
  
  
      
        
          The Everyman Crew

          The Edge of Chaos Series: Book 3

		      
          Theo Mann

        

        
          
          The Invisible Publishing Company

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2026 by Theo Mann 

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 25
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 26
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 27
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 28
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 29
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 30
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 31
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 32
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 33
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 34
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 35
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 36
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter 37
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Keep Reading
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Get All of Theo Mann's Free Books
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Theo Mann
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Theo Mann (so far)
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
Chapter 1




Two uniformed Police officers escorted Zavier Booth through the Police station’s many corridors. The officers kept Zavier cuffed. They might as well have shackled his ankles, too, if they really didn’t want him to get away. 

He checked all the offices, side rooms, and cubicles on his way through the station. He should have felt more concerned that this was the second time he’d gotten arrested in his life. He had a criminal record now. He’d always taken such special care not to get one. 

He couldn’t bring himself to care about that now. He looked everywhere for his brother, Nicky, but Nicky wasn’t here. 

He better not be hurt or in trouble again after their latest run-in with Lorenzo Alcazar and his mob of thugs. Zavier really didn’t want to have to go looking for Nicky.

The brothers were better off together where they could help each other and combine their forces instead of running separately all over the world to get away from everyone hunting for them. 

Zavier didn’t want to admit it before, but now he knew Nicky was right about that.

The brothers would waste too much time, effort, and resources looking for each other and trying to protect each other. Staying together was the obvious solution.

The officers led Zavier into one of the interrogation rooms. Zavier had been in here before. Nicky sat inside on one of those uncomfortable metal folding chairs. Two uniformed officers stood over him to guard him. They left him cuffed, too.

His head shot up and he gave Zavier a hard look when the officers brought Zavier in. They sat Zavier on the other chair next to Nicky.

“You okay?” Zavier murmured. 

“Yeah,” Nicky growled back. “I was just worried about you. I didn’t see you in the cells.”

“I was worried about you, too. They’re keeping us separated. Maybe we’ll be able to ask Detective Merrell to keep us together.”

Nicky didn’t have to ask who Detective Merrell was nor did Nicky suggest that someone else would come to interview the brothers. The Police wouldn’t send anyone else. Detective Kevin Merrell was the Booth brothers’ pet cop.

He showed up pretty soon and brought another plainclothes detective with him. The guy was much younger and massively overweight. Zavier really didn’t see how the guy ever passed the Police Academy physical agility and endurance test.

Detective Merrell didn’t introduce the guy, so maybe Detective Merrell was just as disgusted with the guy as Zavier was.

Detective Merrell had gone through another bout of accelerated aging in the two years since he’d faced Nicky and Zavier across this table the last time. Detective Merrell’s features had weathered even more and he had more grey in his hair and mustache.

The rest of him looked as strong and healthy as ever. He took care of himself. His younger colleague should have followed Detective Merrell’s example. Zavier hoped he looked half as good at Detective Merrell’s age.

Zavier found himself feeling a rush of affection or at least comradely goodwill toward Detective Merrell. He was one of the very few genuinely good people the Booth brothers had met in their lives.

He had done a lot to try to help the brothers even if Detective Merrell did it from the other side of the law. Zavier simply could not bring himself to dislike the guy. There was nothing about Detective Merrell to dislike.

He sat down in front of the brothers and regarded them across the table. He didn’t pull the old reading-from-a-folder routine. He knew everything about the Booth brothers—the good, the bad, and the ugly.

“Well, boys, here you are again,” he remarked. “Are you really going to sit there and tell me that you didn’t get arrested in the act of holding Rocco, Emilio, and Oscar Alcazar as prisoners? Are you really going to sit there and tell me you didn’t get arrested in the act of engaging in a gun battle against the Police?”

“We held them as prisoners, but we didn’t engage in a gun battle against the Police,” Zavier replied. “Neither of us fired at the Police even once during the battle—and you can’t tell me that we did. I challenge you to show me a statement from any officer on your force who claims any gunshots came from the school. All the shooting came from Alcazar’s people.”

“Then how do you justify kidnapping and holding his three sons as prisoners? What could you possibly say to justify that?”

Zavier only shrugged. “Their old man has tracked us across the world and tried to kill us multiple times. I don’t see you and yours doing anything to stop him or to protect us. You almost got my brother killed when you arrested him last time.”

Detective Merrell frowned. “What are you talking about?”

“Alcazar’s people attacked the Police station to steal me from you,” Nicky interjected. “Do I need to remind you about how Detective Krantz died?”

Detective Merrell wouldn’t stop scowling at him. “You did that. You got your people to attack the station to free you.”

“They didn’t free me,” Nicky went on. “They did it so Lorenzo Alcazar and his mob of goons could beat the shit out of me, torture me, hold me as a prisoner, and use me as bait to lure Zavier into a trap so Alcazar could kill us both. That’s why they attacked the station.”

Detective Merrell furrowed his brow even more. “I would have to look into that.”

“We kidnapped the three idiots to send a message to their father,” Zavier told him. “We never harmed any of the three of them. We were in the process of sending them home unharmed when the Police intervened. That’s what started the battle. The brothers would be home in their father’s bosom right now if you people hadn’t gotten involved.”

Detective Merrell laughed in spite of himself and shook his head. “You boys never cease to amaze me.”

“You asked us last time to get evidence for you to put Alcazar away,” Zavier went on. “I got it.”

Detective Merrell’s head shot up a second time. “You did? Where is it?”

“It’s in a safe place. I won’t be able to get it unless you turn us loose.”

Detective Merrell sneered at him. “You know I can’t do that. Do you have any notion of how many charges the DA is preparing against you?”

“Then you’ll never get the evidence. You won’t ever get it if you send us to prison. Nicky and I know more about Alcazar’s operation than you could ever learn in a million years. We can give you more information than you could ever possibly use, but you’ll never get it if you don’t play it our way.”

Detective Merrell groaned and rolled his eyes. “Please. You don’t want to go out there to get any evidence. You want me to turn you loose so you can go back to hunting down Alcazar. Don’t mess with me, son. I’ve heard it all before.”

“I can prove to you that I have this evidence. I’ll give you one document to show you that I’m sincere—but I’ll only do it if you agree to set us free to go get the rest of it—and by that, I mean both of us. Don’t think you’re going to hold Nicky here while I go get the evidence. We both go or you get nothing.” 

“You aren’t in a position to make any demands,” Detective Merrell pointed out. “You’re the ones who will have to cooperate with us to reduce your sentences—and you will get sentences this time. I promise you that.”

“Are you charging the Alcazars with crimes, too? You should have been able to arrest Lorenzo Alcazar at the school. He was with the others in their vehicles. No, wait!” Zavier’s hand flew to his head in mock surprise. “Don’t tell me! You let him and his dirtbag sons go because some of your officers and superiors are on his payroll. I knew it. I can tell you who they are and give you proof that they’re accepting money from him to go soft on him and his people when they come up for arrest.”

Detective Merrell compressed his lips. “Fine. What do we have to do to see this document?”

Zavier looked around. “Do you have a laptop or something?”

It took the cops an age to hunt around until they found a laptop that no one else was using. Then Zavier had to go through a whole song and dance to get the officers to agree to uncuff him so he could use the damn keyboard.

He logged onto the internet and navigated to one of his unencrypted sites. No one had to draw him a picture. 

This was a Police computer. The Police technicians would track his internet activity as soon as he stopped working on this machine. They might even be tracking him right now.

He pulled up a spreadsheet, downloaded it to the computer, and shut the page so the Police wouldn’t be able to see any of his other documents.

Zavier finally turned the laptop around so Detective Merrell could see it. “This is a list of every hit Alcazar has put out on anyone for the last thirty years including execution, kidnapping, torture, extortion, and blackmail contracts. This list includes who he hired, how much he paid them, the victims’ names, and all the time, date, and location information he passed to them to complete the hit.”

“This tells me nothing,” Detective Merrell fired back. “You could have made up this list. There’s nothing on it that specifically tells me that Alcazar contracted these hits.”

“You should be able to compare this list to Alcazar’s bank account transactions, who he sent the money to, and from there, you can triangulate either the times of death or other reports of violence against the victims.” Zavier sat back in his chair. “Does that satisfy you?”

Detective Merrell furrowed his brow at the list. Zavier could just see the wheels turning in the guy’s head. “Where did you get this?” Detective Merrell muttered.

“I compiled it from Alcazar’s bank records—his secure bank records. I have more. I can get you the times, dates, payment amounts, and logistical data on every shipment he has ever made into and out of the country. I can get you lists of his contacts and associates in the underworld—anything you want—but you have to play ball with us. We have our own priorities that don’t include putting Alcazar in prison.”

Detective Merrell stood up too fast, picked up the laptop, and hustled out of the room. “I’ll be right back,” he called over his shoulder and the door shut behind him. Detective Whatever-His-Name-Was stayed in the room.

“Good one,” Nicky murmured out the side of his mouth after silence descended over the room.

Zavier didn’t tell his brother or the two detectives that he already had enough to put Alcazar away for life. Zavier could have put Lorenzo Alcazar in prison a long time ago if he really wanted to.

Zavier didn’t want to put Alcazar in prison. Zavier would have considered that a defeat. Men like Alcazar only understood one thing and that’s what Lorenzo Alcazar was going to get.

Detective Merrell came back half an hour later and told the officers to take the brothers back to the cells. Zavier and Nicky shared a moment of eye contact before the officers led them away in opposite directions.

Zavier could only stand to separate from his brother again because he knew Nicky was in the same building. Zavier didn’t have to worry about someone mistreating Nicky here.

If Alcazar broke into the Police station again to kidnap anyone, he would take both brothers at the same time. Alcazar wouldn’t do anything to Nicky without Zavier being there to see it.

The officers locked Zavier into his cell and he sat down on the bench to think. Detective Merrell would bite at Zavier’s offer. That list would prove too tempting an offer to refuse. 

Then Zavier and Nicky would get out of here and they would go on as before. The Police would never be able to stop the brothers from getting the payback they deserved.








  
  
Chapter 2




Nicky opened his eyes when something banged outside his cell. 

This was one of those industrial-type cells with four white walls and a normal locking door instead of bars. The cell didn’t look like it belonged in a jail at all. It looked like the padded room of a psych ward without the padding.

He sat up and waited for the same two uniformed Police officers to open the door. He had only been in his cell for a few hours after his and Zavier’s interrogation with Detective Merrell.

The officers told Nicky to come on out and they took him downstairs to process his release. Nicky only nodded. 

Nicky had already known before he and Zavier even left the room that the Police would let the brothers go. The Police couldn’t say no to Zavier’s evidence—and both brothers’ testimony.

Nicky knew things about Alcazar’s business that Zavier would never find out and probably didn’t want to find out. Nicky hadn’t said anything about testifying against Alcazar, but Nicky would say something if the need arose.

He met up with Zavier at the discharge desk where a uniformed older officer gave them their personal effects back. The Police returned the two phones Francisco Reyes had given them.

“We need weapons,” Nicky muttered after the two brothers left the building. “We need a lot of weapons. The weapons we left in the Range Rover won’t be enough.”

“We should hit one of Alcazar’s storehouses,” Zavier suggested. “We’ll go for the Boundary Road warehouse. We can get everything we need there.”

“And we need a location—a hidden location,” Nicky went on. “We need a base of operations where Alcazar won’t come looking for us. We can carry out our maneuvers from there.”

“What about the old Everyman shop?” Zavier asked. “It’s pretty far out of town. No one will go looking for us there.”

Nicky nodded. “That’s perfect.”

The brothers set off to cross the town heading west. They had a long way to walk to get back to the old school building where they’d taken the Alcazar brothers, held them as prisoners, gotten pinned down in a gun battle between the Police and Alcazar’s men, and subsequently gotten arrested.

Nicky wanted to get back to the black Range Rover the brothers had hidden in the woods. 

He and Zavier would be able to arm themselves from the weapons they’d stashed in the vehicle. They had hidden enough firepower in the car to handle Alcazar’s Boundary Road weapons storehouse.

Zavier strode down the sidewalk at Nicky’s side. “We have to disappear after this,” Zavier insisted. “As soon as we finish this, we have to leave the country and disappear for real this time. We need to make sure no one ever catches us.”

“That won’t be a problem,” Nicky replied.

Zavier glanced over at him. “I expected you to kick up more of a fuss over it.”

Nicky only shrugged. “I don’t care what we do afterward as long as we put the son of a bitch in the ground first. Alcazar will never serve a day in prison. I can promise you that—which means we’ll have to get medieval on his ass. The Police won’t let us go after that. We’ll have to get the job done and then make ourselves scarce.”

Zavier didn’t answer. Did he really think Nicky would have a problem with ending Lorenzo Alcazar?

Both brothers secretly suspected him of killing their father, but neither brother had ever found any conclusive evidence—not that the brothers didn’t already have enough reason to bump the guy off.

They walked in silence while Nicky went over every detail of Alcazar’s empire in his mind. Alcazar had a certain number of weapons storehouses right here in town, but he had even more operations posing as legitimate businesses.

Nicky didn’t mention them to Zavier. Nicky didn’t say anything to Zavier. They spent more than four hours walking across town without saying a word to each other. They both had plenty to think about. 

They could have gotten where they were going quicker by taking a bus or even catching a cab.  

They probably should have. Alcazar knew the brothers were in town. Alcazar’s dirty cops would have told him the minute Nicky and Zavier walked out of the Police station.

The brothers were tempting fate by walking around unarmed in broad daylight, but Nicky didn’t suggest speeding up the trip and neither did Zavier. 

This latest run-in with everything Alcazar left Nicky coldly determined. He was sick and tired of messing around, running around, and playing games with Alcazar. 

Alcazar had no plans to take it easy on the Booth brothers, so why should Nicky and Zavier pull their punches with Alcazar? He wanted to kill them both, so they would just have to get to him first.

Nicky was the one who got the idea to kidnap Rocco, Emilio, and Oscar to send their father a message. Nicky had been adamant then that he and Zavier shouldn’t kill the three brothers.

All of that went out the window now. Nicky would have gone around town and capped all three of Alcazar’s sons first if he thought for an instant that it would weaken their father. 

It wouldn’t. That was the worst part about it. Alcazar didn’t care enough about his own sons to give a hoot if they lived or died. Capping them wouldn’t touch him or his enterprise. The three sons were just collateral.

The Booth brothers didn’t make it back to the school until sunset. They went straight to the Range Rover, got in, and Zavier drove them even farther out of town. He pulled into a short, wide driveway off the main highway ten miles from the outskirts of town.

The headlights blazed over the glass windows and steel rollup doors of a long, low squat building with an awning that looked like the building had once belonged to a gas station.

The ancient sign over the building read, Everyman Auto Garage. Half the sign had rotted away. No one could even read the lettering anymore.

Zavier parked out front and left the engine running while Nicky approached the front door to the shop’s glass-paneled office.

He found the spare key in a flowerpot next to the front window. The pot had nothing but dirt in it. He had to tip the pot over and pull out a cylindrical tube of hard-packed potting soil before he found the key hidden underneath.

He unlocked the office and went into the shop. It was completely deserted. No one had left any tools, equipment, or anything else in here. Four concrete pillars held up the sloping tin roof. The previous mechanics had even removed the vehicle hoists.

Heavy concrete workbenches lined both sidewalls running the length of the building. Empty shelves and cabinets covered both walls above and below the workbenches. 

Nicky shut the door between the shop and the office so no light would escape into the outside world.

Then he unbolted one of the roll-up doors, rolled it up, and Zavier drove the car inside. He left the car running and the headlights on while Nicky rolled down the door and re-bolted it. 

Zavier went to the breaker panel on the wall and threw the breakers to switch on the power. Then and only then did Zavier turn off the car and switch off the headlights.

The brothers rejoined in the middle of the shop and looked around at everything. The Everyman Garage was much bigger than their father’s garage. “We’ll need somewhere to sleep,” Zavier pointed out.

“We can get all of that from the Boundary Road warehouse,” Nicky replied. “We’ll just have to sleep in the car tonight. Let’s unload our gear and get set up.”

They spent the next hour unloading the car and putting all their weaponry and gear on the workbenches. The shelves and cabinets gave the brothers a perfect place to store all their emergency supplies.

The brothers got themselves an MRE each and took their spoons to the car to eat and relax. Zavier sat behind the wheel and Nicky took the passenger seat the same way they had on the trip back to town from Florida.

“What do you want to do first?” Zavier asked with his mouth full.

“Do you mean after Boundary Road? I think we should go around and hit every single one of Alcazar’s operations in town. We can raid his accounting houses and steal a bunch of his money. We can hit some of his weapons and supply shipments and get even more stuff than we would find at Boundary Road. We can destroy some of his supply shipments and turn over a bunch of his trafficked girls to the Police.” Nicky shrugged and scooped another spoonful into his mouth. “I think we should do everything possible to interfere with his operations. That would really cut his balls off.”

“You know what this means, don’t you? It means he’ll come out to stop us. He’ll start by sending his men to do it. Then, once he realizes that isn’t enough, he’ll post extra security around his locations. When that doesn’t work, he’ll come himself—and probably bring his sons with him.”

Nicky shrugged. “Good. That will make him easier to find.”

Zavier laughed and wound up choking on his food. “You’re the man, Nicky.”

“Hardly. What better way to find him than to make him come to us? Why should we bust our asses going out to hunt him down when we have something even more valuable to him?”

“What’s that?” Zavier asked. “What do we have that’s valuable to him?”

“Information,” Nicky replied. “We know all his weaknesses—and the truth is that his business is his biggest weakness. He can’t operate without setting up shop somewhere. Just look at the Flamingo Hotel or Particle Inferno or somewhere like that. It isn’t like he could just up and move those operations somewhere else. The vast majority of his most lucrative clientele already know to come there. He couldn’t move location anytime he wants just because we know where it is. That makes him weak and us strong.”

Zavier beamed at him. “Good thinking. I like it.”

“I need you to get on the internet and let your fingers do the walking to find out which shipments he has coming in and when.”

Zavier nodded. “Yes, Sir. I can do that.”

“You’ll also be able to tell us if he diverts any of his shipments, supplies, personnel, or rendezvous to other locations. I want you to monitor everything he does so he doesn’t get the jump on us. He’ll try. We need to stay one step ahead of him.”

Zavier put his MRE on the dashboard and climbed into the backseat to get his laptop bag. He sat back down in the driver’s seat, scraped his sleeve across his mouth, and opened the computer on his lap.

“Do you need internet access for that?” Nicky asked.

“No, I use my phone as a hotspot. Just give me a second.”

He worked back and forth between his phone and his laptop. Then he put his phone away and clicked around on his computer for a while before he showed it to Nicky.

“Alcazar has four weapons caches in town—Boundary Road, the Berkton Underground, the Westray Hotel basement, and Seacrest Resorts. We can get everything we need to set up from Boundary Road. We should leave the other three alone unless we absolutely need them. He’ll post extra security around all three locations. That will tie up at least some of his men so he’ll be able to send fewer personnel after us. I know it isn’t that many men, but it’s better than nothing—and he has another supply shipment coming in at the end of the week. We can get more weapons, ammo, and other stuff from that if we need it after Boundary Road.”

“What about other vehicles?” Nicky asked.

Zavier looked up. “What other vehicles?”

“Armored personnel carriers, armed tanks—anything like that.”

Zavier’s eyes fell out of their sockets. “You want to take tanks…..against Alcazar?”

“Why not if we can get them? I just want to know what’s available.”

Zavier gulped and bent over his computer. “I don’t know about that. I don’t think tanks will be available in the area.”

“What about any other vehicle we can use? I would really rather not take the Range Rover. We need something sturdier and I want to keep this in reserve for contingencies.”

Zavier fell silent while he worked. Nicky didn’t see why what he said should surprise his brother so much. Then again, maybe Nicky had just gotten too used to working for Francisco Reyes.

Thinking that gave Nicky an idea. “What about drones? Could you get them?”

Zavier froze and stared at the screen for a second. Then he cocked his head and looked out the window at the shop outside the vehicle. 

“Is something wrong?” Nicky asked. “We can use drones to strike Alcazar’s locations from a distance. We never have to go near the guy.”

“I didn’t think of that. I don’t know why.” Zavier bent over his computer. “I should have thought of it. You’re making me look bad.”

“We could also use drones to strike his personnel while they’re driving from one location to another. We can eliminate them that way.”

“I can get the drones,” Zavier announced. “I can also get some tactical Jeeps we can use. They aren’t armored or armed, but they’ll be better than using the Range Rover.”

“Where are they?” Nicky asked.

“They’re at a dealership in town. We’ll have to go in to get them.”

Nicky grinned at his brother. “Are you going to buy them for us beforehand?”

Zavier shot back a grin of his own. “I just did. We can go pick them up in the morning.”

Nicky laughed. “I like doing things this way.”

“Life is always easier with Alcazar making our money for us. I’m going to order a bunch of tables, chairs, beds, and other stuff to make this place more comfortable.”

“How will we transport all of that in Jeeps?” Nicky asked. “We would need a truck.”

“I’m renting one. I’m sending the delivery company instructions to load everything into the moving truck and park it across the street from the Boundary Road warehouse. We can pick up the truck at the same time we hit the warehouse. The furniture won’t take up more than half the space in the rental truck. We can use the other half for stuff we take from Boundary Road.”

Nicky ate the rest of his meal in silence. Zavier sure was a useful guy to have around.

He worked on his computer for a long time and then shut it, plugged it and his phone into sockets in the auto shop walls, finished his meal, and switched off the shop’s overhead lights before he got back into the driver’s seat.

Nicky reclined his seat all the way back and stared out into the darkness. “I guess I always should have known I would have to come back here.”

Zavier murmured softly out of the darkness. “Can I ask you something?”

“Go ahead,” Nicky replied.

“You remember how we talked about Alcazar being the most likely suspect to put out a hit on Pop?”

“Yeah?” Nicky replied. “Did you find something to confirm it? Did you find proof while you were on the run?”

“No, nothing like that. It just seems like he becomes more and more likely the obvious suspect the longer this goes on.”

“So what exactly is your question?” Nicky asked.

Zavier looked away. “I guess I don’t have one. I guess I just needed to say that out loud. You’re the only person I can talk to about who killed Pop. We haven’t talked about it in so long. I guess I just needed to bring it up. It seems like……” He broke off.

“We did say that coming out of hiding would bring the killer out of hiding,” Nicky added. “We always said they would come back around to finish what they started…..and Alcazar is the only one who keeps coming back around. He’s the only suspect left on the field as far as I can see. It isn’t like we would be able to find someone close enough to this whole thing to be involved in killing Pop—and then trying to kill us. He’s the only one left.”

“Yeah,” Zavier murmured from the other side of the car. “That’s what I think. The only question is why he killed Pop in the first place.”

Nicky snorted. “Please, brother. Lorenzo Alcazar doesn’t need a reason to kill anyone. He’ll kill anyone he wants to kill. Pop was somehow connected to Alcazar’s business even if Pop didn’t outright work for him. That on its own put Pop in the line of fire. He might have done something to piss off Alcazar or he might not have. Who knows? The reason doesn’t make that much difference, does it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe it doesn’t,” Zavier murmured. “Maybe I just need answers because I don’t have conclusive proof that Alcazar did kill Pop.”

“Well, it’s like you said. We have enough reason to go after the guy even without that.”

Zavier nodded in the shadows over there. “I suppose we should go to sleep.”

Nicky turned his head away. These seats were actually really comfortable. He only had to shut his eyes and let himself slip away.








  
  
Chapter 3




Nicky and Zavier hiked all the way back into town the next day, picked up their two Jeeps from the dealership, drove them to the Everyman Garage, and then hiked all the way back into town to case Lorenzo Alcazar’s Boundary Road weapons supply warehouse. 

The warehouse occupied the basement loading dock and storage warehouse of a big-box department store on a busy street corner in town. 

Nicky and Zavier dodged into a bookstore across the street where they could hide in the tall shelves and observe the warehouse without anyone seeing them. The moving truck sat parked at the curb right outside the bookstore.

“Everything looks the same way I remember it,” Zavier murmured under his breath. “The guards are on the same patrols. The security cameras are all in the same places. I don’t think Alcazar has even upgraded the alarm system.”

“Can you deactivate it so the staff doesn’t trip the alarm?” Nicky asked.

“I think there’s a better way to do this than smashing and grabbing and killing a bunch of people. We should do it in a way that Alcazar doesn’t find out about it until it’s all over.”

“How would we do that without deactivating the alarm?”

“I would deactivate the alarm—and we would need to take out the guards. They’ll still be out there standing guard no matter what we do, but the staff won’t be inside—not if we strike in the middle of the night. The warehouse will be deserted—of ordinary civilian staff, at least.”

“I guess I can’t argue with that.”

“One of us needs to drive the truck home from the hit, so we should only bring one Jeep. I’ll camp out on the tenth floor of this building we’re standing in right now. I’ll hit the guards with a sniper rifle before you get here. Then we can back the truck in, load it up, and leave with no one the wiser.”

“What about the dead guards?” Nicky asked.

“I think we should take them with us. We can dispose of them down the old fuel tanks at the garage.”

Nicky raised his eyebrows. “That is cold.”

“No one will ever find their bodies. If we plan it right, we might even be able to cover our tracks well enough that Alcazar doesn’t even realize someone hit the warehouse. He might not notice anything missing until he does an inventory on the place.”

“Okay, brother,” Nicky replied. “That sounds like a plan.”

The brothers returned to the garage and loaded all the weapons they would need—which wouldn’t be too many if Zavier’s plan worked. He took extra care to dial in the sights on the sniper rifle he planned to use.

Then he spent several hours hacking into the department store’s security camera network. That was the weird thing about Alcazar. He took meticulous care of a lot of different aspects of his business.

He spared no expense when it came to his personnel, the quality and supplies for his weapons, or the security camera system itself. 

He just didn’t keep the system current—or it would have been more accurate to say that he didn’t always prioritize every location when it came to security. He cut corners on some of them depending on how important he thought they were.

He used a state-of-the-art security system for the Boundary Road weapons warehouse. He used only a middle-grade security system inside the department store itself where ordinary civilian customers walked around browsing the shelves for clothes and homewares. 

The weakness appeared when he connected the two to the same power source. It never occurred to him to put any security around the power source.

Zavier configured his computer so he could shut off the power to the security system in a split second, but he didn’t shut it off now.

He and Nicky relaxed for the rest of the day and caught up on sleep. The Range Rover was starting to get uncomfortable as a sleeping arrangement. The brothers needed real beds to sleep in.

The brothers put their guns and extra ammo in the Jeep and drove into town at eight o’clock at night. 

Nicky dropped off Zavier at a burger joint half a mile away from the department store. Zavier got out carrying his laptop bag over his shoulder and his sniper rifle in a hard plastic case full of foam padding.

He entered the bookstore, smiled and greeted the lady behind the register on his way to the back stairs, and jogged up to the tenth floor. It was completely empty with no interior walls to divide the level into different rooms.

He sat down under the windows facing the department store. He could see everything from here, including the loading dock and five of Alcazar’s men patrolling the block.

Zavier took his rifle out of the case, screwed on the scope and the silencer, and loaded the magazine. He and Nicky didn’t plan to hit the guards until one o’clock in the morning. Zavier had hours to wait.

He got on his phone, caught up on work for his friends in the fake ID world, and ran through the usual law enforcement agency checks. He and Nicky both turned up as having been recently arrested for their involvement in the school building assault.

That didn’t matter because everyone who wanted to find and kill the brothers was already in this same town with them. Everyone who wanted to find and kill the brothers had already been at the school at the same time.

Alcazar and his sons didn’t even turn up in the system as being detained in the assault. The Police had just let them go. It must be nice.

In the end, Zavier got too bored even to keep his eyes open. He set an alarm on his phone, stretched out on the floor, and caught a few hours of shut-eye before he had to wake up and pay attention.

He sat up at twelve-thirty, climbed onto his knees, and rested his rifle on the windowsill. He traced all the guards’ movements patrolling around and around the department store building. None of the guards stayed in one place for very long.

They passed each other in a steady rotation. Zavier measured his strategy down to the millisecond. He and Nicky had discussed exactly what they would do and how they would do it. Nicky already knew what Zavier would do before he did it.

Nicky drove the Jeep around the corner at five minutes before one, parked in front of the bookstore across the street, and got into the moving truck cab. One of the guards just happened to be passing the warehouse loading dock right at that moment.

The guy didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary even though it was the middle of the night. Nicky, the Jeep, and the moving truck were the only things moving out here apart from the guards themselves.

Nicky fired up the truck engine. It sounded extra loud in the silence. The guard stopped there in front of the loading doors and scowled across the street. Zavier didn’t recognize the guy, but the guard might know who Nicky Booth was.

Nicky smiled at the guy through the window, reversed the truck, and pulled a U-turn before he stopped and backed the truck up to the loading bay.

The guard tried to flag Nicky down and wave him away. Nicky pretended not to notice. The guard had to move out of the way to avoid the reversing truck almost running him over. 

Nicky looked back and forth in both his side mirrors. He pretended not to see the guard warning him not to pull in there.

The guard turned to walk around the truck so he could approach the driver’s door—probably to tell Nicky to take off. Zavier pulled the trigger on his rifle and dropped the guard there behind the truck between the vehicle’s rear bumper and the loading doors.

Nicky immediately switched off the ignition, shut down the headlights, and dove into the back so no one could see him from the outside.

The brothers only had to wait a few minutes before the next guard came around the corner. 

He frowned at the truck. It hadn’t been there just a few minutes ago. He peered through the driver’s compartment windows and then discovered his friend lying sprawled on the ground with a gunshot wound to the head.

The guy squatted down and rested his hand on his friend’s shoulder while guard #2 decided what to do about this. Zavier fired and dropped guard #2 right on top of his friend. That took care of two of the five guards.

All the others came around the corner on their normal patrol rotation. Each of them went through exactly the same sequence of checking the truck, finding their dead friends, and falling to the same hidden sniper attack.

Zavier fired to finish off the last guard, attacked his rifle to break it down and pack it up, got on his laptop, and shut down the security system to the whole department store. 

He made it to the loading bay, opened the back of the truck, and Nicky jumped out. The brothers set to work in silence, tossed the five bodies into the truck first, and Zavier opened the loading doors so Nicky could back the vehicle inside.

They shut the doors so they could work undisturbed and unobserved. Neither brother talked. They attacked the supply crates, pallets, and cartons filling the warehouse to bursting.

Alcazar had generously divided his own supplies from the department store’s regular inventory. He kept the supplies lined on one side of the warehouse in distinctive military-style crates, pallets, and metal ammo canisters.

The store received its regular inventory from the supplier packed in brown cardboard boxes, most of which were labeled with diagrams of the contents printed on the boxes’ exteriors. That made it easy to tell what was what.

The brothers had already decided what to get. They concentrated on heavier assault gear like grenades, mines, rocket launchers, automatic weapons, explosives, electronics, and tons and tons of ammunition.

The brothers also took every other kind of emergency supplies they could fit into the truck, including rope, sleeping bags, food, medical supplies, and even rolls of tape. 

Zavier and Nicky filled all the remaining space not already taken up with the furniture Zavier had ordered for the garage.

Nicky found a crate full of maps of the area, so Zavier took them, too. The crate didn’t include markers for all of Alcazar’s locations, but Zavier could get those on his computer.

The brothers packed the truck to the rafters and then piled the Jeep with even more stuff. Zavier would have liked to take more, but he could live with just this.

He drove the Jeep home to the Everyman. Nicky drove the truck. The brothers backed everything inside the shop and spent the rest of the night unloading everything.

The brothers put away all their weapons, ammo, and supplies first on the shelves and in the tool cabinets in the shop itself. They dumped the bodies down the fuel tanks, screwed the caps on, and left the dead guards to rot.

The brothers set up their beds in the office. It had two sections. The Everyman had a bunch of different employee areas separate from the actual workshop. The front section consisted of the outer reception area where the staff dealt with customers.

Behind this was the actual office where the shop manager handled admin tasks. The building also had a living room-style lounge where the employees could take their breaks.

The Everyman also had a big locker room with bathrooms and showers where the mechanics could get cleaned up at the end of the workday. Behind this was the laundry room, storeroom, and another garage-type room full of storage.

The brothers set up their beds in the locker room. It was the biggest, the closest to the bathrooms, and the brothers wanted to use the building’s other areas to actually live in.

The brothers put their tables and chairs in the workshop itself. Zavier laid out his maps just as the sun came up, but neither he nor Nicky looked at the maps just yet. 

The brothers drove into town, returned the empty rental truck, and went home to crash. They didn’t wake up until sunset the following day when they sat down at their new table with their MREs.

“This is downright civilized,” Nicky remarked. “I could get used to this.”

“Don’t get used to it,” Zavier told him. “We need to hit Alcazar’s weapons shipment on Friday.”

“We don’t need any more gear,” Nicky pointed out. 

“Then we should take his stuff just to make our point. He might not find out about this, but we need to send him a message one way or the other.”

“Then hit it with the drones,” Nicky pointed out. “Just blow the whole shipment while it’s still out in the middle of the harbor.”

Zavier looked up. “Good idea. I didn’t think of that.”

Nicky pointed his spoon at his brother. “If you really want to get fancy, we could use that as a diversion to draw attention away from us hitting another one of his other high-value assets. We can hit the weapons shipment while all his people are there unloading it—or we can wait until he rolls out his force to investigate the ship explosion. Then we can hit the second target.”

“Okay. I can go with that. What do you think the other target should be?”

“Something that will hurt him—a lot. What about the Oyster Room counting house?”

Zavier shrugged. “Okay. That sounds good. We should be able to get a nice stack of cash there—and it isn’t guarded because no one knows about it.”

“That’s what I’m saying. Friday gives us three days to plan the hit.”

“Are we planning to kill the counting house workers?” Zavier asked.

“I don’t see why not. Our goal is to hurt Alcazar. It would definitely hurt him to have to replace those guys.”

Zavier looked down at his food.

“Are you getting squeamish about killing his people?”

“Not about killing his people. The men at the counting house are unarmed.”

“Then we’ll tie them up in the corner and hold them at gunpoint while we steal their stuff. We can leave them all alive to tell Alcazar who did it.”

Zavier shrugged. “I guess so.”

Nicky narrowed his eyes at him. “Do you have a problem with any of this?”

“No, I don’t have a problem with it. I guess you could say I went soft in the last two years. I don’t want to do any of this. Hiding is so much easier.”

“Easier doesn’t make it right. You were the one who said you were pretty sure Alcazar was the one who whacked Pop.”

“I know that, Nicky!” Zavier exclaimed. “I’m not saying I have a problem with it.”

“Then what exactly is your problem?” Nicky countered.

“I just told you I don’t have one.”

“It sure looks to me like you do.”

Zavier didn’t answer. He didn’t know what his problem was. He had just killed five of Alcazar’s men and it wasn’t the first time. 

He didn’t hesitate to do any of this. He knew it was right. He didn’t think he had a problem with it. He didn’t have a problem with it.

Nicky pretended that he and Zavier didn’t have that conversation. He waited until the two of them finished eating, pulled out the maps, and started planning their operation.

Zavier got on his laptop and did everything Nicky told him to do. Zavier was really starting to thank Almighty God he wasn’t in charge of this anymore. He didn’t have to think. He just had to do what Nicky told him to do.

Everything would work out as long as Zavier kept doing that.








