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Small towns keep the darkest secrets…In Southern Illinois, defense attorney Tex Hunter agrees
to defend a young man against a murder charge. With an entire city against him, Hunter realizes
there’s more to the case than he’s been told.To discover the truth, Hunter must fight against
corrupt police, power-hungry politicians, dishonest judges, and small-town secrets. Digging
deep into the mysteries of the area, Hunter uncovers information that will shock everyone.But if
Hunter can't expose the truth in court, an innocent man might be punished... while the real killer
watches his every move.Natural Justice is the sixth book in this high-stakes legal thriller series. It
can be read as a standalone novel or part of the heart-pounding Tex Hunter Legal Thriller series.
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attorney Tex Hunter had only been in Longford, Illinois for five days, but word traveled fast in
small cities. He jiggled the door to his temporary office, pushed his shoulder against it, and it
popped open. He stepped inside and looked around—his computer was on the floor, chairs
were tipped over, and the drawers of the cabinet were left open.Hunter didn’t leave any sensitive
information in the office. He knew better than that. He’d rented the office through an agent five
days earlier, but he could sense their distrust for him when he picked up the keys. There wasn’t
much to the bland space in the half-empty strip mall, as there wasn’t much to the city
surrounding it, but it was the closest available office to the courthouse. He placed his briefcase
on the wooden desk and saw a note, scrawled on a plain piece of paper. ‘Go home,’ it read. He
never expected to be welcomed in the small city of 15,000 people close to the Illinois-Kentucky
border, he never expected them to like him, but this was worse than he anticipated. Five hours
from his home in Chicago, and only twenty-five minutes from the Kentucky state border, the city
felt more Southern than Midwestern, and in the middle of July, the heat was almost unbearable.
It was the worst heatwave in five decades, the news said.Hunter picked up the office chair from
the floor, gathered the loose files, and sat down. He removed the folder from his briefcase and
opened it to the photo of his new client, Javier Mitchell. A twenty-one-year-old Mexican-born
man facing life in prison for the murder of all-star city jock, Chad Townsend. Although he had an
American passport, Javier Mitchell spent his formative years in Puerto Vallarta on the Mexican
Pacific coast with his American father and Mexican mother.A sedan skidded into the parking lot
outside Hunter’s temporary office, stopping across two spaces with little regard for the white
lines. It was a police vehicle—one of only ten in the local area. Hunter recognized the man that
stepped out of the car. He’d seen his photos displayed across the city’s website—Phillip Michael
Richardson, the third. He was the Police Chief of Longford, like his father before him.Richardson
didn’t stop as he walked through the office door. He didn’t knock, he didn’t pause, and he didn’t
announce his arrival. This was his city, his town, and outsiders weren’t welcome. He stormed into
Hunter’s separate office space and slammed a photo on the desk.Hunter raised his eyebrows. “I
assume you’re Chief Richardson.”“I’m not here to play games, boy.” Richardson’s wiry white hair
was dripping with sweat; his face had the redness of an alcoholic, and even in his sixties, he
looked older than his years. An odor of cigarette smoke followed him into the room. “This isn’t



your city. This isn’t Chicago. This is Longford, Southern Illinois. Hear that—Southern Illinois. My
city. My place. My rules. I give the directions here. If I say jump, then people jump.”Hunter waited,
without responding, staring at the cop. He couldn’t break now. If he showed any weakness, if he
showed any fear, Richardson would exploit it for the entire case.“That’s our dead kid. Look at
him.” Richardson grunted, pressing his finger into the A4-sized color photo. “I said look at him!
He could’ve made it to the big leagues. He could’ve been anything. He could’ve put our city on
the map. But your client, that scum piece of trash, killed our boy in cold blood, and it’s going to
be my mission to see he pays for what he did.”“If that’s the city hero, then you need to make sure
this case goes by the book. You need to make sure you don’t break any rules that’ll let my client
walk.”“Really? You’re that stupid?” Richardson scoffed. “Is that how you think it works? You think
your big city processes will work down here?”Hunter stood, his imposing height looming over
Richardson. Richardson scoffed again. He looked Hunter up and down, and then wiped the
sweat off his brow. “You’re the son of a serial killer, right?”Again, Hunter didn’t respond.“Yeah,
that’s right. I’ve read about you. As soon as we saw your name on the files, tongues were
wagging. People needed to know why a big city lawyer is coming all the way out here to defend a
twenty-one-year-old kid. So, we did our research—your father killed eight teenage girls. A serial
killer for a Dad. And somehow, someway, they let you become a lawyer. Your family’s past isn’t
going to go down well in this city. We’re good people here. Honest. Hard-working. And we don’t
take kindly to outsiders, especially not ones from Chicago.” Richardson paused and stared at
Hunter. “I need this Mexican kid to stay behind bars. The people of this city are expecting
someone to pay for this murder, and I need it to be this kid.”“And I need to get him free.” Hunter’s
response was blunt. He remained standing. “I’m here to defend a man who’s claiming he’s
innocent.”“You won’t win in this city,” Richardson grunted. “This is my town, these are my people,
and I need to protect them. I own this city and everyone in it.”“You don’t own me.”“Not
yet.”Richardson held Hunter’s stare for a long moment, before he turned and walked back
through the door, pushing hard against it as he went past. The door almost fell off its hinges.
Hunter stepped around his desk and walked to the entrance, standing on the sidewalk while
Richardson squealed the tires of his car going out of the parking lot.Hunter didn’t know a lot
about the case yet, but he was certain of one thing—there would be trouble ahead.Chapter 2Tex
Hunter’s life had been drenched in hate.He saw it everywhere he went. School. Work. Social
occasions. His family’s name had shadowed him most of his life, covering him in a long dark
cloud of disgust.He was only ten years old when his father was arrested, still just a child when
his life changed forever, and he had no idea the impact those events would always have on his
life. He had no idea he would spend his teenage years defending his family name, he had no
idea he would spend his adult life fighting for respect, and he had no idea he would dedicate his
life to proving his father’s innocence. Through it all, hate was a constant. Always there for him.
Always waiting.Hate was the feeling, the friend, he knew best. He tried his best not to return the
hate. He tried his best to always turn away. Hate, his mother once told him, is the fire that fills the
world with evil. But sometimes, when it all became too much, when the rage would conquer him,



hate was the feeling that unleashed. That uncontrollable hate, that rage, frightened him when it
bubbled to the surface.Hunter switched on the desk fan in his office, blowing hot air into his face,
and loosened his tie. He looked up at the air conditioner and considered turning it on, but it’d
seen much better days. Much of the office had. In fact, most of the city had. The city of Longford
was suffering the same fate as many cities around the area had—it was dying a long, slow, and
painful death. Once fueled by the coal mine industry, the city’s population had been cut in half
since its heyday. Longford survived as the commercial and retail hub for the surrounding farming
towns, and the service industry was the only remaining type of commerce that stopped the city
from completely falling apart.There was a knock at his door. It creaked open, and a woman’s
voice called out, “Mr. Hunter?”Hunter stood and walked to greet the woman at the door. “And you
must be Mrs. Delany.”After Hunter had put out a call for a legal assistant in the city of Longford,
Carol Delany had by far and away the most impressive resume. She was in her sixties, but
looked much younger than her years, bringing a sense of calm and peace with her. The look on
her face was nice, friendly, and relaxed. She held herself well, with pride. Her blonde hair was
well kept, her blue dress was new and well-fitted, and the smell of spring followed her.“Please,
call me Carol. No need for any formality. We’re here to work, not to impress each other.” She
looked back at the door. “Problems already?”“A guy is coming to fix it this afternoon.” Hunter
nodded. “It’s no problem.”“I’m sure,” she said in a tone that didn’t seem convinced. She entered
the office, reached across, picked up the air conditioner’s remote control, tapped it twice on the
wall, and then turned on the machine. A puff of dust spluttered out before it whirled into action.
“This used to be an accountant’s office, but he retired around five years ago. Nobody’s been in
the office since. On the corner of this block is one of the busiest shops in Longford—a
taxidermist. That should give you an idea about the priorities around here.” Carol leaned forward.
“And young man, I’ll give you some advice for free—if you’re ever being chased by a pack of
taxidermists, don’t play dead.”Hunter tried not to smile, but his dimples gave his reaction away. It
was hard not to smile in the presence of Carol. She had a cheeky grin that warmed the
room.“You’ve got a sense of humor. That’s good.” Carol smiled back.Hunter motioned for her to
sit on the chair in front of his desk as he walked around the other side and sat back down. “This’ll
be my office while I try to work through this murder trial. I’ll be down here from Chicago a few
days a week until the resolution of this case or the trial, but hopefully, it doesn’t get that far.
Hopefully, we’ll have a resolution shortly, and we can get this circumstantial case thrown
out.”“Thrown out? In this case? I doubt that very much.” Carol sat down opposite Hunter’s desk,
holding her purse on her lap. “And tell me, I know we spoke on the phone, but before we go any
further, I need to know why a big-time lawyer like you would take on a small city case like this?
This case is almost a slam-dunk for the prosecution team. We’ve got a poor Mexican kid
accused of killing the city jock in an altercation in a park on a Friday night. There must be a
reason why you’re here, and before we go any further, I would like to know why.”“I’ve been asked
to help Javier.”“By whom?”“Someone important to me.”Carol paused a moment, and then
smiled. “Mr. Hunter, let’s get one thing straight. You won’t find a better, or more experienced,



legal assistant within fifty miles. So, if you want me to take this job, then you’d better answer my
questions. Respect flows both ways.”Carol was right. He struggled to find anyone with the
expertise to assist him. No other applicant on the list even came close, and she exceeded all his
criteria. She had twenty-five years’ experience with a defense lawyer who retired five years
earlier and had been filling in around the southern part of the state since.“It seems everyone
around here likes to hear a straight answer.”“You can trust me,” Carol added, sensing Hunter’s
reluctance. “I’ve chosen to help you because I know there’s a lot of corruption in this city, I’ve
seen it firsthand, but we’ve never had the chance to beat them. With you on our side, I figure you
might be able to expose some of the fraud that happens here.” She drew a breath. “But first, I
need to know that Javier isn’t connected to any drug gangs. That’s the rumor circulating these
parts. This city has had enough problems with hard drugs, and I won’t help any gang member,
whether they’re innocent or not. If you’re here to help the drug gangs bring in ice, opioids, or
methamphetamines to Longford, then I’m walking straight back out that door.”“My presence here
isn’t gang related.” Hunter leaned forward on his desk. “Somebody who knows Javier’s mother
and father has asked me to help. That somebody has information I need. If I get Javier out of
prison, then they’ll provide the information to me. That’s why I need to win this case.”“Sounds like
its important information.”“Very.”“That’s good enough for me.” Carol placed her purse on the
ground next to her. “You’ve hired me to help with this case, but I’m guessing what you really need
is my local experience. You need to know how this city works. Who has power over who.”“Chief
Richardson stopped by this morning, giving me a nice welcome to Longford. He told me he owns
this city.”“That doesn’t surprise me. Phillip used to be such a nice guy, a real community cop,
there for everyone. But ten years ago, his wife was killed by a foreign driver who was high on
meth, and Phillip changed overnight. He turned into a hardline Police Chief. Anyone who even
thought about hard drugs was thrown in prison. And that hardline stance spread to everything,
except the corruption in City Hall.” She stood and motioned for Hunter to follow her. “Come out
here. I’ll show you where your problems are going to be.”Carol walked back to the entrance of
the office, stepping out onto the sidewalk. Hunter followed.“You probably have a lot better view
than I do.” She looked up to his height and then pointed down the street to a building one block
away. “That’s City Hall. That’s where you’ll find a lot of your problems.” She pointed further down
the street. “And that’s the courthouse, that’s where you’ll be doing battle, and on the other side of
that, just out of view, is the police station. Do your best to avoid Richardson. He’s on the warpath
lately. And that,” She pointed to the blaring sun. “Is a very strong sun that’ll be annoying you all
summer.”Hunter smiled as Carol turned back into the office. He tried to shut the door behind him
as he entered, but the top hinge was broken, and the door could only swing out to meet the
frame.“I spoke to your assistant Esther on the phone last week. She sent through all the details
about the case, but I have a question about her.” Carol moved to stand under the ceiling air-
conditioner, cooling herself down. “Why didn’t she come to Longford to help you?”“She has work
to do in Chicago. I have cases I’m still managing there while this case progresses.”“I don’t
believe that. I think there’s another reason.”“You’re quite inquisitive, aren’t you?” Hunter grinned



as he sat back down.“You have to be in a city like this. Everyone knows everything,” she said.
“So, why didn’t she come to Longford with you?”Hunter looked away, unsure how to respond.
“We’re getting off-track. We should-”“I’ve seen that look before. You like her and you haven’t told
her.” She came back to the chair and sat down. “I’ll give you another piece of advice for free—
after my many decades on this planet, I can tell you that love is what life is about.”“Yes, ma’am.”
Hunter smiled. “I like your firm attitude, Carol. Conviction in your opinions is important.”“Good,”
she replied. “Here’s the deal, Mr. Hunter. You know my fees, and you know my experience. But I’ll
only work for you if you agree that during your time in Longford, you’ll come to my house for
dinner with my husband and family.”“Sorry, Carol. I’m here to work,” he said. “I’m not sure I’ll have
much spare time to socialize.”“Well, good luck finding someone else.” She stood, picking up her
purse from the floor. “There’s no one else in these parts with my experience, and there’s no one
else in this city willing to help you. I’m the only lifeline you have. You take my deal, or I walk back
out that broken door.”“You drive a hard bargain,” Hunter beamed. “I can’t let you walk out that
door. It’s a deal.”“Good.” She sat back down. “Then let’s get started.”Chapter 3In a region of
Illinois where tourists rarely ventured, hundreds of miles from Chicago, was the Marline County
Jail.Tucked away from the city streets of Longford, next to acres of farmland, the complex
sprawled out across the flatlands, marking a gray scar across the green fields. The high barbed
wire fences were the first thing most people spotted when they turned down the dirt road of
Prison Drive. The closest house was a mile away, and even that was empty, boarded up after a
prison hostage situation ended badly. Behind the tall wire fences and thick concrete walls,
Division One of the Marline County Jail housed one hundred and fifty-five male inmates, most of
them violent felons, and most of them repeat offenders.Javier Mitchell stood in line, arms by his
side, the dull orange jumpsuit uniform loose on his body. He could smell his own stench. He
hadn’t showered in days. His uniform was itchy, scratching at his skin, and his feet were tired,
squashed into the prison shoes that were two sizes too small. He struggled to hold down the
vomit that threatened to come out, and his hands were constantly shaking.The line in the mess
hall moved forward. There were potatoes and peas on the menu, there always were, and Javier
couldn’t identify the third substance. It was a sloppy brown lumpy liquid. Javier could barely think
about it. He picked up the tray and moved a step forward in the line.When Javier first arrived in
Longford, he never expected the hatred some had for his cultural background. The youngest son
of an American father and Mexican mother, he traveled to work for his uncle, who owned a
burger restaurant. Thanks to his father’s birthplace, he had an American passport, and he
wanted to spread his wings and live the American dream. The mega-cities didn’t appeal to him
much, and he thought Longford was a good place to begin his adult life.When he arrived five
months earlier, his Uncle Thomas warned him about Longford. He said a small group of people
would hate him and warned him to steer well clear of them. He said never retaliate, no matter
how bad the abuse became. Javier did his best to keep his head down, flipping burgers by night
and studying business and economics at an online school by day. His cousin introduced him to
several friends, and he settled in, living in the back room of his uncle’s restaurant.Longford



seemed nice most of the time, but it was on the streets, where people drove past and yelled
cultural slurs at him, that his heart broke. After a month of random abuse, he told his uncle he’d
work for a year in the restaurant to save up enough money to buy a car and drive west to
California. It was in the west that he hoped to find a place to settle forever.“What are you looking
at?” A bald, shorter man in front of Javier turned around. He had tattoos all over his body, and on
the side of his neck, Javier spotted a small Nazi swastika tattoo tucked in amongst other marks.
“I can smell you looking at me. I can smell your eyes.”Javier didn’t respond, despite the
temptation to tell the man that his sentence didn’t make sense. If he thought the back streets of
Longford were bad, the men behind the prison walls were proving to be a lot worse. The Marline
County prison was home to murderers, rapists, and petty thieves, all lumped in together. The
one-level prison was built in the 1970s, and even then, it was outdated. Everywhere in the
building smelled the same—a mixture of mold, sewage, and body odor all rolled into one
pungent aroma. The cement walls were painted a dull gray, the cells were tight and narrow, and
the ventilation was non-existent in some parts.The justice process had been a whirlwind. His
arrest, the bond hearing, and his Preliminary Hearing passed in a blur. He didn’t understand
what was happening. The people in power, the people who hated him, wasted little time before
they decided to send Javier behind bars.“Don’t listen to him. He’s a harmless little doll.” It was a
new Mexican prisoner behind Javier. The man was short, stocky, and had a round face. “I’m
Carlos.”“Javier.” He moved another step closer to the brown sludge that was to be his lunch.“I’ve
heard about you, Javier. You murdered Chad Townsend. That’s upset a lot of people back here.”
Carlos rolled something around in his mouth. “You’ve got to be careful back here. Being by
yourself will mean you’ll end up dead before you even make it to trial. And you’re good-looking.
Boy, you could’ve made it in Hollywood. Look at those brooding looks. That’s not going to help
you back here. Trust me. I’ve spent the last ten years in and out of places like this.”Javier
nodded.His uncle came to visit him the day after he was arrested. He told him to keep his head
down, stay out of trouble, and not join any gangs. Prison was a criminal university, he said,
where good people entered, and gang members exited. But Javier’s first two weeks in prison
had already consisted of five beatings. A purple bruise covered his ribs. It hurt to turn left. If he
didn’t pledge his alliance to the other Mexicans behind bars, the beatings would increase in
regularity. Joining them was the only way to survive.“You look too fresh to be in here.” A prisoner
slopped a lump of mashed potatoes onto Javier’s tray. The man winked at him. “But don’t worry.
That won’t last long. You’ll lose your innocence quick enough. We’ll make sure of that.”Javier
stepped closer to the brown sludge, and he wasn’t sure if it was food or sewage that he could
smell.“Everyone’s got a story.” Carlos stayed close to his new friend as they moved along the
line. “What’s your story?”Javier didn’t say anything in response.“Like that, uh? Well, we’ve got
lots of time to get to know each other. The five of us Mexicans have to stick together.” Carlos
nodded to another man behind him. “This is Al. He’s the muscle for the Mexicans back here.
You’ll want to stay on his good side.”Al was tall, thick, and had tattoos running up his neck and
across his jaw. He had two teardrop tattoos under his eye. Javier nodded to Al.“I was just put



back in here last night. Breaking and entering. Been in here a few times, though.” Carlos
accepted the lumpy mashed potatoes from the server. “If I’d known you looked so innocent, I
would’ve found you and told you to get out of Longford and never come back. I wish someone
told me that when I first arrived.”Javier nodded. He put his tray out for the peas. A step closer to
the brown sludge.“Heard you got a good lawyer,” Carlos continued. “A big-city lawyer that’ll get
you out of here. How’d you afford that?”“I didn’t. He’s doing it as a favor for someone.”“Look at
that!” Carlos slapped him on the back. “The kid can talk!”Javier nodded again. The sludge was
next.“But I’ll tell you something, even if that lawyer is a magician, he’s got a hard job ahead of
him. Unless he’s got evidence to prove you’re innocent, you’re never walking out of here. There’s
no way they’d let that happen,” Carlos continued. “I was innocent the first time Richardson
arrested me as well. This time I did it, but the first time they locked me up, I was totally innocent.
They said I robbed a guy and beat him within an inch of his life, but I didn’t do it. Being back here
toughened me up. Taught me new skills. Back here, it’s a different world. You’ve got to do what
you have to do to survive.” He tapped the teardrop tattoo under his eye. “When’s your
trial?”“Soon.”“Don’t say much, eh?”Javier nodded. He held out his tray and the brown sludge
was lumped onto it by the next server. Javier swallowed hard, struggling to keep the vomit
down.“Stick close to us, Javier. There are people in here that’ll beat you for your skin color. The
Aryan Brotherhood are strong in this prison.” Carlos looked over his shoulder. “Don’t trust anyone
but us. If you killed the Townsend kid, then there’ll be people after you. Don’t even trust the
guards. Those pricks will want to make you pay, and they have the power to do it.” Carlos pointed
to the guards. “But if you join us, we’ll make sure they can’t touch you.”Javier swore to his uncle
that he wouldn’t join a gang in prison, but he was starting to realize that he had little
choice.Chapter 4In the prison meeting room, surrounded by unsympathetic concrete walls, Tex
Hunter waited as Javier Mitchell was escorted in by two prison guards.Javier kept his eyes down
the entire time, refusing to give anyone eye contact, his black hair falling over his face. He didn’t
move as the guards uncuffed him. The meeting room was spacious, almost large enough for an
echo, but the air was stale and heavy, used up and burned out by the summer heatwave. There
was one small window near the top of the wall, only one door, and one air vent. The table was
metal and screwed to the ground, as were the chairs. They were uncomfortable, at
best.Originally picked up by the public defense lawyer, Javier’s case had barely progressed at
all. According to the notes, the Preliminary Hearing was brief, and the public defender did little to
help Javier. When Hunter requested the case, the public defender took a further five days to get
back to him, but then threw the matter to him without any additional questions. Hunter had talked
to Javier twice via conference call, however, this was his first face-to-face meeting.“Javier
Mitchell.” Hunter offered his hand to shake. “My name is Tex Hunter, the lawyer you’ve been
speaking to over the phone.”“Hello.” Javier shuffled forward and shook Hunter’s hand. His palms
were sweaty. “Thanks for everything.”“Don’t thank me yet. We haven’t dealt with the case yet.”
Hunter had his briefcase on the ground next to him and several files stacked on the table.
“There’s a long way to go, and by the end of it, you might not be thanking me.”Javier nodded, a



blank expression on his face. His breathing was shallow.“As we discussed over the phone, I’m
doing this case pro bono, which means there’s no cost to you.” Hunter sat down on the warm
metal chair. “As you’re my client, I’ll be working to achieve the best outcome for this case, and it
may include discussing a deal with the prosecution. I need you to be honest and forthcoming
with your knowledge about what happened the night Chad Townsend died.”“They’ve said you’re
a good lawyer.” Javier finally raised his eyes to look at Hunter. “They said you might get me out.
Lots of people have been talking about you.”“I have a lot of experience,” Hunter said. “Usually, my
fees for this sort of case run into the hundreds of thousands of dollars.”“So why are you doing
this for free?”“A friend of your mother asked me for help. Someone in Puerto Vallarta, your home
city.” Hunter drew a long breath. “That person has information I need about an old case.”Javier
didn’t respond. He was skinny, only a few months past his twenty-first birthday, and had the sort
of face many young women would fawn over. His eyes were dreamy, his jaw was square, and his
black hair was luscious. His Hollywood good looks helped him in the outside world, but in prison,
they were proving to be a nightmare.“Javier, I’ll be blunt. I’m not going to string you along. I need
to win this case.” Hunter leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table. “But this isn’t an easy
case to win. The prosecution had offered a deal of fifteen years in prison for an early guilty plea,
but, according to the files, you’ve rejected the offer. They’ve said they won’t make another offer.
It’s already a difficult situation, but what makes this case even worse is that they’ve charged you
with the murder of the city’s super jock. On top of that, Chad Townsend’s father owns the main
mechanic shop in the city, and Chad’s mother is a social queen bee of the local scene. The
Townsend family is revered in this city.” Hunter paused and then chose his words carefully. “And
things happen differently in small cities.”Javier nodded. He was beginning to realize that.“I’m not
going to ask you if you did it or not, because it may limit what I’m able to say in court. Although
we’re covered by the attorney-client privilege, I can’t, and won’t, lie for you in court, so the truth
may limit what I’m able to say. If you murdered Chad Townsend, you’re under no obligation to tell
me,” Hunter said, holding his pen in his hand. “But I need you to tell me everything you
remember about the night of June 25th, the night Chad Townsend died. We’ve got a lot of time
on our hands, so take a deep breath and calm yourself down. We’re here to work towards a
solution.”“I don’t even know what happened,” he whispered. “I have no idea what happened. It
was just another night in this city.”“Then tell me what you remember.”Javier nodded. “We were at
a—”“Who is ‘we’?”“Myself, and the friends I’d made since arriving here. They were mostly other
people from my uncle’s restaurant—my cousin Jim Mitchell, the server, Steve Bain, his girlfriend,
Renee Watts, and another of Jim’s friends, Jack Sully. Jim and I are around the same age and
we both like basketball, so it was easy to hang out with him when I arrived in Longford. I’d been
on vacation with Jim and his family when I was younger as well, so I knew him before I arrived.
Family was one of the reasons I first came to Longford, instead of going straight to
California.”“Go on.”“We arrived at Dave Spiller’s house on Baker Street for a party on Friday
night. His parents were away, so he thought he could throw a party for a few of his friends. There
were about twenty-five people there having a good time, singing and drinking. Just good fun.



Nothing bad.” He drew a breath. “Then Chad and his friends showed up.”“What happened when
Chad arrived?”“Chad was… he wasn’t a nice guy. He hated me because of my Mexican
background. They don’t get many Mexicans around here, so I stood out everywhere I went. Chad
was the king of the youth in this city, but since my arrival, I think he felt threatened by me. So, he
had to prove he was tougher than I was.” Javier shook his head, his hair moving with it. “He was
always telling me that I was just a Mexican and I didn’t deserve to stay in his country. He’d driven
past me on the street before and threw stuff at me. Over the few months I was here, he tripped
me over, he pushed me, and he punched me.”“What happened when Chad arrived at the
party?”“He punched me again. Right on the nose. I was bleeding.”Hunter waited for him to
continue, but he didn’t. “The punch isn’t the end of the story, is it?”“I didn’t kill him.” Javier looked
away. “That’s the truth, and it should be the end of the story.”“But it’s not.” Hunter pressed. “What
happened next at the party?”“He… he was always bullying me, and I’d had a few beers, so I
snapped. After he punched me, I threw a clean right hook and it landed on his jaw. He fell to the
floor, so I grabbed him by the collar and said to leave me alone or I’d hurt him worse next time.”
Javier shook his head again. “I’m not a violent guy, I never get in fights, but he pushed me past
my limit, you know? He punched me first, and then I retaliated.”“You both threw punches. He hit
you, and then you hit him.”“That’s right.”“When you grabbed him by the collar, was your nose
bleeding?”“It was.” Javier nodded. “That’s how my blood got onto his clothes. It fell onto his shirt.
He was bleeding as well, and that’s how his blood got onto my shirt. We both had blood on
us.”“What happened after you grabbed him when he was on the ground?”“His friends grabbed
me, but then Dave pulled out his father’s shotgun. Chad hesitated, but then he saw Dave with the
gun. He got up and left with his friends. As he was going, he said he’d make me pay for this.”“And
what did you do next?”“I left the party around 10:30pm.” Javier didn’t continue.“And where did
you go?”“I went for a walk.”“A walk? I’m going to need more than that, Javier.”“I just… I went for a
walk.”“We’re covered by the attorney-client privilege. This is your privilege to refuse to disclose
any confidential communications between you and me. Also, I cannot be compelled to disclose
matters conveyed in confidence. Here is a safe place. And I need you to answer the
question.”Javier shook his head.Hunter waited. He knew it would take time for Javier to trust him.
He had to let the information pass for now. “After you went for a ‘walk,’ what’s the next thing you
remember from that night?”Javier stared at the white concrete wall again. There were cracks
down the walls, chips taken out of the edges, and the white paint was peeling under the intense
heat.“I’ve read the police report and charges many times.” Hunter moved on. He opened the
folder on the table and picked up the first page. “I know what they’ve reported, and I know why
they’ve charged you. But for us to have a chance to win this case, I need to hear it in your own
words.”“Is it any use?” Javier stood and walked to the far edge of the room, tapping his head
against the wall. “Everyone wants me behind bars, and in this city, people get what they want.”
He paused before he looked at Hunter. “I can still stay in the country, can’t I? Even if I get a
criminal record? I’ve got an American passport.”Hunter didn’t like the kid’s chances—not of
getting off, not of getting free, and not even of getting a good deal. “The prosecution has built



quite the case against you already. They’re moving quickly to file this case in court,” Hunter
stated as he opened another file on Chad Townsend’s death and Javier’s subsequent arrest.
“Chad died as a result of blood loss after he sustained an injury to his skull. According to the
report, he was attacked and suffered damage to his head when he fell in Norwich Park. When
his head hit the ground, he was kicked in the mouth, and this act rendered him unconscious. The
impact caused his brain to swell, and along with the blood loss, that was what killed him. The
prosecution has two witnesses who place you near the park, one of whom claims they saw you
around the time of death. The prosecution will show more evidence at your trial, but along with
your blood being on Chad’s shirt and sneakers, and your hair on his shirt, they’ve got a number
of witnesses who claim you threatened to kill him that night. They’ve got a motive, and although
circumstantial, the evidence is strong. That’s going to be hard to disprove in a court of law.”“I
didn’t kill anyone,” Javier whispered. “I wanted to, but I didn’t.”Hunter drummed his fingers on the
table. “When you were arrested, did you say anything?”“I was in shock. I couldn’t believe it. But
they said something to me… this conversation is covered by the attorney-client privilege, isn’t
it?”“It is.” Hunter waited. “Go on.”“Chief Richardson said he didn’t care if I was innocent. It didn’t
matter to him. He said someone had to go down for Chad’s murder and it might as well be me.
That’s bad, isn’t it? He can’t say that, can he? He’s a cop.”Javier didn’t have the presence of a
killer. He wasn’t egotistical, heartless, or hostile. He wasn’t vengeful, nasty, or vile. He was
wearing his heart on his sleeve, and his nervousness and confusion were real.“It might help us
negotiate down to a different charge,” Hunter said. “Part of my role as a criminal defense attorney
is to work to achieve the best outcome for you.”“I don’t want to stay here. I’m innocent.”A long
silent pause spread over the room.“I think that’ll do for this discussion.” Hunter closed the files
and placed them inside his briefcase. “Javier, you can’t talk about this case to anyone else here.
Don’t talk about your trial to anyone but me, especially not behind bars. Not your cellmates, not
the people in the prison yard, and not even the guards. You can’t trust anyone back there.
Understood?”“So, does this mean you’ll get me out of here?” Javier was almost begging.
“Please?”“We’ll be in touch soon.” Hunter stood and walked to the door. “Keep out of trouble and
try to survive back there.”Hunter tapped on the door, and it was a few moments before the guard
opened it. He stepped out without looking back, leaving the meeting feeling unconvinced about
his ability to win the case. He wanted to help Javier, he wanted to help a vulnerable young man
in a bad situation, but there was also something else driving Hunter, another powerful reason
why he needed to win the case.And he was sure it would be exposed soon.Chapter 5Hunter and
Carol walked along the wide sidewalk of Main St, towards City Hall.The walk took them through
the central business district of Longford, highlighting a day in the life of the town. Trucks parked
outside diners, a drugstore owner stood at the entrance to his shop, eager to talk with anyone
that passed, and housewives filled the hairdresser, circulating gossip to whoever would listen.
The summer heat was baking the streets, and even by mid-morning, the air was oppressive, hot
with the promise that the day would soon be under the spell of a glaring blue sky and a
relentless golden sun.The Longford City Hall was the centerpiece of the small city, placed right



in the heart of the business district. Built in the late 1920s, the Classic Revival style building was
listed on the National Register of Historic Places. The entrance was covered by a portico
extending from the roof; supported by four large red brick columns spanning the height of the
building, and the exterior was well-maintained. One of the tallest buildings in the city, it housed
Longford's city government, the center of power in the region.As Hunter and Carol walked
towards the City Hall from their office a block away, a passing male spotted them. The man
parked his truck, crossed the wide road, wiped his brow, and waited for them to reach the City
Hall’s steps.“Hello, Carol.”“Mike.” Carol was short with her tone. “I’m surprised you’re not running
the other direction right now.”“That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. I mean, I’ll be there this
Friday to fix the fence. It’s just… I ran into some money trouble and couldn’t afford the lumber.
But I’ll be there on Friday with all new lumber for the fence.”“I paid you upfront to fix it. There
shouldn’t be any money trouble.”“Of course.” The older man took off his hat and bowed his head.
“I’m sorry. You’re right. As always. It’ll be done by Friday night. I promise. I’ll get my boys over
there to help me. We’ll be there at 7am. No later. You have my word.”“It’d better be done by
Friday night because I have people coming over on Saturday.” Carol stepped onto the bottom
step of the City Hall, standing over Mike. “Run along, Mike. I’ve got work to do.”The man turned
and looked at Hunter’s tall figure—he was wearing a fitted Italian suit, seemed to be the only
man in the city wearing a tie, and was well-groomed with thick black hair. “What does Hollywood
want with our city?” the man leaned closer to Carol and then indicated towards Hunter.“He’s a
lawyer, Mike. He’s here to defend Javier Mitchell.”The look on the man’s face changed to a snarl
as he turned back. “I hope you’re not helping him, Carol.”“What I do for work is my
business.”Mike remained silent as he stared at Hunter. He then cleared his throat and spat on
the ground near Hunter’s feet, before he began his walk back to his truck. Carol watched as Mike
entered his truck and then turned back to Hunter. “You can expect that a lot in this city. Everyone
adored Chad Townsend, even if he wasn’t a very nice boy. He was the sports star; someone
everyone could be proud of. Had a rocket of an arm, and there was talk a few Major League
teams could be interested, and I even heard some scouts came out here looking for him. People
around here had hopes that Chad was going to put Longford on the map.”“I’m used to being
hated.”“Hate is a sign of the weak,” Carol said. “It’s the fire that fuels the evils of this world.”Hunter
paused for a moment, her words were the same ones his mother told him many years ago. Carol
didn’t stop to ponder her words of wisdom, continuing up the ten steps to the entrance. Hunter
followed a few feet behind.Inside, the entrance to City Hall was heavy with the musty smell of
wet carpet. The walls were covered in 1980s wallpaper, which had seen better days, and several
of the pictures that hung on the walls were crooked. The foyer was large and open, although dim,
and the carpet was worn. There were five brown plastic seats near the side wall, next to one of
the plastic plants, and the receptionist desk that separated the foyer from the offices was long
and bland. There seemed to be little happening.“Hello Carol,” the young brunette receptionist
greeted her. “How can I help you?”“This is Mr. Hunter.” She turned to Hunter. “And he has an
appointment with the Mayor.”“You’re the big city lawyer?” The younger lady quipped before



looking him up and down. She smiled and turned back to Carol and whispered. “He’s cute and—”
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johnverp, “A good, easy ride. A large part of this novel has been done many times before: a city
defence lawyer defending an immigrant on a charge of murder, in a small, corrupt and racist
town. It is not heavy-going, but it is pretty well-written (despite some issues with punctuation)
and has some good courtroom scenes, even though the legal system appears loaded against
our protagonist, Tex Hunter. Pleasingly, the twists and turns help deliver an outcome which
differs from the standard. There are some matters, unconnected with the case here, which are
left open and there is, therefore, a bit to look forward to in the sequel. 3.5 stars”

Ebook Tops Reader barb t., “Another outstanding book by Peter O'Mahobey!. Per the authors
style, this book was difficult to put down. Wish I had the time to do nothing else but read! His
books are always thrilling, suspenseful, and fast paced.  I highly recommend it!”

Fran, “Excellent. This book was another exciting, non stop thriller. I could not put this book down.
Tex is getting one step closer to the truth but will he ever get it!!”

Twostory, “Good. Like all the prior books in this series, you have to buy the next one to hope to
resolve the sub-plot that just keeps on going and going. Otherwise, this is a good story of a
southern Illinois town with a political grip on its citizens.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Review if Natural Justice. Great storyline, the author understands Small
Town lifestyle, the political power held by a few people, the dirty secrets. The mistreatment and
mistrust of outsiders. Tex Hunter is a great character, son of a convicted mass murderer, driven
to provide justice for people wrongly accused. Great storyline”

cheryle needham, “Another great one. I am a huge fan of Peter O'Mahoney and this series.
There are always twists. Though I kind of suspected this one which is a first,I am so ready for the
whole story about his father to come out. Hoping, finally, it is in the next book waiting on my
kindle to read,Tex Hunter rocks!!!”

Jordan, “A Standard Mystery, Well Done, And A Good Read. I liked that O'Mahoney chose a
very sensitive side-issue, in itself controversial, and made it work.As always I watched the story's
progression guessing at the real killer and very happy with the outcome and again feeling high
satisfaction with the summation as to the effect on the town.”

Bee Bee, “love this series.. Another really great story, lots of twists in the plot.Tantalising sub plot
regarding his father.Excellent. On to the next one Book 7.”

The book by Peter O'Mahoney has a rating of 5 out of 4.4. 1,706 people have provided
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