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“How did you find me?” 

The sunset was fading into dusk, but the September evening 

was still warm enough for Cass to have left her door open with just the 

screen locked. She had come around from a back room, wine glass in 

hand, at the sound of knuckles rapping on the aluminum frame. Now, she 

stood frozen at the back of the hall, trying to make out the expression on 

the familiar but much-aged face. 

“Will you let me in?” The man leaned one hand on the frame 

and brought his face closer to the screen, trying to make her out. 

She didn’t move, “How did you find me?” 

The man raised his empty hands and then slowly turned for her 

to inspect. He wore nothing but a t-shirt and shorts. It would be difficult 

to conceal a weapon. “Please,” he asked. 

She came to the front of the house but didn’t let him in. Instead, 

she looked through the window, assessing the street. “Is that your car?” 

“Yes.” 

“Rental?” 

“You know me better than that. No one knows I’m here.” 

She sighed and finally came to the door. Through the screen, 

his gaze took her in. 

“God, Cass, it’s been so long.” 

“It has. You’ve lost all your hair.” 

 

* * * 

 

They sat at her small kitchen table. The cat kept its distance, 

watching from the kitchen. 

“I need you to come with me.” He was leaning across the table. 

If she had let him, he might have taken her hands. 
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She’d forgotten about his penchant for intense eye contact. It 

was at once alarming and thrilling, but she wasn’t softening; she leaned 

away from him. “I’m listening. But start with how you found me.” 

“Let me see your hands.” Without waiting for an answer, he 

gently took her hands and turned them over. “Your hands were always 

the roughest.” He smiled a little. “Looks the same to me.” 

“What do my hands have anything to do with anything?” 

“That’s how I found you.” 

Cass froze, choking on her question. “What?” 

“You’re still rowing. It took a long time and lots of resources, 

but it’s hard to hide an Olympic-class rower even if she just teaches the 

local kids.” 

At that, she stood and started to pace. It seemed they could take 

this slow a few moments before, but that was over now. “I’ve got to get 

out of here. I can’t stay here a minute longer if it was that easy for you.” 

Cass headed to another room, and the man followed. When he saw her 

bring a suitcase out of the closet, he stopped her. 

He put his hand on her arm to slow her down. “That’s why I’m 

here.” 

She shook him off. “You’re here to take me back to them? To 

kill me?” 

“No, I’m here to get you to safety. Put the suitcase away. It 

needs to look like you’ve just stepped out.” 

Cass took a breath, looked around the room, and then risked 

looking into those eyes again. “You need to leave. It’s better if I do this 

on my own. If you help me, they’ll kill you too, Frank.” 

His face took on a familiar look of practiced consternation. 

Another tic she had forgotten, his tendency to look like he was play-

acting, even when he wanted to be sincere. “I thought I lost you the first 

time you disappeared. I spent a long time missing you. When they said 

you might be alive, I knew this was my chance to get it right this time.” 

Cass said nothing but sat down on the edge of the bed, and he 

joined her. It was easier to talk this way. 

“I’m not going to leave you to the wolves again. I’ve spent too 

much time regretting the person I was when we were kids. Let me help 

you this time, and I’ll explain everything on the road.” 
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Cass took a long look at the man at her side. Did he feel that old 

thrill? That faint hum stirring her up? She kept her expression hard as 

she studied him, but then she leaned in just a little. “Okay. You can come 

with me, but if we run, we run my way.” She walked to the front of the 

house, put on a coat, and handed him a spare. “It's going to be chilly on 

the water; take this.” 

“What? I’ve got the car.”  

“We’re doing this my way, remember? Let’s go.” She walked 

out the door and the man followed her, surprised. She had never been the 

one to boss him around. 

“We’re going to leave your car here, along with our phones.” 

She took her own phone out of her pocket. “Where’s yours? Let’s leave 

‘em in the car.” 

“Okay, okay, that’s good.” 

She smiled. “Now you’re catching on. But we’ve got to be 

quick. I’ve got a safe house across the lake with a car. It’s an easy row 

for me….” 

He faltered. 

“You still can’t swim, can you?” She smiled a bit at this 

revelation. “Don’t worry; you can have a life vest.” 

 

* * * 

 

Cass’s small house sat on the shore of the lake. Hers was the 

smallest of a handful that crowded the shore. Beyond this tiny 

neighborhood were winding roads that led drivers on an hour’s tour 

through dense woods and then an abrupt shift to a newly developed 

suburb. She explained to Frank that rowing across the lake would take 

about an hour but lead them to a more populated area with more 

opportunities for eluding anyone on their tail. She had a small boathouse 

with a few options, but she opted for the canoe as it would be the easiest 

for her to manage with the extra dead weight. Inside the boathouse, the 

pair struggled to get the canoe in the water without turning on the lights. 

Cass insisted on the darkness just in case her neighbors happened to 

notice the activity. She wasn’t known for late-night rowing. 
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As Cass lowered herself in, Frank whispered, alarmed. “Cass! 

My vest.” It was too dark to make anything out. She could hear the panic 

in his voice as he lowered himself into the boat by feel. 

“There’s one in here. Get in and hush. Voices travel on the 

water.” As soon as she felt his full weight center on his seat, she took 

off. 

 

* * * 

 

The night was quiet; their only lights were the stars and a few 

houses along the shore. Once they had cleared several yards, Cass spoke. 

“We can talk now but keep your voice low. Tell me why they’re looking 

for me now.” 

“Can I have my vest first?” 

Cass felt around, their eyes had adjusted to the dark, but it was 

difficult to make out anything in the shadows. She finally brought up a 

soft lunch pack. “Oh, I thought I left one here.” She heard him make a 

little moan, and the boat shivered a bit when he gripped the sides. “You’ll 

be fine. The water’s calm. I’ve got you.” 

Frank didn’t relax, but she could make out a slight nod before 

he started. “The Feds have been building a case on us, and Dad’s going 

to trial. Supposedly there’s a witness coming out of hiding, and they 

thought it might be you. They started looking last year and found your 

trail about six months ago. Cass, why didn’t you change your name? It 

seems so…reckless.” 

“I have my reasons.” She let her response sit and kept rowing 

for a while. “Do you think I’m the witness?” 

Frank took a long time to answer. “It doesn’t matter, and I don’t 

want to know. There’s a part of me that wants the whole business to 

explode. I want it all to stop. It would almost be perfect justice if it was 

you.” 

“But…”  

“But you’d never be safe. Even if you went back into hiding. 

And my family, we’re not all bad. I keep thinking about my girls….”  

Cass kept rowing and let him have silence. She wasn’t offering 

any information or solace. 

“I’m scared, Cass.” 
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She scoffed. 

“I’m not as strong as you. I didn’t have the choice to run away.” 

“You know in your heart that’s not true. You’ve had the same 

options I had. Always. But you could never see what was good for your 

soul.” 

“Oh, Cass,” Frank’s entreaty was naked, without shame. “I’ve 

needed you all this time. It’s become so ugly.” 

“How can it be worse than when I left? Was drug trafficking 

not enough? Murder? Funding armed gangs and destabilizing nations? 

Worse than that?” 

Silence. 

“Tell me.” 

She could barely make out his answer. “You’ve heard the 

stories. The missing kids in Honduras?” 

She stopped, her oar in midair. “What are you saying?” 

“I think we’re involved.” 

“You think?!” Both were still trying to whisper, but her words 

appeared to smack him. 

Cowed, he replied, “We've lost control.” 

Her response came as a hiss, “What are you going to do to fix 

this? Your hands are dirty, Frank.” 

“Stop.” He held up his hand to silence her. “My life is broken, 

and there’s nothing I can do at this point. I didn’t come here to listen to 

your lectures. I’m stuck in this world, but I’m worried about you. I need 

to make sure you're safe.”  

“There’s still a girl in me that wants to believe you.” She 

laughed to herself, “What kind of magic do you have, Frank? Whatever 

it is, I’ve known you long enough to know you’re not telling me the 

whole truth.” 

Frank took his time to respond. By now, they had made it to the 

middle of the lake; both had views of the few twinkling lights on the 

opposite shores. 

“I need your help, Cass. You’re the only one I trust, and you see 

things differently than me. Maybe you can come back with me. I’ll 

protect you, and you can help me figure this out.”  

Her exasperation smacked him before she even spoke. “Your 

spell is strong, but I’m not foolish enough to compromise my life. And 
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I’m not talking about death.” She could barely say the next words, it was 

clear they hurt her. “What you do is evil. I can’t help anyone be less 

evil.” 

He took in her words. “I’m sorry it didn’t work out for us.” 

Cass tried not to laugh too hard. “You can’t be serious. I just 

came out and said you were evil, and you’re pining over our missed 

shot?” 

He pressed on, “Don’t laugh. You and I both know that I 

wouldn’t be in this mess if we were together.” 

“Yes, but it seems irrelevant at the moment.” 

“I came and found you because I’m ready to be the person 

you’ve always wanted me to be.” 

Cass stopped rowing again. “Frank, I’ve always loved you, and 

I guess I always will, in a way. But you’re mistaken if you think I’m 

going to get all doe-eyed over the chance to be with you. Twenty years 

ago, I was a silly girl in love with her brother’s best friend. Now, I’ve 

lived enough to have better taste. ” 

“I think I have better taste now, too. I was so shallow then. If a 

girl had thick hair and great legs, I couldn’t resist, but you were always 

the one I wanted to talk to at the end of the day. It’s unbelievable that I 

put those girls before you.” 

“Thanks? I guess I should be swooning now?” She was done 

with this conversation. “It’s still a pass for me. You’re on your own.” 

Both were silenced when they heard the boom from behind 

them. 

Frank turned to look. “Jesus, Cass! It’s your house!” 

“How do you know that? Maybe it’s your car.” Her expression, 

what he could see in the dim light, had changed, now her jaw was set, 

and he could see that power again, the way she looked as a young girl 

training for her meets.  

“What are you talking about?” 

“Enough of your games, Frank. Get out of the boat!” 

“What! I can’t swim.”  

“Oh, I can’t swim.” She was mocking him, and there was no 

pretense of staying quiet. She stood and rocked the boat. Her oar was 

now a weapon. 

“Jump Frank, before I knock you out.” 
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“What the fuck! Are you crazy?” 

“Jump, Frank.” 

He slipped into the water. Trying to hang onto the side of the 

canoe.  

“Get off, Frank! I swear I’ll whack those pretty fingers!” 

He let go and began to tread the water with practiced ease.  

“Well, would you look at that?” 

His rage rolled off him like shockwaves. “You set us back by 

decades! Ever since you left, the Feds have been on our asses. You 

Bitch!” 

“You killed my brother! Your best friend! Do you think I didn’t 

notice that you drove up to his funeral in a new car? You piece of shit!” 

Cass began to row away, and Frank swam to catch up.  

Rowing, she kept her eyes on him. “You’re not the only one 

who knows how to use the internet. It was super cute that you joined your 

local adult swim team. It finally occurred to you that a future mob boss 

shouldn’t have any glaring weaknesses?” 

Frank’s strokes were strong; he had no problem swimming and 

cursing her at the same time. “Cass, you stubborn shrew! I came to you 

to give you a chance. The family wants to kill you, but I want you alive. 

I know you hate me, but I still need you.” 

“You selfish child. I can’t bring myself to kill you, but we’re 

not done! When we get to shore, I’m taking you in.” 

“Listen, Cass. There’s someone waiting on the shore for me. I 

knew about your safe house. If you pull in without me, they’ll kill you.” 

Cass stopped the boat, and Frank approached, putting one wet 

hand on the edge. She eyed him and then began rowing again. “Tell me 

why I should trust you.” 

He swam close enough and hung onto the edge. “Your brother’s 

not dead, we made him disappear, but he’s not dead.” 

“I don’t believe you. He would have looked for me. He would 

have found me.” 

“How could he? I’ve been looking for you for over 15 years. 

How could he look for you and risk being found? I can take you to him, 

but I need you to come back with me. I can fix this, but I need you. You 

can’t hide anymore. Neither of you can.” 
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The pair were close to the shore now. They could see a figure 

waiting. 

“See Cass. She’s waiting for us.” 

“Who?” 

“My girlfriend, Vanessa. You’ll come back with us and be my 

partner. I wanted it to be your choice, but I guess it has to be my way.” 

The canoe hit the shore, and the woman, tall with thick raven 

hair, grabbed the boat and brought it in a little further. To Frank’s 

surprise, she addressed Cass first. 

“Agent Flinn, it’s nice to meet you.” 

Cass stepped from the boat in one clean practiced move. She 

shook the new woman’s hand. “Agent Sinclair. The pleasure is mine, 

I’ve been looking forward to working with you. 

Frank had drawn himself out of the water, soaking wet. He 

stood back, taking in the scene. “What? Van? What is this…?” 

Cass laughed. “I told them to send someone with amazing hair. 

You’re so fucking predictable, Frank.”  

She approached him and put her hand on his shoulder. “Here’s 

the deal, you’re going to take us to my brother, and then you're going to 

sit down with us and fill us in on the details. You were never great at 

being completely honest with your girlfriends, so Agent Sinclair still has 

a few questions. This will be easy for you. You’ve always enjoyed 

spilling your guts to me.” 

“Why would I work with you now?” 

“Because you’re right. You do need me. You’ve always been 

the weaker one, and now I’m going to help you clean up the mess you 

and your family have made. It’s time.” 
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