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This one's for you,



whoever you are.



 


Chapter 1

 

Vasily Orlov was in a good mood. He was always in a good mood when he was on a job. Vasily was an independent contractor and he took great pride in his work.

 

He also loved the money. But truth be told, he'd probably still do the odd job simply because he loved his work so much. He firmly believed that the world would be a better place if more people took pride in what they did. 

 

Vasily was a specialist. People called him in to deal with particularly difficult problems and he made the problems go away. It was a skill that not many people had. He fancied himself a magician of sorts; a special kind of magician who could make problems disappear permanently.

 

Today's problem was standing just a few yards in front of him. 

 

Terry Reynolds was walking back to his car after a lunch meeting with a friend. Terry was a car buff from as far back as he could remember. He couldn't afford a true high-end sports car so he went all in for a Dodge Charger SRT. It might not be the most expensive car, but it was one of the fastest production sedans ever made. 

 

The black Charger had a supercharged 6.2L HEMI V8 SRT Hellcat Engine that put out 707 HP and 650 lb-ft of Torque. It was equipped with dark bronze forged aluminum wheels and was finished with black Nappa leather seats to complement the exterior.

 

Terry couldn't keep from smiling every time he approached the car. He was wearing such a smile when he noticed the admiring look on the face of the man that was walking toward him.

 

"Is that an SRT?"

 

"Yeah." Terry's smile widened a bit.

 

"I hear they're hard to hang onto when you open them up."

 

"It's got spirit, I'll say that." Terry's Irish accent was always a bit more prominent when he was excited or enthusiastic about something.

 

The man bent at the waist to take a look inside at the car's dash. Terry's attention was drawn to a small area on the hood that looked like it was lightly scratched. Some careless passerby had probably rubbed the hood with their hand. When will people realize how soft automotive paint is? Oh well, he would have to buff it out later.

 

Had he not looked away for a moment, he might have caught the glint of light that reflected off the metal as the knife was thrust upward into his chest. The four inch blade drove up just under the rib cage on it's way to it's intended target. Before the look of shock had fully registered on Terry's face, Vasily had stabbed him two more times, puncturing both lungs before driving the blade through the reporter's heart a second time.

 

Terry Reynolds wore a puzzled look on his face as the realization of what just happened slowly sunk in. He hadn't felt a sharp, hot pain, as you would expect from being stabbed in the heart and lungs. It had felt less intense and much more subtle than that.

 

With every moment he became shorter of breath. Blood sprayed from his mouth with every exhalation. Terry realized he must be in shock and was probably dying.

 

Vasily guided his victim's body down to a seated position against the front wheel. He looked around to make sure no suspicious eyes were turned his way before he removed the reporter's watch and wallet. He stuffed the items in his pockets and straightened his jacket as he casually moved away from the body.

 

Vasily couldn't help smiling a bit as he replayed the act in his mind. One more magical performance by the master. He kept walking to the far end of the parking lot where his car was parked. He made one final check of his sleeves and the front of his shirt to make sure there wasn't any telltale blood stains. There weren't. Just another day at the office for the magician.

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Later that day, 3pm

 

The afternoon programming on all the local stations was interrupted by a late-breaking news story. Joe Fontana and Sue Hardy of the award-winning City News team came on in front of a large red banner that said Breaking Story:

 

Joe: "In the third stabbing death of the year, Terry Reynolds, an award winning reporter with the Toronto Times, was found dead today in the parking lot of the Pacific Mall in Markham."

 

Sue: "What a tragedy Joe.  I'm sure most of our viewers will remember how Terry Reynolds risked his life by going into a burning building to save a child last year."

 

Joe: "Yes he did. The building was an inferno before the fire department even arrived. Toronto Times reporter Terry Reynolds was the first on the scene. He showed total disregard for his life and ran into the building when a mother realized her 4 year old son was trapped inside."

 

Sue: "Do we have any details about the murder yet?" 

 

Joe: "Details are sketchy at this point in time Sue, but it appears the reporter was being robbed as he returned to his car. That's all we know right now, but we will keep you posted as new information comes in over the next couple of days.

 

 


Chapter 3

 

Attorney James Turkell rode the elevator up to the penthouse floor of the Executive Suites Hotel. He never knew what to expect when he was called to one of these meetings.  He turned left off the elevator and walked down a hall that led to the private office of the hotel's owner.

 

Sergei Mogilevich's office was a well-appointed and tastefully decorated corner unit that offered a view of the surrounding subdivision of residential homes. He enjoyed looking out at the three hundred plus homes because he was a major partner in the corporation that had developed the tract of land. Part of Sergei's profit from the development was the 5 star hotel his office was housed in.

 

The development plan had worked out beautifully. Land values for the surrounding lots doubled as soon as the ground was broken for the luxury hotel. Sergei liked nothing more than a good plan perfectly executed, especially when there was a lot of money involved. Sergei loved money.

 

The double doors to the posh office opened into a waiting room that was furnished with upscale club chairs and two-seater sofas like you would find in any high-end office worth the description. There were two doors at the far end of the waiting room. The one on the left led to Sergei's office and the one on the right was Mark Fenton's office. 

 

Mark was a CGA and the VP of Sergei's investment company. He also doubled as general assistant, receptionist and whatever need Sergei might have at the time. "Go right in James, Mr. Mogilevich is expecting you."

 

Sergei rose and walked around his desk hand extended. "Good morning James."

 

"Good morning Sergei. You look well."

 

"I'm fine, thank you."

 

Sergei returned to sit behind the highly detailed walnut desk. "I hope you have good news for me today James."

 

"I wish I did Serge. We're sitting at twenty one for and twenty three against as of yesterday. We need to sway at least two more councillors for the motion to pass - and that wouldn't leave us any margin for error."

 

Jesus Christ James. I thought we'd have this nailed down by now. Hasn't Corbett been working on some of these people?"

 

"He has. But we've come across some unexpected opposition. Tim Wilson. He's been putting a lot of pressure on people through his committees. He's in a position to hold up a lot of business in red tape and make life difficult for the other councillors. People would rather keep him happy and since he's against this project, some of them are voting along with him."

 

"We've got too much time and too much money invested in this to let that asshole mess this up. Doesn't anyone have a way to get Wilson to move on this?"

 

"Apparently not Serge. Mayor Corbett's very frustrated. He says he's met with Wilson and the others many times and he doesn't have a big enough carrot to waive in front of them right now."

 

"Alright. I want a list of all the councillors who are voting against this James. There's got to be a way to get a few of them to move. Goddamned idiots. This project would bring in an extra twenty million dollars a year in property taxes alone for this city."

 

"I know Serge, but we're dealing with some hard line conservatives that live in a dream world. Idealists are rarely concerned with what it costs to maintain their ideals."

 

"Fucking idiots. Get me that list and light a torch under Corbett's ass. Time is money and this is costing us plenty." Sergei stood up indicating the meeting was over. 

 

"I'll get that list over to you later today Serge. I can tell you that Wilson isn't going to move on this. We're going to have to find a way to get to some of the others."

 

"Get that list to me before the end of the day. We're going to push this deal through one way or the other."

 



 


Chapter 4

 

Stan Novak was at Julia Piermont Reynold's house trying to piece together what her husband, Terry Reynolds had been doing the last week or two of his life. It had been a couple of weeks since his death. Terry hadn't been up to anything out of the ordinary as far as Novak could tell.

 

Stan was going through Terry's call history on his cell phone looking for any suspect calls. "Do you know who Mark Fenton is?"

 

"We know a Mark Fenton from our church groups. Did he call Terry?"

 

"Yes, he called him at 10am the day before Terry was killed."

 

"Terry didn't mention it. It was probably something to do with church. They rely on a lot of us volunteers to get things done."

 

"Do you have his address? I should go see him to see if he might have some information that could help us figure out what happened to Terry."

 

"I'll get it out of the phone book for you." Julia got the phone book and found the address. "Here it is. He's at 44 Fairway Heights Dr. In Markham."

 

"Could you call him and see if it's OK if I drop by after dinner and ask him a few questions about Terry? It may not turn up anything but we need to check any leads we have. We sure don't have many."

 

 

7pm

 

 

Novak turned right off Steele Avenue onto Fairway Heights Drive. As he drove past the Bayview Golf and Country Club he wondered how people could get so involved in striking a small ball with a club. It was a pointless question, but he couldn't help thinking about it every time he drove by a golf course, especially when there were players on the greens.

 

Most of the homes on Fairway Heights Drive were of a two storey design and priced well over a million dollars. One way to keep the riffraff out Stan mused. He parked in front of number forty four, the home of Mark Fenton. Fenton was a chartered accountant and one of the last people to talk to Terry Reynolds the day he was killed.

 

Mark Fenton answered the door. "I'm Detective Stan Novak. Julia Reynolds called earlier to see if I could talk to you for a minute."

 

"Yes detective, please come in."

 

The front door to the three bedroom ranch opened to a wide foyer that was flooded with natural light from a large skylight. Fenton asked the Detective to follow him downstairs to his home office. 

 

They walked down the carpeted stairway to a large recreation room in the fully finished basement. Novak followed Fenton as he turned left past a bathroom to a twelve by sixteen office in the North corner of the basement. Fenton's office was finished in the same fashion as the main floor of the house. Everything was neatly placed; there was no clutter in the accountant's life.

 

Stan noted that Fenton was a big man. He was about 6'2", weighed around 240 lbs and had a visibly soft countenance. He wore glasses, like most accountants who spend hours looking at financial statements and income ledgers every day.

 

"Thanks for taking the time to see me Mr. Fenton. I'd like to ask you a few questions about Terry Reynolds if that's OK with you."

 

"Please Detective, call me Mark. Have a seat and tell me how I can be of help. Can I get you something to drink?"

 

"No thanks, I've just had coffee with Mrs. Reynolds. I was going over Terry's phone records with Julia and I noticed you placed a call to him at 10am the day before he died. Could you tell me what it was you called him about?"

 

"Yes. You don't think I had anything to do with his death, do you?"

 

"Not at all Mark. I'm just trying to figure out what happened to him. There were no witnesses so all we can do for now is follow up on any leads, see if something turns up. Terry's death does leave a lot of unanswered questions."

 

"I'd be glad to help in any way I can detective. What would you like to know?"

 

"Could you tell me a bit about the call you made to Terry Reynolds the day before he died Mr. Fenton?"

 

"Sure. We'd been talking about general work issues the weekend before at a church committee meeting. It was hard to have a discussion with all the distractions so we decided to meet for lunch the following week. I called Terry around 10 that morning to see if he wanted to meet for lunch around noon the next day."

 

"And did you meet that day?"

 

"Yes. We had a quick lunch at the Ming Palace restaurant."

 

"That's in the Pacific Mall where Terry was found dead later that afternoon?"

 

"Yes. I was shocked when I heard about it on the news later that day."

 

"About what time did you and Terry finish lunch Mark?"

 

"It was a quick lunch. I left about quarter to one; Terry said he was going to shop for some electronics stuff while he was there."

 

"And Terry was found dead about one hour later?"

 

"Yes. The news reports said he was robbed and stabbed when he returned to his car."

 

"Did Terry ever mention he knew someone who worked at the mall Mr. Fenton?"

 

"No he didn't and I have no idea whether or not he did know anyone who works there. We really weren't all that close."

 

"You said you had started discussing work issues. Could you tell me what that was about?"

 

"Just the usual stuff people talk about. I'd been thinking about making a change and we just started talking about careers in general, work satisfaction, you know, things like that."

 

"It was you that was thinking about a change, not Terry?"

 

"Yeah. As far as I know Terry was happy with his job. Not that he talked about it all that much, but he never said he was thinking of making a change."

 

"OK. Thanks for taking the time to talk to me Mr. Fenton. Here's my card. Please give me a call if you think of anything that could help us figure out what happened that day."

 

"Thank you detective. I will."

 

 


Chapter 5

 

I was on a flight to Toronto to see a long-time friend of the family and a client of my company, Trident Inc. Bill Piermont had started out at Intel Corp with my dad David back in the early '80s. He went on to create and run Onix Corp. one of the major semiconductor companies in the world.

 

Bill and my dad climbed the corporate ladder very quickly and both became major players in the high tech world. I was fascinated as a child by the highly secretive nature of the business. I would imagine them being involved in cloak and dagger episodes much like what I used to see in movies.

 

I dozed off, remembering how I used to dream of being a counter spy for the company where my dad worked. These dreams were triggered by the theft of a prototype chip that was expected to revolutionize personal computing.  The chip was eventually recovered by a security firm. The praises heaped upon the security expert by my dad and Bill sealed my fate.

 

It was no surprise to my family that I went on to major in computer science at Stanford. After graduating as a computer engineer, I did a stint in MI, the U.S. Army Intelligence and Security Command (INSCOM), in Fort Belvoir, Virginia.

 

After being discharged, my dad arranged an interview with Stonebridge Consulting, one of the major corporate security firms at the time. I got the job and spent five years learning from the best in the business. I went on to form Trident Inc. and the rest as they say, is history.

 

The average person thinks that worrying about corporate espionage is a form of paranoia. Some even think it's a ploy by security experts to drum up business; until they get caught up in it personally. I've seen a lot of so-called paranoia turn out to be a major disaster that cost companies huge sums of money to fix after the fact. The cloaks might be pinstripe suits and the daggers keyboard logging scripts, but the results are exactly the same.

 

Numbers on corporate espionage are hard to come by. Most countries in the G7 estimate they lost around $100 billion to foreign business spies each and every year between 2000 and 2010 - but that's just speculation. No one knows for sure.

 

It's hard to track the value of information that gets picked up at a sauna or handed over on a USB stick in a parking garage. Too many people pretend the problem doesn't exist until they're staring at a smoking gun.

 

Getting your hands on your competitor's dirty laundry can provide an advantage that could turn the tide in your favor. It's a thriving industry for former military personnel and corrupt detectives. 

 

I know from experience that most corporate victims don't ever go public when they feel they've been compromised. There is little incentive to do that because it tends to reflect badly on management. Anything that makes your shareholders nervous can trigger a sell-off and a drop in share values.

 

The one question I have to keep asking is who could be a spy? It's not an easy question to answer because there are many reasons why someone might start selling information about their employer to a competitor. Some people sell out because they want to look important and puff up their ego. Most times, its just a briefcase full of cash. 

 

The biggest motivator of all is blackmail. It's been responsible for the biggest losses and it can be the most difficult to uncover. Even employees that are beyond suspicion can be manipulated by blackmail. Would you share a little secret to avoid pain from public humiliation? It's my job to wonder.

 

Most people have something they don't want to see splashed all over the news. The risk is high because today's technology makes everyone an easy target. 

 

If that weren't enough, most governments are involved in industrial spying and each has it's own policy to facilitate gathering business secrets from other nations. Take China as a case in point: government sanctioned espionage has taken that country from a third-world nation to an engineering leader in one generation.

 

Part of my job is to explain to clients that there hasn't been any change in human behavior; people are as they've always been. It's just that stealing stuff and distributing it around the world has become so much easier. The easier it is to do something, the more people will do it. It's that simple.

 

 


Chapter 6

 

53 Division Headquarters - Toronto Police

 

Staff Sergeant Ed Rozinsky knocked lightly as he walked into Captain Gallagher's office with the morning's news update. "You want to do this now?"

 

"Might as well get it over with Ed. Grab a coffee and have a seat."

 

"Thanks, can I get you one?" Rozinsky headed over to the drip coffee maker and poured two cups. He knew the captain would have one, whether he said he would or not.

 

"Got one you're going to like Captain. Guy driving a Honda Civic pulled a shotgun on another driver at Bloor and Spadina. Said the guy was too slow to move when the light turned green. Guy was in a hurry to get home after work I guess."

 

"Anything I should know about the friendly driver?"

 

"Uniforms found him about one hour later and seized four firearms. Booked and released on his own recognizance early this morning."

 

"Figures." Gallagher had been doing this for too long to be surprised by much any more.

 

Rozinsky tugged on his waistband to remind his pants where they should sit "I've asked detectives Chan and Brady to have a closer look to make sure we didn't set a real nutcase loose."

 

"What else?"

 

"We had a break in at The Spy Store on Yonge Street last night. A bunch of stuff missing including recording devices, GPS locators, lasers and a couple of tasers. Perp took enough stuff to start a P.I. business."

 

"Any suspects?"

 

"Looks like a pretty clean job so far. Video cameras were disabled."

 

"Could be anybody."

 

"Yeah. Probably hundreds of people going through the place every day."

 

"Anything I need to know Ed or is it just more of the usual crap?"

 

"No real award winners Captain."

 

"Alright. Leave a copy on my desk and I'll go over it later. Tell Stan Novak I want to see him for a minute."

 

"You still getting lots of heat about him looking for Terry's murderer?"

 

"Let's just say I wish he was going about this differently. I've never had this much flack in my 25 years on the force. I'm too old for this Ed. Too old and too close to retirement."

 

 


Chapter 7

 

"You wanted to see me Captain?"

 

"Have a seat Stan." Gallagher walked over to the coffee machine and refilled his cup.

 

"Have you thought about taking a bit of time off? No one is going to think any less of you if you take a bit of time off to recharge you know."

 

"I'm doing fine Captain. I don't need any time off."

 

"A lot of people would disagree with you Stan. You've been carrying on a one man investigation - an unofficial investigation into Terry Reynold's death. A lot of people think you've become obsessed with it."

 

John Gallagher looked worriedly at detective Novak as he delivered the news.

 

"I've been getting a lot of heat about the way you've been questioning people Stan. They all feel like they're under investigation for a murder that hasn't officially happened."

 

Stan had drifted off, lost in memories. Captain Gallagher's voice sounded like it was coming from far away.

 

"This is important Stan. Deputy Chief Galecki is breathing down my neck about this and he expects me to put a stop to it." Captain Gallagher removed a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket, took one out and lit it. 

 

"Can't seem to give these up" he said. He inhaled deep into his lungs and blew the smoke into the smoke-free zone. Every government office in Canada had been declared smoke-free many years ago.

 

Gallagher grabbed a couple more long draws on the cigarette and stubbed it out. He tossed the butt in the toilet of the private washroom that very few cops had. It was a perk.

 

"I've got a bad feeling about this, Stan." Gallagher headed back to his favorite spot in front of his desk and stared out the window with a gloomy look on his face. "I even got a call from the Mayor's office for Christ's sake."

 

Novak looked at the Captain. "Can't imagine why the mayor gives a crap about this."

 

 "Because people have been calling him and complaining, that's why. Some of them think you should be put on medical leave if that's what it's going to take for you to stop badgering people."

 

"You've got to be kidding! Since when is it wrong to investigate the murder of a prominent citizen?"

 

"It's how you're going about it Stan. First of all, there is no official investigation. Terry Reynold's death has not been officially declared a murder; it was classed a mugging. People are afraid you're a wild cannon and you don't care who gets hurt as long as someone suffers.

 

You have to stop telling people that you're investigating a murder Stan. People like James Turkell are not without influence. These are high profile citizens with a lot of influential friends. Christ, this is becoming a nightmare."

 

"All I'm doing is checking out anyone who met with or talked to Terry in the last couple of weeks before his murder Captain. I'm following up on leads and I don't see how that should be a problem."

 

"You don't get it, do you. When people start asking whether you should be walking around with a gun and a badge you've got to pay attention. Look Stan, it's a political thing. We're heading into an election year and they don't want to have the unsolved murder of a prominent journalist stealing the headlines. You need to tone it down and keep it low key is all."

 

"They got something on you Captain? Is there something I should know?"

 

"Jesus Christ Novak. Haven't you heard a word I've said? You know me better than that. I'm not a dirty cop and I've got nothing to hide. But I'm not naive; I know how these things work. These people are upset and we have to play ball. If you don't smarten up they're going to insist I put you on medical leave."

 

 "So, what am I supposed to do Captain. Forget about trying to find Terry Reynold's killer?"

 

"Look Stan. Of course we want to get whoever did this. But we don't have any evidence that it was a murder that wasn't related to the robbery. You have to accept the fact that it could be just what is looks like - a daytime robbery by some whacko who doesn't value life."

 

"Nobody stabs a guy in broad daylight for his watch and his wallet captain. The killer just took those two items to make it look like a robbery."

 

"I agree there could be more to this than meets the eye. But you have to tone it down. There is no official investigation into Terry Reynold's death for the time being. It hasn't been called a murder and you can't go around questioning people as if you're conducting an official murder investigation."

 

"Reynolds was a good guy captain. He deserves better than this."

 

"I agree. But the DA's office doesn't want to announce a murder investigation that might never get resolved - especially right now. We don't have a motive. Christ, we don't even have any witnesses to the robbery! Until we find some evidence or a witness that justifies escalating this to a full-scaled murder investigation, you have to stop this. That's an order!"

 

"Alright. Is there anything else?"

 

"Yes. Take the rest of the day off. Get the hell out of here and do something normal people do for a change."

 



 


Chapter 8

 

Rozinsky was watching Stan Novak as he left Captain Gallagher's office. He could practically see the weight on Stan's shoulders sap the energy from his body. Reynolds and Novak had been close friends.

 

"You okay Stan."

 

Novak took in the staff sergeant's broad girth as he said "sure." Ed Rozinsky had been putting on the pounds lately. Stan wondered if Ed was one of these emotional eaters he'd been reading so much about.

 

"You look like you lost your best friend in there."

 

Stan could hear Ed's labored breathing and noticed the buttons on his shirt straining to break free from the button holes.

 

"Captain just told me I could be put on sick leave or suspended if I don't stop looking into Terry's murder."

 

"That's just perfect, isn't it? Criminals walk every day and a good cop gets gets harassed for doing his job." Rozinsky's face turned red as he felt his blood pressure rise at the thought of Stan's situation.

 

Novak broke the silence. "How are you doing pal?"

 

Rozinsky smiled. This was one of the reasons he liked Stan Novak so much. The man was being reamed out for trying to find his best friend's killer and he asks how you're doing. 

 

Ed ran his hand through his thinning hair. The pile of paperwork on his desk spoke louder than words ever could. "I'll put in a word to see if I can get you assigned to desk work rather than put on leave if it comes to that Stan. Lord knows I could use a hand with all this paperwork."

 

Stan appreciated the gesture and asked "anything special on today's menu?"

 

Rozinsky said. "Christ, people are walking the streets with tasers and zappers. Road rage used to mean giving someone the finger or cutting them off with your car, not shooting their tires out while the car is moving at the speed limit!"

 

Stan's attention drifted off at the memory of the computer programmer who sent a fifty year old secretary's car crashing into the concrete pillars below the Don Valley Parkway because she was moving too slowly in the passing lane. The guy was late and wanted to use the faster lane to get to work on time. When he was providing a statement to the responding officer he said that he'd slept in and was late for an important meeting.

 

Rozinsky was describing how a road rage spat had escalated at 6:45 pm the night before. 

 

"The victim was stopped at a red light on Bloor and Spadina when a man driving a Honda Civic pulled up directly beside his car and started an argument because the light had turned green and the driver hadn't noticed. An argument ensued and the next thing you know, the Honda driver is pointing a shotgun at the 35-year-old victim and threatening his life.

 

We got crazies on the street and good cops like you are being hassled for doing their job."

 

"I'll be fine Ed. Probably just need to do something normal for a while, like Captain said."

 

Novak headed back to his desk to make sure there wasn't anything that needed to be taken care of before taking the rest of the day off.

 

 


Chapter 9

 

Detectives Patrick and Rossi were the rock stars of 53 Division. Well, they thought they were. They dressed and talked like they were on a movie set and fancied themselves the best detectives in the city, if not the country. When asked why or how they got to be so good, Patrick and Rossi simply said they were better cops. And better looking too!

 

Stan Novak had been working without a partner for nearly four weeks now. Paul Rosenberg had transferred out west so his wife could take a job at UBC. It was technically against departmental procedure for a detective to work solo, but with recent budget cuts and union rules allowing for job transfers, Stan had been going it alone.

 

Losing his best friend hadn't helped Novak's disposition. Gallagher had been giving him a bit of free rope, but he couldn't keep doing it much longer.

 

Case in point was the current mess with the Reynolds investigation. Novak had no evidence or police witness to back up his suspicions. It would still be a mess had he not been working alone. But working solo put Novak on much shakier ground and made it easy for them to ask for his suspension or to have him sent for an evaluation.

 

The fact that Novak suspected there were dirty cops in the division did not go down well. Patrick and Rossi knew this and made no bones about it.

 

"You take down any respected citizens or cops today Novak?" Rossi picked up Novak's name plate and turned it left and right as if he needed better light to see something. 

 

"Detective Stan Novak it says here. Didn't they tell you you're supposed to be looking for bad guys detective?"

 

"Leave him alone Rossi. He's been under a lot of stress lately. It's hard to tell who the bad guys are when you're working alone isn't it Stan?" Patrick put on his most sympathetic look.

 

Novak tried to pretend he hadn't heard one word of what they'd said.

 

Rossi put the name plate back and sat on the corner of Stan's desk. "They'd probably let you go on paid leave you know Stan. Go sit on a beach somewhere, soak up some rays. You could use it."

 

 

"Leave the poor guy alone Rossi. He's just confused is all. We brought in more bad guys in the past couple of days than Stan's brought in the past month. Stan here sees us with so many bad guys every day, he's probably thinkin we're one of them. Ain't that right Stan. Guilt by association or somethin."

 

Novak looked at Patrick and Rossi. "Are you two feeling guilty? Is there something you'd like to share with me and Captain Gallagher?"

 

"How do you think we catch so many bad guys Novak. Oh I know, they just walk up to us and confess. Ain't that right Rossi?" Patrick was on a roll.

 

Gallagher heard the commotion and stuck his head out his office door. "Rossi, Patrick, get in here for a minute."

 

 


Chapter 10

 

Before running for office, Mayor John Corbett worked as a lawyer specializing in civil litigation. His client list looked like the who's who of corporate land developers.

 

Because of his background he was no stranger to zoning bylaws and the huge sums of money that could be freed up when land was rezoned to a higher intensity use. City park land was worth much less than the land that sat under huge office towers or shopping malls.

 

It was this knowledge that led him to run for office. It's true, he had made good money representing developers. His fee would often run up to two or three hundred thousand dollars on a big land deal. Still, that was peanuts compared to the hundred of millions his clients raked in on those deals.

 

Corbett had made some powerful acquaintances in the corporate world and on the legal side as well. He knew which buttons needed to be pushed to make things happen. He also knew how to get rid of obstructions. Some people had a different agenda and Mayor John Corbett didn't have a lot of patience or understanding for anyone who disagreed with him.

 

The person he was meeting with shortly was taking much too long to push the right buttons to get this one particular land deal moving. Corbett was used to getting what he wanted and he didn't like it when someone stood in direct opposition to one of his plans. He was Italian on his mother's side and it showed.

 

The St. James Town land deal would be worth 100 million to Corbett alone, not to mention what his partners would rake in. His secretary Deedee's voice came over the intercom.

 

"James Turkell is here to see you Mr. Mayor."

 

"Send him right in Deedee and hold my calls for now."

 

"James! Come in. Have a seat."

 

"Thanks John." Turkell barely had a chance to settle in the chair when it hit the fan.

 

"What the fuck is going on with councillor Wilson, James? How the hell is he managing to sway so much opposition to us on St. James Town?" Corbett glared at Turkell.

 

"Relax John. Everything is under control."

 

"Really? There's nothing to worry about James? That asshole could jeopardize the entire project. I've been counting on you to get a few other councillors on our side with this thing."

 

Turkell smoothed an imaginary wrinkle in his $5,000 silk suit as he crossed his legs. "None of us expected Wilson to be such an obstacle John. It's turned out to be a popular position with his constituents and he's been milking it for all it's worth. He's even been using his influence on committees to buy votes. Still, we only need to pick up a few more votes and we can push this through."

 

"Listen James. I know how these things go. If Wilson gains enough momentum with this others will jump on the bandwagon and it will pick up steam. This could hold up the whole project for who knows how long."

 

"Don't worry Mr. Mayor. We're working on Councillors Howe and Deacon. As soon as we swing them over it's a tie and your vote will push it through."

 

Corbett got up and started pacing the room. "That's not good enough James. There are more than a few yes votes that could easily be turned to no votes if this drags on for much longer. We need to pull the rug out from under Tim Wilson and we need to do it now."

 

"What have you got in mind John. Wilson's not about to change his mind or let up. He's on a crusade with this one. Let's face it, it's his most popular platform right now; he's not about to give it up."

 

Corbett sat back down. "That's the problem right there James. The bastard's using this like it's an election campaign issue. And guess what could happen if he pulls it off? If the media gets behind him on this, he could derail the project and give us a run for our money on the next election."

 

Turkell could see the Mayor was really worked up about Wilson. "John, I think you're getting ahead of yourself here. The rest of the city doesn't care about St. James Town. It's a slum for crying out loud."

 

Corbett realized he'd shown a bit too much emotion and calmed himself. No sense tipping anyone off about how riled he was. "You're right James. Too many ducks not lining up right now and it's getting the better of me."

 

"That's perfectly understandable Mr. Mayor. You should relax and get away from the office for a bit. Go out and have a nice dinner with the wife."

 

Corbett started walking to the door. "Good idea James. That's exactly what I'll do. You keep working on Howe and Deacon. It will all fall into place soon enough."

 

As soon as Turkell left, Corbett picked up the phone and punched the receptionist button. "Deedee, get Serge Mogilevich on the phone would you?"

 

Moments later Deedee rang him back. "I've got Serge Mogilevich on line 1 Mr. Mayor."

 

"Serge?"

 

"How are you John? How's our project coming?"

 

"We've got a problem. Are you free for dinner?"

 

"Sure. I don't have any engagements I can't get out of."

 

"Fine. Let's discuss it over a steak. How does 7 o'clock work for you?"

 

"Fine. See you then."

 

 


Chapter 11

 

I got off the plane and went to the car rental kiosk to pick up the rental car. Exiting the parking lot, I hit the gas on the 750Li BMW. The tires chirped as the v12 booted up to blend with traffic in seconds.

 

I drove to Onix Corp headquarters and announced myself to the guard at the gate. I noticed a small round smoked glass protrusion in the ceiling of the guard shack; I was glad to see that Bill had implemented the tighter security measure I had recommended on my last review.

 

After confirming I was expected the guard raised the barrier to let me through. I parked the bimmer and announced my arrival at the reception desk.

 

Bill Piermont's office was on the atrium level. The entire east wall was one-way glass that looked out over the production floor. As I walked into the office Bill got up to shake my hand.

 

"Good to see you Nick! How was the flight?"

 

"Good. I see you've added new cameras in the guard shack." I smiled and shook Bill's hand.

 

"Yes. They feed right into the main computer and do an automatic recognition check just as you suggested."

 

"That's good. Might as well use up some of the excess computer capacity. How's Elaine and the kids?"

 

"Good. We're doing pretty good Nick."

 

I could see Bill wasn't his usual self. He looked stressed out - like he wasn't getting enough sleep. I had known Bill since I was a kid and he wasn't the sort of guy who let things get to him.

 

"You look a bit stressed Bill. Has something happened?"

 

"Very perceptive as usual Nick. In fact, that's why I asked you to come up here today. It's not the sort of thing we have you work on for us usually Nick, but I'm hoping you can help us."

 

"I'd be glad to help if I can Bill. What is it?"

 

"It concerns Julia. Her husband Terry was found dead two weeks ago. He'd been stabbed to death in broad daylight and left in the parking lot by his car."

 

"Julia must be devastated. How can I help?"

 

"She's not taking it too well. None of us are."

 

"How did it happen? Do the police have any idea why he was killed?"

 

"That's partly why this is so upsetting Nick. The police are calling it a robbery. He was found by his car in the parking lot at the Pacific Mall in Markham. He'd been stabbed several times in the chest. His watch and wallet were missing."

 

"You don't buy the idea that it was a robbery?"

 

"Not for one second. Terry knew how to take care of himself. There's no way some common thief could have done this to him."

 

"You think the cops are covering something up?"

 

"I don't know Nick. They're saying there's no evidence or motive for murder. They don't want to have an unsolved murder of a public figure on the books during an election year. Pretty lame excuses I think."

 

I felt for Bill, but this kind of mess was the last thing I wanted to get drawn into. Cops usually take murder pretty seriously. Maybe Bill was reading more into this because he was so close to it.

 

"Look Nick. I know this isn't the sort of thing you get involved in, but something stinks and I don't know who else I can ask for help. I'll make it worth your while; double your usual fee and all expenses paid. I don't care what it costs. I want Terry's memory and my daughter to be treated with the respect they deserve."

 

"I'm not sure what I can do to help with this Bill, but I can see this really has you upset. I'll ask around and see what I can come up with. I'll be honest with you though, this isn't going to be easy. Is there anyone on the police force who might be of some help to us?"

 

"Detective Stan Novak was Terry's close friend and he seems to be of the same opinion we are. He's sympathetic but says he isn't able to do anything about how the case is being handled."

 

"Alright. I'll start by talking to Stan Novak. I'll keep in touch and let you know what I find out. This may take a while Bill, cops usually keep to their own and it's not likely they're going to want to talk to me about this."

 

"Thanks Nick. I won't forget this. And remember what I said about money; I don't care how much this costs - I want whoever did this to pay for it. Terry deserves better than this and I aim to see that his wife has a better memory of her husband."

 

I got up and shook Bill's hand. "Give my regards to Elaine. I'll be in touch."

 

I headed back to my hotel room to think about how I should handle this. My gut told me this wasn't going to be a fun ride.

 

 


Chapter 12

 

Stan Novak opened the door to #407 and looked around the small room that was now his home. They called it a Junior one-bedroom apartment. In Toronto, a junior one bedroom normally means a small one bedroom apartment that fits at best a twin-size bed and nothing else. If you're on a tighter budget, it would  be an extra-large studio or bachelor that is large enough to section off a separate sleeping area. 

 

Thankfully, Stan's was the kind that actually had a small bedroom. He wouldn't need to find some sort of screen that could be used to block off a section where he could put a bed. Stan had survived worse, he would survive this. 

 

The small bedroom contained a four inch thick slab of foam that served as a bed for now. An old sleeping bag stood in for sheets and a blanket. He would have to find a few pieces of furniture to make it look a bit more acceptable for the times when his daughter Jordan might stay over. He really hoped she would continue to be a part of his life.

 

A distorted buzzing sound suddenly came out of the intercom system that was located next to the door to his apartment. He wondered if it was just someone who was trying to be let into the building. He pressed the talk button "Yes."

 

"Buzz me in, it's John."

 

John Gallagher took in the small one bedroom apartment. As he walked he noticed the foam slab at the far side of the bedroom before his eyes settled on Stan Novak. "Jesus." Gallagher looked around the apartment again. "Sorry Stan. I didn't know."

 

Stan didn't respond.

 

"I called your place to talk to you. Sarah told me where I could find you. Thought I'd come by, see how you're doing."

 

"How am I doing?"

 

The two stood awkwardly for a moment. "I've been there Stan."

 

Stan shifted his weight.

 

"Separated. Divorced. Crappy apartment with nothing in it."

 

"I didn't know."

 

"Well. It was a long time ago Stan." Gallagher seemed to be lost in old memories. "You don't forget these things." Stan could see that Gallagher genuinely felt for him. "It's not a memory that fades with time."

 

Stan nodded. He somehow knew the memory of this would haunt him long after he got over it.

 

"Been through the lawyer crap yet? Those bastards make everything worse. Tear families apart for a few bucks." Gallagher pulled out a cigarette. "You mind?"

 

Stan shook his head.

 

Gallagher walked over to the kitchen window and slid it open. He flicked a lighter and inhaled the smoke deep into his lungs. He savored the effect for a moment and exhaled in the direction of the window. A smoking habit made you feel like an outcast these days; it was banned almost everywhere. 

 

"Fifteen years ago. That's when my life blew up. Christ, I just remembered it all like it was yesterday after talking to Sarah earlier."

 

Stan nodded.

 

"It's not as easy as it used to be keeping a marriage together. Both people working." Gallagher shrugged. "I don't know how some people manage to keep it together through the years. And for a cop, it's a heck of a lot harder than it is for most people."

 

Stan just let Gallagher get it out.

 

"At least twenty percent of the force has a drinking problem. Marriage breakup rate is twenty percent higher than the rest of the population. Christ, some studies say it's twice as high for cops as it is in most other occupations."

 

Stan knew Gallagher was trying to make him feel better. Knowing so many others had been there and made it through didn't make it any easier right now though, Stan thought.

 

Gallagher flicked his cigarette out the kitchen window. "So where do you eat here, standing by the counter?"

 

Novak smiled, glad Gallagher was changing the subject. "Haven't been doing a lot of cooking yet."

 

"I've got an old kitchen set stored in the basement. You're welcome to use it till you get set up. Hell, you can keep it for that matter."

 

"I could use a bit of furniture." Stan smiled. "Thanks."

 

"Actually, we've got a lot of stuff clogging up the basement. You can have it all. It'd sure make Sylvia happy. Come to think of it, you'd be doing me a big favor. She's been on my case to clean that stuff out for years."

 

Stan was considering the offer and was warmed by the Captain's generosity. He could use anything he could get his hands on as far as furniture went. "Thanks. When can I drop by?"

 

"You can drop by later this afternoon. I'll be home in a couple of hours."

 

 


Chapter 13

 

Mayor John Corbett liked to have meetings of a private nature at Jacob's Steakhouse. They were never too busy to seat VIPs and they had a few very private booths in the back room where you could discuss business without worrying about being overheard by the people at the next table.

 

Sergei Mogilevich had reserved a booth and was enjoying a coffee when Mayor Corbett arrived. 

 

Corbett was one of those rare men whose presence filled the room when he walked in. He was a big man. 6 feet tall, 240lbs. The Italian on his mother's side showed much more than his father's English heritage.

 

He kept his dark brown hair trimmed short to minimize the impact of the severely receding hairline. Corbett was always impeccably manicured. He wore expensive Italian suits and loafers to match. The politician worked the room and chatted briefly with a few of the patrons as he made his way to the table.

 

"You must be hungry Serge, you beat me to the table."

 

"I always look forward to a steak at Jacob's. Consistently top notch food that never disappoints. I don't know how they do it, but it seems to get better every time I eat here."

 

"Yeah, I feel the same way about the place. Not too many restaurants left where you don't need a knife to cut your steak."

 

They both ordered an 8oz fillet with oven roast potatoes and vegetables Du Jour. Sergei had the waiter bring them a bottle of Shafer Vineyards Cabernet Sauvignon Hillside Select. A delightful red wine that bumped up the dinner tab by $400 a bottle. 

 

They continued with pleasantries until the waiter served their meals and topped up their wine glasses. Once the waiter left them to enjoy the food, they got down to the real reason why they were here.

 

"We've got a problem with the St. James Town project Serge. That asshole Wilson has managed to recruit enough opposition to keep it from going through."

 

"I heard. Turkell briefed me on his antics. I was hoping you were going to be able to persuade him to go along with the project John."

 

"I had every reason to expect him to back us on this. He was going to back us, but now that the media has made such a big deal of his posturing as an opponent to the project, he can't walk away from all the free publicity. He's conveniently forgotten what it is he was expected to do.

 

 When I think of all I've done for him; the committees I've put him in charge of and all the money that goes with that. I could rip him apart with my bare hands that fucking ingrate."

 

"He does appear to be gaining a lot of popularity. People like that are dangerous to have around. They have no sense of loyalty."

 

"Yeah. It looks like I've created a monster. The son of a bitch is riding this for all it's worth. He's a regular savior of the working class all of a sudden."

 

"Turkell said he's actively trying to enlist even more people to oppose us."

 

"That's why we're here. He's crossed the line. It's one thing to play up to your constituents with a popular issue. But now he's gone too far. We've got to stop him and we've got to do it right away."

 

"Seems like you seriously misjudged Tim Wilson."

 

"No kidding. I'm usually a pretty good judge of character. That son of a bitch is the biggest mistake I've made since I took office."

 

"You want me to take care of it John?"

 

"Yeah. I think our friend needs a quick refresher in consequences. The son of a bitch has become so arrogant he won't even listen to anyone else's opinion anymore."

 

Sergei had been waiting for this. He was old school. Playing politics took too long and results were never guaranteed. Sergei liked to get results NOW. "He's cost us a lot of time and money already John. Is taking him out of the picture going to be enough for us to push this through?"

 

"It shouldn't be too hard to sway a couple more votes our way once Wilson is no longer part of the equation. Any promises he's made will be worthless if he isn't there to deliver."

 

"Alright John. Leave it with me. I'll find a way to make our little problem go away."

 

 


Chapter 14

 

Anatoly Rodchenko took the morning flight from New York city to Toronto. During the twenty five minute limo drive to the Executive Suites Hotel in Markham, his mind drifted back to the first time he had met Sergei. So many years had passed since then. Christ, they were almost seniors now.

 

Anatoly's gray hair had completely receded from the hairline and he was practically bald on the crown. He could be the poster boy for the typical grandfather of European descent. The blue eyes and kind friendly face belied the man's chosen profession.

 

He called Sergei on his cell phone to let him know he would be in the hotel's Atrium restaurant in about fifteen minutes. Anatoly was the director of the International Negotiation Services Group (INSG).

 

INSG had a reputation for getting things done and as director, Anatoly was the one who made sure each job was assigned to the right consultant. He personally micro-managed each assignment to make sure any obstacles were overcome quickly. INSG services didn't come cheap.

 

The limo pulled up to the main entrance and Anatoly went into the Atrium restaurant and ordered a coffee. The driver parked where he could keep his eye on the front entrance. He was on retainer for the day.

 

As Sergei made his way to Anatoly's table, he stopped and made small talk with some of his regular patrons. Many of the world's largest corporate clients stayed at his hotel and he made a point of providing personal service to every VP client.

 

"Anatoly, how are you today!"

 

"Very well Sergei, and you?"

 

"I'm well thank you. Did you have a pleasant flight?"

 

"Yes. I always think of a flight as a meditation session. It's easy to feel like you've escaped all your everyday problems when you're flying high above the clouds."

 

"I suppose. I hate flying myself and I avoid it as much as I can."

 

"How are things going with your newest project. You've run into a snag I suppose, or I wouldn't be here."

 

"Yes Anatoly, we have. We are very close to getting city council to vote in favor of approving the project. We just need a few more yes votes to carry the motion."

 

Anatoly's face broke into a bit of a smile. "I've always admired your optimism Sergei. You speak in terms of the council being in favor rather than against, as so many people would."

 

"I don't play to lose. We've put a lot of time, effort and money into this project. It's a good thing for the city and for my company."

 

"Where do you think we should focus our efforts Sergei. Is there one influential person who could sway the votes of a few others or do we need to negotiate with several individuals?"

 

"Sergei passed Anatoly a slip of paper with a name and an address on it. This is our main problem at the moment. Councillor Tim Wilson. He's been working very hard to prevent our project from going forward. In fact, he's become the face of the opposition. 

 

I doubt very much we can persuade him to vote for the project, but if we could at least get him to abstain from voting, I'm sure we could bring a few of the dissenters across the aisle. I've made an appointment for you to meet with him at 11am this morning at his constituency office."

 

"Does this Wilson fellow have a pet project we could use to our advantage Sergei? Some favor we can do for him to gain his approval?"

 

"I don't know of any way we could get Wilson's approval. Both the Mayor and James Turkell have approached him and offered to make concessions that would help him push some of his pet projects through. He's been completely obstinate. In fact he's been lobbying even harder against our project recently. That's why I've called you in to work your magic Anatoly."

 

"The INS group has some unusual resources at our disposal. I'm sure we can find a way to get our Mr. Wilson to abstain from voting, if we can't get him to join our cause. It appears it would be best if he were to take a neutral stance."

 

"It would and I'm counting on you to convey that message Anatoly."

 

"I imagine you would like this business to be completed as quickly as possible?"

 

"Yes. Every day that goes by means lost income. It also increases the odds that something else might happen that could delay our project. It would be nice if we could have the matter settled within a week."

 

Anatoly put the slip of paper in his pocket and rose to leave. "It's been good seeing you again Sergei. We will take care of this problem for you quickly so you can get on with your business."

 

They shook hands and Anatoly walked out and looked around for a moment while the limo pulled up. He instructed the driver to take him to the councillors office. 

 

The meeting was just a formality really. He made it a practice to always give people the chance to deal with problems in the most sensible way. Having done that, he would have a clear conscience. Even the most unreasonable person deserved the chance to make the right decision.

 

 


Chapter 15

 

As soon as I checked in to my hotel room I put in a call to Detective Stan Novak at 53 Division.

 

"My name is Nick Borman detective Novak. Bill Piermont has asked me to look into the death of his son-in-law Terry Reynolds. I understand you were friends and I'd like to ask you a few questions if that's OK with you. Could we meet for a beer after you get off today?"

 

"I'd be glad to meet with you Mr. Borman. Terry was a good friend. I could meet you at the Fox and Firkin on Bloor around 4."

 

"I'm not familiar with the Fox and Firkin, but I'm sure I can find it. I'll see you at 4."

 

The Fox and Firkin was a dimly lit Canadian version of a British pub. I recognized Stan Novak from the description Bill gave me: 50, thin, balding and light blue eyes. Someone fitting that description was sitting at a booth near the back of the room. I got a beer at the bar and asked the waitress to bring the detective another of whatever it was he was having.

 

I sat across from Novak, "Thanks for taking the time to meet with me Detective. I'm sorry we have to meet under such terrible circumstances; I'm sure it's difficult, just having lost a close friend."

 

"Thanks. Terry's death is eating away at me. I just wish I had been there; I really don't know how this could have happened to him, but I know it would have gone down differently if I had been with him."

 

"What do you know about how it happened?"

 

"Very little. He was found leaning up against the front wheel of his car in a parking lot outside the Pacific Mall up in Markham. A lady walking by on the sidewalk noticed him and called 911. She thought he'd had a stoke or a seizure of some sort."

 

"No one saw how it happened? Nothing in the surveillance tapes?"

 

"No witnesses have come forward and none of the cameras in the parking lot covered the area where he was killed. Terry always parked far from other cars to avoid getting nicks in his Charger. He was just like a kid when it came to cars - a real car buff."

 

"Do you know what he was doing at the mall? Is that somewhere he would normally shop?"

 

"As far as we know, he was having lunch with a friend of the family at the Ming Palace restaurant. The restaurant is in the mall. I talked to the friend and he said Terry was going to look around for some electronic gear after lunch."

 

"This friend was the last person who saw Terry? Do you have any reason to suspect the friend's story?"

 

"We have no evidence to the contrary so we're assuming he was just shopping for a while. I don't know whether he ever shopped there before; it's not something we talked about. Most of the mall's tenants are orientals and they do sell a lot of cheap electronic gear there."

 

Something about that just didn't sound right to me. Stan Novak didn't look like he was buying into the shopping trip idea either.

 

"What do you think happened Stan? You were a close friend and probably knew him as well as anyone. Was Terry working on something that could have got him killed?"

 

"I wouldn't share this with most people but Bill Piermont called and told me a bit about you and what he's asked you to do for him. Terry wasn't working on anything at the time that could have got him in that kind of mess as far as I know. But I do know he'd been trying to break a story with a new source, possibly a whistleblower. I know very little about it. Terry kept his sources very confidential."

 

"What kind of source? Drugs or gang stuff?"

 

"You never know with Terry. I don't think it would have been anything related to drugs. He was more likely working on something related to white collar crime but I don't know for sure because he was protecting his source. Whoever it was, the guy hadn't completely made up his mind to come forward yet. He was having guilt issues I think and he was testing the waters by talking to Terry."

 

"Is there any way you could let me have a look at what's in the file so far Stan; the notes and coroner's report?"

 

Novak grabbed a folder that had been sitting on the bench next to him. "I thought you might ask for that. I can't leave it with you but you can have a look."

 

I was starting to like Stan Novak a lot more already. There wasn't much in the file as far as notes go; a statement from the woman who'd dialed 911 to report finding the body. There was a newspaper clipping from the day after the incident. The headline read:

 

Thief takes life along with watch and wallet

 

The coroner's report was a bit more telling. There was a photograph showing the stab wounds. It was a stabbing pattern that anyone with combat training with knives would recognize. The wounds were usually delivered in a cycle that started with one to the heart and one to each lung. The attack finished with one more to the heart for good measure. It was not likely anyone had ever survived such an attack.

 

"This stabbing pattern doesn't look like the work of an amateur."

 

"I couldn't agree more."

 

"So what's the deal Stan. Why isn't this being treated like the work of an assassin?"

 

"I'm sure you've heard the official line. No witnesses and no motive. They're saying the press would hound them until it was solved and they don't want an unsolved crime of this nature on the books because of the upcoming election."

 

"Sounds pretty thin doesn't it?"

 

"Yes and no. It wouldn't be the first time politicians cared more about themselves and their election campaigns than anything else."

 

"I know political egos have no bounds but we're talking about a prominent reporter who was probably killed while doing his job."

 

Novak was shaking his head "I can't tell you how pissed I am about how this is being handled. Terry was my friend and he was one hell of a good reporter. He's exposed fraud and corruption in places most people couldn't touch. He deserves a lot better than this. 

 

I've been trying to investigate his murder on my own but I've been told to let it go or else I might end up looking for another job."

 

"Really. Who's behind the order?"

 

"Deputy Chief James Galecki for one; he's head of special operations. The order came down from him to Captain Gallagher. We're to stand down and let him take care of it."

 

"Is he quietly running an investigation on his own?"

 

"He said we were to leave this in his hands and let him take care of it but I don't see any investigating being done."

 

I was starting to understand why Bill Piermont was so frustrated. Terry Reynolds' best friend, a detective wanted to investigate on his own, but he wasn't being allowed to do it. 

 

"Did Terry have any enemies Stan. Could there be something else going on here that would explain this?"

 

"I don't think he had enemies that would go out and kill him. He was an investigative reporter. Pissing people off goes with the territory. But most reporters don't end up dead because of their job."

 

"Well. We don't have much to go on just yet Stan, but I'm thinking there is a possibility that this new source Terry was working on might have something to do with his murder in some way. Do we know anything about this person, where Terry met him, what he does for a living?"

 

"I have no idea. He didn't tell me and I don't know whether or not he told anyone else. Terry might have talked to Captain Gallagher to see if they could work out an immunity deal for the guy, but I don't know that for sure."

 

"Who was the friend that Terry met for lunch?"

 

"His name is Mark Fenton. He's an accountant and VP for one of the developers in the city; guy named Sergei Mogilevich. He owns the Executive Suites Hotel in Markham. Fenton and Terry know each other from church; they work on church committees together. Fenton said he'd talked to Terry about a career change. He tried to play it down and make it sound like it was just everyday stuff."

 

"You don't buy his story?"

 

"No, I don't. I think there's more to it but Fenton isn't willing to talk about it just yet." He gave me Fenton's home address and phone number.

 

"You've been a great help Stan. I hope it's alright if I get in touch with you if I need something cleared up."

 

"You can call me anytime Nick. I'll be more than happy to do anything I can to help bring in whoever is responsible for Terry's murder. I'll have to do it unofficially mind you, I've been warned more than once to back off on conducting an unofficial murder investigation."

 

We shook hands and I headed back to the hotel.

 

 


Chapter 16

 

After my meeting with Stan Novak I went to see Julia Piermont Reynolds. It's funny how life gets in the way of friendships. Julia and I used to see each other every week when we were kids. Now I'm going to see her because her husband was brutally murdered under suspicious circumstances.

 

Growing up, her family would come to our house or we would sometimes go to theirs. Us kids played together and the mothers socialized while our fathers worked in the basement on some new secret project.

 

The basement was usually off limits to the rest of us, so we rarely got to see what it was they were working on. Our dads lived and breathed computers and computer code. They loved their work with a passion that energized all of us.

 

Julia opened the door and started crying the minute she saw me. I stepped inside and closed the door. "I'm so sorry Julia." 

 

I took her in my arms and held her while she wept deep sobs of anguish. We stood there locked in each others arms for who knows how long. Eventually the tears stopped flowing and she stood back, "What brings you to the city?"

 

"Your dad called me yesterday and asked me to come up and see him. I met with him early this morning - that's when I got the news. I had a short meeting with Stan Novak when I left your dad's office and then I came straight over to see you."

 

 


Chapter 17

 

Tim Wilson's secretary came through on his intercom "Mr. Rodchencko is here for his meeting with you Mr. Wilson."

 

"Send him in Gloria." Gloria walked Anatoly to Wilson's office and let him in.

 

"Good day Mr. Rodchencko. Have a seat, can I have Gloria get you something to drink; a coffee or a bottled water?"

 

"Thank you, I'm fine Councillor Wilson."

 

"So tell me, what can I help you with today sir?"

 

"I represent a group of people who would like to see major improvements come to the St. James Town area, Councillor. I'm told your vote could make a big difference in making this happen."

 

"Well, it might if I were in favor of the development Mr. Rodchencko, but I'm not. I'm not about to vote for any motion that would see twenty five thousand people displaced from their homes without anywhere to put them."

 

"If I understand correctly Mr. Wilson, these twenty five thousand people are very unhappy with the living conditions in St. James Town. These are old buildings that are run down and were not properly designed in the first place. Isn't replacing them with newer buildings the only feasible way to correct the problem?"

 

"That would be the case if the plan was to replace them with structures that were designed for the low income individuals that live there Mr. Rodchencko, but it's not. The plan that's being put forward calls for the buildings to be torn down and replaced with executive style buildings. None of the existing tenants would be able to afford to live in the new buildings and there isn't any housing subsidy available to allow low income individuals to rent in luxury buildings."

 

"Of course councillor, but in the usual turn of events, wouldn't these new buildings become occupied by tenants that move over from  buildings that were considered upscale ten years ago? And wouldn't these newly vacated buildings become available to lower income people like the ones currently living in St. James Town?"

 

"I know that's the theory Mr. Rodchencko, but this process would take several years. There's also no way to control which buildings get vacated. A lot of these tenants don't have cars Mr. Rodchenko. Where would these people live while all of this gets sorted out? You see the problem? In real life, tens of thousands of people would be displaced with nowhere to go immediately. And many of them wouldn't be able to find accommodations in the same part of town."

 

"Do we not have one of the best public transportation systems in the world here in Toronto Mr. Wilson. I'm sure the city and the developers would be amenable to helping the tenants make the transition. If an acceptable plan were presented to help them make the move, would that be enough to make you change your mind about supporting the development?"

 

"No, it would not Mr. Rodchencko. These people live here. It's their home. Many of them work in the area and can walk to work from their apartment. Asking twenty five thousand people to uproot and move to another part of the city is just not something I'm going to support."

 

So it's the size of the project that bothers you? You know, I'm told this project will bring in an extra twenty five million dollars a year in property taxes alone. The city could use the extra money could it not."

 

"Look Mr. Rodchencko, I appreciate you taking the time to come in to see me, but this isn't something I'm going to change my mind on."

 

"Mr. Wilson, this project is very important to the people I represent and they're willing to make this very worthwhile for you. Tell us what it is we can do to bring you over to our side of the issue."

 

"There's nothing you can say or do that will bring me over to the other side of this issue Mr. Rodchencko. The tenants don't want to see this project go through and neither do I. Now if you'll excuse me I have other matters to tend to."

 

Anatoly rose, "Thank you for seeing me Mr. Wilson. Please keep in mind what I said. This project will go through and I think you would be much better off if you were on the winning side of this proposal."

 

"I don't know where you get your information Mr. Rodchencko, but this project doesn't have a chance in hell of going through. Like I told my constituents, the only hope they have of bringing this in, is over my dead body."

 

"I'm sorry to hear you feel that way Mr. Wilson. I was hoping I could get you to change your mind but it appears I'm not going to be able to do that. Thank you for taking the time to meet with me."

 

After leaving councillor Wilson's constituency office, Anatoly walked south two blocks on Sherbourne St. and entered a Starbucks coffee shop. He ordered a small coffee made with beans from the rainforest and made his way to a table that was occupied by a lone man of European descent.

 

"Our client was right about Mr. Wilson. He is not of a mind to listen to someone else's side of the story. Such a shame."

 

"Do we want him out of commission for a little while or would it be better if he were decommissioned permanently?"

 

"I think it would be in our best interest if Mr. Wilson were to retire permanently. He is too determined to make life difficult for our associates."

 

"Is there a timeline I need to be sensitive to?"

 

"It doesn't have to be today, but the sooner the better. Within the next week would be suitable."

 

Having received his instructions, the man rose and walked out onto the street. He took a deep breath of air and smiled. Life was good. He turned left and made his way to the city carpark one block south of the coffee shop where he had left his automobile.

 

 


Chapter 18

 

I decided to park about a half block down the road from Fenton's house. I wasn't quite sure why I thought I should do that but I had learned to follow my instincts a long time ago. I scanned my gut to see if there was some sort of premonition lurking just below the surface, but there wasn't - not yet anyway.

 

As I walked up to the house, I couldn't shake the feeling that Fenton could be the missing link. Hell, I didn't just think it, I felt it. Terry Reynolds had been put out of commission by a skilled assassin. The odds that his death was the result of a simple robbery were much higher than the odds for the biggest lottery of the year. Common thieves didn't use a knife the way Terry Reynold's killer did.

 

The lawns of the ranch style bungalow that Mark Fenton lived in were very well groomed as was the rest of the property. Fenton answered the door only seconds after I pressed the buzzer, as if he'd been expecting someone.

 

"Sorry to come unannounced Mr. Fenton, but I need to have a word with you. My name is Nick Borman. The Piermont family has hired me to look into the death of Terry Reynolds."

 

"Of course, come in. I knew Terry from church. I didn't know there was an investigation into his death." Fenton closed the door behind me.

 

"Terry's family doesn't think it was just a robbery Mr. Fenton. They've hired me to look into what happened that day and see if we can find who is responsible."

 

"Let's go downstairs to my office. We'll be more comfortable there." Fenton turned and started walking downstairs to his office.

 

I took the chair Fenton offered as he sat behind his desk. "I spoke to detective Stan Novak. He told me he had talked to you as well. It seems you were one of the last people who saw Terry Reynolds alive."

 

"I was shocked when I heard about the robbery and his death. It's hard to understand how some people would kill for so little."

 

That was the second time Fenton suggested that he bought into the robbery story. "I'm not so sure it was just a simple robbery Mr. Fenton. I understand you met with him the day he died."

 

"Yes, we met for lunch at the Ming Palace restaurant."

 

"Could you tell me a bit about what you talked about?"

 

"Did you say you were working with the police department Mr. Borman?"

 

"No Mr. Fenton, I'm not. I'm a private security consultant and I was hired by the family to find out what happened that day."

 

"I see. Well, as I told the police Mr. Borman, we didn't meet about anything important really. Terry and I went to the same church and we worked together on church functions at times."

 

"Yes, Detective Novak mentioned that. Could you tell me what it was you met about that day? Were you reporting some irregularities at one of the firms you do work for?"

 

"No, no. Nothing like that at all. I've been thinking about making a change in career this past while and Terry and I had talked about it a bit at church the weekend before. We found it hard to carry on a conversation with all the church members around so we agreed to meet over a coffee or lunch during the week to talk some more."

 

"I see. Were you and Terry close friends?"

 

"I wouldn't say we were close friends. More like casual acquaintances."

 

"Did you and Terry meet often to discuss personal matters like work?"

 

"No. Actually, this was the first time. As I said earlier, we had started talking about it at church but other people kept coming up and interrupting the conversation so we decided we would meet later on, someplace where there wouldn't be so many interruptions."

 

"Did Terry talk to you about anything going on in his life? Was he upset about something?"

 

"Terry rarely talked about himself or his work. This was really the first time we'd met outside of church Mr. Borman - we weren't that close."

 

"Is there anything you can think of that might help us figure out what happened that day Mr. Fenton?"

 

"I'm afraid not Mr. Borman. I wish there was something I could do to help; poor Julia must be devastated. Unfortunately I have no idea what happened that day and I don't see how our meeting at lunch could have anything to do with the robbery and his death."

 

"There may not be any obvious connection. Terry Reynolds met with a violent death shortly after meeting with you. His friend Stan Novak says he didn't think Terry was working on anything at the time that might attract that kind of violence. Was there any special reason why you met at the Pacific Mall? It mostly caters to orientals from what I understand."

 

"No. No special reason. It's close to where I work and Terry and I both liked Chinese food."

 

"I see. Well, that about covers it for now Mr. Fenton. Thanks for taking the time to talk to me and please give me a call if you think of anything that might help us figure out what happened."

 

I gave Fenton one of my cards and I made my way back upstairs. Fenton followed me up. We shook hands at the door.

 

I left Fenton's house feeling like I had made a bit of progress. It wasn't so much anything Fenton had said as it was what he hadn't said. 

 

A lot of what I do in my line of work comes from the gut. There isn't always a trail to follow and you learn to follow your instincts. 

 

I could feel in my gut that Fenton wasn't telling the whole story. In fact, I was sure he had left out quite a bit. You learn to read people after spending years in the security business. Fenton was hiding something; the question was, what?

 

I drove back downtown to the Four Seasons Hotel on Yorkville Avenue. The strip of Bloor Street that runs between Bay St. and Avenue Rd. is known as the Mink Mile. It is the priciest retail space in Canada, famous for its high end stores and luxury shopping.

 

Many merchandisers locate their flagship stores in the Bloor-Yorkville location. Tiffany, Prada, Chanel, D&G, Gucci, Hermès and other high-end boutiques and designers can all be found here.

 

I was staying at the Four Seasons Hotel in the very heart of the district. I had rented a suite for a month so I could set up a temporary war room that wouldn't be disturbed by cleaning staff coming in every day.

 

I had set up a large blackboard and two four by six foot cork boards so I could post pictures and notes as the case developed. The hotel had fiber gigabit internet access which made online research a breeze. I bought a high speed, wireless color printer to use with my laptop.

 

I spent the next couple of hours tacking up notes and printout images that showed any links or connections as soon as I made them;  it was a habit I had developed over the years. Visuals work on a deeper level in the brain and my mind keeps working on a case subconsciously even when I'm busy doing something else or even sleeping for that matter.

 

 


Chapter 19

 

The fact that I agreed with him gave Stan Novak the boost in confidence he needed to give it another shot.

 

He made up his mind he was going to push Captain Gallagher to give up the name of the person or persons who were putting the kibosh on investigating Terry Reynold's murder. The average pickpocket doesn't stick a knife in his victims and when they did, it wasn't done with the deadly accuracy of a skilled assassin.

 

He pulled into the parking lot and went straight up to Captain Gallagher's office. He stuck his head in the open doorway. "Got a minute Captain?"

 

"Sure Stan. Listen, I hope you're not letting Rossi and Patrick get to you."

 

"I don't. I know they're constantly rehearsing for a TV show that doesn't exist."

 

"So what's on your mind Stan?"

 

"I want you to level with me Captain. Why haven't we launched an investigation into Terry's murder? I can't shake the feeling that you've been holding out on me."

 

Gallagher looked out the window for a moment, "You're right Stan. I have been holding out on you. I should have opened up to you about this sooner, but I've held off because I know how emotional you are about this. And you should be, he was a close friend."

 

"So what's it about John. This just isn't right. A prominent news reporter gets knifed in a city parking lot and it gets treated like a robbery. Whoever did this is getting away with murder because we're not even looking for him."

 

"Look Stan. Personally, I agree with you. But my hands are tied. This comes from higher up. The big brass wants us to leave it to them to take care of."

 

Novak felt some relief. At least the captain agreed that he didn't think it was a robbery either. "Who higher up? And why are we being asked to keep hands off?"

 

"Orders came straight from Deputy Chief James Galecki. He made it very clear he wants us to back off and leave it in his hands."

 

"What the hell is that supposed to mean. Is Galecki investigating or is it being swept under the rug?"

 

"It means we keep our noses out of it Stan. Look, I don't like this any more than you do but my hands are tied. And you've been here long enough to know it doesn't do any good to bang heads with the brass."

 

"What's this really about Captain. Why does Deputy Chief Galecki want to take over from us?"

 

Gallagher looked down for a moment, "Alright. But this is strictly off the record. Terry may have stumbled across something that could implicate some very important people. That's why Galecki wants to be the one looking into it."

 

"What are you talking about? Was he working with a whistleblower?"

 

"Not really. He was approached by a whistleblower. Political stuff - possibly even a few people on the force. The guy wanted immunity. We approached Galecki; he said he couldn't do it without knowing details. He wanted to meet the guy."

 

"So what happened?"

 

"Terry was killed before we heard back from the whistleblower. We don't know who he or she was or whether the person had any real proof for that matter."

 

"That makes it even more likely that he was killed because of what he knew."

 

"It's possible Stan. We just don't know. We don't even have a name or any way of knowing whether any of the claims were true."

 

"That doesn't explain why we can't call Terry's death what it was: a murder."

 

"Because the media would have a heyday with it and it's all speculation. We don't have any witnesses or even a real motive at this point. We just can't go public without any evidence."

 

"So in the meantime we let everyone think he couldn't defend himself from a common thief or a junkie and the murderer makes a clean getaway."

 

"I don't like this either Stan. But we can't have a story like this go public without anything to back it up. Rumors of political corruption could affect the next election results. We can't be responsible for that."

 

"This is bullshit Captain. Complete bullshit."

 

"Don't make me regret telling you about this Stan. I know what you're going through so I thought it might help if you knew the truth. But you have to walk away, for now anyway."

 

"Can you talk to Galecki and see if I can work with him on this?"

 

"You know how this works Stan. You're too close. There's no way you could be involved in this and still keep it quiet. Besides, Galecki only uses his own people."

 

Novak was looking down, shaking his head, "Somebody's going to pay for Terry's death."

 

 


Chapter 20

 

The St. James Town Community Center was packed for the rally. Community residents came out in droves to support city councillor Tim Wilson in his effort to save St. James Town from the wrecking ball.

 

Wilson took the podium, "I want to thank all of you for coming out to show your support. We're here for a very important reason tonight.

 

The working class in Toronto is in danger of being forced out of the city."

 

The crowd broke into applause and cheers. 

 

"Greedy developers want to tear your homes down to make a fast buck. They would have you spend hours every day commuting back and forth between your jobs and your homes.

 

I don't have to tell you that many people who live in St. James Town can't afford cars. For many of you, living in St. James Town means being able to walk to work; that leaves you more money to put food on the table. It gives you more money to buy clothes for your children.

 

Make no mistake friends, the people who are in favor of the redevelopment don't care about you. They don't care about your children. They only care about their bank accounts.

 

And it's not just the developers. I know many of you voted for the current mayor during the last election. That man is in office because of your votes.

 

How is he repaying you for your loyalty? Is he working to keep you in your homes? Well, in case you haven't been following the voting, I'm here to tell you he voted to put you out on the street!

 

Remember that the next time you vote. Mayor Corbett doesn't care about you either."

 

 


Chapter 21

 

I had arranged to meet with Detective Stan Novak back at the Fox and Firkin. It was 3pm and Novak was sitting in the booth waiting for me when I got there.

 

"You look tired Stan. Been getting any sleep?"

 

"If you can call it that. I just talked to Captain Gallagher and I've got a bit of news. You first though, anything new?"

 

"I talked to Mark Fenton earlier today. He gave me the same line he gave you."

 

"I take it you don't believe him either?"

 

"No I don't. I think he's hiding something. I did a bit of research on the people Fenton works for. You had mentioned that Mogilevich was a land developer who owns the Executive Suites. He also owns a string of retirement homes under two different franchises."

 

"That's quite the mix of businesses for one guy."

 

"It's just a gut feeling but I think Fenton is hiding something. I'm going to dig a bit deeper and see what comes up. It could be that Fenton is the missing link that connected Terry to the problem he ran into."

 

"I'll see what I can find out from my end. I just talked to Captain Gallagher again to see if I could get a better feel for why we're not investigating the murder."

 

"How'd that go?"

 

"Like a one-way ticket to Siberia."

 

"Could be Terry stumbled onto something big that implicates some powerful people. It wouldn't be the first time someone died to keep a secret from coming to light. Let's keep digging and see what turns up."

 

"Funny you should say that. Gallagher finally opened up a bit today. He told me Terry was approached by a whistleblower. The person supposedly could expose some big political scandal that might possibly even involve some people on the force."

 

"What happened?"

 

"Snitch wanted immunity before he or she talked. Terry talked to Gallagher, Gallagher took it upstairs."

 

"I'm guessing it wasn't an automatic yes."

 

"You guess right. Deputy Chief James Galecki said he needed details before he could promise anything. Said he wanted to meet the whistleblower."

 

"That was the end of it?"

 

"It ended when Terry was found dead. We don't know whether he even got to deliver the message to the snitch."

 

"And this Deputy Chief Galecki is also the one who shut down your investigation into Terry's murder?"

 

"Captain said Galecki didn't want any publicity about dirty politics the year before an election. We don't have any way to prove that the whistleblower even exists or whether any of the allegations are true."

 

 


Chapter 22

 

Councillor Tim Wilson was feeling pretty good about himself when he left the rally. He'd had them eating out of his hand the entire time.

 

He left the community hall and walked south a couple of blocks to where he'd left his car at a car park. Wilson was outgoing and never missed a chance to shake a hand and make a connection with a potential voter. He shook several hands on his way to the car park.

 

Wilson couldn't remember where it was he'd parked his car. He pulled out his key fob and hit the button that unlocked the driver's door and made the lights blink and the horn blare.

 

He spotted his car blinking and honking for his attention from the far end of the lot. Another driver who was apparently looking for his car too smiled at him and  said, "Now there's an idea. I spend more time looking for my car in parking lots."

 

Wilson said "I don't know how I got by before they came out with these new key fobs."

 

The man stepped a bit closer, "You're Tim Wilson aren't you. That was you back there at the hall."

 

Wilson's ego puffed up a bit, "Yes, I am. Were you there?"

 

"Yes I was." He pumped Wilson's right hand a few times. "You really think you can stop them from redeveloping St. James Town?"

 

Wilson answered as if he were recording a campaign video, "This project doesn't have a chance in hell of going through. It will come in over my dead body."

 

The man stepped closer putting his left hand on the politician's shoulder. Tim Wilson didn't see it coming. The knife drove up cleanly under the ribs, straight into his heart. His vision started to blur and he felt himself getting faint.

 

The killer pulled the knife out a bit and drove it in a second time with an upward twisting motion. Tim Wilson felt a general numbness as shock set in. He thought he heard the killer say "if you insist" just before he lost consciousness.

 

The assassin guided his victim's body down to a seated position by the front wheel. He looked around to make sure no one was watching before he removed the politician's watch and wallet. He stuffed the items in his pockets and straightened his jacket as he casually moved away from the body.

 

 


Chapter 23

 

The evening programming on all the local stations was interrupted by a late-breaking news story. As usual, the large red banner with the words Breaking Story were prominently displayed behind Joe Fontana and Sue Hardy.

 

Joe: "In the fourth stabbing death of the year, Toronto city Councillor Tim Wilson was found dead tonight in a parking lot at the corner of Sherbourne and Wellesley streets."

 

Sue: "What a loss for the community Joe. I'm sure our viewers will remember Councillor Wilson for all the fine work he did for the city."

 

Joe: "Absolutely. Councillor Wilson was known as the working person's representative on Toronto city council. Most recently, he stood in opposition to a redevelopment project that would have displaced low income people from their homes."

 

Sue: "Do we have any details of the murder yet Joe?" 

 

Joe: "Details are still sketchy at this point, but it appears to be another robbery gone bad. That's all we know for now. Stay tuned to City News for new information as and when it comes in over the next couple of days."

 

 


Chapter 24

 

Heads turned as Alina Buzhinsky made her way across the lobby of the Executive Suites Hotel. She had the air of a fashion model or a TV personality and the looks to match. Alina had been turning heads all her life and she had long ago developed the ability to pretend she didn't notice the long stares coming from both men and women.

 

Alina came to the hotel quite often. She had worked as a real estate agent in the past and that is how they met. The chemistry was immediate and powerful; it didn't take long before she became Sergei's mistress. 

 

Her long, silky, dark brown hair, blue/gray eyes and her full lips filled Sergei with lust and a passion that he found irresistible. There weren't many things that could make Sergei forget about business and money, but Alina was one of them.

 

Mark Fenton's desk was positioned to allow him to see the door to the waiting area outside of his and Sergei's offices, so he couldn't help but notice Alina as she walked in. Alina loved to flirt with men and as she walked into the waiting room she could feel Fenton's eyes before she looked at him. "Hi Mark. How are you today?"

 

"Hi Alina. I'm fine, how are you?"

 

She noticed Fenton quickly slip one of two ledgers that were sitting on his desk into a drawer. She recognized the remaining ledger; it was the one Sergei kept locked in the safe in his office. She had never seen the contents but she knew it was different from the usual business ledgers - they were kept in locked cabinets, not in a safe.

 

Alina suspected the ledger contained details about off-the-book transactions like pay-offs and bribes. She wondered if Fenton was keeping a copy of the ledger for his own insurance - the rascal. She hadn't thought Fenton would be that daring and devious. "I'm great thanks. Is Serge in his office?"

 

"He had to go downstairs to meet with someone. He should be back in about a half hour or so."

 

"OK. I'll wait. Might as well take care of a few calls while I'm waiting."

 

Alina took a chair in the waiting area and went through the motion of making a few calls. What she was really doing was keeping an eye on Fenton to see whether or not he would go back to what he'd been doing before she came in. 

 

Fenton finished making a few notes in Sergei's ledger. He'd regretted bringing in his copy the minute Alina walked in. Fenton wasn't in the habit of taking risks. He usually kept his copy of the ledger at home and updated it from memory. 

 

He made a note not to do this again. It was too risky. Better to have the odd inaccuracy in the ledger than risk getting caught by Sergei for maintaining a copy. That would be bad news indeed.

 

Just his luck that Alina would waltz in here today and decide to wait for Sergei. She didn't normally do that. He wondered if she suspected that he was up to something. 

 

Fenton decided he was probably just being paranoid. Too much going on lately with Terry Reynolds getting killed and detectives and private investigators snooping around. It was Wednesday. Sergei always spent Wednesday evening with Alina.

 

His internal dialog was interrupted by Sergei's return. "Alina! How are you my dear?"

 

"Just wonderful Serge, how are you darling?"

 

"Good, good. Let me take care of a few things with Mark and we can go get a little something to eat. Mark, let's finish up in my office."

 

 


Chapter 25

 

Midnight, Wednesday

 

Jimmy Logan didn't know why he didn't like 9 to 5 jobs. He just didn't. That's why he had settled on working in a bar; there were no early mornings and it didn't feel like work the way other jobs did.

 

Jimmy fancied himself a ladies' man and bartending fit his lifestyle. At 41, he still had a boyish charm about him. He was a fit 5'10", weighed 180lbs and in good health.

 

Jimmy got to meet lots of girls while bartending and the girls all seemed to like him. More importantly, he got to meet them when they were in the mood to let their hair down. Worse things could happen.

 

Jimmy reminded himself of this every time he walked into The Reservoir Lounge, which is where he happened to be working at the time. It was here he'd met Alina Buzhinsky. Alina was tall and gorgeous and she walked like a model on a runway. The girl turned heads when she walked by.

 

He sometimes wondered what she saw in him. Girls like her were usually seen with guys that had lots of money. He sure wasn't one of them.

 

Not that Alina didn't know people with money. She was dating Sergei Mogilevich. The guy was a hotel owner and a big time land developer. How's that for a sugar daddy!

 

The two of them did have something in common though. It was a love of adventure and a love of the adrenaline rush that some of life's experiences provided. He was so lost in the memory of the look she had on her face when she was excited that he didn't notice her as she walked up.

 

"Happy thoughts today Jimmy?" Alina's face was lit up with a smile.

 

"Alina! I was just thinking about you actually." Alina didn't usually come in on Wednesday nights. That was her night with Sergei.

 

"Flattery will get you everywhere, but not without a drink. How about a glass of white wine bartender."

 

"If that's what it takes to get to a girl's heart. I have a French Chardonnay and a nice California Pinot Grigio opened. Which would you like?"

 

"The Pinot sounds pretty good right now. I've got a surprise for you today."

 

"I love surprises. What is it?"

 

"You remember that list I told you about?" Alina smiled as Jimmy's face lit up.

 

"You finally got your hands on the ledger? You're not putting me on are you?"

 

"Not the whole thing. I didn't have a lot of time but I managed to take a photo of one page." Alina already had her phone out. She pulled up the photo and passed the phone to Jimmy so he could have a closer look.

 

"There's only one or two here that are for large enough sums of money for what we have in mind. The $150,000 entry is for the city Treasurer. I know his name from newspaper articles."

 

"Bill Paxton?"

 

"Yes. He's been the city Treasurer for six or seven years now."

 

"So why would Sergei be paying this guy $150,000? That's a lot of money."

 

"Paxton probably helped him rig a bid for a land deal. We'll have to do a bit of homework and check the papers to see if the city sold any lands around the same date as this entry."

 

Jimmy was getting excited. "I'm off in a couple of hours. Why don't you come by the apartment and we'll put a plan together?"

 

Alina finished her drink. She flashed Jimmy one of her smiles. "It's been a long day. How 'bout tomorrow morning around ten."

 

 


Chapter 26

 

10am Thursday

 

It didn't take Alina and Jimmy long to match up the $150,000 payment to Bill Paxton with the sale of a small parkette in a prime downtown Toronto location. Within weeks of the sale local papers were flooded with ads announcing pre-construction units were available at a discount for early buyers.

 

Small loft units featuring high ceilings and a two-storey layout were being offered for $500,000. Two bedroom units were $850,000. Both were being advertised as being 20 percent less  than current market value. 

 

Alina did a bit of math and concluded that the 350 units were worth an average of $700,000 each. That meant the building had a pre-construction value of 245 million dollars!

 

Jimmy was so excited he forgot he had already asked the question, "So what exactly would Bill Paxton have done to earn his $150,000?" That was a large chunk of change in Jimmy's mind.

 

"A whole bunch of stuff ranging from making sure Sergei won the bidding to helping fast-track the approval process by the engineering department. Then there'd be permits and building inspections at various stages of completion. Inspectors can be picky and make a lot of extra work for builders or they can look the other way and make life very easy for them."

 

Jimmy's head was reeling from the sheer size of the numbers. A 245 million dollar project gets fast tracked by a $150,000 bribe. "Anybody else getting greased on this project or just Bill Paxton?"

 

"I would imagine some of these other ten to twenty thousand dollar entries are related. There isn't enough money in them for us to bother with though Jimmy."

 

"I guess not. How much do you think we can squeeze out of Paxton?" Jimmy was thinking a one-third cut would be fair.

 

"I don't think it's wise to get too greedy Jimmy. He should be willing to pay fifteen to twenty thousand to keep this quiet."

 

"I was thinking fifty thousand." Jimmy offered. "His career should be worth that much to him."

 

"Fifty thousand is a lot of money Jimmy. Paxton has probably spent most of the money already. We want to keep the demand low enough that he'll decide it's not worth taking a chance by not paying."

 

Alina knew the ledger contained many more names that could be persuaded to cough up a bit of the graft. She also knew that if you squeezed people too hard, they might resist and things could get unpredictable very quickly.

 

"How do we contact him? Phone call or a note?" Jimmy already knew he would choose the direct approach. Pick up the phone and make a call.

 

"We should piece a note together with letters that have been cut out of different newspapers and magazines. We want to leave as few trails as possible."

 

Jimmy was impressed with the way Alina's mind worked. He was getting pumped. "A note sounds good. We can spell out how much we want and tell him when and where to put the money."

 

Alina was thinking about the note. "He's going to want some proof that we actually have something on him. He'll probably want us to give him the evidence we have to make sure we don't put him through this again." Alina was thinking that's what she would want if she were getting blackmailed. 

 

"Jesus. I hadn't thought of that. We could give him a printout of the picture you took and tell him that is the only copy we have."

 

Alina shook her head. "We can give him the picture, but the bottom line is, he's just going to have to trust us. He doesn't have any other choice."

 

Alina took another sip of her coffee. I'll run down to the corner store to pick up a few magazines and papers so we can put a note together. Why don't you make us one of your famous grilled cheese sandwiches.

 

By the time Alina came back from the store, Jimmy had brewed a fresh pot of coffee and whipped up a couple of grilled cheese and onion sandwiches. Over lunch they worked up different versions and finally decided how the message should read.

 

 


Chapter 27

 

Bill Paxton was in a good mood as he drove in to work. It was Friday and he was looking forward to a relaxing weekend at home. Bill liked his job and more importantly, he liked the money that came with it.

 

His $150,000 a year salary was nothing to scoff at and like many others in a position of power, Bill wasn't opposed to accepting a bit of graft. No harm done and a guy makes a few extra bucks on the side. Why should he be a boy scout?

 

Directly or indirectly, Paxton was connected with anything that involved money coming in or out of the city coffers.

 

A city the size of Toronto goes through a lot of money in any given year. The budget in 2015 was 11.4 billion dollars and roughly 3 billion of that was for capital improvements like roads and infrastructure.

 

Bill's department was responsible for providing many services including revenue, accounting, payroll and employee benefits for the 38,000 city employees. Last but not least, they were in charge of the purchase and sale of city assets.

 

Influence and power did have it's perks and issuing permits and approvals for multi-million dollar projects presented many opportunities to form those special relationships that allowed envelopes full of cash to change hands.

 

Bill always made sure his Fridays weren't too busy. Today, he had a few appointments followed by a luncheon meeting with a small group of businessmen from the downtown business association.

 

After lunch, Bill returned to his office looking forward to an uneventful Friday afternoon.

 

As he walked up to his office he could see through the glass door that a small package had been placed on his desk. He went in and opened the bubble envelope. It contained only one piece of paper. Wondering what it could be, he unfolded the paper and saw it was a note that had been pieced together.
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Bill Paxton's world changed in an instant. His blood pressure rocketed. His head flooded with emotions: anger, rage, confusion and frustration all ran through him at the same time. He stood there for a moment willing his pulse and breathing to slow down.

 

He tried to calm himself and act normal as he put the paper back in the envelope and walked over to his secretary's desk. "Hazel, did you see who put this package on my desk?"

 

"No I didn't Bill. We had a couple of couriers come in early this morning but none of it was for you. What is it?"

 

"It's not important. I just wondered where it came from. It wasn't there before lunch, so someone must have put it there while I was out for my luncheon meeting."

 

"You could check with the girls at the front reception desk. There's always someone there at lunch time."

 

"Thanks Hazel, I'll do that."

 

Bill checked with the front but the two girls manning the desk weren't any help either. He went back to his office and read the note one more time.

 

Maybe it was a joke. Could this be somebody's idea of pranking him? No, not likely. The note mentioned the correct sum of money for the project and the reason for the payment. Very few people knew about this and the people who did would not be kidding about it.

 

He picked up the phone and hit a speed dial key. Not too many people had the number to the Mayor's direct line.

 

"Hello."

 

"John, it's Bill Paxton. We need to talk. Have you got a few minutes?"

 

"Sure Bill, I'm free for about an hour."

 

Paxton walked down the hall to the mayor's office. The mayor's secretary Deedee looked up as he walked in. "He's expecting me Deedee."

 

He knocked on the mayor's door and let himself in. Bill, have a seat."

 

"John, we've got a problem. I just came back from lunch and found this on my desk." He tossed the envelope onto the mayor's desk.

 

Corbett pulled the note out. Holy shit Bill. How did it get there? Courier?"

 

"No idea. Hazel didn't see who delivered it and neither did the girls at the front desk."

 

Corbett read the note again. "Twenty five grand. That's a lot of money."

 

"How could anyone find out about this John? I thought we were being discreet."

 

"I have no idea Bill. I can tell you one thing though. Whoever this is, they're not going to get away with it and they're going to be very sorry they tried to pull this off."

 

"What should I do. Should I do what they're asking?"

 

"You do absolutely nothing. I'll take care of this Bill. I want you to go back to your office and go about your business as if this never happened."

 

"Jesus John, if this gets out I'm done." Paxton was a wreck.

 

"Relax Bill. There's no paper trail for anyone to follow. It's just some idiot who managed to get their hands on information they shouldn't have. We'll find out who leaked this and we'll make sure it doesn't happen again. You've got nothing to worry about."

 

 


Chapter 28

 

Monday morning

 

Time felt like it was standing still this morning. Jimmy had got up a couple of hours earlier than usual, excited at the prospect the day offered. It felt like he'd been up for half a day already but it was only ten in the morning. He still had a couple of hours to kill before he was due to pick up the package at Union Station.

 

Jimmy was pretty sure Paxton was going to pay up. Why would he risk having the story show up in the papers when he could prevent that by sharing some of the graft. After all, even suspicion of fraud on the part of the city treasurer would be enough to end his career.

 

Eleven o'clock finally came around. Jimmy left his apartment and took the subway to Union Station. Union Station is the hub for public transit in Toronto. Trains run every 15 minutes regardless of the route and every one of them ends up at Union Station before starting another run. It's a busy place.

 

Jimmy got off the train and followed the other passengers through the turnstiles. He made his way to the food court where he bought a coffee and a bagel. Jimmy wasn't hungry, but he could see the entire bank of lockers from the food court. He munched on his bagel and sipped his coffee as he casually scanned the room for suspicious characters or any activity that looked out of place.

 

Satisfied that no one appeared to be watching the locker area, Jimmy decided to get it over with. He walked over to locker 215. He took one last casual look around before he unlocked the door and swung it open. If anyone was watching, the smile that came over his face was a dead giveaway that the package was there.

 

Jimmy unzipped the bag and took a quick look inside. He couldn't tell if the money was all there but the bag had three bundles of cash in it. He zipped up the bag, slung it over his shoulder and closed the locker door.

 

Heading back to the subway, Jimmy was thinking that this blackmailing business could turn out to be a good gig. It was easy enough to pull off, he just needed a few more names to go after.

 

Lost in his daydream Jimmy didn't notice the gray-haired man as he quickly walked up to his side. He was pulled out of his reverie when a firm hand took hold of his left arm. "You don't mind if we walk with you a bit do you?" A taller black man with a shaved head had just as suddenly appeared on his right side. 

 

"I'm detective Rossi and my friend there is detective Patrick. What's your name by the way?"

 

"What do you guys want?" Jimmy stammered.

 

"I guess you didn't get the memo but there's been a change of plans."

 

 Detectives Rossi and Patrick guided Jimmy to the South end of the station and outside to where their car was parked in a no parking zone. Rossi cuffed Jimmy's hands behind his back. Patrick opened the rear door and put Jimmy in the back seat. He got in with Jimmy and Rossi got in the front and drove south one block to take the Gardiner Expressway Eastbound.

 

Detective Patrick opened the bag he had taken from Jimmy and took a look at the three bundles of cash. "Our friend is carrying a lot of cash in this here bag Detective Rossi."

 

Rossi took a quick look at Jimmy over his right shoulder. "You mind telling us where all that cash comes from friend?" Rossi looked more like a wise guy than a cop Jimmy thought. 

 

"There's nothing illegal about having money, Jimmy stammered. What do you guys want from me?"

 

Patrick cut in with a loud voice. "What we want is for your dumb ass to tell us everything you know. You must be one dumb motherfucker to think you can get away with blackmailing a city official."

 

Rossi looked at Jimmy in the rear view mirror. "You're in a lot of shit pal. The best thing you can do right now is tell us what this is all about. Let's start with where you got the information. If we like what we hear, we keep the money and let you go. If we don't like what we hear, we still keep the money, but we drag your ass off to jail and we make sure you don't get out for a long, long time."

 

Jimmy didn't get a chance to respond before Patrick started in on him. "Gimme your wallet. I said, gimme your wallet!" Jimmy couldn't believe he had been too stupid to leave his wallet at home. 

 

He leaned forward so he could reach into his back pocket and grab his wallet. Not easy to do when your hands are cuffed behind your back. He dropped it on the seat between him and Patrick.

 

Patrick pulled his id out and read aloud. "We got us one Jimmy Logan here Detective Rossi. Lives at 171 Front St. E., unit 205. So tell us Jimmy Logan, where did you get the phony information you used to try and blackmail the Treasurer of the city of Toronto?"

 

Jimmy hadn't prepared for the possibility of getting caught. All he kept thinking was that he didn't want to give up Alina. "I overheard a couple guys talking at the bar."

 

Rossi broke into a big chuckle. "Oh! Now that's a good one isn't it Detective Patrick. He overheard a couple of guys talking at the bar."

 

"Do we look stupid to you Jimmy? Now tell us where you got the information before I get upset and lose my temper. Are you intentionally trying to piss me off?" Patrick had his best crazy look on.

 

"I'm telling you the truth. I'm a bartender. I overhear all sorts of shit every day."

 

"So these two guys, what did they look like?" Rossi asked.

 

"I don't know. White, middle aged. Probably gay. I think the one guy was trying to impress the other with gossip about an inside scandal at city hall."

 

"That's it? That's your story? You overhear two gay guys talking at a bar and you decide to blackmail somebody with what you heard?" Patrick looked like he wasn't buying it.

 

Rossi turned north on Don Mills Parkway and pulled into the small park on the east side of the Don River.

 

Patrick was getting upset. "I think Jimmy Logan thinks were a couple of idiots Detective Rossi. You're coming for a short walk with us Logan. There's something I want you to see." Patrick got out and came around the other side of the car. He opened the door, pulled Logan out by the arm and started walking him along a path that led to down to the Don river.

 

At the river's edge, Patrick carried on, "A lot of people drown right at this here spot every year Jimmy. Seems like some people don't recognize danger when they see it."

 

Jimmy tried to keep the sound of panic out of his voice. "I really didn't expect any money to be there today, honest. It was just a shot in the dark."

 

"You overhear anything else at that bar you might want to try and blackmail people with Jimmy?" As strange as the story was, Rossi thought Jimmy might be telling the truth.

 

"No. Well, look, I hear all sorts of crazy shit at that bar. I overheard someone else talking about blackmailing this guy at work and that's where I got the idea. I won't do it again, I promise."

 

Patrick started forcing Jimmy towards the water. "What do you think Detective Rossi. I say we throw his dumb ass in the river so we don't have to come looking for him again." Rossi moved closer and grabbed Jimmy's other arm.

 

Jimmy struggled. He leaned back with all his strength, trying to stay on dry land. Patrick tripped Jimmy, pushing him forward and down to the water. Jimmy went down. He just managed to keep his head out of the water. Patrick pushed Jimmy's head underwater and held him there. Jimmy struggled, holding his breath till he felt his lungs would burst.

 

Finally, they let him up. Jimmy was coughing and spitting up water, gasping for air.

 

"We can do this all day Jimmy, but you might have somewhere else you'd rather be. Why don't you tell us where you really got the information and who else is in on this with you?" You could tell Patrick was having fun.

 

"I've told you everything already. Really guys." 

 

"I don't think he understands us yet Detective Rossi. Let's explain things again so he understands exactly what it is we want." Patrick pushed Jimmy's head underwater again. Jimmy struggled but Rossi was pushing down on his back too, making it impossible for Jimmy to get himself out of the water.

 

When they pulled him out again Jimmy sounded like he might not survive.

 

"This is your last chance dumbass. You sure you don't want to change anything about your story?" Patrick didn't look like he was kidding.

 

Logan didn't want to die but he wasn't going to give up Alina. Besides, he didn't think the two cops would actually kill him so he dug deep to put on his best performance.

 

"I've told you exactly how it happened. It may not be the greatest story but it's the truth. I could make something up if you want but I've told you the truth. I promise I won't ever do anything stupid like that again."

 

Rossi looked at Patrick and nodded his head toward the car. Patrick leaned in close to Jimmy's face. "We find out you been lyin to us or we hear that you're trying to pull this shit again, we're gonna bring you back here one more time and I guarantee it ain't gonna be nearly as much fun for you." 

 

Patrick and Rossi left a shaken Jimmy Logan by the river and headed back downtown.

 

 


Chapter 29

 

Tuesday morning 9:30am

 

Mayor Corbett was sitting in his office with Bill Paxton, James Turkell and Deputy Chief James Galecki. Attorney James Turkell was the only one in the group who had no idea what the meeting was about. He'd been around long enough to know something had gone wrong or this particular group of people would not be having a meeting.

 

Corbett started the meeting. "Gentlemen, we have a problem that needs to be dealt with swiftly. It appears we have at least one set of loose lips that need to be found and zipped. I'll let the Deputy Chief bring you up to speed."

 

"Last Friday, a would-be blackmailer delivered a note to treasurer Paxton's office. The note was pieced together with words and letters from different newspapers and magazines and it demanded that twenty-five thousand dollars be put in a locker at Union Station the following Monday."

 

James Turkell was hearing about the incident for the first time. "What was the reason for the demand?"

 

Galecki continued. "The blackmailer said if the money wasn't delivered, he would go to the press and give them the story about how the Treasurer had accepted a bribe for helping push through the Bay Street Lofts and Suites project. The information in the note made it clear someone with inside knowledge was involved. That's why we're all here." 

 

Corbett took over. "We know that this particular project involved Sergei Mogilevich's company but we work with a few others. That's why you're here James. You represent several of the builders we work with and we expect you to make sure they all hear about this.

 

We also expect you to make sure they all do whatever it is they need to do to make sure this kind of thing doesn't happen again, ever."

 

City treasurer Bill Paxton was dying to hear more details. "What happened at Union Station on Monday. Do we know who is responsible for this?"

 

Deputy Chief Galecki picked up where he had left off. "We put some money in a bag and put it in a locker at Union Station, as instructed. At 12:05pm yesterday, we picked up a male perp named Jimmy Logan when he showed up to pick up the money. Anyone heard of him?"

 

Everyone had a blank look so Galecki continued. "I had two detectives pick him up and question him. There's no way to verify his story but the perp said he overheard two gay guys talking at the bar where he works as a bartender. Decided he'd send a note asking for money to see if Bill would bite."

 

"Two gay guys at a bar. Really?" Turkell looked at the others. He wanted to smile but he knew this wasn't the time or place.

 

"Like I said, we have no way of knowing whether or not the story is true. My boys shook him up a bit and let him know he would be in deep shit if we ever hear from him again. I'm having them look into his background to see whether he's connected in some way that would help us understand how this happened."

 

"Did they let him keep the money to shut him up?" Paxton was obviously still anxious since it was his butt on the line.

 

"No we didn't let him keep the money. We scared the living shit out of him and made him feel real lucky he gets to sleep in his own bed for a few more days." Galecki couldn't believe Paxton had really asked the question.

 

Corbett took over. "So you've all been updated. James, I want you to talk to Mogilevich and see if he has any idea who it is that could be doing the talking. This was his project so it had to come from someone in his camp. I want you to talk to the other developers too. Tell them anybody running a loose ship doesn't get to play anymore. Got it?

 

Chances are this Logan character is covering for somebody. We need to find out who that is and make sure this doesn't happen again. Remember gentlemen, loose lips sink ships. Someone is trying to sink our ship and I intend to burn his ass."

 

"I want to add one more thing if I could Mr. Mayor." Galecki cast his most sombre look over each and every one of them. "We got lucky this time because we were dealing with a perp who only had a rumor to go on. If it had been someone with some sort of physical proof, this could have turned into a much bigger mess. A mess that might be impossible to contain. If any of you has any sort of paper trail, this is a good time to get rid of it."

 

 


Chapter 30

 

Tuesday afternoon, 4pm

 

Turkell wasn't looking forward to telling Sergei about the Paxton incident. Sergei had a temper and he rarely missed an opportunity to tear into someone if given even half a reason.

 

Mogilevich was unusually silent as Turkell recounted the meeting with Mayor Corbett, Deputy Chief James Galecki and Treasurer Bill Paxton. 

 

"Any more information come in about this Jimmy Logan character?"

 

"Not yet Serge. The story about the two gay guys at the bar does seem a bit far fetched."

 

"Yeah. There's got to be more to it than that. Let me know as soon as the background check comes in. As soon as we find out who Logan is connected with we'll know who was behind this." Sergei buzzed Mark Fenton and asked him to join them.

 

Fenton came in. "Have a seat Mark. Some very sensitive information about some of our business dealings got leaked into the wrong hands. We need to find out how this happened."

 

"What kind of information? What happened?" Fenton looked worried. If it was a leak of financial information, he would surely be held responsible.

 

"James, why don't you tell Mark what we know so far. I need to go make a call to confirm an appointment I have later tomorrow."

 

Sergei stepped out of the office and called Alina to make sure they were still on for their dinner date. Meanwhile, Turkell brought Fenton up to speed.

 

Sergei came back and sat behind his desk. "Any ideas how this might have happened Mark?"

 

"I have no idea how any of this could have happened. Who else knows other than the three of us, Paxton and the Mayor?"

 

"I don't know Mark. James, is there anyone in your office who might be the source of our problem?"

 

"No. I handle this kind of transaction personally. My secretary knows nothing about it and I don't keep any records that she could come across."

 

Sergei stood up letting them know the meeting was over. "We have to find this leak and plug it fast. If people like Paxton lose confidence in us we lose a huge advantage over our competitors. I don't think I have to tell you how much this could cost us."

 

 


Chapter 31

 

It had been a crazy day for Jimmy but he decided to go to work just to keep up appearances. He'd been busted at Union Station by two crazy cops and nearly drowned while they tried to get a confession out of him.

 

He worked through his shift mostly on autopilot and decided to walk home after the bar closed. He could use the fresh air and walking sometimes helped him think things through. 

 

Monday didn't exactly go as planned. He felt lucky he got off as easily as he did. Bad as it was, it could have been much worse. Detectives Patrick and Rossi were complete nut jobs. Two very scary dudes, with guns no less.

 

It was 2am. He'd been walking, lost in his thoughts for a few blocks when he noticed there was a really big guy standing on the sidewalk next to a limo. He reached for the door handle and opened the rear door of the limo. Jimmy was pulled out of his reverie when he realized he was being asked to get in the car.

 

Before Jimmy could put up much of an objection, the big man had him sitting in the back seat of what was a very well appointed luxury limo. 

 

The guy sitting in the rear-facing seat looked vaguely familiar but Jimmy couldn't quite place him. "How you doing Jimmy. We thought you could use a ride home; been quite the day hasn't it?"

 

"Yeah, I guess." Jimmy still couldn't place him. He wasn't a big guy, maybe 5'10" 170 lbs., but he had a hard look about him; thin, chiseled face and cold, light blue eyes that looked right through you. The entire back of his right hand was covered in a tattoo and there were smaller ones on some of his fingers. 

 

"Tell me about this blackmail business Jimmy. How'd you get into that?"

 

"What? Who the hell are you?"

 

Jimmy was too slow to react. The elbow caught him flush on the right side of the face. The big guy sitting next to him explained himself "That's not what he ask. Answer question."

 

The guy with the cold eyes and the tattoos was obviously playing the nice guy, "I don't want to have to hurt you Jimmy. But I need to know exactly what happened - and you're going to tell me. You're going to tell me or you're going to die trying to keep it from me. So, why don't you do yourself a favor and tell me all about it."

 

"I've told the cops all about it already" Jimmy said. "I overheard two guys at the bar talking about a city official who takes care of land deals for money. A number and a name came up and I had the stupid idea to try and bribe the guy."

 

Jimmy didn't notice any reaction from the guy sitting opposite him, except for the quick look he shot to the big guy. The big guy delivered another quick elbow in response to the look before Jimmy's brain could react. This one caught him right on the end of the nose. A bolt of pain jolted his brain and blood started gushing out of his nose.

 

The smaller guy casually grabbed a few tissues from a box that was sitting on the side table and handed them to Jimmy. "Wipe your nose Jimmy, you're making a mess of the car."

 

Jimmy grabbed the tissues with his left hand and covered his nose. His eyes were watering and tears were streaming down his face. "What do you want from me, I've told you everything I know."

 

He should have known by now they weren't buying it. The big guy grabbed Jimmy's right hand and turned his wrist clockwise and downward in one, swift motion. 

 

His hand was bent toward his forearm in a way that pinched a nerve - the pain was incredible. Jimmy actually forgot about his nose for a minute. His body was forced forward from the way his wrist was twisted. It looked like he was trying to crawl into the floorboard of the car.

 

"Jimmy. My friend here can make you feel so much pain you're going to wish you were dead. In fact, he's going to break your wrist right now if you don't answer my question."

 

The big guy started to twist his wrist some more. Jimmy could feel the bones were about to snap. "Alright, alright! My girlfriend sees this guy. She saw some notes in a ledger and took a picture of the page. That's where we got the information."

 

"What's her name, and who's the john."

 

"Alina Buzhinsky. The guy is Sergei Mogilevich. He's a developer."

 

"She was in on this with you?"

 

"She told me about it and she helped me write the note. That's all. I did the rest myself."

 

"How many pages did she photograph?"

 

"Just the one."

 

The pressure on his wrist eased up and the pain from his broken nose came back to flood his consciousness again. He looked at the guy sitting across from him. "That's everything. Really, it is. Can I go now?"

 

The guy handed Jimmy a few more tissues. "You could have saved yourself a lot of grief by telling us that right off the bat Jimmy. Yeah, you can go.

 

I've got some advice for you though; you should forget about trying to fleece bigger fish than you. That's a sure way to get in a lot of trouble. Remember that next time - and get rid of any information you have about this ledger Jimmy." 

 

"Don't worry, I will. Thanks for the tip." The big guy got out and Jimmy followed. He quickly headed home holding the tissues to his nose.

 

The man with the tattoos hit a speed dial on his cell phone. "It's Alina. Logan said she saw some notes in a ledger and snapped a picture of the page." 

 

"How's Jimmy?"

 

"He's reformed. I don't think we have to worry about him causing us any more problems."

 

"Alright. Take care of the girl. We can't afford to have someone like that around."

 

 


Chapter 32

 

Wednesday morning

 

I got up at 6am and went down to the gym to work out for about an hour. Back in the room, I made a pot of coffee and turned on the morning news.

 

The big news story of the day was the discovery of a dead woman. Her body had been spotted by a man who was out for his morning jog. He found her body snagged along the eastern shore of the Don River, right where it passes under the Bloor Street bridge.

 

I was getting ready to go meet with Detective Novak when another special news bulletin came over the air waves. The woman had been identified as Alina Buzhinsky, a thirty-five year old former real estate agent. Preliminary reports said she had been brutally raped.

 

Joe Fontana and Sue Hardy of the award-winning City News team covered the story:

 

Joe: "Don Smith's morning jog was cut short this morning when he came across the body of a woman who had been brutally beaten and murdered."

 

Sue: "That brings the total number of homicides in the city to thirty five this year Joe."

 

Joe: "Yes it does. Police don't have autopsy results yet but they have released the woman's name. Alina Buzhinsky, 35, was found dead on the shores of the Don Valley River just after 7am this morning. Police say the most likely cause of death is a broken neck."

 

The city of Toronto has a pretty low violent crime rate considering a population of over six million. 425 people were injured by gun shot in 2015. The total homicide count from all sources was 56, 26 of which were from gun shot wounds.

 

I did a search on Alina Buzhinsky. She had made the news a few times for commercial real estate stories back when she was in the business. There was one photo of her celebrating with a few friends at a bar called The Reservoir Lounge.

 

I had been looking into homicides and violent deaths that occurred during the last three months trying to see if any of them seemed related in any way. Same killer or same motive for example.

 

The weak link in this approach is that if the cops didn't call it a homicide, as in Terry Reynolds' case, it wouldn't show up in the list.

 

The question I'm normally asking is 'who could be a spy?' The question I'm asking now is, 'who could be a killer?'

 

 


Chapter 33

 

Mark Fenton woke to the morning news flash as did everyone else in the city. Alina Buzhinsky was found dead, no, brutally murdered early this morning.

 

Ever since his meeting with Borman, Fenton felt like he was walking under a dark cloud. Though he felt the private investigator had blown things out of proportion, it still got to him. What if Terry Reynolds' death was a cold-blooded murder?

 

As he turned into the parking lot of the Executive Suites hotel that morning, the hairs on the back of his neck were prickling. He shook his head in an effort to shake the feeling off.

 

Fenton parked the Mazda CX9 in his reserved parking spot and made his way up to the office he shared with Sergei. Mogilevich was at work early as usual. 

 

"Morning Mark. Grab a coffee and join me in my office. There's a few things I'd like to go over with you before my meeting with James this morning."

 

Fenton put his briefcase down on his desk and went to the small private kitchen to make a coffee. He decided he wasn't going to bring up the subject of Alina unless Sergei did. Same goes for the meeting with Borman.

 

He wasn't going to bring it up. He wasn't going to lie about it if he was asked; that would be a big mistake. It would be an even bigger mistake to be 100 percent truthful about all that was said between them.

 

Sergei got right to the point before Fenton even got seated. Alina didn't come up.

 

"We've got to figure out how this information got out Mark. I've got too much time and money invested in building a relationship with city hall to see it slip away because somebody's got loose lips."

 

That dark cloud began to feel even more ominous. "Do we know who this Jimmy Logan character is or who he might know?"

 

Sergei knew the answer but he wasn't going to let on in front of Fenton. "I'm still waiting on the police report. I've got a few other people out there looking into who the guy is. It shouldn't be too much longer."

 

"We're really careful at our end Serge. Do you think it could be someone at city hall?"

 

"Anything is possible. Problem is, they're pointing the finger at us."

 

"The bar story is possible though not very likely."

 

"No. There's more to it than that. There's a connection somewhere. I can feel it and I intend to find it."

 

"I'll keep my ears open. Do you need anything else right now?"

 

"No. Keep my calendar clear today and tomorrow."

 

 


Chapter 34

 

Wednesday 8pm

 

The 6 o'clock news had basically been a repeat of the morning program. Two hours later at 8pm, they were still broadcasting the same news clips - it was starting to annoy me and I wasn't sure why.

 

I decided I'd go for a run to clear my head. The hotel staff had mentioned there was a nice park just down the road.

 

I put on my jogging suit and sneakers and ran south a few blocks. Queen's Park turned out to be a pretty nice spot. There were lots of mature trees and the half mile dirt track was well-groomed and comfortable to run on - I actually forgot I was in the middle of the city for a while.

 

Back at the hotel I hopped in the shower while the coffee brewed. I was toweling off when I realized what it was that had been nagging at me these past few hours. Tons of news coverage about the Buzhinsky woman but still no idea why she was killed, not even speculation.

 

I made a coffee and printed off a couple more copies of the photo of Alina Buzhinsky with her friends at the bar. My next stop was the Reservoir Lounge at 52 Wellington St.E.

 

The Reservoir Lounge is tucked away in the cellar of a stone building in the Old Town Toronto area. It's half Paris jazz cavern and half supper club. A semi circular stage against a brick wall reminded me of someplace I'd been in New Orleans.

 

I went to the bar and ordered a Heineken. I gave the bartender a ten and showed him the picture of Alina and friends, "Do you know this girl or anyone else in this picture?"

 

"Sure. That's Jimmy. I'm filling in for him, he didn't come in today."

 

"Jimmy who? Do you know where I can find him."

 

"Jimmy Logan. He's probably at home, but I don't know for sure. Look, I can't be giving out the guy's address to anyone who comes in here asking questions.

 

"That fine, you've been a great help." I left the change on the bar for him.

 

Back in my hotel room I called Stan Novak and asked him to see what he could find out about the bartender Jimmy Logan. Stan called back a half hour later with an address and a bit of intel. Logan had a B&E charge about ten years back.

 

The address on file was 171-205 The Esplanade. My sixth sense was ringing a full alarm. I decided to pay Logan a visit. Unless I was mistaken, Logan could be in a lot of trouble.

 

 


Chapter 35

 

Wednesday, 10pm

 

The building Logan lived in was close to downtown at the corner of Sherbourne and The Esplanade, just a few blocks east of Yonge St. It was a newer 7-storey apartment building that was part of a housing project the city owned.

 

I took the stairs two at a time up to the second floor and knocked on number 205. The door opened just enough for the bruised and battered face of Jimmy Logan to peek through the crack. The minute he saw my face he tried to slam the door shut but I had forced it open just enough to stick my foot in. 

 

"Jimmy Logan? Can I come in for a minute Mr. Logan, I have a few questions I'd like to ask you?"

 

Jimmy didn't really want to let a stranger in his apartment. Can't say I blamed him. He'd had a rough night judging by the look of his face. "Who are you and what do you want?"

 

"My name is Nick Borman. The Piermont family hired me to investigate the death of Terry Reynolds."

 

"I don't know anyone named Terry Reynolds. I think you've got the wrong apartment."

 

"Alina Buzhinsky was found murdered this morning Jimmy. I think she was murdered by the same people who killed Terry Reynolds."

 

I got his attention with that one. "I just need to talk to you for a couple of minutes. It won't take long." 

 

I guess I didn't strike Jimmy like one of the bad guys that messed him up the day before so he decided to let me in.

 

"I was just about to head out but I guess I can spare a minute to answer a couple of questions." 

 

Jimmy stepped back into his apartment and I followed him in. Logan's face was a mess. He had two black eyes and his nose was noticeably twisted toward the left side of his face.

 

"I heard about what happened to Alina on the news this morning. You say you think you know who killed her?"

 

"I don't know for sure just yet but I think there's a connection to Terry Reynold's death. If you could answer a few questions for me, it might be a big help in finding out who is responsible."

 

"I don't know this Terry Reynolds and I don't know anything about the murders."

 

"I didn't say you did Jimmy but you may have some information that could help me figure out what happened."

 

"Look Mr. Borman, I'd like to help you but this is some pretty scary shit going on here and I'd rather not get involved."

 

"I understand how you feel Mr. Logan but you might not get to sit this one out just because you don't want to get involved. The people who killed Alina and Terry Reynolds are probably worried about any loose ends. I'm not trying to scare you but there's a chance they might decide it might be safer for them if you weren't around."

 

I could see the blood drain from Jimmy's face. "What do you want to know?"

 

"Let's start with Alina Buzhinsky. I showed him the picture. What's your connection to her?"

 

"We've been seeing each other off and on for a couple of years."

 

Time to play poker and call, "You're pretty beat up and Alina is dead. It's not likely that I'm the only one who made the connection Jimmy. Is there something you want to tell me while you still can? Maybe I can help."

 

I could see that Jimmy was at wit's end. He was exhausted and he was scared. "She was involved with Sergei Mogilevich. She went to his hotel once a week on Wednesdays. She saw a secret ledger they used to record bribes and payoffs to city officials and she managed to snap a photo of one of the pages with her phone one day."

 

"And you tried to blackmail him?"

 

"No, not him. There was an entry in the ledger for $150,000 paid to the city treasurer. That's who we tried to bribe."

 

"Why aren't you in jail?"

 

"The cops kept the money and let me go."

 

"What did they look like? Did you get their names?"

 

"A white-haired Italian guy and a tall, bald black guy. They said their names were Patrick and Rossi."

 

"Are they the ones that roughed you up?"

 

"No. Two guys grabbed me after work last night and worked me over. They wanted to know who else was involved in trying to blackmail the city treasurer."

 

"How did these two goons know about your blackmail scheme?"

 

"I don't know. I wasn't honest with the two cops. I told them I had overheard two guys talking at the bar. They didn't buy it but I stuck to my story even when they dunked me in the river, so they finally let me go."

 

There were a lot of pieces still missing from the puzzle but I knew this was the break I'd been waiting for. I didn't want to appear too interested in the scam so I changed the subject. "Tell me about these two guys and what happened to your face Jimmy."

 

"They grabbed me when I was walking home after work last night and stuffed me in the back of a limo. They wanted to know how I really got the information. They started roughing me up. I had to tell them - they weren't going to stop till I told them what really happened."

 

"Have the cops been here to ask you any questions about Alina?"

 

"No. Not yet anyway."

 

"Don't you think that's a bit odd Jimmy. I'm not with the police and I found out you were connected with Alina. Why do you think it is the police haven't been here asking you questions about her death?"

 

"I don't know. I suppose they'll probably show up at some point. I know I should have told them about Alina yesterday. I tried to keep her out of it but I guess it didn't make any difference."

 

"What were you trying to protect her from?"

 

"I didn't want them to know it was Alina who got the information about the bribe or where she got it from. I was just trying to keep her out of trouble."

 

I gave Jimmy one of my cards. "Let me know if you think of anything else. Somebody's got a secret they're willing to kill for. I've got a feeling this isn't over yet."

 

"Do you think Alina was killed because of the blackmail attempt? Why would they let me go and not her?" Jimmy asked.

 

"I don't know Jimmy. Alina Buzhinsky's death might not be related to the blackmail attempt at all. Or, it could be there's something else in that ledger that someone wants to keep private at all cost. If that's the case, you may not be out of the woods yet."

 

"Are you investigating her murder? Is that why you're here? I'm not a suspect am I?"

 

"No Jimmy. Like I said, I'm just trying to find out who killed Terry Reynolds. I do think there's a connection with this mess you're involved in. I've got a feeling this is far from over."

 

I could tell Logan was completely freaked out by what happened to Alina Buzhinsky. And for good reason. Buzhinsky had been brutally murdered and there was a good chance it was related to the ledger she and Logan had used to blackmail the city treasurer. 

 

"You should put some ice on your face. It wouldn't be a bad idea to go to the hospital and have them straighten out your nose too."

 

 


Chapter 36

 

I went back to my makeshift war room at the hotel and started adding new bits of information to my boards. Jimmy Logan was connected with Alina Buzhinsky and she was connected to Sergei Mogilevich. Mark Fenton just happened to work for Sergei.

 

 Mark Fenton also happened to be one of the last people to talk to Terry Reynolds.

 

Fenton was an accountant and either he or Sergei kept a ledger to keep track of payments that were actually bribes made to city officials. The payments were probably made to rig land deals and grease the wheels so development permits went through quickly for the developer.

 

The Buzhinsky woman had snapped a photo of one of the pages in the ledger and together with her boyfriend Jimmy Logan, they tried to bribe the treasurer of the city of Toronto. It was a simple enough scheme: pay us to keep quiet or else we go public and create a scandal that will end your career.

 

That presented an interesting enough picture already, but we then have the two city cops who apparently stopped the blackmail attempt but let Jimmy Logan go without charging him with the crime.

 

Why did the cops let Logan go? Was Mark Fenton the whistle blower who came to Terry? If Fenton wasn't the snitch, who could it be? The city treasurer?

 

The pieces of the puzzle were starting to form a picture but there were still a lot of missing pieces. I didn't know for sure whether Terry Reynold's murder was connected - my gut told me it was. Did he get dragged into this somehow and been killed like the Buzhinsky woman?

 

Odds were the two goons who picked up Jimmy Logan were the ones who killed the Buzhinsky woman - yet they let Jimmy Logan live. Whoever they were, the killer or killers must have thought that Logan was less of a threat than Alina Buzhinsky was, for some reason.

 

That meant one of three things. Maybe Alina knew more than Jimmy, so she posed a bigger threat. Or, it could be that it was more personal when it came to Alina. She could have been closer to the killer and her actions were considered more treacherous. The third option was, it could be a bit of both. 

 

Jimmy Logan was spooked, and with good reason. He'd been busted for trying to blackmail a city official but let go. Later the same day, he gets picked up by two goons who worked him over, but then they let him go too.

 

Logan had to feel lucky but at the same time, his luck could run out at any time.

 

 


Chapter 37

 

When the news about Alina hit the front page, Mark Fenton finally realized he was in deep shit. First it was the reporter, then the councillor and now Alina. He didn't know for sure if Sergei was directly involved with the murders but when people start showing up dead, it's a wake up call - for the living that is.

 

Nothing was said about Alina at work yesterday. It was as if Sergei hadn't known her. Fenton spent the day going over the books for some of the retirement homes the company owned. It was a bit surreal.

 

He had an early dinner at home as usual and he was just heading downstairs to his office when the doorbell rang. He opened the door to find me on his front step.

 

"Can I have a word with you Mr. Fenton?" Fenton didn't look too surprised to see me standing on his doorstep.

 

"Sure, come in Mr. Borman. I was just heading down to my office. Why don't you join me." 

 

I followed Fenton to his office and took the chair he offered. I didn't think small talk was in order so I got right to the point, "I'm sure you've heard what happened to Alina Buzhinsky."

 

"Yes I did. It was all over the news most of the day yesterday."

 

"You knew her I gather?"

 

"She was a friend of Sergei's."

 

"By friend, you mean girlfriend?"

 

"I didn't want to be indiscreet, but yes."

 

I wanted to see what kind of reaction I'd get so I asked, "What can you tell me about the ledger Mr. Fenton?" 

 

I could see Fenton stiffen at the mention of the ledger. 

 

"How much do you know?"

 

"I know that Alina got some information from a ledger that is kept in Sergei's office. I also know that she and an accomplice tried to blackmail a city official with some of the information in the ledger."

 

Fenton was struggling to maintain his composure, "Where did you hear that?"

 

"Straight from the horse's mouth, Jimmy Logan himself."

 

"Are you saying you think that's why she was killed?"

 

"It's quite possible. Aren't you even a little bit worried Mr. Fenton. People are being murdered and it all seems to revolve around this ledger. You may soon be considered an accomplice to these murders, if you aren't already."

 

"That's ridiculous, I'm just an accountant. I had nothing to do with blackmail or any of these murders."

 

"If you aren't worried about the law, what about Sergei? Aren't you the one who is supposed to keep the records safe? How did Alina get her hands on the ledger? Did you let her see it?"

 

"Of course not. I have no idea how she got her hands on it, if she really did. But you're right. I am worried and I don't know what to do right now."

 

"You should be. Jimmy Logan was beat up pretty bad and they threatened his life to get him to give up Alina as his accomplice. Alina was found dead within a few hours. It seems pretty obvious that these people will kill anyone who appears to be a threat to them."

 

"Something changed when I heard about Alina on the news yesterday morning Mr. Borman. I'm an accountant and I'm kept in the dark about a lot of things. But I'm not completely naive. I hear things. 

 

I know they've used bribes and threats to get their way. That's how a lot of business gets done. I've had suspicions at times that it gets much worse than that, but it's never been as obvious as this is. I'm scared and I don't know what to do frankly."

 

If ever there was a time to push, this was it.

 

"Accountants keep records Mr. Fenton. Might someone be worried that you've been keeping records of things they would rather keep private?"

 

Bullseye. The reaction was so fast I would have missed it if I hadn't been looking right at him. But I was, and I saw the signs. Fenton's breathing stopped for a fraction of a second and his body stiffened. He had eyes that weren't very good at lying.

 

 


Chapter 38

 

"That's it isn't it? You've been keeping records! What for Mark? An insurance policy in case things go wrong?"

 

"It's not like that."

 

"I want to see what you've got Mark. Is it here? Are you keeping it at home?"

 

"First of all, I didn't say I had any private records."

 

"You know they'll come in here and tear this place apart don't you. I did a bit of checking around. Mogilevich has a reputation for playing hardball. It's more than just a bad temper he's got isn't it?"

 

Fenton was clearly agitated. His forehead was covered in sweat and I could tell his heart was racing. "You're in way over your head Mark. You're playing with nasty people here. These guys play real life monopoly and they don't play to lose. You're not going to get a pass if they even suspect you've been keeping a copy."

 

"You're right, you're right. I've got a cash ledger. But it's not for the reasons you're thinking. Sergei keeps the original and if anything were to happen to it, he'd be damn happy I've kept my own notes."

 

"So you've kept records of what, names and dates of cash payments to grease the wheels so deals go through, bribes to city officials, that sort of thing. Where is that ledger? I need to see it Mark."

 

"It's in a safe place. Like I told you, I've maintained it only as a backup to the original."

 

"This ledger is what you really talked to Terry about, isn't it?"

 

Fenton didn't seem all that surprised that I'd figured it out. "In general, yes. I didn't tell him I had been keeping a ledger. I just told him I wasn't comfortable about things that were happening at work. That I didn't think they'd just let me go. I was afraid they'd think I knew too much."

 

"Did Terry suggest you testify about what you know?"

 

"Yes. I told him I couldn't."

 

"I need to see it. There could be something in there that will help me figure out who is behind the murders."

 

Fenton thought for a moment. "I wish I could get rid of it and pretend I'd never seen it."

 

"You could let me have it for a few days and no one would be the wiser."

 

"It's not that simple Mr. Borman. That ledger implicates all sorts of people from city workers to city officials and police officers all the way to the top. It's not something you can forget once you see it."

 

"Let me help you get away from these people Mark. Your life's in danger. There's no telling how soon all of this could blow up in your face."

 

"I'm not so sure I can get out. Sergei's always had a really bad temper and I have no idea how he would react."

 

"You're afraid you know too much and they won't let you go?"

 

"Yes. A lot of people have died lately. First it was Terry. Then councillor Wilson died in a similar fashion. They were practically celebrating his death. Business can be brutal, but that struck me as extremely cold."

 

The blood had completely drained from Fenton's face. He looked exhausted. "And now Sergei's mistress turns up dead."

 

I waited for a minute to let the gravity of the situation sink into Mark Fenton's head. "I'm very familiar with how brutal the business world gets and the amount of corruption that's involved. I'm only looking for any entries that could be tied to Terry Reynold's death."

 

"How would you keep me out of it if you find what you're looking for?"

 

"I think you're already into this much deeper than you realize Mr. Fenton. The best I can do is tell you that I'll do my best to keep you out of it, but I can't promise. I think your best shot right now is to help me take down whoever it is that's behind the murders before your turn comes around."

 

"I'm a dead man for sure if Sergei hears about this copy."

 

"They won't know where I got the information, Mark."

 

"You have to promise me that you will destroy it once you get what you need out of it. Unless I turn up dead, in which case I don't care what you do with it."

 

 Fenton took a ledger out of the top drawer of his desk and put it down in front of me. 

 

I quickly flipped through it and involuntarily shook my head. I looked up at Fenton and said "You did the right thing."

 

 


Chapter 39

 

I had to admit I was impressed with the number of influential people Sergei had managed to get on the payroll. There has always been a lot of corruption in the world but it never ceased to amaze me how some individuals manage to control their environment. Getting my hands on Fenton's ledger made me realize how big a fish Sergei was.

 

This ledger represented the goings on for one man and it was just mind boggling. Cops and civil servants on the payroll including the city treasurer. There were a bunch of payments to other individuals I did not know. A lot of money was going through Mayor Corbett's office. A lot of money!

 

Detectives Patrick and Rossi were regulars as was Deputy Superintendent James Galecki. Mayor Corbett wasn't in the ledger, but I knew he would be getting paid in company shares, not cash.

 

I decided to focus on the time period from about one month before Terry Reynolds was killed to one month after. If the ledger contained any payments related to the murder, there was a good chance it would be noted during that period.

 

I carefully reviewed all the payments in that two-month period. I'm not sure what I expected to find. There were two cash payments to an A.R. INSG for $50,000. There was so much cash being handed out, it was going to be hard to make any sense of it.

 

I made notes as I went through the ledger so I could ask Mark Fenton if he could add some insight into the payments. The one other thing that caught my attention was that this A.R. INSG notation had two other entries, one for $15,000 and one for $25,000.

 

The ledger certainly opened up a lot of questions, but it didn't offer too many answers. There were a lot of cash payments that would appear to be a ton of money for most people, but for a company that's involved in deals that are worth hundreds of millions of dollars, the sums were not all that large.

 

Friday 7pm

 

I called Fenton at home to see if I could drop by for a few minutes. Fenton said I could, so I copied a few pages out of the ledger and went to see if I could get more insight about the payments.

 

Back in Fenton's basement I spread out a few pages and asked Fenton if he could add some commentary to the entries that were highlighted with a yellow marker. Fenton agreed, with the understanding that it was all off the record.

 

"Who is this A.R. INSG?"

 

"A.R. stand for Anatoly Rodchenko. He and Sergei know each other from the old country. Anatoly runs a consulting firm called INSG which stands for International Negotiating Services Group."

 

"Why would Sergei be making a cash payment to a corporation. Wouldn't he want to do that the usual way to have the write-off?"

 

"There could be a number of reasons. Sometimes you want to hire a service but you want to do it unofficially."

 

"When would  a company want to do that?"

 

"Anytime you want to make it look like you didn't do anything to influence the outcome. Corporations often hire third parties to lobby on their behalf so it looks like the change came about without any pressure from the corporation."

 

"Hum. So, can you tell me what these two payments of $50,000 would be for. What outcome was Sergei trying to bring about here?"

 

"I honestly don't know. Sergei doesn't always tell me why these payments are made. He just tells me the amount and what to put down next to it, if anything."

 

"So Sergei is the only person who would know what this money was paid out for?"

 

"Sergei and Anatoly."

 

"There are some other payments to Anatoly a few months earlier. Again two payments, but for less money; these were for $15,000 and $25,000."

 

"Again, I don't know what the payments were for. That was around the time that Sergei was having problems putting through the approval for the St. James Town project. I assumed he had retained Anatoly to help with that."

 

"Councillor Tim Wilson! Wasn't he murdered after a rally in downtown Toronto a short while ago?"

 

"Yes he was. He wasn't greatly missed around here because he was one of the main opponents to the St. James Town project."

 

It didn't look like the ledger was going to be as much help in finding Terry Reynold's killer as I had hoped. "Thanks Mark. I'll let you know if I need anything else. I can show myself out."

 

 


Chapter 40

 

Friday 9am

 

I called Stan Novak and asked him to check the incident file for Tim Wilson's murder. It turned out Wilson had been stabbed to death just like Terry Reynolds had. The killer had used a different stabbing pattern; this one didn't scream professional assassin, but it was a stabbing death just the same.

 

We both did a search on Anatoly Rodchenko. Nothing there. My online search for the INSG turned up a few stories about successful negotiations for various corporations but nothing that would cast suspicion on the company.

 

The hair on the back of my neck was standing up again. I knew I was onto something, but there was no obvious connection between Anatoly and councillor Wilson or Terry Reynolds. I printed off all the relevant material to add a few more bits of information to my boards.

 

Just after 1pm, I put in a call to councillor Tim Wilson's office. Bill Stevens had been appointed interim councillor to act in Wilson's place until the next election. I was hoping the office secretary would still be there - that's who I wanted to talk to.

 

Someone picked up on the second ring "Councillor Wilson's Office." 

 

"Good afternoon, my name is Nick Borman. I'm a private investigator and I wonder if I could ask you a few questions about councillor Tim Wilson's schedule last month, if that's OK"

 

"I'd be glad to help if I can. Are you any closer to catching who did this to him?" Gloria asked.

 

"Not yet, but we're working on it. I'm just following up leads to make sure we haven't missed anything. Who am I speaking with by the way."

 

"My name is Gloria. I was the office manager for Mr. Wilson and I am working in the same capacity for Mr. Stevens who is the interim ward councillor."

 

"Thank you for taking a few minutes out of your busy day Gloria. Tell me, is there any way you could check councillor Wilson's daytimer to see if he met with an Anatoly Rodchenko from a company named INSG sometime last month?"

 

"I can answer that without checking. I remember Mr. Rodchenko - nice looking older man, very polite. He met with Mr. Wilson to see if he could get him to change his mind on the St. James Town project. Mr. Wilson made it very clear to him that tearing down St. James Town would be the last thing he would do. I'm sure councillor Wilson would be turning in his grave right now if he knew how quickly his successor caved in on the issue."

 

Gloria raised her voice for the last bit - her way of letting the new councillor know she didn't approve of the way he'd been handling the matter since taking over for councillor Wilson.

 

"Thank you for the information Gloria. Have a good day."

 

"You're very welcome. I can look up the exact date and time if you like."

 

"I don't need that right at the moment Gloria. But it might be useful later on, you never know."

 

"OK. I'll look it up and make a note of it for you. Just call me if you need it. And please make whoever did this to councillor Wilson pay for what he did. He was a good man."

 

"I'll do my best Gloria. Thanks again."

 

Rodchenko appeared to be a dead end. Fenton had said that businesses would often pay negotiators to work under the table and Anatoly had in fact met with councillor Wilson and probably quite a few others.

 

The only thing that didn't jibe was the gut feeling I had. I made a note and stuck it up on the board next to Sergei and Mayor Corbett. I had learned not to ignore my gut feeling a long time ago.

 

 


Chapter 41

 

Sergei had been out of sorts since learning about Alina and the attempted blackmail of treasurer Bill Paxton. This was the sort of thing that could cause permanent damage for a land developer.

 

It's not likely Paxton would ever forget about this and it was going to be that much harder to get him to take cash for favors the next time. Not to mention that Paxton would likely want more money because of the increased risk.

 

Sergei had to make sure this wouldn't happen again. Records were a necessary evil for a business - you had to know where your money went. It was important to know who your friends were and how much it cost to keep them as friends.

 

Sergei didn't have a poor memory but it wasn't photographic. Part of the problem was he needed a bookkeeper. Sergei rarely spend a lot of time with the ledger personally and he certainly didn't leave it lying around for anyone to see. That meant Alina probably took the photo while Fenton had the ledger out.

 

He called Fenton in. "We need to make sure we don't have another incident like we did with Bill Paxton. I'm trying to understand how that could have happened. Have you ever had that ledger opened on your desk while anyone else was in your office?"

 

Fenton had a sinking feeling but he had to keep his cool. "No. I always put it away if someone comes in while I'm working on it. Do you think anyone might have watched while you opened your safe and memorized the combination?" Fenton was on shaky ground.

 

"No. I don't think it happened that way. I'm very careful not to let anyone see the number sequence and I have the tumblers changed every so often."

 

Sergei appeared to be lost in thought for a moment. "We're going to have to be a lot more careful going forward. Mistakes like this can screw things up in a big way. It can't ever happen again. From now on, that ledger doesn't leave my office ever again. We'll make whatever notes we need right here in this office and then put it back under lock and key immediately."

 

Fenton nodded. "Anything else?"

 

"No. That's all for now." Fenton went back to his office. The dark cloud that had been hanging over his head was closing in. He'd had a bad feeling about bringing in his copy the day Alina walked in on him. Yes, he remembered that day very well. He wasn't about to forget it.

 

 


Chapter 42

 

Monday 2pm

 

I'd bet Mark Fenton's heart stopped for a second when he saw me walk into the waiting room to Sergei's office. I took the pressure off right away by introducing myself as I handed him one of my cards, "My name is Nick Borman. I wonder if I could see Sergei Mogilevich for a few minutes."

 

Fenton was relieved but still very nervous "Just a moment; I'll see if he can see you." He pressed a button on his phone "There's a security expert named Nick Borman here. He says he would like to speak with you if you have a couple of minutes Mr. Mogilevich."

 

After a couple of seconds Fenton hung up the phone, "He said to have a seat for a minute and he'll be right with you."

 

I took a seat and grabbed a magazine from one of the tables. I made a point of not even looking at Fenton. A minute later, Sergei came out of his office.

 

He got my card from Fenton and asked me to follow him into his office. I took the chair he pointed to. "What can I do for you Mr. Borman?"

 

"Thank you for giving me a few minutes of your time Mr. Mogilevich. I'm following up on some leads in an investigation and I'd like to ask you a few questions."

 

Mogilevich looked like a man who was very comfortable in his skin. He was about 6' with gray hair that was buzzed close to the scalp. He wore brown horn rimmed glasses and had gray/blue eyes. He had a cold, unwavering stare that would make a lot of people uncomfortable. Sergei Mogilevich did not come across as someone you would want to fool with. 

 

"How can I help you Mr. Borman?"

 

 I like to keep people off balance so I started with an unexpected question, "What can you tell me about the St. James Town project."

 

"What is it exactly you're investigating Mr. Borman?"

 

"I'm following up on any possible leads that might help us find who killed Terry Reynolds."

 

"Isn't that the newspaper reporter who was killed during a robbery at the Pacific Mall? Why would you think his death might be connected to the St. James Town project?"

 

"We don't know for sure why he was killed Mr. Mogilevich. Robbery is a possible motive but the family doesn't think that's why it happened. They've hired me to look into other possible causes - they think the robbery was staged to cover up the real motive."

 

"And how is it that you think the St. James Town project might have anything to do with the robbery and death of Terry Reynolds."

 

"We have reason to believe that Terry Reynolds had been working with councillor Tim Wilson. The fact that councillor Wilson and Terry Reynolds were both killed in a similar fashion is highly suspicious. Wilson was the main opponent to the St. James Town project was he not?"

 

Mogilevich was a cool character but I could see I'd touched a nerve.

 

"Let me explain the math for you Mr. Borman. There are forty five councillors on city council. Any motion that has 23 votes proceeds. Councillor Wilson had one vote as does each and every other councillor. If memory serves, 25 voted for the project and that's why the city is going ahead with it."

 

Mogilevich was looking around his office as if he had something else he needed to get back to. I casually looked around with him as I reached into my pocket for the GSM5000. 

 

The small listening device was about half the size of a book of matches. It had an adhesive surface on one side that allowed you to stick it to all sorts of surfaces. It took a bit of practice to remove the protective plastic from the adhesive with one hand but I could now do that very quickly.

 

I carried on, "I know all votes are worth the same, but Councillor Wilson was the chairman of a few important committees. Word on the street is he was using his influence to keep the project from becoming a reality. I'm sure you were aware of that."

 

"I'm a developer Mr. Borman. I try not to get too involved in the political end of things. We bid on various projects and we proceed with the ones we win."

 

"So you're telling me you have no interest or involvement in the political process?"

 

"That's not what I said Mr. Borman. I said it doesn't matter to me whether I work on a development in St. James Town or on a development in Scarborough or anywhere else in the city for that matter. We bid on projects and we proceed on the bids we've won."

 

"So, just to be sure I understand what you're saying Mr. Mogilevich, you're telling me that you don't care about or ever get involved in the political end. You don't try to influence politicians or civil servants."

 

"I'm not sure what you're getting at Mr. Borman. I run a legitimate business. I care about politics as much as any other citizen does. I vote for the councillor I prefer and I donate money to causes I agree with, be they political or not. There is nothing unusual in any of that."

 

Mogilevich was trying to keep his cool but he was clearly getting riled. I could feel his anger boiling just below the surface.

 

"If you're asking me whether or not I bribe politicians to sway how they vote the answer is no I do not. Now, if you'll excuse me I have work to do."

 

Mogilevich got up and walked over to the door and opened it. The interview was clearly over. I got up and started walking towards the door. Our eyes were locked as I made my way across the room.

 

"Thank you for your time Mr. Mogilevich. I'm sorry if I offended you sir, that wasn't my intention. I hope you understand I have to ask these questions." 

 

"Have a good day Mr. Borman."

 

"Thank you for your time Mr. Mogilevich." I walked out without even glancing at Fenton. Walking toward the elevator, I reached for my cell phone and hit a speed dial number that activated the small GSM listening device that I had stuck to the bottom of the chair I had been sitting in.

 

I stuck the earpiece in my left ear just in time to hear Sergei close the door to his office. He immediately put a call in to someone.

 

"We've got a problem."

 

The bug wasn't strong enough to pick up the voice of whoever it was Sergei had called. 

 

Sergei continued, "I'm in the mood for a good steak dinner, how about you?"

 

And after a short delay, "Seven works fine. Jacob's? See you there."

 

I hit the speed dial again to turn off the tiny mic. The GSM5000 was good for about a month on standby but only about 15 hours when turned on. At just under $1,000 it wasn't cheap. Time is money though and you can't put a price on good intel.

 

 


Chapter 43

 

I didn't want to risk following Sergei into the restaurant. It was too early in the game and I didn't want to spook him. Luckily, my main assistant Alex Weiss had just landed in Toronto earlier in the day. She was seated at a table in the restaurant by 6:30 pm, well ahead of Sergei or his guest.

 

Sergei arrived at Jacob's Steakhouse a little before seven. He had reserved a private booth in the back room where they could discuss business privately.

 

His guest arrived right at seven. Mayor Corbett knew a lot of people and he rarely missed an opportunity to shake a hand and do a little campaigning wherever he went. It took him about five minutes to cross the room and make his way to the table where Sergei was seated.

 

Sergei had already ordered a bottle of Charles Smith Royal Syrah 2006 vintage. Corbett sat and Sergei poured him a glass of wine. "This is a wonderful blend of red John."

 

Corbett took a sip "This is lovely Serge. Thank you." The high-end Syrah had rich scents of purple fruit, smoked meat, cedar and a lovely earthiness to it.

 

They enjoyed the wine and made small talk until their 12oz strip steaks with a baked potato and vegetables was served and then the talk got a bit more serious.

 

"You said we had a problem Serge?"

 

"I got a visit today from a private investigator named Nick Borman."

 

"Never heard of him. Who is he working for and what is he investigating?"

 

"He's a corporate security specialist. He said he's working for Bill Piermont, the owner of Onix Semiconductors."

 

"Why did he come to see you and how might he be a problem for us?"

 

"He asked about the St. James Town project. Said he had reason to believe that Terry Reynolds and councillor Tim Wilson were connected in some way. He insinuated Reynolds might have been talking to Wilson and their deaths might be connected to Wilson's opposition to the project."

 

"Really! There's no official investigation into Reynolds' death. Why is Piermont interested in this?"

 

"His daughter was married to Terry Reynolds."

 

"Hmm. Probably trying to get the paper to say he died doing a story so his daughter gets a full pension. I can see why you're concerned though. Did he say how Reynolds and Wilson were connected?"

 

"He didn't. He insinuated I was using my influence to get projects like St. James Town through. I told him I run an honest business and showed him the door when he suggested I might have tried to influence the political process."

 

Corbett thought about it. "Other than timing, I'm not sure we would normally be concerned about that. It does make you wonder given what we've just been through with Paxton."

 

"Do you think he might have got wind of what happened with Paxton?"

 

"It's possible but I don't know how. We've kept it quiet on our end; there hasn't been an official police report. Galecki had Rossi and Patrick take care of it personally, which means they didn't even take notes."

 

Sergei was thinking they had made a mistake letting Jimmy Logan go. He could still fix that. "This guy makes me nervous John. What if he has something."

 

"The coroner's reports officially considered the deaths of both Wilson and Reynolds to be an accidental homicide not a murder. Borman is just fishing. We've applied a lot of pressure to get Novak to stop his unofficial murder investigation.

 

 Bill Piermont probably hired this guy to keep the pressure on. I imagine he wants to get his son-in-law's death classified as a murder that occurred while he was performing his job. Perpetuate the legend you know, the guy was killed following a big story. Borman was probably just using Wilson to see if he can get a reaction."

 

"Could be. But can we afford to assume he hasn't found something? What if he's questioned Jimmy Logan?"

 

"Jimmy is a loose end. What are you thinking?"

 

"I'm thinking it's not smart to gamble with something you can't afford to lose."

 

Corbett thought for a moment. He preferred political solutions, but he knew from experience that you can't solve every problem through compromise.

 

"Yeah. I agree, especially when it comes to the bartender. But a private investigator looking into the murder of a prominent citizen could be a big risk."

 

"Not if there aren't any similarities. If the guy had an accident, what's to tie the deaths together?"

 

"Well, if the guy had an accident. An accident can happen to anybody at any time. That's why they're called accidents, isn't it?" Corbett smiled.

 

Sergei nodded agreement. "Our biggest projects are still in the pipe. We can't afford to let anything jeopardize the plan."

 

"Lets make sure we don't have any other surprises jump out at us OK. I don't buy Logan's story about two guys at the bar. There's a leak someplace and we can't afford that."

 

"I don't buy that story either. I'm still trying to figure out how it happened."

 

"Like you said Serge. We can't afford to let anything jeopardize the plan. That means anything or anyone. You'd best find out how it happened and deal with it. If in doubt, cut it out."

 

Serge was nodding his head slowly, "I'll take care of it."

 

 


Chapter 44

 

Sergei didn't know how he'd let things get so far out of hand. He ran a tight ship and had a reputation for being someone you didn't want to cross. Yet someone close to him was letting sensitive information get into the wrong hands.

 

There were only two people who had access to the ledger: himself and Mark Fenton. But the information in the ledger didn't exist in a vacuum. Several people knew about and were involved in any entry that ended up in that log.

 

His lawyer and bagman James Turkell knew about a good number of the bribes and payoffs that were entered in the ledger. Sasha and a couple of his closest men also knew about some of the payoffs, especially the ones that were of a less political nature.

 

Alina's final confession was that she had snapped a photo of a page while the ledger was sitting open on Fenton's desk. She said Fenton had not seen her take the photo. Still, it was the careless handling by Fenton that had made it possible for Alina to snap the picture and get involved with a blackmail scheme with Jimmy Logan.

 

Sergei had never doubted Mark Fenton's loyalty. He was a hard worker and he had been with Sergei for many years. However, the fact that he had allowed someone to access the corporation's most sensitive record book, for however brief a period, was something that could not be overlooked.

 

Sergei decided he would sleep on it overnight and make his decision in the morning.

 

 When Sergei woke up Tuesday morning he knew what needed to be done. He showered, got dressed and drove to the hotel where he had coffee and a light breakfast. Back in his office, the first call he made was to Sasha.

 

"I've got something I need you to take care of this weekend. Meet me in the gym in about one hour."

 

 


Chapter 45

 

I knew I'd hit a nerve with Sergei. The ledger contained tons of evidence that he was dirty, but it didn't prove he was a murderer. There's a big difference between bribing a city official for favors and killing someone that happens to be in your way.

 

If only I could find a way to get Fenton to open up. I had a feeling that Fenton knew a lot more than he was letting on. His office was right next to Sergei's so he must have overheard the odd conversation.

 

The thing that kept nagging at me was where did all the cash come from. Very few businesses deal with a lot of cash these days. It's mostly debit cards and credit cards. Where did Sergei get the tens of thousands of dollars for the cash payoffs he made so often?

 

That was something else Fenton should be able to answer but likely wouldn't. Something to do with a code for accountants. Someone working in vice might be able to shed some light on the matter.

 

Stan Novak suggested I should talk to detectives Chan and Brady. They worked in vice and their names were not in the ledger. Not exactly a guarantee they were clean cops; Sergei was only one businessman. How many others were greasing the wheels of the city's administration to better their odds? 

 

I arranged to meet Chan and Brady at a nearby Fran's Diner for a morning coffee. After the usual small talk, I got to the point. "I'm following up on a lead that might help us find who killed Terry Reynolds and I need help sorting a few things out."

 

Detective Chan was a pretty Asian cop. She stood about 5'2" and had a very intelligent look in her eyes. The other cops nicknamed her 'lucky loo'. Lucky made it clear they wanted to help, "Stan told us what you're working on. What can Tom and I do to help?" 

 

"I'm trying to figure out where a guy like Sergei Mogilevich would get access to tens of thousands of dollars of cash on a weekly basis. I know he owns the Executive Suites Hotel in Markham and he's also the developer who is behind the St. James Town redevelopment project. A source tells me he pays out a lot of cash to grease the wheels of progress. My question is: where would he get his hands on so much cash?"

 

"He owns a lot of other businesses" Brady offered. "His son Sasha runs the Brass Ring strip club on Yonge St. It has a cash bar and there's a lot of drugs and prostitution on the premises. Talk is the old man owns it, but I don't know for sure." 

 

"What do we know about his son?"

 

"Sasha Mogilevich, real name Alexander. Hangs with some shady Russian mob types. We've been watching him for a long time but we've never been able to nail him to anything directly. We suspect he has his hand in all sorts of things from drugs to prostitution, both on and off the club premises. The Russians run a pretty tight group so it's hard to get inside info on them."

 

"That's a big help guys. Sasha could be the missing link in this story."

 

Chan piped in again, "Let us know if there's anything we can do to help. We don't like how they're sweeping Terry's murder under the rug any more than Stan does."

 

"Thanks. You've been a great help already but I'll let you know."

 

I tossed a ten on the table to pay for the coffees and headed back to my hotel room to do more research.

 

I downloaded a couple of pictures of Sasha, printed them off and tacked them to my boards. I still had a lot of blank spots to fill in, especially when it came to Sasha's connection to the Russian mob.

 

The puzzle was starting to tell a story. If Chan and Brady were right and it was Sergei who owned the strip joint, that would explain where all the cash came from. They also suspected that Sasha had ties to the Russian mob.

 

I decided to go pay Sasha a visit at the club.

 

 


Chapter 46

 

The Brass Ring was part of a three storey building on Yonge Street just south of Bloor. The outside of the building was covered with posters featuring sexy looking dancing girls. One poster was much larger than the others, screaming out the message that this particular dancer was a past Howard Stern pick. If that little bit didn't justify double the price for a lap dance, I don't know what would.

 

The Brass Ring had two sections: the downstairs catered to the regular patrons and the upstairs was reserved for the big spenders. The top floor featured a bunch of smaller stages and some private booths for the really big spenders who didn't like to share.

 

I walked through the front doors around 8pm. Loud music and lots of neon lights set the mood. There was a large stage in the middle of the room with three brass poles so the patrons always had a dancing girl fairly close no matter where they sat.

 

I went straight to the bar and introduced myself to the bartender - told him I'd like to have a word with Sasha Mogilevich. The bartender didn't take his eyes off me as he picked up the phone, hit a speed dial button and muttered something into the mouthpiece. He got his answer and pointed me to a set of stairs in the back of the room.

 

The stairway to Sasha's office was steep and narrow. I walked down the hall to the door with the 'manager' sign on it and knocked. At 6'2" and 200lbs, not too many guys made me look small. The guy who opened the door did.

 

He had to be 6'8" and over 300lbs. He opened the door and motioned me in with a backwards nod of his head.

 

Sasha spoke from behind the desk where he was seated, "Good evening Mr. Borman. How can I help you? Did one of our girls catch your fancy?"

 

"I'm not here for the girls Mr. Mogilevich. I'd like to ask you a few questions if that's alright."

 

"I'm always glad to help if I can. Please have a seat."

 

I sat in a leather chair across the desk from Sasha. "Do you happen to know a bartender named Jimmy Logan?"

 

Sasha thought for a few seconds, "Can't say I do. Are you looking for a bartender?"

 

"No. His name came up in an investigation and we're checking his references."

 

"He said I know him?"

 

"Not exactly. He said he had worked here a few years back."

 

"Most of our bartenders have been with us for quite some time. I don't recall ever hiring someone named Logan. You Bear?" The big guy shook his head sideways a few times.

 

"You're sure about that. You don't recall anyone named Jimmy Logan?"

 

"I'm quite sure. I personally hire all the staff. This Mr. Logan was never one of them."

 

"Well, I guess that takes care of that. It's not often someone lies about their references."

 

"You might want to check the rest of his story then. Probably not much truth there either."

 

"You're probably right. Well, thanks for your time Mr. Mogilevich."

 

I could see by the look in Sasha's eyes he didn't buy my story about checking out a bartender. He was trying hard to look uninterested but his eyes told a different story. That was exactly what I wanted.

 

 


Chapter 47

 

It wasn't long after I left that Sasha and Bear were thinking they had made a mistake letting Jimmy Logan go. Bear was the first to speak up, "We should get rid of Logan boss."

 

"Maybe. One thing's for sure. This Borman guy isn't checking into Jimmy Logan's work history."

 

"I no like him. He bring trouble."

 

"That makes two of us Bear. He's sniffing around for something and I want to know what it is."

 

Sasha hit a speed dial number. He got voicemail, so he left a message, "It's me. I need you to do a background search on a private investigator named Nick Borman. Get back to me as soon as you get anything."

 

"You want I take care of Logan boss?"

 

"Not just yet Bear. Let's just lie low for a bit and see what's going on. Go check the floor for a while, I need to think for a minute."

 

Sasha's phone rang about a half hour later, "Sam Patrick. Why are you interested in the spook?"

 

"Spook?"

 

"Yeah. He ain't no private investigator, he's a corporate security expert. You know, high tech spy shit, corporate counter espionage, that sort of thing."

 

"What the hell is he doing here?"

 

"He was at the club?"

 

"Yeah. Came by about an hour ago asking if we had ever hired a bartender named Jimmy Logan."

 

"Don't know why he'd be interested in Logan. Bad news havin a guy like that snooping around. We had nothin on him here. Had to call a friend over at CSIS; that's where I got the info on him. You want us to pay him a visit, see what he's up to?"

 

"Not yet. I'll get back to you."

 

"Alright. You best be careful. Spooks are dangerous motherfuckers."

 

Sasha knew Sergei would want to know that a private investigator had dropped by so the old man was the second person he called. "A private investigator named Nick Borman just dropped by the bar. Wanted to know if a bartender named Jimmy Logan had ever worked here."

 

"I'm guessing he's never worked there?"

 

"No."

 

"He say anything else?"

 

"Said he was looking into the guy's references."

 

"Interesting. He's snooping around for something. He was here earlier asking about my political contributions."

 

"Your political contributions?"

 

"He was just trying to see if he'd get a reaction. Just ignore him for now till we see what it is he's really up to."

 

"OK. I had Patrick do a background check on the guy. No record with them but a friend of Patrick's at CSIS said the guy's a spook in corporate security."

 

"He told me the Piermont family hired him to look into Terry Reynold's death. Said they don't buy the robbery story."

 

"Patrick said the guy was bad news. You want me to do something?"

 

"Let me look into this a bit. A guy like that should get some special attention."

 

"OK."

 

 


Chapter 48

 

Captain John Gallagher was looking at a few photocopied sheets of paper that Stan Novak had just handed him. "Christ Stan, where did you get this?"

 

"It's a copy of a ledger that shows payments made by Sergei Mogilevich."

 

"$150,000, $200,000. Christ! That's more than a year's salary for most people."

 

"I wanted you to see some of these so you know we need to be careful even in our department."

 

"I've wondered about Galecki for some time. Now I see why he acts the way he does. They're really stuffing his pockets aren't they."

 

"And that's only one developer!"

 

"Unbelievable. Where's the ledger?"

 

"I got this from a private investigator. I had to promise I wouldn't divulge the source just yet Captain. The owner's life would be in danger and we might lose a valuable witness if we're not careful. We've promised we would only use it to try to find Terry's killer."

 

"You're not going to be able to keep that promise Stan. We need to take this up to the Chief so he can clean house."

 

"We don't know who we can trust Captain. These records are from one corporation. How many others do you think there might be? Besides, without the witness, none of this means anything."

 

"Point taken. What is it exactly that you intend to do?"

 

"I'm working with the private investigator Bill Piermont hired. We've already started to shake things up to see how people react. We're going to find who killed Terry and make them pay and maybe clean up some of this mess in the process."

 

"What can I do to help?"

 

"I'd like to put The Brass Ring under surveillance for a few days and I could use a bit of help. Chan and Brady would be good if that's OK with you."

 

"Chan and Brady are fine if they can spare the time. Keep this off the record until we see if it leads us anywhere."

 

 


Chapter 49

 

A few hours later, I was set up across the road from the Brass Ring. The business owner let us use an empty apartment above his store. He'd never been happy about having a strip club in the neighborhood, let alone right across the street.

 

We had a clear view of the entire front of the club from across the street. Novak had set up a couple of cameras with high powered zoom lenses on tripods, ready to snap pictures of some of any interesting patrons that visited the club.

 

He also had a directional mike that could pick up conversations, but that wouldn't be of any use except for quiet times after hours and only if someone was in the front of the building.

 

Novak, Chan and Brady were helping me keep the place covered for a couple of days. Detective Chan came in at 7pm so I could go back to the hotel and get a bit of rest and a shower. I said I'd be back by 11. "You hoping to see anyone in particular Nick?"

 

"Anyone we know or looks like they could be of interest. Sergei's been paying off a lot of people and I've got a feeling this club plays a bigger part in this story than we know."

 

Chan settled in and I went back to the hotel to get some rest before the long night ahead. I wasn't sure what I expected to see over the next couple of days. Time would tell.

 

I didn't get any real sleep but I did manage to rest up a bit. A cold shower helped clear the cobwebs and I went back to the stake out at 11pm.

 

"Brought you a coffee. Any interesting guests so far?" I handed Chan a coffee and put the box of donuts on the table. I had picked up a small cooler and filled it with sandwiches and snacks I picked up at the hotel restaurant. It was going to be a long night.

 

"Not really. I've snapped some shots of the doorman and a couple of the other bouncers when they tossed someone out about an hour ago."

 

"It's early yet as far as clubs go." 

 

Chan took a sip of coffee, "I've heard they have some interesting late night card games here."

 

"Regularly or just on occasion?"

 

"Don't know for sure. It would probably be after hours so Friday, Saturday and Sunday would probably be the most likely nights."

 

I grabbed a ham and cheese sandwich and unwrapped it, "We could pick up one of the girls tomorrow and see what we can find out."

 

Chan smiled, "That's a great idea. Some of them probably work the tables. Why don't we take the early afternoon shift tomorrow."

 

Chan left for the night and I took over. I didn't see anything worth noting. The last patrons were ushered out the door around 2:15am. Sasha and Bear were the last to leave just after 3. I kept an eye on the Brass Ring for another hour and then packed it in for the night.

 

Detective Chan and I were back on stakeout duty at 2pm the next day. At 2:45pm, the main headliner, a dancer named Amber, came out the front door and headed south on Yonge St. We quickly followed and caught up with her before she had gone more than a block.

 

Chan walked up on Amber's right hand side and gently grabbed her arm as she flashed her badge. "We'd like to ask you a few questions Amber, if that's alright."

 

Amber was known to use nose candy, like most of the girls, and she immediately thought that's what the questions were going to be about. "I'm just going to get a coffee and a bite to eat; I have to start working at 4."

 

"We could use a coffee too. Mind if we join you? We only need a few minutes of your time" I added.

 

"Sure, if Starbucks is OK with you."

 

Amber ordered a coffee and a half sandwich. I got Chan and I a coffee and we followed Amber to the back of the room where three comfortable club chairs were available.

 

"What's this about?" Amber asked.

 

I asked her straight out, "We want to know about the card games at the club Amber."

 

"What about them?"

 

"We want to know when and where and who the big players are." 

 

"There's no regular pattern. They tell us the day of the game; sometimes the day before. It's never regular. They use a couple of the rooms in the Upper Ring for separate games. I don't really know the players but one room seems to be for the big players - rich businessmen types."

 

Chan jumped in, "so these are just the regular patrons who stay late?"

 

"Not usually. They come in at the end of the night just for the game. Some of them come in through the back entrance."

 

"The back entrance?"

 

"Yeah. The service entrance at the back. There's another set of stairs there too."

 

One last question, Chan said, "Do they ever have the games anywhere else or do they always play here?"

 

"Sometimes they have a really big game, once a month or so, and we take a limo up to the Executive Suites in Markham. They usually rent two or three adjoining rooms; some of those games go on for a couple of days." Amber seemed to enjoy the memory.

 

"Is there a game tonight?"

 

"Yeah. They told a couple of us to be ready for a few extra hours."

 

"Thanks Amber, you've been a great help. Let's keep this discussion between us OK?" Chan gave her a warm smile.

 

"OK."

 

 


Chapter 50

 

I spent the afternoon looking for a place with a good view to the back of The Brass Ring. We didn't have time to find another inside space but there was narrow service lane that ran north from Charles St. East along the back of the club.

 

I managed to get my hands on a service van with blacked out windows and I parked it in front the building where the Tokyo Kitchen was located. This gave me a clear view of the service lane that ran behind the Brass Ring.

 

The restaurant owner was happy to let me park off street in front of his building for a fee. It wasn't the best location but it allowed me to see who drove into the laneway through the front windshield and I could see who entered the Brass Ring's rear entrance through the back window of the van.

 

It didn't offer the best angle for taking photographs but it would have to do. Chan agreed to cover the front of the building from 7pm till 11pm and then Brady would take over till closing around 3am. I set up in the van to cover the back from midnight till whatever time the players came out. 

 

There was a limited number of reserved parking spaces against the building in the back laneway. At 2am sharp, a black Mercedes 550 series turned into the laneway and parked in a spot that was reserved for one of the restaurants. A middle-aged oriental man got out and made his way to the back door of the Brass Ring.

 

I snapped a few photos as he got out of the Mercedes. I recognized Sam Chan from press photos; he was the owner of a high-tech company that made video cards for computers. Chan pressed a buzzer. Bear opened the door and let him in.

 

A few minutes later a limo service dropped off two well-dressed businessmen who also entered through the back door.

 

The last arrival was the biggest surprise. Deputy Chief James Galecki stepped out of a cab and made his way to the rear entrance.

 

 


Chapter 51

 

Chan and Brady were back on watch Friday afternoon. When Amber came out for her morning coffee and sandwich, they decided to join her once more.

 

"Mind if we join you for a coffee again today Amber?" Chan flashed her best smile.

 

"This is becoming a habit. What is it today?"

 

"We just want to show you a couple of pictures and ask you to fill in the blanks for us."

 

"Alright. You guys better be ready to do me a favor if I ever need it."

 

Brady didn't hesitate, "You bet."

 

Once they found a table Chan showed her a picture of Galecki. "This one of the players?"

 

"Yeah. He's one of the regulars at the businessman table. Not much of a card player though."

 

Amber seemed to like detective Chan, so Chan kept up most of the conversation with her. "Loses more than he wins, does he?"

 

"He was down $50,000 at one point last night and he still kept playing. Didn't stop till he doubled his losses."

 

"Do they bring cash to the game Amber?"

 

"No, they play with chips. Sasha makes sure the accounts get settled at some point later."

 

 


Chapter 52

 

Being the head of Specialized Operations, Deputy Chief James Galecki was in charge of the Swat Team and any other measures that were beyond the scope of regular police operations.

 

The Deputy Chief's authority included the Port Authority for the city. The two forces had been amalgamated a number of years ago. James Galecki was empowered to take over or override any police activity anywhere in the city, including the docks.

 

This wide-sweeping authority along with his out-of-control gambling habit made the Deputy Chief a valuable person to someone like Sasha Mogilevich.

 

Galecki was allowed an almost unlimited stake at Sasha's card games. Galecki won a lot of hands simply by upping the stakes and bluffing his way through. 

 

The technique worked well when he was playing with anyone who didn't have deep pockets; it cost him dearly with the players who could afford to call his bluff, like the people at the table last night.

 

Galecki woke up with a hangover. Slowly, the memory of last night's game bubbled to the surface in his mind. Christ, he'd lost over $100,000. His chit was getting up there with Sasha and that meant he would need to babysit another shipment through the port authority.

 

Then again, he could get lucky next game. In fact, he was starting to feel better by the time he finished his first coffee. Like most gamblers, Galecki had a long memory for his big wins.

 

 


Chapter 53

 

St. Lawrence Market is located at the corner of Front St. East and Jarvis in the Old Town district. It is the largest farmer's market in Toronto and was named the world's best food market by National Geographic in 2012.

 

Competition among vendors is fierce and the quality of the produce reflects that. Farmers from across Southern Ontario make the trip to the City every week to sell their produce through the 120 vendors.

 

Saturday is the big day. The market opens at 5am and many regular shoppers rush to get there early to buy the best before anyone else has a chance to pick over the selection.

 

Just a few blocks east of the market, a lone man sat in his car this particular Saturday morning, waiting for one of the markets' regular customers to come out for his weekly trip to the market.

 

Patience wasn't his strong suit and after waiting for about an hour he decided he would just go in and get it over with. He hated waiting. He left his car, crossed the street and took the side entrance stairs up to the second floor. 

 

Coming out of the stairwell he walked down the hall checking apartment numbers as he went. He eventually found the apartment he was looking for and after taking a minute to compose himself, he knocked on the door.

 

Impatiently he kept knocking every few seconds. Finally he heard a voice inside saying, "I'm coming, I'm coming" followed by some unintelligible mumbling.

 

The occupant would normally only open the door just a crack to see who it was, but being roused out of bed and half asleep, he swung the door open. He found himself staring at the business end of a Glock 17. 

 

The gun looked enormous. It was fitted with a silencer, which made it all the more ominous looking. He looked past the end of the barrel to the big man holding the gun. The confused look on his face was just changing to one of recognition when the bullet hit him right between the eyes.

 

Jimmy Logan was dead before he hit the floor. The killer walked closer to the body and squeezed off another round putting it right through Jimmy's heart. 

 

Bear looked at the Glock and thought it was an OK choice for a job like this. He wasn't going to mind throwing this one away. His fingers didn't fit in the grooves on the stock - it was way too small for his hand.

 

The Octane silencer on the other hand was a keeper. It did an amazing job transforming the sound of the 9mm semi automatic to something like a loud staple gun or a nail gun. He unscrewed it from the handgun and stuck it in a separate pocket. 

 

 


Chapter 54

 

I got a call from Mark Fenton just after 9am Saturday morning. His nerves gave out and he finally decided to ask for help.

 

"You offered to help me get away from this mess the other day. Is that offer still good?"

 

"You bet. What do you have in mind?"

 

"I need to get away from here but I don't know how to do that without leaving a trail."

 

"Pack a bag for a two week vacation. I'll have my assistant Alex come by to take you someplace safe. Alex will fill you in with the details when she gets there."

 

"How will I recognize her?"

 

"She's about 30 years old, brown hair, good looking. You'll know it's her. Do exactly what she tells you when she gets there Mark. She knows what she's doing."

 

"When will I see you?"

 

"I'll come by tomorrow. I've got a lot going on right now, but I'll swing by to see how you're doing and talk about your options."

 

"Thanks."

 

"Get packing. She'll be there in an hour."

 

I called Alex and told her what I wanted her to do.

 

 


Chapter 55

 

Mark Fenton's doorbell rang at 10am. He opened the door and Alex Weiss walked in, "you ready to go?"

 

"I've packed a couple of bags. Where are we going? Should I take my car?"

 

"Let's start by putting a new message on your voice mail. Something like, sorry I can't take your call, I'm away on vacation for a few weeks.  Please leave a message after the tone and I will return your call on.."

 

Fenton did as he was told. "Is there a cleaning lady or a neighbor you tell when you go away?"

 

"I have a Filipino lady that comes to clean house twice a week. Her name is Tala. I usually tell the Bailey's next door when I go away for a few days."

 

"Call Tala and tell her she has the next few weeks off. Then go tell the Bailey's you've decided to take a few weeks off and get some R&R. You're off to Vancouver for three weeks for an accountants convention and  to see the mountains and the ocean. Don't get into a long conversation, you've got a plane to catch."

 

Fenton did as he was told. Alex had his bags in his car by the time he came back. "I'll follow you to the airport. Your going to pre-pay for three weeks of underground parking. Then you'll go inside and buy a return trip ticket to Vancouver. Come back out and get in my car, I'll be right at the curb."

 

Fenton came out of the airport, ticket in hand. His bags were in the trunk of Alex's car. They drove east on Airport road and took hwy 427 N to hwy 400 and headed north. About 1 1/2 hrs later Alex took exit 189 and merged onto Lake Joseph road. Another half hour and a few more turns on local roads and they ended up in the village of Minnet, Ontario.

 

Alex had already reserved a suite in the JW Marriot Muskoka Resort and Spa. Locals called it The Rosseau. It was an impressive hotel set on a granite bluff overlooking tranquil Lake Rosseau. Alex went to the reception desk to sign in.

 

Lake Rosseau is one of four larger lakes in the Muskoka area and quite possibly one of the most popular recreation lakes in Ontario.

 

I figured no one would notice a Mark Fenton here. Lake Rosseau was a popular summer resort for many celebrities including Martin Short, Goldie Hawn and Kurt Russell. Others, like Kate Hudson, Tom Hanks and Steven Spielberg had cottages on other lakes in the area.

 

Alex had rented a two-bedroom corner suite on the third and top floor of the resort. The suite was designed for extended stays with two bedrooms, two full baths and a full kitchen with range, oven, refrigerator, dishwasher and microwave. The large parlor had a stone fireplace and a wrap-around balcony.

 

"You can take the large bedroom Mark. I'll be fine in this one."

 

Fenton was thinking worse things could happen for a guy on the lamb. Alexandra Weiss was a very good looking woman in her late twenties or early thirties. Her deep blue eyes matched the conservative dress she wore. She had long, chestnut brown hair and an intelligent look about her. Fenton suspected many men had fallen prey to the charming innocent look of this young woman.

 

 


Chapter 56

 

Sergei had plans for Mark Fenton today, plans he made with Sasha Tuesday morning. Sergei had allowed himself a few days to make sure he knew where Fenton kept everything. 

 

Mark had been with him a long time but he had become a liability. Sergei didn't like liabilities.

 

Fenton didn't usually work on Saturday but Sergei had asked him to come in and take a look at a property he was thinking of buying. It was 9:15 and Fenton wasn't at work yet. Even though Fenton worked late often, he was still expected to be at his desk by 9am at the latest, even if it was Saturday.

 

Sergei picked up the phone and called Fenton's house, hoping Mark hadn't picked today to have a sick day - that would mess up the plan. His face distorted in anger as the recorded message played out. He slammed the phone down, "son of a bitch."

 

Sergei paced around the office trying to calm himself but the anger built. He walked over to Fenton's office in a rage, opening drawers and throwing things around. He grabbed Fenton's chair and tossed it into the corner. The chair ended up on it's side, one of the legs sticking right through the drywall.

 

He walked out of Fenton's office locking the door behind him. Back in his office, he made two quick calls: one to Sasha to tell him Fenton had disappeared and one to mayor Corbett to arrange a meeting.

 

Two hours later, Mayor Corbett and Dept. Chief James Galecki walked into the Executive Suites Hotel. They took the elevator up to the top floor and walked straight into Sergei's office.

 

Corbett didn't look like a happy camper, "I thought we'd save some time so I asked Jim to come along."

 

Sergei needed to be careful. Corbett would go ballistic if he knew a ledger existed. "I think I've found our leak. Fenton didn't show up for work today. He's put a message on his home phone saying he's gone out west for two or three weeks to attend an accountant's convention and get a bit of R&R."

 

Galecki sat forward in his chair, "This wasn't a planned vacation? He just up and went?"

 

"Yeah. I think he's on the run. Must've cracked knowing we're looking for the leak and thought he'd take off before we got onto him."

 

Corbett didn't seem to buy it, "I always thought of Mark as a very loyal type. What happened? Why would he start leaking secrets?"

 

Sergei took a deep breath and shook his head, "I have no idea. He had a good position in the company, made good money. I can't figure it out. It could be it wasn't intentional. Maybe he just got sloppy. Either way, he's a problem now that he isn't here and we don't know what he's up to."

 

Galecki looked concerned. "If he ran because he's scared, he could be a real liability. Who knows what's going through his head."

 

Corbett thought out loud, "How should we deal with this?"

 

"He could be anywhere and we need to find him quickly, before he does something stupid." Galecki was already thinking of options.

 

Got any ideas?" Corbett looked at Galecki.

 

"I could put out an APB. Say he's wanted for questioning for accounting irregularities at the hotel."

 

Corbett looked doubtful, "That would open this up to a national level. Every police force in the country would be looking to pick the guy up. We don't want that kind of attention. Not yet anyway."

 

"The other option is a missing person report. We make it clear there's nothing to be concerned about, we're just asking for help locating him. His co-workers noticed he appeared to be under a lot of stress lately and they're worried because he hasn't shown up for work this week. We just want to make sure he's OK."

 

Corbett liked it, "Let's keep it unofficial for now. Jim, why don't you leak it to Joe Fontana and Sue Hardy. Tell them to give it lots of air time so the other stations pick it up."

 

 


Chapter 57

 

Later that day, 5 pm

 

The evening news on City was interrupted as it so often was by a late-breaking story from Joe Fontana and Sue Hardy. As usual, the duo came on in front of a large red banner that said Breaking Story:

 

Joe: "Police are asking viewers to help them find a missing person tonight. Mark Fenton, a CGA at the Executive Suites hotel in Markham has been reported missing."

 

Sue: "Do the police suspect foul play Joe? CGA's are normally pretty dependable people."

 

Joe: "You're right, they usually are. Police don't suspect foul play as of yet and they stress there is no reason to be alarmed."

 

Sue: "It's just out of character for Mark Fenton, is that it?" 

 

Joe: "That's exactly right Sue. People at work noticed Fenton appeared to be under strain and not quite himself lately. Co-workers are concerned and they just want to make sure he's alright."

 

Sue: "Well, there you have it. There's no cause for alarm. If you see Mark Fenton, call us here at the station or notify the Toronto police."

 

 


Chapter 58

 

I hated having to break my promise to Fenton, but his ass was on the line whether he liked it or not.

 

I was sitting in the atrium restaurant listening in on the meeting in Sergei's office. The meeting ended and I waited till I saw Corbett and Galecki walk across the mezzanine and head out to the parking lot.

 

I dialed Sergei's number and waited for him to take the call. "I have something you want."

 

"Who is this?"

 

"It's Nick Borman. I have a book of yours with some rather private business details. I thought you might want it back."

 

I heard Sergei get up. I knew he was going to go open his safe to make sure his ledger was still there. "I have no idea what you're talking about Mr. Borman."

 

I heard the door to Sergei's safe open over the phone. I could just imagine the look on his face - the comfort of seeing his ledger was still there quickly dissipated when I started rattling off a few choice items from the ledger.

 

"What do you want Borman?"

 

"I want the name of the person who killed Terry Reynolds and I want you to arrange a meeting with him for me."

 

"What makes you think I know who killed Terry Reynolds?"

 

"I hope for your sake you can help me with this Mr. Mogilevich. It's the only way you're going to keep the information in this ledger from going public."

 

"Blackmail never ends well Mr. Borman. Blackmailers always come back for more."

 

"I don't give a damn about your business dealings. Once I have Terry's killer, I have no further interest in any of this. And trust me, I don't need the money."

 

"Alright. I'll ask around. Where can I get a hold of you?"

 

I gave Sergei my cell number. Leave a message if I don't pick up and I'll call you back. I hung up and left the hotel restaurant.

 

As soon as I got in my car I called Alex, "Fenton is about to make the news as a missing person. Get him a disguise and get him out of that hotel as soon as you can. You should probably get another car. I'll find you a new spot and call you back in a couple of hours."

 

 


Chapter 59

 

When Alex got the call, she knew she had to move quickly. They wouldn't be safe at Rosseau Lodge once Fenton's picture made the news.

 

Alex and I always travel with the necessities for disguise - makeup, wigs, prosthetics etc. Alex went to work quickly. Within an hour Fenton's own family wouldn't have recognized him. Mark had a distinct military-like appearance. He wore gold rimmed aviator style glasses and his blond hair was trimmed very short, in a brush cut.

 

Luckily, he only needed the glasses to read. Alex had him remove them and fitted him with a dark brown, over the ears wig. It was enough of a transformation for now.  

 

She told Fenton to stay in the room, out of sight. Disguise or not, she didn't want to risk having him seen in public. Alex needed to turn in the car rental for another. The hotel's registry had the make and plate number, that would make them too easy to follow.

 

She drove southeast on 141 east and turned left on Cardwell road. From there, it was a 30 minute drive on Aspdin Rd to the town of Huntsville. The Enterprise car rental was at 174 Main St. W. Since Alex had rented the car at the Pearson airport location it was not a problem exchanging the car for another one, other than the $150 fee to return the 1st car to Toronto.

 

Alex dropped off the BMW and rented a Chev Camaro with a V8. Meantime, I had been calling around for alternate accommodations for them. I managed to book a 2 acre lakefront cottage on Gloucester Pool, just outside of Port Severn.

 

Alex had just made it back to Rosseau Lodge when I called her about the new digs. Fenton was packed and ready to go. They left through a side exit so no one would notice the new car.

 

Alex took Peninsula road to hwy 400 and drove south for about one hour. She turned left on Foxmead and then right on Jeremy Rd which took them into the village of Port Severn.

 

The 4000 square foot cottage was at the end of a long private drive, a perfect place to avoid the public eye. It was a two storey center hall plan with a column on either side of the front entrance.

 

The double doors to the upscale building opened up to an open floor plan. The living room had 30 foot ceilings, a limestone fireplace and a large flat screen TV with Bose surround sound.

 

The kitchen wasn't too shabby either. Granite counter tops, gas stove and a large side-by-side stainless steel fridge. Each of the six bedrooms had their own walk-out to a balcony or deck.

 

The entire two hundred feet of waterfront was a large dock built to accommodate several boats up to 45 feet in length. Looking back from the water, the house looked huge. The walkout from the basement level and the dormer windows in the attic gave the appearance of four stories instead of three.

 

Four marble bathrooms plus one powder room and a three car garage with living quarters above made for a pretty nice hideout. Fenton was thinking he would be enjoying his time here a lot more if it weren't for the APB the police had just issued.

 

 


Chapter 60

 

Julia Reynolds was running a bit late this morning. She noticed a service van pull up in front of the house but didn't pay much attention. Several minutes later there was a knock at the front door.

 

Cursing her luck, she went to the door and looked through the glass pane before opening the door for the repairman. "Good morning ma'am. We're checking the houses on the street for possible gas leaks. Have you noticed any strange odors during the night or early this morning?"

 

"No, I haven't. Is there a problem somewhere on our street?"

 

"The Ross residence reported a bad odor and we did find a leak in their basement. It's hard to say what caused it; sometimes the joint compound breaks down over the years. Most of these houses were built at about the same time so we're checking with all the neighbors."

 

"I haven't smelled anything, but I haven't been down in the basement for a few days."

 

"I'll check the outside meter if you don't mind ma'am and I can take a reading downstairs if you'd like, just to be safe. It only takes a minute and gives us all peace of mind."

 

"Sure, if it won't take too long. I'm running a bit late already."

 

"Won't take but a minute. I'll just get my meter out of the truck."

 

Julia didn't pay attention as the repairman went back to his truck. She went to the kitchen to make sure she didn't forget to put anything away before leaving for work. There was another knock at the front door about five minutes later.

 

"How do I get to the basement?"

 

"It's right through that door to your left."

 

The repairman went downstairs to check for leaks. Julia was hoping it wouldn't take too long; she'd been late for work too many times lately.

 

A few minutes later, Julia heard the repairman make his way back up the stairs. He opened the basement door and said she should come down and take a look because there were a few pipe joints that would be needing some attention very soon. She grudgingly followed him down the stairs to the far end of the basement where the furnace was.

 

"You see these two joints along the top section of this pipe?"

 

Julia looked but she didn't see what it was he wanted her to see. "I'm not sure what it is I'm supposed to notice."

 

"Take a close look at the joint here where the pipe goes into the furnace and see if you notice anything different."

 

Julia moved closer to the furnace and bent at the waist to get a closer look at the joint. Before she could react, he grabbed her from behind, his left arm around her waist and his right hand over her mouth. The ether overcame her and she lost consciousness just as she recognized the odor.

 

Vasily put the ether-soaked rag back in the plastic container he had pulled it out of moments before. He went back upstairs and moved the coffee table to get at the area rug.

 

Back downstairs, he unrolled the rug and lay Julia on it. He taped her ankles and her wrists together and put a piece of tape on her mouth, making sure she could breathe through her nose before rolling the rug up. He taped the rug in a few places so it wouldn't unroll when he carried it back to the truck.

 

Satisfied with his work, he went out to the truck and backed it into the driveway, keeping the rear of the truck just ahead of the side door to the basement. It only took him a few minutes to carry his bundle up the stairs and tuck it in the back of the truck. He made one last trip to the basement to retrieve his tools and make sure he hadn't left anything behind.

 

 


Chapter 61

 

The Kidnapper backed the service van up to one of the loading bays. The van looked very small next to the large overhead doors that were made to accommodate full-sized transport trucks.

 

He punched a code into a keypad that was next to a man-door and entered the building. He opened the overhead door and went back to the van and backed into the warehouse. 

 

Once the overhead door was closed, he unloaded the carpet bundle and put it on a trolley which he wheeled into a boardroom that was near the front of the building.

 

The warehouse on Rangemore Road had a small kitchen and a boardroom that had a square table with enough room for four chairs on each side. After cutting the tape and unrolling the carpet he put Julia on one of the chairs opposite the wall with the large chalkboard. Why broadcast any elements that could be identified.

 

Since Julia had not recovered from the ether yet, the kidnapper tied her to the chair to keep her from falling out. Besides, he thought the image of Julia tied to a chair would add an element of distress to the situation.

 

He had set up a camera with audio earlier so it didn't take long to make his recorded demand. The kidnapper started the camera, making sure his face was not in the range covered by the camera's lens.

 

"Good day Mr. Borman. As you can see, your client's daughter is in distress and she needs you to come save her. Julia is OK for now, but there is no telling what will happen to her faculties if she remains under the influence of these drugs much longer.

 

You are no doubt wondering why this is happening to your friend's family Mr. Borman. Well, it seems you've been a bad boy, sticking your nose where it doesn't belong. You've managed to piss off the wrong people.

 

I will contact you at 9am tomorrow to tell you where you can return the ledger. I don't need to tell you what a bad idea it would be to make copies or to speak to anyone about this, do I Mr. Borman.

 

This will be your only warning. We can get to your friend's family any time we want. If we have to do this again, we will take Julia and you won't see her again. I don't make idle threats Mr. Borman, you've been warned."

 

He stood behind Julia and cupped his hands under her chin to hold her face up to the camera. 

 

"It would be a shame to end such a pretty life, don't you think Mr. Borman. You will return the ledger and forget you ever saw it."

 

The kidnapper stopped the camera and removed the small recording disk. He placed it in an envelope ready for same-day delivery. He took Julia to a room in the warehouse that served as a nursing station/dispensary and handcuffed her to the single bed. 

 

He opened a small satchel and removed a brown bottle and a hypodermic needle. He administered twenty milligrams of a powerful sedative which should keep Julia in dreamland for at least eight hours.

 

Back in the van, he made a right on Torlake Crescent and a left on Kipling Ave. He drove north about 5 minutes to the Purolator Courier terminal in the North Queen Building.

 

He just made the noon deadline for same-day delivery. The Purolator service rep took the pre-addressed padded envelope and checked the dimensions and the delivery address before asking for $12.90. The kidnapper paid cash and waited for the receipt before leaving.

 

 


Chapter 62

 

I got back to my hotel room around 5pm. The light on the antique desk was blinking announcing the fact that I had a message. I picked up the receiver and pressed a button to playback the message; it was the front reception desk letting me know they had a small parcel for me.

 

I wasn't expecting anything. Curious, I went straight down to retrieve the parcel. It was a small bubble envelope that contained a jewel case with a mini-dvd in it. There was no writing anywhere so it was obviously homemade.

 

Back in my room I grabbed the remote and hit the TV button. A slot opened up near the top rear surface and a 60 inch Sony Bravo lifted up from the console. I powered on the dvd player and inserted the mini disk. 

 

I didn't know what to expect but I wasn't prepared for the scene that came on screen. Julia Piermont Reynolds sat slumped over in an office chair in what looked like a boardroom with a square table. She appeared to be too drugged to even lift her head and was tied to the chair presumably to keep her from falling out of it.

 

A man came into view, or rather the lower half of a man. He appeared to be wearing a blue, one-piece work uniform like the ones worn by so many service people. 

 

The man's voice was electronically altered but I could detect a bit of an accent. I couldn't quite place it, but it was not American. The message was clear: deliver the ledger and drop the investigation or the Piermont family loses another member.

 

I'd been pushing their buttons to see what kind of reaction I would get. I didn't expect this.

 

 


Chapter 63

 

I was working the case for Bill Piermont and he had some difficult decisions to make. Bill was working late, so I took the disk and drove to Onix headquarters.

 

After viewing the video Bill asked, "Do we have any idea who this is?"

 

"I don't know the man in the video. The ledger he talks about is a copy of the ledger owned by Sergei Mogilevich. He's the owner of the Executive Suites in Markham and he's also one of the major land developers in the city. The ledger documents bribes and payoffs to various city officials and even a few cops."

 

"You think this ties into Terry's murder?"

 

"I think this is the missing link. The ledger I have belongs to Mark Fenton, Sergei's accountant. Fenton approached Terry about a week before Terry was murdered. He said he wanted to get out; he wasn't comfortable with some of the goings on where he worked. 

 

Terry talked to Captain Gallagher about the possibility of offering immunity to a whistleblower if the person testified. Gallagher kicked it upstairs. The request was reviewed by Deputy Chief James Galecki. Galecki said he would need to meet with the whistleblower before promising anything."

 

"What happened?"

 

"Fenton didn't want to meet with Galecki; said he didn't trust him. Terry was murdered about one hour after he had lunch with Fenton at the Ming Palace restaurant in Markham."

 

"Do you think Galecki is involved?"

 

"I have no way of knowing for sure. Galecki is in Sergei's ledger and he's been known to lose a lot of money in late night card games at the Brass Ring - money he can't possibly pay back on a cop's salary. Sergei's son runs the club and rumor is Sergei owns it. They probably have another ledger for gambling debts but I haven't seen it."

 

"We still don't know for sure who killed Terry do we?"

 

"It might not come down to just one person Bill. Sergei Mogilevich and Mayor John Corbett are involved in major land development schemes. We're talking in the neighborhood of one billion dollars per building and there are eighteen of them in the St. James Town project alone.

 

Mayor Corbett was the first person Sergei called after I pushed his buttons asking about bribes to city officials. I know they call on Galecki to control problems. That's probably how he pays his gambling debts - he's not the best card player."

 

Bill was pacing, trying to stay calm. "Bastards! Do you think they'll let Julia go if we give them what they want?"

 

"I don't know Bill but we have to try. I'll see if I can get them to let her go in exchange for me and the ledger."

 

"Should we call the cops. We could probably use backup."

 

"The kidnapper made a point of saying she would be dead if we went to the cops. I don't think it's worth the gamble."

 

"I'm sorry I dragged you into this Nick. And now they've got Julia!"

 

"I promise you I'll get her out of there Bill. We're dealing with a bunch of psychopaths. It's time to take the gloves off."

 

 


Chapter 64

 

Something snapped in my head when I watched the video again with Bill. I had told Bill it was time to take the gloves off and that's exactly what I intended to do.

 

I had time to get ready for this meeting. The kidnapper said he would get back to me at 9am tomorrow. I called Alex and filled her in. She said she'd be here in just over an hour.

 

Next, I called Frank Miser, not his real name, but I'm OK with that. Frank is a retired military security contractor. He wasn't a complete mercenary like some. He did pick and choose who he worked for.

 

Frank was my go-to guy for military supplies when I was in Canada. It's touchy in this country. Even though I'm licensed to carry a concealed weapon in the U.S. I can't legally carry a gun here. 

 

But sometimes you have to take a stand and this was one of those times.

 

Frank's man cave was different from most. A false wall opened up to his private stores. I picked a half dozen CTS6230 tactical grenades and 3 SGE 400/3 Gas Masks fitted with filters and hoods. Not that I cared about the kidnappers, but Julia was in there.

 

I was hoping the tactical grenades would not only give us an advantage but also keep the injuries down to a minimum. There was no way to tell how people would react; all you could do was prepare for the worst.

 

CS gas irritates the eyes and nose. It causes severe coughing, gagging and vomiting. It also disorients and sticks to clothing making any exposed fabric highly irritating to wear and to others in the vicinity of the affected clothing.

 

Next I picked up two Glock 19s and a half dozen magazines. I didn't think we'd need that much ammo, but better safe than sorry. I picked up one Tavor TAR-21 semi-automatic assault rifle customized with a  Geissele Super Sabra Trigger Pack and Lightning Trigger Bow. It was fitted with an EOTech Holographic Hybrid Sight w/ 3x Magnifier.

 

Two proMOX ultra-thin bulletproof vests rounded out my order.

 

 


Chapter 65

 

The call came in exactly as promised at 9am. I was told to be at 29 Rangemore road in one hour. Alone, and bring the ledger.

 

29 Rangemore road was in the west end of the city. We didn't have any time to find out much about the building. The kidnapper barely gave us enough time to get there.

 

Alex did an online search for the building and made a few calls as I drove. A one year old sales listing told us it was a 56,000 square foot industrial building with an office component. There was a bank of windows across the front of the building which meant that's probably where the offices were.

 

The listing also told us the building had polished concrete floors, 16 ft. ceilings, skylights and extensive parking. No doubt, the skylights were in the office component as well. That's it, not a lot to go on.

 

Alex managed to get a hold of the real estate agent that had listed the building. He confirmed that the offices were spread out along the front of the building. Two rows separated by a narrow hallway.

 

He said the boardroom and lunchroom were on the left once you passed through the main entrance and reception area.

 

 


Chapter 66

 

Sitting at the end of a dead end street, 29 Rangemore road had not been in use for over a year. A few people had come and gone, mostly real estate agents and their prospects. Sergei recently bought the building through an investment company and they were about to renovate and convert it to office space.

 

Office space tenants pay nearly three times more rent than industrial or warehouse tenants. That meant the building's value could triple in a very short period of time.

 

Bear was in the front office. He had a two-way radio to stay in contact with the others. His instructions were simple. Don't let anyone in except for Nick Borman, and only if he's alone.

 

Sasha was in the boardroom with one of the Petrykin brothers. The Petrykin boys were as ruthless as they come. Bear was supposed to let Borman in and make sure he wasn't armed. He would then radio Sasha before bringing Borman to the boardroom.

 

Bear was watching the front as a car pulled into the parking lot. A young woman got out of the car. She was holding a clipboard of sorts and he could see a bunch of paperwork attached to it.

 

She was looking around, seemingly taking in the location and neighboring buildings. Probably an agent who didn't know the building was sold Bear thought. She snapped a couple of photos with a small camera and finally walked toward the front door. The door was locked and Bear could see the woman cup her hands to look inside.

 

Bear decided he'd better get rid of the woman before Borman showed up. A witness could complicate things. He opened the door, "Which building you look for?"

 

"I'm looking for this building that's advertised here she said." She held out the newspaper. Bear took the paper and looked at the listing that was circled in heavy black pen.

 

He didn't notice the tip of the X2 Taser stick out of her purse just before the woman pulled the trigger sending 50,0000 volts of current through his body. He was still flopping around like a fish out of water when I walked in behind Alex.

 

We locked the door and pulled Bear behind the reception desk. We hogtied him with nylon rope and put a piece of duct tape across his mouth.

 

According to the real estate agent the boardroom and the lunchroom were all to the left of the main lobby. The rooms to the right were just regular offices. We had no way of knowing which rooms they would be in but I was willing to bet a big ego would want to be in the boardroom.

 

After making sure Bear wasn't going to be a problem, I opened my duffel bag and laid out the supplies I bought from Frank Miser yesterday. Alex and I both loaded up and put our masks on. It was about to get interesting.

 

We opened the hallway door and walked through, closing the door behind us. The third door down the hall on the right hand side was opened and we could hear voices.  Alex pulled the pin on two of the CTS6230 tactical grenades and started walking down the hall.

 

 She put the first one down behind her, just this side of the boardroom and tossed the second one right into the boardroom as she ran past the door to the end of the hall. She quickly stepped into the last office on the left so she wouldn't be in the line of fire.

 

I stayed back, crouched by the door to the lobby. I kept low to the ground, down on one knee to present a small target. Within seconds, all hell broke loose. Two men came out of the boardroom coughing and cursing. 

 

As thick as the smoke was, I had a clear view through the FLIR BTS Bi-Ocular thermal night vision camera. I could see both men had their handguns out. I called out "Drop your guns and walk this way."

 

Both of them started firing wildly in my direction, their bullets whizzing just over my head. I put the first three rounds in the one nearest me. The next two found the second man. They both went down.

 

I walked to where they lay and kicked their guns away. I recognized one of them as Sasha. I had no idea who the other guy was and had no way of knowing if he was the guy I was supposed to meet. Neither one of them looked like they were going to cause any more trouble.

 

I walked down the hall and got Alex out of the far room and led her back to the front waiting room, away from the smoke. We took off our tear gas masks and went to check on Bear.

 

Bear was coming around. I ripped the tape off his mouth, "Where's Julia Piermont?"

 

Bear wasn't talking. I looked at Alex, "hold that door open for me while I drag him into the hallway would you?"

 

I put my mask back on and started dragging Bear toward the door. Alex opened the door and I dragged Bear down the hall and lay him by his two friends. He was coughing and gagging long before he got there.

 

The smoke and irritant is hard to take under any circumstance but Bear was going through hell with his hands and feet tied behind his back. "Room in warehouse" he said. "Back down hall."

 

"I'm going to untie you so you can take us there, but you make one wrong move and you're going to join your friends."

 

I untied him and kept my Glock pointed at him. Alex had put her mask back on and joined us. Bear led us down the hall, coughing and hacking. He took one of the doors on the left hand side. It opened onto a short corridor that led to the large warehouse area in the back of the building.

 

I told Alex to keep him covered for a minute while I ran back to the front entrance to get the TAR-21.

 

I came back with the semi-automatic and we followed Bear to the end of the hall and through a door that led to the main warehouse area. It was a large area, about 100 feet wide by 500 feet long, mostly warehouse space with empty shelving.

 

Bear said Julia was in the nursing station about 200 feet to the left. Alex walked behind him keeping him covered. I followed behind sweeping the space through the EOTech Sight and Magnifier.

 

Bear opened the door to the room where Julia was handcuffed to a small bed. "Keep him covered," I told Alex.

 

Bear said he didn't have the keys to the handcuffs so I went to the desk and found a paper clip. I bit the small end of the clip enough to form a slight indentation and pulled the outside part out to make a handle. A quick turn in the keyhole with my makeshift key and Julia was free.

 

 I heard three quick shots and turned just in time to see the big guy hit the floor. Bear had made a big mistake thinking Alex wouldn't shoot when he charged at her.

 

 


Chapter 67

 

The kidnapper took a spot on top of the shipping office at the far end of the warehouse. He was stationed behind a couple of boxes with just enough space between them to view the nursing station down the barrel of the FBI approved SPR A3G sniper rifle.

 

The A3G was the most expensive model in the line due to a few extra features like the titanium scope base, barrel fluting and a few other details meant to increase accuracy. The police model came with a detachable magazine that held four rounds.

 

He was a pretty good marksman and didn't expect he would need more than two or three rounds. Still, he had 3 extra magazines loaded with 168-grain Match King bullets right next to him, just in case.

 

There was a good chance that Sasha and his crew could deal with Borman. Vasily liked to work alone and he wasn't going to take chances by getting involved in a plan that included a direct exchange with a skilled opponent. Besides, an ambush could be fun.

 

When the gunfire started, Vasily suspected Sasha and his crew might be in trouble. His suspicions were confirmed a few minutes later when Bear came through the door to the warehouse followed by a rather sexy looking woman that had a gun pointed at his head.

 

Bear and the woman immediately started walking toward the nursing station. The man following her was not so careless; he was checking out the area through the scope on his rife. That had to be Borman. Vasily ducked every time Borman turned to look his way. It was too soon to let his presence be known.

 

He had to admit he felt a bit of admiration for the man. Borman moved with an animal-like grace that you don't see very often. It was a shame he was going to have to kill him. What was that saying Americans were so fond of, oh yeah, shit happens.

 

He watched as the three entered the nursing station. It seems Bear didn't have a key to the handcuffs. Vasily watched with interest as Borman fashioned a key out of a paper clip; it actually worked.

 

Vasily felt like a cat watching mice, letting them think they were safe and suddenly BAM he would pounce on them at the last minute.

 

The woman watching Bear took her eyes off him for one second as Borman was trying to unlock the handcuffs. Bear charged her hoping he could take her handgun. He wasn't nearly fast enough. She fired three rounds straight into his chest at point blank range.

 

That was the last of Sasha's people. Vasily decided it was time to take Borman out. The Piermont woman was free of her handcuffs and was just getting up off the cot. Vasily had Borman in his sight through the Leupold 8.5-25x50mm long range scope. 

 

He had learned to time his shot so that it came at the bottom of his exhale, so his breathing didn't affect his aim. He calmed his breath.

 

The mil dot reticle of his scope was pointed right between Borman's eyes. Vasily let his breath out normally and right at the spot between breaths he  slowly and evenly pulled the trigger.

 

 


Chapter 68

 

Julia said she was OK to walk. I was thinking it had all gone a bit too easy when I saw a tiny flash of light from the top of the shipping office at the far end of the warehouse.

 

I dropped to one knee and shouldered the TAR-21 in one motion to scope the area where the reflection came from. The sniper fired just as I dropped to one knee. His shot whizzed over my head. I returned fire in bursts and kept spraying bullets in his direction as I ran away from the women toward cover behind a fork lift truck about 15 feet away. 

 

I motioned to Alex to close the door and take cover in the nursing quarters. I kept firing short bursts in the direction of the sniper.

 

The Tavor can spit out a 30 round clip in seconds. You go through a lot of ammo but it's hard for someone to return fire when that many bullets are being sprayed in their direction.

 

I fired another burst and ran another 10 feet or so to a better position behind a large wooden crate that was right next to some taller shelving.

 

I knew exactly where the sniper was by now. Alex opened the door to the office just a crack and she fired a few rounds at the sniper to get his attention. It was all I needed.

 

Target acquisition is quick with the EOTech and at just over 200 feet, the sniper was an easy shot. He had no sooner fired off a round in Alex's direction when my round caught him just above the right eye. Sniper down.

 

 


Chapter 69

 

I didn't bother calling Sergei. I knew he'd find out he had a mess to clean up soon enough. We took Julia to her father's house and went back to my hotel room to prepare for the finale. 

 

We still had Mogilevich and Corbett to deal with. I hadn't decided what to do about Galecki yet. He was involved, but he was a pawn, being used through his addiction to gambling.

 

We pored over sections of the ledger. I'd made photocopies of any page that had something that might be useful. We each took a pile and went through them one more time, pulling out any that might get a response.

 

I needed to call him out. He'd be pretty pissed already. Sasha, his only son, was dead. His little kingdom was being threatened. A guy like that doesn't take well to anyone who gets in his way.

 

Sergei had upped the ante when he kidnapped Julia. It was my turn and I was about to call him out.

 

 


Chapter 70

 

Deputy Chief James Galecki and Stan Novak arrived at my hotel room at 11am the next day. We needed Galecki on board to put an end to the killing. He was also the person who had prevented an investigation into Terry's murder and the reason his death had been ruled incidental to a robbery.

 

We were pretty sure we had the murderer at this point. But his accomplices were still out there and Terry and his family were due respect for the fact that he died in the course of performing his job.

 

I had to hand it to Galecki, he was a pretty cool character. The Chief of Special Operations was about 50 years old. He stood 6 feet tall and weighed about 200lbs. The gray colored slacks, light blue shirt and camel corduroy jacket made him look like a businessman on holidays.

 

Alex and I had prepared for this yesterday. We rearranged the pictures on my boards for better effect. We also removed all of Galecki's pictures.

 

Galecki listened as I walked him through what we had found so far. When it came to his part, we simply said that we still didn't know who it was on the Force that was helping the perps out. We just knew someone was.

 

Galecki listened for the most part, only asking the odd question, mostly about who it was on the police force that was a part of the conspiracy. Finally, he got up and walked toward the door. He turned halfway and said, "What you've got here is an interesting theory, but that's all it is. You're going to need a lot more than this before we could go after a prominent businessman and the mayor."

 

"So you think we're onto something here Chief?" Stan asked.

 

"I think you're crazy, is what I think. Christ Novak, you've even got the Mayor as a prime suspect in this ridiculous conspiracy theory. We told you a month ago to drop this and take a vacation. I'm about ready to put you on forced leave after hearing this."

 

I jumped in "But you agree that if this mole, this person on the force that's helping make all of this possible were to come forward and be willing to testify we could move on this?"

 

"If you had a witness and if that witness were reliable beyond any doubt. Maybe. And you're still missing proof of any kind."

 

"Well that's good" I said. Because we have an idea who that person is. In fact we have a pretty good idea."

 

"Really" Galecki started walking back. "Who?"

 

I had to play this right "Well, we're just not sure whether that person is willing to lose everything to protect their friends. Even though this person is nearing retirement and would lose their pension and face public humiliation, we're not sure they would do the right thing."

 

"You've had me sit and listen to this whole thing and you've been holding out! Who is it? I want a name!" Galecki was furious.

 

I walked over to the table and picked up my phone, dialed a number "We're ready for you."

 

Galecki said "He's here. He's coming now?"

 

"We're going to have to offer this person something to get them to talk. Immunity, maybe allow him to keep his pension."

 

"I'll see what I can do. We'll have to work out the details." Galecki was looking a bit anxious at this point. I could just imagine what was going through his head. He was probably thinking he'd been a bit naive thinking he was the only one on the payroll.

 

I answered the knock at the door. Police Chief Ted Williams walked in.

 

Galecki's face was a picture for a moment, but he recovered quickly. He knew the Chief was an honest cop. "Don't tell me they've dragged you into this too?"

 

Chief Williams was a Scotsman. He had a well trimmed gray beard and receding gray hair. You could tell within a minute of meeting him he was a no bullshit kind of guy. 

 

"They tell me one of our boys got himself mixed up in this mess. I'm here to see if we can get this sorted out without making it an even bigger disaster."

 

Galecki had recovered by now, "So who is it?"

 

I filled in a few of the details. "I think he's basically a good cop. A good cop with a bad habit. A bad habit that got him in a mess he didn't know how to get out of."

 

Galecki's patience was wearing thin "Go on."

 

"We think he'll do the right thing if we can promise to make it as painless for him as we can. That's why the Chief is here."

 

Galecki looked at the Chief, then back to me. "Is this mystery person going to show at some point? I've been here for over an hour and you haven't shown me one thing that would make me believe any of this."

 

I figured it was time to let the genie out of the bottle. "We have Sergei's ledger. It's got dates, names and dollar amounts of payments that were made. It's over James. Time to clean up this mess and make things right as best you can."

 

Galecki got up. "Are you accusing me of being a part of this? You have a lot of nerve trying to drag me into this conspiracy of yours. I've wasted enough time listening to this drivel."

 

Chief Williams spoke up "Sit down James." Galecki went back to his chair and sat. He was livid.

 

"I've always worried that this gambling habit of yours was going to get you into trouble."

 

Galecki looked at the Chief, "You're not buying into this are you?"

 

It was time for me to nail it down. "Your name is in that ledger more than once and Mark Fenton is willing to talk about the payments. He tried to come forward once before, remember?"

 

Galecki wasn't going down so easily "I don't care what Fenton wrote in some ledger. Mr. Mogilevich is considering laying charges on him for misappropriating funds. That ledger is probably how he was planning to cover his tracks."

 

I got up and started putting pictures back on my boards. "These are photos of you going to the Brass Ring for an after hours card game. We've got a witness from the hotel who is willing to testify that you're a regular player. You lost over $100,000 last Thursday night alone."

 

Chief Williams got up. "I want to see you back at the station this afternoon James. I'll have some papers drawn up. You're going to take an early retirement with a reduced pension after you sign a statement telling us what you know about Mogilevich and Mayor Corbett."

 

Galecki wasn't saying yes just yet so Williams added "If you don't go along James, you're going to face charges. Maybe do some jail time and lose your pension. I'll see to it personally."

 

I walked chief Williams to the door. Williams turned and said "Pack this stuff up and bring it to the station Novak. I want to talk to you this afternoon as well. I think you're long overdue for a promotion."

 

 


Chapter 71

 

Sergei was in a bad mood as he drove into work this morning. Things had been going well until that reporter got in the way. It had gone from bad to worse since then.

 

He drove into the underground parking at his hotel and was pulling into his reserved parking spot when he noticed something tacked on the wall, right below his reserved parking sign.

 

This sort of thing really pissed him off. He didn't allow notices of any kind anywhere in the building. Somebody was about to get reamed out and he just happened to be in the mood for it.

 

He turned off the ignition to the Mercedes S500 stretch coupe, grabbed his briefcase and went to see what the notice was about. The lighting in the underground parking wasn't the best and it wasn't till he yanked the paper off the wall and took a good look at it before he could read the print.

 

"Sonofabitch!" He recognized the handwriting right away. It was Fenton's. Someone had tacked a page from his ledger on the wall!

 

He opened his briefcase on the hood of the car and stuck the paper in it. What the fuck. He took the elevator up to his penthouse office, unlocked the door and walked in.

 

There was another page from the ledger on the floor! He picked it up, unlocked the inner door to his office and went straight to the safe to check on the contents. His ledger was still there.

 

 Fenton. It had to be Fenton. Sergei was furious. He needed to cool down and think. He went down to the mezzanine restaurant for morning coffee and toast. With every bite of toast Sergei swore someone was going to pay for this.

 

Sasha wasn't even buried yet and some fuck thought he would play games. He'd had a bad feeling yesterday when he heard about the kidnapping. That maniac had to go and complicate things. The evil genie was out of the bottle now and it was going to get ugly before it got any better.

 

The front desk manager came over and handed him an envelope. "Someone left this with the night staff for you sir." Sergei nodded him away and waited a few seconds before opening the envelope.

 

A newspaper clipping covering the death of reporter Terry Reynolds slipped out. The only other content was another page from the ledger. Sergei put the contents back in the envelope and went back up to his office.

 

He emptied the contents of the envelope on his desk and took another look at the newspaper clipping.

 

 


Chapter 72

 

Stan Novak and detectives Brady and Chan were walking into the lobby of the Executive Suites hotel at about the same time Sergei was dumping out the contents of the envelope on his desk.

 

He went quietly when they walked into his office with a warrant for his arrest. It was far from over. A guy like Sergei doesn't roll over even when he's facing incriminating evidence and two witnesses who are ready to testify against him.

 

Mayor John Corbett was picked up about a couple of hours after Sergei. They both faced a long list of charges from bid rigging, obstructing justice and conspiracy to commit murder. Corbett was forced to step down as a result of his involvement.

 

I dropped by to see Julia Piermont before heading out to the airport for a flight back home. Bill was there. He was taking a bit of time off work and spending it with his family.

 

The Piermont's were feeling better. Terry's case had been reviewed and Julia had been awarded a full widow's pension.

 

Bill called me aside for a private conversation. "Do we know for sure who it was that killed Terry?"

 

"His name was Vasily Orlov, the man who kidnapped Julia. Russian military background, turned mercenary for a while and then killer for hire."

 

"And how did Terry get singled out by this guy?"

 

I explained how Mark Fenton had approached Terry, looking for a way out. Terry talked to Captain Gallagher about getting immunity for a whistleblower. Because of the nature of the information, Gallagher checked with Galecki. Galecki warned Mogilevich and then obstructed the investigation into Terry's murder.

 

"So Galecki was involved in all this?"

 

"Galecki was a pawn. He was a poor card player with a gambling habit he couldn't afford on his salary. Sergei and Sasha let him play himself into so much debt he only had one way to pay it off.

 

He made good in the end by helping us build a case against Sergei and Corbett. He didn't do it willingly, but he did the right thing in the end."

 

 


Chapter 73

 

My hotel room had become quite the mess during this investigation. Stan had taken a lot of it back to the station but I still had piles of paper, news clippings and pictures lying around. I put it all in boxes and had a paper-shredding service come by to reduce it to tiny bits and take it away.

 

The morning news on all three local stations had been covering the arrest of Mayor John Corbett. 

 

Joe Fontana and Sue Hardy of the City News team were heading the big story:

 

Joe: "In what is probably the biggest news story of the year, the mayor of the city of Toronto, John Corbett, was arrested today and charged with over a dozen criminal offenses ranging from bid rigging to conspiracy to obstruct justice."

 

Sue: "It is hard to imagine another story getting bigger headlines than this one."

 

Joe:	"Absolutely. In fact, there's speculation that the Mayor will be stepping down in the face of all these charges."

 

Sue Hardy: "Do we have any specific details about the charges yet Joe?"

 

Joe: "Not yet Sue but we'll be covering it in detail as the information becomes available to us." Fontana flashed his best smile at the camera. "Stay tuned for for the latest coverage of Mayor Corbett's arrest right here at the City news. We'll be keeping you updated throughout the day as more details become available and as events unfold."

 

What the news team didn't know yet was that Deputy Chief James Galecki had agreed to testify against the mayor. Fenton's ledger showed a huge paper trail of money going from Sergei Mogilevich to Galecki and the mayor's office.

 

Vasily Orlov had died when we rescued Julia Reynolds. Psychopath that he was, he had admitted to Julia that it was him who had killed her husband and Councillor Wilson.

 

The police never did manage to connect the mayor directly to Vasily, but the Deputy Chief's testimony along with Mark Fenton and the ledger were enough to implicate the mayor to the crimes.

 

Sergei Mogilevich had been charged with accessory to the murder of Terry Reynolds and councillor Tim Wilson. His habit of keeping records turned out to be his undoing.

 

 


Chapter 74

 

I pulled into Onix Semiconductors and went straight to Bill Piermont's office. I could see that Bill was in much better spirits than he had been the day he asked me to take on the case.

 

I had been reluctant to take on the assignment but in the end, I was glad I did. Even though it wasn't the sort of thing I usually worked on, the end result was the same. A happy customer who's life has been restored as much as possible.

 

I was about to say my goodbyes and head back home when Bill's phone rang. He motioned for me to wait a moment while he dealt with the call. The call came from an overseas location and Bill engaged in an animated discussion in German.

 

Whatever the call was about, Bill sure didn't seemed too pleased to get the news. The color had drained from his face and his tone of voice was strained. "Lock the place down. I'm sending someone over."

 

"What's happened Bill?"

 

"Our security has been breached in our European research facility. This could set us back five years."

 

"What's at stake?"

 

"Our newest technology. A chip we call Bliss."

 

"And what does Bliss do?"

 

"Bliss can turn a laptop into a supercomputer."

 

 

From the author: 

 

If you enjoyed the Borman Factor, please leave a review and help promote the book to other readers. I invite you to drop by http://robtlalonde.com for the latest news on the Nick Borman series. Thank you for your support and stay tuned for the second book in the series, coming soon. 


Robert Lalonde
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