
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seventeen 

 

 

The assistant to the man on the yacht looked out over the city, marveling at the beauty of 

its twinkling lights and silhouetted buildings, all painted against a creamsicle dusk. He was 

standing at the edge of the building’s roof, waiting for the arrival of the country’s president, a 

helicopter at the ready on the pad behind him. 

His phone rang.  

He glanced at the display and answered, “Yes?” 

He listened to the woman on the other end, his heart sinking lower and lower with every 

word. When the debrief was finished, he merely replied, “He will not be pleased by this news,” 

before ending the call. 



A minute later, the president, flanked by a team that included three of his cabinet 

members and four security officers, stepped from the elevator. The assistant motioned for the 

helicopter pilot to begin his takeoff preps as he walked toward the leader. 

“Mr. President,” he greeted, shaking the man’s hand. 

Everyone but the security detail boarded the helicopter. As it lifted from the helipad and 

made its way toward the open ocean, the assistant’s gaze moved from the president, out the 

window, back to the city. He now thought about the contrast between how enchanting the city 

was from a distance, yet how rotten and crime-ridden it was from a street level perspective. This 

rumination brought a tiny smile to his face. 

Once the helicopter landed, the man on the yacht approached and opened the door, 

greeting the politicians as they exited. The assistant was the last person, and he whispered in his 

boss’ ear, “We need to talk, urgently.” 

The man addressed the crowd, “Gentlemen, I have some pressing business I need to take 

care of right away. If you will please make your way to the lounge, I will join you posthaste. Feel 

free to help yourselves to anything from the bar while you wait.” 

They made their way to the man’s quarters. 

The assistant wasted no time, talking the instant he locked the door behind him. “I got a 

call. The men they sent to keep an eye on Calvert’s home are both dead. One was shot by an 

agent of the FBI, and the other took his own life while in custody. Before he could talk, as far as 

they can tell.” 



The anger began boiling within the man. “This…guy,” he hissed. He started pacing. As 

he passed his golf bag, he removed one of the irons. Both his hands twisted back and forth 

around it, his grip so tight the blood was leaving his fingers. “First those two…now…”  

The club snapped in half. The man stood for a moment, his breathing increasing in 

intensity, then slowly settling back to normal. 

Once calm, he said, “Put more men on Calvert. I want him tailed 24/7, with teams ready 

to act at a moment’s notice wherever he goes.” 

The man handed the broken golf club to his assistant, checked himself in a mirror, 

smoothing his jacket and hair, then exited the cabin, back into the lounge. 

“Everyone,” he called out cheerfully, “shall we adjourn to the dining room?” 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eighteen 

 

 

The FBI agent inside the SUV yelped. 

He was sitting at the far end of the parking lot belonging to a convenience store called 

Casey’s, his laptop open on the seat beside him. It had been determined this was a more ideal 

spot to monitor Calvert from, with its proximity to his house—he would have to pass here to get 

to I-35—and busy parking which could conceal the vehicle’s identity better. The laptop was 

open to the program connected to the tracking device on Calvert’s car, and it had just pinged, 

alerting the agent the vehicle was on the move. 

The yelp was because he just burned the roof of his mouth on a piece of breakfast pizza 

he got from the Casey’s. 



He took a big sip from his Cherry Coke, then pulled out his phone and sent a text to 

Hanigan and Myers. 

 

 

Sitting at their desks, both Hanigan and Myers’ phones buzzed at nearly the same instant. 

“Showtime,” Myers responded. He pulled up the tracking program on his computer, while 

Hanigan rolled his chair around so he could see the screen. 

 

 

Max was positive the FBI was going to be keeping an eye on him, again. They were 

probably even tracking his car. He’d thought about giving the vehicle a once-over to see if they’d 

attached a LoJack but decided not to tip his hand. 

Besides, he was just out for a leisurely drive. 

To the airport. 

To get on a flight. 

That he’d made a reservation for under a false identity. 

No big. 

The first chunk of the ride, he kept his eyes more on the rearview mirror than the road, 

trying to see if he was being followed. There weren’t many other vehicles heading north with 

him on I-35, and he discovered it’s kind of hard to tell if someone is tailing you on a long stretch 



of straight road. Nowhere to make unexpected turns or stops. He eventually abandoned the idea 

and concentrated on his driving. 

When he got to the airport, he parked in the long-term lot, grabbed his bag and went to 

check in. 

 

 

“The airport,” Hanigan said when the blip that was Calvert’s car stopped. He slid back 

over to his own desk. Pulling up the passenger lists for the most current flights, he quickly 

scanned them. “He’s not on any list, dammit.” 

 

 

Max made his way to the gate for his flight to O’Hare. He kept an eye out for anyone 

baring the telltale signs of Fed-itude. Sure enough, a guy sitting at the gate for Denver, directly 

across from his gate, fully reeked of G-Man. He resisted the urge to wave, this time. He needed 

to play things cool, for the time being. 

In fact, the guy at the Denver gate had just texted Hanigan and Myers only seconds 

before Max spotted him. 

 

 



“Chicago,” both agents said, simultaneously. Hanigan then said, “Alert that team, tell the 

others they can stand down.” He checked the Chicago manifest, but the flight was nearly full, 

with plenty of passengers flying alone. “No luck. He could be any one of these people.” 

“Shit,” Myers replied. “Well, that flight’s an hour and a half. Wanna grab some food?” 

“Might as well.” 

 

 

When he got to O’Hare, Max went straight to the first class lounge. He sat near a large 

group of businessmen. From their conversation, it sounded like they were all heading back home 

from a convention of some sort, one that sounded boring as hell to the former soldier. 

One of the FBI agents scattered throughout the terminal watched Max enter the lounge. 

He texted the information. 

 

 

Their phones buzzed. 

Myers swung his feet off his desk. “And we’re back, ladies and gentlemen.” 

Hanigan wiped some mayo from his mouth and looked at his phone. “First class. That 

stolen money is not going to waste, is it?” 

“Not one bit.” 



Hanigan called up the O’Hare departure schedule. “Feel like betting where he’s off to 

next?” 

“I’m guessing he stays in country.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. I just have this gut feeling Gold and Watkins have been under our noses this 

entire time.” 

“Fifty?” 

“You’re on,” Myers accepted, shaking his partner’s hand to seal it. 

 

 

Max divided his attention between a book of sudoku and watching the departure board. 

His plan required him to cut things close, but not too close. It was also more of a sketch than a 

full plan, if he was being honest. He really had no concrete idea for how he was going to get to 

his gate without being seen by any of the Feds that were more than likely spread out in the 

terminal, waiting for him at this very moment. 

As the clock crept closer and closer to his flight time, he started getting nervous. Then, 

fate smiled upon him when a voice from the group of suits bellowed with a tinge of drunkenness, 

“Well, boys, I have a plane to catch.” Other mumbles of agreement followed, and the men started 

to gather their belongings. 

Max’s sketch became a more detailed drawing. 



When the group headed for the exit, Max got up and fell in behind them. They walked as 

a gang for a while, with Max floating near enough to hide from prying eyes and be confused for 

a member if one didn’t know better, but not close enough to arouse suspicion from any of the 

group. They were, in fact, just drunk enough to barely notice anything of their surroundings 

beyond gate numbers and listed destinations. 

Gradually, individuals broke off and headed for separate gates. Max stayed with the 

clump as long as he could, even getting within a few gates of his own before this moving patch 

of cover was too thin. Yet, he saw exactly what he needed up ahead: a team of college athletes. 

Max sped up his walking, trying not to look suspicious as he moved from person to 

person to keep a little cover until he caught up with the team. Their jacket only had a logo, no 

school name, so he had no idea who they played for, or which sport. They stopped at the gate for 

Orlando, which shared the waiting area for the Toronto gate. 

And his flight was boarding. 

He slipped and slid through the crowd until he was at the line of his fellow passengers. 

For an average flight, the line was moving at a good pace. For Max’s needs, wounded snails 

were faster. While in the line, he resisted the urge to glance around, in case he would accidently 

tip off anyone searching for him. Though, as he stepped through the door onto the ramp, he 

couldn’t help pretending to adjust his bag to get a view back into the terminal. 

His eyes locked with a man in the typically stuffy suit. 

The man began texting. 

Max cursed under his breath. 



 

 

Hanigan held out his hand, which was soon filled with two twenties and a ten. “It might 

not hurt to get some extra help on this,” he said, picking up his phone and dialing Jonas Eicke. 

 

 

A young woman approached the counter at the Toronto gate. “Is this flight full?” 

“You’re in luck. We have a few open seats left,” the flight attendant replied. 

“Great! One, please. Anywhere is fine” 

While the attendant prepared the ticket, the young woman took out her phone and texted: 

Toronto. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nineteen 

 

 

Besides the plane ticket, Max didn’t make a single other reservation for Toronto. There 

was no telling whether any of the fake ID’s had been blown by the previous sojourn, but he 

needed to play the odds and use them, no matter. Still, he didn’t need the authorities staked out 

wherever he went. 

He walked up to the Hertz counter and procured a rental, using different ID documents 

from the ones he did for the plane. Once in the car, he checked out hotels on his phone, chose 

one at the opposite end of the city from the coffee shop. He checked their vacancies on a travel 

site and drove straight there, using an even different ID. He spent the entire rest of the day and 

all night in his room, only venturing out to visit the vending machines. The next morning, he 

partook of the complimentary breakfast, during which he checked on the vacancies of hotels 



closer to the coffee shop. He found one he liked, finished his meal, got his bag from the room 

and, without checking out of his current hotel, took a room at the new one. Of course, he used a 

different ID again and, of course, he stayed in his room. 

Unfortunately, the ID he used to get the car was the Italian one. 

He also didn’t notice the young woman who had been on his flight from Chicago sitting a 

few tables away at the first hotel, enjoying a nice fruit plate and an omelet. 

 

 

Hanigan and Myers beat Jonas to Toronto by about half a day. They were staying in the 

same hotel, and when the INTERPOL agent got settled in, he met the FBI agents in the lobby bar 

for a drink. The German ordered a heavy dark beer, while Hanigan had a lager and Myers a light 

beer. They filled Jonas in on everything that had occurred since Calvert had returned home. 

“Then,” Jonas asked, “is he here to meet with Gold and Watkins?” 

“Not sure,” Hanigan responded. “I put a team on him in case he made a move, but I 

honestly didn’t expect anything this soon. He must’ve found out something while in your neck of 

the woods.” 

“If he did, we haven’t been able to figure it out, yet. If he met with a forger, it will take 

quite a while to discover who. Even narrowing it down to those at the top of their profession, 

there are many names through which we must sift.” 

“What about that agent you told me about? The one who had checked into your case 

file.” 



“I still have my eye on him. I’ve been looking into his background. He served with the 

British military in the Middle East, but his path never crossed with Calvert, far as I can tell.” 

“Still, too coincidental. There has to be a connection.” 

Myers asked, “What’s our attack plan?” 

Jonas replied, “I was able to fast track permission for you to operate here. I had to vouch 

for you both, so please try not to do anything that will embarrass me. Such as drinking piss water 

rather than real beer.” He gave Myers a disapproving look. Hanigan laughed and Myers flipped 

the bird to both. Jonas continued, “I have a couple extra men ready to assist, waiting for my call. 

Even if Gold and Watkins show up armed, I think the five of us will be more than enough.” 

Hanigan’s phone buzzed. He checked the text. “Talk about a stroke of luck.” He passed 

the phone to Myers, who passed it to Jonas after reading. 

Jonas took out his phone and said, “I can get a warrant for the rental’s GPS within the 

hour.” 

Myers clapped his hands together and rubbed them vigorously. “I love this feeling. 

Getting so close to the end you can taste it.” He downed the rest of his beer and stood. “Who 

needs another round?” 

The other two declined. After he was out of earshot, Jonas remarked, “You have quite the 

eager partner, there.” 

“Yeah. He likes the action side of the job.” 

“Well, I’m glad you finally accepted a partner.” 



“I didn’t have much of a choice in the matter. He was kind of forced on me. It’s worked 

out well, though. He still has a lot to learn, and there’s a lot this job still has to beat out of him, 

too.” 

Jonas lifted his glass. “Here’s to age and wisdom.” 

Hanigan lifted his. “And to career-related cynicism.”  

 

 

Max tried to eat the complimentary breakfast, but the impending meet that afternoon had 

his stomach too tied and twisted around itself. He managed to ingest some juice and half a bowl 

of Cheerios before giving up and returning to his room.  

He tried everything he could think of to keep busy. He flipped through the limited 

number of TV channels. He started, but never finished, several sudokus. He attempted to read the 

book he brought, but the words constantly faded to a blur. Jumping jacks. Sit-ups. Push-ups. 

Nothing worked. 

Around one o’clock he decided to just go to the coffee shop and hang. 

The only parking was about a block away, on the street. He didn’t like being so far from 

the car in case there was need for a quick getaway, but the city planning for the neighborhood 

wasn’t exactly evacuation friendly. He locked the car, then took a moment to examine his 

surroundings. The way the buildings were situated, he felt very enclosed, like the structures were 

leaning over and expanding to create an urban cage. He shook it off and walked to the Java Spot. 



It was a nice place, he had to admit. Kind of had a rustic feel to the décor, melded with an 

industrial motif. He ordered a large mocha and a blueberry muffin the size of a Volkswagen. The 

interior seating was partially full, but the patrons were spread out enough that it meant choosing 

a table for privacy was out of the question. As tactically unsound as it was, he headed for the 

outdoor seating. Unlike most places, where the tables were at the front of the building, the Java 

Spot put theirs in the rear, creating a backyard deck feel. It also felt better covered from any 

spying. 

After a half-hour, he was leaning back, enjoying the sunny day, his anxiety almost 

forgotten. By two-thirty, his nerves giving him the munchies now, Max had ordered another 

coffee and a flying saucer-sized snickerdoodle. By three, he was beginning to think the coded 

messages were older than he thought, past his friends’ expiration. Around twenty till four, he 

knew this venture had been for naught. He gathered up his trash and started to stand. 

That was when a hand clasped onto his shoulder. 

 


