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THE SETUP

 



M

 ust keep moving
 , he told himself.

Burke slithered his way through the razor-thin gap between the two apartment buildings. At the end of the gap, he looked both ways. It was clear, no traffic and no citizens on the street. He sprinted across the narrow and dark parking lot behind the Jimmy John’s and Roland Meat House while the sirens continued howling in the distance, the flashing police lights blocks behind him and back toward Lake Michigan.

Three minutes earlier, he’d barely made it across North Clark Street when the police arrived at the museum in force: four patrol units with more on the way. Briefly, he had hidden behind the rear of their getaway panel van and watched as officers flooded the area and entered the building from every direction. He didn’t dare get into the getaway van parked on the southbound side of the street for fear of being noticed.

Instead, he threw his backpack around his shoulders and ran west, away from the museum, away from the police, using the various buildings, foliage, and dark alleys for cover. By now, the police probably had the rest of his crew in custody. But when they realized he wasn’t one of the arrestees, the search would fan out.

At the edge of the parking lot, he looked down North Park Avenue, quiet at 1:30 A.M.
 He ran across the street, veered between the parked cars, and then once again quietly slinked his way between two condo buildings resting just five feet apart. At the end of the gap, he stopped quickly, getting his bearings. A block ahead, he could see the elevated train tracks. To the south, in the distance, he could make out the faint light of the train coming from the south. It was a train on the Red Line. The Red Line ran all night. He could catch it.

Burke burst across North Orleans Street and ran as fast as his forty-three-year-old body could. He was in shape, but at forty-three, the fast-twitch muscles were now very slow twitch, but he ran as hard as he could. He was directly underneath the elevated train tracks as he passed between more townhouses and the back of the Dunkin Donuts. He sprinted across North Sedgwick as the train passed overhead, screeching to a slow stop a half block ahead at the Sedgwick Station.

He reached the steps and took them two at a time up to the platform. The nearest door was a hundred feet away, and the train was getting ready to depart. He sprinted toward the door, hearing the train warming up, ready to pull out. Ten feet away, the door started slowly closing. He took one last step and leapt to the door, sticking his right arm into the sliver of a gap between the two closing sides, catching the left door just enough to push it open and squeeze his way inside.

“You okay, dude?” a man asked, rushing to him.

“Fine, just fine,” Burke answered, bent over and breathing heavily. “Thanks.”

With as much subtlety as he could manage given his huffing and puffing, he slyly looked back to the east to see if anyone was giving chase.




CHAPTER ONE

“There is one other option to consider.”

Wednesday morning, 6:40 A.M.



S
 t. Paul Police Detective Richard Lich took the last half piece of his butter-soaked white toast, swiped it through the small remnants of egg yolk and ketchup remaining on his plate, and then devoured it. It was the last bite of his regular breakfast of two basted eggs, three pieces of maple-flavored bacon, and two pieces of toast. Nothing was better than the Morning Standard at the Cleveland Grille.

The Cleveland Grille was something of a landmark in St. Paul, famous for its breakfasts, although lunch and dinner were served as well. Like most St. Paulites, he’d eaten breakfast only occasionally at the Cleveland through the years. Then when he was assigned his new rookie partner, Mac McRyan, the two of them started going for breakfast often, and the kid swore by the Cleveland. So six months ago they started going daily.

That was when he met her—Dorothy Jean Whittle, or simply Dot.

Dot started regularly waiting their table, and Dick was immediately smitten with her. The waitresses at the Cleveland wore traditional yellow waitressing uniforms with brown trim. Dot’s uniform fit her relatively slim waist just fine, but it fought a losing battle with her ample topside. Dick loved it and wasn’t shy about sending that message, and it was clear early on that Dot had a thing for him as well. He received all kinds of extra
 attention from her. She poured him lots
 of coffee. Reading him for who he was, when she did pour the coffee, she wasn’t the least bit shy about getting close and leaning over, way over
 , while she did so and pouring the coffee very
 slowly so that he could appreciate her features
 . She usually lingered around their table, always making sure Dick and his young partner had plenty of hot coffee and warm food, and the StarTribune
 and Pioneer Press
 newspapers were always waiting at their regular table.

Dick was less than two years out of his second divorce and, while lovestruck, was nevertheless initially gun-shy about jumping back into the saddle. But he couldn’t help himself. One morning when Mac wasn’t able to join him for breakfast, Dick went alone. As he was walking out, paying his tab at the register, he finally summoned up the courage to ask Dot out on a date.

“Well, it’s about time, detective,” she replied, one hand on her hip in mock disapproval. She’d clearly been waiting for him to do so, as she pulled a slip of paper out of her apron pocket and quickly wrote down her phone number. “I was running out of ways to get you interested.”

“Just keep wearing that uniform, honey.”

Mac now had someone keeping him occupied in the mornings, so he didn’t make the Cleveland nearly as often, but Dick was there every morning even when not on duty. He reached for his coffee cup as he started in on a story on page five of the StarTribune
 news section. A minute later, Dot came rolling over to the table and leaned against the booth, draping her left arm around his shoulder, looking down at the paper. “What you reading there, big guy?” she asked as she expertly poured his coffee.

“Oh, just this story about a robbery of the history museum down in Chicago that took place last Sunday night. Some crew went in and tried to steal some rare coins worth north of twenty million dollars. Police busted them. Apparently, there was a twenty-year-old kid who was an employee who wasn’t even supposed to be there that saw them in the act and called the cops.”

“Why wasn’t he supposed to be there?” Dot asked.

“The story doesn’t say other than he was in there without approval.”

“How old does it say he was again?”

“Twenty, a college student at DePaul University, which is just a few blocks away from there, I think.”

“Oh hell, that boy had a girl in there, showing off,” Dot surmised. “Ah, young love.”

Dick quickly reached over and lightly pinched her ass.

“Hey, stop that,” Dot replied while jumping and playfully slapping his arm. “I could complain about harassment, you know.”

“Middle-age love isn’t so bad either, there, doll,” Dick noted.

“No, it’s not
 ,” Dot answered as she walked away, giving her hips a little extra sway for him to admire—which of course he did.

• • •

Mac worked the shampoo through his short blond hair and then stuck his head under the showerhead to let it rinse out as the curtain was pulled open behind him and Sally jumped in, her hair pulled up in a swirl and a little smile on her face.

“Good morning,” he greeted her.

“Right back at you,” she answered, leaning up and pecking him on the lips. “I hope you don’t mind?” she asked quietly.

“You know I don’t.” And he didn’t as he spent a moment admiring her pale naked body.

The two of them had gone to law school together in their early to mid-twenties but ran in different crowds. He’d noticed her walking the hallways and in the occasional class they had together and thought her attractive, but she was married at the time and so was he, so that was as far as it had gone. He wasn’t sure they’d ever actually had a conversation while in school together.

Now, seven years down the road, he was with her and thought her absolutely gorgeous. And it wasn’t just the relationship, either, although that was certainly a big part of it, as they were spending lots of time together.

But there was something else.

He’d noticed it over the years with some of his three older sisters’ friends. Some women become more beautiful with age. These were women who, when they were in high school, college, and in their twenties, were attractive but they didn’t blow you away. Then, when they hit their thirties, they blossomed into stunningly beautiful women.

Maybe it was the combination of her attractive features, the confidence she’d gained from professional success, a certain maturity born of experience, or just being comfortable in her own skin, but she’d gone from being an attractive woman to a stunning one. At least, that was what he was thinking once again as she let the water run over her.

As she soaped herself with her back to him, he reached for the curtain to exit.

“Getting out so soon?” she said as she turned and reached for his hand. “Not so fast, there, cowboy.”

“I have to get ready,” he replied as he let her pull him back toward her. “You know, me cop, must detect and arrest bad guys.”

“You’ve got time,” she replied seductively as she reached her arms up around his neck and leaned in.

Forty-five minutes later, they quickly maneuvered around one another in the small, cramped kitchen of Sally’s house, brewing coffee, making toast, and trying to get out the door. Lich was picking him up any minute, and she needed to be in court for a hearing in an hour. He filled a large insulated travel mug with coffee, slid his gun and badge onto his belt, and then grabbed his black suit coat off the kitchen table chair and stuffed some papers into the inside pocket.

“What are those?” Sally asked, filling her own travel mug.

“What?”

“Those papers.”

“Oh,” Mac answered, pulling them back out and holding them up. “My lease on my apartment is up, and these are the renewal papers.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m trying to decide. I don’t know if I should renew it or look for a new place.”

“Or …” Sally started. “There is one other option to consider.”

“What’s that?”

“Well…” she started and then became all shy, looked at the floor, and hesitated for a second before looking up and saying, “you could move in here.”

Mac froze up just a bit, and she saw it. Prosecutors didn’t miss much.

After getting his bearings, he managed a small smile. “That’s a big step.”

“Yes, it is,” she replied as a car horn honked outside. “Just think about it.”

“I will.”

• • •

Lich waited in the street in front of the house. He looked up to see Mac come out the front door, closely followed by Sally. He watched as they kissed, not once but twice, and then his young partner came down the sidewalk. Sally provided a smile and wave to both of them as he got into the car.

Lich pulled away. “Well, aren’t you two just all lovey-dovey doe-eyed kids today.”

“Yeah, and I never see you and Dot make spectacles of yourselves.”

“Not with PDA like that.”

“No, that’s true,” Mac answered. “You two are spectacles for different reasons.”

“Wise ass.”

“Proudly so,” Mac replied. “So what’s up?”

“We have to go see the chief. Apparently, we have a new assignment.”




CHAPTER TWO

“I’ve failed twice, failed spectacularly twice.”


L
 ich and Mac were shown into St. Paul Police Chief Charlie Flanagan’s office to find their two regular running buddies Bobby Rockford and Pat Riley, or Rock and Riles, waiting. Unofficially, they were a four-man crew the chief called on with special cases. If they were meeting in the chief’s office, something was up.

“New detail for you boys,” the chief reported. “It’s kind of a favor for my friend Paul Lombardi, chief of detectives for the Chicago Police. I need you to watch someone.”

“A stakeout? Who?” Dick asked.

“Woman named Victoria Montanero.”

“And what’s Vickie’s story?” Riley asked, looking at the picture of the woman.

“She’s the ex-girlfriend of a career thief named Tony Burke. Burke is suspected of being the ringleader of a crew that tried to rob the Chicago History Museum this past Sunday night.”

“I was just reading about that in the Strib
 ,” Dick exclaimed. “They were going for some rare coins. But the story said they got all the coins back.”

“That’s what the paper is reporting, but that’s not entirely
 accurate,” the chief replied. “The collection was worth twenty million overall, so they saved the bulk of it. But Burke got away, and he stole the most expensive coin in the collection, the so-called King of American Coins. It’s an 1804-dated U.S. silver dollar specially made on behalf of President Andrew Jackson. It sold for a little over $4.5 million at an auction three years ago. Chances are it would fetch more than that from a collector, particularly a collector not
 in this country. The current owner added it to his collection and has been displaying it around the country at various museums. It was announced that it was coming to the Chicago History Museum eight months ago. It was a draw for Chicago because the collection included a number of Abraham Lincoln coins. In any event, Burke is something of a known quantity down in Chicago. He did a nickel at Joliet years ago for breaking and entering but otherwise has gone unscathed. CPD has suspected him in a number of other scores, but nothing ever sticks.”

“Good fence, probably,” Riles muttered as he read through the jacket on Burke. “But still, Chief, what’s our role?”

“This coin is probably worth five million now and, from what I’m told, is a serious step up for Burke from the usual value of his suspected conquests. So as a result, Mr. Burke now has the full attention of the CPD, not to mention the FBI,” the chief reported. “So you four have the night watch on Montanero.”

“Noooo,” Rock bitched. “We get the six-to-six? Chief, that’s brutal.”

“Quit your bellyaching and do me this favor,” the chief replied with a smile that said tough shit
 . “It should be an easy detail for a few days to cover a complete long shot. She’s living on the second level of a duplex over on the corner of Grand Avenue and Saratoga. She works days tending bar and waiting tables at the University Tap.”

“Why are we watching her, though?” Lich pressed, no happier about the detail. “I mean, she’s an ex-
 girlfriend, right?”

“Yes, same question I had. But she and Burke were an item for a long time. If he’s on the run, there’s some thought that he could reach out to her, and if he did he might show, so I told my friend down in Chicago that I’d put my best boys on it. So you’re on it. Double Frank and Harvey Lewis will have the day watch, and I pulled Mac’s cousins Paddy and Shawn out of uniform to help them. You boys get the night.”

“Greeeeaaat
 ,” Riles moaned.

“Hey, you four are night owls,” the chief noted. “So that’s what you get. I’m playing to your strengths.”

“For how long?” Rock asked.

“Five days, maybe a week at the outside. If he doesn’t show by then, we’ll pull off.”

“So we run the night shift from where?” Mac asked.

The chief handed Mac another sheet of paper. “You run it from the second-floor apartment kitty-corner across Grand Avenue from the duplex. Two of you can follow her if she goes anywhere and the other two sit on the apartment. You four decide how you want to run it.”

• • •

The one good thing about a stakeout, Mac thought, was he and Lich could dump their suits and get into casual clothes and throw a sweatshirt on if it got cool. At least that was what he was thinking as he hung his suit up in the closet. He was picking Lich up in an hour to start the night shift and their watch on the apartment. If nothing else, the stakeout meant overtime and a little more money in the pocket, which was never a bad thing, even if between the job and his dividends from the ever-expanding Grand Brew Coffee shops he lived quite comfortably.

He walked through the small living room of the apartment, glancing quickly at the large Springsteen print on the wall, the one signed by The Boss himself. I wonder what Sally would think of this in her living room
 , Mac wondered.

In the slender galley kitchen of his apartment, he made himself a sandwich, took a Diet Coke out of the fridge, and stepped out onto the small, square deck with a great view of downtown St. Paul.

His apartment was on the second floor of a large Summit Avenue mansion that sat on the bluff overlooking downtown St. Paul from the west. It had been his home since he sold the house after his divorce from Meredith. It was a comfortable place in an ideal location and the rent was beyond reasonable, the owner a nice retired lady who wintered down south and liked the idea of a cop living upstairs watching over the property. But the lease was coming up at the end of June, in six short weeks.

The night shift on the stakeout would also give him some time to think about his living arrangements.

In the back of his mind, he’d wondered if Sally might make the offer when he told her about his lease coming to an end. Nevertheless, when she did, it had still surprised him and now that she had considerably upped the ante on their relationship, he had a decision to make.

• • •

For the first night, Riley and Rockford remained mobile, waiting on Montanero to finish her shift at the bar while Mac and Lich set up the surveillance at the apartment. Sitting across Grand Avenue to the southeast, they had a good panoramic field of view of Montanero’s second-story unit.

“Not a bad view,” Mac offered, checking the duplex out with a pair of binoculars.

“Those branches on that ash tree bother me a bit,” Dick suggested, using his own set of glasses. There was a mature ash tree resting on the corner, and while the large canopy of leaves rested above the height of the roof of the duplex, two large limbs branching from the trunk slightly obstructed the view of the bank of windows wrapping around the front corner of the second floor of the building. “But with it all lit up at night, we should be fine.”

They set up two video cameras, a laptop, and some folding chairs. They kept the horizontal shades closed except for slits to allow them to view Montanero’s unit. There was also a set of long-range binoculars set on a tripod as well as a camera for photos. Mac took sodas and water out of a cooler, placed them in the refrigerator and then set up the coffee pot, arranging the cups, filters, and a bag of Grand Brew coffee so they’d have plenty of caffeine to make it through the night.

Mac sat down next to Lich, exhaled, and said, “Let the tedium begin.”

Montanero stayed out after her shift at the University Tap. Rock and Riles followed her first to a CrossFit club where she worked out for an hour and then, with some of her workout partners from the gym, she went to Dick’s Bar along University Avenue.

“Dick’s Bar, that sparks some memories,” Lich suggested upon hearing the report.

Last November, they’d captured a serial killer trying to attack one of the barmaids from the bar. They’d been watching the man for a week and when he went for the woman, they captured him in a chase from the bar into the surrounding neighborhood. However, perhaps even more memorable, particularly for Dick was the owner of the bar, Sheila Bradley. Of course, Riles teased Lich. “Dicky Boy, Sheila is working tonight and she’s got an outfit tailor made for you: Daisy Dukes that her ass cheeks hang out the bottom of and a low-cut midriff T-shirt. And Dick, guess what?” Dick had absolutely panted watching Sheila in action six months before.

“What?”

“No bra.”

“Stop it, stop it
 ,” Dick replied in mock agony, waving his arms. Sheila Bradley was not the least bit modest about what she wore and displayed. She had the body and the looks to pull it off and flaunted it. And now she’d hired herself a stable of female bartenders cutting that same look, turning her bar into the Coyote Ugly of the Twin Cities. The working stiffs who’d started packing the place at night were more than happy to pay whatever the drinks cost just to get a look at her and her barmaids. Sheila was killing it.

“You know, my cousin Paddy hooked up with her after that case was over,” Mac reported casually, popping nacho cheese Doritos into his mouth. Paddy was a good-looking guy who did well with the ladies. Mac also knew what the reaction would be to this little nugget of information.

Lich turned to Mac. “No way. He did not.”

“Oh yes he did.”

“And?”

“And what?”

“What do you mean, ‘and what’?”

An evil grin pierced Mac’s face, having fun now. “Greatest night of his life, he said,” Mac replied, embellishing a bit to play with Lich. “He said to me, ‘Mac, at a moment like this, I’d like to quote the great wordsmith John Mayer: her body was a wonderland’.”

“Unbelievable. He didn’t deserve to access that,” Lich replied disgustedly.

“Great sex and plenty of it is what he reported.”

“That’s enough,” Dick replied. And then a minute later, “I’m getting the details from that cousin of yours.”

“I’m sure he’ll be happy to share if you buy the drinks.”

Grand Avenue got quiet as they settled into their watch, the sun long down. At 11:46 P.M.
 , Riley radioed that Montanero had left Dick’s Bar, and it appeared she was on her way home.

“Copy that,” Dick answered and looked to his right. Mac McRyan was a guy who loved more than anything to sit and B.S. about pretty much anything. Sports, news, entertainment, fellow cops, women, anything but politics, and Mac could converse on it for hours. Yet tonight he seemed lost in thought and had been quiet for much of the night.

“What’s on your mind, partner?” Dick asked as he leaned back on his folding chair.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, normally you’re pretty much a Chatty Cathy. You haven’t said hardly a word in an hour, and you have this far-off look like you’re deep in thought. As a seasoned veteran detective I notice these things, and it causes me to deduce something is on my young partner’s mind.”

“Oh,” Mac replied but he didn’t take the bait. “It’s nothing, really.”

Dick pushed. “Bullshit, I know better. Spill it.”

“My lease is up on my apartment at the end of June.”

“So?”

Mac turned to look at Lich. “Sally asked me to move in with her.”

“Oh boy
 ,” Lich answered, suddenly understanding his partner’s predicament. “And what did you say?”

“I didn’t really know what to say. I kind of froze up.”

“Maybe not the response she was necessarily looking for.”

“Probably not but, it’s a pretty big step. It’s an all-in
 kind of step.”

“And what was her response to your reticence?”

“She told me to think about it.”

“So you’re thinking about.”

“Yeah.”

“You two seemed pretty happy on the steps outside the house when I picked you up.”

Mac nodded. “I love her. I’ve said it, I’ve meant it, but I’ve been officially divorced what, seven months? Now she’s asked me to cohabitate.” He looked to his more senior partner. “As a seasoned veteran detective, what do you think?”

“I think I’m about the last guy who should be giving relationship advice of any kind,” Dick answered, shaking his head. “I mean seriously, there have to be a million people who could provide better advice. I’ve failed twice, failed spectacularly twice.”

“So?” Mac replied. “I think it’s good to get advice from people who’ve succeeded and people who’ve failed—in some cases, failed quite spectacularly.”

“Well, that would be me,” Dick answered. “Let me ask you a question. What are you thinking?”

“I’m scared as hell by it, man. I know all you guys hate this stakeout detail, but I’m grateful for it. It gives me some time to … work through it in my head.” He popped up out of his chair. “Here comes the Mustang.”

A silver Ford Mustang rumbled south down Saratoga toward them. Their mark pulled up along the west side of Saratoga, parallel parked the Mustang, and walked along the sidewalk and then up the front steps of the duplex. Mac started jotting down notes. “Arrived home at 12:04 A.M.
 ”

“And by herself,” Dick added as he focused the binoculars on the second level of the duplex as the door opened and Montanero turned on the lights of the apartment. She was thirty-six years old, a smallish woman, a shade over five feet tall with black hair cut in a short bob. She dropped a jean jacket onto the back of a living room chair and disappeared from view down a hallway but then reappeared in the kitchen window, opening the refrigerator. She disappeared from view again until she came back into the front of the house with a piece of cold pizza and a bottle of water. She turned on the television, ate the pizza, drank her bottle of water, and checked her phone a few times. A half hour later, all the lights in the apartment were off, and it appeared she’d gone to sleep. Riley and Rockford, parked behind the apartment, reported all lights off as well.

“You want the first shift?” Dick asked Mac.

“Sure, get some rest. I’ve got this,” Mac replied, ever the night owl settled into the chair, a Diet Coke to his right along with his own piece of cold pepperoni pizza.

• • •

At 6:10 A.M.
 , Dick settled into his booth at the Cleveland.

“No Mac?” Dot asked, quickly on the scene to kiss Dick on the forehead and pour him a cup of coffee.

“He needed to go to bed. The little shit let me sleep all night while he watched.”

“Why did he do that?”

“Young man has a lot on his mind.” Dick looked up with a little smile. “Sally asked him to move in with her.”

“Really?” Dot asked with interest. She really liked Mac and Sally.

Dick nodded and then said, “I think he’s kind of wrapped around the axle on it.”

“Did he ask you what you thought?”

“Yes.”

“And what did you say?”

Dick shrugged. “I said I was probably the worst person in the world to ask for advice.”

“You did not,” Dot answered, a hint of disapproval in her voice.

“Yes,” he replied defensively. “Given my history, what help could I possibly provide?”

“Plenty,” Dot answered, her hands on her hips, looking down at him. “One, you’re doing pretty well with me so far, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Mac’s your partner, but more importantly your good friend. He sought your counsel, so regardless of what you think your
 history is he values your opinion enough to ask what you
 thought.”

Dick sat back, having been chastised, and upon thought about Dot’s comments, properly so. “So what do you suggest I do?”

“Give him a little help,” Dot replied, thinking. “Be a sounding board. Maybe just let him talk. Ask him some questions.”

“I don’t know,” Dick replied skeptically. “There has to be someone better to help him figure that out.”

“There probably is,” Dot replied with an evil smile. “But you’re all he’s got right now, big guy. So be his partner and friend, and help him figure it out.”




CHAPTER THREE

“What about the guy you had me taking pictures of?”

Wednesday—day two of the watch, 5:45 P.M.



L
 ich made his way up to the second-floor apartment to find Mac had already arrived and was resting on one of the chairs in the middle of the room, the binoculars to his eyes, focused on the apartment across the street.

“When did you get here?”

“Four-thirty or so,” Mac answered.

“I see. You know we weren’t on duty until six.”

“Yup” was the clipped reply.

“Staying clear of the home front?”

“Maybe.”

“Is Montanero home?” Dick pointed out the window.

“Yeah. I was here when Double Frank and Lew arrived. She came home right after her shift at the Tap. She disappeared into the back of the apartment and I think, was taking a shower. She had wet hair twenty minutes later when she was walking around naked.”

“She was not.”

Mac grinned. “No, she wasn’t. She was walking around with a towel wrapped around her and was in the kitchen.”

“So what did she do all day?” Lich asked.

Mac kept the glasses on the unit. “She got up at six thirty, went to work out, came back home to shower and get dressed, and then got to work at 9:00 A.M.
 , worked her shift at the Tap and came home. Double Frank’s notes are right there if you want to review the timeline of today’s uninteresting events.”

Lich picked up the notes and took a seat in the chair next to Mac. Montanero worked her normal shift. It had been a quiet day at the Tap outside a rush over the lunch hour that died off around 2:00 P.M.
 She’d worked until four-thirty, stopped at the Capitol City Dry Cleaners to pick up a dress, and then came home. “Hmm,” Dick murmured.

“What?”

“Nothing, just reviewing the notes,” Lich answered as the door to the apartment opened and Riley and Rockford came in, carrying bags of sandwiches and drinks.

Mac looked back. “Our turn to be mobile tonight?”

“Correct,” Riles replied.

They were using their own vehicles for the detail, not their usual plain blue Crown Victoria that still looked like a patrol unit and screamed “cops”.

“Ford Explorer or Dodge Neon?” Mac asked, looking to Lich, who gave him a dirty look. Dick hated the small, cheap compact car he had to drive. Second divorces on top of first divorces were expensive. “Okay. Explorer it is, then.”

• • •

Victoria Montanero was not one to sit home at night. She went out. First, she went to a wine bar on St. Clair Avenue, meeting up with two women for wine at 7:30 P.M.
 Mac snuck inside for a look and slyly took three pictures with his phone, just in case, while the three women were looking at a picture on Montanero’s iPhone.

After the wine bar, she did not drive home.

“She’s a night owl,” Mac remarked as he followed the silver Mustang at a comfortable distance.

“Doesn’t exactly seem like she’s waiting for her old boyfriend to come back into her life, does it,” Dick replied.

“No, it doesn’t. It’s more like she’s out on the prowl.”

Montanero made her way to the Shamrock, which was a pub located two blocks east of the University Tap. It was a quiet bar that catered to a more mature crowd. Mac pulled into the parking lot, past the now parked silver Mustang, to the back of the lot, pulling nose in. He and Dick both turned to look back behind to see Montanero simply waiting in her car.

“So what is she waiting for?” Mac asked.

“Her date to show? Maybe she’s talking on the phone, who knows.”

They watched in silence for five minutes, Montanero not moving. Dick broke the silence.

“Have you seen Sally?”

“No.”

“Have you talked to her?”

“Yes, but not about the thing
 ,” Mac answered and then shook his head. “But it’s the elephant in the room when we do talk. Who’s going to bring it up first, you know.”

“Have you been thinking about it?”

“Only all the time.”

Dick nodded, checking his watch then eyeing Montanero. They’d been in the parking lot for ten minutes. “I’m going inside.”

“Ahead of her?” Mac asked.

“Yeah, I’ll be waiting for her instead of following her in. Text me when she comes in. If she leaves, call me.”

Dick walked in the back door of the pub. As he emerged from the back hallway, he could go left into a seating area of tall two- and four-top tables or right into the half of the pub that had a long bar running down the wall. A half wall separated the two sides of the Shamrock. Flat screens were strategically placed over the bar and in the corners to allow for viewing, which tonight was alternately on the Twins game and a Stanley Cup playoff hockey game.

Dick took a seat at the corner of the bar just inside the hallway. If he sat at a ninety-degree angle to the bar, he had a panoramic view of the entire pub, which was half-filled. Dick set his cell phone on the bar top.

The bartender ambled over. “What’ll you have?”

“Club soda with two lemons, please.” The drink was back within a minute, as was a text from Mac that Montanero was on her way in.

The petite brunette pushed through the front door, turned to her right, and grabbed the vacant high-top table in the front corner of the bar, taking the seat in the corner so that she too could see the entirety of the bar. She placed her cell phone with the bright lime-green cover on the table as a waitress made her way over. A glass of red was delivered a few minutes later. Five minutes passed, with Dick alternately taking in the ballgame, sipping his club soda, and peering in Montanero’s direction. Then a man came strolling into the bar from behind him and made his way to Montanero’s table. He had thinning black hair and was dressed in jeans, a white collared shirt, and a light jacket, tan in color. As he sat at the table, the conversation was not light and friendly; it was more serious, businesslike.

Dick couldn’t get a good look at him as the man talked with Montanero. A popcorn machine at the other end of the bar was currently popping. Three minutes into their conversation, Dick ordered another club soda and then slid off the barstool and went to get some popcorn. As he scooped the fresh popcorn into his basket, he looked back over his left shoulder but could only get a profile view of the guy talking with Montanero, but something looked familiar about him. Dick walked back to his stool, sat back down, took a bite of the popcorn and a small hit from his drink. He rapidly texted Mac an update that finished with: Get camera ready. Snap the man with tan spring jacket.

Mac texted back two minutes later. Set
 .

Ten minutes later, the man got up from the table to leave. Dick texted Mac: Tan jacket coming out back.


Five minutes later, Montanero reached inside her purse, took out some cash, and left it on the table. Dick already had a twenty sitting on the bar, and when she went out the front Dick pushed himself off his stool and quickly made his way out the back, but Mac wasn’t where he’d parked. Dick looked to his right, and Mac quickly flashed his headlights. As Dick walked to the Explorer, the silver Mustang pulled out of the parking lot. Dick climbed inside, and Mac put the Explorer into gear and quickly pulled out of the parking lot, turning right to follow and heading east on University.

“Sorry, I had to move,” Mac reported. “The guy with the tan jacket was parked two cars away.”

“There she is,” Dick reported, seeing the Mustang two blocks up. Montanero was waiting to make a right onto southbound Snelling Avenue.

“Got her,” Mac answered, easing off the gas, keeping some distance back and letting her make the right turn without him on top of her. “So what was the scoop inside?”

“Not sure,” Dick replied. “She comes to the Shamrock, sits in the corner, and a man comes to meet her for fifteen minutes. They have a serious conversation, and then he leaves, and five minutes later, she does too. It seemed like a business meeting
 .”

“And what business might she have?” Mac asked in reply and with suspicion, picking up on his partner’s tone.

“Exactly,” Lich replied.

“What about the guy you had me taking pictures of?”

“I recognized him from somewhere.”

“I assume somewhere not good.”

“Maybe. It was a face from long ago.”

They tailed her back to the duplex. It was after 11:00 P.M.
 when Mac pulled into an open spot along Grand Avenue. He and Lich watched as Montanero went in the front door of the duplex. A minute later, the lights popped on in her apartment. They dimmed ten minutes later, with just a flickering light in the front, probably the television. The lights went off for good at 11:40 P.M.
 Mac dropped Lich off to go up to the surveillance perch with Rock and Riles while he made his way around the neighborhood to set up watch on the back of Montanero’s duplex.

Dick took the camera up to the second-floor apartment. He connected the camera to the laptop and pulled up the pictures of the man in the tan coat. Mac had done a good job, with profiles and straight-on photos of the man with thinning hair, dark eyes, and a long, hawk-like nose. The image had Lich’s mind working; there was something about the guy. Riles walked over to observe.

“You recognize that guy?”

“No,” Riles answered after a minute. “Should I?”

“I don’t know, he looked familiar to me for a reason,” Dick answered as he emailed it to the duty watch officer back at the Department of Public Safety to get a check going on the photo. He was interested to see what would come back.




CHAPTER FOUR

“Joan the Moan.”

Thursday—day three of the stakeout.


M
 ac woke up a little after 1:00 P.M.
 Six hours of sleep was enough, even if it hadn’t been that restful. His body clock was out of whack working the overnight on the stakeout. That and the whole thing with Sally running around his head made rest difficult. Of course, her call at 9:30 A.M.
 to check in hadn’t helped the rest, either.

“So how is it going?” Sally had asked.

“Kind of dull, although Dick might have a hint of something on this.” Mac explained the trip to the Shamrock. “It seemed like a nothing detail, and then all of a sudden after the Shamrock he’s got the scent of something, having me take pictures and emailing them in. I can just tell, you know, that he saw something that got his radar up.”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know, he hasn’t said. This Burke fellow hasn’t shown up so far. In fact, he hasn’t appeared anywhere from what we hear. Wherever he is, he’s running silent and deep.”

“How long do you think this detail will last?”

“The chief said five days, maybe a week, so I suspect that’s what it will be.”

“And you will have the night shift the whole time?”

“Yeah, probably.”

“Oh.”

Mac heard the disappointment. “I’m sorry, Sal. I know this schedule kind of stinks, but it will be over soon.” There was a brief moment he thought about mentioning her offer, but then he chickened out. He didn’t want to talk about it over the phone, and he didn’t know yet what to do.

Nevertheless, the conversation ran around in his head.

So he did what he always did when he needed some time to think; he slid on his New Balance shoes and running gear. As he was heading out, he got a text from Lich. Meet at The Lunch Counter at 3:00.


That left time for an hour run. Mac selected some Coldplay from his music library, slid on his sunglasses and baseball cap, put in his earbuds, and took off.

• • •

Dick sat in his Dodge Neon, “Ramble On” playing quietly on the radio, to the extent Led Zeppelin could play quietly. In his lap was the picture of the man in the tan coat. An hour ago, he’d gotten an email back. The man’s name was Alfred Tunney, a name from back in the day.

Fifteen years ago, when he was working vice, Dick crossed paths with Tunney. At the time, Alfred Tunney was on the periphery of a gun-running operation. It was an operation in which the guns that were sold had later been used in the shooting of a Minneapolis cop. Tunney’s role in the operation was thought to be as a fence, a very careful one.

When the bust went down Tunney wasn’t caught up in it. There wasn’t enough evidence to tie him to the operation. While he’d been around, talking to the players, they had nothing on him. After that, Tunney went extremely low profile. He hadn’t been questioned in ten years and gave all the appearances of having gone straight. Vice thought he might still be active from time to time, running whatever he was doing out of his chain of dry cleaners.

One of his dry cleaners was Capitol City Dry Cleaners on University Avenue. It was also the dry cleaners visited by Montanero on Wednesday, and again today. She wasn’t carrying anything when she went in, but she did leave with a yellow dress.

Tunney was a suspected fence.

Montanero was the ex-girlfriend of a now-wanted thief.

Was it coincidence or perhaps something more?

• • •

The Lunch Counter was a small diner located on Payne Avenue northeast of downtown St. Paul in a diverse blue-collar neighborhood. It was a popular breakfast and lunch location, although it also served an underrated steak if dinner was what you needed. It had a lunch counter and then six red vinyl booths along the front window, plus two booths against each end wall.

Mac came bursting into The Lunch Counter at 3:03. “Sorry I’m late.”

Dick laughed; his watch said 3:01. Mac wasn’t late, but he knew his young partner, who was punctual to a fault.

“So what’s up?”

Dick told him about what he’d seen and was thinking. His partner was twenty years his junior, but Mac McRyan was also as smart and instinctive a cop as he’d ever met, Mac’s legendary father Simon included. Dick finished with, “Tunney is very careful. There hasn’t been a sniff on him on anything in ten years. He hasn’t been questioned, suspected, watched, anything in a decade.”

“But despite the fact he’s been completely off the law enforcement radar for ten years, the crew in the Vice Squad still think he’s active,” Mac stated, his arms folded, slightly rocking, something he did when thinking.

“They think it’s possible.”

“I knew you were onto something,” Mac replied, with a small smile and light knowing shake of the head. “Have you told the chief or anyone else?”

Dick shook his head. “I don’t know if I have anything at this point. What do you think?”

“Leopards don’t change their spots. If the guy was a fence ten years ago and has never been arrested, that doesn’t mean he still isn’t one. In fact, it might mean he’s a really good one. How many dry cleaners does he own?”

“At last count, eight.”

“Hmpf,” Mac snorted, perusing the menu. “How many did he own when he was last questioned?”

“I think one, Capitol City, the one on University.”

“So now, ten years later, he has eight. That’s good business expansion,” Mac replied, knowing a little about business. He didn’t get involved in the day-to-day operation of the Grand Brew coffee shops, but as a minority owner, he reviewed the financials, expansion plans, and the like and had a concept of the cost of buying and expanding businesses. It took money. Legitimate businesses went to the bank. Illegitimate businesses found other ways.

“So either he’s completely figured out the dry cleaning business, or …”

“He’s getting money, cash, from other sources not on the books,” Dick suggested.

“That he can then run through his business,” Mac answered. “It’s easier to break up chunks of cash if you have more businesses to filter it through. Laundering money through a dry cleaning business—there is a certain nice symmetry to that.”

“So?”

“I don’t believe in coincidences,” Mac answered. “Where there is a pig, there is a stench. We should at least tell Rock and Riles and watch very closely. I might even suggest giving the chief a heads up.”

“Dick Lick!” a voice bellowed in their direction as a large man in an apron came out from the swinging door of the kitchen.

“Vinnie,” Dick replied, standing and warmly shaking the man’s hand. “Vinnie Weller, meet my partner, Mac.”

“Mac, good to meet you,” Vinnie replied gregariously. “You guys here to eat? I have a pot of chili that is just perfect right now.”

“Two bowls, then,” Lich answered.

The chili was rapidly delivered, and they dug in. Turned out Vinnie was a lifelong friend of Dick’s. They had gone to school together as kids, graduating from White Bear Mariner High School together.

“I’ve never heard of White Bear Mariner,” Mac said.

“It closed long ago,” Vinnie replied. “But us Dolphins still hang together. So, besides food, what brings you two to my fine establishment?”

“Vinnie, my young partner has a significant moral dilemma on his hands. He has himself a girlfriend, a very pretty and smart girlfriend, who has just asked him to move in.”

“Sounds like a really good problem to me,” Vinnie answered, wiping his hands with a white towel. “What’s the issue?”

“Well, young Mac here is also divorced. What’s it officially now, six months?”

“Seven,” Mac answered, taking a bite of the chili, giving Dick a why are we talking about this
 look.

“I see. He’s worried about the ‘am I jumping in too soon’ issue, right? And naturally you’ve regaled him about your misfortune.”

Mac’s ears perked up now. “Vinnie, are you talking details? I don’t have any
 details other than it was all extraordinarily ugly. I must say, it’s often left me very curious.”

Vinnie looked to Dick, who nodded. “Why not?”

“Geez, where to start.”

“The beginning always works,” Mac suggested, taking a bite of chili.

“Well, Dick’s first wife, Bev, now she wasn’t so bad,” Vinnie started. “I kind of liked her at first.”

“She was a nurse, right?” Mac asked.

“Yes, she was, or is still, I think. I haven’t seen her in years,” Dick answered. “For reasons that will become obvious, we haven’t stayed in touch.”

“So tell him what happened,” Vinnie suggested, a smirk on his face.

“Well, we were married ten years or so, and I was working nights in uniform and she was working days.”

“They didn’t see much of each other,” Vinnie added.

“Anyway, then I made detective,” Dick continued. “But I still was working some nights, and there was this waitress at a restaurant.”

“Named Joan Winters,” Vinnie added, “better known as ‘Joan the Moan’.”

“Oh God,” Mac answered, cackling. “Seriously? Joan the Moan? No way.”

“Yes,” Dick replied. “She was hot. At least she was to me. Help me out here, Vinnie?”

“Joan wasn’t bad looking at all,” Vinnie answered. “For some context, at the time Dick here had a pretty full head of hair and carried thirty fewer pounds. And you trimmed that thing you call a mustache a hell of a lot better back in the day.”

“Anyway, one night I’m at Vinnie’s bar,” Dick continued. “Vinnie used to run the Panther over on Rice Street, and Joan comes rolling in and sits down next to me. I’m several whiskeys in, and she’s reaching under the bar working me, literally.”

“Really?” Mac asked looking to Vinnie.

“Really,” Vinnie answered with a nod. “It was kind of funny. Joan was, shall we say, clearly in the mood. So they end up going down into the basement. There was an office and a storage area down there with a big banquet table.” Vinnie pointed at Dick. “And you could have closed the door.”

“Oh man,” Mac guffawed, sensing where this was going.

“Well, sure enough, Bev shows up at the bar. I was there a lot, and she was looking for me.”

“And of course I’m trying to cover for him, telling Bev he’s not there,” Vinnie added. “‘But his car is in the parking lot,’ Bev answers, and I’m kind of slipping on the ice
 with her, and then there was the sound emanating from the basement.” Vinnie closed his eyes for effect. “It was the moan. Like Kim Cattrall in Porky’s
 , echoing up the stairs and throughout the bar. I can still hear it, the moan. Again and again, the moan.”

“Oh God!” Mac roared in laughter.

“Yup,” Vinnie replied. “Bev went right down those stairs.”

Dick laughed, shaking his head. “She busted me down in the basement with Joan bent over that table and my pants around my ankles. It wasn’t a pretty sight, literally or figuratively. Not long after, Bev understandably filed for divorce, and I had a very unhappy ex-wife number one. And after all these years, I can’t say I blame her. I was such an ass.”

“So then you ended up with, I want to say, Maureen,” Mac said. “How did that happen?”

“That’s the one,” Vinnie responded with a head shake. “I warned you about her, Dick.”

“You did, but I jumped into it quickly,” Lich reported. “At first Maureen was good, liked to go out and have some fun. But then we got married, and it quickly went downhill. My hours and pay were what they were, and then Maureen stopped working. At first, she lost her job at the bank, and then she just didn’t seem to be real motivated to find a new one. Yet she constantly complained about where we lived, the things we had and didn’t have, and eventually, she just bitched about and at me. She just turned into a miserable person. I couldn’t take it, so one day I decided I wasn’t going to anymore.”

“You just left?” Mac asked.

“That he did, detective,” Vinnie stated, jumping in. “As I recall Dicky Boy telling it, one night she’s henpecking the hell out of him and he just got up out of his easy chair. He went to the bedroom and packed his clothes. Went back into the living room and unhooked his television and carried it and his clothes out the front door without saying a word.”

“Not a word?” Mac asked Dick, shocked.

“Not a word,” Dick answered before slipping a spoonful of chili in. “I left and I wasn’t going back.”

“Twenty minutes later, he showed up at my house,” Vinnie continued. “He lived in my basement for two months.”

“No way,” Mac uttered, amazed.

“I sure did,” Dick answered. “I couldn’t take it anymore. And so that’s how I ended up with awful ex-wife number two.”

“But now Dick here has Dot, and I think he might have finally got it right,” Vinnie stated, taking a sip from a cup of coffee.

Lich nodded his agreement. “We’re a fit—blue-collar working folks trying to make a go at life. She takes me for who I am, and I take her. She’s got a good heart, knows who she is, and is good with that. She sees her life ahead of her, waiting tables and scratching to get by, and she’s good with that. I’m in the same spot. I just wish it wouldn’t have taken until I was fifty to find her.”

As they drove to the apartment to take their night shift on Montanero, Mac asked, “So what was Vinnie’s story? Is he married, kids, what?”

“He’s been married twice as well, and got married for the second time within a year of his first divorce. He and Annette are still going strong after fifteen years. They have a ten-year-old daughter named Lauren. They are as happy as can be.”

“He seems like a good dude,” Mac replied. “Glad to see it’s working out for him.”

Dick nodded. “He is a lot like you, Mac. He loved Annette, but he was freaked out about getting back into it so quick after the divorce.”

“So why did he?”

“I suppose it’s because sometimes life has a different schedule than the one you have in your own mind. Or the person you’re with has a different schedule.”

“I see.”

“I suppose the point of all of this was to show that sometimes diving right back in is a huge mistake, and sometimes it works spectacularly. It all depends upon the players in the game.”

Mac exhaled a sigh. “I just feel like if we do this, how much longer until we start moving to the next … step? But if I say I’m not ready or we’re not ready, that could really hurt her, and then—who knows what happens.”

Dick nodded as he turned left onto Grand Avenue. “Look, I’m not giving advice, Mac. I shouldn’t. I’m just trying to help you figure it out a little bit. Vinnie and I show there are good relationships and bad.”

“I know. I’m just… I don’t know, a little petrified by it all. It’s happening fast.”

“Well, maybe you have to ask yourself what’s more scary then—a possible life with Sally or a possible life without her.”

Lich’s phone rang. He answered it, listened, and then whispered to Mac, “FBI may have a line on Burke.”

“Where?”

“Milwaukee.”




CHAPTER FIVE

“There’s nothing suspicious about that.”


T
 hree hours later, they were watching Montanero’s unit.

“Any more word on Burke?” Mac asked hopefully.

Lich shook his head. “The Bureau still has a place staked out in Milwaukee where people said they’d seen him. One of the men is someone they think he’s done business with in the past.”

“I see.”

“So Mac, there is one other side to your quandary.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s not like you’d lack for female companionship if you walked away from Sally. I mean, I really like that girl. She’s smart, she’s attractive as hell, and she seems to have her shit together, but do you want to get that serious with another lawyer?”

“What does being a lawyer have to do with it?”

“Probably nothing,” Dick replied and then shifted gears. “What about that reporter, Heather Foxx? I can’t believe you haven’t wanted to dive into that. She is ridiculously hot. I see women make eyes at you all the time. I’ve never experienced that, certainly not women of the attractiveness you have coming on to you. It’s got to be hard to not want to sample it all.”

“I never said I didn’t want to sample it all.”

“But you haven’t.”

“I’m with Sally. It’s a relationship, and it’s about trust. I’d be violating that trust if I did that.”

“It would just be two hours. You’re not married.”

“Just like Joan the Moan was just two hours?”

“Okay, maybe not the best way to put it.”

“I guess I always look at it as it might be a fun few hours if I ran off with, say, Heather Foxx. I mean, you just can tell she’d be an absolute freak in the sack.”

“She has the look to her.”

“I actually got confirmation of that. A friend of mine I played hockey with at the U is buddies with a guy who plays with the Boston Bruins. His buddy got with her one night. Guy said she absolutely rocked his world.”

“Yet you keep giving her the Heisman.”

“I don’t want to suffer from comparison.”

“That’s not it.”

“No, it’s not,” Mac answered, and then more seriously. “To me, if you make a commitment …”

“… You make a commitment. I get it.”

“So, is this more of you helping me work through this?” Mac asked. “Because if it is, it’s not helping.”

“Just making light conversation.”

“The stuff with Vinnie was good,” Mac replied appreciatively, “but this …”

“Moving on, then,” Dick conceded. His phone rang and he answered, “Uh huh. Okay. And they’re sure he’s in there? Right, as sure as they can be. Okay, what do you want us to do? Right.”

“What was all that?” Mac asked.

“That was the chief. At sundown, the FBI is getting ready to move in on an apartment building in West Allis, Wisconsin. They think Burke is inside.”

“So do we stand down?” Mac asked.

“Not quite yet. The chief told us to sit tight until he’s in custody, but I suspect we’ll be done before the end of the night.”

The two of them settled into their chairs, passively watching the apartment, sipping Diet Cokes.

“I guess my gut telling me Montanero was up to something didn’t pan out,” Dick muttered.

“Maybe she’s up to something that doesn’t involve Burke. I mean, what do we really know about her?” Mac asked and then offered a theory of his own. “She’s the ex-girlfriend of a thief. What’s to say she wasn’t in that life, too? Who knows, maybe she’s working some other angle up here, and because of her past relationship with Burke, we just happened to stumble into seeing her operating.”

“That could be. I suppose we could give Vice a heads up if nothing else.”

The conversation drifted in other directions, as it usually did with the two of them, as they waited for the call to stand down.

• • •

Milwaukee.

The sun was down completely, and darkness was enveloping the neighborhood, along with a dose of quiet and stillness.

Burke quietly slipped through the last small door of the cool basement of the building and then closed it gently. He stood way up on his toes and tried to peek out the slit of a basement window, but all he could see was the back of a mangy hedge. It was time to go. He went to the old wooden door, slowly pulled it open, and then slithered his way slowly up the steep, narrow steps from the basement of the apartment building. At the top of the steps, he stayed in a low crouch. He looked to his right and could see the surveillance van. His friends had good contacts throughout the neighborhood, and word had filtered out that men with suits and an inordinate amount of unmarked police cars were suddenly trolling the neighborhood.

He’d been spotted.

His friends weren’t rookies in evading the police. They lived in the apartment building for a reason, and he was now using their emergency way out. The problem was that once he used it to escape, that would probably be the end of their little secret.

“Don’t worry,” they said. “There are other buildings. And besides, we had no idea you were in trouble, and you’re an old friend.”

He looked to his left and could see the silver Taurus. Taking one last look, he pulled the stocking cap onto his head. There was a tall hedge line to his left. He sprinted over to it and held tight to it until he reached the Taurus. He slipped inside the car and flipped down the sun visor, and down dropped the keys, just where his friends had said they would be.

The engine turned over, and he shifted the car into drive and slowly drove away from the neighborhood. Interstate 94 was just four blocks away.

• • •

At 10:06 P.M.
 Lich’s phone rang.

“That’s probably the call,” Mac noted. “Burke’s in custody.”

Lich answered his phone while Mac stood up and grabbed the binoculars and peered through the blinds as Montanero came into the front of the apartment. She sat down in the chair while she searched through her purse.

“You’ve got to be kidding,” Lich bellowed.

Mac looked back. “What?”

“The FBI went in. Burke had been in the apartment, but he’s gone now. Apparently, this apartment building is part of a string of six buildings along a block. There are doors in the basements of each building that lead into the next. He apparently slipped out.”

“Figures,” Mac muttered and turned his attention back to the apartment, sensing they wouldn’t be standing down. He watched as Montanero rummaged through her purse, took out her smartphone and set it on the coffee table. Then she kept digging in her large purse and took out … “A second phone,” Mac muttered in confusion.

“What?” Dick asked.

“She has two phones,” Mac reported, looking over to him.

Dick joined him at the window with his binoculars. “No, that phone has the lime-green case. That’s the one she used the other night at the Shamrock.”

“No, there’s a second one on the coffee table with a black case.” Mac pulled out his own phone and tapped into his picture directory to the three photos he had taken at the wine bar. “See, she was using it last night at the wine bar, showing something on her phone to her friends.”

“She used the lime-green one an hour later at the Shamrock when she was talking to Alfred Tunney.”

“There’s nothing suspicious about that,” Mac muttered in reply. “So who do you suppose she’s talking to on that one now?”

“Hmmm. Who indeed?” Dick wondered aloud.

The two of them watched as Montanero now paced around her apartment, an intense look on her face, and now she was checking out her windows, which caused Dick and Mac to carefully step back from the blinds.

“You getting the same hit on this as I am,” Mac murmured.

“Reading you five by five, partner,” Dick answered. “She meets with Tunney, who’s a fence, at the same time Burke is holding a coin worth millions.”

“And he needs to move it,” Mac suggested. “He didn’t steal it to collect it. He stole it to get paid. And here’s his supposed ex-girlfriend talking to someone we think is a very careful fence. Like I said, there’s nothing
 suspicious about that.”

“But why Milwaukee, then?” Dick asked. “Why go there?”

“A place to hide for a bit,” Mac speculated. “Or maybe, if you were to assume for the moment that he and Montanero are in contact, she’s serving as the go-between for Tunney, and arrangements need to be made.”

“Maybe he’s worried someone could be watching Montanero, so he wants the interest in her to fade.”

“Who knows what’s going on here?” Mac replied. “Maybe we’ve had too much time to sit around and think up conspiracy theories.”

“Let’s get a second opinion.” Lich called Riley and Rockford, who were watching the back of the duplex, and reported on the events of the last ten minutes. “I agree.” Dick hung up and then hit another icon. “I’m calling the chief.”

Two hours later, new officers were watching Montanero’s now dark apartment, with a more robust plainclothes police presence within the three-block perimeter.

After midnight, Mac, Lich, Rock, and Riles were in the chief’s office. Charlie Flanagan agreed with his men. He was now on the phone with the FBI and then with his friend Paul Lombardi, the chief of detectives in Chicago. It was a lengthy conversation.

The chief hung up. “We’ll have the CPD file on Montanero in the morning.”

“She has a jacket?” Lich asked, looking over at Mac. “That might have been good of them to share before now.”

“It’s a small one,” the chief replied. “It’s a juvenile record. She was sixteen and had a thing for jewelry and apparently was quite good at lifting it from stores. After she was finally busted, she made nice with the judge and prosecutor. She supposedly went straight, finished her education, and even went to college and got a business degree. However, somewhere along the line she connects with Burke. And while she’s a bartender now, she did previously work with a company that sold supplies to dry cleaners, and her sales territory included …”

“The Twin Cities,” Dick finished.

“Yup,” the chief answered.

“Burke did his business down in Chicago. But he’s smart enough to move whatever it was he was stealing somewhere else, such as St. Paul,” Riley suggested.

“And he uses Montanero as the go-between. She rolls up here on business, and while she is in town, she meets with the fence, which is Tunney. She comes back home with the money,” Mac stated, following the thread.

“And Tunney moves Burke’s items,” Dick added. “He’s not moving anything from around here. That would draw too much attention. He’s moving stuff from out of town and launders his proceeds through his ever-expanding dry cleaning business.”

“Aren’t we forgetting the fact that Montanero is his ex-girlfriend?” Rock asked.

“Is she?” Dick asked. “When did they supposedly break up?”

“Six months ago, give or take,” Riles answered.

Mac’s eyes lit up. “This showing of the coins at the history museum down in Chicago was announced what? Eight months ago. It’s worth nearly twenty million. Burke looks it over for two months and comes to the conclusion that it’s doable.”

Lich followed his partner’s thinking. “But if he takes that, he’s going to be too hot in Chicago. Hell, he might be too hot anywhere. He’ll likely need to leave the country.”

“So he and Montanero devise their plan,” Riles stated, picking up on it. “She’ll get out of town. She’ll tell people they broke up and she needs a new start. So she’s up here in the Twin Cities, making plans with their fence, Tunney.”

“Because it’s a huge score for Burke, but it’s a huge one for Tunney, too. His cut for moving the collection will be significant.”

“But they don’t have the whole collection,” Rock argued.

“They still have the most valuable piece, though,” Mac noted. “It’s still worth a lot of money to both Burke and Tunney if we’re right about all this. If Burke’s crew of four were splitting things evenly or nearly evenly, then that coin will still get Burke pretty much what he was hoping to get to begin with.”

“Maybe,” Dick suggested. “If Burke only has the one coin, his leverage is diminished. But it’s still worth a lot and certainly would provide enough for Burke to live on for some time, especially in some non-extradition country.”

“Well, boys,” the chief stated, “I think that’s possibly the case, and CPD and the FBI hope that is the case. But the only way to see if you’re right is to see if Burke shows. So by the morning, the FBI will be here, and we are going to be all over Victoria Montanero.”




CHAPTER SIX

“Shall we complete our business?”


T
 he surveillance on Montanero was loose in the sense that she was being followed and monitored by mobile units yet also tight in that there were easily twenty law enforcement officers between the FBI and St. Paul Police within a three-block radius of the University Tap.

She was acting normal, sticking to her routine. There was her morning CrossFit class, where a woman officer, Kelsey Randall, who was a member at another gym, joined the workout. Randall reported that Montanero worked out and socialized with two other women whom she’d been with on two other occasions since the surveillance had started. Kelsey also reported it was one tough workout: “I had to do thirty snatches today. It’s a personal record. I’m really quite exhausted.”

As she walked away, a slack-jawed Dick asked, “Did she just say thirty …”

“Snatches,” Mac finished smiling, admiring Randall’s ability to pull Dick’s chain. “Yeah. It’s a power lift, partner.”

“Oh.”

“What did you think she meant?”

“Never mind.”

Mac just chuckled.

After Montanero completed her workout, she showed up for her shift at the University Tap. Two undercover officers were inside at all times once the University Tap opened at 11:00 A.M.
 At 2:00 P.M.
 , Mac took his turn, moving inside and taking a seat at the bar.

“What can I get you?” Montanero asked just a bit gruffly as she finally got to him.

“The Cajun chicken sandwich and a Diet Coke,” Mac asked as he set the menu down.

Mac ate his sandwich while passively watching the golf tournament on the big screen above the bar and glancing in Montanero’s direction. As he observed Montanero, she seemed a little distracted, even mildly agitated. She was constantly checking her phone, the lime-green one. Her large purse was tucked down under the cash register. Mac was able to see the other phone sticking out of an inside pocket. She never checked that phone during his time inside.

He strolled out of the bar at 3:00 P.M.
 and drove three blocks to the command post that the FBI had set up. Both Montanero and Tunney were under observation. Tunney was at his office at the dry cleaners, two blocks from the bar. It was safe to say the area was under heavy observation.

“Your thoughts?” Chief Flanagan asked when Mac came into the command post.

“As much as she’s trying to act normal, she seems on edge, and she checked her phone quite a bit, the lime-green one. She gives all the signs of someone anticipating an event of some kind.”

“Like Burke coming to town?” the FBI agent in charge asked.

“Could be,” Mac answered. “I don’t know the mark well, having only observed her for the past three to four days, but my sense is something is going on.”

“Okay, good to know,” the FBI agent replied and then walked away.

“If this goes down, when does it go down?” the chief asked Mac.

“Tonight after dark, and if Tunney is involved, I’d presume a location of his choosing.”

“One of his stores maybe?” the chief asked.

“Possibly. Dick and I have a little theory about that.”

“Care to share?” the chief asked.

“Let’s step outside.”

• • •

As darkness fell on St. Paul at little after 9:00 P.M.
 , Alfred Tunney remained at the Capitol City Dry Cleaning location on University Avenue. Montanero was back at her apartment, and the thought that she might be on the move was only enhanced by the appearance of a suitcase and the packing of clothes.

Burke, however, had yet to show his face.

That Burke would arrive in the Twin Cities may have been the brainchild of Mac and Lich, but it was now an FBI operation, with the St. Paul Police in a supporting role. For Mac and Lich, that meant sitting a block north of Capitol City Dry Cleaners on Sherberne Avenue in the back of a black panel surveillance van. However, despite it appearing to be a relegation to a secondary role, it was one that Mac and Lich weren’t that bothered by as they kept their eyes on the house directly behind the dry cleaning business.

They thought they might know something that perhaps the FBI didn’t.

• • •

On schedule, Tony Burke turned into the driveway and pulled the Taurus up behind the house to the detached double garage. He turned off the lights, slipped out of the driver’s seat, and took in the pitch blackness of the house and the garage. There was only a small amount of light from University Avenue to the south that provided some amount of illumination. He slowly worked his way around the garage to the side door. As he’d been instructed, he reached under the doormat for the key. He found it, felt for the doorknob, slid the key in, turned the deadbolt, and pushed his way inside.

Five minutes later Tunney came through the door, and the two men met in the garage. They shook hands. “Last time, my friend,” Tunney stated.

“Probably. For a long time for sure,” Burke replied.

As the two men always did, they frisked one another. They’d done business for years, but Tunney and Burke both believed in “trust but verify”. With each of them satisfied of the safety of their dealings, Tunney stepped past Burke to roll up a long mat in front of the workbench to reveal a metal door in the garage floor. Tunney opened the door, which led to a set of steep and narrow steps leading down underneath the garage. The two men descended the steps. Tunney turned on the lights, sat down at a worktable, reached for his jeweler’s eyepiece, and slid it on. “Let me see it,” Tunney ordered.

Out of his backpack, Burke took out the small box. Inside, lying in the circular indentation of the blue felt was the coin, the King of American Coins.

Tunney took it from him and examined it for a few minutes, turning it in his fingers and also consulting his laptop computer. Burke had never brought him anything illegitimate, forged, or fake but Tunney, ever careful, still needed to be certain, particularly given the amounts involved in the deal. “This is it,” Tunney stated, putting the eyepiece down. “Shall we complete our business?”

“Please,” Burke answered.

Ten minutes later, Tunney ascended the steps and pushed open the door back up into the garage, and then Burke followed.

“Good luck,” Tunney offered. “Are you off to pick up Vicki, then?”

“Yes, then we’re leaving.”

“Well, I will miss working with you two. It was very profitable. Please send Vicki my regards.”

The two men shook hands. Burke came around the garage to his car, pulling his keys out of his pocket.

“Hands up!”

Burke turned to see the light of a flashlight, a gun, and a young cop ten feet away.

“Hands on the car, Burke,” Mac ordered. “Now!”

The thief quickly scanned his options.

Rockford didn’t give Burke time. Coming out of the dark, the old defensive tackle slammed the thief against the car and pinned him there. Riles joined in and took out his cuffs, and Burke was going nowhere.

With Burke secured, Mac went back around the garage and found the same scene unfolding by the back door to the dry cleaners. Lich and several FBI agents were slapping cuffs on Tunney.

Sixteen hours earlier, Mac and Lich had discussed Tunney over breakfast. Dick wanted to nail his ass, knowing Tunney had been involved in the gun-running operation all those years ago. They had gotten everyone else but not
 Tunney. A cop had died because of that gun-running operation. “We’d never tie him to the murder, but I don’t care. There is no statute of limitations for this. I want to nail his ass.”

“Dick,” Mac counseled as he dug into a pile of hash browns, “if Tunney’s half as careful as you say, it won’t be as simple as Burke and Montanero walking into the dry cleaners to make the exchange.”

“No, it won’t,” Dick answered as he sipped his coffee. With a little help, Dick spent the day working through Ramsey County Property Records, wherein he learned two things. First, Tunney owned the Capitol City Dry Cleaning building, but he also owned the two houses behind his building, with the only thing separating the two properties being a thin ribbon of a dark alley splitting the block. The second thing he learned was that six years ago, Tunney had put a new double garage on one of the properties and that he had put a basement under the garage.

When he told Mac what he’d found, Mac suggested, “Let the FBI have the dry cleaners—we should sit on that house. That’s where the action could be.”

And they did.

The Ford Taurus pulled into the driveway.

“Wisconsin plates,” Mac reported.

Through a night-vision scope, they saw a man who looked like Burke slip a key out from under the doormat. Five minutes later, a man they knew was Tunney came to the very same door and went inside.

Lich radioed it in to the FBI.

The takedown was easy. And since Mac heard Burke say his next stop was Montanero, she was taken into custody five minutes later.

Now, four hours later, Mac and Lich were leaning against the panel van sipping gas station coffees while the FBI worked their way through the basement under the garage. The King of American Coins had been found in the safe and was in the FBI’s custody, soon to be returned to the collection at the Chicago History Museum.

As for Burke, he had $100,000 in his backpack, walking-around money. An FBI agent analyzing the computer in the basement workshop under the garage found financial transactions with a bank in the Cayman Islands, where it was thought more money would have been awaiting Burke and Montanero. Tunney undoubtedly had a buyer for the coin. Whether the FBI would be able to determine who that was would take more time and was something Mac and Lich didn’t care about. Nailing Tunney was enough for them.

Lich took the last sip of his coffee and checked his watch: 4:30 A.M.
 “Well, my boy, you’ve ducked it for four days now.”

“There’s no ducking it anymore.”

• • •

Dick rolled into the Cleveland a little after 6:00 A.M.
 , and Dot immediately came over to him and poured him some coffee while kissing his forehead. He told Dot about the arrest of Burke, Tunney, and Montanero. It had been a good night.

“Was the chief happy?”

“He was quite pleased.”

“And the FBI?”

“They were happy enough, although”—he yawned—“I think we performed a little too well for their tastes. We kind of bailed their asses out on this one.”

“You look very tired, Detective Lich.”

“I am very tired. I’m going to eat, watch you walk around a little bit, and then sleep for a day.”

She started walking away from the table and then came back. “And Mac—what did he decide?”

“I don’t know. We’ll have to see, I guess. He didn’t say.”

• • •

Sally rolled over in bed and looked at the clock. It read 5:45 A.M.
 , fifteen minutes ahead of the 6:00 A.M.
 alarm. As she lay in bed, slowly waking up, she heard rustling around downstairs.

“Mac, is that you?”

“Yeah,” his familiar voice bellowed back.

As she made her way down the steps, she saw Mac in the living room, walking around with a large frame in his hands.

“What are you doing?” she asked, confused.

Mac turned around, and Sally could see he was holding his Springsteen print, one of his prized possessions. “I wanted to see how this would look,” he replied. “I mean, if I can’t make this fit somewhere, I’m not sure this can really work.”

“I see,” she replied as she walked into the living room, looking around. “You know I love the Boss, but I’m not sure that really
 fits with the décor of my living room.”

“Maybe we’ll have to do something about that,” Mac replied.

“Does that mean you’re thinking you want a say in what the interior of this house looks like?”

He sighed. “Yeah,” Mac answered, setting the frame down and leaning it against the wall. “I think it does.”

“You’re not nervous.”

“I’m nervous as hell,” Mac replied, and then added softly, “But the alternative was scarier. So if you’ll still have me, I’m in.”

She leaned in, cupped the side of his face with her right hand, and kissed him softly. “Good.”

Mac stepped back and, with a disapproving look on his face, mockingly growled, “Besides, this place needs some serious work.”

“Oh, does it now?” Sally asked with a big smile.

“I need to get to work right away on this. First, we need to repaint. And that kitchen, are you kidding me?” He shook his head. “It needs a serious, and I mean serious, renovation. It’s not even—adequate.”

“Sounds like you have a plan, then.”

“I do. And in time, I think I could do a little something with that basement. That has serious entertainment room potential.”

“Good, I like it that you have some ideas. It shows commitment,” she replied, slowly wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him again. “You know, I have some plans too.”

“Really, like what?”

“I expect we’ll spend a lot of time up in the bedroom.” She kissed him again. “And I have some definite plans on what you could do up there, starting right now.”
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