
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine 

 

 

Max had decided to do a test run on the new passports and credit cards for the journey to 

Lyon. Leonz had even thrown in driver’s licenses for the British, Canadian and Australian 

identities. When Max tried to pay him, the forger simply waved his hand and said, “No need. 

This was a favor to Vanessa and Richard. Next time, though,” He said, giving a roguish wink 

and smile, “it will not be on the house.” 

“I would expect nothing less,” Max replied, with his own devilish smile. He nodded his 

goodbye and began to leave. 

“Please,” Leonz called out before the door had fully closed. Max caught it and pushed it 

back open enough to see the old man. “Please, tell them to get in touch. Even if it’s not for 

business. Tell them…tell them I miss their company.” 



Max swallowed hard, hoping he made the right decision by saying, “I will,” then closed 

the door. 

The documents worked perfectly. He had no problem purchasing his plane ticket or 

getting through customs in France. While on the flight, he did briefly wonder who would be 

getting the credit card billing notifications, but it left his mind just as quickly. 

Now, he was sitting at a table in the Bibliothèque du 1er, or Library of the 1st—if his 

rudimentary foreign language skills were correct—with his laptop and five books on the French 

Revolution open around him. He would periodically flip through one of the texts, type, flip 

through another, look back and forth between books as if comparing, type some more, flip some 

more, repeat. His hope was to appear to be a researcher, working on either a paper or a book. 

The sentences he typed were complete gibberish, of course. 

A man in a dark grey wool suit entered the room and stepped to a catalog computer. He 

looked up something, retrieved it from its shelf and approached Max’s table. He made a gesture 

to a chair and asked something in French, with an accent heavy with British-ness. Max said, “Be 

my guest.” 

“Oh, you’re American?” 

“Yes.” 

“Such a relief. I like speaking French to show respect when dealing with the locals, and 

so I don’t come across as a complete wanker, but it’s so nice when I run into someone who 

speaks English. Sometimes you just need to return to your mother tongue, you know what I 

mean?” 



“I do, yes.” 

The man held out his hand. “Coby Reid.” 

“Max Calvert,” he responded, giving him a firm handshake. 

Coby surveyed the table, saying, “Working hard on something, I see.” 

Max shrugged, “Trying to put together a comprehensive study of the Revolution.” As he 

spoke, he slid the tiny thumb drive Coby passed him through the handshake into a port on the 

laptop, keeping it covered with one hand and using the other to copy the files it contained. 

“You a teacher? Historian? Just a buff?” 

“Professor. On sabbatical so I can finish this book. What do you do?” 

“Oh, well, it’s going to sound more exciting than it is. I work for INTERPOL.” Max 

raised his eyebrows with interest. “No, don’t be too impressed. I’m just a data analyst. I don’t go 

out in the field, or anything. Just sit at a desk all day.” 

During their conversation setting up this meeting, Max hadn't been certain that coming 

right out and truthfully admitting where Coby worked would be the right move. Coby assured 

him that if anyone was eavesdropping, they would never believe something was happening right 

out in the open like that. Besides, pretending to have only a desk job would make it play better, 

like he's jealous of field agents and wants to feel some of that attention, too. 

“But you’re still working for INTERPOL. That’s something, at least.” The file transfer 

window disappeared. He ejected the drive and palmed it. 

“I guess you’re right. Well…will you listen to me, talking your ear off just because we 

speak the same language, and you with all this work to do. I’ll leave you alone.” 



“That’s OK. It was still nice talking to you, Coby.” He held out his hand. 

Coby shook it and replied, “To you, too. Take care, Max.” 

“You do the same.” 

Once back in his car, Coby snapped the thumb drive in two. He opened his window and 

casually set his hand on the sill, letting one of the halves drop to the ground. He tossed the other 

out the window partway through his drive back to the office.  

Max waited a half hour before closing his laptop and leaving the library. The books 

remained splayed across the table. 

 

 

The next day, while he was sitting on the hotel bed reading the INTERPOL file on the 

previous investigation into his friends, his phone buzzed. The text from Coby read: Get out of 

town NOW! 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten 

 

 

The man on the yacht was in the middle of a conversation with a diplomat from a country 

with certain restrictions he needed lifted so he could maximize a particular profit margin. In fact, 

everyone at the small soirée was connected with either a country or company he needed 

something from, and by the end of the evening he would have every one of those agreements in 

hand. 

Over the diplomat’s shoulder the man saw his assistant standing near the door into the 

main cabin. He excused himself and stepped into the cabin, his assistant close on his heels. They 

spoke in low tones, but the man wasn’t too worried about being overheard. No one at the party 

was supposed to be there, so there was little chance of any betrayal of trust. 

“We’ve lost Calvert,” the assistant admitted. 



The man’s expression never changed, but the fury was present in his eyes. “Lost 

him…how?” 

“He briefly disappeared after his plane landed in Zurich, but resurfaced checking into a 

hotel in Geneva. I assume he took the train, based on the lag time. He stopped at a bank that first 

day, spent a couple days seeing sights then checked out of his hotel. There’s been no trace of him 

since.” 

The man thought this over and said, “Have you checked emergency services’ reports for 

any accidents?” 

“Nothing involving anyone matching his description.” 

“Then he must be using fake credentials.” 

“Why start now, after leaving such a trail?” 

“Maybe just caution. Maybe he caught a whiff of a tale. Not necessarily us, but maybe 

the Feds and their lumbering ways. The more frightening option is he’s already found them and 

is on his way to the meetup.” 

“Do you really think he has?” 

“I sincerely hope not. If he has, though, and we’ve lost him, we’ve also lost our chance to 

get at them.” 

“Should we go old school? Feet on the ground, and all?” 

“Where would we start looking? It’s doubtful he’s even still in Geneva. Or Switzerland in 

general, for that matter.” The man instinctively rubbed his chin as he pondered his options. “Our 

best bet, right now, is to hope he hasn’t found them, that he is just acting out of caution and 



nothing else. That means he’ll probably head home at some point, and we’ll pick his scent back 

up, there. Contact the usual people, have them sit on his house. Absolutely no engagement, 

simply observation and reporting.” 

His assistant went to make the arrangements, and the man returned to the party and his 

networking. 

 

 

Hanigan rubbed his eyes, trying to force the impending headache to maybe have second 

thoughts about starting its assault. Myers had just given him the news that Max Calvert had 

dropped off the digital radar, and he knew this was going to come down on his shoulders, as lead 

agent, if he couldn’t find a solution quick. “Run it all down for me,” he said to his partner, not 

really wanting to hear it, but he didn’t have a choice. 

“Let’s see,” Myers began, swiping his finger across the tablet’s screen. “Starting in 

Zurich, he never got on the plane to Geneva. The next time there’s a ping on his card is at a hotel 

called the Beau-Rivage, in Geneva. The prevailing theory is that he took a train from Zurich, 

instead. Plus, that wasn't the hotel he had booked, either, which…you know…red flag. We know 

he visited his bank because of a hit on his passport, there. After that, he hit a few tourist traps, a 

few tourist hooks, ate at—" 

“Wait. ‘Tourist hooks?’” 



“That’s what I call those more out-of-the-way places in a city. You know, places not in 

the usual guidebooks. Anyway, he ate out at a couple restaurants, checked out of his hotel after a 

few days and that’s all she wrote.” 

“Not a trace?” 

“Nada. Zip. Negatory. We’ve checked the hospitals and police…nothing. He’s ghosted 

us.” 

“Shit.” Hanigan started massaging his temples. 

“Think he figured out we were tracking him?” 

“Of course he did. He’s a computer genius, just like Gold and Watkins. We just keep 

forgetting it. We were stupid to think otherwise.” He took a moment, continuing the massage. 

“He must’ve gotten fakes in Geneva and been waiting for them to be finished. That’s what all the 

sightseeing was about.” 

“It’s not a bad assumption. Unfortunately, that means he could be anywhere. Even back 

home, by now.” The pair sat in silence for several minutes before Myers spoke again, “You 

know, there’s one other option, and I bet we’re both thinking it.” 

Hanigan shook his head, “Don’t even say it.” 

“But, what if…?” 

“Then we’ll never get another chance at them. Not one this good.” He stared off at the 

room’s air, then said, “Fuck!” He checked the time on his watch, did the quick math, then picked 

up his cell and opened his contact list. “Let’s assume everything. Get some local guys to sit at 

Des Moines International and on his house.” 



“Where can they stake out that house? You can see for miles from the place, full three-

sixty.” 

“I don’t know, maybe they can use a drone or something? That’s their problem.” 

“Got it. What about Europe?” 

Hanigan had just reached the J’s in his contacts. “I’ve got that covered,” he replied. Then 

added, “Hopefully.” 

Myers got on his own phone to make his arrangements, and Hanigan hit “Call” for Jonas 

Eicke. 

After two rings, a familiar, German accented voice answered, “Eicke.” 

“Jonas? It’s Burt Hanigan.” 

“Burt, my friend! How are you?” 

Hanigan sighed and said, “Not good, to tell the truth.” He, then, proceeded to fill in the 

INTERPOL agent he worked closest with during the initial Gold/Watkins investigation on 

everything. 


