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      Michael rushed into the living room and almost tripped over the coffee table as he reached for the remote. “There was a prison break north of Montreal!” He clicked on the TV. “Derrick called to say the late night news is carrying the story.”

      As an investigative journalist, Michael always had the inside scoop, this time from Derrick Ferguson, his boss at The Gazette. Eager to learn more about this recent development, I perched on the leather sofa next to him.

      A breaking-news banner stretched along the bottom of the screen as mug shots of two unshaven men came into view. The announcer stated:

      Two inmates escaped from a medium-security jail north of Montreal this evening. Daniel Plouffe and Pierre Favreau, members of the notorious Hells Angels biker gang, are assumed to be heading to Montreal. They are considered armed and dangerous. Both men were recently transferred from a maximum-security jail and were scheduled to appear in court on Monday, August 11, on drug-dealing gangsterism and first-degree murder charges.

      I peered at the mug shots. Daniel Plouffe’s face was long and narrow. An ugly scar ran down one side of his face from his eye to his mouth. Pierre Favreau had small dark eyes and a bulbous nose set into a round face. Both men were in their early forties. The Hells Angels had a worldwide reputation for narcotics trafficking, violent murders, illegal gambling, intimidation, and theft, among other criminal activities. These two escapees looked every bit the part.

      I shuddered involuntarily. “They give me the creeps.”

      The coverage over, Michael clicked off the TV. “They’re members of the same chapter of Hells Angels that the cops arrested in a cocaine bust four months ago—thanks to info I gave them from one of my sources. And now they’ve escaped. Damn!” He shook his head.

      “How does anyone manage to break out of jail—even a medium-security one?” I asked him.

      “The Hells Angels must have had inside connections.” He gazed at the floor, a tiny muscle pulsating along his jaw—a sign that something else was on his mind.

      “Okay, spill the beans,” I said. “I have a feeling you’re already planning your next move.”

      He shrugged. “I can’t just sit back, Megan. I’ve got to find these guys. I didn’t spend months gathering evidence against them to have them escape justice. Maybe one of my Quebec sources knows something.” He pulled out his cell phone and scanned his contact list.

      Part of me wished Michael wouldn’t reach any of his informants. Between his impromptu assignments and my long hours of work, we’d rarely spent a weekend together this summer. Ironically, we were both free this weekend. I was going to suggest we drive to Quebec City to catch the New France Festival where hundreds of performers dressed in period garb from the 17th and 18th centuries. We loved the theater, and the sampling of local food products alone would have enticed Michael to go. But this evening’s newscast changed everything.

      Another part of me worried about his safety. With his job came potential danger. Like the time he’d received death threats from his media coverage of several Hells Angels drug busts. The threats hadn’t restricted his efforts, though. Nothing deterred Michael from fighting crime, and he had a tiny scar on his cheek to prove it. The upside was that his articles had gone on to win widespread recognition—even earned awards.

      I couldn’t deny that I relished the thrilling tidbits of information he shared with me about his investigations. Though I enjoyed my job as a ghostwriter, my assignments were often mundane. I secretly wished I could join Michael on some of his ventures to liven things up, if not pull him back from the brink of death should he take unwarranted risks.

      Michael was still looking through his contact list.

      “Take me with you,” I said to him.

      He turned his head in my direction. “Where?”

      “When you meet with your French-speaking informants. My French is way better than yours.”

      He shook his head. “It’s too dangerous, Megan.”

      “I helped you before—with Willie.” I reminded him how we’d met with his informant in a Montreal subway station to pursue a lead regarding an ex-con.

      “It was in a public place,” he said. “Little to no risk.”

      I persisted. “Think about it, Michael. There are lots of advantages to taking me along.”

      “Name one.”

      “Well, to begin with, you know you can trust me.”

      “True.” He nodded. “And…?”

      “I’m offering last-minute availability for your meetings with informants—something no other translator can do.”

      “True again.” A flicker danced in his blue eyes. He was warming up to the idea. “What else?”

      I was running out of reasons. I gave it my best shot. “I love you, and if anything should ever happen to you, I don’t know what I’d do.”

      I meant it. After a killer had murdered my husband two years earlier and then pursued me, Michael had saved my life. Mutual trust had shaped our relationship, and we’d been living together in our Montreal condo ever since.

      He gave me a knowing smile, confirming that I’d tugged on his heartstrings. “Okay. You’re in.”

      Relief coupled with anticipation swept over me. “Good.”

      Michael succeeded in contacting one of his sources. In broken French, he asked him if he could meet with him as soon as possible. There was a pause. “Hello? Claude?” He stared at me. “The guy hung up.”

      “I don’t blame him,” I said. “He’s probably afraid to talk.”

      He nodded. “We’ll wait till things cool down. I have to write up another article for the newspaper anyway.”

      It was just as well for me too, given an eleventh-hour assignment I received moments later from Bradford Publishing. As my main supplier of ghostwriting projects, they provided my bread-and-butter revenue, so I couldn’t exactly turn down the job.

      This latest project involved an investment dealer named Gary Stilt who needed a series of pamphlets for a Montreal exhibition on Canadian mining exploration. My contribution entailed researching the topic and preparing content for the handouts. Considering the fee I was charging him for the rush job, I couldn’t complain about meeting with him on the weekend.

      The living room in Gary’s condo looked as if an interior decorator had chosen the modern furnishings and accessories. In glaring contrast was the gargantuan pattern of red and yellow flowers on Gary’s shirt that emphasized his ample size.

      We spent Saturday afternoon reviewing the topics for the pamphlets he wanted to distribute at the mining convention. The exhibition would be held at Place Bonaventure in October and was expected to bring together investors, prospectors, geologists, and service providers—key players in the development of Quebec's mining industry.

      “The convention assembled more than than 2,000 delegates and 200 exhibitors last year.” A smile stretched across Gary’s broad face, as if to suggest he’d contributed singlehandedly to the success of the event. “The province of Quebec has tremendous mining potential. The resources here are ripe for the picking." He chuckled.

      “Sounds like you enjoy your work,” I said.

      "I certainly do,” Gary said. “I've been in the investment business for more than twenty years. That’s how I got these.” He ran his fingers along graying temples and chuckled again. “Kidding aside, this is the most exciting investment phase I’ve experienced so far. The mining business is such a lucrative trade."

      Clearly lucrative, but exciting? Unless you drooled over the prospect of attending the convention with other like-minded enthusiasts, the information on mining investments was pretty dry stuff—the sort of reading material guaranteed to put any disinterested party to sleep.

      While Gary droned on about the elements he wanted for the proposed pamphlets, my attention briefly drifted to his classy Prada briefcase resting on the coffee table. The tiny medallion on its leather surface sported the designer logo. Given Gary’s taste in clothes, I assumed the stylish briefcase was a gift.

      After we’d set a tentative time for our next meeting, Gary asked me to drop him off at the marina. He would be meeting friends at a boat party there. It was a short drive to the Old Port, so I agreed. As we got up to leave, Gary grabbed his briefcase.

      Weird. Why lug a briefcase to a party?
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      The Old Port was buzzing with activity. No matter the season, there was always something happening in this historic venue.

      Visitors were entering the harbor grounds on foot and by car to view the latest IMAX feature in the Montreal Science Centre, see the interactive exhibits, or attend cultural events. Traffic was stop and go as drivers avoided pedestrians and edged toward the parking lot bordering the marina.

      “No need to park,” said Gary to me. "I’ll get out here. Thanks, Megan. We’ll keep in touch.” He got out and disappeared into the crowd.

      I remembered the new beach on the pier. I hadn’t been to this three-acre getaway since it opened this year. There was no better time than now to check it out.

      I got lucky and found a parking space. I walked to the edge of the lot and stood by the rails to survey the scene below. At the foot of the old Montreal Clock Tower sat the modern urban beach—replete with sand, chairs, turquoise parasols, and a bar. The beach spanned the tip of the pier and angled inward between the parking lot and the marina.

      Loud rhythmic music from a sound system on the beach filled the air. Within the sandy strip, people dressed in colorful summer attire danced to the beat—an indication the party was in full swing. Gary and his flamboyant shirt would have fit in well here.

      In the distance, Jacques Cartier Bridge stretched across the St. Lawrence River from Montreal to Longueuil. Michael and I had recently stood on that bridge with thousands of spectators to watch the international fireworks competition. The event had marked the two-year anniversary of our relationship.

      Closer at hand, the marina was holding a boat party where hundreds of yachts were docked and patrons filled the walkways. No doubt it was the party Gary was attending.

      I checked my watch. It was almost six o’clock. Michael was
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