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            Prologue

          

          Eight Years Earlier, Colombia

        

      

    

    
      Carlos Guzman called “Otoniel” (Powerful Lord), sat beside his pool. The evening air was excellent, and the evening was proving to be a quiet one. Armed guards stood in the shadows, not as alert as they used to be. Years of doing the same thing day after day had made them complacent. A distant sound began to nag at Carlos. He recognized it simultaneously as his guards. Trucks were moving at high speed toward the villa.

      Then silenced shots began to rattle off tiles and walls, and men died. Carlos jumped up and began to run, but a man in black knocked him to the ground. Carlos looked up at the face of the man he knew, Rico Banderas.

      “What the fuck are you doing?” Carlos raged. He started to stand, only to be knocked again to the ground by Rico. “You estúpido (stupid). You can’t take over. You will be dead within a day!”

      Ignoring Carlos’ outburst, Rico signaled with his hand, and two black-clad men stepped up and jerked Carlos to his feet. One of the men cuffed Carlos’ hands behind his back, and moved him toward the open front yard. As they came to the yard, a black helicopter descended from the night sky and landed. Carlos was picked up, carried to the chopper, and unceremoniously tossed inside. More rough hands grabbed Carlos from inside the aircraft, as the black machine climbed into the sky.

      Armed, black-clad men moved about the grounds, while others ransacked Carlos’ villa. Rico saw men coming down the stairs with bags, boxes, and computers inside the mansion.

      “Money?” asked Rico.

      One of the men replied, “In the bags and boxes. Good thing we brought two trucks. Never saw so damned much money.”

      ‘You haven’t seen anything yet,’ thought Rico. “Get everybody loaded up. I’m going to set the charges for ten minutes.”

      Twelve minutes later, an explosion seen for miles lit up the night sky. Later, when the Columbian military and police arrived, they found nothing but smoking rubble and the bodies of dead Narcos.

      Wyoming, Two Weeks Later

      A box truck moved along a dirt road, sending dust into the air. In the distance stood a large, two-story log house. Near the house were a corrugated metal barn and a new twenty-foot by twenty-foot concrete building with a heavy roll-up metal door. A helicopter was sitting on a concrete pad off one side of the house. Five minutes later, the truck pulled up in front of the house.

      Chang, a brawny man, stepped out onto the porch as Brody, who looked like he had just stepped out of a western movie, got out of the truck. “You might as well back it to the door and park it. It’ll take us a while to unload.”

      Brody got back into the truck, and backed it up, close to the metal door of the concrete building. Chang opened the truck’s double doors. Inside, stacked to the ceiling, were shrink-wrapped bundles. Chang unlocked a sturdy padlock, and opened the metal door of the building. The two men began unloading the truck, neatly stacking the packages in the building.

      “Say,” asked Brody, “How much money total, counting this?”

      “By weight, 220 pounds in twenty-dollar bills. I figure it to be two million. Add this to what we placed in Swiss accounts, a total of eight hundred million.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Wyoming, Eight Years later

          

        

      

    

    
      Chang drove the speeding Toyota Tacoma hard, throwing up twin dust tornados behind them. Chang, of Chinese-Mexican descent, wore a battered Marine Boonie hat.

      Brody, a wiry cowboy-looking man, sat in the passenger seat, his booted feet on the dash. Brody pushed his straw cowboy hat back, saying, "We ain't been nowhere for a while. We ought to go someplace; a vacation like.”

      “Where do you think we should go?”

      “Oh, hell, I don’t know. Maybe we get all duded up and go to Monte Carlo. Or the French Riviera, but someplace exciting.”

      Suddenly, Chang slowed the truck and stopped. "We've got company. Someone is on the porch, looking in the windows."

      Chang twisted in his seat, reached behind, and retrieved a pair of binoculars. He removed the dust caps and brought the binoculars to his eyes. Through the glasses, he could see their cabin. Behind the house, on a concrete pad, sat their tarp-covered helicopter.

      While Chang checked the house, Brody opened the glove compartment and removed two Glock pistols. Brody placed one on the seat next to Chang, and then dropped the magazine from his. He confirmed that it was fully loaded. Brody reinserted the magazine and pulled back the slide, letting it snap back, chambering a round.

      "What do you see, Chang?"

      "I don't recognize the guy on the porch, but I think I might like to meet the woman by the car."

      Chang handed the binoculars to Brody.

      Brody brought the glasses to his eyes, while Chang made ready his pistol. A dusty, black Mercedes Benz came into focus with a slight adjustment of the binoculars. A voluptuous woman with raven-black, shoulder-length hair, stood next to the car's open passenger door. She wore a bright red coat, with a matching pair of red Prada four-inch high-heels.

      "Damn, she certainly brightens the place up."

      "Do you see anyone else?"

      Brody scanned the area with the binoculars. "Just the woman, and the man on the porch."

      Chang put the truck in gear, and started driving slowly toward the house.

      The man and woman turned, and looked toward them, as they got closer. The man said something to the woman as he stepped off the porch. The woman got back into the car, as the man opened the driver's side door, and reached into the vehicle.

      Chang picked up the pistol next to him on the seat, and placed it on his lap.

      Chang stopped the truck within pistol range of the Mercedes. Chang and Brody stepped out of the vehicle, using the doors as shields.

      Chang shouted, "Something we can do for you?"

      The man stood, looked over the top of his car, and called out, "My name is Hugo Galan. I was sent here by Señor Ethen Wade. I am looking for Señor Tomás Chang and Brody McAfee."

      At the mention of Wade’s name, Brody and Chang pushed their pistols into the back of their trousers' waistbands and got back into the truck. As they drove up, the woman got out of the Mercedes. It was now apparent she was older than they first thought. The man approached the truck.

      "I apologize. I tried calling earlier, but there was no answer. I hoped that you would return by the time we got here."

      The woman walked over, and stood next to Galan. "This is my wife, Señora Angela Galan."

      "I'm Chang, and this is Brody. Come on in. As you can see, we have been in the field for a few days."

      Making an obvious inspection of the empty truck bed, Angela asked mockingly, "You were hunting?"

      Brody immediately disliked the woman, thinking, ‘She smells like a puta. She must bathe in that perfume.’ But he was polite, "Yes, Ma'am, but as you can see, we're not much good at it."

      Chang felt the negative vibes between Angela and Brody, as he led the way up the porch steps. Chang punched a number code on the front door lock and opened the door.

      As they stepped across the threshold, both Angela and Hugo were surprised by the size of the interior, and how modern the furnishings were.

      "Would you care for something to drink?" asked Brody.

      "Perhaps some water?" responded Angela.

      "Nothing for me, thank you," replied Hugo.

      "Bring me a Cerveza,” said Chang. “I'll take them to the living room."

      "Cerveza?" Asked Hugo with raised eyebrows.

      "Sure, coming right up."

      When everyone settled in the living room, Chang asked in Spanish, "What can we do for you, Señor Galan?"

      "Our son, Francisco, is a medical doctor. He and fifteen missionaries traveled to The Darien Gap to provide medical aid to one of the Indigenous tribes. He planned to be there for only a month. That was six weeks ago. I received an email that he and the missionaries are being held for ransom, by a group calling themselves, The CPA or The Columbian People's Army."

      "How do you know Colonel Wade?"

      "I have known Colonel Wade for many years. I was a medical doctor in the Mexican military. It was when Ethen was wounded during a combined US and Mexican operation to eradicate marijuana fields. The wound was life-threatening, but I was able to save his life. We became friends and have remained so for all these years. I contacted the Columbian and Panamanian governments when my son was taken captive. Both claimed they could do nothing because the crime occurred in another country. In desperation, I called my friend Ethen. He said he knew of some men, you, who might help."

      Brody spoke, "The Darien Gap is considered some of the world's most dangerous jungle real estate. If the bad guys don’t get you, the wildlife or the vegetation will."

      Chang said, "This kind of operation will be costly. We're talking thousands per day."

      "I have my own money, and I’m sure the church will help because of the missionaries."

      The phone in the kitchen began ringing. Brody stood, excused himself, and went to answer it.

      Angela asked, "Have you worked in South America before?"

      Chang replied, "Brody and I have operated in several South American countries but not The Gap. The only one who has worked The Gap lives in Spain." Chang looked up expectantly when Brody came back into the room.

      "Guess who that was? Ramona. She says Rico is on his way here. She told me Rico tried to call, but no one answered. It must have been while we were hunting."

      Galan said, "Colonel Wade mentioned a man named Rico, Rico Garcia."

      Chang again picked up negative vibes from Angela at the mention of Rico’s name. "Rico is our team leader. We were in the Marines together. He is the one I mentioned who has worked The Gap."

      "Ramona said Rico would arrive in New York at 1900 hours Eastern Time, then catch a flight here. Rico will call us when he arrives in New York."

      Leaning forward, Angela asked, "So, you will take the Job? You will get our son and bring him home?"

      Chang noted her eagerness as he stood and faced Galan, "There's no contract yet. But, it looks likely, if Rico is flying here from Spain. Have you checked into a hotel?"

      “We have not,” replied Señor Galan.

      "You are welcome to stay here if you like. We have plenty of room, and Brody is an excellent cook."

      "Gracious," replied Hugo, "we are tired from our trip. If it is not an imposition, we accept your invitation."

      "Let's go out to your car and get your luggage."

      The phone rang again at 5:15 PM Mountain Time, and Chang answered it.

      "Chang, this is Rico. I just arrived in New York."

      "Hey, amigo, do you know what's going on?"

      "I do. I have been in contact with Wade. He has asked a favor of us."

      "The Galans are here and have given us some background. I told Galan we would have to wait for you."

      "Good, I have to run to catch my connecting flight."

      "What's your flight number?"

      "AA347."

      "I'll make arrangements with the airport, and pick you up in Grinder."

      "Sounds great. See you in a few. I gotta go."

      Brody came into the kitchen, followed by Galan, "Was that Rico?"

      "Yeah, we'll pick him up at the airport at 1930 hours. I told him we'd use Grinder."

      “Grinder?” asked Galan.

      “Grinder is a Blackhawk helicopter we bought at auction from the US Government,” replied Chang. “We use it for some of our projects. Sometimes the Forestry Department and Law Enforcement hire us for search and rescue.”

      "I’ll go out and get the covers off, and start the preflight,” said Brody, heading for the door.

      “While you’re doing that, I’ll get the Galans settled upstairs.”

      “Better check and see if they’re hungry. We’ll be gone for a while.”
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        * * *

      

      Flight AA347

      Flight AA347 was flying light. The Airbus was in a standard three-class layout with 287 seats. Sixty seats in the Airbus economy section were occupied, with one passenger in first class. Ricardo (Rico) Garcia enjoyed the attention he was getting in first class. He was aware of the two flight attendants’ smiles and whispers while they were in the galley. At six feet three inches tall, with a full, well-trimmed beard and muscular physic, Rico was formidable.

      One of the attendants, a shapely brunette, stopped at Rico’s seat, “Would you care for something to drink?”

      Rico looked up and flashed his killer smile, “A beer, please. Heineken if you have it.”

      The attendant went back to the galley for Rico’s beer.

      The second attendant asked, “Well?”

      “He’s got a wedding band on his left ring finger and a signet ring on the right. I think it’s a Marine Corps ring.”

      “When you serve him his beer, ask him about the ring.”

      The flight attendant returned, with the beer and a glass on a tray. She lowered the snack tray for Rico, placed the glass on the tray, and filled it half full.

      “May I ask you a question?”

      “Sure.”

      “Is that a Marine Corps ring?”

      Rico lifted his right hand so the young lady could see the ring. The heavy ring was gold, with a Marine globe and anchor in the center. Rico made a fist so the ring stood out on his finger.

      “My team and I had them made when we retired.”

      The flight attendant smiled and headed back to the gallery. “Well?’

      “He showed it to me.”

      “Yes?”

      “He’s a Marine. But, his ring, where the globe should be, it has a skull in the center. I also saw lots of what my brother calls smiley faces on his knuckles and fingers. My brother has a few of them. They are scars from fistfights. I think our Marine is a certified badass.”

      The two young ladies looked back at the man in seat A-3, as he wiped some foam from his upper lip with a napkin. Rico smiled and raised his glass to salute the ladies, as they ducked out of sight.

      One hour later, the airbus landed at the Wyoming airport. Rico saw a Blackhawk helicopter off to one side, as the plane taxied to the terminal. The image of the man standing next to it was unclear, but Rico knew it was Chang. ‘I guess Brody will meet me inside,’ thought Rico.

      Ten minutes later, Rico saw Brody standing next to the luggage carousel.

      The two men shook hands and hugged each other. “Good to see you, Brother.” Said Brody. “So, tell me, how’s Ramona, and how does it feel to be a father?”

      “Ramona is excellent and loves being a mom. I didn’t realize how much joy could come from being a father.”

      The luggage carrousel began to squeak and rumble, as luggage began to flow. As a large aluminum suitcase began to pass by, Rico reached out and grabbed it. Setting it upright on its wheels, Rico said, “That’s it, you lead the way.”

      Outside, Chang looked up when he heard the suitcase's wheels on the concrete. Rico and Brody walked up, “Hey, Bro, good to see you,” said Chang.

      Rico let go of the suitcase, and he and Chang shook hands and gave each other a bear hug.

      Brody loaded the luggage into the Blackhawk. “Ride up front with Chang. I’ll sit in the back.”

      Chang spooled the engines up, checked the gages, and then got clearance to lift off.
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        * * *

      

      Chang landed Grinder on the pad next to the cabin one hour later. Angela and Hugo were on the porch, and greeted the men. Chang did the introductions, and then everyone went inside.

      After getting Rico settled in his room, they met in the living room.

      Rico started things out, “Señor Galan, have the kidnapers made further contact with you?”

      “They have. The kidnappers are demanding five million dollars in ransom for the release of my son.” Galan reached into his pocket and pulled out his smartphone. His index finger danced over the pad, and then he handed the phone to Rico.

      Taking the phone, Rico read the kidnappers' text message and then handed the phone to Chang to read.

      Finished, Chang gave the phone to Brody.

      Rico asked Galan, “What about the missionaries? Have the kidnapers communicated with you about them?”

      “No, they are talking directly with the church. The kidnappers are demanding a much larger ransom for the missionaries.”

      “I’m going to need the number of the church. We need to know what arrangements they are making for their people.”

      “I have a contact person for the church, and his number.”

      Brody finished reading the text message and handed the phone back to Galan.

      Galan asked, “Do you have a pen and paper handy?”

      Brody got up, left the room, and returned with a pen and a yellow legal pad.

      Taking the paper, Galan wrote down the information and handed it to Rico.

      “This Isaac Carvallo. Is he overseeing the kidnapper’s demands for the church?”

      “That is my understanding. I have no idea what Carvallo has planned, if anything, so far.”

      “We will require an upfront payment of five hundred thousand American dollars to be placed into an escrow account. The daily costs will include wages, air travel, bribes, food, and lodging. The cost of the operation is paid from the escrow account. We also require a one-time payment of ten thousand dollars, for one million in term life and disability insurance, for each of the team members, for one hundred thousand dollars. The coverage will begin upon payment and last for thirty days after completion of the mission.”

      Galan did not blink an eye at the costs. “If you give me the escrow account number, I will transfer the monies immediately.”

      “How have you been communicating with the kidnappers?”

      “They have been using text and email.”

      “When was your last contact with the kidnappers?”

      “Just before we arrived here. I told the kidnappers I was raising the ransom, but it would take a few days.”

      “We will need four days to organize and one to get to Panama. I will draft an email to the kidnapers tonight for you to send. We want to delay them as much as possible, to give us every advantage.”

      Chang handed Galan a slip of paper. “This is the account number for the escrow account. Once we have confirmed the money transfer, you must pay the insurance company the one-hundred-thousand-dollar premium.”

      “What do you want us to do right now?” asked Galan.

      Rico stood and said, “As soon as you get the money transferred, we will start on our end.”

      Galan got up from his chair, “My computer is upstairs. May I use your Wi-Fi?”

      Chang quickly wrote the guest Wi-Fi password on a piece of paper, and handed it to Galan.

      “I will take care of this right away,” said Galan.

      He and Angela headed for their room.

      Twenty minutes later, Galan came downstairs, “I sent the five hundred thousand dollars to your escrow account. I also included the one hundred thousand dollars for the insurance premium.”

      As he pulled out his cell phone, Rico said to the others, “Okay, let’s start contacting the others and get this show on the road.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            The Team

          

          Henry Clark

        

      

    

    
      Candelaria, Texas, is a part of two conjoined towns: Candelaria, Texas, and San Antonio del Bravo, Mexico. Both are remote within their own countries, yet a stone's throw away from each other across the Rio Grande. Their combined population is 150 people.

      Henry Clark sat in a well-worn recliner in The Sons of Satan’s clubhouse in Candelaria. Clark, a bearded, long-haired, lanky thirty-eight-year-old, a Prospect (probationary member) of The Sons of Satan. He was also employed by RC&B, Inc. RC&B, a prívate “get-things-done” company owned by Rico, Chang and Brody. He was under contract to do an undercover operation for the ATF.

      Clark watched, as three men came out of the club’s backroom, carrying six rifles and placed them on the bar. The two Mexicans at the bar picked up two M-16s and examined them.

      Smiling, one of the Mexicans pulled a thick envelope from his jacket’s inside pocket, and handed it to the biker leader. When Clark saw the envelope change hands, he pressed a key on his cell phone.

      A flash-bang grenade crashed through a clubhouse window. The explosión blinded and distracted everyone in the room.

      The ATF-SWAT rushed in, armed to the teeth, shouting, “Down, down! Everybody, down on the floor!”

      One of the Mexicans went for his gun, and was instantly shot dead by an agent. Everyone else, including Clark, hit the floor spread eagle. SWAT moved about the room, cuffing the hands of the arms dealers, and everyone else in the clubhouse. Two ATF men grabbed Clark by his arms, lifted him to his feet, then hustled him outside to a waiting patrol car.

      Clark was freed from the handcuffs inside the patrol car just as his phone vibrated. “Yeah?” Answered Clark.

      “This is Chang. How would you like an all-expense-paid trip to The Gap for about ten days?”

      “Are you talking about that strip of hell down Columbia way?”

      “That’s the place.”

      “Yeah, count me in. The Job here just finished, and I won’t be too popular in this neighborhood.”

      “I’ll mail a plane ticket and instructions to your PO box.”

      George Gallegos

      George Gallegos, aka “Gordo” (fat), stood six-six, wore glasses, and combed and parted his thin sandy hair like an oversized Boy Scout. His appearance belied that George had spent ten years on a Green Beret A-Team. George received The Silver Star in Iraq when insurgents ambushed a convoy. George went from burning truck to burning truck, pulling the wounded out. Under intense enemy fire, Gordo carried the injured to safety with a man on each shoulder. He went back three times.

      Gordo’s wife, Belinda, “Bell,” was a “Don’t-you-mess-with-me” redhead and stood just five feet tall. Gordo and Bell got a little twitchy when Gordo was home for over two months. So, when Gordo, sitting by the pool drinking a beer, heard the backdoor slam shut, he cringed. He hadn’t worked for nearly ninety days.

      “It’s Brody,” said Bell, thrusting the phone at Gordo.

      Gordo reached for the phone, pursing his lips in a kiss. Bell flipped him the finger and let go of the phone.

      “Hey, Brody, what’s up?”

      “Gordo, how’d you like ten days of R&R in The Gap?”

      “You’ve got a job in that hellhole? Hell yes, when do we go.”

      “I’ll FedEx your ticket and instructions.”

      As Gordo hung up the phone, Bell asked hopefully, “Job?”

      Gordo stood up, towering over his bride, “Yeah, I’ll be gone about two weeks.”

      “I love you, Sweetheart,” said Bell sweetly.

      George wrapped his arms around Bell, “Love you too, Sweetheart.”

      Gordo never knew that his tough-as-nails, red-headed Bell cried every time he left for a job. As big and brave as her husband was, she knew there was always the chance he might not come back.

      Marc Rivera, Bo-Chi

      Marc Rivera counted a wad of money in an alley behind Donovan’s Billiards, located in Boston. Rivera, twenty-eight, Marine handle, “Bo-Chi,” shortened by his friends to “Bo,” was a name given to him because he was a Boston Mexican. A Bo-Chi was a crossbreed dog between a Boston Terrier and a Chihuahua. Rivera, a third-generation Mexican-American, was born and raised in Boston.

      At Bo’s feet lay three men, unconscious. Bo was not only a pool hustler. He had been a hand-to-hand combat instructor in the Marines. As Bo stuffed his winnings into his pocket, his cell began vibrating.

      Pulling the phone from his pocket and checking the screen, he answered, “Hey Chang, what’s up?”

      “We’ve got an extraction in The Gap. You interested?”

      “How long?”

      “We figure ten days.”

      “I’m in.”

      “Are you still at the same address?”

      “Yup.”

      “Tickets and instructions are on the way.”

      Bo’s phone vibrated again. “Yeah?”

      The voice that answered sounded like the guy gargled with rocks, “Listen, you little fuck. You owe me ten grand. I don’t get my money. I am a-gonna smash your fingers. They won’t even hold toilet paper, let alone a pool cue.”

      “Conor, I just got a job that will pay off my debt. I’ll be back in two weeks with your money.”

      “You ain’t back in two weeks. I will find you. I will fuck you up! Do you understand what I’m saying? If’n I can’t find, youse, I know where your family lives.”

      Bo’s temper boiled at the threat to his family, but he kept it in check. “Yeah, Conor, I understand.” Conor hung up.

      ‘I should never have borrowed that money from that fucking shark. But I was sure I could beat that guy. With what I’ve won in the last three games and the job in The Gap, I’ll have more than enough.’

      But in the back of Bo’s mind was the threat to his family. ‘I’ll pay him back, then teach him not to threaten my family.’

      Lowell Morrow

      Lowell Morrow, a black man, forty-five, divorced, sat at his desk at home. His broad shoulders were hunched, his fingers ready to pounce on the computer’s keyboard. Morrow’s eyes squinted at the computer; his mind was as blank as the screen of his monitor.

      Lowering his hands with a sigh, he looked out the window of his man cave. ‘I’m an OSVETS (Other Services Veterans). I’ve served in the Army, Navy, Air Force, and Marines, and I can’t come up with one fucking idea for a book?’

      The phone on Morrow’s desk rang.

      Picking it up, he answered in his baritone voice, “Morrow.”

      “Morrow, this is Brody. How’s the great American novel coming along?”

      “Screw you, Brody. What do you want?”

      “I have a great idea for a book. How about a bunch of guys doing a rescue mission in The Gap?”

      “Everyone in The Gap wants to be rescued.”

      “Well, we only have one to rescue. It’ll be about ten days. You interested?”

      Morrow looked at the blank computer screen and sighed, “Yeah, when do we go?’

      “I’m FedExing your package overnight. It’ll be good to see your sorry ass.”

      “Yeah, yeah, see you soon.”

      Morrow, a twenty-year retiree, started his military career as a forward observer in the Air Force. After four years, he joined the Army and became a paratrooper. Then he did a stint in the Navy. But something was missing in the Navy, just like the other services. Then Morrow joined the Marines. The Marine Corps was a rude awaking. He wished he had joined The Corps first. Because he would have done his full twenty with them, now he worked for Rico. It was like being in The Corps, except the money was much better. Morrow again started thinking, ‘Just seems there should be a story there.’

      Wyoming

      In Wyoming, Rico, Brody, and Chang were sitting at the table in the kitchen. Each had a laptop in front of him. Rico spoke up, “Galan has paid the insurance premiums.”

      Chang said, “I have confirmation on the Tocumen International Airport in Panama City plane tickets.”

      “I’ve got the rooms booked at the Waldorf Astoria Panama,” said Brody.

      Rico stood up and stretched. “I’m going to call Wade. We’ll need some help with customs in Panama.” Just then, Rico’s cell began to ring. Rico looked at the screen and said, “Speak of the devil. It’s Wade. Good evening, Sir.”

      “Rico, are you clear to talk?”

      Rico looked at Chang and Brody, and he pointed at the ceiling and the door with his finger.

      The two men nodded their heads in understanding.

      “Standby, one,” said Rico to Wade.

      Rico moved outside; far enough from the house to observe it. “Yes, Sir, what’ve you got?”

      “Do you have a signed contract with Galan?”

      “Yes, Sir. His money is in escrow, and The Team will meet in Panama City in three days. I’ll need some help, both from the Columbian and Panamanian governments. I plan to rubber duck into the target area. If the missionaries come with us, we may also have to move fifteen more people.”

      “So, you’ll need a helicopter, probably two. I can arrange that. I called because The Company (CIA) is interested in the people holding the hostages.”

      Wade’s Alfa Group contracted with the CIA and three other alphabet government agencies. Then Wade subcontracted the jobs to Rico.

      “So, we’ll be double-dipping on this?”

      “Looks like it. I am authorized to pay you, Chang and Brody two thousand a day and each team member one thousand per day plus expenses. The Company will arrange for any special equipment, including the choppers.”

      “You have packages on the bad guys?”

      “Roger that. I have already dispatched a courier to you in Wyoming. Where will you be staying in Panama?”

      “We are booked at the Waldorf Astoria.”

      “A Five Star? It sure isn’t like The Corps, is it?”

      “Initially, our cover will be a filming company doing a documentary on the wildlife in The Gap.”

      Wade thought, ‘knowing Rico. He’ll make that movie and sell it to Hollywood.’ “That’ll work. I will get you the proper permits. I’ll meet you in Panama in three days and brief you on The Company’s part of the mission. How is the ransom to be paid?”

      “We will be carrying cash. I don’t like it, but according to Galan, the kidnappers insisted upon it. The cash is to come to me by courier in Panama.”

      “Okay then, anything else?”

      “We’ll need someone at the airport to get our equipment through customs.”

      “I’ll get it done. I will be there to greet you. How are Ramona and the baby?”

      “Ramona and Olivia are doing fine. Thanks for asking.”

      “Roger that. See you in three days.”

      Wade hung up.
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