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.40 Cal Sayulita 
 

After winning a complex drug case, Chicago criminal defense attorney David Bricker is 

invited to Puerto Vallarta, Mexico, where he meets Alberto Calderon, a powerful and 

dangerous drug cartel leader.  

 

Impressed with David’s courtroom ability, the drug lord charms the young lawyer into 

laundering money for the cartel. David is later asked to handle emergency cartel business 

in Chicago and cannot say no. But when $6,000,000.00 in cocaine disappears, David is 

sent for by Calderon to explain.  

 

Faced with a last minute trip to Mexico, David is forced to take along his new girlfriend, 

Samantha, who knows nothing of his shady business dealings. Soon after they arrive in 

Mexico, David realizes some thing is horribly wrong and a deadly crime spree ensues that 

has the new couple hunted by the Mexican federal police and the ruthless drug cartel 

leader. 
  



 



PROLOGUE 
 
The old courtroom looks and feels like the inside of a church with high ceilings, marble floors and 
wooden spectator benches resembling pews. And like churches, there is something about this aged 
courtroom that arouses awe and respect.  
 Tall windows line the east wall through which the downtown skyline can be seen on clear days, 
such as this sunny morning in late May. All the courtroom furniture and appointments are old and 
worn. The dullness in the courtroom’s appearance, however, is eclipsed by its historical grandeur. 
This is a felony trial courtroom in Chicago’s near century-old main criminal courthouse, which over 
the years has hosted so many famous and infamous trials of celebrities, politicians, mobsters, serial 
killers, gangsters and hit men. The courthouse is a building with a dark, foreboding past; its walls 
forever covered in the invisible but palpable grime of the gruesome stories told within.  
 The judge’s wooden bench sits high at the front of the courtroom. The judge’s clerk, a plump, 
middle-aged black woman busy with paperwork sits to the right of the judge’s bench. She has 
immaculately manicured bright red fingernails. The clerk wears eyeglasses for reading that hang on a 
chain when she does not need them. The witness box, outfitted with an old, green, vinyl-covered 
chair mounted on a swivel sits to the left of the bench.  
 A Cook County Sheriff’s deputy, in navy blue uniform, is positioned next to the door leading 
to the judge’s chambers. He is a big, burly black man in his early 30s with large hands that look like 
they could bend steel. A female deputy, a single mom in her early 40s, stands next to the door leading 
to the jury room. She appears uninterested, perhaps thinking about the groceries she needs to buy on 
her way home.  
 The door leading to the judge’s chambers suddenly bursts open. The tall, old, gray-haired 
judge steps into the courtroom. The big male deputy immediately says loudly, “All rise, this Circuit 
Court of Cook County is now in session pursuant to adjournment, the Honorable William H. Bailey 
presides. Please turn off all cellphones.” Everyone in the courtroom, except the clerk, stands as the 
judge takes the bench.  
 The judge stands handsomely and like a giant behind his high-backed leather chair. “Please be 
seated, everyone,” says the judge taking his seat.  
 The judge looks out and is surprised to see his courtroom full with about two hundred 
spectators. He then remembers that an accused cop killer is on trial. The judge knows that trials such 
as this one attract onlookers because of their sensational nature. Illinois recently banned executions, 
or, the judge knows, today’s trial would have been a death penalty case. 
  The judge sees Chicago Police Department Superintendent Jim Bowers sitting in front behind 
the prosecutor’s table looking like a general in his black dress uniform. Jim Bowers has a permanent, 
tough-guy look on his face the judge knows well, for Bowers always wears it. Sitting next to the Top 
Cop is Cook County State’s Attorney Dirk Gibbons, fidgeting with a tall stack of papers in his lap. 
The judge also sees calmly sitting in front the pretty widow of the dead police officer, whose alleged 
killer is about to go on trial.  
 The judge takes a quick glance over the rest of the gallery and sees dozens of police officers, 
several television and newspaper reporters and a number of lawyers who work in the building, most 
of them young prosecutors.  
 The judge then looks at the two seasoned prosecutors assigned to try the case. They are both 
supervisors in their office and only handle the most serious of cases. The lead prosecutor is a stout 
man named Larry Bakos. The other prosecutor, Phil Blakely, is thin, bald and comparatively taller. 
He looks ten years older than his actual age, ostensibly caused by too many years in a stressful job.  
 Sitting at the other counsel’s table next to his attorney, the judge sees the expressionless black 
male teenage defendant wearing a tan suit and tie. The judge notices the defendant’s blank stare as if 
he is unsure where he is. The judge then glances at the defense attorney, who, the judge feels, appears 
too young to be a lawyer. 
 The young attorney’s name is Jake Prescott. Prescott is sharply dressed in a slim-fitting navy 
blue wool suit and tie. Even his shoes are sharp: black leather with a mirror polish. The judge thinks 



to himself that Prescott looks like a Hollywood actor playing the role of trial lawyer, but from prior 
court appearances, the judge knows Prescott is a competent attorney. The judge still has his doubts, 
though, and is eager to know if the good-looking kid of a lawyer can try a case to a Chicago jury 
where good looks only get you so far.   
 The time had come to find out.    
 The judge clears his throat and says, “Attorneys, are we ready to begin the trial?” 
 “The prosecution is ready, your Honor,” says the lead prosecutor.  
 “The defense is ready, Judge,” says Jake Prescott.  
 Judge Bailey settles himself and opens his trial notebook. He turns his head to his right and 
says to the female deputy, “All right then, bring in the jury.”  
 The deputy re-enters through the wooden swinging door less than one minute later and loudly 
says to the entire courtroom, “All rise for the jury.” Everyone in the courtroom, even the judge and 
clerk, stand as the jurors walk hesitantly into the courtroom and take their seats in the jury box.  
 “Ladies and gentlemen of the jury we are now ready to begin the trial,” says the judge. “Does 
the prosecution wish to make an opening statement?” 
 The lead prosecutor stands as quickly as his corpulent frame will allow and says, “Yes we do, 
your Honor.”  
 The prosecutor, wearing a well-tailored brown suit that nicely hides his extra eighty pounds, 
walks from the back of his table. He has the red, bulbous nose of a heavy drinker with an equally 
round face hidden under a head of brown, wavy hair and thick-framed glasses. His forehead is 
noticeably sweating. The prosecutor, now standing in front of the jury, and without speaking looks at 
the jurors in the eyes one by one. The prosecutor then, with a serious face, begins.  
 “On the night of August Sixteenth of last year, Chicago Police Officer Danny O’Rourke was 
on duty, protecting and serving the citizens of Chicago with his two partners, Tom McCann and 
Ronnie Blat. They were working as a tactical team in the Fifteenth District . . .” Lead prosecutor 
Larry Bakos immediately hooks the jury’s attention and walks them through the prosecution’s 
version of the events.  
 “. . . Just before eleven-twenty that night, Officer McCann is driving the three of them past the 
Austin Green Line “El” station, right on the corner of Austin Boulevard and Corcoran Place. Danny 
O’Rourke is riding in the backseat and sees what he believes is a suspicious person selling drugs . . . 
The team decides to investigate. Officer O’Rourke gets out of the backseat about fifty feet away from 
the possible drug dealer and begins walking toward him . . . Almost immediately, Officers McCann 
and Blat see and hear something that forever changes their lives. They see…” the prosecutor steps 
away from the jurors and points at the young black man, “…this defendant pull out a gun and shoot 
Danny O’Rourke once and then, in an act of cowardice, run off north on Austin . . .”  
 The courtroom grows tense. 
 The prosecutor returns and continues.  
 “The evidence will show that the defendant, after shooting Danny O’Rourke, fled and tried to 
escape but, after a foot chase, was captured by police officers a short distance from where Danny 
O’Rourke was shot. The evidence will also show that when arrested, the defendant was carrying a 
pistol, which, you will also hear, almost certainly fired the bullet that killed Officer Danny O’Rourke . 
. .”  
 Larry Bakos speaks for twenty minutes, meticulously laying out the prosecution’s case. Several 
jurors already look convinced the defendant is guilty and with accusing eyes occasionally look directly 
at the incognizant black teenager.  
 Defense attorney Jake Prescott is stoic and appears unimpressed. Prescott may look calm, but 
he is terrified and slyly holding a balled up paper towel in each of his sweating hands. Prescott has 
reason to be nervous. This is merely his second trial and a guilty verdict will undoubtedly mean a life 
sentence for his client.   
 Prosecutor Larry Bakos reaches the end of his opening statement. “When you have heard and 
seen all of the credible evidence in this case, we will ask you to find the defendant guilty as charged . . 
. Thank you.” 



 The prosecutor takes his seat. 
 “Thank you, Mr. Bakos,” says the judge. “Does the defense wish to make an opening 
statement?”  
 Every eye in the courtroom falls on Jake Prescott and he can feel it.  
 The young attorney stands to speak.  
 
 


