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      Porter stared at the hotel for a while. This was the place. She’d been in the UK for over a week, and immediately went to the Anslaw Hotel, where Evan told her she stayed with Chesney. She found a computer expert who was able to hack into the hotel records until they found the room that Porter and Chesney had stayed in. Part of her still wasn’t sure it was all true, but once the hacker confirmed it, she knew she had to go there.

      Room 644. That was the unit that they stayed at the last three times Porter and Chesney had been there. It must’ve been a favorite. It still didn’t ring any bells for her, though. Porter had called the hotel the day before, inquiring about the room, though they said it was unavailable. Until today, that is. Someone was checking out. That meant she could get into the room for a day or two.

      Porter’s main hope was that by being there, something would trigger a memory. Something had to. How could she have been there several times with someone that she apparently cared for and still not remember anything? Something had to jog it. If this didn’t work, she didn’t know what would.

      Maybe it was a fool’s errand. Maybe it wouldn’t do any good at all. But she had to try. She was also cognizant of the fact that she may not be alone there. If she knew of the hotel that she and Chesney stayed at, she had to assume that the people chasing after her knew about it too.

      That’s why she tried to disguise her appearance as much as she could. At least for now. She sat on a bench only a minute away from the hotel, looking directly at the front of the building. She turned her head around periodically, making sure she wasn’t the focus of someone’s binoculars. She had a hat on, with her hair pulled up into it to disguise as much of her blonde hair as possible. She also had on jeans, and a black coat that she pulled up to her neck. If someone was watching, she was making it difficult for them to identify her.

      Porter sat there for a while, over an hour, until it was time to check in. She saw no red flags on the outside. Part of her thought that maybe there was a team of agents in the lobby, waiting until she stepped foot inside before they tried to take her down. She could’ve just walked away and forgotten about it all, but decided it was worth the risk. What else was she living for right now, anyway? All that mattered was finding out who she was and about her past. Even escaping took a back seat to that right now.

      She got up, slung her backpack over her shoulder, and walked toward the hotel, still keeping her eyes peeled for signs of trouble. Once she got inside, she stopped just in front of the door in case she had to make a quick exit. Somewhat surprisingly, there was no one running at her or pointing a gun or anything. Everyone inside just seemed to be going about their business as normal as could be.

      Finally, with her mind a little more at ease, Porter picked up her feet and moved toward the front desk. There was someone in front of her, so Porter turned her body around to take a look. It was still clear. She was so busy looking around that she never noticed the man in front of her move on.

      “Can I help you, Miss?” the male clerk asked.

      Porter spun her head back around and moved closer. “Yes, sorry. I made a reservation yesterday. Room 644.” Porter looked to both sides of her one more time, though she didn’t want to give off the vibes that something was wrong. The last thing she needed was to alert the staff there that she was in trouble and alert the police.

      A few seconds later, the clerk returned with her key, handing it to her. “And I just need your identification.” Porter reached inside her coat pocket and removed her passport, handing it to him. “Melissa?”

      Porter smiled. “That’s right.”

      The clerk typed a few things into his computer, then handed the passport back to her. “There you go. You’ll only be here a day?”

      “Probably. I’m on a business trip. Won’t take very long.”

      “I understand. Enjoy your stay. Do you need someone to show you to your room?”

      “Uh, no, thank you. I’ve been here before. I’ll find it. Thank you.”

      Porter bypassed the elevator and walked over to the stairs. She was nervous about taking the elevator. What if the doors opened on the sixth floor and there were ten guns pointed at her? She’d be trapped. Of course, they could trap her on the stairs as well, but at least she could try getting off on one of the other floors if it wasn’t blocked off. She was all about making sure she had options now.

      Once Porter got up to the sixth floor, she opened the door, letting her one hand stay free in case she needed to grab her gun quickly. She cautiously stepped onto the floor, happy to see no one else there. Not wanting to ruin a good thing, she quickly walked down the hallway, passing a dozen rooms on both sides of her, until she finally found the one she was looking for. Room 644.

      Porter stared at the numbers on the door, almost waiting for them to speak to her. A lump went down her throat. She was unsure what to expect once she went inside. Would a flood of memories suddenly start gushing into her mind, remembering it all as if it were yesterday? Or would it continue to be a blank slate? Either way, she was a little nervous. She took one last look down both ends of the hallway, then put the keycard in the slot on the door. It unlocked.

      She opened the door slowly, then walked in. Porter stood there for a moment, still waiting for that other shoe to drop. Waiting for a bunch of men in government-looking suits to rush toward her. They weren’t coming—thankfully. She breathed a bit easier.

      As she let go of the door and it closed behind her, Porter walked further into the room, looking around at everything. It was a really nice room, with what looked like some expensive furniture and finishings. She stared at the couch, trying to picture herself sitting there in another moment in time.

      With nothing coming back to her, she slowly went to the bedroom, almost as if she were afraid of actually remembering something. As Porter walked into the bedroom, her eyes were immediately drawn to the king-size bed in the middle of the room. She closed her eyes, then tried to imagine herself and Chesney in it, hoping that would spur something. She kept her eyes closed, trying to focus, making facial expressions that indicated she was either remembering something, or trying to force something that wasn’t there. It turned out to be the latter. She opened her eyes after thirty seconds, still in the same head space that she was before. There was nothing there that she remembered.

      Porter sighed, then walked into the bathroom that adjoined the room. She put eyes on every space there was, hoping something, no matter how small, would trigger that one memory. She had a feeling that was all it would take. Just one. Then that would lead to others. Unfortunately, that one small thing just wasn’t coming.

      Dejected, she left the bedroom and walked through the living room until she got to the kitchen. There were no triggers there, either. She wasn’t about to give up, though. She walked around the room for a while longer, but she really didn’t have much hope at that point. Porter walked around, touching things, desperately wanting her memory to come back.

      After thirty minutes of looking and touching, she was about to give up. Nothing was working. Nothing was coming back to her. Not even the slightest hint of a memory. Her mind just felt… empty.

      Finally, Porter put her back up against the wall, then slowly slid down to the floor. She hiked up her knees, then put her elbows on them, and put her head in her hands. She didn’t let any tears fall. She was dejected, but maybe it was finally starting to settle in for her. Maybe her memory just wasn’t going to come back. Under any circumstances. She knew that was a possibility, but she always held out hope that it would return. Something would trigger it. Maybe now she just had to finally accept that this was the way she’d always be. She’d always have that blank slate that she couldn’t account for.

      Porter finally lifted her head out of her hands and tilted it back until it rested against the wall. There wasn’t much else she could do. Evan told her about the apartment she had in France. Maybe that was her next move. Maybe that would be the final straw. If she went there, and she still had no memories of her former life, maybe that’d be a sign that she should just give it up. She wasn’t there yet. But it was close. She had one more card to play, and if that failed to bring up anything, then maybe it’d be time to forget about her past, and move on to the future.
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      Myers was summoned over to one of the analyst's desks to look at a picture.

      “We got this picture of what looks like a woman going into a hotel about an hour ago,” the analyst said.

      “Run it through facial rec?”

      “Yeah, but we didn’t get a match. There just wasn’t enough there for a positive ID.”

      Myers stared at the picture. “You got anything else?”

      “No, this is it. We took it off a security cam, and this was the best picture of the bunch. You can tell it’s a woman by the facial features we can see, but with the hat on, the hair pulled up, and the coat up to her neck, it’s hard to get a good look.”

      “Could be her,” Myers said.

      “I just can’t say one way or another.”

      “Where was this taken?”

      “About an hour ago going to this hotel.” The analyst reached over and tapped a piece of paper with his middle finger, which had the name and address of the hotel written down on it.

      Myers squinted his eyes. “Why does this seem familiar?” The analyst didn’t have an answer at the moment. Myers went over to his desk and started going through the several file folders’ worth of information they’d built up on the case. It only took a few minutes. His eyes lit up when he saw it, knowing immediately that the person in the picture was Porter. “That’s it. The hotel Porter and Chesney stayed at when they were together.”

      Myers jumped out of his seat and left the room in order to go see his boss. Stephenson’s door was open, so Myers knocked as he came in.

      “I think we got her,” Myers said.

      “Where?”

      “I think she just entered a hotel in the UK. Same one that we’ve got Porter and Chesney at when they were together.”

      “How do you know it’s her?” Stephenson asked. “Are you sure?”

      “Not positive. More of a hunch. We’ve got a picture of someone I think is her.”

      Stephenson eagerly got out of his chair and followed his subordinate down the hallway until they reached the situation room again. Myers led his boss over to the picture they had.

      “You can see… it’s not clear. But it might be.”

      Stephenson didn’t need to be convinced. He was already on board. “That’s her. No question.”

      “Should we move on it?”

      “Absolutely. How close can we get a team there?”

      Myers instantly started scrolling through his phone. “About thirty minutes.”

      “Do it. Get them there.”

      Myers nodded, then sent instructions to the closest agents they had on the ground. “What do you think she’s doing there?”

      Stephenson stared at the picture of the person he believed to be Porter. “Retracing her steps. She’s looking for answers. Something she can latch onto.”

      “I guess we’ll just have to latch onto her first.”

      It was easier said than done, as they all knew by now. But they’d been searching for her for over a week, ever since she dropped off the grid in Italy. Now, they’d found her again.
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      Porter sat on the couch, thinking about what to do next. She wanted to go to France and find her apartment, but she wasn’t sure of the best way to get there. She no longer had her friends in Italy to turn to, as that group only operated into and out of that country.

      She thought about contacting George Watts again, but wasn’t sure if it was best to drag him into this one more time. He helped her out of one situation before, and considering everyone who usually did wound up dead, it was a miracle he wasn’t already. Of course, she didn’t know for a fact whether he was alive or not, but she assumed he was. She hoped he was. And if that were true, he somehow escaped the jinx that was usually associated with being around her. She wasn’t sure it was a good idea to put him at risk again.

      After some time thinking about it, Porter figured she’d be better off going it alone. She didn’t want to put anyone else at risk, and the more people that she involved in this, the greater chance there was of someone finding her faster. Someone could get tracked or followed, and at this point, Porter figured that was more likely than anything. As much as she would like to have someone on her side, showing her the way or helping her out if she ran into trouble, it just wasn’t a good idea.

      As Porter sat there, she leaned her head back and closed her eyes. It didn’t take long before she dozed off. She hadn’t been getting much sleep lately. Being on the run and constantly looking over your shoulder had a tendency to wreak havoc on a person’s sleep schedule.

      She only slept for about twenty minutes. Something woke her. Her head snapped to attention, her eyes focusing on the front door. She wasn’t sure what it was. It was just a feeling she had. Something was off. At first, Porter brushed it off to her heightened sense of paranoia. She always assumed the worst was waiting for her around the corner. These days, she had to.

      This seemed like something else, though. She just couldn’t put her finger on what. Porter kept staring at the door, as if she expected it to suddenly burst open, with a team of twelve agents rushing through it. She listened intently, trying to hear the sounds of muffled voices or shoes shuffling in the hallway, getting into position. But it was all quiet.

      Porter put her hands on top of her head and sighed, thinking it must have been her nerves. She got up, quietly walked over to the door, and looked out the peephole, just to give herself some peace of mind—or quickly get her into defense mode. Luckily, there was no one out there.

      She still had that eerie feeling that something was wrong, but tried to shake it off. Porter figured she had to do something to keep herself busy and clear her mind. She went to the bathroom and turned the shower on.
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      Myers turned toward his boss, who was looking at the monitors on the wall. He wanted the final approval to turn the agents loose.

      “Our guys are ready. They’re waiting down the hall from Porter’s room. Should I turn them loose or try to wait for a visual to make sure it really is her?”

      Stephenson shook his head. He wasn’t waiting for any visual. He knew it was her in that room. And he wasn’t giving her any more time. “Send them in.”

      “What if it’s not her?”

      “Then we’ll deal with it, apologize, and move on. But I don’t think we’ll have to worry about that. Put them in play.”

      Myers nodded, then sent a message to the lead agent, telling him the mission was a go. There were four agents in the hallway outside Porter’s room. They’d gotten the key card to the room and opened the door. With their guns out in front of them, they slowly went inside—all except one, who was left out in the hallway, just in case they flushed Porter out that way.

      The three agents split up, with one going into the kitchen while one stayed in the living room and the other went into the hallway toward the bedroom and bathroom. The agent heard the shower running and made the bathroom his first stop. How easy it would be to take her out while she was in the shower. They couldn’t have planned it any better.

      The agent opened the bathroom door, trying to be as quiet as possible. His eyes were immediately drawn to the shower, where the curtain was closed, concealing the person on the other side of it. He couldn’t even see an outline through the curtain. He gripped his gun a little tighter and moved in closer. With his left hand free, he crept toward the shower, putting his hand on the edge of the curtain. Then, he suddenly yanked the curtain open, swinging his gun around, ready to open fire. He was surprised to see that nobody was there. The water was running, but Porter wasn’t there.

      “Looking for me?” Porter asked, standing behind the man.

      The agent quickly spun around, only to get a kick to his groin. He hunched over in pain and Porter gave him another kick, this time to the chest, sending him spiraling backward into the shower. He was out of the fight for the moment. Knowing there were others nearby, Porter ran out of the bathroom. Almost immediately, she was met by the second agent. He came around the corner at the same time as Porter got there, each of them surprised that the other was only inches away.

      Without thinking, Porter instinctively launched herself onto the man, sending them both down to the ground. Porter landed on top and hammered the man’s face with a couple of punches. She continued pounding away on him, much longer than she should have, considering she had already won the fight. She didn’t notice the agent coming from the kitchen, sneaking closer.

      The agent stood firm, having a clear shot at Porter. He steadied his hand and aimed, targeting her chest. At the last second, just as the man fired, Porter looked up at him. She instantly dodged to her right to get out of the way of the bullet, but it was too late. Porter grimaced and let out a small groan as she fell, hitting against the wall. Luckily, she noticed the agent before he fired, or else she would have been dead right now. Still, a bullet to the arm wasn’t exactly a pleasant experience. But it was better than the alternative, which would have been a bullet to the chest and instant death.

      With the predicament she was now in, Porter didn’t have time to worry about her arm, even though it caused her pain. She immediately fell onto her back, removing her gun from the waistband of her pants at the same time. She aimed at the hallway, even though there was nothing there yet. She was waiting for the agent to make an appearance, which she figured he’d have to do if he wanted to check on whether she was dead or not. As Porter fell back into the hallway, he now couldn’t see her from his position.

      Porter bid her time silently, waiting for the outline of the man. She didn’t want to drop the hammer on him, but she wasn’t left with much of a choice now. It was either them or her. She took a quick look back at the bathroom to see if the first guy was coming, as she figured it wouldn’t take him too much longer to get back in the fight.

      Just as she turned her head back around to the living room, she saw a glimpse of the agent, who was starting to creep into view from the hallway. He had his gun out in front, ready to fire again. Porter didn’t give him the chance. She fired three rounds, all of which hit their mark. The agent instantly went down, and Porter jumped back to her feet.

      She was breathing heavily, and her arm burned a little. Porter winced as she felt her left arm with her right hand, the gun still entrenched in her grasp. She had to block out the pain for the moment. She was bleeding from it, but it didn’t penetrate her skin.

      The man from the bathroom still wasn’t coming, and the man directly in front of her on the floor was starting to move, but wasn’t yet ready to rejoin the fight. Porter looked down at him, moving her fingers slightly on her weapon, thinking about what she wanted to do. She could have easily ended the man’s life right then and there. She started to raise the gun, but quickly pulled it back down to her side. It wasn’t right.

      Killing in self-defense was one thing, but killing someone who wasn’t a threat at the moment didn’t seem like the right thing to do. She could’ve convinced herself that the man was a threat, and that by not killing him, she was probably going to have to deal with him again at some point. And probably soon. But there was probably always going to be a guy like that. Getting rid of this one wouldn’t have suddenly made her troubles go away. There was always going to be someone to take his place. Her issue had to be just getting out of this predicament in the first place.

      Porter stepped over the man but kept her gun out in front of her chest, ready to fire if there was another person that jumped out at her. She quickly scanned the rest of the room, not seeing any signs of trouble. She went over to the door. Before opening it, she looked back to make sure the others weren’t coming yet.

      Porter opened the door and immediately saw a gun appear out of nowhere, staring at her in the face. She instantly swatted at the gun, the agent pulling the trigger at the same time, with the bullet going into the floor. The man’s gun dropped to the floor, so he balled his hand into a fist and took a swing at her. Porter blocked the blow, then dropkicked the man’s legs, causing him to fall onto the floor. She knew she didn’t want to be in any kind of prolonged battle with the man, especially with his friends nearby. This pretty much ended the fight before it started.

      The man held both of his shins but started to get up, though Porter made quick work of that. She gave several forceful kicks to the man’s face, keeping him permanently on the ground. The man’s face felt like he’d gotten hit with a hammer, but at least he was still alive and Porter didn’t use her gun on him.

      With all of her attackers down, Porter rushed out the door. She quickly spun her head around, making sure there was nobody else out in the hallway waiting for her. It was finally clear. With no time to waste, and no idea where she was going, she ran down the hall until she found the stairs.
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      Myers had his hand over his mouth, hardly believing that they’d come up short again. He barely wanted to look over at his boss, who he assumed would have smoke coming out of his head in anger by now. Surprisingly, though, Stephenson didn’t appear mad at all. For him, it was just another blown opportunity.

      “Those guys need to hurry up and get their asses back in the game!” Stephenson said. “We’ve still got a chance here. She can’t get too far if we get on her tail quickly.”

      “I already had a backup team coming just in case,” Myers replied. “They should be there shortly.”

      “She could be gone by the time they arrive. We need those guys to get moving.”

      Stephenson’s wishes were soon granted as the one agent stumbled out of the bathroom only a few seconds later. He helped get the others to their feet, and they all stormed out of the room, quickly trying to find Porter again.

      “What do you wanna do about our guy still there?” Myers asked.

      Stephenson thought about it for a second. They had a couple of options. The first was to do what they always did: send someone in to clean it up before anyone else found the body. But they could also deviate from that in this case. With Porter being so elusive, it ran across his mind that they could let the body in the hotel room be found by the authorities. That way it would come back to Porter, and they could then get the police involved in the pursuit. The more eyes they had on her at this point, the better. But that would come with additional problems. If the police found her first, who knows what she might say to them. In the end, Stephenson wasn’t sure the additional eyeballs were worth the risk. He decided to stay the usual course.

      “Get one of the backup team members to clean everything up in that room,” Stephenson said.

      “I’ll get them on it.”

      The other three agents rushed down the steps and took off after Porter, flying out of the hotel. The one thing they knew was that she wasn’t staying there. The three agents hurried out of the hotel and instantly started looking around, hoping to get a glimpse of her somewhere.

      “There!” one of them said, pointing further down the street. He just barely saw the back of Porter as she ran into an alley between two tall buildings.

      The three men immediately took off after her, trying to close the small lead that she now had. As Porter got to the end of the alley, she stopped for a moment and looked back, taking a second to catch her breath. Then she saw one of the agents suddenly run into the alley, and Porter took off right away.

      She wasn’t sure where she was going, but as Porter kept on running, she periodically looked back, and she could feel the men gaining ground on her. She had to do something to lose them. She needed to slow them up. Porter ran around cars, through the street, avoiding oncoming traffic, anything she could think of. Car horns blared as Porter maneuvered around the vehicles, with the pursuing agents doing the same.

      It slowed the agents up, but only a little. Porter ran down the sidewalk, still heavily pursued by the three men following. She ran across the street again, hoping she could find something to give herself some distance—a car, a building, something she could use.

      Porter eventually started running toward the River Thames, though she didn’t know it at the time. She hopped over a small fence and ran through some small bushes, finding herself in what seemed like a park setting. There was a path with benches and a bunch of people walking around.

      She started running down the path. She took a look back. They were still behind her. Porter started worrying that she wasn’t going to be able to lose them this time. She eventually ran past what looked like an outdoor restaurant. Several people were walking in and out of it. Porter successfully evaded one of the walkers, although one of the agents pursuing her slammed into one of them.

      At least it gave Porter a few extra seconds. It wasn’t much, but she’d take what she could get right now. As Porter continued running, people along the path started moving to the side, realizing that something was going on.

      Porter’s lead seemed to be shrinking by the second. She was going to have to do something drastic. As she passed by a couple
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