


A Stillwater Story House production

First Printing, 2026

© 2026, Allan Evans
evanswriter.com

Book Cover by Kailey Anne Roberts, Emperor Arts

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner 
whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher, except for the use of brief quotations 

in a book review.

This book is a work of Nction. zames, characters, businesses, organi'ations, places, events, and incidents 
either are the product of the authorIs imagination or are used factiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, 

living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

:SBz9 7-78487752(678087 )Kindle Edition1
:SBz9 7-78487752(678986 )Paperback1



To family and friends.





1

Someone was going to die today. Frank Perlmutter sincerely hoped it wouldn’t be 
him.

The Hotel Theodore’s lounge had all the usual suspects: dim lighting, business 
types networking over pricey cocktails purchased with expense accounts, disin-
terested staf halJ-glued to a poker tournament on widescreens, and yacht rock 
soJtly pumping out tunes that hadn’t been cool since Cimmy Warter called the 
—hite House home. —earing an unremarkable dark suitBsurrounded by men in 
dark suitsBFrank was virtually invisible. —hich was important when you were 
hiding a weapon meant to kill someone.

He wasn’t worried. Frank was the guy no one noticed. That was his giJtBthe 
art oJ being Jorgettable.

—hich, oJ course, was Nne with Frank. Aeing decidedly average and wholly 
unremarkable was an asset Jor someone in his line oJ work. He was taller but not 
tall. Dot particularly thick or thin. zverage. He had brown hair, the color oJ beige 
houses everywhere. His eyes had Mecks oJ blue, green, and oJ course, brown, and 
had the knack Jor blending in with whatever color was nearby. He had a dad’s Jace 
and the body to go with it, which rendered him invisible to over ninety percent oJ 
the world’s population. His was the voice oJ a W-SPzD narrator, not the voice oJ 
a news broadcaster or salesman. Wertainly not a voice that would cause a woman 
to swoon. Dot surprisingly, no woman had ever swooned within spitting distance 
oJ Frank.

Frank was in the hotel lounge because his zlphaBagency speak Jor his primary 
targetBwas here. When KaLhao, a stocky Whinese national with mean eyes, was 
in Einneapolis Jor a meeting with a Dorth Vorean contact. The concern was 
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that KaLhao, a proliNc cyberterrorist, might have another plan in the works. The 
Dorth Vorean remained a mysteryBcurious, but not enough to earn Aeta status. 

KaLhao shook hands with the unidentiNed man in a tailored silver suit that 
screamed money and menace. zt his nod, the stunning woman beside him stood 
and walked awayBher dismissal a clear signal the meeting was about to begin. 
Three men remained, looming nearby. Euscles packed into suits a siLe too small. 
Aodyguards.

The woman strolledBslowly and ex“uisitelyBto the bar and took a seat. 2egs 
crossed, lips pursed, eyes scanning the lounge oJ the Hotel Theodore.

Frank swallowed hard.
zll curves, conNdence, and don’t-even-think-about-it energy, she was striking. 

Alack dress tailored to perJection. Ioing in where it needed to and back out 
again to accommodate her eye-catching curves. ”ed-soled heels that added Jour 
inches to her height. The way she moved, elegant, composed, graceJul. Frank was 
captivated.

?O’m going to talk to her.3 He spoke “uietly, his words not meant Jor anyone 
around him. ?She can tell me who KaLhao’s meeting with.3

?zre you surej Speaking to women hasn’t exactly been your strength.3 The 
voice in his head wasn’t selJ-doubt or even his conscience. Ot was his handler.

Tom —aters was Frank’s handler. z “uiet voice in his earpiece, Tom watched 
through the micro-camera in the Onternational Eayors WonJerence pin on 
Frank’s lapel. They had a strange chemistry, like an old married couple that bick-
ered constantly but still managed to make things work. Tom had saved Frank’s liJe 
more than onceBsometimes Jrom enemies, most others Jrom Frank’s singular 
lack oJ eptness.

OJ he was being honest with himselJ, Frank knew his longevity in the Neld owed 
more to Tom’s guidance than his own instincts.

?Iiven the operational security around the meeting, she may be our best 
chance to learn more,3 Frank whispered. ?O’m going to try to talk to her.3

?She’s a looker. Deed backupj3
?O’ve got this.3 Though with women he oJten didn’t. Frank’s track record with 

women wouldn’t inspire conNdence at the annual meeting oJ the Yptimists Wlub.
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The elegant zsian woman sat at the bar, poised and sophisticated, her presence 
commanding the room like a perJectly struck note in a EoLart concerto. Her dark 
eyes glimmered under the soJt light, alooJ yet irresistible. Frank hesitated, his pulse 
“uickening. 

He couldn’t take his eyes of her. Aut when he took a step toward the barBre-
aliLing he should’ve looked both waysBhe collided with a hurrying business-
woman. Her oversiLed purse exploded across the Moor.

?O’m so sorry.3 —anting to avoid attention, Frank dropped to his knees to 
help her gather her stuf. 2ip gloss, hand sanitiLer, a pack oJ gum, a tangled set 
oJ earbuds, a halJ-eaten protein bar, andBoJ courseBa rogue tampon scattered 
across the Moor. Something cylindrical rolled under a nearby table. He reached 
Jor what looked like a toothbrush case.

Aut when he liJted the obUect, he realiLed he’d been badly mistaken. 
?Yh my,3 said the woman at the table.
?Eaybe leave your toys at home,3 her husband added.
The businesswoman snatched the ofending item Jrom his hand and stormed 

of.
?Dow that was awkward,3 Tom said, laughing. ?Wan we get back to itj 5ou 

can’t leave a woman waiting. qspecially one who looks like she walked of the 
cover oJ Gogue.3

Ondeed, she stood out like a priceless work oJ art in a Home Kepot. Vnowing 
his window was closing, Frank’s nerves popped Jaster than a !th oJ Culy backyard 
celebration in rural zlabama. He hesitated, convinced that women could smell 
Jear. 

?Kon’t be shy,3 Tom said in his ear. ?—omen don’t like shy. They want a man 
who knows what he wants.3 

?—hat do O wantj3 Frank asked “uietly. ?zm O supposed to know thisj3
?Auddy, the one thing you don’t want is to stand in Jront oJ a girl talking to 

yourselJ. That’s creepy. Dot the vibe you’re going Jor. Cust walk over and say hello. 
Tell her you’d like to buy her a drink.3

Frank Jorced a breath. Their eyes met as Frank approached.
?Hey, O’mB3
?Kon’t say your name,3 Tom hissed.
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?Frank,3 he blurted beJore Tom could stop him. ?O’m curious about the man 
you came in with. The one in the silver suit.3

;p close, she was even more dangerous looking. Her eyes were dark and delib-
erate. qvery part oJ her said: I know what I’m doing. Do you?

?That’s my boss, Er. Fang,3 she said, studying him. Her Nngers toyed with an 
earring, her eyes locked on his. She leaned in, a whisper Uust Jor him. ?Wan O trust 
youj3

Frank hesitated.
?Say yes, you idiot.3 Tom didn’t sound pleased. Dot Jor the Nrst time.
Forcing himselJ to hold her gaLe, Frank nodded. ?5es, you can trust me.3
She gestured Jor Frank to take the stool beside her. —hen he sat down, she 

leaned closer, her perJume Jar more intoxicating than the commercials suggested. 
?Ey boss is involved with dangerous men. O need your help.3

Frank blinked. ?O don’t even know your name.3
She hesitated, beJore ofering a soJt, guarded smile. ?”ose. ”ose Park.3
AeJore he could reply, she added, ?5ou have kind eyes, Frank. That’s rare Jrom 

where O’m Jrom.3
?She’s laying it on thick. O don’t trust her,3 Tom warned. ?znd you shouldn’t 

either.3
Aut Frank was too Jar gone. —omen like this didn’t live in his world. They lived 

in spy movies and diplomatic entourages. Private villas and GOP airport lounges. 
Dot next to guys who’d peaked in high school intramurals.

?O’m in trouble. O think they know O know.3 Her voice trembled Uust slightly as 
her eyes began to shine.

Don’t create a scene. Keep your head down. Don’t get involved in anyone’s prob-
lems. Frank’s mantras ran through his head as her eyes pleaded with him. They 
were not the kind oJ eyes he could easily ignore.

?Hey, meeting’s over,3 Tom barked.
He was right. Fang and his ready-Jor-business bodyguards were headed Frank’s 

way. Their hands underneath their Uackets. qyes on ”ose. znd him. KaLhao, 
Frank’s zlpha, was behind them, moving toward the exit.

?They’re coming your way,3 Tom said. ?Time to make your exit. Kon’t lose 
zlpha.3
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For every person, there’s a maUor decision pointBthe proverbial Jork in the 
roadBwhen a choice between options is re“uired. Time stood still Jor Frank as 
his moment arrived. 

Fork number one: Womplete the assignment. z single bullet would drop 
KaLhao, and Frank could slip away in the pandemonium. Eission accomplished. 

Fork number two: Help the woman. Her eyes would Jorever haunt him iJ he 
leJt her behind.

Fork number three: Ko both.
He knew better but called an audible anyway. He was going with Jork number 

three. 
Time. Slowed. To. z. Halt. 
The security detail closed in.
”ose at his side. 2eaning into him. The delicate scent oJ her perJume teased his 

senses. 
The security detail drew their pistols Nrst as Frank reached Jor his. 
?Hurry63 ”ose shouted.
The silencer caught on his waistband. Ketermination won out over his Een’s 

—earhouse suit pants, and the gun popped out. 
?They’re going to kill me.3 Panic in ”ose’s voice.
Frank stayed calmD this wasn’t his Nrst rodeo. Four shots would do. Yne Jor 

KaLhao, then one Jor each oJ the bodyguards. Ot was simple in theory. 
She was by his side. ?Shoot them63
Aut as Frank aimed his SOI-Sauer PRRE, the woman redirected his aim. z subtle 

nudge perJectly timed.
z dull thut echoed, sounding more like a heavy stapler snapping shut than a 

gunshot.
The redirected Emm bullet hit the nearest bodyguard. He Jell back, eyes wide 

in surprise, blood arcing Jrom the hole in his throat. 
?Vill them all63 she screamed.
Do choice now, Frank pivoted and Nred at the approaching bodyguard. 
The second man crashed into a table, dragging a wave oJ suits down with him.
The third ducked behind a table, but Frank put a bullet in his brain when he 

popped back up.
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Thut. qven suppressed, everyone knew the sound and the business crowd 
panicked.

Whaos. Screams. Panic.
KaLhao was gone. Fang was out oJ sight. The Uob was past saving.
?zbort, abort63 Tom shouted. ?5ou lost zlpha63
zs Frank hesitated, seeing the disaster around him, ”ose grabbed his hand.
?Wome on63 she shouted.
Vnowing his best and possibly only chance to Nnd his target again was with 

”ose, FrankBassassin, Jorgettable middle-aged nobody, man oJ mantras and 
rulesBran with her. 


