
 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five 

 

 

The next week was rough on Max. What sleep he did get was fitful, with dreams that 

quickly dissolved into nightmares. The worst night was that first one, with all the talking and 

thinking about Rich and Vanessa causing the old PTSD tendrils to reach out and spread around 

within his mind. 

The dream began as an actual memory. He had been in a Humvee, the third in a convoy 

of three, traveling between base camps. Their road took them through a small village, which 

wasn’t unusual. Their guard, already at a heightened state, would amp up knowing the dangers 

whenever Locals were present. Call it caution, call it stereotyping, call it racism…hell, call it 

whatever you wanted, but this attitude saved more lives than it hurt egos. Max never liked 

remembering that he himself was, during this time, prone to thinking that way about the many 

other ethnicities he encountered over his years of service, yet life was like that sometimes. 



The convoy was nearly through the village and on their way when he heard the familiar 

whump-blam as Humvee Two triggered an IED. 

The bomb went off under the front end of the vehicle, flipping it up and backward. When 

it came down, it clipped the front of his Humvee, causing the rear to lift into the air. Max had 

been certain they were going to flip over onto the flaming wreckage in front of them, but luck 

was theirs that moment as they came back down to rest upright. 

Max struggled to get the door open. When it finally did, he spilled out of the vehicle, 

tumbling end over end out of reality and straight into the horrors of his mind. Gunfire had 

erupted all around him and, just like back when this really happened, it was difficult to tell where 

the bullets were coming from. The enemy? His own men? Popcorning from the burning 

wreckage? With his own gun at the ready, he spun and spun and spun on an axis, trying to 

discover where the danger was. 

That was when the dream turned against him. 

Everywhere he looked, he saw Locals running, heading for cover or with machine guns in 

hand, firing at anything that moved. Yet, they weren’t Locals, at all. The brief flashes of faces he 

could latch onto were those of his best friends: Rich shooting at him from a rooftop, Vanessa 

throwing a grenade at Humvee One, Rich scooping up children and taking shelter in a house, 

said children having Rich and Vanessa’s faces, too. 

Even his fellow soldiers’ faces had changed. It was just Max in a cacophony of bullets, 

blood and best friends. Then the first shot hit him, tearing through and through directly under his 

left clavicle. Another tore open a gash along his stomach, nearly exposing his intestines to the 

open air. Then he felt the back of his right thigh rip apart, sending him crashing to the rocky soil. 



A few more bullets punched holes at various spots all up and down his person, body armor be 

damned. 

As he lie there, his life draining from him, a group encircled him. Rich and Vanessa’s 

faces looked down at him, grinning with malice. One of the Rich’s raised his rifle, pointed it 

directly at Max’s forehead and… 

…he woke up. 

 

 

It wasn’t just the freaky-ass dreams that were affecting his sleep. In this very short time 

span, he had become obsessed with finding where the photo had been taken. He spent what felt 

like more hours than a day actually had trying every search parameter he could think of, 

checking street views on Google Maps, going block by block in every city he could think that 

could have similar architectures, posting it—faces blurred, of course—on several message 

boards, hoping for any kind of lead. 

The morning he was staring at his toast and suddenly saw the photo in front of his eyes, 

he knew he needed to take a step back. He had to find a new path, a new direction for not only 

his thoughts, but also his investigation. After mulling it over for half the day, it finally dawned 

on him. He picked up his cell and texted: Call when you get a moment. 

The phone rang the next morning. The display showed Max’s playful nickname for his 

friend, which he used when he answered, “Hey, Shithead! Thanks for getting back so quick.” 



“Remember, Fuckwad,” George’s playful nickname for Max, and how he was listed in 

George’s phone, “there’s a thing called time zones. It was the middle of the night when you 

texted.” 

“Time is a construct.” 

George laughed and asked, “What’s up? Get accidently locked in your computer room, 

again?” 

“One time. Just one time. And I remember the code, now. No, I’ve got a favor to ask.” 

“Shoot.” 

“Do you have any contacts in INTERPOL?” 

“Damn. Not what I was expecting. Yeah, I know a couple people. Guys I served with. 

Why?” 

Max gave him the rundown. George knew all about Rich and Vanessa. He, of course, had 

stayed on the property while upgrading the house and barn, and some of the conversations they 

had over beers at night naturally turned to how Max could afford everything. 

“I need whatever INTERPOL has on Rich and V. Something in those files will put me on 

the right path, I just know it. I’m at a dead end on this thing, right now, and after our little 

interaction I won’t be able to get any info from the Feds. Unless you also know someone there, 

too?” 

“Sorry.” 

“Eh. What I figured. Anyway, that’s all I need.” 



“Oh. That’s all?” 

“And your sister’s phone number, if you’ve got that handy.” 

“I’ve said it before, you will never get to date my sister. First of all, she has taste. Second, 

I don’t want to run the risk of it working out to the point where I end up related to you.” 

“OK, fine,” Max exhaled in a sarcastically over-exasperated voice. “Just the classified 

files, then. You can give Whoever my public email.” 

“Will do, buddy. You take care.” 

“You, too.” He hung up, leaned back with his hands interlaced behind his head and stared 

at the ceiling, hoping he had finally lit the correct fuse. 

 

 

The man on the yacht pushed one of the buttons on his desk. He had read through the 

FBI’s file on Gold and Watkins so many times he had it memorized. 

His assistant entered the room. 

The man held up a single sheet of paper from the file. “Him.” 

The assistant approached and took the paper. 

It was a brief dossier of someone named Max Calvert. 

The assistant nodded and exited. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six 

 

 

It took two days for George to get back to Max. So, he decided to keep his mind occupied 

as best he could by taking care of some busy work. He went through all the offers—again—for 

the privilege to farm his plot of land and chose Fred Henneladder. The man had five kids, none 

older than fourteen, a mortgage with a shit rate and, Max knew from a couple conversations with 

Fred, his soybean crops the past two years hadn’t been as abundant as he’d have liked. He 

definitely deserved it more than any of the others. 

Max drove up to his lawyer’s office in Des Moines to get the paperwork all sorted. Sure, 

he could’ve done it all over the phone and/or digitally, but he needed some time away from the 

homestead and he didn’t feel like intruding on Frank and Sarah again so soon. His lawyer, a 

rotund and stuffy man named Peter Terrence who was inches away from retiring and turning the 



practice over to his son, took almost no time to draw up the contract. It was pretty much the 

exact one Max had had with Jeb. 

Afterward, he stopped at his favorite restaurant, Giuseppe Wong’s, an Italian-Chinese 

fusion place owned by Pete Montgomery, a former classmate. It was a small place not far from 

Frank and Sarah’s, with one of those open kitchen designs that were all the rage when Pete 

opened about fifteen years ago. The place had survived when other restaurants had failed mainly 

because the food was just damn good. Also, the unique name didn’t hurt. You could get 

traditional dishes from either country, which the general Iowa public liked as an option, or, for 

the more adventurous patrons, Pete’s specialties combining the best flavors from both regions. 

Max was one of those traditionalists. He’d had enough “interesting” dishes while 

overseas that, anymore, his taste buds craved simplicity. As he entered, he saw Pete was busy in 

the kitchen, so he simply waved and took a seat. He ordered the spinach ravioli with alfredo and 

an iced tea, no lemon. He knew Pete would tell the waiter that Max’s meal was on the house, and 

Pete knew Max would then tip the bill amount plus fifteen percent. It was their own private little 

song and dance. 

After things calmed down in the kitchen, Pete came over to the table and they made some 

small talk for a while. Max asked, with genuine interest, about Pete’s family. His wife, Janine, 

worked as a radiologist at the Iowa Clinic. He had twin boys, Bill and Glen, age seven, who were 

the spitting image of Pete. Max had a few other friends like this, those who’d gone the whole 

nuclear family route. He used them to live that life vicariously, knowing it wasn’t in the cards for 

him.  



He had never been sure that he could ever be the settling down type, let alone a good 

father figure. His own parents had been fine, for who they were. He really had no complaints 

about the way he was brought up. It’s just that he never felt he was raised to be a parent, himself. 

You know, the way a child would be taught those things about life, skills to get you through, 

lessons in morality and the like. Max’s parents simply let him learn all of that on his own, which 

meant learning it all from Rich and Vanessa or Frank and Sarah or, eventually, the military. 

Seeing many of the relationships and marriages of his fellow soldiers implode did nothing to 

quell his feelings about joining the family way of life, either. 

Still, there was enough of the Ozzie and Harriet gene deep, deep inside Max that he 

enjoyed hearing about it from others who were happy. 

While Pete was still at his table, Max’s phone buzzed with the caller name ‘Shithead.’ 

“Sorry,” he said to the chef, “I need to take this.” He took his phone out to the parking lot and 

answered it. 

“Good news is I found someone willing to get you what you need. Bad news, after 

reading through it for his own peace of mind, he’s very nervous about it.” 

“How nervous?” 

“You’ll need to meet him in person. He won’t risk sending it over the internet, and he 

also won’t risk having it out of the building for more than a half hour, tops.” 

Without hesitation, Max replied, “No problem. Just send me his contact info and let him 

know I’ll be in touch. I’ll give him a twenty-four-hour heads up.” 



A couple minutes later, he received an email. George’s friend was named Coby Reid, 

working out of the main headquarters in Lyon. Max hadn’t been out of the country since he’d 

retired, so this looked like a perfect opportunity to run a couple errands he’d been meaning to get 

to. So, his first stop on the way to France would be… 

 

 

“Grand Cayman?” 

Myers nodded. “George Town, to be exact. He has a bank…” 

“Yeah, yeah,” Hanigan sighed, waving his hand as if he could brush away Myer’s words. 

“And one in Geneva, too. I know all about them. Gold and Watkins probably set them up for 

him, the way they did for Gold’s grandparents.” 

“Funny you should mention Geneva.” 

Hanigan raised an eyebrow. When his partner didn’t immediately get the hint, he asked, 

“Why?” 

“He’s also booked on a flight to there, out of Miami.” 

Hanigan smacked his desk and exclaimed, “Ha! Didn’t I tell you he’d lead us to them?” 

“You think they’re in Switzerland?” 

“No, probably not. We aren’t that lucky. But this has to be the first steps toward them. 

I’m certain.” 

“Maybe he’s just closing the accounts, like the Golds did.” 



“I highly doubt he’s grown a moral conscious after all this time sitting on that much 

dough. Tell you what, though, I’ll give you my next six paychecks if Calvert walks in here and 

hands us two cashier’s checks.” 

“I don’t take sucker bets. Anyway, nothing’s booked past Geneva, so I have the tech guys 

keeping an eye on his passport and credit cards, to see if he goes anywhere else. Should I loop 

INTERPOL in, too?” 

Hanigan mulled it over. “Let’s keep him on our own loose leash, for now. See where this 

leads.” He stood and gave Myers a hearty slap on the back. “Good work, Jake! We might just 

permanently close this one, yet.” 


