
  
    
      THE CON MAN

      
        THE EXTRACTOR SERIES BOOK 8

      

    

    
      
        MIKE RYAN

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2022 by Mike Ryan

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      Cover Design: The Cover Collection

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY MIKE RYAN

          

        

      

    

    
      The Silencer Series

      The Eliminator Series

      The Cari Porter Series

      The Cain Series

      The Ghost Series

      The Brandon Hall Series

      A Dangerous Man

      The Last Job

      The Crew

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

    

    
      
        Next Book

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Bridge walked into the room and was hit with the sight of Nicole sitting on the couch with another woman. He didn’t recognize the new person. Nicole and the other woman were talking, though they didn’t appear overly affectionate, and there was no smiling or laughter. This must have been another job.

      With two small plastic bags in his hands from the local convenience store, Bridge went into the kitchen and put the bags down on the counter, then unpacked them, putting them into the refrigerator. Once done, he exited the kitchen and went into the main room. Once he did, he felt all eyes on him. Bridge flashed a smile, getting the distinct feeling he was the main event.

      “So, I take it we’re waiting for me?”

      Nicole instantly spoke up. “Luke, this is Lisa Donario.”

      Bridge put his hands together, rubbing them subtly. “Nice to meet you.”

      “She is our new client.”

      Bridge separated his hands, then clapped them together. “Oh. So what can we help you with?”

      Nicole raised a brow, not sure if this was actually her boyfriend in the same room. He seemed almost… nice. He genuinely appeared to be satisfied that they had another job lined up. In most cases, he moaned about it for a few minutes while she had to convince him why it was necessary or a good idea. But Bridge had a happy grin on his face, and he wasn’t trying to pull away for some reason. It was very strange.

      Donario started with her problem. “Well, as I was telling your associate here, you can help me by recovering my gold coins.”

      “Gold coins?” Bridge replied.

      “Yes. Over six-million dollars’ worth.”

      Bridge’s jaw almost hit the floor. “Did you say six million?”

      “Yes, I did.” Donario looked down at the floor and shook her head, still unable to believe her prized possession was gone. “It’s still so discouraging to think about.”

      Bridge went over to the couch that Nicole was on and sat down next to her. “Why don’t you tell us about these coins?”

      “Nothing much to tell, really. I had them and now they’re gone.”

      “What kind are they? Anything specific about them?”

      “Just that I had many rare and expensive coins. All very dear to me.”

      “Exactly how many coins are we talking about?” Bridge asked.

      “About three thousand?”

      “Wow. OK. So, they’re worth about two thousand a piece?”

      “More or less. You know how it is, some are worth a little more, some a little less, but that’s generally around the ballpark. It’s a very impressive collection.”

      Bridge smiled. “No doubt. Do you have any idea who might have taken them?”

      “Oh, I know who took them. It was Antoine.”

      “Antoine? Is he a friend, relative, business acquaintance?”

      “He was my boyfriend,” Donario answered.

      “Your boyfriend. I see. Do you have a picture of him?”

      Donario reached inside her purse. She came prepared. She took out a photo of the two of them together and handed it to Bridge. He looked at it, a little surprised. After glancing at the photo, he returned his gaze to Donario, then back to the picture again. There was quite an age difference. Bridge looked at Donario again, putting her age right around sixty. As he looked at the photo of Antoine again, he estimated the guy wasn’t more than thirty. And that was probably pushing it.

      Bridge looked at Nicole, who simply gave a slight shrug. She didn’t seem particularly surprised by the age difference. Bridge turned his attention back to Donario.

      “So, um, this is your boyfriend?”

      Donario waved her hand in the air at him. “Oh, I know what you’re thinking. And you’re right, of course. I mean, I’m sixty-two years old, and here I am gallivanting with a man who’s less than half my age. I know, I should have seen it coming.”

      “Well…”

      “Believe me, I was under no illusion about what we had together. It wasn’t love. I’m fully aware he was only with me because of my money. We traveled, went to the finest restaurants, museums, fancy hotels; it was fabulous. And I knew it wouldn’t last. But it was a great time while we had it.”

      “Why do you think Antoine did this to you?” Nicole asked.

      “Probably because he’s a con artist.”

      “A con artist? You knew what he was and were with him anyway?”

      “Yes. As I said, he was so much fun. He tickled me in spots that I didn’t even know I had.”

      Bridge’s eyes opened wide. He was getting visuals he didn’t need.

      “Anyway,” Donario said. “Look, any attractive man that’s twenty-six, or twenty-eight, or whatever he is, who’s with a woman in her sixties, is probably only in it for one reason. And we all know it’s money. I’m no dummy. I was aware he was only using me for my wealth. But as long as I was enjoying myself—and I did—I was OK with it. And I knew he was seeing other women on the side, too. And I was OK with that, as well.”

      “How long were you two together?” Bridge asked.

      “About eight months.”

      “And do you know where he might have gone?”

      “Oh, I have no idea,” Donario said. “He could be anywhere. That’s why I’ve come to you. You do have a reputation with this sort of thing. So I figured if anyone could find him, it would be you.”

      Bridge forced a smile. “Um, thank you. I guess. What exactly is it that you want us to do? Find Antoine? Find the coins? Both? What?”

      “At this point, Antoine is a lost cause. We had our fun, but now it’s over. No, I simply want the coins back. Nothing else matters.”

      “Do you want us to give Antoine to the authorities for taking your things? Assuming that he did?”

      “No, it’s fine. I hold no ill-will towards him. After all the good times he gave me, in more ways than one,” she said with a laugh, “I don’t wish him any harm. He may go and do as he pleases.”

      “How sure are you that Antoine actually took these coins?” Nicole asked.

      “Oh, absolutely positive,” Donario said. “He looked at them many times and commented about how nice they were. He even joked he was going to steal them at some point.”

      “And you didn’t think to guard them more closely after that?”

      Donario shrugged. “As I said, I thought I had him under control. Plus, I have him on video taking them.”

      Bridge seemed a bit taken aback. “Wait, what? You have him on video taking the coins?”

      “Yes.”

      “Did you give the video to the police?”

      “No, why would I do that?”

      “Um, you know, so they could work on finding him?”

      “But that would mean they’d arrest him,” she said.

      “Yeah? That’s a bad thing?”

      “As I said, I do not want Antoine punished. I simply want my coins back.”

      “I assume they’re insured?” Bridge asked.

      “Naturally.”

      “You’ve alerted your insurance company that they’ve been stolen?”

      “Of course. Though I did not mention I knew who took them.”

      “We’ll need to see that video.”

      Donario started digging through her purse again. “Naturally, I assumed you’d want that.”

      She finally found the flash drive and handed it to Bridge.

      Bridge smirked. “Naturally.”

      “What can you tell us about Antoine?” Nicole asked. “His history, what he likes, anything that might make it easier to find him? Where he likes to go?”

      Donario put her hand on her face as she thought about it. “I really don’t know.”

      “You don’t…” Bridge started shaking his head. “You don’t know anything?”

      “My dear boy, I am sixty-two years old.”

      “So you’ve mentioned.”

      “My husband died over ten years ago. Since then, I’ve lived a pretty lonely existence. Oh, I’ve had material things, and more money than I know what to do with, but no real close companionship. Antoine came along and provided that for me. I didn’t really ask questions, or care, quite frankly. I was just living in the moment. As I said, I knew it would come crashing down at some point, but that didn’t really matter to me. His past didn’t really have any consequence to me.”

      “Well, that’s all fine and dandy, but it does make our job in finding him a lot harder.”

      “I realize that.”

      “He never mentioned any other places he’s been, somewhere he’d like to go in the future, anything like that?”

      “Not that I can recall.”

      Bridge sighed and rubbed his face. He knew this was going to be a tough one. “In the times that you wined and dined, did he ever make a comment that seemed trivial at the time?”

      “Such as?”

      “I don’t know, something like the Himalayas are beautiful this time of year, or the Greek Islands are magnificent in the summer, or the Eiffel Tower glows like your eyes, something along those lines?”

      “No, not that I can recall.”

      “Fantastic.”

      “I’m sorry, I know I’m not making your job any easier,” Donario said.

      “When exactly were the coins stolen?” Nicole asked.

      “Two days ago.”

      “You’re sure about the date?”

      “I’m sixty-two, I’m not senile. I know my dates. Plus, it’s on the video, as I’m sure you’ll see.”

      “We’ll need a list of every place that you two went together,” Bridge said.

      “You need an itinerary? Eight months is a long time.”

      “Whatever you can remember. Places, dates, countries, anything. It’ll help us to see the pattern.”

      “I’m not sure what pattern you’ll be able to see, but I can do my best.”

      “Thank you. The quicker you can get that to us, the better. I assume you’ve been told about our fees?”

      “Yes, yes, that’s of no consequence. Whatever you need. Money is no issue.”

      “One last thing,” Bridge said. “What do you think Antoine’s planning to do with these coins? Sell them immediately? Hold on to them for a bigger payday later? Did he ever mention anything?”

      Donario shook her head. “No. He simply said, ‘one of these days, I’m gonna relieve you of all these.’ That was it.”

      Bridge nodded. “OK. Thank you.”

      “I do hope you’ll be able to find them for me. My husband started the collection over thirty years ago. And we’ve been building them up ever since.”

      “I understand.”

      “It’s not only sentimental reasons, but they’re also a good way to diversify one’s portfolio against stocks and inflation and the like.”

      “So I hear,” Bridge said.

      “We’ll do our best to find them for you,” Nicole said.

      “Good. Well, if there’s anything else you need, you have my number,” Donario said. “And I’ll get that list over to you as soon as possible.”

      “That’ll be great,” Bridge replied.

      Nicole gently grabbed her arm and led her over to the door. Once Donario had left, Nicole closed the door, then turned around to face Bridge. She let out a deep sigh as her back hit the door.

      “Sure looks like this is a doozy,” Bridge said.

      With a confused look on her face, Nicole walked over to her boyfriend, then put her hand on his forehead.

      “What are you doing?”

      “You feeling OK?” Nicole asked.

      “I feel fine. Why?”

      “You haven’t whined, or complained, or given one word about this so far. You didn’t even complain that a client was here before you were. No heads-up. That always bothers you.”

      “Well. it doesn’t anymore.”

      “You’re sure you’re feeling OK?”

      Bridge rolled his eyes. “I don’t always complain.”

      “Mostly, you do.”

      “That’s only in instances where I feel we need a break.”

      “Oh, is that what it is?”

      “Yes,” Bridge said. “And since we haven’t had a job in a few weeks, and this seems like a very legitimate case, there’s no reason to complain, is there?”

      Nicole put her hand on his forehead again. “OK, who are you and what’d you do with Luke?”

      Bridge chuckled. “OK, very funny. Let’s start getting down to work. Did you get Antoine’s last name?”

      Nicole reached down on the table and picked up a legal pad. “Before you got here, I had her write down a bunch of things.”

      Bridge looked the pad over. “Well, let’s go gold coin hunting.”

      Nicole scrunched her nose and made a face. “Eh, doesn’t have a good ring to it.”

      “Let’s go treasure hunting?”

      She nodded. “Much better.”

      “First thing we gotta do is find out as much as we can about this Antoine.”

      “At least he doesn’t have a huge head start on us. Only two days.”

      “No, but two days can seem like a lifetime for some people. Let’s just hope wherever he’s going, we can get there in time.”
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      Bridge walked in from the kitchen, drink in hand, setting it down on the desk next to his girlfriend’s laptop. Nicole grabbed it and took a sip.

      “How are we looking?” Bridge asked.

      Nicole wiped her mouth as she put her drink down. “There’s just a lot to unpack here.”

      “Well, what do we know?”

      “I looked at the video footage Lisa gave us. There’s no doubt Antoine took those coins. It’s clear as day.”

      “I still find it amazing she didn’t have those locked up in a bank or a vault or a secret safe or something.”

      “She had them in a safe,” Nicole said. “Behind a picture frame. Antoine apparently knew the combination.”

      Bridge shook his head. “Amazing.”

      “She swore she didn’t give him the combo, but there’s no doubt he knew it. He put it in right away and unlocked it.”

      “Probably watched her as she unlocked it one time, memorized the numbers, and she didn’t realize he was watching. What time was that?”

      “Middle of the night. Two a.m..”

      “Does it while everyone’s sleeping and away he went,” Bridge said.

      “Not much of a challenge. Lisa lives alone. All Antoine had to do was worry about her.”

      “This guy’s a piece of work.”

      “I already started running down some of the places they visited together. Not much there that’s useful to us.”

      “OK. Let’s focus on Antoine himself, then. Let’s dig into his history before he met Lisa, figure out where to go from there. A person’s future is usually dictated by their past. Antoine’s probably not any different.”

      Nicole grabbed a file folder on the desk and handed it to her boyfriend. “Already started.”

      Bridge was impressed at how much she’d uncovered already. Of course, Nicole was always thorough, but she was particularly fast at getting the information on this case.

      “Where the hell have I been?” Bridge asked. “You’ve already looked at the security footage, ran down information on Antoine, looked into Lisa, and we only got the case a couple of hours ago. Did I take a nap and miss some time?”

      Nicole laughed. “Well, some of us have special gifts. Plus, you did spend some time in the kitchen making coffee.”

      Bridge sighed. “I knew I should’ve used instant.”

      He opened the file folder and started reading the information they had on Antoine. It wasn’t a big file.

      “Oh, so this is why it came so fast.”

      “Beggars can’t be choosers.”

      “How does that apply here?” Bridge asked.

      “I dunno. Figured it might somehow.”

      Bridge picked up the paper with two fingers, like there was something sticky on it. “Pretty thin here.”

      Nicole shrugged. “Can’t help what’s there. I got what I got.”

      “You couldn’t get a little more?”

      “It’s what’s out there.”

      They talked for a few minutes about the lack of information, and Bridge pulled out his phone.

      “Who are you calling?” Nicole asked.

      “Our friendly neighborhood government agent.”

      “That should go over well.”

      “It’s been weeks since I called him about a job.”

      “You know how he gets.”

      “He just pretends to get annoyed,” Bridge said. “He secretly enjoys it.”

      “If you say so.”

      “Seriously, though, how can we have so little on this guy? I would bet the farm that this isn’t his first rodeo.”

      “How about a hotel? Would you bet that?”

      “Of course not.”

      “Figured.”

      Bridge continued to read what little they had on Antoine. A few residential addresses, a very brief employment history, a couple of international alerts, but large gaps in between everything. And most of his records were from France. Though they had nothing to base it on, their experience told them that Antoine was probably no longer there.

      “Antoine Chala… Chala-met

      Nicole closed her eyes and shook her head. “It’s pronounced… Shala-may. How do you not know this?”

      “Because that’s not how it looks.”

      “What are you, five? He’s French. That’s how they pronounce it. Antoine Chalamet.”

      “Still looks like Chala-met to me.”

      Nicole closed her eyes again and scratched the top of her head. “Oh, also got the insurance information.” She handed Bridge another piece of paper. “The collection’s valued at 6.1 million.”

      “Man, that’s a lot of coin.”

      Nicole gave him a side-eye. “Did you do that pun on purpose?”

      Bridge laughed. “Yeah. Pretty good, wasn’t it? Coin. ’Cause we’re after coins. Get it?”

      “Oh, I got it.”

      Nicole took a deep breath and started typing away again. As she was doing that, Bridge dialed Eric Happ’s number. The FBI agent picked up after the third ring.

      “Well, well, well, so to what do I owe this pleasant surprise?”

      “Since you’re asking, I could use a favor,” Bridge replied.

      “Of course you could. That’s what you always call for.”

      “It is not. I have called you before just to say hi.”

      “Technicality.”

      “And you just asked what you could do for me.”

      “I did not.”

      “You obviously did. You just said, ‘to what do I owe this pleasant surprise?’ That’s basically an invitation to tell you what I need.”

      “No, that’s a… oh, forget it. I know I won’t win this, anyway.”

      Bridge laughed. “It’s easier if you just give in right away.”

      “The floor is yours. I’m assuming you need me to run something down for you.”

      “Well, if you insist,” Bridge said. “Thanks so much for volunteering. You know, I wasn’t gonna bother you with any of this, but since you’re asking.”

      “You weren’t gonna bother me with any of this?”

      “No, we already had some leads. I really was just calling to say hi.”

      “Then why’d you say you could use a favor?”

      “Because you asked what you could do for me.”

      “But that wasn’t what I was asking.”

      “Then why’d you say it?”

      “I feel a headache coming on,” Happ said.

      “Probably should take some aspirin for that.”

      “Thanks. I will.”

      “Anyway, back to the topic at hand. Do you wanna hear about my issue? I mean, you did ask.”

      “I did not…” Happ loudly sighed into the phone. “Yeah, yeah, go ahead and tell me what the problem is.”

      “Well, I wouldn’t so much as say it’s a problem.”

      “Then what would you say?”

      “It’s kind of an issue.”

      “That’s the same thing.”

      “Not really,” Bridge said. “See, a problem could be something of a major magnitude.”

      “So could an issue.”

      “No, a problem indicates a big deal. An issue is something on the smaller scale.”

      “It is?”

      “Definitely. It’s in the handbook.”

      “I’ve never seen it,” Happ said.

      “Probably because I’m more of a stickler for the rules than you are.”

      “As if.”

      “I mean, it’s well documented by now about this,” Bridge said.

      “Uh, fine. I’m not getting into the semantics of debating problems and issues.”

      “Nothing to debate. I just told you what it is.”

      “OK. Great. Can we get on with this Abbott and Costello routine?”

      “Which one would you be?”

      “Whichever one you want.”

      “Anyway, back to the issue at hand,” Bridge said. “I need you to run down some info on Antoine Chalamet.”

      “How do you spell that?”

      “C-H-A-L-A-M-E-T. It’s just like it sounds, Eric. Jeez. What’d you think it was, Chala-met or something? He’s French, you know.”

      “I kind of gathered. And I assumed that’s what the spelling was.”

      “If you knew, you wouldn’t have asked. It’s OK, though. I understand. Not everyone is a strong speller. That’s what I’m here for. To set the record straight.”

      Happ cleared his throat. “So what do you want this guy for?”

      “Think he’s a con artist.”

      “I take it you have a new client?”

      “You got it. Apparently took some gold coins to the tune of 6.1 million dollars.”

      Happ whistled into the phone. “Wow, that’s a lot of coin.”

      Bridge laughed. “A lot of coin. I made the same joke. It’s still funny, though.”

      “Great, now we’re thinking alike.”

      “It took a while, and I wasn’t sure you were gonna make it, but there’s still some hope for you yet. I’m proud of you.”

      “Uh, yeah. So what exactly do you need?”

      Bridge then relayed a few other things they had on Chalamet, including a birth date, and sent over a picture on his phone.

      “As much as you’d think a guy like this would leave a trail, we don’t really have much.”

      “So you want me to find him for you?” Happ asked.

      “No, you don’t need to find him. That’s ridiculous. If you could just point us in the right direction. We’ll take it from there.”

      “Last known location?”

      “New York. Two days ago.”

      “That should make it a bit easier.”

      “I thought so too,” Bridge said. “I figured you should have the information for us by the end of the day.”

      “Oh really?”

      “Yeah. Thanks. Really appreciate it.”

      Happ snickered. “Yeah, I’ll get back to you.”

      Bridge hung up and looked at his girlfriend. “He’s on it.”

      Nicole stopped typing. “What do you think Antoine’s plan is with this?”

      Bridge shrugged. “If I had to guess, I’d say he’s probably going to sell it to the highest bidder.”

      “What’s the take on it, though?”

      “Well, if the coins are worth over six million, even if Antoine only sells it for two… he gets a quick and easy two million. The person who buys it holds on to it for a few years. I’m not sure how much gold appreciates in value every year, but let’s just say the person holds onto it until it’s worth eight million. Then he sells it, and makes six million. They all win.”

      “Except for Lisa Donario. She loses.”

      Bridge nodded. “That’s where we come in. We gotta make sure that doesn’t happen. We gotta make sure we find Antoine, and find him quickly before he can sell this stuff. Then the only loser… will be him.”
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      A few hours had passed, with Bridge and Nicole trying to compile as much information as they could. They felt they were on a time crunch. The longer it took to find Chalamet, the easier it would be for him to slip through their fingers. The problem was they had nothing to indicate where Chalamet was going. They still had surprisingly little to go on. Then Happ called.

      Bridge eagerly answered his phone. “Happster, what’s shaking?”

      “Um… yeah, anyway, I’ve got some leads on where your guy is going.”

      “Excellent. Hit me with it.”

      “He was seen boarding a plane yesterday at JFK.”

      “Great. Where’d he go? Please don’t say Mexico.”

      Happ laughed. “Wouldn’t that be funny if it was?”

      “Uh, no. No, it would not. So please don’t say it.”

      “I wish I could. I really wish I could. But it’s not.”

      Bridge pumped his fist in the air. “Yes! I like this case already. Where’d he go?”

      “Bogota.”

      “Colombia?”

      “That’s where Bogota is.”

      “I know that! I wonder what he’s doing there?”

      “Nothing,” Happ replied.

      “What?”

      “He’s not doing anything there.”

      “You just said he went there.”

      “He did.”

      “Then what are you talking about?” Bridge asked.

      “I said he flew down there yesterday.”

      “You’re losing me.”

      “He took another flight.”

      “Already?”

      “Yep.”

      “Please tell me you know where.”

      “I do,” Happ said.

      “Are you gonna keep me guessing?”

      “If you’d like.”

      “I wouldn’t like. Can you tell me where he went?”

      “He got off the plane, then immediately took another flight.”

      “You mean he didn’t even stop for lunch, or coffee, or a hotel, or anything?”

      “He did not. Took another flight right away.”

      “To where?”

      “Argentina.”

      “Argentina?! What the devil’s he doing there?”

      “That’s your department, Sherlock.”

      “You have any more surprises for me?” Bridge asked.

      “Not at the moment.”

      “Are you sure he’s stopping there this time?”

      “Nope. Not sure of anything. But I have confirmed that he did arrive there this morning.”

      “And he hasn’t gone anywhere else?”

      “Not to my knowledge. I have a contact down there who was able to confirm that Chalamet did leave the airport this time. Now, what he did after that is a mystery to me.”

      “Not sure I was expecting Argentina on my list of probable destinations.”

      “What were you expecting?” Happ asked.

      “I really don’t know. What would a guy with hot coins be doing in Argentina?”

      “Attempting to sell them, I imagine.”

      “Gee, thanks for that brilliant piece of detective work there, Sergeant.”

      “Hey, you asked.”

      “It was rhetorical.”

      “Was it?”

      “You don’t happen to have a list of probable names that Chalamet might be intending to meet down there, do you?”

      “How’d I know that was coming?”

      “Because you and I work on the same wavelength?” Bridge replied.

      “That’s a scary thought.”

      “Tell me about it.”

      “I guess I can ask around, put together a list of probables for you.”

      “Thanks. I appreciate it.”

      “I assume you’re taking the next flight out?” Happ asked.

      “Most likely. Gotta see what the flight situation is.”

      “Well, I’ll put something together for you and get it to you by the time you land there.”

      “Muchas gracias.”

      “Your espanol stinks.”

      “De nada.” As soon as Bridge got off the phone, he let his girlfriend know of their plans. “Looks like we’re going to Argentina.”

      “That’s where Antoine’s going?”

      “Seems like. Flew down to Colombia, then straight to Argentina.”

      “Wonder what the purpose of that was?” Nicole asked.

      “Probably trying to throw someone off his tracks if someone was paying attention. They might have noticed he went to Bogota, headed straight there, without even thinking he took another flight right after that. He knows he’s got hot goods.”

      “He also probably doesn’t wanna be in the air too long at one time.”

      Bridge pointed at her. “That too. Question now is, is this his final spot, or does he have a few more flights in him?”

      As they continued talking, Nicole started looking up flight times. Bridge looked over her shoulder.

      “Oof. Look at those times. Thirty-seven hours, thirty hours, thirty-one hours, twenty-six hours. This guy could go anywhere he wants by the time we get down there.”

      “Wait a minute, wait a minute,” Nicole said. “Ten hours, thirty minutes. Nonstop. Leaves at ten thirty tonight. We’d be

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





