Tom and pushed him down to the floor.  He was pretty much a sitting duck.  Cooper 

had leapt over the bed to the other side of the wall, staying low as another bullet penetrated the glass. 

Tom screamed, “Unlock the cuffs!”  Another bullet grazed my shoulder burning.  I pulled the 

keys from my pocket, freed him, and he scrambled behind the other side of the bed.  “I shouldn’t have 

come!” 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Tom.  If what you’re saying is true, we’re the only ones who can help you.” 

“You can’t even help yourselves!”  He ran out before I could stop him. 

“Tom!” I shouted. 

“Harper!  Get down!” shouted Cooper.  I obeyed, dropping to the floor as another bullet hit the 

far wall.  Then it was over.  I lay there fearful and angry.  Tom was gone and more than likely would be 

dead soon, if he wasn’t already.  What he had told us was disturbing to say the least.  If it was true, then 

I couldn’t even call the office to talk to my Dad.  The mole might be anyone.   

It could even be Robert Cooper. 

I can’t do this again, I thought, closing my eyes in a panic.  So far Cooper had been a good 

partner.  Not like Lee, of course, but he was good at reading my cues and I, his. What if he was working 

for the Boston Three?   

Suddenly he was standing over me, gun in hand, leaning in to see if I was okay.  I jerked my gun 

up at him as he started to offer his hand to pull me up.  Both of his hands went up, his eyes wide with 

surprise. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Someone is jerking me around and I don’t like it,” I snapped at him.  I had my gun aimed right 

between his eyes, completely focused. 

“It’s not me,” he said.  “I’m in the dark as much as you.” 

“Give me your gun!” I commanded. 

“Harper, I’m not your enemy, I’m your partner,” Cooper said. 

“Lee’s my partner.  You’re a fill in and I don’t know you.  You may be working for someone who 

wants to find Gary Smith.” 

“Yes, the Bureau.  We’re on the same team.” 

“Then give me your gun!”  I said through gritted teeth. 

Shaking his head, he put the safety on and turned the gun to hand it to me butt first.  I 

cautiously reached out for it then stopped.  “Put it on the bed and back out of the room.” 

“This is ridiculous,” he muttered, complying.  “You promised me that you wouldn’t be 

compromised by your situation with Lee.” 

“This has nothing to do with Lee.” 

“Then why’d you bring him up?” 

“Because I trusted him with my life; I don’t know you.  If someone has infiltrated the 

organization, I don’t know who I can trust.  That’s probably why Lee is brain dead in the hospital now.”  

My emotions suddenly surged forward at that thought.  I stamped them down firmly. 



“Sam, we don’t have time for this.  We need to call the police now.”  He turned and headed into 

the living room area of the suite regardless of me holding a gun on him. 

“Stop!”  I said, finger on the trigger.  “I have just one question.” 

He paused and turned impatiently.  “What?” 

I had no compunctions about shooting him if he twitched—at least that’s what I told myself.  

“What was the name of my first pet?” 

He looked at me like I was crazy, then realization dawned on him.  “Flower.” 

I released the trigger and put the safety back on my gun.  Dropping it on the floor, I covered my 

face with my hands in relief.  He gripped my wrists and hauled me to my feet.  I didn’t want to look at 

him because I knew he was furious but he’d just have to deal with it.  As I suspected, when I opened my 

eyes and looked into his, I saw anger there, but something else was in those livid depths.  Was it relief?   

“Don’t ever question my loyalty again,” he growled. 

“I won’t.”  Thank you, Dad. 

––––––––––––◊●◊–––––––––––– 

The police were there for over three hours.  The Manager of the hotel was horrified when he 

found out what had happened and saw the damage.  He offered us another room, but we declined 

stating that it was probably a vandal and the police would find the perpetrator.  After everyone finally 

left and we had the curtains thoroughly closed, Cooper and I were sitting on the couch.  The TV was on, 

but I wasn’t really paying attention.  Exhausted and hungry, we were nibbling on some crackers.  My 

head hurt and I was curled up with a blanket drawn around me. 

Cooper picked up the remote and muted the television.  I glanced up startled, then looked at 

him.  He was staring at me thoughtfully, expectantly. 

“What?” I asked, knowing exactly what was on his mind. 

“How’d he know?” 

“He looked at your file—and determined that you were trustworthy enough to work with his 

daughter.  So he gave you the code word.” 

“You’re Tom Clevenger’s daughter?”  He actually smiled. 

“Yes,” I sighed. 

Shaking his head, he said, “I couldn’t for the life of me figure out what the heck he was talking 

about when he said to remember that word.”  There was silence for a few moments.  “You have a 

paranoid family.” 

“When you’ve been in this business as long as we have, you find a little paranoia useful.”  

Changing the subject, I said, “Any thoughts about what Tom had to say.” 

Cooper dipped his chin to his chest, thoughtful.  “It’s plausible.  His history has always been 

petty theft and burglary.  He’s never committed a violent crime until Garrison’s murder.  If he’s telling 

the truth about Garrison already being dead, then that would certainly explain why they’d want Gary 

Smith out of the picture.  I’ll check with some sources and see if I can confirm those attacks in prison.  

That would lend some credence to his story.” 

“Make sure these are people you can trust.” 



He chuckled and patted my hand.  I grasped it, surprising him.  Looking at him with great 

sincerity, I said, “I’m sorry Cooper, really sorry.” 

He squeezed my hand back and smiled warmly.  “It’s okay.  It comes with the territory.  I’m just 

glad you didn’t have to shoot me.” 

“Me, too,” I smiled, standing.  “The paperwork’s a pain in the butt.”  Stretching, I said, “I don’t 

know anyone who’d be working both sides in our office, but I’m not taking any chances.  I’ll contact my 

Dad some other way.  What time are we meeting with the Gustavson brothers?” 

“Eight, this evening.  I called last night.  Matt already made a reservation.  If the restaurant is as 

nice as I remember it, you’re in for a treat.” 

“I didn’t exactly bring a fancy dress.  I’ll need to go out and get something that will pass.”  

Heading for the bedroom, I said, “I’m going to get a couple of hours of sleep.  I think the manager said 

they would be replacing the sliding glass doors this afternoon if possible.” 

I glanced back at Cooper who was exhausted and trying to fit his massive frame on the couch.  I 

actually giggled.  He looked up and saw that I was laughing at him.  “Come on,” I said, motioning him to 

the bedroom.  “It’s a king size bed for crying out loud.” 

Cooper grinned, “You don’t have to ask me twice.” 


