
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven 

 

 

Ever since he got the call from George asking for help, Coby Reid had been periodically 

creating a digital fingerprint to cover his ass. Under any normal situation, there was no plausible 

reason for him to look into the Gold/Watkins file. Yet, if it was in conjunction with checking 

other, similar cases, as research for a case he was currently working, that would make perfect 

sense. At least, that was his hope. 

It was about to be tested. 

He was sitting at his desk, reading through material that actually had some bearing on one 

of his cases, when he heard Jonas Eicke, the agent two desks over, say, “So now you agree they 

could still be alive?” Having read the Gold/Watkins file, himself, Coby knew Eicke had been the 

INTERPOL agent in charge, so his ears perked up and zeroed in on the conversation: 



“Didn’t I tell you it felt too neatly wrapped up?” 

“Have you checked the digital signature on the dental records?” 

“Might be worth a closer look, now.” 

“Of course. That should be no problem. It might take a while to upload, we had plenty of 

information on them. If we were still using paper, the file would probably have its own drawer. 

And then some.” 

Eicke began typing and clicking. 

“Starting the upload now. It says it will finish in twelve minutes. In the meantime, how 

are things…” 

The conversation turned banal, chitchat between friends. Coby decided it was better to be 

safe, so he stood and made his way to the elevators. Once inside and on his way down, he sent a 

text to Calvert: Get out of town NOW! He didn’t know the man beyond him being a friend of a 

friend, so he had no idea how well Calvert had prepared for something like this, how well he 

could cover his tracks, etc. Still, he seemed amiable enough, so Coby felt he deserved fair 

warning in case things went south. It wouldn’t take too much to trace Coby’s own movements 

the past couple days, despite the efforts he took, and they’d probably have a vague idea, at the 

very least, of who he’d met with soon after that. 

The elevator doors opened, letting him out on Sublevel A. This is where they kept the 

systems on the verge of becoming antiquated, yet still in dwindling use. Included among the 

dust-covered relics were the high-capacity shredders they purchased back in the aughts, when 

they were converting everything from paper to digital. 



He pushed the start button on one and almost instantly crapped himself. The sound not 

only sliced through the surrounding silence like a Formula 1 car hitting a straightaway, it 

bounced and bounced and bounced off the cinderblock walls with the subtlety of Godzilla out for 

a leisurely jog. He quickly tossed his phone into the machine’s spinning jaws, watching it shatter 

and splinter, then turned it off. He checked the catch basket to see how mutilated it was and, 

satisfied with the damage, stirred the pieces into the pile of classified confetti. In a few days, 

some janitor would empty all the baskets into one, not noticing or caring about the contents. 

His ears were still ringing when he exited the elevator back onto his floor, but he could 

clearly hear Eicke finishing up his call. Coby hoped he looked as casual as he felt he was 

projecting while he made his way back to his desk. 

 

 

Jonas began skimming through the Gold/Watkins file, refamiliarizing himself with key 

parts in the off chance this would lead to something more. He’d gotten to know Burt well during 

the case, so he knew the American wouldn’t be pursuing it if there wasn’t merit. Jonas searched 

for the name Max Calvert. There wasn’t much, but he did like Burt’s instincts on following the 

man as a lead. His recent drop from Burt’s radar just solidified the opinion. 

Then something clicked in Jonas’ mind, and he performed another, different type of 

search related to the file. 

 

 



Coby saw Eicke get up from his desk and go into Captain Ellis’ office, shutting the door 

behind him. Coby positioned himself at his desk so he could see the office in the reflection of his 

computer monitor, his pulse rising with every passing minute. 

Eventually, the door opened again, this time by his boss. “Reid,” the man called out, 

signaling for Coby to join the other two men. As the agent made his way toward the office, he 

had no idea what he was say. Hey, he thought, I’m a Special Agent with INTERPOL. Thinking on 

our feet is what we do. 

 

 

Max called George immediately after receiving the text. 

“Hey, what’s—” 

“Need exfil.” 

“On it.” 

While he waited for the return call, Max tried to remember everything he touched in the 

room. He was in the middle of wiping things down with a hand towel when George called back. 

“Ten minutes. They’ll flash their headlights three times.” 

He finished the wipe down and was checked out and out front in eight minutes. He 

wasn’t on the sidewalk more than two seconds when he saw a brown nondescript coupe flash its 

lights. 

“My name is Louis,” the driver said. “I was told you need a lift.” 



Max tossed his bag in the backseat and got in the passenger’s seat. Louis merged into 

traffic and commented, “Not to worry, I know how to avoid most of the traffic cameras in the 

city. We can’t avoid them all, unfortunately. The price of living in our modern times, eh? Still,” 

he removed his well-worn hat and handed it over to Max, “probably want to keep your head 

down the whole ride.” 

Louis wove his way through the city, taking care not to be in a rush, matching the speed 

on every road they traversed. Finally, he turned into a parking garage, drove up to the third level 

and parked one space away from a grey nondescript minivan. As he got out of Louis’ car, that’s 

when Max saw a woman and children sitting in the van. 

“Who…?” he asked, pointing. 

“Oh, that’s my family.” He opened the side door and pointed as he introduced them. 

“That is my lovely wife, Bette. The girls, Floria and Katriane, and the little terror in back is 

Hugo.” He addressed his family and spoke in French, after which Max was treated to a chorus of 

“Bonjour, M. Calvert!” 

Louis took Max’s bag and gave it to Floria, who placed it under her seat. Louis then said, 

“It won’t be the most comfortable, but it will be best if you lie on the floor behind the girls’ 

seat.” 

“Not a problem,” Max replied, and they were off, this time with Bette at the wheel. She 

drove with the exact same caution Louis had taken. The couple and the girls sang songs the 

entire trip, what Max figured were some traditional French children’s tunes. 

He could only see the upper floors of buildings from his vantage point. Eventually, there 

were less and less high rises, and the traffic noise gradually got quieter. After a while, Louis told 



him it was safe to get up from the floor, so he took the spot next to Hugo’s car seat, feeling a few 

errant Cheerios smash under his butt in the process. They were driving through the countryside, 

the farmland stretching out around them not too dissimilar to the rural areas back home. 

They headed down a dirt and gravel road that turned out to be the drive for a small farm. 

They parked by the house, and the girls instantly ejected from the vehicle, running inside, yelling 

and giggling. Bette removed Hugo from his car seat and took him inside. The toddler gave Max a 

small wave over her shoulder as they walked away, which Max returned. 

“Come,” Louis said, standing behind him, a big grin on his face and Max’s bag in hand. 

Max took it from him, and they walked over to the barn. Louis slid the door open, revealing a 

collection of six other nondescript cars, with ruts in the dirt indicating the missing coupe and 

minivan. Louis led him to a low sedan, opened the driver’s door, reached inside, pushed a button 

and the trunk opened.  

Inside was a pile of license plates with magnetic backing. Louis showed him how to 

unlatch the extra safety clamp, pop the current plate off and attach a new one. Max practiced a 

few times to get the hang. 

Louis handed him the keys and said, “Safe journey, my friend.” 

“Thank you, Louis. And to your lovely family.” 

“Our pleasure. Tell George he owes me a bottle. He’ll know what I mean.” 

Max smiled. “Will do. Here,” he pulled the envelope from inside his jacket and fished out 

three of each one-ounce bars. “For your troubles.” 

“Merci! But that’s not necessary.” 



“Ah, this is my pleasure.” 

Max climbed behind the wheel. He started the car, then took out his phone and pulled up 

the GPS. When the map of the region appeared, he knew right away where he was headed. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve 

 

 

“Jonas! What have you got for me?” Hanigan substituted for any traditional greeting 

when he answered the phone. 

“Not very much, I am afraid. I can tell you where he was, at least. Right here in Lyon.” 

Hanigan couldn’t help letting out a small chuckle. “You’re kidding me.” 

“I wish I were, my friend. In fact, he might have been staying literally under our noses, at 

the Warwick Reine Astrid hotel, which is across the Parc de la Tête d'Or from our building. I 

also know one of our other agents, Coby Reid, had accessed the Gold and Watkins file recently. 

He denies any involvement with Calvert, that he was simply checking cases similar to one he is 

currently working. His digital footprint supports this claim, but its coincidence felt too flimsy, 



which is why I chose to pursue things further. In addition, Reid conveniently lost his phone 

recently, so no way to check on any of his communications.” 

Hanigan smiled, holding back anymore laughter so as not to offend his friend. “You said 

‘might have been staying’ at this hotel?” 

“A man matching his description checked out of there in a hurry. Of course, men 

matching his description also checked into several other hotels, too. He has a very generic look. 

What narrows our focus to the Warwick is the man there used an Italian passport, but the clerk 

said he definitely wasn’t Italian.” 

“Sounds about right for our man.” 

“We have a team dusting the room, but the cleaning staff had already been through it, so I 

am not holding out any hope, on that front.” 

The phone on Myers’ desk rang. He picked it up after the one ring and, unable to hide his 

irritation at being pulled away from Hanigan’s conversation, barked into it, “What?” 

Jonas continued his debrief: “Nor when it comes to the hotel’s security cameras. The man 

in question kept his head down whenever not in his room. We have him outside the Warwick’s 

front door directly after checking out. He looks off in a direction and then walks out of the shot. 

That is where we lose him.” 

Myers had hung up the phone and was wearing a big grin while tapping his fingers on his 

desk. 

Into his phone, Hanigan said, “Hold on a minute, Jonas.” Then to Myers, “What?” 

Myers shook his head and replied, “It can wait.” 



Hanigan sighed and turned back to his phone, “Sorry, Jonas. Anything else?” 

“Well, we think he was picked up by either a taxi or ride share or, more likely, an 

accomplice. We are checking all the companies and scouring the traffic cameras, but that is 

going to take days. We are also checking all egress points for the name on the Italian passport, 

but no luck yet there, either. That is everything from this end, my friend. I truly wish I had better 

news.” 

“No. Don’t fret it. This is great. Better than I would’ve had if I hadn’t looped you in. 

Thanks a lot.” 

“You are very welcome, Burt. Keep me up to date, too.” 

“Was planning on it. Talk to you later, Jonas.” 

Hanigan hung up and stared at his partner, eyebrows raised. 

“That was the guys sitting at Des Moines International,” Myers told him, nodding his 

head toward the phone. “He’s back.” 

 

 

It took Max nearly half a day to get to Barcelona. The trip would’ve been quicker had he 

taken the A7/A9 route, but that path was filled with toll booths. No need for additional and 

unnecessary eyes to take note of him. So, he slipped over to the A75 and followed the 

meandering passage recited to him by his cell’s GPS. After the twentieth roundabout, he began 

thinking the toll booths wouldn’t have been so bad. 



He also stopped every two hours. He would find a safe spot to pull over, get out and 

wander back and forth, as if stretching his legs. Once the coast was clear, he’d quickly change 

out the plates and be on his way again. 

Other than almost getting sideswiped four times at those roundabouts, the trip was 

uneventful. 

When he got to Barcelona-El Prat Airport, he parked in the Long Stay lot. He took his 

ticket to the parking office and paid for four days, giving Louis a generous window in case he 

couldn’t retrieve the vehicle right away, after which he took the ticket back to the car, tossed it 

and the keys into the glove compartment and locked it. He leaned against the sedan and texted 

George: Tell Louis the car is in long stay at El Prat. BTW, he says you owe him a bottle. 

Inside the airport, he glanced over the departure boards. He decided to take the Air 

Portugal flight to Toronto, for which he used the Canadian passport. Almost twelve hours, and 

one brief layover in Lisbon later, he was in Canada. He deplaned, went through customs, then 

walked over to the ticket counters and bought a ticket to New York City, planning to fly back to 

Des Moines from there. He didn’t figure there was any need to continue hiding, so he used his 

regular identification the rest of the way. 

He spotted the FBI agents in the terminal at Des Moines International. They were both 

trying too hard to look casual, as if they were just any average traveler waiting for their flight. 

One was hanging out in the gift shop, paying too much attention to the Heart of Iowa products. 

The other was sitting in a chair, sipping a soda and not-really-reading reading the book in his lap. 

Max waved as he walked past. 

 



 

He took a deep breath and let out a giant sigh of relief when he stepped through the front 

door of his house. He dropped the bag to the floor, then went directly to his computer room. 

After entering, he reached around to the small of his back and removed the contraband envelope 

from his waistband. As he stepped past his desk to get to the safe, he tossed the envelope onto it. 

The paper, weak from all workout it got during Max’s trip, split open and most of the contents 

spilled out, with some of the bars and two of the credit cards falling onto the floor. 

He didn’t notice until after he’d opened the safe. He got down onto the floor and started 

gathering the fallen pieces. That’s when something else caught his eye: a slim strip of paper 

lying under the desk. He picked it up and, on first glance, thought it looked like it had been there 

a while, maybe stepped on a few times. He thought it was garbage, maybe something off an 

envelope, until closer examination revealed its true nature. 

Max very nearly gasped. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen 

 

 

Two Years Ago… 

 

David Stevens was sitting in his office at Young & Associates. He had been the third 

accountant hired at the firm and, over the past year, had helped its business grow to the point the 

company now boasted a whopping total of five accountants. Sure, they were small, but it meant 

they were able to give their clients a more personalized service than most. Ken Barton, one of the 

other accountants, stopped in his doorway, leaning against the jamb. 

“Hey, Dave!” 

David looked up from his computer and replied, “Oh, hey, Ken! How’re things?” 



“Busy-ish. You know. Enough to keep me occupied, not enough to make the day go by 

any faster.” 

“I hear you.” 

“Say, what you up to, tonight? Some guys are coming over to watch the game.” 

“Ah, sounds fun, but I can’t tonight. Rachel and I have a special night out planned. 

Dinner at Fobu, then drinks at Bird’s Place, that jazz club on Highland.” 

“Nice! What’s the occasion?” 

“No occasion, really. Just something we try to do every once and a while, whenever we 

can. It makes up for how busy and distracted I get around tax time.” 

“Well, you will definitely be having a better night than us,” Ken said. He gave him a 

knowing wink and continued, “Especially after you get home, right?” 

David laughed. “If I’m lucky.” 

“Have fun tonight, buddy.” 

“Thanks! Next time on the game, though.” 

Ken shot him a finger gun and went back to his office. 

 

 

Rachel Stevens finally had a night where she didn’t have to grade anything. No tests. No 

papers filled with symbolism so over the student’s intelligence level it was obviously cribbed 

from the web. It was just going to be her and David. 



And that little blue dress she’d been saving. 

Many of these little date nights of theirs weren’t all that fancy, and they had simply 

stayed home for several of them. This time was different. It had been so long since the last date 

night that David felt guilty, so he promised they could get “all fancy,” pulled some strings for the 

reservations and made sure to clear his calendar. 

She didn’t need to get ready this early, but she not only wanted David to see her when he 

walked in the door, she also knew it would only take him twenty minutes to shower and change. 

Thirty minutes at the outside. Her excitement for the evening was already beginning to build. 

Her skin flushing. Her hands shaking. Her legs squeezing together. If someone would have told 

her twentysomething self that within a decade she would be getting so worked up over one single 

night like this, that child would’ve laughed in their face. Adulthood is crazy like that. 

Rachel was just finishing her lipstick when she heard the garage door rise. She gave 

herself one last look in the mirror, a couple minor adjustments here and there, then took a sexy 

pose position at the top of the stairs. 

“I’m home,” David called out, tossing his keys onto the dining room table. 

“Up here,” Rachel responded. 

“Oh good. Are you almost re—” He froze and dropped his jaw. “Wow.” 

“Thank you. Now get a move on so you can show me a good time.” 

It only took him ten minutes to get ready. 

 

 



The dinner was superb. David had the steak and scallops, Rachel had the garlic chicken. 

After the waiter had taken their order, David kidded, “I hope the alcohol in the drinks later kills 

the garlic taste from your mouth.” 

“I can say the same about the scallops,” she countered. 

The jazz club was halfway to being full by the time they arrived, and was all the way 

there with still more than thirty minutes before the performers were set to go on, a local group 

called the B Natural Trio. David and Rachel hadn’t been seated more than a few minutes when 

another couple approached. 

“Mind if we share the table with you?” the man asked. The couple looked to be around 

David and Rachel’s age, but were dressed in clothes that were obviously expensive and tailored. 

Rachel felt a momentary twinge of embarrassment over her off-the-rack dress, and David 

straightened up in his chair to make his suit lay better on him. 

“Certainly,” David answered, holding out his hand as if offering the chairs to them. 

“Thank you,” the man responded, and the couple sat. “My name is Ryan Hill, and this is 

my lovely companion, Rebecca Morris.” 

“Please,” the woman interjected, holding her hand out to Rachel, “Call me Becky. 

Everyone does. I don’t know why he always introduces me that way.” 

Rachel said, “Nice to meet you, Becky. I’m Rachel Stevens, and this is my husband, 

David.” 

Ryan stuck out his hand and gave David a hard and powerful handshake, “Good to meet 

you, David!” 



“Likewise,” David replied, hiding his grimace. 

Ryan flagged down a waitress, ordered drinks for himself and Becky, then said, “And 

bring another round for my friends here, too.” David told her what they were drinking, and the 

waitress was off to the bar. “So, Dave, what line of work you in?” 

David was caught a little off guard. “Excuse me?” 

“I like to get the small talk out of the way. So, what’s your bag?” 

“I…I’m an accountant.” 

“Nice! Good money in that.” 

“I…uh….do OK. We’re just a small firm.” 

Becky turned to Rachel, “And you, Rachel?” 

“I teach high school English.” 

“That’s so wonderful,” Becky cooed. “Such a noble profession. I wish you people were 

better appreciated for the hard work you do.” 

Rachel was taken aback. “Um…thank you.” 

David decided to turn the tables. “What do you do, Ryan?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing?” 

“Not a damn thing. Neither of us work.” 

“We’re trust fund babies,” Becky said with a giggle. 



“Really?!” Rachel said, genuinely interested. 

“Oh yeah,” Ryan exclaimed. “We come from families one could judiciously call stinkin’ 

rich.” 

“So,” David asked, “you’ve never had a job of any kind?” 

“Nope. As they say, nice work if you can get it…” 

“Won’t you tell me how,” David finished. 

“Maybe I will, someday,” Ryan said with a wink. “Now, you’re probably wondering how 

two people like us met.” 

David and Rachel both kind of shook their heads, and he started to say, “Not real—” 

“In high school. Can you believe it? Private school, to be precise. But, still, high school 

sweethearts till the end. Even through separate universities.” 

“We never lost touch,” said Becky, reaching over to grab Ryan’s hand. “Never could, 

even if we wanted. The fates wouldn’t allow it.” 

Rachel, surprised by the notion, asked, “So, you two actually went to college?” 

“Yessir! Yale for me. Boola Boola!” 

“And I attended Vassar.” 

“I know what you’re thinking,” Ryan continued. “With all that money, why bother with 

college? Truth be told, the trusts didn’t kick in until we turned twenty-one, so we had time to 

kill. Besides, this way it didn’t look like we were just waiting around for our money, but that we 

were doing something with our lives. Planning for our future.” 



“Please, honey, I don’t think our majors fooled anybody.” The couple laughed. “I have a 

degree in art history, and Ryan studied philosophy.” 

“I didn't get the hacky sack scholarship, so I had to go with my second choice.” 

At that point, the band was introduced by the club’s owner. Though the main 

conversation had ended, they all took moments to lean in and make comments or observations to 

one another during the performance. After the band left the stage, the two couples continued 

getting to know each other. David and Rachel would remark to each other later that night how 

they were both initially turned off by Ryan and Becky, but really grew to enjoy their company, 

that behind the bravado were two fascinating and charming people. 

The four of them lost track of time and ended up closing the bar down. In the parking lot, 

they talked for a bit more before exchanging numbers. 

“We’ll get together real soon, Dave-O,” Ryan said, arm outstretched and finger pointing 

while he walked backward. They climbed into a Mercedes Roadster and peeled out of the lot. 

 

 

Several months passed. 

Ryan and Becky never got in touch. 

Not wanting to appear desperate, David and Rachel didn’t dare make the first move. Yet, 

they waited so long it felt, to them, like too much time had passed and they missed their contact 

window. Eventually, they had written the other couple off, even pretty much forgetting about 

them as they went about their everyday lives. 



One day, while he was out having lunch with Grayson Chung, one of the other 

accountants at the firm—in fact, he was the second person hired, just two months before 

David—a semi-familiar voice bellowed across the room. 

“David?! That you?!” 

He looked up to see Ryan weaving his way through the tables. The man was clad in an 

Armani suit so sharply tailored it looked dangerous, his hair all business-slick. 

“I thought that was you! How you been, buddy?” 

“Um…fine. You?” 

“You know, living the life, and all.” He turned to Grayson and shot out his hand so 

forcefully David thought he was going to hit his co-worker. “Ryan Hill.” 

Grayson took the hand, cautiously. “Grayson Chung.” 

“Greyson works with me at the firm.” 

“Please to make your acquaintance, Grey!” Ryan broke the shake, stuck his hand in his 

pocket and turned back to David. “Hey, Dave-O, I need to apologize for not getting back to you 

guys. You’ll never believe this. Not three days after we met, I go and drop my phone in a toilet. 

What are the odds, right? Lost all my data, including numbers. Of course, Becky and I did 

enough drinking that night that we couldn’t remember your last name for the life of us, let alone 

what you two do for a living.” 

“I understand. We didn’t feel too great the next morning, either. Besides, we could’ve 

tried calling, at some point.” 



“Wouldn’t have mattered. Ended up with a new number. Here, let me get you the new 

one. And yours.” He let out a chuckle. “Again.” 

 

 

The next night, while David and Rachel were having dinner, his phone rang. It was 

Becky, so he put it on speaker. 

“Hey, guys! Ryan and I feel so, so, so very bad that we haven’t been in touch. What are 

you doing this weekend?” 

They looked at each other. David mouthed, Are we free? Rachel gave him a shrug and a 

bemused expression and mouthed, Sure. 

“I believe we’re free,” David answered. 

“Great! We are going out to our country house, and you’re coming with.” 

Rachel replied, “Um. Sounds cool.” 

David gave her a look and mouthed, Sounds cool?, for which he received a punch in the 

arm. 

“I’ll text you the directions.” Suddenly, Becky’s voice went up an octave. “This is going 

to be so fun! Can’t wait!” 

After they hung up, David stood and ran his hand through his hair. 

Rachel asked, “What?” 



“I don’t know. It’s just…what…what do we know about these people? I mean, they 

reappear after months of no contact, with some story about dropping a phone in a toilet. Now 

they want us to go away with them? To the country? Away from civilization? I…I’m just not 

sure about it.” 

“I know it’s weird. But…I don’t know…I think it’ll be good for us. We keep to ourselves 

so much. We haven’t had any close friends for a long time. I mean really close, not just people 

from work whose houses we go to for get-togethers. Besides, think of the connections they must 

have. The wealthy crowds we could get to know.” 

David gave this a moment’s thought. “That is a nice point.” 

“See? Let’s give them a chance.” 

“Oh, alright.” He pulled her into his arms and hugged her tight, kissing her. “You’ve 

convinced me.” 

 

 

They drove up on Friday night. 

The house was north of the city, in a wooded area with several nice and rather large 

houses, each separated by nearly three acres of property. So, it wasn’t exactly as ‘away from 

civilization’ as David had feared, but the neighbors weren’t within shouting distance, either. 

Also, to call it a ‘house’ was an understatement. It was more a country estate. 

As they made their way up the gravel drive, David remarked, “Are we sure this didn’t 

used to be the private school they attended?” 



Rachel slapped his arm and, with a laugh, said, “Stop it.” 

They parked and gathered their bags from the trunk. Just before they reached the porch, 

the front door opened and Ryan came out, arms stretched wide, announcing “Welcome to Casa 

Dinero!” 

The hosts took them on a tour that lasted nearly an hour. It included the main house, the 

pool house (which was about the size of David and Rachel’s actual home), the stables (currently 

empty, though Becky had her eye on a couple horses at a farm upstate), and the garage 

(containing four vehicles: a Range Rover, the Benz they drove that first night, a vintage Jag and, 

oddly, a late-80s Chevy Beretta). 

David and Rachel got settled into their bedroom, a room most hotels would call a suite. 

Rachel couldn’t stop cooing over the magnificent four poster bed. David particularly liked the 

view from the bay windows in the little sitting nook. 

It was a pleasant night, so they all sat out on the patio, sipping drinks while Ryan grilled 

some steaks. After dinner, they continued their drinking, interspersed with hits of some very 

good weed. This lasted well into the wee hours of the morning before the last person—David—

finally passed out. 

Breakfast the next morning could have been considered more of a brunch, had it not 

happened well after noon. Somehow, during the meal, Ryan had convinced David to go out and 

do some shooting. David internally blamed his acceptance of the offer on the hangover haze. 

As the men set off, Ryan asked, “Ever do any shooting before?” 

“Some. Every once and a while. Not for a long time, though.” 



They walked deep into the woods behind the pool house to a clearing that had been 

converted into a makeshift gun range. Two heavy duty gun safes sat at one end and Ryan opened 

them both. One held rifles and shotguns, the other pistols and revolvers. 

“Pick your poison, Dave-O.” 

While he was perusing the weapon selection, David heard a loud sniff behind him. He 

turned to see Ryan rubbing at his nose, powder residue on the knuckle of his left hand. In his 

right was a small vial, which he offered to David, saying, “Little bump?” 

“Um…no thanks. I’m good sticking to just the weed.” 

“C’mon. This stuff is great for hangovers. And, it will make that power you feel when 

shooting almost orgasmic. Trust me.” 

David hesitated through two more prods before he finally gave in, taking the vial. 

Between when the men returned and when dinner was served—grilled salmon—David 

caught up on a little work, sitting at the kitchen island with his laptop. Rachel wondered what 

prompted this urge to be productive during their getaway weekend, but never asked. The post-

dinner entertainment proceeded in pretty much the same fashion as the previous night, but with 

games like Charades and Pictionary brought into the mix. 

Around mid-afternoon on Sunday, the couples’ two cars headed back to the city. 

 

 

A little over a month passed before David and Rachel heard from them again. 



 

 

Returning from lunch with a client, David stepped into the firm’s lobby to find Ryan 

sitting in a chair, reading an issue of People from their rack of magazines. 

“Ryan? What are you doing here?” 

“Sorry I don’t have an appointment, but I need to talk to you. Business related talk.” 

“Sure. Come on back to my office.” 

David closed the door behind them and, as he sat down, asked, “What’s this all about?” 

Ryan sat back in his chair and set his briefcase down by his feet. “You see, buddy, I’ve 

run into some…issues, I guess you call them, with my accounts.” 

“What kind of issues?” David was certain he didn't like where this could be heading. 

“Well, I’ve been getting into some sketchy investments. Things not quite above board, 

and all. To add to that, I’ve kind of shirked my…governmental duties. So. I need your mad 

accounting skills.” 

It was exactly what David expected to hear, and he knew the answer to his question 

before he asked, “What would you like me to do?” 

“I was hoping you might be willing to help me move some funds around. Discretely. 

Under the radar, skirting the government stuff, you know?” 

David rubbed his eyes and sighed. “Listen, Ryan. I like you. I do. Despite your 

personality shortcomings.” 



“What? Moi,” Ryan asked in mock annoyance. 

David continued, “Yet, I can’t risk everything I’ve built, the life I have, not only here at 

the firm, but with Rachel. Not for anybody, especially not for a friend.” 

Ryan was no longer mock annoyed. “Fine.” He grabbed his briefcase, huffed and stood. 

“I see.” 

“Now, wait. Don’t be like that. You have to understand the position that would put me 

in.” 

“Oh, I understand. I understand everything about this perfectly. That’s why I came to 

you, instead of trying to find some shady accountant who’d sooner rob me blind than help me.” 

“Ryan—" 

“No! Forget it! I’ve…I’ve got to go, anyway. I’ll see you around.” With that, he stormed 

from the office. 

 

 

A couple days later, Rachel had stopped at the grocery store on the way home from work 

to pick up some cleaning supplies for the weekend. They were planning to finally tackle the mess 

in the garage. As she approached the house, she saw Ryan and Becky’s Mercedes sitting at the 

curb. As she pulled into the driveway, Becky climbed out of the car and walked up the lawn. 

Out of her own car, Rachel said, “Becky?” Even from a distance she could see the 

woman’s red face and puffy eyes. “What’s wrong?” 



“Did David tell you about his meeting with Ryan?” 

Rachel paused, unsure of how to proceed. “Yes…he did.” 

“You have to help us, Rachel,” Becky pleaded. “You have to make David change his 

mind.” 

“I don’t know that I can, or that I even want him to. It’s a huge risk.” 

“Please.” The tears began running down her cheeks. 

“Becky, we’re talking about our lives, here. We could end up in prison—” 

“We are going to prison if we can’t do something quickly! We aren’t savvy enough in 

these matters to do it ourselves. Sure, our parents did these sorts of things all the time, but mine 

are both dead and Ryan’s cut ties with him years ago. We have no one in our family to turn to for 

guidance. David’s our only hope.” 

Rachel could see her friend was close to collapsing right there in the middle of their 

drive, so she put her arm around Becky to stabilize her. As the woman sobbed into her chest, 

Rachel finally conceded, “Alright. I’ll talk to him. See what we can do.” 

 

 

David had another meeting with Ryan, this time at David’s house. They worked out a 

plan, and soon Ryan’s assets were scattered so far to the winds that no government in the world 

could touch them, especially not Uncle Sam. David made sure to never meet up with or call 

Ryan from his office. Everything was done at their houses. 



There were no more large gaps between getting together, either. Ryan and Becky spent so 

much time at their house, they were practically all roommates. Every other weekend was spent 

up at the county house. 

 

 

Several months went by like this. 

 

 

One day, while checking one of their accounts they usually didn’t worry with too much, 

David noticed it had less funds than it should. A lot less. He immediately checked their other 

accounts, finding the same results. 

He yelled for Rachel, who came running. 

“Look!” 

She examined the bank spreadsheets. “Where did it all go?” 

He gave her a deadly serious stare. “One guess.” 

“No. They wouldn’t. They couldn’t. They don’t know how.” 

“You certain about that?” 

She glanced back at the screen. “No.” 

“Why don’t you do the digging. You’re much better at the detective shit than me.” 



 

 

Within a day, Rachel had traced the activity back to Ryan and Becky. Unfortunately, the 

one thing she couldn’t find was the money. 

“It's vanished. I have no clue where they hid it." 

“Fuck!” David paced, clenching and unclenching his fists. 

After watching him for a few minutes, Rachel was struck with an idea. “You know,” she 

began, and David stopped. “This could work out for us. If we play this right, we could take care 

of all our problems. Maybe even permanently.” 


